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Clint Elliston

“Ugh, I can’t believe how much homework Ms. Ayers gave us for math,” my cousin and best friend groaned. She shook her head, her braid of sandy-blonde hair dancing across her shoulders. “Doesn’t she know it’s the weekend, Clint? I don’t want to spend it on figuring out sine, cosine, and tangent.”



I snorted, nodding my head. Melody hated math. “How long until you scream at your homework and then throw it out your bedroom window?”

“I did that once, asshole,” she said, giving me a glare followed up by a light punch on my shoulder. “One time. In the seventh grade. That was ages ago.”

“Or four years. Not that long ago.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’ll just copy off your homework.”

“What makes you think I know how to do it?” I asked with a grunt.

“Because you don’t want me to fail.” She sidled closer to me, her arm almost brushing mine. My hand clenched. I wanted to reach out and take her hand, holding it.

But we were in public. It was one thing to be best friends with your sixteen-year-old, tomboyish cousin, it was another thing to hold her hand like she was your girlfriend. I couldn’t help staring at the profile of her face as we walked, her nose a small, cute protrusion, her lips pursed. They were pink. Melody didn’t wear much lipstick. But she really didn’t need it. She had a natural beauty even when she wore loose t-shirts and comfortable jeans.. She didn’t wear the tight clothing like the other girls at our school, flaunting her body, wanting all the boys to look at her.

It was why we had been best friends for as long as either of us could remember. We were both sixteen, though I was younger by a month, and we had grown up living next door. I don’t know why our mothers, who were sisters, decided to live side-by-side, but it was hard not to run around with Melody as a kid. She liked climbing trees, playing soldiers, riding bikes, and playing video games. She truly was my best friend.

And then a year ago, things changed. We were in my room hanging out on my bed, talking, doing homework, fucking around and…we kissed. It was almost accidental. She had turned to me as I leaned in to tickle her, and our lips bumped.

And we didn’t pull away.

Now we were kissing cousins. We made out every chance we had. I wanted to do so much more with her, but we were first cousins. Our mothers were sisters. It was…wrong. Incest. We both felt it. But we both enjoyed the kissing, the touching, the intimacy.

I felt like she was even more of my best friend after a year of sneaking around. And when my dad died six months back, she was the only one in the family who helped me deal with it. Mom was lost to her boxes of wine, my older sister was just a cunt, and my younger sister retreated even farther into her books. Aunt Vicky, Melody’s mother, tried, but she just made it worse, and my other cousin, Lee, was a brat as always.

But Melody was someone I could talk to, share things with. Hell, I could even cry a bit around her without her thinking I was a pussy.

“So you better do your homework well,” Melody said, bumping her shoulder into me. It was our way of holding hands. We had a lot of little ways of showing affection around other people that didn’t look weird. “Because I don’t want to fail.”

“So, as the man, I have to take care of you?” I arched an eyebrow. “Pretty sexist of you.”

“I enjoy traditional gender roles when they benefit me,” she grinned and licked her lips. It was a deliberate, slow lick.

My heart beat faster. It was her way of kissing me in public. Damn, I wish we weren’t on the sidewalk of our street, our feet crunching on the first leaves of autumn fallen from Mrs. Lynch’s Japanese maple. Why did we have to be first cousins? If she was just the girl next door, we would have fucked already. We could have been fucking for months.

Then I wouldn’t be a damned virgin.

“Fine, I’ll take care of your lazy ass,” I said, a grin on my lips, my tone light.

“Lazy?” She arched an eyebrow then lowered her voice. “I thought my ass was hot, not lazy. You loved it in those panties I bought.”

My grin spread large, hungrily. Recently, she was stripping down to her underwear for our make out sessions. We were flirting closer and closer with going all the way. With crossing that line into real incest.

“I loved it,” I grinned. “Maybe if you want to copy my homework, you need to show me another pair of exciting panties.”

“But you already told me you would. No take backs, Clinton Elliston the Third.”

I groaned. My dad was Clinton. I was Clint. “Fine. But…if you want me to do my best, I need incentives.”

Her grin grew. Her lips were so kissable. I wondered what flavor of lip gloss she wore today. I hoped it was apricot. I liked that flavor on her lips.

We reached our houses, the shade of the giant chestnut tree in my front yard falling over us. The tree’s broad, green canopy covered most of my yard and a quarter of Melody’s. My house was gray with mauve trim—my mother chose the scheme and Dad painted it—and rose three stories, my room in the attic. Aunt Vicky’s house was reddish-brown, only two stories, and smaller.

Dad had also painted it. Aunt Vicky didn’t have a husband or even a boyfriend.

“So, you do your homework, Mister,” she told me, giving me a smile. “I’ll be over in an hour or so.”

“Fine,” I grumbled. I took her hand for a brief moment, giving her a squeeze. It was my way of kissing her in public—she would only laugh when I licked my lips slowly. It was sexy on a girl, but not on a guy apparently.

She licked her lips slowly. My dick ached in my jeans. And then my cousin broke away for her house, and I headed to mine. My mom’s car was in the driveway. I groaned. She should be at work for another two hours. I hope she hadn’t taken another half-day.

She would get fired if she kept doing that. Dad’s death hit Mom hard. Everything was falling apart, and I was the only one that seemed to care.

I entered the house and ran almost smack into Lee, my fifteen-year-old cousin. She and Melody were a year and a few months apart in age. Aunt Vicky had popped them out with the deadbeat asshole she used to date before he took off with another woman. Neither Lee, short for Leann, or Melody knew their father as more than “the sperm donor.” My dad had been the closest thing to a father they knew.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, groaning at the piece of toast slathered in Nutella jammed in her mouth.

She mumbled something that might have been, “Eating.”

“Don’t you have food at your house?”

She ripped the toast from her mouth and stuck her tongue out at me. She may be fifteen, but she acted like she was five. Her black hair was cut in a pixyish bob which only enhanced her bratty, youthful figure. She was slim and had more energy than a crackhead on speed.

“Your food is better, Lint,” she beamed.

I groaned at her annoying nickname for me. “Did you clean up your mess?”

“Nope.” She flashed me a grin then darted around me with swift dexterity, ducking my arm as I tried to seize her and haul her ass back to the kitchen. But she played soccer, and she knew how to dance around a defender.

“Leann, get your ass back here,” I shouted as she crashed through the screen door and raced away from the house laughing. “Dammit.”

“Was that Lee bursting out of here?” asked Zoey, my older sister. She walked down the stairs wearing a tight pair of jean shorts and a halter top that enhanced her already impressive breasts, the mounds jiggling as she came down the stairs, so big and pillowy. I know I shouldn’t stare at my sister, but when she was built like a brick house, it was hard not to. Brassy hair fell about her sultry face, her lips dark-red and looked so plump and kissable.

Zoey had the biggest tits in the family. I know I loved Melody, but, damn, my sister had a body that would not quit. She had just turned eighteen and loved to flaunt her stuff. She sauntered by me, her hips rolling, her exposed midriff tan and sleek.

“How was school, squirt?” she asked, ruffling my hair. “Did Ms. Ayers give you a ton of homework?”

I scowled as I patted my dark hair back into place. I hated when she ruffled it. And when she called me squirt. We were a year-and-a-half a part in age but I was only a grade behind her—a junior That didn’t matter. She treated me like I was a fucking kid. “Yeah.”

“Knew it. Always loves to give a ton of homework on the weekends. Had her last year. The worse.”

I followed her into the kitchen and groaned at the disaster Lee left behind. How did she create such a mess making a piece of toast? “You see this shit?”

“Yep,” Zoey said, opening the fridge and bending over. Those jean shorts molded to her ass. They were so tight, and I didn’t see any panty line. I flushed, my dick hardening Why couldn’t Melody dress like that some of the time. Zoey’s hips swayed as she rooted around the fridge. She bent over more, and I could see a prominent cameltoe, the jean shorts hugging her pussy. Damn. “Ugh, Mom hasn’t gone grocery shopping yet. No OJ.”

I wrenched my gaze away before she caught me staring, my dick so damned hard, and grabbed the still-open jar of Nutella. I screwed on the lid. Hard. “She said she would tomorrow.”

“Right,” my sister said with sarcasm, settling on a pitcher of grape juice. She poured a glass and leaned against the counter watching me clean up Lee’s mess.

“You want to help?” I asked as I sealed the loaf of bread with the plastic thingie and put it into the cupboard.

“Not really, squirt.”

I grit my teeth. Everything was going to shit. She wouldn’t sit there and watch me clean if Dad was alive. And he never would have put up with Lee making a mess and not cleaning it up either. He would have bent his niece over his knee and spanked her ass.

Zoey pulled out her iPhone with her other hand, texting while sipping at her grape juice. I grabbed a cloth and wiped the counter down. I hated messes. Things should be tidy. Orderly. Dad always said a house is a reflection of its master. A clean house meant a man who was in charge, a man who kept his family working smoothly, made sure his children did their chores.

Discipline.

And it was gone.

Mom’s heels clicked as she walked into the kitchen, still wearing her business skirt and blouse, her dyed-blonde hair in a messy bun. The roots of her hair were dark-black. She didn’t wear much makeup or did more with her hair than pull it back into a bun these days. She dyed her hair and kept it long because Dad liked it, and she still half-heartily kept it up.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked Mom as she headed for the lower cabinet beside the sink. I tried not to stare at her skirt pulled tight over her ass.

My sister had inherited her brick-house body from our mother.

“Order what you want,” Mom said, her voice tired. She rose, clutching a box of wine in one hand. “I’m too tired to cook tonight.”

“You’re too tired to cook any night,” I muttered. She used to cook dinner every night save Fridays and Sundays. Dad liked home-cooked meals. So did I. Ordering pizza or Chinese or subs got old fast.

Mom didn’t respond as she walked past. “I’m going over to Vicky’s.”

As she walked out, my sister muttered, “I see she restocked on box wine.”

I grunted.

“Buck up, squirt,” Zoey said, ruffling my hair as she passed her. I scowled at her. “You get to pick dinner. Since you’re the man of the house now.”

I hated her mocking smile. “Shut up.”

“See, already taking charge.” She finished her glass of grape juice and set it down on the counter two feet from the sink.

“You going to rinse that out?”

She shrugged. “Need to get to work.”

My eyebrows arched. “They let you work at Dairy Queen dressed like that?”

“They have uniforms for us to wear at the store,” she said, snagging her purse. “One of us needs to get the money to pay for Mom’s wine. Maybe you should man up and get a job?”

Since she turned eighteen two weeks ago, she had gotten a job where her friend, Stefani, had started working. It shocked me that she would even get a job. She was a lazy cow. I grabbed her glass as she sauntered by, staring at her phone.

It beeped and she let out a pleased sound. “Ooh, she’s here.”

The front door opened a moment later. Stefani sauntered into the kitchen, a redhead with a big smile on her face and delightful dimples. She gave my sister a hug as I rinsed out Zoey’s glass. If I didn’t wash it, the glass would just stay on the damned counter all night. My hand clenched on it. If Dad was alive, he would spank Zoey no matter what her age was for doing that.

“And there’s the stud,” Stefani said, sauntering over to me. She wore a tight, short skirt and thigh-high, heeled boots. I smelled her perfume as she leaned against the counter. “How you doing?”

I frowned at her. “Same as when we shared World History today.”

It was Aunt Vicky’s class. She taught history at our high school. Not that her being my aunt caused her to cut me any slack. I had taken classes taught by her before, and she made sure I didn’t half-ass my homework, not wanting to show any nepotism. The irony of that sucked.

“Your hair’s ruffled,” Stefani said, leaning against me, her breasts straining the belly shirt she wore. I could see the outline of her nipples.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Damn, why did I have to be surrounded by women I couldn’t do anything with? Sexy women. Melody, Zoey, Mom, and even Stefani. Zoey would kill me if I made a move on her best friend. And Stefani knew it.

She was a cocktease.

“I like a man with mused hair,” she purred, her voice growing husky. “Makes them look…dangerous.”

I took a deep breath. “Cool.” She was just fucking with me. Right? The way she spoke, the way her green eyes burned as she leaned into me, the scent of her perfume.

Melody should wear perfume.

“We need to go, Dandi,” Zoey said. Don’t ask me why my sister calls her friend Dandi. Or why Stefani called my sister Yunie.

“Right, Yunie,” laughed Stefani, pushing away from the counter. “Got to go make those mad bills.”

She hooked my sister’s arm and the pair strode out. “Later, squirt,” called my sister.

I almost threw her glass to the floor. I hated when she called me squirt. “I’m not a fucking little boy, bitch.”

She laughed. The front door closed.

I put her glass into the dishwasher. It was full, so I added soap and started the load. I headed out of the kitchen and upstairs, my shoes ringing on the hardwood runners. Dad put hardwood floors throughout all the house for Mom when I was ten or so. “Let the women decide on the decorating,” Dad told me. “Then do it for them. Show them you’re handy, skilled. Women like knowing their men are handy. Keep them happy, and they’ll please you, son.”

Fuck, I missed him. I hadn’t even been in his shed in the backyard where he had his carpenter tools since he died. Too fucking painful.

I reached the second floor hallway and crossed it to the attic stairs. My little sister’s door opened, and she strode out, her face staring intently at her Kindle. She was the only member of the family without a smartphone or a tablet. But she had her Kindle eReader. She pushed her glasses absently up her cute nose and then gasped when she saw me.

“Clint,” she groaned, clutching her Kindle to her chest. At fourteen, she was small and skinny, her light-brown hair in girlish pigtails. She just started as a freshman at my school. “You scared me.”

“Don’t walk around with your nose in a the kindle then, Alicia,” I retorted.

She shrugged, turned, and walked to the bathroom, her eyes locked on her book. I sighed. I hardly even spoke to her since Dad’s death. She spent all her time in her room, even eating in there these days. What few friends she did have seemed to have fallen away.

Damn, maybe I should talk to her or something?

I groaned and headed up the stairs to the attic. My bedroom took up half of it, the other was storage filled with cardboard boxes full of Christmas decorations, old clothes, and the usual junk any family accumulates over the years. My door was the one on the left at the top of the stairs. I thrust it open and dropped my backpack when I walked in.

My room was neat, tidy. I liked it that way. My bed was underneath the sloping attic ceiling. I had only the one window, a dormer thrusting through the roof. I could stand up to my full height in it. The walls were painted blue—a project I did with Dad a decade or more ago. I flopped onto my bed, my eyes suddenly heavy.

I should start on the homework. Melody would be here soon, but it had been a long week, a long month.

A long series of months.

I closed my eyes, breathing slow, and didn’t fight the nap pulling me down into sleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I pulled on the tight tank top, shivering at how it molded to my breasts. My nipples were hard. It was so obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra. That made me both nervous and excited to go over to my cousin’s. No bra. Maybe…I would show my tits to him. And he could touch them directly. Not through my shirt or bra.

Direct contact.

That sent an excited warmth through my pussy as my hips shook. I was scared of taking this step. There was only one place our relationship was heading—sex.

I so wanted to have sex with Clint. To make love to him. To have him as my first man. Our relationship was forbidden, doomed. We were first cousins. I was practically his sister. We could never be together openly. It was even illegal. But…damn if he wasn’t such a sexy, young man, growing strong just like Uncle Clinton had been. Dark hair, broad shoulders, muscular figure, and that strong jawline…

I wiggled my hips, wishing I owned a pair of tighter jeans to show off my curves. I know he liked tight jeans. He couldn’t help but look at Zoey whenever she pranced around in her tight jeans or shorts, flaunting her cameltoe. I loved teasing Clint whenever I caught him looking at his older sister.

Damn, why did my best friend have to be my cousin? Then we could date. We could make love. We could hold hands and kiss and hug and not care who saw us.

I grabbed my apricot-flavored lip gloss and applied it. I smacked my lips, tasting the flavor—it wasn’t my favorite, but Clint loved it—and capped it. I took another breath, my stomach twisting. I was showered, freshened up, and sexy. I couldn’t date Clint, but I could hang out with him. Be with him.

I wanted this to last for as long as it could.

I stepped out of my room and passed my younger sister’s door. It was half-opened, revealing the chaos that was Lee’s room, her bed unmade, clothes lying strewn across the floor, a frilly pair of panties dangling from the edge of her desk. No music blared, so she wasn’t at home. It was Friday, which meant a date night for most girls, but probably not for Lee. I bet she was at the park running. She liked that.

Girl had too much energy.

Voices came from the kitchen. My mom and Aunt Cheryl sat on the bar stools talking at the kitchen island, a glass of white wine in my aunt’s hand. A box of cheap wine set beside her. She took a long sip as my mom stroked my aunt’s arm.

“Hey, Aunt Cheryl,” I said, streaming through the kitchen.

My mom glanced up and her eyebrows lifted. I blushed, feeling so self-conscious of the tight top I wore. “That’s new, honey.”

“Yeah,” I shrugged. “Picked it up last weekend.”

“You heading somewhere? A date?”

“Mom,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just heading next door. Clint and I have schoolwork to work on.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Aunt Cheryl said, her cheeks red. She lowered her drink and pressed down on the spigot on the side of the wine box. Liquid splashed as she topped off her glass. “How long are you staying?”

“Probably late,” I shrugged. “We’ll eat dinner, watch some bad movies or something. I might even just crash there.”

“Oh, that’s cruel. Making your cousin sleep on the floor when you could just walk next door,” Mom said.

“Oh, Clint wouldn’t mind,” Aunt Cheryl said. “He’s a gentleman like his father.” She took a long drink of her wine. “Just like him…”

I squirmed. It would be so easy for Clint and I to take that final step in our relationship, to cross the line from harmless kissing into love-making. No one in the family would bat an eye if I was up in his room all night. We had spent our entire lives running around together. I had slept in his room, and he had slept in mine, so many times. I pushed away that thought, my cheeks burning, and asked them, “Well, um, what are you two going to do tonight?”

I needed to get the conversation away from me sleeping over with Clint just in case someone became suspicious of my tight top and no bra.

Mom glanced at the wine glass in Aunt Cheryl’s hand. “Oh, soak in the last rays of sunshine by the pool, I think. Probably talk.”

They talked a lot lately. Aunt Cheryl was drinking too much wine. Sometimes she ended up sleeping over, passing out in Mom’s bedroom. Maybe we should have an intervention or something for Aunt Cheryl?

“Well, later,” I said, squirming. It was too intense in here. I headed next door. I hoped Clint liked my tank top.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“Son, I’m disappointed in you,” my father said.

It wasn’t how I expected my dream to start. “Sorry, Dad,” I shrugged, not sure how I knew I was dreaming. It just…felt like a dream.

We were in the kitchen. It was a mess, like Hurricane Lee had done her worse. “Things are slipping through the cracks, Son. Your mother and sisters are not doing their part. What did I tell you about a clean house?”

“Discipline, Dad,” I said. I was aware I was dreaming, so why was this what I was conjuring up? Why not a hot girl? Or Melody? Or Zoey?

Or Mom?

“If you want to get laid, your cousin is more than willing,” Dad continued.

“What?”

“Melody. Girl’s had a crush on you since you were kids. Everyone knows it. And about your crush on her.”

“Everyone?” My cheeks burned.

“So why haven’t you made your move? She’s ripe.”

“She’s my first cousin, Dad,” I said.

“And? You’re a man. She’s a woman. You want each other. So take her, son. Women love it. Be strong, be dominant. Give her pleasure.” He paused, staring at me. “I know you’re a virgin, but you’ve watched enough porn.”

“Jesus,” I groaned. This was embarrassing, and I knew it wasn’t real. “Come on, Dad.”

“Now porn isn’t realistic, but you’ve learned some stuff from it. Women love it when you go down on them. You make a woman cum, you lick her to orgasm, and she’ll eat out of your hand. She’ll want to please you back. She’ll suck your cock, swallow your cum, even let you fuck her asshole. Be strong, confident, and in charge. Discipline, Son. You need to keep a strong discipline with your women.”

“Fuck, Dad.”

“Like I kept it with your mother and your sisters. Never let any of them disrespect me. I never let the house fall to shit. You all understood your chores and you did them. If you didn’t…”

“You’d spank us,” I muttered. “Are you wanting me to spank my sisters?”

“And your cousins. I kept your aunt’s house in line, too. Discipline your cousins for her. It’s the man’s job.”

“Dad, you can’t say things like that. Women aren’t property.”

“Never said they were. But they like a strong man. The respond to it. Show strength, and the women will want to please you, your mother included.”

“Great, now you’re saying I should seduce Mom. Fuck, I have a horny subconscious”

“Your mother could use a hard fucking.” Dad gave me a serious look. “You’ve seen her hurting. She misses me. She needs what I gave her. I was strong for her. I was there for her to lean against when things were tough. And they’ve never been tougher for her. So, yes, show her you’re a man. And your sisters. And your cousins.

“Especially Melody. You love her. She loves you. Good enough reason to take her in hand and fuck her.”

“So you want me to fuck all the women in my life,” I said, rolling my eyes. “And I bet you want me to fuck Stefani, too.”

“Another girl in need of a man to keep her in line,” Dad agreed. “Glad you understand. Make me proud, Son.”

The sound of my bedroom door opening banished the dream. I groaned, the sleepy daze of my nap falling away, my cock painfully hard in my jeans. I wish it had been a sex dream instead of my dad telling me to fuck all the women in my life.

Though…that would be…

“Are you sleeping instead of doing the math problems?” Melody asked.

I groaned at the sight of my cousin. She wore a tank top. It was a frilly thing, lacy, two spaghetti straps over her shoulders, the thin material was stretchy and clung to her torso and tits and…

“You’re not wearing a bra,” I gasped, my dick throbbing harder. She had two hard nipples pointing right at me.

“I’m…not,” she said, moving into the room and closing the door behind her.

Dad’s words in my dream spoke to me. My cousin wanted me. Why else would she wear that top with no bra? Her round breasts were molded by the fabric. She may as well be naked. Her nipples hard, her cheeks flushed. She wiggled her hips, trembling. I sat on the edge of my bed as she stared at me.

Strength… Confidence…

She licked her lips.“So, you need to get to—”

Melody gasped. I cut off her words when I seized her jeans by the belt loops and pulled her close to my bed. Her breasts bounced as she came up before me, her tits right at eye level. I let go of her belt loops, my hands sliding around to grip her ass. They were firm butt-cheeks.

“Clint,” she said, trembling. I lifted my eyes to hers, loose, sandy-blonde hair falling about her face. She had showered and smelled fresh, a hint of baby powder and the coconut of her body wash perfumed her. And those lips…

“I love you, Melody,” I said, pulling her down onto my lap. She straddled me, her arms going around my shoulders. Her eyes were wide.

“Clint,” she whispered. “Are we…?”

“Yes.”

My hand moved up and pulled her head down. Our mouths met. Apricot adorned her lips. Sweet and tart at the same time. I groaned, kissing my cousin hard as she ground on my cock. I could feel her nipples against my chest, rubbing through both our tops. They were thick, fat, so hard. She sighed into the kiss, lips parting as my tongue thrust into her mouth.

Submitting. Yielding.

Dad was right. Maybe not about fucking the rest of my family. But Melody… I loved her. I wanted her. Needed her. I kissed her harder, savoring the heat of her mouth, her body. She squirmed on me, grinding her crotch onto my dick.

She felt how hard I was. She knew where this was going. She was mine.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

This was happening. This was happening.

That thought sang over and over through my mind as I kissed Clint, his cheeks rough with stubble, his hands strong as they squeezed my ass through my jeans. My nipples tingled as they rubbed against my tank top, pressing into his muscular chest. And his cock…

He was so hard.

My virgin pussy clenched as I ground on him. My clit throbbed. My tongue played with his as he claimed my mouth. He was so strong, so confident. I just ached to do whatever he wanted. It was so hot the way he seized my belt loops. No hesitation. So bold.

My cousin was such a sexy stud.

And then his hands moved. Confident. They seized the hem of my tank top. I broke the kiss, not fighting him, lifting my arms over my head and baring my breasts to him as he pulled off my top. He hadn’t seen me naked since we were kids. I was flat back then.

No longer.

“Damn, Melody,” he groaned, staring at my firm, round breasts. His finger slid across my left tit to my dusky areola. He circled it, eyes locked on my hard nipple. “Damn, those are nice.”

I shuddered on him. He liked my tits. I didn’t dress like his sister Zoey, or even my bratty sister Lee, but he had still noticed me. He still desired me. His breath washed about my nipple as I trembled, exposed before him.

And then his lips latched onto my nub and sucked.

My eyes widened at the intense, tingling rush radiating from my breast. My arms tightened about his neck. I squirmed harder, a liquid heat boiling in my pussy’s depths. It spread out, soaking into my panties as he sucked and loved my nub. My head tossed back as I moaned out my pleasure.

“Clint,” I groaned, shuddering on him. “Oh, wow, Clint. That’s….oh, that’s nice. That’s… Yes!”

His dick was so hard beneath me. So thick. Was he bigger than the average guy? I had no idea. But he felt so huge. A tiny tremble of fear shot through me as he nibbled and sucked on my nipple. This was really happening.

I didn’t fight as Clint turned me, lowering me onto my back upon his bed. I trembled, the cover warm on my naked skin, radiating the absorbed body heat from his nap. My breasts rose as my breath quickened. He turned, looming over me again, his hair ruffled from sleeping.

My hands shot out, grasping his shirt. I loved seeing his naked torso. He didn’t fight as I ripped his shirt up. He finished pulling it off, throwing it to the floor, his chest rippling, a fine down of dark hair covering his pecs.

I leaned up, stroking his abs as he shifted. I moved up to his pecs and brushed his nipples, the same dusky tone as mine, but far, far smaller. His nub hardened. Giggling, I leaned up and sucked on his nipple. He grunted as my hands caressed his body.

“That feels weird,” he said. “You sucking on my nipple.”

“Not nice?” I pouted. “It felt nice when you sucked on mine.”

“Well, yours are cuter than mine,” he grinned, pressing me down as he lowered his lips to my right nipple. It was still dry, unsucked. But not for long. I moaned as he engulfed it, my hips twisting and undulating. His hands stroked my stomach, his fingers strong.

“Clint, you are such a sexy stud,” I groaned. “You know we’re going all the way, right?”

“I know,” he said after popping his mouth off my nipple. His dark eyes met mine. And I shuddered. He knew because he wanted me. And I couldn’t deny him. Not the sexy man I loved even if this was sooo wrong.

Incest.

My jeans popped open. I gasped as he yanked them down my thighs and threw them to his bedroom floor. I was down to wearing only my black panties. They were new, bought for Clint. A pattern of little holes made a heart in the front, my blonde pubic hairs peeking through.

“Damn, Melody,” he groaned, staring at my sexy underwear, stroking the high cut legband. I had hoped he would see my ass in them, but his fingers were already pulling down the waistband.

I was hot and wet. It was time to do this.

I lifted my legs as he rolled my panties down my thighs. My toes curled as he pulled my underwear off. My thighs pressed tight, hiding my pussy. A wave of hot, embarrassed lust went through me. He was about to see all of me.

My man.

Damn, that was a sexy thought.

Clint dangled my panties from his fingers. It looked like such a small scrap of cloth in his hands. I lowered my legs and parted them for him. His eyes locked between my thighs, staring at my virgin pussy surrounded by my blonde bush.

This was really happening.

My panties dropped from his hands. He stared in awe at my flesh. I shuddered, wanting to clamp my thighs shut. But I couldn’t. Part of me wanted him to look. And as embarrassing as his gaze was, it also made me feel so womanly. I wasn’t a girl any longer.

“I’m ready,” I whispered, reaching for him. I brushed his crotch, feeling him. “I’m ready, Clint.”

The spell my pussy had cast on him broke. He moved, fingers fumbling, ripping open jeans, zipper rasping. He shoved them down with his boxers. His cock popped out. It was my turn to stare enraptured at the sight of my first live dick. It was so different than the pictures I had seen on the internet. Real. Three-dimensional.

Hard, thrusting from a tangle of dark curls, heavy balls dangling beneath. The tip was pink, smooth like a helmet, and a clear liquid beaded out. Precum as the girls at school called it. He was getting ready for sex.

Ready to make love to me.

“Yes, yes, take me,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. “I love you, Clint.”

“Love you, Melody,” he growled, hungry. His hands grasped my thighs. Shivers rushed up my body. “Love you so much. Dad was right.”

“Hmm?” I asked.

But he didn’t answer. He leaned his head down for my pussy. I shivered. “Clint, I’m ready. Take me. Make love to me.”

“When I’m done pleasing you,” he said, and my eyes widened.

“You’re….going down on me?” I had heard guys hated going down on girls. My friends complained about boyfriends who wanted to receive a blowjob or have sex but didn’t want to lick their pussies.

But not Clint.

I shuddered as he pressed his face into the folds of my virgin pussy and licked. My back arched. I let out a low moan. His tongue felt amazing as it slid through my folds. A tremor ran through my body as my cousin licked at my snatch again and again, over and over.

Every caress of his tongue sent shivers racing through my body. My juices leaked out. I had never felt so wet. He groaned, nuzzling, licking. Enjoying. His hand wrapped about my thighs, pulling my pussy tight against his lips.

“Oh, my god, Clint,” I gasped, my eyes widening. I had masturbated before. Many times. Often after we had made out.

This was amazing. Masturbation paled. His tongue was wonderful. The rough feel of his lips against my sensitive flesh sent ripples radiating through my body. I buzzed with excitement, squirming, unable to help myself.

“You taste good, Melody,” he groaned. “Delicious.”

“Oh, Clint, yes,” I gasped. “Good, good. I…I love this. Oh, wow.”

His tongue lapped at my hymen, brushing the skin covering the entrance to my pussy. My body squirmed. This was amazing. My pussy clenched, eager to feel his cock in me as he nuzzled at my lips, licking up and—

I bucked as he found my clit. “Yes, yes, Clint, right there.”

My hands squeezed my breasts. They had to grasp something as he licked and nuzzled at my clit. Every touch of his tongue on my nub shot bliss through my body. I squirmed and gasped. I humped against his mouth, my head swimming with the thrill of his tongue. He sucked hard on it. My pussy clenched.

The pleasure swelled.

“Clint,” I moaned low and throaty as the pleasure swelled through me. “I…I… Clint!”

My body bucked. My pussy spasmed. I came. Clint made me cum. My studly, handsome cousin made me cum. My head snapped back as my body bucked. My fingers sank into my firm tits as the pleasure exploded through me.

Wordless moans sang from my lips. The bed creaked and thrashed as I bucked and ground against him. I squeezed my eyes shut. Pleasure danced across my thoughts as his lips kept sucking. My juices flooded out of me.

And he drank them down.

He loved my pussy.

“Clint,” I managed to moan. “Clint, Clint. Now. I’m so ready for you. Make love to me.”

And he moved. He rose over me, so muscular and strong. My arms grasped him, pulling him down atop me. His cock nudged my pussy. His eyes burned as he kissed me hard. I tasted myself on him. My pussy. Sweet. I tasted sweet and delicious.

No wonder he loved devouring me.

His cock pressed on the entrance of my pussy. I held him tight as we kissed, moaning into his lips. This was really happening.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Melody’s pussy was so hot against the tip of my cock. I felt her cherry pressing on the crown of my dick. She was a virgin. I was her first. Maybe her last. That would be hot. To be her man. To keep her as my woman. To love her and pleasure her.

And then she would please me.

Dad was right. She had cum hard when I went down on her, and now she was eager to have her cherry popped. She wanted me to make love to her. My heart beat so fast. Her nipples rubbed on my chest.

It was time. Bold. Confident. Strong.

I thrust hard.

I felt her cherry stretch against my thrusting dick. It held for a moment and then popped. I ripped through her maidenhead and plunged into virgin territory. I broke the kiss with Melody, groaning her name as her tight, hot, silky, wet, amazing, stupendous flesh engulfed my cock.

I was in her.

“Clint,” she moaned. I loved hearing her say my name like that. “Oh, Clint, yes.”

Her thighs tightened about my hips. Her body undulated beneath me. I savored the feel of her. Sixteen years had brought us to this wonderful moment. I kissed her hard, loving her, as I pumped my hips.

My cock slid in and out of the wonderful, velvety grip of her cunt. Her flesh was hot and silky. It caressed my dick. Pleasure rippled through me. Intense, mind-numbing bliss. My hand would never feel the same again.

Not after sampling her delights.

My heart beat faster and faster as our bodies moved. Her hips rolled, undulating, matching my rhythm. Instinct guided us. Her hands roamed my back, clutching to me as our tongues danced, merged. We both groaned.

We both wanted this.

“Melody,” I groaned, breaking the kiss. “You’re mine. My girl.”

“Yes,” she nodded, her pussy clenching down on my dick.

“Fuck, that’s good. You’re so tight.”

“And you’re so big.” Her voice squeaked. “Oh, Clint. Oh, wow, you’re stretching me out. I…I’m glad I came. Oh, I needed to be soaked for this cock. I feel you in me so deep.” A smile crossed her lips, full of awe. “I’m your girl, Clint. Your girl.”

Hearing my cousin say that made me groan. My hips thrust faster. My balls boiled as they smacked against her flesh. The tip of my cock ached. The friction was wonderful. Intense. The faster I fucked her, the more and more I wanted to cum. The more it had to explode out of me and into her. Was she on birth control?

Did I care?

No.

“I’m going to cum in you,” I groaned. “You’re my girl.”

“Yes,” she gasped, fingers clawing at my back. “Oh, yes, do it. I…I… I want this, Clint. I want you. I wish we didn’t have to hide this.”

“Yes,” I growled. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

Our flesh slapped together. Her body quivered. She arched her back, rubbing her nipples into my chest. A hot flutter shivered through her pussy. It clenched down hard about my thrusting cock, increasing the friction.

And then she let out a long, low moan as her pussy convulsed. “Clint!”

She was cumming. I made her cum again. I felt like such a stud for giving my sexy cousin another orgasm, for pleasing her the way a man should. I slammed harder, the bed creaking, rocking, headboard slamming.

I fucked her like a man fucked his woman, and she came hard.

Her fingernails bit into my back as she moaned my name again. The massaging pressure of her pussy drove me over the edge. The ache to cum propelled my hips. There was no stopping me now. I would explode in my cousin’s depths.

I slammed into her, the friction of her hot flesh triggering my orgasm. “Melody!”

My balls unloaded. Blast after blast of cum shot into her. I grunted with each eruption. Her pussy milked my dick. She spasmed about my cock, drawing out every last spurt of my seed. Each one sent a powerful burst of pleasure shooting through me. It knifed into my mind. Stars exploded before my eyes as my vision swam.

It was wonderful to cum inside my woman. The cousin I loved. I didn’t care that incest was wrong. I loved her. I fucked her. She was my woman. She held me, her pussy milking out every last drop before I collapsed on her.

Holding her.

She moaned, nuzzling at my neck as I lay atop her, my dick softening in her hole. She shivered, squirming, the juices leaking out. She hugged me tight like she never wanted to let go of me, her thighs locked about my waist.

“Oh, Clint,” she moaned. “Oh, wow, that was amazing. Love you.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, breathless.

“Mmm.” She held me for several minutes. I could feel her heart racing beneath her breasts, thudding as fast as mine. I rolled off of her, holding her tight. A wet spot soaked into my bed. Our cum mixed together.

I liked it.

The air smelled of sex. Salty and sweet. I breathed it in as she laid her head on my chest, her blonde curls fanned across me. This was nice. My dick stirred. I wanted to go again and again. I wanted to make love to my cousin over and over.

“Clint,” she said. “What did you mean when you said your dad was right about us having sex? Did Uncle Clinton talk to you…before…”

I blinked. Did I say that out loud? “Just a dream I was having right before you walked in. My dad was berating me for not taking a strong hand with the household.”

“You mean, by letting your sisters and bratty Lee do what they want?”

“And for letting my mom drink instead of taking care of the house,” I added. “Discipline. He also said that I should take you. Said we loved each other, so why not do what we wanted?”

“Good advice,” she said. “Surprised you were smart enough to take it.”

I snorted. “Well, he also advised me to go down on you.”

“Uncle Clinton was a smart man.”

“He also said I should…” I broke off. I couldn’t say that.

“What?” she asked, giving me a look I knew so well.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Nope, I want to know everything about this wonderful dream.”

I groaned, rolling out of bed and away from her. She gave me a hard look as I stood up into the dormer window and peered out it. I could see my house’s backyard and Aunt Vicky’s. I blinked. My mom and Aunt Vicky were sunning by the pool next door at Melody’s house, catching the last rays of the September sun in their bikini’s, large breasts constrained by flimsy cloth.

Damn, they both looked good.

Naked Melody wormed before me, rubbing her body on mine. “Looking out the window and brooding is not getting you out of telling me,” she said. She peered out. “Nor is ogling our mothers.”

Her ass rubbed on my half-hard cock as she leaned forward. I swelled, going fully erect. “He told me… I should…fuck other women, too.”

“Other women?” Melody threw a look over her shoulder. “What? Cheat on me? Or have a threesome?”

I blinked, staring at her. There was something in her eyes, a catch in her voice. “You would have a threesome with me?”

“Maybe,” she said, rubbing her ass into my cock. “I…think I would do…”

“Anything?” I asked, wrapping my arms around her. My hands slid up her stomach, cupping her tits as I pressed her face close to the window. My hardening dick popped between her thighs, rubbing at her messy cunt. “You would do anything I wanted, wouldn’t you?”

“Maybe,” she groaned again, squirming. “We shouldn’t do this here. They could see us.”

That made me dick ache more. “You know who my dad said I should fuck the hardest?”

She shook her head as my hand reached down, pressing between her thighs I found my cock. I moved it, guiding it to her pussy. Bold. Confident. I thrust into my cousin as I said, “My mother.”

“What?” she gasped. “Your dad said that in your dream?”

“Uh-huh,? I groaned, watching as my mom reached out and took Aunt Vicky’s hand as they lounged on the chaises. “Said she needed to be fucked hard. That she needed a strong man to take care of her. Every woman in our family needs it. Discipline.”

“Damn,” groaned Melody, her pussy clenching on my dick. “You sure that’s not what you want? I mean, it’s not like your dad was really telling you this.”

“Maybe,” I groaned, hugging her. “My mom is beautiful.”

“She is,” Melody groaned, her hips shaking. “I can’t believe I’m even entertaining this conversation You’re talking about fucking my aunt, your mom, while your dick is in me.”

“Hot, right?”

She nodded her head and then gasped.

I stared down at our mother’s leaning their heads together over the side of the lounge chairs and kissing. My dick almost exploded in my cousin’s snatch as my mom kissed my aunt. Her sister. And there was nothing sisterly about the kiss.

“Holy shit,” I grunted.

To be continued…
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Clint Elliston

My sixteen-year-old cousin’s pussy clenched on my dick as we stood in my dormer window of my attic bedroom peering down at her backyard. From my window, our backyards, side-by-side, could both be seen. Melody shivered, letting out a gasping, sighing moan as we watched in shock at our mothers kissing.



Our mothers. Sisters. They were kissing in Aunt Vicky’s backyard, sitting beside the pool, both older women in bikinis catching the last rays of the setting sun. And it wasn’t a sisterly kiss. My mom kissed Aunt Vicky with passion, her hand sliding down my aunt’s neck to the strap of a red bikini, tracing it lower and lower to Aunt Vicky’s cleavage.

“Jesus H. Christ,” I groaned, holding my cousin’s round breasts. “I…I…”

“I know,” Melody said, squirming, stirring her hot pussy around on my cock.

This was not how I expected my Friday night to go. My cousin and I were best friends, and for the last year we had been kissing cousins. We were both sixteen, a month apart in age, and had grown up together. Our mothers, for some reason, bought houses side-by-side. I grew up with Melody. She was a tomboy who would rather play war or violent video games than with dolls. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t pretty. She just didn’t flaunt it or wear a lot of makeup.

Tonight, after a strange dream where my dead dad berated me for letting the family fall apart after his death six months ago, he urged me to go all the way with my cousin. Well, it wasn’t really Dad, but my subconscious. Melody and I had been scared to take the final plunge into full-on incest. But when she walked in, wearing this tight tank top and no bra, I knew it was time. I was bold, confident.

I claimed her and popped her cherry and we both came so hard.

Melody wormed the dream out of me afterward, and I told her all of it, how Dad, or my subconscious, wanted me to get the family back in line. To be the man and show my mom, both my sisters, Aunt Vicky, and Melody’s younger sister who was in charge. To put discipline back into both households.

By fucking them.

So it was definitely my subconscious.

“Aunt Cheryl’s hand is slipping into my mom’s bikini top,” Melody gasped, her pussy clenching down on my dick again. She was so hot and wet, still swimming with the seed from our first fucking. I hadn’t even thought about using protection. We were both virgins, so no danger of disease, but I could still make her pregnant.

The idea of Melody carrying my child made my dick throb harder. My hips moved as I watched our mothers kiss. My mom’s hand pushed down the red top, exposing Aunt Vicky’s breast. Fingers pinched a nipple. It was hard to see details from my third story window, but it was hot. I groaned as I slammed my cock into my cousin’s pussy, my fingers finding her hard nipples.

Melody groaned, her hips shifting, moving, matching the slow rhythm of my dick pumping in and out of her snatch while my mind boiled with questions. Pleasure rippled down my shaft. My cousin was so tight.

“How long have they been doing this?” gasped Melody. “Sleeping with each other. Since Uncle Clinton died?”

“Maybe,” I groaned. “Maybe my mom turned to her sister after my dad died.”

“And she’s always spending the night,” Melody gasped. “I just thought it was your mom’s drinking problem. That she was passing out in my mom’s bedroom but…”

“Damn,” I groaned, my strokes picking up, my balls smacking into her flesh.

“Clint,” she moaned, my fingers rolling her hard nipples while I nuzzled my face into her sandy-blonde hair covering her neck. “Is this turning you on?”

“Yes,” I groaned, my eyes fixed on my mom slipping on top of Aunt Vicky, the pair kissing harder as they ground on the chaise lounge chair. I could almost hear the vinyl creaking as Aunt Vicky grabbed my mom’s ass through her blue bikini bottoms. “So damned much, Melody.”

I plunged my cock over and over into my cousin’s tight cunt, savoring the heat around me. My groin smacked into her ass with every stroke. I loved the sound, loved how she moaned when I bottomed out in her, loved the smell of her shampoo.

And loved watching our mothers commit incest like we were.

Aunt Vicky’s hands went into my mom’s bikini bottoms, fingers digging into my mom’s flesh, kneading, pulling my mom down so they ground together as they kissed. My mom’s hips moved, humping against her sister like I had seen women do in porn.

“Shoot,” Melody groaned. “Oh, shoot, Clint, this is… This is so hot.”

“Yes.”

“Harder,” she groaned. “Fuck me harder. Press me against the window and just pound me. I’m soooo turned on.”

I slammed into my cousin. I loved her so much. I loved sharing this wild moment with her, our flesh slapping together, her face pressed against my window. My right hand abandoned her breast, sliding down her flat stomach, feeling her muscles ripple as she moved, and shoved between her thighs. I found her clit.

I rubbed her nub.

Her pussy clenched so hard on my dick. I grunted, savoring the hot friction. It increased the heat in my balls, bringing them closer and closer to boiling over and exploding into my cousin’s hot, tight, wet cunt.

My eyes were locked on my mom’s ass and Aunt Vicky’s hands working beneath the blue bikini bottoms as I pounded my cousin. We weren’t making love like our first time on my bed. We were fucking. Our lusts were boiling over us as we watched our mothers.

“Yes, yes, yes, grab her ass, Mom,” Melody moaned. “Oh, my god, that’s so wild. Oh, geez. Oh, Clit, this is so hot.”

“Fucking A it is,” I growled. “I’m going to cum again.”

“Do it,” she hissed. “Cum in me while we watch our mothers be dirty lesbians. Incestuous dykes, Clint. Our mothers are incestuous dykes.”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I growled, balls smacking hard into her the pleasure rippling through my body as I drew closer and closer to an orgasm, my finger dancing on her clit. “They’re keeping it in the family. Just like us.”

Melody bucked in my arms. Her pussy spasmed on my dick. She let out a low, throaty groan. She was cumming. I held her as she spasmed and squirmed, her breath fogging the window before us as her fingers squeaked against the glass.

“Cum in me, Clint,” she moaned. “Dump your cum in your cousin’s hole. Our mothers love incest and so do I.”

I slammed into her spasming pussy. I savored the hot, silky flesh massaging my dick. It boiled around me, made me shudder and groan. The room spun about me. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My mother and Aunt Vicky… Two beautiful MILF’s kissing… Sisters…

“Shit!” I grunted as my cum exploded from my dick.

Melody moaned, grinding her ass back into my groin as my cum flooded her pussy. Her fertile, taboo pussy. I could be breeding my first cousin right now. Planting a baby in her belly. I was the man of the house now. She was my woman. My lover.

I drew back and slammed into her a final time, pleasure thrusting into my brain with every explosion of cum bursting from my cock. My left hand squeezed her breast as I groaned through my clenched teeth, my pleasure peaking.

And then it was gone.

I leaned against my cousin, sucking in breaths, my head dizzy from the pleasure. From the thrill of fucking Melody and watching our mothers. Melody trembled in my arms. I took deep breaths, kissing at her neck, savoring the feel of her back and ass pressed against my chest and groin. Her hands moved, rubbing at my forearms holding her body.

“Clint,” she sighed. “Oh, Clint, that was great. I love this. Love you.”

“Love you, too,” I groaned.

Below, our mothers stood, my mom pulling Aunt Vicky to her feet. Her breasts were out, bouncing as my mom led them to the patio door and out of sight. They were going inside to Aunt Vicky’s bedroom to make love.

“Shit,” I groaned.

“You wish you could watch it all,” Melody giggled. She turned in my arms, my softening cock plopping out of her wet cunt. Her round breasts pressed into my chest as she slipped her arms around my neck. I was taller than her now, the opposite of when we were twelve, and she looked up at me with hazel eyes. “You want to fuck your mom, don’t you? Like your dad told you to in the dream.”

I shifted, staring into her eyes. They glinted with something. Just a few minutes ago, before I admitted who else my dad told me to fuck, Melody had indicated she would have a threesome with me. She would do what I wanted. My hands slid down, squeezing her ass, pulling her tight.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to fuck my mom. And yours.”

“And Zoey?”

I pictured my older sister, just turned eighteen, wearing her tight jean shorts that showed off her camel toe, her body built like a brick house—a body she inherited from Mom. Huge tits, curving ass, long legs.

“Yes,” I growled.

“And bratty Lee?” Melody shivered as she mentioned her younger sister, Lee.

“I’d rather bend her over my knee and spank that ass for all the shit she does,” I growled, my dick twitching. Lee was a sexy, if immature, fifteen-year-old.

“And what about innocent Alicia?” Melody asked, her voice breathy. “So petite and small and quiet. Do you think she heard us down in her room while reading her books? Do you think her body is awakening to desires, needing her big brother to teach her?”

“Melody,” I groaned, shocked by the heat in her voice while images of Alicia, my fourteen-year-old sister, danced in my mind. She was slim, petite, with her glasses and light-brown hair in pigtails. She was so quiet, so antisocial, spending all her time reading since Dad’s death, withdrawn.

“Maybe she’s masturbating right now after hearing us,” Melody moaned, grinding her hips. “Does that make you hard?”

“It’s getting me there,” I groaned, staring into my cousin’s eyes. “You naughty minx. What have you been masturbating to?”

“Me and you,” she bit her lips. “Others. With us.”

“Fuck,” I panted. “You want me to fuck my mom, don’t you? You want to help me seduce her.” I stepped back, working us to my bed, my cock getting hard again. “You want to share our family with me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her eyes wide. “I’ve seen you look at all of them, lusting at them, and it made me so jealous and so wet at the same time. I’m your girl, Clint. Yours.” Her hand seized mine on her ass and pulled it up to her left breast. “Yours. I’ve always wanted to be yours. Ever since we were little kids. And if you want other women than…than…”

“You want to please me,” I grinned. “You’re going to please me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, my dick aching hard as I squeezed her breasts. I couldn’t believe I was getting hard again. I have masturbated twice in one night, rubbing out back to back orgasms. And once a few weeks ago when Melody was out of town, I had masturbated five times in a day. But a third erection, so close to my last two, was unprecedented. But exciting.

“We’re going to fuck my mom.”

“And I know just how,” Melody purred as she pushed me back, her hand grabbing my wet cock as I sat down on my bed. She licked her lips.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I was so turned on right now. I couldn’t believe this. Clint’s cum leaked out of my pussy as my dirty imagination went wild, ignited by watching my mom and Aunt Cheryl kissing and writhing. It was so hot. All those perverse fantasies that fell on me during the peaks of masturbation—thoughts of other women, wondering what it would be like to kiss a girl, to go down on her all while Clint watched—burned so hot in me right now.

Clint wanted other women. I wanted other women. Why not share them? Together. Even if they were our family. Clint was the man now in both our families. My father, the sperm donor, had abandoned Mom when I was only an infant, not long after knocking Mom up with Lee—we were a year and a few months apart. So Uncle Clinton had almost been like our dad. He would do the handiwork around our house, often with Clint as his apprentice. And when me and my sister misbehaved, it was Uncle Clinton who spanked us.

Just like he spanked Clint and his sisters when they misbehaved.

His death had both our families off kilter, and maybe, just maybe, Clint fucking us all, keeping us in line, reining in my bratty sister, would help put everything back to the way it should be. Clint was a strong man, he just had to realize it. Take those steps.

And he was. The way he seized me by the belt loops and pulled me to him when I walked into his bedroom earlier. How he had finally claimed me, taking our relationship to the next level. I didn’t care that incest was wrong. That it was illegal.

I loved him. He loved me.

And I would show him.

“What’s your plan?” Clint asked as I knelt before him in the space between his bed and the window, the sloping attic roof over our head.

I seized his dick, wet with my pussy. I could smell the sweet musk as I leaned in. “Your mom always sleeps in on Saturdays now.”

“She’s hung over,” Clint grunted, not pleased his mom started drinking after Uncle Clinton’s death.

“And my mom has to work at the university tomorrow morning with her debate club.” I took a long, slow lick up his cock, savoring my pussy juices on him. His dick thrust so long before him. I think he was bigger than an average dick. I really didn’t have a lot to compare him to. I reached the crown, flicking it.

“And?” Clint groaned, his muscular chest rippling as he leaned back, savoring my tongue swirling about the spongy, pink crown of his dick.

“And she’ll be alone, asleep. Lee will be out. She has too much energy to stay in the house. Your sisters will be in this house. I bet your mom will be naked, too.” I pictured my curvy, blonde aunt lying naked on the bed. She had a hot body for a woman her age. So sexy and mature. And so did my mom. I hoped I looked as good as they did when I was ancient.

“Fuck, Melody,” groaned Clint. “And we just pounce on her?”

“Yes. Just take her, fuck her hard, like your dad told you to in your dream. She misses him, and you look sooo much like your dad.” He did. The same chiseled chin and strong bodies, the same dark hair and commanding eyes.

“And you’re going to help. You’re going to be there, enjoying her.” Clint seized my hair, his fist tangling in the curls. He forced my mouth down his cock.

I gasped as his dick popped into my mouth. He grunted, my teeth scraping his dick, and I pulled them back. I knew not to use my teeth. I had talked to friends at school, learning all I could about blowjobs. I figured that was how we would start, me sucking him, easing into incest.

But now I was blowing him with two loads of his cum leaking out of my snatch.

“Shit, Melody,” he groaned. “That’s nice. I’ve wanted you to blow me for so long.”

I wanted to answer him, but his hand was on my head, directing me, taking charge. That sent a sexy thrill through me. He was in charge, dominating me. I think I might do anything he asked. Well, anything that was sexy and within reason.

My pussy clenched. My cousin’s cum leaked down my thighs. I shoved my right hand between my legs, rubbing at my messy flesh. I was so wet and sticky. I savored the proof of our lovemaking as I rubbed at my pussy, exploring my labia. I tried to feel if I was different down there now that I had lost my virginity. I moaned about his cock as I stroked myself, sucking, bobbing my mouth and swirling my tongue.

My labia felt more swollen, and my slit wasn’t so tight, but opened by his cock. I pushed into my folds and didn’t feel my hymen. No membrane of skin, full of little holes, covered the entrance to my pussy. I had used pencils to masturbate, slipping them through the bigger hole, reaming the slim piece of wood over and over into my pussy.

Now I could jam two of my fingers into my pussy without obstruction. They weren’t as thick as Clint’s dick, but it felt so hot working them into my sloppy flesh. I shuddered, moaning louder about his cock while I probed my pussy, feeling the silky walls.

Clint had loved these silky walls on his cock.

“We’re going to bang my mom so hard,” Clint moaned, his hand twisting through my sandy-blonde hair. I was the only true blonde in the family—Aunt Cheryl dyed hers because it made Uncle Clinton happy. Alicia, Clint’s younger sister, was the next closest with light-brown hair. “We’re going to fuck her and give her what she needs.”

I wanted to moan, “Yes.”

“I’m going to ram my dick into my mom’s pussy. Shit, that’s the pussy that birthed me. I’m going to fuck her so hard. And then you’re going to lick her pussy clean of my cum. A creampie. Damn, I love that type of porn.”

My eyes widened. Porn was the one thing Clint had never talked to me about, always growing embarrassed that I knew he watched it—what sixteen-year-old boy didn’t?—and I had always wanted to know what turned him on.

I sucked hard. Wanting to please him. I would lick all his jizz from his mom’s pussy. I would devour him. My fingers made wet, squelching sounds as I reamed my cum-filled cunt. I frigged myself so hard as I sucked and bobbed my mouth.

I was hungry for his cum. What would it taste like? Some girls said it was gross and spat it out. But I had seen a few pornos, and those girls all loved cum. They swallowed it because that was what guys liked. It made them happy when a girl swallowed.

And I wanted to make Clint so happy. He was my man. I loved him so much.

“Shit,” Clint groaned. “Damn, your mouth is so hot. Keep sucking, Melody. I’m going to cum again. My poor balls hurt, but I need to fire one last load into your sweet mouth.”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching hard on my fingers. I bobbed and sucked and swirled my tongue. I was so eager for him to erupt into my mouth. I stared up at him, watching the pleasure cross his face as I ground the heel of my hand on my clit, massaging the bud as I frigged my pussy faster and faster.

His fingers tightened in my hair. His face twisted, mouth opening. His hips shook. And then his cum spurted into my mouth. Salty and thick. It was a little bitter. A heat rushed through me as I swallowed the first load.

It wasn’t bad.

It was sexy.

The second squirt tasted even better. I moaned, loving how wicked this was. My pussy clenched so hard on my fingers as I swallowed his final blast. He grunted, shaking, and then fell back on the bed, panting so hard.

“Oh, Clint,” I moaned, popping my mouth off his dick. “Oh, that was hot. I’m going to eat all your cum out of your mom’s cunt. I will devour Aunt Cheryl!”

My orgasm washed over me as I pictured my aunt’s thighs spread wide, her pussy gaping open from her son’s big cock fucking her, his cum leaking out of her depths, dripping down to the bedspread, staining it as I crawled to her and devoured her.

My back arched as my pussy spasmed on my fingers. I shoved them in deep, savoring the bliss while Clint watched me with hungry eyes while sitting up on his elbow. My pleasure peaked through me as he watched me, and then I moaned, resting my head on his lap.

He stroked my hair. “You are awesome, Melody,” he said. “Damned awesome. I love you.”

I smiled. “Love you, too.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

We were a mess. We slipped out of my bedroom to shower off. Melody wore one of my t-shirts, which fell down past her hips to her upper thighs. She looked so sexy in it, her blonde hair tousled from our love making, her nipples dimpling the dark fabric.

How did she look so hot wearing my shirt? There was nothing overtly sexy about a man’s t-shirt, and yet seeing the girl I loved wearing it made my dick twitch. And it was so sore from three orgasms so close together.

We passed my sister Alicia’s door on the way to the bathroom. I paused, picturing her in there, small breasts jiggling, her petite body quivering, her fingers rubbing her virgin pussy as she imagined she was Melody.

What if she really did hear us? My attic bedroom wasn’t over Alicia’s, but she might have. Part of me wanted to throw open the door and catch her jilling her pussy, but Melody pulled me down the hallway to the bathroom.

Showering was a lot of fun. We didn’t have sex, my cock needed to recover after three times, but we played around, laughing, giggling, our bodies slippery with water and soap. The hot water heater lasted long, an upgrade Dad and I had installed just before his death. With three women in the household, hot water could be an issue.

We did our math homework while waiting for pizza to be delivered. Alicia emerged to grab herself two slices before retreating to her bedroom. She wouldn’t even look at me, her eyes downcast the entire time. I thought it might have been the light, but her cheeks looked pink. After dinner, Melody and i finished our math homework then cuddled on my bed while flipping through the cable channels.

We settled on a cheesy horror movie. It had several obligatory topless scenes that had Melody giggling at how thin the excuses were to get the woman naked all while her hand stroked my dick. That led to us making love a final time before we fell asleep in my twin-sized bed. It was cozy.

I didn’t remember my dreams—no dad making an appearance telling me to bang every woman in the family—and I woke up to Melody sprawled beside me, her blonde hair covering her face. I watched her sleep, loving how beautiful she was while my dick rubbed hard into her naked ass.

“Mmm,” she purred, coming awake. “Do you need me to take care of that?”

“Just morning wood,” I told her. “I have to pee.”

“Oh,” she said, rubbing her ass back into me. “And it’s not because your cousin has a great ass?”

“Nope,” I grinned.

She rolled over, eyes flashing. “Are you saying I don’t have a great ass?”

I shrugged. “Not why my cock’s hard.”

“It’s an amazing ass, asshole?” And she punched me, not hard, like she did when I teased her.

I smiled at her. “Fine, it’s an amazing ass.”

“An ass you love,” she added, arching her eyebrows.

I reached around, squeezing her ass, pulling her close. “An ass I love. A great ass. Especially in those panties you wore the other day. But…I really have to pee.”

“Me, too,” she said and kissed me.

Melody followed me into the bathroom. Which was a little weird and a little sexy. She wore my t-shirt again, so it was hard for me not to let her follow. When we entered the spacious, second floor bathroom, she perched on the sink, eyes wide, eager to watch me.

“What?” I asked.

“Never seen a guy pee before,” she shrugged as I pulled my cock out of my boxers. It was still half-hard. “Curious to see why you guys have such bad aim and get piss everywhere.”

“Sometimes it doesn’t shoot out straight,” I shrugged. “Especially after I masturbate. And when it’s erect, it’s hard to lower it down and hit the bowl.”

I relaxed my bladder and peed. She watched, peering past me as I hit the water and didn’t get piss everywhere. I gave her another look. “Are you into watersports, Melody?”

“Like polo?” she asked as my bladder drained.

“No, people getting peed on or drinking it. People are into that. You can find it on the internet.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Eww.”

“Well, you’re the one watching me,” I said as I finished, shaking my dick to get off the last few drops.

She slipped off the counter and pushed in front of me, lifting up my shirt to expose her landing strip of blonde leading to her shaved pussy. Had she shaved for me? Or was it because every girl our age shaves her pussy these days.

She sat down on the toilet, and her stream splashed into the water. My dick twitched. A girl was peeing in front of me. “I’ve never even heard of watersports,” she said. “I just wanted to be with you, Clint. To see things. Share them with you.” She gave me a naughty grin. “I’ll let you wipe my pussy.”

“I think you’re into watersports,” I grinned. “I think you want me to pee on you.” I shrugged. “I’ll do it if you want.”

“Gross,” she said, giving me a sharp punch to the stomach. Not hard, she never hit me hard. It was her way of showing affection. “You are never peeing on me, Clint.”

I leaned over her, unable to resist saying, “What if I want to pee on you?” I cupped her face as she kept peeing. “What if I’m into watersports, and I want to drench your sexy body with pee?”

Her eyes widened. She licked her lips. “I…well…I…” She swallowed. “If you…wanted to… I mean…”

Then I burst into laughter, and she let out a relieved sigh. “Asshole. I really thought you were serious.”

“And you really would have let me do it,” I grinned while my dick twitched. An idea wormed in the back of my mind.

“Yes,” she said, folding her arms before her. “I just…like it when you take charge. Okay?”

“Makes you wet?” I grinned. “Are you wet right now?”

“I just peed. Of course I’m wet. It’s why girls have to wipe afterward.” She stood up, trembling.

“Your nipples are hard. And you would do anything I want. You would let me pee on you, and you would cum while masturbating, drenched in piss.” I pinched her nipple through my t-shirt, my dick growing hard for real this time. Not because I wanted to pee on her, but because I had power over her. That she would submit to me, surrender to me voluntarily even if it was disgusting, humiliating. It was…intoxicating. “Say it.”

“Yes,” she groaned. “I would let you pee on me while masturbating. I would.” Her cheeks were so red. “I’m your girl, Clint. You’re so hard. I can suck your dick right now. Do you want me to, Clint?”

“So badly.” I pinched her nipple harder, and her eyes widened and the cutest, sexiest moan escaped her lips. “But I want to bang my mom. She’s next door, asleep, waiting for us. We can’t disappoint her.”

“No,” she moaned, shaking her head. “Your mom needs you, Clint. You’re such a good son.” Her hands stroked my chest. “And you’re the man of the house. Both houses.”

“You’re my girl, Melody. You are just as kinky and horny as I am. And I loved that. I love you.”

Those three words had such a wonderful effect on her. She melted against me, kissing me hard, my cock rubbing against my t-shirt, wishing I was touching her flesh directly, wishing I was in my cousin right now.

But Mom awaited. My sexy mom.

I wiped Melody’s pussy. She shuddered, bent over the counter as I rubbed the toilet paper up and down her shaved pussy lips. She was so wet, and not from her piss. Her clit peeked out its sheath, and she moaned as I massaged it with the toilet paper. I wanted to eat her out, but Mom awaited.

We brushed our teeth and took a quick shower. That was torture—my dick was so hard. Then we both just had yogurt for breakfast, something light before we raced over to Melody’s house, my cousin dressed in her jeans and tight tank top, me in my jeans and the shirt she wore. I could smell her on it.

My sisters didn’t emerge from their bedrooms while we ate. Zoey had work last night, so I wasn’t surprised, and I imagined Alicia was reading her books. I pulled Melody out the door with me, eager to bang my mother. It was so taboo, but after last night, sleeping with my cousin than watching Mom with her sister, I didn’t care. Incest was so hot. We walked beneath the chestnut tree growing in my yard and crossed over to her lawn. I unlocked the door with my key—Dad had changed the locks so the same key opened up both our houses—and we were inside.

“Well, I don’t hear music from Lee’s room,” Melody said as we headed up the stairs. “She’s not home.”

“Just my mom sleeping in your mom’s bed,” I said, reaching the second floor hallway and staring at the door at the end. The master bedroom. My mom was in there, sleeping off her hangover and her night with her sister. My dick ached.

I marched down the hall with confidence. Dad always told me women loved a strong, confident man. “Be bold.”

I boldly opened the door. My mom lay on a rumpled bed, the purple sheets molding to her body. It was obvious she was naked as she slept on her side, oblivious to the sunlight streaming through the window. An empty box of wine and a wineglass set on the nightstand on her side of the bed.

“Smell that,” Melody said, inhaling. “Pussy.”

I breathed in, smelling the faint musk, my dick throbbing harder. “Pull the covers off of her. I want to see my mom.”

Melody licked her lips and headed to the bed while I pulled off my t-shirt and dropped it to the floor. My cousin and lover pulled back the sheets in a single jerk, unveiling my mom’s body. Her dyed-blonde hair covered most of her face, the roots dark brown. She had toned legs and curvy hips, her breasts pillowing before her as she lay on her side, her arms curled around them. I moved, admiring her bubbly ass and the dark shadow promising such taboo passion between her thighs.

My belt came undone. I pushed down my jeans and boxers in a single motion, my dick bobbing out hard. Melody returned to me, grabbing my dick, pressing her body against me. Her lips nuzzled at my ear.

“Take her. Give your mom what she needs,” she purred as she stroked my dick.

“Yes,” I growled, moving to the bed. I ignored the slight twist of fear in my stomach. This wasn’t the time to be afraid. It was the time to be bold. Mom needed this.

I crawled onto the bed, taking deep breaths as I smelled the scent of her spicy pussy. There was something dry on her lips, a faint sheen of juices. My aunt’s pussy. My dick throbbed again as I stretched out the bed beside her. My hand stroked her face, brushing back her hair. She was so gorgeous, lips plump, skin smooth. She took care of herself for Dad.

And now she would for me.

My hand stroked down her neck to her breast. There was a tattoo over her nipple. I didn’t know she had any tattoos. It was a circle with three letters in it, forming a triangle. The letter C was on top with a second C and a V forming the bases.

I didn’t care what it meant. I had my hand on her tit. I squeezed the large, soft pillow. My fingers sank into her flesh as I pressed my lips against her mouth, kissing her. She shifted, moving, waking up as she felt my lips. Her hand moved, grasping my shoulder, lips working against mine as she sighed.

My dick throbbed so hard as Melody, naked, slipped onto the bed behind my mom.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

A man’s lips kissed mine, strong and hard, not like my sister’s soft lips. A strong hand squeezed my breast. I rose out of the haze of sleep, shifting, moving, sighing into the kiss, a dull ache pounding across my skull. I breathed in, smelling his musk.

Clinton?

Was I still dreaming? Was my husband kissing me. My mouth moved harder, lips working against his. A woman was behind me. Vicky. My sister kissed at my neck, her softer hands stroked me. This had to be a dream. A wonderful dream of all those passionate nights my sister and I shared our man. Our husband.

My hand moved, stroking Clinton’s cheek as we kissed. I kept my eyes closed, afraid that the dream would banish if I opened them. I felt the rough stubble as I traced up his cheekbone. He squeezed my breast harder, his fingers digging in, so strong, so confident.

A hot shudder washed down my body to my pussy. I squirmed my hips, the bed creaking as my clit throbbed. The dull ache faded from my head as I savored the kiss. Clinton’s tongue pressed into my mouth, thrusting so deep, so strong.

“Mmm, yes, kiss her,” Vicky moaned, her voice more girlish. Her breasts felt smaller on my back, her nipples not as fat. But they were hard. She humped against my ass, her pussy hot as her hand joined Clinton’s on my breast. “This is so sexy.”

Vicky nibbled on my shoulder, and I shuddered between my two lovers. My hand moved lower, feeling the broad shoulders and strong muscles of my husband. His dick pressed against my pussy, hard and throbbing, eager to take me again.

And I was so juicy. So wet. I wanted this. My right arm pressed beneath his body, pulling my husband closer to me. My nipples brushed his strong chest as he and Vicky kneaded my breast. My pussy clenched again.

“He’s going to fuck you so hard, Aunt Cheryl,” my sister moaned. “Oh, your son is going to give you what you need.”

Son? Aunt Cheryl?

My eyes opened.

I stared into the familiar dark-brown eyes of my husband’s. But the face wasn’t as ruddy and weathered as it should be. Wasn’t as aged. It was my husband’s face from when we were teenagers just embarking onto our shared relationship.

I broke the kiss, gasping, “Clint?”

“Mom,” he growled and kissed me again, hard, powerful, commanding.

“He wants you so badly, Aunt Cheryl,” Melody, my niece, whispered, her small breasts pressing against my back, her pussy so hot, so wet.

Oh, this was wrong. Far wronger than sleeping with my sister. This was my son kissing me, his hard dick pressed into my stomach, his strong hands on my back. My pussy clenched again, growing hotter as I realized what was happening.

Clint and Melody were here, kissing me, loving me. Sharing me. They were having sex. Everyone in the family knew the pair were in love—they weren’t as careful as they thought they were. I had caught them kissing three times.

But they were having sex. Clint was fucking his half-sister. And now he wanted to fuck me.

“Feel how hard he is, Aunt Cheryl,” moaned my niece. “Grab his cock. Feel it. He’s so huge. He’ll give you what you need. What my mom can’t give you.”

My pussy clenched again. They know about my sister and me. Hot flutters shot through me as Clint broke the kiss, his hands moving, pressing on my shoulders, pushing me over onto my back. He grinned at me.

“Just relax, Mom, and I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he groaned. “I’ve been staring at your body, aching for you. You’re so hot, Mom.”

I stared up at him, my eyes misting. He was so handsome. Just like his father. I could almost imagine it was Clinton. They looked so much a like except Clint had my nose, smaller than his father’s. He was strong, though, muscular and bold. His hands pushed my thighs apart.

“Don’t fight this, Mom,” he growled, licking his lips as Melody nuzzled at my breasts. My eyes widened as I felt his cock rubbing on the wet folds of my pussy. “You need this.”

Tears trickled down my cheeks as he lifted my thighs, throwing my knees over his shoulders just like his dad would, my hips lifting off the bed, my son’s cock pressing at the entrance of my pussy. I had missed his father so much. My husband was so strong. He took charge of me from High School. When he desired my sister and wanted to fuck her, I wanted to please him so I helped him seduce her.

My sister and I loved him together, served him together. And when Clinton died, I had no one to serve. Vicky couldn’t give me what I needed. She was like me, wanting to serve and please her man. She couldn’t tell me what to do. She couldn’t seize me by the hair, throw me down, and fuck me like a whore when I was naughty. She couldn’t fill me with her cock. I loved her, but she wasn’t a strong man.

But Clint was.

He stared at me, rubbing his cock against the very pussy that birthed him. I shuddered, Melody’s mouth nibbling and sucking on my nipple. I moaned, squirming. What was he waiting for? Why wasn’t he fucking me?

“Beg for it, Mom,” he grinned, so confident and cocky. “Beg for your son’s cock to fuck your pussy and give you what you need.”

“Oh, Lord,” I breathed. “When did you get so strong, Clint?”

“He just needed some confidence,” purred Melody. “But he’s figured it out. Finally.”

Clint’s hand smacked Melody’s ass. A stinging slap. Melody moaned and shuddered, sucking so hard on my nipple. He was taking his half-sister in hand, dominating her and giving her what she needed. She was submissive, too, aching to please her man, her half-brother.

“Please fuck Mommy’s pussy,” I said, shuddering, my heart quickening. I was submitting to my strong son. To the man of the house. “Please, please. Mommy needs her big son’s hard cock to fuck her pussy. She needs it so badly.” I humped my hips, rubbing against his cock. I had to feel him in me. I was so wet.

“You’re mine now, Mom,” he growled as I trembled. “Say it.”

“Yours,” I moaned, shivering.

“And Melody’s,” he added, a grin crossing his lips. “She’s my girl. She keeps discipline when I’m not around.”

Melody’s lips popped off. She stared at her half-brother. “Clint,” she said, her voice a mix of pleasure and shock. “Really?”

He smacked her ass again. “Really. Now keep sucking Mom’s nipple because that’s hot.”

She grinned and engulfed my nipple, sucking so hard. I shuddered, my niece’s mouth so hungry and wet. I groaned again, my pussy on fire. I needed my son’s cock in me so badly. He was such a damned tease.

“Please fuck your Mommy’s pussy. Please. Mommy needs her big boy to—”

Clint thrust.

My son’s cock rammed into my wet pussy. My eyes widened. A huge moan exploded from my lips as his thick, long cock slammed into my depths. I groaned, shuddering, clenching on him. His shaft was thicker than his father’s, not quite as long, but his girth…

Exquisite.

My pussy tightened on my son’s cock as my hips bucked. My breasts jiggled while Melody kneaded them and sucked on them, her sandy-blonde hair spilling about my tits as my son rammed his dick over and over into my hot depths.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck your Mommy hard,” I moaned.

“You’re such a bad Mommy,” he groaned. “A wicked Mommy needing her son’s cock to make her cum so hard.”

“Soooo hard,” I moaned, staring at my handsome, sixteen-year-old son. He was such a stud. I shuddered, humping harder, our flesh slapping together, his balls smacking into my taint. “Ram that dick into me. Fuck, yes. My son is a stud. He’s a stud, Melody.”

“He is,” moaned my niece as she reached across me to my other breast and sucked on my nipple, her tits pressing into my flesh, so round and firm with youth. My hand shot out, stroking her thighs as my pussy clenched on my son’s dick.

“You are so tight and hot, Mom,” he groaned. “Your pussy loves my dick. You love your son fucking you. Say it, slut.”

“I do love it,” I groaned, loving being called slut. “I’m your slut, Son. Your slutty Mommy. My pussy’s yours. You can fuck it whenever you want. I love this cock. I love my son’s cock.”

It was so wrong, so forbidden to feel my son fucking the pussy which birthed him. He came out of me, and now he was back in me, so thick and hard and ramming so fast into me. His balls smacked into my taint were all full of his cum.

I wasn’t on the pill. Clinton had a vasectomy after Alicia was born. He thought five children, two from my sister and three from me, were enough. Clint wore no protection. I was still fertile. Only thirty-six.

He could breed me. My son could breed me.

“Clint,” I screamed as my orgasm exploded hard and fast inside of me.

My pussy milked his cock, eager for my son’s incestuous seed as he pounded me hard. Ripples of bliss flowed out of my pussy and washed through my body. I gasped and moaned, my back arching, grinding my pussy hard against my son, my clit throbbing against his groin.

“You are such a slutty mom,” groaned Clint. “You just came on your son’s cock.”

“So slutty, Aunt Cheryl,” gasped my niece. “Milk his cock and beg for his cum.”

As the ecstasy shone onto my mind, bright rays of bliss blinding my thoughts, another shudder went through me. Another orgasm burst in my pussy at Melody’s words. My niece stared at me, her youthful face flushed and burning with incestuous lust. She wanted me to beg for my son’s cum.

And so did I.

“Yes, yes, cum in Mommy’s pussy,” I moaned, spasming, so much radiant bliss warming my mind. “Breed your slutty mommy. You’re the man of the house. Our pussies are yours.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody moaned. “We’re yours, Clint. I love you so much. Breed your mother.”

“Shit, I love you,” my son said, staring at his half-sister as he rammed his cock into me. Then he stared at me, his eyes burning. “Oh, you are a slutty Mommy. Such a whore. You want to be bred by your son.”

“Yes,” I moaned, lost to the taboo thrill. “Cum in me, Clint!”

I screamed out as loud as I could as another orgasm exploded inside of me. Fireworks detonated across my vision. The world grew fuzzy with rapture. The bed creaked. My pussy clenched on his dick. His balls smacked against my taint as my breast jiggled and slapped together. I stared into his eyes and begged for my son to flood my cunt.

To claim me as his, just like his father had twenty years ago.

“Mom,” Clint grunted, slamming his dick into me. His hot cum pumped into my depths. Blast after blast of incestuous seed flooded my fertile pussy. I gasped, my cunt milking him, massaging out every last drop.

I groaned as I stared up at my son. Everything had changed. We had crossed the line into rapture. I shuddered as I felt his seed swimming in my depths. A smile crossed my lips. There was no going back.

And I didn’t want to.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I couldn’t concentrate on my romance novel as I lay in bed. Melody’s words echoed in my mind: Cum in me, Clint.

My brother had made love to our cousin last night. The words hung in my mind, rattling over and over since last night. I had trouble sleeping, tossing, turning. He made me feel so funny between my thighs. Made me squirm my legs. I felt like one of the women in my romance novels, aching for her lover to claim her.

To take her hard and love her.

I bit my lip and pushed up my glasses. My other hand crept down my nightgown. I knew it was wrong to touch myself and think about my brother, but I couldn’t help it. Not since last night. Not since I heard them making love over and over. Not since I heard Melody moan those words.

I bit my lip as I slipped my hand down to my virgin pussy. My eyes closed and I touched myself picturing Clint’s handsome face, so gallant, so strong, so loving. He was just like Daddy. I was wet, my flesh slippery.

“Clint,” I sighed, rubbing myself and getting lost to my taboo fantasy, so envious of my cousin.

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

My pussy was burning so hot as my cousin Clint, my lover who I would do anything for, groaned atop his mom, my sexy Aunt Cheryl. He slammed into her, cumming into the very pussy that had given him birth, maybe breeding his Mommy like he might have already bred me last night.



I shuddered, pressed against Aunt Cheryl’s side, watching the pleasure burning in both their faces, the incestuous passion they had shared. I was so thrilled I could witness this moment, my heart thudding in my chest, my wet pussy humping against my aunt’s thigh. Everything had changed last night.

For a year, my sixteen-year-old cousin Clint and I had been kissing cousins. We had always been close growing up. I was a month older then him and a tomboy. We played as kids—soldiers, ninjas, tag, basketball, and violent video games—and were best friends. That didn’t change through Junior High and into High School. I always knew we would end up having sex, we were just both afraid of crossing that line into incest.

And then Clint’s subconscious gave him that final boost of confidence to go all the way with me. He had a dream of his dead dad, my sexy Uncle Clinton, telling my cousin he had to put both our families back in order by fucking us all. Me first, since we were in so much love. He popped my cherry last night. And then we learned the shocking news—his mom and my mom were lovers. They were sisters and lovers.

Our family was so hot.

“Oh, yes, Mommy needed that,” moaned Aunt Cheryl as she pulled her son down for a hot kiss. My cousin’s hot, muscular body draped over her busty frame, her tits crushed to his chest. She was a sexy MILF, her hair dyed blonde, not natural like my dirty-gold curls, and in great shape.

And she was so lonely since Uncle Clinton died six months ago. But I could tell being taken hard by her son was exactly what she needed.

“Oh, that was so hot, Aunt Cheryl,” I moaned, licking my lips as they kissed.

Clint broke the kiss, his dark eyes falling on mine. I shuddered, understanding in an instant what he wanted. What I had promised to do last night. I licked my lips and nodded my head. I would do anything for my cousin. I was a submissive, like Aunt Cheryl appeared to be.

Only I was Clint’s top submissive. His girl.

“Oh, no,” Mommy moaned as Clint pulled out of her pussy and rolled off her body, his dick half-hard and coated in her pussy cream. It rested on his stomach as he stretched out on his back. “I liked you in me.”

Clint shrugged. “Melody has a task to do.”

A task. I shuddered at those words, my pussy clenching. I moved, my round breasts jiggling. They were so small compared to Aunt Cheryl’s. But they were firm, and Clint loved them even if they weren’t as big as my aunt’s, my mom’s, or Zoey’s, Clint’s eighteen-year-old sister. But at least my tits were bigger than my bratty, little sister Lee.

I moved between my aunt’s legs, nervous and excited all at the same time to have my first true lesbian experience. Yes, I had kissed Aunt Cheryl and sucked on her nipple while Clint fucked her hard. But licking her pussy, devouring Clint’s cum out of her snatch, would be a true girl-on-girl experience.

And I was eager for it because Clint wanted it.

His eyes were hungry. “Eat the creampie I made in my mom.”

“Oh, you are a naughty boy,” moaned Aunt Cheryl. “Mommy raised a big, strong, naughty boy.”

“You did,” I said. Then, as a joke, added, “He’s into watersports.”

Clint’s face tightened while Aunt Cheryl actually smiled. “Like to show your dominance over your women, huh, Sir? Humiliate them. Dirty them because you can. Because they will let you. Because they need to please you in any way possible.”

I blinked as I lowered my face to her pussy. Was Aunt Cheryl into watersports?

“I don’t want to pee on her,” Clint scowled. “Melody’s got the fetish. She had to watch me pee this morning. Made her wet just thinking I might piss on her.”

“That he might make me,” I corrected, my pussy clenching again. I really, really didn’t want to be peed on, but I would submit for Clint. I needed to submit to him, to do what he wanted. It was the yearning ache inside me. It gave me pleasure to please him and he knew it. He knew he had this power over me. A power that I gave to him.

It was so sexy.

I breathed in. I smelled the salt of Clint’s cum and a spicy musk. Aunt Cheryl smelled different than my pussy. I took another breath, deeper, savoring the aroma as I moved to her trimmed, black bush matted with juices, her pussy lips thick and engorged, thrusting out of her slit. She wasn’t tight and virginal like I was.

All those times fucking Uncle Clinton’s cock had opened her up.

“Lick her,” growled Clint. “I love creampie porn.”

I shuddered, loving to learn that fact about Clint. I wanted to know all the secrets he had kept from me, all the times he had dodged when I pried at his porn-watching habits. And now he was opening up, letting me know what pleased him.

I licked boldly at Aunt Cheryl’s pussy. My tongue licked through her hot folds, her curly pubic hairs tickling my lips and cheeks. I gathered Clint’s salty cum and the wonderful, spicy juices of Aunt Cheryl’s pussy. She moaned and shuddered as my tongue licked up to her clit, pink and hard and throbbing as I lapped at it.

“Oh, yes, lick Aunty Cheryl’s pussy. Mmm, you are just a submissive slut for my son. Oh, yes, you’re my son’s slave.”

Slave! That was a wonderful word.

“My chief slave,” Clint added, twisting his mom’s nipple. Hard. She gasped, shuddering, humping against my voice. “Right, Mom?”

“Yes, yes,” moaned Aunt Cheryl. “Your slave. Mmm, just like your father. So sexy, Clint. My sexy boy. I raised a sexy man to master me.”

Her hand moved down his body as I licked again and again. I gathered the cum like I was licking an ice cream cone, but one had never tasted so good. So naughty I devoured the incestuous mix as I loved my aunt. My hands wrapped about her thighs, holding her as I licked and nuzzled, taking long drags.

“My cock is all wet,” groaned Clint as his mom reached his pubic hair. “You got me dirty, Mom. And you know the rules of the house.”

“Clean up your mess or face the belt,” moaned Aunt Cheryl. It was one of Uncle Clinton’s sayings. Since my dad, the sperm donor, ran out on my mom while she was pregnant with Lee, Uncle Clinton kept the discipline in my household, too. Lee and I had been been spanked by Uncle Clinton. Maybe that was why our families lived next door.

“That’s right,” groaned Clint as his mom brought his cock to her lips and licked at the half-hard shaft, cleaning up her pussy juices from him.

“Oh, that’s hot,” I groaned. “Lick his cock, slave. Please my man. I want you to make him hard again.”

“Yes, Miss,” moaned Aunt Cheryl. And she licked again, swirling her tongue around the crown of his dick as her hips humped against my lips.

My pussy was on fire as I licked and nuzzled at my aunt’s cunt. I probed my tongue into her silky sheath, savoring the heat and warmth as I quested for more of my cousin’s jizz. Aunt Cheryl’s lips sealed over Clint’s dick, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard on her son’s cock.

Clint groaned, gripping his mom’s dyed-blonde hair as she swallowed all of his half-hard dick. Clint’s muscles rippled as he shuddered. I bet his dick was throbbing hard in his mom’s mouth, getting ready for round two.

Oh, this was so hot.

I sucked on my aunt’s clit, nipping, making her moan and gasp before I nuzzled back at her pussy lips. I probed a final time, searching for any more salty treat, but all of Clint’s cum was gone. I had licked it all up.

“That’s it, Mom,” groaned Clint. “You nasty slave. Mmm, you’re my Mommy-slave. You’ll do anything in the world I tell you. You’ll help me fuck your sister. And your daughters. Both of them. Alicia and Zoey. And you’ll help me discipline bratty Lee into acting like a proper fifteen-year-old.”

Aunt Cheryl moaned so loud about his dick. Her hips bucked, grinding her pussy against my face. Her pillowy tits jiggled. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard while her juices flooded into my licking mouth. Spicy cream poured past my lips and coated my throat with their passion as I swallowed.

She came.

She backed hard, moaning louder and louder as she gobbled her son’s hardening cock. She bucked. The idea of her son fucking her daughter set her off. Her eyes were squeezed shut. I held on to her thighs, licking at her juices, savoring the hot delight of contributing to her orgasm while my pussy clenched and ached, needing to be satiated.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. “You just came, you nasty slut.” He pinched her nipple. “You want me to fuck my sisters. You want me to pop Alicia’s fourteen-year-old cherry. To make my little sister howl on my dick. And you want to witness as I bend Zoey over the counter and teach her to respect me. To stop calling me squirt and realize I am the man of the house.”

“Your mom does want to help you, Clint,” I moaned, lifting my dripping face. “She squirted, Clint. That’s how hard she came.”

“Fuck,” Clint groaned, ripping his cock from his mom’s mouth. He was fully hard, his dick throbbing before me. “Mommy-slave, get Melody’s ass ready. I need to break in every one of my girl’s holes.”

My ass clenched. Anal? “Doesn’t that hurt?”

He stared at me. “And?”

“And I want you to fuck my ass, Clint,” I moaned despite my fears. He wanted this. So I would make a gift to him. I spun around, kneeling, pointing my ass at him. “Take me. I’m yours, Clint. I always have been. I’ve wanted to be your woman, your wife, since we were kids.”

Aunt Cheryl laughed. “And everyone knew that you had such a crush on your brother.”

I blinked. Clint and I said, “Brother?” at the same time.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

My dick throbbed hard as I wrenched my eyes from my submissive cousin’s tight ass, her shaved pussy glistening between her sleek thighs, to the tattoo on my mom’s left breast. Over her heart. It was a triangle with three letters inside it. The letter C at the top point while a second letter C and a V were at the lower two corners.

I traced it, touching the top C. “Clinton,” I said then moved down. “Cheryl and Vicky. You were both Dad’s sex slaves.”

“And lovers,” Mom moaned, pain flooding her eyes. “I loved your father so much, Clint. From the first time we made love, I knew I would be his wife. And when he wanted to do other things, experiment, I didn’t fight him. I submitted. I gave him what he wanted. Even other girls. And then he wanted my younger sister. And I was so excited. So wet to make her a gift.

“Our first night together was magical. The three of us were welded, united. Vicky and I were so much alike, but submissives, eager to please this strong man who loved us both. Since I was already dating him, we kept that up. Vicky became his secret lover, his mistress.”

“That’s why we live side-by-side?” I gasped. “So Dad could have access to Aunt Vicky.”

“And…and…” Melody looked over her shoulder, her hazel eyes wide. “That means Uncle Clinton is my…”

“He’s your father,” nodded my mom. “Until now, Vicky and I never had another man. Only him.”

I glanced at my cousin. Only she wasn’t my cousin. She was my half-sister. My dick throbbed even harder. I had already fucked one of my cousins, and she was the woman I loved, my best friend in the whole fucking world.

“Damn,” I groaned, my dick felt even harder. “I’m going to break in my sister’s ass.”

“I have a brother,” Melody said and turned, throwing herself at me.

I was startled by the hug, by how tight she pressed against me, her breasts rubbing on my chest, nipples so hard, my dick throbbing against her stomach. I hugged her back, holding her as she cried into my neck. Her wet cheek pressed against mine.

“My brother,” she groaned. “My man, my brother, my master, my husband. Oh, Clint. I…”

I understood. Nothing had changed and yet everything was some how different. We were even closer now. I rocked her and kissed at her cheek, loving my half-sister. She squeezed my tighter for a moment before breaking away and glaring at my mom.

“Why didn’t anyone tell me that Uncle Clinton was my dad? I thought I didn’t have one.” Her voice broke and her lower lip quivered. I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close.

“We were waiting for Lee and Alicia to get older.” Tears beaded my mom’s eyes. “We wanted to make sure everyone in the family was mature enough to understand and not freak out. We wanted to make sure you wouldn’t tell people, even by accident, and start rumors. It might have made things weird for you at school or something. And then…”

“He died.”

Tears beaded my mom’s eyes. I held out my other arm for her. And then my mom was pressed against me, her face pressed into my neck, sobbing for my dad. She loved him a lot, probably as much as I loved Melody. Tears burned at my own eyes as I held both my sister and mother. Their arms were around each other, all of us hugging, remembering what a great man Dad was.

Finally, the tears dwindled. My mom sniffed. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she said. “I…I shouldn’t have been crying. I ruined the mood.”

I shook my head. “Mom, don’t be. It’s good to cry. I understand. You’re my Mommy-slave, but it’s Dad who you’ll love. I don’t mind. I have Melody. I just want you to be my slut.”

“Oh, I am,” she purred. “And I do love you. You’re my big, strong son.”

Melody giggled. “He’s already getting hard again, Aunt Cheryl.”

“He wants that ass.” Mom’s hand moved and squeezed Melody’s rear. “He wants his sisters tight, virgin ass.”

My dick was hard again. Aching as it pressed into Melody’s stomach. My half-sister, that would take some remembering, wiggled, her nipples hard against me. “I do. I want that ass. I love watching anal.”

“What other porn do you like?” Melody moaned.

“Lesbians,” he grinned. “And creampies.”

“We covered that,” Mom said. “And anal.”

“Titty fucks.” My eyes flicked down at Mom’s big breasts pressed into my side. “I’ll be breaking in those tits sometime.”

“They’re yours, Son,” she breathed.

“Asians,” I added. “Tight, petite Asian girls.”

Mom laughed. “Your father did, too. Your Aunt Vicky and I were on standing orders to find him any Asian woman interested in a threesome.”

Melody gave me a look. “Well, there’s Pam Hiragawa. No wonder you’re always staring at her ass during PE.”

“Guilty,” I groaned, loving Pam’s tight, petite body and slanted eyes. She was Japanese but born in America. Silky, black hair, almond eyes, delicate face.

“I think you just got harder thinking about another woman when you have your hot sister and busty mom in your arms, asshole,” Melody said, a playful smile on her lips as she lightly punched me on the shoulder.

“Asians,” I grinned. Then I smacked her ass, hard. She gasped at the stinging slap. “Now on your knees. Mommy-slut, get her ready for my cock. I’m going to pound my sister’s ass.”

“Oh, yes, Sir,” moaned Mom, her voice husky, eager to please.

“It better be my ass you’re thinking about while fucking me,” Melody said, a dangerous glint in her eyes. She was still a tomboy.

“Keep that tone with me, and I’ll bend you over my knee.”

She smiled. “I just might like that.”

Then she turned onto her hands and knees, presenting that beautiful ass. So firm and curving. She had a great ass. I stared at it, loving my red handprint marring her ivory flesh. Oh, yes, she would be over my knee before too long. That ass was too inviting to give up.

“I also love watching women getting spanked,” I groaned. “My last kink.”

Melody wiggled her ass at me, teasing me as Mom knelt before her. Damn, I loved my half-sister. She would be my wife. I bet there was states were we could marry. Technically, she was my first cousin. My dad’s name wasn’t on her birth certificate. I would have to look into that. Maybe relocate the family in a few years.

“Anal can hurt,” Mom said as she ran her fingers through Melody’s dripping pussy lips. “But if you are ready for it, cocks are lubed with spit or pussy juices, then it is amazing. I’ve had some of my best orgasms with your father’s cock in my ass.”

“I bet Daddy fucked you so hard,” Melody moaned, savoring the word. I could hear the joy in her voice. Just knowing she had a Daddy who loved her, even if he had passed away, made her feel wonderful. Dad always did show affection for Melody and Lee, treating them like he did my sisters and me.

Damn, Dad was a stud.

“So we’re going to get you nice and juicy for your first time,” Mom moaned and shoved two fingers into my sister’s hot, tight twat. Melody moaned, shuddering as Mom licked her tongue up through her taint and between the cheeks of her ass. “We’ll use spit and pussy juices to get you lubed up.”

“Oh, damn, Aunt Cheryl,” gasped Melody as my mom rimmed her ass. “Oh, isn’t that nasty?”

“So nasty, Miss,” Mom answered. “That’s what makes it hot. So sour. Mmm, I love it.”

I licked my lips, envying my mom. I slowly stroked my dick, wanting a taste of my sister’s ass as Mom’s tongue licked and swirled about her sphincter, getting her nice and wet while her fingers pumped in and out of Melody’s snatch. Mom pulled her two digits out, covered in my sister’s cream, and moved them up to Melody’s asshole.

My half-sister gasped as Mom worked the first of her fingers into the tight, brown sphincter. I groaned, my balls aching as Melody’s back arched. Her sandy-blonde hair danced about her shoulders as she wiggled.

“Oh, that feels soooo weird,” gasped Melody. “Your finger is going so deep in me, Aunt Cheryl.”

“Does it feel good?” I asked, moving around the bed. I grabbed her blonde hair, yanking her head up to look at me. “Does it, slut?”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned. “It does. It’s weird, almost burning and yet… Oooh, yes, that’s even better.”

My mom had slid the second finger in, making Melody rock and shudder on the bed, her eyes fluttering as her hips undulated. She moaned again, sounding so wanton and aroused. She licked her lips, eyes fluttering. Her lashes were so long and lovely. I stared into her eyes as Mom fingered and rimmed her, watching the pleasure cross my half-sister’s face.

Damn, this was hot. I wanted to share everything with Melody. I wanted her to enjoy my sisters with me, especially bratty Lee. I wanted to watch her make her own mother cum. I wanted her to seduce Pam Hiragawa for me and lick my cum off that Japanese beauty’s face.

“Shit,” I groaned and rammed my cock into her mouth. “Keep me hard but don’t make me cum. I just want to feel that mouth on my dick while Mom gets you ready.”

Melody moaned her yes about my dick as I shuddered. My balls ache so much as I held her hair, savoring her warm, wet mouth around my cock. She didn’t suck and tried not to move her tongue, but it was still paradise. My eyes were locked on Mom ripping her fingers out of my sister’s asshole and moving them lower, out of sight.

Melody moaned. Mom had shoved her fingers back into Melody’s pussy.

“Get her ready for me, Mommy-slut,” I growled. “Get her nice and loose. I’m going to pound her asshole so hard.”

“Yes,” Mom moaned. “I will, Sir. I will make sure your top slave is ready for you. That she will cum so hard when you fuck her. I know you want to make her cum. You are such a generous man, like your father. You want your women happy.”

“’A happy woman will do anything for her man,’” I quoted Dad. He had been grooming me to be a dominant, to probably claimed Melody as my submissive lover if everyone in the family realized we had been in love since children.

“She will,” Mom moaned. “Look at Melody. You made her very happy, Sir.”

“I licked her pussy to orgasm before I popped her cherry. And she tasted wonderful.”

“That will do it,” Mom smiled.

My sister moaned about my cock, vocalizing her agreement. The humming delight of her voice sent flutters racing down my dick. I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to fuck her mouth. I wanted that ass. I watched Mom work a third finger into Melody’s sphincter, widening her brown ring, getting her ready for my dick’s girth.

Damn, this was so hot. So sexy. My own fucking harem of women. Melody at the top, then Mom and her sister, and then my sisters. Maybe other girls. Stefani, my older sisters best friend, was always flirting with me, cock-teasing me like Zoey did. Those two would have to learn there are consequences to teasing a man and making him hard.

“Fuck,” I snarled, my balls aching. “She’s ready, Mom.”

Mom pulled her fingers out of my sister’s ass. She held them up to me, a twinkle in her eye. “She is, Sir.”

I licked her fingers, savoring the lingering traces of sweet pussy mixed with sour ass. I groaned as I pulled my dick out of Melody’s mouth. She sucked in deep breaths as I moved on the bed, Mom sliding out of the way.

“May I guide you in, Sir?” Mom asked, her eyes big. “I want to hold my son’s big, thick cock as he fucks his sister’s ass for the first time.” There was motherly pride in her voice.

“Yes,” I growled.

She shoved her fingers between her thighs, rubbing her pussy before she seized my cock, stroking her cream onto my shaft. I grinned at her as she brought me to my half-sister’s asshole. Melody watched over her shoulder, her face tight, fear in her eyes.

“Melody,” I said. “You’re a fucking tomboy. You once skinned both your knees and wanted to keep on playing. Don’t be scared. Trust me.”

Her breath quickened. She nodded. “I do, Clint. I do. You won’t harm me.”

“He’ll only hurt you,” Mom purred. “And that is something completely different” She rubbed my cock against Melody’s tight sphincter. “Now fuck your sister’s virgin ass. She needs it so badly. Her ass is yours.”

“Mine,” I snarled and thrust.

Melody’s back arched. Her head snapped up. She hugged a pillow to her as my dick forced past her tight sphincter. My eyes widened as the velvety, hot tightness of her bowels gripped me. I pushed deeper and deeper as she groaned, shuddering, clenching down hard on my dick. She sucked in a deep, shuddering breath when I bottomed out in her.

“I took you,” she groaned, voice tight with pain. “I took you, Clint.”

“You did,” I growled, my hand sliding around her hip to her stomach. “God, you are tight. I could just stay like this forever, savoring your bowels.”

“Oh, God, yes,” she moaned, her breath slowing, her bowels relaxing. My finger reached for her clit and—

Her phone blared Pharrell’s Happy. She threw a look to her discarded jeans on the floor, her phone peeking out of a pocket, the screen lighting up. “That’s your house’s landline, Clint.”

“Alicia,” I groaned. My little sister eschewed cell phones for some reason—don’t ask. She enjoyed having her kindle eReader, which wasn’t even a proper tablet she could do something else on beside reading books. Only her and my mom ever used our landline. “Why would she be…?”

Melody and I both looked at each other, our eyes widening as the same idea popped into our head.

Last night, when Melody and I had made love and fucked four times, we had not been quiet. My bedroom was on the third floor, sharing the attic with a storage room. Alicia’s was on the second floor but not directly beneath mine. She was the only person home last night, and she might have heard us.

And now she was calling Melody. She never called Melody.

“Get the phone, Mom,” I growled, my finger rubbing on Melody’s clit. “Hurry.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, not questioning, hearing the authority in my voice.

“Clint?” Melody asked.

“Talk to her,” I grinned. “If she heard us last night, I want to know if she’s turned on. Probe her. Put her on speaker phone and let’s find out how ripe my sister’s cherry is.”

Melody’s bowels clenched on my dick. “Oh, you are a wicked brother.”

“Uh-huh,” Mom said, rushing back to the bed and handing Melody her iPhone.

“Quiet,” I told Mom, my finger slightly stroking Melody’s clit. I wanted to pound her ass so hard, but I resisted.

Melody connected the proper sequence of dots on the screen to unlock it and hit the speaker button. “Hey, Cupcake, this is a surprise.”

“Are you with Clint?” the quiet voice of my sister asked. I imagined her in the kitchen, sitting at the island on one of the stools, the phone pressed against her ear, her petite body trembling. She was just budding into womanhood, a late bloomer compared to Zoey or even Lee.

Melody glanced at me. I shook my head.

“No, no, he went to play a game of pickup basketball with his asshole friends,” Melody answered. “I decided to hangout at the house. So what’s up, Cupcake?”

“I…” Alicia’s voice hesitated. “Well… I don’t know… It’s… Maybe this was a bad idea.”

“You heard Clint and I making love last night,” Melody boldly said, her bowels clenching on my dick.

I fought a groan, rubbing her clit. Melody shivered as there was silence on the other end of the phone for a moment. Then Alicia said, “I…did. So…?”

Her cheeks must be crimson right now, her cute glasses slipping down her button nose. Damn, it was torture not fucking Melody’s hot, tight bowels. My dick ached so badly. I needed that sweet friction about me.

“So…what? Why did I make love to your brother?”

“I know why.” Alicia swallowed. “You love him.”

“I do. And it was so sexy. Your brother made our first time special.”

“He did.” Her voice rose, interest clear in her tone. “That’s good. What was it…like?”

“Why are you so curious? Eager to have that special boy carry you off and pop your cherry. Who is it?”

“There’s no one,” Alicia said. “Not really.”

Melody looked at me and mouthed, “She wants you.”

Mom nodded her head, lying on the bed, biting her lip as she slowly rubbed at her pussy lips, listening to her youngest daughter’s breathy, virginal curiosity. Mom’s breasts jiggled so invitingly while Melody shifted.

“You can tell me who the boy is,” Melody purred. “Is it a boy at school?”

“I guess,” Alicia squirmed. “So what was it like? When he… You know?”

“Popped my cherry?”

“That’s not romantic,” Alicia gasped. “I thought you said it was romantic.”

“It was so romantic, Cupcake.” Melody shuddered. “I walked in wearing this tight tank top, no bra, and his eyes just bugged out. I could tell he wanted me. That we were finally going all the way. He pulled me to him, so strong, claiming my lips.”

“Wow,” Alicia said, her voice throaty.

“The kiss was amazing. I mean, fireworks and bells and all that. I melted against him. It was the best kiss ever. I squirmed on his lap, and I could feel him growing hard.”

“His penis?”

“Come on, say the right word,” Melody purred. “I know they use dirty words in all those romances you read.”

“His cock!” She said it fast, excited. “You felt his cock?”

“I did, Cupcake. Your brother was hung. He was so hard beneath me. I ground and groaned on him, growing hotter and wetter. And then he laid me on the bed.”

Listening to Melody describe last night to my—our—little sister made me ache. I slowly pulled my dick back, savoring the hot grip of her ass as Melody told about how it felt to have her nipples sucked and how I kissed down to her pussy. “He pulled off my panties, and I was exposed. I was so scared and thrilled all at the same time. He was seeing me naked. All of me, and there was such desire in her eyes.”

“Oh, I want that,” panted Alicia. She must be wet, too, squirming, her virgin pussy soaking her panties.

Mom groaned, rubbing harder at her pussy. Her toes curled as she masturbated, her black curls engulfing her fingers. She shoved two digits into her pussy, biting her lip to fight off another moan. Her eyes fluttered. I understood. This was so damned hot.

I pushed my dick forward, muffling my grunts as Melody’s tight ass gripped my cock, the friction racing through me.

“And then he ate my pussy, Cupcake. He devoured me.” Melody shuddered. “Oh, god, it was so many sensations. They were all mixing and swirling. It made masturbation pale. He was so wonderful. My sexy man was eating me out, pleasing me, loving me. His eyes stared up at me and I knew. I knew, Alicia, that he loved me.”

“Oh, yes,” Alicia moaned. Was my sister masturbating on the other end of the line, rubbing her virgin, fourteen-year-old cunt? “Then what? Did he make love to you? Did he take your maidenhead?”

“Yes.” Melody bucked into me, sliding her ass up my shaft as I thrust, her hips shaking. “His cock was in me. We were united, one flesh. It was so intimate. I was his woman. He was atop me, loving me, pumping away, driving me wild. Cupcake, it was the best thing ever. Ooh, I hope you and your special boy have as much fun as we did.”

“There’s no one,” Alicia repeated. “But…but… Oh, you’re so lucky, Melody. My brother is so handsome and…and…” Breathy squeaks came through the phone.

“She’s cumming,” Mom whispered, rubbing her pussy faster. “My baby girl is cumming. She’s masturbating to you, Sir.”

Melody groaned, listening to the wild gasps of Alicia on the other end of the phone as I slid my dick faster and faster in and out of her bowels. Her flesh gripped me. I groaned, my eyes fluttering as I reamed my dick in and out of her depths. I diddled Melody’s clit harder.

“It was amazing, Cupcake,” moaned Melody. “I came so hard on his dick. So hard. My pussy spasmed on him. I loved it!”

And then her bowels spasmed on my dick. Melody was cumming, too, adding her moans to my sister’s gasps. I fucked her harder, not caring any longer about being quiet. My dick ached. This was too much. Alicia wanted me to make love to her, to take her cherry like I had taken Melody’s.

And I had to pluck her cherry. I had to fuck my little sister.

“Oh, yes, Cupcake,” moaned Melody. “It was amazing. He’s my man. I’m so happy. I want you to be happy, too. I want you to surrender to the man you desire. To give yourself to him.”

Alicia let out a moan in the background. Then she gasped. I could hear her embarrassed, fluttered breath, and then she quickly blurted out, “I have to go. Bye.”

The line went dead. “Fuck,” exploded out of my breath as I pounded my sister’s tight ass, rocking her on the bed. “Fuck, that was so hot.”

“It was,” Mom gasped, her body heaving. “She came. The little vixen was masturbating on the phone with you.”

“I know,” Melody moaned. “Oh, it was so hot. Especially with your dick in my asshole, Clint.”

“And my finger on your clit.” I rubbed harder and she bucked.

“So hot. That was amazing.” Her hips bucked back into me, her hot, tight bowels gripping my dick. “Mmm, yes, pound my ass, Clint. Ram that huge dick into me. Oh, yes. My brother’s big cock is in my asshole. My man’s dick. Fuck me. I need to cum again. And then you have to dump all your cum in my bowels.”

“Because all of your holes are mine?” I snarled. “Mine to cum in whenever I want?”

“Yes!”

“If we’re at the mall, and I say, ‘Pull down your panties,’ what do you do?”

“Pull them down and offer you my cunt,” she moaned, bucking harder, her words driving me wild.

I pounded her ass, my balls smacking into her taint, her butt-cheeks rippling. “And if we’re at school and I say ‘Melody, fall to your knees,’ what do you do?”

“Fall to my knees, unzip your pants, and suck your cock, Clint.”

“Even if we’re in the middle of a crowded hallway? All the students passing. Your friends watching you suck my cock.”

Her bowels clenched so hard on my dick. “They would all watch me be your cock-sucking whore, Clint. I would show them how a girl worships her man’s dick and swallows all of his cum. Every last drop.”

“Damn, I love you,” I panted, my dick aching in the depths of her bowels. Her hot, tight flesh gripped me so hard.

“Yes,” she hissed.

“Oh, you two are so beautiful together, Sir,” Mom moaned. “Just perfect. Your father would be so proud of you both. He was eager for you to take command of your half-sister, to make her your woman. He wanted you to be as happy as him.”

“Shit,” I groaned, my balls ready to burst.

I slammed my dick hard and fast into Melody’s bowels. I growled, the friction building the pressure in my nuts. They thwacked into her body, full of cum, ready to flood her. I groaned, rubbing harder at her clit as I humped over her, watching her supple back writhe as she bucked back into me.

Her blonde hair danced as she undulated her hips. She grunted and groaned, slamming back into me. Her bowels tightened. Her head snapped back. And then she came again. Juices flooded around my finger on her clit as her asshole spasmed on my dick, milking my cock.

“Cum in my ass, Clint,” she growled. “Please! Cum in your slutty, submissive sister’s asshole.”

“Do it,” moaned Mom, frigging herself to another orgasm, her tits bouncing as she humped. “Please, Sir. Empty your balls into her asshole.”

“Yes,” I growled and buried to the hilt into Melody’s tight asshole.

My cock unloaded. Pleasure pumped through me. It surged to my mind. My back arched. Stars danced before my eyes. Ecstasy bathed through me. Alicia’s face burned bright in my mind, a beacon. My next conquest. I was going to enjoy her.

And Mom and Melody were going to help.

As the pleasure peaked in me, an idea formed in my mind. Something so naughty and wonderfully delicious, a way to cement I was the man of the house. I shuddered a final time, the last blast of cum flooding into my half-sister’s tight bowels. She groaned, milking me.

“Oh, thank you for cumming in me,” moaned Melody. “I so needed that, Clint. You always know what I need.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, pulling my cock out of her asshole.

“And you made a mess, dear,” Mom purred. “I hope you remember the rule.”

Melody’s eyes widened as she looked at my dick. Then she turned around. Her nose wrinkled, smelling her sour ass on it. But then she licked up my shaft to the top. I groaned, savoring her submission, her willingness to degrade herself for my pleasure.

“Let me help,” Mom moaned, nuzzling in, licking at the other side of my dirty cock.

“Damn,” I groaned, staring at their faces. “Oh, you two are such wicked sluts.” They would do anything for me. Even let me pee in their mouths… “We’re going to have fun today. There is a fourteen-year-old virgin pining for her brother. I think she needs her ‘cousin’ to help her out, soothe her fears, and get her ready to have her maidenhead pricked.”

“You wicked boy,” groaned Mom. “Yes, Sir, I totally agree with you. That’s what my daughter needs.”

Melody winked at me and then sucked on the crown of my cock hard. Damn, it was great being the man of the house.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

Embarrassment flooded through me. My hand was still in my shorts and panties, pressed against my wet, virgin pussy. I couldn’t believe I had masturbated listening to Melody talk about making love to my older brother.

But Clint was so handsome, like one of the heroes out of a romance novel. He was so muscled, like Dad, and broad-shouldered. My brother’s hands were strong. And he knew how to please a woman, just like the men in the romances did. They seduced their women, gave them pleasure, and then took them so hard.

Ravished them.

My pussy clenched, and I shuddered as I rubbed my fingers up and down my hot pussy. I shivered, the bar stool creaking beneath me. I set the receiver down. The long, curly cord led back to the phone mounted on the wall.

Clint. How wonderful would it be if Clint made love to me? But he was Melody’s boyfriend. And he was my brother. I couldn’t have him. It would be soooo wrong.

And that made my pussy tingle. I rubbed myself again, closing my eyes and—

Stairs creaked. Bare feet padded.

I gasped, wrenching my hands out of my pussy, my cheeks burning as I fumbled at the fasteners of my jean shorts. My heart thudding, Zoey stumbled into the kitchen. My older, far bustier sister walked in, her brassy hair a tangled mess, her breasts stretching out a pink tank top, a pair of bright-red, lacy panties clinging to her hips and crotch.

“Hey, Alicia,” she muttered on her walk to the refrigerator.

“You slept in,” I said, my cheeks on fire. I wiped my fingers off on my shorts. But I could smell my fresh pussy juices. What if she could smell them, too? What if she realized I was masturbating in our kitchen? I wanted to bolt.

“Late night,” she yawned.

“Working at Dairy Queen?” I arched an eyebrow. “I didn’t think they were open past 11.”

“Drive thru’s open later at this one. Get the people coming home from the bars hungry.” She yawned again, stretching. If Clint was here, he would be staring at Zoey’s ass in those tight panties. The fabric had dipped into her crack and molded to her round cheeks.

He would never notice me. I was so flat, so petite. Puberty had done its best to ignore me. But it would be so wonderful to lie with Clint. I would let him make love to me. I would. I didn’t care if it was wrong. He was so handsome. My sexy brother.

“Right, no OJ,” grumbled Zoey and closed the fridge. “Mom better go grocery shopping today.”

I nodded absently. My pussy tingled again. I put my bowl of cereal in the sink then rushed upstairs. I had to masturbate again. To Clint. I slammed my door behind me, locked it, and threw myself on my pink comforter, surrounded by my stuffed animals. I wiggled out of my shorts and panties before i grabbed my large teddy bear. He was as big as me.

“Clint,” I moaned as the fluffy bear loomed over me. I rubbed my crotch against the teddy bear’s, savoring the slide of his soft fur against my virgin pussy, and humped, pretending it was Clint on top of me.

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

“You understand?” my half-brother asked me as I pulled on my panties.



“I do,” I said, winking at him. My brother. I had a brother. Clint wasn’t just my cousin like I had thought for the last sixteen years of my life. His father, the man I thought of as Uncle Clinton, was also my father. I couldn’t believe it. I was still reeling from the revelation that my mom and her sister, Aunt Cheryl, were lovers and had shared Clint’s dad—my dad—since they were teenagers.

And now Aunt Cheryl was Clint’s mommy-slave.

I always thought my father was a scumbag, the sperm donor as Mom called him, who ran out when Mom was pregnant with my younger sister Lee. I was only a baby when it supposedly had happened, so I had no memories of that time. I believed her. And the truth that my handsome, strong, loving Uncle Clinton was my father made me excited at the same time it made me sad.

Sad because he had passed away six months ago before I knew the truth. It only came out as Clint and I enjoyed fucking his mom this morning. Aunt Cheryl had spilled the truth after Clint had dominated her and turned his mother into his submissive slut.

I guess I was his submissive slut, too. I would do anything for my sexy brother. As I wiggled on my jeans, I couldn’t help but smile at him, looking so handsome and strong, his mother cuddled up to him, her large tits pillowed across his chest, her bleached-blonde hair fanning out. He stroked her arm splayed across his torso, a satiated smile on his lips.

Of course he was satiated—he had just fucked my ass. And that was magical.

“I’m counting on you, Melody,” Clint said, his dark eyes strong.

He made my heart flutter and my pussy clench. “Have I ever let you down, Clint?”

“There was the time we went camping and you forgot to pack any food.”

“Well, that was in the backyard,” I said. “The house was just a few feet away.”

“And the time you bailed on us building our tree house.”

“Mom took me shopping,” I protested. “You don’t have to be a dick about this.”

He grinned. “And what about when I needed backup in the snowball fight, and you were too busy making snow angels.”

“They were pretty angels.” I put my hands on my hips, his eyes hot on me, my naked breasts jiggling. “Clint, those were all when we were kids. Have I let you down since we became teenagers?” We were the same age. Well, I was a month older. It was why we were so close. We lived next door and were the same age, so we did everything together. It helped that I was a tomboy and would rather get dirty playing with the boys then have fake tea party with dolls like my bratty sister Lee would do with Alicia.

“Well,” he said a grin spreading on his lips, “what about our project in the ninth grade? You completely forgot to write your half of it.”

“Well…”

“And then in Biology—”

“Okay! I get it. But I won’t let you down this time,” I said, tossing my blonde hair. “Trust me. Your little sister will be ripe and ready.”

“She better,” Clint grinned at me. And, damn, he was so sexy. I snagged my tank top, pulling on the tight cloth that molded to my braless tits, my nipples tingling against the fabric.

I moved to the bed, leaned over him. “Love you.”

He kissed me hard, his tongue brushing my lips. “Love you, too.” Then he smacked my ass, hard, and grinned, “My little sister awaits.”

“Mmm, she does,” Aunt Cheryl moaned, wet and excited for Clint to pop her youngest daughter’s cherry.

Our family was a little messed up. But it was so hot.

My ass stinging, I sauntered out of the door. I had never seduced a girl before. But there was a first time for everything.

I passed my fifteen-year-old sister’s bedroom. Her door was open. She was off, probably running around the park. That girl had too much energy and was really into fitness. I stepped out into the warm, autumn morning and cut across my front lawn to Clint’s, passing beneath the shade of the large chestnut tree growing before his house.

The Ellistons’ house was bigger than mine. It was three stories tall. Clint’s bedroom was in the attic and while Alicia’s, Zoey’s, and Aunt Cheryl’s were on the second floor. I pulled out my key—the same one worked for both our houses’ locks—from my pocket and was reaching for the doorknob when it opened.

Busty Zoey blinked at me, about to step outside. “Oh, hey, Melody. I don’t think Clint’s home.” Her eyes flicked down to my tank top, a smile crossing her lips. “That’s different. You’re dressing like a girl. What’s changed?”

My cheeks went crimson as I faced Clint’s older sister. My older half-sister. Zoey was taller than me, her hair brassy and curly, falling about her face. We looked similar—not shocking considering our mothers were sisters and we had the same father—but she had a more…predatory cast to her looks, a hungry beauty like a vixen on a prowl. And she had the body for it. Like Aunt Cheryl, Zoey was stacked, her belly shirt stretch taut over her large breasts. Clint was always ogling her.

And I had always been jealous of how beautiful she was. Eighteen and so adult. So mature. She carried herself with such confidence. I know Clint loved me, and I was fine sharing him with all the women in our family, but Zoey worried me.

What if he had a taste of her and didn’t want me? What if she possessed him? She had that look. A man-eater.

“I’m not here to see Clint,” I said. “He asked me to talk to Alicia. He’s…worried about her.”

“Squirt is?” Zoey asked, raising an eyebrow. “Who would have known?”

“He cares about our families,” I said, my eyebrows furrowing. I folded my arms.

Zoey’s eyes narrowed. “You’re fucking him.”

“What?” I spluttered, my cheeks going red.

“I didn’t think Squirt had the balls to actually make the moves on you. Or did you…?” Her eyes flicked down to my top. “Did you finally have to show him you were a girl? Did you have to beat him over his thick skull to see you as a woman before he fucked you?”

“No,” I said, back arching. “He took me.”

“Well, you admit it.” She pushed past me. “Have fun fucking Squirt.”

“Clint,” I said, turning to glare at her as she headed to her car. It was new—not the car itself, which was an 2003 Saturn Ion, but it was new for Zoey—purchased with her first paycheck from her new job working at Dairy Queen. “His name is Clint, not Squirt. He’s the man of the house now that da…Uncle Clinton is dead.”

Zoey threw back her head and laughed as she unlocked the car’s doors with her fob, the lights flashing and a loud beep echoing. She opened the driver door, slid in, and gave me a wave that could only be called bitchy.

My hands clenched. I should kick her ass. But I had a mission. Sweet Alicia was upstairs, alone in her room, bursting with questions about her brother, her virgin pussy hot and bothered for Clint. Hearing her masturbate on the phone only fifteen minutes ago when I talked to her about last night, Clint popping my cherry, had been hot.

I put Zoey out of my mind and headed inside.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“Clint,” I moaned as I humped my bare, virgin pussy into the large teddy bear lying atop me. He was my favorite stuffed animal—I had many—and my fourteen-year-old pussy tingled as I humped against his soft fur. “Clint, Clint, yes. I love you so much!”

I squeezed my eyes shut, not caring that my glasses were slipping on my face, as I humped harder and harder against my teddy bear. He was so soft atop me. I hugged him, my nipples tingling as I ground my pussy on him.

I wanted Clint so badly. I wanted him to claim me like the men in the romance novels I read. To make love to me, to pleasure me. I wanted him to go down on me and make me cum so hard. I wanted to gasp and moan and reach new plateaus of pleasure.

My conversation over the phone with Melody, where I embarrassingly masturbated as she talked about her first time with Clint last night, had left me horny for another orgasm. I needed it. So I ground so hard on my teddy bear. I moaned and gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head.

I stared into the teddy bear’s black, button eyes. “Yes, yes, Clint, you know what I need. Oh, you’re the best big brother.”

My pussy clenched. My clit tingled. The little bud ached as I humped against him, the furs tickling me. My bed creaked. Outside, a car started. I didn’t care. I just wanted to explode on my teddy bear, to satiate the horny ache inside me so I could get back to reading.

I was so close. I trembled. My toes curled. I was on the verge of erupting. The waves of pleasure would flood through my body at any moment. I loved that moment of release and ached for Clint to deliver me the same pleasure.

My pussy clenched. The pressure built. And—

Someone knocked at my door.

I let out a startled yelp, throwing my teddy bear off of me, my heart hammering. “Yes?”

“It’s Melody, Cupcake,” my cousin said. “I think we should talk.”

“O-okay,” I said, panic fluttering through me. I pushed my teddy bear to the edge of my bed—the right side lay flushed against my wall—joining my other stuffed animals. I pushed down my top and scrambled to grab my jean shorts as the doorknob turned.

“Sweetie, it’s locked,” Melody said.

“Just a moment,” I groaned, grabbing my jean shorts. I didn’t have time to find my panties. I yanked up the shorts, my body shuddering. I was so close to cumming. Why did she have to bother me now? No one ever bothered me. They let me stay in my room and read, lost to my books.

I didn’t need anyone. I had my books to keep me company.

I fumbled with the jean shorts’ fastener as Melody knocked again. “What are you doing in there, Cupcake?”

“Nothing,” I gasped, my face flushed. I pushed up my glasses, my pigtails bouncing about my shoulders as I crossed my room and twisted the doorknob, the lock popping.

Melody stood on the other side, a mischievous smile on her face that made her almost look like Lee. I used to be close with Lee—she was only a year older than me—when we were kids, but she got into sports and running while I liked books. So, according to her, she couldn’t be friends with a nerd.

But Melody never teased me. She never really noticed me. Too busy playing with Clint, running around with him, her clothing always dirty, her knees skinned. She could climb our chestnut tree like no one else.

I blinked at her. Today…she looked like Zoey. Not as busty, but dressed to show off her body. To please my brother. My cheeks warmed as she stepped in, glancing at her round breasts molded by her tank top. I bet Clint loved her breasts.

I didn’t have any. Not really. Just little A cup bumps. Puberty, it seemed, was skipping me. All the other women in the family had tits, even Lee, and I was left with a slim body with hardly any curves. No wonder Clint loved Melody and hadn’t even noticed me.

She inhaled, and her smile grew. “Doesn’t smell like nothing in here?”

My cheeks burned hotter. It was a little…musty in here. My eyes flicked to my teddy bear and the obvious wet patch dampening the fur of his crotch. I wanted to melt into the floor as Melody moved to my bed, hopped on it, and grabbed my teddy bear. It was as tall as her when she sat down. Dad had won it for me at a carnival when I was ten.

“I heard girls masturbate this way,” Melody said. “Humping against plushies.”

“Melody,” I groaned, closing the door. I knew we were alone in the house, but still, I didn’t need anyone hearing about what I did in here just in case.

“What’s it like humping against a stuffed animal?” Melody asked. “I just use my fingers and sometimes a pencil.”

“Nice, I guess,” I said, standing stiffly. Melody leaned back into my teddy bear like he was the back of a chair. It almost looked like the toy embrace her, his stout arms about her waist.

“Do you pretend it’s Clint?”

My eyes widened. “Of course not. He’s my brother.”

“And he’s so sexy, right?” Melody said, patting the bed beside her. “Come on, Cupcake, don’t just stand in the middle of your room. Sit down. Let’s talk. Girls do that, you know?”

“I know,” I said. “I just…didn’t think you would… I mean, you’re such a tomboy.”

“But I’m still a girl.” She smiled. “Clint knows that, too.”

I bit my lip, moving to the bed.

“It’s okay if you masturbate to Clint, Cupcake. I think it’s hot.”

“You…do?” I swallowed and sat down on the edge of my bed, looking at her.

“Come on, lean back against your wall of stuffed animals.” Melody glanced at them all. “Uncle Clinton bought you most of these, right?”

I nodded. I moved back into them, feeling them against me.

“Did you ever masturbate to your dad?”

Her hazel eyes bored into mine. I swallowed, feeling so naked despite being clothed. I folded my hands over my lap, my pussy still so hot and itchy. I wanted to get back to masturbating. And now she was making me think of Dad. Clint was Dad but younger.

I nodded my head once.

“It hit you hard, his death,” Melody said, putting her arm around me, pulling me closer to her. I smelled something musty around her. Similar to my own pussy’s scent. But there was something else, something salty and yet almost like bleach.

Was it Clint? Did they have sex recently?

“I miss him,” I admitted, my heart hammering. She turned her head, her blonde hair brushing my light-brown pigtail. Melody was the only blonde in the family. Mom’s hair color came out of a bottle. Dad liked her that way.

Does Clint also like blondes? Should I bleach my hair?

“Clint’s missed you,” she said. “You spend all your time in here. Alone. Closeted up.” She smiled. “Masturbating.”

“I don’t spend all my time masturbating,” I protested.

She grabbed my kindle lying on the foot of my bed. “Right. You do it all the time to all those naughty romances you read with that subscription program. I bet some of them are hot. Your pussy must be wet so often.”

How did she know?

“I like to masturbate, too,” Melody purred. “Every girl does. I know, sex is supposed to be bad, but it’s not. It’s so much fun in all of its forms.”

“You like having sex with Clint?”

“I love it,” Melody breathed. “He’s my man, Alicia. I would do anything for him.”

“Anything?” I gasped.

“I would let him fuck my ass.” She leaned in. “In fact, he did that this morning. I’m still sore from it, but I came so hard.”

“Wow,” I breathed. Some of the romances I read, especially the naughty ones, had anal in them. “I’ve…stuck my finger…back there.”

“You naughty thing,” Melody laughed.

“What else would you do for him?” I bit my lip.

“I’d share him,” she said, her head leaning closer to mine. “If he wanted another girl, I would let her into his bed. I would love her with him.”

My heart thudded faster and faster. “You wouldn’t be…jealous?”

“It makes me happy serving him. It’s how I show him my love. And he shows it back by telling me to do things.” Her hand brushed my cheek, fingers so soft. She lifted my head, her lips lowering. “I would love to bring a girl to him. Someone beautiful and sexy and aching for her first time with a sexy man.”

This couldn’t be happening. I stood frozen as her lips moved closer and closer to mine. Was she talking about bringing me to Clint? Sharing him with me? Flat-chested, short, scrawny, glasses-wearing me?

I breathed in, smelling that musk. That scent of sex. Her and Clint mixed together. And then her lips touched mine.

A girl’s lips. They were so soft on mine. I trembled as her lips slowly worked against mine, kissing me, making me shiver in excitement. Tingles raced through my body. Her lips kissed me a little harder, a little bolder, almost begging me to kiss her back.

My lips moved. I shuddered. I was kissing my cousin. A girl. I was kissing a girl. This was so much. I couldn’t believe this was happening. She really wanted to share me with my brother, her boyfriend.

My pussy clenched again. I struggled to breathe as we kissed. All these wonderful sensations rushed through my head. They made me dizzy. They made me shudder and shake. My hand reached out, grasping her arm, holding on to her for support.

Melody broke the kiss. “Mmm, you are so sweet, Cupcake.”

I blinked, dazed, not sure what I should say.

And then she kissed me again. My eyes closed. Wonderful heat rushed through me. Tingles of delight. I wanted Clint so bad, and if she wanted to share him with me, then I would kiss her. I would let her do anything to me.

I didn’t fight her as she pressed me down on the bed, our kiss growing hotter. Her tongue brushed my lips. I knew what she wanted. I parted them. And now we were French kissing. I trembled, savoring her hot tongue in my mouth, brushing mine. This was so amazing. Some of my romances had lesbian sex in them, and those scenes had always made me tingle.

But I never knew I would actually do anything with a girl. I was straight. I had to be. I wanted Clint so badly.

I moaned as her hand found the hem of my shirt. She pushed it up, her fingers caressing my skin. Downstairs, the door opened. I could hear two people enter the house. Footsteps thudded up the stairs, heavy.

Clint’s?

Was he coming to my room.

Melody’s hand pushed up my top to expose my small, left breast. Her hand cupped the little mound, her thumb rubbing across my nipple. My small nub ached. I groaned, kissing her harder as my ears strained at the sounds in the house.

Clint reached the second floor and walked down the hall. He was coming. He was coming to make love to me. My pussy clenched. I moaned into the kiss, savoring Melody’s thumb massaging my nipple, my eyes locking on my door, hoping. I left the door unlocked. He could walk in.

But Clint passed by my door. He headed up the attic stairs to his room.

Melody rolled my nipple. She broke my kiss, smiling down at me, her blonde hair brushing my cheek. “Mmm, you are getting good at kissing, sweet Cupcake.” She looked down. “And that is the cutest nipple.”

“Thanks,” I breathed. I heard a TV come on upstairs. Clint was watching TV or about to play video games. Maybe he didn’t know about Melody bringing me to him. Maybe I would be a surprise.

Melody pulled out her phone from her pocket. “I need a pic,” she smiled, snapping a picture of me. Her fingers played with her phone for a moment. “Mmm, I want to show Clint.”

“Yes,” I breathed, nodding my head.

Melody pushed her phone back into her pocket and leaned down, sucking on my nipple. I gasped, my body undulating as her mouth loved my nipple, her cheeks hollowing. Such delicious delight raced through my body. I squirmed and gasped, my eyes fluttering as footsteps walked up the stairs.

Was it Zoey or my mom? I didn’t care. I loved Melody’s mouth sucking on my nipple. I grit my teeth, not wanting to call out as the footsteps reached the second floor. A rush of excitement shot through me.

I always felt it when masturbating, hearing people walk back and forth down the hallway, oblivious that I was in my room humping my teddy bear or rubbing my pussy. No one bothered me. The family ignored me.

“Melody,” I moaned. “That’s so—”

My bedroom door opened. Mom walked in. “Alicia, I was wondering if you wanted to… What the hell!”

Melody’s head popped up from my breast. “Aunt Cheryl!”

Mom stood in the hallway, her blonde hair framing a livid face. My body went rigid. “What are you two filthy girls doing? You’re cousins! And you’re…doing disgusting things together.”

“But…” Melody started to protest.

“No buts, Melody.” Mom’s eyes fell on me. I cringed. “And you, Alicia… I thought you were a good girl, not some sex-mad fiend fucking her cousin.”

“Mom,” I tried to say, flinching at her language. So coarse.

“Don’t Mom me, young lady. Both of you are in so much trouble.” She planted her hands on her fist. “If your father was alive, he would tan both your backsides. So I guess Clint has to do it. He’s the man of the house now.”

“Clint,” I squeaked.

“Aunt Cheryl, I’m older than Clint. He can’t spank me.”

“Move your butts, young ladies,” Mom hissed, her face thunderous. “Now! I won’t take any more backtalk. We’re marching up to Clint’s bedroom, and he will spank you both.”

Tears burned in my eyes as Melody rolled off of me. I stood up, trembling.

“Pull your shirt down, Alicia,” Mom snapped. “I can’t believe it. My daughter and her cousin. Fooling around.”

I covered my left breast and stumbled after Melody, my stomach twisting. We both walked with our heads bowed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I smiled as I heard Mom’s shouts coming from downstairs. She was playing her part perfectly. My dick ached as I played Call of Duty. But it was hard to concentrate on the game as I heard Mom lead Melody and my little sister through the house to the attic stairs.

“Someone frag that asshole camping spawn,” a voice snarled through my headset.

“You do it, cocksucker,” the crackling voice of a young kid shot back.

A knock came at my door. I pulled my headset off my ears. “Yeah?”

“Clint, I caught your sister and your cousin acting like a pair of degenerates,” Mom said, pushing open my door.

“Degenerates?” I asked, trying to keep a straight face as Alicia and Melody entered, my little sister trembling. She was so cute, her pigtails and glasses combined with her petite frame made her so innocent. So yummy.

I couldn’t wait to devour her.

“They were having lesbian sex with each other,” Mom said, pushing both girls in. “Committing incest.”

“That’s pretty serious,” I said, setting my controller down on my leg. “I mean, I’m just shocked that they would do that.” I gave my sister a stern look. She shrank.

“You’re the man of the house now, Clint.”

“So you want me to, what, spank them?”

My mom nodded her head, a smile on her lips. Alicia was before Mom, staring at the floor and had no chance of seeing Mom’s true expression. “Yes, you need to spank both their naughty asses. Just like your father would.”

“Aunt Cheryl,” groaned Melody as she trembled, her hazel eyes flashing.

“You first,” Mom said, pushing Melody forward.

“Fine,” Melody said. I set down my controller and headset on my nightstand then moved to the edge of the bed. “This is so embarrassing.”

“Then you shouldn’t have been naughty,” I told her.

She went to go across the lap, but I stopped her with a raised hand. She obeyed. “That’s not how my dad would do it.”

“I’m sixteen,” she protested, her hips squirming. “Bare bottom, Clint?”

I glanced at Alicia who squirmed more, her cheeks crimson.

“Bare bottom, Melody,” I said, my voice commanding. “Yank those jeans and panties down, or I’ll do it myself.”

My dick ached so badly as Melody’s hands shot to her fastener. “Yes, Clint.” She said with the perfect amount of submissiveness. Damn, I loved her.

Alicia looked up as Melody kicked off her shoes. Then she unfastened and unzipped her jeans. She peeled the tight pants off, exposing her long, sleek legs, her delicious panties hugging her cute rear, dipping between the cheeks of her ass. The fabric was damp, my cum leaking out of her asshole.

She peeled those off, too, and Alicia gasped as our half-sister draped across my lap, her stomach rubbing into my hard cock. Melody shifted, her naked ass jiggling. I smiled at the cum staining her crack, the scent rising up to my nose.

“Well, Clint, I see you have this in hand,” Mom said.

“I do,” I told her. “You can go.”

She mouthed, “Sir,” and backed away, her eyes glancing at the webcam on my computer aimed at my bed. I had already sent a Skype call to Mom’s cell phone. She would have a view of all the fun. She closed the door and retreated down the stairs.

And then I smacked my hand down hard on Melody’s ass. A loud, stinging crack echoed through my bedroom. Melody moaned, bucking as her ass reddened. I savored the sight, my dick throbbing harder and harder.

“What were you doing, Melody?” I asked, my hand cracking down on her ass again.

“I was seducing your sister,” moaned Melody, her hips shifting.

Crack!

“Why?” I growled.

“Because you told me to, Clint,” moaned Melody. “And I do what you tell me to. Always.”

Alicia gasped, her brown eyes wide as she stared at Melody’s reddening ass through her glasses.

“And did I tell you to get caught by my mom?”

Crack!

“No, Clint,” Melody moaned. “I was so bad. I barely kissed Alicia before Aunt Cheryl caught us.”

Crack!

“I had only sucked on her little, scrumptious nipple.”

Crack!

“How scrumptious was it, slut?” I asked, smacking my hand down again on her ass. This time I I didn’t pull away but rested my palm on her silky rear, savoring the heat rising from her burning flesh and the way she moaned and squirmed on my lap.

“Her nipple was small and pink. Her breast was so cute. This lovely, budding mound. I loved sucking on her nipple, Clint. I was getting her all wet and ready for you. Just like you wanted.”

“You…wanted me, Clint?” Alicia asked, her voice small.

“Yes,” I groaned and cracked my hand down on Melody’s ass again.

“But I was bad,” moaned Melody. “I spoiled everything. I’m so sorry.”

Crack!

Alicia took a step forward. “You…want me, Clint?”

“I said yes,” I growled, staring at her. “Take off your top, Alicia. Let me see those scrumptious nipples Melody sucked on.”

“Only the one nipple,” Melody moaned.

Crack!

“Clint,” she yelped, bucking again.

Alicia pulled up her blouse, her body trembling. Her eyes were wide, almost dazed, like she was in a trance. She whipped it over her head, her pigtails bouncing. Two small breasts, hardly more than mounds budding from her body, jiggled slightly. Pale-pink nipples rose hard from her little tits, so suckable, so succulent. My cock ached as I pictured Melody’s lips wrapped tight about the nub.

Crack!

“Those are scrumptious nipples,” I groaned.

“Really?” Alicia swallowed, her hands rubbed together before her. “You don’t think…I’m too flat?”

“No,” I groaned honestly.

Crack!

“Clint,” gasped Melody, bucking hard. “Oh, Clint, I was so bad.”

I stared at my little sister, my hand falling on Melody’s ass. “You’re just so pretty, Alicia. A small flower just budding into womanhood. You’re cute and there is something so sexy about your glasses, pigtails, and small breasts. Innocent. You’re just aching to be plucked. I heard you on the phone. How you panted for me as Melody told you about our first time.”

“She said she was alone,” Alicia blushed.

Crack!

“I lied!” moaned Melody. “Clint’s cock was in my ass when you called. He was slowly fucking me as we talked. It was so hot.”

My dick throbbed again.

“He wants you, Alicia,” Melody moaned. “He sent me to seduce you. He wants to make love to you. He wants you to be his submissive, little sister. He wants you to please him. To obey him.”

Crack!

“Like I do!” Melody’s head snapped back. “Clint! I’m cumming, Clint!”

My half-sister bucked on my lap, my dick aching in my jeans. I groaned, stroking her ass, loving how she gasped and moaned, her pleasure echoing through the room. I savored the heat of her. I moved between her thighs, rubbing her pussy, her juices gushing out.

“I do, Alicia,” I told her. “I’m going to lay you out on the bed and make love to you. I’m going to claim your cherry. And you’re going to be my submissive, little sister. Aren’t you?”

Alicia nodded her head, her fingers playing together before her stomach, her firm breasts jiggling slightly. They were so delicious. She looked so young and innocent. I ached to plunder her.

“Say it.”

Alicia swallowed. “I want you…to make love to me, Clint. I…I…”

“Say it, Cupcake,” moaned Melody. “Don’t be afraid.”

I shoved two fingers into Melody’s pussy, loving how she gasped. She was so hot and silky. I loved this girl so much.

I stared into Alicia’s eyes as she licked her lips. “I will be your submissive, little sister, Clint. If you love me.”

“I’ll love you,” I said, pulling my fingers from Melody’s twat. “Lick my fingers clean of Melody’s pussy juices, and you’ll be mine.”

Alicia swallowed and stepped forward, fingers playing faster together. She leaned forward, nostrils flaring as she inhaled, breathing in our half-sister’s musk. Melody squirmed on my lap, her head craned, watching. Alicia’s tongue appeared, pink.

She licked my fingers. Her tongue retracted into her mouth when she reached the tip, tasting Melody. She swallowed then licked again, a little more eagerly this time. Her tongue licked up and down, cleaning me. So wet and hot. Then her lips sucked my fingers into her mouth.

My dick ached. I couldn’t wait for Melody’s mouth to be about my dick.

But that was later. First, my sister deserved to enjoy herself. To feel pleasure. I pulled my fingers from her lips, leaving her breathing in deeply, her small breasts rising and falling. I grinned, hungry for her.

I smacked Melody’s ass. “Time to eat our little sister.”

“Yes, Clint,” Melody purred, wiggling as she stood up. She sat down on the bed beside me, wincing. “Ouch.” She lightly punched my shoulder. “My ass hurts.”

“Good,” I grinned back at her. Punching my shoulder was one of the ways she showed affection.

“Okay, Cupcake,” Melody said. “Clint’s going to get naked while you lie down on his bed and get comfy.”

I stood, slipping past my sisters as Melody pulled Alicia down to the bed. Melody scooted over, stretching out on her side beside the topless Alicia. My little sister settled her head on my pillow, her arms hugging herself as she watched me pull off my shirt.

“Mmm, doesn’t he have sexy muscles?” Melody whispered into our little sister’s ear. “Just yummy, right?”

Alicia swallowed and nodded as I dropped my shirt on the floor. Melody’s hands took Alicia’s arms, pulling them away so she didn’t hug herself. Then Melody stroked our little sister’s stomach, light, slow circles, teasing Alicia with her fingertips as I kicked off my shoes.

“I bet you’re just so excited to see him naked,” whispered Melody into Alicia’s ear. “Eager to see your first cock.”

Alicia nodded her head, her eyes wide as I unsnapped my jeans. My dick ached so hard. It was so hot feeling her virgin eyes on me, her small tits rising and falling as she panted, her flush spreading down her neck to her chest and breasts.

The zipper rasped. She let out a whimpering sigh as I pushed my jeans down, my cock tenting my boxers. I hooked my boxers’ waistband with my thumbs, staring into her eyes, and shoved them down. My cock sprang out. Alicia gasped, eyes widening. A shiver ran through her body.

“Soon, that cock’s going to be in your pussy,” whispered Melody, her fingers sliding down our little sister’s body, reaching the snap of her jean shorts. She traced the fly down to the crotch. “Right in here.”

Alicia gasped, shuddering as i moved to the bed. Melody pressed her fingers tight into our sister’s crotch, massaging her virgin pussy. I reached the bed, my dick thrusting before me. I settled down beside her. It was crowded on the twin-sized mattress

Cozy.

My cock pressed into Alicia’s leg as my left hand slid up her body to those delicious mounds. She trembled beneath me, her skins so smooth, like silk. And warm. I reached her breast, cupping her mound with my palm, feeling her hard nub.

“Clint,” she moaned, eyes fluttering. God, she was so damned innocent. I just wanted to violate her.

I leaned over and sucked on her nipple. I engulfed it with my lip, savoring her little nub. She squealed, shuddering. Her hand ran through my hair, her lower lip trembling. Her glasses slipped back on her nose as she moved her head, soft sighs escaped kissable lips.

“I bet you just love that, Cupcake,” purred Melody. “Clint’s lips on your nipple. Don’t they feel different from mine?”

“Yes,” moaned Alicia. “He sucks harder. His lips are stronger. And I can feel his stubble. So rough. So…”

“Manly?”

My little sister nodded her head. I sucked hard then nipped her nipple. She shivered and squealed. She made the cutest noises. I rubbed my palm into her other nipple as I sucked and worshiped her. I made her squirm and sigh, her legs moving, her thigh rubbing against the tip of my cock. Shivers ran through my body as I loved her nipple.

I swirled my tongue around it. I sucked hard on it, lifting my head, stretching out her little mound until her nub popped out of my mouth. Then I sucked on it again, attacking it, loving her nipple, causing her to shiver and spasm.

“Clint,” she moaned “Oh, Clint.”

“Is it just like you imagined?” Melody whispered, her fingers rasping against the denim of Alicia’s shorts. “Huh, Cupcake?”

“Better!”

I sucked harder, my fingers pinching her other nipple now. I rolled the small nub between my pointer finger and thumb. Her back arched. She let out another gasp. I loved the sounds she made. I loved how her lips pursed.

I had to kiss her.

I moved up her body, my lips seizing hers. For a moment, she went rigid beneath me. And then she sighed, eyes closing, and relaxed into my kiss. Our lips worked together. She kissed me back with her hot mouth. I humped my dick against her thigh, devouring her mouth, claiming my little sister. Melody nuzzled on the other side.

We were sharing Alicia. Melody’s lips kissed and nuzzled at Alicia’s cheek, nibbling down on her jawline. I kept pinching Alicia’s nipple, making her squirm. Her hand rubbed on my chest, stroking me as she kissed me harder.

And then her hand moved lower and lower down my body. I groaned as my little sister reached my stomach, her fingers dipping into my bellybutton. A strange tingle raced through me, my dick’s tip throbbing. Then she went lower. She found my shaft, gripping it in her hand, stroking it. She pumped up and down my shaft, her mouth kissing me harder.

“That’s it, stroke his dick, Cupcake. Make him ache for that sweet pussy.” Fastener popped. I broke the kiss with Alicia and smiled as Melody drew down the zipper to Alicia’s jean shorts, exposing soft, brown curls.

“Someone’s not wearing any panties,” I grinned.

“Melody interrupted me…” Alicia’s words trailed off.

“Were you masturbating?” I asked her. “To me?”

Alicia nodded her head. “I do it all the time, Clint. I’ve dreamed of this.”

“Was I in your dreams, Cupcake?” Melody asked.

Alicia shook her head butt then smiled as Melody’s fingers stroked the brown pubic hair peeking out of Alicia’s unzipped fly. “But I’m glad you’re here.”

I stared at those wispy pubic hair. My mouth watered. I pushed down my sister’s body, her hand slipping from my cock, and seized her jean shorts. I yanked them down her body, her legs lifting in the air, and threw them away.

She clamped her thighs shut for a moment, hiding her virgin treasure. Then she looked at Melody who gave her a supportive nod. I remembered what Melody said on the phone earlier about spreading her thighs before me, how exposed she felt, naked, vulnerable, and yet it also made her feel so womanly when I stared at her with hunger.

I stared at my little sister hungrily.

Alicia parted her thighs as I moved between them. She exposed her virgin pussy to me. A cute thatch of brown adorned her mound, not as thick as Mom’s bush. Her pussy was wet and flushed. It was a tight slit, vulva sealed and pure. I breathed in her fresh scent. I shuddered.

Young, virgin cunt.

“Clint,” Alicia gasped as I buried my mouth between her thighs and licked at her pussy. She humped and groaned, rubbing her sweet snatch against my lips.

I devoured her. I licked. I slid my tongue through her tight folds. Her clit was small, buried, and made her squirm when I licked it. My fingers parted her vulva, exposing her hymen covering the entrance of her pussy. It was almost solid, only a few small holes penetrating the membrane. I licked at it, savoring her fresh juices, feeling my little sister’s maidenhead.

And then I licked up her snatch to her clit. I sucked and nibbled on it. I made her squirm and groan. Her body bucked against me.

“Clint,” she panted “Oh, yes, Clint.”

Melody claimed our little sister’s lips, kissing her hard. I hadn’t noticed when Melody took off her top. Her round breasts pressed against Alicia’s side. I groaned, savoring the sight as I licked harder at my sister’s pussy, her juices flooding my mouth.

She was so hot and delicious. Her thighs spasmed about my head, tightening and relaxing as she moaned into Melody’s lips. I licked harder, dragging my tongue through her folds and across her clit. She bucked, humping against me.

She had a hot cunt. I bet every woman in the family did. I couldn’t wait to have them all.

“Just the sweetest pussy,” I groaned. “You’re so hot, Alicia. I’m going to savor taking your virginity.”

I licked again, concentrating on her clit. I licked and swirled about the nub as her body humped and shuddered more. She spasmed and gasped, kissing Melody hard. Alicia’s arms were locked tight about Melody’s neck, holding her tight. Their tongues danced.

My dick throbbed.

I sucked on her clit hard. She humped, and I kept my head moving. I didn’t release her nub. I stroked her lips with my fingers, brushing her hymen as I loved her clit. More and more of her juices leaked out, her fresh scent filling my nose.

And then she broke the kiss. “Clint!” she cried out, tits jiggling “Oh, Clint.”

“Cum on his mouth, Cupcake,” moaned Melody.

“Yes!” Alicia’s glasses almost flew off her head as she bucked against my mouth. Her thighs gripped my head. Her body shuddered as she came.

I drank the flood of her juices, savoring her virgin passion. I gulped them down, loving her, making her tremble and gasp, her face bright red as her pleasure exploded through her. She slammed her head back on the pillow, pigtails flying.

“Clint!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

Such pleasure surged through me. I had never felt its like. Clint’s tongue and lips and fingers drove me insane. I couldn’t stop bucking. The ripples kept washing into my mind. I thrashed. Bliss. Rapture. My big brother made me cum so hard.

I loved him. I loved this.

“Clint!” I screamed again, the only word I could say.

Melody grinned at me as Clint rose over my trembling body. His face was covered in my juices. They dripped from his chiseled chin. His dark eyes consumed me as his muscular body moved over mine. His dick dangled hard and thick.

He was so big. How could he fit in me?

And then he kissed me. Hard. I tasted myself on him. I tasted fresher than Melody’s sweet pussy. His weight was on me and…

His cock nudged at my pussy.

I moaned, kissing my big brother so hard, squirming beneath him, my pussy on fire despite my orgasm. I was ready for him to be in me. I humped against him as he groaned. His cock pressed on my maidenhead.

It stretched and stretched. Pain flared. My thighs latched onto his hips, holding him tight. I moaned into the kiss, eyes scrunched.

My hymen tore.

Clint’s dick thrust into me.

My brother was in me. He was in my pussy. His cock was in me.

My pussy spasmed on his dick. Another orgasm shot through my virgin body. I was still writhing from the first climax when he buried in me. And now his dick was sliding in and out of me. Pumping into my depths and withdrawing.

My spasming flesh clung to his dick. Friction. Wonderful, amazing, stupendous friction burned in me. The pleasure washed through me. Every thrust of his dick made me shudder and moan. He broke the kiss, driving his dick harder and harder.

“Alicia,” he groaned as I wiggled and writhed beneath him. “Oh, damn, she’s tighter than you were, Melody.”

“You must be in heaven, Clint.”

And then they were kissing. I watched them, tongues dancing as I bucked and humped into my big brother’s cock. This was so hot. So wild. I couldn’t believe how special this was. I hugged him tight, my fingers digging into his strong back as he thrust his cock so deep into me.

I moaned and groaned. The sounds issued from my throat. I had no control over them. I bucked, shuddered, hips undulating, meeting his thrusts as my pleasure peaked in me. My pussy clenched so hard on his dick.

And them my orgasm passed. “Clint,” I sighed. “Oh, Clint, that was wonderful.”

And he kept fucking me. He hadn’t cum yet. His balls, laden with his cum, smacked against me. He would cum in me. He would flood my pussy with his seed. I clenched my pussy down on him, shivering at the realization.

Clit was pounding me. Fucking me. He would spurt his cum in me. Into my fertile pussy.

“Yes, yes,” I found myself moaning. “Keep going, Clint.”

Melody broke the kiss, lowering her head, her hazel eyes staring into mine. “You want your big brother’s cum flooding your pussy, don’t you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I want that. I want to feel like I’m his girl.”

“You are,” Clint groaned. “My submissive, little sister. Damn, Melody. I can’t last much longer.”

“Cum in her, Clint.” Melody licked her lips. “Cum in her. I want to lick her clean. I want to lick out every drop of your jizz.”

“Yes,” growled Clint, reaming me harder, the bed quaking. My pussy ached wonderfully from his vigor. “God, I love you, Melody”

“What about me?” My voice squeaked out of my tight throat, my pussy clenching just as hard on his dick.

Clint looked down at me. “I love you, too, Alicia. You’re my submissive, little sister. My slut.”

“Slut,” I moaned, the word so naughty and yet made me feel so…wonderful. My eyes widened. “Slut! Yes, yes, I’m your submissive, little sister-slut.”

An orgasm burst through my pussy, sudden and fast. My flesh convulsed about his cock. He slammed into me, groaning. His balls so heavy. His face contorted. He grunted my name, burying into me.

He came.

My eyes widened as the rapture bathed my mind. His cum spurted into my depths. I could feel it splashing inside of me, filling me. Incestuous seed. I gasped, my pleasure intensifying. My big brother could breed me.

“Yes, yes, yes, Clint!” I moaned as his bedroom door burst open. “I’m your slut! Cum in me!”

“Yes, cum in her, Sir,” moaned Mom from the doorway, naked, holding her phone in her hand.

I gasped in fright. “Mom!”

Clint groaned, thrusting the last time as I squirmed in fear beneath him, my pleasure evaporating. And then he kissed me. And I couldn’t fight him. Even with Mom there watching us. I was such a slut. His slut. I kept kissing him as she stared at us, his cum in my pussy. My brother’s cum.

And then I realized Mom was naked. And she wasn’t angry. What was going on?

To be continued…
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Vicky Samuels

“…and that is why the colonial forces of Belgium ultimately failed in their occupation of the Congo,” Pam Hiragawa said as she stood on the lectern, her debate cards clutched in her hands. They were blue index cards, her slim fingers holding on to them tightly. The girl spoke with a stilted cadence. Her facts were good, but she still was shy about speaking in public.



I squirmed in the seat of the hard, metal folding chair, watching as my debate team took on our rivals. All our practice the last four Saturdays, starting even before term began, was leading up to our first match of the season.

And my team was not ready. Why did I volunteer to lead my high school’s debate club? It was more work on top of teaching History, and with no extra pay.

My phone buzzed inside my purse. I opened it up and pulled out my iPhone. My sister had sent me a text. I guess she woke up and crawled out of my bed. She drank so much wine last night, so I wasn’t shocked she was just waking up. I hated seeing her drowning in the cheap wine. I missed Clinton, too. God, did I miss my man, but we still had our family. Our children. But she didn’t seem to care about anything but drinking and crawling into my bed.

“Guess what I’m watching,” was my sister’s text, complete with a winky emoji.

“What?” I typed, my eyes flicking up to Pam.

She was a lovely girl, petite, her face round and skin a lovely shade of pale olive, not much darker than mine but tinged with something exotic. Her hair was pulled back into a French braid, a pair of pink barrettes above her ears. She was cute. Exactly the type of girl Clinton enjoyed.

Our man loved Asian women. It always made him so happy when Cheryl or I procured him a cutie, bringing a new friend, a coworker, or even one of my students into our bed for a night of shared passion.

It was something of a competition between my sister and I.

“I’m watching something naughty,” answered my sister. I could almost hear her naughty laugher, picturing her face, framed by her bleached-blonde hair, twisting into naughty mirth, her thighs squeezed together, pussy wet.

“Porn?”

“Of a sort. It’s live action.”

That had me blinking. I shifted. “Live action? Are you on a cam site paying some girl to strip off her clothes? What about the money?” It was all so tight now. Clinton’s life insurance was running out. It was a good thing Zoey started working. She promised to give some of her paycheck to us.

She must be doing good at Dairy Queen to afford her new car.

“No, no. This is even naughtier. It’s happening in my house.”

My eyes widened. My pussy clenched. “Clint and my daughter? Have they finally done it?”

A big thumbs up appeared. “Clint’s streaming it to my phone. Him. Melody. Alicia.”

“Holy shit!” I gasped aloud.

People glanced at me. Pam faltered on stage, her head snapping around to look at me. I winced and gave her a supportive nod. Clint and two of his sisters. Not that he knew Melody was actually his half-sister. And he was sleeping with both of them? Melody wasn’t shocking. The two had been inseparable since they could crawl. Only a month a part in age, my sixteen-year-old daughter and Clint had run around our houses and the neighborhood. It was clear they were in love. And since I routinely slept with my sister, who was I to judge?

But Clint and Alicia? The fourteen-year-old was such a quiet girl, a mouse always in her room reading.

My pussy was on fire. I stared at my phone and then my eyes widened. Streaming? Why would he stream himself having sex with our daughters to my sister’s phone unless… “Are you fucking your son?”

“I am, baby sis,” Cheryl typed almost immediately. “He’s just like Clinton. Just as strong. Oh, Vicky, it was wonderful.”

Like Clinton… I trembled. I was a submissive. I learned that the day Cheryl brought me into her boyfriend’s bed. Clinton and her had only been sixteen while I was fourteen. A trembling virgin with braces. I submitted to him—I did anything he asked—and I loved him for it. As much as I missed my man, I also missed being taken in hand. Dominated. Cheryl needed it even more. She was always closer to Clinton. I had tried to be dominant for her, but I just didn’t have it in me. I could spank her ass and put nipple clamps on her nubs, but my heart wasn’t in it. I couldn’t give it my all.

And she knew it.

“And here I am stuck at school all day,” I typed adding a frowny face.

“Sorry.” She put a laughing face. She always was the brat. Sometimes, I thought I should be the older sister. “Well, they’re wrapping up. I have a daughter’s creampie to devour.”

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, squirming. I glanced up at Pam Hiragawa, wincing at her stilted speech, and really, really wished I could masturbate. My poor panties were soaked as I pictured my nephew. He was so strong, a younger version of his father, muscular, fit, dark hair, serious jawline.

Damn my sister.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

I giggled, knowing my baby sister was squirming while stuck at school. I stood up, my body buzzing from my orgasm. I closed messenger, the window shrinking to a little circle in the corner of my phone showing Vicky’s profile pic. On the screen, Clint fucked Alicia hard, my fourteen-year-old daughter trembling beneath him. Melody was stretched on her side beside them, kissing and nuzzling, sharing the moment with her lover and master.

He was my master, too. I was his Mommy-slave.

I stood up, stretching, my breasts jiggling before me. I walked naked out of the master bedroom. Our children had no idea the naughty games Vicky and I got up to with their father in this room. It was soundproofed, the walls lined with cork beneath the wallpaper. One of the first upgrades Clinton did to both our houses after we bought them. They were side-by-side. That took a lot of work to find two houses both for sale, but we knew early on we wanted to all be close. To raise our children together even if they didn’t know they were brother and sisters yet.

My feet padded across the hardwood floors, another gift to me from my loving husband. There were so many touches in the house that Clinton had installed for me. I was his slave, his submissive, I would do anything for him, and he rewarded me in every way he could.

Tears beaded in my eyes. I swallowed, thirsty. I hesitated for a moment, glancing at the stairs leading to the first floor. There was a box of wine in the cabinet. I could pop down there real quick and…

No, no. Clint was almost done. And there would be something delicious to drink in his room.

I headed to the stairs to the attic. The moans were coming from my phone and from upstairs. They weren’t synced. The groans came from my phone just a fraction of a second later. I smiled, stalking up to Clint’s. I reached his door, opening it.

“I’m your slut!” Alicia shouted. “Cum in me!”

And groaned as I watched my son’s muscular ass flex as he drove his cock into my youngest child’s pussy. Alicia’s pigtails of light-brown hair were spread across Clint’s bed. Her small breasts were budding mounds topped by pink nipples.

“Yes, cum in her, Sir!” I gasped, pussy melting.

“Mom!” Alicia gasped, her eyes widening in fright as Clint rammed his dick into her. He grunted. My son was cumming into my daughter. His little sister. My pussy clenched. A drunk wave of lust washed through me.

Alicia stared at me, her glasses hanging on the edge of her cute nose, her brown eyes wide. First with fear and then with confusion as she stared at my large breasts and naked body. I stroked my hand down to my black bush, running fingers through it as I walked into the room.

“What’s going on?” Alicia gasped.

“I came to check in on how Clint was disciplining you,” I smiled. “Mmm, and that is a novel approach.”

“She needed it,” Clint groaned, staring down at her. “Right, Princess?”

“Princess?” whispered Alicia, her voice trembling.

“I think you’re my cute, little princess,” grinned Clint. “My submissive, little sister, right?”

“Yes,” she whispered as Clint rolled off of her.

“And Melody’s my queen,” Clint grinned, his dick shining wetly. He was on the edge of the bed. It was so narrow for the three of them. “And Mom is my slave.”

“Slave?” gasped Alicia.

“She is, Cupcake,” whispered Melody. “Of course, so are we. His queen-slave and his princess-slave.” Melody nuzzled at my daughter’s lips. The pair kissed as I licked my lips, moving into the room.

Clint stood up, stretching his muscles. His hand cracked down on my ass, pushing me to the bed. I yelped. “You know what to do, slave.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned. “Mommy knows just what to do.”

Melody broke the kiss with her half-sister, a bright smile on her lips, a gleam in her eye. “You are going to love this, Cupcake. I know I did when I ate Clint’s cum out of your mom’s pussy.”

Alicia’s eyes widened. She pushed up her glasses with a finger. “Mommy, are you…?”

“I’m going to lick all of our Master’s cum out of your snatch because your Mommy is a depraved slave. Mommy will do anything to keep her big, strong son happy. And this will make him so happy.”

“Yes,” Melody moaned, squirming.

“Melody, get that bruised ass over here,” Clint growled as I sank on the bed. “You’re fidgeting a lot. I know you have a hot cunt.”

“So hot,” Melody moaned. “As hot as my ass.” She shifted and winced. “I should make you rub aloe vera onto my ass, dick. It hurts.”

“Make?” Clint asked, his voice strong. “You can’t make me do anything. If I rub aloe vera on your ass, it’s because I choose to. Because I want you happy.”

“Right, Clint,” Melody giggled as she climbed off the bed. She moved to him. She was quite the smart-aleck. She put her arms around his neck. “I’m sorry, Clint. Will you put aloe vera on my ass? It hurts so much. You spanked me too hard.”

“And you loved it,” Clint said. And then his hand smacked down on her burning ass. She yelped, jumping against his naked body.

“I did,” she breathed, her voice thick and throaty.

“Oh, wow,” Alicia gasped as my niece kissed my son, their tongues dancing. “Oh, that’s so beautiful.”

“Almost as beautiful as this,” I told my youngest daughter, spreading her legs apart, staring at her tight pussy, so red, her slit gaping open from Clint’s cock. Pinkish cum leaked out. He had popped her cherry, despoiled her. “This is a beautiful sight, too.”

I ran my finger through my daughter’s wispy, brown pubic hair, sliding down to her pussy. I stroked it, her flesh so hot and juicy. She groaned, her body shuddering, her small nipples jiggling atop her breasts.

I leaned over and, unable to resist her juicy depths, licked. I gathered my daughter’s fresh juices mixed with my son’s salty cum. An incestuous creampie for me to devour. I was such a bad Mommy. I licked harder, loving the cooing sounds Alicia made.

“Mommy,” she gasped, her cute nose twitching.

“Just enjoy, Princess,” I smiled, loving the nickname for her.

“Yes, just enjoy, Cupcake,” Melody moaned, leaning against Clint’s dresser. She yelped. Both his hands squeezing her spanked ass as he buried his face into her pussy and licked.

Clinton, my husband, had always told my son to keep his woman happy. “A happy woman will do anything for you if you do,” he had promised. “Anything.”

Clint took that lesson to heart as he devoured Melody’s cunt. I could tell he loved the flavor of her sweet snatch. I took another lick of my daughter’s cunt as my son devoured my niece. Alicia and Melody made different sounds, Alicia’s so cute and innocent, little gasps and sighs, while Melody groaned and moaned, so throaty and husky.

“Yes, yes, just like that, Clint,” panted Melody. “Oh, damn, you know what to do. Thank you, Clint. Thank you. I love it when you devour my pussy.”

“I love it when you devour mine, Mommy,” Alicia moaned as my tongue probed into her pussy, touching the depths plundered by my son. “It’s so different. You’re so much softer. Not as aggressive.”

“Mmm, Clint devours you,” Melody agreed, her round, naked tits jiggling, the dresser rocking behind her as she swayed.

I latched my lips about my daughter’s pussy, sucking hard, drawing out Clint’s cum. She gasped and bucked, her tiny breasts jiggling. Her mouth opened into a wide O as she gasped and moaned, her glasses slipping on her face. She tossed her head back and forth, little hips humping her pussy into me as she savored my mouth.

I probed my tongue into her hole, my hands grabbing her ass, that sweet, youthful tush. I gave both cheeks a squeezed, my tongue swirling, teasing. She shuddered again, squeaking out her pleasure. My head moved back and forth as I explored her snatch, searching for any last traces of my son’s cum in her depth.

I had such a hunger for it. I wanted to devour every last drop of his jizz out of my daughter.

“Mommy,” she moaned. Her fingers found her small nipples, pinching and twisting them. Her pigtails danced as her head tossed back and forth. “Mommy, yes, yes, yes.”

My fingers dug into her ass, pulling her pussy tight against my lips. My tongue flailed through her folds. I found her clit, caressing it. She bucked again, her thighs pressing on my cheeks. She trapped my face, holding my lips against her clit.

I sucked.

She shuddered, spasming. Her pleasure built in her depths as I licked and nuzzled at her clit. I kept her gasping and shuddering. I sucked hard, my cheeks hollowing. Her body bucked. Her fresh juices flowed.

“Mommy!” she screeched as she came. “Mommy, yes, yes! I’m cumming! Oh, Mommy! I love it!”

“She’s quite addicted to having her pussy licked,” moaned Melody, her face twisting with delight as she humped on my son’s mouth. He made her gasp, squeezing her ass, mixing pain with the pleasure.

Lucky girl.

“Mmm,” I smiled, crawling up my daughter. “You tasted delicious.”

My pussy dripped as my large tits pressed into my daughter’s small mounds. I leaned in, kissing her on the lips. Her tongue fluttered against mine. It was so wrong, so taboo. My hips wiggled, my thighs pressed tight. My clit ached so badly. I had to take the pressure off of it. I wanted to cum so badly.

Melody screamed out Clint’s name, cumming loudly on my son’s mouth. I broke the kiss with my daughter, looking at my niece. Her round breasts bounced, her blonde hair danced about her shoulders. Melody was the only natural blonde in the family.

“Wow,” Alicia whispered. “Is that what I look like when I climax?”

“You look cuter,” I purred, nuzzling my cheek against her as we watched Melody’s face twist. “But just as beautiful.”

Alicia shivered beneath me.

Melody shuddered her final time. Clint rose, his lips stained with pussy juices. He pinned Melody to the dresser and kissed her hard, his dick throbbing before him. He held Melody, loving her, his hands still squeezing her ass, reminding her who her Master was.

The man who loved her and owned her.

My eyes misted with tears. “They’re so beautiful together.”

“Yeah,” Alicia said, her voice wistful.

Clint broke the kiss. “Okay, ladies, quick showers. We’re going shopping.”

“Shopping?” Melody panted, her eyes unfocused, still riding her orgasm high.

“We’re out of groceries,” Clint’s dark eyes lanced to me. “Someone forgot to go shopping this week.”

“Sorry, Sir,” I flushed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I pulled the SUV into the parking spot before the grocery store my family always shopped at. My dad taught me to drive in this vehicle. I had been so scared at first. It was such a huge, intimidating car. But then I got used to it, Dad encouraging me. I put the car into park and turned the key in the ignition.

“Okay, let’s go,” I said, my dick half-hard. I was eager to have some fun on our shopping trip, a few naughty ideas percolating in the back of my mind.

“I know that grin,” Melody said, sitting in the passenger seat. She had called shotgun. “What are we up to?”

“Shopping,” I winked at her. She was wearing her tight jeans and the delicious tank top that molded to her breasts. Her nipples hardened, two dimples pointing at me.

I climbed out and opened the passenger door behind me. Alicia wore a pink dress, the skirt frilly and girlish. Her pigtails made her seem even younger than fourteen. I held out my hand to her. “Princess.”

“Thank you, big brother,” Alicia said, her cheeks spotting with red as she took my hand. She held it tight and stepped out of the SUV.

She didn’t let go of my hand, but gripped it like a little girl with her father. My dick throbbed harder at the thought. Not just my little sister, my submissive princess, but my little girl who needed someone stern and fatherly to love and protect her. And to discipline her when she was naughty.

“Oh, you’re becoming her Daddy Dom,” Mom gushed as she walked around the SUV.

“Daddy Dom?” Melody and I asked at the same moment.

“Jinx,” she shot at me, her eyes bright.

I gave her a glare, my lips sealed tight. She beamed at me, slipping into my other side. I put my arm around her waist then slid my hand down to her ass, gripping it possessively. She shuddered at the pain from her spanking, but that didn’t wipe her smirk away.

“A Daddy Dom’s a type of Master in BDSM,” Mom explained, walking alongside us. Alicia kept a tight grip on my hand while Melody kept snuggled against me, my hand on her ass. “It’s a Master/slave relationship, but with a twist where the Dominant is a father, or a mother, to the submissive. Treating her like a little girl, spoiling her, loving her, and, of course, disciplining her. He provides for her, especially when her little pussy gets hot and she needs to cum.”

Alicia squeezed my hand tight, her eyes downcast, her cheeks bright red.

“Is your little pussy getting hot, Princess?” I asked her.

She nodded her head.

“You want me to be your Daddy, huh?”

“My big brother,” she said. “My big, strong brother.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but Melody cleared her throat. “I jinxed you, Clint. Remember?”

I squeezed her ass hard, giving her a look.

“But, I guess, I can unjinx you.” She leaned in, whispering, “It is so hot listening to you talk to your little sister that way. She wants you to love her, protect her, and satiate her naughty pussy. Mmm, lucky you.”

My dick ached in my pants. Lucky me indeed.

I led my little princess and mouthy submissive into the grocery store. I was beginning to suspect Melody really liked being spanked. She was really pushing me with her teasing, testing me, seeing where the line was, how far she could step over it. It was a game to her.

And one I was ready to play.

Mom walked before us pushing the grocery cart. Her ass swayed in the fairly conservative dress she wore. It was a light yellow, tight at the waist then the skirt falling loose over hips and ass to end a few inches above her knees. It was sleeveless and high in the back, but had enough cleavage to show off her large breast. The push-up bra she wore made her tits them absolutely delicious.

“You keep staring at your mom’s ass,” Melody giggled.

“You do, big brother,” Alicia said in her girlish voice. I liked her calling me that.

I gave her hand a squeeze. “Well, Princess, Mom’s got a great ass.”

Alicia giggled and nodded her head.

We attracted looks as we shopped. You don’t often see a teenage boy with his hand on his girlfriend’s ass while holding another girl’s hand. But I didn’t care. No one would know we were related.

Mom had her shopping list on the phone, and she knew her way around the store. She started on the right, working our way through it. I waited for the perfect moment. We found it on the cereal aisle with no one else browsing it at the moment.

“Okay, women,” I said, breaking away from my sisters. “Panties off.”

“Yes, Sir,” Mom said, smoothly placing a box of cereal into the cart then reaching beneath her skirt. She didn’t hesitate to pull her panties down her legs in the middle of the store.

“Clint?” Alicia squeaked, her eyes wide.

“Yes, Princess?” I asked. I loomed over her, cupping her cheek and lifting her gaze. “You want to be my good, little sister, right? Good little sisters get sweet rewards. You want that, don’t you? Something sweet?”

“Yes, big brother,” she said, her voice so soft.

“Then be a good, little sister and take off your panties.”

She swallowed and nodded her head. My thumb stroked her cheek once before I let go. She reached beneath her skirt as I took the panties from Mom. Hers were frilly and gray, a bow on the front, the crotch soaked. I couldn’t help but inhale her spicy musk as Alicia worked down her panties. They were pink, matching her dress, and cute, the kind a little girl would wear. She stepped out of them, her panties momentarily catching on her black Mary Janes. Then she held them up.

“Here, big brother,” she breathed, shivering. I brought them to my nose and inhaled her fresh musk.

Then I turned to Melody, a big grin on my lips. “Well, slut?”

“You asshole,” Melody muttered, looking around. “I’m wearing jeans.”

I arched an eyebrow. “And?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

My pussy clenched as Clint stared at me. He was loving this. The asshole. The wonderful man. A flood of juices escaped my snatch as I kicked off my tennis shoes. I unsnapped my jeans, my heart thudding a mile a minute. I looked back and forth. A woman pushed a cart by the aisle, not even looking at us. But she could have.

Clint’s grin grew as I wiggled my jeans down my hips. They were so tight, the material stretchy. I shuddered, my eyes falling on his crotch. He was so hard. My cheeks burned with humiliation as I stepped out of my jeans, almost naked in the store.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my panties. Anyone could catch me. Aunt Cheryl and Alicia moved, helping to block me as they stood on either side of me. I looked Clint in the eyes.

He was so damned sexy.

I pushed my panties down.

The cool air of the grocery store wafted around my wet pussy. I groaned, feeling the caress of the air on my shaved pussy lips. I was so wet. I worked them down, my ass pressing into the cereal boxes, knocking them over, making noise.

Someone might here. Someone might see.

I groaned as I stepped out of my panties and held them up to Clint. He took them and inhaled, breathing in my musk, groaning in delight. His eyes were locked on the landing strip of hair leading down to my pussy.

I stood there, exposed, letting him stare at me. My cheeks burned. Fear hammered in my heart. I could get caught. Someone could see me like this. They might be someone I know. Someone from school. A friend. A teacher.

I felt the bead of juices trickling down my thigh.

“You can pull up your jeans, Melody,” Clint said, his eyes so hot as he stared at my cunt.

“Thank you,” I groaned. I bent down, snagging my jeans. Then, turning around, I bent over, letting Clint stare at my red, bruised ass. I pulled up my jeans so slowly, fighting my fear and embarrassment. I could feel his eyes drinking in the sight of my pussy peeking between my thighs.

And then my jeans were up. I was covered. My fingers shook as I fastened and zipped up. I turned, swallowing.

“Beautiful,” Clint said, pocketing our panties.

My pussy clenched. A surge of lust ran through me, and I groaned. It was almost orgasmic. It was so wonderful. “Do you…need relief?” I had promised him. I would suck his cock whenever he wanted, even in the middle of our school. “Do you?”

Clint smiled. “Not yet.” He took my hand, pulling me to him, and kissed me on the mouth.

I groaned into his kiss, shivering, my pussy on fire. He was such a sexy man. I loved him so much. God, I wish he had told me to suck his cock, to let the world see that I was his woman, his submissive. I would do it right here in the cereal aisle.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I broke the kiss with Melody, savoring her lips.

“I think someone’s an exhibitionist,” Mom laughed. “You almost came, sweetie.”

“You did,” Alicia said, her voice in awe. “I can’t believe it. I feel like everyone is watching me. Like they know I’m not wearing panties. It makes me all tingly down there.”

“Good,” I grinned. “You are an exhibitionist, Melody. I think we’re going to have a lot of fun.”

She nodded her head, pressing close to me. Her hand brushed my hard cock, stroking me briefly through my jeans. I groaned. I really, really wanted to cum. And I was so tempted to have her fall to her knees and suck my cock in the middle of the store.

But we had taken enough risks.

“Come on,” I groaned, pulling her close and grabbing Alicia’s hand. “We have shopping to do.”

Mom grabbed more and more food as we meandered through the store. Some would go to Melody’s house. Our families had always shared groceries since we lived next door. Mom would buy for both. I bet she and Aunt Cheryl even had a shared bank account, pooling their money.

When we reached the wine aisle, my mom reached out to snag the cheap boxes of wine she drank. I snatched it out of her hand and put it back. “Nope.”

“But…” She blinked at me, her eyes trembling.

I shook my head. “No more wine for you for a while.”

“Yes, Sir,” she swallowed, her hands trembling. She opened her mouth, wanting to say something else, but I fixed her with a stern gaze. She had spent enough time drinking wine since dad died.

“You’re cooking dinners again, too,” I said. “No more saying you’re too tired.” More like too drunk.

“Yes, Sir,” she said, pushing the cart ahead.

As we reached the other end of the store by the bakery, and I spotted the restrooms, the ache in my cock grew too much to ignore. I gave Alicia’s hand a squeeze. “Do you need to use the bathroom, Princess?”

“No, big brother,” she said, giving me a smile. Damn, she was so cute.

“I think you do,” I told her, turning and leading her and Melody towards the restroom. “Mom, keep shopping.” Then, as an afterthought, I added, “And buy some Popsicles”

“What are we doing, big brother?” Alicia asked. “I really don’t have to pee.”

“Maybe Clint does, and he wants to pee in your pretty mouth, cupcake.” Melody had a teasing grin on her lips.

“What?” Alicia gasped, a look of revulsion crossing her face.

“It’s Melody who wants me to do that,” I grinned. “She has such a fetish for watersports.”

Alicia’s eyes were so wide, her lower limp trembling. Damn, she was cute. She looked at Melody. “Really? You want my big brother…to do that.”

“Of course not,” Melody said, revulsion crossing her face. “I’m just joking around. It’s so gross.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, my dick tingling. It would be such a humiliating thing to do to a girl, to piss in her mouth, to splash urine all over her body.

Lee, Melody’s younger sister, flashed in my mind. She was such a brat, always causing trouble. Maybe…

I pushed through the doors to the bathroom. Like I remembered, they were single use. I locked the door behind us, my dick aching. Melody fell to her knees immediately, unzipping me, and pulling out my cock. She didn’t hesitate to suck the crown of my shaft into her mouth.

“Wow,” Alicia moaned as she watched. “She’s really sucking it.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, savoring Melody’s hot tongue dancing about my shaft, swirling, licking, making me tremble. Her tongue flicked at the tip. I groaned, clenching my fists as my balls wanted to unload right away.

Melody popped her mouth off. “Okay, your turn, Cupcake.”

Alicia glanced at me and I nodded at her. I hadn’t intended for Alicia to learn to suck my cock right now, but I wasn’t about to pass up her sweet mouth on my dick. My little sister fell to her knees, her pigtails bouncing and swaying, and leaned towards my dick.

“It’s so big,” she whispered, her trembling fingers touching my dick. “I can’t believe this fit in me.”

“You were so tight, Princess. I loved fucking your hot, little cunt.”

She blushed. “I loved it, too, big brother.”

“Now, Cupcake, first lick it like it’s the sweetest ice cream cone,” Melody whispered, my half-sister nuzzling at my little sister’s ear. “Let your tongue swirl around his cock. Then suck on it. But mind your teeth. Guys don’t like that.”

“How do you know so much?” I asked her.

She gave me a smile that wanted to be innocent, but wasn’t. “You aren’t the only one who watches porn.”

“So blowjobs and watersports is what you’re into,” I grinned back at her.

“Eww,” she said and punched me on the thigh. “You’re so gross, Clint. I don’t know why I love you.”

I stroked her blonde hair. “Because I own your heart.”

She shuddered as Alicia’s tongue licked at my cock. I groaned, my little sister’s tongue stroking me, swirling, making my dick throb. I stared into Melody’s hazel eyes as I gripped her hair. I mouthed, “I love you.”

She mouthed it back.

Alicia opened her mouth, sucking on my dick’s tip, mouth open so wide. My little princess looked up at me through her dainty glasses, pleading for my love and approval. I let go of Melody’s hair and seized both of Alicia’s pigtails, holding them.

“That’s it, Princess,” I groaned as she nursed at my cock with quick, hard sucks, her cheeks hollowing each time. “That’s how you love your big brother’s cock.”

Delight shone in her eyes. She sucked harder. Her tongue fluttered around my cock’s head, shooting pleasure through my body. My balls groaned. Melody leaned into Alicia, nuzzling at the girl’s ear, her hands stroking our little sister’s pink dress.

“Just like that, Cupcake,” Melody purred. “Love your big brother. You’re such a good, little sister. It makes me so happy that you’re taking care of my man.”

Alicia shuddered, sucking harder, as Melody’s hand disappeared beneath my little sister’s skirt. Alicia’s eyes widened. I could just hear the wet slide of fingers through hot pussy over her sucks. My dick throbbed.

“Oh, you have such a wet pussy for your big brother, Cupcake. You want his cock so badly, don’t you? It was so hot walking around without panties. I bet I’ve soaked through my jeans. I’m dripping.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, pulling on my little sister’s pigtails. Her mouth was so hot as it slid farther down my dick. My balls ached, boiling, wanting to cum in her pretty mouth.

But I wasn’t ready for that. Not yet. I wanted to enjoy my little sister in other ways. I wanted another chance to savor her tight, wet cunt. With a groan, I pulled my dick out of her mouth, panting as Alicia licked her lips.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, a fearful catch to her voice.

“Nothing,” I groaned. “You were doing so good, Princess. So damned good. But I want to fuck your cunt. I need to be in my little princess’s pussy.”

“Yes, big brother,” she squealed in absolute delight.

Still holding her pigtails, I stared into her eyes. “It’s also time for you to learn to lick pussy. Melody’s got a hot cunt that needs to be devoured.”

“Oh, god, yes,” Melody moaned, her hand ripping out from beneath Alicia’s skirt. Wet fingers went to her jeans, snapping open the fastener. She stood up, ripping her jeans off, unveiling her shaved pussy and blonde landing strip. Her jeans bunched around her legs as she sat down on the toilet, spreading her thighs and knees wide, ankles bound together.

Her pussy dripped.

“Go on,” I told Alicia. “Just do what me and Mom did to you, Princess.”

“Yes, big brother,” she whispered.

My sister crawled to Melody, her ass wiggling in her cute, frilly skirt. I fell to my knees behind her, hiking up her dress as Melody seized Alicia’s pigtails and yanked her face forward. Melody moaned as she pressed our little sister’s face into her pussy.

“That’s it, Cupcake. Just like licking an ice cream sundae.”

“Get all her sweet cream,” I groaned, squeezing my sister’s ass. I couldn’t resist smacking her pale cheek hard. She moaned, her face pressing harder into Melody’s snatch. I grinned at the red print left behind.

Marking her.

“You’re mine, Princess,” I groaned. “Mine and Melody’s. We own you. You’re our cute, little princess. And we’ll love you and fuck you.”

“We will, Cupcake,” Melody moaned. “Because I’m your big sister.”

“What?” Alicia gasped, lifting her head.

My dick slammed into her hot, tight pussy. She shuddered, clenching down on my dick as her head snapped around to look at me. “What is she talking about, Clint?”

“Our dad fucked Aunt Cheryl,” I groaned. “A lot. Her and Mom were Dad’s women. Melody and Lee are our half-sisters not our cousins.”

“Oh, wow,” Alicia groaned. “No wonder Mom’s so cool with this.”

“That’s right, Cupcake,” Melody groaned. “Now keep licking. I need to cum so badly!”

Melody pulled Alicia’s head down by her pigtails. Melody’s firm tits bounced beneath her tight tank top as Alicia licked and nuzzled. Her hips wiggled, her pussy clenching on my cock, as she devoured Melody’s cunt.

I groaned, drawing my cock back out and then slamming inside Alicia’s pussy. She was so damned tight and hot. The friction rippled down my cock. I groaned, savoring the tight delight as I pumped away. I wanted to keep fucking her forever. She had a pussy which sucked at my dick, wanting to devour all my cum.

“Your pussy is so hot, Princess. Mmm, I love fucking my baby sister’s cunt. Oh, yes, I do.”

“Fuck her, Clint,” gasped Melody. “Pound our baby sister’s cunt. Fuck her! Make her lick my pussy harder.” Melody trembled, the toilet creaking. “Just like that, Cupcake. Yes, yes, explore my pussy. You’re making me feel so good.”

Alicia moaned her delight, her hips wiggling as my balls smacked into her flesh. My cum boiled in them. My grunts echoed through the bathroom. I savored my little sister’s pussy tight on my cock. Her flesh was so hot, so wet about my dick. I grit my teeth, fucking her cunt harder and harder.

Melody humped against Alicia’s licking mouth, holding on tight to her pigtails. Melody’s blonde hair danced as she leaned back, groaning, pleasure crossing her face as Alicia devoured her pussy. I could hear my little sister’s enthusiasm.

“That’s it, Princess,” I grunted, her butt-cheeks rippling as I slammed into her. “Devour Melody’s cunt. She’s your queen. You have to worship her like a good princess.”

“Yes, big brother,” she moaned, her hips rocking back into my thrusts.

“Oh, damn, Clint,” groaned Melody. “Oh, damn, she’s got a mouth on her. A fucking wonderful mouth.”

“Yes,” I growled. “Oh, yes, that’s what I want to hear. Mmm, yes. Eat that hot snatch, Princess. Eat it while I pound you.”

“Clint,” Alicia moaned. Her pussy fluttered around my dick. She moaned so sweetly into Melody’s cunt.

“Yes, yes, cum hard, Princess,” I moaned, savoring her spasming snatch.

I thrust hard and deep, pleasure spilling through my body. My balls ached as Alicia’s tight pussy spasmed about it. I buried into my fourteen-year-old sister’s cunt, savoring how hot and tight she was. How she made me groan and shudder. My head lolled as the pleasure built in my balls.

Melody spasmed on the toilet. Her body shuddered. Her mouth opened wide as she moaned out her pleasure, pulling Alicia’s face tight into her pussy. Melody’s hands white-knuckled as they gripped our little sister’s pigtails.

“So good, Alicia,” groaned Melody, her voice throaty. “You’re doing so damned good. Oh, yes. I’m cumming soooo hard!”

“Yes,” I growled and rammed my dick into my baby sister’s cunt. “Cum all over her face. Drench my little princess.”

Alicia’s pussy spasmed harder. She gasped and bucked, cumming a second time as she drank the flood of Melody’s cream. Melody shuddered, slouching back into the toilet seat, her eyes fluttering as she groaned in relief.

“So good, Cupcake.”

Alicia raised her head, looking over her shoulders at me. Her glasses were askew and pussy cream dripped from her chin. She licked her lips, her cunt clenching hard on my dick, and moaned, “Please, cum in me, big brother. Cum in my naughty pussy. I need it. I loved it earlier, big brother.”

“Oh, do it, Clint,” groaned Melody. “Cum in our little princess’s cunt. She’s been soooo good. She made me cum so hard.”

“Fuck,” I groaned. Then I ripped my dick out of her pussy. I seized her pigtails, ripping them out of Melody’s slack grip, and hauled my little sister’s head around to face my dick. “Jerk my cock off on your face, Princess.”

“Yes, big brother,” she moaned, seizing my dick coated in her fresh juices. She stroked me with both hands, sliding them up and down my dick, pumping faster.

I erupted.

I grunted as each blast of my spunk spurted out, splashing across her face, coating her with dripping jizz. Lines covered her glasses. Globs ran down to her cute mouth. Her eyes were so wide as the cum dripped down to her neck.

“He gave you a pearl necklace, Cupcake,” clapped Melody. “Mmm, what a wonderful big brother.”

“Yes,” Alicia moaned, cum dripping from her lower lip. “Thank you, big brother.”

“You’re welcome, Princess,” I said and then groaned as Melody leaned down and licked up a line of my jizz from Alicia’s cheeks. The pair pressed their lips together and shared my cum in a naughty kiss.

Damn, it was great being the man of the house.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

The flavor of Clint’s cum lingered in my mouth as we walked out of the store. There were still jizz decorating Alicia’s face, her bangs matted and sticky. Aunt Cheryl had already finished paying and was loading the groceries in the SUV when we emerged.

“Someone had fun,” Aunt Cheryl smiled, noticing the pearly smears on Alicia’s face. “Your first facial, huh?”

“Big brother gave me a pearl necklace,” she said in her cute voice, beaming. She still held Clint’s hand like a little girl.

“Did you buy the Popsicles?” Clint asked.

“I did, Sir,” Aunt Cheryl said, pulling them out of brown paper bag sitting in the back of the SUV. They were a pack of assorted flavors, each sealed in their own plastic tube. “Why did you want them?”

Clint took the box and opened it. “I think you all deserve a delicious treat. Melody, you’ll need to drop those pants again.”

Clint pulled out a grape-flavored Popsicle. My eyes widened. My pussy clenched. The drive home would be interesting.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I was breathing hard from my ten-mile run at the park when I jogged up the front door to Aunt Cheryl’s house. I pulled out my key—the same one worked on both our houses doors—and stepped inside. “Hello,” I called, my voice echoing through the empty house. “Anyone home?”

No one answered.

My stomach rumbled. I was famished. I headed for the kitchen, ripping open the refrigerator door and began pulling out food, looking for something to eat. Aunt Cheryl always seemed to have better food than we did.

I made a mess, and I didn’t care. It would make Clint so mad.

To be continued…
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Clint Elliston

Melody’s blonde hair danced about her shoulder as she looked around the grocery store parking lot. We were between the family’s SUV and a large, green pickup truck. I wiggled the grape-flavored Popsicle in my hand, a long, slender tube of purple ice wrapped in plastic. My cock throbbed hard in my pants again despite just cumming on my little sister’s face. Alicia stood beside Melody, her eyes wide behind her glasses, her brown hair in pigtails.



“Someone’s going to see,” Melody complained as her hands went to her jeans’ fastener. My sixteen-year-old half-sister, best friend, lover, and sex slave unsnapped her jeans. The zipper rasped down, her blonde landing strip leading to her shaved pussy peeking out of the open fly. She wore no panties. Those were in my pocket. I took them from all three inside the store while we shopped.

“Maybe,” I told her. “And that makes you wet.”

“You know it does, asshole,” Melody said, though there was a playful catch to her words. She was a tomboy even if she was dressing so sexy the last few days. We had grown up together, best friends, only a month apart in age. I thought we were cousins, but it turned out our mothers, who were sisters, were my dad’s lovers. Melody and her sister Lee were actually my half-sisters.

And now that I was man of the house, I wanted to own them all.

“Do you like the shaved look, Sir?” my submissive mother asked, standing behind me as Melody wiggled her jeans off her hips.

“Do you, big brother?” Alicia asked, her fourteen-year-old voice so young and girlish. With her pigtails and pink, frilly dress, she looked even younger than she was.

“I do, Princess,” I told her. “I think you should have a bald cunt. That would make you such a good, little sister.”

She nodded her head.

Melody peeled her jeans down to her knees and held out her hand. “Okay, Clint. Let’s do this.”

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the pair of gray panties I had confiscated from her. “You need these to trap the juices in.”

“You just want to see me strip naked in the parking lot,” she accused. “Maybe I should just pop off my tank top and let everyone see my entire body.”

“What do you think, Princess?” I asked Alicia while my dick ached.

“I think big sister wants that.”

“I do, too.” I ginned at Melody, loving the way she shuddered. Her nipples were so hard, poking at the material. She wore no bra and her round breasts molded to the fabric. With a shudder, she ripped it off and held it out to me.

I arched an eyebrow at the proffered top, her breasts jiggling as she shivered, her dusky nipples thick nubs. Such a mix of submission and impertinence.

“Please,” she said.

I took her tank top from her. “You’re welcome.”

“Asshole,” she muttered then turned around, pointing her butt, still red from her spanking, at me. I could smell her sweet musk as she kicked off her shoes and wiggled her jeans down past her knees. Juices trickled down her thighs.

I shoved my hand between her thighs, rubbing at her hot flesh. She moaned, shuddering, frozen with her jeans on around her ankles. I pushed a finger inside her silky depths as I tore open the plastic tube of the Popsicle with my teeth.

“Mmm, you are so hot, Melody.”

“Because I’m naked and anyone can see me,” she moaned, her hips wiggling. She fucked back onto my fingers. “You know what this does to me, don’t you?”

“Of course. You love it. You want me to parade you around naked. Maybe wearing a collar and a dog tag reading, ‘Clint’s #1 Bitch.’ I bet you would love that.”

Her pussy clenched on my fingers. “Yes,” she moaned. Footsteps crunched on the asphalt A car door opened nearby. She shuddered. “Oh, yes, I would. Make me walk around school that way. Let everyone know I’m yours, Clint.”

Hearing her say that was intoxicating. I ripped my fingers from her pussy and pushed out the Popsicle from its sheath. I brought it to her pussy and shoved the frozen treat into the depths of her snatch. Her long, low moan made my dick throb.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“Oh, my god,” I moaned, long and low as the cold Popsicle slid into my pussy. It wasn’t thick, but I felt it. My pussy clenched about it. The chill almost hurt. I shivered, goose-pimples racing across my skin as it worked deeper and deeper into me. And bottomed out.

Then Clint broke off the end and dropped my panties on the ground. “Better hurry before it all melts in that molten cunt.”

“Yes,” I moaned, feeling the juices already trickling down my thighs. “Going to ruin my favorite panties.”

“You bought them for my pleasure,” Clint told me, his hand squeezing my ass. The flaring pain reminded me of his spanking. That he owned me. That I would let him ruin all my panties.

“Yes,” I moaned, quickly stepping out of my jeans and yanking up my panties.

My breasts jiggled as I straightened up. Behind Alicia, a guy walked by looking at his phone. He passed the gap between the two vehicles, and I heard his footsteps pause. I froze, wondering if he would come back, realizing he had just seen a topless, sixteen-year-old girl out of the corner of his eye. I trembled, my pussy clenching down on the melting Popsicle, my panties growing soaked.

I shivered again, waiting.

“You want him to see you,” Alicia whispered, staring up at me in awed shock. She pushed up her glasses.

“I do, Cupcake,” I whispered back. I trembled, waiting. But then the man kept walking. I could hear everyone sigh. Was Clint disappointed? I know I was.

I pulled up my jeans, fastening and zipping, my shivers growing worse. My poor pussy grew numb from the cold. It was…something I had to endure, for Clint. And that made it even more wonderful. Special. I was putting up with this freezing shaft shoved into my cunt for him. Submitting.

It made me want to frig my clit.

I snagged my tank top from him, pulling it on. I turned around, glancing at my half-brother. He had such a grin on his handsome face. Behind him, my busty Aunt Cheryl flashed me a supportive smile, her eyes full of maternal pride.

Clint pulled out a second Popsicle, red. He held it and a pair of pink, frilly, girlish panties. Alicia let out a startled yelp. “Me? But, but… It’s so cold.”

“You want to be a good, little sister, right?” Clint asked her, his voice stern. “I can pull you over my lap and spank you for the entire parking lot to see and hear if you don’t.”

She shook her head, pigtails dancing. “No, big brother.”

“Then lift that skirt.” He ripped open the plastic.

I giggled, still shivering from the cold. “He chose cherry for you, Cupcake. I think Clint wants to relive enjoying your virgin delight.”

“Maybe, big sister,” Alicia said. She glanced at me, biting her lip. She had only just found out about our true relationship.

I took her hand, squeezing it, loving the way she smiled at me. I was Clint’s first sex slave, the one he loved the most, but Alicia was clearly coming in as a close second. I couldn’t blame him. She was so cute. So innocent. She just was made to be pampered and loved, her very mannerism begging such naughty acts to be performed on her body.

She lifted her skirt with her free hand, exposing the wispy, brown pubic hair adorning her tight slit. She gasped, hazel eyes widening as Clint shoved the cherry Popsicle into our little sister’s pussy. She squirmed her hips. He broke off the end then held her panties for her to step into. He pulled them up her slim legs slowly while Alicia’s teeth chattered, a red bead of juice trickling down her pale, inner thigh, meeting her girlish panties.

“I’m so numb down there,” she moaned as Clint adjusted her panties about her hips and pussy. He leaned in, giving her a quick kiss on her pubic mound.

“I know,” I told her, squirming. My thighs pressed tight as more of the grape Popsicle melted in me. But it was still so cold. I shivered again.

Clint pulled out the third one, orange flavor, and grinned at his mother. She was already lifting her skirt. “Shove it in, Sir. Mommy needs her hot cunt cooled.”

She had no hesitation. No questions. She was wholly given over to being dominated by her son. It was what she needed. She didn’t need him to love her as anything more than a son loves his mother or a master cares for his slave. She didn’t need the true affection Clint gave me. And Alicia.

I wish I could react without any hesitation, to swallow all my fears and just give myself fully to Clint’s commands. I wanted to. I trusted him, but there was a tiny part of me that made me mouth off. If I kept it up, he would spank me again.

Did I want that?

“It’s so cold,” Alicia moaned. “Big brother, please, it’s numbing me.”

He lifted her chin. “And you’re naughty pussy is hot enough to take it, little sister. Trust your big brother.”

“Okay,” she said, tears brimming in her eyes. “I will.”

“Come on, Cupcake,” I told her. “We can suffer together while our brother’s dick stays rock hard. He’s a jerk that way.”

Clint laughed, and I gave him a light punch on the arm. That only made him smile more.

“Ladies, back seat. All crowded together, shivering, brewing up a delight for me to feast on when we get home.” He licked his lips. “I am looking forward to a little dessert before lunch.”

“Yes, Mommy’s brewing up just the yummiest treat for her big boy.”

The drive home was excruciating. Even Aunt Cheryl squirmed, her face clenching at the cold, numbing mess in her pussy. And yet it was strangely exciting. My clit ached, and my nipples were so hard. And, slowly, the closer we got home, the more and more feeling returned to my pussy.

The more and more my pussy needed stimulation.

I squirmed and groaned, my hands rubbing at my jeans. A large, wet spot had soaked through my panties and the denim, spreading the cool liquid down my legs. Alicia bit her lip beside me, rocking back and forth.

And Clint watched us in the rearview mirror, such a pleased grin on his face. We did this for him. Three women suffering for his pleasure. And that only made me hornier. Made me squirm between Alicia and Aunt Cheryl more and more.

“Drive faster, Clint,” I moaned. “I need you to lick this out of me. Oh, god, so badly.”

“Because you need to cum? Or because you can’t stand the cold?”

“Both,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. The Popsicle was in pieces now, melting faster and faster. My pussy spasmed. “Oh, my god. Please, Clint.”

“Yes, big brother,” moaned Alicia, tears falling down her cheeks, making her look so cute. I put an arm around her. “I need to cum so badly. Oh, please, please. I don’t get it. The cold has me so hot. It almost burns.”

“You’re just happy to submit to him,” Aunt Cheryl moaned. “That’s what makes you hot. Your body needs this, Alicia. You need him to make you do things you would never do on your own. You need to make him happy. It brings you such joy.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck, Clint.” I humped the air, the seatbelt fighting to keep me down. “Faster. Speed. Jesus, drive like you do when you play Grand Theft Auto.”

“Running over pedestrians on the sidewalk?” Clint asked. “Hitting every car in sight? That won’t get us there faster.”

My toes curled in my shoes. The last bit of the Popsicle melted. The last bit of ice gone, leaving a wet mess slowly heating up by my desires. I threw back my head, groaning again as the SUV turned onto our street.

And then we were in the driveway. Clint put the SUV into park. He turned off the ignition. He looked at us, squirming on the bench seat behind his. All of us moaning. Aunt Chery’s bleached-blonde tresses brushed my natural blonde locks.

“Clint,” I moaned. “Don’t just watch us. Please, please, lick us. Eat your desserts.”

“Please. Mommy needs her big, strong son to eat her out first.”

“I need it, big brother.”

I tightened my arm on Alicia. “Look at her, Clint. She needs it badly.”

“So I should eat her cunt out first?” Clint asked, staring at our little sister with hungry eyes.

“Yes!” I trembled, squirming more, ripping off my seatbelt.

“You choose, Sir.” Aunt Cheryl squeezed her large breasts stretching out her conservative dress.

Clint moved into the back, climbing over the central console with athletic ease. There was enough room for him to kneel before he scooted to Alicia and pushed up her skirt. Her pink panties were a red mess, the juices soaked through the crotch and reaching up to her waistband. More juices coated her thighs with smears of red. The scent of artificial cherry and fresh pussy filled my nose.

“Damn, that looks good,” Clint groaned. “What do you say, Princess?”

“P-please eat the cherry delight I made for you, big brother,” she moaned, her back arching. “Please.”

Clint yanked down her panties. The juices matted her brown hair. Bits of still melting slush clung to her tight pussy lower lip. Clint leaned down and licked, moaning in delight as he lapped at her vulva. I squirmed, pressing my thighs together as he cleaned her up.

His tongue probed into her pussy, diving deep. He swirled it around, his fingers spreading her open. Then he sealed her mouth on her hole and sucked. Alicia gasped, her hips bucking and rising from the the seat.

“Big brother,” she moaned, her head tossing, glasses slipping on her face.

My pussy clenched in sympathy I wanted that very same treatment. I wanted to have my pussy licked out. I bit my lips, my sex still numb, still needing to be touched and played with. I clenched my fists as Alicia gasped and shuddered.

She humped her pussy against his face. Her hands found her nipples through her cute top, pinching and rolling them. Her lip quivered. She was rushing towards her orgasm. I couldn’t believe how fast it was coming on her.

“Big brother,” she screamed out, her thighs clamped about his head.

“Cum on his mouth, cupcake,” I moaned, biting my lip.

“Oh, you’re so beautiful, sweetie,” Aunt Cheryl groaned.

“Thanks, Mommy,” howled Alicia, the SUV rocking as her small body thrashed. “Big brother! Yes! I love you! Thank you!” She slumped in her seat, gasping for breath, her face flushed.

“That was hot,” I groaned. “Cupcake, you were so sexy.”

“Uh-huh,” Clint said, his lips smeared with red-dyed pussy juices. He cupped Alicia’s face as he leaned up and planted a hot kiss on her lips. She shuddered, eyes fluttering closed, her body trembling. She got almost as much pleasure from the kiss as the pussy licking.

And then Clint released her and glanced at me. “Let’s see what grape delight tastes like.”

“Yes,” I hissed, unsnapping my jeans. I lifted my ass off the seat and pushed jeans and sodden panties down in one go as Clint scooted sideways on his knees before me. “Eat me. I need it. God, this was so fucking hot. I’m numb and aching to cum.”

Clint yanked my jeans and panties down to my ankles and spread me apart. The grape juices leaked out of my pussy. We were ruining the upholstery, and I didn’t care. I clenched my numb sheath, trying to hold in his treat as he nuzzled forward to my shaved lips.

And then he licked.

His tongue caressed my shaved vulva. It was so hot against my cold flesh, almost burning. I spasmed from the intensity. It was such a contrast. He licked again, this time up to my clit before diving into my cold folds, gathering the grape-infused pussy juices. He groaned while I shuddered.

“Clint,” I moaned as he licked again. And again.

My numb flesh came alive beneath his tongue. The shock of shooting sensation made me thrash and shuddered. My head leaned back on the seat as his tongue thrust into the depths of my pussy, caressing my frozen fresh, returning warmth to my cunt while sucking out the liquid sloshing inside of me. It poured into his mouth. I could hear him swallow.

“Yes, yes, enjoy your dessert,” I moaned, humping into his face. My clit throbbed. The pleasure swelled through me.

My pussy felt like I was overstimulated, drinking in far more pleasure than I normally would from being licked and touched. The jolts made my body thrash. My head tossed back and forth, Alicia and Aunt Cheryl smiling at me.

“Cum on his face, big sister.” Alicia snuggled closer, lips stained red from Clint’s kiss.

“I will, Cupcake,” I moaned. Her hand touched my thigh, stroking me while Clint’s tongue reamed into the depths of my pussy. He swirled it around in me. Making me shudder and gasp. I fucked my cunt against his tongue, the pressure building in my depths. Every stroke of his tongue made me shudder. “Oh, yes, I will.”

“Do it,” Aunt Cheryl moaned, her hand cupping my breast through my tank top. She pinched my nipple. “Cum.”

I bucked and shuddered. This was so wonderful. I couldn’t wait until Zoey, my mom, and even bratty Lee were all Clint’s. An orgy of the family, all serving the man of the house, loving him and each other, doing all the nasty things he wanted us to do.

Making me parade naked through the school, showing off my body to everyone, all the guys staring at my flesh with lust, wishing they owned me. My cheeks red with the humiliation as all the girls whispered, “Slut.”

My thighs clamped about Clint’s mouth. I came.

My aching pussy spasmed, forcing the grape juices deep in my cunt into Clint’s hungry mouth. He drank the flood of sweet pussy cream and grape juice as I bucked, The pleasure rushed through my mind. I embraced it, loved it. Clint gave me this pleasure. This treat. This experience. He gave it to me because I trusted him. I submitted to him.

His dark eyes looked up at me from between my thighs. I felt the commanding love. I stared back at him and moaned, “Yours!”

It was the most loving thing I could say to him.

Clint rose as my body shuddered, the ripples of pleasure growing softer, lapping at my mind instead of crashing into it. He cupped my cheek and leaned in. “I love you, slut.”

“Love you, asshole,” I breathed. My arms went around him, pulling him tight. He kissed me so hard. The world faded around me in that moment as my brother, master, and boyfriend loved me. His tongue danced with mine. I savored the grape flavor of my pussy.

And then he broke the kiss, his forehead resting on mine. “I’m going to spank you tonight for being such a smart mouth.”

“Good,” I moaned. “Don’t let me get away with it. Then you really would be an asshole.”

He kissed me one more time and then slid down to his mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“What have you got for me, Mommy-slut?” I asked as I pushed up her skirt. Her panties were soaked orange. The tart, citrus aroma mixed with her spicy cunt. I licked my lips, hungry for one more dessert. Cherry and grape were wonderful. I hoped orange was just as good.

“Mommy whipped up an orange jubilee,” she moaned, her fingers hooking her panties’ waistband. “Just for her big, strong son.”

I loved hearing her say those words. My mother was my slut. She would do anything I told her.

“Pull them down so I can feast.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Mom’s trimmed, black bush—her true hair color, the blonde coming from a bottle—was a mess of orange slush. Her thick pussy lips were coated in it. I groaned, leaning in and licking at the orange, savoring the tart flavor. I licked harder, diving into her pussy folds, finding the spicy musk mixed with her tart passion.

I sealed my mouth on her pussy, sucking so hard. She groaned, gasping and shuddering as I drew out the orange-infused cunt cream. It poured into my mouth. I gulped it down, my hands seizing her ass, gripping it. Her large breasts jiggled in her dress.

My mom was a MILF.

My cock ached so hard in my jeans. It took all my self-control not to fuck any one of my women. But I was strong. I was in control. I would give my women the pleasure they needed. The dominance they all craved. I could see it in their eyes. It made them happy when I took charge. It was a gift they gave me.

And one I couldn’t abuse by being a selfish asshole. If I made them happy, they would make me happy. It was a two-way exchange.

“Oh, yes, my big, strong son is eating Mommy’s pussy,” she moaned, her eyes squeezing shut. “Eat every drop. Mommy needs to feed her son.”

“Yes, you do, Aunt Cheryl,” groaned Melody. “Right, Cupcake?”

“Yeah,” Alicia said, her words soft, subdued.

“I bet it’s making your little pussy hot, Cupcake.” Melody pulled our little sister onto her lap, her hand sliding up beneath Alicia’s skirt. “Hmm, Cupcake?”

“I guess,” Alicia said.

“Oh, it is,” Melody purred.

Alicia shuddered beside me, her body shivering as I heard Melody’s fingers sink into hot, wet cunt. I groaned, my dick throbbing harder, my tongue licking faster, gathering all the orange juice out of my mom’s cunt I could.

She groaned louder, humping against my face while Alicia panted and Melody nibbled on her neck. I squeezed my mom’s ass, pulling her tight, sucking at her cunt. Her juices flowed into my mouth, the orange flavor diminishing, the spicy musk rising.

“Yes, yes, Mommy’s son is strong. He has three women all panting after him.”

“Soon to be six,” groaned Melody.

“Yes, my sister is aching for it. She’s so mad she’s stuck at school coaching debate.”

Melody gave a wicked giggle while I pictured Aunt Vicky. She was two years my mom’s junior, just as beautiful and almost as busty. Tonight, she would join the harem. She was like mom, a submissive slut in need of a master.

“I’m going to fuck your sister tonight,” I growled at Mom between licks. “I’m going to ram my cock into her cunt. And you’re going to be there watching.”

“Yes,” Mom moaned. “Oh, make her a slut. She needs it.” Mom ground her pussy on my face. “Yes, yes, Mommy wants to watch her big, strong son fuck her sister and her daughters and her nieces. Mommy wants you to fuck them all.”

The SUV rocked as Mom spasmed. Her orgasm surged through her. Juices squirted into my mouth. I gulped them down. They flowed over my chin and spilled down my neck. I was such a sticky mess, and I loved it. I made all my women cum.

“Fuck,” I growled, lifting my face from Mom’s pussy, watching her spasm. “Lets get the groceries put away so I can fuck each and every one of you!”

“Yes,” moaned my Mom. “Mommy needs something bigger than a Popsicle.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I bit into my sandwich, the lettuce so crispy, the turkey had a hint of smoky delight, and the cheese… Provolone. The mustard was spicy and the bread was a rich, whole grain. I moaned as I sat at the island counter in Aunt Cheryl’s kitchen. I was so famished after my ten mile run at the park. I took another bite, groaning in delight.

A mess surrounded me. Lettuce and bread crumbs, and somehow I had gotten a large splotch of mayonnaise on the counter. My legs kicked as I took another bite, feet thudding against the island. The front door rattled, and I tensed. Someone was coming home.

Was it Clint? He would be so mad when he saw the mess. He was soooo uptight about keeping the house clean. I didn’t much see the point in doing any of that. Clint liked cleaning up, and I hated it. So why should I do it when he would just do it anyways?

I took another bite as the footsteps echoed. More than one person was home. I heard Clint say, “I’m going to enjoy…” His words trailed off as he stepped into the kitchen, holding a pair of brown, paper grocery bags wrapped up in his, admittedly, strong arms. His eyes narrowed. He was a tall guy, handsome, I suppose, like Uncle Clinton. He looked a lot like his dead dad, same dark hair, same serious face.

“I see you’ve made a mess, Lee,” he said, words stern.

“Uh-huh, Lint,” I said and took another bite of my sandwich. I chewed loudly. I called him Lint because that was how annoying he was. Behind him came my annoying sister Melody. She did anything Clint wanted because she soooo wanted to jump his bones. I grinned at her through a mouthful of food.

Aunt Cheryl and Alicia followed, both holding more groceries. Aunt Cheryl froze. “Lee, what did you do to my kitchen?”

“Made lunch,” I said as I chewed. “Starving.”

“You are gong to clean up this mess,” Clint said, setting the grocery bags on the far end of the counter, “by the time I finish getting the groceries.”

“And if I don’t, what are you going to do, Lint?”

His face twitched. “I’m going to bend you over my knee, rip down your shorts and panties, and spank your ass while my mom, your sister, and Alicia watch.”

I snorted in laughter. “Right, like Aunt Cheryl would let you do that.”

“He’s the man of the house now, dear,” Aunt Cheryl said. “Just like your Uncle Clinton was before him.”

I blinked at that and took another bite of my sandwich. Uncle Clinton absolutely would have spanked my ass for making a mess and not cleaning it up. But he was dead six months. No one did anything to me now. I could do what I want.

I chewed on my sandwich as Clint headed outside to get more groceries while my cousin, aunt, and sister put away what had already been brought in. They kept looking at me, Melody with an eager smile on her lips, Alicia’s doe eyes wide behind her glasses like she was shock I wasn’t following his orders, and Aunt Cheryl with a mysterious smile. It was like she knew something that I didn’t.

I knew Clint. He didn’t have the balls to follow through on his threats.

He walked in with the next load. I gave him a big grin and took the last bite of my sandwich. His eyes were hard, commanding. A shiver ran through me. When had he gotten such a spine? I could almost believe that he could spank me.

Which was ridiculous. He was only a year older than me.

On his next trip, I was sucking my fingers clean of a few drops of mustard. I gave him another smirking smile. He wouldn’t do anything. I squirmed on the stool, eager for him to finish bringing in the groceries.

“One more trip,” he told me.

“Good,” I nodded. “Got to get all the groceries in. Don’t want them to go bad.”

“I’m going to enjoy spanking your ass, Lee.”

“Aunt Cheryl won’t let you, Lint,” I said and stuck out my tongue at him.

“I will,” she said, pulling cans of soup out of a bag and sticking them in the cupboard. “And if you keep calling him Lint, he’ll really spank you.”

I blinked at that. I frowned, looking at Melody. She had such a huge grin on her face. And she was dressed so strange. Like a normal teenager instead of her tomboy garb. Tight clothing instead of baggy. And she clearly wasn’t wearing a bra. I breathed in and…

“Does it smell like Kool-Aid?” I blinked.

“Oh, we ate some Popsicles in the car,” Melody said, turning to me.

I blinked, the entire crotch of her jeans was dark. “Did you piss yourself?”

“Clint just made me very wet.”

Alicia giggled, nodding her head.

“He’s good at that,” Aunt Cheryl said, a husky tone to her voice.

What was going on? None of them were acting normal. I mean, I know my sister was wet for Clint, but she and the idiot tried to hide it from the family instead of flaunting it. They thought they were being sneaky when they made out. I had watched them a few times, rubbing my crotch. Clint was hot without a shirt on. Even if he was an uptight jerk. But what was up with Alicia and Aunt Cheryl?

Melody sucked at her fingers like she was cleaning something off them, her eyes staring at Alicia. She blushed and pushed up her glasses. What was Alicia even doing out of her room socializing with the family? She was such a nerd, always reading her dumb books. And Aunt Cheryl… She clearly knew about Melody and Clint and…approved?

“What is going on?” I demanded. “Why are you three acting so strange?”

“Clint’s finally become the man of the house,” Aunt Cheryl said with a smile that could only be described as…horny.

Clint walked in with the last two sacks of groceries, set them down on the counter, and fixed his eyes on me. “I see you didn’t clean up your mess.”

“Nope,” I said, hopping off the stool. “Have fun cleaning it up for me, Lint.” He wouldn’t spank me.

I sauntered past my sister and Alicia, walking to the end of the island. I fixed Clint with a big grin as I went to walk past him. He wouldn’t spank me. He couldn’t.

And then his hand grabbed my hair and yanked. I gasped at the sharp pain in my scalp, stumbling back into him. He forced me to look up at him, his eyes so strong, so commanding. “Lee, I am tried of you being a brat. It’s time you understood that you are a part of this family, and you will respect the others in it. No more will we clean up your messes or do your chores.”

“Make me,” I said, defiance surging through me. “You don’t—”

He yanked on my hair. I gasped, stumbling after him as he marched me out of the kitchen and into the living room. I spluttered and kicked at him, my hands scratching at his wrists. I spit like a furious cat.

“Let me go, dick! Aunt Cheryl! Help! Clint’s picking on me!”

“You brought this on yourself, dear,” Aunt Cheryl purred. “And don’t pretend you don’t want this. That you haven’t been pushing Clint to see if he would bend you over his knee and spank you. I know how much you liked it when my husband would do it.”

I gasped, shuddering. How could she know? I didn’t understand why my pussy got so hot and wet whenever Uncle Clinton spanked me. It started a few years back. It didn’t matter if it was bare bottom, through my panties, or my jeans, my pussy grew hot from behind forced over his knee, my cheeks burning with humiliation for being treated like a little girl, and then the sharp pain which warmed my ass and bled to my cunt.

And as Clint dragged me to the couch, everyone watching, that warm itch began in my pussy. This was even more humiliating than Uncle Clinton punishing me. At least he had spanked me since I was a little girl. But this was my cousin Clint.

He was only a year older than me.

“Please, Clint,” I gasped. “I’ll clean it up. I will. You don’t have to do this.” My hips squirmed. My pussy grew wetter as I begged.

“Nope,” Clint said. “You need to understand your place.”

“Yep,” Melody nodded, marching right behind us. “Spank her ass hard, Clint. She needs discipline.”

“Oh, you bitch,” I hissed at my sister.

“Hey,” Clint snarled, anger crossing his face for the first time. “You don’t talk to your sister like that. You respect her and love her. Like you respect and love the rest of your family. But if you want to be a brat, we’ll treat you like one.”

He yanked down my jogging shorts, the stretchy material bunching around my knees. I trembled as his hands seized my plain panties. And then he yanked them down, too. His eyes stared at my trimmed, black bush adorning my pudenda.

My cheeks went crimson. He was staring at my pussy. My cousin. Oh, god, this was embarrassing.

Then he sat down and yanked me over his lap like I was a little girl. My cheeks burned with shame. “Stop this, Clint,” I said, bucking on his lap. “I’m not a child.”

“Then why do you act like one?” His left hand pinned my back down across his lap while his right stroked my naked ass.

My virgin pussy clenched at his touched. A wave of shameful heat shot through me. My body liked his touch. Melody sat beside him and pulled my legs over her lap. Her hand stroked my thigh up to my ass, rubbing at my other cheek.

What was going on here? My pussy clenched again. I felt hot juices leak out. I squirmed, so aware that they could see my pussy between my thighs. I kicked and bucked, grinding on his lap, my stomach rising and falling and…

Clint was hard.

My cousin had a throbbing erection. He squeezed my butt-cheeks, and I moaned. He was hard…for me. He wanted to spank me. What was going on? He was molesting me, and Aunt Cheryl wasn’t do anything to stop it.

She was watching, standing next to Alicia, their eyes both on me.

“Spank her naughty ass,” Aunt Cheryl moaned, her voice so husky. “Do it. Show her how strong you are.”

Alicia nodded her head, her voice a low whisper, “Yes, big brother.”

“Spank her ass,” hissed Melody, her hand squeezing my other cheek. They were all in on this.

“Just get this over with,” I hissed, my stomach twisting with humiliation. They all wanted to see me treated like a little girl. I wanted to melt into a puddle of shame. My pussy was growing so wet.

“First, Melody gets to spank you five times for calling her a bitch,” Clint said, pinching my ass and making me squirm, my pussy growing hotter. “Then I will spank you ten times for making a mess. You will count them out and thank us for each one.”

“What?” I gasped, my cheeks burning. Now my sister would spank me? My older, bitch of a sister?

“Oh, thank you,” cooed Melody, pressing closer to Clint. The way she said it, the way she cuddled with him, made my eyes widened.

“You’re fucking him!” I accused.

“Yep,” she said and slammed her hand down hard on my ass.

I gasped, bucking as the pain and humiliation shot through me. My sister just spanked my ass on Clint’s command. My thighs squeezed tight, my clit aching. The smack reverberated through the living room. Alicia bit her lip. Aunt Cheryl let out a moan.

A moan. What the fuck?

“You’re supposed to say something, Lee,” Melody said, not hiding the glee in her voice.

“No!”

Spank!

Crack!

Spank!

Smack!

Slap!

They came fast, hard, her hand smacking over and over on my ass as I bucked and moaned, the heat burning across my flesh. I felt five of them. Which made six in total. I glared at her over my shoulder, my butt-cheeks on fire, my pussy dripping juices.

“Clint said five. That was six.” I swallowed the bitch I wanted to add.

“You didn’t count,” she grinned. “So they didn’t count.”

Smack!

“Oh, god,” I shuddered, the heat flaring through my ass. I clenched my burning butt-cheeks, shuddering. “Please, don’t make me say this, Clint.”

“It’s part of your punishment,” he growled, my squirming body rubbing on his hard cock. He felt so big beneath his jeans. Uncle Clinton was never hard when he spanked me. I never excited him.

But I excited Clint.

“Fine,” I huffed. “One, thank you, Melody.” I put all my derision into saying the words.

Smack!

I yelped in pain again, both my butt-cheeks burning. Alicia let out a whimpering moan, her body shifting, her cheeks red. Everyone stared at my ass, watching my sister spank me. This was so degrading. Why did that make my pussy even wetter?

“Two,” I moaned, hating the words, my pussy clenching. “Thank you, Melody.” God, it sucked saying those words.

Crack!

“Damn, not so hard,” I moaned, tears burning my eyes.

“It’s your punishment,” she cooed. “And what do you say?”

“Three, thank you, Melody.” Tears trickled down my cheeks. Juices leaked out of my pussy. Why was I so turned on?

Crack!

“Four, thank you, Melody.

Smack!

“Five, thank you, Melody,” I said, breathing out relief. I wanted to bury my face into the my hands and hide from everyone’s watching eyes.

“You’re welcome, Lee,” she said, stroking my ass. “Now what do you say?”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.

“Why did I spank you?” Her hand squeezed my aching ass.

I gasped, bucked. “I’m sorry for calling you a bitch.”

“You’re forgiven.” She slid her hand down my thigh. “Now the real fun begins.”

“Fun?”

Spank!

My eyes widened. Pain exploded in my ass. Clint’s hand was bigger and struck harder. My poor flesh stung. I bucked and squirmed on him, crying out in pain, the tears flowing faster. My virgin pussy clenched so hard.

Why did it feel so good?

“One, thank you, Clint,” I moaned, shuddering. Saying those words, feeling his cock, was so demeaning and yet… They felt right.

Smack!

His hand fell even harder, landing on my other butt-cheek. I clenched them both, squirming, my pussy brimming with pain. Melody’s hand shifted on my thigh, pushing between them, her touch so soothing.

“Two, thank you, Clint,” I sobbed, tears pouring down my cheeks.

Crack!

“Three, thank you, Clint!” My clit tingled. The heat gathered in my pussy, the pain transforming into something different.

Slap!

“Four, thank you, Clint!” The pain rushed into my mind. Shivers ran through my body. It felt…good. Like the high I reached while jogging, my legs burning, my sides aching, my heart beating.

Smack!

“Five!” I screamed out, the pain and pleasure washing through my mind. They were linked, flipping from one to the other.

Melody’s hand crept up my thighs.

Crack!

“Six!” I moaned, grinding on his hard dick. He was throbbing for me. He wanted me.

Melody’s fingers brushed the wet curls of my pussy.

“Thank you, Clint!”

Smack!

My bucking body rubbed my hot cunt on my sister’s digits. Pleasure rippled out of my cunt, meeting the stinging pain from my ass at the same moment. I moaned, my head tossing back. Why did this feel so good?

“Seven, thank you, Clint!”

My sister stroked my pussy. “Oh, she’s dripping wet, Clint. The little slut is getting off on this.”

Her words were so humiliating. My sister was touching me while my cousin spanked me. Aunt Cheryl and Alicia watched, their eyes so hungry. They licked their lips. I was just a thing. An object for their pleasures.

My cunt clenched.

Crack!

“Eight!” I screamed, Melody rubbing harder at my pussy. “Thank you, Clint!”

She found my clit, massaging it as my ass ached. My thoughts drifted higher from my body. The pleasure built in me. A humiliating orgasm. I would cum in front of everyone. They would all watch. They would all know I was a slut.

Smack!

“Nine!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, my back arching. Melody rubbed harder at my clit. The sensations rushed through me. “Thank you, Clint!”

I trembled. I was on the cusp of something amazing. Something I had never experienced Something truly special.

I heard the air whoosh as Clint’s hand crashed down for the final spanking. I tensed, eager. The loud crack echoed through the room. The pain shot through my bruised ass, slamming straight to my virgin pussy. Melody’s fingers rubbed at my clit, the sparks from her fingers crashing into the pain.

“Ten!” I screamed as my orgasm exploded in the depths of my pussy. “Thank you, Clint!”

Such humiliating pleasure shot through me. They all saw me cum. They all watched me thrash on my cousin’s lap, my sister’s fingers stroking my pussy. They all heard the screams of pleasure exploding from my mouth. Not pain.

Rapture.

Ecstasy.

It slammed into my mind. Such joy I had never experienced while masturbating. Such rapture that had my head swaying back and forth. I bucked and moaned, stars exploding across my body. I drifted in a new space, a place of pleasure and pain, a place of wonder and delight.

I felt my body move, but I was separate from it. Like it was not my body at all, my thoughts flying through rapture. I was on the couch, my burning butt-cheeks pressed into the cushions. Clint was over me, holding my thighs apart. Melody unzipped his pants.

His dick flopped out, hard and erect. He was going to fuck me.

“Yes,” I heard myself scream. “Fuck me, Clint. I was such a brat. Punish me.”

His hand went to my chin, lifting my dazed head. He stared into my eyes, into my soul. There was such commanding power in him. He pinned me with his gaze as I felt his cock rub at my pussy, Melody guiding him to my hymen. The touch of his dick on my virgin cunt yanked my thoughts back into my flesh.

“You are my slut, aren’t you?” he snarled.

“Yes,” I howled, not thinking, only reacting, only doing what my body needed. “Your slut.”

He thrust into me. I hardly felt the pain of my hymen tearing over the burning agony raging across my disciplined ass. His cock slammed into my virgin depths. The friction sent a new wave of rapture slamming into my mind.

I clenched down on his girth. He was in me so deep. He filled me up. My thighs wrapped about his waist as he drew back and fucked into me again. Hard, fast strokes. He didn’t care if he hurt me. If my pussy ached each time he slammed into me. He just had to cum in my cunt.

Use me.

I was his slut.

“Fuck me,” I howled as my mind drifted on rapture and pain. My entire body was a sponge, drinking in sensations. “Slam your cock in me. Cum in me. Use me.”

“Yes, use the fucking brat,” Melody hissed beside him. Her fingers shoved up beneath my tank top and pushed aside my sports bra. She found my nipples, pinching and twisting them hard.

My pussy clenched so hard on Clint’s dick as my sister twisted my nipples. I howled and moaned, humping against my cousin as he slammed his dick into my spasming pussy. So much sensations shot through me.

He pounded me hard, driving my burning ass into the couch. It creaked as he plowed me. His groin smacked into my clit. The nub ached. He bruised my pussy with the force of his fucks. He growled in anger, still punishing me with his wonderful cock. I savored it. Everyone watched me, everyone knew I was his shameful slut.

“Your slut!” I howled at the top of my lungs as another orgasm spilled through me at saying those shameful, degrading words. “Use me. Fuck me!”

“Dump your cum in the slut’s cunt,” Melody hissed, twisting my nipples hard, the pain flaring, crashing into the rapture rippling out of my pussy.

“Yes,” Clint growled. “You’ve been such a brat, slut. Such a pain in the ass. It’s time you made up for it, Lee. I own this cunt. I own your body. I can do anything to you!”

“Anything!” I howled, tossing my head back and forth. “Oh, yes, just keep fucking me. Using me. Spank me when I’m a brat. Fuck me when I tease you. Oh, god, this cock!”

“Little slut,” Melody hissed, her fingers twisting my nipple hard. “I bet you would love to be pissed on.”

“Yes,” Clint growled, driving his dick into me. “Covered in piss.”

My legs squeezed about his hips. My pussy exploded on his dick at the humiliating thought. Covered in piss… Filthy. Another orgasm rippled through me on the heels of the last. I howled out wordless pleasure as his dick kept hammering into me. My cousin’s huge cock.

“Fuck her, big brother,” Alicia shouted. “Fuck our sister.”

“Yes, that’s your brother fucking you,” moaned Melody right before she captured my lips with a possessive kiss.

My brother? The thought danced through my mind. A moment of clarity, a memory of Uncle Clinton kissing my mother, shot through me. Was that I why didn’t know my father? Because Uncle Clinton was my dad all along?

My brother was fucking me? My big, sexy, commanding brother?

I moaned into my sister’s kiss, the pleasure rippling over and over through my body. His cock hammered so deep into me. My pussy spasmed on his dick. I milked him. I needed him to cum in me. To fully use me. I was his slut.

I broke the kiss. “Cum in me! Cum in your slut-sister’s cunt, Clint! Dump it in me!”

“Give the bratty slut what she needs!” Melody howled. Clint’s hand was buried in her jeans, rubbing her pussy to an orgasm.

Clint groaned, slamming into me. He kissed me hard, claiming my lips. I tasted orange juice and something else. A spicy musk I didn’t recognize. His cock buried into the depths of my formerly virgin cunt.

And unloaded.

My brother came in me.

A final orgasm shuddered through me. I heaved beneath Clint, my ass burning from his discipline, my pussy spasming from his dominance. I milked out every drop of his cum. I was his slut. His bratty whore.

“Damn,” Clint groaned, breaking the kiss. “You are something else, little slut. You cum hard.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my eyes fluttering. “Did you mean that?”

“Mean what?” he groaned, his dick softening in me.

“That you would…piss on me.” My pussy clenched hard. It would be so humiliating. “I…I…”

“The little slut wants it,” Melody chortled. She twisted my nipples hard.

“Yes!”

To be continued…
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Vicky Samuels

“What is going on? I’m on a break?” I texted to my sister as I hurried to the upstairs girls’ restroom. I had thirty minutes to satiate my hot pussy. Everyone participating in the debate match today—I coached my high school’s team in addition to teaching history—would use the nearer ones. And I needed privacy.



My pussy was on fire. Everything was happening at the houses today.

My sister and I were far closer than sisters ever should be. For twenty years, we had shared the same man, Cheryl’s husband Clinton. He was our Master. He dominated us, punished us, gave us just what we craved. We made love for his amusement, committing incest to please him. The six months since his death had hit us both hard.. Particularly my older sister, who loved her husband just a bit more than I did.

And now my sixteen-year-old nephew Clint was stepping up as man of the house, dominating not only my daughter, Melody—who had a huge crush on him—but my sister and my innocent, fourteen-year-old niece, Alicia. It shocked me. Not Melody, I had been waiting for the pair to get passed the kissing cousin stage, but the rest of it. My sister fucking her son, submitting to her son, quiet Alicia losing her cherry to Clint.

It made me so wet. I wanted to join in the fun, but I was stuck at school on this dumb debate tournament. Why did I ever agree to coach it? It didn’t net me an extra paycheck but cost me plenty of my personal time.

I was on the second floor hallway, moving from the auditorium, alone, my feet echoing, when my phone made the melodic beeps of an incoming Skype call from my sister. I accepted it, and almost dropped my phone at the sight of the video she streamed me.

My other daughter, Lee, was bent over Clint’s lap. Melody was beside him, Lee’s legs draped over my eldest daughter. Lee was fifteen and a brat, often acting like a girl half her age. She had only gotten worse since Clinton, her true father, had died. She was bare bottom, jogging shorts and panties around her ankles while Melody’s hand cracked down hard on her rear.

“Five, thank you, Melody,” Lee said, her face crimson, her short, black hair half-covering her cheeks. She always kept it in a pixyish bob which only enhanced her bratty appearance. Her asscheeks were as red as her face.

Melody, sixteen and blonde, had a huge grin on her face, a mix of triumph and glee at spanking her younger sister. Her hand stroked Lee’s ass. “You’re welcome, Lee. Now what do you say?”

“That’s right,” my sister whispered into her phone as she filmed. “Lee is joining the fun. She’s totally getting off on being spanked and humiliated like we always thought she did when Clinton disciplined her.”

“Shit,” I hissed, diving into the ladies restroom. My thirty-four-year-old pussy was on fire. My eldest daughter stroked my youngest daughter’s ass. It was so sensual. Lee moaned out her confusion while Clint, looking so strong and handsome, had a glint in his eye. The same glint his father would have when he dominated Cheryl and me.

Damn, he looked like his father did the first time I entered his bed at fourteen, trembling and virginal, Cheryl at my side. They were both sixteen. I was a gift from Cheryl to her boyfriend, her bustier body pressed against me, her hands spreading my thighs.

She’s a virgin, Clinton, my sister had moaned. Just for you.

I burst into the last stall, the door swinging shut. I yanked up my skirt and pulled down my panties. My legs spread wide and my right hand plunged between my thighs. I rubbed at the hot flesh of my pussy, fingers sliding over and over my wet labia. My left hand gripped my phone so tight the plastic case creaked.

“Mmm, that’s right,” my sister purred. “Lee is going to be a wild addition to Clint’s harem.”

Clint’s first spanking fell hard on my daughter’s ass. I could hear the stinging reverberation, my ass aching in sympathy. He didn’t hold back. He was spanking her hard, intent on inflicting pain. And my daughter bucked. She cried, tears falling down her face.

But I knew those moans. She was a masochist. She craved the pain, the humiliation, the shame. It all made her wet and excited. Clint was giving her just what she needed. I wonder if Lee even realized why she acted like a brat, if she understood what she craved.

She was about to.

My fingers plunged into my sopping pussy. My hot flesh clenched on my digits as they reamed in and out. My toes curled in my shoes as I watched the second spanking fall, loving the sound of Lee thanking him. Where had he learned that form of discipline?

“He’s just like his father,” I moaned as the third spanking fell. My fingers plunged faster, pleasure racing through my body. I so wish I was there.

“I know,” Cheryl sighed. “And he loves Melody like he loved us. Maybe Alicia, too. I think he’s realizing just how precious she is.”

“Damn,” I panted.

“He even has a thing for Asian girls.” The phone shook, and I heard my sister let out a wanton moan.

“Really?” I groaned.

Pam Hiragawa dancing through my thoughts. She was sixteen and on my debate team. If Clinton were alive, I would have been grooming the girl to be ready to join us in bed, a gift to him. Cheryl and I always tried to find new Asian girls for Clinton to enjoy. It was a game we played.

My pussy clenched so hard as my daughter gasped and moaned, tears pouring down her face. Her short, black hair tossed about her as she writhed. I heard Alicia groan nearby, watching with her mother.

And Melody. My wicked eldest daughter had her hand sliding up Lee’s thighs, moving towards her pussy as Clint reddened her ass. She bucked and gasped, hardly noticing when Melody reached her goal. One daughter touched the other daughter’s cunt while their half-brother’s hand cracked down again.

“Oh, my god,” I panted, my clit throbbing beneath my grinding heel of my hand. I bucked and shuddered. “Lee’s going to cum.”

“Uh-huh,” Cheryl groaned.

The tenth spanking fell. My daughter Lee thrashed. Her body bucked as she screamed out wordless pleasure. I knew the signs. She had exploded into subspace, drifting on the euphoria brought about by being dominated, the mix of pain and pleasure. Her small body quavered and danced. My pussy clenched on my fingers.

And Clint was moving, Melody helping him, a huge grin on her lips. “Fuck my bratty sister, Clint,” she hissed as they rolled the thrashing Lee onto the couch. She half sat, leaning back, her head tossing, still cumming. “Fuck the little slut. Pop her cherry.”

Melody grabbed his hand. My daughter and Clint stared into each other’s eyes, kissing hard as she brought his dick to her sister’s pussy. Lee thrashed and moaned out her delight. She wanted Clint to fuck her.

And he did.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, my pussy juices dripping out my snatch as I watched Clint’s firm ass flex as he drove into my daughter’s cunt. One hand shoved into Melody’s jeans, frigging her pussy as he pounded Lee. “He’s fucking her. He popped her cherry. My little girl’s a woman.”

“Yes,” Cheryl moaned, the camera trembling. “My son is such a stud.”

Her maternal pride made me gasp and heave. Clint pounded Lee. They fucked her hard. He and Melody called her such humiliating, degrading names. And she loved it. Melody hissed about pissing on her and Lee thrashed hard.

She was into humiliation. Of course she would love being pissed on. Just like her mother.

“Cheryl,” I moaned, my orgasm suddenly exploding through me as I pictured Lee being pissed on by Clint’s huge cock, soaking her in yellow urine, her bratty mouth spluttering as it filled with the nasty liquid. I was kneeling next to her, the piss splashing into my mouth as I held my daughter.

The restroom door opened.

And then Clint turned to me. Your turn, Aunt Vicky. Piss all over the disgusting slut.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned as I bucked and groaned, staring at the image streaming on my phone of my daughter thrashing beneath Clint, my other daughter bucking as he fingered her to an orgasm. Our family was so wild, so hot. The pleasure rushed through my mind.

Ecstasy boiled my thoughts. I moaned and gasped.

The stall door opened. Pam Hiragawa stood before me. “Mrs. Samuels…” Her slanted eyes widened. The Japanese girl—her skin that wonderful shade of pale olive, her hair black silk, her eyes slanted and brown—clapped hands over her mouth, gasping as she watched me masturbate.

Seeing my student’s gaze on me, her sixteen-year-old body trembling in shock, made me cum harder. “Yes, yes, Pam,” I panted “Oh, yes, watch me cum. Mmm, yes.”

Her eyes were locked on my fingers reaming my pussy. Juices squirted out of me as I bucked harder on the toilet. The porcelain creaked beneath me. My legs kicked out, my heels brushing her jean-clad legs. She had a petite frame, her loose clothing hiding any curves. She had such an innocent look about her.

“Oh, god, Pam, I’m cumming so hard. Keep staring at me.”

“Mrs. Samuels,” she moaned again, lowering her hands. She shifted. Two dimples appeared, tenting her blouse. “W-What are…?”

“Masturbating,” I groaned, shuddering. “Oh, my god, yes.” I shuddered a final time, my pleasure bleeding off.

“I…I…” Pam looked around. “I didn’t know. I called your name, and you said yes.”

“Did I?” I panted, pulling my fingers out of my pussy, staring at her eyes. They were locked on the triangle of black hair adorning my pudenda, the tip pointing at my shaved pussy. Just the way Clinton liked me. My sister wasn’t shaved, but she had to dye her hair blonde for him. And though he was dead, we still groomed ourselves his way.

“What are you looking at, Pam?” I asked, standing up.

The Japanese girl blushed and looked down. “Sorry, Mrs. Samuels.”

“Mmm, you have nothing to be sorry about.” I put my phone in my skirt pocket and cupped her chin with my left. I lifted her face. “You’re curious about pussy, huh? A little bicurious desire in you? Or are you gay?”

“I’m not gay,” she said.

“Nothing wrong if you are,” I told her. “I’m bi myself. Like pussy and a hard cock.” I brought my wet fingers to her lips and smeared my juices on her. She trembled, her pink lips glistening. Then her tongue brushed out, swiping across my tart juices. She shuddered. “Nothing wrong at all.”

I smeared more juices on her lips and leaned in, kissing her. Not hard, not aggressive, just letting our lips touch. She quivered while my heart thudded. It was such a risk. I was her teacher. She was underage. I could get in so much trouble.

And that only made the kiss sweeter.

“Mmm, we’ll talk after the debate, okay?” I told her.

Pam just nodded her head, petrified, shocked, unsure what to do, her hips squirming. New desires were awakening in her. She was so cute. I bet Clint would love her. “You know my nephew, Clint Elliston?”

“I…I didn’t know he was your nephew,” Pam said, “but we have English and PE together.”

“He’s cute, right?” I grinned, pulling up my panties. “I bet you have a crush on him. Big, strong guy. I bet you’ve rubbed that hot pussy thinking about him.”

“Mrs. Samuels,” she gasped, shocked.

I put my arm around her. “Pam, Pam, Pam, you are so innocent. I’ll take that as a yes.”

She just squirmed.

“Now, why did you come looking for me?”

“I just…” She swallowed. “Want to talk about my performance.”

She was stiff, uncomfortable. Her research was great, but her presentation was stilted. “You were wonderful. Just the best out there. So smart and articulate. I think we’re going to win because of you.”

“Really?” she said, beaming at me. I tightened my arm on her, the lie winning me affection.

“Uh-huh. But we need to help your confidence. And I know just how.” I smiled at her. “That’s what we’ll talk about later.”

She swallowed. “Just…that?”

“Oh, I think you’ll learn all sorts of things tonight.” I licked my lips. How much would Clint love me if I brought him this sexy, young thing home? I would be his cool aunt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“Jesus, you really want to be pissed on,” I grinned at Lee as she squirmed beneath me, my softening dick trapped in her hot, tight pussy. Melody’s fingers twisted the brat’s nipple, making Lee squirm more. “Well, that’s going to happen. All of us.”

“All?” Alicia squeaked.

“Even you, Princess,” I told her. I groaned, pulling my dick out of Lee’s pussy, my shaft coated in her pink froth. I had popped her cherry hard. I had spanked her ass until she came. Far harder than I had spanked Melody.

I had hurt Lee, and she loved it. I couldn’t help myself. All these years of putting up with her brattiness, being called Lint, dealing with her teasing. All of that frustration poured out of me as I disciplined her, and she had loved it.

Melody shuddered as my hand came out of her fly. Traces of purple stained my fingers along with her cream, leftover from the grape Popsicle I shoved up her cunt earlier. I licked my fingers clean of her sweet juices as she grinned at me.

She was eager to piss on Lee. I bet Melody always wanted to. She kept bringing up watersports since last night. She didn’t want to be pissed on, even if she would submit and let me do it. But she wanted to watch, and she wanted to do it.

Damn, she was wicked. I was learning so much about her. I thought we knew everything about each other, and since we made love last night, we were finally opening up are innermost desires, those secret impulses we kept hidden out of fear.

No longer.

“Lee, get your ass upstairs in the master bathroom right now,” I growled. “Climb in the tub naked and ready to be pissed on.”

“Oh, god,” she moaned, my cum pouring out of her cunt as she shuddered. The brat’s small breasts jiggled in her sports bra. She peeled it off, throwing it on the ground as she stood up.

“Lee,” I growled, “don’t make a mess.”

She gasped and shuddered. “Sorry, Clint.”

Clint not Lint. That was great to hear.

She grabbed her sports bra, jogging shorts, and panties from the floor while my cum dribbled down her legs. Then she darted upstairs. I glanced at my mom and Alicia, grinning at them and nodding my head after Lee, who was already scampering up the stairs, making so much racket in her excited desire to be pissed on.

My dick twitched. Melody grabbed my cock, her tongue licking at the tip, swiping up her sister’s tangy juices. I groaned, stroking her blonde hair, her hazel eyes staring up at me. I shuddered as the pleasure raced up my sensitive dick.

Then I grabbed her arms and pulled her up. Mine went around her waist, grabbing her ass and pulling her tight. I kissed her on the lips, tasting Lee and a bit of salt. I didn’t mind tasting myself. Not on Melody’s lips. She shuddered, her arms slipping about my neck, her body pressing tight together.

I broke the kiss, my forehead resting on hers. “Damn, Melody, that was so hot.”

“I know.” She shuddered in my arms. “Finally we got payback on the little brat.”

I smiled. Melody and I had been best friends all our lives. For sixteen years we had played together. Since we were only a month apart in age, Melody the older, we naturally hung out. We had been inseparable. She was a tomboy, so we had fun playing war and knights and cowboys, racing around our shared yards or playing with other boys in the neighborhood. And our friendship had blossomed into love. She was my queen now.

My submissive, sexy queen ruling my harem at my side.

“Damn, Clint,” she groaned, her hips humping, rubbing her jeans against my dick hanging out of my fly. “We’re going to piss on her. The brat. Oh, my god, I’m so wet.”

“And I’m getting hard,” I groaned, gripping her ass. “We’re going to have so much fun humiliating Lee. She gets off on it.”

“Little slut,” she moaned. “We should get clothes pins and cover her body in them. I bet she would go wild.”

I groaned. “Damn, you have great ideas. I love you so much, Melody.”

“Mmm, love you, too,” she purred and kissed me hard.

And then I heard Alicia let out a loud sob. I caught a glimpse of my little sister, her pigtails flying, as she darted past us for the stairs. Her sock-clad feet tromped up to the second floor. And then her bedroom door crashed shut, rattling the house.

I broke the kiss. “The fuck?”

Melody sighed. “She’s in love with you, Clint, and you just made this wonderful, gushy pronouncement to me, telling me how much you love me—which I enjoyed, by the way—but you’re her big brother.”

“Well, I do love you,” I said, growing irritated. “She has to understand that. You’re my queen.”

“And she’s your little princess. Your submissive sister. She reads all those romances.” Melody smiled. “And, I think, you’re growing to love her, too. I seen how you grin when she holds your hand.”

“Yeah. But I love you.”

“And your father loved two women.” Melody said with patient words. “I don’t mind sharing you. And not just with sex slaves. But Alicia.” She nodded her head. “I could share your heart with our little sister.”

I licked my lips. “Should go talk to her?”

She arched an eyebrow then sighed the way she did when I was being a clueless guy. She squeezed my hand. “She needs that right now. I’m sure you’ll know just what to say to make her feel loved.”

Melody leaned in and gave me another kiss.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I threw myself on my bed, my pile of stuffed animals shifting. Floppy, a blue bunny, fell across my back as I buried my crying face into my pillow. My glasses pushed against the bridge of my nose and the rims pressed on my brow. I ripped them off, tears falling, and plopped them on my nightstand. Then I buried my face into my pillow.

He loved her. Not me. Her.

And why wouldn’t he love Melody? She had boobs. She had an ass. She had curves. She was fun. She could laugh and joke with him. She had all these little things she did, looks and glances and playful punches, that he understood. It was like they had their own private language.

And what did I have?

No tits. Just a pair of small buds pretending to be boobs. Every other woman, even bratty Lee, had tits in the family. But not me. Mom and Zoey, my older sister, had huge tits. Aunt Vicky had big boobs, and Melody’s were nice and round. Lee’s were handfuls, but they at least filled a bra. I still had a training bra.

I would never have boobs.

And he loved her. Even though I gave him my virginity. He called me his little princess, but my big brother didn’t love me. How could I compete with Melody? She was blonde while I was a brunette. Drab, boring, brown hair. She dressed so sexy while all I had were little girl clothing.

I hugged my pillow tight, the fabric growing wetter and wetter as I rubbed my face into it. It wasn’t fair. I loved Clint for so long. He was supposed to be like the sexy men in all the romance novels I read. He was supposed to love me.

Not her.

A loud rap came at my door. “Alicia.”

It was Clint. “Go away!”

He grabbed my door knob and twisted. It rattled. “Alicia, unlock this door right now.”

“No!”

“You’re not being a good, little sister right now.”

My legs kicked. “I don’t care. I don’t want to be your little sister. I hate you!”

“Alicia,” he groaned. “Let me in. I want to talk to you.”

“No!”

He turned the doorknob again. “I’m going to count to three. You better let me in.”

“No! I hate you!” I didn’t know why I said those words. But I was just so angry at him.

“One!”

I clapped my pillow around my ears.

“Two!”

My stomach twisted. What would happen when he said three? Would he spank me like he did Lee?

“Threeeeee…” he stretched out the word.

I bolted from the bed, darting to the door.

“…eeeeeee…”

I yanked it open, the lock popping as I twisted the knob. I stared up at Clint. He was fuzzy without my glasses on. Then I turned and darted to my bed, flopping on it and not looking at him. Why couldn’t he just leave me alone?

He moved to the bed and sat down beside me. He stroked my pigtail. “Okay, Alicia, sit up. Let’s talk.”

I shook my head.

“Princess.”

His voice was so stern, so demanding. My big brother wanted me to sit up. So I sighed and did, my face wet with tears. I couldn’t look at him.

He grabbed my glasses off my nightstand and placed them gently on my face. The world grew sharper. Then he lifted my chin, his dark eyes staring into mine. “Princess, you know I love you.”

“You love Melody!” The words screeched out of me. “You love her big boobs and her ass and her lips and…and….”

“I do, Princess.” His thumb stroked away a falling tear. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t love your petite body, your tiny tits, and your yummy pussy.”

I shook my head. “Yes, it does. You don’t like me. Look at me.” I glanced down at the pink dress I wore. “Everything I own is so girly. And Melody… She’s so grown up.”

“And I love that you’re so girly.” He smiled. “You’re my little sister, Princess. I want that. I like that. I like it when you hold my hand and call me big brother in that cute voice.”

I blushed, squirming at the heat in his eyes. “Big brother…”

“I love your petite body and girlish voice and your pigtails.” He seized one, twining it about his finger. “I love your pigtails. And I love you.”

“But… Melody. You love her.”

“I do. And… I think I’m falling in love with you, too, Princess.” He took the end of my pigtail and brushed my face with it.

I smiled at the ticklish end. “You are?”

“I love you both. Not the same. I could never love you both the same. You’re two different persons. I love different things about you. But you’re my princess, and she’s my queen. You’re both special to me.”

“And Mom? And Lee?” I swallowed. “What about Zoey and her big tits?”

“I’ll never love Zoey,” he laughed. “I’ll fuck her.” His grin grew horny. “I’m looking forward to fucking her cock-teasing ass. But I won’t love her. Or Lee. Or Mom. Or Aunt Vicky. Not the way I love you and Melody.”

I sniffed, feeling suddenly so foolish.

“So you’re okay with that?” he asked. “Me loving Melody and you?”

I nodded my head. “She’s my big sister.” I leaned against him. “And you’re my big brother.”

“Awww,” someone sighed.

I jumped. Melody leaned in the doorway watching us, a big smile on her lips. She had stripped out of her clothing, her shaved pussy glistening. I really needed to shave mine. All of it. I wouldn’t have a landing strip like Melody, but completely bare. Then I would look even more girlish. I bet Clint would really like that.

Clint leaned in and kissed me as Melody moved into the room. I shuddered at the feel of his strong lips on mine. My eyes closed, feeling how much he loved me. How much I loved him. My heart beat so fast beneath my blouse.

The bedsprings creaked as Melody sank down beside us. She reached out, stroking my face. I broke the kiss with Clint, licking my lips, then leaned in and kissed my big sister on the lips. Her arm slipped around both of us, her lips hot and soft, so different from Clint.

I smiled when I broke the kiss. “Maybe…” I whispered. “Maybe, I love you, Melody. You’re my big sis.”

“And I love you, Cupcake,” she smiled. The tip of her nose brushed mine. “Now, what do you say we all go piss on Lee? She’s been such a brat.”

“Yes,” I said, nodding my head. She had been. When we were younger, we were close. But Lee, a year older than me, discovered sports while I found books. And then I was a nerd. Lee and her friends, especially Carmelita, liked to pick on me. They were such bullies. “It was so much fun watching you two spank her. And…” I squirmed, feeling my full bladder. “I want to pee all over her. She deserves it. She’s so mean to me.”

“She is?” Clint frowned.

“Her and Carmelita bully me during PE.” Alicia swallowed. “We all have the same class.”

“I know that Latina bitch,” Melody hissed. “She’s in my US History class.”

“Well,” Clint grinned. “Lee wants to be humiliated, let’s give it to her.”

“That was beautiful,” Mom moaned. She, too, was naked and watching us, tears burning in her eyes. “Sir, you are a wonderful son.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Clint said, shifting his shoulders with embarrassment.

I couldn’t help giggling with Melody at his discomfort. He was Mom’s master, but that didn’t change the fact that he was still her teenage son, and all mothers seemed to have the ability to embarrass their children, even Clint.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I trembled in the bathtub naked. The white surface—was it porcelain or some other material—was cold on my skin. Goose-pimples covered my arms and shaved legs. My pussy dripped with Clint’s cum. I shoved my hands between my thighs, scooping the gunk and brought it to my lips.

What did it taste like?

I licked it. I tasted my tangy musk faintly, but the salty flavor was far stronger. I moaned, sucking on my fingers, loving the taste. I shuddered and shoved my fingers down again, rubbing at my wet pussy, gathering more of his cum to bring it to my greedy lips.

I was so wet. They were going to piss on me. My cheeks burned with shame almost as much as my ass throbbed with pain. He had spanked me so hard. He hadn’t held back. I could tell I would have bruises. I would feel this pain, reminding me of the consequences of being a brat.

Part of me wanted to continue being a brat.

My heart beat faster. My small breasts jiggled as I shifted in the large tub. It was deep and wide, big enough for two or three adults to cuddle into. I wonder if my mom, Aunt Cheryl, and Uncle Clinton—no, he was my dad; I was still shocked to learn that—would slip in here and have long, hot baths. No wonder our two families lived side-by-side. Uncle Clinton—Dad—wanted to keep both his women close to him.

“Well, don’t you just look eager,” Aunt Cheryl said as she walked in naked, her bleached-blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders, her huge tits jiggling. She had the biggest tits in the family, large and pillowy, with fat, dark-red nipples. Zoey and my mom’s tits were a close second and third—I wasn’t sure whose were bigger—then Melody, me, and Alicia.

That nerd had the tiniest tits. They were practically nonexistent.

“I am eager,” I said. I swallowed. “Is something wrong with me, Aunt Cheryl? I want this. Even though it makes me feel so humiliated, like I’m just a filthy, dirty, disgusting girl.”

“You are.”

Her words made me shudder.

“And you love it. You’re wired to crave this. Your mother is, too. She’s more of a pain and humiliation slut then I am. Your father used to cover her tits in clothespins then fuck her pussy and piss in her cunt when he was done, washing out his cum.”

“Wow,” I breathed “I had no idea Mom was so kinky.”

“Everyone is kinky in their own ways.” Aunt Cheryl unfolded the tripod I hadn’t noticed in her hand, the legs extending the locking with loud clicks.

I blinked “Aunt Cheryl?”

“Oh, well, we’re recording this. Clint wants all your friends to see. Especially Carmelita.”

My eyes widened. “What?” My pussy clenched. They would all know. It would be humiliating. Everyone would laugh at me, tease me. And Carmelita would be the worst. She was such a bully. My body shuddered. I shoved a hand between my thighs, rubbing at my pussy. “He wouldn’t.”

She arched an eyebrow.

“He would. Oh, my god, he would.” My pussy clenched, and I rubbed harder at my hot flesh. “Holy shit.”

“You can walk out of the tub right now,” she said, attaching the digital camcorder. She opened the flip screen on the side. The red light flashed on. “If you don’t want to do this, just leave. It’s your choice.”

I stared at the camera, my jaw chattering. Everyone would know I was filthy. My cheeks burned with shame. I swallowed as Clint, Alicia, and Melody walked in naked, his cock thrusting hard before him. It was so thick.

“I’m ready,” I croaked, startled. All my friends would see this? Carmelita. She was a bitch. She was so cruel to anyone that crossed her. I stayed on her good side to avoid her bullying. I glanced at Alicia, her arms cross, her cute, girlish face fierce.

I swallowed. She hated how we bullied her in PE, making fun of her small tits. I really only did it because Carmelita did it. Alicia grinned and said, “I just drank a big glass of water.”

I nodded, shuddering.

“We’re all ready, sir,” smiled Aunt Cheryl. “Camera’s recording.”

“Good,” Clint growled and stepped forward. “Lee, you are a fucking brat. You deserve this. Open that fucking mouth wide, whore. You’re a piss slut. A fucking dirty, filthy piece of shit.”

I shuddered, rubbing harder at my pussy at his words. I was so filthy. So disgusting. My pussy clenched beneath my fingers as I opened my mouth wide, my tongue sticking out. I wanted this. Oh, god, I wanted this. The camera was pointed right at me. Everyone would see what a filthy thing I was.

Everyone.

I almost came.

Clint seized my short hair hard. He jerked my face towards his cock. Melody pressed up behind him, her arms reaching around his torso, and grabbed his dick. Her small hands wrapped about his girth. Her grinning face peered over his shoulder. She had to be standing on her tiptoes to do that.

“Oh, I love holding Clint’s cock as he pisses,” Melody purred. “Every morning, slut, you’ll drink his morning pee. That’s what you are. His piss slut.”

“Yes,” Alicia hissed, her pigtails swaying as she nodded her head. Her nipples were hard thrusting from her little breasts. “Do it, big brother. Piss on her!”

“Yes,” Clint groaned.

He peed.

I tried not to flinch as the powerful, acrid stream of urine splashed into my open mouth. I groaned, the bitter liquid sloshing about my mouth. I swallowed it, my mouth closing to gulp his down. His piss splattered across my chin and cheeks. I felt it drip down to my throat, making me feel so dirty, so filthy.

The camera’s red light blinked. Everyone would see this. Everyone would know I was a whore.

I rubbed harder at my pussy as Melody moved his cock around, splashing his piss across my face. I closed my eyes as the warm urine washed across my forehead, soaking the roots of my hair. It poured down my cheeks to my neck, then to my round breasts. Other streams poured down my back, reaching my spine, racing to my ass.

“That’s it, you filthy slut,” groaned Clint, pleasure crossing his face as he released his bladder. “You’re just my filthy cunt. My slave. I own you and can do anything to you.”

“Yes,” I moaned, rubbing so hard at my pussy, my fingers flying through my folds. Then I plunged my fingers into my cunt for the first time, my hole opened by his cock. “I am. Your cunt, Clint. Your slave!”

“That’s right,” moaned Melody. “We’ll brand you. We’ll have you marked permanently A tramp stamp. Clint’s Sex Slave.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned as Melody pointed his cock at my mouth.

I opened wide, swallowing the last of his piss. The final spurts squirted out as I frigged my pussy so hard. His piss tasted so nasty. I swallowed it, my pussy clenching. I was such a filthy whore. A nasty girl. Pleasure rippled out of my cunt. My head snapped back.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I screamed as I came, the camera recording my pleasure at my humiliation. My stomach was so warm, his piss filling my belly. “Oh, my god, I’m your whore, Clint. Your filthy slave. Tattoo me. Mark me. Do what every you want to me!”

“Now suck the tip of his dick,” moaned Melody. “Clean off every drop.”

Cumming, I leaned forward and latched onto the thick tip of Clint’s dick, my lips spread so wide. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked. My tongue flicked across the tip of his dick, gathering the last drops, savoring each one of them.

“That’s it, little slut,” moaned Aunt Cheryl as she climbed into the tub. “Time to drink more. Mmm, my niece is such a nasty whore.” She seized my hair, yanking me off Clint’s dick and turning me in the tube. Piss dribbled down my body, rolling across my stomach as I kept frigging my spasming cunt.

“So nasty,” Clint growled. “Piss in the brat’s mouth, Mom. She wants to drink it all.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “I’m a nasty slut. Do it, Aunt Cheryl.”

“Your mother is going to love this video,” Aunt Cheryl moaned before yanking my mouth to her pussy by my hair.

I pressed against her trimmed, black pubic hairs, her true color. She smeared her hot cunt against my lips and then groaned. She shuddered, her piss splashing into my mouth. There was so much streaming out of her. I couldn’t swallow it fast enough. It overflowed my mouth, spilling down my chin and cheeks. Hers had a stronger flavor than Clint’s, bitterer.

My pussy clenched on my fingers as I gulped and drank her down. Out of the corner of my eye, I stared at Clint’s hard dick as Melody stroked it. Alicia came up to his side, her hand joining my sister’s, fisting his dick as he watched me with hungry eyes.

He loved it. I was his filthy slut.

Another orgasm rippled through me as I gulped down Aunt Cheryl’s nasty pee. I was such a freak. Such a filthy freak. My fingers churned through my pussy, ripples of bliss shooting through me. I shuddered.

“Oh, yes, you are a delicious pee slut,” panted Aunt Cheryl. “I can’t wait for you and your mother to share this joy. We’ll all piss on you.”

“Yes,” growled Clint. “Now lick my mom’s pussy clean.”

I didn’t hesitate. I had never wanted to be with a girl, but being forced to lick my aunt’s pussy, to clean the piss from the folds of her cunt, and taste her spicy musk made me shudder. Another orgasm rippled through me as I devoured my aunt’s cunt.

I couldn’t stop cumming. The shame propelled my lusts.

She moaned above me, her large tits jiggling as she leaned back against the wall. Her pussy ground on my face, smearing hot cunt across my lips. Her pussy lips were so thick. I lapped at them, exploring them, searching for every drop of pee.

“That’s it, you little slut,” growled Clint. “That’s how you clean a pussy after you’ve drank a woman’s piss. Every morning, me and Melody will expect you kneeling in the shower to drink our morning piss. Every morning, slut. You hear me, you little piece of shit?”

“Yes,” I moaned between licks. “Oh, god, yes!”

Rapture flooded through me. My body shuddered and heaved as my fingers kept fucking through my folds, driving me wild, keeping my orgasm alive as I lapped at Aunt Cheryl’s spicy pussy. The more I licked the more I liked it.

“Everyone’s watching you be a filthy whore,” hissed Melody. “My little sister is the biggest cunt in the world.”

“She is,” Alicia moaned. “You’re such a bitch, Lee.”

Hearing quiet Alicia spout out those words made me shudder. Her eyes were so fierce behind her glasses. She was so eager for this. And so was I. I had been so mean to my cousin—no, remember, she was my half-sister—and I had to make it up to her.

“Oh, god, you little slut,” hissed Aunt Cheryl. “My fucking niece is a budding dyke. Oh, god, yes!”

A new flood of juices poured into my mouth, delicious, spicy pussy cream. It was so much better than piss yet didn’t make my cunt as hot. I drank it down, reveling that I made my aunt cum for the cameras.

Everyone at school would know once Clint showed this video off. Shit.

“Your turn, baby girl,” Aunt Cheryl moaned, stepping out of the tub, her large tits heaving. “Damn, she eats pussy with gusto.”

“Good,” Alicia said as she stepped in, her barely budding tits jiggling. She had wispy, brown hair covering her pussy. A fresh aroma filled my nose. I didn’t hesitate to bury my face into her cunt and find her urethra, latching on.

Clint moved. He climbed into the tub behind me. His cock smacked my ass, dragging down into my crack before finding my pussy. I ripped my fingers out, making room for his dick, and groaned as he rammed it into me.

“You made me so fucking hard, slut,” he growled. “You’re just a whore You’ll do anything. Just a freak.”

My pussy clenched on his dick, and I moaned into Alicia’s cunt. She trembled, pushing up her glasses as she looked down at me. I stared into her brown eyes while her fresh pussy juices dribbled into my mouth.

“Do it, Princess,” Clint groaned as he drew his cock back through my folds, the friction making my body tremble.

“Yes, big brother,” Alicia screamed.

Her piss spurted into my mouth. She groaned, hands rubbing her belly, her entire body shaking. Her urine gushed into my mouth. There was so much pressure. Her stream splashed against my tonsils. I groaned, swallowing as fast as I could as Clint rammed his dick over and over into my cunt. I trembled, rocking back into his thrusts.

“That’s it, piss in her mouth, Cupcake,” hissed Melody. “Drown the little bitch!”

“Yes,” snarled Clint, slamming his cock into me, his groin smacking into my well-spanked ass.

I moaned in pain and pleasure, my hips rocking back as I gulped down Alicia’s piss. Hers had almost no flavor, so light and delicious. I swallowed as fast as I could, drinking her diluted piss as she shuddered, small fingers massaging her belly.

Her stream slowed. I gulped it down, my belly bursting with piss. I shuddered, my tongue sliding out, lapping at her tight slit. Her pussy was so different from Aunt Cheryl’s. No thick, protruding pussy lips, but a tight cunt that my tongue had to burrow into to find her folds.

“Yes,” she moaned her eyes fluttering. “Yes, that’s it. Oh, you were such a meanie to me, Lee. You and Carmelita. Always so horrid.” Her fingers flexed. Then her hands snatched out, grabbing my black hair, holding me in place. “So lick my pussy, meanie! Make me cum for being so terrible.”

“For being a bitch,” growled Clint as he pounded me, driving my lips tight into our little sister’s cunt.

“Yes, yes, such a meanie bitch,” she moaned in her girlish voice, pigtails dancing as her head tossed back and forth. “Lick my pussy and make me cum!”

She ground on me as Clint ponded me. I moaned pain and pleasure into her cunt, savoring Clint’s hard thrusts. My ass burned with each slapping impact of his groin. I loved it. I rocked, my body covered in piss. I could taste it in my mouth mixed with Alicia’s fresh musk.

Another orgasm built in me, churned by Clint’s hard cock and the piss swelling my belly. I had so much in me. I felt so full of the nasty stuff. I shuddered and groaned, rocking back and forth, my tongue flailing through Alicia’s tight snatch.

“Grind on her face, Cupcake,” moaned Melody. My older sister rubbed at her pussy, her hazel eyes so hard. She licked her lips, eager to piss in my mouth. “Make the bitch apologize with her tongue.”

“Yes, big sister,” moaned Alicia. Her hips ground her pussy on my mouth. “Oh, big brother, I’m going to cum on her mean lips. She said such terrible things. She called me a flat-chested nerd. Said my glasses made me look retarded. That I dressed like I was in the first grade.”

“Bitch,” growled Clint, fucking me even harder. “Make her cum!”

I found Alicia’s clit. I sucked hard on it. My little sister bucked and moaned, her tiny tits jiggling. Her nipples were so hard and pink and suckable. My cunt clenched on Clint’s thrusting dick as my excitement built and built.

Alicia’s head snapped back. Her pigtails danced. Fresh juices flooded my mouth. She gasped and moaned, heaving as she came. Her voice echoed through the bathroom She wiggled against the wall, rubbing her hot flesh on my pussy.

“Oh, you meanie,” she panted. “You bully. Oh, yes. That’s it. Oh, you’re such a cunt, Lee. But you made me cum so I forgive you!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“My turn, sis,” I grinned at Lee as I helped the trembling Alicia step out of the tub. “And my bladder is just bursting.”

“Yes,” Lee moaned, rocking back into Clint’s thrust. He fucked her so hard, looking so strong and powerful.

I stepped into the bathtub, my bladder truly bursting. It was so hard to hold it watching everyone else piss in her mouth. But now it was my turn. My bratty, bitch of a little sister deserved this. Her face was covered in drying piss, her black hair matted to her cheeks, her eyes glazed, pussy cream coating her mouth.

I seized her black hair. “You’re just the lowest thing in the world,” I told her. “Just fucking scum, Lee.”

“Yes!” she moaned, her eyes growing glossy. She shuddered and bucked.

“Damn, she’s cumming,” moaned Clint. “Piss in her mouth, Melody.”

“Fuck her ass,” I grinned at him.

He laughed and ripped his cock out of Lee’s pussy. It dripped with her juices. My sister shuddered, still cumming, as I seized her black hair. Oh, it felt so wonderful to yank her mouth to my pussy. I was a submissive for Clint, but with Lee, I was dominant.

Was that unusual?

“Holy shit,” Lee gasped into my cunt as Clint rammed his cock into her asshole. He slammed against her asscheeks. She yelped, her flesh jiggling as he drew back and slammed in. “Oh, my god, that hurts! I love it.”

I leaned against the wall, treasuring this moment. I stared into Clint’s dark eyes, burning with his hunger. He smiled at me, nodding his head as he plowed her asshole. I groaned, released my bladder, and unleashed the flood.

I trembled, groaning as my piss flowed out of my cunt. A hot stream splashing into the brat’s mouth. It was almost orgasmic, better than any piss I had experienced. My entire body tingled as I humped my hips, spraying my pee all across her face. I just didn’t piss in her mouth, I let my urine coat her cheeks and chin, to dribble down to her breasts as she rocked and moaned, bucking into Clint’s thrusts.

“That’s it, you little whore,” I gasped, my pussy on fire. I was so excited hearing my urine splash across her face. More ran hot down my thighs. I didn’t care. “Drink it. Revel in it, whore.”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” Clint panted. “Piss on her face. Use the fucking slut.”

“Just like you’re using her ass,” I moaned, my body trembling. The final spurt of piss splashed into my sister’s mouth. “Now lick me clean! Make me cum, bitch!”

It was so wonderful to humiliate her, to make her drink my piss and feel her tongue lap at my folds, licking up all the drops of my piss that had splashed into her cunt. I groaned and shuddered, grinding so hardon her mouth. Alicia and Aunt Cheryl fingered each other’s cunts while they watched, the camera recording.

We weren’t going to show anyone outside the family this video—we didn’t want to get Aunt Cheryl in trouble—but Lee didn’t know that. She did this thinking Clint would show it off to her friends, humiliate her.

She was such a slut. I loved it.

Her tongue brushed my clit. My pussy was so on fire, my body trembling with such excitement, I gasped in shock as my orgasm exploded in my depths. It came on me so quickly, only a few licks of her tongue and my pussy walls spasmed.

My juices squirted into her hungry mouth. I stared at Clint, loving the slap of his groin into her spanked ass as she drank my cum. I shuddered, grinding harder and harder. My moans and gasps echoed through the room. My head tossed back and forth.

“Yes, yes, yes, Clint. Oh, my god. This is so hot. Fuck her ass. Fuck my bitch-sister’s ass while she drinks my cream.”

“Fuck,” he grunted, face twisting in pleasure. “Fuck!”

And then he slammed into my sister’s asshole. His body shook as he dumped his cum into the little slut’s mouth. I leaned forward, grinding my hot flesh on his mouth, and seized his hair. We kissed so hard, both of us using Lee for our pleasure.

It was wonderful. My sister was made for this. We would do such nasty things to her. Together!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I broke the kiss with Melody, Lee’s ass milking the last drops of cum from my balls. The air reeked of piss. I reached behind me, turning on the faucet. Water hissed, cold at first, splashing around my feet, but warming up.

“You are one nasty slut, Lee,” Clint grinned. “Time to clean you up. Mmm, I can’t wait until your mom gets home. She’s the first person who gets to see your video.”

Lee looked at me over her shoulder, face smeared with piss and pussy cream. I wanted to see her like that all the time. “Yes,” she hissed. “If that’s what you want. You own me, Clint.”

Damn, that was hot. Her ass clenched so hard on my cock. I loved our family. Next Aunt Cheryl, then Zoey. I couldn’t wait to have my cock-teasing, older sister finally pay for wearing those skimpy shorts, flashing that beautiful cameltoe at me every chance she could.

I flipped on the shower, warm water crashing over us. Mom and Alicia slipped in. Four naked, beautiful, submissive women. My women. My family. I loved being the man of the house.

To be continued…
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Clint Elliston

The hot water poured over my body, splashing on my back as the four women of my harem—two half-sisters, a full sister, and my mom—all grabbed the body wash and lathered up each other’s bodies. I was in teenage boy heaven. I was sixteen and showering with my sexy Mom and her huge tits, her bleached-blonde hair darkening as it grew wet. She stared at me with dark, hungry eyes. My little sister Alicia, fourteen, the hair ties holding her pigtails together gone, her hair loose and brown, stared up at me with such delicious love in her eyes. She was my princess, her body petite and budding, so girlish and innocent. Pressing into my side was my half-sister Melody, blonde and sixteen. She grew up my best friend. We were so close.



I loved her and Alicia so much. They were my submissive queen and princess.

Lee was the newest member of my harem, rubbing soap on her small breasts—though compared to Alicia’s budding mounds, Lee’s were ripe and inviting. She ducked her short, black hair beneath the spray, washing out some of the piss soaked into her strands. She was a brat, acting like a girl half her age—seven instead of fifteen. And that all ended today. She understood now that our dad was dead, I was the man of the house.

And I wouldn’t put up with her behavior any longer.

She turned as she washed, her red ass, spots of purple bruising already appearing, glistening as the water sheeted down her back to her rear. I had spanked her so hard for making a huge mess in the kitchen. A mess she hadn’t actually cleaned up after I spanked her. We were distracted. Lee, it turned out, was a humiliation and pain slut, a masochist, and she got off on being degraded.

It was why she was washing all our piss off her body. She had drunk it, let it flowed over her body, and all while it was being filmed. Even now, the camera recorded, though with the glass shower door closed and foggy with steam, I doubt it could capture much now.

“Damn, I bet you and Dad had a lot of fun in here, Aunt Cheryl,” groaned Lee, looking up at my mom soaping those huge, lush tits. Mom had the biggest tits in the family, with my older sister Zoey and Aunt Vicky—Lee and Melody’s mother—tied for second place. Melody’s round breasts put her in a distant fourth, though they were still nice as they rubbed against me. “This bathtub is huge.”

“We did,” my mom smiled. “We pissed in your mom’s mouth enough times in here.”

“Tonight, she’s watching your tape,” I told Lee, staring at her well-spanked ass. “Won’t your mom be proud of you for being such a filthy slut?”

Lee shivered. “And then you’ll show everyone at school, right?”

I wouldn’t. My mom was on the tape, and she would get in a lot of trouble what with all of us being underage. “That’s right. I bet you can’t wait for that bitch friend of yours to see who you truly are.”

“That meanie will tease you and bully you,” Alicia nodded. As a nerdy, book-reading girl, she had been picked on by Lee and her friends, Carmelita at the center.

“Oh, god,” Lee moaned, shuddering. The lust in her voice made my cock hard.

“Mmm, I think the little slut wants it played across the school’s AV system. Every class seeing it, watching you piss into her mouth.” My half-sister—though until this morning I thought she was my cousin. It turned out my dad had dominated my mom and her sister, hiding it from the world. It explained a lot about our family.

“I think so,” I groaned, Melody’s soapy hands washing across my stomach as she pressed tighter into my side. Her body was so slippery.

I soaped up my hands and slid them behind her back and then down to her ass. I washed her. She winced. Like Lee, I had spanked Melody, too, but not because she was bad, though I owed her a spanking for that. I did it because I could and because she would let me. She was submissive with me.

But loved dominating Lee.

Alicia giggled. “You’re getting hard, big brother.”

“I have four sexy women in the shower with me, Princess,” I grinned at her.

Alicia, soap suds clinging to her small mounds and half-obscuring her small nipples, reached out and joined Melody’s hands. Her touch was delicate compared to Melody’s rougher wash. She was aggressive where Alicia was gentle. My dick throbbed. I had loved Melody for years, but I had never really noticed Alicia. She was so quiet, spending most of her time reading in her room. But today, since I took her cherry, I was finding her presence delightful. Her girlish, innocent personality made me want to take care of her like I was her daddy. I wanted to spoil her like my little girl princess, give her what she needed, and discipline her when she acted out.

I think I loved her, too. Different from Melody.

“Mmm, we are sexy,” Melody moaned, her hips grinding on me. I felt her landing strip on my hip, her hot pussy right below it. Despite cumming on her sister’s mouth, Melody was horny for more. With her naturally blonde locks plastered about her shoulders and tits glistening with water, she looked like a playboy model.

“Yes,” I groaned, my skin burning where my two sister-lovers washed my flesh.

Alicia pressed up to my right side, rubbing her hot pussy on my thigh, her hard nipples brushing my skin. She stared up at me with such adoration, worshiping her big brother with those soft, brown eyes. She looked even more vulnerable without her glasses on.

Damn, she was cute.

Their hands swept about my body, washing my chest and back. Alicia giggled as her small hand rubbed at my ass. She gave me a squeeze and giggled louder, her eyes flashing with obvious delight, her hot pussy throbbing harder and harder.

Before me, Mom’s breasts still glistened with soap suds as she washed her sleek thighs. At thirty-six, she was still gorgeous. The mature beauty of my sisters, face hungry, eyes delicious. She was a submissive, living as my father’s slave since she was sixteen. She was so dedicated she brought her sister, my Aunt Vicky, to his bed and he claimed her, too.

“Oh, I can’t wait for your mom to get home,” I groaned to Lee. “She’s going to ride my cock while watching us piss on you.”

“Oh, god,” Lee moaned, leaning back against the wall. Her small breasts jiggled as her hands shoved between her thighs, rubbing at her pussy, her black curls matted by soap and water. She undulated her hips. “Yes, yes, she’ll cum so hard watching it. Oh, please say she will, Clint. Please say I can watch her cum on your dick.”

“If you stay good,” I told her. “You be a brat, and you’ll be punished.”

Her eyes gleamed and she let out a shuddering moan. “Yes, Clint.”

Watching her made my cock ache. Over the water spraying down on us, I could hear her fingers slide in and out of her wet cunt. The feel of Alicia’s and Melody’s hands washing across my body didn’t help either. They were teasing me. They made me tremble and groan. My dick throbbed and ached. I had to cum again. My women were too damned sexy.

I had to fuck one of them.

But which one? I had four to chose from. They were all so willing. I could break in Alicia’s ass. I could plow my mom hard. I could make love to Melody. Or I could fuck Lee’s bratty face, ramming my cock down her throat while she gagged on it and loved every moment of being used.

“Mmm, Mommy needs to wash her big son’s cock.” She cupped her large, soapy breasts, a twinkle in her eye.

“A titty fuck?” I groaned.

She nodded her head, hips undulating. “Just sit down on the tub’s edge and let Mommy wash her big son’s cock, Sir.”

“I think he wants that, Aunt Cheryl,” laughed Melody. Her hand grasped my dick. “What do you think, Cupcake?”

Alicia’s hand joined Melody’s on my cock. “I think big brother wants our mom’s big tits washing his dick.”

“Holy shit, people do that?” Lee groaned.

“Yes,” Mom and Melody said at the same time.

I glanced at my blonde half-sister. “More porn you’ve been watching?”

“I was researching for when we finally went all the way,” Melody answered with an arched smile.

“Like watersports?”

“Perv,” she said and playfully punched my shoulder. “Stop being an asshole, Clint. I didn’t even know the term before you told me this morning.”

“I am a perv,” I grinned at her. “And so are you.” I smacked her wet ass.

She moaned, “Oh, yes, I am. You lead, I follow, Clint. Now sit your butt down and let your sexy mom wash your cock.”

I arched an eyebrow at her.

She winked at me and said, “My loving master, I just want you to be pleasured by your sexy mom.” Then she kissed me.

If she thought kissing me would make me forget her sass, she was mistaken. I was going to enjoy disciplining her tonight. As much as she would. It was why she played the game. When Melody was a smart ass, I found it endearing. When Lee did it, I found her to be an annoying brat.

Must be the difference between loving and just lusting after someone.

I squeezed Melody’s ass hard as we kissed, savoring her breasts pressed against me. She was a little breathless when we broke it, her hazel eyes unfocused. She took a step back from me and almost tripped over the tub’s edge, falling into the side of the shower. But I caught her.

She laughed. “Thanks.”

I winked at her, then I sat down on the tub’s edge. There was enough room between the tub and the shower wall to sit comfortably. The tub was deep, too. My parents had bought it large for play. The entire master suite was enhanced by my dad so he could enjoy his two sex slaves and any other women they brought to his bed.

Like Asian women. Damn, it would be hot for one of the ladies to bring a sexy Asian girl for me to enjoy. Pam Hiragawa from school popped into my head.

“Mmm, Mommy’s going to enjoy this.” She knelt before me. The spray of the shower hissed over our heads. She looked so sexy dripping in water, her breasts held out before her, glistening with soap suds, her nipples fat and hard.

“Big sis,” Alicia said, her voice soft. “Could you…shave me?”

I groaned as Mom’s tits wrapped about my throbbing cock. My eyes flicked past her to my three sisters crowding the other end of the tub, Lee still masturbating and lost to her own world. Alicia looked so coquettish as she stood before Melody.

And then my mom slid her tits up and down my cock. Pleasure from the wet glide of her pillowy mounds sent shivers through me. My head leaned back against the wet, vinyl-smooth wall. My hands clenched as she pressed her tits tighter, forming a hot, soapy embrace. She pumped her tits up and down, the tip of my dick popping in and out of the valley of her tits.

“You want me to shave your pussy?” Melody asked, glancing at me, her eyes questioning.

I nodded once.

“I want to look…more girlish,” Alicia whispered. “More like his little sister.” She bit her lip and looked at me. Without her glasses, I probably was a fuzzy blob to her. “Would that…make you happy, big brother?”

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned. Right now she had wispy, blonde pubic hair, hardly hiding her tight slit. But without it… “Do it, Melody. Shave our little princess.”

“I will,” she said, subservient and excited, a naughty smile on her lips.

“Does it hurt?” Alicia asked, trembling as Melody pushed her down on the opposite side of the tub.

“Like shaving your legs or pits, but you have to be more careful. Don’t want to get a nick down there, Cupcake.”

Alicia’s eyes widened. Damn, she was cute.

“Melody will be careful. Your big sis would never hurt you,” I groaned, savoring the wet glide of my mom’s tits up and down my cock.

“Never,” Melody promised.

“Fuck,” Lee moaned. “Shave her pussy. Oh, yes. She’ll have such a cute, bald cunny. Oh, god.”

Lee thrashed as she came, her back sliding down the shower wall until she was sitting next to Alicia on the wide rim, her legs spread wide, her bush trimmed, black, thick. Though only a year older than Alicia, puberty developed her a lot more. Lee groaned, her legs spasming, her toes curling.

There was another cunt in need of shaving. An idea popped into my head. Lee had to do it somewhere more…public.

Melody slipped naked out of the shower to get supplies while Alicia trembled, the spray falling on her and Lee’s legs. Mom’s tits slid faster and faster on my dick, the friction sending wonderful shudders through my body. My balls boiled, a load of spunk preparing to unleash across Mom’s face.

I would give her a pearl necklace. Every son should give his mom gifts.

“What are you grinning about, Sir?” Mom asked as she stared up at me with submissive adoration. It made her happy to serve.

“Just the gift I’m going to give you.”

“Mmm, your Mommy-slut loves gifts.” She licked her lips, glancing down at my cock. “Is it thick and creamy?”

“Uh-huh.”

Her tongue flicked at the crown of my dick when her tits slid down. She swirled her tongue around it before her tits slid up and engulfed my shaft, making me shudder and groan. When she slid her tits down, she licked again.

Damn, it was better than I imagined. I had seen it so many time in pornos, but having my own mother do it… Nothing was better. I loved being the man of the house. I groaned, just sitting there and letting my woman please me. My mom was my slave.

Melody slipped back in with a pink razor and a bottle of pink shaving cream. She slid the shower door shut and flashed me a smile. “How’s your titty fuck going, perv?”

“Wonderful,” I grinned at her. “Now get on your knees and shave our princess.”

She obeyed with a moan of, “Yes!”

My dick ached and throbbed as the shaving cream whooshed, a mound of pink appearing in her left hand. She rubbed it against Alicia’s pussy, coating all her blonde hairs. I could just see thanks to the angle Alicia sat at. Her small breasts rose and fell faster and faster, her breath quickening as Alicia raised the razor.

My balls convulsed. I was coming closer and closer to cumming, but not yet. I wanted to savor the titty fuck and watch my little sister being shaved by my queen. Melody looked so beautiful as she knelt, her blonde hair matted down her supple back, water running down to her ass, spilling across it. She still had red markings from her spanking.

“It’ll be fine,” Lee said and took Alicia’s hand. “Melody won’t hurt you.”

“Thanks,” Alicia said, giving Lee a smile.

Mom sucked on the tip of my cock when it emerged from her dick this time. I groaned, a spasm shooting from my body. I missed the first swipe of the razor across Alicia’s pudenda as my head tossed back. The pleasure was so sudden.

I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to cum. Mom’s eyes stared up at me, burning with delight at my reaction. She popped her lips off, rubbing her tits faster and faster. My cock throbbed in her depths, her hard nipples rubbing on my stomach.

“Do you like Mommy’s big tits sliding on your dick?” she moaned. “Does my big, strong son love it?”

“God, yes,” I groaned, the razor sliding through the pink foam, scraping across Alicia’s skin. My little sister bit her lip, staring down as her pale flesh was exposed, no blonde hair to be seen. “So good, Mom. You’re such a slut to give your own son a titty fuck.”

“Such a slut,” she moaned in agreement and sucked on the tip of my cock again. Not long, just a quick jolt, but enough to make my balls almost erupt.

“Work those titties, Aunt Cheryl,” Lee cheered, hot eyes watching, her free hand, the one not holding Alicia’s, rubbed at her black-furred cunt. “Make him cum. He deserves it for being the man of the house.”

Damn, when Lee wasn’t a brat, she was amazing.

The razor kept shaving, making that delicious, scraping slide as it made my little sister bare. Melody moved lower and lower, reaching Alicia’s pudenda. She shaved slowly, pulling the razor from Alicia’s slit to her thighs. More and more of my little sister’s bare pudenda was revealed to my sight. She looked more and more girlish, younger and younger than her fourteen years.

And the entire time, my dick was in heaven. Mom sucked every time it appeared, brief jolts of rapture that had my entire body twitching. The wet slide of her tits built the pressure in my balls. I fought against it, coming closer and closer to erupting.

“Cum all over Mommy’s big tits,” she moaned, making it even harder. “Mmm, yes. You need to cum. My big, strong son has so much jizz trapped in his balls. It’s not healthy to keep it bottled up. He needs to let it out.”

“Yes,” Lee moaned. “Mmm, cum all over her tits, Clint.”

Melody slid the razor a final time and then smiled. “Done.” She leaned aside, letting the shower’s spray wash across Alicia’s pussy, clearing off the remains of pink foam. “No hair left.”

Then Melody leaned in and licked Alicia’s bare twat.

“Fuck,” I grunted, my cock unloading. It was too hot to watch. My woman licking our little sister’s pussy made my balls erupted.

Cum spurted from between my mom’s tits. My hot spunk splashed across her neck and chin then rained across her heaving mounds as Melody took another long, slow lick up Alicia’s pussy. She shivered, toes curling.

I grunted through each blast of jizz. I shuddered, my eyes flicking from my mom’s pearl necklace to my sisters’ lesbian incest. Lee groaned beside Alicia, masturbating her pussy faster and faster. The final shudder raced through my body.

“Goddamn, that is hot,” I groaned.

“Mmm, it is,” moaned Mom, my cum dripping down her neck and across her round breasts. She lifted her tits to her lips and licked up lines of my cum. “Delicious. What a yummy gift my big, strong son gave me. Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome,” I panted as Alicia squirmed on Melody’s mouth.

“Big sis,” Alicia gasped, humping her pussy against Melody’s licking tongue. “Oh, yes. Thank you for shaving me.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“You’re welcome, Cupcake,” I moaned between licks. She tasted so fresh, with just a hint of the shaving cream remaining. I tongued her again, loving the way she shivered. Her bare pussy lips felt so wicked against my cheeks.

I felt Clint’s eyes on me, watching as I tongued our princess. I wiggled my hips, hoping he enjoyed the view as I flicked my tongue over and over through Alicia’s pussy. I savored her hot flesh rubbing on my mouth. Loved the way she shuddered and moaned.

I gasped as strong hands grabbed my ass, lifting me up so I knelt in the middle of the tub. Clint squeezed my sore rear as my tongue probed Alicia’s cunt. His fingers parted my butt-cheeks, the shower spray falling on my asshole.

“Clint,” I moaned between licks. What was he up to? He surely couldn’t have another fuck in him so soon. He just came all over Aunt Cheryl’s tits. “What are you doing back there, perv?”

“You’re the one licking your little sister’s cunt,” he laughed.

“God, I am. We’re both such pervs. I love it.”

“Mmm, love you,” he said and then his tongue licked at my pussy.

I groaned, my ass lifting as the man I loved slid his tongue through my folds. I nuzzled into Alicia’s freshly-shaved snatch, knowing Clint had the same bare delight rubbing on his face. His tongue licked hard, his hands clenching on my sore ass, memory of my spanking flashing through my thoughts.

Alicia shuddered, humping against me. Her eyes were closed, her small breasts heaving. Lee groaned beside me, shuddering as she masturbated. I couldn’t see, but I could hear her fingers sluicing through her deflowered pussy.

Clint had taken all three cherries in the family. There was no way Zoey was still a virgin. My eighteen-year-old half-sister dressed like a slut, showing off her huge tits and wearing the tightest jeans, pants, or shorts that always left her with a cameltoe Clint drooled after.

Part of me was afraid when Clint added her to the harem he would forget about the rest of us. He lusted after Zoey.

But I knew he loved me and Alicia. And he got off dominating his mom and bratty Lee. He wouldn’t abandon us. Not when he was licking my pussy, giving me pleasure, making sure I had my orgasms.

“Oh, big sis,” Alicia moaned. “Oh, yes, you’re making me so hot. I’m all tingly down there. It feels so wonderful.”

Her girlish voice excited me more. I wiggled my hips back into Clint’s licking tongue and devoured Alicia. My pussy clenched, pleasure rippling through me. His finger found my clit, rubbing it, making me squirm and spasm while his tongue dug into my hole. He swirled through the sheath. My eyes rolled back in my head. My hips wiggled back against him.

Damn, he was such a good pussy eater. I quivered, moaning and sighing into Alicia’s snatch. I stared up at her, watching her budding breasts quiver and her soft moans escape her lips. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders. She looked so scrumptious.

“Mmm, Sir, you really love eating pussy,” Aunt Cheryl purred. “I bet Melody is feeling amazing.”

“I am,” I answered. “Thank you, Clint.”

He just squeezed my ass in answer with one hand, the fingers from the other dancing on my clit. I shuddered, my pussy clenching along his probing tongue. He dug it in so deep, churning such hot pleasure through me.

And then his tongue lapped upward, sliding through my taint. He shoved fingers into my cunt, massaging my clit with his thumb as he dived his face into my crack. I groaned as he tongued my sphincter, swirling around the dirty opening.

“Clint, you are a perv! Lick my ass! I love it!”

My pussy clenched on his fingers as my tongue flailed through Alicia’s folds. Her eyes fluttered. Her spine arched. She let out soft, cute sighs of delight. Her body quivered. A flood of fresh juices poured into my mouth.

I made her cum.

“Big sis!” she squeaked as her orgasm flooded through her.

“Mmm, you look so cute, baby,” Aunt Cheryl moaned. “So cute when you cum.”

“It feels so good in my cunny,” gasped Alicia. “Oh, big sis, you make me feel so well.”

“Yes,” Lee hissed. “Yes, yes, yes.”

She was clearly cumming, too, thrashing. I groaned, my pussy churned by Clint’s fingers, his tongue probing at my asshole. The hot delight shot through me as his tongue forced past my sphincter and swirled through my bowels.

I bucked, my clit aching beneath his massaging thumb. Sparks shot through me. I groaned and shoved back into his licking mouth. My entire body quivered. I loved it. So much wonderful bliss burst through my body. It ached me. It made me howl and snarl.

“Clint!” I screamed as rapture shot to my mind. “Oh, my god, Clint!”

The water spray turned cold as Clint kept licking my asshole, fucking his fingers in and out of my pussy. I quivered and trembled. My eyes rolled back into my head as I rocked back into his fucking fingers. Pleasure rippled through me.

Alicia squealed. Aunt Cheryl acted. The water turned off as I kept moaning and gasping, wave after wave of pleasure washing through my body. My man kept loving my asshole and pussy. And I kept cumming.

“Clint! Love you!” I gasped. “Oh, my god!”

I was so glad he was the man of the house, and I was his queen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Lee Samuels

As Aunt Cheryl made lunch for everyone but me—I had eaten before my spanking—I cleaned up my mess. Clint watched me, arms folded in the bathrobe he wore. We all wore terry-cloth bathrobes, our hair still wet from the hot shower. I came twice just masturbating and watching the fun.

As I worked, I loved Clint’s strong eyes watching me, making sure I cleaned up my mess. There was a part of me that wanted to be a brat. To say fuck it and find out how he would punish me the next time I acted out. But my ass was so sore.

Maybe I should wait a few days before I was a brat again.

I would call him Lint and be a defiant, little shit. I would mess up the entire house, and then he would have to spank me so hard. He would beat me, hurt me, and make me cum and cum and cum, reminding me that I was his. He owned me.

I grew so wet just thinking about it.

I hoped he would film it, too. Show it off to all my friends at school. They all deserved to know just what a disobedient slut I was. How unruly I was. And how my big brother disciplined me. Everyone would tease me.

There’s the pee-slut, Carmelita would hiss. Your mouth was made to drink piss, you little skank. I should take you into the bathroom and make you drink mine. But you would like it. God, I can’t believe I was your friend. You’re so fucking disgusting.

I needed to masturbate right away.

“Lunch is ready,” Aunt Cheryl pronounced, holding four plates, two balanced on her inner arms. Three had a single sandwich—turkey, lettuce, tomato, with pickles and chips on the side—and the fourth had two. Each sandwich somehow looked perfect, the way Martha Stewart might do it.

And she hadn’t even made a mess.

I licked my lips. I was a little hungry. I was an active girl. I liked to run—I was on my high school track and field team. And then there was all the cumming I did. From being spanked, from being pissed on, from being fucked in the ass while being pissed on, and from masturbating.

Clint glanced at me as he sat down, a grin spreading across his lips. “If you’re hungry, slut, crawl beneath the table and suck my cock. I got a load of protein you can swallow.”

Damn, damn, damn, why was he the sexiest man in the world?

I scampered to obey. I fell down on my hands and knees and crawled beneath the table. My tits swayed beneath the robe, juices trickling down my thighs. I passed beneath the long, blue tablecloth. It was dark beneath. Clint was at the head of the table, opposite from where I crawled under, Alicia on his left, Melody on his right. Aunt Cheryl sat beside Melody, her long legs brushing me as I crawled past. I skirted around the central column holding up the table, lifting my arms and knees over the support legs jutting out radially from it.

And then I was before Clint. I pushed his robe off his thighs, exposing his muscular legs. His cock was half-hard. I leaned my head forward. I had never sucked a dick before, but I was so wet to do it. And I was hoping his would fill my mouth with so much thick cream.

And then I would have to swallow it like a filthy whore.

Shame burned in my thoughts as my tongue licked up his thigh. He tasted of soap. I moved closer, nuzzling at his balls. A hint of salt covered his hairy nutsack. I licked at them, my pussy clenching. This was so humiliating, alone beneath the table while the rest of the family talked and ate. I was the cum-slut. The slave to please Clint.

I was like the family’s dog, getting scraps instead of the full meal.

With a hungry moan, I engulfed the tip of Clint’s thick dick. I had to open my mouth so wide to take his cock. I groaned as I sucked, tasting the salt of precum. It was as good as the cum I had eaten straight from my pussy, but fresher, not adorned with my tangy cunt.

And that made it better.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Lee’s sweet mouth wrapped about my cock. I groaned in mid bite, loving the submissive heat wrapped about my shaft’s crown. The slut sucked with a hungry intensity. I knew I wouldn’t cum any time soon. My dick was actually sore, but it was a good pain, reminding me of all the sex I had today.

“So what’s next, Sir?” Mom asked me as she daintily nibbled on a pickle.

“Homework,” I grunted. “All of us, you included, Lee.”

She sucked harder, bobbing her mouth.

“No one’s grades are slipping just because you’re all enjoying my dick.” I grinned at Melody. “Especially the perv.”

She smiled back at me. “Someone just needs a rest. We’re wearing him out.”

Alicia giggled, her glasses slipping on her nose. With a practiced ease, she pushed them back up. “Big brother is a stud, but he’s not superhuman.”

“I don’t need a rest,” I scowled, and they only giggled louder.

But it wasn’t mocking giggles, it was the shared mirth between people who knew each other, cared for each other. Melody’s bare foot rubbed on mine beneath the table while her sister sucked and gobbled my cock, slurping loudly.

“And me, Sir?” Mom shoved the pickle into her mouth, lips pursed tight, sucking on it before she took her bite. It crunched loudly.

“You’re cooking us a delicious dinner,” Clint said. “Something to give us the energy for Aunt Vicky’s return. Tonight is movie night.”

Lee groaned about my cock. Her fingers found my balls, massaging them as she swirled her tongue, easing the sore ache at the tip of my dick. Pleasure shuddered through me. Oh, yes, she was eager for her mom to see her being a filthy pee slut.

“Your aunt will enjoy that,” Mom nodded. “She’s a lot like Lee. She was even a brat until your father trained that out of her.”

“Aunt Cheryl,” Melody said after swallowing a bit of her sandwich. “Is it normal for a submissive girl to be dominant sometimes.”

“You mean like you were with Lee?”

Melody nodded her head.

“You’re a switch.” Mom picked up her sandwich, taking a bite, lettuce crunching. She chewed while Lee bobbed her mouth on my dick. When she swallowed, she continued, “Some people can go back and forth. Sometimes there only submissive or dominant for certain people or other times it’s just the mood they’re in. You’ll always bottom for Clint, but with others, you like to top. Especially while he watches.”

Melody nodded her head.

“Top?” Alicia asked.

“Person who is the dominant during the scene. The bottom is the person being played with. Vicky tried to top me a few times, but she’s not good at it. Didn’t give me what I needed.” Mom’s smoky eyes fell on me. “Good thing I learned how strong my son is. Mmm, your father raised you right.

My dick throbbed in Lee’s mouth. If I didn’t have a dream of my dad kicking my ass in gear, I never would have ventured on this path. But he had been training me all my life, in little ways, teaching me how to be strong yet loving with my women, to give them what they wanted so they would give me what I needed.

“Yeah, he did,” I groaned. My balls churned, Lee’s mouth so hot.

The front door opened. A moment later, Zoey walked into the kitchen and blinked at the sight of us. My older sister was a busty beauty, a belly shirt clinging to her breasts, outlining the lush pair. Her shorts were tight, her cameltoe on display. My dick throbbed at the sight of her leggy beauty, her brassy hair spilling about her face. She arched an eyebrow.

“What’s going on here? You all were swimming or something?”

“Or something,” Melody said calmly. She took a bite of her sandwich as my eighteen-year-old sister walked towards the dining room. Her hips swayed. She wore heeled, knee-high boots that clicked on the linoleum. The sound grew deeper as she entered the dining room, floored with dark hardwood.

“And Alicia’s out of her cave.”

My dick ached as I ogled Zoey. She was so sexy, so playful. I wanted to grab her right now. I sat there, my second sandwich in hand—the first already devoured—struggling to find the words to say. I had to dominate her and add her sexy body to the harem.

“You shouldn’t ogle your sister, Squirt,” Zoey said at me.

I closed my mouth. “I’ll ogle who I want.”

Zoey glanced at mom who just took a bite of her sandwich, eating calmly, not saying a word. Zoey frowned at Mom’s lack of response to my words. Zoey glanced back at me, studying me, then flicked to Melody.

She smirked at Zoey.

“Why don’t you sit down, join us for lunch,” I said. “Mom can make you a sandwich. We haven’t seen much of you.”

“Busy working,” she said. “You might like to try it, Squirt. Melody tells me you’re the man of the house.”

The way she said it made me feel like such a small boy. My dick throbbed in Lee’s mouth as embarrassment flushed through me. I stared at my sister, not flinching from the smirk on her lips. I had to dominate her. But how? She was so aloof. She was so strong, not like Mom or my other sisters.

She wasn’t a submissive.

“I am the man of the house now,” I said. “So sit down and eat lunch with your family.”

“It would be nice,” Alicia said. “And you should listen to big brother.”

“Big…brother?” Zoey stared at her askance. “What the fuck is going on? Are you all messing with me?”

Lee sucked harder on my dick, slurping, making me shudder. “We’re just enjoying quality family time,” I said, my voice throaty. My balls boiled. Zoey was so sexy. “So sit down.”

“Well, as much fun as that sounds,” she said, sarcasm dripping from her lips, “I’m just here to pick up my work clothes. Me and Stefani are heading shopping before our shift. Don’t wait up for me, Squirt. I’ll be home late. Since you’re the man of the house and all, I know it’s your business to know what I am up to.”

“Zoey,” I growled as she turned and walked away, laughing over her shoulder. If my dick wasn’t in Lee’s mouth, I would have bolted up after her. But, damn, the brat could suck cock. She was hungry for cum.

“Later, Squirt. Have fun playing with Melody.”

I ground my teeth, anger flooding through me. She hadn’t listened to me. She had laughed at me and called me Squirt. I hated being called Squirt. I wanted her busty, beautiful body serving me, obeying me. I needed her submission.

And I would fucking get it. She would learn I was the damned man of the house.

She moved around upstairs, her bedroom door creaking open. Lee kept sucking my cock, bobbing her mouth, hungry for my jizz. But I didn’t want to give it to the slut any loner. I wanted it pumping into my older sister’s snatch.

Zoey’s footsteps echoed as she trooped down the hallway. Then the front door opened and closed. That bitch did not obey me. I felt Alicia, Melody, and my mom’s eyes at me. They didn’t say anything. Were they questioning my authority? My domination?

I couldn’t have that bitch defying me. I needed everyone’s submission.

And I needed to fuck her. I needed to see those huge tits of hers bouncing as I rammed my cock in and out of her cunt. I looked around the room, glancing at my women, settling on Mom, her robe half-open, her lush cleavage exposed to my gaze.

“Mom, take off that damn robe and stretch out on the table. Lee, stop sucking my fucking cock.”

Lee popped her mouth off. “But I’m hungry.”

“You’ll get your cum out of my mom’s cunt.” I clenched my fist. I had to keep my anger under control. A man is always in control around his women, my dad had told me. He doesn’t lash out at them out of anger. He never disciplines them out of emotion. He rules his emotions. They do not rule him.

Mom was already moving. Her robe fell off her shoulders, exposing those lush breasts. She pushed her plate aside and stretched out across the table, legs spread, her black bush on display. She squeezed her tits, her dark-red nipples so hard.

My dick ached. I had to cum so badly.

“Princess, hop on Mom’s mouth and go for a ride.”

Alicia’s eyes widened and she let out girlish glee. Her robes slipped off as she scrambled onto the table. She plopped herself right on Mom’s face without any hesitation, grinding that hot, tight, bare cunt on our mother’s face.

“Oh, Mommy,” gasped Alicia. “Oh, this is so wicked.”

“Lee, since you’re down there, lick Melody’s cunt,” I said, standing up and slipping out of the bathrobe.

Melody mouthed, “I love you,” while Lee moved, banging the top of her head against the bottom of the table. A moment later, Melody shuddered, her hazel eyes rolling back into her head as her sister devoured her pussy. I loved it, all my women scrambling to obey me as I directed them.

“We’re going to figure out how to dominate Zoey and get her into the harem,” I told them. “She’s going to learn that she can only cocktease me so long before I have my dick rammed into her cunt.”

“Yes,” Melody moaned. “We’ll figure it out. We’re a family, Clint.”

“Yes, big brother,” moaned Alicia, grinding her tiny hips.

With Alicia on our mom’s face, it was easy to picture Mom as Zoey. They had similar bodies, their tits wonderfully large, Mom leggy and beautiful. I rubbed my cock against Mom’s pussy lips, imagining Zoey’s begging moans.

Fuck me, little brother, she gasped. Yes, yes, yes, ram that dick in me. Squirt all your cum in me. That’s why I call you Squirt. I want to feel that jizz squirting into me. Knock up your sister.

“I’m going to knock you all up,” I growled, slamming my dick into my mom’s cunt.

“Yes,” Melody and Alicia both moaned together.

“No one’s on birth control,” gasped Mom as I rammed my dick into her.

Her tits bounced just how I imagined Zoey’s would, slapping back and forth. My cock ached and throbbed in her pussy. I pictured it was Zoey’s cunt I fucked, imagining my older sister’s gasps and moaned as I pounded her so hard, making her gasp and shudder.

Her pussy clenched on my dick. Soft and hot, hips writhing, increasing the friction. The pleasure rippled through my body. My balls ached as they slapped over and over into her taint. I stared at those big boobs jiggling and shaking with each thrusts.

You’re cock’s so huge, Clint, Zoey screamed in my imagination. So much bigger than any guy I’ve ever fucked before. Stretch your big sis’s pussy out.

“Yes,” I growled. “You fucking love my cock fucking your cunt.”

“Mommy does.” Her moans were muffled by Alicia’s pussy. “Mommy loves her big son’s cock fucking her pussy.”

“Yes, yes, fuck Mommy’s cunny,” Alicia moaned, squirming, grinding, her small tits jiggling.

“You love licking my princess’s cunt,” I growled.

I do! imagined Zoey gasping. Our little sister is so hot. I’m such a slut, Clint. It’s why I dress like a whore. I’ve always wanted you to fuck me. I was just too scared. I’m so glad you just threw me down and fucked me.

“Yes,” I growled, pounding my mom harder and harder, getting lost to the fantasy.

“Oh, god, you nasty brat, lick my cunt,” Melody moaned beside me.

Everyone was moaning and grunting. Our family writhed in incestuous passion. In my mind, Zoey gasped with us, her pussy so tight on my cock. Her thighs locked about my waist, hips humping. My dick rammed over and over into her hot, tight cunt.

My balls boiled with each thrust. I growled, the table rocking as I pounded my older sister. Her tits bounced and slapped together from the force of my thrusts. She groaned and gasped into Alicia’s pussy, licking my princess, making her squirm and gasp.

I was the man of the house. Zoey would learn that. “You’re mine!” I snarled at my fantasy. “You are fucking mine!”

“We are,” Melody moaned. “We’re all yours, Clint. Even Zoey. She’ll be yours. We’ll make sure of it.”

“We will, big brother.”

“Fuck yes,” Lee moaned from beneath the table then made Melody squeal in delight.

“Mommy will make sure all her daughters are yours, Sir.”

“Yes,” I snarled, fucking harder, my dick slamming deep into hot, incestuous cunt. My balls ached. “Yes, yes, yes! You are all mine!”

“Big brother!” squeaked Alicia. “Mommy’s making me cum! I love it.”

Her pigtails danced as she shuddered before me. I reached out, squeezing my mom’s big tits, pretending they were Zoey’s, as I drove my dick into her depths. The friction shot through me as I latched my mouth onto Alicia’s small nipple.

I sucked hard on her nub as my cum exploded. Take that, you fucking cocktease, I howled in my fantasy. That’s your brother’s cum fertilizing your cunt.

So much jizz! You bred me, little brother! You squirted so much into me!

The pleasure boiled through my mind. Mom’s pussy spasmed on my cock. She milked my dick, massaging out every last drop of pleasure. I groaned, sucking so hard on Alicia’s nipple. She gripped my short, dark hair, shuddering as she came, too.

“Lee! You bratty slut!” howled Melody as she came. We were all cumming except the slut beneath the table.

I shuddered, thrusting a final time into my mom, groaning as my pleasure rippled through me. I popped my mouth off Alicia’s nipple. I pulled her pigtails down, kissing my little sister on the mouth. Soon, it would be my big sister.

Zoey would be my slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

Stefani opened her door. My girlfriend flashed me a huge grin, her fiery hair tumbling about her dimpled cheeks. She had such a radiant smile. I shuddered as she pulled me close and planted a hot kiss on my lips. I pressed my body against hers. My brother was an idiot for thinking that banging Melody meant he had a shot with me.

Our tongues danced as I savored Stefani’s tight body pressed against mine. My hands found her ass covered in a short skirt. I squeezed, my heart racing. Ever since I tried to seduce Dad at sixteen, I had been Stefani’s lover. When Dad rejected me, I cried on her shoulders.

And she showed me there was a different delight to be found in the world.

No one in the family knew I was gay. They all thought Stefani was just my best friend. After all, we had been so close since we were in the first grade. I loved this sexy girl. I shuddered as we broke the kiss, my body flushed.

“Mmm, ready to go shopping, Dandi?” It was my nickname for her.

“Sure, Yunie.” Her nickname for me. They were short for dandelion and unicorn. She rubbed her nose against mine. Then paused. “What’s wrong?”

“My family was acting real weird,” I said. I swallowed, remembering Clint sitting so strong, so much like Dad, at the head of the table. They were all in bathrobes like they had just come from an orgy, and not swimming in Aunt Vicky’s pool. Which is what they had to have done.

“Weird, how?”

“I can’t quite put my finger on it, other than my brother was trying to boss me around like he was Dad.”

Stefani grinned at me. “Mmm, maybe you want him to throw you down and fuck you like you did with your dad.”

“Eww, gross. With Squirt?” I shuddered. “He’s my little brother. Melody might be putting out for him, but I wouldn’t touch him.”

“He’s cute,” Stefani giggled.

“I’d rather you throw me down and fuck me with a strap-on.” I licked my lips. “Let’s swing by Lover’s Delight and buy a new dildo.”

“Sure. Let me just grab my work clothes.”

“Good,” I purred, my pussy so juicy. I loved being fucked hard.

“And then we’re going to have a blast at work.” Stefani shuddered. She was such an exhibitionist.

So was I.

“It’s Saturday night,” I grinned. “And I am ready to make some money.”

Stefani winked at me. Everyone in the family thought we worked at Dairy Queen. They would shit bricks if they knew the truth. It was all Stefani’s idea, and I loved it. Men were so dumb. They thought they had a chance with us and showered us in money.

My girlfriend reappeared with her gym bag. “Let’s go!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

Pam Hiragawa trembled as she moved towards me. The debate match was over. The team I coached had squeaked out a victory. If Pam was more confident in her presentation, we would have won by a larger margin.

But I didn’t hold that against the cute, Japanese girl. Sixteen and with a doll’s face. I burned to take her home with me and gift her to Clint. I wanted to make sure he didn’t forget about me with both my daughters, my niece Alicia, and my sister all fawning over him. I would be the coolest aunt ever.

How many aunts brought home a sexy, Japanese girl for their nephews to fuck?

Pam’s pale, olive cheeks were flushed and her slanted eyes glossy. She stopped before me. “So… I’m ready to learn more.” She licked her lips. It had been so sweet to kiss her lips after I smeared my pussy juices on them.

“Let’s go to my classroom where we can have some privacy,” I husked. “And we’ll talk about how you can improve.”

To be continued…
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Vicky Samuels

I loved how Pam Hiragawa trembled as I led her into my dark classroom. Trickles of light bled through the closed Venetian blinds, painting stripes across the neat rows of desk. The sixteen-year-old, Japanese girl trembled, hands clasped before her, pale-olive cheeks flushed. Her silk-black hair was gathered in a French braid falling down her back.



She was the type of Japanese girl Clinton would love. I missed my master and lover. If bigamy was legal, he would have been my husband, too. But my older sister, Cheryl, had that honor. And she did love him more than I did, so it was only fair.

But I savored the time we had.

And now that Clint was stepping up as the man of the house, I was thrilled to learn that he, too, had a thing for Asian girls. And Pam was just perfect. Trembling, innocent, blushing, beautiful. Earlier, she had caught me masturbating in the ladies’ restroom. It happened on a break during the debate tournament my school hosted today—I was the coach of my school’s team, which was why my Saturdays were occupied. And with no bonus pay.

Meanwhile, all the fun was happening at my sister’s house. Cheryl, both my daughters, and Alicia had all submitted to Clint. My youngest daughter, Lee, a complete brat, had been spanked and pissed on. Alicia had her cherry popped, and Melody had finally surrendered herself to Clint. The pair had been in love for years, growing up as kissing cousins, not knowing the truth that they were actually half-siblings.

And I missed it all.

But Pam would make it all better.

“H-How can you make me better at debate, Ms. Samuels?” Pam asked, a tremble in her voice.

“It’s all about confidence,” I purred, lifting her chin. “Look at you, trembling, frightened. Why are you scared?”

“B-Because you kissed me earlier,” she whispered. “I’m your student. You shouldn’t have done that.”

“But you enjoyed it.” I leaned in, loving her pink lips. “You loved the taste of my pussy on lips.”

Her cheeks grew brighter.

“That’s why you’re here. You want more. I can help you gain confidence. To stand tall before a crowd.”

“By…having sex with you?”

“That won’t make you more confident.” I gave a wicked giggle. “That will just be fun. What you need is a boyfriend. Someone that will make you realize how pretty you are. How smart you are. A sexy, young man who will make your heart flutter. You’ll want to please him, to love him, to feel his eyes on you, supporting you, when you step out on the stage. You’ll be able to speak with confidence because he believes in you.

“Now, are there any boys that make you feel those wicked tingles in your virgin pussy?”

“Ms. Samuels,” she whispered. “I…I…”

“Is it my nephew, Clint?” I smiled, my thumb stroking over her lips. They were wet, plump. So kissable. “He talks about you sometimes. He notices you. In gym class, wearing your athletic wear. I bet your ass looks marvelous in those shorts. How could he not notice you?”

“But… He’s always with his cousin, Melody. They’re…” She swallowed. “I’ve seen them kiss.”

Does everyone know about Melody and Clint?

“And? A boy can love more than one girl.” I pushed my thumb into her mouth, so warm and wet. “Especially if that girl is bi. How many times have you masturbated to my daughter, Melody?”

Her slanted eyes widened.

“As many times as you have to Clint?”

She trembled. I pushed my thumb deeper. Her tongue caressed it. My pussy clenched.

“That’s what I thought.” I leaned in closer, rubbing the tip of my nose against hers. “But you just don’t have the confidence to approach them. That’s your first test. On Monday, when you see my nephew, tell him his aunt sent you. That you want to suck his cock while Melody watches. If you can do that, you will have taken a great step forward in your confidence.”

I popped my thumb out of her mouth.

“Can you do that?”

Her almond eyes were shiny. “I…I…”

“He’ll love it. I know he will. He talks about you all the time.” I had never heard Clint say her name once. “I know my nephew and daughter. Trust me, this will pay dividends for you. Okay?”

“I…I’ll think about it.”

“Good. Do that. While you masturbate. Imagine it over and over, your pussy getting wetter and wetter.” I licked my lips. “I bet your pussy is so wet right now. Huh?”

She gave a slight nod of her head.

“And wouldn’t it be so wicked of me if I knelt down before you and licked your pussy?” I nuzzled her nose. “I mean, you’re my student. It’s so wrong, isn’t it?”

Pam nodded her head, her breasts pressing on her blouse as she breathed in.

“But that’s what makes it soooo exciting, right?” I arched an eyebrow. “It makes you so wet.”

“So wet, Ms. Samuels,” she whispered, her voice such a naughty purr. I shivered in absolute delight.

“That’s what I thought, sweetie.” I licked my lips. “It’ll be our little secret.”

I kissed her before she could speak. I captured those sweet lips. I couldn’t wait for Clint to report back to me on his Monday romp with this delectable girl. He would know I was cool aunt. His sexy, submissive aunt who would find him all the hotties for his pleasure.

My pussy burned at that thought. I wiggled my hips, my hands unbuttoning her blouse as I kissed her hard, my tongue thrusting into her mouth. She moaned, eyes squeezed shut, her lips moving, learning, surrendering to her passion.

She was such a submissive thing. So pliant. Clint would have no problems with her. Ooh, it would be such a wicked surprise.

Her blouse fell loose, and my hands reached in, touching her bare skin. She was silky smooth. I stroked up her sides, bringing a shudder and moan from her lips. I rose higher and higher, reaching the bands of her bra. I slid along them until I found her cups.

I squeezed her round breasts.

Her bra felt so plain, so boring. No lace, no exciting cut, no pattern of little holes in the cup to show off her flesh beneath. This girl was missing out. A woman had so many options on how to display her body. She should embrace them.

And she would once she had the confidence Clint would give her.

She moaned as I groped her breasts through her blouse, her nipples hard. I rubbed circles with my thumbs over her nubs. The little sighs and gasps she made were intoxicating. Her kiss grew hotter, her tongue moving, brushing mine.

Her confidence already building.

She stiffened as my hands reached behind her back. She knew what I was going for. But I didn’t let up on the kiss, I didn’t give this sweet, sixteen-year-old virgin a chance to object, to think. I wanted her thoughts full of lust.

I had plenty of practice unhooking another woman’s bra. It was different than doing your own. The clasp came off with a flick of my wrist. My hands moved, pulling the straps off her shoulders, baring those breasts. My hands found them, squeezing her warm flesh. They were soft yet firm, so wonderfully round and plump, bigger than most Asian girls her age. I found her hard nipples, short, fat nubs that I rolled between my thumbs and fingers.

Now I broke the kiss.

“Ms. Samuels,” she moaned as I rolled her nipples between my fingers, loving how she squirmed and writhed. “That’s… Oh, wow, that’s…”

“Say it,” I told her. “You want to be a debater. A debater speaks with clarity, projecting her thoughts and ideas.”

“That feels really nice,” she moaned, her lips shiny with both our saliva. “It tingles. All the way down there.”

“Down there? Use precise language.”

“My cunny. It makes me feel all fluttery and wet. I itch.”

“What does it make you want to do.”

“Touch myself,” she whispered, growing more bold. “To masturbate.”

“How?”

“I love to rub myself with my fingers,” she moaned. “And play with my nipples. I smear my pussy juices on my nipples. Makes them slippery. Then I can really roll them. I switch hands, plunging over and over, keeping my fingers coated while I play with myself. I pictured Clint doing it or Melody or… Others.”

“Only thinking about Clint and Melody until Monday,” I told her. “You need to be ready to please him. Practice sucking on carrots or bananas. No teeth. You don’t want to hurt his dick. You want to pleasure him.”

“Yes, Ms. Samuels,” she moaned, her hips shifting. “Are you really going to…go down on me?”

“Be specific.”

“Are you going to lick my cunny?” Her words burst loud from her small body, echoing through my classroom.

“Yes,” I hissed and pinched her nipples hard. She gasped and shuddered. “I’m going to do it so hard. I’m going to make you cum on my lips. I’m going to send you home feeling so confident about your sexy body.”

“I’m sexy?”

I grinned at her. “Oh, you are. That skin, these breasts, your legs. Girl, you are delicious. Petite and sexy and sensual. I have to eat you. I’m so wet for you.” I grabbed her hand and shoved it between my thighs, rubbing at my panties. “Feel how wet I am.”

She gasped, slanted eyes widening. “You’ve soaked your panties.”

Her hand came away, spots of moisture on her fingers. She glanced at me and I nodded. She brought her hand to her nose, inhaling sharply, smelling my spicy musk. Her body shivered, breasts quivering. Then she licked her fingers while I knelt before her, pink tongue sliding slowly up her digits, tasting her pleasure.

“Now isn’t that just delicious?” I asked her. “Imagine what my daughter will taste like. I bet Melody has a sweet tasting snatch.” Tonight, I would find out. I would eat both my daughter’s cunts and Alicia’s if I could manage. I was such a bad mommy and a wicked aunt.

As she licked her fingers, I worked down her skirt. Her panties were the same boring white as her bra. But her crotch was soaked. I leaned in, breathing in deeply. Her tart musk bled through the fabric. I licked, tasting cotton and pussy, such a sweet, innocent flavor.

Her hips writhed, sweet moans escaping her lips as I pushed her gusset into her folds, molding them tight. A few black curls escaped out her gusset. She wasn’t shaved. Perfect. Japanese girls looked so intoxicating with their dark, thick bushes. I bet Clint would love that about her.

“Ms. Samuels,” she moaned, staring at me. She leaned back against a desk, her hands planting on the edge, gripping it as I pulled down her panties. Slowly, rolling them down her hips, exposing the top of her black bush. “You’re really going to do this.”

“Do what?”

She licked her lips. “Lick my pussy.”

“Uh-huh.”

“It’s so wrong. I’m your student. I’m sixteen. You’re an adult.”

“I know,” I moaned, not caring about how immoral this was. My pussy was on fire. I breathed in her tart musk as her panties rolled down her sleek thighs. Her bush was trimmed but thick, hiding her folds.

I left her panties bunched around her knees, unable to resist my hungers for her underage snatch. I buried my lips into my student’s cunt and licked hard. She shuddered, back arching, breasts jiggling over my head as I found her virgin pussy buried beneath the forest of black curls. I ran along her slit, gathering her tart musk.

Her pussy was virginal tight. My fingers quested through her silk pubic hair. I parted her vulva, exposing her inner flesh, and licked again. I brushed her intact hymen, the membrane covered in small holes, before swiping through her folds and brushing her clit peeking out of its sheath.

She bucked. Her eyes shot wide open. “Ms. Samuels. That’s so naughty! Oh, wow. Oh, yes.”

“Don’t be shy. Tell me exactly how this feels.” I took another long, slow lick.

“It feels wonderful. Oh, your tongue is sliding through my folds. I can feel it against my flesh, caressing me. And… Oh, that’s my clitoris.”

“Your clit,” I grinned. “Your cute clit and your hot pussy, your cunt. Or your cunny. That’s what you call them.”

“Yes, yes, my cunt!” Her body shuddered saying that word. She probably thought it was such a terrible word, but know, her lusts burning hot, she realized it was also so sexy. Her hips undulated, silky pubic hairs caressing my lips as she ground on me. “Yes, yes, Ms. Samuels. Lick my pussy. My underage cunt! You’re such a naughty teacher! So bad!”

“I am,” I moaned. I wanted her to fuck my nephew and daughter. I wanted to make my sexy Master happy. I hadn’t even submitted to Clint yet, and he was already my master. He owned me.

And Pam would be my proof.

I licked her harder, faster. My thumb rubbed at her clit as I licked about her tight slit and folds. I brushed her hymen and drank her wonderful, tart juices. They dribbled down my chin and coated my face. She squirmed and moaned. Her hips shook, shuddered. Breasts bounced above me, dark-brown nipples waving. Her face contorted with her pleasure.

Her hips humped and moaned. Her breasts jiggled as I stirred the pleasure through her body. I made her writhe and gasp. Her head snapped back. She moaned out her delight, eyes clenching, body shivering.

“It’s building,” she moaned. “My orgasm! Oh, Ms. Samuels! Oh, this is so naughty! I’m going to cum! No one’s ever made me cum before.”

“Don’t hold back,” I moaned. “Let it out. Pretend I’m Melody.”

I sucked on her clit hard as she gasped. With her eyes closed, I knew she was picturing my daughter and her blonde hair, her round breasts, her youthful body. They were the same age, both sixteen, in the same year along with Clint. Pam spasmed, her breasts bouncing, the desk creaking.

And then she came. The breath exploded out of her. Juices flooded my mouth as she moaned and gasped. She spasmed. Her French braid whipped about her body while her breasts danced above me, so perky and firm. Her thighs tightened on my cheeks.

I savored her pleasure. I savored preparing my gift to my nephew and Master. Clint would love Pam so much. I hoped he recorded her sucking his cock on his phone. My pussy burned between my thighs. I wanted to masturbate so badly.

But I would save it for tonight. For my Master.

“Ms. Samuels,” she squeaked out as she bucked and shivered a final time, her pleasure slowing. “Ms. Samuels… Oh, that was amazing.”

“Did you picture me as Melody?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“And you’re going to offer Clint a blowjob, telling him it was my idea?”

“I’ll think about it.”

“You’ll do it,” I said, forcing myself to be as dominant as possible. It wasn’t what I liked, but I could do it to groom young girls for my master’s pleasure. “You want to do it. This is what you need for your confidence. If you can walk up to a boy and offer to blow his dick, you can debate before a crowd.”

“Yes, Ms. Samuels.” she shivered. “But… Where can I blow him at school? We’ll get caught.”

“My classroom,” I told her. “Before my first class. It’ll be open for you to use. You’ll blow my nephew right where I’m kneeling.”

Mmm, I was such a cool aunt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

I hummed happily as I cooked wearing nothing but an apron. It had been so long since I had done that. Zoey had been just a toddler and Clint a bun in my oven. Once the kids came, my sex life with my husband and sister had to go beneath their notice. All our kinky fun was outside the house or in our soundproof bedrooms—Clinton made both mine and my sister Vicky’s next door that way.

He was such a handy man.

I paused before the mixing bowl full of the breading for the chicken, made from scratch, and fought back the tears. Sometimes, it felt like Clinton just died instead of six months ago. He was my man. My son may be my new master, but he would never own my heart the way Clinton had. For twenty years he loved and dominated my sister and me.

Twenty wonderful years.

I took a deep breath, calming myself. My hand shook. I really wanted a drink. But Clint forbade me from buying any wine. There was none in the house. The shiver shook me more. I grit my teeth and went back to mixing the breading.

Cooking was soothing. I used to do it almost every night for two decades. I would come home from my job as a paralegal for Elisabet Reenbug, a tax attorney, and start dinner. Clinton loved home-cooked meals. I made enough for Vicky and her children, too.

And now I cooked for Clint.

He was watching me from the dining room, sitting at the head of the table, having a great view of my naked ass as I flounced through the kitchen. He, Melody, Alicia, and Lee were all in there working on their homework, cooling off after our morning and afternoon of nasty sex. I could still feel Lee’s mouth licking Clint’s cum out of me while the fresh flavor of Alicia’s pussy lingered on my lips.

I licked my fourteen-year-old daughter’s cunt, and I loved it.

The front door opened. I tensed for a moment. It shouldn’t be Zoey. My eldest daughter was working at Dairy Queen tonight. If she found me wearing only an apron, that would be awkward. She wasn’t ready to be apart of the harem.

Yet.

I had to have a mother-daughter conversation with her, ease her into it. She wasn’t as submissive as the other women of the family, and she still saw Clint not as a man, but as her annoying, younger brother. A kid.

A Squirt.

Instead, it was my sister, Vicky, who walked into the house back from her day coaching debate. I could just see her in the entrance way pulling off her coat and hanging it on the rack. Then she unbuttoned her blouse. She flashed me a naughty smile. I grinned back. She was eager to have a new Master, to serve Clint with me and her daughters and nieces.

We looked a lot alike, though I was taller and bustier than my little sister, though not by much. Her breasts were large and round, so fun to play with. Her hair was the same shade of black as mine—when I didn’t have it bleached blonde. Her breasts came out. We had matching tattoos over our hearts, a triangle with three letters tattooed at the corners. C at the top, then a C and a V at the bottom corners.

Clinton, Cheryl, Vicky.

Her breasts bounced as she worked out of her skirt and panties, rushing to strip for her master. Unlike me, she was shaved save for a triangle on her pudenda pointing down at her pussy. Clinton wanted me blonde and her shaved. Even after he died, we kept grooming ourselves to his standards. In fact, I needed to bleach my hair again, my roots were too dark.

Naked, she fell on her hands and knees and crawled into the kitchen, ignoring the discomfort of first hardwood floors and then linoleum. I smiled at my sister as she passed me, staring at her ass and shaved pussy.

She glistened.

A chair scraped. Clint stood up from his place at the head of the table. He was tall, strong, filling out to his father’s powerful build. Clinton had educated our son, rearing him to be the master of his sisters. My husband never touched his daughters, not even when sixteen-year-old Zoey tried to seduce him. He wanted them all for his son. So he made sure Clint knew how to act, how to handle his women, how to take care of them. I doubt Clint ever realized his father’s true goal.

“You would be so proud of him,” I whispered as Clint seized my sister’s hair.

“What do you think you’re doing, Aunt Vicky?” Clint asked, hauling her head up. She knelt before him, her spine so supple.

“I’m here to be your slave, Sir,” she answered. “To do any nasty, filthy, naughty thing you want. Degrade me. Fuck me. Use me, Sir!”

“Mom,” Lee groaned. Then she slipped out of her robes, her slim, athletic body appearing. The fifteen-year-old had small breasts and a black bush between her tan legs. Her short hair gave her a pixyish bob, fitting her bratty personality. “Me, too. I’m his slave, too, Mom. He uses me! He pissed on me.”

“Lee,” Clint growled. “Did I tell you to strip naked and interrupt your mother’s submission to me?”

“No, Sir,” Lee said, though there was heat in her voice, a wiggle to her hips. Her red and bruised ass rested on her heels. She had to feel the pain as she squirmed. She was excited to be punished.

Would Clint understand how he had to actually punish her? Vicky was the same way when she was fourteen, purposefully being a brat so Clinton would spank her.

“Then shut your filthy mouth, skank,” Clint snarled. “And get back to doing your homework. Naked. I want you to really feel that hard chair pressing on your spanked ass.”

“Yes, Sir,” Lee squeaked and dashed back to her chair, sitting down hard, groaning out her pain, and pleasure.

Clint would have to learn the same lesson as his father.

My son turned back to my sister. “And why do I want another filthy cunt in my harem?”

“Because, sir, you love having filthy cunts to abuse. And I just know the thought of mother and daughter submitting to you, being degraded by you, being treated like the filthiest trash makes you so hard, Sir.”

Clint smiled and stroked her hair. “You’re mine, slut.”

She shivered.

“Now go help my mom cook dinner. We have our schoolwork to get down.”

“You do have that History report do on Monday,” Vicky said. She taught Clint’s World History class. “And Melody, you better read the chapter on the French-Indian War. There’s a test on Monday on it.”

“Yes, Mom,” Melody said, her voice icy. “And you need to learn, Mommy-slut, that I am Clint’s Queen.”

“And I’m his Princess,” Alicia butted in.

“So remember,” Melody continued, “outside of History class, I own your ass.”

Vicky shuddered at her daughter’s words. “Yes, Madam.”

Clint smiled as he sat down, his back straight, proud like the rooster in the hen house. He patted Melody’s hand before he went back to his homework. Vicky rose with naked grace, a huge smile on her lips as she darted into the kitchen to join me.

Her arms went around me, and she kissed me, my tits, barely covered by my apron, pressed into her naked breasts. She squeezed my ass. It was so wonderful not having to hide my love for my sister, our tongues dancing.

My eyes widened. I tasted pussy on her lips.

I broke the kiss, whispering, “Who’s cunt is that?”

“Pam Hiragawa’s.”

I smiled. Clint had mentioned her a few times. He had the hots for her. She was Asian, and Clint was so much like his father. “Grooming her?”

“I’m going to be such a cool aunt.” Vicky giggled wickedly. “Clint’s going to get a treat Monday morning.”

“Good. My big, strong son deserves all the treats he gets.” I shivered, such motherly pride bursting in my chest. I had raised such a strong boy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Dinner was delicious. Home-cooked and fulfilling. After a day of fucking, I was famished. Breaded chicken, fresh rolls, a salad with Mom’s Italian dressing recipe. I was feeling great. I grinned as Mom and Aunt Vicky, both naked, bustled the dishes to the kitchen, their large breasts bouncing, their bodies brushing each other, exchanging naughty gropes and stolen kisses, the pair so happy to serve a man again.

“Look at them,” Melody said, slipping onto my lap. Alicia had her Kindle out, reading it while Lee was bent over the table, taking a nap on her folded arms, clearly full. She ate more than I did. I admired her, her naked back a supple arch. My dick throbbed beneath my half-sister’s ass as Melody wiggled, her blonde curls brushing my shoulder.

She smelled delicious.

“They both look so happy. It’s been months, Clint, months since there’s been really happiness in the house. Since we felt like a family.”

I grinned. “Even Alicia is here, reading at the table like she would instead of vanishing into her room.”

My little sister smiled and kept reading, tapping the screen to turn the page.

Melody wiggled on my lap again. My dick ached. I glanced at the kitchen, watching my two sex slaves take care of all the mess. We couldn’t start movie night until it was clean—messes needed to taken care of right away, not allowed to fester. Taking care of a home was more important than pleasure.

Dad’s words echoed in my head.

“You like staring at our moms’ asses, don’t you?” Melody whispered.

“I do,” I groaned, my dick throbbing.

“Clint, would you do something for me?” Melody nuzzled into my neck. My submissive queen licked up to my ear. “Would you fuck me so my mom can lick out your cum.”

“You are such a perv,” I groaned, my dick throbbing.

She squealed as I lifted her in my arms and set her on the table with a loud thud. The tablecloth was already gone, and she lay on the bare table, polished dark brown. Lee lifted her head, blinking blurry eyes as I ripped open the blue robe Melody wore, exposing her round breasts. Her nipples thick and dusky. I drank in her body, following the curve of her hips to her pelvis bone, tracing that to her landing strip of gold leading to her juicy pussy.

“Say it,” I grinned, grasping her breasts, leaning over her, my dick thrusting against my robe. It wanted to burst free. “Say what you are.”

“A perv,” Melody moaned, squirming, a huge grin on her face. “Your perv, Clint.”

I licked her nipple, swirling around the nub, making her squirm. I loved the texture. My hands kneaded her breasts as the table creaked. She wiggled and thrashed, cooing out her delight. To my left, Lee whispered something to Alicia. They both stared at us, Alicia so innocent with her cute glasses and brown hair gathered in pigtails, Lee so energetic with her huge grin and quivering tits. Alicia giggled, nodding her head.

“What?” Melody asked as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. I loved it. She groaned, squealing as I covered every inch of her nub. She shuddered.

“You are a perv,” Alicia grinned. “My big sister is a perv.”

“So is your big brother, Cupcake.”

I nipped her nipple. I was. Such a perv. I was so hot to watch my aunt lick my cum out of her daughter’s snatch. My dick throbbed as I sucked and nibbled on Melody’s nub. She squirmed, her legs rubbing on my sides. Her foot moved, reaching down, searching for the tie of my robe. She played with it, trying to undo it as she moaned.

I switched to her other breast, sucking even harder on this nipple. That really made her buck and moan. Her body shuddered. Oh, she was such a naughty slut. I licked at her dusky nub and then nipped it hard, stretching out her nipple.

“Clint,” she moaned, squirming. “Oh, yes, Clint.”

Lee’s hand shot out and pinched Melody’s other nipple. Then the brat leaned over and sucked on it, the crown of her head brushing mine. Melody shivered, her foot trying harder, though in vain, to undo the loose knot of my robe.

“Oh, yes, Lee, suck on my nipple, you naughty slut. Make me feel so good while my man fucks me! Put that mouth to good use. Mmm, you just live to please us. Clint, me, Alicia. That’s it.”

I popped my lips off Melody’s nipple. “That’s right, Lee. You make your sister feel good while I fuck her brains out.”

“Do it, big brother,” Alicia giggled, sounding so girlish, so much younger than her fourteen years. She was so precious.

“I will, Princess. My queen’s a perv in need of a big, hard cock.”

“So badly,” moaned Melody while Lee sucked loud and noisily on her nipple.

I rose, ripping open my robe. From the kitchen, Aunt Vicky watched with hungry eyes. “Fuck my daughter, Sir,” she moaned. “I want to lick her clean. Oh, yes. Make me lick my baby girl clean of all your spunk.”

“Mommy’s so proud of her big, strong son.”

“Keep doing the dishes, sluts,” I growled, bringing my dick to Melody’s pussy. I loved this. I loved all these women in my own ways. Melody and Alicia were my girls as well as my subs. Lee and Vicky were my trashy slaves, to be used because it made them happy. I would degrade them and show them my love. And my mom… I would dominate her, control her, and make her so proud of me.

Just hearing her words made my dick hard. Seeing her smile, knowing I gave her joy again, made me feel like a man.

“Fuck,” I growled and slammed my cock into my queen, the woman I loved first.

Alicia took my hand, watching with eager eyes as my dick buried into Melody’s cunt. I gripped Alicia’s hand, holding it like she was my little girl and not just my little sister. My dick ached as I buried into Melody’s depths. Lee sucked harder, her lips popping off Melody’s nipple over and over, making her cunt clench on my dick.

I drew back, savoring the thrill of being surrounded by my harem. I drove my dick in again, burning into her sopping wet depths. She groaned, thighs tightening about my hips. She wiggled, undulated, the table creaking beneath her.

“Yes, yes, yes, that’s how you fuck your sister, Clint,” Melody moaned “Oh, you are the best, Clint!”

“You are, big brother,” Alicia moaned, squeezing my hand. Her other was buried beneath her lap, her hazel eyes growing glossy.

“Just a stud, Sir,” moaned Lee before she attacked Melody’s other nipple.

She gasped, moaning as her little sister sucked hard on her nipple, her pussy clenching so tight about my thrusting dick. The friction was incredible. Pleasure flowed through me as I pounded my half-sister’s cunt. I reamed my dick into her over and over, burying into her tight depths, my balls smacking into her taint. The table rocked from the force of my thrusts. She groaned, wiggling, shaking those hips, gasping out her joy.

Her pussy was so hot. So wet. So juicy. I shivered, reaming deeper and deeper into her cunt. I slammed into her depths. I groaned with each one, grunting out my pleasure. I squeezed my little sister’s hand.

“How does she feel, big brother?”

“So good, Princess,” I panted. “Oh, yes. She feels so good.”

“Cum in her, big brother. She needs it. She’s a naughty perv. She wants her mommy to lick all your yummy cream out of her cunny.”

“Just like you do, Cupcake,” groaned Melody. “Your innocent face doesn’t hide how much of a perv you are, too.”

I grinned while Alicia only shivered, her arm moving faster, rubbing her pussy harder. She leaned back in her chair, quivering, soft moans escaping her lips, propelling me to fuck Melody harder and harder.

Lee sucked back and forth between Melody’s tits, leaving each one shiny and hard. Her sucking pops echoed over the clatter of dishes being washed in the kitchen. Her every suck made Melody shiver, her head tossing back and forth.

“That’s it, you fucking brat,” Melody hissed. Her hand suddenly shot between Lee’s thighs. “And you’re dripping wet. Of course you are, you nasty degenerate. You always have a hot cunt.”

Lee squealed, shuddering, grinding as I heard Melody’s fingers slam into wet cunt, making that nasty squelch. Lee sucked harder, her slim body quivering. Incestuous passion burned around me. My balls ached as I thrust faster and faster.

Melody came first. Her pussy spasmed about my dick, hungry for my cum. It spurted out of me in mighty blasts, basting her cunt. I slammed my cock deep into her pussy. The table quivered and rocked. My dick buried into her cunt, my back arched.

“Cum in me!” Melody begged. “Please, Clint! Please! Shower me in your love.”

“Do it, big brother,” Alicia gasped. Her small nose quivered, her glasses slipping. Her pigtails danced as she thrashed. She gripped my hand so tightly as she came. “Flood her. The perv needs it. Big sis is the biggest perv!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody moaned.

“You are,” I groaned, ramming into my half-sister’s pussy. I stared into her hazel eyes. She bucked, the brat attached to her nipple, her fingers reaming Lee’s cunt. “The biggest perv! It’s why I love you!”

“Yes!” Her pussy spasmed harder.

My balls ached. My dick buried into her depths.

My cum exploded out of me. I grunted, shuddering, spasming, my balls emptying over and over into my sister’s cunt. Blast after blast of jizz flooding her fertile cunt. I had pumped so much jizz into all my women. I hoped they all would get pregnant and…

Fuck, I would need to get a job. I would have to support my family. Zoey was right.

“Yes,” I groaned as I buried into her. “I’ll fucking take care of you all!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

Lee’s hand clamped over my pussy, holding in Clint’s spunk, made me shiver. I lay on the table, hugging my knees to my breasts, making sure none escaped so my mom could lick me clean. It was so hot.

I licked my fingers, savoring the brat’s pussy juices. Lee grinned at me. I couldn’t help grinning back. We had drifted so far apart as sisters, almost strangers to each other, and now our true selves were unmasked, our passions exposed. And we accepted each other. I felt genuine affection, even love, for the brat.

And it was so much fun humiliating her. And soon I would get to do it to my mother. My mother.

“Hurry up and clean,” I moaned.

“They can’t rush it,” Clint grinned. “They have to do it perfectly or they’ll be punished.”

Lee shuddered, a big smile crossing her lips. She liked being punished.

“There, big brother,” Alicia moaned, rising from the floor. “All clean.”

“Mmm, you did such a good job, Princess,” Clint told her and kissed her on the lips. She had licked all my pussy juices off his cock. He pulled her onto his lap, nuzzling against her neck while she squealed like a little girl.

She was so cute with him.

The dishwasher rumbled to life. The kitchen’s lights turned off. I craned my head, staring down the table, the world upside down, and smiled as Aunt Cheryl and my mom walked out naked, their large breasts bouncing together.

“We’ve finished, Sir,” Aunt Cheryl said. “Would you like to inspect our work?”

“Do I need to?” Clint sounded so commanding.

“No, Sir,” Mom answered, her voice thick and throaty.

“Is it movie time?” Lee asked, bursting with excitement. “I want Mom to see what a nasty pee slut I am, Sir!” She bounced, her hand rubbing so hard against my wet pussy.

“It is,” Clint said. “Keep covering your sister’s cunt, slut.”

Then he picked me up in his arms. He was so strong. I felt like a cuddly ball, still clutching my knees, as he carried me, Lee trailing, her hand struggling to cover my pussy and keep all the cum trapped in me. Everyone followed, eager for the fun. The camera was already hooked up to the TV, ready to play the naughty film we made this afternoon.

Clint reached the couch and sat down. Then, to my complete shock, he flipped me over onto his lap, my face pressing into the cushion. Before I could understand what was going on, his hand squeezed my ass.

“But first, Melody’s been smart with me all day, forgetting that I am in charge, not her.”

“I have,” I shuddered. He had promised me a spanking. He hadn’t forgotten. I had pushed him, curious to see just how strong my man was. He indulged me because it made him happy, but there were limits.

And I had to be punished for crossing them.

“Aunt Slut, get your mouth over here and start licking your daughter’s pussy while I spank her.” Clint grinned. “We don’t want to lose all that jizz.”

And he really wanted to make sure I enjoyed my punishment while at the same time directing us like his toys. I shivered, loving it. Alicia sat down beside him, pulling my head into her lap, her sort hands caressing my hair.

My mom let out a moan that may have been sir, but it was too full of throaty passion for me to tell. She knelt on the floor, grabbed my thighs, and buried her face into my snatch. Her tongue licked through my creamy folds, gathering Clint’s cum as it leaked out.

And then it hit me. My mom was licking my pussy. She birthed me, and now she was devouring me.

This was so wrong. So wicked. I was such a perv for wanting this. I wiggled my hips, savoring the depraved incest. Her tongue flew across my pussy, licking, sucking, devouring every drop of my cream and Clint’s cum.

“Wow,” Lee gasped. “Mom’s licking you.”

“She is,” I moaned, quivering, wiggling on Clint’s lap. I was still kneeling, my ass so high up and—

Crack!

Clint’s hand fell. Burning pain shot through me. I groaned, wiggling my hips, grinding on my mom’s licking tongue and naughty lips. The stinging heat bled into my pussy, mixing with the rapture.

“You were such a bad big sis,” giggled Alicia.

Crack!

“Oh, god,” I moaned. “Clint!”

He didn’t spank me as hard as Lee, letting me feel the delight of the stinging instead of agony. I loved it. He was so strong, proving to all of us that he deserved to be the man of the house. My hips wiggled more, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. I groaned, the pleasure bleeding out of me. Such hot, wonderful delight drifted through me.

My pussy clenched and relaxed. My eyes fluttered. Oh, his hand was so delicious. So dominating. And Mom’s tongue was skilled. She probed into my depths, devouring me, her hands clenching on my thighs as she drank my cum.

Crack!

“Eat her cunt,” growled Clint. “Devour your daughter’s snatch. Please her. She’s your queen. Worship her.”

“Yes, Sir,” moaned my mom. “Madam, you taste so good. So delicious.”

“And you feel so good, Mommy-slut,” I moaned. “Keep licking my cunt. Put that nasty tongue to good use. Oh, I can’t wait to piss in your mouth. You and Lee, every morning, will drink our piss. We’ll take turns who we piss in.”

“Yes,” Lee groaned.

“Yes, Madam!” moaned my mom.

Just hearing my mom’s submission made me quiver. Clint’s hand cracked down again, the pain flaring as Mom’s lips found my clit. She sucked on them. My toes curled as the rush of incestuous pleasure through me. I quivered and moaned, my orgasm bursting through my body.

Pleasure flooded through me. Hot waves of heat that splashed against my mind. They inundated my thoughts. My mom made me cum while my half-brother spanked me. Clint’s hand rested on my ass, squeezing it as I moaned and gasped.

“Yes, yes, I have such a nasty mom! Slut-mom! Oh, god! Lick all the pussy cream and cum out of my snatch, Mommy-slut. You’re just a whore! A cock-sucking, piss-drinking, cunt-lapping whore!”

“She is,” Clint groaned, giving my ass a nice squeeze.

“You are so awesome, Mom!” squealed Lee. “Lick her cunt. Oh, yes, Mommy. I love you so much! We’re sluts together!”

“Yes, you are!” I screamed, my voice echoing through the living room. I loved our family. It was the best in the world.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

My daughter’s pussy tasted as sweet as I imagined it would, and eating Clint’s cum out of her snatch made me so wet. So I was so happy to obey my nephew’s next command. I plopped down on his lap, siting on him, facing the TV, and groaned as his dick filled my cunt.

The dick that now owned me. The dick that had fucked my daughter not long ago. It had filled her pussy like it filled mine. Clint’s strong arms went around my waist, holding me against his strong chest. I could almost imagine it was his father holding me.

Almost.

“Movie time,” squealed Lee. She hit play on the camera, then dived back down to sit on the floor before the couch. Alicia was on our right, Melody and my sister on our left. Clint’s chin rested on my shoulder.

“Ready, whore?” he asked as the camera showed Lee kneeling naked in the tub up in the master bedroom, her body quivering.

“I am so ready,” I groaned, my pussy clenching on his dick as my eyes were riveted to the screen.

Clint’s dick appeared, grasped in Melody’s hand. Lee opened her mouth, so eager and ready. I couldn’t look away from my youngest’s first taste of humiliation and piss. My pussy clenched so hard on my Master’s cock when his piss erupted.

That yellow stream splashed into Lee’s open mouth. I could see her eyes widening, the mix of shame and pleasure at the first acrid taste of piss landing on her tongue. She savored it. She shivered, her small breasts jiggling as piss overflowed her mouth. The stream was so strong and powerful.

And then Melody aimed it around her face, hosing her in sheets of yellow. The urine flowed up to her head and then ran down her neck and chest to her breasts. She had her eyes closed as she showered in humiliation.

“Oh, god, baby girl,” I moaned. “You are such a slut. You fucking loved it.”

“I did, Mom,” Lee moaned as she sat on the floor.

“She came so hard as we degraded her,” Clint groaned, his hands sliding up, squeezing my tits.

My nephew found my nipples, playing with them as my eyes were riveted on the screen.

Even though we weren’t fucking, just feeling his cock in me, shifting around as we both squirmed at the hot sight on the screen, sent ripples of rapturous heat through me. My breathing grew hotter and hotter as my sister seized Lee’s piss soaked hair, yanking her head around.

It was captured in HD clarity. It looked so amazing on the huge TV. I could see the drops of yellow piss working down her cheek as she sat in profile now, her face buried into my sister’s cunt. I licked my lips, remembering all the time I had drunk Cheryl’s urine while Clinton watched, his dick sometimes in my pussy or ass.

Cheryl pissed hard. Streams escaped, running down my daughter’s cheek. She squirmed and moaned and then was licking pussy.

“Was that your first cunt you ate?” I asked as on the TV my daughter lapped at my sister’s hairy snatch.

“Yes, Mom,” Lee moaned. “I’m not into girls, so it was so humiliating to have to lick her pussy clean. I did it though. I cleaned her up and made her cum. You can’t see her face, but listen to her.”

“I hear her. Oh, you’re making my older sister squeal. You’re making her cum. You are such a pussy-licking slut, Lee.”

“And that makes you hot, huh, whore?” Clint asked, twisting my nipple. “Watching your baby girl be a filthy slut?”

“So hot, Sir!” I groaned, quivering, the excitement building in my body.

Alicia stepped up next, getting revenge on Lee for all the times she was picked on, her small body quivering, her stomach rippling as she ground her pussy on Lee’s face, flooding her with so much urine. My daughter drank it all, gulping it down, loving it while Clint fucked her pussy so hard.

“I’m so proud of you for being such a filthy whore, Lee,” I moaned, squirming more and more, hearing her gulp urine and take Clint’s cock. “We’re going to drink piss every morning together.”

“Yes, Mom,” Lee moaned. “Sluts together.”

“They should get matching tattoos,” moaned Melody. “Mommy and Daughter Piss Sluts.”

“Fuck,” Clint groaned, twisting my nipple hard.

My pussy was so hot. I shifted, sliding up just an inch, savoring the friction of his girth, before slipping back down. Over and over, just enough to make us both groan and gasp as we watched Lee lick Alicia to her orgasm, my niece screaming her head off as the pleasure crashed over her.

“Now it’s my turn,” Melody moaned.

I grinned as Melody joined the tub. Clint switched holes at Melody’s urging, fucking Lee’s virgin asshole as Melody pissed all over her face. Watching my youngest lick my eldest made my pussy even hotter. Sisterly incest, so loving and nasty all at the same time, Lee’s face stained with cunt and piss.

“Oh, god, you two are so hot. Oh, Lee, you drank your sister’s piss.”

“While Clint fucked my pussy, Mom,” she moaned. “It was hot.”

“So hot,” Clint groaned. “Keep sliding that cunt on my dick, slut. I’m going to flood you with so much cum. I hope you’re not on birth control. I’m breeding you, Aunt Vicky.”

“Oh, my god!” I gasped, bucking on his dick as my eyes were locked onto Lee trapped between Melody and Clint, her small body rocking, piss dripping from her face, her ass taking Clint’s thick cock.

The cock that was buried in my pussy. This cock had taken both my daughter’s virginity. The first cock in their mouths, their pussies, and their asses. And it was in my cunt. The cunt that birthed them both.

“Clint!” I screamed as I came, my pussy spasming about his dick. I thrashed on his lap, savoring his fingers pinching and rolling my nipples.

His hips thrust up. He grunted, driving his dick into my cumming depths. Cum splashed into my pussy. My nephew’s jizz. I groaned, shuddering, writhing, my pussy milking his dick, eager for every last drop of his spunk.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Cum in me! Breed me, Sir! Breed your aunt like you bred both my daughters!”

Clint held me tight, grunting into my ear as his cum pumped into my depths. “You are the coolest aunt ever, slut.”

“Yes!” I screamed as my orgasm burned even hotter through me. I couldn’t wait until Monday and his treat.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

I yawned as I staggered up to the porch. It was late, past three in the morning. My feet were killing me. I reeked of body spray and perfume, masking how dirty I felt. It was a long shift, but I made so much money. Over a thousand in tips. That would help the household out.

Someone had to step up. Clint claimed he was the man of the house, but that boy had no idea that money was getting tight, that Mom was slacking at work and not bringing home as much. And without Dad’s paycheck…

At least it was fun money to make. Men were such idiots. I was so glad Stefani had this idea.

I fumbled with my keys. It was dark, past two AM. I opened the door and stepped into the empty house. My heels clicked as I walked in, clutching my gym bag holding my work clothes in them. I walked only a few steps when the living room light clicked on.

I froze.

“Zoey, we need to talk,” my mother said.

My stomach clenched. She knew. Somehow, she knew I was stripping at Flashing Glitter instead of working the deep fryer at Dairy Queen. She would kill me. I may be eighteen, but I still was going to high school. I still lived beneath her roof.

Dad would have definitely kill me for this. Fuck.

Trembling, I stepped into the living room and faced my mom wearing a bath robe, her dyed-blonde hair mussed, her legs crossed. I swallowed and tried to sound casual as I said, “Hi, Mom. About what?”

To be continued…
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Cheryl Elliston

“Hi, Mom,” my eldest daughter said, her face pale, her posture stiffening. “About what?”



Zoey thought she was in trouble. And why not? It was after 3 AM, and she was just now getting home from her work at Dairy Queen. What had she been up to after her shift ended? I had fallen asleep waiting for her to get home and begin her seduction into Clint’s harem. I sat in my bathrobe, naked beneath, wishing I was upstairs in bed with my sister and my niece, Lee. Tonight, Clint shared his bedroom with Melody and Alison. My youngest was super excited, acting like it was a sleepover, spreading bedding on the floor of his room for them to sleep on.

It was so cute.

No, I need to focus on Zoey. My eldest daughter was eighteen. Technically, she could be out late on a Saturday night if she wanted. She was an adult. She didn’t have school tomorrow. I breathed in, frowning. She smelled like body spray and perfume. A lot of it. Almost like a cheap whorehouse. Probably trying to mask the smell of French fry grease.

“Come sit beside me,” I told her, patting the couch. Part of me, the motherly part, wanted to pry into what had her acting guilty. Did she hook up with a boy after work? She never really dated, too hung up on her crush on her daddy. Now that Clinton was dead, she might finally be ready to date again.

Or yearn for another man of the house.

“It’s late, Mom,” Zoey complained, sitting down, her brassy hair bouncing about her shoulders along with her impressive breasts. She still dressed like a teasing slut, still trying to attract her father’s attention.

But she had only attracted her brother’s. My poor Master had to masturbate so many times because of his older sister. It used to make me giggle every time he would make an excuse to go to his room after seeing his sister in another pair of shorts molding to her body, showing off her cameltoe. Zoey did not believe in underwear of any sort.

“It’s never too late to talk to your mother,” I told her. It was hard being so commanding. It wasn’t my nature, but being a parent required it. And a sex slave. I had to help my dominating son claim all the women of the family.

And Zoey was the last one. The hardest. The least submissive. The most dismissive. She still saw Clint as a boy. A Squirt.

“What is this about, Mom?” She tensed again, hands folded before her.

I fought a yawn as I leaned back. The robe wasn’t belted tightly. It parted, and I caught her eyes glancing at my half-exposed breasts. They were large and pillowy, just a little bigger than Zoey’s. She shifted. So she was bisexual or bicurious. That would make things easier. Maybe it wasn’t only Daddy’s attention she wanted.

But Mommy’s.

“How are you doing?” I asked her. “You’re out so late. Working hard?”

“We need the money, Mom,” she said. “I’ll have more when I get paid next week.”

I nodded my head. “That’s not what I meant. I feel like we haven’t talked since…”

“Dad died?” She folded her arms, leaning back. “Well, that’s been hard. You’ve kinda…”

“Checked out.” I smiled at her. “Drank a little too much wine.” Oh, god, I wanted wine right now. But Clint forbade me to buy any at the store today. No, yesterday. It happened yesterday now. There was none in the house. Just a single glass would make this so much easier. “I’ve been a bad mom, I know. It’s just…”

“You miss him.” Zoey relaxed. “I miss him, too. But he’s gone and… And we just have to move on with life.”

I swallowed, my throat pained. I cleared it. I really could use something to drink, even water. “And it must have been hard on you.”

“It was hard on everyone,” Zoey snorted. “Alicia vanished into her room, Lee thought she could do whatever the fuck…fudge she wanted, and Clint… Clint thinks he has to be a man now.”

“He’s sixteen. Some would say he’s old enough.”

Zoey rolled her eyes. “The Squirt doesn’t have the balls to be a man.”

“He spanked Lee today, and made her clean up her mess.”

My daughter blinked her dark eyes.

I leaned forward, feeling my breasts shift beneath the cloth, wanting to spill out of the half-open robe. “He’s a lot like your father. Looks like him, just as strong, dominating. He’s putting everything to order. He just had to figure out how to do it.”

“Melody’s doing, right?” Zoey said. “Gave him…encouragement.”

I nodded my head. “I think so. But Alicia’s opening up, and Lee’s learning she can’t be a brat any longer.” I laughed. “I cooked dinner tonight. It was nice. We ate as a family. Aunt Cindy was there. We even watched a movie. We missed you.”

“I was working.” She folded her arms again, pulling back.

“And you’re still hurting, sweetie. You still miss him. And that’s okay. I understand. It’s normal for a girl to fall in love with the man of the house.”

Zoey stiffened. Her face paled.

“He told me. After you tried your seduction.”

“Oh, god.” Zoey’s breathing quickened.

I scooted closer to her on the couch, patting her thigh. “Honey, it’s okay. It’s perfectly normal for a girl to have a crush on the man of the house. To dress sexy for him, to try to seduce him with her budding wiles. He was flattered. And I see you still dress sexy for the man of the house. You’re still aching to be taken by him. And that’s okay, honey. It’s perfectly natural.”

“Jesus, Mom,” Zoey said. “I tried to seduce Dad, and you’re okay with it?”

“Oh, honey, of course I am. I love you. And wanting to please the man of the house is something I understand. A strong man, taking charge…” A shiver ran through me. Clint was so strong. My son knew how to treat his Mommy-slut. My pussy itched. I rubbed my thighs together. “So there’s nothing wrong with desiring the man of the house.

“Even if he’s your brother.”

Zoey blinked. “What? I thought we were talking about Dad.”

“We were. But there’s a new man of the house.” I grinned at her, stroking her thigh. “And the way you dress… He notices. He appreciates.”

“I don’t dress this way for Squirt,” she spluttered. “I mean, gross. He’s my little brother.”

“Who’s grown into a man.” I stood up, wrapping my robe tight about my naked body. “When you’re ready to let your father go and move on to other men, I will support you. No matter who you might choose.”

And then I swept out of the room, letting those thoughts percolate in her head, letting her think of Clint and her father in the same way. To open her eyes that her brother wasn’t a boy any longer. That he grew up, too, and could give her what she wanted from her father.

Clinton turned her down two years ago for a simple reason: he wanted his daughters to be Clint’s. Zoey, Melody, Alicia, and Lee. All for his son. “I had two sisters to love,” Clinton once told me as he watched Clint and Melody play in the backyard when they were at that transition into gangly tweens. “He could have four.”

He sounded so hopeful, so proud of his son. And I would see my husband and Master’s dream come true. I would make sure my son had all of his sisters to love.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

The squeaking of bedsprings brought me out of my groggy sleep. I was buried under my blankets, trying to keep the sunlight streaming through my window away so I could sleep. I groaned when I glanced at my alarm clock.

9:42 AM was too early to wake up. Not when I didn’t fall asleep until after 5 AM. But I couldn’t relax. I was struggling to understand what was up with my mom last night. It was like she wanted me to fuck Clint. Which was ridiculous.

He was just a kid. My little brother. Yeah, he was playing doctor with Melody, but she was his age. They were both children.

The bedsprings creaked louder and louder. I groaned, rolling onto my back, looking up at the ceiling. My room was right beneath Clint’s in the attic. What the fuck was he doing up there? Bouncing on his bed? What was he, six again?

“Yes, yes, yes, eat me,” a girl moaned from above.

I blinked. “Eat me?” I whispered. And then my eyes widened. My cheeks burned. Was Clint and Melody…?

The bed creaking grew louder and louder, like my ears, alerted by my brain to their hanky-panky, had focused on the sounds coming through the ceiling, amplifying them in my mind. The rhythmic squeaking, the throaty moans of a girl in passion, the grunts of a guy.

“You’re so tight,” Clint moaned. “So damned tight. Love your pussy.”

“Jesus,” I whispered, “he’s plowing Melody. Isn’t he afraid Mom will catch him?”

“Oh, wow! Oh, yes! Jam that tongue in my pussy,” Melody moaned. “Oh, you’re so good at it. I love it.”

Melody sounded so girlish when she had her pussy eaten. Flashes of my brother appeared in my mind, naked, muscular. I blinked at that. I knew my brother was muscular the same way I knew the sky was blue. It wasn’t something I really noticed until it was pointed out. He filled out those t-shirts he wore the same way Dad did, his body toned, strong.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

In my imagination, he was between Melody’s thighs, eating out my blonde cousin, her sleek legs about his head, his finger reaming over and over into her pussy, feeling how tight she was. His muscular back rippled as he devoured Melody, licking her, fingering her, making her round breasts bounce.

“Shit,” I groaned, the heat shooting through my body.

Melody was cute. I had noticed, but never really noticed. Not like I would with another girl. I bit my lip, trying to focus on my cousin and not Clint, but he kept intruding. His ass was muscular, toned, perfect for grabbing when being fucked.

I squeezed my eyes shut. No. I was gay. Yes, I had a thing for Dad once, but Stefani cured me of it when he rejected me. I went to my best friend to cry after I put myself out there for Dad, and Stefani showed me a better world. Soft, feminine.

So why was Clint violating my fantasy? Why did I want my bedsprings to squeak so loudly, to grip his ass as he plowed into me?

My pussy clenched. I slept naked. I squirmed, pushing off the covers, suddenly so hot. My large tits appeared, my nipples hard and pink. I writhed my legs, rubbing on my clit while pushing down the covers to expose my flat stomach and shaved pudenda. The unicorn tattooed on pubic mound almost glowed in the sunlight spilling through my half-closed blinds.

“You love it, don’t you?” Clint moaned above. “You love my cock!”

“I do!” Melody answered, her voice sounding throatier than it had moments ago.

“Yes, yes, yes. So good! I’m going to cum,” Melody then screamed, her voice girlish again, like she was bouncing between being a woman and a girl as Clint fucked her. “It’s so good.”

“Shit,” I groaned, my pussy on fire. I had to do something about it.

I reached out to my nightstand and fumbled open a drawer. I shoved my hand in, knocking aside one dildo as I struggled to grab the first toy I could. I had a few in there—a rubbery, anatomically correct dildo; a silver vibrator; a blue gel dildo with little bumps; and a pink vibrator with clit tongues.

I grabbed the fleshy dildo. I pulled it out. The cock was thick and hard, the tip painted pink, the rest a beige, skin color. I licked the tip, getting it wet as I squirmed. My pussy was dripping. I didn’t need it, but I couldn’t stop myself.

That’s how you suck cock, Clint said in my imagination, grinning down at me. His muscular chest rippled in my imagination as he seized my brassy hair. You worship the man of the house’s cock just like that.

“Fuck,” I grunted, pulling the dildo from my lips. What was wrong with me?

I closed my eyes, picturing Stefani wearing the dildo as a strap-on, her fiery hair spilling about her shoulders, her breasts round, nipples pierced by gold rings. She licked her lips, tongue stud flashing as she knelt between me.

I’m going to fuck you so hard, Clint whispered. I’m going to make my big sis cum.

“No, Stefani,” I panted, pushing the dildo against my pussy. I tried to make her say those words, but they always came out in Clint’s voice.

When had his voice grown so deep? So manly?

“Stefani,” I gasped, trying to force my fantasy to obey as I pushed the dildo into me. Above, the bed creaked louder and louder. He was really fucking Melody. “Fuck me. Pound me.”

As hard as I’m fucking Melody? Clint asked me. Because I will, big sis.

I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on the dildo’s girth. I gripped the base, made to look like dangling balls, and drove it in and out of my pussy, fucking my cunt as hard as Clint fucked Melody. Gasps and moans echoed from above the room, both of them grunting and groaning their pleasure.

Stefani and Clint wavered in my mind, swapping back and forth as I reamed the dildo in and out of my pussy. I tried to force my fantasy to be Stefani, but she never stayed for more than a second, replaced by Clint’s muscular body, his dark eyes looking down at me.

Dad’s eyes.

You want me to fuck you so hard, big sis, Clint groaned. I’m the man of the house. You want it badly. You just have to ask.

“Yes,” I hissed, surrendering to the fantasy, too horny to care. I needed to be fucked like Melody was. I needed to be pounded.

I pumped the dildo in and out of my pussy so fast. My wet cunt churned to a froth. I could hear the naughty sounds, savoring them. My bed creaked as I shifted my hips, fucking into my imaginary little brother’s strokes. My tits bounded before me.

I stared at my waving nipples, licking my lips. My free hand grabbed my left tit and brought the fat nub to my lips. I sucked on it hard. Tingling pleasure raced through my body straight to my pussy. I groaned, clenching down on it as I squirmed and groaned.

That’s so hot. I love watching you suck your own nipple, Clint groaned to me. You are so sexy. So hot.

My pussy clenched on the dildo hard. My snatch drank in the friction of it reaming in and out of me. I trembled, pumping faster and faster, driven wild by my need to explode. My eyes fluttered. I moaned and gasped. I shuddered, my hips writhing back and forth. My head tossed. It was so good. So damned amazing.

I would cum. I would explode on Clint’s cock.

Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, Clint, I moaned in my mind, sucking harder on my nipple. The nub ached so badly.

I bet it would feel amazing if Clint sucked on my nipple.

I fucked my hips into my thrusting dildo. I pounded my count. I drove it so deep, so hard. I savored every moment of it as the pleasure built and built. The bedsprings still creaked, Melody screaming her head off.

“I’m cumming!” girlish Melody gasped. “Drink it all! Oh, yes! Oh, that’s so amazing!”

“Yes, Princess,” growled Clint. “You’re so beautiful when you cum!”

“Cum in me,” the throatier, adult Melody moaned. “Flood my pussy! Give it to me, Clint! Breed me!”

My nipple popped out of my mouth. “Yes!”

I came so hard with my brother and cousin. I moaned, wishing it was Clint’s cock in me, flooding my pussy with his cum, breeding me the way I wanted Daddy to breed me. The man of the house… I wanted Clint so badly.

I bucked and spasmed on the bed. My head tossed back and forth as my pussy spasmed about the dildo, wishing it was his cock, wanting to milk the cum out of his balls. I groaned as my pleasure peaked in me.

Then I collapsed, gasping for breath, my body buzzing with rapture.

My eyes shot open. “What the fuck!”

I ripped the dildo out of me, shuddering in disgust. I just masturbated wishing my little brother would fuck me. I felt so dirty. What was wrong with me? Dad was one thing. He was a sexy stud. He was always so strong, so loving, as I grew up. I saw him with Mom, seeing how he made her smile, and I wanted to smile like that.

But Clint was a boy. Just because Melody was dumb enough to settle for a child, didn’t mean I should.

And I was gay. I loved pussy. I wasn’t into guys at all. Hadn’t thought about another man beside Dad since Stefani. I loved her. She was my girlfriend.

I rolled out of bed, struggling to breathe. What the fuck was wrong with me? The bedsprings still squeaked above.

“Oh, you’re cumming so much in me,” Melody moaned, so throaty, so adult.

I wished I could squeeze my ears shut. I didn’t need to hear my little brother fucking our cousin. I didn’t need to masturbate to it, to have him confuse me. This was all Mom’s fucking fault. Her dumb talk last night.

I shuddered, feeling so dirty. I masturbated to my little brother. I came hard like a freak.

I grabbed the first clothing I could, pulling on tight shorts and a top that clung to my large breasts. Then I bolted out of the room, frantically texting Stefani: “Freaking out. Coming over. Need to talk.”

I headed down the stairs and almost crashed into Lee. Who was cleaning. She had the swifter in hand, sweeping it across the hardwood floors. She was an athletic girl, slim with a pixyish bob of black hair about her mischievous face. She wore an apron—a fucking apron—as she pushed the swifter back and forth, gathering the dust.

“Hey, Zoey,” my fifteen-year-old cousin grinned at me.

What the fuck was going on? What had Clint done to our family?

I didn’t say a word as I bolted outside where my car waited.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I fell forward onto Melody’s body, her tongue still nuzzling at my pussy. I shuddered, squirming, my body buzzing from the wonderful orgasm she gave me while Clint fucked her hard. I rested my head on her pubic mound, her shaved landing strip tickling my cheek. I stared at Clint’s dick buried into her cunt.

“Damn,” he grunted. “Damn, that was good.”

“It was,” Melody moaned as Clint pulled his dick out.

I giggled and leaned down, licking at my big sister’s pussy, tasting her sweet pussy and my big brother’s salty cum. Her pussy lips gaped open from her pounding. Clint had fucked her so hard. She had squealed into my pussy.

Which made me cum.

I pushed up my glasses as I nuzzled, my pigtails spilling about her thighs. I probed my tongue into her folds, making her shudder beneath me. Her fingers dug into the cheeks of my ass. Oh, she tasted so wonderfully sweet and delicious. I nuzzled and lapped, just adoring the incestuous combinations.

“Cupcake,” Melody moaned. “Oh, stop. My pussy’s too sensitive.”

“Oh, but it’s full of so much yummy cream,” I pouted in my girlish voice.

“Just give me a kiss,” Melody moaned. “Come cuddle with me, Cupcake.”

“Yes, big sister,” I smiled, eager to be a good girl and obey my big brother and big sister. I was almost their little girl.

It was so naughty.

I turned around and settled down on her, my nonexistent tits—just little, budding mounds—pressed into Melody’s nice, round tits. Everyone in the family, even Lee, had tits. I was fourteen and despaired over ever having them.

But Clint liked how girlish they made me look. And with my shaved pussy, I was even more girlish. Young, innocent, and taboo. His little sister that he could play with. His cute princess he had to love and treasure.

And discipline when I was naughty.

I nuzzled into Melody’s lips. Her blonde hair spread about the bed, her hazel eyes glossy. Our lips met. I gave her quick kisses, giggling between them as I wiggled on her body. Clint still knelt between our legs. I could feel his eyes on us.

So I spread my legs wide, flashing my pussy at him. I wasn’t shy about it any longer. He had taken my virginity. He had loved me. I was special. Melody and I were the two women he loved loved. Not just sister love or mother love. Or sex slave love. I giggled again, kissing my half-sister harder and harder.

“Well, my Princess and my Queen writhing together,” Clint said. “What a naughty sight.”

“We’re tribbing,” I giggled, undulating my hips and brushing my clit against Melody’s.

She gasped, eyes fluttering. “Where did you learn that word, Cupcake?”

“Pretty naughty word for my little princess to know,” Clint added, stroking up and down my thighs.

“I was looking up sex words while you two were sleeping in,” I said.

“Oh, that’s what you were doing on my computer?” Clint asked. His hands moved higher, grabbing my butt-cheeks. “What other naughty words did you learn?”

“Creampie,” I said. “Which was yummy. I wanted to lick big sister clean of all her cum.”

“But Clint fucked me so hard, and made me cum so hard, I was just too sensitive,” Melody grinned. “Maybe next time.”

“What else?” Clint asked, his voice so throaty, his strong fingers pulling apart my butt-cheeks.

“Spit-roasting, but we would need another guy for that. So, eww.”

“Melody could wear a strap-on,” he said, massaging my butt. It made me squirm, humping my clit into Melody’s. “And I could ram my dick into your mouth.”

“Kinky,” laughed Melody. “I like it.”

“Well, you are a perv.”

I giggled. “Yep, you are, big sister.”

“Uh-huh, and what other things did you learn, Cupcake.” She nuzzled her nose against mine, my glasses bumping her cheeks.

“Pearl necklaces, fisting, prostate stimulation, felching, sensory play, and rimming.”

“Rimming, huh?” Clint asked, his thumbs pulling my butt-cheeks apart. “Like this.”

I gasped as Clint’s tongue licked through my butt-crack and found my sphincter. He swirled around it, making me tremble atop Melody’s body. My nipples brushed hers, and my clit tingled as it humped against her pussy.

“Big brother,” I gasped. “Oh, you’re making me feel all naughty down there.”

“In your cute asshole?” he asked between his licks.

“Yes,” I groaned.

Melody nuzzled her nose against mine again. “You know why he’s licking your asshole, Cupcake?”

“Because he’s a perv?” I giggled.

“Because he wants to fuck your tight asshole.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

“Time to lose your anal cherry, Cupcake.”

“Yes, Princess,” he groaned. “I want that ass.”

“But…” I bit my lip. “Won’t it hurt?”

“You’ll love it, Princess. Melody did. And so did Lee.”

“But…”

“Princess,” his voice stern. “I won’t hurt you. So you will be a good girl. Relax, and you will enjoy it.”

“You’ll cum so hard, Cupcake.” Melody gave me a smacking kiss on the lips. “I promise.”

“Okay,” I said, my stomach twisting, then I gasped. Clint licked harder at my asshole.

It did feel nice, feeling his tongue swirl about my sphincter, teasing it, making me squirm and shiver on Melody’s soft body. Her hands stroked my back as she gave me kisses. Her tongue fluttered against mine. I moaned into them, relaxing, soothed by her touch and Clint’s licking.

My big brother’s tongue felt nice as it pressed on my sphincter. Weird but nice. He pressed into my bowels, licking around. I gasped, my little pussy clenching at the sensations he churned. He probed his tongue in deep, swirling around.

And then his fingers found my shaved pussy.

“Someone’s dripping wet,” Clint grinned. I gasped into Melody’s lips as he thrust two fingers into my depths. “Wet and juicy. You’re just begging for this, aren’t you, Princess?”

I moaned against Melody’s lips, too scared to break the kiss.

“Yes, you are.” His fingers wiggled in me. And then he pulled them out. They had to be so gooey with my juices.

He licked at my sphincter a final time before bringing his pussy-coated fingers to my asshole. He rubbed on my sphincter and then pressed in. I groaned, my eyes widening as he intruded into my bowels. I groaned and shivered. I wiggled as he wormed in deeper and deeper into my bowels.

His finger went so deep into me. A strange, burning pleasure radiated from my bowels. I squirmed more and more on Melody, grinding our clits together as I moaned into her lips. Clint’s lips kissed at my butt-cheeks, sometimes biting as he pumped his finger in and out of my bowels.

Then he ripped it free and shoved it back into my pussy.

“Oh, such a juicy cunt and a tight ass, Princess. I’m going to love fucking your bowels. And so are you.”

I broke the kiss. “Maybe. But it’s so straaaange!”

The last word elongated as his pussy-lubed finger jabbed into my asshole. I trembled on Melody as it probed deep into me. Then his digit fucked in and out while Clint licked at my sphincter around his finger, making me quiver.

“Isn’t that so dirty though, big brother?”

“You taste good,” Clint groaned. “This sour flavor.”

“Yes,” Melody nodded. “I can’t wait to eat your ass out, Cupcake.”

“I think I would—” My eyes widened. “Big brother!”

“What did he do?” Melody asked.

“Two fingers,” I groaned, my voice thick and throaty. “He thrust two fingers into my asshole. Oh, wow. Oh, that’s nice.”

Clint’s two fingers pumped in and out faster and faster, stretching my asshole, getting me ready for his dick. He didn’t do this for Lee. He just ripped his cock out of her pussy and fucked her cherry ass. But she was a humiliation and pain slut. That was what she loved.

And what I loved was being his little sister, being pampered and cared for by my big, strong brother. Maybe Clint loved us all in the ways we needed to be loved. And Melody and I needed that added romantic love, not just the carnal sex and passion.

“You’re amazing, big brother,” I moaned, my bowels clenching on his fingers. “Wonderful.”

“I know,” he said, so cocky and confident.

“Finger her asshole,” moaned my big sister. “I want you to pound her, Clint.”

“You want me?” Clint asked, voice stern. Sometimes Melody forgot he was in charge.

“You’ll love it,” she giggled. “And you want to do it. I want you to do it. So do it, Clint. Fuck her. Pound her ass. She needs it.”

“I do, big brother,” I moaned in my most girlish voice. “So badly. My pussy is so wet and tingly. And my butthole is so hot. Please, big brother. I need it. I’m so ready for your cock.”

“You sound ready,” he groaned, ripping out his fingers.

He moved up my body, his arms planting on either side of us. I could feel the heat of his body. His muscular stomach brushed my ass and then his dick found my pussy. I gasped as he thrust into my wet depths.

“Big brother,” I whined. “You’re supposed to do it in my butt. Not my cunny.”

“I want to be nice and wet for your ass,” he groaned. “And you are such a naughty princess. Your pussy is dripping juices.”

“Cupcake’s a perv,” Melody said.

I giggled, my hips wiggling, pressing my clit on hers at the same time I savored Clint’s girth in me.

Oh, he was so big. So thick. I loved it. I wanted him to fuck me so hard. To just pound me and make me explode. But I also wanted to feel him in my butt. His fingers felt so naughty in there. I bet his dick would be even better.

“Please, big brother,” I moaned, wiggling my hips, clenching my pussy on his dick. “Do it in my butt.”

“But your pussy feels so good,” he groaned. “And the way you wiggle your hips. You sure you don’t want me to fuck your pussy?” He drew back and slammed in, pressing me against Melody.

“Yes!”

“You want me to fuck your pussy, Princess?”

“No, I mean! I want you to do it in my butt. Please, big brother. You got me all relaxed and lubed. Your fingers felt so naughty. Please, please, please.”

He groaned, pulling his cock out of my pussy. “You’re so cute when you beg. I just want to spoil you.”

Melody’s hands grabbed my butt-cheeks, parting them. “Fuck her, Clint. Fuck our cute princess. Our little sister needs it.”

“I do,” I begged.

And then his cock touched my asshole, so thick and wet and hard. He was bigger than his fingers. A shiver of fear washed through me as he pressed on my sphincter. I clenched, panicking. What if he hurt me?

“Relax, Princess,” Clint groaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Alicia’s asshole was still clenched tight. She looked over her shoulder at me, her pigtails shifting. Her eyes were so wide behind her glasses. She was so cute, her lower lip quivering in fear as I pressed on her sphincter with my big dick.

“I will never hurt you, Princess. Relax.”

“Yes, big brother,” she said, her voice throaty.

“He never will,” Melody whispered. “Your big brother loves you.”

Alicia’s asshole relaxed.

I pressed forward. The tight sphincter gave way to my cock. I groaned as I slid deeper and deeper into her asshole. Her bowels engulfed my dick. She was so tight. My body shivered as the pleasure raced up my dick. My hands clenched on the sheets as I drove deeper and deeper, sandwiching Alicia with Melody.

I groaned when my groin pressed into her butt-cheeks. I felt Melody’s fingers, holding Alicia’s asscheeks apart, pressing into my flesh. My balls rested on Alicia’s taint. I drew up my hips, the friction burning on my dick.

And thrust.

“Oh, fuck,” Melody gasped, her hazel eyes snapping wide open as she stared up. “Oh, fuck, you’re pressing her right into my clit.”

“Good,” I grinned as I savored the tight, hot friction engulfing my dick. “I want you to enjoy it. I want you to cum, too.”

“Damn, I love you.”

“Me, too, big brother,” Alicia gasped, her voice so throaty. “Oh, big sister, he’s so huge. I can’t believe it. I took him in my butt.”

“Yes, you did, Cupcake.”

I grunted, Alicia’s ass relaxing more and more, stretching around my dick. Her pussy juices lubed the way, letting me fuck her bowels faster and faster. My balls ached. They smacked over and over into Alicia’s taint.

My little sister made the cutest mewling sounds every time I drove into her asshole. She squirmed beneath us, grinding her clit on Melody’s. Her face contorted with pleasure, savoring Alicia’s body. My blonde half-sister’s hands roamed our little sister’s back.

“Fuck her,” she moaned, licking her lips. “Fuck her ass so hard. She loves it.”

“I do, big brother. Your cock is making me feel all naughty and tingly in my bottom. Oh, yes! You’re fucking my butt!”

“I am,” I groaned. “And it’s so tight, Princess. I love fucking your ass.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody gasped. “Pound her. Make her cum! Make us both cum, stud!”

“Big brother is a stud!” gasped Alicia, screaming as loud as she could.

I hoped Zoey enjoyed the show. Her room was right beneath mine. I wanted her to hear me fuck Melody and Alicia, to let her realize I knew how to please women. I hoped she was masturbating right now, gasping and cumming, seeing me not as her little brother.

But as a man.

I grunted, picking up my pace, fucking Alicia as hard as I could, savoring her tight bowels. I loved how she gasped and squeaked and grunted as I slammed into her asshole over and over. My balls thwacked against her flesh. She gasped and shuddered beneath me.

The friction made my balls boil. Another load of cum built and built in their depths. I shuddered, the bed creaking so loudly as I fucked her. Melody gasped out her pleasure as she humped back, savoring her clit grinding into Alicia’s.

“Oh, your clitty feels so good on mine,” Alicia moaned. “Almost as good as big brother’s cock.”

“Yes, yes, yes, Cupcake,” Melody moaned. “Keep pounding her, Clint! Make her cum!”

“I’m so close,” Alicia gasped. “Oh, I can’t believe this. I’m going to cum with big brother’s dick in my bottom.”

“Yes,” I growled and drove my dick deep into her bowels, fucking her so hard. My arms grew sore holding up my weight. I didn’t care. I ignored it, pleasure racing through my body.

“Big brother!” Alicia squeaked.

Her bowels spasmed about my dick. I groaned, savoring the wonderful spasm of her asshole writhing about my dick. My eyes rolled back into my head. I growled out my pleasure. The cum spurted out of my dick. It flooded her bowels. Thick, hot, creamy jizz splattering into the depths of Alicia’s asshole.

I shuddered, my body heaving. My back arched as I savored her spasming bowels. It was heavenly. My cum flooded my little sister’s asshole. I grunted with each blast. The pleasure peaked in me. And then it was over.

“Fuck,” I panted, rolling off of her, my cock plopping out of her asshole.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody squealed. “Oh, yes, keep grinding on my clit, Alicia. I… Yes, Cupcake!”

Melody thrashed as she orgasm, clutching to Alicia. She looked so tiny on Melody even though there wasn’t much difference in their height. But Alicia’s pigtails made her seem so girlish. Her passion squeaking mewls instead of Melody’s throaty moans.

“Damn, that was good,” I said, rolling off the bed and sinking into the computer chair. I grabbed my phone and sent out a group text to all my women.

A moment later, Lee texted back. “She didn’t stay for the entire performance. She bolted out before you started on Alicia’s ass. Boy, she screamed so loud. Heard her on the first floor when you buggered her, Master.”

“Damn,” I panted, reading Lee’s text. “Zoey left the house before I broke in your ass, Princess.”

My phone chirped again. Another text from Lee. “But Zoey was freaked out and disheveled. I heard her moaning, too. Masturbating while you were fucking Melody. You turned her on, Master.”

“That’s good, Sir,” came the text from Mom. “Means it’s working.”

Melody held up her phone, reading the answers while Alicia just snuggled on top of her. “Good,” Melody texted, “she needs to be so wet for Clint.”

I nodded my head and sent one more text.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

I darted up the stairs, my naked tits bouncing before me. I felt like such a young girl as I burst into Clint’s attic bedroom. My Master had summoned me with his final text. I licked my lips as he pushed back his computer chair from his desk.

I crawled beneath it, turned around. It was cramped as he slid back in. But I didn’t care. I had been summoned to please my master. I licked at his dick, nuzzling against his shaft, savoring my niece’s sour ass on it. I had to clean his dick, suck off all of Alicia’s asshole.

It was so wonderfully humiliating.

Clint typed on his keyboard, ignoring me. I was just an object. A thing to clean his dick. My pussy clenched. I savored it. My tongue traveled up his dick, swirling about the crown of his cock before engulfing the tip and sucking hard. I loved that sour flavor of ass.

Clint grunted, his dick throbbing hard in my mouth.

“What’re you doing, Clint?” Melody asked, her voice thick with satisfaction. My eldest daughter didn’t even acknowledged my presence. I was just an object to her, too.

God, my pussy was on fire. I wanted to masturbate, but I had to clean my Master’s dick.

“Job search,” Clint said. “I’m the man of the house. I need to start contributing. Zoey and Mom and Aunt Slut can’t do it all.”

Aunt Slut. My pussy clenched again. Juices dripped down my thighs. I was the coolest aunt ever. What other aunt would suck her nephew’s cock clean of her niece’s ass?

None.

“That’s a good idea,” Melody said. “Maybe I should get one, too. And Lee. That girl has too much energy.”

“Something dirty for her,” Alicia giggled.

“We could have her sell her ass on the street corner,” Melody suggested jokingly.

“Only I get to fuck her slutty cunt,” Clint growled. “I own that brat.”

I shivered at how strong he was. I sucked harder, bobbing my mouth up and down on his dick. His computer mouse clicked as he browsed the internet, his dick throbbing in my mouth. Salty precum joined the taste of Alicia’s sour asshole.

“Well, here’s a job. The Hiragawa Drugstore’s hiring for a few part-time employees,” Clint said. “That’s close to here.”

“Isn’t that the place owned by Pam’s mother?”

My eyes widened. Pam Hiragawa was my treat for Clint. Yesterday, after the debate tournament—in addition to teaching history, I coached the debate team that Pam was a member—I had seduced her, licked her pussy, and told her to suck Clint’s cock at school tomorrow.

I think she would do it. Clint, like his father, had a thing for Asians. And I wanted to be the coolest aunt ever.

“I think so,” Clint answered.

“Oh, so you want a crack at Pam’s ass?” Melody asked.

“Jealous?” Clint asked.

“Only if you don’t share,” Melody said.

Alicia giggled.

“I’ll share with you, Melody,” Clint said. “If you remember who’s in charge.”

“You are,” my daughter breathed. “You can fuck all the girls you want, Clint. You can do anything. I’ll do anything for you.”

“Strip naked in the middle of school?”

“Yes,” Melody breathed. “Oh, yes, I would.”

Clint’s dick throbbed even harder as he typed. “I’m sending in applications for the both us and Lee. Maybe we can talk to Pam, get her to put in a good word with her mom.”

“And then you can fuck her,” Melody moaned.

Without warning, Clint’s dick erupted into my mouth. Hot, salty cum flooded me. I shuddered, gulping down all the warm, delicious spunk. I shivered as it swirled about my mouth. Then I swallowed my nephew’s jizz.

I loved being his sex slave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

Stefani answered the door wearing only a long shirt she slept in, her face bleary. I had sped the entire way here. “What is it, Yunie?” she asked as she stared at me, using her nickname for me. “Huh? You can tell me. What’s got my unicorn so panicked?”

“Fuck me, Dandi,” I groaned, using my nickname for her. We had called each other Dandelion and Unicorn, shortened to Dandi and Yunie, since we were kids. We even had the inspirations for our names tattooed on our pubic mounds.

I loved kissing her dandelion above her pussy.

“Fuck me right now.”

“What?” she blinked as I burst into the house. “Yunie?”

I seized her hand and dragged her to her bedroom. “Your family’s at church, right?”

She nodded her head.

“Good.”

I threw open the door to her bedroom and kissed her hard as I walked us to her bed. My tongue danced with hers. Then I shoved her down on the bed. She fell in a curtain of fiery hair. She blinked, shaking her head.

“Yunie, what’s wrong?”

“Take off that shirt,” I told her, ripping open her panty drawer and snagging the red, gel double-headed dildo. It wiggled as I picked it up. “Then get on your hands and knees. I need to fuck.”

You. My girlfriend. I was a lesbian. I didn’t want Clint.

“Okay,” she said, pulling off her nightshirt, revealing those round tits, pierced nipples, and the golden dandelion tattooed on her shaved pubic mound right above her pussy. My sweet Dandi. I loved her.

I didn’t need Clint when I had her. Right?

I peeled off my shirt and shorts in record time as she rolled onto her hands and knees. Her shaved pussy peeked out between her thighs as I knelt on the bed. I leaned in, nuzzling at her pussy, licking, stimulating her, getting her wet.

I savored her tangy pussy as my tongue delved into her folds. She shivered, her butt-clenching as she wiggled back into me. I licked again and again, getting her wetter and wetter. Her juices flowed as she nuzzled at her clit, sucking hard on the nub.

Then I shoved one end of the double-headed dildo into her snatch.

“Yunie!” she gasped as I drove it in deep.

“I love you, Dandi,” I moaned as I knelt facing away from her. I brought the other end of the dildo to my pussy. It was ribbed, the wonderful bumps sliding into my snatch, stimulating me.

Clint could never give me this pleasure. Only Stefani.

My fingers clawed at the sheets as I rocked back, my ass pumping into hers, the dildo sliding in and out of my pussy. The bed creaked as she rocked back, our butts smacking together over and over as my large tits dangled beneath me.

I groaned, the pleasure shivering through me. Sometimes the dildo pumped in and out of my cunt, other times my sex gripped it hard, keeping it from sliding much as I worked it in and out of her pussy. Either way, it stirred through my depths, stimulating my snatch, sending pleasure shooting through me.

“Oh, yes, Yunie,” Stefani moaned. “I love it. Fuck my pussy. Keep rocking back. I want to cum so hard.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed, rocking back into her, my head tossing back and forth as the pleasure churned in my cunt. “I love it. I’m going to cum so hard.”

“You’re possessed,” she gasped. “Jesus, Yunie, you’re fucking me so hard.”

“I just want to make you cum so hard, Dandi! So hard!”

“This will do it! Churn my cunt!”

The pleasure built in me as we rocked back. I savored our butt-cheeks meeting, clapping together, the dildo driven deep into both our cunts, only an inch or two thrusting out. Then we rocked apart, the dildo moving, sliding, stimulating with its ribs.

Before we rocked back together and buried the toy into each other.

Over and over we fucked each other. Our hips rocked back faster and faster. The bed creaked. We both moaned, singing out our joy, letting it echo through the room as we pleasured each other. As we drove each other closer and closer to our orgasms. To that wonderful, gasping moment of pure release as we shuddered and came on the same dildo.

We shared this pleasure. It united us. I didn’t need Clint. He could fuck Melody. I had Stefani.

I didn’t need his muscular body. I didn’t need his strong hands cupping my tits. I didn’t need his hard cock ramming into my body as his weight lay atop me. I didn’t need any of that when I had Stefani and all our toys.

The pleasure built and built. My head snapped back. “Dandi!”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Cum with me, Yunie! Let’s explode! I want to cum with you, my sexy unicorn.”

“My naughty dandelion,” I moaned. “So sweet. So lovely! Yes!”

We screamed out together. My pussy spasmed on the dildo as we drove our hips back, our butts smacking hard together. The rubbery toy buried into both our cunts. I savored the pleasure rushing through me. The bliss that I truly craved, available only from my girlfriend. I held onto it for as long as I could.

And then it retreated.

I collapsed onto her bed. The dildo slid out of my pussy as Stefani groaned. Then she was behind me, hugging me, holding me, her round breasts pressing in my back. She was so soft and sweet. The opposite of Clint.

“What’s wrong, Yunie?” she asked.

“I…I masturbated to Clint this morning,” I gasped. “I…I wanted to fuck him.”

To be continued…
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Zoey Elliston

My girlfriend, Stefani, held me from behind, her round breasts pressed into my back as I shuddered. The words choked out of my mouth, admitting that I had masturbated this morning to my little brother. The Squirt. I couldn’t be attracted to him. I was gay.



Right?

I mean, yes, I once wanted to sleep with my dad, but what girl didn’t have a crush on the strong, hunky man who raised her? At sixteen, I had tried to seduce him, and it had backfired. He rejected me, gently, and I fled to my best friend Stefani to cry.

And she showed me who I truly was. She seduced me, made love to me, took my cherry with her fingers. We made such sweet passion. For two years, we had been lovers. Everyone thought we were just close friends. So I couldn’t like Clint. He was just my little brother. That annoying boy who swaggered around thinking he was a man. Just because our cousin, Melody, had no taste in men and let Clint stick his small dick in her didn’t mean I should.

“You masturbated to Clint?” Stefani said, and I could hear the amusement in her voice. “And that has you freaked out?”

“Yes, Dandi,” I said, shivering. Dandi, short for Dandelion, was my private nickname for her. Since kids, we had called each other Dandi and Yunie. It was why I had a unicorn tattooed on my pubic mound and Stefani a bright dandelion. “He’s my little brother. How can I find Squirt attractive? He’s so annoying.”

“He’s cute,” Stefani giggled. “Growing strong. Looks a lot like your dad.”

“Dandi,” I groaned. “You can’t think he’s cute.”

“Sure I can.” Her hand stroked up and cupped my breast. She nuzzled into my neck. “He’s always looking at you. Mmm, the way you dress to tease him.”

“I don’t dress to tease him,” I protested. “I just like tight clothing.”

“With that sexy cameltoe. Yum. He wants you so bad.” She squeezed my large tit. They were almost as big as Mom’s. Maybe even the same size. “He wants to cup these big tits and lick that delicious cameltoe.”

I squirmed. “What are you saying?”

“That you dress like you’re still trying to get your dad to seduce you. You never gave up on it.”

“I did. I’m a lesbian now.” I rolled over, my large tits pressing into hers, her nipples rings nudging my hard nubs. I stared into her green eyes. “I dress this way for you.”

Stefani giggled. “Oh, Zoey, you first dressed like this for your dad. And you still do it. It’s been six months since he passed. I think you dress this way for Clint.”

“The Squirt?”

“Yeah.” She rolled her eyes. “You’re not gay, Zoey. You’re bi. Like me. Why do you think we work at a strip club?”

“For the money,” I blinked. “Because dumb men are stupid enough to shower us with money just hoping we might break the rules and fuck them.”

“Because we like their attention. Oh, Yunie, don’t you see that? We’re exhibitionist. We get off on shaking our tight asses and tits for them. Yeah, we don’t want to fuck those men, but we like them staring at us, lusting at us. You are so hot afterward. How late did you keep me up last night? The back seat of your car is cramped.”

I blushed. “But… I love you.”

“And I love my sweet unicorn.” Her nose nuzzled mine then her lips kissed me, a quick peck. “But doesn’t mean I don’t think about boys. That I wouldn’t love to finally fuck one. The right one.”

“And who would that be?” My stomach squirmed. I didn’t like this conversation at all. “Because I don’t want to fuck any boy. Just you.”

“And Clint.” She arched an eyebrow. “Mmm, he is cute. He’s not your dad, but he’s getting their. Give him a few more years and, damn, what a man he will make. I bet he would take me so hard. Oh, I am getting so wet just thinking about it.”

“You’re crazy,” I gasped, rolling away from her. “He’s Squirt. He’s a boy. He’s not my dad!”

I froze, shaking, my stomach twisting. He wasn’t Dad. He thought he was, but he wasn’t. Not even close. No matter what Mom or Stefani or Melody thought. It was just a fluke masturbating to him. I was all confused. I wanted Dad so badly. Tears blinked in my eyes. I shivered.

And then Stefani was hugging me, holding me. I clung to her, crying. Dad was dead. He wasn’t coming back. And Clint couldn’t replace him. He just couldn’t. He was just a boy.

A boy that made Melody scream her head off when she came. A boy that ate her pussy to orgasm and fucked her hard. A boy that had Lee cleaning, behaving. That had Mom singing his praises, saying he was the man of the house. Strong.

He was strong. Handsome, growing into a man. Maybe…

No! He was not Dad. He never would be Dad.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I held Alicia’s hand as we walked to school Monday morning. A nervous energy buzzed through me as we strolled down the street to our high school. I felt like Alica’s daddy taking her to school. She was so cute in her frilly, pink dress, her light-brown hair in her pigtails, glasses perched delicately on her nose, her shoes Mary Janes with ankle socks with a cuff of ruffled lace. Melody, strolling on my other side, wearing her classic jeans and a t-shirt that seemed two sizes too small, hugging her tight to show off her body. She was a tomboy. And outside of our houses, no one could know she was more than my cousin.

They couldn’t know she was my half-sister and that I was fucking her. And they definitely couldn’t know that I was fucking Alicia.

Lee walked behind us, or sometimes in front, bursting with so much energy as she darted back and forth. I could tell she was excited for her task today. I only wished I could be there to see it in person, but Alicia would record it for the entire family to watch later.

Zoey drove herself to school. She had left early. I saw her heading out, wearing her tightest clothing, her ass looking like a million bucks in her jeans, a cameltoe begging to be devoured, her tits bouncing in her halter top. She took one look at me, doe eyes widening. Then she bolted.

She was definitely coming around. I had to be patient with her. She was too strong-willed to be captured as easily as the other women of the family.

“PE is going to be so much fun,” chortled Lee. “Right, Alicia?”

“Oh, yes.” She squeezed my hand. “I can’t wait. Your phone better have a full charge to capture it, cunt.” Alicia was enjoying her ability to insult and degrade Lee.

“It does,” Lee nodded, loving being insulted. She got off on degradation. She whipped her cell phone out of her pocket. “It’s even off. I hope you can use it.”

“Just because I don’t own a smart phone doesn’t me I don’t know how to use one.” Alicia glanced up at me, her face so cute. “Don’t worry, big brother, I’ll immortalize her task.”

“Yes,” Lee groaned.

Melody bumped her shoulder against me. We had several ways of showing our affection in public. Shoulder bumps, smiles, her punching me in the arm, her licking her lips—I can’t do that one sexily. We had been kissing cousins for a while before Friday night when everything had changed.

“School is going to suck,” Melody groaned. “I just want to be your girl and let everyone know it.” She glanced at me. “Just say it. Tell me to take off my top in the middle of school. I’m not wearing a bra. Let everyone see you command me.”

I wanted to, but there would be consequences. Lee might be in a lot of trouble for what I commanded her to do. I didn’t want Melody to get in any. But I knew she wanted it. I glanced around, cars streaming by on their morning commute.

“Let me see those tits right now,” I told her.

Melody didn’t hesitate. She pulled up her blouse, her round tits spilling out, her nipples hardening into two dusky points. She shivered, holding them up for me, letting me drink them in. I squeezed Alicia’s hand as I watched. Passing cars honked, getting an eyeful of teenage tits.

Melody’s hips shook. Her sandy-blonde hair, braided, swayed about her back. I had a perfect, side-profile view of her round breasts, so firm and perky, her nipples hard. She could have turned to face me, but then her back would be to the street and no one could see those delicious tits.

“Do you think all the men are jealous that they can’t touch these tits, Princess?” I asked, my dick hardening.

“Oh, yes, big brother,” nodded Alicia. “Big sister has such beautiful tits.”

“Top notch,” nodded Lee. “Wish mine were as big.”

“Thanks,” Melody moaned, thighs rubbing together.

“And how wet are your panties?” I asked.

“So wet.”

“Show them.”

Melody let out an almost orgasmic groan. Her fingers shot to the fastener of her jeans. Her shirt bunched around the tops of her tits. She pushed her jeans down off her hips. They fell to her knees. She turned, showing off the blue panties she wore today, a narrow cut with a thin waistband, almost a thong. I could see her shaved pussy lips molding to the fabric and the dark stains spreading.

“Those look wet,” I agreed. “Panties down, too. Let’s see you glisten in the morning sunlight.”

“Oh, god,” she moaned, rolling her panties off her thighs. A line of juices connected her pussy and panties for a moment, a glistening, gossamer thread.

I groaned when it snapped.

She had a tight, flushed pussy. Juices gleamed. A trickle worked down her thigh. I breathed in her sweet musk. Cars honked more and more, staring at her exposed ass. They were all so envious, lusting after this sweet sixteen-year-old hottie.

And she was all mine.

“Okay. Better cover up before you get arrested.”

“Yes!” she hissed, yanking down her blouse first before pulling up her panties and jeans. She snapped them close and zipped up, face flushed. “When we get to school, we have to find a place so I can blow you. You look so hard.” She bumped my shoulder.

“So hard, big brother,” Alicia nodded, licking her cute lips.

“Are you wet, Princess?”

“I’m soaked,” Lee groaned.

“Wasn’t talking to you, slut.”

Lee beamed. She bounced on her heels, bursting with energy.

“My cunny is all tingly now, big brother. I’m getting so hot and wet.”

I squeezed Alicia’s hand, wanting to kiss my fourteen-year-old sister right here, right now.

But we had to get to school.

I was hard the entire way, and Lee was walking in front of me, wearing a skirt that left her legs bare. They were sexy legs. And she had a sexy ass. She kept bouncing, making her small tits jiggle beneath the tight spaghetti strap halter top she wore. I was glad the warm weather was holding out so long into September to appreciate what she was showing.

Even if I had to readjust twice before we reached the school. And my first class was PE with Melody. I would have to stare at her in those tight athletic shorts and a tank top, plus the other girls in the class, particularly Pam Hiragawa.

I loved Asian girls, and the Japanese was petite like Alicia but with breasts like Melody. And that skin… Such a lovely shade.

“Damn, I’m just getting harder,” I groaned as we reached the school. “We have to find a place on the way to PE.”

Melody nodded her head. “It’ll be a torture for you. Particularly with Pam in the class.”

“Good luck, Master,” Lee said. “Do I have your permission to go to class?”

I nodded my head. Lee darted off. Then Alicia gave me a big smile. She hesitated for a moment, almost rising on her tiptoes, then she remembered herself and walked away, her backpack bouncing as she strode through the school, looking too young to be a ninth grader.

“There’s the unisex bathroom,” Melody said. “It has a lock.”

“And everyone will see us go in there,” I groaned. “We’re early. We just have to be creative.”

“Well…” Melody bit her lip. “Oh, why do we have to go to school. There should be a mandatory break. Doesn’t everyone know what’s happened with our family?”

“No. And they can’t ever. Incest is illegal.”

She shivered. “Doesn’t that just make it—”

“Clint,” a shy voice said from behind him. “Can I speak with you and Melody?”

I frowned and turned to find Pam Hiragawa, wearing a pleated, white skirt with red flowers and black tights covering her legs. Her hands were folded before her, color spotting the pale-olive of her cheeks, her head bowed. Submissive.

“Yeah?” I asked, my mouth watering.

“I…” She licked her lips. “I… That is, your aunt asked me to do something for you.”

“Oh, what?” I blinked. What was my slutty Aunt Vicky up to? She was Melody and Lee’s mother, and a humiliation slut like Lee. This morning, I had pissed in Aunt Vicky’s mouth while Lee drank Melody’s urine.

I loved starting the day that way.

“I…” She squirmed.

“Well?” Melody asked, a grin on her face. “What is it?”

Pam looked around, her cheeks growing even darker, her squirming even worse. “This is so embarrassing.” She took a deep breath. “She’s been coaching me for debate. And… And she thinks… This will help with my…my confidence.”

“I think you could use that,” Clint nodded.

“So…?” Pam moved even closer, only inches apart. Other students walked past us. “So, can I blow you while Melody watches?”

“Oh, I get to watch,” Melody smiled.

My dick almost erupted. I couldn’t believe this was happening. “Yes,” I groaned. “Yes, you can. We just need to find a place.”

“I know one,” she said. “Your aunt said we could use her classroom. It’ll be empty and unlocked.”

“Second floor,” Melody and I said together.

I seized Pam’s hand, gripping hard. I wasn’t letting her get away. “Come on.”

She nodded her head, still bowed. It was so sexy, so submissive.

It was hard not to run through the halls to the classroom, but my dick ached and throbbed so badly. Pam Hiragawa wanted to suck my cock. Aunt Vicky deserved a reward for this. My mom had mentioned once how she and her sister would procure Asian girls for Dad to enjoy, gifts to him to show their love and affection.

“Damn, Mom really outdid herself,” Melody groaned.

“Yes,” I panted. We reached the stairs. My dick was iron. Steel. Adamantium.

I almost dragged Pam up it in my haste, Melody keeping pace. She was clearly as excited as I was by this entire situation. Her cheeks were flushed red again. I bet her pussy grew hot, itching. We reached the second floor and walked down to Aunt Vicky’s classroom.

I tuned the doorknob. It twisted.

I pushed through the door, pulling both of them in. Melody locked it behind her. The classroom was dark, the only light spilling in beneath the door jam and through the small window set in it. The blinds were pulled down, keeping out the sun. The sounds muted.

It was so private, our own dark world to play in.

“Have you ever sucked a cock before?” Melody asked.

Pam shook her head.

“Licked a pussy?”

Pam nodded.

My cock throbbed.

“Was it my mom’s?” Melody’s voice was so husky.

Pam nodded.

“Oh, damn, Clint.” Melody shivered. “Pam, didn’t it make you curious why my mom would send you to blow her nephew while I watched?”

Pam squirmed.

I cupped her chin. “You answer Melody. She’s my main girl. You obey her like you obey me.”

Pam licked her lips. “It made me wet. I…I…I’m bi. I like you both. I’ve seen you kiss. It made me so wet. I wished…”

“Jesus,” I groaned. “You saw us? When.”

“Two weeks ago. During PE. You were behind the portables. You had Melody pinned against the wall, kissing her so hard. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. She’s your cousin, and it was so hot.”

“I’m his half-sister,” Melody said. “Now how does that make you feel about us kissing?”

“Oh, wow,” groaned Pam. She trembled.

“And you’re just a submissive, wet slut,” I groaned. “Your panties must be soaked right now.”

She nodded her head.

“Good. I want them soaked all day. No touching yourself. On your knees and start sucking. I want to cum in that mouth. But don’t swallow. Hold it in your mouth.” I took out my phone. “I want to capture it.”

“Yes, Clint, “Melody moaned, her jeans unsnapping.

I arched an eyebrow at her as she yanked them down, exposing those sexy, blue panties.

“May I masturbate?” she gasped, her panties coming down, her pussy exposed. She stroked her blonde landing strip. “Please, Clint. I love you so much.”

“I let you get away with too much,” I groaned. I just loved indulging her and spoiling Alicia. They were the two I loved love. I cared for the other women, loved them, but they weren’t the ones that made my heart beat faster, made me just want to hang out with them. “Masturbate.”

“Thank you.” Melody shoved her hands between her thighs and groaned.

Pam fell to her knees, and I hit record on my phone. She had such a doll’s face, her black hair, pulled into a French braid, spilled over her white blouse. Her delicate fingers trembled as she undid my jeans and pulled down my zipper. She worked my pants down my hips, exposing my blue boxers, my cock tenting the front.

“You’re so big,” she whispered. “Bigger than I imagine.”

“Then you masturbated to?” Melody asked.

Pam nodded her head, pulling down my boxers. Her eyes widened as my dick spilled out before her face, the tip smacking her nose and sending a sharp jolt of pleasure up my cock. She licked her lips, staring at it. One hand wrapped about the base, stroking my dick. She trembled, drinking in the sight.

“The first dick you’ve ever seen?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Outside of pictures in health class.”

“And those cocks are pathetic,” groaned Melody, juicy sounds coming from between her thighs. “You’ll love his dick, Pam. Trust me.”

Pam didn’t answer. Instead, she licked at the underside of my dick, starting about the middle and heading towards the tip. She brushed the sensitive ring at the crown of my dick then across the spongy tip. I groaned. Her tongue lapped at the slit, gathering the beading precum.

She pulled her tongue in, savoring the taste, slanted eyes staring up at me as she shivered. Moaned. And then again she licked the tip of my cock. She swirled her tongue about it. Her lips brushed it. She sucked on the tip, bringing a groan from my lips.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Melody. “That’s it. Suck his cock. That’s my man’s dick you’re pleasing. You better make him cum so hard. He’s dying for it.”

“I am,” I groaned, her mouth sliding up and down, sucking, bobbing, her cheeks hollowing as she worked her lips. She shifted her head, tongue swirling.

My cock was in Pam Hiragawa’s mouth. I couldn’t believe it. If I wasn’t in love with Melody, I would have asked Pam out last year when I first met her. She was so sexy, so delicious. I aimed my smart phone at her, immortalizing her first blowjob, her first act of submission. I glanced back and forth from her face and the screen, making sure she was centered.

“Damn, you are sexy sucking cock,” I groaned. “Mmm, you’re my doll-faced, Asian slut. My Japanese whore.”

She sucked harder, cheeks hollowing.

“You like that?” I asked. “Does it make you wet when I call you those names? Or just when I say that you’re mine?”

Pam moaned about my dick, her hips wiggling. The humming bliss of her voice sent a shudder down my cock to my aching balls. My free hand seized her French braid, holding it as she worked her mouth up and down his cock.

Melody moaned in the background, fingers plunging into juicy twat. I loved her eyes on me, glad she was here. Aunt Vicky was right to include her. I wished only Alicia was here, too. And Lee. And my mom. And Aunt Vicky.

And Zoey.

I wanted all my women to see this moment, to know that other women outside our family submitted to me.

“Shit,” I groaned, my body trembling, balls boiling. “Keep sucking that cock. I’m going to pump so much cum into your mouth. Melody got me so hard on the walk to school.”

“I did. So hard. You should have made me blow you on the street, Clint.” Her head tossed back. “Oh, that would have been so hot.”

Melody squealed out her orgasm, cumming hard. Her body shuddering. My balls ached. Her moans inflamed my lust. My cock throbbed in Pam’s sucking mouth. Her cheeks hollowed with her passion, with her need to taste my cum while her hand stroked my cock.

She wanted this. She wanted me. Jesus, I could have had threesomes with her and Melody for weeks. For months. If only I had woken up to being a man sooner.

“Don’t swallow or spit, slut,” I grunted, my cum rising in my balls. “Get ready. This is what you wanted. Fuck!”

My cum boiled out of my balls. The pressure raced down my cock. That powerful surge of bliss shot through me. I grunted as my cum spurted into her hungry mouth. It splashed along her tonsils, bathing her mouth. She groaned, cheeks bulging as she sought to contain my load bursting into her mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” hissed Melody. “You better not swallow a drop, slut!”

Pam’s hand squeezed my cock, stroking up it, getting out the last few drops. I still filmed her as she pulled her mouth off. She looked up at the camera, cheeks bright red, and then she opened her mouth, knowing what I wanted.

My cum swam around her tongue, pooling at her gullet.

“Fuck,” I panted. “See that, Aunt Vicky? See what this slut did for me?” I stared at Pam. “Swallow and tell my Aunt Slut just how much you enjoyed it.”

Pam closed her mouth, swallowing, shuddering as my cum slid down to her belly. It was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen. Then she opened her mouth wide, proving it was all gone before saying, “I loved it. Ms. Samuels. Your nephew’s cum was so salty and yummy. I swallowed it all. Now I feel so confident.”

I turned off the recording. “Damn, Pam, I can’t wait to pop your cherry.” My fingers worked on my phone. I had an app that let me pull frames from video and save them as pics. “We’re going to have fun tonight.”

I attached the pics and hit send.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

My phone beeped in my purse as I waited on the first floor of the school, wondering what was happening upstairs in my class.

I opened it and smiled at the dirty sight of Pam Hiragawa’s mouth open wide, my nephew’s cum swimming in her mouth. The second pic was her mouth open, the cum gone. It was captioned, “Coolest aunt ever. You may ask for anything tonight, slut.”

A hot shiver ran through me. He loved my gift. “I’m the coolest aunt ever,” I said to a pair of passing students. “Just the coolest.”

They gave me weird looks. I did not care.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“My cherry?” Pam asked.

“After school,” Clint said, zipping up, “I’m taking your cherry. I want it.”

She took a deep breath, her eyes moving, mind thinking. “It’s yours.”

I shuddered, my orgasm billowing through me, pussy spasming on my fingers. It peaked and bliss rippled through me. I pulled my fingers from my shaved snatch. With one hand, I pulled up my panties and jeans, wanting to preserve the cream on my digits. It was awkward, and I couldn’t button up one-handed.

I walked to them as Pam rose, trembling. She turned to face me, her head bowed. I smeared my pussy cream on my lips, tasting my sweet musk, and then kissed her hard on the mouth. Clint groaned as he watched us.

Pam only hesitated for a moment before she kissed me back. Her lips moved, tongue tasting my cream. I shivered, my pussy clenching. I wanted to keep kissing her, but time was ticking. We had our first class soon.

I broke the kiss. “Mmm, that’s what I thought. You want to lick my pussy, too.”

She nodded her head.

“You will.” I glanced at Clint, forgetting he was in charge. “Right, Clint?”

“I guess I can let you have that pleasure,” Clint said. “Or maybe Alicia should get it.”

Pam’s eyes widened. “Your little sister?”

“Hot, right?” I arched my eyebrows at Pam.

She nodded, blushing furiously.

“I think she’s perfect, Clint.”

He frowned at me. “For what.”

“For your girlfriend. You can’t stay single. People already think we spend too much time together. They whisper about us.” I nudged Pam. “Here’s your beard, as they say. Your new girlfriend. You did just ask her out on a date.”

“To pop her cherry.”

“Mmm, what a hot date, right, Pam?”

She nodded her head.

Clint looked at Pam. “You want that? You want to be my girlfriend?”

I saw the interest in his dark eyes as he stared at Pam. I had seen him looking at Pam. In fact, there were times I was a little jealous of the attention he gave her, and other times I wanted the three of us to do things. Friday night, when Clint asked me if I was okay with threesomes, I meant it. I would share him with any girl.

Especially Pam Hiragawa.

“I would like that, Clint,” Pam said, hands clasped before her. “Very much so.”

Clint put his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. Then it slipped down to her lower back and her ass. The jealousy surged through me. Not really at Pam, but just at the fact Clint could touch her like that in public and people wouldn’t whisper.

She was so lucky to be his in public.

Her arm slipped about his waist as he pulled her close. He leaned down, giving her a kiss on the mouth, making her flutter. I took a deep breath, hating how my guts squirmed. This must be how my mom felt at times being Dad’s secret lover, not able to be seen like this with him because her sister was the wife of the man she loved.

What a shame our world was so intolerant.

Clint broke the kiss. “Just remember, in private, Melody’s my first woman. My queen. Alicia’s my princess.”

“What am I?”

I smiled. “His concubine. You’re not a slave like Lee and my mom and my aunt.”

Her eyes widened. “So many women. Your entire family?”

“Almost,” Clint said, heat in his voice. “But soon, all of them.”

“Zoey won’t hold out for long.” I moved in, patting his crotch. “You might need some help keeping up with all of us.”

“I can handle it,” he boasted. He pulled Pam close. “Oh, me, Melody, and Lee applied for jobs at your mom’s drug store. Care to put in a good word for your boyfriend?”

Pam’s smile grew. “I would be honored.” She leaned her head on his shoulder. They looked so perfect together.

Clint glanced at me, frowning. I gave him a big smile back. Pam was so damned lucky it hurt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Lee Samuels

Physical Education was my favorite class. I loved running, getting sweaty, the buzz from endorphins pumping through my veins as my heart raced. It was the best.

And it was about to get better as I strolled into the locker room with the other girls. Alicia shared my class even though she was a year younger. She was the least athletic girl in class, and in her gym shorts and tank top, her underdeveloped body was so obvious. She was so petite, so flat chested. Her breasts had hardly budded, her nipples small. Even I had small handfuls of tits. I wasn’t the flattest in the family.

Zoey, Mom, and Aunt Cheryl had really lucked out in the tits department. Dad’s side of the family must not be that busty.

It was wonderful actually having a Dad. I wish I knew Uncle Clinton was my father while he lived, but it meant I didn’t grow up without a father. He was always there, trying to keep me in check. I loved his attention. When I was bad, it always drew his stern gaze.

Guess I was practicing for Clint.

I opened my locker, grabbed my supplies—can of shaving cream and a fresh razor. I stripped naked while my sorta friend Carmelita arched her eyebrow. She was fifteen, like me, a tenth grader, and I was more friends with her to keep from being bullied. Which is why I had been such a cunt to Alicia the last year or so.

“What’s that for?” Carmelita asked as I headed naked for the showers, the only girl not wrapping herself up in a towel. Carmelita had, hiding her golden-brown curves.

“Need to shave my pussy,” I told her, glancing down at the thick, Black bush adorning my pudenda. “Time to go for the bald look.”

“Now?” she blinked. “You feelin’ loco or something?”

“Always,” I beamed, my pussy growing so juicy.

This was so humiliating. Having to shave myself while all the girls of my PE class watched. But Clint’s orders were adamant. “You have a hairy bush. I want it gone. Shave it off in the locker room then masturbate. Let all your friends know just what a filthy slut you truly are.”

I was a filthy slut. A depraved whore. I sat down on the tiles and leaned against the central shower hub. There were no stall dividers but three pillars of stainless steel each with seven nozzles ringing it. The other girls blinked as I leaned back and spread my legs wide, exposing myself. Even with my thick bush, I felt like my cunt was on display.

“Eww, what are you doing, Lee?” Alicia asked. “No one wants to see that hairy rug between your thighs.”

She held my smart phone, filming what I was doing while the other girls froze, glancing at me, shock painted on their faces.

“It is disgusting,” I moaned. “I’m such a filthy, disgusting slut. So it has to go.”

The pink shaving cream whooshed into my hand. I rubbed it against my bush. The other girls whispered. Carmelita arched an eyebrow at me, a sneer crossing her lips as she folded her arms, pressing her towel against her tits beneath.

Carmelita shook her head. “The bookworm’s right, this is fucked up, Lee.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my pussy tingling. “I have to. My filthy bush has to go.”

I shuddered as the razor scraped along my skin. Felt it glide across my pudenda. Heard the hairs cut. Felt bare skin in its the wake. I worked deftly, staring at all the girls almost as much as my pussy. Alicia filmed me, a wicked smile on her lips. Sneers and head shakes rippled through the other girls. They whispered to each other.

And they judged me. Looked down on me.

I was so wet.

My pussy lips were swollen when I reached them. I felt them with my fingers as I shaved around my snatch. I groaned, exposing more and more of my cunt to their sight, to their mocking eyes. Their whispers grew louder and louder, reaching my sensitive ears.

“What a freak. I don’t want to see her snatch.”

“Who does? She’s a flat-chested beanpole.”

“Why no guy wants her.”

“Does she think shaving her beaver will get her dick?”

“Maybe she wants the vag,” another girl laughed.

“You a dirty dyke showing off that snatch to us?” Carmelita laughed. “Huh, want us all to stare at your pussy and think it’s top shit.”

“No, my cunt is filthy,” I moaned, shaving the last hairs. “Just look at it.” I spread my pussy lips open, showing pink. My fingers shoved into me. I groaned. I was so wet. “Look at how nasty this cunt is. Look at how deep I can shove my fingers in.”

“She’s masturbating. Eww, no one wants to see that, slut,” Alicia said. “Your cunny is rancid.”

“No dick wants rancid pussy,” laughed Carmelita. “Fuck, Lee, you are one nasty girl.”

“So nasty,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on my fingers. My legs spread wider, my fingers pumping faster.

Fifteen girls all stared at me. I drank in their disgust. The humiliation fed my lusts. The shame burned through my cheeks. My nipples ached. I pinched them with one hand as I reamed three fingers into my cunt, stretching out my hole while I moaned. My toes curled, my fingers pumping faster and faster.

I was so juicy. I could hear my fingers as they fucked into my nasty cunt. Alicia had a huge grin on her face. She savored it for all the years I bullied her with Carmelita and the other girls in this room. And now they bullied me.

“Skank.”

“Slut.”

“Whore.”

“Bet she sells that pussy on the street corner.”

“For five dollars.”

“Just a cheap slut.”

“She’s a dyke. But we’re not. We’re not going to touch your cunt. Not even Felicity.”

“Nope,” the actual lesbian said. “That’s so sick, Lee. No one wants to see you masturbating.”

“Not even Felicity thinks this is hot,” Carmelita sneered. “Your pussy doesn’t even turn her on. God, why the fuck was I friends with you?”

“Don’t know,” I moaned, digging my fingers in faster and faster. “Yes, yes, yes, I’m such a nasty slut. Oh, my god!”

“She’s cumming,” Felicity sneered.

“Gross.”

“I’m going to barf.”

Their words made the pleasure so intense. So wonderfully depraved. My eyes fluttered. My feet slid across the tiled floor. My moans echoed through the room. My back arched. My small tits shook. Cameras flashed. Pics of this would spread across the school faster than Nutella on bread.

Stars burst before my eyes. They would hate me. They would call me derogatory names. Every day they would bully me. I would have to endure it, my pussy growing hotter and hotter, aching as they humiliated me.

Nasty pics of me photoshopped with degrading captions would be all over the internet. Boys would hit on me, thinking I was easy. But I was only one man’s slut. And he commanded me to do this. I didn’t care what the consequences were.

They would just help me cum harder.

My body thrashed as my voice squeaked out of me. My pussy spasmed on my fingers. I shivered and shuddered. My eyes rolled back into my head. And then I fell still. I shivered, licking my lips. I pulled out my fingers, licking them clean.

“Cuntwaffle loves her pussy cream,” sneered Carmelita. “But I bet it taste like rotten fish.”

“Mmm, maybe you’ll find out one day,” I shuddered as I stood up. I turned around and flipped on the shower. They stared at me.

It was so hard not masturbating a second time as I quivered beneath their shameful looks.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“It was so awesome, Clint,” Alicia said, bouncing as she sat across from me at the table in the school’s cafeteria, Melody at her side. “Oh, wait until you see the vid. They said such mean things to her, and she just came harder.”

“Can’t wait,” I said then smiled as Pam sat down beside me.

Like a good girlfriend, she leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

Alicia went still. “Big brother?”

“I’m dating Pam now,” I told her, arm going around Pam’s shoulder. I liked that. I wished I could do it to other girls. “But I still love you, Princess.”

“She’s his disguise,” Melody said. “People are starting to whisper about me and him being so close. But look around. People are learning they’re dating. They jogged side-by-side during PE. It was cute.”

Alicia nibbled on her roll.

“She understands,” I told my little sister. “Right, Pam?”

“I’m his concubine,” Pam said. “You’re his princess, and Melody is the queen.” Pam smiled. “I…I like the idea of sharing him.”

“Oh,” Alicia said, swallowing.

“Trust me, Princess. You do, right? Good girls trust their big brothers. I don’t want another fit from you.”

She gave a guilty flush then gave me a smile. “I trust you. Always. And you…” Her eyes brimmed with desperate hope.

“Yes, I love you. Pam doesn’t change that. But you need to be careful. People are around us.”

“That’s why he has Pam,” Melody said.

I turned to Pam. My heart raced as I leaned I, kissing her on the lips like I had wanted to with Melody so many times in the lunch room. Someone whooped behind us, and Pam pulled away, blushing sweetly.

And then I spotted Zoey and her redheaded best friend Stefani walking by.

“Hey, Sis,” I grinned. “Why don’t you join us?”

Lee darted by Zoey, sitting down to my right, her food steaming on her tray. “Boy, I’m starved.”

I ignored her, staring at Zoey, arching an eyebrow. She blinked at Pam, then she rushed over to us, leaving the sexy redhead behind. My sister’s large tits bounced in her tight blouse, and that cameltoe was so delicious. “So you are dating Pam. What about…?”

“Me?” Melody asked. “It’s fine. I don’t mind sharing Clint. And it’s not like we can date openly.”

Zoey looked around the table, Lee digging into her food, Alicia nibbling on her roll. She shook her head. “What is going on with this family?”

“Clint,” Lee said between bites, her words slurred. “He’s the man of the house now.”

The color faded from Zoey’s cheeks. Her eyes flicked from me to Alicia then to Lee before returning back to me.

I nodded. “Plenty of room at the table for my sexy, older sister.”

Her nipples were two hard points thrusting at the front of her blouse.

She fled.

“She’s getting closer,” Alicia smiled. “Then I’ll have two big sisters to love.”

Melody giggled, “Pam, you can stop staring at Zoey’s ass with your mouth open.”

Beside me, Pam started, closing her mouth and blushing. “Those jeans… I could see her…” She lowered her voice. “Pussy.”

“Zoey always has a cameltoe,” I groaned. “She’s a tease that way. Good thing I have a sexy virgin’s cherry to pop after school.”

“Wonderful,” Lee groaned, her hair still damp from PE. My last class before lunch was World History, and I had such a hard time focusing on Aunt Vicky’s lecture while thinking about her daughter obeying my commands at the same moment in PE. “You’ll love it, Pam. Guess you’re part of the family.”

“I guess so.” Pam shifted. “Oh, I spoke to my mom. She is excited to meet you. She says she can interview the three of you for the jobs after school tomorrow.”

“It’ll be fun meeting your mom after I’ve popped your cherry,” I grinned.

Pam blushed again, smiling, nodding.

The rest of the day sucked. My dick was so hard, eager to break in my girlfriend’s pussy. I liked that. I had my queen, my princess, my concubine, my mommy slut, my aunt slut, and my sister slut. What would Zoey be? My sister lover? My mistress.

I smiled. My sister mistress.

After lunch I suffered through Engineering, Math, and Computer Science. I shared that last class with Zoey. She sat at the far end of the room from me. Every time I felt eyes, I would glance over just in time to see her look away.

I had her. She wanted to be my slut so badly. Now she just had to stop being stubborn and surrender. Fucking her would be glorious.

The moment class ended, she bolted from the room before I could say anything. I let her flee. She couldn’t run from her desires forever. I packed up my books and headed out of the classroom. Pam and Melody waited out front. Pam came to me, giving me a rather chaste kiss.

So I put my hands on her ass and kissed her hard. I wanted everyone to see me kiss her. The one woman of mine I could love in public. My heart raced faster and faster. I did have a crush on her. Melody had won my affection, but Pam…

Maybe I could love three women?

“Dude, did you see it? She masturbated in fucking gym class,” a guy walking by said to his friend, holding up his phone.. “Fucking tenth grader. I have got to nail her. Look at those tits, man. If a girl is that slutty, you know she’ll put out.”

Lee appeared on his heels, a huge grin on her face. “I am so popular. You should see the things being said about me on Facebook. I have to masturbate so badly, Master. Their words are so terrible. So insulting. I’m such a freak, Sir.”

“Later,” I told her. “Pam needs her cherry popped and Melody her pussy licked.”

“What about me, big brother?” Alicia skipped up, backpack’s straps bouncing on her shoulders.

“I think Lee can take care of you. Let’s get home.”

Pam, it turned out, had a car. We piled into it, Pam handing over the keys to me. She sat in the back between Alicia and Lee while Melody rode shotgun. She was my queen. I had to resist the urge to speed home. But even doing the speed limit—okay, I sped a bit—we were there in minutes and pulling into the driveway. I wasn’t shocked to see Zoey’s car absent. I bet she was at Stefani’s.

Another girl that I would love to fuck.

Melody squeezed my cock through my jeans. “Damn, Clint is like iron. Let’s go.”

“Yes,” Alicia moaned. “I have to pee so bad, Lee. Let’s hurry. Bathroom.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee moaned.

The two giggling girls raced ahead, Lee practically battering down the front door to get in. I slid out and held out my arms to my two women. Pam on my left, Melody on my right. They took them, and we strolled into the house, Lee’s squeals echoing as footsteps pounded up the stairs.

I took my two women to the master bedroom. There, the three of us kissed. I had them both pressed against me, our lips meeting, tongues swapping. I groaned, my hands stroking down to grip both their asses as we moved to the bed. We fell on it, both girls squirming. Pam was shy but excited as she kissed me, Melody hauling off her tights.

Then Pam was pulling down Melody’s jeans and panties in one go. The Japanese girl kissed Melody’s blonde landing strip, working lower and lower until she nuzzled at my half-sister’s pussy, her tongue licking through folds.

“Damn,” I groaned, hauling off Pam’s panties, leaving on her skirt. Her bush was thick and wiry, hiding her pussy. I leaned in, nuzzling at her tart pussy.

“Oh, yes, eat my pussy,” moaned Melody. “Oh, Clint, she’s licking her first pussy.”

“It’s a good one to start with,” I groaned. “My first.”

Pam shivered and moaned as I licked her tart folds, her pubic hair caressing my cheeks. I probed my tongue through her pussy, nuzzling, touching, brushing her hymen. My dick throbbed. I had taken Melody’s, Alicia’s, and Lee’s cherries.

I was eager for number four.

Melody’s moans rose while Pam’s hips wiggled. My tongue slid through her folds. My dick ached in my boxers and jeans, but I didn’t care. I wanted Pam to cum hard, to be ready for my cock, dripping wet for me.

And I loved eating pussy. It was delicious.

My tongue licked from her clit to her maidenhead, caressing her over and over while my fingers stroked her thighs. She wiggled her hips back into me, moaning as she devoured Melody’s pussy. My half-sister groaned, the bed creaking as she humped Pam’s face.

“That’s it, just like that,” moaned Melody. “That’s how you eat pussy. Mmm, you are a natural, Pam. Just a natural. Damn, I’m glad you’re our girlfriend.”

“Our?” I asked.

“I think that would be hot, huh? Sometimes she’s on my arm, sometimes yours. I don’t care if people think I’m a lesbian or Pam’s bi. If I can’t be on your arm, Clint, than I need someone. And I can’t be a guy.”

“Damn,” I groaned and licked again.

“Everyone knows I’m a tomboy anyways.”

“I would love to be your girlfriend, too. Your concubine.” Pam shivered as I licked through her pussy, her next words so throaty. “This is what I fantasized about.”

“Damn,” I groaned, licking harder, my dick aching so hard.

I concentrated on her clit, assaulting it with my tongue. I wanted her to explode. I wanted her to gasp and moan and shudder on the bed, to scream out her pleasure. I sucked on it. Nipped it. She moaned, wiggling her hips.

Her tart juices flowed. I breathed in her musk. Her soft hairs caressed my lips and chin as I devoured her. I had made Lee shave her twat bald—everyone in school talked about her performance—but I wanted Pam natural. This was so sexy. Asian girls should have hairy twats.

“Clint,” Pam moaned. She shivered, shuddering, her hips wiggling against me. “Oh, yes, Clint.”

I sucked hard on her clit. I nipped it. She squeaked and gasped. Her ass clenched beneath my squeezing hands. And then I heard her moans. That orgasmic passion rippling out of her mouth, throaty with the pleasure I gave her.

“Clint, Clint, yes!”

“That’s it,” moaned Melody. “Cum on his mouth. Oh, yes you are such a naughty slut. Mmm, time to get your cherry popped and get you bred.”

“Bred?” Pam gasped.

“On your back,” I groaned, rising, unbuckling my pants and pulling my cock out of my boxers.

As Pam rolled over, I ripped off my shirt. Melody pulled off Pam’s blouse then unhooked her bra. Round, olive breasts topped with small dark nipples appeared. I groaned, squeezing them while Melody stripped the rest of the way off and straddled Pam’s face.

Melody ground her pussy on our girlfriend’s face. Pam moaned, licking her tongue through Melody’s folds. My cock throbbed. I rubbed it on Pam’s virgin pussy, savoring how hot and silky she felt. I pressed forward, her hymen stretching.

“Pop her cherry and breed her, Clint,” moaned Melody.

“Beg, Pam,” I groaned. “Beg for my cock to make you a woman. Beg for my seed to flood your cunt.”

Melody lifted her pussy, Pam’s lips glistening. Her slanted eyes flicked down, finding mine. “Pop my cherry and breed me! You made me cum so hard! Please, please!”

How could I deny her what she wanted?

My hips thrust. My cock pressed on her maidenhead. Her cherry popped.

“Fuck,” I grunted as my cock slid into virgin depths.

It was a special, once-in-a-lifetime experience. Never again would Pam’s cunt be virgin. Never again would my dick get the delight of breaking in her sheath, to feel her flesh stretching about its first dick, the hot friction, the wet silk embracing my dick. I groaned, shuddering, staring into Melody’s hazel eyes.

“Yes,” she smiled. “Yes, enjoy her cunt, Clint. Enjoy her.”

Pam only groaned, voice muffled by Melody’s pussy grinding on her lips.

I drew back, Pam’s hot flesh clinging to my dick. The friction was incredible. I shuddered. Pleasure shot through me. My hands gripped her hips as I drove back into her once-pure depths, making her gasp and moan. Melody leaned forward, hands grasping my shoulders as I fucked our girlfriend.

My sister kissed me hard on the mouth. I groaned, fucking Pam harder, driving my cock deeper and faster into her snatch. Our tongues dueled. I moaned into her kiss. We shared this sexy Asian delight. And she shared us.

Pam moaned between licks, her pussy clenching about my cock and her hips moving, bucking into my strokes. Her depths were so hot and wet. It was heaven. I kissed Melody harder, one hand grabbing her round breast, the other’s Pam.

They both were firm, Melody’s a little larger. My palm rubbed on their nipples, both girls moaning, shuddering. Pam licked and devoured Melody. I could hear the juicy fervor of her tongue pleasuring my queen.

I broke the kiss while Alicia, in the bathroom, screamed out with orgasmic delight.

“Love that sound,” moaned Melody. “And I love your tongue, Pam. Oh, yes, fuck it into my pussy. Just like Clint’s fucking that huge cock into your cunt.”

“So huge,” Pam groaned. “I can’t believe I took it all. I was so scared until he ate my pussy.”

I squeezed Pam’s tit. “You’re so tight. You tasted so good. I’m going to dump so much cum into your pussy. I’m going to breed you. You and Melody will be pregnant together.”

Pam’s pussy clenched hard on my dick. She moaned loudly.

The friction only made me thrust harder and harder. My balls thwacked into her flesh. I kissed Melody again, pinching her nipple. She moaned and gasped so loudly on Pam’s face. She trembled, groaning, grinding across our Asian concubine’s face.

I thrust my tongue so hard into Melody’s mouth, pounding Pam’s pussy. The bed rocked and creaked. Her thighs clenched around my waist as hard as her pussy clenched around my cock. The friction was intense, burning through me.

Melody broke the kiss, her blonde braid dancing as she screamed out, “Pam, you pussy-licking slut! Yes!”

My sister came.

Her moans were beautiful, echoing through the room. Her fingers clenched into my shoulders. Pam shivered, her pussy spasming about my cock. She moaned into my sister’s snatch. I made my concubine cum. My dick made her pussy explode.

“Shit,” I grunted. “Take it, Pam! Take it all!”

“Breed her,” moaned Melody, her back arching.

“Yes!” Pam moaned, voice muffled and throaty.

I drove my dick into her spasming pussy. I savored the embrace of her cunt. And I exploded into her depths. Blast after blast of my cum spurted into her pussy. I shuddered with each one, savoring her milking flesh. I squeezed both girl’s tits, my hands savoring their flesh. My balls emptied.

I gasped for breath, buzzing with bliss. “Pam, you’re mine. I’m not letting you go.”

“Good,” she moaned.

“You’re ours,” Melody smiled, hips undulating. “Mmm, I bet you can lick me to another orgasm.”

I grinned. “I bet you can lick her to one, too.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

I trembled as I sat in my car, my hands working over and over on the steering wheel. For almost an hour, I sat parked at the end of the street staring at the large chestnut tree growing in my front yard. I saw Clint arrive with Pam, Alicia, and our cousins. They all went inside.

Was it an orgy in there? Was Clint really fucking them all. A part of me was desperate to go in there and find out, to see if Clint really was the man of the house.

The other part twisted with guilt. He wasn’t Dad, but… But I wanted him to be. Stefani was right.

Shivering, not sure what I would do, I turned the key in the ignition and put my car into drive. I pulled forward. Should I go home or flee to Stefani’s?

To be continued…
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Leann “Lee” Samuels

My mouth lingered with the nasty taste of pussy and pee. Alicia’s fresh juices smeared across my mouth, mixing with her urine. After bullying my half-sisters for years—thinking she was only my fourteen-year-old cousin—she was eager to get all the revenge she could on me.



And I loved it.

It was so humiliating to drink her pee and lick her pussy. I must be the only straight woman in the family. I’d rather eat cum and suck cock then devour a pussy. But being forced to made me so wet. My freshly shaved pussy dripped down my thighs as I scampered after Alicia, the pair of us eager to see the fun happening in the master bedroom.

Master was the right word. My older half-brother Clint was in there. My Master. He had spanked my ass so hard two days ago and shown me who I really was—a pain and humiliation slut. A filthy cunt who needed to be controlled, dominated, and degraded.

Damn, my pussy was wet.

“Big brother,” Alicia moaned, bursting into the room ahead, her light brown hair drawn into a pair of pigtails that danced behind her. Her petite body and underdeveloped breasts made her look younger than fourteen.

“Damn,” I groaned as I followed her in.

Clint drew his cock out of Pam’s pussy. He had just deflowered the Asian girl, his public girlfriend and newest member of the harem. His cum, pinkish with her virgin blood, stained the thick, black bush covering her pussy. My bush used to look like that. Thick and dark. Now I was shaved bare.

Everyone at school knew it, too.

As I stared at that pussy, my older sister Melody shuddering on Pam’s mouth, I blurted out, “Can I eat the creampie, Master?” It would be so humiliating to lick a freshly deflowered cunt clean of my Master’s incestuous cum. My pussy clenched. “Please, please, please.”

“No,” Melody commanded, sweeping back her blonde braid off her shoulder. Her breasts, nice and round, heaved as she moved. She had bigger tits than me and only a year separated us in age. Mine were small, not the budding mounds Alicia had, but little mounds that you could cup. Alicia and I definitely took after Dad’s side of the family. My mom, Aunt Cheryl, and my older half-sister Zoey were all stacked.

“Please,” I moaned, licking my lips.

“That’s my creampie, slut,” Melody grinned. “I’m claiming it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said immediately, though a part of me thought about being a brat. But my ass was still tender from the spanking on Saturday. Another day, at least, before I could be a brat and earn another painful spanking.

Damn, I was wet.

Clint rolled onto his back, a muscular sixteen-year-old hunk with dark eyes and a strong jaw. His dick was half-hard, covered in pinkish juices. “You can lick my cock clean of her pussy juices.”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. It was covered in nasty pussy juices. And I would have to lick them all up. I couldn’t spare a single drop.

I raced to the bed and jumped on it with a laugh, my short, black hair swaying about my face. I landed, bedsprings creaking. I hurried between his legs as Alicia flounced onto the bed on beside me, crawling up to Pam’s face, her tongue still licking at my older sister’s pussy.

“Big brother, can your girlfriend lick my pussy. Please, please, please. I want to feel her lick my cunny.” Alicia put on a girlish pout, giving Clint such a puppy dog look.

“Yes,” he groaned. “Melody, our princess still has a hot cunny.”

“Mmm, fine,” Melody sighed. “He spoils you, Cupcake.”

Alicia grinned and nodded her head. She was so spoiled. Melody dismounted Pam, and Alicia eagerly took her place. She stared down at Pam, her lips smeared with pussy juices, and beamed. “Hi. Did my big brother fuck you so hard?”

“So hard,” Pam moaned.

“Yay!” cheered Alicia.

I leaned down and took my first lick of Clint’s cock. Pam’s cunt tasted tart. I shuddered. It was so humiliating to lick his cock covered in another girl’s pussy. But I did it for him. And because my pussy was on fire. My tongue dragged up his cock, gathering more and more of her tart juices. I pulled my tongue in, swirling the cream through my mouth before swallowing.

My nasty cunt clenched.

Alicia squirmed on Pam’s face, gasping as the Asian girl devoured her pussy. Melody moved around the bed, kneeling beside me. She gave me a wicked grin before she buried her face into Pam’s pussy and willingly licked it, gathering up all the yummy cum and pussy juices.

I licked harder, dragging my tongue up to the tip of Clint’s cock, swirling about the spongy crown. He groaned, staring down at me. Alicia’s gasps sang through the room. Her nipples were hard, her budding mounds hardly jiggling as she squirmed and moaned, grinding her shaved pussy on Pam’s mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes, lick my cunny!”

Clint’s dick throbbed in my hand. He groaned again.

I pleased him. That made my pussy even wetter. I sucked on the tip.

“So, Lee, I’ve been hearing rumors about you all day long.” His hand reached down, caressing my short, black hair.

“I was pretty naughty today,” Lee grinned. “I’m glad the rumors are spreading. You should see what they say about me on my Facebook wall.”

Clint grabbed his discarded jeans and pulled out his phone while I sucked on his cock. He scrolled through it then smiled. “What a nasty cunt. I can’t believe I was friends with her.”

“Wanted us all to eat her rancid, fish taco.” Clint laughed. “That’s from Carmelita.”

My pussy clenched. Carmelita was sorta my friend. Well, not any longer. I was friends with her to avoid being bullied. Now she had a new person to pick on—me. I savored it, sucking harder on Clint’s dick, his shaft swelling in my mouth.

He kept reading comments:

“I want to hit that cunt hard. Fuck her raw and leave her dripping wet.”

“I’d tear that pussy up.”

“Eww, what a freak. I can’t believe you masturbated before us all.”

“Slut!”

“Whore!”

“Dyke!”

Clint grinned, looking down from his phone. “Everyone at school will know. And what will you tell them if they ask why you did it?”

I popped my mouth off. “That I had a nasty bush, and my Master wanted me to shave it off and let everyone know I was smooth and bare now.”

“Damn,” Clint groaned. “You deserve a reward for obeying my orders.” His finger slid across the screen. “All these comments. All these nasty messages. Everyone knows your a slut.”

“A nasty cunt who is disgusting,” moaned Alicia.

“A bratty skank with a rancid pussy,” laughed Melody.

I moaned so loud, drinking it in. My pussy was on fire.

“I bet she’s got a hot cunny right now,” moaned Alicia, humping Pam’s mouth. “So hot. Just dripping wet. You’re so pathetic, Lee. I can’t believe we’re sisters.”

“I do have a hot pussy,” I moaned. I stared at Clint. What was my reward?

“Want to fuck my cock?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“Straddle me and go for a ride. You can cum as much as you want.”

“Thank you, Master,” I squealed.

I moved up his body, grasping his cock. I rose on my legs, bringing his dick to my pussy. I rubbed him against my folds, swirling the tip around, shuddering as I felt my brother’s cock. He grabbed my hips, stopping me from impaling myself.

“What?” I blinked. I so wanted to be a brat right now and just fuck my pussy down his cock.

“I don’t want to look at your disgusting face,” he said. I saw it in his eyes how much he really cared for me. He insulted me because he knew I needed it, loved it. He didn’t love me like Alicia or Melody, or maybe even Pam. Not that sugary love. No, he loved me as his slave. His depraved slut. I was his depraved slut.

Oh, Clint was the best brother in the world. I loved my Master. I hoped he degraded me to the day I died.

I spun around and slammed my nasty pussy on his cock.

Clint groaned as my cunt engulfed him. My back arched, my hands sliding up to cup my small tits. I pinched my nipples, my twat tightening on him as the pleasure surged through my body. I rose on his shaft, squeezing the entire time.

He made such hot sounds. My nasty cunt pleasured him. I pleasured my big brother Master.

I slammed down him again, taking him to the root, loving how much he filled my fifteen-year-old snatch. My hips wiggled, the friction building as I slid up and then came back down. Over and over, pumping, writhing, needing that hot release to explode through me.

“Yes, yes, yes, Master,” I moaned. “Oh, Master, your dick… Oh, your dick is amazing.”

“So fuck him,” Alicia moaned. “Fuck big brother’s cock with your nasty pussy. And thank him for even sticking his dick in you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Thank you, Master, for fucking my nasty twat.”

“You’re welcome, brat.” He smacked my ass. “My brat. Oh, I can’t wait to humiliate you next.”

I slammed down his dick and came.

My pussy spasmed on his dick. I gasped and moaned, squirming on him, stirring his dick through me. The pleasure boiled hot, shuddering through me. I rode him faster and faster, drinking in the pleasure. He told me I could cum as much as I wanted.

So I would ride him hard and fast.

My moans and gasps exploded out of me as my pussy writhed about his dick. I slammed up and down him. Over and over. The pleasure kept rippling through me. Orgasm after orgasm rippled out my cunt and through my body.

“Oh, my god, Master! I love your cock!”

“Best cock in the world,” Melody moaned.

“Yes,” Pam hissed, voice muffled.

“Big brother’s dick is amazing!”

“Fuck, you girls spoil me,” growled Clint. His hands seized my hips. He bounced me up and down on his cock.

My spasming pussy milked his dick. I wanted his cum in me. I wanted to be bred by him. I wasn’t on any birth control. His next load might be the one to breed my fertile cunt. Maybe he already had. He had fucked me a few times over the weekend.

I pinched my nipples harder, moaning without thought. The words poured out of my mouth as my body heaved and thrashed. It was so good. So hot. My mind melted into putty as I rode his wonderful dick.

“Breed me!” I howled as a powerful orgasm spasmed through my body. “Breed me! Flood me with your cum, Master, and breed me!”

“Breed the bratty skank,” gasped Melody. “Breed us all.”

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother!”

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. He seized my hips and slammed me down his dick. “I’ll pump so much jizz into your rancid cunt, slut. I’ll breed you. You’ll pump out babies for me!”

“Yes!” I howled, my pussy milking his cock, eager for his cum.

His hips bucked, lifting me up and sliding me a few inches on his dick. His cum spurted into me as I slammed back down. I savored it. I groaned, stars dancing before my eyes, as my half-brother flooded me with load after load of incestuous cum.

I rubbed at my groin, hoping his little sperm would find my little egg.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

“Oh, my god, Master! I love your cock!” screamed bratty Lee, the bedsprings creaking from the master bedroom.

“Best cock in the world,” my cousin Melody moaned.

“Yes,” hissed a girl’s voice I didn’t recognize. That must be the Asian girl with Clint. Pam…Hiragawa?

“Big brother’s dick is amazing!” My pussy clenched, hearing the unmistakable, girlish tones of my fourteen-year-old sister Alicia singing our brother’s praise.

I froze halfway up the stairs. My sixteen-year-old brother Clint really was fucking our sister Alicia and our cousins Melody and Lee. Along with his new girlfriend Pam. I couldn’t believe it. Clint had always been a boy to me, the little brother that I had ignored. At least until the last few days. And suddenly, I was seeing him as a man.

The man of the house.

And he was fucking all the women. Mom had to be one of them. After our conversation late Saturday night, it was obvious. And I bet Aunt Vicky had to be involved, too. The way the family was acting, deferring to Clint.

Like they were all his sex slaves.

I shuddered, my lusts and fears warring. I pulled out my phone and texted Stefani. “I can’t fight this. He’s fucking them all.”

“Who?” she answered. “Clint? Are you about to fuck your little brother?”

I stared at my girlfriend’s response. Stefani and I had been lovers for two years, since we were both sixteen. Since I had tried to seduce my dad and he turned me down, gently. Afterward, I went to Stefani, cried on her shoulder, and was seduced into who I thought I truly was—a lesbian.

Only now Clint had me realizing something different. I just wanted a strong man to own me, not just some loser boy from school. I thought that was Dad, but he was dead and Clint…

Clint looked a lot like him. He was growing up so strong.

“Do it,” Stefani texted. “Fuck your brother. I want deets.”

“Fuck,” I muttered, sipping my phone back into my jeans’ pocket. I climbed the stairs.

“Breed me!” Lee screamed, her voice throaty with orgasmic pleasure. “Breed me! Flood me with your cum, Master, and breed me!”

“Breed the bratty skank,” gasped my cousin Melody. She was sixteen, the same age as Clint. The pair had been in love with each other since they were kids, inseparable. And now she was sharing him with the rest of the family. “Breed us all.”

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother!” squealed Alicia, clearly cumming, too.

“Fuck,” Clint grunted, so strong, so manly. “I’ll pump so much jizz into your rancid cunt, slut. I’ll breed you. You’ll pump out babies for me!”

My pussy clenched. They wanted to have his kids. To be bred. Dizzy waves of lust shot over me. I raced up the stairs, unable to fight my desires any longer. I had to be fucked by Clint. He wasn’t a boy any longer, he was a man.

The man of the house.

“Yes!” Lee howled.

I burst through the door, my large tits heaving before me, and stared at the hot sight before me. Lee rode Clint’s cock, facing the door, her small breasts jiggling. She was a lanky, athletic girl with a runner’s build, her face cute even twisted in pleasure. Melody ate out Pam’s pussy while Alicia rode the Asian girl’s mouth, my little sister in the throws of her orgasm.

Clearly not her first lesbian experience.

“Clint!” I shouted.

“Zoey!” squealed Lee. “Yes, we’re all here. All the sisters.”

I ignored that bit of stupidity as I stared at Clint. He groaned, face relaxing as he finished cumming in our cousin’s pussy. He held her hips, gasping for breath. He blinked, then his eyes found mine. They were so strong, making me shiver.

“Well, Zoey.”

“I need you, Clint,” I moaned, peeling off my blouse, exposing my large tits constrained in the lacy, sky blue bra. “I need you to fuck me right now. I’m ready. Fuck me, Clint! Oh, god, my pussy is on fire.”

And it was.

I moved to the bed. “Get off him, brat, it’s my turn to fuck him.”

“I don’t listen to you,” Lee said. Then she looked over her shoulder at Clint. “Right, Master?”

“Right,” he said, a smile on his lips.

“Well, Clint, I know you’ve wanted a piece of me for awhile. Let’s do it. I can suck you hard, I guess, if you need it. Though I would hope the sight of these tits gets you hard again.” I unhooked my bra, spilling out my large tits. I cupped them in my hands, squeezing them. “What do you say? Ready to fuck your big sis? Because I need it so badly.”

“It’s homework time,” Clint said. “Lee, hope off.”

“Homework,” pouted Alicia. “I wanted to play with Pam some more.”

“Homework,” Clint said, sounding just as stern as Dad, as Lee slid off of him. She groaned and flopped onto the bed, his cum flooding out of her.

I moved to the bed. “We can do homework later. Right now, you are fucking me. I need it. I’ve been thinking about this since Sunday and…”

“I don’t care what you need, Zoey,” Clint said as he sat up. “We have our schoolwork to do. And I know you do, too. We have the same Computer Science class.”

“But…” I blinked in absolute shock. He was telling me no? That wasn’t how this was supposed to work. He wanted me. I know he did. And I needed him so bad. “No, we’re going to do it right now and… Where are you going, Clint?”

He rolled off the bed and walked past me, Melody and Pam following. “To get cleaned up so we can work on homework. Together. Downstairs. You will join us, Zoey.”

“Like hell, I’m horny.”

“And that is more important than schoolwork?” Clint demanded. He shook his head at me. “I’m in charge of the house now. I won’t let any of us fail just because we’re all fucking now. You’re eighteen, Zoey. You should understand about responsibilities. I thought you had sense.”

“Not like me,” giggled Lee.

“Quiet, cunt,” Clint growled.

Lee clamped her mouth shut even as she played with her cum-covered pussy.

“Zoey, downstairs to do your homework.”

“After?” I asked hopefully.

“Mom will have dinner done by then. We’ll eat as a family. Like we used to.”

“And then?” My pussy dripped. I had to have him.

“Maybe.” Clint gave me a cocky grin. “But I have plenty of pussy to keep me happy, Zoey.” Then he put his arms around Melody and Pam, their arms slipping around his waist, and walked out.

“What the fuck just happened?” I asked, my tits jiggling.

“You need to remember whose in charge,” Lee said and then smacked me on the ass as she sauntered by.

“Big brother is in charge,” Alicia grinned. She took my hand. “Come on, big sister, let’s go do our homework. Good sisters are rewarded.”

I stumbled after her, completely off-balanced. I can’t believe he didn’t want to fuck me right now. That he had the self-control to not just ram his dick in me at the first chance he had. I shivered. It made me even more desperate to fuck him.

What the fuck had happened to me? And Clint? Fuck. I let Alicia lead me away.

Homework was a chore. Everyone was naked. It was like a nudist fest in the house. Clint sat at the head of the table surrounded by his favorites, Melody and Alicia on his right and left, with Pam beside Melody and Lee taking the spot beside Alicia. I was at the other end, isolated, staring across it at his naked chest, lusting after those strong muscles. He was buff. I know he spent a lot of time with Dad, learning to fix things, and they would work out together but… Damn.

I was wet, sitting on a towel so as not to stain the wood with my juices, squirming, trying to do my damned Computer Science homework. Why did I even take the stupid class? I wasn’t into this nonsense. I just needed a Science credit, and it sounded better than dissecting frogs in biology.

As I worked, I leaned over and rest my big, naked tits on the table, my nipples so hard. I kept hoping Clint would stare at them, but he was focused on his homework, driven. Not even my big boobs would distract him. He wanted to succeed. To get good grades and…

Realization struck me. He needed a good job. He was the man of the house. He had a lot of women to support. And he was talking about breeding them…

“Let’s take a break,” Clint said, stretching his back. “Five minutes. And Lee, you better be actually doing your homework. You’re getting good grades from now on.”

“Yes, Master,” she smiled.

“Need to put your ass to work,” Clint laughed. “Help pull your weight. I hope you’ll be hired with me.”

“You’re getting a job, um, Clint?” I asked, almost reflexively saying Squirt. But I bit that off.

“Part time,” Clint nodded. “You’re right, Zoey, when you told me on Saturday I needed to pull my weight. I’m the man of the house. I should help. And Melody and Lee are, too.”

“We have a job interview and everything,” nodded Melody. She stood up, her round breasts stretching.

They were nice tits, about the size of Stefani’s.

I grabbed my phone, checking messages. Clint had us turn them all off as we worked, no distractions. It beeped, and there were a bunch of texts from Stefani.

“How’d it go?”

“Did he fuck you.”

“Is he that much of a stud?”

“Come on, I’m desperate for news! Deets! I want deets!”

I sighed and responded: “Not yet. He’s being all responsible and making us do homework. It sucks. Super horny.”

“My mom just texted me,” Pam said. “She’s eager to meet you, Clint. She’s glad I have a boyfriend. She likes that name, Clint. She says it’s a strong name.”

Clint had such a grin on his face.

And then we were back to homework. Mom and Aunt Vicky arrived, stripping naked, their busty bodies busy in the kitchen cooking dinner. And, beside the nakedness, it was like we were a family again, that Dad hadn’t left us all reeling. Home-cooked dinners, working on homework together, spending time.

I missed it.

Clint stretched. “Okay, Lee, how you doing?”

“I’m done,” she said.

“Me, too,” he said, closing his textbook. “Mom, how long on dinner?”

“Twenty minutes, Sir,” she answered, peering into the dining room, her apron barely covering her large tits. An errant nipple slipped out for a moment, hard and erect.

I shook my head.

“Good to see you coming around, sweetie,” Mom smiled at me. “I guess our little talk helped.”

“Yeah, Mom,” I said, standing up.

Clint stood and headed out of the room, Melody, Pam, and Alicia still working on homework. Lee hopped up and got the swifter. She began cleaning the house without being told. I swear, she had juices dripping down her thighs like it was the hottest thing in the world.

She was a weird one before, and now…

I stood up and followed after Clint. I walked swiftly, catching up to him and hugging him from behind. I pressed my naked tits into his back, my hands sliding down his strong stomach to grasp his cock. I humped against him, stroking him.

“Fuck me right now, little brother,” I husked in his ear. “I need your cock in me, now.”

“What did I tell you?” he said as I stroked him.

“That you’ll fuck me when homework’s done.”

“I said after dinner, I might fuck you.” His arms flexed out, forcing away my arms wrapped around him. He spun around, staring at me. I shivered at the intensity in his eyes. “You don’t dictate when I fuck you, Zoey. You want to be a part of my harem, then you have to remember that I am the man of the house. We’re having dinner in twenty minutes. Maybe I’ll fuck you afterward, but if you keep thinking you can tell me what to do, to fuck me when you want, then you are fucking mistaken. There’s the door.” He pointed. “You’re eighteen. You can go stay with Stefani or someone else if you don’t like the rules.”

The firm tone, the commanding words. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t yelling. He was simply explaining reality to me. I melted. He was like Dad. Their eyes were the same, their jaws. Juices trickled down my thighs. I had to be submissive to my little brother if I wanted to get the satisfaction I craved.

“Sorry, Clint,” I said. “I was just horny. And…”

He smiled, his cock hard. The tip rubbed at my stomach, smearing precum and he stepped closer. “We all get horny, Zoey. That’s fine. Just remember who’s in charge.”

“You are, Clint.” I swallowed. “Do I have to call you Master or Sir?”

“Do you want to?”

I shook my head.

“What do you want to call me?”

“Clint or little brother.” She shivered. “It makes me feel so naughty calling you little brother. I’m your big sister, and I just want to fuck you so badly. My hunky, sexy, strong little brother.”

He grinned at that and nodded his head. “There you go.”

I shivered. “I guess you’re really not Squirt any longer.”

“Glad you finally noticed.” Then he smacked me on the ass and headed to the bathroom. Lee followed him in. I blinked at that. Was he going to fuck her?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“That’s it,” I groaned, pissing into Lee’s mouth. “You just ran right in like a good pee slut.” Honestly, I had forgotten that I could pee in Lee or Aunt Vicky’s mouths. I just had to piss really bad when Zoey came up to me. It was all I could do to stand there and dominate her with such a full bladder. “Drink it all down, you filthy cunt.”

Lee’s dark eyes shone as her throat worked, swallowing every drop of my piss, my dick throbbing. I wanted to let her keep sucking, but dinner would be soon, and I was saving a huge load for afterward. I groaned as the last drops trickled out.

I pulled my dick out, and Lee opened her mouth, showing me she swallowed every drop. “You are just a nasty pee slut, huh? How wet are you?”

“So wet,” she moaned, eyes fluttering.

“Get back to your cleaning.”

“Yes, Master.”

Everyone had chores. Even me. Though mine were the manly stuff—taking out the garbage, mowing lawns, trimming hedges, fixing things. I stepped out of the bathroom, and found Alicia dusting, looking so cute, her tiny ass wiggling. Pam sat on the couch looking a little unsure as Melody slipped past me into the bathroom to clean it.

I sat down on the couch beside her. “You are staying for dinner?”

She nodded. “I told my mom not to expect me. She’s cool with it, so long as I’m not out too late. It’s a school night.”

I laughed. “Yeah. I’ll get you home.”

“We drove my car here,” she giggled. “If you drove me home, then you’d have to walk.”

“Might be worth it.” I leaned in, kissed her on the lips. It was nice having a girlfriend. Especially Pam.

“Oh, you two are cute together, Sir,” Aunt Vicky said, popping her head into the kitchen. She had arranged for Pam to blow me at school today. “We’re setting the table right now, Master.”

Pam blushed and nodded. “Okay, Ms. Samuels.”

“Oh, call me Vicky here,” she laughed. “I’m not your teacher but your boyfriend’s sex slave.”

“This is a little weird,” Pam said after Aunt Vicky popped back into the kitchen.

“But you find it hot.”

She nodded her head, snuggling closer.

We sat down for dinner a few minutes later. Zoey appeared and sat down at the other end of the table, anchoring it, Mom and Aunt Vicky sitting on either side of her, everyone else sitting in the same spots as we did for homework. Food looked delicious. Chatter abounded as we passed around food, dished up plates, and enjoyed our time as a family. We were all so close now.

Well, not all of us. But after tonight, Zoey would be.

It was so hard not to fuck her when she burst into the bedroom. I had to use all my willpower not to throw her down. But she had to learn her place. If I let her fuck me when she wanted, she would walk all over me. She would try to boss me around. It would never have worked. I had to be strong from the beginning.

Fuck, I was hard. My dick had a painful ache all through homework, and Lee’s mouth sucking down my piss hadn’t helped. It was torture during dinner. Melody kept giving me looks, her foot playing with mine beneath the table.

She knew my agony and she thought it was funny.

“Are you working tomorrow, Zoey?” I asked.

She nodded. “Four hours at the Dairy Queen.” She played with her meatball. “I won’t make dinner, Clint.”

“That’s fine.” I glanced at Mom. “We have the job interview at the pharmacy Pam’s mom owns.”

“Oh, which one’s that?” Mom asked.

“She owns the one on the other side of town by the Walmart,” Pam said. “Hiragawa Drugstore.”

“Never been there,” Mom said. “I might have to stop by and get help from the workers.” She gave me a sultry look.

My dick throbbed so hard. Damn, my women were all so sexy.

Dinner ended and everyone began gathering their plates, taking them into the kitchen. There wasn’t enough space for all us to cleanup. Zoey, playing on her phone, walked out as Melody and Pam found themselves at the sink rinsing plates with Lee loading them into the dishwasher.

I followed Zoey. She was focused on her phone, texting her friend, Stefani. She leaned against the wall by the stairs, fingers typing fast. Her ass looked so hot and juicy. My dick throbbed.

I smiled.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

“Still no fucking?” Stefani texted.

“He might not,” I texted back as I walked out of the kitchen. “He’s putting me in my place.”

“In your place? What does that mean?”

“That I needed to respect him. He’s the man of the house. I can’t just demand that he fucks me.” I shivered, just typing it made my ass wiggle. I leaned against the wall at the foot of the stairs. A loud clatter came from the kitchen.

Lee giggled.

“Oh, wow, he is so sexy.” I could picture my friend on her bed, one hand between her thighs fingering her pussy, her red hair spilling about her flushed face, as she texted me back one-handed. “I need to come over. I need to be fucked by him, too.”

“Join the harem?”

“I’m your girlfriend,” Stefani said. “If Clint can date Pam, then you can date me. And you have to share with the man of the house. It’s only right.”

“Yes!!!!” My pussy clenched. A flood of excitement poured down my thighs. I couldn’t believe how hot and wet I was. My fingers typed: “That is—”

Arms seized me from behind. I gasped, was turned and pressed against the wall, my tits pillowing across the wallpaper. A hard dick rubbed on my ass. I shivered in shock as the cock popped between my thighs, sliding on my hot pussy.

“Clint!” I gasped as he thrust his dick into my wet pussy. I had wanted this all day, but now I wasn’t ready for him to ram into me. It was so possessive, so powerful. He dominated me. I gripped my cell phone, my snatch clenching on his dick. “What are you doing?”

“Fucking my sexy, big sister,” he groaned, his hips driving his cock deeper into me. I gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head as his dick filled me. He drove so deep into me, his tip rubbing on my pussy walls. “How do you like it? Better than any of other cock you’ve fucked?”

“I’ve never fucked another cock,” I moaned. “Just dildos.”

“Really?” He seemed shocked. “I just assumed…”

“That I’m a slut?” I moaned, pumping back into his thrusts, savoring his thick dick filling my pussy. The friction was wonderful. It shuddered through me. It made me gasp and moan, my body shaking.

“The way you dressed. Those tight clothings. Yeah, I thought you were a slut.” His hands slid up my stomach, finding my breasts pushed against the wall, squeezing the bases. My nipples ached against the rough texture of the wallpaper as I pushed back into his thrusts.

“I dressed that way to tease Dad,” I moaned. “And you. Oh, god, I’ve always wanted to be taken hard by the man of the house. But I’ve never been with another guy.”

“But a woman…” He groaned. “Stefani!”

“Yes, we’re dating.” I felt so free saying that. “We’re lesbians or bi or whatever. We love each other, Clint. I’m still going to date her.”

“Fuck,” he grunted, slamming his cock harder and harder into my pussy, his balls thwacking on my clit. That was so different. Stefani had fucked me with so many strap-ons, but she never had balls to hit my clit and make me shudder. “You have to bring her over.”

“You want to fuck her?”

“I’m going to fuck her,” he growled. “Your girlfriend has to be part of the family.”

“Like Pam?” I moaned, my pussy clenching.

“Just like Pam.”

“Oh, you are a pervert, little brother.” I humped back into him. “I love it. Stefani’s so hot for this. She’ll do it. She’ll let you fuck her.”

“I want her licking my cum out of your pussy,” he grunted, his strokes so hard.

“Oh, yes! And can I lick yours out of hers?” My pussy spasmed, my orgasm building and building. I was so hot, so excited. After the last two days of thinking about him, dripping for him, he was finally in me.

“Yes,” he grunted.

Mom appeared, naked, grinning. “I see you’re finally enjoying her, Sir.”

“I thought it was time,” he groaned. “She was wiggling that fine ass.”

“Mmm, wonderful.”

“So you’ve never sucked a cock before, have you, Zoey?”

“Never, little brother,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on his dick. I needed just a few more strokes, and I would explode.

“Damn,” Clint groaned. Then he ripped his cock out of my pussy. “Mom, time to teach Zoey how to give a blowjob.”

“Yes, sir,” Mom purred.

“What?” I groaned, blinking. “But I was so close and…” I saw the look in Clint’s eyes. “Right, blowjob.”

Mom and I knelt before him. I couldn’t help but noticed Lee and Alicia watching us, the pair hugging each other, their nubile bodies pressed tight. They rubbed their pussies on each other’s thighs, humping, grinding, giggling.

“Suck his cock, big sister,” Alicia moaned.

“Mmm, yes, we do have a sexy big sis,” Lee grinned, ass clenching as she ground on Alicia’s thigh.

“What?” I blinked.

“We’ll explain more later, sweetie,” Mom smiled. “But your father had two sex slaves, me and your Aunt Vicky.”

Things suddenly made a lot more sense about what was happening.

“Now,” Mom said, leaning forward and licking the tip of Clint’s cock. “Mmm, you taste good, honey.”

I blushed. “Thanks, Mom.”

“Now, you want to start with licks, Zoey, teasing him, swirling about the tip.” She did it again, then sucked on the crown, cheeks hollowing, Clint groaning. Her lips popped off. “Eye contact is very important. Stare up at him. Just like you would when eating Stefani’s pussy.”

“So you heard that.”

“Everyone did,” she laughed. “The kitchen’s just on the other side of the wall. Now, come on, dear, just like that.”

I shivered, leaning in, my mom teaching me how to blow my little brother’s cock. I started with the tongue swirling, tasting my tart pussy on the tip. Clint shuddered. I stared up at him, feeling like I existed to please my little brother. My pussy clenched.

I latched onto the tip, sucking briefly before going back to licking. His precum leaked out the slit. It was salty, different from pussy juices. I liked it. I licked again, gathering another bead, then sucked on the tip harder.

He liked that.

“Mmm, that’s it,” Mom purred. She grabbed my right hand, bringing it up to his shaft. “And stroke the base.” She guided my hand. “Just like that, sweetie.”

She pressed tighter against me, our breasts touching. A hot thrill shot through me. She was such a sexy mom, as busty as I was, and still so gorgeous, her body in great shape. I was glad I inherited her genetics. I stroked Clint’s cock, sucking, pleasuring the man of the house.

“They like their balls played with, too,” Mom purred. “But gently. They’re sensitive. You don’t want to hurt them.”

My left hand cupped his balls. They were hairy and warm, but not as hot as his dick. I felt the balls, little ovals, like big olives, in there. I played with them, bringing more groans from Clint. His hands grabbed my hair, holding me in place as I nursed the tip.

Mom nuzzled at my ear, tongue flicking it. “Now bob. Take more and more. But mind your teeth. You don’t want to scrape against him.”

I shuddered, bobbing my head, sliding it up and down while Clint groaned. His body shuddered. His hand tightened in my brassy-brown hair and in Mom’s dyed-blonde curls. He pulled her lips to his dick, too. She kissed his cock near the base where my lips couldn’t reach, her tongue licking up my juices staining his shaft.

I slid back, Mom’s lips following me. And then we were kissing about the crown of his dick. We licked and nuzzled, making Clint groan. It was so hot. My pussy was on such fire. I couldn’t believe we were doing something so naughty as a family.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. “You two are so hot. I’m going to blow my load.”

“Oh, yes,” I moaned. “I want to taste your jizz.”

“No, I need to fuck you. I’m going to breed you, Zoey. All my sisters, my mom, Aunt Vicky. Even Pam.”

“Yes!” came from the kitchen, Pam and Melody working on the dishes still.

“That’s so hot, Clint,” Melody shouted. “Breed our older sister. Fuck her so hard.”

Clint ripped his dick away, moving into the living room. “Stretch out, Zoey. Mom, let’s see just how good she is at eating pussy. You deserve a reward for the great dinner.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Mom moaned. “And am I allowed to cum?”

“Yes.”

Mom shivered. I groaned. It was kinky what they had. I would never want that much control over my life. But a little control, from Clint, was sexy. I moved quickly, stretching out on my back on the Persian rug dominating the center of the living room. The itchy fabric made me squirm as Mom, tits bouncing, settled her furred bush on my mouth.

It was thick and black, her true hair color. I licked through her folds, tasting her spicy pussy. I shuddered. It was my second cunt I had ever eaten. She tasted so different from Stefani’s and my own pussies. I loved it. I licked and nuzzled as Mom squirmed on me.

“Oh, yes, Mommy-slut loves having her pussy licked by her big girl. And, mmm, here comes her big son with his huge cock. Mommy raised two sexy children.”

I shivered at her words.

“Three,” Alicia moaned, and then I felt small hands grasp my tits. I gasped as Alicia sucked on my nipple.

“Master, can I join the fun, too?” Lee moaned as Clint seized my thighs. He lifted my ass, his cock nudging at my pussy again.

“Suck Zoey’s other tit.”

“Yes!” Lee moaned. “I hate having to please girls.”

“You hate it?” I blinked. She sounded so eager to join in.

“I’m straight,” Lee said, seizing my other tit. “But I get off on being forced to do things.”

It didn’t sound like she was being forced to do anything.

And then it all happened at once: both my sisters sucking on my nipple, my mom grinding on my lips, and my little brother’s huge cock ramming into my pussy. He was as thick as the toys Stefani and I used on each other. My cunt clenched on his shaft as he filled me, his heavy balls smacking into my taint.

I moaned, shivered. My nipples throbbed. The pleasure shooting down to my cock-stuffed pussy. I licked harder at Mom’s spicy snatch, her pubic hairs tickling my nose and mouth. Every breath filled with her musk. I was drunk on it. My hips moved and bucked, slamming into Clint’s thrusts.

“Damn, you have a tight cunt, sis,” grunted Clint. “I’ve wanted to fuck you for years. Those damned cameltoes of yours. I always want you wearing clothes that tight.”

“Yes!” I moaned, humping, two sets of hands kneading my tits, two eager mouths sucking. “Yes, yes, yes, Clint. Always!”

“Mmm, yes, dress so sexily for Mommy’s big boy. Oh, yes. Eat Mommy’s pussy. She’s such a slut. She needs her children to please her.”

“Such a slut,” Aunt Vicky moaned from the kitchen. “My sister is a whore.”

“Uh-huh,” Mom moaned.

“Fuck your sister hard, Clint,” Pam giggled from the kitchen. “Come on, Melody, let’s hurry up.”

“Shit,” Clint grunted. “Work those hips. I love fucking your cunt, Zoey.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted between licks.

My body burst with incestuous pleasure. My family loved me. Spicy juices poured into my mouth. Lee nibbled on my nipple while Alicia’s tongue played with the other. Electricity rippled through my body. It tingles through me, made me gasp and shiver and spasm.

And it built. It gathered. I groaned, my lusts finally being satiated. My legs locked about Clint’s hips. My tits jiggled as his dick slammed over and over into me. My pussy clenched on his dick. My hips wiggled and undulated. My tits bounced. So much pleasure shot through me. My eyes rolled back into my head.

“Shit,” Clint groaned. “Shit, you’re tight.”

“Mmm, Mommy-slut gave birth to two daughters with hot, tight cunts that please her big, strong son.”

“Fuck,” he grunted. “You did good, Mommy-slut!”

“Yes,” she moaned. And came.

My mom came on my face. I made my mom orgasm. Juices flooded out of the very cunt that gave birth to me. I drank them down, shuddering, the pleasure rippling through my body. This was really happening.

My family loved me with such passion.

I moaned into her cumming pussy and exploded. My pussy spasmed hard on Clint’s thrusting cock. I bucked and shuddered. Both my nipples tingled in my sisters’ mouths. They sucked so hard, like they were trying to nurse from me.

“Breed me!” burst from my lips. “Breed me, little brother!”

“Yes, yes, yes! Mommy-slut wants all her daughters bred by her big, strong son!”

“Yes!” growled Clint, driving his cock so hard into my spasming depths.

The pleasure flooded across my mind. I groaned and shuddered. Ecstasy bathed me as I begged, “Cum in me! Please, please, give me your seed, little brother! Knock me up! Plant a daughter in my belly!”

“Shit!” Clint groaned, his back arched.

His cum exploded into my depths. Hot blasts of spurting jizz filled me. It splashed against my insides. My body heaved, bucked. My pussy milked his cum, eager for his seed. I wanted to be bred so badly. I wanted to carry my brother’s child.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped.

His last blast of cum splashed into me. I groaned, lying dazed on the floor as Mom slipped off my face. Pam and Melody stood nearby, fingering each other’s cunts, Aunt Vicky kneeling on the ground, licking at their feet.

“Breed her, Clint,” Melody moaned. “Breed us all!”

“Yes,” Pam hissed.

Then Lee popped her mouth up. “It’s movie time! Can we watch mine first? Please, please, please, Clint?”

“Movie?” I blinked, dazed.

“You didn’t hear about Lee’s exploits in gym?” laughed Alicia.

“No. I’ve been…” My pussy clenched on Clint’s dick. “Preoccupied.”

“Then you’re going to love it!” Lee gasped. “It’s so humiliating what Clint made me do. Please, please, Master, can we watch mine first?”

“Yeah,” Clint said, unable to deny her excitement.

She squealed in delight, throwing her naked body into his, jostling his cock out of my pussy as he caught her. She rained kisses on his face. I smiled. She was so cute and excited, the same old Lee, just eager to please him instead of doing whatever she wanted.

“It was so hot,” Alicia smiled at me, pushing up her glasses. Then she leaned down and kissed me on the lips.

I shivered. I liked this. Our new family would be so hot. Loving each other, caring for each other. I couldn’t wait to have more fun with all of them. I held my little sister, her budding breasts pressed into my pillowy tits.

I was so glad Clint had stepped up as the man of the house.

To be continued…
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Vicky Samuels

“Movie time!” giggled my daughter Lee, her small tits bouncing as she plopped herself on Zoey’s lap. My eldest niece, eighteen, had a flush face from being finally fucked by Clint. She hugged my daughter, adjusting nicely to our new family dynamic.



Clint had replaced his father as the man of the house. I missed Clinton, but it was nice to have a strong man to serve again. My sister, Cheryl, was happy after six months of grief. Losing our Master and her husband had hit her hard. She loved Clinton more than I did. They had a close relationship, and I was fortunate to be a part of it.

“Come wrap those lush tits about my cock, Aunt Slut,” Clint said, sitting beside Zoey on the couch, his dick thrusting hard before him. He had already recovered from unloading in his older sister’s cunt. The sixteen-year-old was a hunk, quickly turning into the man his father was. Strong, muscular, dominant. Dark hair, chiseled chin, commanding eyes.

“Yes, Master,” I purred, cupping my big tits. They were almost as big as my sister’s and the same size as Zoey’s. My finger dug into my soft, pillowy mounds.

My sister, Cheryl, took Clint’s right side, pulling Pam down on her lap as I walked to her son. Pam, who was on the debate team I coached at the high school I taught, shivered. She was an Asian hottie, sixteen with tits as big as my daughter Melody’s. They were round, a pale-olive color, her nipples dark brown. Slanted eyes fluttered as Cheryl’s hands went around her waist. Like his father, Clint had a thing for Asian girls. My sister and I used to compete to bring him the sexiest, Asian girls to fuck. Especially if they were Japanese, Chinese, or Korean.

And since I was a teacher, I had access to sexy, nubile girls, grooming them like I groomed Pam for Clint. So I usually won. Like I had today.

I fell to my knees before Clint, the video playing behind me. The sound was echoey, recorded in the girl’s locker room by Alicia. She captured my youngest daughter Lee shaving her pussy and then masturbating to an orgasm on Clint’s orders. Already, the surrounding girls watching Lee in the video were whispering and saying nasty things about my daughter. The real Lee squirmed with delight, getting off on humiliation and shame.

“Mmm, you love my big tits, Sir?” I asked, wrapping my soft mounds about his hard, thick dick, my nipples rubbing on his firm stomach.

“Yes, I do,” Clint said. He glanced at Pam, his new girlfriend since he couldn’t openly date anyone in the family, and grinned. “She was a wonderful gift.”

“I knew you would love her, Sir,” I moaned, sliding my tits up and down his dick, feeling him throb between my pillowy mounds. Precum leaked out the tip, staining the slopes of my breasts.

I shivered in delight and flicked the tip.

“I promised you a reward,” Clint groaned, shifting, his eyes locked on the TV behind him.

“Jesus, she’s really shaving her bush,” a girl said, hardly more than a whisper through the surround sound system’s speakers. “Your cousin is a freak.”

“I know,” Alicia giggled from the speakers.

“Yes, she is,” the real Alicia said, squirming on Melody’s lap. The pair cuddled on the recliner, Alicia looking even younger than fourteen with her budding breasts and pigtails. Especially compared to the ripe flesh of my sixteen-year-old daughter.

“You are a freak, Lee,” Clint groaned. “Never change. I love humiliating you.”

“Thank you, Master,” Lee moaned.

“Jesus,” Zoey said. “You really shaved your twat before your PE class.”

“And masturbated.” My youngest daughter had such a throaty purr to her voice, squirming more on Zoey’s lap.

She was a daughter after my own heart. Her sister, Melody, had more of her father’s domination in her.

Shivering at how naughty my daughters were, I swirled my tongue around the crown of Clint’s dick when it appeared from between my tits, gathering his salty precum. He groaned, running a hand through my black hair, tightening.

“What do you want for your reward, Aunt Slut?”

My pussy clenched at my nephew’s words. “Today, I bought a vibrator.”

“You have lots of those,” Cheryl said.

“This one is special,” I moaned. “It’s remotely controlled by an app. If you have it installed on your phone, you can turn the vibrator on and off and control its speed.”

Clint smiled. “And you want to wear it in that slutty cunt of yours and have me give you a thrill at school.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Maybe I’ll be in the middle of a lesson and it’ll buzz on. And I can’t let my students know. Oh, please, Sir, that’s the reward I want.”

“You are such a slut, Mom,” laughed Melody.

“She is, big sis,” Alicia said.

“Done,” Clint groaned. “Work those tits, Aunt Slut. I’m going to cum all over your face.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. Heat throbbed from my nipples, sliding up and down his rippling abs, down to my cunt. Juices trickled down my thighs.

I worked my tits faster, his precum lubing the way. I spat a few times, slicking my tits. He groaned, leaning back, watching the screen. Lee moaned, masturbating now while the girls insulted her, calling her such filthy, disgusting names.

Just hearing it sent a surge of maternal pride through me. Lee endured all those words to please her Master. She was such a good slut. I wanted to hug her right now, but my tits were occupied. After I came, then I would tell her how much I love her.

Damn, I was such a perverted mother and a cool aunt.

“Mmm, so my son popped this cherry today,” Cheryl purred.

Pam gasped as my sister’s fingers entered the girl’s pussy. “Yes, Mrs. Elliston.”

“Call me Mommy-slut. Since you’re dating my big, strong son.” The wet sound of her fingers penetrating Pam’s deflowered cunt sent a wave of heat through me.

“And tomorrow, he’s going to meet your mother?”

“Yes, Mrs…Mommy-slut.” Pam squirmed, her tits jiggling. “She’s interviewing him, Melody, and Lee to work at her drugstore.”

My tits slid up and down Clint’s cock, my tongue flailing across his dick’s tip every chance I could. He groaned, his eyes flicking from the screen to his girlfriend squirming in his mom’s embrace. Pam’s face twisted as Cheryl fingered her.

“And you know Clint loves Asian women.” Cheryl licked Pam’s ear. “Is your mother as sexy as you?”

“She’s beautiful.”

“He’s going to want to fuck her. My big, strong son will want to ram his dick into your mother’s cunt. Are you going to help him?”

“I…I…” Pam shuddered. She glanced at Clint, her eyes glossy. “Yes, Mommy-slut. I’ll help him. My mother is so beautiful. Refined and mature. So graceful.”

“Shit,” grunted Clint, his dick throbbing. He reached out, took Pam’s hand, squeezing it.

I sucked on the tip of his dick for a heartbeat.

“And what about your father?” moaned Cheryl. “Is he going to be a problem? Does he work at the drugstore, too?”

“Father’s…not around…” Pam moaned. “Just…me and Mom… Oh, my god! I…I…”

Pam’s tits bounced as her orgasm exploded through her. She arched her head back, leaning on my sister’s shoulder. Her face scrunched, eyes squeezed shut, as her orgasm burst through her body, her legs swinging.

“I’ll help my boyfriend fuck my mom!” Pam screamed. “And my girlfriend, too!”

“And me?” Lee asked.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Pam gasped, body bucking.

“Shit,” Clint groaned again. And then his dick erupted.

Cum fountained up from my tits and splattered across my face. Hot, thick, incestuous cum coated me. I shivered, my nephew’s dick throbbing each time the jizz surged through his cock to explode into my face. I loved it, mouth open, catching the salty treat. I savored his creamy spunk, so happy I could please my Master.

The last few spurts landed on my tits, rolling about my pillowy flesh. Lines ran to my fingers cupping my breasts. I worked my boobs up his cock one final time, squeezing out a few dribbles of jizz as I rose. I shivered, cum trickling down my cheeks and forehead.

“Lee,” I said, her past self moaning from the TV as she came before her classmates, “I am so proud of you.”

“You are, Mom?” she blinked as I moved to her.

“You obeyed your Master and let your entire school know that you are a nasty slut. God, I love you.”

Tears beaded the corners of my youngest daughter’s eyes. I reached down, hugging her naked, fifteen-year-old body. Her small tits pressed into my cum-stained breasts as I gave her a hard, salty kiss on the mouth. She clung to me, tears falling down her cheeks as our kiss grew hot and naughty, the most unmotherly kiss possible.

My pussy clenched. I was so hot right now. I loved this family.

“Now we get to watch Pam give her first blowjob,” Melody said. “Eager to see it, cupcake?”

Alicia nodded, pigtails bouncing.

I broke the kiss with my daughter. “I know I am. I was wet all day just knowing she sucked your cock like I asked, Sir.”

“It really helped with my confidence,” Pam said, her breasts rising as she came down from her orgasmic high. “Thank you.”

I smiled at her. “You’re welcome, sweetie. It’s my job to coach my debate students and see that they improve. That’s what a good teacher does.”

“And a slutty teacher seduces her students and gives them to her master,” my sister smiled, her bleached-blonde hair framing her gorgeous face.

I grinned back at her as a line a cum ran down past my nose and reached my lips.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow,” Clint said, holding Pam. Melody was with him, the pair embracing their girlfriend as they stood in the doorway of the house, the front door opened, the chill, autumn air flowing in.

“Bright and early,” Pam promised and then the three shared a kiss.

“Want to sleep with me tonight, big sis?” I asked, turning away from the trio and bouncing before Zoey as she stretched on the couch. I pushed up my glasses. “Please, please, please.”

Zoey stared at me. “God, you are so young looking.”

“I’m fourteen,” I said. “I’m a big girl. Clint’s fucked my cunny. He popped my cherry, put it in my butt, and everything.”

“You are growing up so fast, munchkin.” Zoey looked up and down. “Okay. You can sleep with me tonight.”

“Yay!” I beamed. “Let’s hurry and brush our teeth and get ready for bed. There’s something I want to try out with you.”

“Oh,” Zoey asked me, arching an eyebrow, her brassy hair swaying about her face as I pulled her to her feet.

“Yep,” I said, leading her. I was so short. Zoey had a head or more on me, and those tits… They were just huge. We were sisters, and my tits would never come close to being as big as hers. Even Lee had some tits, little handfuls. I just had budding mounds, hardly more then bumps topped by my small nipples.

So not fair.

But Clint loved how girlish they made me look. I was his cute, little sister. And that made me happy. So maybe it was good I didn’t have big boobies like Zoey and Mom.

We passed the three-way kiss on the way to the stairs. Pam broke away, giving Clint and Melody a quick wave as she headed out the front door to go home. Then Mom and Aunt Vicky grabbed Clint, both grinning, eager to sleep with him tonight, leaving Melody and Lee to share a bed.

I giggled.

“What?” Zoey asked, a suspicion on her face. She even looked soooo adult, so mature.

“It’s a sister night!” I said. “All the sisters are sharing a bed.”

“I guess so,” Zoey said, glancing back at our mom and aunt surrounding our brother. “So Mom and Aunt Vicky really were fucking Dad all these years?”

“They were his sex slaves,” I nodded. “Mom brought Aunt Vicky into Dad’s bed when Mom was sixteen and Aunt Vicky fourteen. He popped her cherry while Mom licked her clit.”

“Jesus, I had no idea.” Zoey frowned. “So why wouldn’t Dad sleep with me? He clearly had no problem with incest.”

I blinked in shock.

“Your father wanted Clint to have a harem of his sexy sisters,” Mom answered as she climbed the stair behind us.

“See,” I said. “It’s all working out.”

“Except…” Zoey sighed.

So did I. “Well, yeah, I mean, I wish Dad was still with us. But I know he’s happy. Clint’s stepping up. He’s the best big brother you could want.”

“Only he’s my little brother, munchkin,” Zoey said and ruffled my hair. “Come on, let’s get ready for bed.”

I hurried through brushing my teeth and combing out my hair after undoing my pigtails. I took off my makeup, Zoey working beside me. She had far more makeup to remove. I kept mine light, just little bits here and there to keep me looking young and girlish. Mom had showed me a few ways to do it yesterday.

“So, whose bed?” Zoey asked.

“Mine,” I grinned.

“With all those stuffed animals?” Zoey shook her head, a fond smile on her lips. “Okay. I don’t think I’ve been in your room in a year or more. It’s good to see you out of it.”

I nodded my head and we hurried to my room. Already, I could hear our mom and aunt moaning as Clint enjoyed their bodies down the hall. My cunny gave a wet itch as Zoey and I entered my room. I closed the door behind us, cutting off most of the sounds.

Zoey flopped down on my bed, her big tits bouncing. A few of my stuffed animals, piled on the edge of my bed where it butted into the wall, shifted. Zoey wiggled, one arm bent over her head, the other stroking at her stomach, drawing lazy patterns. She was so sleek and beautiful, with her big tits and long legs.

“So, what did you want to try?” she asked, eyes lidded with lust.

I beamed at her and jumped on the bed, landing between her legs. My brown hair danced about my shoulders as I turned to face her pussy. She was shaved with a tattoo of a unicorn on her pubic mound. It looked like it was galloping past her pussy.

I stroked the unicorn, petting her mane. “Is this why Stefani calls you Yunie all the time.”

“Sort of. She called me that long before I got the tattoo.”

I frowned. “You call her Dandi. Is that short for dandelion?”

She nodded.

“So does she have a dandelion tattooed right here?” I leaned over and kissed her pubic mound above her clit, shuddering at the naughty thrill so close to my big sister’s pussy.

“Yes.” Zoey squirmed.

“And do you kiss it?” I placed another smack, a little lower, moving towards her clit.

“Every chance I get.”

“Mmm, I bet.” I kissed lower, my sister shivering as I reached the top folds of her pussy. A tart musk brushed my lips. A hot thrill went through me, and I kissed lower, nuzzling right on her clit.

“Alicia! Oh, god, I’m really about to have sex with my fourteen-year-old sister.”

“Yep,” I said and nuzzled lower, her folds hot and wet on my lips.

My tongue slid out through my big sister’s folds, gathering her tart cream. I groaned, wiggling my hips. My nipples and clit both throbbed with the taboo excitement of what I was doing. I felt so wonderfully naughty as my tongue slid through her folds. She was the last member of the family for me to play around with.

I pushed my tongue in deep, using everything I had learned from Mom and Melody about pussy licking. Zoey groaned, her big, soft tits arching as her hips undulated. I could hear the pleasure in her voice. A surge of pride shot through me.

My big sister, a lesbian for two years, received pleasure from me. Me!

I slipped a single finger into her pussy, feeling how wet and silky she was. I reached into my sister’s depths, wiggling around as my tongue swirled around her clit. Her tits bounced as she reached over her head, squirming.

“Alicia,” she gasped. “Oh, damn, munchkin, how do you…? Jesus, where did you learn this?”

“Mom and Melody,” I grinned. “The family’s been having fun since Saturday. You’re soooo late to the party, big sis.”

“I guess so,” she groaned.

I slid a second finger into her pussy. She grew tighter as I slid in and out, reaming her. I made her squirm and groan, her eyes fluttering as her boobs jiggled. She grabbed one, squeezing hard as she humped against my plunging fingers.

Then I added a third finger. She grew tight, her flesh stretching around my digits. My tongue fluttered about her clit, savoring her tart juices and the moans she made. Her ass lifted from the bed. I had to move my head to keep pleasuring her, my fingers plunging in and out faster and faster.

“Oh, you little munchkin, yes,” Zoey moaned, the bed springs creaking.

Fluffy Snake fell off the top, a long, sinuous, pink plushy. It fell across my sister’s tits as she squirmed and writhed. She grabbed it, rubbing it on her nipples as her eyes rolled back into her head, my fingers reaching so deep into her. Juices leaked out, spilling down her ass to my bedspread, making a wet spot.

“Finger my cunt, baby sister. Yes, yes, yes!”

My eyes widened. “Yes, I’m your baby sister, big sis,” I moaned. “Oh, I am. I’m such a good baby sister. I want to please you.”

I sucked hard on her clit and shoved a fourth finger into her hot, tight pussy.

“Oh, you’re doing that,” Zoey gasped, writhing and humping hard. “Holy shit, you are. Jesus, that’s good. Oh, my god, Alicia. Four fingers! You are wild. Yes, yes, yes, ram them into me! I’m going to cum so hard on my baby sister’s fingers.”

I shuddered, sucking hard on her clit, pleasure racing through my body. My own juices dripped out of my shaved-bald cunny. They ran down my thighs as I wiggled my hips. My nipples tingled. I shoved my free hand between my thighs and rubbed on my tight slit, smearing my cream around and sending hot flutters through my body.

I plunged my fingers over and over into my cunny’s depths, so eager for my cum. I had wanted to do this ever since I read about it Sunday morning while Clint and Melody slept in. My eyes had widened so much when I came across the term.

And I knew I had to do it on Zoey first.

“You naughty munchkin,” my sister moaned as my fingers moved in her pussy, curling, forming a fist. “Oh, god, what are you doing?”

“Fisting you!” I said with glee, my hand balled up. And then I punched it deep into her pussy.

The hot, tight walls of her cunny engulfed my hand past my wrist. Her eyes widened. Her pussy lips were spread so wide around my wrist, clinging to them. Her stomach actually bulged out a bit. She shivered, her big tits thrashing.

“Holy shit!” Zoey’s eyes were wide. “Holy fucking shit, Alicia! Where…! Oh, fuck! I…! Oh, god, where did you…learn this? Fuck!”

Her pussy spasmed hard about my fist as I drew it back and punched it in, sliding through her cunt. She bucked and moaned, her tits slapping into each other. She clenched down on Fluffy Snake, his tail flying through the air as her body thrashed.

She came so hard. Her juices squirted out and around my fist, bathing my face, splashing my glasses. The world grew blurry as I licked around my fist, punching it over and over into her pussy. I loved how she squirmed. How she moaned. I loved the way she bucked and gasped and squirmed.

“Do you love it, big sis?” I asked.

“I absolutely do, “she howled. “Oh, my god, Alicia. Keep doing it. Oh, yes, I keep… Fuck!”

Her pussy spasmed harder about my fist as I plunged it over and over into her. I licked my lips, savoring her tart cream as I made my big sis thrash on the bed. More and more of my stuffed animals fell down, spilling upon us. Mr. Turtle landed on her belly, and Teddy fell against my ass, almost hugging me like he wanted to fuck me from behind.

I shoved two fingers into my tight cunny, frigging them in and out as fast as I could as I kept fisting my big sis. I made her howl and thrash and cum. I gave her such pleasure. My pussy clenched on my digits, the excitement building in me.

“I’m so glad,” I panted, savoring my sister’s flesh spasming on my fist. Clint must love it when we cum on his cock. Zoey’s flesh felt amazing. “I was so hoping you would love it.”

“Where the fuck did you even learn this?” Zoey groaned, undulating. “Jesus, I thought you were so innocent.”

“The internet,” I grinned, my body shivering. “I… Yes!”

My orgasm shivered through me. Not as powerful as Zoey’s, but it still felt wonderful as the pleasure rushed through me. It washed across my body and had me shivering and gasping in delight. My eyes rolled back into my head as my hips wiggled. I jammed my fist deep into Zoey’s pussy.

She bucked a final time and then collapsed on my bed, hugging Mr. Turtle to her belly. Her eyes fluttered. I moaned and gasped, my orgasm burning hot through me. It crested in my mind, carrying me to new heights.

And then retreated. With a sigh, I pulled my fist out. Her juices coated my hand and wrist. Even my forearm was stained with her cream. I pulled off my glasses, wiping them on my comforter. Zoey became a big, fuzzy blur to me, so soft and inviting.

“You naughty munchkin,” she moaned, pulling me to her.

I set my glasses on the nightstand and cuddled up to her big breasts. I rubbed my cream covered hand on her boobs then buried my face between them. They were so soft. She stroked my hair, her breathing slowing.

“Thank you,” she groaned. “I loved it.”

“So did I,” I smiled. “Mmm, do you think Mom would love it if I fisted her?”

“Fuck yeah, she would, munchkin.”

“Good,” I said, feeling suddenly so sleepy. My eyes closed. “Night, big sis.”

“Night,” she groaned.

“Love you…” I murmured as sleep dragged me down into wonderful dreams.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels/strong>

“I want you licking my asshole, slut,” I moaned, kneeling naked on my bed. Lee and I were the only ones in our house next door to Clint’s and his family. “And finger my pussy. Make me cum, you little whore. Watching you shave your disgusting twat and masturbating like a degenerate made me so hot.”

My younger sister nodded, the pixyish bob of short, black hair swaying about her cute face. “Instead of fingering you, Mistress, why don’t I fuck you with this?”

Lee whipped a dildo out from behind her back. It was thick and fleshy colored, wiggling rubbery in her hand. She gripped it by a set of balls, the tip painted red. I blinked in shock, my pussy clenching as my sister sauntered to me.

“Where did you get that?” I gasped.

“I stole it from Melody’s room.” Lee’s grin only grew. “Oops, guess I was bad.”

“You are such a brat, Lee.” My shaved pussy wept juices, trickles running down my thigh. “If I wasn’t so damned horny, I would spank your ass. Fuck me with that right now! I need to cum!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lee threw herself onto my bed. The springs creaked as she bounced on her knees behind me. She brought the thick tip to my pussy and rammed it in. I groaned, my cunt spreading around the fleshy toy. It was almost as big as Clint’s dick.

Almost.

I shivered, my head tossing back. My blonde hair fell loose about my head. I had undone my braid before kneeling on the bed. My pussy clenched on the girth as Lee drew it back and plunged it in with her exuberance.

Her face nuzzled between the cheeks of my asshole. Her tongue licked and swirled at my sphincter while she fucked that delightful dildo in and out of my pussy. I shivered, wiggling my hips, loving her rimming tongue. The pleasure swelled through me.

“Oh, yes, you nasty slut,” I moaned. “Fuck that big, thick toy in and out of me. Oh, fuck, yes! I love it! And jam that tongue in me. I know you love it, you filthy, anal-licking dyke.”

Lee shoved her tongue into my asshole, swirling around, savoring my sour hole. She plunged the dildo faster and faster. The delight her tongue stirred through my bowels rippled to my pussy. The plunging dildo churned me to a froth, my pussy clenching on the toy. I loved it burying over and over into me.

I shuddered, humping back into it, savoring the delicious thrill of the toy reaming my pussy while her tongue fucked my asshole. She was such an obedient girl now, not the brat who had driven me nuts most of my life.

“Yes, yes, yes, you love licking my ass. You are that filthy. Just a pervert. A nasty, ass-licking degenerate. Oh, I should have you do this before the entire school. Let them all see how much you love tonguing a girl’s ass.”

Lee shivered, moaning into my ass. Her tongue swirled and lapped at my sphincter. The pleasure built in me. Every stroke of the dildo, caress of her tongue, and word from my mouth brought me closer and closer to exploding.

Juice poured down my thighs. My fingers dug into my purple bedspread, my asshole clenching on her tongue. The dildo rammed so deep into me, caressing all the wonderful spots in my pussy. And Lee shoved it in and out so hard.

“Oh, yes, you nasty ass-licker. I’m going to cum. Mmm, you’re going to make your sister cum, you perverted dyke.”

“So perverted,” Lee moaned between licks. “I’m just a piece of filth.”

“You are!” I screamed and came on the dildo. “So nasty! You made me cum! You’re a sister-licking, pussy-eating, ass-devouring whore!”

The pleasure burned through my body. It left me quivering and shaking. My eyes rolled back into my head. I shuddered, falling down onto my pillows. The huge dildo slid out of my pussy with a wet plop, leaving me empty. Lee gasped. I glanced at her, my little sister’s breast bouncing as she reamed the dildo in and out of her cunt.

“Brat,” I panted. “Did I say you could cum?”

“No, Mistress,” she moaned, fucking herself. “And I haven’t. But can I? Can my disgusting, filthy, nasty pussy cum? The toy is covered in your juices. They’re freshening up my pussy, making my nasty cunt better.”

I smiled at that. “Sure, you can cum, whore.”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

Lee howled as I hugged my pillow, sleep falling down hard on me. Such a long day. I closed my eyes, the bed rocking as she squirmed and gasped. Then she collapsed beside me. She hugged my body, snuggling close to her.

“Love you, you nasty filth,” I purred.

“Love you, Mistress,” she said, sounding so happy. My little sister was fucked up, and I loved it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

My body rocked. Heat burned through me. I shivered, my eyes fluttering open, a strong body pressed behind me, arms holding me. A hard dick thrust into the depths of my pussy, fingers rolling my nipples, a masculine grunt sighing in my ear.

The red digits of the clock read 2:38 AM.

“Clinton,” I moaned, smiling as I felt my husband and master…

No, it was Clint fucking me. I had fallen asleep with him and my sister, the pair of us pleasuring our master and each other until we collapsed in a heap just like we used to with Clinton.

“Mom,” Clint groaned, “almost done. You can go back to sleep soon.”

“It’s okay, Sir,” I smiled, savoring the pleasure of his dick sliding through my pussy. “Mommy-slut’s big, strong son was horny. He needs to drain his balls so he can sleep. Mmm, just pound your Mommy-slut and dump your cum in her cunt.”

“Mom,” he groaned, the bed rocking harder.

My sister rolled over, pressing her pillowy tits into me. Her eyes flicked open. She let out a dreamy sigh, snuggling to me. Our breasts pressed together, nipples rubbing and sliding around each other as my body rocked, Clint’s thrusts growing harder and harder.

My pussy clenched down on my son’s big cock. I loved being his Mommy-slut. I felt alive again, the ashes that had suffused my world after Clinton’s death blown away by my son’s dominating lusts. I let out a mewing sigh, his groin smacking into my plump ass, balls slapping the back of my thighs.

“Mom,” he grunted again, loving the pussy that had birthed him. He came from my hole. And I loved it when he returned, filling me up with that big, thick dick. I created the cock that fucked me. I raised him into a big, strong son, and now he pounded my cunt so hard.

“Yes,” I moaned, rubbing my cheek into my sister’s face. Her hands stroked my sides, sending ripples down to my pussy. I clenched down on Clint’s dick. “Fuck your Mommy-slut’s pussy. Dump all your cum in me so you can sleep. Mommy-slut’s big boy needs to be well rested to fuck Pam’s mother tomorrow.”

“Shit,” he groaned, thrusts growing hard, powerful, his crotch slapping my ass. “You are such a naughty slut, Mom.”

“Uh-huh,” I gasped, clenching my pussy down on his cock. “Fuck the cunt that birthed you. Mmm, fuck your Mommy-slut’s cunt until you cum.”

The bed creaked and the headboard smacked the wall as he drove his cock hard into me. Our flesh slapped together. The force pressed me hard against my sister’s lush body. I held her, savoring her body against mine as the pleasure built and built in me. Ripples of delight shot through me, making me tremble.

His hands squeezed my tits, my flesh spilling around his fingers and pushing my boobs against my sister’s pillowy mounds. I gasped, eyes rolling back into my head. He was so good. So amazing. My big, strong son fucked me so hard.

“May your Mommy-slut cum, Sir?” I asked, his dick sliding along the top of my pussy’s tunnel, nudging my G-spot every time. Hot flutters shot through me. “Mommy-slut wants to cum on her big, strong son’s cock. Mmm, yes! Your Mommy-slut gave birth to this cock! Please, let your Mommy-slut cum on it.”

“Fuck, yes, Mom,” he groaned, driving deep into my pussy and erupted.

Incestuous cum flooded through me. Would this be the load that impregnated me? Would my son breed me tonight? Or was I already pregnant? How would we pay for it? Money was already growing tight. Clint would get a part time job, but how much would that bring. Zoey’s helped, but what she made working at Dairy Queen wasn’t much.

“Damn, Mom,” he groaned as his cum spurted. “Damn, I need that.”

“Mmm, that’s what your Mommy-slut is for,” I moaned, my concerns about money outweighed by the pleasure bursting through me. My pussy spasmed on my son’s cock, milking out more and more of his jizz into my depths. I gasped, bucking, shuddering against my sister. “To dump your cum in when you’re too horny to sleep.”

“Naughty whore,” he whispered sleepily.

“Such a naughty whore,” I moaned, the pleasure bathing my mind.

Clint drew back one final time and thrust in again. He groaned, sighing, his cum filling my pussy, his dick softening in my depths. In moments, the soft snores came from him, asleep already, his lusts satiated once again.

I smiled, shivering, loving being full of his cock and cum. I held my sister and fell asleep in my son’s strong arms. I knew we would figure it all out somehow.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I felt like a million bucks when I woke up Tuesday morning, my piss-hard dick filling Mom’s pussy. I had a huge day ahead of me. I would play with Aunt Chery’s naughty toy, and then I had my job interview with Pam’s mom. I hadn’t even thought of fucking her, but then hearing Mom talk about it last night as she fingered Pam had sent me over the edge. I came so hard on Aunt Vicky’s tits.

I couldn’t wait.

And I had other naughty ideas, too. It was time to give Stefani, my big sister’s best friend and lover, a treat. According to Zoey, Stefani thought I was cute and was eager to be fucked by me. I wanted to see Stefani lick my cum out of my big sister’s snatch so badly.

And I knew just how I could.

I met Melody and Lee in the bathroom. The pair had slept next door at their house, sharing a bed. I bet they were pretty naughty. Aunt Vicky joined us, a big smile on her face as she fell down before me and sucked my piss-hard cock into her mouth. Lee buried her face into Melody’s pussy.

“Morning,” I grinned at Melody, the first of my women. I loved her and Alicia like lovers. And Pam.

“Perv,” she grinned back. “Just eager to piss down your Aunt’s throat.”

“Yep,” I groaned and unleashed the flood.

It was so hot to piss into a woman’s mouth. Aunt Vicky’s eyes burned and smoldered as my piss splashed against her throat. She swallowed it, my dick tingling as I emptied my full bladder into her. I groaned, squeezing Melody’s hand while she pissed into Lee’s mouth, grinding her hot pussy onto her little sister’s flesh.

“That’s it, you nasty slut,” moaned Melody. “Just drink it all down. You fucking whore.”

“God, I love you,” I groaned to my half-sister as Aunt Vicky sucked out the last drops of piss.

She winked at me.

Done pissing, we slipped into the showers. We didn’t fuck, there wasn’t time because other people had to shower. While the hot water heaters were good in the house, they weren’t inexhaustible. But as we soaped our bodies, I told her about my naughty idea for Zoey and Stefani.

“Ooh, you just want to get her in on the fun right away,” Melody groaned, her blonde hair matted to her shoulders. She was the only natural blonde in the family—Mom’s came out of a bottle. “Mmm, Stefani’s cute. I love her red hair. And then tonight… Pam’s mom.” Melody shivered. “Please, please say we’re going to try to seduce her.”

“Absolutely,” I said. “She’s a hot, Asian MILF. I just don’t know if I want Pam to lick her mother’s pussy before or after I’ve fucked it.”

“Jesus, that’s a dilemma,” she agreed. “Mmm, watching mother and daughter have sex before hand will be so hot, a way to really get us excited, but then to see Pam lick out your cum would be even more exciting.”

“Yes.”

“So, you know there’s an easy solution, but, as usual, you are too thick to see it. Have her do both.”

I smacked my half-sister’s wet ass hard. She gasped, jumping. I gave her a hard look. “Don’t forget that you’re still my queen.”

“I know,” she beamed, rubbing her ass. “Mmm, my big, strong king. I love you despite your shortcomings.”

“You are lucky I love you, or I would spank your ass so hard,” I told her. Then, as she turned to wash her tits off, I spanked her hard again, a loud crack that echoed through the bathroom.

“Clint,” she moaned, jumping. She liked it when I reminded her where the line was in her teasing. I think she toed it just to make sure I was still her strong, dominating lover.

Shower done, we cleared out so Aunt Vicky and Lee could take theirs. I toweled off and went to get dress while Melody had to work on her makeup. She was a tomboy, but she wore some amount of makeup. And she had to dry her hair and braid it.

I changed then hopped on the internet. I check out a few sites to see if any weird videos or posts were put on the internet—and there was. I laughed at an idiot trying to high dive into the portable pool in his backyard and instead belly flopped, water splashing over the side. I glanced at the clock, sighed, and headed downstairs. In the kitchen and was greeted with a sight I loved.

My older sister bent over as she dug around in the refrigerator. She wore a skirt today, but it was so short, it had ridden over her ass. Bright-red tights clad her ass beneath it. They molded to her rear and pussy mound. I groaned, shivering in delight at those two plump lips perfectly outlined by the fabric.

Delicious cameltoe. My dick swelled hard again.

“Did you wait until I came downstairs to bend over and greet me like this?” I asked.

“Yes,” she purred, wiggling her hips. “You always like staring at me when I dig in the refrigerator. I always found it amusing the way you panted after me like an annoying dog.”

“And now?”

“Now it makes me so hot,” she groaned, wiggling more. “Oh, my god, I’m getting so wet.”

“Bend over the counter,” I told her. “I need my big sister’s pussy. I want to send you to school with a load of my cum buried in your twat.”

“Oh, my god,” Zoey groaned. “Little brother, you are such a perv.”

“You’ve been talking to Melody?”

“Maybe.” Zoey straightened, her large tits bouncing in the top she wore, jiggling with every motion. Her nipples were hard, tenting the front. It was clear she had no bra on. She sauntered to the island and bent over it, wiggling her hips.

“Morning,” Mom said as she strolled in. “Who wants pancakes?”

“Sounds great,” I grinned.

“Just fruit for me,” Zoey moaned. “Need to watch my figure.”

“Trust me, it’s perfect,” I said, pulling down her tights and unveiling a blue thong, the fabric vanished between her plump pussy lips and buried between her butt-cheeks.

I pushed it to the side, pulling it out from between her pussy lips in the process. She was juicy, the thong soaked. I unzipped and dug out my cock, rubbing it against my big sister’s pussy. She shivered as Mom busied herself whipping up pancake batter like it was the most normal thing in the world having her two children fuck while she made breakfast.

“Fuck,” Zoey gasped as I rammed into her. “Ooh, you are big, Clint. I love it.”

“Yes, he is,” Mom nodded, whisking away at the pancake mix.

“And you are tight,” I groaned, savoring my sister’s hot flesh engulfing my cock.

Other members of the family filed in, saying “Morning” as I reamed Zoey’s cunt. Melody winked at me then grabbed a banana. She unpeeled it, sliding it into her mouth, her eyes twinkling at me as I plowed our big sister’s cunt.

My dick ached and throbbed as Melody’s lips sealed over the banana. She worked it in and out of her lips, hips wiggling, teasing me. I groaned, slamming harder and faster into Zoey’s cunt, my balls thwacking into her clit.

“Oh, you are a perv, too, Melody,” Zoey groaned. “Just like our little brother.”

Melody pulled out the banana, leaving it coated in her saliva. “I forget he is my little brother.”

“By a month,” I groaned, Zoey’s pussy heaven on my dick. The tight, silky friction sent heat down to my balls, my cum simmering, approaching a full boil.

“Still older,” she said then thrust the banana at Lee. “Shove that in your cunt, slut. I want cream with my banana.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee moaned, lifting up her short skirt and pushing panties to the side.

“Fuck,” I muttered, watching my younger half-sister slide the banana into her freshly shaved cunt. She was so bare. I loved it. Her back arched, a whimper escaped her lips, and then she pulled it out, handing it gleaming to Melody.

I almost came watching Melody bite into the banana coated with Lee’s pussy juices. A shiver ran through her, hips swaying in the tight jeans she wore. My balls boiled. I was so close to cumming. I hammered my older sister’s pussy, driving my cock in so deep, feeling her clench down on me.

A moan rose from Zoey’s mouth as she watched Melody chew and savor the banana. Ecstasy crossed my half-sister’s face. Her eyes squeezed shut. My balls thwacked over and over, echoing through the kitchen as I pounded my older sister.

“Shit, you are such a perv, Melody,” Zoey moaned.

“Mmm, I am.” She moved closer. “Didn’t you want fruit for breakfast?”

Melody held the banana to Zoey’s lips. My big sister’s pussy clenched down hard on my cock as she took a bite, moaning her enjoyment. The friction burned down my shaft, my balls tightening. I was so close to cumming. On the verge of erupting.

Then Melody brought the banana, half eaten, to my lips. I took a big bite, teeth sinking through it. I savored the mix of tangy pussy and sweet fruit. My dick slammed into my sister’s pussy. My balls tightened. My cum exploded into Zoey’s cunt.

I groaned as I chewed the banana. Cumming and trying to swallow at the same time were difficult. My head snapped back. The pleasure boiled through me as I savored the hot thrill cumming in one sister’s cunt while savoring the taste of another’s snatch.

“Do you love it, Master?” Lee asked, bouncing beside Melody. “Does my pussy taste great on it?”

“Amazing,” I groaned, burying my cock into Zoey, leaning over her. “Fuck, that was good.”

“The banana or Zoey’s twat?” Melody asked, a smile on her lips.

“Both,” I panted.

“Yes,” Zoey moaned in agreement, “Oh, god, Lee, that was great. Shove another banana in your twat. I’m still hungry.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee said, grabbing and peeling the fruit.

“And you,” I said, leaning over Zoey. “I have something for you to do at school. It’s time for you to make a movie.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

“Hey,” Stefani said, hopping into my car parked in her family’s driveway, a big grin on her face. “Oh, my god, so you fucked your little brother.”

“Twice,” I grinned, waving to Stefani’s dad as he headed to the family minivan in his suit, all ready for work.

“This morning?” Stefani asked also waving to her dad. He was a portly man, not at all sexy like Clint. No wonder Stefani had the hots for my little brother—she had no hunky man of the house to pine after.

“His cum is still in me,” I grinned at Stefani. “And when we get to school, we’re going to make a little movie.”

“What kind?” she asked.

“You licking all his cum out of me.”

“Holy shit!” squealed Stefani and then she hugged me. “Let’s get to school!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

I strolled through the halls of the high school where I taught, wearing a tight skirt and low-cut blouse, the vibrator seated in the depths of my pussy, held in place by my panties. Students nodded to me, some murmuring, “Morning, Ms. Samuels.”

“Morning,” I would smile back, the boys ogling my tits. I was a popular teacher.

The vibrator hummed to life. My eyes widened as a surge of lust shot through me. And then it died down almost immediately. I groaned, my nephew giving me a quick reminder that he had control over my pussy today.

Mmm, it was going to be a great day.

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

The doorbell rang. A shiver ran through me, my nipples hardening in my shirt. Today would be awesome. Alicia burst from the breakfast table where Clint, Lee, and I waited. Beside Alicia, we were the last ones still home. Mom, Zoey, and Aunt Cheryl had already left while we waited for Pam and her car.



A giddy rush shot through me. I had a girlfriend. I shared her with Clint, and that was so hot. She was sexy and submissive, a delicious, Japanese beauty with slanted eyes, pale-olive skin, and silky-black hair. Maybe I had inherited my father’s Asian fetish.

Clint surely had.

Alicia’s brown pigtails flew behind her as she darted for the door, her feet, clad in pink tights that rose up her slim legs and vanished beneath a short, frilly skirt. She looked younger than her fourteen years, her backpack bouncing. She vanished through the kitchen. A moment later, the front door opened.

“Clint, your girlfriend’s here,” she sang out. “I’m going to kiss her!”

“Kiss my girlfriend?” Clint gasped in mock shock as he stood, scooping up his book bag.

My younger sister Lee flashed me a naughty smile. She stood up, too, slinging her backpack over her shoulder, letting it hang on the verge of falling off. I snagged mine, followed, and loved the sight that welcomed us. Pam, only a few inches taller than Alicia, kissing my sexy half-sister.

Alicia did it with enthusiasm, her hands clutching Pam’s cheeks. My girlfriend shivered then broke the kiss, gasping, “Clint.”

“Kissing my little princess?” Clint asked in mock shock. “I can’t believe this, Pam.”

She shifted, hugging herself, her slanted eyes wide behind her glasses. I rolled my eyes and then punched Clint on the shoulder. “Don’t tease her.”

Pam blinked then her cheeks darkened. “Oh. Well…I…I liked it, Clint. Your little sister is so cute.”

Alicia beamed, bouncing on the balls of her feet. She just looked cute enough to eat. Then Clint grabbed his girlfriend and pulled her in for a kiss, one hand grabbing her ass with a possessive grip, digging into her butt-cheek. She melted against him, eyes closed, hands on his strong chest.

“Morning,” Clint said, breaking the kiss. Pam’s eyes fluttered, her hips shifting more.

“Mmm,” she sighed.

Then I went in to kiss our girlfriend on the lips. I seized her cheeks and planted a greedy kiss on her lips. My fingers stroked her cheeks as our lips worked together. They were wet and hot and just delicious to taste.

I brushed my nose against hers as I broke the kiss, a shiver going through me. “So, ready for after school?” I asked her. “I can’t wait.”

“Yes,” Pam said with gushing enthusiasm. “I actually had to masturbate before falling asleep last night. I just couldn’t stop thinking about my mom. She’s so beautiful.”

“Someone’s caught the incest bug,” giggled Lee.

Pam’s blush darkened. God, she was cute. “It was…interesting seeing your family interacting.”

“Interesting?” Clint asked, putting his arm around Pam, arching an eyebrow, his face stern.

“Hot,” she answered, her nipples hardening, pressing on her blouse. “Sexy, arousing, amazing, taboo, hot. I want it. With mom. The way you all act together. You’re so close.”

“And you’re going to lick your mom’s pussy,” Clint said. “Then I’ll fuck her. Then you’ll get to lick her pussy again.”

“Full of his cum,” Lee added.

“She knew that,” I said, shaking my head at her.

“Big brother,” Alicia said, rocking on her heels. “We should go. School will be starting soon.”

“Relax,” Lee said. “It’s not going anywhere.”

“Yeah, let’s go.” Clint’s hand smacked out, landing on Lee’s ass hard. “And you, stop being a brat.”

“Yes, Master,” Lee said, beaming. She seized Alicia’s hand and pulled her out the door, racing to Pam’s car.

The rest of us followed after, Pam handing Clint the keys. I went to go for the passenger door—I was his queen, the head woman of the harem. He gave me a grin as we climbed in. A shiver ran through me as his eyes slid down to the tight shirt I wore, my nipples clearly outlined. I had abandoned wearing bras.

I felt so exposed, my shirt so tight, molding to my sixteen-year-old breasts. It was like I was showing them off while remaining clothed. Every guy and girl could see how round and firm they were. The guys wanted to touch them, squeeze them, and couldn’t. My tits were all Clint’s. The only guy who would ever touch them.

But any girls watching were welcome to come up and give them a squeeze.

“What?” I asked as I went to put on my seatbelt.

He reached over, stopping me. “I think you look horny, Melody. You had to watch me fuck Zoey and didn’t get off at all.”

“Nope,” Lee said, sliding into the back with Pam and Alicia. “None of us did, Master. It was so hot. Especially when you both ate the banana covered in my pussy juices while fucking Zoey.”

“Really?” Pam asked.

“Balanced breakfast,” I grinned, looking back at Pam as she sat between Alicia and Lee.

“Fruit and cream,” Clint laughed, his hand stroking my thighs through my jeans. “So I think you have a hot pussy right now.”

“So hot,” I groaned.

“Mistress always has a hot pussy,” Lee giggled. “Every woman in the family does.”

“My cunny is so tingly right now, Big Brother,” Alicia moaned, squirming her tights-clad thighs together.

“Why don’t you masturbate,” Clint said. It wasn’t a question. “Unzip those jeans and shove your hands in.”

“Sure,” I shuddered, his eyes so hot as he took control.

“And don’t forget to play with those tits,” he added.

“Oh, yes, I love playing with my tits when I masturbate,” I purred, unsnapping my jeans. The zipper rasped down, revealing the sea-green panties I wore. I shoved one hand under my shirt to squeeze a round breast while the other went down into my panties.

I groaned, stroking the blonde landing strip to my hot, wet folds. I rubbed them as I leaned back in my seat, groaning. It was so wonderful to touch them while Clint watched, his eyes burning, a grin on his strong lips.

“Shirts in the way. Take it off. I can’t see what you’re doing.”

“But… people will see her breasts as we drive,” gasped Pam.

“Yep,” Clint said and started up the car.

I peeled my shirt off, my breasts bouncing out. Clint drove the car forward, turning onto our residential street. I draped my t-shirt across my lap and set about masturbating. I grabbed a hard, dusky nipple, rolling and stretching it. Delicious shivers raced down to my pussy. My hand shoved back into my panties, finding my wet snatch. I rubbed it, shivering in delight while my youthful breasts jiggled as Clint drove over a speed bump.

I groaned, feeling so juicy. A jogger on the sidewalk glanced over and did a double-take as we drove past. I smiled, loving the fact she got an eyeful of teenage tits. My pussy clenched, heat racing, pumping excitement as we reached the stop sign at the end of the street. Clint stopped, signaling.

Cars passed. It was a busy street. I groaned, siting up, pinching my nipple harder. I wanted them to see me. To see the breasts that Clint owned, my nubile body that was all his. I wanted them jealous, aching to touch me, begging to have me as their lover.

And then denying them.

My fingers jammed into my pussy. I groaned, sinking into my hot, silky flesh. Pleasure radiated through me. The delight swept through my body, leaving me dizzy and breathless. I swayed, blinking, my hips undulating. Oh, it felt so good. So wonderful.

“They’re all seeing my tits,” I moaned. “Oh, god, Clint, it’s so hot.”

“You’re such a perv,” he grinned then glanced to my right. Another jogger approached. “I better let him cross the street before I go. Want to be safe. Don’t want to run him over.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my pussy clenching down so hard on my plunging fingers. The wet sound filled the car. “Oh, I’m so juicy. Can you hear, Pam? My fingers?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Does this…turn you on?”

“So much,” I moaned.

“Big sister is a perv,” Alicia giggled.

“Oh, god, Clint, he’s getting closer and closer.” I arched my back, my breasts bouncing. I pulled on my nipple, stretching out my tit.

The jogger slowed. His eyes widened as I stared at him. Suddenly, my window rolled down with a whirl of the power motor. I let out a wanton moan, groaning as I fingered my twat faster and faster. The guy’s jaw dropped.

Then he smiled. I nodded my head, squirming, moaning. He approached the car at a slow walk.

“He’s coming closer, Clint,” I panted, my body shuddering.

I shoved a third finger into my snatch, stretching my hole out as I writhed and shivered. This was so hot. He was staring at my underage tits. He wanted to touch them. To play with them. Clint reached over, gave my tit a possessive squeeze, digging his fingers in.

“They’re his tits,” I moaned out the window to the jogger. “No touching. But you can look.”

“Jesus,” he groaned, stopping at the corner. He pulled out his phone.

It flashed.

My pussy spasmed on my fingers. He took a picture of my tits. Of Clint’s hand squeezing my breast. My back arched. My head snapped back. A powerful explosion burst in the depths of my pussy. The friction of my fingers churned waves of rapture through my body.

Flash!

My seat creaked as I spasmed and gasped. I opened my lips, moaning in abject pleasure. Clint’s fingers found my nipple. Pinching it. Pulling it. Twisting it. Pleasure shot down to my spasming pussy. My fingers plunged in faster. My legs twitched.

Flash!

“Holy shit,” groaned the guy. “How old are you?”

“Sixteen,” Lee shouted from the backseat.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped.

Flash!

“Oh, Clint, he’s watching me cuuuumm!” I moaned in orgasmic delight. “Oh, yes. Thank you!”

Clint grinned and hit the gas. The car turned onto the street as I trembled and moaned, Clint operating it one-handed. He gave my nipple a final squeeze, sending a last wave of bliss through me. I groaned, buzzing with bliss.

“There, I think you’re all better,” Clint said as I shivered.

“Uh-huh,” I panted, the window rolling up beside me. “Mmm, thank you, Clint. Love you so much.”

“He gives us what we need,” Lee said in the back.

“Big brother is so loving,” Alicia sighed. “Don’t you think, Pam?”

“Yes,” she answered.

I pulled my fingers out of my pussy, shuddering a final time, and looked back. Pam’s face was flushed. I grinned and waved my fingers beneath her nose. “See how juicy I am.”

“So juicy,” she moaned, seeing the frothy cream. She leaned forward, licked my fingers, savoring the flavor of my pussy. Her face lit out, and she sucked on them. I groaned, shivering, my naked tits bouncing as she cleaned them off one by one.

“Fuck,” groaned Clint. “That is hot.”

“So glad Pam’s our girlfriend. You better reward my mom big time today.”

Clint pulled his phone out, swiping the screen while driving one-handed. He opened the app that controlled the vibrator buried in my mom’s pussy. Right now, she was walking around our school—she taught History—and was about to get a surprise.

He tapped the button. “Just a quick burst to remind her of the fun she’ll have.”

I laughed, my fingers tingling as Pam sucked on them like minicocks, her cheeks hollowing. Oh, yes, today would be an amazing day.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

“Unisex bathroom, first floor,” Stefani said the moment I parked my car before our school. “Let’s go.”

“Someone’s eager,” I grinned, shivering, my pussy so wet.

It held a load of my little brother’s cum.

“Of course I am,” groaned Stefani. My best friend and lover flew out of my car in an explosion of bouncy, red curls. Before I was even halfway out, she had bounded around the car to my side and seized my hand. “Come on, Yunie, let’s go.”

Yunie was her nickname for me. It was short for unicorn. I called her Dandi—Dandelion. We had used these pet names since we were kids. I was so close to her. For two years we had been lovers. I thought I was gay because of her.

Turned out, I was just waiting for my little brother to become a man and claim me. And, apparently, so was Stefani.

“This is so hot,” she groaned, dragging me into the school. We passed other students as they flowed in with us, but not as fast. To them, it was another Tuesday. But for me, it was the start of my new life. Last night, I had succumbed to my lust and joined the rest of the women in my family in Clint’s harem.

My little brother had a harem. God, it was hot.

Stefani dragged me down the hall. I passed Aunt Vicky shivering. I bet Clint was playing with the vibrator in her twat. She had procured him Pam, grooming the Asian girl to be his submissive lover, and now she enjoyed her reward—Clint’s complete control over her pussy while she taught classes today.

We reached the unisex bathroom. Stefani let out a sigh as when she twisted the handle and it opened. She pulled me in without caring if anyone saw us. The door locked, and then my redheaded lover was on me.

She pushed me back against the wall in the small room. It had a urinal, a toilet, and a sink with a mirror above it. Nothing else. The tiles were cool through my shirt as our lips met and our tongues danced, her stud hard against the roof of my mouth. Our hips undulated as we writhed together.

She broke the kiss. “Oh, god, Yunie, I have to eat you right now.” Her hands slid beneath my shirt, squeezing my large breasts through my bra. “You have no idea how wet I am?”

“Not as wet as I am, Dandi.”

“You have a pussy full of your little brother’s cum,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Hardly fair. But I would be wetter if you didn’t.”

I shoved a hand down to her tight jeans. With practiced ease, I unsnapped her fastener and slid into her panties. She was so warm and smooth, shaved like me. I pressed between her thighs and groaned as I felt how hot and wet she was. She was dripping. I shoved two fingers in.

She groaned, “Yunie.”

“Yeah, you’re pretty wet,” I admitted as her pussy clenched on my digits. I pumped in and out of a few times, loving her silky embrace. Then I pulled my fingers out. They dripped in her juices, cream coating my fingers.

I brought them to my lips, savoring them. My cheeks hollowed. I groaned, loving her flavor. I wiggled my hips, a shiver of excitement racing through me. She tasted tangy and delicious. I groaned, smacking my lips.

“I know, I taste good,” grinned Stefani as she fell to her knees before me. She pushed up my short skirt—a rarity for me to wear—and stroked the bright-red tights I wore beneath. They molded to my body, giving me such a hot cameltoe. “I’m interested in how good you taste with your brother’s jizz in you.”

Wait,” I said as she hooked the waistband of my tights. “I have to record this so the family can watch it later.”

“God, that’s kinky.” Stefani’s green eyes squeezed shut as she shuddered. “I love your family! Mine’s soooooo boring. Just church and boardgames.”

I fished out my phone from my purse, tapped in my passcode, and then opened the camera app. I hit recored, staring down at my kneeling lover. It was so strange seeing her smiling up at me through the digital display, almost like this wasn’t happening to m. Like I was watching her pull down another girl’s tights.

Only I could feel those tights’ elastic fabric sliding down my legs, uncovering my panties and then my thighs. She rolled the tights down to my knees before pushing my legs apart. She rubbed at the gusset of my thong, pushing the thin fabric into my pussy lips.

“God, you’re soaked.” She pulled her fingers away, milky white on the tip. She popped it into her mouth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, moaned. “Oh, god, cum is delicious.”

Then she pulled my thong to the side and buried her face into my pussy. I gasped, shuddering, watching her lick my snatch through the phone while feeling her tongue and its hard stud lap through my pussy lips. She was so hungry for my cunt and Clint’s cum. She devoured me with such hot, passionate gusto.

“Oh, damn, Stefani,” I moaned, my hips undulating, griding on her hot mouth. “Mmm, that’s my little brother’s jizz you’re licking out of my pussy.”

Her green eyes sparkled. She spoke muffled words: “So good! Oh, Clint, this is so hot! I hope you cum so hard watching this. Maybe in my pussy.”

“Maybe,” I groaned, grinding my hips, rubbing my hot flesh on her hot mouth. Her tongue danced through my folds. “Oh, god, little brother, she’s got a tongue stud, and it feels amazing as she swirls it through my pussy searching for your cum.”

My words echoed through the room. I shivered, my nipples aching in my bra, my clit throbbing as it brushed Stefani’s nose. Her tongue, and its wonderful stud, pressed deep into my snatch. She swirled it around, caressing my pussy walls, making me shiver and gasp. I undulated my hips on her lips. I groaned, loving the pleasure coursing through me.

Her hands squeezed my ass, pulling me tight against her hungry mouth. She latched her lips over my pussy hole, sucking. I gasped, my back arching. It was so hard to keep her face in frame. You could see her eyes, the folds of my pussy pressing around her lips, half of my unicorn tattoo on my pudenda, partly hidden by my thong pushed to the side.

“Yes, yes, yes, eat my little brother’s cum out of my snatch,” I moaned. “That’s it, you naughty slut. Oh, you just love it. You just want to devour it. You want to drink every drop of his jizz and my pussy juices!”

“So badly, Yunie,” she groaned. “Clint, you have such a sexy older sister. I love her so much. And I love eating her pussy full of your seed! Mmm, incest is the best! Wish I had a brother to put to the test!”

“Oh, god, it is,” I groaned, my orgasm building. Her hard tongue stud caressed my sensitive folds. Everywhere she touched me had me shivering and gasping.

I wiggled my hips, writhing, grinding on her hot mouth. The pleasure swelled and swelled in me. Her tongue fucked in and out of me as she moaned into my pussy. She was so into it. So turned on by devouring my cunt full of my little brother’s cum.

And I was immortalizing it. Recording it for posterity.

I was making a porno for my little brother.

“Dandi!” I gasped, as shiver racing through me. I fought to keep the phone steady. “Yes, yes, yes. I… Fuck!”

I came hard.

My pussy contracted. Cream gushed out of me into her hungry mouth. She devoured me with noisy moans. Her tongue swiped through my folds, sensitive with my crashing pleasure. I gasped, shivered, bucked into her hungry mouth as the rapture shot through me.

Star burst before my eyes. I groaned through clenched teeth as I shuddered against the wall. Her tongue jammed into my convulsing hole, swirling around, sending more rapture through my body. I bucked, gasped, loving every moment of it.

“Oh, little brother, I’m cumming so hard on her mouth. So damned hard! This is so hot! Thank you for ordering me to do this.”

“Yes,” Stefani moaned.

Then she rose, face smeared with pussy juices. I kept the camera on her lips as she moved to kiss me, rotating my wrist. Our lips met. I shivered, loving my tart juices. I groaned, eyes closing. I loved Stefani so much.

I was so eager to share her with Clint. And my sisters, my mom, and my Aunt. And even Pam. One big incestuous family, sharing our girlfriends with each other, loving each other. It was so wonderful to be united by the man of the house.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“Big brother, I am so horny,” I moaned as we walked into the school. I held his hands. “Please, can we…do something? My cunny is so itchy. Watching big sister masturbate…” My cheeks burned. “Please, please, please.”

Clint smiled down at me, his hand squeezing mine. He was so strong, so hunky, so wonderfully handsome. I loved being his little sister. He glanced at Melody and Pam, then pulled me towards the stairs, leading me away from his class he shared with the pair.

“Where are we going, big brother?” I gasped, taking the steps quickly to keep up.

“Aunt Vicky’s class. My little princess has a hot cunny.”

“Thank you, big brother,” I moaned.

We reached the top of the stairs then turned. Clint pulled his keys out, grabbed one, and unlocked our Aunt’s dark classroom. He shoved me inside and closed the door behind him, locking it. I shivered as he grabbed my hips, lifting me up and setting me on the edge of the desk.

“We don’t have much time,” he told me, hands pulling down my pink tights. I used my hands to lift up my ass so he could pull them off. “Okay?”

“Yes,” I nodded, my pigtails swaying. “I just need it. I’m so wet and hot. I love you so much, big brother.”

“And I love my little princess.”

I shivered in delight. It was so wonderful when he called me his little princess. I loved being his little sister, his little girl. My legs spread, my tights bunched around my ankles. He slid his hands up my thighs, pushing up my skirt.

And smiled.

“Someone forgot her panties.”

“Good little girls don’t wear panties because it turns on their big brothers,” I moaned, my shaved cunny exposed.

Clint ran a finger up and down my tight, girlish slit. I groaned, my petite body shivering. I was the smallest in the family, ignored by puberty. And Clint loved it. He loved having a little sister to love and protect.

And fuck.

His belt rustled. His fastener popped. His zipper rasped.

“Yes,” I whispered as his big cock popped out.

My little hands seized his huge dick. It was sometimes so surprising that my tiny hole could take this big dick. I stroked him and brought him to my pussy. I rubbed his cock up and down my lips, shivering as he nudged my folds.

And then he slid into me. I groaned, my back arching as he filled me. His huge cock slid so deep into me, spreading me apart. I wiggled and groaned, humping into him as my cunny stretched about his thick shaft.

“Big brother,” I whimpered in girlish delight, clenching down on him.

He loomed over me, so big, so strong, his cock all the way in me. He grabbed my pigtails, twining them about his fingers as he drew back. Wonderful friction shuddered through me. And then he slammed in again. The desk rocked beneath his powerful thrusts. My pussy ached as he filled me, my clit grinding on his crotch.

He fucked me so hard. I was his little princess, but he ravished me. I gasped, clenching him with my knees, my feet wiggling. I kicked my tights off my right ankle and wrapped my legs all the way around his waist, holding him as he pounded me.

The desk creaked and rocked beneath me. I leaned back, holding onto his shoulders as he drilled into me. He was so big in every way. So strong. My cunny tingled and then burned. The friction built and built in me, his balls slapping into my flesh.

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother,” I moaned, squirming. “That’s what I needed. Oh, yes, big brother! Oh, fuck me!”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, driving so hard, so deep into me. “You love having your naughty cunny filled with your big brother’s cock.”

“So much,” I squealed, clenching down on his girth. “It’s amazing. It’s wonderful. It’s the best cock. I’m going to cum so hard on it.”

“And then my cum will leak out and stain your tights.”

“Yes,” I gasped, clenching my cunny down on him.

“Such a naughty, little sister,” he groaned. “Jesus, Alicia, I love you. I love my little princess!”

“I love my big brother!” I screamed, not caring if any of the students passing in the halls heard me.

My cunny exploded around his dick. My pussy clenched and spasmed. It writhed about his plunging cock. Pleasure washed through me. My head tossed back, glasses slipping on my nose as he grunted.

He loved my cunny when I came on his cock. I remembered how wonderful it was last night when I fisted Zoey, how her flesh had spasmed about my hand and wrist, trying to milk it like I had a cock. It was amazing.

And my hand wasn’t anywhere near as sensitive as Clint’s dick.

My big brother groaned as he pounded my cumming cunny. He groaned, balls thwacking, churning more and more pleasure through my body. I gasped, shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head as the incestuous pleasure bled through me.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned, driving his dick so deep into me. “Oh, fuck, yes!”

His cock erupted into my depths. His hot cum spurted into me. Blast after blast of jizz flooded my pussy. My back arched. Rapture shivered through me. Another wonderful cum sent ripples of delight racing to my mind.

“Love you, big brother!” I moaned, my cunny milking out every drop of cum.

“Love you, princess,” he groaned, pulling back his cock and driving it one final time into my depths. It was wonderful.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

I could feel the vibrator in my pussy as I moved around in front of my class, going from my large, detailed map of the Eastern United States during the colonial period, to write on the whiteboard as I gave my lecture on the events leading up to the Revolutionary War. It was the second class I taught in the day. My daughter, Melody, was front row, sitting tall, an eager smile on her lips.

I kept glancing at her. She had her phone out on her desk, like she was waiting for something. I shivered, my pussy clenching on my vibrator. I kept glancing at her. She was a beautiful girl, and even more so now that she was dressing more feminine than her usual baggy clothes, shedding her tomboy persona in favor of a sexy woman now that she and Clint had taken their relationship farther. She was always his friend, but had always wanted to be more.

And now she had it.

Her blonde braid fell over her shoulder and dangled before her as she looked at her phone. A smile crossed her lips. Then she looked up, her hazel eyes dancing. I bit my lip. There had been almost no humming from my vibrator at all today outside of a few little buzzes before school.

Was it about to happen?

“And that led directly to the events in Boston,” I said. “The redcoats feeling a great deal of pressure to keep the restless population in check.”

Melody picked up her phone, aiming it at me. Her smile grew.

The vibrator hummed to life.

I gasped at the sudden, humming delight churning my pussy. My words faltered. I gripped the projector’s side as a wave of dizzy heat washed over me. I groaned, my hips wiggling as the delight churned by the vibrator washed through me.

She had her phone aimed at me, recording as heat burst across my face. I felt the sweat beading my brow, my cheeks burning. I straightened, staring out at my class of teenagers watching me, some bored, others attentive.

I couldn’t show any signs that I had this amazing churning in my pussy. But it was so hard. My hands clenched on the remote for my computer, controlling the slideshow hooked into the projector from my button. I pressed the button, changing slides in PowerPoint.

I stared at it, my entire body churning with pleasure. It was a woodcarving of British soldiers aiming at a group of civilians. I blinked at it, struggling to remember what I was supposed to say as that wonderful, humming delight buzzed through me. My body spasmed.

“Something wrong, Mom?” Melody asked. “You look flustered.”

“Fine,” I gasped, turning to the class. “Who can tell me what this woodcarving is?”

I couldn’t think. I should know it, but the only thought racing through my mind was the vibrator churning my pussy. I had been so hot and excited all morning, and now I had relief. My orgasm swelled in me.

The vibrator hummed faster. It buzzed in me. Nerves radiated out the bliss through my body. I fought to keep from moaning out like a wanton hussy before my students as I trembled, assaulted by a tide of sensations.

“Anyone?” I asked, staring at my students in desperate hope. My thighs clenched together. Oh, god, this was amazing. My pussy drank in every last sensation, building and building towards that moment of explosive release. “It was in the reading you were all supposed to have done.”

Melody raised her hand, phone still pointed at me.

“Yes, Mi…Melody.” I almost called her Mistress. That would have been disastrous.

“Why don’t you tell us, Mom,” she said, her lips curling. I could almost hear her say “slut.”

“It’s the..um…” I licked my lips, glancing at it. The humming intensified. Clint turned the vibrator up another level. How could I think with rapture humming in my cunt?

My naughty, nasty, submissive cunt.

I grabbed my phone out of my pocket. My students watched me, muttering. They all stared at me. Only Melody knew what was going on. The rest were oblivious. I wanted them to know I was my nephew’s whore.

I couldn’t. But I wished they all knew I had a master, and that he was driving me wild right now.

Fingers fumbling, I texted Clint a single word: “Come?”

Stupid autocorrect.

“No.” he answered a moment later. “Better keep teaching.”

“Is something wrong, Mom?” Melody asked. “You looked so flustered and flushed. Like you’re about to have an orgasm or something?”

“No, no, I’m fine,” I groaned, putting my phone away. I fought against the pleasure. No cumming. “Now this picture is…” I took a deep breath. I wanted to explode. My hips wiggled. I stared at my students. They looked at me, the boys grinning, the girls fidgeting. My breasts jiggled in my low-cut blouse as I squirmed. “Oh, god, I’m not…feeling well. I need to…”

I stumbled to my desk. I sat down on it, leaning back. A few of the girls stood up. “Ms. Samuels…?” Tiffany said, approaching as I squeezed shut my eyes. The vibrator hummed louder and louder. I was surprised the girl didn’t hear it. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, Mom, are you okay?” Melody asked, standing beside Tiffany, the pair before my desk. “You look so flustered and flushed. Doesn’t she look like she’s about to have an orgasm?”

“Orgasm?” Tiffany asked.

“But she couldn’t have that,” Melody smiled. “That would be wrong.”

“Yes, yes… Just…” I groaned, clenching my stomach, my pussy aching. The pressure wanted to burst through me. “Just…stomach…cramps.”

“Uh-huh,” Melody nodded, still filming me.

This was torture. Sweet, wonderful torture. All my students watching me, seeing me struggle not to cum in front of them. But I wanted to. I wanted to explode. To cum like a slut before my students like the nasty, filthy whore I was. I wanted to rip down my panties, spread my thighs, and let them see the vibrator humming away inside me.

To scream out: “My nephew is my Master and I am his nasty sex slave!”

I bit my lip instead.

“Looks so difficult,” Melody said. “Be brave, Mom, you can get through it.”

“T-thanks, Mist…Melody.”

“Mist?” frowned Tiffany, her brown hair swaying as she glanced at Melody.

“She calls me Mist sometimes,” Melody laughed. “It’s her nickname for me. Right, Mom?”

“Yes, Mist…” God, I wanted to say the whole world. My entire body squirmed, my chair creaking and—

The vibration stopped.

I shivered, letting out an explosive breath. My eyes blinked. I wiped my brow, my pussy still on fire, but the explosion was no longer on the verge of detonating. The pressure dwindled. I groaned, leaning forward in my chair.

“I think it’s passed,” I said, standing up on shaky legs a minute later.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Tiffany asked. “Ms. Sullivan, you look so flushed.”

“She does,” Melody agreed, still filming me.

My phone buzzed in my cardigan’s pocket. I pulled it out. A single word from Clint: “Cum.”

How had he gotten autocorrect to recognize that—

The vibrator exploded through me at its highest setting.

Even if Clint hadn’t given me permission to cum, there was no stopping the explosion bursting through my pussy. My legs buckled. I fell to the floor on my knees. I groaned, shuddering as the vibrator churned my cunt to a froth.

Pleasure burst through me. My head snapped back, my hands clutching my lower belly as my body shivered. I moaned out in rapturous joy before all my students. It burst out of me as the pleasure washed through my body, churned by the amazing, buzzing toy.

“Oh, god,” I groaned.

“Ms. Samuels,” Tiffany gasped, falling to her knees beside me. She grabbed my shoulders. “Are you in pain?”

“So much,” I groaned as I bent over. The vibrator hummed, buzzed, churned me to a froth. I grabbed her arms for support, leaning towards her.

She hugged me. “I got you, Ms. Samuels,” she squeaked, frightened. “Don’t worry. Someone, get the nurse.”

“No, no, no,” I moaned, shivering. “It’ll pass. It’ll… Fuck!”

Another orgasm exploded through my naughty pussy. The vibrator kept buzzing, humming. It drove me wild. I shivered and shuddered against my student, feeling her underage tits through our blouses, my nipples aching. I wanted to kiss her, to push her down to the floor and ravish her body. To share the rapture exploding through my flesh with her.

And then, mercifully, the humming died. I groaned, blinking, shocked that it was over. My pleasure shivered through me. I shuddered in Tiffany’s arms while she stroked my back. She smelled so good.

“There you are, Ms. Samuels,” she said. “Let’s lie you down. The nurse is coming.”

“Thank you, dear,” I panted, my entire body filled with my orgasms’ buzzing delight. My fingers fumbled at my phone as Tiffany lowered me to the floor. I sent a quick text to Clint: “TY Master.”

“YW slut.”

I held my phone to my heaving breasts, my students crowding around me. They had all watched me cum, and none of them had known it. I met my daughter’s eyes, her phone put away. She gave me a wink and a smile.

God, I loved being my nephew and daughter’s sex slave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Despite the fact I didn’t get to play with Aunt Vicky as much today as I wanted—after cumming hard before her class, the school nurse had insisted she go home, fearing she had some bad ailment—I was in a great mood. School was out, and it was time to meet Pam’s mom. I was eager for it. Not just to meet my girlfriend’s mom, but to fuck her with Pam’s help.

“God, you are so hard,” Melody groaned as she rode beside me in Pam’s car, reaching out to stroke my dick.

“He’s going to fuck an Asian MILF,” Lee giggled. “Of course Master’s hard.”

Lee and Pam were in the backseat. Alicia got a ride home with Zoey, who had to get ready for work at Dairy Queen tonight with Stefani. After our interview, and orgy, with Pam’s Mom, we should stop by and say hi, get a bite to eat, maybe enjoy Stefani on her break or something.

My dick throbbed beneath Melody’s hand.

“Are you going to pop off if I keep stroking you?” Melody asked, a twinkle in her hazel eyes.

“Maybe,” I panted. “So many naughty ideas bursting through me right now. So many different ways to have fun with my harem.”

Melody tossed back her head and laughed. She squeezed my dick. “Mmm, yes there are.”

The drive was swift. We reached Hiragawa Drugstore in ten minutes. It was on the other side of town, located in a strip mall. It was the largest building, dominating the center, a bright, flashing pharmacy symbol beneath the neon letters for the business. I parked the car, and we trundled out, Pam taking my hand.

I pulled her close instead.

“She’ll be waiting for us,” Pam said. “I texted her we’re coming.”

“Good,” I nodded as we entered into the store, the automatic doors whisking open.

It was bigger than I thought, like walking into a chain drugstore. Not the size of a grocery store, but about half it, with shelves full of everything from makeup to health care items. There was even food. Junk food.

Lee giggled at that. “Why does a drugstore sell candy.”

“Because it makes money,” a woman purred.

A graceful, radiant beauty stepped out of the aisle in a white pharmacist coat over her stylish blouse and dark skirt. Nylons clad sleek calves. It was clear this was Pam’s mother, they looked so much alike, same round faces, same graceful noses. Pam’s mother had a darker-olive complexion, but they had the same style of silver-rimmed glasses. Her black hair fell in a styled bounce about her shoulders, looking like pure silk.

“So you must be Clint—” She froze when she saw me, her eyes widening slightly. “You’re Clint?”

“Yep,” I nodded. “Clinton Ellison the Third, technically. But everyone calls me Clint.”

“I see,” she said, her eyes sliding over to her daughter pressed against my side.

“Isn’t he just so handsome, Mom?” Pam said, then leaned in and gave me a kiss on the mouth.

“Pam,” her mom gasped. “What are you doing?”

Pam broke the kiss, squirming. “Kissing my boyfriend. I… I told you we’re dating and all.”

“Dating.” There was a faint catch to her voice. Her hips swiveled and writhed. “But… That’s…”

“Is something wrong, Mom?” Pam frowned.

My eyebrows furrowed, too. I studied the woman. She was acting so strange, so flustered. Then something Pam had said last night clicked in my mind. I glanced at Pam, studying her face, then at her Mom. There were subtle differences between them. Pam’s eyes weren’t quite as slanted, her skin lighter, her ears…

No way.

I licked my lips, my dick throbbing so hard in my jeans. “So, Mrs. Hiragawa.”

“Ms.,” she said. “I never married.”

“Well, Ms. Hiragawa, is everything okay? I hope there’s not a problem with me dating your daughter and trying to work for you at the same time?”

“I…well…” She glanced at her daughter. Her cheeks paled even more. “You were at his house yesterday. What did you two…do?”

“Just studying, Mom.”

“And kissing,” I told the older woman. Then I leaned in planted a kiss on Pam’s submissive lips. Despite her mother acting weird, she didn’t resist, kissing me back with hungry passion. I slipped tongue into her mouth, my hand sliding up her side, nearing her breast.

“We should do the interviews,” Pam’s mom blurted out. “Yes, yes. You’re here for a job. Interviews.”

“Yes,” I said, breaking the kiss. Pam shivered, pressing against me. “Let’s do that, Ms. Hiragawa.”

“Follow me.” Ms. Hiragawa turned, her heels clicking as she hurried through the store.

“That was weird,” Lee said. “Your mom is soooo weird.”

“No, she’s not,” Melody said, glancing at me. “Clint…”

I nodded my head.

“What?” Pam asked as we walked through the store.

“I wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise,” I said, hoping my suspicions were true. This was wild.

We walked through the store and into a back area. We passed shelves and stacks of merchandise crowding the paths to a small break room with an office off of it. There was an old couch and a few chairs around a small table, a pair of vending machines—one with sodas, the other snacks—in the corner.

“I’ll do Clint first,” Ms. Hiragawa said, her cheeks still so pale, her words brittle.

“Do,” sniggered Lee.

Ms. Hiragawa continued, “And then… We’ll just… Yes, yes, Clint first.”

“Mom?” Pam asked, biting her lip. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong.”

“Nothing,” I nodded. “Let’s go, Ms. Hiragawa.”

I took the lead, heading to her office and opening the door. I ushered her in. She stumbled through the door and headed to her desk. It was a small room, filing cabinets lined the walls, a cluttered desk with a computer monitor dominating the center. She sat down on her comfortable chair. I chose to stand on the other side of the desk, staring down at her.

“So…” She swallowed. “You’re dating my daughter. Not long, though?”

“Worried that she’s not a virgin any longer?” I asked, my smile growing.

Her eyes widened. “Young man, that’s my daughter that—”

“You’ve been in my father’s bed,” I said, cutting her off. “You recognized me. I look a lot like him. And Pam did say you thought my name was strong.”

Her cheeks darkened this time.

“You were one of his whores. Was it Cheryl or Vicky that brought you to him?”

She licked her lips. “Please, young man, this isn’t—”

“I asked you a question. Was it Cheryl or Vicky that brought you to his bed?”

“Cheryl,” she said, looking down. “It was years ago.”

“About seventeen?”

She stiffened.

“Pam’s my father’s daughter, isn’t she? You fooled around with him, got pregnant, and never told him he had a daughter.”

“Oh, god,” she groaned, pressing her face into her hands. “Yes. You’re dating your half-sister.”

“Not just dating her,” I told her. “Fucking her. I took her cherry. She loved it. She’s just as submissive as you are. When I told her to, she fell to her knees and sucked my cock like a champ. Just so eager to please.”

I moved around the desk, unbuckling my belt. “Just like you were with my dad. You were on your knees, sucking his cock while my mom and Aunt Vicky nuzzled alongside you, whispering in your ears, encouraging you to love him.”

She said something in Japanese, shivering on the chair. Her eyes glanced at me, drawn by the zipper’s rasp. My dick strained my boxers as I pushed my jeans down. Her chair creaked as she turned ever so slightly towards me.

“I fucked her pussy without a condom,” I continued. “She’s not on the pill. I’m going to breed her. Just like I’m breeding my two sisters out there. Incest is popular in our family. And I’m so happy I have another sister to play with.”

I pulled out my hard cock.

“So get down on your knees and suck my cock, slut. Just like you did for my dad. Wrap those lush lips about it and pleasure me.”

“I’m not a slut,” she groaned. “That was a long time ago. I was just a kid.”

“And now you are one sexy MILF.” I shook my cock. “Suck it. And then your daughter’s going to eat your cunt until you explode.”

To be continued…
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Clint Elliston

I held my cock before Ms. Hiragawa’s mouth. The Japanese MILF, her slanted eyes wide behind her glasses, stared at it. Her body shuddered, her nylon-clad thighs pressing together beneath her skirt. Her cheeks darkened with a blush. My cock ached so much. I wanted her to suck it, to follow my commands.



To be my submissive slut like she had been for my father.

I still couldn’t believe the odds that Pam’s mother was one of the Asian girls my dad fucked. I knew he liked Asian girls, that my mom and aunt brought him sluts to fuck—just like how Aunt Vicky had procured Pam for me. And here one was. Seventeen years ago, she had fallen to her knees, sucked my dad’s cock, and let him fuck her.

And conceived a daughter.

I had another half-sister in my harem.

“You know you want it,” I told her. “You crave it. You are one sexy woman. And single. No other man has come along to give you what my father did. What your body aches for.”

She licked her lips.

“You’re going to be one of my sluts, just like your daughter. She loves my cock. She’s watched me fuck my sisters, too. They helped me pop her cherry.” I groaned, my dick throbbing. “Your daughter was tight. You would have been so proud of her. The way she wanted to please me, how she ached to be my submissive girlfriend. She came so hard.”

“Th-This can’t be happening,” she groaned, finally wrenching her eyes up to my gaze.

I seized her silky-black hair—just as fine as her daughter’s—I held on, reminding her what it was like to be dominated. They looked so much alike, Pam and her mother. The same delicate cheek bones, the same slanted eyes. They even wore the same glasses. Only Ms. Hiragawa had darker-olive skin while Pam’s was lighter, betraying her Caucasian blood. I just hadn’t realized it. But their ears were different.

Pam had ears like my sister Alicia.

“Just fall to your knees and be the submissive slut you’ve been yearning to be for years. You’ve built this store, worked hard, and denied yourself what you truly want to be. A slave. On your knees. Sucking your man’s cock.”

“How?” she groaned, staring up at me. Her lower lip quivered. “You’re just like him.”

“He taught me.” I bored into her eyes. “Well, slut, will you fall to your knees and suck my cock? Will you finally surrender to what you crave? Or am I going to call your daughter in here to show you how to suck a man’s cock?”

“I…” She glanced at my dick again. “This is… You’re so young…”

“Pam!” I bellowed. “Get your pretty ass in here and suck my cock.”

“No,” she gasped. “She’s your sister! You can’t. It’s—”

The door opened. Pam hurried in, her skirt swishing about her thighs, her face flushed, eyes burning. I smiled at my half-sister, drinking in her beauty. She glanced at her mother then looked away as she rounded the desk.

“Pam,” Ms. Hiragawa said. “No, stop.” But her words were feeble. Scared. “You can’t do this.”

“I have to, Mom.” Pam fell to her knees, her hair, in a French braid, bouncing. She seized my cock, opened her mouth, and engulfed the tip.

“He’s your half-brother!”

Pam shivered, glancing up at me, her eyes wide behind her glasses while her tongue stroked the crown of my dick. A shiver of pleasure ran up my spine, my balls tightening. I nodded my head. She closed her eyes.

And sucked so hard, so loud. Her cheeks hollowed. She moaned, her hand stroking my dick. Her brother’s dick.

“Incest turns your daughter on,” I groaned as Pam bobbed her mouth on my dick. “Look at her. She’s so aroused. She’s so excited. She masturbated last night fantasizing about you, aching to commit incest with her mother. And now she gets to do it with her brother.”

“Pam,” gasped Ms. Hiragawa, staring at her daughter like she was a foreign creature. “Oh, my god, baby.”

Pam sucked and slurped, her mouth sliding up and down my cock. The suction sent dizzying pleasure racing through my body. My left hand stroked my half-sister’s silky hair, just as fine as her mother’s. I gripped them both.

Then I hauled Ms. Hiragawa off her chair and onto the floor. It rolled back, crashing into the wall as she fell to her knees beside her daughter. Pam kept sucking, kept loving my cock. I tightened my grip in her hair, groaning, letting her know she pleased me.

I did love Pam. Like I loved Melody and Alicia. Not just as my slut, but as my lover. The other women in my family I cared for. I did. I loved them, but not in the same way. And they understood. My mom, my aunt, Lee, and Zoey just enjoyed being used, being fucked by the man of the house. I gave them what they needed.

And it was time to give Ms. Hiragawa what she needed.

“How long has it been since you’ve had as much joy, as much rapture, as your daughter is getting from sucking my cock?” I groaned. “Look at how much pleasure she’s having as she worships my dick with her mouth. How much she loves it. How it makes her so hot and wet. When was the last time a man made you feel that?”

Ms. Hiragawa just stared at her daughter.

“Answer me, slut?” I growled, yanking back her head so she looked up at me.

“I don’t remember,” she answered.

Pam sucked harder, her tongue swirling around my shaft. Pleasure surged down my cock to my balls. This was so hot. I growled as I stared down at Ms. Hiragawa, boring into her eyes, demanding the truth from her. She shivered, eyes wild.

“Since your father,” she groaned. “It scared me. When I went to school and had time to think, I convinced myself it was a mistake. That I wasn’t that person. I tried to find a good guy, but then I found out I was pregnant. And I realized just how lacking they were. And…”

I pulled Pam’s mouth off my dick. It popped out. She licked her lips then, understanding what was needed. She grasped my dick and brought it to her mother’s lips. She rubbed her cheek against the MILF, their silver-rimmed glasses nudging.

“Just open your mouth and suck his cock, Mom,” she whispered. “Just like you did for his dad. For my dad! Be his slut, Mom. Please, please. Let’s be his together. Doesn’t that sound amazing?”

“Pam,” Ms. Hiragawa groaned, her breath washing about the tip of my dick.

Pam pressed my cock’s crown against her mother’s lips. “Just open and suck, Mom.” Pam nuzzled up to her mom’s ear. “Please, Mom. Give in. You haven’t been happy. Here’s your chance. Be happy in his harem. We all love it. His mother, his aunt, all four of his sisters.”

“Four?” she groaned. “And his mom?”

“Cheryl fingered me last night,” Pam whispered. “Was she the one who introduced you to my father?”

“Yes,” groaned Ms. Hiragawa. And then her mouth opened. She swallowed my cock.

“That’s it, Mom. You’re doing it.”

“Yes,” I groaned as the sexy, Asian MILF sucked on the tip of my dick. Her cheeks hollowed while Pam kissed and nuzzled at her mother’s cheek. “That’s it. Be a slut, just like your daughter. Be my whore. Oh, god, yes. That’s it. I’m going to make sure you get everything you need.”

“Everything,” breathed Pam.

My dick throbbed as the MILF bobbed her head, her daughter kissing down her cheek. Together, the differences in their maturity so obvious. Pam was just flowering into womanhood, her face so youthful and innocent. Ms. Hiragawa bloomed in the radiance of maturity, perfect and gorgeous. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue caressing my dick, agile, nimble.

Pam’s lips reached the shaft, kissing it ahead of her mother’s lips. They brushed, nudging, kissing. Ms. Hiragawa moaned, sliding her mouth up my dick until she only kissed at the sensitive tip. Her daughter joined her, sucking at the edge. Their tongues flicked out, brushing about the crown of my dick.

Lips meeting, kissing about my cock.

“That’s it,” I groaned, holding both their hair, Pam by her braid. Their lips worked against my dick and each other as they moaned, my cock throbbing. “Love each other. Ms. Hiragawa, your daughter’s going to eat your cunt before we leave here.”

A shudder passed through Ms. Hiragawa. And then she popped her lips off and pushed my cock into her daughter’s lips. “Suck it, honey. Please him. You want to. I know. You’re just like me. A little, submissive slut wanting a strong man to love you. Oh, god, it was so hot when I sucked your father’s cock with Cheryl and Vicky on either side of me.”

Pam let out a shuddering whimper as she sucked on my dick. My balls ached. I groaned, “Yes!”

They passed my cock back and forth, sucking a few times before they gave it over to the other. I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my eyes. The pleasure shivered down my cock to my aching balls. It was so hot. Mother and daughter sucking my dick, pleasing me.

In the background, Lee and Melody whispered and giggled, watching the sight. I wished my entire harem was here, but Alicia was at home doing her schoolwork, Zoey was heading off to her job at Dairy Queen, mom was still working at her job at the law office, and Aunt Vicky would be grading papers and homework.

They were missing out. It was so hot. Pam would suck, her lips sealing tight while her mother nibbled on her ear. Then they would swap, and Pam would nuzzle at her mother’s neck, her hands opening her mother’s blouse.

Their clothing grew more and more disheveled. Pam’s blouse fell open, revealing her round breasts contained in a white bra. Ms. Hiragawa’s tits, about the same size as her daughters, were cupped by a black bra, nipples hard.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned as their hands groped each other’s breasts through their bras. “You naughty women. I…”

My balls tightened. I couldn’t take much more of their shared sucking. Their mouths felt so similar on my cocks. They both moaned and gasped. Pam’s bra shoved up, her round, firm breasts popping out, groped by her mother’s hands. Dark-brown nipples rolled and pinched.

Pam moaned about my dick, her tongue fluttering at the tip.

“Fuck,” I grunted and ripped my cock out of their mouths. I stroked it, aiming at their faces, and unloaded. “Mother and daughter! You’re both mine!”

“Yes,” Pam moaned as my cum splattered across her and her mother’s glasses. Ropy lines of jizz painted their faces. It dribbled down their lenses, running lines of white. My balls ached each time my cock erupted.

“Love it!” moaned Ms. Hiragawa, her mouth open.

Cum splashed on her lips. I grunted as the final blast squirted out. I leaned back on the desk, resting my ass against it as mother and daughter turned to look at each other. They both panted, Ms. Hiragawa squeezing her daughter’s breast, cum dripping off their faces.

Then their lips met in an incestuous kiss, Pam sharing my cum—her brother’s cum—with her mother. Their tongues writhed, pink lips working together. A drop of cum fell off Pam’s lens on her cheek. The pair moaning, groaning. And then Ms. Hiragawa broke the kiss to lick up her daughter’s cheek, collecting the errant drop of cum.

“Fuck!” I groaned as she lapped at the jizz covering her daughter’s glasses.

Pink tongue slid across the glass lens, gathering my spunk. She pulled it into her mouth, shuddering. Pam, not to be out done, licked and lapped at her mother’s glasses, my jizz pooling on her tongue when she pulled it into her mouth, savoring the flavor.

“Damn, Master, that is so hot,” Lee said. “I can’t believe it.”

“Yeah,” Melody moaned. “And she’s our sister. Our girlfriend is our sister.”

I nodded my head.

“What?” Lee gasped, racing around the desk to look down at mother and daughter. “Ms. Hiragawa’s our sister?”

“Pam,” I said, shaking my head.

“Oh, Dad was a stud,” Lee said. “Just like you, Master.”

“Clint has a bigger harem, brat,” Melody said, hugging her younger sister from behind. They were both Aunt Vicky’s daughters. Melody’s blonde hair, gathered in a braid, swung behind her as she nuzzled at the nape of Lee’s neck. The younger girl shivered, her short-black hair swaying about her mischievous face.

“You do, Master,” Lee moaned. “Ooh, look at Pam go!”

Pam pushed her mother down to the floor, her hands pushing up her mother’s bra. Round breasts spilled out, areolas twice as wide as Pam’s, nipples thrusting up hard. Pam squeezed her mother’s breasts, leaned down, and sucked on a nipple.

“Ooh, she did that as a baby,” Lee said, squirming.

“She did,” Melody groaned. “Fuck, I’m getting hot. Brat, on your knees, lick my pussy right now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee moaned, sounding so eager. She claimed to be straight and to hate licking pussy, but she never balked. Maybe it was the humiliation of being forced to do something she hated—which turned Lee on so much—or maybe she just liked pretending it was such a chore but secretly loved it.

Lee fell to her knees, her fingers unsnapping Melody’s jeans. My lover shuddered, her round breasts bouncing in her tight top, her nipples hard, molding to them. She gave me a wink and pulled off her top, her breasts bouncing out.

The first pair of breasts I ever touched.

My dick twitched, regaining a second wind as my eyes flicked from Lee burying her face into Melody’s shaved twat to Pam loving her mother’s breasts. Ms. Hiragawa moaned, her glasses smeared with cum.

“Oh, Pam,” she groaned. “Oh, wow, you feel so wonderful. I missed this, baby. I feel so close to you.”

Pam popped her mouth off a nipple. “Wait until I lick your pussy, Mom.”

“Fuck,” I groaned.

Melody grabbed my cock. “Let’s get you hard again,” she purred, stroking it. “Got to keep your stamina up, stud. You got another woman to satisfy.”

“God, I love you,” I groaned as my queen stroked my dick.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I winked at Clint then shuddered as my bratty sister jammed her tongue so deep into my pussy. She swirled it around. I groaned, my hand tightening on his dick. My thumb rubbed the crown as my hips humped, undulated.

Lee was such a good cunt muncher. I let out a throaty moan, glancing down at her dark eyes staring up at me, her nose pressed into my folds. She wiggled her head around, stirring up my pussy, churning me. Wanting to make me cum.

God, she was such a good sex slave. Hardly a brat at all.

“I want to lick your pussy so bad,” Pam said, shivering. It was so hot learning she was our half-sister. Dad got around. I wondered if there were other sisters out there. Probably half-Asian beauties. “I masturbated so hard last night, Mom.”

“Oh, god, Pam,” moaned Ms. Hiragawa. She looked so sexy in her rumpled business wear, her tight skirt riding up her nylon clad thighs. “Really?”

Pam nodded her head, both her hands squeezing her mother’s tits. “I’m going to do it right now. Clint wants me to lick your pussy before he fucks it.” Pam shivered. “And then again after he’s cum in you. I want to eat his creampie out of your pussy, Mom.”

“Oh, god, yes,” moaned Ms. Hiragawa.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my pussy clenching on Lee’s probing tongue, my thumb smearing more precum about the head of Clint’s dick. “You really are the luckiest guy in the world.”

“I know,” he groaned, his hand squeezing my naked ass—so possessive. “So what would that make my queen?”

“The luckiest woman,” I moaned, my clit aching as Lee batted it with her tongue. Each flick made me gasp and shudder.

I shivered, Clint’s dick growing harder and harder in my hand, rising, thrusting before him. He ached. He wanted to fuck. He wanted to bury his dick into Ms. Hiragawa’s pussy. We both watched Pam wiggle down her mother’s body, pushing up her mother’s skirt, exposing the pantyhose worn over black panties.

“Rip the nylons open,” Clint groaned, his dick almost fully hard as Pam settled between her mother’s spread thighs. “Shove her panties to the side. Tongue your mother. Make her cum on your mouth.”

“Yes,” I hissed, grinding on my little sister’s mouth. Lee sucked so hard on my clit. Pleasure surged through me. “Do it!”

“Yes,” Pam moaned. “Oh, Mom, isn’t that hot? Clint and Melody are my boyfriend and girlfriend. And they’re my brother and sister. I’m his concubine!”

“Yes, baby,” Ms. Hiragawa panted. “Rip my panties open. He gave you an order. Be a good girl and obey.”

“Yes, Mom.”

Then Pam leaned down and tore at her mother’s pantyhose with her teeth. Clint groaned and I shivered. The pleasure built and built in my core, my clit throbbing beneath Lee’s frenetic attack. Then Pam shook her head, almost feral with hunger for her mother’s snatch.

Nylons tore. A great hole yawned open, exposing the black panties, cut narrow, molding to her mother’s crotch. Stray, black hairs peeked out. Pam hooked the gusset and ripped it aside, exposing a thick bush of silky hairs.

And buried her face into it.

“Pam!” gasped Ms. Hiragawa.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned, squeezing my ass so hard as he watched our half-sister take her first lick of her mother’s pussy.

Pam moaned her delight, her skirt-clad ass wiggling as she tongued her mother hard. Ms. Hiragawa bucked and writhed. She shuddered on the floor, grinding her face into her daughter’s licking mouth. My thumb rubbed harder across Clint’s throbbing dick, my body shivering.

Lee sucked so hard on my clit, moaning, batting it with her tongue.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “Devour your mom’s pussy, Pam. Oh, that’s so hot.”

“So hot,” moaned Ms. Hiragawa.

“Eat the pussy that birthed you,” Clint growled. “Get your mom’s cunt ready for my dick. I’m going to fuck her. Breed her.”

“Yes,” Pam moaned, licking harder. She buried her face in those silky curls. They spilled around her pale-olive cheeks. Her tongue must be wiggling deep in her mother’s snatch.

Ms. Hiragawa loved it. She bucked and shuddered. I understood. Lee had her tongue shoved deep into my pussy, swirling it around, teasing me, driving me completely wild. I moaned, humping my sister’s face. I stroked Clint’s cock. He was hard, ready again. His hand gripped my ass.

We both watched the incestuous sight in awe. Pam devoured her mother. She licked so loud, so noisily. Her tongue licked up, flicking at her mother’s clit, hidden by the thick bush. She shoved two fingers into her mother’s twat, fingering her fast.

“Oh, god,” I groaned, shuddered, and came on my sister’s mouth.

Pleasure burst through my body. I bucked and groaned, stars bursting before my eyes as I watched the hot sight of mother and daughter engage in lesbian incest. Pam sucked on her mother’s clit, her fingers pumping. My pussy clenched, spasmed. Juices flooded out of me into Lee’s hungry mouth.

Clint groaned. I moaned. Ms. Hiragawa shivered. She squeezed her tits.

And came on her daughter’s mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, humping against her daughter. “Oh, Pam. Oh, my god, your fingers! Yes, yes, yes! You know how to love a woman.”

“Do you?” I moaned, my orgasm peaking through me, Lee’s tongue swirling through my depths.

“I haven’t since I was with your father and mothers,” the MILF moaned. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Pam!”

I shivered, shuddered, my body boiling. I glanced at Clint. He grinned at me. “Eager to get your pussy licked a second time?”

“Yes,” I moaned, leaning against him. “And it’s time to get your dick wet.

Pam lifted her mouth from her mother’s pussy, smeared with her cream. “She’s all ready for you. Did I do it well?”

“So well,” Clint groaned, falling to his knees. He seized Pam’s braid and kissed her hard.

I shuddered, pushing Lee from my pussy. My little sister breathed deeply, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. I didn’t care. I fell to my knees, leaned in, and kissed my boyfriend and girlfriend. I loved them both. I shivered, tasting Ms. Hiragawa’s sweet pussy on their lips. She tasted different than her daughter.

We broke the kiss. “You did so good, Pam,” I told her. Then, feeling naughty, licked some cum off her glasses, savoring Clint’s salty flavor. “Why don’t you have Lee lick your pussy. She loves muff diving.”

“I don’t,” Lee said. “But I’ll lick yours, Pam. Use me. I’m just such a filthy slut.”

“And you, stud,” I grinned at Clint. “Ready to fuck the pussy that birthed our half-sister?”

“So ready,” he groaned. “Go sit on her face. I want to watch you squirm on her mouth while I pound her cunt.”

“God, I love you,” I moaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

I grabbed Ms. Hiragawa’s hips. She shivered, her breasts rising and falling. A sheen of sweat covered her forehead. Her hips squirmed, her pussy clenching. I grabbed my dick and rubbed it up and down the entrance to her pussy while Melody moved around her.

“I know it’s been almost two decades since you’ve eaten pussy,” Melody said, straddling the MILF’s mouth, “but it’s like riding a bike.”

“Make her cum,” I growled to the MILF. “She’s my queen, the first of my women. Then comes Alicia and your daughter. Then Zoey. You’re at the bottom with my mom, my aunt, and Lee.”

“Where we belong,” Lee moaned. “Because we’re his sex slaves. His filthy cunts.”

“Just eat my pussy,” moaned Pam, sounding so dominant with Lee. Just the way the brat would love it. “Oh, yes, just like that. Mmm, you love lapping cunt, don’t you, Lee?”

“Hate it,” she moaned before noisily devouring Pam.

“You understand?” I asked, staring at Ms. Hiragawa, Melody’s pussy hovering a few inches over her.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh, god, I’m a sex slave again. Those two weeks were the best, Sir. We just fucked and fucked in their small apartment. Serving him!”

“Now you serve Clint,” Melody moaned and slammed her pussy down on the MILF’s mouth, her tits bouncing. She squealed as Ms. Hiragawa licked.

I groaned and buried my cock into the pussy that birthed Pam. It was hot and tight, gripping my dick like virgin cunt. How often had she gotten laid since my dad bred her? Not much. I groaned, savoring how tight she was, how she gripped me as I drew back and slammed in. She moaned into Melody’s pussy, legs wrapping about my waist.

My balls slapped into her taint as I thrust in again. Hard and fast, then slow on the withdraw, savoring the friction. The pleasure burned down my body. Her breasts jiggled when I buried in. She moaned into Melody’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck her, Clint,” moaned Melody. Her hands seized my shoulders, leaning forward. Her blonde braid fell off her shoulder to dangle before her tits. “Pound her. She needs a real man to fuck her.”

“Please, Clint, make my mom cum.” Pam’s voice sounded so throaty as she ground on Lee’s mouth. “Please. She needs it!”

“And Clint gives his women what they need,” Melody moaned and then she kissed me.

I groaned into her mouth, my hands grabbing Ms. Hiragawa’s tits. I squeezed them. They were softer than her daughter’s. My thumbs ran over her nipples. Her pussy clenched on my dick. I groaned, driving deeper and faster into her, my balls thwacking harder.

My tongue dueled with Melody. We both moaned into the kiss as we used the MILF for our pleasure. She gasped and groaned, writhing beneath us, tonguing Melody’s pussy while her cunt clenched on my dick.

It was heaven. Rapture.

“Fuck my mom,” Pam moaned over and over. “Oh, yes, fuck her! This is so hot!”

“So hot,” Lee gasped, her voice muffled. “I’m so wet, Master. It’s so humiliating being a pussy-licking slave.”

“Just keep licking me, slut, and shut that dirty mouth. No one wants to hear you bleat.”

I broke the kiss and glanced at Pam, her face flushed, her glasses slipping down her nose. “That’s how you treat the piece of filth.”

Lee moaned, shivering, her arms locked around Pam’s waist, her face pressed into thick, black bush. I let go of Ms. Hiragawa’s tit to give Lee’s ass a hard, cracking smack. She moaned, wiggling those cute buns.

“Yes, yes, yes, grind your pussy on the brat’s filthy mouth. She’s only good for cock sucking and cunt lapping,” Melody moaned, grinding her pussy on Ms. Hiragawa.

Lee moaned again.

My strokes grew harder and harder. Lust boiled in the air. It was so hot to watch. My balls ached as they thwacked into the MILF’s taint. Her pussy clenched so hard on my dick. She was so juicy. I savored her silky embrace.

Melody shoved her hand down, rubbing at the MILF’s dark bush. She found Ms. Hiragawa’s clit. I grunted, the woman’s pussy clenching hard on my dick. The friction increased. The pleasure flooded through me.

And then she came.

“Oh, yes,” Ms. Hiragawa moaned, voice muffled. “Cum in me! Breed me! Like your father did!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Pam. “Breed my mom!”

“Breed her,” Melody moaned her face flushed, her tits bouncing as she writhed. “Oh, god, yes! Breed the slutty MILF!”

Melody’s face scrunched up as she came. Her back arched, tits bouncing before her. I grabbed her firm breast with my right hand, my left holding onto Ms. Hiragawa’s hip. I groaned, burying my cock into the spasming depths of the MILF. Her cunt convulsed about my dick. So hot and burning. I groaned, back arching.

It was too much to take.

With a growl, I erupted into her pussy. My jizz flooded out. Hot spurts of cum poured into her depths. Pleasure shuddered through me. Pam squeaked behind me, cumming on Lee’s mouth. Melody moaned her pleasure.

“Take my cum, slut!” I panted as my jizz boiled into her depths. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m planting a baby right now into your depths! You and your daughter… Pregnant together!”

“Yes,” she howled into Melody’s pussy.

The rapture hit my brain. I was drunk on the dizzying pleasure. It swirled through me. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. The MILF’s pussy clenched and spasmed about my dick. Her thighs clenched about my hips. Her tits bounced and shivered as she milked me.

Goddamn, I loved being the man of the house.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Hiragawa

Clint pulled out of my mom. It was so hot knowing my brother—I had a brother and four sisters!—had cum in my mother’s pussy. The very pussy that birthed me. Clint glanced at me as I shuddered on Lee’s hungry mouth.

“Lick your mother clean!” he ordered.

“Yes,” Melody gasped, sliding off my mom’s mouth, leaving her face sticky. “And she needs more practice licking pussy. Sixty-nine with her, honey.”

“Oh, god, yes,” Mom moaned.

I rushed to my mom, knocking Lee over in the process. I almost apologized. Then I remembered she would love it. She was a slut who loved to be humiliated. Clint already grabbed her black hair, hauling her up to shove his cock into her mouth. She latched on, sucking hard, eyes closed in pure delight.

I fell onto my mother, so eager to sixty-nine with her. In moments, I draped my body across hers, pressing my face in between her thighs. It was my second chance to lick her pussy. Cum matted her pubic hair. My brother’s cum.

I was dating my brother!

I leaned down and licked at her silky hairs, tasting Mom’s sweet pussy and Clint’s salty cum. I groaned, then gasped as Mom’s tongue licked through my folds. She grabbed my ass, squeezing as she ran her tongue through my pussy, still buzzing from my orgasm on Lee’s wonderful mouth.

“Yes,” Mom moaned. “Oh, you taste so good. Mmm, just delicious.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I groaned. “You taste amazing, too. Especially with Clint in you.”

“Then get in there and lick him out!”

“Do it,” Melody moaned as she pressed against Clint. The pair kissed, Clint’s hands squeezing her breasts.

Then I spread my mom’s pussy lips open with two fingers, staring into her depths. Clint’s cum ran out. Lust surged through me. I leaned down and buried my lips into her pussy. I tongued her, gathering the jizz running out. I swirled my tongue around it, lapping, loving, driving her wild. She squealed, grinding up against me as I tongued her.

It was so delicious. So salty good. I shivered in delight. My tongue danced through her folds, my nose pressed into her depths. She wiggled against me, humping, gasping, moaning out her delight. It was amazing. Sweet pussy—my mom’s pussy—mixed with my brother’s cum.

This day was so wild. Mom had never really talked about my dad. She had lied, saying she got drunk at a party and didn’t remember who she slept with. She always sounded so guilty about it, like she had deprived me of something special.

But now I had a larger family. And it was so wonderful.

“Oh, Mom,” I moaned between licks of her delicious pussy while I ground my wet cunt on her face. Her tongue slid through my folds, lapping so deep. I shivered, my ass clenching beneath her hands. She squeezed and kneaded my butt-cheeks, holding me tight. “Lick my pussy, Mom. Isn’t incest amazing?”

“Yes,” she groaned. “I feel like such a bad mommy for licking your pussy. But you taste so good.” She licked again and then moaned her approval.

I shivered, my body shuddering on her tongue. She licked so deep through my folds. My eyes squeezed shut. I squirmed on her, humping against her wonderful tongue, pleasure churning through me as I kept my face pressed tight against her pussy.

I devoured every drop of Clint’s cum out of her pussy. I savored the naughty creampie. It was my first. And I knew it would not be my last. My tongue probed so deep into my mom’s cunt, swirling around, searching, questing, exploring.

“Damn, that is hot,” Clint groaned, Lee slurping on his cock. “Shit, I want to get hard again.”

“Keep fluffing him, Lee,” moaned Melody.

I jammed my tongue deep into my mom’s cunt. She gasped, shivering on it. Her fingers dug into my ass. And then they moved, sliding along my cheeks to my crack. I shivered in pure delight as they dived in. I fucked my tongue in and out of her pussy as she found my sphincter.

She circled it. She sent delicious shivers through my body. My eyes rolled back into my head. Teasing pleasure raced to my pussy. The pressure swelled and swelled in my depths. I shuddered as the tip of her finger pressed on my asshole.

And jabbed in.

“Mom!” I squealed and came.

My asshole gripped her finger as it probed into my depths. My pussy ground on her face. Pleasure burst through me. My eyes widened. My body shivered. I squirmed and ground on her hungry mouth. I smeared my pussy against her lips as my juices gushed out of me.

“Mom!” I gasped again, my head snapping up.

“That’s it, baby,” she moaned between flicks of my tongue.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, the rapture flooding through my veins. It was better than the orgasm Lee just gave me. I squeezed my eyes shut, my glasses slipping down my nose. I didn’t care. They could fall off. “You’re so amazing, Mom!”

She was amazing. And she deserved to cum, too.

My orgasm still burning, churned by her probing digit in my asshole and her tongue in my pussy, I shoved my hands between her thighs. I shoved three fingers into her sopping depth with my right hand while my left hand rubbed hard at her clit.

I caressed the nub, her silky pubic hairs tickling my fingers. She gasped and moaned and bucked beneath me. She squirmed, her pussy clenching on my fingers. I attacked the nub. She jammed her tongue so deep into me.

“Pam!” she moaned. Her pussy convulsed on my fingers. “Oh, Pam! My sweet daughter!”

I made my mom cum.

I shivered in pleasure. It raced through me. I gasped and groaned, grinding on her face, more and more bliss shooting through my body. I pumped my fingers, I frigged her clit, and moaned out my joy. I loved my mom and my new family.

I loved being a part of my sexy brother’s harem. I stared at him, his chiseled chin and strong eyes staring back, watching me, his dick buried in Lee’s mouth. His hand cupped Melody’s tit while she nibbled at his neck.

“I love you all!” I moaned as my orgasm boiled through my mind.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I sucked on my Master’s cock. He was only half-hard. I worked and worked, bobbing my mouth and swirling my tongue, but he wasn’t recovering as fast. He was getting there, but he had already cum a lot today. And the last few days. I guess his balls were finally hitting their limit.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. “I want to cum again. But…”

“Mmm, I think I have something for you,” Ms. Hiragawa said. Her desk drawer opened behind me. Mother and daughter were done with their fun. “It’s a new drug about to hit the market. I have samples. It’s like Viagra, but stimulates production of semen. Doesn’t just make you hard for hours, but shortens the refractory period and lets you fuck and fuck, cum and cum.”

“Really,” Melody asked. “Oh, Clint, yes, take it.”

“How long does it take to go into effect?” Clint asked while plastic crinkled.

“Oh, it’s fast,” Ms. Hiragawa said. She handed him a red pill. Clint swallowed it, groaned. “Just have that little slut keep sucking, and you’ll be ready in no time.”

Clint groaned. I kept bobbing my mouth on his dick, aching for him to be hard again. He shivered. And then his dick twitched in my mouth. It throbbed, growing strong, harder, reaching for the back of my throat. It was only a few minutes, and I slid my mouth down his dick and deep-throated him.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned as my lips nuzzled into his dark pubic hair. “Shit, Lee, you naughty brat.”

He seized my hair and ripped me off his cock. I didn’t fight even as the pain flared across my scalp. He turned me around and threw me against the desk. I bent over it, knocking off papers and grunting.

So rough. I loved it. My pussy was so juicy. Cream dribbled down my thighs.

“That ass,” groaned Clint and smacked my naked butt.

I gasped, shivering as the heat shot straight to my pussy. “Yes, yes, Master. Your ass!”

Clint gave me no warning. And he didn’t do anything to prepare my asshole. He just rammed his spit-covered dick into it. My eyes widened. Pain burned deep into my bowels as he lanced into me. My back arched, my asshole clenched.

Increasing the pain.

I loved it. I grunted as his balls smacked my taint. Then he drew back and hammered into me with brutal strokes. He pressed my stomach into the sharp corner of the desk as he practically raped my asshole.

Not that he could ever rape me. I always consented.

“Yes, yes yes,” I moaned, tears beading my eyes. It burned so much. The pain flared, the agony reaching my asshole. It was like a knife jabbing into me. “Fuck me, Master! Use my naughty asshole. Dump all your wonderful cum into me.”

“I will,” he snarled, thrusting harder, ramming his dick so deep into me. “I’ll flood your ass with so much jizz. It’ll be dribbling out of you for the rest of your life.”

“Yes, Master! Use me! Fuck me! Dump your cum in me!”

My pussy clenched so hard. Juices flooded down my thighs. The more it hurt, the more I loved it. I clenched down as hard as I could, making the friction burn even worse. I panted, squirming on the table, feeling so helpless. He was so strong. I was at his mercy. He could do anything to me.

Anything!

He fucked me so hard, so fast, so deep. His cock slammed into my bowels. The pain faded. I groaned, wishing it would last, but my bowels adjusted. Pleasure burned more and more, replacing pain. The pleasure shivered to my pussy and built an orgasm there.

“Fuck her naughty ass,” moaned Melody in the background. “Oh, god, let’s lick each other’s pussies while he fucks her.”

“Yes,” Ms. Hiragawa moaned.

“Shit,” Clint groaned. “Your ass is so tight, slut. And you love it. I can hear you moaning. You want me to fuck you and dump all my cum in you!”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. “Oh, yes. Oh, pound my filthy asshole. I’m just a cunt. A piece of shit. Use me! Don’t even let me cum.”

“You’ll fucking cum if I tell you, whore,” he snarled, jamming his hand between my thighs. His fingers found my clit.

Sparks burst.

I shivered, shuddered as he stroked my clit.

“I own this body. I own you. If I want you to cum, you will, you disgusting filth.”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, the humiliating mixing with the burning friction in my asshole and the delicious sparks bursting in the depths of my pussy. “Oh, yes, Master, just keep using me. Do what you want to my body.”

He rubbed harder and harder on my clit. My pussy clenched. I groaned. My eyes widening in bliss. His balls thwacked into me. My back arched. My nipples ached on the papers scattered on the desk. I humped back into him, squirming.

And then I came.

Pleasure exploded in my depths. I couldn’t deny Master’s rubbing fingers or his cock jamming so hard into my asshole. I gasped and squirmed. Stars danced before my eyes as the tsunami of rapture crashed into my mind.

Drowning me.

“Yes,” he growled. “That’s it. I made you cum, slut.”

“Thank you, Master,” I squeaked out, drinking in the wonderful friction of his thrusting cock. Juices gushed down my thighs. My back arched. “You’re so wonderful for even touching me, Master. I’m so disgusting.”

“Yes,” he growled. “Your filthy ass is all over my cock.

He ripped it out and then jammed his dick into my pussy. My eyes widened as he sank into my spasming flesh. He dirtied my cunt with my sour ass. My back arched. Another orgasm detonated in my depths.

“Master!” I howled. “Wash your cock off in my pussy. Clean all my filthy ass off of it! Yes, yes, yes!”

“Shit,” he groaned, driving into me. Every stroke of his dick sent another powerful wave crashing into my mind. “Damn, you filthy brat! Your pussy! Fuck!”

His cock erupted into my pussy. My older brother’s incestuous cum flooded my fifteen-year-old pussy. I gasped and moaned, milking him. I swayed, the rapture burning so hot through me. I squeezed my eyes shut, letting the pleasure drown me.

I loved it. I loved being his sex slave. He was the best brother, the best master, in the world.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

My stomach growled. “I think that’s everything,” I said, my dick still hard from the drug. I had cum in Pam’s and Melody’s pussy before we wrapped up the interview. “I think we kept you from your business for long enough, slave.”

“My employees have to be wondering about that,” Ms. Hiragawa said. She was dressed, her hair disheveled. “Master.”

I smiled at that. “Add us onto your work schedule.”

“You really are going to work here?” she blinked.

I nodded. “We want your business to thrive, don’t we? We won’t you to do well. And we could use the money.”

“Clint wants to breed us,” Melody said. “That’s going to cost money.”

“Oh, Mom, we should move in with them,” Pam said. “They have two huge houses. You’ve wanted to move out of the apartment since forever.”

“And buy a house,” Ms. Hiragawa said, glancing at us. “You really have two houses?”

“Side-by-side,” I nodded. “One’s my mom’s the other’s Aunt Vicky’s. Move in. Save more money.”

“So you’re not just making me your sex slave to get at my money?” Ms. Hiragawa asked, a smile on her lips.

“Well, not just for your money,” I grinned back. “Those little, red pills are amazing. Shit, I want to cum again.”

My stomach growled.

“But you need to satiate other desires,” Pam laughed, patting my stomach.

“The Dairy Queen Zoey works at isn’t far away. We can pop in, eat some horribly unhealthy fast food, and maybe sneak Stefani out back and fuck her.”

“You’re not hungry. You just want to fuck the redhead,” Melody said.

“Master wants to fuck every hot woman,” Lee giggled. She hadn’t stopped beaming since I ass-fucked her and finished off in her pussy. It was hot fucking her so hard, and the fact she loved it only made it better.

I liked making my women happy.

“Okay, we’ll move in,” Ms. Hiragawa said, shivering. “If your father was better off financially when I met him, maybe…”

“That’s why we all have to pitch in,” I said. “We’ll work for you, I guess you don’t have to pay us. That’ll allow more money for the family.”

“It goes to us either way,” Melody shrugged. “Why not get paid?”

“Payroll taxes,” I said.

Ms. Hiragawa nodded. “Lot’s of red tape and bureaucracy. Costs me an additional $10,000 a year per employee just for navigating all that. And that’s before payroll taxes and unemployment insurance.”

I nodded. “Well, we have to get going. Dinner then we have to work on homework. I’ll take Pam with us. She’ll be staying at my place. You can come by when you’re done here. This weekend, we can pack you up and move your stuff in.”

“Just like that?” the MILF blinked, shivering. “Okay, Sir.”

I kissed her on the mouth, smeared with pussy juices, a mix of sweet and tart—Melody and Pam. Then, my arms around Pam and Melody, I walked out, Lee trailing after. It was so hot having two women on my arms. Both my sisters. And a third trailing behind me.

My dick throbbed as we reached Pam’s car. I didn’t have my own. I didn’t have my own. Dad’s death happened right as I turned sixteen, messing up the whole car plan. My women climbed in, Melody taking shotgun since she was my queen.

The drive to Dairy Queen didn’t take long. We parked and headed in. There was a short line, and then I was at the register where a bored guy slouched. “What can I get you?”

I looked behind him, peering at the other employees, one managing the drive-thru, another pair of girls bagging orders. In the back, hidden by machinery, were the cooks. I leaned to the right and left, searching for Zoey’s black hair and Stefani’s red.

“Looking for someone?”

“Yeah, my sister Zoey works here.”

“Who?”

I blinked. “Zoey Elliston. She’s a busty girl. And she works here with her friend, Stefani. A redhead.”

The guy looked over his shoulder. “Is there a Zoey that works here?”

The woman he glanced at had a nametag that read: “Barb – Manager.” She shook her head. “No one named Zoey works here.”

“Yes, she does. She told me she works at the Dairy Queen.” There was only two in town, one by our house, the other across town. This was the one she told me she worked at. “She had to work tonight.”

“Your sister’s lying,” Barb said. “I would know if we had a Zoey working her. I do all the hiring.”

Anger surged through me. Why had my sister lied to me? She told me repeatedly she was going to work at Dairy Queen. My hand clenched. My hunger forgotten. What the fuck was Zoey keeping from the family?

From me?

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

I followed Clint out of the Dairy Queen in absolute shock. What was going on? Our older sister, Zoey, claimed to be working at this Dairy Queen for weeks with her best friend, and lover, Stefani. She was supposed to be working right now. After our hot orgy with Pam’s mom—and the even hotter revelation that Ms. Hiragawa was one of Dad’s lovers and that Pam was his daughter—we had come to the Dairy Queen to eat dinner, see Zoey, and maybe have fun.



I know Clint was hard and eager to fuck Stefani. The redhead had been Zoey’s best friend since they were kids. She had hung around the house, teasing Clint with her sexy body as much as Zoey had. And since Zoey joined the harem last night, he was eager to add Stefani. I knew she wanted it.

“Where the fuck is she at?” Clint fumed. “You heard her this morning. ‘I have to work tonight.’ That’s what she told me.”

“I know,” I said. “Why would she lie about it?”

“She must be embarrassed about where she’s actually working,” chortled Lee.

My bratty, younger sister skipped up, her short, black hair bouncing about her shoulders. With her lean, athletic build and mischievous face, it made her look elfin, even pixyish. She found it so amusing that Zoey was in so much trouble.

“Where could your sister be working that she would be embarrassed?” Pam asked. The Japanese—well, half-Japanese, though you couldn’t tell—girl gave me a curious look. She was slim and petite, though her round breasts filled out her blouse nicely. And that skirt looked sexy on her frame, exposing a few inches of her dusky-olive thighs.

“I don’t know,” Clint said as we reached Pam’s car. Clint clenched his fists tight. His teeth ground. He really was furious at her deception.

And he had every right to be. Zoey agreed to the rules of the harem. To obey Clint. She didn’t have to be his sex slave like Lee or my mom or Clint’s mother, but she still had to be submissive to him like I was, or Pam and Alicia were.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

My half-brother was a tall sixteen-year-old, his body filling out with muscles, his shoulders broad, chin chiseled, giving his face such a strong, commanding profile. He leaned against the car, taking deep breaths as he gain control over his anger.

“And you’re so horny, Master,” Lee said, moving up to him. She reached out, rubbing his crotch. “It was so bad of Zoey not to be here to offer up her girlfriend to satiate you, Master.”

Clint grunted. And then his eyes latched on me. They were dark but burned with desire. A wave of heat went through me, my pussy growing wetter—I held a load of my brother’s cum in my sixteen-year-old snatch. My nipples hardened, pressing at my tight shirt. I wore no bra so everyone could see them.

His head snapped around the parking lot. We were around back, parked along the side of another store, half-hidden on this side. People bustled through the rest of the parking lot, heading to their cars, some from the Dairy Queen, others from the surrounding businesses. Other cars navigated the parking lot.

My eyes widened in realization. I trembled. Would he order me to do it?

“Melody, bend over the hood of the car,” he said, eyes so commanding.

“Yes,” I groaned, my pussy clenching. A wave of feverish heat rushed through me. He had to satiate his lust and anger, to relieve himself.

And I was thrilled how he was doing it.

I rushed past Pam and Lee to the hood of her car, bending over the blue body. I braced my elbows on the hood, wiggling my ass in the tight skinny jeans I wore. Lee, standing beside me, grinned and smacked my ass.

“Enjoy her, Master. She’s such a slut. She loves showing off.”

I did.

Clint seized Lee’s breast, squeezing hard. She gasped. His finger found her nipple through her top, pinching it so hard, her legs buckled. “You’re the only slut here. She’s your queen. You will talk to her with respect.”

“Yes…Master,” Lee gasped, eyes wide, body shuddering. “Sorry, Master.”

“Apologize to her.” Clint twisted harder.

Lee squeaked in pain, but I knew her pussy would also be molten with passion. She got off on pain and humiliation. Her head whipped around, her brown eyes glossy with lust as she moaned, “Sorry, Mistress, for calling you a slut. I am a piece of filth. A true slut. I beg your forgiveness.”

“This time,” I said, narrowing my eyes. Only Clint and Pam could call me a slut. And maybe Alicia, though I doubt she ever would.

“Good,” Clint said, releasing her nipple. Then he glanced at me, smiling, “Drop those jeans and panties… Slut.”

The smile on his lips made me shiver. “Such a perv,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Fine. I’ll indulge you.”

His smile grew tight, warning me. I loved toeing the line with my teasing. I shoved my hands down beneath me and the car, finding the fastener to my jeans. My pussy clenched as it popped open. I glanced at all the people walking by.

Any one of them could look over and spot us. I wiggled my hips while Pam gasped. My sodden panties came into view. The scent of sex—salty cum and my sweet pussy—filled my nose as my jeans dropped down my pale thighs. I shivered, the afternoon turning into evening. It was fall, and nights were getting cold. Soon, I wouldn’t be able to have this sort of fun outside.

What a shame.

I shoved down my panties, Clint right behind me. I felt his eyes on me. Mine were locked on the passing pedestrians. Many walked in such a hurry, not looking around the parking lot or were staring at their phones, oblivious to a teenage girl naked from the waist down about to be fucked by her half-brother.

“You’re really going to fuck her out here?” Pam asked in shock.

“Of course he is,” Lee said. “Mistress is such an exhibitionist. Don’t you remember this morning?”

“Well, I know that,” Pam said, biting her lip and looking around. “But…people might see.”

“I know,” I said.

Then Clint’s zipper rasped. His fastener snapped. Jeans rustled. I groaned, unable to look back, fixating on all the people who might see me. Would it be the business woman hurrying towards the drug store? The construction worker, his jeans stained with paint? The hipster with his fake glasses and jeans skinnier than mine? The goth girl with every inch of her face pierced?

I moaned loud and wanton as Clint rubbed his cock on my pussy lips. “Yes, yes, fuck me. Pound me. I love it, Clint.”

“Such a perv,” he said, the tip of his cock nudging my clit.

“You would know.”

“Oh, my god,” Pam said, her voice strained.

“It’ll be okay,” Clint said and then he thrust into me.

I gasped, “Yes!” as his dick rammed into my sloppy depths. My brother’s cock filled me. In public. Where anyone could see me. “Fuck me!”

I wasn’t quiet. I moaned, his flesh slapping hard against my ass. My cheeks jiggled while the car’s shocks groaned. It rocked from the force of Clint’s thrusts. His hands gripped my hips as he grunted, pounding me, taking out his frustration with Zoey on my tight snatch.

And it was wonderful. Amazing. Stupendous.

The pleasure rushed through me, meeting the exhilarating thrill of being fucked in public. I wanted to yank off my top as I rocked back into his thrusts. I let out loud moans. A girl glanced over at me, her eyes widening. I winked at her.

She let out a nervous giggle as she hurried to her car.

“She’s watching you,” Clint growled. “Damn, your pussy clenched so hard when she saw you.”

“It was sooooo hot,” I moaned, my clit throbbing, slapped by his balls. He fucked me harder, faster. “Oh, god, I’m such an exhibitionist slut.”

“Yes,” he growled. “Isn’t she, Pam?”

“I guess,” Pam said.

“I am!” I moaned. “Oh, yes, fuck me!”

The girl glanced over at me again as she reached her car. I let out another moan. She giggled again and climbed into her car. It was so hot to be seen, watched. I bet she was so envious of me. That she wanted to be me, bent over her car and fucked by such a hot, young stud.

I bucked back harder into Clint, the friction burning in my pussy. He was so thick, fucking so deep into me. I loved it. I gasped louder and louder, moaning, panting, screaming out my pleasure. It built so fast in me.

“Oh, god, Clint,” I groaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Already?” Pam gasped.

“She’s an exhibitionist…” Lee trailed off. “Um, enthusiast.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, Clint, oh, god, I love you. Fuck me harder! Make me cum!”

“Slutty perv,” he growled and his hand slapped down on my ass. “Cum. Let them all hear you. Let them all know you’re such a slut!”

“Yes!”

Clint slammed into my pussy. His balls smacked hard into my clit. Pleasure sparked through me. I bucked, shuddered. My pussy clenched down so hard on his dick. I gasped, my back arching as the friction shivered through me.

Everything swirled through me: his cock pumping in my hot cunt already full of his incestuous seed; his balls smacking my clit; his hand spanking my ass again; and the thrill sparked by the middle-aged man who paused in his walk to look at me, his wife continuing on. His jaw dropped. He stared at me being fucked.

“Yes!” I howled and came. “I’m cumming!”

The wife paused, glancing over. Her face paled. She glanced back at her husband as he stared in shock at me. My pussy spasmed about Clint’s cock. My back arched. Rapture flooded through my body. They were both watching me cum.

“I’m cumming on my brother’s cock!” I screamed.

The woman mouthed “brother.” Her eyes were so wide. The bag of food in her hand fell to the ground.

My pussy writhed about Clint’s cock. This was so wild. So hot. This was the best sex ever. I thrashed, my brain boiling with endorphins. They surged through me. My eyes fluttered. I groaned and gasped, my cunt milking his cock.

“Cum in me, brother,” I moaned.

“Yes,” he snarled and buried into me.

His hands gripped my hips tight. His cock spurted his cum into my spasming depths. My orgasm grew hotter as the couple watched my brother flood me with his seed. Maybe he would breed me tonight. I was nearing the middle of my cycle. I wanted his baby so badly.

“Breed me,” I groaned. “Oh, yes. Pump all that cum into me. Yes!”

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. “You are such a perv, sis.”

“Such a perv,” I moaned, collapsing forward onto the hood of my car. I groaned, squirmed, staring at the couple as they watched in utter shock and maybe lust. The woman’s cheeks were now burning, her hips shifting. I could see the bulge in her husband’s jeans. I bet he hadn’t been so hard in awhile.

“Jesus,” Clint groaned and pulled his cock out of me. “You are a great fuck, sis.”

“So are you, bro,” I groaned. “Mmm, I love feeling my brother’s cum leak down my thighs.”

“They were watching,” Pam moaned.

“Master is such a stud,” Lee grinned, rubbing her pussy through her clothing.

“Melody, you’re driving us home.” He pulled Pam’s keys out of his pocket, dropping them on the hood beside me.

“You’re not driving?” I panted, buzzing. The couple hurried away, their bag of food forgotten.

“I need to think,” he said, opening the back door. Pam gasped as he seized her and pulled her in after.

I blinked, shivered, my body buzzing with rapture. I really didn’t want to drive. I wanted to sleep after that awesome cum. I sighed and yanked up my jeans and panties, not bothering to fasten up, and hurried around the car.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“Clint?” Pam said. “You’re still hard.”

“That pill your mom gave him turned him into a horndog,” giggled Lee. “He’ll be even worse now. Fuck every pussy he can.”

I glanced at Lee, a bratty smile on her face. She was slipping back into her old behavior. I would have to deal with her. But not now. I had another problem. Zoey. What should I do about Zoey? She lied to me. She promised to be submissive, to join the harem, and she lied.

Why?

Pam pushed down her panties while she squirmed on my lap. She understood what I needed. I just had to feel her hot pussy around my cock while I thought. She hiked her skirt. My Japanese half-sister then grabbed my cock and brought it to her cunt.

And slid down it.

“Oh, Clint,” she groaned, my arms going around her waist, holding her. “Oh, that’s nice.”

“You all look so comfortable back there,” Melody sighed as she started the car.

“I just fucked you where everyone could watch,” I said. “I think you’ve had your fun.”

“I did,” Melody said, brightening up.

“Yes, she did,” chortled Lee.

I definitely had to do something about Lee.

I concentrated on Zoey. A plan percolated in the back of my mind. She had to be punished for lying to the family for weeks. I had to get her to admit what she was doing and, hopefully, it wasn’t anything illegal. Why else would she have lied about it? What job could be more embarrassing to her than working at Dairy Queen or another fast food restaurant?

I pulled out my phone, my dick throbbing in Pam’s pussy. She squirmed, working her pussy an inch or so up and down my cock. Just enough for the friction to ache the tip of my cock and send pleasure shooting through me.

“Clint,” Pam sighed over and over. “Oh, Clint.”

It was a wonderful sound.

It was awkward texting with Pam on my lap, but it was worth it. With just my thumb, I typed out, “Hey, Zoey, what time are you off work tonight?”

A moment later. “Should be home by 9 PM. Not a late shift like the weekend.”

“Good. Looking forward to it. Make sure you bring Stefani home. Everyone wants to watch her lick my cum out of your pussy.” I had fucked Zoey before school this morning and ordered her to have Stefani lick her clean.

And she had to film it.

“It’s a hot video,” she texted back complete with additional emoticons. “She’s eager for it. I’ll bring her home.”

“Good. Oh, bring some ice cream back for everyone. Love DQ Blizzards. Make mine with M&M’s.”

“Sure.” Her response terse. I imagined her panicking. “Got to go. I’m at work. Love you.”

“Love you,” I said, leaning back, my dick throbbing. What was she up to?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

I hummed as I put the roast into the oven. I set the timer. I bit my lip, my hand shaking, as I glanced down at the cabinet. My heart thudded. It was so naughty of me to buy it. But one glass wouldn’t hurt. Clint wasn’t home. He was at his job interview with Pam’s mom.

I hoped he fucked her.

Alicia was up in her room and my sister was grading papers at the dining room table. She wouldn’t tattle on me, right? I opened the cabinet, pulled out the box wine I picked up on my way home from work. I used to have a glass of wine every night before Clinton. I didn’t need to drink more. I had Clint now.

The front door opened.

“I can’t believe you’re still hard,” Melody was saying. “What is that pill your mom gave him, Pam.”

My heart clenched. I pushed the boxed wine back into the cabinet, turned around, closing it as Clint, Pam, Melody, and Lee trooped into the kitchen. My stomach twisted in fear. Why did I buy the wine? Clint ordered me not to drink. He was concerned. Yes, I was drinking a lot after Clinton’s death. I needed something to dull the grief.

“Hi, Master,” I said. “How’s Mommy-slut’s big, strong son doing? Did you fuck Ms. Hiragawa?”

“I did,” Clint said, that cocky grin spreading across his lips. “And that’s not the only thing.” He grabbed Pam. “Doesn’t she look familiar?”

I peered at Pam. She had those classic, Japanese features Clinton, and our son, loved so much: pale-olive skin, slanted eyes, a round face, delicate nose and cheekbones, a petite frame, a submissive look about her. There was something familiar. Vicky and I had brought home many Asian girls and women to have threesomes with Clinton and…

Hiragawa… That last name was familiar.

“My mother’s name is Asuka,” Pam said.

“Asuka…” My eyes widened. “Oh, my god, that was seventeen years ago. We had just found out I was pregnant with Clint and Vicky with Melody. We were still living in the small apartment. Oh, my god…” My eyes widened. Pam was the same age as Clint, maybe a month younger. “You’re… You’re Clinton’s daughter?”

Pam nodded.

Tears burned in my eyes. A surge of motherly love shot through me. I grabbed the girl, pulling her to me. I hugged her to my breasts. Her face pressed the apron I wore, the only thing covering my naked body, in between my breasts, exposing my hard nipples. Here was another piece of my husband and true master.

It was a miracle. It was wonderful. Her arms went around me, holding me as I rocked her. I kissed at the silky crown of black hair, smelling how sweet she was. The tears fell down my cheeks. I hoped Clinton was watching us from Heaven.

“I wish you could have met him,” I said, my voice breaking. “Why didn’t Asuka ever tell us?”

“She was confused,” Clint said. He had his arms around Melody and Lee, both of whom were looking teary eyed.

Vicky walked in naked from the dining room, her large breasts jigging. Her eyes were wide as she came over and hugged Pam from behind. “I remember your mother. She was wild. We had a lot of fun with her, but then she had to go to college and we lost touch with her.”

“It’s his daughter, Vicky,” I said to my sister, babbling with joy. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

She nodded her head.

“Master,” my voice cracked as I spoke, “may I make love to your girlfriend? The roast has thirty minutes before it’s ready.”

“Yeah,” Clint nodded. He pushed Lee down to her knees. She reached for his zipper. “She’s has a fresh load of my cum in her. Enjoy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I breathed then stared down at Pam. “How does that sound, dear? You’re like my own daughter, you know?”

“It sounds wonderful,” Pam said, her eyes brimming with tears. “I wish I knew him. But I’m so glad I have a bigger family. It’s been mom and me for so long…”

“I know.”

I cupped her tear-stained cheeks, lifted her face, and lowered my lips to kiss her. It was electric. A shiver ran through my body as I nibbled on her lips. She trembled between me and my sister, her tongue brushing my lips, her hands sliding down to squeeze my naked ass.

Oh, she was wonderful. Just perfect. Clinton made another beautiful girl for me to enjoy.

Alicia came downstairs, her brown hair gathered into pigtails. “Hi,” she said brightly, skipping over to Clint having his cock sucked. Then she paused. “Big sis, what’s got you all teary-eyed?”

Melody explained while Vicky and I led Pam out of the kitchen. I heard Alicia let out a gasp of shock, my heart quivering. We padded up the stairs. I couldn’t wait to devour this girl with my sister. To make her scream and gasp again.

Clinton’s daughter!

We reached the master bedroom—Clint’s new room—my sister and I kissing Pam. We took turns cupping her face, pressing our hot lips to hers as the three of us navigated to the bed. Pam moaned, eager and lithe, her slanted eyes fluttering behind her glasses.

We pressed her down to the bed. I yanked off my apron, bearing my large tits—the biggest in the family. Pam moaned, staring at me and my busty sister as we crawled onto the bed. My breasts dangled down as we reached her blouse.

“Let’s get her naked,” I moaned.

“Oh, yes,” Vicky purred, her black hair brushing my bleached-blonde tresses.

Our fingers worked the buttons of Pam’s blouse. She gasped and squirmed, her face twisting with excitement. We exposed her white bra, containing her round tits. That had to go. In moments, her breasts were bare, pale and dusky, nipples dark brown and so cute.

Hungrily, I popped the right one into my mouth. I sucked hard, my cheeks hollowing. She gasped, squirming on the bed as I loved her nipple. With a purr, Vicky engulfed the other one. She sucked loud, her lips popping off the small nub over and over, making Pam’s breast quiver.

“Oh, wow,” Pam groaned. “Oh, I have two sexy mothers sucking on my nipples. Oh, this is so naughty.”

“You just love it, don’t you?” I purred. “Almost as much as you love my big, strong son’s cock fucking your pussy.”

“Almost,” she agreed, nodding her flushing face. “Oh, Ms… I mean, Vicky, suck my nipple.”

“Suck her nipple,” I purred, kissing down her body. I loved her stomach while my sister squeezed both of Pam’s tits, fingers sinking into firm flesh. Pam gasped, her nipples quivering while Vicky licked back and forth across them.

I licked around Pam’s stomach. She was Clint’s sister, but no one knew that. He could marry her, and no one would think it was weird. How lucky for them. It was a miracle that we found her again. Like it was fate or something.

I pushed up my daughter’s skirt—she was Clint’s future wife and my husband’s child, so she was my daughter—exposing white panties soaked by her juices. And my son’s cum. I could smell it. I groaned, licking my lips.

I pushed aside her panties’ gusset, exposing her matted, black bush. It was thick as her mother’s, hiding her pussy lips. Clint’s cum and her juices stained the dark hairs. I licked through the silk, savoring her tart cream and his salty jizz. My son’s spunk coated my tongue as I lapped through his sister’s pubic mound.

“Oh, Cheryl,” she moaned. “Oh…Mommy-slut. Oh, that’s so nice. Oh, yes. Lick your son’s cum out of my pussy.”

“Yes,” purred Vicky between sucks on her nipples. “Make her explode on your lips.”

“Yes,” I groaned. I buried my face into her pussy, her curls tickling my face. They felt so wonderfully naughty. I tongued through her, licking, lapping, enjoying her. She groaned, humping against me, her moans and gasps echoing through the air.

I loved them. They were amazing. I licked and tongued through her folds, gathering every drop of my son’s jizz I could find in her hot silk. I wiggled my tongue into her, swirling it around while she gasped and squirmed. Her thighs clenched about my face.

She made the cutest sounds. My pussy clenched. I ignored it. I was here to pleasure Pam. She was one of my Mistress’s. I shivered. I loved it. I had a Master and two mistresses in Melody and Pam. It was so wonderful. So hot. So naughty.

Clint was such a stud. I gave birth to a dominating, powerful man.

My tongue licked harder, diving through her folds. My hips rocked back and forth, juices dribbling down my thighs. I dragged my tongue through her hot, juicy depths, flicking her clit. Her pubic hairs tickled my cheeks and nose as I probed so deep into her.

“Oh, yes. Two Mommy-sluts licking me. Oh, wow. You’re both making me feel amazing! I love it!”

“Mmm, you’re just so scrumptious,” purred Vicky. “I knew you were special.”

“Thank you,” Pam groaned. “You gave me this.”

She seized Vicky and pulled my sister in for a hot kiss. Their tongues danced together as I lapped through her pussy. I wiggled my hips, my clit aching, throbbing, begging to be touched. But I had self-control. I concentrated on Pam’s pleasure. I sucked on her throbbing clit, buried in the folds of her pussy.

She moaned into my sister’s lips. She spasmed. And then she came.

Tart juices flooded out of her pussy. They inundated my mouth. I drank them, savoring them. I made her cum. I made Clinton’s daughter explode. She bucked and thrashed, her lips locked to my sister’s. Her round tits quivered. She made the cutest sounds.

Her body bucked a final time. I took a last lick through her pussy, a huge smile on my face. She broke the kiss with Vicky, staring at me. “Oh, thank you, Mommy-slut. That was wonderful. I’m so glad I’m a part of your family.”

I moved up her body, my tits dragging across her naked stomach then nudging her breasts. Our nipples brushed, shooting tingles through me. “So am I.”

I leaned down and kissed her hard on the mouth. Her tongue lapped out, tasting her own juices. She wiggled and squirmed, her hand thrusting between my thighs. I gasped as she rubbed at my hot pussy.

“Oh, yes,” gasped Vicky. “Oh, you sweet thing. Finger my snatch.”

I broke the kiss, glancing at my sister, her face twisting in pleasure. I leaned over, giving her a kiss, letting her taste how delicious Pam was. Our lips met, our sisterly passion growing as Pam’s fingers slid across our pussies. She found my clit, rubbing hard, shooting pleasure through my body.

I groaned, not fighting my orgasm. She was my mistress. And I knew she wanted me to cum.

Vicky’s breasts brushed my side as she pressed tighter against us. Our kiss deepened. I loved my sister so much. I loved kissing her, cumming with her. My pussy ached and throbbed. Juices poured out as Pam kept rubbing us, driving me wild with passion.

I shivered, shuddered. And then I came.

I broke the kiss. “Oh, Pam. Oh, you sweet thing!”

I writhed on top of my new daughter, holding my sister. She came with me, her face twisting with pleasure. It shuddered through me. It was wonderful. It gave me such a joy, helping to fill the hole Clinton’s death left in my heart. Every day, my family gave me a little more.

“Damn, that was hot,” my son said as I quivered on Pam’s fingers. He stood in the doorway. “But we need to talk about Zoey.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

“Oh, god, I am so excited,” Stefani said, grabbing the tray of DQ Blizzards we bought on our way home from working at the Flashing Glitter, a strip club. “Your brother is such a stud.”

“Yeah,” I said, my stomach twisting. Was Clint going to demand I bring food back every night I worked at the strip club? Maybe I should tell him the truth. But…would he be mad? I agreed to join his harem and then spent the last five hours stripping, giving lap dances, and letting strange man touch my body. Not my pussy or tits, but my thighs, hips, stomach.

Two even came while I gave them lap dances, their jizz soaking through their sweatpants to stain my ass.

“Come on,” Stefani said, her green eyes sparkling. “Let’s go, Yunie.”

Yunie, short for unicorn, was her nickname for me. I called her Dandi, short for dandelion. We had used these names since we were kids. We even had them tattooed on our pubic mounds: a galloping unicorn on mine, a bright, yellow flower on hers.

She climbed out of my car. I sighed, grabbed the second cardboard drink tray with the rest of the Blizzards, and got out. I didn’t even have a DQ uniform. I was shocked no one in the family had commented on that. The security light on the garage blazed on as we walked to the front door, flooding us with light. A second light on the porch lit up moments later as we neared. The living room lights were on, but the curtains were pulled tight.

“Ooh, we’re going to watch our movie while Clint fucks me,” groaned Zoey. “This is going to be so fucking hot.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, pushing down my nerves. I fumbled to get my keys out of my purse—why did I put them away after turning off my car?—and managed to get the front door open. “Hello.”

“In here,” Clint said, his voice stern.

Stefani and I walked into the living room. A coil of beige rope and a wand massager were spread out across the living room carpet. Clint stood over them, naked and muscular, his arms crossed, his face hard, glaring at us and…

“Oh, shit,” I groaned. He knew.

He nodded his head. “After our job interview, we stopped by your work for dinner. Only…”

“Only, I don’t work for Dairy Queen.” I trembled, my heart racing. I was two years older than Clint, but I felt like a little girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar beneath his eyes. “I…”

“You lied to me and the family.”

I swallowed.

“Um…” Stefani took a step back. “Well…I’ll be going.”

“Stefani, you will strip naked and sit your ass on the couch,” Clint growled, “and watch Zoey’s punishment for lying.”

“Punishment?” I gasped, choking. “I’m not Mom or Lee or Aunt Vicky! I’m not one of your—”

“You’re still my woman.” His voice cracked with authority. “And you lied to us. Me. For weeks. To your family that you claim you want to belong to.”

I lowered my head. “I was…embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed?”

The tray of Blizzards quivered in my hand. “I…I…”

“What are you doing, Zoey?”

Stefani gave me a supportive, commiserating look, setting her tray down on the coffee table. Then, with the skill of a stripper, she undressed, baring her round breasts, nipples pierced by gold rings. I watched her out of the corner of my eyes as I squirmed. Clint’s eyes bored into me.

“Answer me.”

The authority cracked in his voice. He sounded just like Dad. “I…I…work at the…” I took a deep breath. “The Flashing Glitter.”

Clint blinked in shock. “Wait, what? The strip club? As a waitress?”

I shook my head.

“You’re a stripper?” Incredulity burned in his voice. And something else. Something…possessive.

“It was my idea,” Stefani said. “We both like being cockteases, so…” She shut up when Clint stared at her. She blushed, lowering her gaze and then wiggled out of her skirt and thong.

“So you’re a stripper,” Clint growled, marching forward and snagging the Blizzards out of my hands. He set them on the coffee table. “Then strip.”

“Clint… I’m sorry—”

“I told you to strip.” His voice boomed with authority. It wasn’t anger I heard in his voice, but disappointment. I flushed worse and then yanked off my loose bra, exposing the lacy bra I wore beneath. I reached behind me, unhooking it, my large tits spilling out. They were almost as big as Mom’s.

He watched in silence, his cock thrusting hard before him as I stripped. I didn’t feel sexy like I did at the club. I didn’t wiggle my hips and strut and move with languorous grace. I felt ashamed, naked, exposed. I wanted to cover my tits the moment they were bare. I wanted to melt into the floor, to vanish beneath his gaze.

“I—”

I clamped my mouth shut, shivering at his commanding eyes. I pushed off my skirt, tights, and panties, standing naked before him. My eyes flicked down to the rope and wand massager, its thick, round head thrusting from the end of the long handle. It was a Hitachi. I knew they made the best “personal massagers.” I thought about buying one a few times.

It must be Mom’s. But why was it here?

Clint grabbed the coil of ropes. “You know, Dad taught me a lot about knots and how to secure things. I never realized just what he was training me for.”

I swallowed.

“When I discovered rope bondage on the internet, I thought about all those knots I had learned from Dad. But I still didn’t make the connection of what he wanted to teach me, how he was grooming me.” He formed a loop at the end, tying a slip knot to allow him to cinch it tight.

I shivered.

“But he was getting me ready to have my own harem of sisters. And sometimes, your women need to be punished. Need to be bound, restrained.”

“Punished?” I gasped, anger surging through my shame. “I am not one of the sex slaves, little brother. Remember. You told me I didn’t have to be.”

“I know,” Clint said. “And you’re not. But you need to be punished. When you’ve done something wrong, you have to pay the price. This is it.”

“You’re going to tie me up and, what, spank me?” I huffed, folding my arms beneath my breasts.

“I’m not going to spank you.” He snapped the rope. “But I am going to tie you up.”

“No fucking way. I’m sorry I lied. I’m sorry I’m a stripper. I’ll quit, if that’s what you want. But you’re not punishing me.”

“Fine.” he said. “There’s the door.”

He pointed at the front door. My jaw dropped. “You’ll kick me out of my own home?”

“My home. We had this conversation yesterday, remember? My home. My rules. You want to be a part of this, then you have to follow them. You lied to me, Zoey. Accept your punishment or you can move in with Stefani tonight.”

“Clint,” I gasped, taking a step forward. “Please, Clint. I am sorry.”

“Prove it.” He held up the rope. “Prove you really want to belong to our family.”

I bit my lip, trembling. Tears burned my eyes. I didn’t want to be punished, but… I loved my family. I loved my little brother. I loved being a part of his harem. The shivers grew worse. Tears fell down my cheeks.

“Well?” he asked, his voice dropping. I could hear…pain in it. He didn’t want to kick me out. But… He had to be strong. He had to be in charge. And I did lie to the family. Dad would have bent me over his lap and spanked me for that.

And now Clint was the man of the house. I had to respect that. I made a choice yesterday. Dad always said, “If you decide to do something, stick through it. Don’t give up because it’s hard whether that’s your job or your relationship, Zoey.”

I nodded my head.

“Say it.”

“Little brother, will you please punish me?” My cheeks burned. God, that was humiliating to say. How did Lee get off on this?

“Good.”

He moved with confidence. You would have thought he had tied up a lot of girls before. He started at my ankle, pulling the loop tight about it. He bound my ankles tight together before wrapping the ropes about my calves. He paused before he got to my thighs, grabbed the Hitachi wand massager, and shoved the round head against my pussy, the body trapped by my thighs.

My eyes widened. “What?”

He bound my thighs tight together, the rope fibers biting into my flesh. It was irritating. I squirmed, my pussy lips rubbing on the massager’s head. These things could really hum. They had to be plugged into the wall. This one’s long cord ran to the nearby outlet.

He grinned at me as he drew the rope up to my waist. He anchored it there with a tight cinch that dug into my flesh before making a pattern of crossing diamonds across my stomach. He climbed to my large breasts. Those he bound, squeezing the base, forcing them to bulge outward. My tits throbbed.

“Clint,” I groaned, my tits feeling swollen.

He smacked a nipple. “Punishment.”

“Yes,” I agreed.

“Oh, my god, this is shibari,” moaned Stefani. “Japanese rope bondage. I’ve seen this on the internet. Hot!”

My cheeks burned worse as my girlfriend watched with such lust on her eyes, her thighs spread wide, flashing her shaved pussy, her fingers stroking the petals of her dandelion tattoo. Then I gasped as Clint yanked my hands behind my back, bound them to my torso. I groaned, wiggling, bent over. He pushed me down, my face into the carpet, raising up my ass.

“There,” he said, pulling the final length of rope. I was cocooned by it, trapped, none of my limbs able to move, my thighs pressed about the body of the massager. He reached between my legs. “No cumming, Zoey, until I let you.”

“What?” I gasped.

And then he turned on the wand massager.

Pleasure exploded across my pussy. It hummed and throbbed, buzzing against my pussy lips and clit. The vibrations shivered through me, churning my pussy to molten passion in the blink of an eye. My back arched. I groaned in pure delight, my orgasm building so fast, so swift as I writhed, unable to do more than wiggle my body.

And I couldn’t cum.

“Clint,” I groaned, my pussy assaulted by the vibrations. Shivers rippled through my body. I tingled, my toes curling. “Oh, my god, Clint.”

“Zoey,” he grinned, moving to the couch. He seized Stefani, pulling her onto the floor. She didn’t resist. He pushed her down right before me, her legs spread wide. “Mmm, you’re wet, Stefani.”

“This is so hot,” she groaned.

“Dandi,” I gasped.

“Sorry, Yunie.” Then she shivered as Clint mounted her. “Oh, you’re going to fuck me now?”

“You want to date my sister, right?” Clint asked, rubbing his cock up and down her shaved pussy.

“I do.” She gave a wicked giggle. “And if I have to fuck you to do it, well, that makes this even hotter.” She grabbed his ass and pulled him down into her pussy.

He grunted as he penetrated her. The first real cock to ever fuck my girlfriend’s pussy. Oh, she had plenty of dildos, vibrators, ben wa balls, and fingers in her pussy. But never a dick. She gasped, wrapping her thighs about his waist as his balls swung and smacked into her taint over and over.

I had a front row seat to the penetration. Stefani’s pussy lips were wrapped tight about my little brother’s cock, his balls thwacking over and over into her body. His muscular, gorgeous ass pumping away. I could smell her tangy juices. They leaked out, dribbling down to her ass as she gasped and moaned, humping into him.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, Clint!” she moaned. “Oh, wow. You have a huge cock. I knew you would be such a stud! Fuck, yes! I wish I had a sexy little brother to fuck!”

“Guess I’ll have to do,” Clint growled ,thrusting harder, pounding her with such intensity.

It was torture. My pussy clenched, my juices soaking the vibrating head of the massager. It churned me. It made me quiver and gasp. I grit my teeth, the orgasm building, swelling, growing in my depths. A huge explosion aching to burst through me.

“No,” I groaned, fighting against it as I stared at my little brother’s thick cock reaming my girlfriend’s pussy. I could hear the wet sound of him sliding into her depths, the way she moaned, gasped.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Stefani. “Oh, Yunie, your little brother is awesome.”

“And your girlfriend is tight, Zoey,” grunted Clint. “Fuck, what a great cunt.”

“It’s a fantastic cunt,” I moaned, squirming, so happy for my girlfriend that she could experience my little brother’s cock. “Oh, my god, Clint, I want to cum already.”

“Better not,” he warned, slamming his cock into my girlfriend.

“Shit,” I groaned, my cheek rubbing on the carpet as I squirmed.

My clit throbbed and my pussy lips ached. The vibration shivered through me. I squirmed more and more. It was secured tight against my pussy. There was no relief. No escape. Nothing I could do could get my pussy from it.

I wanted the torture to end. I wanted to surrender to my orgasm. But I fought it off. I would stay in this family. I would make it up to Clint for lying. I wouldn’t cum no matter how much I desired that explosion of bliss.

Oh, god, I would explode.

No, no, don’t think about that.

“Shit,” gasped Stefani. “Oh, your cock. I’m going to cum so hard on it. I bet you want that, stud.”

“Yes,” he growled. “Cum all over my dick. Let me feel that pussy massage it. I’m going to flood you with so much cum.”

“Gonna breed me like you’re breeding your sisters?”

Another shiver ran through me as Clint grunted, “Yes!”

This was too much. How could I fight this? I had to. I had to keep from cumming. I clenched my jaws, moaning as my teeth ground. My nipples ached. My breasts throbbed, the bindings biting in so deep. I gasped and squirmed, my back arching, my arms fighting the bonds. My fingers twitched, wanting to undo the knots and free myself.

Stefani squealed. I knew that sound. She was cumming on my little brother’s cock. Her juices flooded out around his shaft. He grunted, driving into her depths. His balls thwacked so hard into her. He grunted.

Came.

His back arched as he flooded her with blast after blast of his jizz. He spurted into her. He basted her pussy. She gasped, milking him. He drove into her, his butt clenching. My pussy begged for relief, my labia numb with ecstasy. My clit ached, throbbed.

I had to cum.

“Please, Clint,” I groaned. “Oh, my god, I’m going to cum.”

“Better not,” he warned, groaning as he pulled his dick out of Stefani’s pussy.

Cum leaked out. His cum. It dribbled down to her ass.

Clint rose and seized my brassy hair. With ease, he dragged me forward and shoved my face into my girlfriend’s pussy. Stefani, still quivering from her orgasm, gasped as I plunged my tongue into her folds, licking my little brother’s cum out of her snatch.

Oh, my god, it was amazing. Awesome.

“Shit!” I gasped, my orgasm almost bursting through me. I held on, concentrating as hard as I could on not exploding. On not cumming so hard on the vibrator.

I. Would. Not. Cum.

Clint seized my ass. His wet cock rubbed against my butt-cheeks. He parted them. My eyes widened. I groaned as he rubbed the head of his cock on my asshole. I lifted my head from Stefani’s pussy.

“Please,” I groaned. “You have to let me cum. This is torture.”

“No, it’s punishment.”

Clint thrust his pussy-soaked cock into my asshole. I gasped, the burning pleasure shooting down to my cunt. I planted my face into Stefani’s pussy, screaming out my frustration as my orgasm begged to explode. The humming attacked my snatch as his cock pounded my ass.

I clenched down on his thrusting cock, increasing the friction burning in my bowels, and sobbed, “Please, Clint. I need to cum. I don’t want to disobey you. I don’t want to leave the family. I love you all. But… I’m at my limits. I can’t… Oh, please, Clint. Please, little brother, I want to stay!”

He thrust his dick deep into my bowels, his balls smacking my taint. “That’s what I wanted to hear. Cum!”

“I love you, little brother!” I howled as I exploded.

My pussy erupted with pleasure. The explosion, held back for so long, detonated with such power. Rapture slammed through my body. It crashed through my mind. I moaned into my girlfriend’s pussy as ecstasy tossed my mind around.

My bowels spasmed on Clint’s thrusting dick. Juices squirted out of my pussy around the vibrator. I groaned. Gasped. I trembled. My pussy kept cumming. The humming vibrator did not relent. And neither did my little brother’s dick.

He pounded my asshole. He churned me up as the rapture kept bursting inside of me. I screamed into Stefani’s pussy. My vision fuzzed. So much pleasure shot through me. Clint’s dick pounded me so hard. He slammed so deep into my burning asshole.

It was all so perfect. So wonderful. He had forgiven me for being a liar. For deceiving him. And he made me realize just how much I wanted to be in this family. How much I loved him and my sisters, my mom, my aunt, and my girlfriend. I didn’t want to lose this. I wanted to share this with Stefani. I wanted her to have this same joy with me.

To be a part of my little brother’s harem.

Clint’s cum flooded my asshole as the pleasure burned my thoughts away. I was a quivering mass of rapture. My bowels milked his cock. The ecstasy surged me higher and higher and slammed me right into darkness.

I ached when my eyes fluttered open. My pussy felt numb, still tingling like the vibrator still hummed against it. Cum leaked out of my sore asshole. I shivered, soft hands stroking my head. I lay on Stefani’s lap. She smiled down on me.

“You were out for thirty minutes, Yunie,” she grinned. “Oh, my god, you exploded.”

“Yes, you did, big sister,” cheered Alicia.

“We all watched on the camera,” Melody nodded. “Had ourselves a wild, lezzie orgy upstairs.”

“So you’re a stripper,” Lee said. “That is sooooo cool.”

“Explains where all her money is coming from,” Mom said. “I didn’t even question how you could give me five hundred a week and still could buy a car. Even a used one.”

I blushed. “I have even more money. I…I held back, not sure how to admit I was making at least a thousand a night.”

“She made three thousand on Saturday,” giggled Stefani. “Those big tits! She always makes just a little more than me.”

“Damn,” Clint said, his arm around an Asian woman who must be Pam’s mother. She was naked, too. I guess she was a part of the harem. His other arm was around a naked Pam. “You’re forgiven, Zoey.”

“Thank you,” I breathed. “I love you all so much.”

They swarmed me, hugged me, loved me. I was so lucky to be part of my little brother’s harem.

To be continued…
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Vicky Samuels

“Okay, I want your worksheets filled out by tomorrow,” I said to my World History class, staring out at the students.



There were smatterings of groans that made me smile while the more driven students, who cared about their grades, nodded brightly. I tried not to linger on any one face of my students as they gathered their supplies into their backpacks, particularly one.

It was so hard not to stare at Master as I taught. I just wanted to proclaim to the class, on my knees, that Clint was my master. That I was his Aunt Slut. I would do anything for him. That my “illness” yesterday wasn’t caused by any stomach cramps, but by massive orgasms churned by the vibrator in my pussy controlled by his hands.

“Ms. Samuels,” Clint said, his baritone so strong, so manly and commanding. It reminded me of how dominating he had been with Zoey last night as she was punished. The entire harem, watching from the master bedroom via a carefully situated webcam, had all shivered as he took Zoey by the scruff of her neck and made her fully embrace the family.

God, just thinking about it made me wet.

“Yes, Clint?” I asked, walking to him, not fast to give notice, but without any hesitation. “Is there a question you need help with?”

“There is,” he said, a hint of his smile on his lips. The other students were filing out. “I—”

“Hey, Clint,” Tom Ruston said, stepping up to my nephew’s desk and blocking me from reaching it. “Man, hear you’re dating Pam Hiragawa.”

“Yeah,” Clint said, allowing only a hint of annoyance to creep into his voice. My nephew was a tall, handsome young man, dark hair and eyes, chiseled chin. Not that Tom Ruston was bad looking, even with his sandy-blond hair that was a shade too long for my taste in men.

“Congrats, man,” Tom said. “What a pull. Wish I had a girl that hot.”

Clint shrugged. “Just go up to the girl you like, be confident, and ask her out. Women love a confident man.”

“Shit, really? I just get so tongued-tied. There’s this one girl and…” He trailed off then looked behind him. “Oh, Ms. Samuels, didn’t see you. Did you…?”

“I need to talk to her about a project,” Clint said.

“Oh, shi…shoot, sorry, man.” Tom flashed me a smile. “Cool, I’ll get going.”

“Later,” Clint nodded, watching Tom leave. The door closed behind him.

“You’re not hanging out with your friends any longer, Master,” I said.

Clint shrugged. “I have a girlfriend now. Everyone knows when that happens…”

“The boy gets pussy-whipped.” I let out a giggle then stopped it at Clint’s look. “Sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to imply that you could ever be whipped by us pussies. Not when you have that cock.” I wiggled my hips, my pussy on fire.

He grinned at that and walked around me, staring at my tits stretching my low-cut blouse. I loved showing off my tits to my students. The boys, and sometimes a girl, drooled over them. It made me feel like such a naughty teacher. But when Clint stared, my nipples throbbed. They poked so hard against my thin bra and thinner blouse. I turned as he circled me, walking past me towards my desk. He sat down in my chair, grinning at me.

I shivered as he looked at me. I moved and stood before him, my stance wide, letting my tight pencil skirt ride up my stocking clad thighs. I leaned over, knowing he could see hits of my lacy, black bra. My tits shifted, swaying as I licked my lips.

“Did you need some…tutoring help?” I purred. “Do you need your naughty teacher-slave to mentor you?”

“Our fun yesterday was interrupted.”

“That darned nurse,” I sighed. “She could use a vibrator shoved up her pussy. That would loosen her up.”

Clint laughed. “I bet it would.”

My heart quickened as I looked at his jeans, his cock bulging the denim. I licked my lips, quivering. It was lunch right now. No classes for either of us. We had an hour to have fun. What did he want to do to make up for our fun yesterday being cut short? I had wanted to wear the remote control vibrator all day. I didn’t even make it to his World History class.

“Bare those big tits, slave.”

“Yes, Master.” I loved saying that. My fingers flew to the buttons of my maroon blouse. One-by-one, I undid them, starting from the bottom. My tits stretched the tight garment. With each one undone, more and more strain was put on the remaining buttons. The last one, right between my two large breasts, stretched, my tits wanting to burst the garment apart.

I popped the button through the eyelet. My blouse sprang apart. My tits jiggled in my demi bra. The lacy cups restraining my breasts. I slid my fingers of both hands along the lace, following the lines of my bra and touching both my tits. My fingers met at the clasp in the front. I twisted it. My bra sprang apart.

Clint smiled as my lush tits bounced out.

“Mmm, these are the mature tits of a woman who is desperate to please her young master,” I moaned, squeezing my pillowy mounds together, my hips shaking. My pussy was so wet, soaking my panties. Maybe even my pantyhose.

Clint put his hands behind his head, grinning at me. “How will you use those tits to teach me, slave?”

I smiled, walking forward, heels clicking, hips swaying. His dick throbbed, wanting to burst out of his confines. “Well, I would teach you about the wonderful delight of a titty fuck. I would wrap these lush mounds about your cock and slide them up and down. Faster and faster. Until you exploded all over my face and tits.”

“Just the lesson I was looking for.”

I reached him and fell to my knees, not caring if I got a run in my pantyhose. I let go of my tits and slid my hands up his jeans. I loved the rough sound of my fingernails sliding over the denim. I reached his crotch, rubbing him, feeling him ache and throb. He needed this, groaning and shifting. The lust in his eyes made me quiver.

I was so lucky to please my nephew. My Master. God, I was such a cool aunt.

The fastener popped. The zipper rasped. I reached in, shoving down his boxers, and found his cock. A wicked shiver ran through me as I pulled out his cock. Hard and throbbing, the crown dark with his excitement and beading with precum. I glanced at my unlocked door. Anyone could barge in and catch me with my nephew.

With a sixteen-year-old student. I would be in so much trouble. It went against all the rules of conduct. It was illegal.

And that made me so wet.

I wrapped my tits around my nephew’s cock, sandwiching his shaft. I felt how warm he was. How hot. How he throbbed. His precum stained my flesh. My nipples ached, rubbing on his t-shirt. They ached as I slid them up and down his cock, bringing groans from both our mouths.

“The key to a successful titty fuck is twofold,” I moaned, staring up at him. “The girl has to be endowed enough to wrap her tits about a man’s cock.”

“Uh-huh,” Clint groaned. “And what else?”

“The pressure. She has to squeeze her tits about his dick, giving good friction while looking as sexy as possible.”

“You’re doing both, slave. Rub those tits up and down my cock. Demonstrate the proper titty fuck technique.”

“Yes, Master.”

I slid my tits up and down his cock, my fingers sinking into my pillowy flesh. My nipples throbbed and tingled, my pussy on fire. I wiggled my hips, the excitement rippling through me as I stared up at Clint, giving him the sexiest look possible. I wanted him to know how hot this was, how much I loved doing this.

He loved it. He groaned, staring down at me with such lusts in his eyes. His face twitched from the pleasure my sliding tits gave him. I rubbed faster and faster, more and more of his precum leaking out, making my tits slippery.

“And then,” I purred, “as a bonus, the girl can lick the tip. Adding another thrill to the man’s experience.”

I licked the tip of Clint’s cock as it appeared, gathering salty precum. He shuddered, groaning, “Oh, yes, I see. That does add something special to it.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, sliding my tits up and then down, his dick popping out again. My tongue flicked across his tip, making him shudder.

I loved pleasing him. It made me so hot and wet. My pussy clenched. I wanted to touch myself, to pleasure my body. But I wasn’t here to make myself feel good, but Clint. I was his slave. His slut. His pleasure mattered. He could deny mine forever, and I would be happy.

He squirmed in the seat, twitching. His pleasure built. His breathing quickened. His t-shirt was so tight, molding to his muscular physique. My fingers clenched about my tits. I slid them faster and faster, squirming, my tongue licking, flicking, eager for his cum to explode.

“And then the girl should beg for his cum to cover her,” I moaned.

“An example,” he groaned.

I grinned at him. “Oh, Master, cum all over my big tits. Cover them with your spunk. Mmm, I’m just a naughty teacher that has to be bathed by your jizz. It’s so hot and delicious.”

“Oh, yes,” he groaned. “Oh, that’s hot. Keep giving me examples, slut! Beg!”

“Yes, yes, yes, coat me, Master. Give me a pearl necklace. Let everyone see your jizz adorning my body. Plaster me in it! I want it!”

“Because you’re such a nasty whore? A dirty, filthy slut that gets off on being degraded.”

“I am! I so am! I want nothing more than to be humiliated by you! Coat me, Master!” My pussy clenched. My thighs pressed together hard, rubbing on my clit. I wanted to masturbate so badly.

“Fuck!” Clint grunted, leaning back in my chair.

His cock erupted.

I shivered, his cum spurting up out of the valley of my tits. The jizz splashed across my chin and neck. Lines of pearly cum ran down my body, reaching for my tits. More splattered my lips and cheeks. So much salty, hot spunk. It covered me. Soiled me.

I shivered, a small orgasm rippling out of my pussy. I moaned, my tits squeezed together so tight as I milked out the last drops to spill over my round tits. I stared up at him, my eyes shining with such lust.

“And then the girl has to say, ‘Thank you for covering me in your spunk, Master.’”

“You’re welcome, slut,” he groaned, breathing hard. “Fuck, that was a good lesson.”

I beamed at him.

“And now you are covered in jizz.” He grabbed his phone out of his pocket, swiped the screen. I beamed as he aimed. The phone clicked and flashed, immortalizing this moment forever. “Best lesson I’ve ever had.”

I blushed. “Thank you, Master.”

“Now, put on your bra and blouse,” he said. “You can clean up any cum on you that is showing on any exposed flesh. But the wet stains on your clothing… You get to have those for the rest of the day.”

“Master,” I groaned. “You’re so wonderful.”

He stroked my black hair. “I just love giving my filthy sluts what they need.”

“You are a wonderful Master, Clint. Our family is perfect now.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I moved through the cafeteria, carrying my tray with the leftovers of my lunch. I had a spring to my step, my pigtails bouncing about my shoulders. I wished Clint were here, but Melody had whispered he was having fun with Aunt Vicky.

He was such a good Master to all the sex slaves. My big brother was awesome.

I reached the garbage can, tipping my tray over so the paper plate, napkins, and leftovers dumped into the trash. I set the tray on top and was about to head back to the table to join Melody, Pam, Zoey, and Stefani when I spotted Lee against the wall, a group of girls harassing her led by Carmelita.

I smiled. It used to be me being bullied by Carmelita and her friends, which had included Lee. That all changed on Monday when Master had the brat shave her pussy and masturbate in the locker room after our PE class.

Wanting to join in, I practically skipped over to the group.

“Why don’t you just pull down those ratty jeans and masturbate right here, slut?” Carmelita sneered. “Bet you want every girl to see your filthy, dyke cunt.”

Lee shivered, not answering.

I stared at Carmelita. She had plump lips and a gorgeous color of golden-brown skin. Her ass looked great in the hip-hugging jeans she wore. I really had an eye for girls after the last five days belonging to my big brother’s harem.

“Yeah,” I added when I arrived. “Just show everyone that your a filthy piece of poop.”

“A whore,” another girl sneered.

“A dyke slut!”

Lee shivered, her shoulders hunched, her cheeks flushed. She had been harassed a lot since Monday. And I knew she was wet right now. I could tell. Those flushed cheeks weren’t out of embarrassment but lust. She was such a fucked-up slut.

“Come on, flash that shaved snatch you’re so proud of,” Carmelita sneered.

“I don’t have permission to,” Lee answered.

“Permission. What are you, a sex slave?” I laughed. “What guy would want to touch your diseased cunt?”

Lee’s eyes shot up and met my gaze. Her face hardened. “At least a guy wants to touch my pussy. You prance around like a little girl. Like a piece of jail bait attracting all the pervs. I bet the janitors love you, but none of the guys our age do. They want a girl that’s mature. Curvy.”

I blinked in shock. I felt punched in the stomach. What was Lee doing? She wasn’t supposed to pick on me any longer. She was my sex slave. I was only saying mean things because I knew she liked it.

And to get back at her.

Tears burned my eyes.

Carmelita turned her head, gazing at me. A vicious smile crossed her lips. “Well, look at you. You look like a fucking little girl. And it has to be on purpose.” She grabbed my pigtail. “Huh? Fucking grow up. You look ridiculous. I’d say you were dressing up to tease the guys with lolita fetishes, but you’re too immature to even know anything about sex. You probably think babies come from storks.”

The tears fell down my cheeks. I wasn’t supposed to be bullied any longer.

“Look at her, she’s crying like a baby,” Lee sneered.

“Lee,” I squeaked, trying to control myself. But they were all staring at me, laughing at me. “Y-you…”

“Come on, spit it out,” Carmelita sneered. “You can talk. Or are you that much of a baby. Goo goo ga ga. Do you need a pacifier, wittle babwy?”

I turned and ran, my feet slapping on the linoleum, my pigtails bouncing around my shoulder. I had to find my big brother. This wasn’t supposed to happen any longer. They all laughed at me as I fled, that horrible, mean girl chortle echoing behind me, driving me to run faster. My vision blurred. My glasses slipped down my nose. Tears burned hot down my cheeks. I pushed past people, hating Lee. Hating Carmelita.

Lee was our sex slave. We were a happy family. How could she insult me like this? It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.

I burst out of the cafeteria into the emptier halls. I ran at full force to the stairs and raced up them to the second floor. I took the stairs two at a time. I darted to the right for Aunt Vicky’s classroom. I needed my big brother.

I crashed through the door, crying, “Big Brother!”

His head snapped around to me. He sat at Aunt Vicky’s desk chair. She stood, her tits covered in cum, more dripping down her face. Concern painted her. Clint stood up and was before me in moments, pulling me against his chest.

“What’s wrong, princess?” he asked his voice so gentle. He stroked my back as I cried into his chest.

It felt so good to be in his strong arms, to feel how much he loved me. I looked up at him and the words spilled out of my mouth in broken sobs. Anger crossed his face, growing with every word I spoke. His jaw set.

And I knew that Lee would pay. She was in so much trouble now.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

My stomach writhed as I waited for Clint before the school. I knew I was in so much trouble. I felt so bad for making Alicia run off crying, but I needed to be disciplined again. I needed Clint to spank me so hard he left my ass bruised and hurting for days. I needed that endorphin rush to carry me to subspace, as my mom called it.

I was a brat who needed her master’s discipline. I was so wet. My panties were soaked.

I clutched my hands before me, staring at the door, waiting for my brother to emerge. Other students passed, the guys grinning at me, some inviting me to their house so I could shave my pussy again. The girls sneered at me. Even Carmelita. Our momentary bonding over teasing Alicia had ended after my half-sister fled the cafeteria.

The school doors burst open. Clint strode out. And he was furious. My pussy clenched. I would be disciplined so hard. My nipples throbbed against my shirt. I wore no bra. My tits were little A cups. I didn’t need a bra.

“You fucking piece of shit!” he snarled, stalking at me. Behind him, Alicia, Melody, Zoey, Pam, and Stefani stepped out, their eyes burning with anger.

I took a deep breath, trying not to flinch as Clint stopped before me.

“What the fuck?” He seized my shoulder. “You fucking brat! Why the fuck are you picking on your cousin? You know better than to make Alicia cry. What the fuck is wrong with you, Lee?”

“I…”

“Huh? I thought you understood your place! And then you make her cry! Jesus Christ, are you that much of a fucking brat, Lee!”

“I…I’m sorry, Clint… I…”

“What? Wasn’t thinking? Forgot you weren’t a massive cunt?”

A couple of guys chortled. “She’s a filthy whore,” one called out.

“Well?”

“It was just…” I wanted to call him Master so badly. I hated that we had to pretend to be cousins in public. He was my half-brother and owner. “I just…”

“What? Are retarded, Lee? A dumb bitch that likes to hurt her family?”

So many people were watching. It was so humiliating to be yelled at in front of the school. To have my brother demean me. My hips trembled. My pussy clenched. I pressed my thighs together, loving how my clit ached.

“What is going through…?” His words trailed off. His eyes narrowed. “Oh, fuck, Lee. Really?”

Something had changed. I frowned.

“Come on, let’s get home.”

“That’s it, big brother?” Alicia shrieked. “You should spank her for what she said to me. Right in front of the whole school!”

“That’s it,” Clint said. All the anger was gone from him. “Come on, Lee, we’re going home.”

“But…” I spluttered.

“Big brother?” gasped Alicia. She darted to him, taking his hand. “You need to punish her.”

He looked down at her. His answer was quiet. I hardly heard him. “Princess, trust me.”

And she did. The other girls of the harem moved around me. Pam confused. Melody stared at me, shaking her head, but it wasn’t anger. It was…disappointment. I squirmed at that. Zoey rolled her eyes, holding Stefani’s hand.

I was so confused. Where was my big punishment? I wanted him to really lay into me in front of the school, the foreplay to the spanking that I knew was coming. I hoped he used one of the paddles his father owned for spanking our mothers. Or the flails or whips. There were so many fun toys my mom had showed me that I ached to feel on my ass.

I wanted them all used on me.

I climbed into the back seat of Pam’s car, Clint driving. I sat between Pam and Melody, Alicia up front, pouting. Clint adjusted the rear view mirror. I saw his eyes in it staring right at me. “How wet are you right now, slave?”

“Pretty wet, Master,” I answered.

He sighed. Why? What was wrong? Where was his anger? He should be furious at me. I did something so horrible to his little princess.

“And you didn’t mean it, did you? What you said to Alicia?”

“No, Master.” I shifted, my excitement fading. Tears built in my eyes. “I-It was very bad of me. Terrible.”

“Yes,” Alicia said.

Melody shook her head at me. “You are fucked up, Lee.”

“I’m going to punish you,” Clint said, backing the car out of the parking space.

I perked up, my pussy clenching.

“But no spanking. No being tied up. No being pissed on or humiliated.”

“What?” I asked.

“You hurt your sister so you could have pleasure,” he growled, his anger returning. “So you think that’s fair that I give you what you want? That I should reward you after you made Alicia cry?”

“I…” I swallowed. “I just…wanted to be punished.”

“So you think if you’re a brat again you’ll get what you want.”

“That’s why you said those mean things?” Alicia’s voice quavered. “That’s horrible, Lee.”

The tears fell. I felt horrible. I buried my face in my hands, my shoulders shaking. “I’m sorry, Alicia. I… I didn’t think about it. I just wanted to be disciplined. Ever since you spanked me so hard on Saturday, Clint, I wanted it again. I just had to wait for the bruising to fade. Oh, god, I’m horrible.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Lee sobs echoed through the car. Everyone else was silent. I grit my teeth. I should have seen this. The little ways she had been acting bratty over the last few days. Last night, she was getting obnoxious, but I was so focused on dealing with Zoey’s lies I pushed it aside. She was acting worse and worse so I would punish her.

And if I did that, I would only be encouraging her to continue to act like a brat. I couldn’t have that. I couldn’t reward her bad behavior. I had to encourage her good behavior. She needed positive reinforcement, not negative.

Spankings, disciplines, those had to be her rewards. If she was bad, she had to be deprived of what she desired. An idea popped into my head as I pulled the car into the driveway of our home, parking it beneath the shade of the chestnut tree, its falling leaves crunching under the tires.

“Lee, do you understand what you did to Alicia?”

“I do,” she said. “I knew it was wrong, but I just wanted to be selfish. I just wanted you to spank me, Master. I loved it.”

I sighed. I heard her pain. She just wanted my attention. Like all my women did. “So here’s what we’re going to do. Spankings and floggings will be your reward. Whenever you’re a brat, you won’t get them.”

She nodded her head, sniffing. Tears stained her cheeks, her eyes red and puffy.

“For your punishment, you don’t get to have any fun. No orgasms for two weeks.”

“Two weeks?” she gasped.

I gave her a hard look.

“Yes, Master.”

“Now we’re going to go into the house and have an orgy. You’re going to stand in the corner, facing the wall, and listen to us fuck. You’ll keep your hands behind your back. If I see your hands move, if I catch you masturbating, I’ll add a day onto your punishment. Everyone in the family will treat you with respect. No one will call you anything demeaning. You’ll just be Lee. You won’t even get to drink our morning piss with your mom.”

“Okay, Master,” Lee sniffed.

I looked at Alicia. “You ready to get fucked?”

“You’re going to fuck me first, big brother?” she grinned.

“Of course I am.” I stroked her pigtail. “You’re the one she hurt, Princess. I want you to feel better.”

She squealed and hugged me, raining kisses across my face. I loved my little sister so much. I glanced into the back. Melody gave me a nod. My queen supported this. I winked at her. She laughed and threw open her door, climbing out.

“Let’s go, Princess.” I said. “I’m going to fuck you so hard.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Alicia said, breaking our hug to dart out of the car and race to the door.

She beat Melody there.

I climbed out, followed by Pam. Zoey stepped out of her car parked behind us. She arched an eyebrow at me, her breasts bouncing in the tight, stretchy halter top she wore. She had tits as big as Aunt Vicky. She arched an eyebrow. “You tying her up and putting a wand massager against her pussy?”

“She’s not allowed to have any orgasms for two weeks,” Pam said, slipping up beside me, a big smile on her round face. “And we’re having an orgy while she stands in the corner.”

Stefani, climbing out of my older sister’s car on the passenger side, laughed. “Wild. I’m ready to have fun.”

The redhead took my other arm. I led her and Pam into the house, their bodies pressed tight, Zoey following. Alicia was already naked, shedding out of her clothing, her slim, girlish body on display. Her shaved pussy and tight slit combined with her budding tits made her look younger than her fourteen years. And those pigtails made her just delightful.

Lee stood in the corner, hands behind her back, trembling.

“Mmm, I’m going to devour you,” Melody said, pushing Alicia down on the couch. “You have such a yummy pussy, cupcake.”

Alicia gasped as Melody licked at her pussy. I groaned, watching my little sister’s face twist in passion. With her glasses on, she looked so cute. Color flushed her cheeks as she humped against Melody’s licking tongue while making delicious squeaks of pleasure.

My dick throbbed. Pam and Stefani pressed against me, their hands ripping off my t-shirt. I groaned, loving their hands running across my body. Their lips nuzzled at my face, both kissing my cheeks and lips. I groaned, savoring the redhead and the Japanese beauty stroking my body, making my dick throb more and more. Their hands met at my jeans.

The fastener popped. I shivered as my zipper rasped, sharing tongue-filled kisses with them both. Their hands pushed down jeans and boxers before finding my cock. They stroked me, moaning into the kiss. My hands grabbed their asses, clenching hard as I savored the kiss.

“Mmm, cupcake, you do taste delicious,” Melody moaned.

“Thank you, big sister. Oh, yes, your tongue is amazing. Get me so wet for big brother’s dick!”

“Naughty girl,” giggled Melody.

Pam broke our kiss. She had a wicked smile on her face at odds with her innocent, doll-like features. She held up her hand, a red pill in the center of her palm. It was one of the male-enhancement pills from her mother’s pharmacy. They were like super-charged Viagra. “You’re going to need your stamina, brother, to fuck us.”

I shivered. It was so hot to discover Pam was our half-sister. I wondered how many other siblings were out there. Our dad loved fucking Asian women. I opened my mouth, and she popped the pill in. I swallowed it, a warm rush shooting through me.

“I wish I was your sister,” groaned Stefani. “But I asked your mom, Clint, and your dad never fucked mine.” She sighed. “Not that I was shocked. My mom is such a hardcore Christian, it’s disgusting.”

“You’re my honorary sister,” I told her.

Zoey, pressing up behind Stefani, giggled. “Which makes us sisters, too. So all those times we made love were incestuous.”

“Yes,” Stefani moaned. “Oh, Yunie, you say the best things.”

My sister kissed her girlfriend over her shoulder while Pam fell to her knees. She stared up at me, slanted eyes burning with lust behind her glasses. She took a lick at the tip of my cock, sending a flutter of pleasure through my body.

“And I’ll keep your dick nice and hard for our little sister,” Pam moaned.

“Oh, you’re so sweet, Pam,” Alicia moaned. “I have such wonderful sisters. Mostly.”

I glanced at Lee. She squirmed as she stood in the corner, her head bowed. She had her hands clamped behind her back, her arms twitching. She wanted to masturbate so badly and couldn’t. I smiled as Pam engulfed my dick.

“That’s it, suck my cock. Love your mouth on my dick.”

My dick throbbed in her mouth. Her tongue swiped across the crown. Beside us, Zoey and Stefani sank to the floor, ripping off each other’s clothing. My older sister pulled the redhead to her tits, Stefani motorboating between them. On the couch, Alicia moaned and gasped, humping harder and harder into Melody’s face, her pleasure building.

It was so hot the power I had over these women. I held onto Pam’s French braid as she bobbed her mouth. Her eyes stared up at me, so eager to please me. Her tongue flew around my dick, teasing me, driving me wild. I groaned, my balls boiling, eager to erupt into her mouth and fill her with so much jizz.

But I held off. Alicia would get the first load.

My little sister stared at me with her brown eyes. She kept pushing up her glasses as she writhed. Her cute lips opened wide. Her left hand played with her nipples, pinching the little nubs, stretching out her tiny mounds. Her toes curled as Melody devoured her.

“Make me cum, big sis,” Alicia gasped over and over. “This is amazing. Big brother is watching me. He wants my pussy. Get me so wet and ready for him. Oh, yes. This is so hot. You’re wonderful, big sis!”

“Yes, make her cum, my queen,” I groaned, pushing my cock deeper and deeper into Pam’s mouth. I reached the back of her throat.

My girlfriend and concubine swallowed. I shivered as I slid down my Japanese half-sister’s throat. I pulled her mouth farther down my cock as I sank into the reaches of her esophagus. Her throat constricted. She swallowed and hummed, pleasing my cock.

It was so hard not to cum down her throat.

And then her hand massaged my balls. The delicious slut wanted to please me so badly. I groaned, moans rising from around the room. Stefani sucked hard on Zoey’s tits. Melody wiggled her ass as she devoured Alicia.

Lee stood in the corner, aching to join but accepting her punishment.

“Big sister!” squealed Alicia. Her body thrashed on the couch. “Yes, yes, yes! You’re so wonderful.”

“Cum hard, Princess,” I groaned, staring at her, drinking in the sight of her pigtails flying. My dick ached in Pam’s throat.

I grit my teeth. I was in control.

Alicia writhed, humping Melody. My queen kept licking, nuzzling, teasing our little sister. Alicia’s face turned red. She pulled on both her nipples as she luxuriated in our bliss. And then Melody rose, her blonde hair tumbling about her shoulders, and turned to look at me.

“She’s all ready for you, you big perv. Come fuck her tight, little pussy.”

I pulled my cock out of Pam’s mouth. “You would know all about being a perv.”

Melody beamed at me. “Mmm, Pam, want a taste of Alicia’s pussy?”

“Yes, come kiss me, you naughty perv,” Pam giggled.

“Oh, both of you are ganging up on me!” Melody huffed in mock outrage. She giggled. “Well, I am. Aren’t you, Pam?”

Pam moaned a yes as I passed Melody, the pair of us swapping partners. Behind me, Pam and Melody kissed hard, passionately. But I only had eyes for Alicia’s girlish slit, her vulva flushed and plump, her lips pulled apart just enough to give a hint of her wet pink. She stared at me with such hunger in her eyes.

“My big brother is such a hunk!”

“And my little princess is such a cutie.”

I leaned over her, pulling her to the edge of the couch. My cock nudged at her pussy. She grabbed it with both hands, her tongue thrust cutely between her lips as she rubbed the tip up and down her wet folds to find the opening. I glanced at Lee, still trembling, still being good.

And thrust my cock.

“Big brother!” Alicia squealed as my dick sank into her hot, tight flesh. “Oh, yes, big brother, you’re cock’s sooooo good in me. I’m so glad I can fuck this cock as much as I want for the next two weeks.”

Lee let out a tiny whimper.

I groaned, Alicia’s pussy clenching on my dick. She was so young and cute. Her arms hugged my torso, pulling me down. I drew back my cock, still aching and throbbing from Pam’s mouth, and slid slowly into her pussy, letting her feel every inch of my big dick stretching her pussy out. She whimpered and groaned, thighs squeezing about my waist.

It was such torture to fuck her so slowly. I wanted to pound her. To ream my dick over and over into her and cum. But I wanted my little sister to enjoy it. My hands slid down, gripping her ass as I drew back and drove in again.

“Yes, yes, yes, I love this cock. I love you, big brother.”

“Love you, princess,” I groaned, my strokes picking up a little speed. “You want to cum on my dick?”

“So badly.”

“It’s a great dick,” Zoey groaned. “Ooh, yes, Stefani, I love it when you do that.”

I thrust into my little sister’s pussy a little harder, a little faster each time. Her flesh boiled around me. She was so hot. My dick wanted to erupt. My balls ached as they swung into her taint. She writhed and wiggled, bucking her slim hips to meet my thrusts, her moans singing through the room.

The friction sent shivers through my body. I groaned, fighting the urge to pound her like a little slut. I wanted to make love to my Alicia. I held her body, turning us, laying her out across the couch so I could rest my weight on her small body.

“Yes,” she moaned, hugging me with arms and legs. The couch cushions shifted beneath us as I made love to her. “Big brother, yes.”

She nuzzled at my neck and collarbone, the difference in our heights made kissing hard. But I loved it. I held her as I drove over and over into her wet furnace. Her hard nipples rubbed on my chest. Her moans sang in my ears.

And then she came.

It was glorious feeling her tiny pussy spasming about my dick. My fourteen-year-old sister’s cunt went wild. She milked my cock. She made me groan. Stars burst through my eyes. I shivered, thrusting harder and harder, burying into her pussy.

“Thank you, big brother,” she moaned. “For being so wonderful. Love you!”

“Love you,” I groaned, thrusting harder and harder, my dick aching. “I’m going to cum.”

“Cum in me!” Her thighs latched on tight. “Flood me, big brother!”

“My princess!” I gasped as my cum erupted into her pussy.

The pleasure shot through me. The hot, powerful pulse of bliss fired through my body. I groaned as she squealed, her pussy massaging my dick. Eager for every drop of my cum splashing into her depths.

The rapture boiled through my mind. I glanced out at my other women, Pam and Melody sixty-nining, Zoey’s big tits bouncing as she rode Stefani’s face, Lee trembling in the corner, then back at Alicia, her face burning with pleasure.

Fuck, I was lucky.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I trembled as Alicia and Clint came. I so wanted to join in. This sucked so much. I could only tremble, my head stuck in the corner, and listen to them. My pussy was on fire. I wanted so badly to shove my hands down my pants and frig myself.

But then Clint would be so angry with me. And I would have to go even longer before cumming. Before being spanked and humiliated. I wouldn’t get to drink his piss for two weeks. It was so unfair. I didn’t make her cry that much.

“Yes, yes, yes, lick my pussy, Dandy,” groaned Zoey, clearly cumming on Stefani’s mouth. So lucky. “Drink all my juices, you naughty slut.”

“Oh, big brother, let me suck your cock clean of all my juices.”

I licked my mouth.

“Damn, Princess, you are just hungry for my cock. Work that little tongue up and down my cock. Clean off all your cream.”

“I taste so good.”

“You do,” Zoey moaned. “Mmm, and that tight little tush. Look at her, Stefani. She’s got Clint’s cum leaking out of her pussy and her asshole needs to be devoured.”

“I get her pussy!” Stefani exclaimed.

“Fuck,” Zoey groaned. “Ass for me then.”

“My princess’s ass tastes great,” Clint laughed and smacked flesh. Alicia squealed and giggled.

My butt-clenched in envy.

My oldest sister and her friend let out hungry moans. Then Alicia squealed again, this time throatier. In my mind’s eye, I pictured Alicia kneeling before the couch while sitting on Stefani’s face. Zoey was straddling her friend, their pussies tribbing together, as she parted Alicia’s butt-cheeks to tongue her asshole.

“Oh, Zoey,” gasped Alicia. “Oh, lick my asshole. Oh, my big sisters are wonderful. Mmm, Big Sister Stefani loves big brother’s cum.”

“So much,” Stefani moaned.

It was pure torture. I bit my lip, trembling. My clit ached and throbbed. I could smell my tangy pussy juice through my panties and pants. I was so wet. I had never been so wet in my entire life. I could hear Zoey and Stefani devour Alicia’s asshole and pussy. Clint groaned, clearly loving it.

“Pam!” Melody squealed, her voice muffled. They must be sixty-nining. “Oh, yes, Pam!”

“Melody,” my Asian half-sister moaned. “Cum on my lips.”

“Let’s cum together!”

They both moaned. I shivered, picturing blonde Melody and dark-haired Pam writhing on their sides, their heads buried between each other’s thighs, licking, nuzzling, devouring each other’s pussy juices. They would gush from their snatches, bathing each other’s faces.

Shit, shit, shit. This was so unfair. Why did I have to be such a brat? Why did I have to insult Alicia? I should have insulted Melody. That wouldn’t have made Clint this angry and…

No. I couldn’t be a brat at all. Master didn’t want that. He wanted me to be a good slave. I just had to grit my teeth and—

“Yes!” squealed Alicia. “Finger my ass, Zoey. Oh, you’re so wonderful. Oh, my god. I’m going to cum again. Big brother, they’re both making me feel amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” Clint groaned. “Keep bathing my cock. Get me nice and wet with your cute mouth. I want to fuck someone’s ass.”

“Whose?” Alicia asked.

“You pick, princess!”

“Stefani! You fuck her ass, and I’ll fist her pussy, big brother!”

Fist her pussy? I wanted that. My asshole clenched and tingled now, too. I wanted to be fucked up the ass by my half-brother and fisted by Alicia’s tiny hand. I let out a whimper. I wanted to explode. I banged my head into the wall, fighting against the urge to be naughty. My hands gripped together so tightly.

Maybe I could…just for a moment. Clint was so involved. Alicia moaned, cumming on Stefani and Zoey’s mouth. No one would notice. Just a little scratch at my clit. Just for a moment. I could give myself a little relief.

And be a brat.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

“Look what Clint left out,” Melody said, her voice mischievous.

“Yes!” Pam squealed.

“Oh, fuck,” Clint groaned. “Hurry up, Stefani, I want to fuck that ass while watching them.”

What was going on? I wanted to look.

“Yes, yes, fuck my ass, Clint,” Stefani moaned. “And fist me, Alicia.”

Zoey let out a throaty groan. “Oh, this will be good. Lick my pussy, Pam, while you explode in rapture. I can testify to how amazing that is.”

Amazing what was? I wanted to blurt out my questions, to scream out my frustration. This was torture.

Something loud hummed to life. A vibrator… No, the Hitachi personal massager.

“Oh, my god,” Pam screamed out, the wand massager humming at her pussy. She was so lucky. “Yes, yes, yes, yes! That’s amazing. Holy shit, Melody. That’s—”

Her words cut off into a muffled moan. “Just scream into my cunt and make me cum,” purred Zoey. “Oh, Pam, you are such a treasure. Our dad was a stud.”

“Like Clint,” Stefani said, her voice throaty. “Yes, yes, yes, fuck my asshole, Clint. Ream me and… Alicia, oh, that’s amazing. Fist me as Clint fucks me!”

“Gladly,” giggled Alicia.

I pounded my head against the wall again. Two weeks of this torture. I would never be a brat again. It wasn’t worth being denied joining in the family fun. They were all moaning, gasping, loving each other as Clint directed the orgy. They kept cumming, pleasure exploding through them. My mom came home and joined the fun. Then Aunt Cheryl and Ms. Hiragawa. They were all fucking, sucking, writhing in passion.

It was an eternity of torment.

And I deserved it. I made the sweetest girl, my little sister, cry just so I could get attention. What type of horrible person did that? So I sucked up my horny frustration. I ignored my dripping pussy. I stood there as my thighs ached, my feet hurt, my back throbbed.

And I would keep enduring until my punishment was over. I would be a perfect slave just like my mom. No more being a brat. Clint loved me in his own way. He would give me what I wanted. What I needed. He would spank me so hard that I would cum just from the pain. He would tie me up. He would humiliate me.

I just had to trust and love my Master.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“Well, slave,” I said, bursting into Lee’s room. She had been sleeping by herself in the second house since her punishment, ostracized by the rest of the family. She did her chores, but no one really talked to her. She had spent a lot of time running to fight her desires and keep from thinking about her hot pussy.

She blinked, stirring from her blankets. “Slave?” Her eyes widened. “It’s been two weeks?”

“It’s been two weeks,” I grinned. “And I have to pee so badly.”

Lee flew out of her covers. She wore pajama bottoms and a spaghetti strapped tank top. Both were a pale lilac color that looked so fetching on her slim, athletic body. She fell to her knees before me and yanked down my sweatpants.

I didn’t sleep in sweatpants, but it was October now and getting cold outside. I woke up early this morning, bursting with pee, eager for Lee. So I slipped out of the master bedroom next door, leaving Pam and her mother cuddled together. I was just so eager to piss in Lee’s mouth.

I had missed pissing in her mouth. I had missed spanking her, humiliating her, fucking. But I was strong. I had to make sure she learned her lesson. I didn’t want her to ever make Alicia or someone else in this family cry because she wanted to be a selfish brat.

She grabbed my dick, bringing it to her lips. I was half-hard, the tip aching. My bladder was so full. I drank far too much water before bed last night. I smiled as I stared down at her, her lips wrapping about my cock, eager for humiliation.

“Are you ever going to be a brat again?”

She shook her head.

“Promise?”

She nodded her head and moaned. I saw it in her eyes. She understood what she had done. She had apologized a few times to Alicia.

“Good.”

I relaxed my bladder. I groaned as my piss splashed into Lee’s mouth. She shivered, swallowing hard, her eyes going glossy with her arousal. I shivered. It felt wonderful pissing in her mouth. It was so hot having a slave who would do this. I savored it.

But I had so much piss it overflowed her mouth. So much streamed in that she couldn’t swallow it fast enough. It dribbled down her cheeks. She squeezed her eyes shut, squirming, moaning. She drank down as much as she could.

“Fuck, you’re just a filthy, nasty pee-slut,” I growled. “A piece of absolute shit, Lee. God, you are disgusting. You love it.”

She trembled, thighs squeezing together.

“I bet you want to masturbate right now.”

She moaned so loudly.

“Do it! Frig that filthy cunt while you drink my pee.”

Such joy burst to life in her eyes as her right hand shoved down to her pajama bottoms. She didn’t even shove beneath them. She rubbed her cunt through her clothing, gulping down the last bit of my pee. Her tongue swirled around the tip, gathering the drops clinging on the slit, and came so hard.

My dick throbbed in her mouth as she screamed around my cock. I leaned my head back, fists clenched. She sucked so hard as she came. My balls ached as she bobbed her mouth. She had her piss, and now she wanted her cum. And I wanted to give it to her.

The door burst open. “Clint!”

Melody stood there, wearing a jacket over her naked body. She held something in her hand. It was white and long, tapering to a narrower end at one end. She held it up. I frowned, staring at a little display with a pink line across…

“Holy shit!” I gasped, my heart almost stopping. My cock erupted into Lee’s hungry mouth.

“I’m pregnant!” Melody squealed and threw her arms around my neck, kissing me hard.

To be continued…
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Clint Elliston

Shock and pleasure shot through me, my cock unloading a final squirt of cum into Lee’s hungry mouth as Melody kissed me and hugged me. My mind didn’t want to work. I had one half-sister swallowing my cum, after swallowing my piss, and the other kissing me, hugging me, excited by the news she had just proclaimed.



I had just woken up. I had just cum hard.

I was going to be a father.

“Really?” I groaned, my hand still gripping Lee’s short, black hair, her mouth sucking on my cock, drawing out the last bit of cum while she shuddered in orgasmic delight herself. Her two weeks abstaining from orgasms, her punishment for being a brat, was over.

“Yep,” Melody said, her blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders as she stepped back, brandishing the pregnant test. The pink line was quite clear on the display. “Pink line makes me preggers.”

“Holy shit,” I groaned. I had told my women I wanted to breed them. It was so hot saying it as my cock pumped in them, and then to hear them beg for my seed, to be knocked up by their brother or son or nephew… “Fuck, that’s wonderful.”

“You don’t sound like it’s wonderful,” Melody said, hands going to her hips, pulling the jacket she wore over her naked body tight against her torso.

“Just shocked. I mean… It’s only been two-and-a-half weeks.”

“You must have knocked me up almost right away,” she grinned the nudged her shoulder into nine. “Missed my period two days ago. Pretty certain yesterday, but I thought I’d wait to see if I woke up bleeding before using the test.”

I grimaced. I didn’t need to hear about that.

“Wow,” Lee said, popping her mouth off my dick. “That’s wonderful, Mistress! I’m so jealous.”

Melody looked down at Lee. “So, the two weeks is up?”

I nodded my head, still in a daze. I was going to be a father. Me. And with my half-sister. I stared at her, face framed by her blonde hair, such joy in her hazel eyes. She was thrilled about this. And there was something envious in Lee’s tone.

“Well, brat,” Melody said, grabbing her younger sister’s short, black hair. “I really have to pee.”

“Oh, yes, Mistress,” Lee moaned, the humiliation slut eager to be degraded further. She got off on drinking piss and being spanked.

As Melody pulled Lee’s head between her thighs, rubbing her shaved pussy on Lee’s lips, Pam burst into the room. “There you are, Clint!”

Our Asian half-sister—my father was a stud—rushed to me. She wore a beige jacket that fell down to her knees, her legs bare beneath. Her face was round, her glasses perched on her face. She also had contacts, but I liked her in the glasses. And she liked to make me happy. Publicly, she was my girlfriend.

And Melody’s.

That caused no amount of gossip at our high school.

And there, in her hand, was an identical pregnancy test with a pink line on it. “I’m pregnant, Clint! You’re going to be a daddy!”

My jaw dropped. Both of them? Questions shot through my mind about the logistics of the situation. How would we explain it to others? We were still in school. What if other members of the family were pregnant?

“Holy shit,” I muttered again as Melody let out a wanton moan, her piss splashing into Lee’s mouth.

“We’ll be pregnant together,” groaned Melody, pleasure fluttering across her face as she pissed in her younger sister’s mouth.

Pam was already throwing herself at me as she turned in shock to Melody. “You, too?” she gasped, her body crashing into mine. I hugged her out of reflex. This was…incredible. I knocked them both up. Dad had come close to knocking up Aunt Vicky and Mom at the same time. They gave birth to Melody and me a month apart. And Ms. Hiragawa, Pam’s mom, had her a month and a half later.

“Shit,” I said, holding Pam, staring at nothing as my mind struggled to work.

“He doesn’t sound happy,” Pam said, glancing at Melody.

“He looks like we hit him in the head with a 2×4,” giggled Melody. “Perv’s been talking about breeding us for nearly three weeks, and now that he’s done it, he’s freaking out.”

“Such a shock,” Pam said, nuzzling to me. “But don’t worry. We’re a family. We’ll handle it.”

“A family,” I said, some of the shock wearing off. “We need to get the entire family together. We have to talk about this. Plan. Come up with stories. I mean, I can knock up Pam, but Melody…”

“I’m your cousin,” she said. Officially, Lee and Melody were my cousins, their “father” a deadbeat who ran out on my Aunt Vicky while she was pregnant with Lee. Being cousins was only slightly less incestuous than brother and sister.

And still illegal.

Melody shivered. “As much as I want you to lick me to orgasm, you filthy brat, we have a family meeting. Go get everyone up.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee said, hopping to her feet, trickles of yellow piss dribbling down her chin towards her neck. She didn’t wipe them up as she charged off.

Then Melody threw herself at me, hugging Pam and me both. I put my arm around her, holding both my pregnant women. My queen and my concubine. Two of the three women I loved-loved. I cared for all the women of my family, but Alicia, Melody, and Pam were the three I thought of as my…wives. The others were my sex slaves or, in Zoey’s case, the older sister I banged.

Like we were fuck-buddies.

Stefani, her girlfriend, was included in that. We were siblings with benefits. Of course, she understood she had to follow the rules while living in my house, and I hoped she would never leave the harem.

“So you’re both pregnant,” I said, still blinking. “It’s really wonderful. I’m thrilled. It’s just…”

“Reality is setting in,” Melody said.

I nodded my head.

“Well, let’s go talk to everyone. We have to figure this out.” I took a deep breath. “I can’t have you all pregnant at once.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“But…I have to wait, too?” I protested as I sat at the dinner table with the rest of the family, Melody and Pam sitting on Clint’s right and left. The whole harem was here, Mom and Zoey, Stefani and Ms. Hiragawa, Aunt Vicky and Lee. They had just made their announcement and Clint’s decision. I was both so happy for Melody and Pam and so jealous that I wasn’t pregnant.

My period started this morning. The women in the family were all on a pretty close cycle.

“You have to wait,” Clint said, nodding his head. “If everyone comes up pregnant, questions will be asked. They will as it is. We need to come up with a lie for the father of Melody’s child. We can’t have people knowing about the incest.”

“Well, you can be the father,” I said, leaning back. “I mean, you can’t be for Mom or Zoey or me. Or even Aunt Vicky. But you can for Melody or Lee, big brother..”

Clint frowned at me. “What are you talking about?”

“There are 19 states where first cousins can marry legally,” I said. “Including California. And there are a further 20 states that allow first cousins to cohabitate and have sexual relations.”

Clint blinked. “What?”

“Really?” Melody said. “I thought like even second cousins was illegal.”

“Really,” I nodded and pushed up my glasses. “I researched it when we all first started.”

“Well, that does simplify things,” Mom said. “Pam and her mother use a different gynecologist, so the doctors shouldn’t ever learn that Clint has knocked up two separate girls.”

“What about at school?” Zoey asked, leaning back. “Clint can say he knocked up Pam, but what about Melody?”

“Let everyone know,” Melody said, reaching out and taking Clint’s hand. “If it’s legal, then there are no problems.”

“It’s all legal,” Alicia said, nodding her head.

“People will gossip,” Stefani pointed out, the redhead sitting next to Zoey. It was so beautiful that they were out now. Stefani’s family had disowned her for loving Zoey, but she lived with us now anyways. And they were so cute together.

And I had another big sister to love. And fist.

“So birth control,” Clint said. “Everyone needs to get on it.”

I blinked, looking up. “But…”

“Everyone, Princess.” He stared at me. “Don’t worry. One day, you’ll have my child.”

He reached out across the table, past Melody, to take my hand. I smiled at him and nodded my head. I was a good little sister. But I wanted it now. I was so jealous of Melody and Pam. Ooh, why didn’t Clint’s sperm take in my womb? We all must have been fertile around the same time.

“No problem for Stefani and me,” Zoey shrugged. “We’re on the pill.”

“I stopped taking it after your father’s death,” Mom said.

“I didn’t.” Aunt Vicky shrugged. “Habit.”

“After school, Mom and Aunt Vicky, take Lee and Alicia down to your doctor and get them on birth control.”

“Fine, Master,” Lee pouted. I could tell she wanted to be a brat right now. She really wanted to have our big brother’s baby. I understood. I wanted it so badly.

“And birth control tests for everyone to make sure no one else is pregnant,” Ms. Hiragawa said. “I’ll bring them home tonight from the drug store.”

“Good,” Clint nodded, taking a deep breath. He was so commanding.

“It does mean no having vaginal intercourse with your Mom, Alicia, Lee, and myself,” Ms. Hiragawa said, “until our next periods, Master.”

“What?” big brother said.

“Perv,” Melody said. “You’ll just have to enjoy the rest of us until then. And their mouths and asses.”

“I love it up the ass, Master,” Lee moaned. “Especially without lube!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

“The doctor will be with you in a few minutes,” the nurse said as she slipped out of the exam room.

Melody, in her bra and panties, stretched out on the exam table, her blonde hair in a tight braid draped over her shoulder. Her toes wiggled as she stared up at the ceiling, her hand rubbing on her stomach. It was her first prenatal checkup. It had been eight weeks since her last period, though you couldn’t tell she was pregnant with that flat stomach.

“It’s never a few minutes,” Melody said. “Not with Dr. Wilson.”

My sister snorted a laughter as she sat on the exam chair beside my son. A grin crossed Clint’s face as he stood up. He looked good in his t-shirt stretched over his muscular body, his jeans fitting snug, his cock bulging the front. “Well, we should find a way to pass the time.”

“Oh, how, Sir?” I asked, shivering in delight.

“Slaves, suck your master’s cock,” Melody moaned, sitting up, rubbing her thighs together. “I’d join it, but…”

“Dr. Wilson might freak out if she finds a little extra inside you,” Clint grin. “Big perv.”

Melody gave a wicked giggle as I rose from my seat, a shudder of excitement passing through me. This was so risky. We knew Dr. Wilson. Bernice had been the OB/Gyn to Vicky and me since I was pregnant with Zoey. Back then she was just opening her practice, only a few years older than us. I had seen her pregnant with her own children. I knew her.

And if she walked in on Vicky and me sucking my son’s cock… It would be awkward.

But the thrill made it even more exciting. And I could tell that Clint savored skirting the edge of discovery. He had relished his school learning that he was also dating Melody and had knocked both girls up. There were whispers about our family. Vicky had heard them. People wondered if he did other things with other members of the family.

It was so dangerous, but it made everything so much more exciting.

I fell to my knees before my son. He was so strong and hunky. My sister and I reached out, unzipping his jeans. I shuddered at the rasp. And then his cock popped out, so thick and hard, throbbing, needing to be serviced.

“Oh, suck his cock, you naughty slaves,” moaned Melody, the exam table creaking. Was she masturbating?

I bet she was.

My sister and I pressed our faces together, her cheek so smooth on mine. My dyed-blonde hair merging with my sister’s black as we attacked his cock. We had to hurry. We couldn’t get caught. My pussy clenched at just the problems that would cause.

“That’s it, you sluts,” grinned Clint as our tongues ran up the shaft of his cock to the throbbing tip. “Better hurry. You don’t want to get us in trouble.”

“No, Master,” Vicky moaned.

“Mommy-slut wouldn’t do that to her big, strong son.”

“Then make me cum,” he growled, hands seizing our hair. “Suck me.”

“Yes, Sir,” my sister and I moaned in unison.

I loved serving a man with my sister. I missed Clinton so much, but serving our son was the next best thing. Every few weeks, I dreamed of my husband. I liked to tell him about all the naughty things his son made me do.

My pussy aching, my sister and I licked the tip of his cock, swirling about his crown. His precum leaked out salty, coating our tongues and lips. We nuzzled at his cock, moaning, Vicky’s hand stroking his dick, mine playing with his balls.

The exam table creaked more, the paper covering it, crinkling and tearing as Melody played with herself. She moaned, breathy and excited. I knew she watched us pleasure her brother, her man, her king.

I stared up at my strong son, loving the domination in his eyes. I loved sucking his cock with my sister. Our tongues danced over his cock, brushing, caressing each other. Our lips met, kissed around his cock. It was so naughty. Clint groaned louder, loving our display.

A door opened outside. Footsteps padded down the hall. Was it coming to our room?

I engulfed the tip of Clint’s cock. My pussy clenched. I didn’t panic. I didn’t try and pull away. I was my son’s slave. I would do anything. I would let him fuck me for all the world to see. To ram that wonderful cock into my pussy.

Thank god I was on the pill again and could enjoy my son in every way.

“Suck his cock, sister-slut,” moaned Vicky as my cheeks hollowed. Her mouth moved down his shaft. “Make him cum into that slutty mouth. You want it. You’re such a pathetic whore. You want to drink your son’s cum.”

“So pathetic, Aunt Cheryl,” groaned Melody. “Oh, yes. Suck him. Hurry before you’re caught. You’ll be spanked so hard if we’re discovered.”

“So hard,” growled Clint, his hand tightening in my hair.

I obeyed. I sucked my son’s cock as hard as I could. My cheeks hollowed. My mouth bobbed. I slid my lips up and down his dick. I made as powerful a suction as I could. I made sure he enjoyed it. That he loved every second of my mouth loving his dick. Making him squirm and growl. Letting him feel the pleasure his Mommy-slut gave.

Pleasure crossed his face as I sucked and bobbed. My sister’s lips found his balls, kissing and sucking on them. She moaned, loving them. I pulled my hand away, letting her have access as I took more and more of my son’s cock.

“That’s it, Mommy-slut,” he growled, “swallow every inch of my cock. I want you gagging on it, whore.”

“Yes,” hissed Melody. “Gag on my man’s cock. I want his cum shooting down your throat. He deserves it. He gave me a baby.”

The table creaked louder. Melody must be frigging her pussy hard. I imagined her hand shoved into her sky-blue panties, rubbing hard at her pregnant pussy, fingers plunging into her hole. Her round breasts bouncing in her bra, moans escaping her clenched teeth as the pleasure built in her core.

My mouth sank down Clint’s cock. The crown brushed the back of my throat. I relaxed, taking more and more of his dick. I didn’t have a gag reflex any longer. My son groaned as his cock slid down my gullet. I breathed through my nose as I worked farther and farther down his shaft. I pressed my lips into his wiry, dark pubic hair.

“Yes,” he groaned.

“You naughty sister-slut,” Vicky moaned as she nuzzled at his balls. “Make him cum so hard.”

“Better hurry,” Clint panted, pulling back on my hair, sliding my mouth up his cock.

And then he fucked my mouth.

I loved it. Vicky leaned back, moaning her encouragement as Clint pounded my mouth. He thrust his cock in over and over, balls swinging, cracking into my chin. I savored it. My tongue swirled about the crown of his dick as he pounded me hard.

And then he ripped his cock out of my mouth and slammed it into Vicky’s. My sister moaned, cheeks hollowing as she sucked his cock. He drove it down her throat. She took it like the slutty champ she was.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my sister’s mouth. Ooh, my big, strong son is fucking her mouth. You have to cum down her throat.”

Another door opened and closed. Footsteps echoing. Was it Dr. Wilson heading for our door?

“Hurry up and make him cum, Mom,” moaned Melody. “You pathetic whore. Hurry. I’ll spank you just as hard as Aunt Cheryl.”

“Yes,” Clint groaned, staring at the door.

The footsteps came nearer.

Clint ripped his cock out of my sister’s mouth, leaving her shuddering, saliva dribbling down her chin. I opened wide. Clint rammed his dick down my gullet in a single thrust, his balls smacking against my chin.

The footsteps passed us.

I sucked hard as he drew back. My tongue caressed his dick. I stared up into his eyes—my son’s dark, strong eyes—as he pounded me. His face twisted with pleasure, coming closer and closer to cumming.

Then he was fucking Vicky’s mouth while I gasped for breath. My throat burned. He fucked us hard. Vicky gurgled on his cock, her lips forced into his pubic hair. The thwack of his balls cracked through the room, joining the wet plunge of Melody’s fingers.

“Cum in their mouths, Clint,” Melody moaned. “Please, please, cum!”

“Yes,” Clint growled.

Door closed. Heels clicked. Not footsteps, heels. It was Dr. Bernice this time.

Clint slammed his cock into my mouth and unloaded. “Take it, Mom. Fuck, you are such a slut.”

His cum splashed into my mouth. He grunted with each one. The clicking heels came closer and closer. I swallowed his cum as fast as I could. Melody moaned her orgasm in the background, cumming on her fingers. I savored the flavor of my son’s salty jizz.

He kept spurting, so excited.

The heels paused outside the door. A chart rustled.

She was about to walk in.

“Yes,” groaned Clint as the final blast of cum shot into me.

I swallowed and then stood. Vicky’s hands already moving, zipping Clint up. The door opened. I whirled, my face flushed, my pussy on fire. Clint sat down in the chair. Vicky darted to her daughter’s bed, grabbing Melody’s right hand, sticky with the pregnant girl’s juices.

“Melody,” Dr. Bernice Wilson said, staring at her chart as she walked in. I licked my lips, tasted something salty.

I gathered it before she looked up.

“So…you’re pregnant at sixteen.”

“Yep,” Melody said, sounding proud.

“Okay,” the doctor said, no judgment in her tone. “And it’s been eight weeks since your last menstrual period?”

“Yep,” Melody nodded, rubbing her stomach.

Dr. Wilson turned to my sister. “Vicky, it’s nice to see you.”

“You, too, Doctor,” Vicky beamed. “We’re all so happy for Melody.”

Dr. Wilson didn’t raise an eyebrow. If she thought our excitement for a teenage pregnancy was unusual, she didn’t show it. Then she looked around the room. “Oh, hi, Cheryl, come to support your niece?”

I nodded my head.

“And is this young man the father?”

“I am,” Clint said. “Clint Ellison.”

The doctor blinked. “Your son, Cheryl?”

I nodded, beaming at my son. “They’ve been in love since they were kids.”

Dr. Wilson’s eyes went unfocused. “They’re…first cousins.”

“It’s perfectly legal in the state of California,” I added. “And studies show that there’s little danger of genetic problems with first cousins. So long as they aren’t double cousins.” I tried not to smile. They were far closer than double cousins. Butt the genetic risks were low if you didn’t have any major health problems in the family.

“Okay,” Dr. Wilson said. “I try not to judge…” She blinked again, staring at Clint and Melody. He moved to the table and took her left hand. Melody gave him a happy smile. The doctor shook her head. “Okay, let’s… Exam, right? We’re here to make sure that everything’s healthy and…” Her words trailed off, and she shook her head again. “I mean, everything’s going to be healthy, this is just a…precaution and…” She fanned her face. “Is it hot in here? You all look as flushed as I feel.”

I giggled, still tasting my son’s salty cum on my lips. “It’s pretty hot in here.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“Oh, my god, I have to pee again,” I groaned. I wanted to keep masturbating. It was so hot watching Alicia fist Zoey and Stefani. We were celebrating Clint’s seventeenth birthday in style—an orgy for the whole family. He was fucking our moms in the other room, their moans echoing. And Pam and her mother were having some quality time together.

I pulled my fingers out of my pussy. I just couldn’t hold it in any longer.

I groaned as I stood up. At six months pregnant, my belly was round. My breasts were full and plump, my nipples darker than they used to be. I gained my feet, my bladder so full. My daughter pressed on it as she shifted inside of me.

“Lee, get that bratty mouth over here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee moaned, crawling across the room. She had a vibrating butt plug shoved up her ass, the hums muffled to a dull buzz. Her face was flushed as she fought against her orgasm.

“Yes, yes, yes, fist me,” gaped Stefani, her red hair flying as she sat on the couch next to Zoey. The pair both had their legs spread, arms around each other’s shoulders, and Alicia’s fists buried in their pussies.

My fourteen-year-old sister worked her fists faster and faster, pumping them in and out of the two eighteen-year-olds’ pussies. Alicia’s cute ass wiggled, her brown pigtails bouncing as she put her whole body into the effort.

Lee reached me. She nuzzled her face into my pussy. I groaned as her hungry lips found my wet pussy. She nuzzled, licking through my folds until she found my urethra. I rubbed my stomach, leaned my head back, and groaned.

My piss flowed out of me into Lee’s hungry mouth.

She moaned as she drank my piss. Her arms were locked about my hips, holding my ass. I shivered, eyes fluttering as the pleasure flowed out of me. The one nice thing about having to piss often was the three different mouths I had available to me to drink it—Lee, Mom, and Ms. Hiragawa. The Japanese MILF took to watersports like a duck to water the first time Pam urinated in her mouth.

“Oh, yes,” I groaned, shivering at the delight of pissing in my bratty sister’s mouth. “Oh, drink it all down.”

Lee did, gulping noisily. I slid my hands up to my breasts, cupping them as the last drops of my piss dribbled into her mouth. I never had much piss though, since I had to go so frequently. I let out a sigh of relief.

Which turned into a groan as she licked through my folds.

“Oh, that’s it,” I purred, “put that mouth to good use. Drinking piss, licking pussy, and sucking cock is all that mouth’s good for.”

“And rimming ass,” moaned Stefani, her breasts shaking, brushing Zoey’s pillowy mounds. “Oh, my god, Alicia, you’re going to make us cum.”

“Yay,” she moaned, pumping her fists faster and faster. “Cum, big sisters.”

“Yes, cum on her fists.”

Lee licked through my folds as I watched Zoey and Stefani writhe in passion. They turned their heads, lips meeting in a hot, passionate kiss. I shuddered, Lee’s tongue probing into my pregnant pussy. She swirled through it. I looked down but couldn’t see her, my round stomach blocking the view.

She attacked my pussy with such enthusiasm. Her tongue flew through my folds, licking, lapping, wanting me to cum hard on her mouth. And I wanted to experience that joy. I wanted to cum so hard on my bratty sister’s mouth.

“Oh, yes, you filthy shit,” I hissed. “Put that tongue to use. Make me cum on that dirty mouth. Ooh, you are so disgusting. You just drank my piss, Lee. What a fucking freak!”

Lee moaned into my pussy, tonguing me harder. Her fingers bit into my ass. I shivered, the pleasure flowing through me. I loved her. There were times over the last few year where I thought I hated the brat for how she behaved.

Now I was so glad she was my sex slave sister.

The pleasure built in me as I watched Stefani and Zoey cum on Alicia’s fists. Their juices gushed around her arms. She was so happy as she drove her fists so deep into their pussies. The pair both bucked and squirmed, crying out Alicia’s name.

“You did so good, cupcake,” I moaned. “Oh, you made our big sisters cum so hard.”

“I did,” Alicia beamed, pulling her fists out. Pussy juices soaked her almost up to her elbows. She turned around, licking at both her hands, savoring the flavors of both girls while they kissed each other hard.

I shivered, licking my lips. I pushed Lee away, my eyes locked on Alicia’s girlish, shaved slit. She still had such a tight pussy. With her almost nonexistent breasts and slim body, she looked so young. So innocent as she happily licked her wrists.

I went to her, falling to my knees before my little sister, and buried my face into her fresh cunt. I rubbed my lips on her shaved snatch, feeling her heat, and then licked through her folds, my own pussy clenching.

“Oh, big sister,” she gasped, leaning back against the couch, her eyes fluttering behind her glasses.

And then Lee grabbed my ass and buried her mouth back into my pussy. She licked me harder. I shivered, groaning into Alicia’s pussy. My orgasm built faster and faster. I trembled, my tongue swirling around Alicia’s little clit.

Lee found mine. She sucked hard.

I came. My pregnant pussy exploded. I shivered, my pregnant belly rubbing into my legs. I moaned into Alicia’s pussy, sucking so hard on her clit. My cunt spasmed. Juices gushed out into Lee’s hungry mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Alicia moaned, humping against me. “Oh, big sister. You’re so wonderful. I love you so much!”

I couldn’t answer. Too much pleasure shot through me. And I was having too much fun sucking on her little clit. I batted it with my tongue as the rapture rushed through my body. Lee jammed her tongue into my pregnant snatch, licking up my juices as I trembled and groaned.

Alicia grabbed my blonde curls with her pussy stained hands. She humped against my mouth. Her small tits jiggling, cute nipples so hard. Her back arched. And then she let out a shuddering moan, her fresh juices flooding her mouth.

“Damn, this is one hot birthday party,” Lee moaned behind me. “Mmm, I love it. May I cum, Mistress? The butt plug is driving me wild.”

“Sure,” I panted, shivering, staring up at Alicia’s cute lips as she shuddered, her orgasm shooting through her. I leaned up and kissed her hard while Lee moaned her orgasm behind us.

I loved our family so much. I couldn’t wait for the day my daughter was fourteen and ready to have her cherry popped by her daddy. What a beautiful day that would be. And Pam’s daughter would be right next to her, trembling with excitement.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“I am so horny,” Pam moaned as she lay stretched out on my bed. Sometimes, it hit me that my bed used to be my parent’s bed. Even after nine months of being in charge of the harem, of sleeping in here with a different pair of my women each night, I still found it weird. “The closer my due date gets, the hornier I am.”

“I know,” Melody groaned, cuddling into Pam from behind, her round stomach pressed into Pam’s back.

They looked so hot. My seventeen-year-old sisters, both pregnant with my daughters. One blonde and sultry, the other coquettish and Asian. Melody’s paler hands stroked Pam’s olive-tinged stomach. A thick, black bush between her thighs, reaching to the swell of her belly.

My daughters were in them both.

“Come fuck us, Clint,” moaned Pam. “I need a hard cock in me. I’ve been so horny all day. And you were gone.”

“Working at the drugstore,” Clint shrugged. “Baby’s cost money. Have to pay off the nursery renovation.”

“And fucking Lee in the stockroom is such hard work,” Melody giggled. “How many times did you slip off to fuck her in the ass.”

“A few,” I grinned, stroking my hard cock. “She was teasing me. She kept bending over and flashing that thong she’s wearing. And, damn, but her ass has gotten gorgeous the last few months.”

“Come fuck your pregnant sisters,” Melody said, her hand sliding down Pam’s stomach to the thick bush. “She’s so wet for you.”

I moved to the bed, Melody reaching for my dick over Pam’s body, her pregnant stomach rubbing on our Japanese half-sister’s arm. I groaned as she stroked me. Then her tongue flicked out, gathering the drop of precum beading my dick’s crown.

“Get on your back so we can love you,” Melody said.

I arched an eyebrow at her.

“Please, Sir,” she said, a big grin on her face. “Follow your lowly, submissive sister’s advice and get your butt on the bed.”

“If you weren’t so pregnant…”

She giggled. “I love you, too.”

I spread out on the bed, Melody stroking my dick. Both pregnant girls moved, awkwardly, around the bed. Pam slid closer, stroking my muscular chest, playing with my chest hairs. Her breasts, like Melody’s, had grown rounder, plumper, her nipples fatter and darker brown. I reached out, tweaking one. Her milk was coming in. Both were due any day now.

I pulled on her nipple. Pam didn’t resist, leaning over so her breasts dangled over my mouth. I latched onto a fat nub, bringing a moan from my sister’s lips. Without her glasses on, her face appeared even rounder, especially when scrunched up with pleasure as I suckled.

Her milk squirted into my mouth. The sweet, creamy delight made me shiver. I gulped it down and suckled again while Melody nuzzled at my balls. Her hand stroked my cock, her tongue lathing my nuts, sending delicious shivers through me.

“Oh, Clint, yes,” moaned Pam. “Oh, it’s so hot to nurse you. Ooh, yes.”

I suckled harder. I loved how her milk squirted into my mouth. I swirled the delicious drink around with my tongue. It was sweeter than cow’s milk, with an almost melony flavor, like cantaloupe. I gulped it down and suckled again and again, hungry for every drop of my sister’s milk.

My hand slid down her body, rubbing at her pregnant belly. I reached for her pussy. Her thick bush caressed my hands. I liked my women shaved, except for Pam and her mother. It was so hot having Japanese women with thick, black bushes. I probed through her silky forest and found her wet pussy.

“Clint!” she moaned as I penetrated her hot snatch.

I pumped my fingers in and out of her cunt, suckling from her breasts. I savored her milk. The cream flowed down my throat. It was wonderful. Delicious. I gulped it down, my cock throbbing as Melody’s thumb ran over the crown, massaging the tip. Her mouth sucked at my balls and her eyes peeked out on either side of my shaft, staring up at me.

“Mmm, drink all her milk,” Melody moaned. “Such a perv.”

I moaned a “yes” around Pam’s nipple while she giggled, her pussy clenching on my fingers.

I plunged them in slowly, teasing her, savoring her tight, pregnant snatch. I probed in as deep as I could reach, my cock aching and throbbing. Melody’s tongue climbed my dick, caressing the shaft, nearing the pinnacle.

And swirled her tongue around the crown. It felt better than her fingers. So wet and delicious. I groaned, shivering. I suckled as hard as I could, emptying the last of the milk from Pam’s tit. Luckily, she had another one.

Pam shifted her body, her breasts sliding across my face, and I latched onto her fresh nipple. I suckled hard, pumping my fingers faster now. She moaned and shifted, staring down at me as I nursed. Pleasure crossed her face, moans escaping her lips.

“Oh, Clint, yes,” she groaned. “You’re stirring up my cauldron. Ooh, yes.”

“Mmm, make her cum,” Melody purred before she engulfed my dick.

I groaned loudly about Pam’s nub, gulping down her milk as fast as I could. Warm, wet pleasure engulfed my dick. Melody’s mouth bobbed on it. She sucked hard, working her mouth up and down, her tongue swirling about the shaft, teasing me. She moaned, the humming vibration racing down to my balls.

My fingers pumped faster and faster into Pam’s pussy. The pleasure built and built, driving me wild. I wanted to cum. My balls ached and tingled. I had to explode, to release all the cum I could into Melody’s mouth.

But I wanted to save it for my girls’ pussies. I wanted to cum in one of them.

My thumb ran across Pam’s clit. I massaged the bud. Her pussy tightened on my plunging fingers. And then her moans exploded from her lips. Her snatch spasmed. Her orgasm shivered through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes, Clint,” she moaned. “Oh, you’re so wonderful.”

“Mmm, he is,” Melody moaned, her mouth popping off my dick. “And he’s all hard and ready for you, sweet sister. Park that pregnant cunt right on his dick.”

“Yes,” gasped Pam, sitting up, her nipple popping out of my mouth.

The pair moved around me, waddling awkwardly as they crawled, their pregnant bellies swinging beneath them. Pam reached my cock. She straddled my waist. I grinned as she grasped my cock, bringing it to her pussy. She swabbed it up and down her pussy. I groaned, my dick aching and throbbing as her hot folds caressed my dick.

And then she sank down my cock.

“Yes,” Pam moaned, her round belly and tits both jiggling as she took every inch of my shaft.

“Fuck,” I grunted, her tight, hot pussy engulfing my dick. I savored my Japanese half-sister’s cunt, loving the pleasure crossing her round face, her black hair falling loose about her shoulders.

“Give him a good ride,” grinned Melody.

“You, too,” Pam moaned, sliding her pussy up my cock, her hips swirling.

Melody laughed and threw her left leg over my head, straddling me. Her shaved, pregnant pussy glistened with her juices. I seized her hips, pulling her down hungrily to my lips. Pussy cream was the best follow-up after breast milk.

My tongue lapped through Melody’s sweet pussy. My first woman. The girl I had loved all my life. She was mine. The fact I got to have two other loves and a harem of women with her blessing was just amazing. All thanks to listening to the dream of my dad.

Damn, I wish he was here to see this.

And then the feel of Pam’s pussy sliding up and down my cock and my other sister’s hot cunt grinding on my face drove those thoughts from my mind. I licked through Melody’s snatch, sliding through her folds, drinking her juices as they trickled out of her and into my eager mouth.

“Did Clint leave me any milk?” Melody moaned, shifting on me.

“He did,” Pam moaned. “Other breast.”

Her pussy tightened on my cock as Melody suckled. I groaned into my sister’s pussy, sweeping through her folds as Pam rode up and down my cock. I pictured Melody nursing from Pam’s round breasts, their pregnant bellies rubbing together.

It was a hot image. My balls already boiled. I focused on licking and nuzzling Melody’s pussy. I couldn’t cum yet. I had to hold off. I had to make sure Pam came on my dick first. But it was so hard when I had two pregnant sisters, one nursing from the other.

“Oh, you taste good,” Melody moaned. “But Clint only left me a mouthful.”

“Just so selfish,” I grunted between licks of her sweet pussy.

“He is,” Pam moaned, her pussy clenching on my dick as she slid up it, sending hot pleasure shivering through my body. “But I get your milk all to myself, Melody.”

The feel of Pam’s pussy changed as she leaned forward. My cock rubbed along the back of her pussy wall. She groaned, now nuzzling at Melody’s tits. My blonde sister gasped, grinding her pussy on my face, as Pam noisily suckled.

“Yes, yes, yes, nurse from my tits,” groaned Melody. “Oh, I have such a sexy girlfriend! Mmm, every girl should date her pregnant sister.”

“Yes,” I panted, my balls aching.

This was too much. I focused on licking Melody’s pussy, exploring her folds, but hearing Pam suckle from Melody’s breasts, drinking her milk while riding my cock, made my balls unleash. I gripped Melody’s thighs hard, fighting the urge.

She squirmed on my mouth, grinding her hot clit against my lips. I groaned, sucking on her nub. I nibbled on chewed as she squirmed more and more on my body. My dick throbbed in the sweet embrace of Pam’s pussy.

“Oh, give me a taste, Pam,” panted Melody. “Let me taste my breast milk.”

And then they were kissing. And I knew Pam had a mouthful of Melody’s breast milk. They were snowballing it back and forth like they did with my cum. I sucked so hard on Melody’s clit, my nose pressed into her pussy’s folds. She squirmed hard on me. I could hardly breathe. My balls boiled.

I couldn’t hold back.

My cum erupted into Pam’s pregnant pussy. I groaned about Melody’s clit as blast after blast of my jizz spurted into Pam’s snatch. My legs spasmed. Every shot of spunk fired pleasure through my body. The rapture slammed into my mind.

Stars burst across my vision. I came so damned hard. My entire body convulsed with each blast.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody moaned, her pussy gushing juices as she came.

“Oh, Clint,” gasped Pam. “Cum in me. I love your jizz in me. I… I… Yes!”

Just as my cock spurted a final time, her pussy went wild about my dick. My crown, so sensitive after cumming, ached in her silky depths. More pleasure rippled through me. I licked through Melody’s pussy, drinking her juices and savoring this moment. It was wonderful. I was so close with them. I wish Alicia was here.

I wish she was pregnant.

Maybe when she was sixteen, I would breed her. And them Mom and Aunt Vicky and Ms. Hiragawa. Zoey and Stefani had to be pregnant at the same time. And then Lee would be last. She would get off on it, being forced to be the last one bred, watching every other woman in the family have the joy of having my child.

“Clint,” groaned Melody, her voice throaty. “Oh, Clint…”

“Cum hard,” I grinned.

Pam’s pussy clenched on my dick. “Umm…” She shivered. “Oh, my, I think…”

“Yeah,” Melody nodded.

I beamed. “I made you both cum hard.”

“Too hard,” groaned Melody. “Dr. Wilson mentioned orgasms could trigger labor as you near your due date and… Oh… Yep.”

I blinked as Melody lifted her pussy off of my face. Pam’s still clenched on my dick. “What are you two saying?”

“Um, I think we should go to the hospital,” Pam said, her eyes wide.

“What?” My eyes went wide. “No, no. You’re both not due for a few more days.”

“You were too much of a stud,” laughed Melody as she climbed off the bed. “Our daughters can’t wait to meet you and…”

Juices flooded down her thighs.

“Well, my water broke.” She giggled again, though there was a bit of pain in her voice. “Good thing I got off your face.”

“What?” I blinked again. This really could not be happening. “Shit, let’s go. What are you still doing on my cock, Pam?”

“Savoring it,” she groaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

I smiled as I walked into the hospital room. Pam and Melody had delivered within an hour of each other, five hours of labor for Melody, six for Pam, and they were both now sharing the same room. It was pure chance that the hospital put them together. They both were on their beds, lying on their sides, staring at Clint as he sat between them.

He held two pink-wrapped bundles in his arms, staring at them with such awe in his eyes, such love.

It hit me then. He looked just like Clinton had on the day of Zoey’s birth, right down to the look on his face. My son’s arms trembled as he held both his daughters with care. Tears fell down my cheeks. The rest of the family moved in around us, his sisters gushing over the babies.

Vicky hugged me from behind, her head on my shoulders. “Oh, god, Cheryl…”

“I know,” I said, my voice as choked as hers. “I wish he was here so badly to see this. To see the man Clint’s become.”

Vicky didn’t answer.

“Sometimes, I dream about him. And we talk. I tell him what he’s missing. He’s so excited about it.”

“That’s good,” Vicky whispered. “He must be so happy.”

“I think so.”

The rest of the family moved in. Alicia looked so cute as she leaned in, her pigtails falling off her shoulders. Lee bounced with excitement. Zoey and Stefani held each other, their heads leaned close, and I bet they imagined the day Clint held their children like that. Asuka sat down on the side of Pam’s bed, smiling at her daughter and her new grandchild.

The door opened and Dr. Wilson entered, her bleached-blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders. Her roots were showing. She needed to dye it again. I sniffed back more tears as she studied the chart. She wore green hospital scrubs but looked refreshed even after spending hours delivering Melody’s baby.

“Okay, Melody, how are you…?” Her words dropped off as she stared at Clint holding not one but two pink bundles. She glanced at the other bed, seeing Pam staring adoringly at him. “Wait, what?”

“That’s Pam,” I told her. “Clint and Melody’s girlfriend. It’s all very modern and progressive, you see.”

“What?” the doctor blinked.

“She had Clint’s child, too. They conceived very close together and went into labor at the same time.”

“Clint’s fault,” Melody said with a big, if weary, grin on her face.

“But…but…” The doctor looked around. “He impregnated two girls? At the same time?”

“Uh-huh,” I said.

“And no one cares?” the doctor asked.

“Nope.”

Her jaw dropped. Then Lee, casually, said, “It’s three girls now.”

Everyone looked at the precocious sixteen-year-old. She had grown larger breasts over the year, and they strained the tight tank top she wore. She was well on her way to having tits the size of Zoey or my sister, Vicky.

“What?” Clint asked.

“You’re going to be a daddy again,” Lee giggled. “You knocked up both your cousins. Isn’t he a stud, Dr. Wilson?”

“I…uh… I’ll come back… You all want to…to visit.” The doctor swallowed and retreated from the room.

Clint stared at Lee who just put on the biggest, the most innocent, and the brattiest grin ever. “I sometimes forget to take my birth control pills. But I double up the next day whenever I forgot though. I thought it was okay”

“It doesn’t work that way,” Asuka groaned. “You have to take the pill every day for it to be effective.”

“Guess so,” Lee shrugged, her hands rubbing her tummy.

“You are in trouble,” Clint growled, not buying her “forgetfulness” for a moment. Well, Lee had gone nine months without being a brat.

And then one of the infants cooed. I didn’t know if it was Christie or Hikaru who fussed. But either way, Clint had turned his attention to his daughters, joy lighting upon his face. I sighed. They were my granddaughters. Clinton’s granddaughters. I smiled, feeling so happy as I stared at our family. It would grow larger bit by bit. We would all be so close, held together by the young man grinning at his newborn daughters.

More tears fell. I knew Clinton must be so happy right now. I hoped I dreamed of him tonight. I had a lot to tell him.

The END
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James Wilson

I heaved a sigh of relieve when Ms. Samuels’s class ended. I wasn’t a fan of history, even with the delight at looking at the busty Ms. Samuels, her breasts almost falling out of her low-cut top and bouncing as she moved around. She dressed like such a wanton woman, like she wanted every fifteen-year-old boy in her class ogling her.

I was glad it was time for lunch. I stood with a groan, needing relief. And not the masturbatory kind. Well, I needed that, too, but I wasn’t about to jerk off at school. I needed to vape. And I knew just where to do it. I had found the perfect spot in these bushes behind the gym. No one went back there.

“Remember, Chapter 2 needs to be read by the end of the week,” Ms. Samuels said, her black hair spilling about her shoulders, a lush smile on her lips. There were all sorts of rumors about her. That she fucked her nephew, Clint. That he fucked his sisters and his cousins.

Well, everyone knew he fucked his cousin Melody. He had knocked her and Pam Hiragawa up last year. The man had strutted around school with both of them on his arm, a huge grin on his lips. I mean, who wouldn’t strut if you had two hotties on your arms. Two girls that let you fuck them together. The fun he must have.

This wasn’t helping my cock out.

“James, I hope you do better on the next quiz,” Ms. Samuels said as I walked out, flashing me a grin.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, giving her a nod, my mouth suddenly dry. I didn’t know what else to say to her. Those tits… They just swayed back and forth. I swear she wasn’t wearing a bra. I knew who I was fapping to the moment I got home.

I moved quickly through the halls of my high school, heading down the stairs to the first floor, moving through the tide of students as I headed away from the cafeteria. My stomach growled, but I could eat after I vaped. Ten minutes of peace from the stress of the class. I had a great vanilla-cherry juice already loaded in my vape pen. The nicotine rush would be amazing.

It was almost as good as jacking off.

I burst out the back doors of the school, walking casually across the field. I figured if I walked casually and didn’t look like I was sneaking, no one would think it was weird or anything. I nodded to a few classmates as they crossed the field from the gym, heading into the main building I just departed. I walked calmly. I had every right to walk in this direction.

My heart thudded quickly. I still felt like I was doing something wrong. Well, okay, I was doing something wrong. Cigarettes, even e-cigarettes, were not allowed on campus. I mean, I get real cigarettes. Second-hand smoke was nasty. Those things would kill you. But vaping was something else. Something pure. It didn’t have all those carcinogens, and there were no health risks to others around you. Or even to myself. But some people saw it as the same as cigarettes.

Narrow-minded idiots.

I moved behind the gym. Here I paused, looking around if anyone saw me. Then I headed into the thick bushes. They were rhododendrons with broad, green leaves. In the spring, they would bloom with large, colorful flowers. But they were perfect to keep me hidden. And there was a little path that moved back here leading to old beer cans.

I wasn’t the only student who had ever discovered this perfect spot.

It was peaceful in here. I could just see glimpses of the world outside. I pulled out my phone, popped in my earbuds, and put on nice, mellow R&B. Grooving, I pulled out my vape pen and turned it on. That first inhalation was wonderful. I drew the atomized vapor into my lungs, tasting the vanilla and cherry. I held it then exhaled, my body already tingling.

The nicotine relaxed away all the annoyance of school. I knew school was important, but, damn, it could be stressful. But this… This was heaven. I stared at the green leaves, listening to R. Kelly’s crooning. I took another puff as the wind rustled. It was a nice, September day.

I exhaled the atomized vapor right into the face of my younger sister, Jenny.

I jumped in shock, ripping the earbuds out, the sounds of the real world intruding with a violence, staring at Jenny. My younger sister was only an inch or so shorter than me, I had only recently gained height on her after her growth spurt a few years ago, and she had the same shade of soft-brown hair as mine. Though hers was longer, falling down her back, held back from her face by a pink headband. She wore long-sleeved, high-necked blouse that looked far too conservative for any fourteen-year-old girl to wear, white tights clad her legs descending from beneath her knee-length skirt.

“Jesus, Jenny,” I gasped. “What the fuck?”

“What the fudge is that?” she arched an eyebrow, glancing at my e-cig. “This is what you’re sneaking off to do? Geez, James, are you an idiot?”

I scowled at my sister. “It’s just vaping. Fuck, Jenny, it’s not a big deal.”

“Big deal?” She arched her eyebrows in a convincing version of Mom’s disapproval. “You’re smoking.”

“An e-cigarette. It’s not the same thing as the real ones.”

“There’s still nicotine in them! Mom will freak out.”

Mom would freak out. She was a doctor and was always going on and on about healthy living and treating our bodies right so we can have long, productive lives. “It’s not like real cigarettes. They’re healthy.” I took a puff, savoring the cherry-vanilla flavor. “Here, try it. You’ll like it.”

“I’m not trying that, James.”

She was acting just like mom, saying my name, putting on a show of disapproval. I was about to shrug and tell her to scram when my stomach twisted in fear. “Are you going to tell Mom?”

“I should tell Mom.” She glanced at the vape pen. “You shouldn’t have that at all. And it’s against the school rules. No wonder you’re sneaking around.”

“And you just had to follow me?” I asked, anger swelling through me. This was stupid. I shouldn’t get mad. Not when I had to convince her to keep my e-cig a secret. That was what I should be doing. “You just had to be nosy.”

“I care about you.”

Right. Her false concern turned my anger to a higher heat. “You just like to stick your nose into other people’s business. You’ve always been a tattletale.”

She flushed.

“You’re really going to tell Mom, aren’t you?”

She bit her lip.

“Well?”

“Why shouldn’t I tell her?” she asked, her blue eyes meeting mine. People said we had the same shade of irises. Hers were deeply blue right now, a sparkling ocean that was arresting. My dick throbbed.

Clint fucks his sisters.

The thought wormed through my mind, rising out of the primitive depths as I stared at my sister. She had a pretty face, her fourteen-year-old body losing the gangly awkwardness of adolescence. She wore loose blouses to hide her developing breasts. I had seen her in bras and panties. She was blossoming.

My dick ached badly, still hard from Ms. Samuel’s lush breasts she had been showing off to the class with that low-cut blouse. And now my sister’s eyes, the color in her cheeks, the plump pinkness of her lips was sending my hormones skyrocketing. My heart beat faster and faster.

“Give me a reason not to tell her,” Jenny said, her voice softening. “Something that you could…do for me?”

“Chores?” I asked, my heart racing. Damn, what kind of pervert wanted to kiss his own sister? I was just so horny, and she was here, and we were in private. It would be so easy to lean forward an inch or two and kiss her.

“Not chores,” she said, squirming.

“You’re better at schoolwork than me,” I said. “So it can’t be that. What?”

She licked those lips, her entire body trembling.

“Big brother, what are we doing back here?” a familiar, girlish voice asked.

Both of us jumped, our heads whipping to look at the back of the gym. Through the dense leaves, two figures moved. My heart leapt into my throat. Shame flushed over me for lusting after my sister. I felt like Jenny and I had just been caught actually doing something inappropriate, like we actually had been kissing.

“What do you think we’re doing back here, princess?” a male voice asked.

I knew both those voices. The girlish voice was Alicia. She was in my PE class last year and this year we shared a math class. She dressed like she was ten in frilly, pink dresses, her light-brown hair in pigtails, her body petite. She hardly had tits at all, flat as a board. Even her glasses only made you think she was too young for high school.

The other voice had to be Clint, her older brother.

“Do you need your little sister to take care of you, big brother?” Alicia asked, her voice so high-pitched, girlish. She had to speak that way on purpose.

“Always,” Clint answered. I could see them clearly through a gap in the leaves. He was tall with a build of someone who played sports. He wore jeans, his dark hair short, combed. Jenny leaned against me, peering through the same gap.

She shifted then gasped as Clint leaned down and kissed his younger sister on the lips.

“Oh, my god,” Jenny whispered. “What’s going on? She’s a kid.”

“She’s in my grade,” I answered. “She’s fifteen. She just looks young and that’s…”

“She called him big brother. Are they roleplaying?”

I shook my head, watching in shock as Clint kissed Alicia hard. Her body was almost hidden by his, but her arms were clasped behind his neck, and I could hear the appreciative mewls she made. His hands slid down her sides, holding her.

“He’s not really her brother?” Jenny hissed. “Right?”

“He is,” I groaned. “That’s Clint Ellison. Last year, he knocked up his cousin Melody and he’s always hanging around with his sisters and cousins. Like he has a harem or something. Rumor has it he even fucks his Aunt, Ms. Samuels.”

“My history teacher?” gasped Jenny.

“Shhh,” I hissed, cheeks burning, cock throbbing. “Don’t let them hear us.”

“He really does things with his family?”

“He’s doing it right now,” I groaned, my mouth dry. It was exciting hearing him kiss his sister. My dick throbbed from the way she moaned, loving her brother’s kiss.

Would Jenny moan like that if I kissed her.

Jenny’s hips brushed mine as she wiggled. Her cheeks were crimson, her lips so wet, her eyes wide as she watched. I kept glancing at her, watching her hands rub at her skirt. My dick ached and throbbed harder and harder. I wanted to do something.

“Mmm, your lips are sweet,” Clint groaned, breaking the kiss. “But I bet you have even sweeter lips.”

“I do, big brother,” moaned Alicia. “Kissing you made me so tingly…down there.”

“Down where?”

“My cunny… Kissing you made my cunny all tingly and wet…” She let out another mewling moan. “Big brother, please, can you help me? I need it.”

“Need what? To cum?” Alicia didn’t answer but Clint laughed. Maybe she nodded her head. “You want your big brother to eat your pussy?”

“Yes.” Her voice was a soft whisper, almost inaudible.

“What was that, princess?”

“Yes!”

“Oh, my gosh,” Jenny moaned beside me. “Oh, my gosh. Oh, my gosh. This can’t be. That’s his sister. Oh, that’s…” She clamped her jaw shut, squirming more, her hands rubbing on her skirt.

Mine rubbed on my jeans, my palms sweaty. I wanted to slide upward to my bulging crotch, to rub myself as I watched Clint fall to his knees before his little sister. She wore a frilly, pink dress today with a knee-length skirt. It was so cutesy. Like something Jenny had worn when she was in grade school.

And then Clint pushed up Alicia’s skirt, his hands sliding up his little sister’s pale thighs. The skirt rose higher and higher. My breath caught. My heart beat. I could see all of Alicia right now, Clint kneeling just to the side of her. She trembled, her innocent face twisting. She bit her lip, looking so cute.

“She’s not wearing panties,” gasped Jenny.

My eyes widened. Clint had pushed Alicia’s skirt up over her hips. There, between her thighs, was a shaved pussy, her slit girlish tight, beads of juices glistening on her plump vulva. I groaned. She looked so innocent but was shaved and didn’t even bother wearing panties beneath her dress.

And then Clint leaned in, his head blocking my sight. Alicia shivered, moaning, her hands seizing Clint’s dark hair. Her hips writhed as he ate her pussy. Alicia’s eyes squeezed shut. She panted, moaned, her brother devouring her cunt.

“Oh, my gosh,” Jenny groaned.

“Yeah,” I nodded, listening to Clint’s noisy licks and Alicia’s moans.

“Eat my cunny, big brother. So good. I love it.”

My heart raced as I watched them. Alicia’s moans grew louder and louder. She groaned and shuddered on her brother’s hungry mouth. She humped harder and harder. Her tiny body quivered. It was so hot. So wrong. So sexy.

I licked my lips, imagining Jenny’s pussy sliding across them. Would she be shaved bald? Probably not. What would it feel like? What would it taste like? I had never been with a girl, but I had watched lots of porn. I knew girls loved it when you ate their pussies.

And Alicia clearly loved her brother eating hers.

“Love you, big brother,” she moaned. “Oh, you’re going to make me cum so hard. Oh, you’re the best big brother ever.”

“I love making my little princess explode,” Clint groaned, his right hand moving from her hips to between her thighs.

Alicia gasped, “Yes, yes, finger me, big brother, and lick my ciltty. Oh, you’re amazing. Oh, yes! Thank you, thank you for taking me out here!”

His right arm pumped as he fucked his fingers in and out of his little sister’s cunt. She gasped and moaned as he licked her again. He must be attacking her clit, the little pink nub peeking out of its hood. I knew that much. She gasped and groaned, not caring if anyone heard her.

And then she exploded.

It was clear she was cumming. She moaned and screamed, her entire body thrashing. Such pleasure crossed her face. I glanced at Jenny, imagining her face twisting in pleasure, looking up past her heaving, naked breasts as she came on my mouth.

I shivered. It was such a wrong thing. Taboo. Incest was disgusting. Right?

Then why was I so hard? Why was Clint devouring his little sister’s pussy? Why was she enjoying it so much?

“Big brother!” Alicia groaned, coming down from her heights. “Oh, your cock must be so hard. Let me take care of it.”

“Is she going to blow him?” whispered Jenny, her hips swaying, her hands gripping her skirts like she wanted to yank them up and finger herself.

I wanted to unzip my jeans and stroke myself.

“Maybe,” I whispered, voice hoarse.

And then Clint rose. Alicia’s hands fumbled at his pants. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but a moment later, his jeans slipped down his ass revealing his dark boxers. Those were then yanked down by Alicia’s eager hands. I didn’t need to see Clint’s butt, but Jenny let out a moan of approval.

And then Clint lifted his sister and pinned her against the gym’s back wall. His hips thrust forward as her thighs locked about his hips. I groaned. His dick was in her. Alicia let out a mewling moan of delight as her big brother’s cock fucked her pussy.

My sister moaned something almost inaudible. It sounded like “lucky.”

I glanced at her. She glanced at me. We both trembled, our chests heaving. And then something passed between us, words unspoken, and our hands moved. We were both so turned on watching Alicia writhe on her brother’s hungry lips, unable to fight our desires.

I fumbled at my fly, unsnapping my jeans and yanking down my zipper. At the same moment, my sister hauled up her skirt over her white tights, drawing them higher and higher until she held her dress over her waist. I could see the bright red of her panties bleeding through her tights. I blinked in shock. Jenny’s panties were a daring cut, almost like a thong. I had no idea she had such sexy panties.

I pulled my cock out, too horny to be embarrassed about jerking off before my sister as she shoved her hand into her tights and panties, bulging the stretchy fabric as she slid down to her own pussy. She let out a sigh, her blue eyes hot as she stared at Alicia.

My dick throbbed in my hand as I stroked it.

Clint fucked his sister hard, pounding her. She moaned and gasped, humping against him. Her pigtails flew about her head as he rammed into her. He fucked her with such passion, his hands holding onto her ass. My dick throbbed as I stroked faster and faster.

“Damn,” I groaned. “Damn, I would love to be Clint right now.”

“She sounds so happy,” moaned Jenny. “She’s loving it. This is so hot.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my balls aching.

“Fuck me, big brother,” moaned Alicia. “Oh, yes. Oh, that’s it. Clint!”

Her hands dug into his t-shirt, gripping it tight. Her moans were so loud. She was cumming again on her big brother’s dick. He churned her pussy to a froth. I groaned. Damn, Clint was such a stud. I worked my dick harder, faster, my balls boiling, the pressure building and building.

Jenny trembled beside me, her hand frigging her pussy faster and faster, bulging out her tights and panties. She groaned softly, her face so flushed. She was so beautiful. I studied her profile, listening to Clint and Alicia’s flesh slapping together.

I wanted to kiss my sister. I wanted to lean over right now and claim her lips. I wanted to bury my cock into her pussy. We didn’t have to use our hands to pleasure ourselves. We could pleasure each other. We could be like Clint and his sister.

“Damn, you’re pussy is driving me wild, princess,” groaned Clint.

“Are you going to cum in me, big brother?” Alicia moaned. “Please, please. Cum in me. Breed your little sister.”

“Yes!” Jenny hissed, her body trembling. She clamped her jaw tight, whimpering.

My sister was cumming beside me. She was getting off watching a brother and sister fuck. My dick throbbed. My balls boiled. I was so close. Jenny shivered, her entire body trembling. The pleasure overwhelmed her. She fell to her knees, groaning through clenched teeth.

“Cum in me, big brother!” Alicia screamed like she was having another orgasm. “Breed me! Please, Clint!”

“Yes!” he growled, slamming so hard into her. “Take it!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Alicia moaned.

He was cumming in her. My dick throbbed. He was trying to breed his own little sister. My eyes shot down to Jenny kneeling beside me, her tongue licking her pink lips. Her head twisted, her blue eyes, glossy with her orgasm, met mine.

An electric charge passed between us. Communication.

My body turned, my cock aiming at her. Jenny opened her mouth and sucked the tip past her lips. I groaned, my hand freezing on my cock as her warm, wet tongue slid across the crown of my dick, the pressure boiling in my balls.

“Jenny,” I groaned, a powerful convulsion shuddering through my body. My dick throbbed in her mouth. “I’m going to cum!”

Instead of pulling away, she sucked harder, her hand still buried in her panties, but the other one snagged my belt loop, pulling me tight against her, not letting me go. Her blue eyes stared up at me with such lust and adoration.

My balls clenched.

I came into my little sister’s mouth.

I clamped my jaw to keep from screaming out my pleasure. Rapture shot out of my cock with every blast of cum into her mouth. My balls boiled. Spurt after spurt shot down my cock while the pleasure speared into my mind.

My sister swallowed my cum.

My little sister swallowed my cum.

I trembled, my heart screaming as the pleasure wreathed my mind. My knees buckled. I almost collapsed as she sucked so hard, her tongue playing with the tip, working out every drop of my jizz while I swayed.

My thoughts boiled.

“Jenny,” I groaned. “Oh, my god, Jenny, that was amazing.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. Her body trembled. She moaned about my dick, cumming again on her fingers. The vibrations tingled about my sensitive dick. I groaned, the crown of my cock almost aching in her mouth as she sucked so hard.

“Jesus,” I breathed. “Jesus, that just happened.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

“Doctor,” Ayesha said, popping into my office, “patient’s ready for you in exam room 2.”

“Okay, thanks,” I said to Ayesha, a Black woman wearing pink scrubs, one of the three nurses who worked for my gynecological clinic.

I finished typing into my computer. My office was neat, tidy, everything in its proper place. I kept my desk free of clutter. There was only my computer, a coffee mug full of pens, and a photo of me and my two children, James and Jenny. They were both smiling in it, younger than they were now.

I couldn’t believe they were both in high school. They grow up so fast. I should get Jenny on birth control. But I didn’t want to think about my baby girl being sexually active yet.

I pushed that out of my mind as I stood up, my heels clicking on the floor. I liked working in my gynecologist office. Unlike when I was at the hospital delivering babies for my patients, I didn’t have to wear my scrubs here. I could wear nice skirts and blouses, feeling like a woman. My only concession was my white doctor’s jacket with my name and specialty monogrammed above my heart.

I grabbed it, pulling it over my silk blouse, and walked out of my office, adjusting it. My heels clicked down the linoleum as I headed to exam room 2. Ayesha had left the patient’s chart in the holder on the door. I pulled it out, looking at it.

And groaned at the name: Cheryl Elliston.

The Elliston family had me out-of-sorts. Over the summer, I delivered seventeen-year-old Melody Samuels’s daughter. She was Cheryl’s niece, and the father of Melody’s child was Cheryl’s only son, Clint. Now Melody’s younger sister, Lee, was also pregnant by Clint.

Both his first cousins.

It wasn’t illegal in the state of California for first cousins to have children, but it was still…weird. And now Cheryl was coming in to visit me. I half expected her to tell me that Zoey or Alicia, her two daughters, were pregnant and that she thought Clint knocked them up.

I couldn’t handle that. Brothers and sisters definitely should not be having sex.

But I couldn’t stand out here in the corridor forever. I had to get in there and talk to my patient. So I took a deep breath, opened the door, and put on a smile. “Hi, Cheryl.”

“Hi, Bernice,” Cheryl answered. She had been my patient since she was pregnant with Zoey, both of us so young. For nineteen years she had been my patient. We knew each other well. I attended her husband’s funeral last year. She was a gorgeous lady with a body women in their thirties would kill for. Her bleached-blonde hair spilled about a mature but flawless face, her dark eyes fluttering. “How are things?”

“Jenny started high school this year,” I said, trying not to think about Clint and what he was up to. “She’s fourteen.”

“Right,” Cheryl nodded. “Vicky mentioned she’s teaching both your kids this semester. She says Jenny’s very bright.”

“But James…”

Cheryl licked her lips then diplomatically said, “He could focus better on his schooling.”

“He could. He’s smart, but he just doesn’t want to try.” I sighed. “And your kids?” I winced. I didn’t want to talk about that.

“They’re doing wonderfully. I love being a grandmother. I just dote on Hikaru and Christie. And we’re all so glad Zoey graduated so Melody and Pam can keep going to school while there’s someone at home to watch over the babies. Zoey and her girlfriend, Stefani, are wonderful nannies. And Lee’s just glowing. She’s not showing, yet, but she’s so energetic and happy.”

“So no friction between the three girls?” I asked. Three girls. It was like something out of Utah. And two were sisters. I gathered that Melody and Pam were also lovers, but did Melody…do things with her sister Lee? A strange, itching heat radiated out of me.

“No, no. Pam and Melody love each other, and Lee’s just a good slave to all three,” Cheryl said, sounding proud of her niece for being Clint’s sex slave. I knew Cheryl had a similar BDSM relationship with her late husband. After knowing her a few years, she had confided to me she was her husband’s devoted sex slave.

My cheeks burning, I glanced down at the chart. “So, it’s not time for your yearly check-up. What brought you in?”

“I just learned I was pregnant yesterday,” she said, a big smile on her lips. “But I know there are some risks for a woman my age having a child.”

“Increased risk of down syndrome,” I admitted. “You are nearing the end of your reproductive cycle.” I licked my lips. “I thought you went back on the pill last year. Did you…stop?”

“Oh, I guess it was an accident. Like with Lee,” she laughed. “Oh, god, and it was with a one-night stand. I don’t even know how to contact him.” She blushed. “I went on vacation at the end of August, met him on the beaches of Cancun, and come back with this surprise.”

I blinked. She looked so pale to have been down in Mexico on vacation. “Well, that can happen. We should also check you out for STD’s.”

“I doubt that’s necessary. He looked clean.”

“Let’s just be safe,” I said, frowning. “You’re taking this really well. I’ve had plenty of women in your position, and they are all freaking out with an unplanned pregnancy from a man they had a fling with. Especially when they can’t contact him. But you’re…”

“Happy!” Cheryl beamed, rubbing her stomach. “I am. I am so happy. Maybe it’s jealousy seeing Melody and Pam give birth. And probably from Lee’s pregnancy, too. Maybe I wanted another baby of my own.”

There was something in her eyes. Something deep that made my stomach twist. An image of Clint, a handsome seventeen-year-old, on top of his mother, fucking her hard, her big breasts bouncing as he plowed her, flashed through my mind.

Was Clint fucking his mother? Had he knocked her up?

Another hot flush raced out of my pussy. My cheeks warmed at the deviant image. Incest was wrong. And with her own son. I could never do that with James. An image of my son floated through my mind. Only he was naked. He was athletic from playing soccer, with a fit frame, his face the same boyish handsomeness his father had at that age, with those blue eyes and great smile.

I shook my head. What was wrong with me?

“Cheryl?” I said, swallowing. “I’m your doctor. You can tell me the truth about the father.”

Cheryl leaned forward. “What are you asking, Bernice?”

“Nothing,” I flushed. “Let’s get started with the exam. Get in the stirrups.”

But the idea that Clint had impregnated his own mother wouldn’t leave me as I did the pelvic exam. I kept imagining his cock sliding in and out of her pussy, my own growing hotter and hotter with every heartbeat.

I was so glad my kids weren’t deviants.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I trembled, staring up at my brother, his salty cum in my mouth. It tasted different than I ever imagined, not as nasty as some of my friends claimed. It had felt so naughty as his jizz had slid down my throat to my stomach. My clit throbbed beneath my rubbing fingers as my orgasm died.

I finally did it. I finally sucked my brother’s cock. He was so handsome and cool. As much as I tried to pretend otherwise, seeing him puffing on the e-cig, not caring that I disapproved, made me so wet.

“Jenny,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure, his blue eyes shiny with passion. A smile crossed his handsome face. He was so cute. “Damn, Jenny. That was hot.”

I sucked again, my tongue caressing his cock’s spongy crown.

“Oh, big brother,” Alicia groaned, reminding me why this had all happened. I wasn’t the only little sister who lusted for her big brother. “When will you breed me for real?”

“Maybe next year,” Clint said. “We have two more babies on the way.”

“Oh, that bratty Lee! I should spank her again,” Alicia huffed. “I can’t believe she ‘forgot’ to take her pills. I was supposed to have your baby before her.”

Their voices dwindled as they walked off. Watching them was so hot. But what would happen now between me and my brother?

I pulled my lips off James’s cock, trembling as I stared up at him. My heart thudded beneath my breasts. When I saw him slipping out here, I hoped something like this would happen, that I would catch him jacking off. I knew he lusted after Ms. Samuels’s huge tits.

Mine were just so small compared to hers. But I hoped that maybe…I could still please him.

“Jenny,” he said, breathing heavily. “Do you…?”

I nodded my head quickly, understanding.

“Really?”

Again, I nodded my head, pulling my hand out of my tights and panties, my fingers coated in my juices. I could smell my tart musk. I trembled, holding my hand up to him, my heart racing. I wanted to do so much more.

James fell to his knees, his half-hard cock bouncing before him. He seized my fingers, pulling them to his lips. I groaned, loving how he was just seizing me, taking charge, being so strong and sexy. Like an older brother should.

“James,” I moaned as he popped my pointer and middle fingers into his mouth, sucking on them, tasting my pussy juices. “Do I taste good?”

He let out a growling moan around my fingers, his eyes burning. My pussy clenched. I did taste good to him. He loved my flavor. He sucked so hard. Then he popped my fingers out of my mouth and pushed me backwards. I didn’t fight it. I reclined onto the ground, not caring about getting my clothes dirty.

He looked like an animal, so horny and eager as his fingers hooked into the waistband of my tights and panties. He pulled them down my legs, unveiling my trimmed, brown bush hiding my virgin pussy. My naked ass touched the dirt and leaves as he peeled my tights and panties down to my ankles, leaving them bunched there.

“Jenny,” he moaned pushing open my thighs.

A rush of embarrassed lust washed through me as he stared at my pussy. I was so exposed. I felt my tight slit parted as he pushed my legs further and further apart, bending at the knees. I wanted to thrust my hands between my thighs, to hide my virgin pussy from his hungry gaze.

But I didn’t. Instead, I moaned his name.

And he answered by leaning down and devouring me. Just like Clint did to his little sister. My eyes rolled back into my head as his tongue slid across my slit, caressing my virgin twat. I groaned, my butt-clenching as he caressed my intimate flesh.

Only my fingers had touched there.

His hands wrapped around my thighs, pulling me into his face. My curly pubic hairs brushed his cheeks and nose as he licked faster, lapping at my folds. I gasped, loving the feel of my brother’s tongue stirring fresh pleasure through my pussy.

“Oh, James,” I groaned. “Oh, James, that’s wonderful. Oh, yes, my big brother’s licking me.”

His eyes caught mine, my breasts heaving beneath my loose blouse as I trembled. There was such heat in them. He liked hearing me call him big brother. He licked harder, his tongue diving through my folds, brushing from my hymen to my clit.

I moaned out “big brother” every time he brushed my clit. It was so hot feeling his tongue slide across my nub, to touch my virgin lips. Even though I had just cum twice, I wanted more. I wanted to cum on my brother’s mouth.

My hands squeezed my breasts through my top and bra, my nipples aching as he devoured me. I humped against him, groaning as he lapped at my pussy, driving me wilder and wilder with every lick. He was amazing. My big brother was amazing.

He loved my pussy.

“Oh, big brother, yes,” I gasped. “Lick my pussy. I’m going to cum so hard on your face. Oh, yes. I’m so hot and wet. You’re driving me wild.”

“And you taste so good, sis,” he groaned. “So tart. And you’re a virgin!”

“Yes!” I hissed as his tongue pressed on the membrane, full of small holes, covering the entrance to my pussy. My unexplored depths. “Oh, big brother, yes!”

My excitement built and built. My legs waved back and forth, closing about his head and opening again, my ankles trapped together by my tights and panties. My butt-clenched, writhing on the cold dirt as he devoured me. Above, leaves rustled and swayed, hiding our incestuous passion from prying eyes.

No one could ever know what we were doing. That we were now lovers. I had dreamed of this since I was a girl. I had been in love with James for as long as I could remember. And now he finally loved me back. He finally noticed me instead of being annoyed that I wanted to spend time with him.

All my teasing, all my spying, all my tattling was all to get him to notice me. And now I had it.

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother,” I moaned, bucking, grinding on him. “Keep licking my clit. I’m going to… cum!”

My orgasm burst through me as his tongue flicked at my aching nub. Sparks showered through my body, igniting a dozen different fires that raged through me. My pussy convulsed. Juices flooded out of me into my brother’s hungry mouth.

My big brother made me cum.

Just thinking that sent my orgasm to new heights. Pleasure I had never experienced shot through me. I groaned and gasped. Stars burst before my eyes as I savored this joy filling my body, driving me wild.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I howled. “Oh, my god, that’s it. That’s what I need. You’re amazing, big brother. Amazing.”

“So are you, sis,” he groaned, rising, grasping his still hard cock as he moved over me.

I shuddered as his body crushed against mine, his lips kissing me, hot and stained with my tart passion. I moaned into his lips as I felt something rub on my pussy. Something hard sliding up and down my slit.

His cock.

He shouldn’t do this. There was a reason he shouldn’t fuck me. But I didn’t care. I thrust my tongue into my brother’s mouth, shuddering as his cock slid up and down my pussy. My bent legs tightened on his hips as he found my hymen.

He pressed on it. My big brother’s cock pressed on my cherry.

I clutched to him, my nipples aching, crushed against his chest, separated by our clothing. My orgasm still buzzed through me as he thrust forward. Pain flared as my cherry stretched before his big, thick dick.

And then my brother popped my cherry.

His big cock slipped into my wet pussy. There was a pinch of pain, hot and sharp, and then pleasure soothed it away. I groaned, kissing him so hard as his cock slid deeper and deeper into my incestuous depths.

James broke the kiss, staring into my eyes, his cock buried to the hilt in me. “Jenny.”

“James,” I breathed, smiling up at him. “I love you.”

“Yes,” he groaned, kissing me hard.

And then he moved.

It. Was. Amazing.

The friction of his cock sliding through my once virgin depths sent rapture buzzing through me. Heat burned between us as my hips humped, eager for every incestuous sensation. My big brother’s cock was in me.

And it felt so right.

We were meant to experience this. To have this pleasure. I groaned, my pussy clenching down on him as he pumped his cock over and over into my depths. I groaned, my fingers digging into his back as I humped against him, my clit rubbing into his pubic bone every time he buried into me.

I broke the kiss, gasping, “Oh, yes, fuck your little sister. Cum in me! Just like Clint did in his.”

“Yes,” he groaned. “I should breed you.”

That was so hot but accompanied by a stab of fear. We really shouldn’t be doing this. I wasn’t on the pill. “Fuck me. Cum in me. Breed your little sister.” But the words tumbled out of my mouth anyways. They were so hot. My cunt clenched on his dick as it pumped harder and faster, sending such pleasure through me. “Breed your little sister!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” he growled, fucking me so hard, his balls smacking into my body, so full of his cum.

My thighs tightened about him, my orgasm building in the depths of my body. His cock was amazing. So hard. So thick. So long. He filled me every time he plunged into my body. I clung to him. The friction was intense. Every stroke sent shudders through me and brought me closer and closer to cumming on his dick.

My brother’s dick.

He grunted and groaned, savoring the pleasure of my pussy. I shivered beneath him, back arching as the pleasure built and built within me. My fingers clawed at his t-shirt, trying to rip at the fabric as he drove harder and harder into me.

We moved together, working towards our common goal: cumming. We both wanted to explode. My pussy clung to his dick, clamping down as he drove in, increasing the friction. I trembled, the pleasure swelling.

“Big brother!” I gasped, my eyes so wide. “It’s…”

“Yes!” he growled. “Cum! Cum on my cock, sis!”

He slammed into me.

I came.

Incestuous passion burst through me. My back arched as the rapture howled through me. So much pleasure shot through my body. Wave after wave of taboo ecstasy splashed against my mind. My vision fuzzed. Stars danced and pulsed across my vision.

It was so wrong. So hot. So amazing. I clung to my brother as he fucked through my spasming depths, groaning as my fertile pussy massaged his cock. His heavy balls smacked over and over into me. Full of his cum.

“Do it!” I moaned, bucking. “Cum in me! Breed your little sister!” I came harder saying those words, my mind rushing to new heights of bliss. “Breed me!” I didn’t care about the consequences right then. I just wanted the pleasure. “Flood me!”

“Yes!” he growled.

His cock erupted.

I felt the hot jizz splash against my cervix. His cum spilled through my pussy. I trembled, writhing beneath him. He kissed me hard as we shared this amazing moment. We were born to experience this. Brother and sister united as one flesh for one amazing moment.

And then he collapsed on me, groaning. I shivered beneath him, coming down from my orgasmic high, savoring his weight on me. I felt so safe and loved in my brother’s strong arms. I groaned as we broke the kiss.

“Jenny,” he whispered in awe. “That was amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “I…” My eyes widened. “Oh, shoot!”

“What?” he asked. “Didn’t you cum hard enough?”

“No, no, I’m in the middle of my cycle.”

“And?”

“And that’s when a girl’s egg is ready to be fertilized,” I groaned. Mom had made that clear. “I’m not on birth control!”

“Mom is going to kill us,” James groaned. And then he grinned. “But it would be worth it?”

And then he kissed me again and my fluttering fear at actually being bred by my brother vanished as my heart beat faster. I didn’t know if it was too late, if he had bred me, but I did know what we did was amazing.

We had a new life now. I couldn’t wait to explore more of it with my big brother.

To be continued…
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James Wilson

I hadn’t had a real chance to talk with Jenny, my fourteen-year-old sister, since we made love during their lunch break at school today. We had shared our passion, committing the most wonderful incest I could imagine. We took each other’s virginities and discovered new aspects of each other. I had no idea my little sister was so hot. So sexy. So wanton.

She had been an eager and active participant, falling to her knees, sucking my cock, begging me to pop her cherry, to cum in and breed her. It had been so wild hearing my uptight, little sister say those words. I never thought she was interested in sex. Not really. She dressed so conservatively, baggy clothing, long skirts, high necklines. Not like the other fourteen-year-olds at our high school.

Or the fifteen-year-olds in my grade.

When she burst in on my secret spot on the school grounds where I vaped, a small clearing amid rhododendron bushes behind the school’s gym, I had thought she would tattle to our mother. Mom was a doctor, and she hated smoking. Jenny was always tattling on me, following me around, being annoying.

Now…she could follow me around all she wanted.

What I did not expect to happen after she caught me was for Clint and his little sister, Alicia, to have sex where we could watch. Clint was a legend at our high school. Last year, when I was a freshman, he was the junior who had knocked up Pam Hiragawa and his cousin Melody Samuels. He strutted school with both girls on his arms, his own private harem. Rumors persisted he even fucked his other cousin, Lee; his two sisters, Zoey and Alicia; and his aunt, Ms. Samuels, who taught me History this semester.

It had been so hot hearing Clint fuck his little sister. He took her hard. She begged him to cum in her, to breed her. Jenny and I had listened, growing hotter and hotter. There was such envy in Jenny’s eyes as Clint devoured Alicia’s pussy.

And then we were masturbating. I was stroking my dick, my sister fingering her twat. We grew hotter and hotter, and before I knew it, I was devouring Jenny’s pussy. I made her cum. I fucked her. Came in her.

And that, I think, was why she was so nervous when the school bus dropped us off. She was silent as we walked home. Normally, I wouldn’t have even said anything to her, letting her walk ahead while I texted my friends.

“You okay?” I asked her as she walked, so tense, up to the door of our house.

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice strained.

Jenny was a cute girl, her light-brown hair held back from her face by a pink headband, her cheeks delicate, her lips pink and kissable. Beneath her dress and tights, she had a sexy body with round breasts and pink nipples and sleek thighs. She definitely could dress better.

“Is it about what we did?” I asked as she pulled out her keys from her purse. Mom was at her practice and Dad was long gone. “It takes more than once to get pregnant.”

Jenny shook her head. “I’m in the middle of my cycle.” She jammed the key into her lock. “It’s the best time for me to get pregnant. And it can take only once.” She shivered. “The precum alone leaking from your cock has enough sperm in it to impregnate me.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Didn’t you pay attention to Mom’s lectures?” Jenny shouldered open our front door. “She was quite clear with me.”

Our mother was a gynecologist and an obstetrician. If anyone would know, it was her. I swallowed, my stomach tensing. “So…is it for sure that I…?”

“Knocked me up?” Her voice grew brittle. “No. There’s no guarantee your sperm will find my egg. There’s a lot of factors from incompatible blood types to acidity levels in my vagina to your sperm’s mobility. It’s why couples can try for months and months and not conceive. But…”

She walked to the couch, dropped her purse and bookbag, and slumped down onto it, her face pale. I closed the front door and followed her. I sat down beside her, closer than I would have. Things were different between us. What happened today was special. She was my little sister. I wanted to protect her, love her, make her feel better.

I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her to me. “Well, I’m here for you. Whatever you decide.”

Her hands rubbed at her stomach. “You mean that?”

“Yeah.”

“And what about Mom?” She squirmed. “She’s going to find out. I can’t hide a pregnancy from her. Not her.”

“Well, you’re fourteen. Girls get pregnant at your age.”

“She’ll be so mad.” Her blue eyes trembled as they stared up at me. “She’ll hate me.”

“Mom won’t hate you.” I squeezed her shoulder. “I won’t let her.”

“What do I tell her about the father?”

“That it was a stupid one time thing, and you don’t really know him. He goes to another school, you didn’t catch his name, and you have no way to contact him.”

“So I shouldn’t say you’re the father?”

My heart clenched. Panic boiled through my stomach. “Jesus, Jenny, no. She’ll kill me for real. You’re my sister. What we did was illegal.”

“That didn’t stop you from putting your cock in me and fucking me and cumming in me,” she pointed out, her hand resting on my thigh.

“Well, no,” I swallowed. “But you wanted it. You were begging for it.”

“Begging for it?” she arched an eyebrow. “That’s your excuse?”

Panic swirled through my stomach. “I… I mean. You were consenting. You were the one who fell to her knees and sucked my cock.”

“Relax.” She gave my thigh a squeeze which sent a tingle racing up my leg. “I’m not going to tell Mom.”

I gave a big sigh of relief. “Thanks.”

“I know you think I’m a tattletale.”

I flushed. “Sorry.”

“No, no. I was. I just…wanted your attention. Ever since I can remember you’ve been my cool, older brother and I wanted to be your wife. I told Mom that when I was five or six, and she laughed. Said it was normal and I’d grow out of it. But I didn’t. When I hit puberty and…things changed.”

“Developed?” I grinned, my eyes flicking down to her breasts. Her clothing didn’t emphasize them, but I knew they were round and succulent.

“Yes.” Her cheeks were so red. “Well, I wanted to be your wife, but also your girlfriend. Your lover. I…wanted what happened today so badly. So that’s why I’m always around. I just wanted you to notice me. And when you didn’t, I would get mad and…”

“Tattletale.”

She nodded. “Sorry.”

“So you went out there wanting me to pop your cherry?” I grinned. “You were hoping you’d, what, catch me jerking off instead of vaping.”

“Well, I know you like Ms. Samuels and her big boobs, and you have her right before lunch, and the way she dresses…” Jenny shifted, glancing down at her own breasts. “And every boy in my history class talks about how they want to ‘tap that ass’ as they put it.”

“Well, she does have great cans,” I said, watching her squirm. “But so do you.”

“Really?” There was such a hopeful edge to them.

“Oh, yes, little sis, you have a hot body.”

Her hand stroked higher up my thigh. “James…” She said, her voice tight. “You know…you already came in me today… And…if it’s already too late…”

My dick throbbed. “Yeah, it probably is. So no harm, no fowl if we….”

Her hand reached my cock, rubbing it through my jeans. I ached and throbbed, groaning as she squeezed and relaxed. The pleasure rushed through my body. My toes curled in my shoes as I let out a groan of delight.

“You are a horny minx, sis.”

“Thank you, big brother,” she cooed, squirming. “Will you eat my pussy again? It was so amazing. I came so hard on your lips.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “But first, get naked for me.”

“Here?” She bit her lip, looking around the living room.

“Mom won’t be home for two hours at least. Let me see that sexy bod. Those tits. Show me how much better they are than Ms. Samuels.”

Her grin grew and she let out an excited squeal before throwing her arms about my neck and kissing me hard. Her lips melted against mine, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I held her, kissing her back, savoring how naughty this was. Her body pressed against mine, feeling the shape of her breasts as she tried to devour my mouth.

My little sister was a horny minx. I loved it.

Her arms tightened, clinging to me with a hungry need. I felt how much she wanted me, how much it meant to her that I was paying attention to her. My dick throbbed in my jeans, aching to bury into her pussy.

But I had to please her first. Clint devoured Alicia’s pussy before he fucked her. And it was clear his little sister would do anything for him. And I think I understood why. He gave her what she needed. He devoured her pussy, made her cum, and let her be his little princess.

Guys I knew just cared about busting their nut. None of them had meaningful relationships. They had girls they hooked up with. Some were almost like real girlfriends, but they would cheat on them if they had a chance. They didn’t care about the girl. Why would they? Modern girls thought they had to put out, that they were emancipated and should just give themselves to the guys because if they didn’t, others would.

And the guys loved it.

Jenny broke the kiss, breaking away from me. “You really think my tits are better than Ms. Samuels?”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“I love you, big brother,” she grinned, her hips shaking as she pulled off her headband. Her brown hair fell about her face and shoulders, sweeping around as she shook her head.

“That’s hot,” I groaned.

She beamed at me, her hips rolling. “You think I’m hot, big brother?”

“Yeah.” My mouth was so dry. “Yeah, I do.”

Her fingers went to the buttons of her dress. “Good.”

I squirmed on the couch, my dick throbbing so hard as I watched her fingers work each button of her dress. My heart pounded in my chest as she revealed her snowy flesh. Then the racy red of her bra. She dressed like a frumpy church wife, but her underwear was so hot, so sexy. It was so shocking to see such a lacy bra, the material transparent in spots, letting her pink areolas and nipples peek through.

She shrugged out of her blouse and wiggled the skirt down her hips, exposing her white tights covering her racy, red panties. They almost were a thong cut. Such a naughty pair of panties. She stepped out of her skirt and turned, showing her ass. The panties only covered the top half of her butt-cheeks before the fabric narrowed into a strip vanishing into her crack and clinging to her pussy.

“Yes,” I panted, rubbing my dick through my jeans as she peeled off her tights, exposing the creamy flesh of her butt clad in those panties. “Those are hot. I love them.”

“My cheekies?” she asked, bending over, the crotch tight against her pussy. She smacked the naked part of her ass. “They’re so naughty. I just had to buy them. It makes me feel so wicked walking around in them and no one knows. No one but you, big brother.”

“Yeah,” I panted as she stepped out of her tights. She was so slim and sexy.

She straightened, reaching behind her and unfastening her blouse. I licked my lips, squeezing my cock so hard through my jeans as she shrugged out of her bra straps. They slipped down her arms, the cups sliding away from her breasts. She dangled her bra to her right, giving me a teasing look over her shoulder before she dropped it.

“Where did you learn to do that?” I groaned.

Her cheeks when crimson. “Um…porn. And I practiced in my bedroom.”

“Stripping.”

“Yeah,” she said, wiggling her hips, her ass swaying. “For you.”

“Damn, I love it.”

She turned around slowly, her round breasts jiggling. They were a lush pair, ivory flesh bleeding into pink areolas, her nipples small but hard, thrusting at me as she faced me. She trembled, putting her hands on her hips, trying to look sexy, but at the same time there was a vulnerability about her, a fear glittering in her eyes.

“You are the sexiest girl, sis,” I panted. “Damn, I am the luckiest big brother in the world. Your tits are amazing.”

Every word relaxed her, transforming her pose from the vulnerable into the sensual as her confidence swelled. Her smile grew smokier. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed, the fear vanishing from her eyes, replaced by smoldering desire.

Then she hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her hips. I had already seen her pussy when I pulled them off her hips just hours ago, but I still salivated, leaning forward as the first brown curls of her bush appeared. She rolled her panties down farther and farther, exposing more of her pubic hair, and then her slit half-hidden by her curls. I smelled her excitement, a tart musk that only made me harder.

“Now it’s your turn,” she grinned. “Let me see my sexy big brother naked.”

I blushed. “Really? You think I’m sexy?”

She nodded her head, her hands stroking up and down her body. “You are so cute. All my friends whisper about you.”

“Really?” I grinned at her, arching an eyebrow.

“I’m not having a threesome with you and one of my friends,” she told me, eyes narrowing.

“Had to try,” I shrugged as I stood and peeled off my t-shirt.

I played soccer for school and my body was tanned by a summer practicing and playing with my friends. She let out an appreciative moan, licking her lips. I grinned at her as I unfastened my jeans, pushing them down along with my boxers, my cock popping out hard, bobbing before me, my balls aching.

“Tada,” I said, standing naked.

“Come on, let me see that ass,” Jenny purred.

“Girl’s like a guy’s ass?” I asked, glancing down at my dick. “What about my cock?”

“Girls like muscular chests and tight asses. Cocks are okay, I guess.”

“Huh,” I said, turning, letting her stare at my ass. I gave her a booty shake which made her clap.

“Yay, shake that ass!” she cheered, sounding like a guy at a strip club. Then she smacked my right cheek and squeezed it. “I’m so glad I can do this, big brother.”

“Yeah,” I groaned as she pressed against me, her pussy and silky pubic hair rubbing on my butt-cheeks, my cock throbbing as she ground on me.

“You’re all mine.” Her hands slipped around my stomach, rubbing my abs as she ground on me. I straightened my back, her nipples hard against me. Her lips kissed between my shoulder blades.

“And you’re mine,” I groaned, my dick growing hotter.

“Oh, what are you going to do to me?”

“Devour you.” I spun in her embrace, my dick smacking into her hip. She giggled as I seized her, pulling her naked body tight against mine, her breasts rubbing on my chest as I kissed her hard.

I pushed her down on the couch as our tongues wrestled, my cock rubbing on her stomach, throbbing. My sister felt so hot against me. I shivered, my tongue probing deep into her mouth as I kissed her. She was so hot. So lithe. I wanted to fuck her so badly. But her pussy brushed my balls, so hot and wet and in need of her big brother’s attention.

I broke the kiss as she squirmed on the couch. I kissed down her neck, my hands stroking her sides, finding her breasts. I shuddered as I cupped her naked tits, squeezing their firm plumpness. I loved how soft they were. How they felt in my hands.

And how my little sister moaned as my lips reached her nipples.

“Big brother,” she gasped as I sucked on a pink nub.

My tongue explored her nipple. The texture felt delicious on my tongue, winkled and silky at the same time. I sucked hard, making her buck and shudder. I nibbled on it, doing everything I remembered from porn. I sucked so hard, taking as much into my mouth as I could while my fingers played with her other nipple.

I pinched and rolled the little nub. I loved the sounds my sister made. She gasped and moaned, squirming, her legs spasming, brushing my naked sides. I squeezed and kneaded her breasts while I played with her nipples. I made her moan and gasp. And that was so hot.

“Big brother,” she kept moaning. It was such a sexy thing to hear. My heart beat faster every time. “Love you, big brother.”

“Love you, too,” I moaned between sucks on her wonderful nipple.

My right hand wandered down her body as I kept playing with her nipple, swirling my tongue, sucking hard, making wet plops every time my mouth popped off. My hand reached her stomach. She squirmed, sucking in a breath as I went lower and lower.

And found the silky curls of her pubic hair.

Her thighs spread wide, inviting, as my fingers caressed her pubic hair. I stroked her silk as I went lower and lower. She grew hotter, wetter. Her flesh was feverish. And then I found her slit. She dripped. Moans sang from her lips as I rubbed her pussy. I stroked up and down her slit, my fingers parting her folds.

I found her pussy’s entrance and penetrated her.

My dick throbbed. This morning, this hole was virgin territory. No one had gone in here before me. I had broken her in. I had taken my sister’s cherry. As her tight snatch clenched on my two probing fingers, my cock ached to bury into her again.

Just pull your fingers out of her and let me fuck her, my cock seemed to say. We’ll both enjoy it more.

I ignored the voice, my fingers pumping into her silky flesh. She was so hot. My thumb slid up her silt and through her curly pubic hair, finding her clit. She gasped, her body bucking as I massaged it, my lips sucking so hard on her nipples.

“Oh, big brother,” she moaned, her voice so throaty. She humped and writhed on the couch as I pumped faster and faster. “Oh, that’s so nice. Oh, you’re such a wonderful big brother.”

“I am,” I panted, looking up at her. “I’m going to make you cum so hard.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her body trembling as she squirmed. “Oh, I bet you are.”

I sucked on her nipple again, pumping faster and faster through her pussy. She moaned, her back arching. I sucked on her left nipple, now. Savoring its texture as I made her moan and squirm. Her thighs wrapped about my waist, gripping me as her pussy clenched and relaxed about my fingers.

She grew hotter, wetter. I pumped faster and faster, rubbing my thumb hard. I groaned, releasing her nipple and falling to my knees, her thighs sliding up my sides. I pushed them apart so I could lean in and lick at her folds as I fingered her.

I loved her tart juices. Pussy tasted amazing. And this was my little sister’s pussy. I fingered her faster and faster, my tongue flicking up to her clit. I sucked on it as I pumped in and out of her silky folds while she squirmed.

“Big brother,” she moaned, fingers grabbing my short, brown hair as she trembled. “Oh, yes, big brother. Oh, fuck yes! That’s it. That’s amazing. Oh, yes! Oh, my god, yes!”

She heaved as her orgasm spilled through her. She humped against me. Her eyes fluttered. Her tits bounced as her orgasm burned through her body. Her pussy spasmed on my fingers. I groaned as I sucked on her clit, loving the fact I made my little sister explode.

I made her cum.

I gave her this pleasure.

My fingers pumped faster and faster, reaming in and out of her as she thrashed on the couch. I lapped up her juices, licking around my fingers. Her flesh felt amazing as it spasmed on my fingers. My dick throbbed in such envy.

“Big brother, you’re such a stud. Oh, god. I want you in me! I want to fuck you! Please, please, big brother. Fuck me! Cum in me! Make sure I’m bred!”

She was caught up in the lust again, just like before, not caring if I knocked her up. I didn’t care either. Everything else could wait. There was something so primal stirring in me. She wanted me to breed her, and I wanted to do just that.

It was pure instinct.

Incestuous instinct.

I ripped my fingers out of her pussy and moved up her body. Her hands grabbed my cock, guiding me into her pussy. I reached beneath her, grabbing her ass, clutching her as the tip of my dick brushed the wet folds of her pussy.

I rammed in.

“Yes!” we moaned together as I sank into her spasming folds. She still orgasmed around my cock, her pussy milking my cock.

My hands gripped her ass, two fingers on my right hand sticky with her pussy juices. She moaned, humping up to meet my thrusts, my balls smacking into her flesh. I pounded her hard, my cock boiling. I had to cum so badly.

She kissed me, her hands grabbing my ass, pulling me into her as she humped against me. Her pussy kept spasming about my dick. Somehow, she was still cumming. One orgasm rolling into another. Was that possible?

“Damn,” I groaned, my fingers clenching on her butt-cheeks. “Do you keep cumming?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squeaked, bucking so hard into me. “Girls can do this… Multi-orgasmic… Yes!”

I felt like a stud. I made my sister cum and cum. I hammered her pussy, my dick burying over and over into her depths while her silky pussy massaged my dick. My balls boiled. My cum swelled in them.

Her thighs locked so tight about my waist. She humped against me, moaning, her head tossing, brown hair flying. Her breasts jiggled, brushing my chest as she writhed. Her head leaned back against the top of the couch, screaming out her pleasure.

“Finger my ass,” she moaned as I kneaded her butt.

“What?” I gasped in shock, the words almost throwing off my strokes.

“I like to finger my butt when I masturbate,” she moaned. “Do it. Shove your finger in their, big brother! Please!”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I spread her butt-cheeks and delved my finger into her asshole. I brushed her sphincter. She groaned and gasped, her eyes widening as my middle finger, slick with her juices, probed into her tight, velvety asshole.

She came harder, bucking beneath me as I probed deeper and deeper into her tight bowels. It was so different from her pussy. My dick ached, throbbed. I had seen anal in porn before. What would it feel like to fuck my sister’s asshole?

“Shit,” I groaned, her asshole clenching on my finger. “I’m going to—”

Keys rattled in the door.

“Mom!” I gasped as fear shot through me.

A primal panic filled me. I ripped my cock out of my sister’s pussy. Mom’s keys fumbled with the lock. She would be in the house in moments. We had to do something? I looked at our clothing lying on the floor, my sister gasping, her blue eyes wide.

“Clothes!” I bent down, scooping up as much of hers and mine I could. “Then…bathroom.”

There was a first floor bathroom down the short hallway from the living room to the kitchen. The front door opened. My sister and I, holding bundled clothing, fled, our hearts racing. My shoulders tensed, waiting for our mom to scream out at the sight of our naked forms fleeing the living room.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

I couldn’t get the image of Cheryl Elliston being fucked by her seventeen-year-old son out of my head. After my exam of the pregnant woman, it gnawed at me. She told me she had a one-night stand while on vacation in Cancun, but her body wasn’t tan at all. And Clint had knocked up both his cousins. I knew Cheryl and her sister Vicky were close, their children growing up together. And if Clint was fucking his first cousins, who else was he fucking?

Even stranger, Cheryl was…excited to be having a baby at her age from a stranger.

What if it was Clint’s?

It was so illegal. So wrong. And yet…it had my pussy tingling. It had me thinking of my own son, James. He had grown into a handsome, young man. He was athletic, with the same boyish handsome face his father had that had me swooning in my younger years. And those blue eyes…

It had me so out of sorts. I couldn’t focus at work. And since I had no afternoon appointments at my clinic, I decided to head home early instead of working on paperwork like normal. I needed to think, reflect, figure out what to do about Cheryl.

Should I confront her? Should I call the police?

I bit my lip. Why did it make me so excited picturing Clint and his mother together. I imagined the young buck mounting his busty mother. Cheryl was still gorgeous with her dyed-blonde hair and skinny body. She worked out and ate right.

Fuck Mommy, Cheryl moaned in my imagination. Mommy’s been so lonely since your dad left me.

I blinked at that, Clint shifting into James in my thoughts. Cheryl’s husband didn’t leave her. Hers had died. And I had been so lonely since Doug abandoned us for that twenty-two-year-old tart who worked at his office.

I shook my head. I couldn’t be thinking those sort of thoughts. James was my son. My flesh and blood. I spent ten hours delivering him into the world. I carried him inside me for nine months. I couldn’t have sex with him. Couldn’t let him slide back into my body.

I trembled as I walked up to my house’s front door, my mind whirling. It twisted my stomach even as my pussy grew so hot. It was wrong. I kept telling myself it was wrong. I would be a horrible monster if I seduced my fifteen-year-old son. I needed to get laid. I needed to find a young stud, someone in his twenties, and just get fucked.

Have a one-night stand and get my horniness out of my system.

My hands fumbled at my keys. Having a one-night stand sounded like so much work. Especially when I had James in sleeping down the…

“No,” I hissed at myself as I struggled to jam the key into the lock. It scraped across the metal before popping in. I twisted it, looking down, lost in my thoughts as I pushed open the door. I stepped into my house, shaking my head, my deviant thoughts assaulting me from—

Bang!

I blinked at the door being shut hard somewhere in the house. I looked around the living room. “Jenny? James? How many times do I have to tell you not to slam the doors?”

I moved into the house. There was a musty smell that reminded me of…pussy juices. I smelled that enough at work. I shook my head. It couldn’t be that. I passed into the living room and groaned, spotting a wet spot on my couch.

“They need to wipe up their messes,” I muttered.

The downstairs shower hissed on. I frowned at that. No one used the downstairs shower. I walked down the hallway to the bathroom door, water splashing. The exhaust fan hummed to life. I knocked on the door.

“Mom?” Jenny squeaked.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

My heart thudded as Mom knocked on the door. She saw us. She had to have seen us. I stood naked before the door, trembling. James had been smart enough to turn on the shower. Maybe…we could convince her we were showering together to save water. For the environment. That was a thing, right?

“Why are you showering downstairs?” Mom asked.

My eyes widened. She didn’t know James was in here.

“Um…James was hogging the upstairs bathroom,” I lied. “And I really needed to shower. I just felt…”

“Grody from school?” Mom sounded amused.

“Yeah.”

James pressed up behind me, his hard cock wet with my pussy juices as it rubbed on my ass. I shivered, his arms sliding around me, one sliding up and cupping my breast, the other reaching for my pussy. I shuddered, biting back a moan as he found my clit.

What was he doing? Mom was on the other side of the door.

“Okay, honey,” Mom said. “I’ll let you have your shower.”

“Sure,” I said, trembling. Then, without meaning to, asked, “Why are you home early?”

Why did I do that? It was so stupid. I wanted her to leave, especially with James’s hands stroking me, his dick rubbing on my ass, his lips nibbling on my neck. Which was wonderful. We were locked in here. We could have more fun. But not if Mom was just outside the door.

Although a naughty thrill ran through me. Mom was just outside, and my big brother’s fingers danced on my clit, shooting pleasure through me.

“I just…had a weird day at the office,” Mom said. “Mrs. Elliston came in pregnant.”

“Isn’t her husband dead?” I asked, remembering the funeral we went to over a year ago.

“Yes.”

“She’s Clint’s mother, right?” My eyes widened. Clint was fucking his little sister. Had he also fucked his mother? Had he bred her?

My pussy clenched.

“You know Clint?” Mom laughed. “Well, I guess you did meet him a few times.”

“He goes to my school. He’s a stud. Has two girlfriends.”

“Three,” mom said as James let out a low groan, his cock moving, sliding down between my butt-cheeks.

“Three?” I gasped as the tip of my brother’s cock slipped between my butt-cheeks and pressed on my asshole. He couldn’t be doing what I think he was doing.

“Yes, he also has knocked up his cousin Lee,” Mom said. “Apparently he’s dating her and her older sister Melody. Plus this girl named Pam Hiragawa. It’s scandalous, right?”

“Yeah,” I moaned. “I mean, they’re his cousins.” I looked over my shoulder at James as his cock pressed on my asshole. I shook my head, eyes wide. What was he doing?

He mouthed, “I need to cum.”

“Pussy,” I hissed in a low voice. That was where his cock belonged.

“What was that, honey?” Mom asked.

“Nothing?” I squeaked as James pressed forward, his dick popping into my asshole. My sphincter stretched around his pussy-lubed cock. It burned. I groaned, leaning forward against the door, rattling it. My big brother worked his dick deeper and deeper. I shuddered. It was like my finger but a million times thicker.

He stretched me out, making me groan.

“Are you okay?” Mom asked.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Just…stretching. Sore. PE was intense today. So strenuous. And…” I stifled another groan as James worked deeper, his fingers dancing on my clit and rubbing my nipple, shooting bliss through my body, crashing into the heat burning in my ass.

“Well, I better let you hop in the shower before you waste all the hot water.”

“Yeah,” I squeaked, my voice so tight. My big brother’s cock was all the way in my asshole.

“Enjoy your shower.” Mom’s footsteps retreated.

“I will!” I moaned. Then, once it was safe, groaned, “Big brother!” I shuddered as he drew back his cock through my bowels, sending more burning heat through me. My face twisted. It almost hurt.

Almost.

“Sorry,” he groaned. “I was just about to cum when Mom interrupted us. And then you were wiggling that cute ass. I couldn’t resist.”

“And why not my pussy?” I moaned as he slammed into me, my butt-cheeks jiggling as I groaned, the door rattling from the thrust, my arms bending like shock absorbers.

“You asked me to finger your ass,” he protested, drawing back and slamming in, the burning becoming…different.

“Finger my ass not fuck it,” I groaned as his balls smacked into my taint, his crotch slapping into my butt. He was so deep in me. I shuddered, shifting.

“Sorry,” he groaned, rubbing my clit faster, sparking such wicked pleasure through my body. “You’re just too sexy to resist.”

“Am I?” I groaned, a smile crossing my lips as the pleasure fluttered through me. He thrust in again, my bowels clenching, the heat beginning to feel good. “I guess…it’s not that bad.”

“It’s heavenly,” he grunted, pinching my nipple, thrusting harder, faster.

His cock slammed so deep into my asshole. He grunted with every thrust. I could tell how much he liked fucking my asshole, how much pleasure my bowels gave him. That made me shudder and smile. I made him feel good.

I wiggled my hips, clenching down with every thrust as he reamed over and over into my depths. I groaned, savoring the bliss. He buried into me, making me tremble. My asshole clenched down so hard on his dick, my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

My own orgasm building inside of him.

“Mmm, so you like my ass?” I moaned, growing hotter and hotter. “You like fucking your little sister’s asshole?”

“So much!” he panted, his strokes thrusting deeper, harder, our flesh smacking together while the shower ran. “You’re so tight and hot. Damn, you are sexy, little sister.”

I beamed. “And what about my pussy?”

“Love your pussy. Love your mouth, too. Love everything about you.”

I gasped as his fingers shoved into my pussy, fingering me again as he reamed my asshole. My back arched into his chest as the pleasure fluttered through me. He ground my clit with the heel of his hand, fingering me so hard, so deep while he fucked my asshole.

The two different sensations met and swirled together. I panted, groaning through clenched teeth. My eyes rolled back into my head. My hips rotated, bucking back into him. Our flesh slapped together louder and louder.

Mom moved through the house. She might catch us.

“Yes, yes, finger me, big brother. Fuck my ass and make me cum!” I didn’t care. It was hot taking this chance, The danger spiced it up. Maybe mom would find us. Hear us. My pussy clenched on his fingers, my bowels on his cock.

“You are so sexy,” he panted. “So hot and silky. I’m going to cum so much into your asshole.”

“Do it!” I hissed, trembling, cumming.

My body bucked and squirmed. My moans echoed through the bathroom. Mom could definitely hear me as I came. And I didn’t care. Not when my big brother fucked me. Not when he gave me such taboo passion.

It burned through me. The wonderful rush of bliss shot through me. It boiled through my brain. I shuddered, my pussy spasming on his dick as his cock buried over and over into my depths. He pinched my nipple with the other hand.

I loved it. I loved being fucked by my big brother.

“Jenny,” he groaned, burying into me, his cum firing into the depths of my asshole.

I drank it in, loving the sensation, my bowels writhing about his cock as I trembled in his arms. My brother loved me. My brother would be there for me. No matter what happened. My eyes rolled back into my head, moans bursting from my lips.

“Yes!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I trembled as I sat on my bed, waiting. My bedroom door was open. I stared out it. I could just see the upstairs bathroom door if I craned my neck. I rubbed my sweaty hands on my jeans, waiting for Jenny to return.

The last two weeks had been amazing. We had fucked every chance we could. At home. At school. We would have quiet quickies while Mom was cooking dinner. We would make love on my bed or Jenny’s before Mom got home from work. At night, we would slip into the other’s bed, trying so hard not to make any noise as we writhed in passion.

But Jenny’s period was late. We knew this might have happened.

The bathroom door opened. Jenny walked out holding the pregnancy test. She rushed into my bedroom, closing the door behind her. She stared at me, her face twisting with apprehension as she gripped the test.

“You’re pregnant,” I groaned.

She nodded her head.

I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

She stared at me, studying my eyes. “Just…okay?”

I reached out, grabbing her hips and pulling her to me. “I told you, I’ll support you.” I pulled her down on my lap. “Whatever you decide.”

“I want it.” She gave me a smile, tears burning in her eyes. “It’s ours, James. Something we made. A bit of you and me together.”

“Okay,” I told her and kissed my pregnant, little sister on the lips.

To be continued…
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Dr. Bernice Wilson

I closed my eyes, my hands rubbing my large, naked breasts as I lay in bed. I had woken up horny again. I felt like a teenager instead of a woman of forty. For the last two weeks, ever since Cheryl Elliston showed up at my gynecological practice pregnant, planting the ridiculous notion that she had been knocked up by her own seventeen-year-old son Clint, I had been thinking of my own son, and not in a motherly way.

James was fifteen, an athletic, handsome, young man. His eyes these wonderful shade of blue, only adding to his boyish charm.

Just thinking of my son sleeping down the hall made my pussy hot. I could go to him, wake him up. My hands caressed my breasts. They were big and soft, the type of tits that young men were infatuated with. I had seen him glancing at them a few times when I wore a blouse too low cut, something I did more often now.

I groaned, my fingers caressing my dark-red nipples, standing up straight as my thighs rubbed together. That hot itch demanded I do something about it. I had to cum. I groaned again, twisting my nipples. These lusts were driving me wild. I knew they were wrong. He was my son. I carried him for nine months. I gave birth to him.

I created him.

And now I wanted to fuck him. A depraved switch had been flipped, turning my maternal love into lust. I shuddered, moaning, my head rolling from side to side on my bed as I kicked off my covers. I licked my lips, closing my eyes.

Fantasizing something so taboo.

In my fantasy, I walked naked down the hallway, passing my fourteen-year-old daughter Jenny’s room. My breasts bouncing, my hips swaying, my pussy burning. I reached my son’s room, opening his door slowly, carefully. I didn’t want to wake him up. Yet. I was such a wicked mommy. I crossed to the room. He slumbered in the dark, covered by his blankets, lying on his back. He slept without a shirt, and I could see a part of his muscular chest.

I reached his bed, pulling down the blankets. Imagining his chest, I twist my nipples harder. I groaned, picturing his muscular pecs and rippling abs as I pull the blanket lower and lower, exposing the boxers he slept in. I did his laundry. I knew them all. Today, I imagined the white one with pirate skulls and crossbones, his cock already half-hard like he knew Mommy was here to teach him how to be a man.

My fantasy was so wicked. I was so hot. I couldn’t resist any longer. My right hand shot out to the nightstand, grasping the pink dildo I left there. I had masturbated before falling asleep to James. I needed to get this taboo lust out of my system. I needed to find a young stud. I was a cougar now. I could find a guy in his twenties, fuck him hard, and banish this from me.

But I had my practice, my patients. I had my kids to take care of. Where was the time to go out and get laid?

I pulled the dildo to my lips while I fantasized about pulling down my son’s boxers, exposing his half-tumescent cock. It would be so long and thick, the crown darkening as blood flow increased. I grasped it, stroking it. Precum beaded the tip. I leaned down, licking it, gathering the salty treat while I licked the dildo, pretending it was his cock.

I moaned, the fingers of my left hand twisting the nipple as I lock my lips about the dildo, tasting traces of my sweet musk. I shuddered, back arching as my fantasy progressed in my thoughts, my son coming awake.

Mom, he groaned in my thoughts. What are you doing?

Shhh, honey. Mommy’s just making her big, strong man feel sooooo good. Mmm, let Mommy show you how to be a man.

The thoughts made my pussy clench. I sucked harder on her dildo, imagining the sounds my son would make as I blew his cock. The moans, the groans, the grunts. The pleasure would twist across his face as he trembled on the bed. He would try to hide how much he liked it. But, in the end, he was a virile, young man and my mouth was so hot.

He wouldn’t resist.

His hands would shoot down, grabbing my dyed-blonde hair. He would grip it as I bobbed my mouth. I pressed the dildo deeper into my mouth, then pulled it out, sucking on it, swirling my tongue while I imagined it was my son’s cock hard and hot and throbbing.

Oh, Mom, wow. That’s…Oh, wow, that’s amazing.

Mommy just wants to show you her love.

Yes, Mom, show me your love. Oh, yes. You’re amazing. You’re the best mom. Fuck!

I sucked harder and harder, his chest rippling. My own pussy was so hot, so juicy, begging to be filled by his cock. I popped my mouth off the dildo while in my fantasy I popped off his cock, moving, straddling his cock and bringing it to my hot, dripping pussy.

My son’s dick!

I nuzzled the hard end of the dildo along my pussy lips, sliding it through my brown bush. I nudged my clit, shuddering, picturing the rapt lust on James’s face as he stared at my pillowy breasts swaying as I prepared to ride him.

Mom, he groaned in my thoughts. You’re really going to do this? You’re really going to be the first woman to ride my cock?

Oh, yes, Mommy has to make her boy into a man!

I jammed the dildo into my pussy.

I imagined impaling my cunt on my son’s thick cock.

The shaft filled me, stretching my hot hole. The friction sent naughty heat rippling through my body. My cunt clenched on the dildo, pretending it was my son’s cock. I groaned, pumping it in and out as I fantasized riding James’s cock, sliding my cunt up and down his dick, reveling in the incestuous moment of a mother teaching her son to be a man.

It would be so hot. My hands would run across his muscular chest, feeling his strength, while his hands would grope my breasts. He would squeeze my pillowy mounds and pinch my nipples. My pussy would clench on him.

Do you feel how hot Mommy is for your big cock? I moaned in my imagination.

Yes!

And you love it. You love being back in Mommy! Back in the pussy that birthed you!

It’s so hot, Mom!

It was so hot. I pumped the dildo faster and faster in and out of my cunt. It churned my juices, rippling passion through me. I writhed on my back, gripping the base of the dildo with both hands to plunge it in with such force, my big breasts bouncing, lost to the incestuous fantasy of fucking my son.

Heat burned in my cunt as I rode James’s cock. His hands squeezed my tits, pinching my nipples. My pussy clenched on his dick as I slid up and then I groaned as I slammed down. He shuddered, face twisting with passion, loving every moment of being inside his naughty mommy’s pussy.

Yes, yes, yes, Mom, you’re so amazing. Your pussy! I love it. I love you, Mom!

And Mommy loves her big, strong son. Oh, yes. Mommy raised a man with a huge cock. Oh, Mommy loves your big dick. Mommy’s going to cum so hard on your dick!

I was going to cum so hard. I plunged the dildo so hard, so deep into my pussy. I reamed my cunt, trembling, groaning, spasming on the bed. It was so intense. The fantasy burned so hot in me. The fact it was wrong, illegal, forbidden only made it hotter. Made me wetter.

Made me cum harder.

“James!” I moaned, imagining him cumming into my depths, groaning, flooding me with his incestuous seed. I shuddered, bucking, writhing, plunging the dildo into my spasming depths. “Oh, James, yes!”

The orgasm burned so hot through me. So passionately. I groaned and shuddered and moaned. I kept fucking the dildo into my convulsing pussy, lost to the taboo urge to fuck my son. To feel his cum splash into my depths. It would be so wonderful to feel that creamy delight spilling into me.

Knocking me up like Clint knocked up his mother.

My body bucked. My tits bounced as I convulsed so hard. A second orgasm detonated in me. I moaned my son’s name over and over as the pleasure burned through my mind. My entire body heaved. Rapture burned through my mind.

I wanted to fuck my son.

My orgasms peaked.

And then the guilt crashed through me as I collapsed into a panting heap, gasping for breath. What was wrong with me? Why did these thoughts plague me? Why was I such a bad mother?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I trembled on my big brother’s lap. We were in his bedroom. It was early in the morning. We both couldn’t sleep. My period was two days late. If it hadn’t arrived by this morning, I knew there was only one possibility. And the pregnancy test clutched in my right hand confirmed it.

I was bred by my big brother.

So many emotions roiled through my stomach. I was scared and happy and excited and nervous and horny and frightened and ecstatic and so much more. They all mixed and swirled. I was pregnant. I was fourteen, pregnant, and knocked up by my own brother. The brother who loved me. The brother who would support me. The brother who was happy I was pregnant, his hands squeezing my ass through my nightgown, his cock growing hard beneath me as he kissed me. I clutched to him tightly, kissing him back.

The last two weeks had been magical. It really wasn’t surprising I was pregnant. Maybe we could have gotten away with him cumming in me the first time without a condom. Even if it was in the middle of my cycle, the most fertile time of the month for me. But that was the excuse we used to keep fucking, over and over. After all, he might have already knocked me up. “We’ll wear condoms once you have your period,” he kept saying as he slid his dick into my wet pussy. “But until then…”

“Let’s enjoy ourselves,” I would moan, loving his dick.

And we had. We had all kinds of sex. At home and even at school, enjoying quickies whenever we could. We were both so horny, so in love. It was wonderful. He was wonderful. My big brother was amazing. Awesome. The best big brother in the world.

Better even than Clint, even if he did fuck his two sisters, his two cousins, and maybe his aunt and even his mother. Mom told me his mother was pregnant, which was very suspicious to me.

I broke the kiss with James, staring at his blue eyes as I trembled on him, squirming, my pussy so hot. I was pregnant with his child. I clutched the pregnancy test so hard in my hand as I ground on his cock.

He groaned.

“Well, I guess we don’t have to buy those condoms,” James said, his hands squeezing my ass through my nightgown.

“Guess not,” I giggled. “All the bareback pussy you want.”

“Well, I mean, until you’re too pregnant to have sex.”

“Oh, girls can have sex right up until they give birth. I read it on one of Mom’s pamphlets in her office.” I gave a wicked giggle. “I hope you have a pregnancy fetish, big brother.”

“I’ve never looked at that sort of porn.”

“Me either. We should.” Then I kissed him again, my heart just racing with excitement.

And then we heard a low, throaty moan. I broke the kiss, glancing at the wall separating James’s bedroom with Mom. My eyes widened. I knew those sounds. A hot thrill shot through my pussy as I squirmed on his cock.

“Is she…?” James asked, staring at his wall.

There was another moan.

I giggled wickedly. “I think she is. Mmm, and you’re so hard. Let me do something about that.”

“And you’re not wet?” he asked as I slipped off his lap to the floor, my hands reaching for his boxers’ waistband. He wore his white ones with black skulls and crossbones on it.

“I am. And I’m in the mood for pirate treasure, yar,” I said, putting on my best pirate accent.

“What?” he blinked as I pulled down his boxers, his hips lifting to help me out.

“Aye, matey, I need all the creamy treasure you got in them there cock.”

“Jesus, Jenny,” he said, chuckling. “You are such a goofball.”

I beamed at him as his hard cock popped out, bobbing before me. The tip was growing dark with his arousal. Already precum beaded the tip. I licked my lips in hungry delight, grasping his dick with my right hand, the left sliding beneath my nightgown and pushing aside the panties I wore to sleep.

I was hot and juicy, my silky pubic hair caressing my digits as I stroked up and down my vulva, touching my tight slit. I shuddered, teasing myself, digging into my plump folds to brush my hard clit and sending hot shudders through my body as my tongue licked up the bead of precum.

“Damn, you can have all my pirate booty,” James groaned, leaning back on his hands, his muscular chest rippling. “Just do that. You are an amazing little sister.”

“I know,” I beamed at him, my fingers stroking my clit, my other hand stroking his dick. His shaft throbbed with his heartbeat. “And I’m hungry for yar cream, matey!”

Then I engulfed the head of his cock before he could laugh at how corny I sounded. I sucked so hard, making him groan instead. I loved making my big brother groan. It was so hot watching his face contort, his chest rising as he sucked in deep breaths. Precum coated my tongue as I swirled around the tip, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked.

I loved sucking his cock. I loved doing anything with him. Even anal. It was hot feeling his cock slide into my asshole. My pussy and butthole clenched as I remembered two weeks ago when he fucked my ass in the downstairs bathroom.

What a wicked time that was.

I shoved two fingers into my juicy pussy, fingering myself as I bobbed my mouth up and down his dick. I sucked and moaned and shuddered, so happy. I was pregnant with his child. I knew we would have to face Mom soon, but I knew that despite all the angst and drama that would cause, I would have my big brother to support me. To love me.

To fuck me and give me his cum.

He groaned as I sucked harder, bobbing my mouth. I shivered, my tight pussy clenching on my fingers as they reamed in and out of me. My clit throbbed as I massaged it with the heel of my hand. I stroked his cock faster, my tongue swirling as I sucked and bobbed and blew him.

“Damn, Jenny,” he panted, seizing my loose, brown hair, holding it as I pleasured him. “Damn, you are an amazing little sister. And you’re pregnant with my child. I knocked you up.”

His chest swelled with pride. It made me shudder, my pussy clenching on my plunging fingers, as I heard the possessive thrill he took in that fact. That his cock had bred me. That he was virile. A true man.

I sucked harder, moaning as the pleasure rippled out of my pussy. This was so hot. So amazing. I shivered, the heat building inside of me. Juices dribbled down my fingers and coated my hand as I masturbated faster and faster.

“Jenny,” he kept groaning, his dick throbbing in my grip and mouth. He shuddered as I swirled my tongue around his crown before I bobbed down his shaft, sucking the entire time. “Oh, Jenny, yes. I’m going to flood your mouth.”

That sent a hot thrill through me. My clit ached as I massaged it. My little nub sent such wonderful sparks of pleasure shooting through me. I moaned louder about his cock, humming, pleasing him. His face rippled with pleasure, his hand tightening in my hair.

He was getting close.

And so was I.

My pregnant pussy savored my fingers plunging in and out of my depths. I shivered, toes curling. The pressure built and built as I took as much of James’s cock as I could, the tip brushing the back of my throat. I shivered, fingering myself faster and faster.

“Shit!” he grunted. “Jenny!”

Cum exploded into my mouth.

The moment the first splash of salty, incestuous jizz hit my tonsils, I orgasmed, too.

I gulped down his delicious, thick cream as my pussy spasmed about my fingers. I kept plunging them into my cumming depths, the heel of my hand massaging my clit. Pleasure sparked through me, igniting rapture in my mind that had me trembling, moaning about his erupting cock.

He grunted with each blast. I loved it, the flavor swirling through my mouth as I swallowed it. The incestuous load warmed my belly. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as the pleasure burned through me.

“You are awesome,” he panted, his dick spurting a final time. He fell back on his bed. “Love you.”

I shuddered, my fingers still stirring up my cumming pussy, the pleasure radiating through my body. He loved me. I knew he did. And we had made a baby together. I wanted to tell the world. I wished incest wasn’t illegal.

What a world that would be. One where you could love whomever you wanted, even if you were related.

I popped my mouth off his dick, panting, my voice tight with ecstasy as I moaned, “Love you, big brother. You’re my baby daddy now.”

“I am,” he said, sounding proud and sleepy all at the same time. “Damn, and I can’t tell anyone.”

I shook my head. We had the lie ready. I went to a party with James the night after he popped my cherry. It was our alibi. People saw me there. Then I even disappeared for a while, hiding in a bathroom, and reappeared looking a little disheveled. A few of my friends gave me speculative looks, and I just winked at them. When I inevitably had to tell Mom, I would claim it was a stupid mistake at a party. There was a guy and we had sex but I didn’t know him. And I didn’t know how to get a hold of him.

She would be disappointed in me, but I would have James. It would all be worth it. I rubbed my tummy, full of his cum and our baby. It definitely would be worth it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I grinned as Jenny entered the library, wearing a jean skirt and purple tights, a matching purple top with a pink cardigan to help keep her warm. I loved the pink hair band holding back her light-brown hair. It always made her look so innocent. But I knew she was naughty. I had seen the thong she put on before we went to school.

The blowjob she gave me this morning was wonderful, but I wanted more. I had to be in her pussy.

I couldn’t believe I was going to be a father. I knew it was a possibility for the last two weeks, but now it was a certainty. I had bred my little sister. I wanted to strut around like Clint with two women on my arms. I remembered at the end of last year, both Melody and Pam so pregnant, practically glowing as they walked with him.

I wanted to do that strut with Jenny. But she was my sister. It was illegal for me to knock her up. If she were my cousin…

“The library?” Jenny asked as she came closer to me.

I grinned at her. “I found a place.”

She walked with me as the school’s librarian, an old hag who hated her job and just sat behind her desk as much as possible not working. She usually was reading from her Kindle, and did not care what the students did so long as it was quiet. I didn’t even know why our school had a library. No one used it for research. I mean, sure, twenty years ago before the internet people had to suffer in libraries.

But that meant almost no one came in here.

“This is so risky,” Jenny whispered as I led her back to a tall bookshelf near a circular study table.

“Uh-huh,” I grinned, leading her to the little alcove behind the shelf. I slipped in the narrow gap between the shelf and the alcove, sucking in my chest to get in. Once there, I could see out through the gaps in the books at the rest of the library. Even with that, it was so dark back here.

“Wow,” Jenny said. “Why is there a little alcove back here?”

“Not sure. I bet they had a reason when they built this school, and then later they rearranged the shelves or something, mostly blocking it off. But it left this naughty spot behind.”

“And how did you find this?” Jenny asked as she pressed against me.

“I’m just good at finding places.”

“You’re motivated,” she giggled. “You get off on fucking me at school, don’t you? You like the risk, big brother.”

“I do,” I grinned. “And I bet it makes you wet.”

She giggled. “It does. You’re so daring. I’m so scared we’ll get caught, but you’re always so confident we won’t.”

I was nervous, too, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. Not with my dick so hard and she was so close to me. I couldn’t see much of her, but I could feel her heat through our clothing as her body rubbed against mine.

“I found some pregnancy porn,” she said, her hand rubbing at my crotch.

“Oh?” I asked in surprise. “What have you been doing while you were supposed to be learning today?”

“Browsing porn,” she giggled. “I had already read ahead in English, so I just pretended to read with my text book up. But I really had my phone hidden in there. On mute, of course.”

“I have my earbuds,” I said, fumbling at my backpack still slung over my right shoulder. I liked to listen to music from my phone.

We fumbled in the dark with the earbuds. They were tangled, of course, but we were horny. Soon, we had an earbud in each of our ears. Eager, I slammed the jack into her iPhone. The screen’s glow painted her face in blue as she opened the video she had saved.

“Look what you’ve done to Mommy,” the pregnant woman said, her tits huge and pillowy, the size of Mom’s tits. Her hand stroked her swollen stomach. She wasn’t fat. It was the graceful curve of new life, making the woman somehow even sexier. “You knocked Mommy up. Now you have to pay.”

“How do I do that?” the young man sitting on the bed said, naked and stroking his cock.

Jenny wiggled next to me as I groaned, “You found pregnancy incest porn?”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned. “Isn’t it so hot? That’ll be me in nine months. And you better do what he does.”

I nodded, my dick throbbing in my pants as I watched the woman’s “son” lick her pussy. The pregnant woman had mounted him, riding his face as he lay on the bed, her tits heaving and swaying as she moaned and groaned.

“That’s it. Lick Mommy’s pussy.”

Images of Mom flashed through my mind, her bleached-blonde hair spilling about her motherly face, her plump lips pursed. I groaned, my dick wanting to burst out of my pants as I stared at the screen, imagining what Mom’s pussy would taste like.

I bet she tasted as good as Jenny’s cunt.

My zipper rasped as Jenny worked it down. Then she shoved her hand into my pants, pulling my cock out the slit in my boxers. I groaned as my little sister stroked my cock, our eyes locked on the iPhone.

“Oh, you’re going to make Mommy cum,” the pregnant porn star moaned, her tits heaving and slapping together. “Oh, yes. You knocked me up. Now you have to keep my horny pussy satisfied.”

“Yes, you do, big brother,” moaned my little sister, her hand stroking my cock slowly, teasingly. “My pussy is so wet. You bred me. You made me so horny.”

“I’ll eat you out,” I promised, my eyes locked on the screen. “I’ll devour you then fuck you.”

“Good,” she groaned as my hand slid down her back to her skirt. I lifted it, finding her ass covered by her thin tights.

I squeezed her butt. “I’ll keep your horny pussy satisfied, little sister.”

“Good,” she moaned, squirming. My hands clenched her butt-cheek, my dick throbbing in her grip.

The pregnant porn star gasped and moaned, her hands seizing her big, pillowy tits. She brought her fat nipples to her lips, sucking on them one by one. My eyes widened. Creamy milk beaded her nipples. She was nursing herself.

“Fuck,” I panted, my dick throbbing. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“Yes, the lactation’s so hot,” groaned Jenny. “You’ll get to nurse from my tits, big brother. Won’t that be so hot?”

“So hot,” I panted, my eyes locked on the screen. I pictured suckling from my mother’s lactating breasts, nursing from her like I had as a baby. “Shit.”

I shoved my fingers into the waistband of Jenny’s tights, sliding in and gripping her near naked ass. With her thong vanishing between her butt-crack, I could feel the silky warmth of her butt-cheek. I squeezed it, fingers sliding into her crack as she wiggled her hips.

“I’m getting so wet, big brother,” Jenny groaned. “Oh, this is so hot.”

“So hot,” I panted, my fingers nudging aside her thong. I felt her puckered asshole. I stroked it, making her shiver while the taboo idea of breeding our mother washed through my mind. “She looks like Mom.”

“I guess,” Jenny moaned. “Thinking about Mom?”

“Yeah,” I panted, my finger nudging her asshole.

My little sister shivered as I penetrated her asshole up to the first knuckle. She moaned, stroking my dick harder, faster. The porn star came then leaned over, her pregnant belly rubbing on her “son’s” chest as she sucked on his cock.

“Oh, Mom,” he groaned.

My sister’s asshole clenched on my finger. “Are you really thinking about Mom?”

“Yeah,” I groaned then winced. Maybe I shouldn’t have admitted that. Would she get jealous?

Jenny only shivered as I fingered her asshole, her eyes locked on the screen, her hand stroking my dick. My balls ached as her silky grip caressed me. I pressed my finger deeper and deeper with each pump, loving the velvety grip of her asshole.

Then the porn star rose, turning around, moaning about how she needed her son’s dick in her. My cock throbbed as I imagined Mom moaning the same thing, mounting me, sliding her pussy down my cock.

The very pussy that birthed me.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, Mom,” groaned the “son.”

“This cock!” moaned the pregnant porn star. “Oh, this cock is amazing. I made this cock.”

“She did,” Jenny groaned, shivering.

And then I heard footsteps and soft talking. “Shit, turn it off. Someone’s coming and they’ll see the glow.”

Jenny gasped, fumbling at her phone, letting go of my cock. She turned it off, holding it to her chest just to be safe. I heard two girls talking, their voices soft. They were nearby. I shivered, groaning as I caught the sight of two girls sitting down at the round table just on the edge of my vision, one girl’s black hair short, the other’s brown hair in pigtails.

“Big brother,” Jenny hissed, her asshole clenching on my finger. “I need you. You promised.”

“I did,” I groaned, pushing her up against the back of the bookshelf. Those girls had no idea we were here. “Don’t make too much noise. We have an audience nearby.”

“I won’t,” she groaned as I pulled out my hand out of her tights.

I sucked on my finger, loving the sour flavor of her ass as I knelt behind her, my face pressed into her rear. I hiked her skirt up and yanked her tights down. I could smell my sister’s tart pussy. I breathed in the musk of her pregnant snatch.

I bred this pussy.

I squeezed her ass as I nuzzled between her thighs, the crotch of her thong soaked with her excitement. I licked at them, tasting her tart pussy, loving her incestuous passion. I squeezed her butt-cheeks as I nuzzled and tongued at her thong, pressing the thin strip of cloth into her pussy while my sister whimpered, her hips swaying.

But I had to taste her directly. My fingers ripped aside her thong so I could bury my tongue directly into her cunt. She groaned through her clenched teeth and whimpered as I parted her silky folds, caressing her pregnant pussy.

That thought made my dick throb every time it danced through my head.

I tongued my sister’s bred pussy. I lapped and nuzzled at her tart folds, her silky pubic hairs and hot lips caressing my cheeks. I gripped her ass, my nose pressed into her taint as I lapped at her from behind.

“Big brother,” she cooed at a half-whisper. “Oh, big brother, yes.”

The two girls talking at their table giggled. They were so close to us. If Jenny wasn’t quiet, they would hear us. And that would be so hot. My dick ached and throbbed as it jutted out my fly before me. I wanted to the entire world to know I had bred my sister.

That she loved my cock. That she came when I devoured her pussy.

It sent such a hot thrill through me as I lapped at her folds. Her juices dribbled down my chin as she moaned and groaned, her hips wiggling with pleasure, rubbing her butt-cheeks against my temples. They were so soft and plump.

And I could smell her sour musk.

“Big brother,” she cooed again as my tongue lapped up her taint and between her butt-cheeks. I found her sour asshole, licking it, making her shudder. “Oh, you are soooooo dirty.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, tonguing her asshole while I moved my right hand down to her pussy. I rubbed at her hot flesh, stroking her with my fingers as I rimmed her asshole.

“Such a dirty, big brother.”

The two girls were giggling louder, their hushed whispers reaching my ears as I tongued my sister’s asshole. Those girls had no idea what we were doing back here. They were gossiping about boys, I bet, aching for a real stud to fuck them. They would be so jealous of my sister getting her asshole eaten and pussy fingered.

I pushed two thick fingers into my sister’s pregnant depths. My cock throbbed more as her silky flesh engulfed my digits. I pumped them in and out while my tongue wiggled against her tight sphincter. The muscular ring resisted for a moment, fighting my intrusion.

And then surrendered.

I wiggled into her sour bowels, loving the feel of her flesh clenching about me. She trembled, groaning through her teeth as I fucked my tongue in and out of her tight asshole. I loved her sour musk. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter as I tongued and fingered her.

“Such a good big brother. Such a stud.”

“Such a naughty little sister,” I groaned between licks. “Mmm, you love your big brother’s tongue in your tight asshole.”

“Sooooo much.” Her pussy clenched so hard on my plunging fingers, her juices trickling down my hand. She was so hot and silky. My dick was so envious of my fingers. “And your cock.”

“But you’re getting it in your pussy today.”

“Good. Squirt your cum into my pregnant snatch. Oh, big brother, yes.”

“Oh, my gosh,” giggled one of the girl’s loudly. “Oh, Lee, I should spank you for that.”

I only half-paid attention, the words floating through my head. I had my little sister to pleasure. I jammed my tongue back into her tight asshole while my thumb slid through her plump vulva, finding her clit.

She jumped as I massaged it.

I loved the way Jenny whimpered and moaned as my thumb rubbed in circles on her clit. Her nub was so hard. Her hips wiggled, her asshole clenching on my tongue as my fingers plunged over and over into her pussy. I stirred her up, made her breathe louder and louder as I devoured her asshole. I excited her. I made her wild.

I made her cum.

“Big brother,” she groaned a little too loud.

Would the girls hear her?

Her pussy writhed and milked my fingers like they were my cock. My dick ached, begging to bury into her depths. I rubbed her clit, plunging my digits deeper and deeper into her pussy while my tongue rimmed her asshole. She trembled, hips wiggling, moaning and groaning, trying not to be too loud. It was so hot. So naughty.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Fuck,” I groaned, ripping my fingers from her pussy and rising, my cock smacking into her thigh. “I have to be in you.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me, big brother,” groaned Jenny.

The two girls were giggling again as I pressed my cock into my little sister’s pregnant cunt. I slid my dick’s crown along her slit until I found her opening. And then I buried into her hard, the shelf Jenny leaned against rocking from the force of thrust.

It. Was. Heaven.

I loved being in her pussy. So hot and wet and tight and silky. It was so wrong to be in her, to be pumping away at her tight snatch. She moaned, clenching down as her hips bucked back into me, her soft ass pressing into my crotch.

“Yes, big brother,” she groaned. “Oh, yes. I need this.”

“Because you’re a pregnant, horny little sister?” I asked, my hands sliding beneath her blouse, stroking the bare flesh of her stomach.

“Yes!” she hissed, her pussy clenching on my dick. “So horny.”

The girls kept giggling as I kept fucking my little sister. I reached her round breasts covered in her bra, squeezing through the lacy garment. Her nipples were hard. She groaned as I massaged them through the cloth, her pussy growing hotter, her hips writhing faster and faster.

I nuzzled at her neck, my face pushing aside her silky hair to kiss at her delicate skin. I smelled the perfume she wore. I breathed it in as I plowed her pussy so hard, so fast. My balls smacked into her with wet thuds.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she hissed. “Big brother, that’s it. That’s what I need. Every day.”

“Every day,” I promised, my left hand sliding down to her flat stomach. How long until her belly would curve outward? Swelling rounder and rounder every day, proving that I had bred her?

I couldn’t wait.

The friction sent pleasure rushing down my dick straight to my balls. It boiled the cum in them, bringing me closer and closer to erupting into my little sister’s snatch. I shuddered, thrusting so hard into her silky depths, our flesh smacking together louder and louder.

I pinched her nipple through her bra with my right hand, my left rubbing her belly. I loved how silky she felt as I pictured her round and pregnant. I groaned, sucking and nibbling on her neck, loving how she trembled and whimpered.

“Big brother,” she groaned, pussy clenching so hard on my dick.

“Are you going to cum?” I asked as I nuzzled up to her ear. I licked it. “Are you? On your big brother’s dick?”

“I am,” she whined, her voice so high-pitched and throaty as she trembled. “Gonna cum so hard.”

“Good. Milk my cock. You’re just so horny, you naughty, pregnant slut.”

“Your slut! Your slutty little sister!”

She definitely said those last words too loud as her orgasm burst through her. I didn’t care. I just savored the sudden convulsion of her pussy about my cock as I rammed over and over into her depths. Her flesh massaged my cock, the friction growing so intense as I buried over and over into her pregnant pussy.

My balls ached as I fucked her. Her stomach quivered beneath my rubbing hand. I twisted her nipple as she moaned and groaned through her clenched teeth. She pressed back into my chest. I shuddered, slamming into her.

My dick throbbed.

I slid through her silky, orgasming sheath.

I bottomed out in incestuous paradise.

I came in my little sister’s pregnant pussy.

I groaned, pinching her nipple so hard as my cum burst from my dick. Powerful pulses of rapture shot through my body every time I squirted. I shuddered, groaning into the nape of her neck. I swayed, her pussy milking my cock, so hungry for my cum.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “That’s how a pregnant little sister is fucked.

“Yes,” I groaned as my orgasm peaked. I swayed, holding her as the final blast of my cum flooded her depths. “That’s it. You’ll get that every day. Your horny, pregnant cunt will be satisfied, little sister.”

“Mmm, such a wonderful big brother,” she purred in absolute delight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

James’s cock slipped out of my pussy. I quickly pushed my thong back into place to trap his cum in me and keep from making a mess. I shuddered, loving the feel of him leaking out of me. I wiggled my hips as I drew up my tights.

“Follow in a few minutes,” James said. “Those girls are still there.”

I nodded my head and then shivered as he kissed me. I loved my big brother so much. He broke the kiss and then squeezed out past the bookshelf, leaving our private alcove. I leaned against the wall, my heart still racing, breathing heavily as I came down from my orgasmic high.

I rubbed my belly absently, my eyes closed as I waited for the right time to slip out. I was pregnant with his baby. As much as I was afraid of telling Mom, that thought still made me giddy with delight. My body was meant to be pregnant, and it was so hot that my older, sexy brother had done it.

I shivered, smiled, and then pressed out from behind the bookshelf and…

Gasped.

Alicia Elliston stood waiting for me, her brown hair in pigtails. She wore a pink, frilly dress that belonged on a much younger girl. She was fifteen, the same age as my brother, but looked ten. She held her hands behind her back, her hips rocking back and forth like a little girl who knows a naughty secret about her older sibling.

“I know what you were doing back there.”

My stomach twisted. “Oh?” I asked, my mouth so dry. “What?”

“You were fucking!” She said the word with such a naughty emphasis like a child reveling in saying something bad.

I flushed. “And?” I held up my head. I was taller than her by a few inches, and far more developed despite her being a year older. “What if I was?”

“You are so lucky to have a big brother that will fuck you,” Alicia continued, her girlish face bursting with delight. She clapped her hands, bouncing on her heels. “I am so happy for you.”

My nervousness vanished. I had seen her fuck her older brother Clint. I shouldn’t have been afraid at all. “I’m not the only little sister who’s lucky, right? You have a big brother that fucks you.”

Her brown eyes widened behind her glasses. “Y-You know that?”

“James and I saw you and Clint behind the gym two weeks ago.” I grinned at her. “It’s because of you that I have my special relationship with my big brother. It was so hot watching you and your big brother.”

Alicia squealed in delight and threw her arms around my neck, hugging me so tight. “That’s so wonderful. I’m so glad to have a friend I can talk to about this. I only have my sisters, and they’re all fucking Clint.”

“I thought you only had one sister.”

Alicia just giggled.

Then I asked, “And we’re friends?”

“Of course we’re friends,” Alicia said. “We just shared our deepest secrets. That totally makes us friends.” She bounced against me with all the excitement of a little girl. “I am so glad I had to work on homework during lunch. And you must be starving. Let’s get something to eat and then talk.”

“Compare notes?” I asked. “Does your brother like to eat your ass out?”

“Yes!” Then she gave me a wicked look, her brown eyes twinkling. “You should eat his out. James’ll love it!”

I shivered, excited to have made a new friend. She knew so much about sex. I bet I could learn so many naughty things to try with James.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

“How was school?” I asked my daughter as she stepped out of the laundry room.

“Great,” she said. “I just dropped off my dirty clothes.”

“I should make you do the laundry,” I said. “I think your ‘accident’ that one time was faked.”

“Mom?” she gasped in absolute innocence, made more so by her pink hair band holding back her brown hair. “I would never. And I had an amazing day. I made a new friend. Alicia Elliston.”

“Oh,” I said, my stomach twisting. Just hearing Elliston made me think of Clint fucking his mother, which made me think of James fucking me.

My pussy grew so hot.

“What’s for dinner?” Jenny asked as she passed me.

“Takeout,” I told her. “I left it on the dinner table. Go get your brother. I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

I shivered, my pussy on fire. I climbed the stairs and headed into the bathroom. I stared at my face in the mirror. I had to get my lusts under control. I needed to go and find a bar, pick up a young stud, and just get laid.

My forehead looked flushed from my excitement.

I grabbed a piece of toilet paper and dabbed at my forehead. I dropped it in the wastebasket by the sink and then frowned. There was a pink, triangular box in the trash with the letters “Preg…” in purple, the rest of the word obscured by my piece of toilet paper.

My stomach clenched. That couldn’t be the discarded box for a pregnancy test. Jenny couldn’t be having sex. She was so young. So innocent. She still wore her headband and tights. I mean, I knew girls were so active these days, but not my sweet Jennifer.

I picked up the box, my stomach twisting.

Was my baby girl pregnant?

To be continued…
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Dr. Bernice Wilson

The pregnancy test box fell back into the wastebasket from my numb fingers. I trembled, shocked. My baby girl might be pregnant. My baby girl was having sex and thought she might be pregnant. She was only fourteen. I know girls were so sexually active these days, but she had always seemed so innocent. I was too young to be a grandmother.

This couldn’t be happening.

I stumbled out of the upstairs bathroom, trying to picture my innocent Jennifer having sex with a boy. She dressed so conservatively in her long skirts and cute tights, her brown hair held back by a pink hair band. She wasn’t the type of girl that would be having sex at such a young age.

And unprotected sex.

I was a gynecologist and an obstetrician. I had explained it all to her, how her reproductive cycle worked, the best protection methods to use. I should have insisted she went on birth control, I just didn’t want to believe that she was ready for sex. I know, she was fourteen. They developed so fast. It made me feel so old. I wasn’t old. I was still beautiful. I still had a fit body.

I still had desires.

Flashes of James, my fifteen-year-old son, dashed through my mind, memories of seeing him shirtless, his body toned, athletic, rippling with developing muscles. The incestuous lust, triggered by my pregnant patient Cheryl Elliston, fired through my body.

No, I was way too young to be a grandmother.

I stumbled down the stairs, moving in a daze. Noise came from the dining room. I vaguely remembered dropping off Chinese takeout on the table for dinner when I walked in from my day at the office. It was Friday. I didn’t feel like cooking anything. James and Jenny laughed, sounding like brother and sister. So innocent.

One was having sex and the other I wanted to fuck.

What was happening to our family?

I don’t know why I ended up in the laundry room. It had to be done, but normally I would wait until after dinner. But there I was, my family’s clothing presorted, ready for the weekend wash. I just had to do something, anything, normal right now. Everything was insane. My little girl couldn’t be pregnant.

But what if she was? How would I talk to her? I would have to confront her, get her to talk. She must be so scared.

My hand reached into her underwear pile, pulling out the first thing I grabbed. It was a red thong. Such a daring cut. I shuddered. I should have seen the warning signs. Her underwear had been so daring since she turned fourteen. She was buying thongs and other skimpy underwear, and bras with lace and ribbons, things that were meant to be shown to a lover and…

My eyes widened. The crotch of her thong held the unmistakable traces of cum. I breathed it in, that tang of salt and a spicy, feminine musk. It was fresh. These were the panties she must have worn today.

She had sex at school or after school and…

I groaned in realization, feeling like such an idiot. Two weeks ago, I came home early from work, dazed by the idea that Cheryl Elliston might have been knocked up by her seventeen-year-old son Clint instead of her obvious lie about a one-night stand while on vacation in Mexico. I thought I smelled pussy—this pussy—in the living room and found a wet spot on the couch.

It wasn’t a drink spilled by one of my careless children.

And then I found Jenny in the downstairs bathroom. Showering. No one showered down there. She sounded a little off, too, when I talked to her through the door. Was she washing off after her and her…boyfriend? She never even mentioned having one. Had I just missed him dashing out the back door? And James was home, upstairs. Did he even know about what his little sister was doing?

“Mom?”

I jumped, letting out a startled shriek, clenching my daughter’s thong tight to my chest as I whorled. I felt the fresh cum press on my skin as I turned around and stared at my son, James. He was tall, his hair brown and short, his face handsome with a boyish charm. A hot flush shot through me.

Jenny was being fucked by a young man like James.

Images of riding James, flashes from my masturbatory fantasy this morning, shot through me. I imagined riding his cock, ushering him into the pleasures a woman could give him. He didn’t date, either. I could teach him, educate him…

What was wrong with me?

“You okay, Mom?” he asked.

“Fine,” I panted.

“Food’s getting cold. I think laundry can wait.”

“Right,” I said, trembling. He was so sexy. So handsome. I wanted to fuck him so badly. This was all Cheryl Elliston’s fault. Why did she and her deviant family have to be my patients? I bet Clint was fucking all of them. His sisters, his mother, definitely his cousins, and his aunt. It was so wrong. So taboo.

My pussy clenched so hard. I had to get laid. It had been so long. Several years.

“Well?” James asked, shaking his head. “You seem out of it.”

“Just a weird day at work,” I said, throwing my daughter’s soiled thong into the washer machine. “Let’s eat.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I ran my hands up and down my sister’s waist as I sat on her bed. Her room was farthest from Mom’s. I grinned, loving the sight of her brown bush already wet with her excitement. Her round breasts jiggled, pink nipples hard. Without her hair band, her brown hair fell around her face, swaying as she wiggled her hips, soft R&B music crooning through the room.

“When do we tell Mom?” she asked as I gripped her hips, my cock throbbing.

“Do you really want to talk about that now?” I asked, loving the feel of her beneath my fingers.

Her eyes flicked down to my crotch and my hard cock thrusting up against my stomach. “Mom was so weird during dinner. She kept looking at me.”

“And me,” I shrugged. “She’s just being a spaz. Why, do you think she suspects?”

Jenny bit her lip.

“We’ve been real careful. You disposed of the pregnancy test, right?”

“At school,” she nodded.

“And we’ve been quiet.” I grinned at her. “That’s so hard when I’m in you, but we do it. She has no idea, okay? You’re just feeling jumpy because of our secret.”

Then I leaned in, kissing her flat stomach. Our little baby was in there, so tiny right now. It made me so hard knowing I bred my little sister. My cock throbbed. I kissed her again, moving lower, nuzzling, smelling her spicy excitement.

“Maybe,” she sighed as I reached her soft, brown bush, nuzzling through her silky hairs. My hands reached behind her, squeezing her ass, pulling her tight against me. “I guess you’re right.”

“I always am,” I said, pressing my lips lower, feeling her heat, tasting the first hints of her spicy musk.

“You still vape. That’s not right.”

“It’s so right,” I groaned. “I’d tell you to try it, but you’re pregnant. Nicotine’s bad for the baby.”

She shivered at those words, a happy moan escaping her lips. Her fingers dug into my hair as I pressed my face between her thighs and felt the warm wetness of her pussy lips. That hot silk my dick craved day and night.

My sister’s cunt.

Every time I thought that, savoring that incestuous delight, my cock twitched. My tongue ran through her folds, tasting her forbidden juices while her breasts jiggled over my head. She sighed, fingers tightening as my tongue probed through her folds, exploring her, tasting her, teasing her.

Her hips undulated. Her hot pussy ground on my face. She shivered, gasping as I brushed her hard clit. I circled the nub, knowing how much she liked it. My fingers dug into her butt, my excitement mounting as her juices trickled down my face.

I loved eating her pussy. She was so loving after cumming.

My fingers slid into her butt-crack. It was warm between them. I caressed her silky skin, sliding down to her asshole. She gasped as I circled it, staring down at me with her blue eyes. They twinkled with excitement as my finger teased it.

Then I penetrated her asshole.

“James,” she sighed, her sphincter clenching on my finger as I wiggled it deeper and deeper into her hot bowels. At the same moment, I thrust my tongue into her pussy, pressing into her depths and swirling around her hot silk. “Oh, yes, James.”

Her breathing quickened, and those delicious breasts jiggled over my head. My free hand, not fingering her asshole, slid around her side and up her body. I grasped her right breast, squeezing it, her nipple so hard. She shivered as I brushed her nub.

I loved the sounds she made.

I fingered her asshole, pumping in and out while my tongue swirled through her silk. I teased her, loved her, savoring every juicy delight her fourteen-year-old body had to offer. My dick throbbed as I devoured her pregnant snatch, eager to be in her, to squirt more cum in her.

My tongue slid out of her depths to brush her clit. I swirled and then sucked on it, my lips nibbling. That made her buck hard, her asshole clenching on my probing finger. Her groan was long and low and slow. I squeezed her breast, loving how soft yet firm it was, that wonderful contradiction.

How would Mom’s larger breasts feel in my hands?

“Oh, yes, James,” she moaned. “Oh, you’re such an amazing big brother. Just awesome.”

“Going to cum?” I asked her then took a flick at her clit.

“So hard,” she moaned, her fingers pulling at my hair. She shivered as my tongue battered her clit, flicking over and over. “Oh, god, big brother!”

I loved it when she called me big brother as she came.

Her juices flooded my hungry mouth. That spicy delight. I drank them down while her asshole spasmed on my finger. She bucked, her right tit jiggling in my grip, her left bouncing unconstrained. Brown hair danced about her beautiful, youthful face as she clenched her jaw to keep from screaming out her orgasm.

She shivered and shuddered and writhed through her orgasm. I tongued her pussy, jamming into her depths. I savored her spasming flesh around my tongue, my dick throbbing in such envy. Her spicy musk filled my every inhalation. I savored her aroma, her taste, her. I loved her.

“Big brother,” she groaned, her fingers relaxing in my hair. “Oh, you’re so wonderful. Love you.”

“Love you, too,” I groaned.

She leaned down, pushing back on my shoulders with her hands so she could kiss me. My finger popped from her ass as her hot lips met mine. Her tongue flashed out, tasting herself on my lips. That made me throb more. I groaned into the kiss, squeezing her right breast and thumbing her nipple.

Her right hand trailed down from my left shoulder, brushing across my chest. Her fingers traced fire as they moved lower and lower. She grasped my dick, making me shudder. My eyes widened. I groaned into her mouth as she stroked my cock.

Then she straddled me, pushing me backward with her left hand, her right guiding me between her thighs. I laid back on her bed, grinning at her as she brought my dick to her wet pussy. She rubbed it on her folds, her silky pubic hair and hot labia rubbing on the sensitive crown.

“Mmm, now I’m going to make you cum just as hard,” she purred.

“You just want to feel my dick in you. Such a naughty little sister.”

She giggled, beaming at me. “I am. And it’s all your fault.”

“You’re the one that wanted to seduce me.”

“You’re fault,” she groaned as she sank her pussy so slowly down my cock. “You made me into…a pervert!”

Her voice was so throaty as she engulfed me. I shuddered, savoring the hot silk of her wet pussy sliding farther and farther down my shaft. She wiggled her hips, shuddering as she took more and more of my dick into her depths. I grunted when she bottomed out, my dick buried in incestuous heaven.

“Damn,” I panted, my hands stroking her sides, feeling the silk of my skin as she clenched her pussy upon my dick. “I’ll take credit for this.”

“Such a bad big brother,” she purred, leaning forward, her fingernails scratching at my chest. “Turning your little sister into your slut.”

“My pregnant slut,” I grinned. “I have to keep that horny, pregnant pussy of yours satisfied.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned and rose up my cock.

The pleasure spasmed through my body. I groaned, my back arching as she reached the pinnacle. Then my little sister slid back down, engulfing me in her hot silk again. The friction was incredible. Pleasure rippled through my body as she rose up again, her breast jiggling, her hips wiggling. She stirred my cock through her pussy.

“Where did you learn that?” I groaned as she reached the pinnacle and slid back down.

“Alicia Elliston gave me a few pointers at lunch after we fucked in the library,” she groaned. “She knew we were fucking back there. She was one of the girls at the table. But she won’t tell.”

“Well, she is fucking her older brother,” I groaned, shuddering at the wonderful way Jenny’s pussy clenched as she slid back down. “Thank her. This is awesome.”

Jenny beamed at me, her hips moving faster and faster, her hips twirling more, her pussy clenching and relaxing. It made her already tight pussy heaven. I shivered in delight, my hands tightening on her hips. I let her move how she wanted, just enjoying the feel of her beneath my hands as she rode me. When she bottomed out, she twirled again, grinding her clit through my pubic hair, shuddering in pleasure.

And then she rose up my dick, leaving it glistening with her excitement. She came down harder after doing her twirl and twist. I groaned, my back arching, my balls boiling. It was incredible. She churned the cum in my balls. She went faster and faster, her pussy juices becoming frothy, leaving streaks on my dicks.

She moaned as she rode me, leaning over, her hands resting on my chest. Her breasts jiggled, nipples so inviting. I moved my hands to her tits, pinching her nipples. She gasped, blue eyes widening, such a shudder rippling through her. She rode me faster, her brown hair swaying about her face.

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother,” she moaned. “Oh, this feels amazing for me, too. You have such an amazing cock.”

“You have such an amazing cunt, little sister,” I groaned, unable to think of anything else to say. It was so hard to concentrate on anything but the wet heat sliding up and down my dick. “Fucking ride me!”

“Yee-haw,” she said, a huge grin on her lips. “Gonna ride my bronco so hard.”

“Such a goofball,” I groaned, twisting her nipples.

She squealed in delight, her pussy clenching down so hard on my dick as she slammed down my shaft. I groaned, my balls aching. I couldn’t hold out for long. Not in the hot heat of my sister’s pussy. Her bedsprings creaked as she rode me so hard, so fast, bucking on me, beaming at me as the pleasure crossed her face.

And then it happened. She slammed down my cock. My balls couldn’t take it any longer. The pressure exploded out of me. Hot cum spurted into my sister’s incestuous depths. I groaned, bucking up and bouncing her on my cock as I flooded her pussy.

“Big brother!” she squealed in delight, feeling my cum flood her. “Oh, yes. Oh, that’s amazing!”

She slammed down my spurting cock. My balls unloaded as her pussy convulsed, her back arched, her breasts jiggling as I twisted her nipples. Her left nipple pulled from my fingers as she heaved and convulsed, cumming just as hard.

“Milk my cock,” I panted, her pussy massaging my flesh. The final spurt of my cum flooded her.

I groaned as she collapsed on my chest, her breasts pressing against me, her lips raining hot kisses across my face. I shuddered as she panted, squirming, her pussy still cumming on my softening cock. She writhed a final time on me and then let out a pleased groan.

“Such an amazing big brother,” she groaned. “Every girl needs a big brother to love her.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my hands sliding down, squeezing her ass. “Every guy needs a horny sister.”

She giggled.

We kissed and cuddled for another ten or so minutes before she rolled off of me, satiated and sleepy. My cum puddled out of her, making a wet spot on her bed. She didn’t seem to mind as she played with my seed leaking out of her pussy. I groaned, wishing I could stay, but Mom might wonder why I was in her room so late.

I pulled on my boxers and a pair of shorts. I didn’t bother wearing a shirt for my late-night visit. I grinned as I stepped out of Jenny’s room and right into my mother’s path.

“Mom!” I gasped, stopping short of bumping into her. She was coming from downstairs, her bleached-blonde hair a tousled mess, her face still beautiful even stripped of her makeup, far more natural and mature. Her breasts strained her purple robe, only half-tied, her cleavage jiggling before me.

My dick twitched.

“What are you doing in Jenny’s room so late?” she asked, biting her lip.

My stomach twisted. “She was having a computer problem. I just had to fix it for her. She wouldn’t leave me alone until I did it.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, her eyes flicking down my body. I was so aware I was only wearing shorts, my dick growing hard as I tried not to ogle my mom’s cleavage. She shook her head and hastily said, “Good night, honey.” Then she hurried around me, walking as fast as possible without it being a run. She opened her bedroom door at the end of the hall and vanished through it, closing it hard.

I blinked at that. “What’s up with her?”

Frowning, I headed to my bedroom, stripping out of my shorts, wearing only a pair of dark-blue boxers. My cock was still wet with Jenny’s juices, but I didn’t go wash up. It felt nice on me. I had just fucked my little sister again.

I smiled at that as I reclined on my bed, staring at my ceiling in the dark. I was one lucky big brother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

Sleep refused to come. It was being a real stubborn asshole about it. I was so frustrated. I wanted to sleep. I had a long day, but seeing James shirtless, staring at that youthful, muscular body and his swelling hardon made me so wet. He was so strong, so handsome, so in need of a woman showing him how to be a man. He didn’t have his father around to do that. My asshole ex had run off with his secretary and had a new family he doted on. He hardly saw James or Jenny.

So James needed his mother to educate him.

Those thoughts were such poison. I knew they were wrong, but I couldn’t get them out of my head. I just wanted to sleep, to forget them. But I couldn’t. And masturbating twice with my dildo, cumming as I imagined fucking my son, didn’t help. I was still awake.

I glanced at the clock.

3:23 AM.

I groaned. This was so annoying. I just wanted these lusts out of my body. I just needed satisfaction. I needed my son’s cock in me so badly. I was desperate. Tears beaded my eyes. I grabbed my pillow, covered my face with it, and screamed into it. The lusts were so strong, so commanding. They demanded my surrender.

And I was so tired of fighting them.

“This is so wrong,” I muttered as I rolled out of bed in my thin nightgown, my nipples hard against the satin material. I pulled it off, baring my naked body. I had stopped sleeping in panties, my pussy soaking them. “You’re going to go to jail. Incest is wrong. And he’s only fifteen.”

I headed to my bedroom door, juices dribbling down my thighs. I had never been so wet in my life.

“He’s going to freak out. I’m his mother. He’ll be traumatized by this.”

I opened the door.

“I’ll scar him for life. Just so I can satiate myself.”

I walked down the hallway.

“I’m such a terrible mother.”

I reached his doorway.

“Don’t do this, Bernice. Just walk away. Go back to bed. Don’t give in.”

I opened his door.

He lay sleeping on his bed, lying on his back. His blankets had slipped down. In the soft light bleeding through his half-closed blinds, I could see his muscular chest. It rose and fell swiftly as he slept. My eyes flicked down his body to his crotch hidden by his blanket. I licked my lips.

“Last chance,” I whispered to myself.

But I was too weak. I knew it was wrong, but I headed in anyways. I closed the door slowly behind me, twisting the handle before it reached the door jam, ensuring there was no sound. I trembled as I crossed his carpeted floor, not making a sound. I was such a bad mommy.

I reached his bed, staring down at his sleeping face. This was the son I carried in my womb for nine months. I brought him into the world. I held him, nursed him, raised him. And he had grown up into such a handsome man. A stud. Just what an older, horny woman needed in her life.

“I’m so going to jail and hell,” I muttered as I grabbed the blanket.

My entire body trembled, my stomach twisting, my pussy dripping, as I pulled back the blankets. Slowly, I revealed more and more of his body. His rippling abs with a line of hair running down them. A soft down that grew thicker at the waistband of his boxers. His denser patch of darker pubic hair just peeking out. His cock tented his boxers, half-hard. Then I stared at his thick, strong thighs.

My pussy clenched in desire. I rubbed my thighs together, pressing on my aching clit. I was such a bad mother. I mounted his bed, moving so slowly, studying him. He kept sleeping. He could sleep through anything.

Even a blowjob?

I licked my lips, my breasts dangling before me as I straddled his legs. My wet pussy rubbed on his knee as my fingers stroked his dark-blue boxers. I knew all of his underwear. I had been washing them all his life. And this pair had a flap in the front. I reached into it, trembling. This was it. After this, I would have molested my fifteen-year-old son, I would have committed incest.

I could stop this.

No, I couldn’t. I was lying to myself. I could never stop this. I needed this. No matter how wrong it was, how much it might damage my son, I had to satiate my desires. I was such a bad mother.

His cock was warm in my hands. That soft yet firm feel. I pulled him out. He was sticky, a spicy musk filling my nose along with his salty skin. The scent was familiar. My eyebrows furrowed. It reminded me of Jenny.

The idea of James fucking his sister was laughable. He barely tolerated his sister. He hated how she was always tattling on him and following him around. He called her a brat. Whomever had knocked up Jenny, it wasn’t my son.

I was the only deviant pervert in the family.

I trembled, holding his cock as I leaned over. My breasts pressed into his thighs right below his boxers. My nipples throbbed as my tongue licked up his shaft. Maybe the flavor was from the lotion he was using to jack-off. I had found a lotion bottle in his room before, hidden under the bed, along with a box of Kleenexes.

I had just ignored them. He was a young man.

My tongue climbed higher and higher, reaching the spongy tip of his cock. I swirled it, feeling it harden beneath my stimulation. I loved the way he throbbed, the blood flowing into his cock, getting him nice and hard for my pussy.

I shuddered as I sucked my son’s cock. I made this dick in me. I raised it. And now I would enjoy all the fruits of my labor.

My tongue swirled around his dick. I hadn’t given a blowjob in so long, but I remembered how to please a man. I sucked so hard, my cheeks hollowing as his dick grew harder and longer. He swelled in my stroking hand as I pleased him.

He groaned in his sleep. My heart raced so badly. Part of me wanted to dart away before he woke up.

But my pussy wouldn’t let me.

I stared up at him, watching him as he groaned. His dreams must be so wild right now as I sucked harder. His cock was hard and turgid, at its full erection now. I bobbed on him, liking the spicy flavor of his lotion and the salt of his precum. I wiggled my hips, rubbing my naked breasts on his thighs. Juices trickled out of me.

I was so eager to fuck my son.

He groaned, eyes fluttering. “Jenny,” he muttered as he came awake. “Oh, that’s nice.”

My heart raced faster and faster. Why did he say his sister—

“Mom!” he gasped.

My lusts and fear both surged at his outburst, my stomach clenched as my pussy burned. My son stared at me, banishing any concern from my thoughts save what I had to do. I had to calm him. I had to seduce him. I had to let him know that his mommy loved him so very much.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

My heart raced as my mom—my fucking mother—popped her lips off my cock. I was so confused, shaking off sleep. Was I still dreaming? I had to be dreaming. My mom was sucking my cock. It had to be a dream. What if it was just Jenny actually doing it, and I was still too groggy to think clearly? But, no, that was Mom’s face staring at me, framed by her bleached-blonde hair. Her naked, heavy tits swayed beneath her as she rose, her hand stroking my dick, thumb caressing the tip.

And this felt far too real.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Don’t be afraid. Mommy just needs you so badly, honey.”

“You need me?” My voice was so dry.

She moved up my body. I felt her hot pussy and silky pubic hair sliding on my right leg as she moved up. And those huge, lush tits bounced and jiggled before her. She kept stroking my dick, cooing as she straddled me.

“Mommy needs to show her big, strong son what sex is like,” she moaned. “I have to teach you.”

“Jesus, Mom,” I groaned, my eyes so wide as her pussy lips brushed the tip of my cock.

My mom’s pussy. The cunt that birthed me. And it was touching my cock. It was so hot and wet and juicy. This had to be a dream. But it felt so real. I groaned as she rubbed herself against me, her big tits bouncing.

“So just relax and let Mommy teach you,” she purred. “She’ll teach you everything you need to know about sex.”

“Holy shit,” I groaned. This couldn’t be happening. My mom’s pussy was rubbing on my dick and now… “Holy shit!”

Her pussy slid down my cock. It was achingly wonderful. The pussy that birthed me slowly, inch-by-inch, swallowed my cock. I groaned, my balls throbbing with a load of cum. This was so hot. This was so wrong. Even more wrong than fucking my sister.

Why was this happening? It was hot enough having my little sister to fuck. But now my mom? Jesus, I was turning into Clint.

A huge grin spread on my face. I was turning into Clint.

“Damn, Mom,” I groaned as her incestuous cunt engulfed every inch of my dick. “Oh, damn, your pussy is so hot and juicy.”

“And your cock is sooooo big and hard,” groaned Mom. “Oh, Mommy needed to teach you this so badly.”

Hearing her call herself Mommy made my dick throb. I loved it. My hands shot up and seized her breasts. I squeezed those big, pillowy mounds. They were so much heavier and softer than Jenny’s. My fingers sank into them while my thumbs brushed her fat nipples, twice as big as my little sister’s. Mom groaned, her pussy clenching so hard on me.

And she was so tight. Not Jenny tight, but still amazing. And she really knew how to squeeze her pussy. This was a mature cunt, one that knew how to fuck. I groaned as she slid up my shaft, her back arching, moaning so wantonly.

“Mommy needs to teach you everything,” she panted, her hips wiggling, swirling like Jenny’s did.

And then she slammed down me.

“Yes!” I groaned. “Teach me, Mommy.” God, that was so hot to say. “Teach me everything.”

“Mommy will.” Her fingernails scratched at my chest. Her hair swayed about her face. Such passion burned in her face. “Mommy will teach you everything.”

I groaned as she rode me, my bedsprings creaking. I was almost the luckiest guy in the world. If I had more sisters, more cousins, and a hot aunt, I would be the luckiest guy in the world. But that had to be Clint. So I was number two. I had a hot mom and a hot little sister all horny for my cock.

I kneaded my mother’s pillowy breasts as my cock ached and throbbed in her pussy. She slid up and down my dick, twirling her hips, stirring up my cock. I groaned, shuddering beneath her, loving it. She was so hot and sexy. Her pussy clenched on my dick, making me ache and throb. My back arched as my balls churned.

The friction was incredible. It was such a hot thrill to be in her pussy. My mother’s pussy. I wanted to scream out at the top of my lungs. But Jenny was sleeping in the next room. How would she react to learning I was fucking another girl?

Would she be mad? Jealous? We were lovers. Was I cheating on my sister with our mother?

“Oh, yes, Mommy loves her big, strong son’s huge cock,” Mom moaned, riding me so hard, bouncing up and down my dick. “It’s such a big dick. Oh, yes. Mmm, Mommy raised such a strong son.”

“You did, Mom,” I groaned, twisting her nipples.

She gasped. “Oh, such a bad boy for playing with Mommy’s nipples. Oh, yes. That’s so nice. Keep doing that. Mommy will cum so hard on your dick.”

“What a bad mother,” I groaned, “wanting to cum on her son’s big cock.”

“Such a bad Mommy,” she moaned, her pussy growing hotter. She rode me harder and faster, her fingernails scratching hard at my chest.

The flare of pain only added to the excitement as she painted burning lines down my chest. I groaned, my hips bucking upward, thrusting my cock into her depths as she slammed down me. I squeezed her nipples, loving her atop me.

But I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to ram my cock so hard into my mother’s depths. So I grabbed her hips in my hands and rolled her over. She gasped as I mounted her, her big breasts pillowing against her. I stared down into my mother’s dark eyes, drawing back my cock and thrusting in hard.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Fuck Mommy’s naughty cunt with that big cock. She’s such a bad Mommy. She needs it.”

“Such a bad mommy,” I groaned, staring down at her.

And then I kissed her. Her arms and thighs wrapped tight about my body as our lips met in a hot, incestuous kiss. My mother’s tits rubbed on my chest, so soft and yet her nipples so hard. My bed creaked louder as I fucked her. My heavy balls slapped into her taint.

They were so full of my cum.

Mom moaned into the kiss, clutching me with such a desperate passion. Her pussy was so hot about my cock. It practically boiled. She humped against me, using her thighs as leverage. I shuddered every time I buried into her hot flesh, enjoying the friction.

It was incredible.

My mother knew how to fuck. She moaned and writhed, fingernails scratching at my back. Her thighs clenched hard about my hips as she kissed me harder, our tongues dueling. She tasted so wonderful. She felt so wonderful.

“Yes,” she moaned, breaking the kiss as her body heaved beneath me. “Yes, yes, yes! Such an amazing son!”

And then she came.

I drove my cock in and out of her spasming depths. My mother’s cunt writhed about my dick, hungry for my cum. Maybe I could breed her, too. I could flood her depths, fill her to the brim with my incestuous seed, and have another woman in my life pregnant with my child.

“Yes,” I groaned. “You want my cum!”

“Mommy does,” she moaned.

“You want to be bred by me. You want your own son to knock you up!”

“Yes!” she hissed, her pussy spasming even harder about my dick, milking me, driving me wild. I groaned, plunging over and over into her depths. Her body heaved beneath me. “Breed your bad, wicked Mommy! Pump me full of all your cum!”

That was all it took. Hearing those words sent a shudder through me. I slammed hard into my mom’s depths. My cock buried to the hilt in her hot flesh. She spasmed about me, milking my dick, eager for the cum spurting into her depths.

Rapture shot through me with every blast. It slammed into my mind. Ecstasy consumed me as I flooded my mother’s cunt. It was so hot. So wrong. So taboo. I hoped I bred her. I hoped I knocked her up. I wanted to see her and Jenny with their bellies round. Mother and daughter looking so sexy.

“Oh, yes, James,” she moaned, bucking beneath me. “Flood Mommy’s cunt. Such a stud! Mommy raised such a stud.”

“Yes,” I groaned and then collapsed on her, breathing heavily, her breasts so soft beneath me. “Damn, Mom.”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned and then shuddered. “And don’t worry about actually breeding me. I use the implant.”

“Implant?”

“Nexplanon,” she said. “It’s great. Last for three years.” She touched her arm. “I have a little rod in there.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

“What type of porn are you watching?” she asked as I rolled off of her. “I know boys your age…do that. But it was exciting, the breeding talk. But we can’t have children.”

“Right.”

“And you’re too young to be a father.” She gave me a critical look. “If you are having sex, I hope you’re using a condom. It’s okay going without one with me, but with girls your age…”

“Geez, Mom,” I groaned, suddenly so embarrassed.

“And you’re sister can’t find out about…this,” Mom continued. She shivered. “I don’t want to stop, but we have to keep it a secret.”

“Yeah,” I groaned. How would mom react if she learned I had knocked up Jenny? “A secret.”

“Good.” She gave me a hot kiss. “Mmm, you are a stud. I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep tight.”

“Yeah, Mom.”

I shook my head as she rose. She switched from “Bad Mommy” to mother so fast. It was weird. And hot. God, she was hot. My head fell back on my pillow. Both the women in my life. This was crazy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I woke up with the urge for cum. Maybe my pregnancy cravings were already kicking in.

Or I was just a horny little sister that loved sucking her big brother’s cock.

I giggled at that thought as I opened my bedroom door. It was after seven, the entire family sleeping in on Saturday. I had to hurry. Mom wasn’t the type of person to sleep in early even on the weekend. And James’s bedroom was adjacent to hers.

Though that just made it even more exciting.

I crept down the hall in my nightgown and panties full of his cum from last night. It was so naughty sleeping with that sticky mess. Though I was eager to take a shower and get cleaned up now. But that could wait.

I opened the door, smiling at the sight of him sleeping, the covers kicked off. The room smelled musty. Had he been jerking off thinking of me? Or maybe it was just myself I smelled. I did smell more than a little raunchy.

I shivered, loving that.

I padded across the room, a squirmy excitement in me. I crept onto his bed, straddling his legs, and reached into his boxers. He had a slit in his fly. I found his cock, still sticky with my pussy juices. I shivered, loving to taste myself. I pulled his half-hard cock out and leaned down, licking at his shaft.

I tasted…different. Sweeter than normal.

I shrugged and lapped again. It had to be my pussy. Who else could he have fucked? Mom? That almost made me laugh out loud. And I still tasted good, if different. I wiggled my hips, my tongue sliding up his cock and brushing the tip. I loved how his crown pulsed as he hardened, throbbing, swelling. Precum beading the tip. I licked it up and savored the flavor.

I stared up at his chest, red scratches standing out against his paper flesh. I grinned, flexing my fingers. I must have really clawed him up while riding him last night.

I felt so naughty as I engulfed his cock with my hungry mouth and sucked so hard. My pussy grew hot. I loved sucking his dick. It was so much fun. I played with his hairy balls, feeling the cum in them—the cum that had bred me. My juicy, pregnant snatch clenched as I sucked so hard on his dick.

“Mom,” he groaned as he came awake. He blinked his eyes then grinned, “Jenny.”

“Mom?” I asked, popping my lips off his dick. “Why’d you blurt that out?”

He froze. “Um, just a weird dream I was having.”

“You were dreaming it was Mom sucking your cock? Our mom?”

“Yeah,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re such a horny big brother. Good thing Mom would never do this or I’d be jealous.” I sucked on his cock. It was all mine. Although, Alicia had told me how awesome sharing her older brother with her sisters and other women was.

Shivering, thoughts of threesomes dancing in my head, I sucked on his cock with my hot, wet mouth. He groaned, his back arching. His hands clenched at the sheets. He shuddered, his eyes rolling back into his head as I sucked and bobbed and worshiped his cock. He tasted so good in my mouth. That sweet taste was delicious.

I bobbed faster and faster, fondling his balls, watching his body squirm and writhe. My tongue swirled. I sealed my lips, giving such a tight suction. And that made him groan. Alicia told me about deep-throating, but I don’t think I was ready for that.

Yet.

I would one day.

For now, I just concentrated on loving my big brother, on giving him all the pleasure I could. I sucked so hard, my mouth moving up and down. Saliva ran down my chin. It was so hot. I made such naughty sounds.

“Jenny,” he groaned, his hand gripping my brown hair, holding my head.

That made me feel so loved.

“Damn, Jenny. Damn, I have the best little sister in the world. I love you so much.”

Flutters ran through my body from my hot pussy. My free hand shoved between my thighs and rubbed the sticky crotch of my panties, massaging my flesh. I was on fire. I shuddered, stroking myself, teasing, my orgasm building so fast.

It was so hot giving the man I loved, my brother, pleasure. It made me so happy. I pressed the wet fabric of my panties into my hot, pregnant folds as I sucked and loved him. He groaned, shuddering. His eyes rolled back into his head.

“Fuck,” exploded from his mouth. “Oh, damn, Jenny. I’m going to cum.”

That was the point. I sucked so hard, feeling his balls tightened. I rubbed at my hard clit through my panties, stroking the sticky material against my throbbing nub. Harder and faster, my mouth bobbing furiously on his dick.

And then that wonderful moment happened. His cum spurted into my mouth.

Hot, salty jizz splashed against the back of my throat. I swallowed it with greedy gulps, shuddering as I massaged my clit. His cum warmed down to my belly. The first protein of the day. I groaned, such naughty thoughts bursting through my mind.

And came.

I moaned about his spurting dick as the pleasure rippled out of my pussy. It washed through my body. I heaved, gulping it all down. The salty delight coated my throat. I loved it. My mind drank in the pleasure as I swallowed the last drops of my big brother’s seed.

“Thanks, Jenny,” he panted. “Damn, I love waking up like that.”

I grinned and popped my mouth off his dick. “I have to take a shower. You can join me.”

Before he could answer, I scampered off the bed, my nightgown falling off my hips. I darted for the bedroom door and opened it, stepping into the hall. And almost ran into my mother, wrapped up in a loose robe.

“What were you doing in your brother’s room?” Mom asked.

I shuddered, still tasting his cum in my mouth. “Um… I was…”

“Snooping?” She asked, arching an eyebrow. “Trying to find something to get him in trouble?”

I flushed and nodded my head. It was easier agreeing to that than making up my own lie.

Mom gave me a hard look. “We need to talk.”

My stomach twisted into ice. “About tattling on him?”

“No, about this?” She grabbed my arm and yanked me to the bathroom. It was on the opposite side of the hallway a few feet closer to Mom’s bedroom door from James’s. She opened it and pulled me inside. Then she bent down in the wastebasket and grabbed—

“Oh, no,” I groaned, spotting the pregnancy test box. How could I be so stupid? I disposed of the incriminating test at school and forgot all about the box it came in.

“Oh, no indeed,” Mom said. “Are you pregnant?”

To be continued…
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Dr. Bernice Wilson

There was silence between me and my baby girl, my sweet and innocent Jennifer as the fear played across her face. Her eyes were locked on the pregnancy test box held in my hand. The actual applicator was missing. She probably disposed of it and forgot all about the packaging as she tried to hide her pregnancy from me.



She was only fourteen. It was too young. I wasn’t ready to be a grandmother. Especially not after last night.

I had surrendered to my forbidden lusts. I had seduced my fifteen-year-old son into incest. He had been confused, at first, but I stroked and sucked him, making him so horny. And then I rode him, and he had loved it. He had cum so much in me. I had planned on giving him a wake-up blowjob. I now understood why my patient, Cheryl, fucked her son.

It was the hottest thing in the world. So wrong. So forbidden. I was so eager for more.

I was so excited to suck his cock. And then Jenny came out of his room, sneaking around while he slept, looking for ways to get him in trouble like she always was. Anger flared through me. I didn’t want to handle the whole pregnancy thing this way, but…

“Well?” I demanded, shaking the box in her face. “You’re pregnant?”

“I’m…pregnant.” Her gaze fell. She fidgeted in her nightgown. Her body shook. “It was so dumb. There was this boy and I just…got carried away.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, arms folded. It was so easy to get carried away. My pussy clenched, remembering the feel of James in me. “Carried away? I thought I taught you better. Didn’t you at least make him wear a condom?”

She winced. “I was at a party, the one I went to with James two weeks ago and there was this boy.”

“You said that already,” I said. “Of course there was a boy. That’s how reproduction works.” I couldn’t believe this. I was a Gynecologist, and my daughter didn’t bother with protection.

“And…I don’t know, I was just so caught up in it. We were kissing in a room. All alone. And I felt so…” She trailed off, blushing. “And…it just happened.” She looked at me, her blue eyes so wide. “I swear it. It just happened. We…did it. It all happened so fast. I didn’t even think about…protection until it was over. Then I freaked out and had James take me home. He didn’t know,” she added with haste. “But now I don’t know how to contact the boy. He goes to another school or something. I didn’t even catch his name.”

“Don’t know who he is?” I asked, my stomach twisting. “So it was only the one time? And that knocked you up?”

Jenny nodded her head. “It was the center of my cycle. I’ve read that makes girls…want to do it…”

“So it’s all your hormones fault?” My tone grew frosty.

“I guess.” she shifted.

My stomach twisted. I asked again, “And that was the only time?”

She nodded her head.

“You haven’t been having any sex since?”

Another nod.

My hand clenched on the box. She was lying to me. To my face. My baby girl was keeping secrets. “So you didn’t have a boy over the day when I caught you in the downstairs bathroom about to take a shower?”

She froze.

“That would have been the day before the party, right?”

“No, Mom. I just needed to shower. James was upstairs and—”

“And I didn’t find fresh cum on your panties last night?” I asked, leaning towards her. “Huh? I just imagined the fresh stains? They were still wet.”

She trembled.

“Who are you having sex with, Jenny?”

“No one,” she said, her voice rising. “You were mistaken. It wasn’t cum.”

“Then what was it?”

James opened his bedroom door. Jenny glanced at him. My son froze, wearing only his boxers. Jenny had woken him up. He needed his sleep. His face furrowed. “What’s going on?”

“Your sister is lying to me about everything,” I answered. I held up the pregnancy test box. “Some boy knocked her up, and she’s hiding who he is. She’s been seeing him for at least two weeks unless…” My eyes widened. “Is it a teacher? Is that why you told me this lie about the party?”

“Lie?” James croaked.

“It’s not a lie,” Jenny insisted. “And it wasn’t with a teacher.”

“Then who?” I folded my arms. “Who knocked you up? Who are you hiding? Is he married? Did he molest you? Are you being coerced?”

“God, no, Mom!” Jenny fumed, stamping her foot. “It was just that one time. I don’t know what you found in my panties.”

“And the wet spot on the couch I found the day you dashed to the shower? Were you fucking the boy like a little hussy on my couch!” The words spilled out of my mouth before I could stop myself. I didn’t even understand why I said them. Where had this anger come from? I glanced at James. I had fucked my son. How was I any better than my daughter?

She glanced at him again then backed up towards him like she meant to hide behind him.

More anger spiked. “Answer me, Jenny! Who is the father of your child?”

“A boy! I don’t know his name! It was a stupid mistake!” She glanced at James.

“Mom,” he said, moving forward. “You need to calm down. Why would she lie about this?”

“To protect the father.” My eyes narrowed. “Just tell me, Jenny. You’re scaring me.”

“I told you.” Tears filled her eyes. “Just believe me, Mom.”

“How can I? You lied to me. You have had sex more than that one time. And in my house!”

James’s face paled. “How do you know, Mom?”

He was such a good brother, so concerned for his little sister. But she didn’t deserve it. “I found her panties. Soiled. She had sex yesterday. Did she bring home any boys, James?”

“No,” he said slowly.

“Then it was at school. Oh, god, it is a teacher. And I bet he’s married.”

“It’s not a teacher!” she shrieked stubbornly. “And I didn’t have sex yesterday!”

“Yeah, when would she?” James added.

He was so nervous. It had to be about last night. He didn’t want to let Jenny know what we did. He was protecting me. I was just as bad as this teacher who preyed on Jenny. But it was so hot with James. It was so sexy.

“You’re going to stand here and tell me who—”

“I told you!” Jenny shrieked then, crying, she turned and darted down the hallway and burst into her bedroom.

“Jenny!” James called. He started to head down the hallway to his sister, but I caught his hand.

“No,” I hissed. “Let the little hussy cry in her bedroom.”

“Hussy, mom?” James asked, anger in his voice.

Why was I acting like this? I shouldn’t be demeaning her. She was being preyed on by this teacher, and yet… She was a slut. A slut like her mother. A filthy whore who couldn’t be trusted around any man. I bet the teacher was married, and she fluttered her eyebrows and cooed and acted so coy and flirty, luring him from his wife.

Just like that whore Pete married.

I stroked my son’s hand. “She’s been so bad,” I said, unable to help myself. He was so damned sexy. So strong, so muscular, so handsome. I bet Jenny saw it, too. The way she kept turning to James. I’d have to watch the little minx. “I need you.”

“Need me?” he asked, still staring down that hall, tricked by her crying tears. He wanted to go to her.

I pulled him towards the bathroom. “Mommy needs her big, strong son. I was coming to wake you up with a blowjob.” But that little tramp was in there, snooping. “She’ll be crying for a while. We could take a shower together.”

I was such a hussy. A wanton, slutty mommy. My hand slid down his muscular stomach to the waistband of his boxers. I slid them in, grasping his hardening cock. He groaned, his eyes peeling away from his sister’s door to stare at me. He groaned as I stroked him, feeling his dick throb and grow stiffer.

I grinned at him, loving his eyes falling on my robe, belted loosely. I was naked beneath. I led him backwards into the bathroom, his eyes watching my tits bounce. His boxers fell off his hips as I held his cock like a leash, stroking him. He was so thick, so hard. Bigger than his father by an inch or so.

Better than his father. He would never leave me for a hussy. He would always love his naughty mommy.

I had fought this so much, I knew this was so wrong but after last night I just couldn’t care. Not after how hard I came. How wonderful it was to feel like a woman again. My hand found the shower handle. I twisted it. It hissed on, water falling as I pulled my son to me, lifting my head to kiss him.

When had he gotten taller than me?

His lips were so hungry on my mouth. His hands were bold. They pushed open my robe, the lose knot coming undone. His hands found my large breasts, squeezing them. I shuddered, loving his touch, feeling like such a whore-mommy for letting my son fondle my big tits.

Steam billowed out of the shower as I rubbed his hard cock against my stomach before moving it down to my pubic hair. He groaned into the kiss, squeezing my tits harder as my silky curls caressed the sensitive crown of his dick. He found my nipples, playing with them, making me feel amazing.

I broke the kiss. “Mmm, you’re so eager for Mommy’s pussy.”

“So eager,” he panted with all that youthful, teenage lust.

“Good,” I groaned. “I need to relax. To calm down.”

“Jenny’s not a slut,” James said. “If you’d just calm down. We could go talk with her. Figure this all out. Just the three of us.”

“Talk?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “With this hardon? Don’t you want Mommy to take care of it?”

He opened his mouth, about to say something but then groaned as I moved his cock lower, letting him feel the heat of my pussy lips sliding wet on him. His hands squeezed hard on my tits.

“That’s what I thought,” I cooed, stepping backward into the shower. The hot water splashed on my naughty body. I pulled on his cock.

He didn’t resist.

My son was on me the moment he stepped in, water spraying on that yummy body. He pushed me against the wall, his lips finding the nape of my neck. I groaned as he kissed me. His hands sliding down my wet body to grip my ass while I stroked that hard cock.

The cock I made. I created him. The perfect lover.

And he was all mine. Mommy’s big, strong son.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned over the shower’s hiss and water’s splash. “Mommy needs you in her pussy. So badly. She’s so wet for this cock.”

“Yes,” he groaned into my neck, clenching his hands on my ass.

I guided him, this wonderful cock, to my pussy. I rubbed him against my folds until he found the entrance. He thrust hard, returning inside me, filling me up. I groaned at the incestuous rush of his cock filling me up. I clenched on him, shuddering against him, my breasts pressed into his chest. He moaned into my neck, sucking, nibbling, teasing.

He drew back his cock, sliding it through my folds. The friction shuddered through me. Pleasure burned hot. I groaned as he drew back and then slammed his dick into me. He filled me to the brim. My pussy clenched on his dick, loving him in me. My fingernails clawed at his back as he drew back and rammed his cock in again.

And again.

The steam billowed around us as he fucked me. The water was so hot on our skin, almost as hot as his body. I savored how tight we were pressed, how he gripped me, how he fucked me with that cock. My son’s big, thick dick.

“Oh, yes, fuck Mommy’s naughty cunt,” I moaned, loving talking like that. It was so wrong, so taboo. And that made it feel so amazing. “Fuck your naughty Mommy.”

“So naughty,” he groaned, his hips pumping. “You’re almost as tight as…”

He bit off his words as he rammed his cock into me. My eyes widened. I stared into his blue eyes as he fucked me, passion crossing his face. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “Basically.”

“And do you fuck her?” I hissed, undulating my hips, suddenly so turned on by this. I was jealous just minutes ago, but now that he was in me, his cock pumping in and out of my cunt, I burned. “Do you pound her naughty cunt like you pound Mommy’s?”

“Yes,” he growled, his hands clenching my ass. He kneaded them, pulling my butt-cheeks apart, making me tremble and groan. His fingers slid in between my butt-cheeks, caressing my sphincter.

I gasped at that. His finger felt so wicked touching my sphincter. I had patients who confessed to doing anal. Some hated it, some loved it. My ex-husband always wanted it—I bet that slut who stole him away gave up her ass. But feeling James’s finger play with my asshole, touching it, made my pussy clench on his dick. It was so…exciting.

And then he pressed his finger into me. Into my asshole. I groaned, my eyes widening. I couldn’t believe him. He was so bold. This was so wrong of him to do. He didn’t ask. He just did it. He just pumped his finger into my asshole as he fucked my cunt.

And I loved it.

The sensations of his finger reaming my asshole mixed with his cock spearing into my pussy’s depths. I groaned, my hips undulating, meeting his thrusts as he kissed me hard on the lips. He claimed my mouth, fucking me with such confidence.

Who was his girlfriend? Why had he never mentioned her?

I broke the kiss, panting, “Does she let you fuck her asshole?”

“Yes,” he growled, thrusting even harder into me. Every time he buried into me, my clit throbbed against his pubic bone, the stimulation shooting through me. “She loves it when I fuck her ass.”

“That’s so hot,” I moaned, humping against him. The desire to fuck him grew even stronger hearing those words. I wanted to be such a whore for him. That thought surged such lusts through me. “What a naughty son. Fucking your girlfriend’s ass, fingering Mommy’s asshole. Mmm, such a bold, strong son.”

“That makes you hot?” he growled, pounding me, burying that cock over and over into my pussy.

“So hot,” I gasped, clawing at his back. “That makes Mommy so hot for her big, strong son’s dick.”

The pressure swelled in me. I was coming closer and closer to cumming. It was so fast. I was so hot. So turned on by my son. He was so sexy. My fingernails clawed at his back as my pussy and asshole clenched. He grunted, thrusting his dick harder into me, savoring my tight pleasure.

His balls thwacked into my taint. My clit burst with rapture, crushed by his pubic bone.

My body shuddered.

Pleasure exploded through me. I groaned, my eyes widening as rapture surged through me. My pussy writhed about his dick, milking him, eager for his cum to flood my pussy. He slammed his dick so deep into me. Every thrust sent more waves of rapture washing through my body.

“James!” I gasped in joy. “Oh, my god!”

“You’re cumming, Mom,” he groaned, sounding so full of pride. “You’re cumming on my dick.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “Such a good cock. Oh, you’re back inside me. I love it. I love you. Mommy loves her big, strong stud.”

He kissed me hard, slamming his cock over and over into my pussy. The pleasure kept rippling through me. It kept washing through my body. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head. This was amazing. I trembled against him, my nipples throbbing on his chest as I clung to him. He was such a great son.

Such an amazing lover.

And he hadn’t cum yet. He had so much more stamina than Pete ever had. I don’t know how James didn’t flood me the moment I started cumming. But I was so grateful as another orgasm burst through me, washing through my slutty body.

I was just as much a whore as my daughter. I was so jealous of this other girl James fucked, and so turned on picturing him ramming his cock into her. It was so wrong. This was all so messed up. But in such a wonderful way.

And then he ripped his cock out of me, breaking our kiss.

“James?” I gasped as he spun me around, pressing my breasts into the tiles. They were cool on my hard nipples. “What are you doing?”

“Fucking your ass,” he groaned, bringing his cock between the cheeks of my butt. My eyes widened as his dick, wet with all my juices, rubbed on my asshole.

“What?” I gasped. “But—”

“Don’t worry,” he groaned, his hand reaching down to finger my clit as he pressed against my resistant sphincter. “You’ll love it, Mom. It’ll make you such a slutty Mommy to take my cock back there.”

“Yes!” I hissed, my clit throbbing beneath his touch, my body so hot. If that girl he fucked could take his cock in her asshole, then so could I.

And I would do it better!

His dick pressed on my sphincter. I groaned, shivering as his finger danced on my clit. The pleasure flowed through me, relaxing my body. I didn’t fight it as he pressed forward more and more. My eyes rolled back into my head. The water splashed on our bodies as his cock pressed into my asshole.

The crown was past my sphincter, in me. Burning friction sent heat through my body. My pussy clenched as he groaned, pressing in deeper and deeper. It was slow, almost agony, but an agony of rapture and not pain. I shuddered at the ecstatic delight as he delved into my depths. His fingers rubbed my clit so hard. Pleasure burst through me.

And then I felt his wet pubic hair on my ass. His crotch pressed against me.

“Yes!” I moaned, such pride surging through me. “Mommy took all her son’s big cock in her ass.”

“You did, Mom,” he groaned. “Damn, I love you.”

I shivered at those words. “I love you, too, James!”

And then he drew back his cock. And the pleasure… Oh, god, the pleasure was incredible. So different from his cock being in my pussy. He drew back and then slid his cock back in, the pleasure so hot and rough, not the silky glide in my pussy. I grunted as he buried in me, his balls swinging. He drew back and thrust again.

And again.

I pressed my cheek against the tile, so cool while his hot lips nibbled on the other side of my face, following my jawline. He reached my ear, teasing it, sending hot shudders through my body as he fucked my ass harder and harder.

Our flesh slapped wetly together. The sound echoed through the bathroom as he reamed my bowels. I groaned, loving it. I wiggled my hips, taking his cock, savoring every moment of our incestuous passion.

“Fuck Mommy’s ass,” I hissed, the pleasure growing in me, his fingers rubbing so hard at my clit and pussy lips. I was so wet, and not from the shower.

“Yes,” he growled, his voice so thick with pleasure, his strokes so hard and fast. “You’re so tight. I’m fucking your virgin ass, Mom!”

“My virgin ass!” I moaned. I hadn’t felt like a virgin since I was Jenny’s age. “Yes, yes, do it! Cum in Mommy’s ass!”

He growled. He loved that. He loved it when his girl begged for his cum. He fucked me so hard, such primal strokes. He rammed his cock into the depths of my asshole. The burning pleasure crashed into the delight his fingers churned on my clit. My hips wiggled, my nipples throbbing against the cool tiles of the wall.

I clenched my asshole on his dick. I wanted to feel that friction increase. To shudder in delight as he reamed me. It burned so hot as he fucked me and made me explode. I grunted and groaned. He slammed so hard, so deep into me. He stirred me up. He made me groan and grunt and pant. It was amazing. He was amazing. My son was such a great lover.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “Ream Mommy’s ass. Make her cum so hard.”

“I will, Mom,” he snarled, burying his cock into the depths of my bowels.

“Then flood my ass with all your yummy cum. Flood your naughty, slutty Mommy’s asshole!”

“Yes!”

His excitement made me shudder. Made me cum. My eyes widened as the pleasure burst out of the depths of my body. My asshole writhed about his dick. My entire body shuddered at the detonation. It was so powerful. Juices gushed out of my cunt and around his fingers. I moaned and gasped, bucking back into him, begging him to cum in me.

As the rapture boiled my mind, his cum spurted into me. Hot blasts of jizz flooded me. I groaned, tossing my head back and forth. It was so amazing. He was so amazing. He growled with each blast, pressing his muscular torso into my back, leaning against me as he moaned into my ear.

“Such a bad Mommy,” he panted. “Oh, damn, yes. You loved it. You came so hard.”

“So hard,” I whimpered.

He held me, kissing my neck, his cock softening in my asshole as my orgasm died down. I loved it. I wanted to stay in his embrace forever. To just be held by him. He was such a wonderful son, and I was such a terrible mother.

And then the shower grew cold.

“Damn,” James said, pulling away and turning off the water. “That was hot, Mom.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, glancing at his cock. That was just in my pussy and then my asshole. I stroked it and leaned in to kiss him. After, I groaned, “I love you, James.”

“Love you, too.”

“But you can’t tell anyone.” I swallowed. “Especially not your…girlfriend.”

“I don’t know,” he said. “It might be—”

Fear spiked through me. “No! No one can know. We have to be so careful. Especially with your sister in the house. She would freak out.”

“Yeah, especially after you called her a slut,” James said, his voice hard.

I flinched. “I…I shouldn’t have said that.”

“She’s not a slut,” he said. “Just because she’s pregnant, doesn’t make her a hussy.”

“I know that. It’s just…”

“Why did you say it?”

I really didn’t understand why. I was just so angry. She made me furious, it just spilled out of me.

“I’m going to talk to her,” he said as he dried off.

“What?” I blinked. “I thought you found her to be a brat?”

“She’s my sister. She’s in pain.” He gave me a hard look. “Let’s go talk to her together. I think that would be good. Get everything in the open and—”

Panic surged through me. “What? Are you even suggesting telling her about us?”

“Well, yeah, she might—”

“James!” The blood drained from my face. My stomach twisted. “What we did was illegal. You’re underage! I’m your mother. I’ll go to jail. You can’t tell her!”

“Mom, I don’t—”

“No!” I gave him a hard look. “This is our secret.” Then I moved to him, pressing my naked body against his, letting him feel my tits. “If you tell people, we won’t be able to have fun. And you want to have fun with your naughty Mommy, right?”

“Yeah,” he groaned, his dick twitching against my stomach, swelling hard again.

“There’s all sorts of naughty things I can do for you, but only if you don’t tell anyone. It’s our secret.” Then I fell to my knees. He was young, recovering so fast. I grabbed his swelling dick. I could smell the sour musk of my ass on him. “Things like this.”

“Jesus, Mom,” he groaned as I swallowed his dick, not caring how filthy this was. I knew it was. I was a doctor, and yet…it felt so wicked to taste my ass on him. My pussy clenched. His cum leaked out of my asshole as I sucked on his dick, cleaning it of my sour ass. “Jesus, I promise, I won’t tell anyone, Mom.”

I moaned about his cock, sucking, bobbing, getting him nice and hard again. He leaned against the counter, his eyes rolling back into his head as I worked my mouth up and down his dick, my tongue licking, savoring the sour musk.

It tasted…good.

More of his cum leaked out of me, dribbling through my crack to my pussy as I sucked so hard. I hadn’t blown anyone since Pete left. I hadn’t even realized I missed sucking a dick. But there was something so wonderfully naughty about having a cock in my mouth.

My son’s cock.

“Damn, Mom,” he groaned. “You could give…my girlfriend pointers.”

I shivered, bobbing my mouth, twisting my head. I reached behind me, sliding one hand through my butt-crack to my sore sphincter, loving the feel of the cum leaking out. I played with the incestuous jizz, massaging it into my skin as I sucked so hard, staring up at my son with such love.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

This was all so fucked up. I wanted to just have Mom and Jenny in the same room, to talk about these changes, but how would they react? They were fighting. Mom was calling her a slut. And she didn’t want me to tell Jenny. What if it stopped?

What if I ruined having sex with either of them?

I didn’t want to give up having Mom suck my cock after it had been in her ass. This was so hot. I leaned against the counter, groaning as she worked her mouth up and down. I stared down her supple back to her ass, her fingers buried in her crack.

She was turning into an anal slut.

“Damn, yes, Mom,” I panted as she bobbed her mouth.

This was so nasty. Jenny hadn’t done this for me. She hadn’t sucked my cock after it had been in her asshole. I had seen it in porn. It was so hot, then, and even hotter now. I had already cum twice this morning, once in my sister’s mouth, and that had given me the stamina to really fuck mom.

But this… Holy shit, this was the hottest thing ever. My balls boiled so fast as she bobbed her mouth and fingered her asshole. She moaned, staring up at me with her motherly face burning with rapture, her dark eyes smoldering. Her bleached-blonde hair clung to her shoulders.

“You are such a slut, Mom,” I panted. “Suck my dirty cock clean of your asshole. Oh, yes.”

She moaned, sucking even harder. It turned her on to hear those words. She was so much like Jenny. I groaned, my head leaning back as the pleasure built and built in my balls. They boiled with how hot this was.

I clenched at the counter, the corner digging into the top of my thighs. I didn’t care. I just loved her mouth sucking so hard. I groaned, the cum rising and rising. The pressure building and building as her hot mouth worked its magic.

“Mom!” I grunted. “You want my cum. You want to taste it. You want to devour it.”

She moaned about my dick. She did. I could see it in her eyes.

“Fuck!”

My cock erupted. My incestuous seed flooded my mother’s hungry mouth. I shivered, bucking as she gulped down load after load of my cum. She shuddered, her hand moving faster as she played with her asshole. Her eyes squeezed shut.

The pleasure shot through me. No, I couldn’t give this up. I needed them both. I wanted to enjoy them both. I loved them both. Shit. My mom and my sister. It was so hot. So delicious. Mom drained my balls as the rapture flooded through me.

“Shit,” I panted. “Damn, Mom, I loved it.”

She popped her mouth off my dick. “Mmm, this is why you can’t tell anyone. It’s our secret. Promise me, James.”

I shuddered, not wanting to, but that face, those eyes… This was my mom. “Yes, Mom, I promise.”

She gave me such a sultry smile, my cum staining the corners of her mouth. “Good. Now I’m going to make you breakfast. You need to keep your strength up.”

“And I’ll talk to Jenny.”

“See if you can convince the hussy to tell me the truth,” she huffed.

“Jesus, Mom, stop calling her that.”

Mom flinched. “I…” She shook her head, grabbing her robe. “She lied. She is having sex with someone. I want to know why.”

I almost blurted out the truth, but maybe Mom would really freak out if she learned I knocked up Jenny. Maybe it was best if neither knew that I was fucking the other. Jenny wasn’t keen on any threesomes the one time I joked about it, and Mom would be horrified that I had knocked up my sister.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I couldn’t believe what Mom had called me. I wasn’t a slut. I had only been with one guy. Yes, he was my big, sexy brother, but that didn’t matter. I was so furious at her. And how could I be so careless? Just throwing cum-stained panties into the laundry. I had done that all last week and was lucky she hadn’t noticed.

Idiot.

And why didn’t I throw the pregnancy box away with the applicator at school? Everything was all messed up. What would I do? I couldn’t tell her who the baby’s father was. I needed James so badly. Where was he? Why didn’t he follow after?

I bet it was her! She stopped him.

A soft knock rapped my door. “Hey,” I heard my brother say as he twisted the doorknob, but I had locked it. “It’s me.”

Such relief surged through me. I bounded across the room and opened the door. He stood there, wearing his boxers and a t-shirt, his hair wet. I glared at him. “You took a shower?”

“Mom’s downstairs,” he said, pushing into the room and closing the door behind him. “Sorry. Mom was hovering around. I didn’t think it was a good idea, you know.”

“Right, Mom thinks you find me annoying.” My face fell.

He stroked my cheek. “You’ve been crying.”

“She called me a slut! A hussy! Can you believe that?” The anger burst out of me. “Just because she hasn’t gotten laid in five years, doesn’t mean I’m a slut.”

“Well, you’re my slut.”

I glared at him.

“Sorry, I meant it as a joke.”

My eyes narrowed.

“You’re not a slut or a hussy. Your my sexy, little sister. I love you.”

“Better,” I said and let him pull me to his body. He put his arms around me. “This is all my fault.”

“It takes two people to make a baby,” I said.

“No, you wouldn’t have had to hide who the father is if I hadn’t knocked you up.” He looked down at me. “We could—”

“No!” Fear clenched through me. I hugged him so tightly. “No, no, no, James. She would get so mad at you. You’re older than me. They’ll blame you. Incest is illegal. I bet she’ll think you molested or raped me.”

“Like she thinks a teacher molested you? Is that any better?” James swallowed. “Maybe, she’ll understand.”

“How could that prudish bitch understand?”

“Jenny,” he gasped. “That’s our mom. She’s not a bitch.”

“Whose side are you on?” she accused. “She called me those nasty names. I thought you loved me.”

“I do, but—”

“Then it’s fine. She can call me a slut and a hussy and all those other naughty names just so long as I have you.” I leaned up on my tiptoes. “You’re the father of my child. My lover. You are all mine. I’m not giving you up. Especially not for her. So promise me!”

“Jenny…”

“Promise you won’t do anything heroic and noble by telling mom and taking all the heat.” I squeezed him so tight. “Please, promise me, James.”

“I promise,” he groaned. “I won’t tell her.”

“Good,” I sighed. It would be so romantic if he did tell, but then we would never get to do anything. Mom would see to that.

“Jenny, I really think we should tell her—,” he said, but then my lips met his, cutting him off. He groaned, his arms tightening about my body as I kissed him.

I closed my eyes. Nothing mattered when he was kissing me. Nothing but his lips, his arms, his body. I held him so tightly. I moaned into his kiss, our tongues dueling. I loved it. He was so passionate. I wiggled against him, feeling his cock.

Why wasn’t he getting hard?

I wiggled harder, my hands sliding down the back of his shirt. I remembered what Alicia told me about licking her big brother’s asshole. Maybe I could do something to excite James more. I squeezed his ass through his boxers, writhing my lithe body against his strong form.

Life stirred through his cock. Maybe he was just worn out. I had been using him a lot lately. And boys couldn’t fuck forever.

My cum-filled pussy grew hotter and hotter. My nipples hardened. I wanted to fuck my lover again. To throw a jizz-stained pair of panties in my mom’s face. Just see it splat right against her, the cum smearing her prudish lips.

“James!” Mom called. “Breakfast is ready.”

I groaned, breaking the kiss. “Fuck.”

“Fuck?” James said, arching an eyebrow, his cock throbbing in his boxers.

“It’s what I want to do and what she’s stopping us from doing.”

“James,” she called again, her footsteps clomping up the stairs like the big cow she was. “Your breakfast is done.”

“Okay, Mom,” he shouted, pulling away from me. Then, softly, he added, “If you want to keep this a secret…”

“Fine,” I huffed. And why was she making just him breakfast? I guess I wasn’t good enough. I was just a slut.

Mom opened my door. She glanced at me, her eyes hardening. Then she glanced at James and his bulging boxers. My stomach clenched. “I see your sister’s being a teasing brat again.”

“She’s not,” James said, his cheeks growing red. “I was just trying to smooth things out. I think you two really should talk. I could be there, mediating.”

“No!” I hissed at the same time as mom snarled: “Absolutely not!”

Then I glared at her, and she gave me such a look. It was practically venomous. She actually grabbed James, yanking him out of the room before he was ready. I guess she didn’t want her slutty daughter around anyone.

I let out another screech of frustration. She was such a cunt dragging off my brother. And I was so horny.

I fell back on my bed, squirming my thighs. I was so grungy. So dirty. My pussy was sticky with drying cum. With a groan, I threw myself back off my bed and marched to the bathroom to take a shower. I would hold my head high around my mother. I wouldn’t let her demean me.

I wasn’t a slut. I was my brother’s lover.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“She made you hard,” Mom tutted as she placed the pancakes before me. “That little hussy. You can’t trust her.”

“Jesus, Mom, everything makes me hard,” I said. “And you sound jealous of her.”

Mom froze, glancing at me. Upstairs, the shower hissed on. Jenny would be in for a cold one. The hot water heater took forever to refill. “I’m not jealous. Of her? What would I have to be jealous of? We’re not…dating.” She swallowed. “We’re just…”

“Lovers?” I asked.

“Just a mother who wants to take care of her son,” she purred, and then she crawled beneath the table. “And you look like you’re in discomfort.”

“Jesus,” I groaned. She was turning into such a slut. Like the last five years since Dad left, and her zero amount of dating, had bottled up all her sexual desires. And now they were exploding out of her, turning her into a horny cougar.

Not that I was complaining.

She pulled down my boxers, producing my cock. I groaned, not caring about my pancakes. Jenny had got me so hard with her wiggling and kissing. I so wanted to fuck her. And then Mom’s wet mouth engulfed my cock for the second time this morning.

I leaned back into the hard, wooden chair, groaning as she sucked on my cock. She made these obscene, wet slurping sounds as she worked her mouth up and down my dick. I clenched my hands, my balls aching. I wasn’t sure I had any cum left to fire. The tip of my dick was actually sore.

But it was a good sore. It was an ache that made me squirm in my chair. I breathed in deeply, pancakes and butter and syrup seasoning the air. I shuddered, her tongue swirling about the crown of my dick.

“You are such a horny mother,” I panted, my heart thudding in my chest. My hands clenched and relaxed. “Just a slut that wants to devour her son’s cum every chance she gets.”

She just moaned in absolute agreement, sucking so hard, her hand stroking the base of my dick.

She massaged my balls with her other hand. I shuddered. There was no cumming fast this time. Not after three other times in the space of an hour. I should be drained by now, but it was so hot. She was blowing me in our kitchen. This was where we ate our breakfasts as a family, spending a few minutes together before school or work.

And she was doing something so nasty. So naughty. I shuddered, my hands clenching. The chair creaked as I leaned back. The wood dug into my shoulders through my t-shirt. My blood pounded through me.

The shower turned off upstairs.

My eyes widened. My dick throbbed in my mother’s mouth. I heard Jenny moving. She didn’t take a long shower. Not after Mom and I used up all the hot water. And how long before she came downstairs? My heart quickened. I had promised both of them not to tell the other.

But…if Jenny caught Mom sucking my dick…

My heart throbbed as my balls ached. A new excitement built in me as I listened to my sister move upstairs. I didn’t know what would happen when she came downstairs. But it had to happen. I shuddered, my mom sucking so hard. I was so hot, so aching for my cum. Suddenly, I was on the verge of erupting, the excitement of Jenny catching us burning through me.

I grit my teeth, struggling to fight my orgasm as Mom sucked so hard on my dick. I had to hold out.

To be continued…
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James Wilson

My hand clenched into a tight fist as I fought against my surging orgasm. I sat at the table in our breakfast nook, my mom beneath the table, her mouth engulfing my cock, sucking on it with such a wanton lust. Since last night, when she had sneaked in my room and woke me up with a blowjob, she had been a changed woman. Five years of sexual repression spilled out of her. Since Dad ran out when I was ten to marry his secretary, she hadn’t dated once.



She hadn’t gotten laid.

And now all her pent-up desires were bursting out of her, turning her into a slut eager for my cock. This was the second blowjob she had given me this morning. The first was after I had fucked her ass in the shower, breaking in her virgin territory. She didn’t mind her sour musk on my cock.

It was insane and I loved it.

But I was also fucking my younger sister, Jenny. And she was pregnant with my child. Mom found out about the pregnancy, but not that I was the father, and had freaked out. The pair had fought this morning. I wanted to get this all out into the open, to have my mom and sister know that I was fucking the other, but they both swore me to secrecy. They had stared at me with these pleading eyes and…

“Fuck,” I groaned, my balls boiling, my dick throbbing. It was all so messed up. Mom was scared of going to jail for incest and fucking her fifteen-year-old son while Jenny was scared Mom would have me arrested for molesting her.

But I had a solution to fix everything. I just had to keep from cumming long enough for Jenny to come downstairs.

I squirmed in the chair, groaning as Mom sucked even harder. She was so hungry for my cum. Her hand reached into my boxers, massaging my balls as her warm tongue swabbed about the crown of my dick. Upstairs, Jenny moved around, finished with her shower. She was in her room, changing.

She had to come downstairs and catch Mom sucking me off. I could keep my word and they both could discover that I was fucking them both. And, hopefully, they’d handle it. But Jenny loved me and didn’t want to share me, and Mom was acting so weird around my sister.

Like she was jealous of the attention Jenny was giving me this morning.

“Come on,” I groaned, my ears craning for the tell-tale creaks of my little sister coming down the stairs.

Mom moaned and sucked even harder, her hands massaging my balls. She took my plea to Jenny as encouragement to make me cum. I leaned back into my chair, the wooden frame biting into my shoulder blades through my t-shirt. The excitement of getting caught surged through me. It was so hard to resist not cumming.

Especially with my hot mom sucking my dick beneath the table, the pancakes she made me steaming on the plate before me.

My teeth ground. Every suck was wonderful torture. My balls boiled, the cum aching to erupt and flood Mom’s throat. She would drink it down with such hunger. I had to stop thinking about that, but I could feel her silky, bleached-blonde hair spilling about my thighs. The tablecloth moved as she bobbed her head. I knew her large tits swayed in the purple housecoat she wore. She was naked beneath, her flesh so inviting.

“Damn, Mom,” I groaned. “Damn, you want my cum so badly.”

I groaned. Why did I say that? It just made this harder and harder.

Jenny’s bedroom door opened and then closed. My teeth ground harder. I just had to hold out for another minute. I just had to resist the wonderful, hot, wet sucking of my mother’s mouth. My hot mother with those lush tits and that ass…

Damn, her ass was so tight. It was velvet wrapped about my cock and—

“Fuck!” I snarled again, my teenage balls aching to explode.

Footsteps creaked on the stairs. My heart beat faster, tensing, ready for my sister’s reaction.

Mom’s mouth popped off my cock. “Dammit, I thought she would shower longer.”

“What?” I panted as Mom shoved my throbbing erection back into my boxers. “You can’t stop, Mom. I was so close.”

Mom crawled out, adjusting her robes, her huge tits swaying. “Sorry, your sister is coming.”

Jenny walked into the kitchen a moment later, wearing a pair of tight, hot-pink shorts I had no idea she owned and even tighter, pink t-shirt with Care Bears on it firing a rainbow from their bellies. It was a shirt she hadn’t worn in year and was far too small, molding to her braless tits. They were round and firm.

Mom’s eyes narrowed, her eyes flicking down my sister’s body. “Aren’t those clothes a little…old?”

“They still fit,” Jenny said, her eyes equally hard as she moved up to the table and sat beside me, her tits jiggling.

It was hard not to ogle them as I sat between the two women, Mom looming over us, her large breasts almost spilling out of her robe. My dick throbbed so hard in my shorts. I was so close to cumming, and Jenny’s outfit wasn’t helping my dick calm down.

Or Mom’s.

Damn, they were both so fucking sexy.

“Really, that shirt looks far too small for you,” Mom said, voice so tight.

Jenny just smiled. “Well, I thought we were doing yard work today. No point in getting my new clothes dirty. Right, Mom?”

Mom ground her teeth. “Fine.”

“And no pancakes for me?” Jenny asked, her voice light. “Or do hussies not deserve to eat.”

Mom took a deep breath. “Coming right up…dear.”

“Thanks…Mom.”

I shivered despite my hardon. I had to do something about it. I opened my mouth to say, “Mom was just sucking my cock and I knocked up Jenny,” when fear stopped me. The way they were acting was so catty. Blurting out the truth might just make things worse.

And then I might miss out on enjoying both their bodies. They were both so wonderful. So exciting. I loved them both.

Mom stalked away, heading for the kitchen, her back so straight, her bleached-blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders. Jenny gave a vicious smile as she shifted in her chair, her brown hair sweeping loose about her shoulders, no headband holding it back.

The moment Mom walked to the stove, Jenny’s hand shot to my crotch, giving my dick a squeeze. Her eyes widened. In a hushed voice, she whispered, “Oh, no, you’ve been hard this entire time?”

“It’s fine,” I groaned as she squeezed me.

She shook her head, biting her lip. The table was between us and mom. Jenny leaned her head against her left hand, her elbow braced on the table, the perfect poise of boredom. But her right hand reached into my boxers, pulling out my cock.

My eyes widened. I almost objected since Mom was nearby, but then I didn’t. Maybe this was a better way to get caught.

And I really needed to cum.

“So we are going to tackle the whole backyard today,” Mom said, trying to sound light and airy. “Need to get everything winterized.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned as Jenny’s warm, soft hand slid up and down my cock beneath the table.

“Sounds sooo fun,” Jenny said, rolling her eyes, affecting boredom so well as she jerked me off.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

It was so naughty jerking off my big brother while my harridan of a mother remembered to make me breakfast. I couldn’t believe she forgot. My hand stroked faster, loving the feel of his thick dick in my grip, my pussy clenching.

It would feel so much better in there, but I couldn’t get away with that at the breakfast table. But it was so hot doing this under Mom’s nose. If she thought I was a slut, then I would be the hugest slut for James. My big brother would get so much ass and pussy. He would be satisfied night and day.

My hand stroked faster.

James groaned, shifting on the chair. My heart raced, glancing at him as I leaned on my arm, my blue eyes widening in warning. He couldn’t give this away. It was such a risk, but I was so angry, and so horny, I just didn’t care. I had to do this. I had to be naughty under Mom’s prying nose.

Dried-up old prune! Just because she didn’t want to fuck any longer, didn’t mean she had to be so nasty to me. No wonder Dad left her. I bet Tiffany puts out regularly. I mean, they have two kids already.

My cheeks warmed. I wanted more kids from James. I knew it was so wrong, but that just made my pussy wetter and wetter. I wanted the warm, throbbing dick in my hand breeding me over and over. My clit ached. I pressed my thighs tight, stroking his cock as mom flipped the pancakes.

“Damn,” James groaned low.

“What was that, honey?” Mom asked, flashing my brother a big smile.

“Just…thinking about all the work today,” he said. “Busy day.”

“Very,” Mom said, her hips wiggling in her robes.

James looked at her, hunger in his blue eyes. He better not be fantasizing about Mom while I was jerking him off! I squeezed his dick harder. He groaned, glancing at me. He needed to pay attention to me. I was the mother of his child. I was his lover.

Not dumb Mom. She would never jerk his cock off under the table or drink his cum or even let him fuck her ass.

I would! Me!

My hand flew on his cock. My muscles burned. I ignored them. James tried to take a bite of his pancake. He groaned and leaned back into his chair. His chest rose beneath his t-shirt, outlining his sexy muscles.

And then his dick throbbed. I felt the cum pulse out of his dick and splatter the bottom of the table. I grinned, jerking his dick, savoring every blast. My pussy clenched with each one. He groaned, the last several blasts weak dribbles, the cum running over my hand. I loved it.

“Better?” I asked him.

“Yeah,” he nodded. “Thanks.”

Mom glanced at us. “What are you two whispering about?”

“Nothing,” I said, pulling my hand away from his crotch.

As Mom dished up my pancakes, I lifted my hand to my lips. I quickly licked at the white line dribbling down the back of my hand. I savored the salty cum, shivering in delight. James groaned, his hands putting his cock away as Mom walked up.

“Right, nothing,” Mom said, then she glanced at James. “Are you annoying your brother again?”

“I don’t annoy him,” I huffed as she set my plate before me. She almost tossed it, the pancakes sliding across the white ceramic.

“Sure,” Mom said, sitting across from us, her protein shake before her. Why did the old cow care about looking thin? She had those huge, saggy tits anyways. Not firm titties like mine.

I sat up straight, my breasts thrusting before me as I cut my pancakes with the side of my fork. James’s eyes flickered at my tits.

“Ready to tell me who the father of your child is?” Mom said.

“I don’t know who it is,” I said slowly, carefully, making sure she could understand.

“Right,” Mom sneered. “Is he married? Are you a little homewrecker like that slut who married your father?”

“I doubt a high school student is married. And I don’t know who he is.”

“Just like you don’t know who put that cum on your panties.” Her eyes flicked to me. “Unless you want to accuse your brother of something.”

“Leave James out of this!” I hissed. “He’s done nothing wrong. He has nothing to do with my baby.”

“Jenny,” James objected, and guilt shot through me.

“It is a teacher. A married teacher.” Mom shook her head. “I can’t believe it, Jenny. How did you do it? Were you dressing like that? Flashing those perky tits at him like a complete—”

“Mom!” James shouted, his fist slamming on the table.

Mom and I both jumped in shock, plates rattling.

“We’re a family,” he growled. “So act like it. Stop calling her names. She’s pregnant. It’s not the end of the fucking world. People have sex.”

“But…” Mom swallowed. She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Jenny.”

I blinked in shock. It made my pussy so hot seeing James stand up for me. I smiled and dug into my pancakes. They tasted so good this morning. Mom may be a bitch, but I had my big brother on my side.

My pussy was so juicy. I bet there was a wet spot forming on my shorts. I didn’t just forget to put on a bra this morning.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“No, that’s not how you do it,” Mom hissed. “Come on, Jenny.”

“I know how to do it, Mom,” Jenny hissed back, the pair glaring at each other from opposite ends of the flower garden as they weeded. “See. I’m doing it just fine.”

I groaned. All morning, they had been snapping at each other. It was so damned annoying. I was glad I had to mow the lawn now. At least the sound of the engine chugging away would drown out their bickering.

Why did I make those stupid promises? Why did I feel like I had to keep them?

Because they looked at me with those pleading eyes. Because I loved them and didn’t want to break my word to them. Because they were both so hot and sexy and I wanted to cum again in their holes.

I was so hard.

Not only were they fighting with each other, but they were also flirting with me. They kept giving me smoky looks and whispering naughty things whenever I came by. Mom wasn’t wearing panties, and she proved it by yanking up her skirt real quick and letting me see her brown bush covering her pussy, her juices glistening on the curls. And Jenny… Those shorts she wore were so small, so tight, the crotch molding to her pussy, giving her the greatest cameltoe of all times. She would kneel, wiggling her ass at me as she worked, her pussy lips perfectly outlined, a dark spot in the center of her crotch. She would suck on her fingers, too, her tongue swirling around them. Mom would stretch, her breasts thrusting against the tight tank top she wore, her nipples so hard. And that skirt she wore… It was a tennis skirt, so short, riding up her thigh as she worked, her hips wiggling, the skirt swaying, hinting at the possibility they could ride up farther and flash her pussy at me.

It was torture.

I was so damned hard.

I yanked on the lawnmower’s starter twice before it coughed to life. The roar drowned out their current bickering. I sighed in relief, pushing it forward. It mowed through the grass of our large backyard as I walked forward, passing the house as I mowed the first leg. I reached the fence, turned to face the direction of my mother and sister.

Groaned.

The narrow crotch of my sister’s shorts had somehow pushed to the side. Her brown-furred muff peeked out as she worked, her body positioned to aim her exposed pussy right at me. I froze, my dick throbbing as I licked my lips. It was such an invitation. I just wanted to go over there and fuck her. To pound that sweet, pregnant cunt right here, right now.

To let Mom see how sexy my little sister was. How there was no need to call her a slut.

Especially since Mom’s skirt had ridden up even higher as she bent over, her face almost pressed into the flowerbed’s dark soil as she worked. I swallowed, her hips swaying, the skirt sliding back and forth. Her brown pubic hair peeked out at me, too, as her movement caused her skirt to rise higher and higher.

My hand slipped off the safety lever, the lawnmower dying.

I wanted them both. I had to have them both. But they were so jealous of each other. They both wanted me all to themselves. Would it just make things worse if everything came out? Not all women were like Clint’s family, willing to share him with others. Most women, in fact, weren’t like that. He had hit the jackpot.

I had only come close.

Mom turned her head, a huge grin on her face. “Is something wrong, honey? You’re just standing there.”

“I…”

“Yes, big brother,” Jenny asked, giving me such a mischievous grin. “Something wrong? See something distracting?”

Mom glanced at Jenny, sitting up so her skirt fell down her body and covered her. “Yes. Is someone teasing you!”

Jenny just laughed as she straightened up, wiggling her hips to let her shorts cover her properly. “Right, because I’m such a slut I want my big brother to fuck me. That’s so gross, Mom.”

“Good,” Mom said, nodding in satisfaction. “It is gross for you to flirt with your brother, Jenny.”

I yanked on the starter. The lawnmower roared to life, drowning out their argument. I pushed forward, trying to ignore the throbbing in my shorts. A moment later, Jenny hopped to her feet and stalked off into the house while Mom just went back to weeding.

I had no idea what they said to each other, but it made me mad. I wanted to seize them both and shake them so hard. Then fuck them both. Then watch them fuck each other. They could sixty-nine, licking my cum out of each other’s pussies.

My dick was lead in my pants.

I reached the flowerbed and turned the lawnmower, heading away from Mom. My face was on fire. I kept pushing the lawnmower forward, my heart racing. I reached the fence, turned, groaned again.

Mom’s skirt had ridden up and her fingers rubbed at her pussy as she gave me such a sultry wink.

And then my sister banged out of the house, holding a drink in her hand. Mom straightened, her skirt falling down to hide her naughty activity. Jenny gave me a smile as she sauntered across the lawn, her nipples so hard as she casually walked in front of the lawnmower and went back to work.

The wet spot on her shorts looked even larger.

My heart raced in my chest as I turned the lawnmower, mowing away from them. I went three paces when it died again.

I frowned, grabbing the starter and yanking. It sputtered and died.

“Something wrong?” Jenny asked.

“Out of gas,” I said. “I forgot to check it.”

“Distracted?” Mom asked, shaking her head.

“Guess so,” I said. “I’ll go fill it up.”

I pushed the lawnmower down the side of the house to the front yard and the open garage. Our house had a weird layout. The garage didn’t face the street, our driveway curving 90 degrees to turn into it, and instead faced the large row of tree-like hedges that formed the border of our property.

No one could see me through the open door.

“Fuck,” I panted, pulling out my cock. They both had me so hard. I had to jackoff. It would be so much better if one of them was here to fuck, but I just needed relief. I leaned against the wall, reached into my jogging shorts and boxers, grabbed my cock, and yanked it out. I stroked my throbbing shaft, groaning.

“Need some help with that?” the purring voice of my little sister asked.

The precocious fourteen-year-old sauntered into the garage, her hips swaying, tits bouncing. She had her hands behind her back and a huge grin on her lips. Her blue eyes sparkled as she sauntered towards me.

“Yes,” I snarled.

I seized her, pinning her against the wall beneath the dirty window that looked out on the side of the house. I kissed her hard, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. My hands went to the waistband of her shorts, fumbling at the snaps.

Her tongue dueled with mine as I thrust down her shorts. I grabbed her naked ass, squeezing those lush cheeks as my dick rubbed against her warm stomach. She moaned into the kiss, one hand sliding beneath my t-shirt, the other grabbing my cock, stroking it in her hand.

I moaned as she brought me to her dripping pussy, rubbing me against her folds. She broke the kiss, groaning, “I’ve needed this for sooooo long.”

“Yes,” I groaned as I thrust, sinking into her pussy, my hands gripping her ass. “I don’t care that Mom’s outside.”

“Me either,” she gasped, her pussy clenching down on my dick. “I almost want her to catch us. To see who I’m a slut for.”

“We should tell her,” I panted, sliding through her hot, tight tunnel. She was so silky. Her pregnant pussy amazing.”

“No!” she hissed, both her hands clawing at my back beneath my shirt, her hips undulating. “I don’t ever want to stop fucking you. She’ll ruin it.”

“She might not,” I panted, pumping away, savoring the hot silk of her pussy.

“That prudish bitch wouldn’t understand!”

“She’s not a bitch,” I growled, thrusting harder, my balls smacking into my little sister.

“Oh, yes, that’s how you fuck your little sister,” she groaned, ignoring my words. “Just ram it into me.”

“Yes!” I growled.

I pounded her hard, the pleasure building in my balls as I reamed into her pussy. I squeezed her ass, groaning and grunting, savoring every inch of her tight sheath. She was so hot. So tight. She clenched down on my dick with that delicious pussy.

I loved being in my little sister as much as I loved being in my mother. I loved this cunt on my dick. The friction spilled pleasure through me. She moaned, not loud, but enough to let me know she loved it. Her fingernails bit into my back as she worked her hips.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Take my cock. Mmm, you just love it! You just love your big brother’s cock fucking your pregnant cunt!”

“Shush!” she groaned. “Not so loud. Mom will hear.”

I slammed into her harder. “Doesn’t that just make it hotter?” I asked. “The danger?”

Her pussy clenched on my dick. “Oh, my god.”

I shivered, moaning louder, hoping mom would hear us. I pounded my sister hard against the wall. She moaned and gasped, undulating against me. I growled, glancing at the window. Would the sounds carry to Mom in the backyard?

“Take my cock!” I growled, almost shouting, being as loud as I could. “Take it! I love fucking your pussy!”

“You’re going to get us caught, James,” she whimpered, humping back into me. “Oh, god, this is so risky!”

“So risky!” I agreed. “And you love it.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

“I do,” I moaned, my head rubbing on the window as that wonderful cock pressed on me. My head craned, twisting. I peered out the window, my eyes widening.

I could just see Mom working on the flowers at the side of the house.

I twisted more, my hips undulating. It hurt my neck to crane like this. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted to stare at her, to gloat as James fucked me. I wanted to be the slut she accused me of being for my big brother. I loved him. I loved his hands on my ass, his cock reaming my pregnant pussy, the incestuous thrill of our forbidden affair.

“Wait,” I moaned, pushing on his chest.

“What?” he groaned.

“Fuck me from behind,” she purred. “In the ass.” Like a slut.

“Yes,” he growled, ripping out of my pussy.

I groaned as James spun me around. He was so strong. My feet shuffled, my shorts around my ankles. He pressed me against the window, my cheek lying flush. I stared at Mom working, oblivious to how naughty her children were.

And then James’s cock, wet with my cunt juice, pressed between the cheeks of my ass. I shuddered in delight as his wet tip rubbed up and down my crack, searching for my sphincter. I groaned when he found it, his dick pressing at my asshole.

“Yes,” I groaned, the glass so cool on my cheek as he slid into me.

“Jenny,” he moaned, so loud, not caring that Mom might catch us. He was so bold. So strong. I loved it.

His cock sank into my bowels. I had taken him over a dozen times back there. I wasn’t as tight as the first time, but it meant he could slide in faster and pound my asshole so hard. I loved it. His cock reached deep into my bowels, my pussy clenching as pleasure rippled out of me. The friction’s heat radiating to my cunt.

Juices dribbled down my thighs as he pulled back and thrust again. The window rattled as my body shook. I groaned again, staring at Mom while I was being such a slut. A hussy. A wanton whore fucking her big brother.

“You love it up the ass,” James groaned as his crotch smacked into my ass hard, his dick burying so deep into my bowels. “You love your big brother fucking your asshole.”

“I love it so much, James,” I groaned, clenching my bowels on his cock as he drew back. “Pound me.”

“Yes,” he growled as he thrust harder.

His balls smacked into my taint as he pounded my asshole. His hands slid beneath my tight t-shirt, a top I hadn’t worn in three or four years. It was so small. I loved how it felt on me, molding to my braless tits. I was practically naked. James loved it.

His hands groped my breasts as he reamed my asshole. He pumped faster and faster, the heat building, swelling in the depths of my pussy. I loved it. I bucked back into him as he reamed his dick harder and deeper into me. He buried his cock into my depths. He stirred me up, making me quake and quiver in delight.

“Just fuck my ass, big brother,” I groaned, loving calling him that. My pussy clenched as my body trembled.

“Fuck it so hard,” he groaned, so loud.

But Mom didn’t hear him. She kept working in that short skirt. She called me a slut! Look at how that hussy was dressed today. I bet she hated all the attention James paid me now. He wasn’t her darling son any longer.

He was my lover!

His strokes were so hard, slamming into the depths of my bowels. His balls thwacked over and over as the pleasure swelled in me. I wiggled my hips, meeting his strokes. The slap of our flesh echoed through the garage, mixing with our moans and pants.

Mom looked around. Then she stood up.

My ass clenched so hard on James’s dick. She was looking for me. She stood up, brushing at her knees. I shivered, moaning louder, the orgasm swelling in the depths of my pussy. Mom walked out of sight.

I heard the back door slide open.

“James,” I moaned, my orgasm bursting through her. Mom was looking for me. She could catch us. See that James was all mine.

“Jenny,” he panted as my bowels writhed about his cock. “Damn, Jenny!”

The pleasure raced through my body as he slammed over and over into my spasming asshole. The rapture burned through my mind, mixing with the exhilarating fear of being caught by Mom. I shuddered in James’s arms, heaving and thrashing, juices flooding down my thighs.

“Jenny?” Mom called. “You’re supposed to be weeding.”

“Fuck,” James groaned, slamming into my asshole. He sounded almost…disappointed.

And then his cum splashed into me, banishing that crazy thought. How could he ever be disappointed in flooding my asshole with his jizz? I shuddered, my orgasm surging through me as he pumped load after load of cum into my bowels.

“Jenny, where are you?” Mom called, heat in her voice.

“Damn,” James groaned, his cock thrusting a final time into my asshole.

Mom’s footsteps came closer.

“Pull out,” I hissed, fear burning through my orgasm. “She’s coming.”

“Damn,” he groaned again, pulling out of me.

I yanked up my shorts, his cum leaking out of my sore asshole. I buzzed with rapture as the garage door opened. I spun around, fastening my shorts, glad for mom’s minivan hiding us as James shoved his cock back into his shorts.

Mom walked around the minivan as James grabbed the gasoline and began pouring it into the lawnmower, filling the garage with the eye-watering odor of fuel. That had to cover up any smell of sex. Mom gave me a hard look.

“Bugging your brother again?” she asked.

“Maybe,” I shrugged. “Or maybe I was…” I spotted weedkiller on a nearby shelf. “Looking for the spray.”

I snagged it, and Mom arched her eyebrows. “For ten minutes?”

I shrugged at her. “We were just talking, Mom. I’m allowed to talk to my brother, right?”

“Yeah, Mom,” James laughed. “What did you think we were doing in here?”

Mom bit her lip. “Well, you found it. Get back out there. I need to talk to your brother about something.”

“About how I’m the world’s biggest slut,” I muttered beneath my breath.

James gave me a sharp look.

“Whatever. I got what I needed.” My asshole clenched. His cum leaked out. Oh, I loved that feeling.

I made sure my hips wiggled as I sauntered out of the garage. I could feel James’s eyes on them. He was all mine.

As I stepped out into the cooler air, I frowned. James really got off on the possibility of getting caught. If he was louder, or took a little longer, we would have. I’d have to talk to him about that. As hot as it was pretending we might get caught, it would be a disaster.

And I would not give him up for anyone.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“I was such a bad Mommy, wasn’t I?” Mom purred the moment Jenny walked out of the garage. Mom’s hands slid up the hem of her skirt so slowly. Since I was kneeling to fuel the lawnmower, her crotch was right at eye level. “Teasing you while you were out there. I bet you came in to…take care of business.”

“Mom,” I said, my heart racing. My cock, though I had just cum, twitched to life as that skirt rose higher and higher. “This would be so much easier if we told Jenny.”

“So she could be even more of a brat?” Mom demanded, eyes flashing, her hands freezing with her skirt half-raised up. “Look at her. She’ll throw it in my face. She’ll probably report me to the police.”

“She wouldn’t do that,” I protested, staring at her skirt.

“And you don’t want to give this up, right?” she asked, lifting her skirts higher again, exposing more of her creamy thighs.

“No,” I groaned as her pussy came into view, her pubic hair dripping with her excitement. I set the gasoline can down, licking my lips.

“Mmm, I’m such a wicked Mommy,” she purred again, her free hand sliding through her folds, “for flashing this juicy snatch at you. I loved your reaction. How you froze while mowing earlier. You find Mommy’s pussy so beautiful, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, my dick straining my shorts now, just as hard as earlier. “It makes me so hard.” An idea popped into my head. I had just fucked Jenny’s ass. Her sour musk covered my cock. Mom knew the flavor. She would recognize I had just fucked a girl in the ass.

Jenny.

It would all be out in the open.

“I need my cock sucked, Mom. You made me so hard.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

“Mmm, Mommy’s sucked your cock enough,” I purred. “She’s not the only one in need. Watching you working today, in that tight t-shirt. And those shorts! Oh, my big, strong son has such a yummy ass.”

“You sure you don’t want to suck my cock?” he asked, unzipping his shorts. “You didn’t get to finish earlier.”

“Because of your bratty sister.” I shuddered. Then I opened the minivan door, hitting the garage remote. The outside doors clanked closed as I turned back to face him, leaning against the closed minivan door. Then I raised my skirts to flash my yummy pussy. “And I’m horny, too. Mommy needs to teach you how to eat pussy. It’s important for your education.”

“Then you’ll suck my cock?”

“Or do something else naughty,” I purred, my pussy clenching. “But you need to know how to please a woman.”

He groaned, licking his lips. He stroked his cock with one hand as he leaned forward, unable to resist the juicy pussy that birthed him. I shuddered as he buried his face between my thighs. He nuzzled at my juicy folds. His tongue licked and dragged through my pussy, making me shudder in pure delight.

He was bold. He didn’t hesitate. He wasn’t afraid of it or thought it would taste nasty. He wasn’t like his father at all. He buried his lips right into my furry cunt and licked. I shuddered, seeing his blue eyes looking up at me from between my thighs. He had done this before.

And he loved it.

Who was his girlfriend?

“That’s it,” I groaned, hips undulating. “Eat Mommy’s naughty pussy.” I loved calling myself Mommy, reinforcing how taboo this was. It made my cunt so wet. “Just devour your wicked Mommy.”

“Yes,” he groaned and licked again.

The minivan’s door creaked as I undulated against it. His hands slid up my thighs, abandoning his cock to caress me. I shuddered, loving his touch as his tongue caressed my folds. He had his face pressed so tight, his nose rubbing my clit as he dove his tongue deep into my cunt’s depths.

I groaned. All morning I had been dripping wet. I needed this so badly. I ground my pussy on my son’s hungry mouth. I clutched at my skirts, holding them up so he could swirl his tongue through my depths. He sent such teasing delight through me, my moans echoing through the garage.

“Just like that,” I purred. “That’s how you eat your naughty Mommy’s pussy. But don’t forget Mommy’s clit. You have to love that, too.”

His tongue flicked up through my folds. He found my nub, caressing it. Then he batted it, sending sparks shooting through my body. I groaned, my pussy clenching while I sucked in my pleasure through my teeth.

“Yes, just like that,” I groaned. “Such a good son. Oh, you know how to take care of your mother.”

His strong hands squeezed my ass. I breathed in, the smell of gasoline and his tongue bathing my cunt had me dizzy with delight. I swayed, my breasts heaving beneath my tank top while his tongue plunged through my pussy. He stirred me up. He drove me wild.

The taboo, the incestuous delight swelled in me. I was addicted to the forbidden orgasms he gave me. I couldn’t fight this any longer. I embraced being a naughty mom. What was the harm? James loved it. So long as Jenny never found out, or got wicked ideas of her own.

Little strumpet couldn’t be trusted.

His tongue flicked and batted my clit. One of his hands moved, reaching around my leg and rubbing at my pussy. I groaned as his two fingers penetrated me, fingering me as he sucked and played with my aching bud.

“James!” I gasped, my orgasm swelling so fast. This was so hot.

His fingers plunged in me. They were nice, not as nice as his cock, but they sent rapture flooding through me. My clit ached as I humped and groaned. My pussy clenched on his digits, the pressure growing and growing.

It burst through me. I bucked, writhing against my minivan. I moaned and shuddered as my son made me cum so hard. The rapture flooded through me as my pussy spasmed on his fingers. I wished it was his cock.

“Fuck me!” I howled as the rapture boiled through my mind. “Mommy needs your big cock in her naughty pussy!”

“Yes,” James growled, his lips stained with my pussy juices, passion in his blue eyes.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I abandoned my plan to have Mom suck my cock and taste Jenny’s ass on it. Hearing her beg to be fucked was so hot. I rose, bringing my dirty dick to her pussy as I ripped my fingers out of her cumming depths. She groaned as I slammed into her.

My eyes widened as I buried into her depths. She had no idea I had just fucked Jenny’s asshole. This was so wrong. So taboo. I groaned, drawing back my hips and thrusting my cock back into her pussy, washing my cock clean of my sister’s bowels in my mother’s hot cunt.

“Fuck,” I groaned as her arms wrapped about me, fingers clawing at my back.

“Fuck Mommy’s naughty cunt so hard!”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, driving my cock over and over into her pussy. I shuddered, loving the incestuous plunge, fucking my dirty cock into her pussy. “Take it!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned.

My balls boiled as I rammed over and over into my mother’s depths. I kissed her hard, letting her taste her sweet musk. She shuddered, her pussy clenching on my cock as her tongue savored her flavor. Her fingernails scratched across my t-shirt, the cloth blunting the scratches.

The minivan rocked, the shocks squeaking, as I plowed my mom so hard. The door creaked, the panel warping. I loved it. I gripped her ass so hard, feeling her plump delight. Her butt wasn’t as tight as Jenny’s, but she was still wonderful.

My sexy, curvy mother.

I kissed at her neck, ramming over and over into hot pussy. My cock savored the incestuous embrace. My balls swung, smacking into her taint. She shuddered. I breathed in her scent, tinged with sweat and the perfume of flowers. I groaned.

“You’re fucking Mommy so hard!” she gasped, her body shuddering. “You’re going to make Mommy cum so hard.”

“Good,” I growled. “I’m going to flood you with cum. I’m going to breed your naughty cunt.” I knew she was on birth control, some sort of implant that lasted for years, but I didn’t care. I loved the fantasy of breeding both my mom and sister. “Take it!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, her body bucking. “Breed your naughty Mommy!”

She came.

Her fingernails bit so hard into my t-shirt as she heaved against me. Her pussy went wild about my dick. Spasming, convulsing, milking my plunging dick. The pussy that birthed me was so hungry for my cum. So eager to be filled.

I shuddered, slamming into her depths. I squeezed her ass so hard as the pressure burst out of my balls. I grunted with every incestuous blast. I flooded my mother’s cunt with my jizz. I groaned, drawing back and burying a final time into her, savoring the rush of pleasure through my body.

“Oh, yes, that’s what Mommy needed.”

“Such a wicked Mommy,” I panted into her ear.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred. “You’re Mommy’s big, strong son.”

I shuddered. I wanted to tell her that I was also Jenny’s big, strong brother. That I bred her. But fear held me back. I didn’t want to ruin everything. And maybe, just maybe, their fighting would mellow out in a day or so once Mom came to terms with Jenny being pregnant.

It didn’t.

For the next three weeks they fought all the time. And that made them both horny. I had two women after me, both so eager for my cum, fucking me at any chance they could. I loved it. And yet… yet I wanted more.

But I also didn’t want to ruin a good thing with the two women I loved. I needed advice. There was only one person I could talk to.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

“And your daughter is looking healthy,” I said, moving the ultrasound on Lee’s stomach. The sixteen-year-old wasn’t showing yet. She was only at sixteen weeks, a little early to do an ultrasound, but she was just so eager. But you could tell the sex at this age.

“There’s our baby, Master,” Lee said, sounding so happy.

Clint, holding her hand, gave her a proud look. She returned an impish grin.

I shivered. He was such a handsome son. And I knew he had knocked-up his own mother, too. And, from the way Vicky, his aunt and Lee’s mother, looked at him, she was fucking him, too. I bet Clint was even fucking his sisters, Alicia and Zoey.

Good thing I had my son all to myself. I wouldn’t put it past my daughter to seduce him. I still didn’t know who the father of her child was. She was sticking to her ridiculous lie. I wondered what teacher was fucking her. But I had no proof. She was lying to protect him.

And I bet he was married. Little homewrecker.

I finished my exam and stood up, smiling at the way Vicky gazed at Clint. I looked at James the same way. A hot shudder rippled through me. He had fucked me just this morning, a quickie before his sister woke up. He pounded me hard in my bed and left his cum in me.

I was such a naughty mother, but I loved feeling his cum inside my pussy. Back where he came from. It was so hot.

Vicky sauntered over to me, her black hair falling in curls about her beautiful face. She was a few years younger than me, so beautiful, and with a great figure. She taught at my children’s school, and was both James and Jenny’s teacher.

“You’re just glowing, Bernice,” she said. We had been friends for years. I was her and her sister Cheryl’s gynecologist, delivering all five children between the two women.

“Things have been going great,” I answered.

“So…you found the joys of a young lover?”

My cheeks reddened. I nodded my head. I hoped she didn’t think it was my son. Though she wouldn’t judge me.

“Just make sure you’re taking precautions,” she said. “Unless you want to get pregnant.”

I blinked at that.

“You went five years without a lover. It can be easy to get out of the habit of taking birth control.” Her grin grew wicked. “Unless you want that stud of yours to breed you. James is a handsome boy.”

My eyes widened, but not because she figured out that my son was my lover. Her words had jarred a warning voice in me. I should have had my period five days ago. I rubbed at my left arm through my lab coat, feeling the small bump. It was my Nexplanon implant. It was good for another two years of birth control.

But nothing was a hundred percent.

“Don’t worry,” Vicky said. “Your secrets safe. I understand.” Her eyes glanced at Clint. “My sister and I both understand.”

“Thanks,” I said, realizing she misunderstood my fear.

The moment they were out of my exam room, I drew my blood and ran the test, ignoring my other patients. It was simple test. You could tell a woman was pregnant by the hCG levels in her blood or urine. It was what a home pregnancy test indicated. The hormone doubled every two to three days after conception during the early stages.

I looked at my levels. I was pregnant. My son had bred me.

The world spun around me.

To be continued…
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Dr. Bernice Wilson

“I need to talk to you,” I said to my fifteen-year-old son, and lover. My heart thudded beneath my breasts. The last three weeks had been so intense, even with all the drama of my youngest daughter lying about her affair with a married teacher at her high school.



A married teacher who knocked the little homewrecker up!

“Sure, Mom,” James grinned. He was such a handsome, young man. Strong and fit, his hair dark, chin chiseled, and his blue eyes piercing.

He rose from the couch where he sat with his sister, Jenny. She looked so innocent in her pink tights and knee-length skirt, her brown hair held back by her headband. No different from any other naive and innocent fourteen-year-old girl. But it was all an act. She dressed like a slut on the weekend, wearing old clothes that molded to her body, forgetting her bra and panties, teasing poor James.

But he was a smart enough boy not to touch such a slut.

“What are you talking about?” Jenny asked, her eyes glancing at me, narrowing.

“I need your brother to…for a favor,” I said, thinking fast. It was an excuse I had used a lot over the last three weeks. I had him go out with me under the guise that I needed a “man” with me at the hardware store or the sporting good store. Then we’d park like teenagers and fuck. I would say anything to let me get my pussy around his cock.

I loved feeling my son in me.

She gave me such a look, like I was stealing her boyfriend or something. Shameless hussy. I gave her a look back and demanded, “Did you clean the bathroom?”

“Yes, Mom.” She twisted her lips. “James even inspected it. I know you trust him.”

James sighed, shaking his head. He hated our fighting. “Come on, Mom. Let’s talk.”

I took him upstairs, my stomach twisting. I couldn’t believe this had really happened. I was scared and strangely excited all at the same time. I had no idea how he’d react to my news. Would he be happy or horrified?

He did get off on the idea of breeding me. It was so much fun to roleplay. It just wasn’t supposed to happen.

“What is it, Mom?” James asked. He reached out, grabbing my hips and turning me around. He pressed me against the hallway wall. The TV show Jenny watched echoed from below. James loved taking chances.

Sometimes the idea struck me he wanted Jenny to catch us. I tried to stop him, but the risk made the sex even hotter.

I shuddered as his hand slid up my skirt. “Huh? What did you want to ‘talk’ about, Mom? Your hot, wet, naughty cunt?”

His hand slid higher up my thigh, caressing my flesh. Ripples of heat washed up me. My nipples hardened. My pussy clenched. My hips shifted from side-to-side. I groaned as he reached my panties, rubbing against them.

“No,” I panted, grabbing his wrist, trying to push him away. He was strong, eager. “I’m…pregnant.”

James blinked. His hand froze. “What? Really?”

I nodded my head, staring at his blue eyes. They were shocked. “It’s been a week since I missed my period. My hCG levels are elevated. You…knocked me up.”

“Damn,” James groaned, his fingers rubbing at my panties again. “I thought you had that implant.”

I absently brushed my arm, feeling the metal Nexplanon implant beneath the skin. It should have lasted another two years. “Nothing’s a hundred percent.”

“Mmm, so I bred you,” he grinned, sounding so proud.

“Yes,” I groaned as he rubbed again at my panties, pushing the cloth against my pussy lips.

“We have to tell Jenny.”

“No!” I hissed. “I need to think. Figure this out. She’s going to…”

“Call you a huge slut?” James finished. “Treat you like you’ve been treating her?”

I flinched at his harsh words. I hated how I reacted when I was around Jenny. I didn’t understand why. There was just something about my daughter now that made me so catty. Especially when I saw her around James. Maybe I was…afraid he would find her sexier than me. She was younger, her body fresh and innocent. Men liked their women young, new.

And I had opened James’s eyes to incest. If his sister offered, and the way she was acting I sometimes thought she was, he would take it and wouldn’t need me. I couldn’t lose my son. I loved him so much.

And Jenny was a proven homewrecker. She was lying about my grandchild’s father for a reason. To protect him. He had to be married. And it had to be a teacher at her school. I knew she was having sex. I found her panties still stained with cum from time to time, like she was flaunting it, throwing it in my face.

Little slut.

“We have to tell her something,” James said. “I say the truth. Let’s go downstairs, tell her that I—”

“No!” I hissed, my heart hammering. “What we do is illegal, James. And you’re underage. I’ll be the sexual predator. She’ll tell the police. I just need to…say I met a guy.”

“Lie? Then she’ll think you’re a homewrecker, too.”

“Well, she’s lying about her lover!” I hissed, hands clenching. “At least mine’s not married.”

James sighed, muttering something beneath his breath.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing.” He pulled away from me. “This is just all fucked up. This is not the way I want it. I want us to be a loving family.”

“Tell your sister to start telling the truth.”

“You’re not,” he accused. “Fuck, I need to think.”

My son headed down the stairs. I shivered, my heart beating. I rubbed at my stomach. This was all messed up. Why did the implant have to fail? Now it was all so…serious. What would James do? He had that girlfriend of his he refused to tell me about. I was sure she was an older woman, like me. Maybe one of his teachers at school. She had definitely taught him a few naughty tricks. He loved using them on me. It made me so jealous that he was still seeing her and that made me so eager to be as naughty as possible.

And there was Jenny, temptation wrapped in innocent tights. James had to notice her teasing. I couldn’t lose another man to a younger woman.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

Learning my mom was pregnant only solidified my need to talk to someone, to get advice. I needed to get both my women on board. But how? They were both so jealous of the other. I could see it in the way they acted around me, getting so catty, both trying to out slut the other while clawing each other’s metaphorical eyes out.

What if they couldn’t share me? What if I had to choose? And they were both pregnant. I didn’t want to fucking choose. It was like being asked to choose which nut I wanted to lose.

I wanted them both.

My destination was a three-story tall house, gray with mauve trim, sitting on a quiet, suburban street about a fifteen minute walk from our house. I had been here only a handful of times, so I was glad I remembered where it was. A large chestnut tree in the front yard had the lawn littered with broad, orange and brown leaves, half-obscuring the walkway to it. My stomach writhed. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

But he was the only person I could talk to about this.

I marched up to the front door and rang the bell. It gong through the house. Inside, I heard sounds of movement and several shouts. Footsteps slapped bare across the floor and then the door yanked open and a lanky, tall girl in tight jogging shorts and a sports bra cupping her small breasts appeared, her black hair cut short in a pixyish bob.

She gave me a grin. “I know you. You fucked your sister in the library a few weeks ago.”

My cheeks burned.

“Lee,” another girl said. “Don’t be rude, you dumb slut.” The second girl was blonde, holding an infant in her arm, the front of her blouse open, a round breast exposed, milk beading the nipple.

I flushed at the sight. She was Melody, Clint’s cousin and one of his girlfriend’s.

“Hi, James,” Melody smiled, the older girl motioning me in. “What do you…um…? Why are you here?”

My mother was the gynecologist to Melody and Lee’s mother, Vicky Samuels, who also happened to be my history teacher. Sometimes, our families socialized. The last time I had been in the house was for the wake for Melody’s uncle, Clint’s dad, almost two years ago.

“Well… I need to talk to Clint.”

“Already fucked things up with Jenny,” laughed Lee.

Melody gave her younger sister a look. “You are being a brat to our guest. I want you in the corner with a vibrator shoved in your cunt for thirty minutes. No cumming.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lee said, her shoulders sagging. She pulled off her jogging shorts, hopping along on one foot as she struggled to get it off. I stared at her exposed, toned ass on her stumbling way to the corner. She almost fell getting the stretchy shorts off her feet but held her balance.

Melody shook her head, muttering, “…break her dumb neck…”

My cock hardened. Lee’s punishment, and her reaction, was so…casual. And sexual. My cheeks warmed. Lee snagged a vibrator off a coffee table—there were more than a few sex toys scattered throughout the living room—and put her face into the corner like a little girl in timeout.

Though no littler girl shoved a thick vibrator into her cunt and turned it on to full. Her body shook as it buzzed in her cunt.

Melody gave me an apologetic smile. “She gets so bratty when she’s in a good mood. Clint tries to break her of it, but she saw her baby on the ultrasound today and has been unbearable.”

“It’s fine,” I said, trying not to look at Melody’s exposed breast.

“I’ll go get Clint,” she smiled. “He should be finished with Alicia and Pam by now.”

“Finished…” Then I blushed. “Oh.”

Melody giggled. “For a guy banging his sister, you are shy about incest.”

They knew. Right. Jenny and Alicia were friends now. And it appeared Alicia had been talking to her family.

I stood in the living room, squirming, watching Lee out of the corner of my eye. Her naked ass wiggled. The base of the dildo jutted out between her thighs, her juices dribbling down it. Her fingernails scratched at the wall as she let out a frustrated moan.

“It’s the worst,” she groaned. “I love cumming so much. Everyone knows it. I like being spanked far too much for that to work.”

I had no idea what to say to that.

Clint appeared a few minutes later wearing a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, his face flushed. He was two years older than me, the cool senior with two girlfriends that every guy in school was jealous of. He was a few inches taller than me, his hair a little darker. He moved with such a confident swagger. And why not, he had just fucked his little sister and his Asian girlfriend.

“So, this is weird,” Clint said, walking by me towards the kitchen. “You coming here.”

“I just… I need to talk to someone. I need advice.”

“Everyone is coming to me for advice,” he laughed. I blinked at that, wondering who else when he asked, “What about?”

I followed him into the kitchen where he opened the refrigerator and pulled out a Gatorade. I bet he needed his electrolytes with all the women in his house he must be fucking. He stared at me as he took a deep drink, waiting.

“You’re just the only guy I know that’s…”

“Fucking his sisters, mom, and aunt?” Clint asked.

“Yeah.”

“So, you want to move onto your mom,” Clint grinned. “I saw her today. She is looking hot. She was practically glowing when she gave Lee her ultrasound and…” He trailed off. “Damn, you are already fucking her.”

I nodded.

“It’s such a treat being in the very pussy that birthed you again,” Clint said, leaning back. “Feeling her around you.”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “But the thing is… They don’t know that I’m fucking the other. And… Well, they’re both so jealous of each other. They’re fighting and it’s driving me nuts. I just…”

“Want to fuck them both at the same time.” Clint bit his lip. “And you don’t know how to do it.”

“I promised them both I wouldn’t tell the other.” I groaned. “They just both looked at me and…”

“And you wanted to make them happy, so you agreed to it.” He took a long drag of his Gatorade then swirled the bottle around in his hand. “You need to get them both in the same place at the same time. Both there for the same reason: to fuck you.”

“I’ve been trying. But they’re both so afraid the other will find out, they shut things down if there’s even a chance of being caught. I was hoping it would happen, but…”

“Are they up for threesomes?”

“I don’t know. I made a joke about it to Jenny, but she didn’t seem all that…receptive.”

Clint bit his lip. “You’ve knocked up Jenny. So she’ll be eager to keep the relationship. So you need to find out about your mom. See how it excites her.”

“How?” I asked.

Clint grinned. “Do you know their panty size?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

The hot, wet licking dragged me out of my dreams.

I opened my eyes into the darkness of my bedroom. It was an hour before I normally woke up according to my alarm clock. And I didn’t care. My thighs tightened about my son’s head as he devoured my pregnant pussy. I was so glad I told him yesterday. He was so calm when he came back from his three hour walk.

Jenny and I had both been driving each other wild until then. I was so worried, and she was being a little bitch.

“James,” I groaned, glad he was licking my pussy. “Oh, Mommy loves it when her big, strong son surprises her in bed.”

He only let out a hungry growl as he dived back into my pussy. He sucked on my pussy lips. I shuddered, grinding my cunt against his hungry mouth. His tongue slid through my folds, sending delight rippling through me. My hands slid up my body, covered in my nightgown, and squeezed my large breasts.

I groaned louder, so glad Jenny’s bedroom was on the other side of the house. My bed creaked as I writhed. The juices flowed right into James’s hungry mouth. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head as he licked and lapped through my hot folds. His tongue brushed my clit.

I jumped, gasped.

“Oh, yes! Mommy’s big, strong son is so hungry for her pregnant cunt.”

“I bred this cunt,” he growled, sounding so proud.

“Yes!”

I squirmed, growing so hot. I humped against him, smearing my pussy on his face. His tongue dived through my folds, probing deeper and deeper while his hands slid between my ass and the sheets, cupping my butt-cheeks. His hands were so big.

And it was true what they said about boys with big hands.

My pussy clenched, eager to be filled by his cock after he had pleasured me. His nose brushed my clit as he rooted his tongue into my depths. He lapped through my folds, stirring them up. The pleasure built so fast.

I squeezed my big breasts. In eight or so months, my milk would start coming in. And then I could nurse my big, strong son again. I shuddered, eager for that intimate moment. My body convulsed as the thrill of our incestuous affair burned so hot through me.

“Mommy loves her big, strong son,” I moaned, my body shuddering, the pressure building.

His tongue flicked my clit.

My orgasm detonated.

Incestuous delight rippled out of my pregnant pussy. It washed through my body. My hands squeezed my tits while my juices flooded into his hungry mouth. He groaned, drinking my juices, his tongue sliding through my folds, drinking up every drop of my cream. He loved it. I could tell. He savored the sweet delight of my pussy juices.

I shuddered and spasmed on the bed, groaning through my teeth as the rapture burned so hot through my mind. The fire’s heat peaked. I gasped, heaving a final time, then collapsed back on the bed, James squeezing my butt-cheeks.

“Oh, yes, that was sooooo good,” I moaned. “Now I need your big, hard cock in me.”

“Yes,” James growled, rising up my body. He rubbed his cock up and down my pussy then rammed it in me.

I shuddered, my pussy embracing my son’s cock. He was back where he belonged: inside me. A small orgasm rippled through me, my pussy writhing about his cock as he drew back. I whimpered in delight, his strong body over mine, my nipples throbbing against the thin cloth of my nightgown, aching to touch his skin without any intervening barriers.

He kissed me. I loved my sweet musk staining his lips. It was such a naughty treat. I humped and writhed against him. He broke the kiss, groaning as he fucked me, his hands still squeezing my ass. That wonderful cock speared so deep into me, churning my pussy to a hot froth.

“Yesterday, I saw my girlfriend when I went out on my walk,” James said.

My pussy clenched, jealousy surging.

“And I told her all about fucking my mother. And breeding her.”

My eyes widened. “James! You promised.”

“Not to tell Jenny,” he groaned, his hips thrusting harder and harder. “And, Mom, my girlfriend thought it was so hot that I’m fucking you.”

“Really?” I asked, shuddering, my thighs tightening about his cock. I humped against him.

“Yes,” he groaned, slamming that dick over and over into me. “She came so hard on my dick. It excited her so much, she sent a gift.”

“What?” I asked, trembling. Why did this turn me on so much? I wanted him all to myself. And yet…the idea that another woman craved him made me so hot.

I made him. I made this women-pleasing stud.

“It’s a surprise,” he groaned, slamming harder and harder. “Have to wait until we’re done.”

“Yes,” I moaned, humping harder, grinding my clit into his pubic bone as he plowed his cock over and over into my pussy.

My hot depths embraced him. My next orgasm swelled so fast as his cock churned me. The friction burned through my body. He slammed his huge cock into me so fast, so hard. He was so much a better lover than my asshole ex-husband.

My fingernails bit into his back as I moaned, holding him tight to me. Our flesh slapped together. The bed creaked so loud. I loved the sounds as much as the union of our bodies. I kissed him again, tasting myself on him.

What would another woman taste like on his lips?

I bucked hard as my orgasm exploded through my body. I gasped at the sudden shock. It came over me so fast. My pussy spasmed about his cock, eager for more of his cum to spill into my pregnant pussy. My thighs clenched about his hips.

James broke the kiss. “That makes you so hot, huh?”

“Yes!” she hissed. “It does!”

“I bet you want to meet her,” James growled, slamming so hard into my spasming depths.

“Yes!” I howled without thought, the rapture boiling my mind. it drove me wild. “Cum in me!”

James’s cock slammed into the depths of my spasming cunt. He grunted. His balls smacked my taint. And then they unloaded into me. I shuddered, my orgasm intensifying as his incestuous seed pumped into my depths.

I clutched so tight to my son as his cum filled me. There was so much jizz pumping into me. I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. I loved him spurting into me so much. I loved this moment, this union of our flesh.

It was heavenly.

“James,” I moaned. “I love you. Even if you have a girlfriend.”

“Good,” he groaned, rubbing his forehead on me. “I love you, too, Mom. Just like I love her. I love you both the same.”

I shivered. “You are just trying to drive me wild with jealousy.”

He laughed. “Maybe.” He kissed me. “Mmm, but it makes you so eager to please.”

“Always. I’m just a slave to your big cock. Mommy loves it so much.” I clenched my pussy on his softening girth.

“Now let me grab your surprise. I left it on the dresser.” He slid out of me.

I noticed the small, pink Victoria Secret bag on the dresser. He handed it to me, his cum trickling out of my pussy. “I want you to wear it all day, trapping my cum in them. I wanted them soaked when I see you tonight.”

I opened the bag and pulled out a dark-red pair of panties, made of such delicate lace with ruffles around the waistband.

“Yes,” I moaned, pulling on the panties right away, trapping his cum in me. “Good thing I showered last night.”

“Good thing,” James agreed. “Love you, Mom.”

“Mmm, love you,” I purred.

We kissed and then he slipped out of my room. I felt so sexy in my new panties. All day, his cum would be in me. I shivered, feeling like the naughtiest mommy who ever lived. Even naughtier than Cheryl, and she let her daughters and nieces fuck her son.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

The moment Mom was out the door, James bent me over the breakfast table. We had fifteen minutes before our school bus arrived. It was our morning ritual, a hot quickie to start the day. I was so glad Mom had to leave before us.

Though sometimes I wished she could stay and watch me be a slut in action. A slut for my older brother.

But it would give the old prude a heart attack. Her shriveled cunt wouldn’t know what to do with a cock. It was the real reason she was so angry with me. I was having fun, and she knew it. She was so jealous.

“James!” I gasped as he pulled my pink tights and panties down my legs and off my feet, popping my shoes off in the process. “What are you doing?”

“I have a surprise for you,” he said. Then he dropped a Victoria Secret bag on the counter before me. “A new pair of panties for you to wear after we fuck. I want them trapping my cum in all day.”

“Oh, James, that’s so wonderful,” I moaned as his cock rubbed at my wet pussy. I grabbed the bag, pulling out the panties as he sank into my cunt.

I shuddered at the sight of the skimpy, bright-pink thong he bought me. It was a T-back that would make me feel so naughty wearing it under all my innocent clothing. Only my brother knew what a slut I was, just the way I wanted it.

“I love it, James,” I squealed as he pumped his cock in and out of my cunt, stirring me up. My juices dribbled down my thighs as he drove into me, his balls slapping into my clit.

“Glad you like it,” James groaned. “My girlfriend chose it.”

My pussy clamped down hard on his dick. “Your what?”

He did not just say that word.

“My girlfriend,” he groaned, working his cock so hard and deep into my pussy. I shuddered, looking over my shoulder at my big brother. “And she thinks it is hot I am fucking my little sister.”

“Hot?” I asked, my heart racing. “You’re…cheating on me?”

“Not cheating,” he groaned, the friction burning in my pussy as his thick cock reamed my pregnant depths. “I love you.”

“And…that makes it okay?”

“Well, I can’t date you in public, can I?” James asked, sensations rippling out of my cunt. “I need a girl, too. People will start to talk. I’m not nerdy enough to be a virgin.”

“But…” I bit my lip. It was so hard to think with his cock stirring me up. “A girlfriend. What about me?”

“I told you,” he groaned, working that wonderful dick over and over into my pussy. “She’s cool with it. It makes her wet. She wants to get together.”

“What?” I groaned. “Who is it?”

“That’s a surprise,” he groaned. “Damn, you are so tight. I love fucking your pussy.” He grabbed my butt-cheeks, spreading them apart. “And your ass is so tight. She lets me fuck her ass, too.”

My heart beat so fast as the pleasure rippled through my body. What should I do? What if I objected and told him he could have no other girl? Would he abandon me for this other girl? A girl he could date in public. A girl he could even marry. Have kids he could acknowledge. Give him things that I couldn’t. A life together. And what did that leave me?

Would I just be his lover? And only if I let him see this other girl and… have a threesome with them.

Alicia loved having sex with her sisters and Clint. She said it was so hot to share her big brother, to lick his cum out of a girl’s pussy, to feel her tongue lapping through her messy folds. A hot shudder ran through me.

“I…” I opened my mouth, James’s hands still playing with my ass. “You can fuck my ass, Clint. You know I’ll do anything for you. I love you.”

“I love you,” James said. “So much. And I love her. I love you both. Do you believe that?”

“Yes,” I moaned. Clint loved Melody, Alicia, and Pam the same. It wasn’t impossible. “I just…”

“Wanted to be selfish?” James asked as he pulled his cock out of my pussy and slid it up through my butt-cheeks, smearing my cream along the way.

“Yes!” I moaned as he rammed into my asshole.

His cock, greased by my juices, slid in so deep. My bowels clenched around him as he worked his cock over and over into my asshole. The table creaked. I shuddered, the burning friction in my bowels igniting a fire my cunt. My orgasm swelled as I pictured the other girls at school, wondering who he could be fucking.

Maybe it was Michelle Young. Her father was James’s soccer coach, and she liked to help out with the team. She was his age, and so cute with her flaming red hair. She was so precocious. Or it could be Carmelita, the sexy Hispanic girl that all the boys drooled over, or her little sister Juana who was in my English class. Carmelita was a Junior, an older girl, just the thing that might attract James’s interest. Or maybe it was Maria Reenburg. She was James’s partner in his science class.

It was so hot imagining James fucking those girls. My bowels clenched around his cock. I clutched the thong in my hand as juices dribbled down my thighs. I shuddered, bucking my hips back into my brother’s thrusts.

“Who is it?” I moaned.

“It makes you hot, huh?” James asked, leaning over me, ramming his cock so deep and hard into my bowels. I loved it.

“Yes!” I groaned. “I don’t know why, but… Yes!”

“Good,” he groaned. “I want you thinking about it all day. Your pussy growing so hot wondering who she is.”

“You’re so bad,” I groaned, shuddering, my bowels clenching on his dick. “Oh, fuck, cum in my ass, big brother! I want to feel you in me all day long!”

“Just like she does,” he groaned, thrusting so hard, his balls smacking over and over into me. The burning friction in my asshole boiled my pussy.

I came.

My bowels writhed about my big brother’s cock. I groaned as he kept plunging into my depths. Juices gushed hot down my thighs, perfuming the air with my tart musk. I shivered, James groaning at the pleasure racing through him.

He rammed so deep and hard into me, the table creaking. I shuddered, my mind consumed with incestuous rapture. And then his cock erupted. He fired into my bowels’ depths. My impregnated pussy spasmed harder as I savored his cum in me. I stared at the thong. I would wear it all day, letting it soak with his cum. It would be so naughty.

And then mom could wash it and know I had been a slut again. I didn’t bother hiding it from her any longer. What was the point? She already thought the worst of me. And it made me so hot every time I dropped a pair of cum-crusted panties into the hamper bin.

She had no idea it was James’s jizz on them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“Still wearing those panties?” I asked Jenny about ten minutes before Mom should get home from work.

“Of course,” she grinned, wiggling her hips as she stood in our living room, evening darkening the window behind her. “And your fresh load has leaked out of my pussy and really soaked them.”

We had fucked when we got home from school an hour ago. “Good,” I grinned. “I need them. My girlfriend wants to see the proof.”

Jenny shivered. She bit her lips. “That’s really…”

“Hot?”

“Messed up,” She finished as she peeled down her pink tights and the pink thong I had given her this morning. “What are you up to?”

I grinned at her as she handed over the thong. It was soaked in my cum and her juices. It was such a sodden mess.

She shook her head at me. “I’m going to Alicia’s to study. Her older sister’s picking me up.”

“Melody?” I could still see her milk-laden breast in my mind.

“Zoey. The eldest.”

“Oh, yeah. I heard she was a lesbian. There were all sorts of rumors about her and Stefani.”

“Oh, she is,” Jenny grinned. “But they also both fuck Clint.”

“Damn,” I groaned.

She bit her lip. “You want me and…your girlfriend… Together?”

I nodded my head.

A car horn honked. Jenny pulled up her pink tights and put on her shoes. I gave her a kiss, then she was off to Alicia’s, out of the way for a few hours. Clint had promised he would order Alicia to invite Jenny over so the plan could proceed.

And then, a few minutes later, Mom came home right on schedule.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

I gasped as my son grabbed me the moment I opened the front door. He kissed me hard, pressing me against the wall. I shuddered, my heart racing with a mix of fear and exhilaration, my hips writhing. My panties were soaked from wearing them all day, his cum slowly trickling out along with my juices.

It was so exciting examining patients while my son’s jizz filled me.

“James,” I gasped when he broke the kiss, panting for breath. “Jenny’s home, she might—”

He shoved a pair of panties, a hot-pink thong, into my hand as he broke away. They were covered in cum. The style was something that Jenny would wear. Only I didn’t recognize this pair of panties. They weren’t one of hers.

“James?”

“I fucked my girlfriend before school and after school,” he grinned. “And she wanted you to have her panties. They are dripping in my cum.”

My eyes widened. A hot shudder ran through me as he pulled me into the living room. I stumbled in my heels as he reached the back of the couch and pushed me over it. My bleached-blonde hair dangled towards the cushion. His hands grabbed my ass as I stared at the thong. His cum coated the skimpy cloth, fresh and creamy, so white. And the smell… Salty and tart.

His girlfriend’s pussy.

“James,” I gasped as he hiked my skirt, exposing the dark-red panties he gave me this morning. He stroked my crotch, feeling how juicy I was. “We can’t. Jenny’s home!”

“She just went over to a friend’s house to study,” he said. “We can do whatever we like.”

I shivered. “You mean she’s seeing that teacher she’s fucking!”

“She’s at Alicia’s. Her older sister Zoey picked her up just five minutes ago. Not a creepy teacher. Okay?”

Maybe Clint was the father of her baby…

James ripped my panties to the side and slammed his cock into my pussy. I gasped, clenching down on them, my hand squeezing the cum-stained panties. I shuddered, loving him in me as I stared at the thong.

“Lick them, Mom,” he groaned. “Taste my cum with another girl’s pussy juices staining them.”

“Oh, god,” I panted as he plowed into me, stirring my pussy to a hot froth. “James… That’s…”

“Hot?”

“Yes!” I hissed and shoved the panties into my face.

I inhaled, breathing in the intoxicating scent of tart pussy and my son’s salty cum. I shuddered, my pussy clenching so hard on his dick plunging over and over into me. Heat rippled out of me as I rubbed the panties on my face, smearing the cum on my lips, breathing in the tart musk. It was so hot. Another girl wore these panties.

And fucked my son.

My tongue licked out, sliding across the narrow band, gathering the tart-flavored cum. Another hot shudder ran through me as I licked again and again. I humped back into him, the couch creaking, my big breasts bouncing in my bra as he plowed me.

“That’s it,” he growled. “I knew you’d like it. Lick it all up, you naughty mommy!”

“Yes,” I moaned into the panties, loving the wet feel on my face. I lapped at the cloth, sliding up the crotch. There was so much cum. I reached older jizz. It tasted sour. I recognized that flavor, too. “You fucked her asshole?”

“Uh-huh,” he growled and ripped his cock out of my pussy, slid it upward past my taint, and pressed between my butt-cheeks. “She deserves the same treat.

I moaned, lapping my son’s cum infused with his girlfriends’ sour ass while his dick slammed into my bowels. He slipped in so easily. I shuddered, loving my asshole being reamed by his big, strong dick. I loved everything James did to me.

My tongue slathered across the crotch, cleaning up every nasty drop of his cum and her juices. My bowels clenched on James’s dick as he rammed in so fast, so hard. My pussy clenched, juices dripping out, soaking the crotch of my panties.

He was going to give these to her. She would lick his cum infused with my pussy and asshole.

I groaned, my back arching, bucking back into my son. He was such a naughty stud. My pussy boiled, my ass clenching so hard on his dick. He plunged so deep into me. My tongue licked harder and harder, cleaning the thong.

I didn’t want to waste a drop.

“Damn, that turns you on,” James groaned. “You are such a naughty mommy.”

“The naughtiest,” I moaned into the thong.

“I want to fuck you both. Together.” He thrust so hard, reaming my bowels, his balls smacking on my taint. “Saturday.”

I should so say no. It was so dangerous. “Yes!”

“You’ll book a hotel.”

“I will,” I moaned, bucking back into his mighty thrusts. It was Thursday night. I couldn’t believe I was agreeing to have a threesome with my son and unknown woman in two days. But I would. This was so hot. I wanted to meet the woman that my son loved.

I wanted to taste his cum fresh from her pussy. Her asshole.

I came.

My bowels writhed about my son’s cock. He grunted, slamming into the. His balls thwacked so hard against my taint. I pressed his girlfriend’s panties tight into my mouth as his cum flooded into me. More cum to stain the panties I wore. A hot surprise for his girlfriend. She would be so wet. She’d fuck him so hard as she licked them clean.

My mind boiled with the naughty thrill.

“And Mom,” James groaned as his cum fired the final blast into me, “You’re going to wait, at noon, in the hotel room, a blindfold on and absolutely naked. I want it to be a surprise who my girlfriend is.”

“I know her?” I gasped.

“Maybe,” he grinned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I rubbed the sodden panties into my face, lapping at the dark-red fabric, cleaning James’s cum off of them. I could taste the sour musk of his girlfriend’s ass staining her crotch along with the sweet musk of her pussy. I writhed on my back, James reaming into me as we lay on my bed, his hands cupping my small tits.

This was so wrong. I should be so angry at him for shoving these cum-stained panties into my face the moment he was in my pussy. But I wasn’t. It was so hot. I tasted my brother’s cum and another girl’s pussy at the same time.

Alicia was right. Our talk earlier had excited me. This was hot.

“I knew you would love it,” James groaned. “I fucked her ass while you were at Alicia’s. My girlfriend was so excited when I gave her your panties.”

My eyes widened. I stared up at him. “You did?”

“She lapped every inch of your thong clean of my cum,” he groaned, his balls smacking into my taint as he plunged over and over into my pregnant pussy. “She loved it just as much as you love hers. And she wants to get it fresh from the source. She’s so horny to meet you.”

My pussy clenched on his dick. “Yes! Let’s do it! Who is she?”

“That’s a surprise,” he groaned. “Saturday. I’ve booked a hotel. At noon, I’ll take you there and you two will meet. And we’ll have the entire weekend to have fun.”

“What about mom?” she asked.

“Going out of town. Told me last week. She didn’t tell you?”

“We’re not really speaking,” I moaned. Dried up cow. I humped harder into my brother, loving his cock fucking me.

“Yeah, it’s a medical conference. She leaves Saturday morning.”

I groaned in pure delight. “Okay! Let’s do it.”

“You are eager for it,” he grinned. “What were you and Alicia talking about.”

“Threesomes,” I moaned then lapped at the crotch again, gathering more of his cum soured by his girlfriend’s asshole. It was soooo dirty. “She couldn’t stop talking about it. She loves sharing her big brother with other women.”

“And so will you,” James panted, pumping so hard, thrusting his cock so deep into my pussy.

“I will,” I moaned. I sucked on the panties, savoring the fabric’s flavor mixed with his salty cum. Saturday… School would be sooooo long tomorrow. Why did it have to be only Thursday night?

James threw my legs over his shoulders, hugging them to his chest. That made my pussy so tight on his dick. I moaned into the panties, using them as a gag to keep Mom from waking up and hearing us fuck. My bed creaked as James rammed his cock so deep into my pregnant pussy.

I wanted to meet this girl that James loved. She had to be special. A dozen different girls, and several hot teachers, flashed through my mind. I couldn’t wait to meet her. My pussy clenched so hard on his dick. I shuddered, the heat burning through me as he rammed his cock over and over into me.

“James,” I squealed as my orgasm swelled through me. Then my pussy went wild about his cock. “James! I can’t wait for Saturday!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“Me either,” I groaned, my cock aching as my little sister’s pussy went wild about my dick. I hugged her legs tight to my chest, thrusting so hard into spasming depths. My cock throbbed. It was so hot watching her rub our mother’s used panties into her face, smearing my cum and Mom’s juices across her hungry lips.

I couldn’t wait for Saturday. Finally, this would be all out in the open. Clint’s plan was perfect. I closed my eyes, picturing my mother and sister writhing in lesbian, incestuous passion while I watched. All the fighting, all the sniping, all the veiled insults would be over.

Both the women I loved would finally know the truth—they were both my sluts. We would be one big, incestuous family.

“Fuck!” I groaned and flooded my little sister’s cunt with my cum.

To be continued…
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Dr. Bernice Wilson

“Have fun at your convention,” my son said as I headed out the door, my suitcase rolling behind me.



A hot shudder ran through me, my pussy tingling and nipples aching as James grinned at me as he sat at the breakfast table beside his sister. The little trollop was wearing a t-shirt far too small and a soft blue thong that was fully on display.

“Yeah, Mom, bye!” Jenny said, her blue eyes minx-bright. She wanted James. I was growing more and more sure of it. But he didn’t need her. He had his girlfriend, and he had me. “We’ll miss you.”

Another hot shudder ran through me. Today I would meet James’s girlfriend. For three weeks, since I seduced him, I wondered about who she was. I thought she must be at teacher at his high school, an older woman like me. But the pink thong he produced Thursday night, covered in his cum and her pussy juices, made me wonder if it wasn’t a girl his age.

Either way, I was having a hot threesome with them. James’s girlfriend found it so hot I was fucking my son.

I headed out the door, trying not to shout out my love for my hunky son. Fifteen, so strong, maturing into a powerful man. He would be a lady killer. I know he made me swoon. I squirmed as I started my car. We told Jenny I was going out of town for a medical convention, but really I was going to spend the weekend at the hotel with James and his girlfriend.

Two days of hot and wild sex.

I rubbed my hand on my tummy every time I had to stop at a light on the way to the Grand Paramount Hotel. I was pregnant. Bred by my own son. I had no idea what I would tell others. I had just found out. I especially worried about my daughter.

She would throw it in my face after how terrible I was acting. Whenever I was away from her, I wanted to try and mend fences, but when I was around, seeing her prance around James, using the same whorish techniques the fourteen-year-old had used on the married teacher who knocked her up, it sent my blood boiling and the most horrible things spilled out of my lips.

I pushed that down. After the weekend, once I met this other woman, I would patch things up with Jenny. She wouldn’t steal my son from me.

I arrived at the Grand Paramount, pulling up beneath the covered valet driveway. It was a glamorous hotel, built in the thirties, and with that delightful, art deco retro look about it. A white tower thrusting up around the other tall building in downtown. I squirmed as I handed over my keys to the valet and walked in.

“I have a reservation,” I purred to the concierge. “Under James and Bernice Wilson.” I smiled. “My…lover will be here later.”

“Of course,” the concierge, wearing a black suit, said, a smile that promised discretion on his lips. He probably thought I was married and having an affair. “I just need a credit card.”

Ten minutes later, I was in our suite. It was expensive, and I didn’t care. I was giddy to have this fun. There was a huge bed, covered in graceful white covers with pink roses. Potpourri scented the air. The curtains were heavy and I drew them closed, plunging the room into romantic darkness. I opened my suitcase, pulling out the scented candles.

James would arrive at noon. I would have everything ready.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

“Oh, my god,” I moaned, bouncing with excitement for my threesome with James and his mystery girlfriend today. I was so eager to meet her.

Who was she? Which girl at school was it? Carmelita, Michelle, Juana, or Maria. They were all cute in their own way. Or was it a teacher? There were a few MILF’s at our school. I knew James had a thing for big tits. He claimed my smaller, rounder tits were fine, but…

I hoped they would grow big with my pregnancy. I couldn’t wait to nurse my brother with my tits. Alicia said it was so hot to nurse from Melody and Pam. My friend told me so many wicked things about sex. She acted so innocent, like she was a five-year-old girl, but the things she knew made my eyes bulge sometimes.

I was most looking forward to eating my first creampie, licking my brother’s cum out of his girlfriend’s pussy.

I was so excited, I darted through the house, ripping off my too small t-shirt, my tits bouncing before me. I burst into James’s room. He sat at a desk working on his homework. He turned around, grinning at the sight of my naked tits.

“Let’s fuck!” I moaned, darting to him. I jumped onto his lap. “Let’s fuck and fuck and fuck! We have hours to kill.”

I ground my thong on his crotch, my pussy growing so juicy. His cock hardened beneath him as my tits jiggled right in his face. Mom would be gone until tomorrow night. We had the house to ourselves. We could enjoy ourselves. No hiding. No sneaking around. Just loving each other.

And his girlfriend. She could come back after our afternoon at the hotel. If she was nice.

She better be nice.

“No fucking,” James said, being stern.

“But I’m horny,” I groaned, bouncing on his cock. “You knocked me up and made me horny.”

“And I want all that horny energy saved up for this afternoon,” he grinned. “I’ll have two women to satiate. I need my stamina, too.”

“Please.” I blinked my eyes rapidly at him, squirming, my boobs jiggling right before his face. “Pretty please, big brother.”

He let out a groan of frustration. “No. I mean it. Plenty of time for fucking this afternoon.”

I let out a screech of annoyance and hopped off of him. “Just tell me who she is then.”

“Nope.”

“I won’t go,” I said, crossing my arms before him.

“You will,” James grinned, his eyes flicking down to my thong. “You’re too horny not to.”

I screeched again. “Darn it! I am.” I threw myself on his bed, my tits bouncing. “I’m just soooooo bored.”

“Work on homework,” James said. “We’re going to have a busy weekend.”

I shivered. “We’re going to spend it all having fun, right?”

“Right,” he nodded, such a huge grin on his face. “I have been dying for this for weeks.”

I bit my lip. “You really like her.”

“Love her. And just as much as I love you.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

Jenny squirmed the entire way on the city bus. I wish I was sixteen so I could drive us. She bounced beside me in her long skirt, blouse, and jacket. Fall weather was turning more and more unpleasant, no more were girls wearing the short skirts at school. Her cheeks were flushed, looking so cute with her brown hair held back by a headband.

She counted the stops. “Five more to go. Four more to go. Three more to go. Oh, James, Two more to go. One more to go. We’re here!”

Everyone looked at her when she hopped to her feet and darted for the exit. I followed after, grinning at her. She bounced on her feet, waiting for me, her hips swaying. Her cuteness almost overwhelmed me, her blue eyes so bright, her button-small nose quivering over pursed lips.

She took my arm. “Let’s go, big brother.”

The hotel was another two blocks away. It was nice walking with my sister on my arm. In downtown, we just looked like another teenage couple, boyfriend and girlfriend. No one here knew us. They didn’t think it was wrong for us to be so affectionate.

I even kissed her. A quick, hot meeting of lips that had her shuddering and bouncing for joy. It was so wonderful seeing her so happy.

I got the key from the desk clerk. He gave me a look then flicked his eyes to Jenny waiting behind me, but didn’t say a word. I could see it in his eyes—discretion. He didn’t care what we were doing up there.

“Ohmygod, ohmygod,” my sister said, her excitement running her words together, echoing in the elevator as we rode it up. “This is happening.”

“Yeah,” I said, my heart racing, my cock so hard. “It is.”

It dinged at our floor. Three doors down, we arrived. I reached into my pocket and pulled out a lacy, black sleeping mask. My sister blinked as I dangled it before her face.

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“I want you to wear it. My girlfriend inside is wearing one, too. I want you two to…enjoy each other before the big reveal.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, my god, that’s so wild. You know this is killing me not knowing.”

“Yeah,” I grinned. “But you’re going to do it, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head and snatched the blindfold from me. She pulled off her hairband, handing it to me while her hair spilled across her shoulders. Then she pulled on the sleeping mask, adjusting it. She reached out her hand to grab my arm.

“Don’t let me trip,” she hissed.

“I won’t.” I kissed her on the lips. “I love you.”

The words made her shudder, a smile on her lips. I loved seeing her smile.

I shoved the keycard into the slot, my heart racing. This would work. I would finally have them both. The lock whirred. I opened the door and led my sister in.

It was dark inside. The soft scent of spice filled the air. Candles burned, golden light dancing. I could just see the bed and a pair of long, naked thighs on white covers. I guided my sister forward, whispering, “Don’t make any sounds. Just enjoy this.”

She whimpered and the legs moved. Mom made a wanton, wordless moan in answer.

More and more of her naked body was revealed, her legs leading up to the thick, brown bush between her thighs and then her flat stomach leading to those heavy, large breasts I loved. Her nipples were hard. She had a smile on her face, her bleached-blonde hair spread over her pillow.

An identical sleeping mask to Jenny’s on her face.

“Mmm, you both are gorgeous,” I said, taking off Jenny’s jacket.

My sister trembled, breathing quickly. Mom’s breasts rose and fell.

I pulled off my sister’s blouse, revealing her round breasts unencumbered by her bra. I tweaked a nipple, making her gasp. Mom moved, her head looking towards the sound. Her hands roamed her body.

“You two are going to love each other,” I said, kneeling down to pull off my sister’s skirt. I kissed her flat, pregnant belly. It would be months before she showed.

I couldn’t wait.

Then I pulled down her blue thong. Her tart musk filled my nose, her brown hair trimmed close, not hiding her pussy at all. I nuzzled in, taking a lick, making her gasp, her breasts jiggling over my head.

“Okay, she’s naked,” I said. “I want you two to love each other while I watch. I want to see the two women I love pleasuring each other.”

Mom made a wordless groan. My sister stiffened for a moment, then nodded her head, licking her lips.

I took her hand. She gripped me so hard, and led her to the bed. She shuffled her feet, moving slow, scared. I guided her to the bed. She reached out with her right hand, feeling the covers. Then she slid onto it. I joined her, my cock so hard as I brought her closer and closer to Mom.

I held her wrists now, placing them on Mom’s stomach. She let out a sharp gasp, feeling her daughter’s hands on her body and not knowing it was Jenny. I slid my sister’s hands up our mother’s body to those large breasts.

“Enjoy,” I whispered into Jenny’s ears.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

My heart thudded in my chest as James’s girlfriend squeezed my breasts with her slim fingers. They were so much softer than James’s hands. I could feel her trembling. She sounded young, scared even. My hands reached out, finding her body, feeling her shivers.

Clothing rustled. James must be undressing. I could hear his excited breathing as my hands slid up to cup his girlfriend’s tits. They were round and far firmer than mine. I explored them, feeling her hard nipples, making her gasp.

“That’s it,” James said, his voice soft and hungry. It was such a masculine sound. The bed moved as he shifted. “Play with each other’s tits. Get closer. Don’t be afraid.”

The girl moved closer to me, stretching down beside me. I rolled onto my side, our hands caressing each other. My heart beat so fast. Such wicked tingles raced through my body as her fingers brushed my fat nipples.

I made such a wanton moan. She scooted closer. I could feel the heat of her body as our legs brushed. She felt so silky smooth. I heard her breathing, felt the rapid beat of her heart as I squeezed her tits.

She was so warm. Burning. Her nipples were smaller than mine. I pinched them, making her gasp. My pussy grew juicier and juicier. I tried to imagine what she looked like. Blonde? Brunette? Black hair? Maybe she wasn’t White, but Black or Asian or Hispanic. Was her skin dusky-brown? Were her nipples pink or dark-red?

“That’s it,” James said, his hand touching my thigh. She shivered, gasping. “Now kiss. Love each other. Press your bodies together.”

I licked my lips then moved my head forward. I felt her breath wash across my face, smelling minty. Then her lips nudged my nose, my lips her chin. We shivered, her hands squeezing tight as our lips moved, finding each other, meeting in a hot kiss.

My pussy clenched as I kissed my first woman. A teenager no older than my son. I was such a bad mother. My hands squeezed harder on her tits, moaning into the kiss as our lips worked. She was so hot and wet.

Her tongue probed out, brushing my lips.

I opened my mouth, inviting her in. James groaned his appreciation as I French-kissed his girlfriend. Our tongues met, lips moving harder. Our bodies pressed tighter. My hands slipped from her breasts, sweeping about her body to explore as our bellies pressed tight, our thighs entwining.

I shuddered at the ticklish delight of her pubic hair brushing my own pussy. My hips ground instinctively, rubbing my aching clit against her pubic mound, feeling her hot folds. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers digging into my pillowy tits.

“That’s so hot,” groaned James. “That’s it. This is what I want. I love you both so much.”

We both moaned together, shuddering. She loved my son as much as I did. That sent such a maternal warmth through me. He had found a girl, a woman, to love, maybe to marry and start his own family with.

A woman that didn’t mind that I loved my son, too. That I fucked him. It made my heart race. I felt so close to this girl as our pussies rubbed together, our naked bodies pressed tight. My fat nipples brushed hers, sending tingles through me that warmed my body.

I held her tight, rolling her onto her back, settling my weight on hers. Her hands slipped from my tits to caress my back. Her hips moved beneath me, rubbing her clit into mine. Sparks flew, our pussies growing hotter and hotter.

“Damn,” James panted, moving around us. “I can see your pussies tribbing. You both are so sexy. I love you both so much.”

I groaned louder, my butt clenching. The girl grabbed my ass, squeezing tight, her fingers digging into my cheeks. Our nipples kept kissing, meeting with the same hungry passion as our lips and tongues. Molten heat trickled out of me, merging with the passion flooding out of her pussy.

The bed creaked from our movements. I savored this girl. I wanted to know who she was. I wanted to rip off the blindfold. But James was enjoying this. And I didn’t want to spoil his fun.

“Lick each other’s pussies,” he groaned. “Really love each other.”

I shuddered, breaking the kiss. I could feel her heart racing, beating as fast as mine. She let out such a wanton, girlish moan. She ached to please him as much as I did. We had to do this. We had to lick each other’s pussies.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

James’s girlfriend was an older woman. She had to be one of his teachers. Was it Vicky, Clint’s Aunt? She taught us both history, though not at the same time. She was such a busty teacher. But there was also Mrs. Umayyah, his buxom, Arabic English teacher.

She was married. Was that why James hid her?

The woman moved, her heavy breasts dragging from mine and across my stomach. I shuddered, about to eat my first pussy ever. But James was there. I could feel his presence. Everything was so heightened with the blindfold on. I had no idea who the woman was, what she looked like. Only what she felt like, tasted like.

Smelled like.

A sweet musk filled my nose, similar to my own juices but missing that tart edge. Hot thighs straddled my face as her pillowy tits rubbed into my stomach. She descended. My hands reached out, stroking her sides as I trembled.

Curly pubic hairs brushed my nose and lips. Hot pussy pressed on my mouth.

I licked.

She moaned between my thighs.

“Yes,” groaned James as the mystery woman licked at my pussy, too.

Pleasure rippled through me. Her tongue was different from James’s. Not as bold as his licking, not as passionate. There was a…hesitancy about it. Was it her first time licking pussy, too? I shivered, my tongue sliding and nuzzling through her folds, exploring her delights. She tasted so good. That sweet musk covering my tongue, making me eager to lick more.

I moaned, my body shivering, the woman’s tongue licking through my folds. If it was Mrs. Umayyah, she was a mother. That made her a MILF. A busty MILF licking my pregnant pussy while my brother watched.

It was so hot.

My hands slid up her body. She felt in such good shape. I grabbed her toned ass, squeezing it, my passion swelling, pulling her down to my hungry lips. I tongued through her pussy faster, sliding through her folds, her juices coating my lips and cheeks while her pubic hair tickled my nose.

My fingers clenched into her ass we both moaned. Her body writhed atop mine, her pillowy breasts rubbing into my stomach. Her nipples were so hard. They felt so exciting as they caressed my skin.

“You have no idea how beautiful you both are,” James groaned, kneeling beside us.

I felt so beautiful. It was exciting knowing he was watching our first lesbian experience. I felt her tongue growing more and more bold as it slid through my tight silt. She brushed my clit, circling it the same way James would circle mine.

Had she learned from him? Or had she taught him how to eat pussy?

I copied her, circling her clit with my tongue, loving how the nub felt. How it made her moan. Her excitement buzzed around my clit, making me tremble. Which made me groan into her pussy. My fingers clenched, my tongue lapping harder and harder.

Our passions swelled. I could feel it building between us. We both moaned louder and louder, our tongues lapping harder and harder. Our bodies moved, grinding our flesh against each other. Her ass clenched beneath my fingers.

“Finger her ass,” James groaned.

I grinned. He knew I loved a finger up my ass when I had my pussy eaten out. I bet she did, too.

My finger slipped in between her butt-cheeks at the same moment she shoved a hand beneath the bed and probed a finger into my crack. We found each other’s sphincters at almost the same moment—I won by a heartbeat—and circled them.

It sent tingles through me as she toyed with mine. I sucked hard on her clit and thrust my digit into her tight bowels. I plunged into the same asshole my brother had fucked before. I squealed as her finger wiggled into mine.

We fingered each other’s asses and ate each other’s pussies. Such excitement burned through me. I groaned, lost in my world of darkness and passion, humping against her lips. Her finger felt so amazing as it reamed my bowels, probing in so deep. Her asshole clenched on my plunging finger, her tongue flailing at my clit.

I groaned louder and louder, bucking, shuddering, my orgasm building.

“That’s it,” James moaned. “Cum on each other’s faces. Give each other such passion.”

I squealed louder, my asshole clenching on her finger, my pussy on her probing tongue. She shoved it in so deep, probing the hole my brother loved to fuck. I jammed my tongue deep into her naughty cunt, licking around, driving her wild.

The pressure swelled, stirred by her tongue and finger. I jammed my finger so deep into her velvety bowels, squirming. The tide rose and rose in me. And then the rapture washed through my body.

I came.

I moaned into her pussy, juices gushing from mine. She made such a pleased groan as she lapped them up. She squirmed hard, her hot pussy rubbing on my lips. Her sweet juices flooded out fast as her bowels writhed about my fingers.

I made her cum, too.

“Yes,” panted James. “You’re loving each other.”

She squirmed on my face, her nipples rubbing into my stomach, as we both bucked and came. Pleasure roared through my body. It shot through me. It drove me wild. I moaned into her cunt as it washed through me, driving me wild.

I made a woman cum, and I had no idea who she was. What she looked like. This was the hottest thing ever.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

“Now kiss each other,” I groaned, watching my mom and sister writhe in an incestuous sixty-nine. It was so hot seeing them heave together in the candlelight, flickering oranges dancing across their naked bodies.

They both panted as Mom rose, her tits heaving, and spun around. She straddled her daughter’s belly, leaning down. Their breasts pressed together right before their lips met in a hot, taboo kiss. My dick throbbed so damned hard as mother and daughter kissed, sharing each other’s juices.

I reached out as they kissed, their tongues dancing. I grabbed both their blindfolds, easing them off as they humped and writhed, lost to the passion. They both blinked, breaking the kiss, staring into the other’s eyes.

Mom gasped, rising up. “Jenny!”

“Mom!” my sister screeched, her arms instinctively covering her round breasts as Mom rolled off of her. “What the fuck!”

“What are you doing…?” Mom looked at me, her eyes so wide.

“You!” My sister gasped. “You’re his girlfriend? What the hell, Mom! I’m the trollop? You’re fucking your own son!”

“You were knocked up by your own brother,” Mom hissed back, her tits heaving.

“Enough!” I roared, kneeling between them.

They both whipped their heads around to look at me, flinching.

“I am so goddamn tired of your fighting,” I growled. “You’re both my women. And you’re both pregnant with my child.”

“What?” Jenny gasped. She shot mom a glaring look. “Who’s the hussy n—”

“I said enough!” My words cracked.

Jenny flinched.

“You two just made love to each other. You just came hard on each other’s lips. You kissed with such passion.” I stared at them both. “You’re both my hussies or sluts or whatever. You’re both my lovers. And you both have been acting so catty. I never should have made promises to either of you to keep quiet. But you…” I glared at them as they both gave me these heart-melting looks. “Yes, those ones. I love you both. You have no reason to fight. You both came here to meet my other woman and have a hot threesome.”

“It’s just…” Jenny swallowed. “She’s our mother.”

“And?” I asked. “You ate her pussy and loved it.”

Mom looked at my sister. She bit her lip. “I’ve been a real bitch to you.”

“Yeah,” Jenny said, her voice frosty.

“It’s just…” Mom shivered. “I was jealous. I saw how you were behaving around your brother, and then you were pregnant and lying. It made me think you were like that…woman.”

“Woman…?” My sister frowned. “You mean dad’s new wife?”

Mom nodded.

“You thought I was going to poach James from you.” Jenny grinned. “You think I’m hot, huh? That I’m cute and sexy.”

“You are beautiful, honey,” Mom said, her hand reaching out, touching Jenny’s hip. “And, yes, I was afraid. I finally seduced him after being so horny for him and… then there you were, pregnant. Suddenly, you were a woman. And a woman who was half-naked and vulnerable and so beautiful. James looked at you, wanting to protect you, and… I just…turned into a bitch.”

“Yeah,” Jenny said. “You did.”

“I’m sorry.” Mom scooted closer. “Can you…forgive me?”

I tensed, staring at Jenny. My sister glanced at me then back at mom. “Well, I guess. You did make me cum. And I was sooooooo horny. Just ask James.”

I relaxed. “She was begging for it all morning.”

And then they kissed. This time, their incestuous kiss was conscious. They knew who each other were. And it was even hotter. Their tongues fenced as their bodies melted together. I shuddered, staring at my gorgeous mom and sexy sister loving each other.

My dick thrust so hard before me as I watched in awe. Finally, everything that I had hoped for was happening.

And it was just as beautiful as I imagined.

Mom broke the kiss, her eyes glancing at me. “Your brother looks so hard.”

Jenny giggled. “Maybe we should help him out?”

“Maybe.” Mom grinned at my sister. “Ideas?”

“Let’s blow him!”

“Yes,” I groaned as they both rose, their hands reaching for my cock.

My mom and sister pressed their faces together as they leaned into my cock. They looked up at me, Mom’s eyes dark, Jenny’s blue, but their faces were so much alike. The same noses, the same cheekbones. Jenny’s had that youthful vitality while Mom’s had that mature beauty. Their hands were both soft.

And their tongues…

I groaned as their tongues swirled about the tip of my cock. My entire body shook as my mom and sister licked around the spongy crown of my cock, their tongues sweeping up my precum, brushing each other’s in the process. It made my dick ache so badly. I groaned, my cock throbbing as they lathed my tip, loving me.

“Damn,” I groaned, my balls boiling already. “That’s so hot.”

“Mmm, this is what Mommy’s big, strong son wants?” she purred before lapping again. “His sexy sister and his naughty Mommy sucking his cock together.”

“Oh, yes,” giggled Jenny. “Look at his face. He’s in paradise.”

“I am,” I groaned.

Both their lips nuzzled into my cock. They sucked on the spongy tip. I groaned, my cock throbbing in their grip. My balls ached more, the pressure swelling in them. After watching the pair make love, and being horny all morning long for this, I was on the edge of erupting. Their cheeks hollowed as they both suckled and nursed at my cock, making such naughty sounds.

I groaned, my dick throbbing in their stroking grips. Both their hands worked up and down my shaft, moving together as they loved me. Their lips nudged, their tongues licking again, meeting, kissing around the head of my cock.

“You two are so hot,” I panted.

“Mmm, and your cock is so sexy,” moaned Mom. “Mommy raised such a hung son.”

“You did,” Jenny grinned. “I love him in my pussy. He reaches so deep in me.”

Mom nodded in agreement.

“You gave us good genes, Mom,” Jenny said, rubbing her cheek against Mom.

“I must have. Your father isn’t this big.” Mom giggled wickedly. “He’s so small compared to your brother.”

“Mmm, then we’re so lucky.”

“Yeah,” I groaned then shuddered as my sister and mom both went back to sucking on the tip of my cock.

Their dual suction had me trembling. It was so amazing, two lips sucking on the side, their tongues brushing. They looked up at me with such loving eyes. My mother and sister were both so horny for me. Both so hungry for my cock.

It was so amazing. My balls tightened. Jenny’s hands found them, playing with them while she nuzzled her lips closer to Mom’s. They brushed, kissing each other again, the tip of my cock still between their lips.

It was the hottest thing in the world.

“Fuck!” I grunted and erupted.

My cum splashed across both their lips and faces. They both pulled back slightly, letting my cum spurt across their features. Mother and daughter moaned in delight as my cum rained across their faces. Thick and white lines painted cheeks and foreheads, dribbling down to their hungry lips.

I shuddered, the pleasure burning so hot through me. I bucked with each blast, grunting as I savored this wonderful moment of incestuous passion. I covered both my mom and sister in thick, pearly jizz.

And then they turned and licked at each other’s faces. They moaned, hungry for my salty cum. My dick stayed hard as their pink tongues bathed each other’s cheeks and foreheads. They scooped up my cum, holding it in their mouths.

Until they kissed, shoving my cum back and forth.

“Yes,” I groaned in pure delight. We were finally a loving family again. And it was so hot watching them snowball my cum.

They passed my cum back and forth a few more times before they broke apart. Jenny looked up at me, such a mischievous grin on her face. “You need to fuck Mom’s pussy.”

“Oh, honey, maybe he should fuck yours,” Mom said. “I’m your mother. I have to make sacrifices for my children.”

“Such a wicked mommy,” giggled Jenny.

“The wickedest,” she agreed, her voice purring.

My cock throbbed, still so hard.

“But you have to go first, Mom,” grinned Jenny. “I want to lick James’s cum out of your pussy. I’m so hungry for it.”

“Yes,” I panted.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

“Fuck her, big brother,” my daughter moaned as she pulled my hair, yanking my face down to her wet pussy.

This time, I knew whose pussy I ate. “Mommy’s going to make her baby girl cum so hard,” I moaned between licks of her tart passion. “Just explode.”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Such a bad, slutty Mommy. Isn’t she?”

“She is,” my son said and smacked my ass.

I groaned, wiggling my hips, my pussy dripping with excitement. Sucking his cock together was so hot. And I knew that this would be amazing. I couldn’t wait to feel his cock ram into my ccunt and stir me up while I devoured my daughter’s pussy.

I squeezed her ass, pulling her tight as my tongue plunged into her hot depths. James rubbed his cock on my pussy, making me squirm. And then he thrust into me. I moaned into my daughter’s cunt, my son filling my snatch to the brim.

“Yes, fuck our naughty mommy!” screamed Jenny, humping her pussy against me, her round breasts jiggling. “I want to lick your cum fresh out of her pussy. Licking it off her panties just wasn’t enough.”

I shivered, my pussy clenching, remembering that pink thong smearing across my lips as I lapped James’s cum mixed with her pussy juices off of it. I should have known it was her panties. I just didn’t recognize them.

Smart of James to buy new pairs.

His balls thwacked into my clit as he pounded my cunt. Friction burned in my cunt as I savored the incestuous thrill of my son ramming over and over into me. I moaned into my daughter’s hot snatch. Her juices flowed, the tart cream coating my lips and chin.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed, her brown hair flying. “Oh, big brother, fuck our naughty mommy! She’s moaning so loudly into my pussy.”

“Because you have such a juicy, succulent pussy,” I moaned, moving my right hand. I spread her open. I hadn’t seen her pussy since she was a child. She had matured, but still had that tight, girlish slit.

I licked through it, savoring her silky folds on my lips, my pussy clenching around my son’s cock.

I was trapped between my two children. They both humped against me. Jenny seized my bleached-blonde curls. She held on with a death grip as she smeared her hot pussy on my lips. James fucked me just as hard, ramming that wonderful cock over and over into my pregnant snatch.

We were both pregnant. James had bred the pussy I ate. My children had made me a grandchild. It was so hot. My pussy clenched so hard as my tongue swirled through my daughter’s depths, probing as deep as I could, my fingers rubbing at her clit.

“Mommy!” she squealed, bucking so hard, those round tits so delicious as they bounced. “Oh, my god, Mommy. You’re amazing. Oh, wow. Oh, big brother, she’s going to make me cum.”

“Good,” James growled, thrusting so hard. “Cum on her face. She’s such a naughty mommy. She wants it. She loves making her children cum.”

“I’m such a bad Mommy,” I breathed between licks, bucking my hips back into my son’s hard thrusts.

His cock churned such a frothy bliss through me. I groaned, my eyes widening as he reamed over and over into my depths. I shivered, pumping my hips. My tongue danced through my daughter’s folds, eating her out as he fucked me with such passion.

His cock sawed in and out of me. The rapture surged through me. I loved it. I had made both these children. It was like I raised them to please me.

I shivered at the thought, my heavy tits swaying beneath me, nipples grazing the covers. The pressure swelled in my pussy. I was so drunk on the incestuous passion of loving my son and daughter at the same time.

I rubbed my finger harder on my daughter’s clit as I tongued so deep into her tart pussy.

“Mommy!” she moaned, panting so loudly. She squirmed, the bed creaking. “Oh, my god, Mommy!”

“Cum!” James groaned, his thrusts so hard. He smacked over and over into my ass with his crotch. I loved it. His balls hit my clit, sending sparks of pleasure through me. “Cream her face!”

“Yes!”

Jenny bucked so hard. Hot juices gushed out of her pussy. I drank her tart flood. I gulped down her cream. More spilled over my chin and cheeks. I shuddered, a heady thrill shooting through me. I made my daughter cum again.

I kept rubbing her clit, hearing her gasp and moan as her orgasm rippled through her one after the other. She squealed each time, pulling on my hair. It was so hot. My pussy drank in the friction of my son’s thrusting dick as I lapped through my daughter’s folds.

I was such a naughty mommy.

I came.

My pussy spasmed on my son’s cock. It writhed about his dick. James groaned, feeling my orgasming pussy. He slammed into my depths. I shuddered as his cum spurted so hot into my pussy. Blast after blast of jizz shot into me. I quivered, milking his dick as his incestuous cum filled me.

The pleasure shot through my mind. It burst across my brain. I moaned into my daughter’s cumming snatch, her juices flooding around my lips. My every breath was filled with her tart passion as the rapture screamed across my mind.

We were such a loving family. He had bred us both. Jenny wouldn’t steal James away from me because she shared him with me.

My pleasure peaked as James groaned, “Fuck, that was good, Mom. I love cumming in your depths.”

“I bet,” giggled Jenny. “Did you fire a lot of cum in there for me?” She licked her lips.

“Come find out,” James groaned.

“Yes, eat out Mommy’s naughty pussy,” I moaned as James pulled his cock out of me.

I rolled over onto my back, my right hand clamped over my cunt to trap in every drop of my son’s jizz. My daughter rushed around me, bouncing like a little girl about to get cotton candy at the fair, her blue eyes so bright.

James grinned, his cock glistening with my juices as Jenny settled down between my legs. She buried her face into my cunt and devoured me with such a happy look on her face. She groaned, tasting my son’s cum leaking out of my pussy.

“Oh, that’s so delicious,” she groaned. “Salty and sweet. I love it. Thank you, Mommy, for making this yummy creampie.”

“Your brother helped,” I laughed. “He churned your Mommy’s cunt up to a hot froth.”

“I can taste that,” Jenny purred before she lapped again, digging my son’s cum out of my cunt.

James grinned, his dick twitching, glistening with juices. I licked my lips. “Honey, let Mommy get you nice and hard for your sister.”

“You are the best mother in the world,” he groaned.

“Uh-huh,” Jenny said, popping her head up, her lips smeared with pussy cream and cum. This was so hot. “Just the best.”

I had never felt so happy in my live. I couldn’t believe this. I had my son and daughter loving me. We were a happy family.

I opened my mouth as James moved closer. I sucked his cock into my lips, savoring my sweet musk coating him. He groaned, his dick throbbing and twitching. He stared down at me with such passion in his eyes.

I shivered, humping against my daughter’s hungry tongue. She licked and lapped, scooping so much jizz out of my pussy. I shivered, my pussy clenching. My heart beat so fast in my chest as I squirmed against her hungry tongue.

I came.

I moaned about my son’s cock, my juices flooding into my daughter’s hungry lips. She lapped them down, her blue eyes twinkling as they stared up at me. James stared down, his eyes the same azure hue. He stroked my hair, groaning as his dick grew harder and harder.

I was getting him ready to fuck my daughter. As the rapture melted my mind, that thought made me cum harder.

I loved our family. I was so glad we weren’t fighting any longer. But loving each other now. It was the best.

And soon, Jenny and I would both be showing, our bellies growing round together. Our milk coming in…

James was one lucky, young man.

To be continued…
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Jenny Wilson

I pressed my face into my mother’s sweet pussy, her thick labia rubbing on my lips while her ticklish pubic hair caressed my cheeks. It was so wonderfully naughty to do this. Just this morning, I was so angry at her, hating her for calling me a slut and a whore and a hussy for the last few weeks. Ever since she found out I was pregnant, she had acted like a real cunt.



And then it turned out she was fucking my brother, too. And she was also pregnant. She wasn’t any better than me. I had so wanted to gloat, to hold it over her head, and then she had to go and apologize and be so loving.

But it did mean I got to eat her pussy out again.

“Damn,” James groaned, lying beside her. He had just fucked her again. We had been fucking all afternoon, a family orgy in the fancy hotel room. “You two are insatiable.”

“Yes,” Mom moaned as my tongue licked through her hot folds, gathering sweet pussy juices and salty cum.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Eating creampies is the best!”

I loved them. It was so sexy licking my big brother’s cum out of my mother’s pussy. I planted my face into her cunt, my tongue plunging deep into her silky depths. Into the very snatch that had birthed me and my brother.

A wild, naughty thrill shot out of my pregnant cunt and through my body as I gathered another tongue full of cum and pussy. I savored it on my lips. I shivered, my hips wiggling. My tongue flew through her folds, lapping, licking, driving her wild with moans and gasps. She bucked and shuddered, her thighs gripping the side of my head.

“Oh, yes, that’s my sweet Jennifer,” she moaned. “Oh, my baby girl is just so hungry for cum.”

“She’s just a slut for it,” my brother groaned.

I beamed between licks. “I am!”

And proud of it. I loved my brother. And my mom was becoming so cool. So sexy. I got why James liked fucking her. Why he loved her as more than our mother. It was so exciting plunging my tongue into her pussy, her juices coating my lips and cheeks.

My hands squeezed her ass, massaging her pliant booty. I gripped her cheeks, licking with a furious hunger. Mom groaned, her big breasts jiggling as she squirmed, the hotel bed creaking. Her hips humped against my face, grinding on me as I gave her more pleasure.

Mommy was as insatiable as I was.

“Oh, yes, Mommy’s sweet, baby girl is devouring her pussy. Oh, yes. Just devouring her naughty cunt.” She shuddered. “I’m such a bad Mommy for loving this.”

“So bad,” I moaned my agreement before scooping out more delicious cum seasoned with incestuous pussy.

The juices trickled down my chin, my own cream running down my thighs. My pregnant pussy was on fire. I ripped my right hand from fondling Mom’s ass and plunged it between my steamy thighs. I groaned into her pussy, rubbing at my hot flesh. Shudders ran through me. My strokes birthed delicious delight.

I jammed my tongue so deep into her, extending it as far as I could to find more of James’s cum. I ate my mother’s pregnant pussy clean of my brother’s spunk. I loved it. My fingers, rubbing at my hot cunt, curled and plunged into my depths.

Wonderful.

Her juices flowed more and more. The salty flavor of James’s jizz diminished. I had licked her all clean. So I attacked Mom’s clit.

“Jennifer!” she moaned, bucking. It was so hot hearing her call me by my full name. She only did that when she was being all motherly and loving and full of pride for me.

I flicked her clit. I lashed my tongue against it over and over while my fingers plunged deep into my pussy. I stirred myself up as I drove Mom crazy. Her breasts shook more as she writhed in passion, her pleasure building and building.

Which excited me more. I wanted to make my mother cum. I wanted her to explode, to give her pleasure. It was amazing how fast things could change. How we could fall back into the patterns of loving family. She had gone temporarily crazy because of her desire for James, and now she understood—I wasn’t stealing James.

We could share him.

We could keep our love in the family. Where it belonged.

“Oh, Jennifer, yes! Eat Mommy’s naughty cunt! Oh, you’re such a good girl! Mmm, Mommy’s good girl! Yes, yes, yes! Make Mommy… Cum!”

She howled out that last word as her entire body heaved. Her bleached-blonde hair danced about her flushed, mature face. I shuddered, my pussy clenching on my fingers as her juices gushed out of her snatch. I drank them down, savoring the sweet ambrosia of Mom’s incestuous cream.

My fingers plunged with a furious need into my aching cunt. My body shuddered, the friction rising as I lapped up the flood, drinking all of my mother’s juices. It was so wonderfully wicked of me to do this.

“Jennifer!”

“Mom!”

My orgasm spasmed through my pussy. A hot flash of rapture. My cunt convulsed about my fingers, massaging them like they were a cock capable of flooding my pregnant depths. I shuddered, pressing my face into Mom’s sweet pussy as the ecstasy boiled my mind. I smeared my cheeks and nose through her pussy, reveling in her hot flesh.

I loved incest. I loved my family.

“Oh, Jennifer,” mewled Mom. “Oh, that was good.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my rapture peaking.

James let out a low snore. I blinked, glancing at my brother. He was asleep beside us. Mom giggled and I grinned at her. I crawled up her body, pressing my round breasts into her pillowy mounds as I settled down on her.

“We wore him out,” I grinned.

“He does have a lot of stamina,” Mom agreed. “But he came a lot.”

“Mmm, he did.” I licked my lips. “I’m glad we’re all a family again, Mom. Aren’t you?”

I smiled at her. But instead of smiling back, her face fell. And then tears brimmed in her dark eyes. Her arms tightened about me as she began to cry.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

I shook as Jenny stared down at me, just hearing those words, family, made me feel so terrible. So guilty.

“Mom?” Jenny asked, concern crossing her face. “What’s wrong?”

“I’m just…” Tears spilled hot from my eyes, the world growing blurry. “I was so terrible to you. I should have supported you. It must have been so scary learning you were pregnant. And that James was the father. You must have been so worried. And how did I act? I screamed at you, belittled you, insulted you.

“I was such a terrible Mother.”

“You were,” Jenny said, pain crossing her face. “But it’s okay. We’re a family now.”

“You should hate me,” I spat out.

“Yeah, I should.” She furrowed her brow. “But you were just…hormonal. Boy crazy. And it’s in the past. Okay? I mean, I said plenty of mean things about you to James behind your back.”

“You did?” I asked. There was something about her admission that was an invitation to share some of the guilt. She wanted to lessen my guilt. Because she did love me. Despite the hurtful things I said, she still cared for me. “Like what?”

“Dried-up old bitch,” she said. “And stuck-up bitch. And prudish cunt. Joyless hag.”

I smiled at her. It made me feel better hearing her words. “Well, I think you know I’m not dried up.”

She licked her lips, coated in my pussy juices, and nodded. “You definitely are not dried up. You are hot and wet and sexy.”

My daughter kissed me on the lips. It was so wonderful to love my daughter and my son. Now I truly was such a naughty mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I grinned when my mother and sister walked into our bedroom. We all slept in the master bedroom these days, sharing it, loving each other. They were both naked, their bellies round with their pregnancies. Jenny was at six-and-a-half months and Mom was nearly at six. Jenny’s shorter frame made her round belly appear even larger, her youthful body ripening into motherhood. Mom wore her pregnancy with a mature grace, the sleek swell rising from her pillowy breasts down to her pussy.

“Someone’s looking hard,” Jenny giggled as she crawled onto the bed, her breasts, ripened a cup size, swung before her delicious belly.

“Pregnant women are hot,” I grinned, reaching out to slide past her breasts to stroke her belly, swollen with my child.

They both carried my children. That made it so hot.

“We gave him a pregnancy fetish,” Mom purred, crawling on the other side, her pillowy tits swaying, her nipples almost brushing the sheets.

“Yes, you did,” I grinned, my left hand finding her belly, caressing her skin. “I’m going to have to keep you both bred.”

“Just pump baby after baby into us,” giggled Jenny as she leaned down to nuzzle at my cheek.

“Yes,” I groaned, Mom snuggling on the other side. Their round bellies rubbed on my side, their hands stroking my cheeks. “Big and round and beautiful.”

Mom kissed me on the mouth, her lips hot. I groaned, my arms moving, cupping both their assess, pulling them close. Mom’s tits pillowed on my chest while Jenny’s smaller breasts only brushed my flesh. She nibbled on my chin, her thighs parting, rubbing a hot pussy on my skin.

Mom’s hand found my cock. She stroked it, making me groan into our kiss. Her fingernail stroked the sensitive crown, a light graze that made my entire body convulse with delight. I groaned into her kiss, shuddering at the pleasure.

Jenny’s hot lips found my ear. “Mmm, who gets to fuck your cock first tonight?”

I broke the kiss with Mom, turning to look my sister in her blue eyes. “I bet you want Mom to go first.”

“I do love my creampies,” she grinned. “Did you take the pill?”

“Yep.”

The pill was a form of male Viagra I got from Clint’s sex slave, Mrs. Hiragawa. She ran a pharmacy. It let Clint keep his huge harem of women satiated, plus gave him the stamina to fuck even more girls. He had a huge thing for Asian chicks. There were a pair of hot Asian twins who moved in down the street from him. Alicia told Jenny all about the fun they had playing with them.

But I was just happy with my mom and sister.

Jenny’s hand joined Mom’s on my cock. “What do you say, Mom? Want to ride him first?”

“I can always lick that naughty cunt of yours clean later,” she grinned. “It’s a mother’s job to make her children happy.”

“So happy,” I groaned, my dick throbbing in her grip. “You’re so dedicated to it.”

“So dedicated,” she groaned in absolute agreement. “Mmm, you’re going to fill Mommy’s pussy up with that big dick.”

“And flood her with so much cum,” groaned Jenny, her stomach wiggling.

I turned my head and kissed my mom again. My hand reached past her ass, sliding to rub her pussy from behind. She was molten hot. She moaned into the kiss as I caressed her pussy lips. Her body convulsed, her juices smearing across my fingers.

And then I penetrated her pregnant depths.

She moaned into the kiss, her fingernails biting into the crown of my dick. A flash of exciting pain flared down my cock. I groaned, my balls growing hotter. Jenny stroked the base while I pumped my digits in and out Mom’s excited cunt.

“Mmm, I love these nipples,” Jenny moaned, leaning over me.

Her round belly rubbed on my stomach as she latched her mouth onto Mom’s hard nipple. Mom groaned louder. She massaged the tip of my cock with her thumb. Jenny kept stroking, her cheeks hollowing as she loved our mother’s fat nub.

I shuddered, loving the feel of Jenny. My finger crept into her ass, teasing her sphincter. She wiggled, her pregnant belly sliding across my stomach. The excitement shot through me, my balls already boiling.

It was so hot having my pregnant mom and sister in bed with me.

Jenny popped her mouth off Mom’s nipple. “He’s so hard. Take him for a ride.”

“Yes,” Mom groaned, her pussy clenching down on my fingers. “He is so hard. And throbbing. And just eager to cum in his mother.”

“So eager,” Jenny giggled, flashing me an impish look.

“Always,” I groaned as they both moved, sitting up.

They were so sexy. I pulled my fingers from Mom’s pussy, bringing them to my lips. I savored the sweet musk as she straddled my waist, moving a bit awkwardly with her round belly. She hugged her pregnant stomach, her breasts jiggling, as she lowered herself to my cock. Jenny held it upright, her grin growing and growing.

“Ride him,” she moaned.

“Yes,” I groaned as the wet silk of my mother’s hot pussy brushed my cock.

“Oh, I will,” Mom purred, her eyes so smoky.

Her back arched as she sank down my cock. Her pregnant cunt engulfed my dick, holding me in her wet heaven. I shuddered, grunting as the friction burned rapture down my shaft. I rubbed her pregnant belly, admiring her body as she shifted and groaned, savoring my dick.

Then she rode me.

Her big tits bounced as she slid up and down my cock with a fast pace. She gasped, still clutching her heaving belly, her blonde hair flying about her beautiful face. She gasped and moaned, her pussy gripping my cock as she rose. And then she slammed down, engulfing me to the hilt.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That’s it. Such a wicked Mommy.”

“So wicked,” Jenny groaned as she straddled my face, her shaved pussy glistening above me. She shaved it now and loved how it felt bare. It was so hot, making her look so girlish and naughty. Her belly’s swell ended right at her pubic mound, her slit puffy with her arousal. “You corrupted us, big brother. You turned us into your horny, pregnant sluts.”

“Yes,” Mom groaned, riding me faster, my balls aching as the pressure swelled.

“I did,” I said with pride. I grabbed my sister’s thighs, pulling her pregnant cunt down to my face. “So I better make you both cum.”

“You better,” she moaned, rubbing her hot, tart pussy on my face.

It was so hot eating my sister’s pussy while my mother rode my cock. My hands stroked Jenny’s thighs, fingers clenching every time Mom slammed her pregnant cunt down my cock. I moaned into Jenny’s snatch, my tongue lapping through her folds. She tasted so wonderfully delicious. I licked and lapped, flailing my tongue through her pussy.

I devoured as much of her as I could. I made her gasp and shudder. She wiggled her hips, grinding her cunt on my face. Her moans echoed though the room. The passion reverberated through the air as she ground her pussy on my hungry lips.

“Oh, he’s eating my pussy, Mommy,” she gasped. “Oh, yes, he’s devouring me.”

“Good,” Mom purred, her pussy growing hotter on my dick. “Make your little sister cum, James. Be a good big brother and give her such pleasure.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Jenny groaned as my tongue plunged into her pussy, swirling around her silky walls. “That’s it. Oh, what an amazing big brother!”

The friction burned hotter and hotter as Mom rode my dick. The pleasure shot down my shaft, striking my balls. I groaned, fingers clenching on my sister’s sleek thighs while her tart juices spilled into my mouth. My tongue licked and lapped at her, giving her as much pleasure as Mom gave me.

And she loved it.

Jenny ground on my face as she moaned and groaned. She smothered me in pussy. And I loved it. I never wanted to give up either of their pussies. They were both so amazing. They both made me feel so good.

The pressure built in my nuts. My dick ached in my mom’s cunt.

“Oh, yes, eat your little sister’s pussy,” Mom moaned. “She’s such a succulent thing.”

Mom leaned over, changing the feel of her pussy sliding along my cock. My sister gasped as I heard naughty suckling sounds. Jenny shuddered on my face, her pussy clenching on my probing tongue.

“Oh, you naughty Mommy. Suck on my tits. Oh, yes. Suck on my tits while you ride your son’s big, thick cock!”

“Yes,” I moaned into my sister’s pussy.

Mom slammed her pussy up and down my cock. The friction was amazing at this angle, my dick rubbing into her pussy walls. I shuddered, squeezing hard on Jenny’s thighs as I fought off my orgasm.

I was so close, but I had to wait. I had to make my women cum.

“James!” Jenny shrieked. “Oh, yes, suck my clit! Oh, you and Mommy are both going to make me cum. Mmm, just erupt.”

“Good,” I groaned between sucks.

Jenny squirmed and gasped, grinding faster and faster. Her moans sang through the room. And then her juices flooded my hungry mouth. My little sister came hard. She moaned, her body shuddering atop me while I drank down her tart cream.

Ambrosia.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Jenny. “Oh, Mommy! Oh, yes! I love you both. So awesome, big brother. Oh, yes!”

I kept sucking on her, making her buck on my face. Her pleasure kept rippling through her. Her pussy juices kept gushing into my hungry mouth. I moved my hands from her thighs to her belly, stroking her as her pleasure sang through the room.

Mom’s pussy grew so hot on my cock. She clenched down hard, engulfing my dick to the hilt. Her body shuddered. A loud, wet plop echoed. I pictured her lips popping free of my sister’s pink nipple, leaving it glistening in spit.

“James!” she moaned as her orgasm erupted.

The feel of my mom’s spasming cunt around my cock shuddered through me. I didn’t have to fight any longer. I groaned into my sister’s pussy as the massaging silk worked around my dick. My balls tightened.

I unloaded into her cunt. My body heaved with each blast of incestuous jizz. I spurted deep into her cunt, splashing her walls, flooding her body. She moaned so loudly, grinding her clit into my pubic bone while her pussy kept writhing about my dick.

Which was heaven.

“Cum in her, James,” moaned Jenny, still squirming and orgasming. “Flood her! Make that yummy creampie for me to enjoy! I’m going to lick all your cum—”

Mom’s beeper went off. Yes, a beeper. Doctors still used those arcane things.

“Oh, no,” Mom groaned, rolling off my cock as the buzz of my orgasm washed through me. “Darn it.”

Jenny slid off of me, panting, her face twisted with petulant annoyance. Mom snagged her beeper off her nightstand where our phones were all charging. She looked at it and groaned. “Sorry, no creampie. I have to go to the hospital.”

Jenny let out a sigh. Then she perked up. “Who’s giving birth?”

“Lee Samuels is in labor.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jenny Wilson

I felt so big as I knelt on the bed, wiggling my ass, my swollen belly swaying beneath me. At eight months pregnant, I felt like a whale. A big, sexy whale. My stomach just looked huge compared to Mom’s. She was taller than me, had those big tits.

But James loved how round I was.

Still, I couldn’t wait to give birth to our daughter. Lee was still so giddy about having her daughter. She was still going to school. Her older sister Zoey stayed at home to look after the infant, and all she did was boast about how cute her daughter was. And how her daughter would make a wonderful sex slave to her father or a brother.

“We’re not sure which yet,” Lee admitted. “Just have to wait and see. But I just know she’ll be a pain slut like her mother and grandmother when she’s older.”

I didn’t want my daughter to be a pain slut, but I did want to hold her, nurse her, love her. She was a union of my brother and me, something beautiful and wonderful. It made me giggle for joy as I knelt on the bed.

“What is taking so long?”

“Mom wants to make sure my cock’s nice and ready for your asshole,” James grinned, our pregnant mother kneeling before him, sucking on his cock with wet slurps.

“She just wants your cum now,” I groaned. “Instead of licking it out of my asshole.”

James laughed. “She loves it more out of your ass.”

Our mother was such an anal slut. She loved licking James’s cum out of my asshole as much as I loved eating creampies from her cunt. And she never would pass up the opportunity to suck James’s cock clean after it had been in one of our asses. She would even let him fuck her pussy with a dirty dick.

Such a nasty mommy.

Her lips popped off his cock. “Okay, he’s all ready for you.”

“Yay,” I groaned, my asshole clenching.

Mom guided James’s cock right for my asshole. I shuddered as his big, thick dick pressed on my sphincter. I wiggled my hips, his dick pressing on my asshole. I had lubed myself up as Mom “readied” his cock.

He slid in deep with a loud grunt. I groaned as I savored his cock spearing into my bowel’s depths. It was so naughty feeling him in my asshole. My fingers dug into the sheets as more and more of him penetrated me.

And then he was all the way in me.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned. “Such a tight, hot ass.”

“Mmm,” I could only moan as he drew back.

And then our naughty mother nuzzled her face into my pussy. She tongued me, licking through my folds, making me tremble and groan. My asshole clenched on my brother’s shaft pumping in and out of me as the dual delights rippled through my body.

Oh, it was so hot having my pussy eaten by Mom while my big brother fucked my asshole. Just so wonderfully naughty.

I humped back into my brother’s thrusts. I groaned as he reamed so deep into me, pumping with hard strokes. It made me wiggle, rubbing my shaved pussy into my mother’s hungry lips. Her tongue danced through my folds, brushing my clit and caressing my labia.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Oh, we have the best family in the world. Ooh, I love it.”

“Better than Clint’s?” James asked, reaming his cock faster into my bowels.

“Yes! We don’t have all that weird BDSM! Just loving sex!”

Mom gave a giggling laugh before she sucked on my clit.

My eyes widened. It felt so good. My clit throbbed in her mouth. Sparks shot from my nub to the burning heat in my asshole. The friction swelled as James pounded my bowels, thrusting his cock deep and fast into me, making me shudder and groan.

I clawed at the sheets, the pleasure swelling in my pussy. They both built it, Jame’s cock stimulating my bowels and Mom’s mouth driving my clit wild. I groaned, rocking back into James’s hard thrusts.

“Oh, that’s sooooo good. Oh, my mother and big brother are driving me wild. I’m going to cum so hard.”

“Good,” James growled, his strokes growing faster, harder. His crotch smacked into my ass. “Explode on my cock. Milk it. Then Mom will lick it out of your asshole.”

“I will,” Mom groaned into my clit.

“Yes!” I howled, my back arching. Just the dirty idea was enough to set me off.

My pregnant pussy spasmed, flooding Mom’s hungry lips with my tart cream. My bowels writhed and rippled about James’s cock. The heat surged through my body. It reached my brain, boiling it with rapture.

James grunted, burying his cock into my asshole. The feel of his hot cum flooding my bowels sent more heat rippling through my body. I shuddered, groaning and grunting, my face straining with orgasmic delight.

“The best family!” I howled as his cum kept spurting into my bowels. So much jizz flooding my dirty hole.

“The best,” James groaned.

His cock ripped out of my asshole. I gaped open. Mom moved like a flash of lightning. She sealed her lips over my sphincter, sucking hard. I groaned, my cum rising out of my bowels and into her hungry, depraved lips. Her tongue scooped it up, making me wiggle.

James brought his cock around, still hard. I didn’t hesitate to swallow his dick. It was sour with my ass. Anal was Mom’s passion, but I still enjoyed it. Especially when she was cleaning my asshole of James’s cum.

I moaned about his dirty cock.

“Yes, get me all clean,” he groaned, grabbing my pigtails. He held on, fucking my mouth. “Just a naughty slut.”

“Uh-huh,” Mom panted, her fingernails biting into my ass as she squeezed.

Then she rammed her tongue deep into my bowels. I groaned, my tongue sliding around my brother’s thrusting cock. He used my pigtails as handlebars, pulling on them as he pistoned that thick, sour cock in and out of my mouth, using me, making me feel so wonderfully whorish.

My tits and pregnant belly swayed beneath me as my family pleasured me. Mom’s tongue swirled through my asshole, gathering more of James’s salty jizz. He kept fucking my mouth, ramming his cock over and over, the tip brushing the back of my throat.

“That’s it,” he growled, pressing his cock on my gullet. “Take it all.”

I relaxed my throat, my pussy burning. Juices dripped down my thighs as James’s dick slid down my throat. I took more and more of him, my hips wiggling. Mom’s tongue stirred my asshole up as James’s pubic hair tickled my face.

“What a slut. I love you, Jenny. You and Mom are both so wild.”

“Uh-huh,” Mom moaned.

Her fingers found my clit. I moaned so loudly about James’s dick. I shuddered, my butt-clenching. Rapture sparked from my clit. Another orgasm built in me. My asshole tingled under Mom’s naughty licking. She ate my ass while James fucked his cock down my throat.

His balls smacked over and over into my chin. He groaned above me, his muscular chest rippling. He was such a handsome stud. His blue eyes burned as they stared down at me. He gripped my pigtails, pulling on them, making me feel so naughty as he fucked his cock over and over into my mouth.

“Take it all,” he moaned again. “My little sister is a deep-throating whore. I love it.”

“Mmm, me to,” moaned Mom. “Take all his cock, you naughty slut.”

I shuddered, the sensations, the words, all boiling through me. I moaned about my brother’s cock as I came. My passion hummed about his dick plunging over and over down my throat. His balls smacked into my chin, heavy with his cum. His pleasure twisted on his face.

His cum flooded my mouth.

I gulped it down. My body buzzed with rapture. Mom kept tonguing my asshole and rubbing my clit while I swallowed load after load of James’s salty cum. The delight spilled down my gullet. It made me shudder and shake. Such pleasure burned through me.

I loved my family so much.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

My milk had finally come in. Jenny already had hers. She was so pregnant, past her due date. It was perfect timing. June was almost over. School was done until the fall. She could go into labor at any moment.

But until then, we were having fun.

“Oh, yes, suckle at Mommy’s breasts,” I moaned, cradling both my children to my tits.

James and Jenny suckled with such hunger. I shuddered, my nipples tingling as my milk flowed into their hungry mouths. Jenny’s swollen belly rubbed on my pregnant stomach while James’s muscular body pressed on the other side.

And their hands…. Their wonderful, naughty hands rubbed between my thighs.

I shuddered, James’s thick fingers and Jenny’s lithe digits caressed the lips of my pussy. They stroked me, stirring me up and making me tremble. I groaned as their fingers pressed into my depths. My back arched, pleasure rippling through me.

“Yes, yes, yes, just drink your fill,” I moaned. “Mommy loves you both so much.”

Their blue eyes stared up at me as they drank my milk. They were both so hungry for it, Cheeks hollowing as my creamy treat flooded their mouths. Jenny’s breasts, rubbing at the top swell of my pregnant belly, grew wet with her own milk.

She was growing up so fast.

James growled with hungry passion as he suckled. Two of his digits buried deep into my pussy, fucking in and out faster than his sister’s slim fingers. My toes curled, loving the two different sensations shooting delight through me.

I squirmed on the bed. It creaked and groaned as the pleasure swelled in me. It was so intoxicating nursing my children. So wicked and wild. And intimate. I felt so close to them. I felt their love as they once again drank their mother’s milk.

I stroked both their hair, Jenny’s loose and long, James’s short and thick. I dug my fingers into their hair. His whiskers rasped on my sensitive breasts while Jenny’s lips were so soft and sweet. My head leaned back, my pleasure moaning from my throats.

“Oh, you two are just so wonderful. Oh, you’re going to make your Mommy cum so hard. Oh, yes. Such wicked children. Mommy loves you so much.”

Jenny’s thumb rubbed at my clit. I gasped at the sudden surge of pleasure. My pussy clenched on their fingers. James fucked his in and out faster and faster. He suckled hard, my nipple tingling in his mouth.

I squirmed, my toes curling, everything building in me. It was so amazing to nurse them both. My children. What a naughty family we had. My eyes rolled back into my head. My pussy spasmed so hard on their fingers.

“Yes!” I howled as I came.

The ecstasy boiled through my mind. The delight burned across my thoughts. It was so hot to nurse both my children. To love them. To hold them. To share this decadent, deviant pleasure with them. It was amazing. Stupendous.

“I love you both so much!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

James Wilson

I popped my mouth off Mom’s nipple, her pussy going wild about our fingers. I grinned at Jenny. Her lips came off, stained white with her milk. Mom moaned as her orgasm burned through her. It was so hot nursing from her. Even hotter than nursing from Jenny.

She arched her eyebrows at me.

I leaned over and latched onto my little sister’s nub. I wanted to taste the difference between their milk. I suckled hard. Jenny groaned as her hot cream squirted into my mouth. She had a sweeter flavor than Mom’s milk. A warm, creamy delight that made my dick throb so hard.

I popped off her nipple and suckled from Mom. The richer flavor of Mom’s milk flooded my mouth. She groaned, bucking harder. Her moans echoed through the room as her pleasure wracked her pregnant belly.

“Oh, yes, you two are so loving.”

I popped my lips off and then latched onto Jenny’s again. Her sweeter milk flooded my mouth. It was so hot to nurse from my pregnant sister and mother. I bred them both. And Jenny was so close to giving birth to my first child.

And mom would only be a few weeks away.

“Oh, yes,” Jenny moaned. “Oh, Mom, he’s such a hungry big brother.”

“He needs all the energy to keep us satisfied,” Mom laughed.

I groaned as the pair kissed, their tongues dancing. I shifted my body, pulling my fingers from Mom’s pussy. I cupped both their tits, heavy with milk. Mom’s were still softer, but Jenny’s were so big now. She had gained another cup size as she neared the end of her pregnancy. I squeezed them both, Mom’s milk spurting against my cheek.

So I switched over to her nipple and suckled on it. Jenny’s milk splashed on my other cheek. They both moaned into their incestuous kiss as I went back and forth from their nipples. I suckled down both their milk, letting their flavors mix and swirl in my mouth.

This was paradise.

“He really likes our breast milk,” Jenny giggled, breaking her kiss with Mom.

“Well, can you blame him?”

“Nope.” Jenny giggled again. “He’s just a slut for breast milk.”

I rolled my eyes and suckled from her nipple. She let out a mewling shiver as her milk flooded my mouth. I held the warm, creamy treat and switched to Mom’s fatter nub. She let out a delicious sigh as her milk joined Jenny’s.

I swirled it around in my mouth before swallowing, the creamy treat flooding straight down to my belly, warming my insides.

Then I latched onto Jenny’s again.

“Oh, big brother,” she groaned. “You are making me so wet. I need your cock in me so badly.”

“Yes, fuck your little sister,” Mom moaned. “Give it to her so hard.”

“So hard,” Jenny moaned in agreement.

I grinned at them, releasing her nipple. My cock ached. I sat up, moving into position, Jenny lying back against the pillows. Her breasts formed two delicious mounds, milk beading on both her pink nipples. She held her pregnant belly, swollen so large on her small frame, and spread her thighs.

Her shaved, pregnant pussy weeped juices. They stained her thighs. My cock ached. Mom seized it, bringing it to Jenny’s hot pussy. I shuddered as Mom rubbed my dick up and down my sister’s cunt, her lips so wet and silky.

“Fuck me!” she moaned. “Please, big brother. I need it so badly!”

I thrust.

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Fuck your little sister!” Mom purred before leaning over and suckling at Jenny’s breast.

My sister’s pussy clenched down on my thrusting cock as Mom nursed from her breast. Her hips bucked, her belly heaving as she locked her thighs about my waist. She moaned and gasped as I pounded her, my stomach nudging hers.

The bed creaked as I savored her hot, tight cunt about my dick. Her juices soaked my cock as I reamed in and out of her. I stared at Mom’s cheeks hollowing, her ruby lips latched over my sister’s nub. Jenny shuddered, mewling every time Mom suckled.

“That’s it,” Jenny moaned. “Drink your baby girl’s milk while James fucks my cunt! Oh, yes! He’s ramming that dick so deep into me! Oh, I love it! Fuck me so hard!”

“Yes,” I groaned, thrusting forward, my balls smacking into her taint. They boiled with excitement.

Mom suckled with noisy delight. Her lips kept popping off as she switched nipples, pleasuring them both, making Jenny shudder. Which made her pussy so hot and tight about my dick. The friction burned, the pleasure rippling through my body.

I grunted as I thrust harder and harder, loving her incestuous flesh wrapped about me. Jenny’s cute face, flushed red, twisted with her pleasure. Her back arched, her thighs squeezing tight about my waist as she groaned.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck your little sister!” she screamed. “Just ram that wonderful cock into me. Make me explode on your dick.”

“I will,” I growled, thrusting harder, pounding my little sister.

“Make my baby girl explode,” Mom moaned between suckles.

Her lips engulfed Jenny’s nipple. My sister moaned and clenched her cunt on my dick. My eyes rolled back into my head as I savored the friction. It was so exciting. So amazing. Rapture shuddered through me as I came closer and closer to erupting.

She came first.

“James! Mommy!” she howled as her body bucked. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Her hot flesh convulsed about my dick. I savored the writhing feel of my little sister’s flesh around my cock. I groaned, the pleasure shooting through me as I watched Mom nursing. Her tongue swirled around Jenny’s nipple before engulfing it, suckling hard.

Making Jenny cum harder.

I kept pounding her, holding off my orgasm as my sister kept moaning. Her pussy never stopped convulsing as she shuddered. She became multi-orgasmic, one climax racing on the heels of the last. She bucked so hard, her pussy milking my cock, eager for my cum.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Just keep cumming. You naughty slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she howled.

The feel of her pussy about my dick burned through me. Her flesh sucked at my cock, eager for my cum. I groaned, my hands rubbing her pregnant belly. My back arched, my balls tightening. I came closer and closer to erupting.

I buried into her.

I flooded my little sister’s pussy with cum.

“James!” she howled, bucking so hard. Her thighs clenched about my waist. “Yes! That’s what I need!”

I groaned, shuddering with each blast of my cum. My vision spun as I flooded her with my jizz. I sucked in deep breaths. The world spun about me. I groaned, such dizzy delight rippling through my body.

“Damn,” I groaned, savoring her pussy clenching about my dick. “Damn that was good.”

“Uh-huh,” she said and then gasped. “Oh, no.” She clenched at her belly.

“What?” I frowned.

Mom’s head snapped up. “Contractions?”

Jenny’s pussy rippled about my dick. She nodded her head. “I think this is it.”

“Orgasms can trigger labor,” Mom confirmed.

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

“Time for you to become a daddy,” Mom grinned at me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Dr. Bernice Wilson

I lay in the hospital bed, exhausted from my five hours of labor. But I had a huge smile on my face. My room was filled with flowers. Clint’s harem had sent half of them. I had delivered all four of Clint’s children, including his first son a month ago.

The nurse left us alone. Finally. I smiled at James. He held Heaven, his and Jenny’s two week old daughter, in his arms as he stood by the bed. Jenny was beside him, holding Devin, my new son.

“He’s just beautiful, Mom,” Jenny said, rocking Devin in her arms. “You and James made a hunk. Heaven better watch out. Her little brother will be a lady killer.”

James glanced down at Heaven. “If she takes after her mother, she’ll be figuring out a way to seduce him.”

“She will,” Jenny beamed. Then she leaned forward, handing over Devin to me.

I held my newest son. And grandson. Incest really made things complicated. But he was healthy and beautiful, his eyes milky blue, just like James’s and Jenny’s had been when they were first born. I held my son to my breast as Jenny slipped her arm around James’s waist.

Our family was a little larger. And a whole lot happier.

I was so glad that we knew Clint and his family, that they had opened our eyes to the possibilities of incest. Without them, our fantasies would never have been acted upon. We never would have found our loving, triune relationship.

And I would never have my new son and my new granddaughter to love.

Tears burned in my eyes. We were all so blessed.

The END
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Clint Elliston

I had my queen and my concubine perched on my naked thighs, both girls nude, their pussies hot and juicy on my flesh as they squirmed, their arms around my neck, and their breasts thrust right into my face. Both of their nipples were hard and beading with that creamy treat—breast milk.

They were the first mothers of my children. The first two women I had bred. The first two sisters I had bred.

It was so hot to have my own harem of women. The female members of my family all had submitted to me. My dad got around, keeping both my mom and my aunt as his sex slaves while fucking other women. Melody and Pam, my queen and concubine, were both my half-sisters. Two of the three women I loved the most.

“Mmm, is someone hungry for his treat?” Pam purred. She was half-Japanese and looked it, with this creamy, olive skin and sleek, black hair she kept in a French braid. Her eyes were slanted, her face delicate, her body petite while her breasts were nice and round, swollen with her milk.

“I think a certain perv is eager to drink our breast milk,” Melody said. My blonde half-sister, who I grew up thinking was my cousin, had a huge smile on her lips, her hazel eyes wild. She had her sandy-blonde locks in two braids falling off her shoulders, the ends brushing the side of her own round tits. “Well?”

“We all know you’re the greatest perv, Melody,” I grinned, giving her ass a pinch.

She squealed, jiggling on my lap, her pussy so hot and juicy, shaved the way I liked it on her. Pam, on the other hand, had a thick, black bush that tickled my thigh. Asian girls should always have bush and European girls should always be shaved.

I was lucky I had a sister from each.

“Me, the greatest perv?” she asked, her eyes saucy after the pinch. Of all my women, she pushed the lines of rebellion the most, knowing she could get away with it because I loved her. My first love. We had grown up as friends. Melody was a tomboy, and our feelings had deepened before the events of last year that ended up with me dominating my mother, my aunt, and my sisters. And Pam’s mother and my older sister’s girlfriend. When Dad died, I had to step up and take charge of the family.

Just the way he intended.

“You’re the one who fucks all his sisters,” Melody said, leaning her nipple closer. “And breeds them.”

“And your own mother,” Pam agreed with a giggle. Over the last year she had grown a little more assertive, Melody rubbing off on her. But she still possessed that shy, submissive quality that I loved. “Such a horndog.”

I grinned. Right now, Mom and my half-sister Lee were pregnant with my children though neither were showing yet. “I guess I am.” I pinched her ass. “So what does that make you two?”

“Pervs,” Melody laughed while Pam squirmed, wincing. Melody gave her a look. “Right?”

“Right,” nodded Pam. “You made us into pervs. We were just such innocent maids until our brother twisted us into sex-mad pervs.”

“Sex-mad,” agreed Melody, grinning at me. She and Pam both moved, almost casually, bringing their hard nipples closer to my lips, offering their treats to me.

They had given birth to our children over summer break between our junior and senior years of high school. Now we were a month into our school year, our final year to have this sort of fun at school before moving on to other things. No longer would we have Aunt Vicky’s classroom to full around in.

So I better enjoy it.

They both leaned closer, their nipples rubbing on my lips. I tasted the flavor of their breast milk, blending together to make such a delicious, sweet, and creamy treat. I tried to latch onto both nipples, wanting to suck on them at the same time. But I could only just brush their nipples with my lips, making them squirm, rubbing hot cunt on my thighs. I couldn’t make that seal to draw out their milk.

So I turned my head and engulfed Melody’s. She was my queen, the first of my women, and she always got precedent.

Melody groaned as I sucked, her eyes rolling back into her head. She shivered on my lap, her pussy growing so juicy, smearing cream on my thighs while I savored her breast milk. It squirted hot into my mouth. I let it pool, swirling on my tongue.

Then turned my head.

“Clint,” groaned Pam, her face twisting with delight. “Oh, that’s nice.”

“As nice as when I suck it?” Melody asked as Pam’s creamy treat joined my blonde sister’s in my mouth.

“Clint’s nicer,” shuddered Pam.

“Good,” Melody moaned, rubbing her hard nipple into my cheek. “Enjoy, perv.”

“He is,” Pam groaned as I suckled a second time, adding more milk to the creamy treat building in my mouth.

I savored both flavors of my sister’s milk, my tongue mixing their cream together. There was subtle differences between them, one a little sweeter, one a little thicker. But they were both delicious. I couldn’t wait to drink Mom’s and Lee’s milk. I’d have to figure out a way to punish Lee at the same time I nursed from her.

She got pregnant on “accident” because she was too excited to wait.

I popped my lips of Pam’s nipple, swallowing the milk and nuzzled at Melody’s again. She groaned, squirming, her ass clenching beneath my hands. My dick ached and throbbed, rubbing on Pam’s thigh as it burned for my sisters’ embraces. I loved this. The feel of their asses, their cunts on my thighs, their moans as I suckled back and froth, savoring their creamy treat.

I loved them both so much. I loved their submission, the way they had surrendered to me. The way they shared their hearts with each other. It was so hot. I suckled harder, their creamy milk squirting hot into my mouth. I gulped it down over and over, my belly growing full of their delight as I moved back and forth.

“Oh, damn, Clint,” groaned Melody. “Mmm, yes, drink your fill, my sexy perv.”

“Yes,” Pam shuddered. “You need it. Keep your strength. Don’t want all your sisters to drain you dry.”

“So many women for you to fuck,” giggled Melody. “Three MILFs, five sisters, and Stefani. Lucky perv.”

“So lucky,” I groaned between suckles, leaning over to nuzzle at Pam’s nipple.

“Yes!” she groaned, holding tight, her thighs squirming, her pussy rubbing on my leg. I gave her ass a squeeze as her milk squirted into my mouth.

“So who’s going to enjoy your cock?” Melody asked, grasping my dick and stroking it. “And who’s going to get their pussy licked?”

“Mmm, yes,” Pam groaned. “Which sister do you want to fuck today?”

Her fingers joined Melody’s, stroking the crown of my dick while Melody’s hand pumped away at my shaft. I groaned around Pam’s nipple, their touches sending fire shooting down to my balls. I switched nipples, excitement mounting, Melody squeezing my dick harder as I nursed from her breast.

It was so good. My balls delighted in it. I squirmed in the dark classroom. Out in the halls, students moved through it, clueless that I was nursing from my two sisters in here. I sucked so hard on Melody’s tit, making her shudder, her eyes rolling back in her head as she panted.

Then I latched onto Pam’s.

My cock ached and throbbed. Melody’s hand stroked faster and faster. Pam’s fingers danced around the spongy tip of my dick, smearing precum. I groaned about her nipple, her milk flowing so hot.

“Are you going to cum?” Pam purred. “While nursing from your sister’s breast?”

“I think the perv is,” groaned Melody. “Just gonna cum all over his two sisters. Mmm, do it.”

“Yes, do it, Clint!”

My balls tightened. I switched to Melody’s nipple, latching onto her dusky nub. She groaned as her hand flew on my dick. I shuddered. My dick throbbed in her hand. Pam’s fingers kept massaging the most sensitive part and…

I came.

My jizz fired, splashing Pam’s palm and then falling on her thigh and my crotch. I shuddered on the chair, suckling hard with every blast of cum that exploded from my cock. My hands squeezed my sisters asses hard, holding onto them.

The pleasure surged higher. My mouth popped off my sister’s nipple. I swallowed the creamy milk and groaned, “Damn, I love you both.”

“Mmm, I love you, even if you are a perv,” Melody said, lifting her hand and grinning at the cum on it. She held it to Pam’s lips.

Before Pam licked it, she moaned, “I love you so much, Clint. Both of you.”

I groaned as her pink tongue ran over my sister’s hand, gathering my jizz. My cock throbbed, recovering already as my two sisters squirmed. Pam’s hand, her palm smeared in my jizz, proffered for Melody’s enjoyment.

I was the luckiest guy in the world. Five naughty sisters, a hot aunt, my sexy mom, Pam’s submissive mom, and my older sister’s wild girlfriend were all mine. All part of my harem.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“Tomorrow’s going to be so wild,” Jenny Wilson said as she sat beside me in the cafeteria. Bratty Lee, my half-sister, was across from us, looking bored as she stirred her macaroni and cheese with her plastic fork.

“I know you’ll have so much fun,” I told Jenny, pushing up my glasses. Even though she was a year younger than me, a freshman, she still felt like my big sister sometimes. She dressed like a girl of fourteen while I, at fifteen, still dressed like a little girl. But I was a little girl. A little sister.

Clint’s little princess.

I loved dressing and acting so childish. I loved it when Clint scooped me up in his big, strong arms and held me. I loved it when he spanked me when I was bad, disciplining me like a little girl should be by her big brother. And I especially loved it when he parted my thighs and licked my cunny and made me cum and then fucked me with his big cock.

“You are going to have so much fun with James and his girlfriend.” It was so hard not to smile. James was Jenny’s older brother. He was in my year, a sophomore, and really cute. Not Clint cute, but no guy was. Tomorrow, Saturday, James was taking Jenny to a hotel to meet his “girlfriend” and have at threesome with them.

But Jenny didn’t know that the “girlfriend” was actually their mom. Clint and I were helping James deal with the jealous fighting his mother and sister were engaging in, both not realizing the other was also his lover.

It was so hard not to blurt out such naughty news. Jenny was such a nice girl, but I didn’t want to spoil the surprise. Or be a bad girl.

“Who do you think his girlfriend is?” Jenny asked, her voice so low. She had such beautiful, blue eyes, her brown hair held back by a headband. “Carmelita?”

“Ugh,” Lee groaned.

I agreed. I hated Carmelita. She was a bitch with a capital B. She used to pick on me all the time. Now she picked on Lee. Clint made her act like such a slut, masturbating in the locker room before the girls, flashing herself, and doing other things that would make me blush and made Lee so wet. She was such a humiliation slut.

But now Carmelita spent all her effort mocking Lee.

“Yeah, that would suck,” Jenny said. “You don’t think it’s an older woman? Like Mrs. Umayyah? She’s got big boobs.”

“But she’s married,” I objected, having Mrs. Umayyah as a teacher last year.

Jenny shrugged. “So, what does that have to…”

She trailed off with a blush as Juana, Carmelita’s little sister, sat down beside Lee, her tray of food in hand. The Hispanic girl was fourteen, in the same year as Jenny, her shoulders hunched. She had golden-brown skin and dark hair, cut short. She wore a low-cut blouse despite having no cleavage. Her tits were as small as mine.

“Hello,” I said, putting a cautious hint to my voice. Had that bitch Carmelita sent her?

“I hope you don’t mind,” Juana said, her shoulders still hunched like she was trying to avoid notice. “I just needed to—”

“Really, Juana?” growled the familiar voice of Carmelita.

I groaned as the older girl stalked up. She was a junior, tall, the same golden-brown skin as her younger sister. But she had tits, shown off in the halter top she wore, her waist curvy, hugged by her tight jeans. Her hips rolled as she walked, a saunter designed to draw the eyes.

“Sitting with these freaks?” Carmelita stopped behind her sister and Lee. “Looking for tips on being a skank.” She clapped a hand on Lee’s shoulder, squeezing. “This slut knows all about it, don’t you?”

“Oh, I do,” Lee grinned. “You should see the things that Clint makes me do.”

“Oh, I’ve seen. Shaving that nasty cunt before us all, fingering it like a whore.” Carmelita squeezed again, making Lee wince.

My half-sister’s nipples poked at the front of her top.

“And now you’re pregnant. Knocked up by your cousin.” Carmelita shook her head. “That’s so sick. You and your older sister Melody are both skanks to give it up to your cousin.”

“Well, if you’ve ever had a real cock in that nasty cunt, you’d understand,” Lee said then calmly took a bite of macaroni and cheese.

“Nasty cunt?” snarled Carmelita. Her fingers dug hard into Lee’s shoulder.

My heart raced. I gripped Jenny’s hand, seeing the fury crossing Carmelita’s face.

“Yeah, it’s so nasty, I wouldn’t even want to lick it,” Lee said. “Just gross. I bet every guy that sees it has their cocks wilt out of terror.”

“You fucking puta!” Carmelita spat in Lee’s face, the globs of spit landing on my half-sister’s upper lip.

Lee just grinned and licked the spit off her mouth. “Mmm, there are other parts of my body you can spit on. Like my asshole. Get it nice and juicy for my cousin’s big cock!”

“Perra, you are just nasty!” Carmelita ripped her hand away and wiped it on her jeans. “If I stay around you, I’m liable to catch gonorrhea. Come on, Juana. Don’t hang out with these whores.”

“I’m not a whore,” I huffed. “That’s Lee.”

“Yeah,” grinned my sister. “I’ll tell you what, you can lick my pussy, Carmelita. Go find Clint, pay him, and then you can go down on me. Find out what a yummy cunt is like so you can fix your diseased snatch.”

Carmelita’s face darkened. Her hand clenched. She raised it.

Lee just grinned at her. “Hi, Mom. How are you doing?”

Carmelita froze. She turned around and found Aunt Vicky standing there. The voluptuous, dark-haired MILF taught history at our high school. Carmelita’s hand unclenched. “Ms. Samuels.”

“Is there a problem?” Aunt Vicky asked, so stern, looking so commanding. It was so strange. She was such a submissive whore for Clint, but now she was so dominating, so in control. Like Lee, she would do anything, take any humiliation, even drinking pee.

It was so much fun pissing in Lee’s mouth then watching her share it with her mom.

“No, Ms. Samuels,” Carmelita said.

“Nope, Mom,” Lee just said, bouncing on the seat. “We were just talking about hygiene. I was trying to give Carmelita some pointers, but she’s not willing to take some friendly advice.”

“It looked friendly,” Aunt Vicky said, her voice flat.

“You coming, Juana?” asked Carmelita, grabbing her sister’s arm. “It’s bad sitting with these girls.”

“No, I’m fine,” Juana said, her voice cracking. She straightened, trying to look tough, but her eyes were wide.

“Fine,” Carmelita said. “I’ll see you after school.”

Juana winced as Carmelita stalked off.

Aunt Vicky gave us all a look. “Don’t get into fights, Lee.”

My half-sister gave the brattiest smile ever. Aunt Vicky just rolled her eyes, shook her head, and walked off, her hips swaying in her tight skirt. Several boys watched her go, drooling over her. She was just so lush and curvy. All the women in the family had boobs except me. Even Lee’s were growing nice and round.

But then my small boobies made me look even younger. And Clint loved that.

“So, whatcha doin’ here?” Lee asked, not looking at Juana as she dug back into her macaroni and cheese.

Juana squirmed.

Feeling compassionate for the poor thing—imagine having to live with that bitch—I reached across the table and took Juana’s hand. A moment later, Jenny’s joined mine. She was such a sweet girl. We both gave Juana a reassuring squeeze.

“You can tell us,” I said. “We keep secrets.”

Juana glanced at Jenny. And then her gaze settled on me. Then she took a deep breath. “I’ve heard…rumors about you.”

“That she fucks her brother,” Lee said, so casual, so crass as always.

Juana’s cheeks darkened. She nodded her head.

“People…think I have sex with Clint,” I said, trying to sound shocked. My pussy clenched, my body growing so hot. He was so amazing.

“Well, I mean, he’s definitely sleeping with your cousins. I mean…” Juana glanced at Lee.

She patted her belly. “Yep, he bred me. And my sister.”

“So…people wonder who else in your family he’s fucking.”

“And what do you think about that?” Jenny asked, sounding tight, defensive.

“I think it’s…” Juana lowered her voice, leaning in. “Fine. I don’t have a problem with incest. That’s why I’m here. I mean…Clint knows how to…” She glanced at Lee again. “Dominate girls.”

Lee began laughing, such delight in her chortles.

“What are you saying?” I said to Juana as I frowned at Lee. Why was she laughing?

“She wants Clint to teach her to dominate a bitch,” Lee said, her breasts jiggling in her top as she kept laughing. “Carmelita!”

Juana’s cheeks were so dark now. But she nodded her head.

“Let me text my big brother,” I said, my eyes widening in understanding. She wanted to make her older sister into her sex slave.

Clint would love this.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

I was so nervous as I walked with Alicia and Lee through the halls, leaving Jenny behind. She mentioned something about finding her brother. I almost thought she must be fucking him, but there couldn’t be that many perverts in the world.

“Just relax,” Alicia said. She was such a young looking girl. It was hard to imagine she was older than me, her light-brown hair in childish pigtails, her body petite. I was even taller than her by a few inches. She pushed up her glasses. “And don’t be shocked. He’s in our Aunt’s classroom.”

“Which means he’s fucking around,” Lee answered. “He took Melody and Pam in there.”

Melody and Pam were Clint’s girlfriend’s. Everyone at school knew about the three. He had even knocked them up and they both had daughters at the same time over the summer. It was such a scandal. And yet, watching him strut around with his girlfriend’s on his arms, watching him order Lee around, and hearing the rumors had given me hope.

Hope to put that bitch in her place. I was tired of how she treated me. Clint had to help me.

“Are you a virgin?” Lee asked.

“Technically,” I flushed. “I don’t have a hymen. But I’ve never been with a…guy.” I grimaced. “He’s not going to want to…do that. Right?”

“Oh, yeah,” she grinned.

My forehead furrowed. Could I really do this? Have sex with a guy just to get my older sister to be my sex slave? But I didn’t have the strength to dominate her on my own. I had no idea how to dominate a bitch. He did. Everything I had heard from my sister over the last year, how Lee had changed, gave me have hope Clint could train me.

But the cost…

Maybe Lee was just joking around.

“Don’t be afraid,” Alicia said, squeezing my hand. Now she was cute. I would gladly make love to her. I’d strip her out of her girlish clothing, play with those immature boobs, and then lick her pussy. I’d make her squeal so loudly.

And maybe she’d lick mine. That would be wonderful to finally have my pussy licked.

“He’s a gentle lover. He’ll make your first time magical.”

The breathy way Alicia spoke made it quite clear she lost her virginity to her big brother’s cock. I shivered again. I thought about running, but then we stopped at Ms. Samuels’s classroom. Lee pulled out a key from her pocket, inserted it, and the lock popped. Then she threw open the door.

And pushed me inside.

I shuddered, finding Clint with both Melody and Pam sitting on his lap, all three naked. They stared at me while I trembled. Melody and Pam’s breasts were both so round, both pairs jiggling with their every movement. The older girls were beautiful, all seventeen and gorgeous.

I swallowed.

“So, you want to dominate Carmelita,” Clint grinned. “She has been quite the cunt.”

“Yes, she has,” Alicia said, nodding her head, her pigtails swaying. “I hope you can help Juana, big brother.”

“What exactly do you want to do to your sister?” Clint asked me as Lee kept pushing me towards the end of the classroom where Clint sat with his girlfriends.

“I want to…” I took a deep breath. “I want her to be my sex slave. I want to spank her, whip her, make her eat my pussy. To humiliate her. Punish her. She’s been so mean to me all my life. She makes me do horrible things. She hates that I’m a lesbian. She calls me dyke and queer and cunt-lapper and other nasty things.”

“Oh, that bitch,” Melody said, her face hardening.

They didn’t know the half of it.

“So you want me to help you dominate her?” Clint asked.

“Yes.” My cheeks warmed as I noticed his cock was hard, thrusting up from between Pam and Melody.

I tried not to look at it. It made me feel a little queasy. It was so thick and fleshy. He was so hard, the opposite of a girl. I really hoped I wouldn’t have to do things with him. I squirmed as he studied me. I felt like he was undressing me with his eyes, leering at me.

“So, you’re gay?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“Damn,” he groaned. “I’ve never been with a lesbian before.”

“Doesn’t Zoey and Stefani count?” asked Pam.

“They’re bi,” Clint said. Then he stared at me, his face so strong, so…commanding. He could help me. “Juana, I’ll help you if you do something for me.”

I sighed, resigned to it. “Have sex with you?”

He grinned. “We’re going to be working together. It’s going to be so intimate as we break down your sister and teach her that her true place is as your submissive slave. I need to make sure you can do what I tell you, even if you don’t like it or think it’s weird.”

“Fine,” I said. I took a deep breath, my cheeks burning, and pulled off my blouse. I didn’t wear a bra, not with my little tits. They were small, barely more than bumps, my nipples dark and puffy. I was going to have sex with a guy.

I couldn’t believe this.

But I wanted to dominate Carmelita so badly. I would do this.

I kicked off my shoes then unsnapped my jeans and wiggled out of them. Everyone watched me, Melody and Lee licking their lips in the same fashion, highlighting just how much they were sisters. Alicia had such a supportive smile while Pam trembled.

“She’s cute,” Melody said as I wiggled out of my jeans. “You are such a perv making this poor thing fuck you.”

“I’m not making her do anything,” Clint said. “You understand that, Juana. You can leave. You don’t have to do this.”

“I want that bitch on her knees!” I snarled, using my embarrassment and humiliation at stripping before a guy to fuel my anger. I yanked down my panties, exposing the trimmed bush of brown hair adorning my pussy. “I’ll pay the price, Clint! So let’s just get this over with.”

Clint smacked both his girls asses, not hard, more a gesture for them to get off. They did, their breasts jiggling. Then he stood up. He was a tall, muscular guy, and his cock looked so huge thrusting from his crotch. My pussy clenched. I had dildos in there before. But…could he even fit? He loomed over me, his hair dark, his eyes darker.

I wanted to run, to flee. I couldn’t help covering my tits and pussy as he stared at me. I shivered, just wanting to get this over with.

“On your knees and suck my cock,” Clint ordered. “Then we’ll get to the fucking once you’re wet and ready.”

“I won’t be,” I muttered. How could sucking a guy’s cock get me ready?

“Princess, relax her while she sucks my dick.”

“Yes, big brother,” Alicia moaned, licking her lips. “Just sit on my face, Juana, while you suck his cock.”

My pussy clenched. A heat rippled out of me. I nodded my head, suddenly eager for this. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad with cute Alicia licking my pussy. And I had a feeling she knew how. The way Melody and Pam pressed their naked bodies together showed they were lovers, too. And if Alicia slept with her brother, why with not his girlfriends, too?

Alicia stretched out on the floor, a big grin on her youthful face, her glasses glinting. She wiggled between my thighs, staring up at my pussy. I took a deep breath and then lowered myself to her waiting lips. Her hands seized my thighs, pulling me down further, so eager to lick me.

Then I was on her lips.

“Oh, you smell so good,” Alicia giggled. “Mmm, I love eating cunny.”

I gasped as her tongue slid through my folds. It was a billion times better than rubbing my own cunt. Another person was touching my pussy, licking it, making it feel good and not abusing it. I shivered, her delicate tongue sliding through my petals and brushing my clit.

I groaned, my mouth opening wide. Clint brought his cock close. He stopped it right before my lips. The tip throbbed, so pink and swollen. A drop of clear liquid covered it. I had to suck his cock. I had to lean forward and engulf it. He wouldn’t fuck my mouth. He wanted me to do this voluntarily.

It. Was. Worth. It.

I closed my eyes, focusing on Alicia’s wonderful tongue, and engulfed his cock. I held it in my mouth, not doing anything as I squirmed on her licking mouth. I groaned about the dick, squirming on her mouth, loving her tongue.

“You have to suck it,” Lee said. “You have to make my Master feel good. I know you hate it, but that will just make it hotter. You’re a lesbian sucking a guy’s cock. That’s so embarrassing.”

My cheeks burned. And, weirdly, she was right. Something about having to suck his cock while everyone watched was humiliating. And that humiliation writhed in my stomach, joining the delight Alicia stirred in me.

Which made me squirm.

And then I sucked.

Clint groaned as I pleasured him. I kept my eyes squeezed shut, sucking again, wanting to get this over with while grinding my hot cunt on Alicia’s hungry mouth. I squirmed on her mouth, her tongue exploring everywhere while her hands stroked my thighs.

She was so nice.

“Damn,” groaned Clint. “A lesbian’s sucking my cock. That’s good. Now bob your mouth.”

“You heard him,” Lee hissed. “Bob your mouth on my Master’s cock.”

I had to obey Clint. That was the price. And it would be worth it. Picturing Carmelita on her knees before me, begging to lick my pussy, spurred me onward. I would do this. I would make Clint cum hard. I would let him fuck me.

My mouth bobbed. I sucked. I moaned. And enjoyed his little sister licking my pussy.

His dick was so warm in my mouth. It throbbed and leaked salty precum. I grimaced at that, but kept bobbing, kept sucking, kept pleasuring him. He groaned, his hands running through my hair as I worked my mouth up and down his dick.

“Mmm, such a good pussy,” moaned Alicia. “Oh, big brother, I’m getting her so wet and ready for your dick.”

“Good, Princess,” he groaned.

“Cupcake, make her cum, too,” Melody moaned.

Alicia licked harder, her tongue flying through my pussy. I groaned and squirmed, pleasure rippling through my body. My tongue danced along Clint’s cock as I squirmed on her hungry tongue. She lapped at my clit, swirling around it, then sucked it into my mouth.

I groaned loudly. The pleasure surged through me. I was finally having my pussy licked. There was no way I’d let Clint’s cock spoil this. It was amazing. Alicia was such a wonderful person. She was so loving, so giving, so eager to give me pleasure.

Her tongue fucked into my depths.

Her lips sucked at my labia.

Her nose nuzzled at my clit.

Everything she did made me squirm and moan. I sucked so hard on Clint’s dick as the pleasure swelled and swelled in me. My pussy grew tighter and tighter as her tongue danced along my petals, driving me wild.

And then it happened. I came.

I screamed about Clint’s cock. The pleasure exploded out of my depths. It was so hot. So amazing. It made me shudder and writhe and squirm on her mouth. My pussy juices gushed out as I squirmed. The rapture shot through me.

And boiled my mind.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned, his voice so tight.

I was lost to the rapture of my orgasm, almost forgetting about the dick throbbing in my mouth as Alicia’s sweet tongue deluged me in ecstasy. And then he came. His cum fired into my mouth, startling me. Hot jizz filled my mouth. I shuddered, the humiliation rippling through me as I swallowed his cream only made my orgasm more intense.

It was so filthy swallowing a guy’s cum, and yet my pussy spasmed so hard. Stars danced before my eyes as I gulped down more and more of his jizz. I shivered, squirming so hard as Clint grunted with every blast.

“That’s it, you lesbian whore,” hissed Lee. “Swallow my Master’s cum. Mmm, yes, just drink it all down. That’s it.”

“Yes, do it,” moaned Pam, her voice so throaty, tinged with her Japanese accent.

“Damn, that’s so hot, Clint. You are one lucky perv,” moaned Melody.

“Yeah,” he grunted, sliding his cock out of my mouth. “How was it?”

“Nasty,” I grimaced, wanting to wash my mouth out. The salty flavor lingered.

“Why don’t you wash your mouth out with Alicia’s pussy,” Clint said. “Give you something to take your mind off what’s happening next.”

I shuddered, another small orgasm rippling out of my pussy as I stared at his still hard dick. “Aren’t you…supposed to be soft?”

“My mom has access to these experimental Viagra pills,” Pam explained. “She’s a pharmacist. They give Clint the stamina to keep up with all his sisters.”

“Sisters?” I blinked. “He has just two, right?”

“Nope,” Lee giggled. “You’re the only girl in this room that isn’t his sister. Now, on your hands and knees and lick Alicia’s pussy.”

“Oh, yes, please,” moaned Alicia. “Lick my pussy while my big brother fucks your cunt!”

Her face was smeared with my juices, which made her look so cute. Droplets had even splashed on her glasses, and that made me shiver in delight for some reason. It was such a naughty sight. It had my heart racing.

I fell down to my knees, pushing up her frilly skirt, my hands sliding along her white tights. I pulled them down, exposing her dainty, pink panties snug to her pussy, damp with her excitement. She squirmed as I licked my lips.

“Yes, yes, lick my pussy,” Alicia moaned.

Clint grabbed my hips as I pulled down his little sister’s panties and exposed her hairless, tight slit. It was puffy with her arousal, flushing crimson and adorned with her glistening musk. A fresh scent filled my nose, arousing a hunger in me while Clint prodded my pussy with his cock.

A guy was about to fuck me while I went down on his little sister. It was hot and disgusting, humiliating and exciting all at the same time. My pussy clenched, dripping from Alicia’s ministrations. This was so wrong. I shouldn’t let him fuck me. I was selling myself to him, prostituting my pussy so I could dominate my older sister.

I buried my face into Alicia’s pussy and whored out my cunt.

I grunted as Clint slammed his dick into me. It was so much thicker than a dildo. And it was warm and fleshy. I shuddered, moaning into his little sister’s pussy as he drew back and then rammed into me again, fucking me so hard, his balls slapping my clit.

I hated how much my body responded. I shouldn’t take any pleasure, and yet my pussy didn’t care that it was a guy fucking me. It just cared that something big and thick was plunging over and over into it, caressing me.

I knew this feeling all too well. How humiliating it was to enjoy something I should hate.

I licked and tongued Alicia hard and fast. I wiggled my hips, bucking back into his thrusts, my cunt drinking in the friction while I concentrated on the fresh pussy before me. I licked and lapped through her tight silt, parting her folds, making her squirm.

“Oh, big brother, she’s licking my pussy! It’s so good. She’s making my cunny feel so good and yummy!”

“Good,” groaned Clint as he plowed me.

“Fuck that lesbian whore’s cunt so hard, Master,” panted Lee, squirming as she knelt by Alicia’s head. She had her hands clenching her thighs so hard like she was fighting the impulse to masturbate. “Ram that dick into her cunt!”

“Yes,” moaned Melody. “Enjoy your taste of lesbian pussy, perv!”

“I am,” Clint groaned, enjoyment in his voice as he thrust so hard and fast.

I shivered, closing my eyes and trying to ignore the pleasure rippling out of my cunt. His cock felt nice. It was so disgusting. I wanted him out of me at the same time I wanted him in me, fucking me so hard. I tried to pretend it was a dildo, a strap-on, plunging into my depths, stirring so much pleasure through me. But his strong, calloused hands gripped me as he grunted, reminding me he was so manly.

I tongued Alicia hard, lapping through her slit while the pleasure swelled so fast through me. She groaned and gasped, humping against me, her pigtails flying. Her cute lips formed wide O’s as she moaned out her pleasure, her glasses sliding on her cute nose.

“I love it, Juana! Oh, you’re such a good pussy licker! Oh, yes, we’ll be such bosom friends!” Alicia moaned.

“Pussy friends,” giggled Lee. She let out a frustrated groan, her fingers digging into her thighs through her jeans, fingernails scratching on denim. “You’re going to cum so hard on her face, Mistress. And Master’s going to flood her cunt!”

“Yes,” Clint grunted. “Just enjoy her mouth, Princess. It’s your reward for bringing her to me.”

“Thank you, big brother!” Alicia howled.

And then she came.

Her fresh juices flooded my mouth. I shivered, realizing it wasn’t just my tongue that made her cum. It was the fact her big brother was fucking me, giving her pleasure through me. I groaned, shuddering, feeling so used.

A lesbian whore for a straight guy.

I came.

I came hard.

My pussy spasmed about his cock. I gasped into Alicia’s pussy, drinking down her juices as Clint’s dick rammed over and over into my snatch. I shivered, my flesh milking his shaft as the humiliating rapture soared through my mind.

“You came on my Master’s cock, lesbian whore,” mocked Lee.

My cheeks burned. I squeezed my eyes shut, rubbing my face into Alicia’s pussy, her juices showering my cheeks and chin and lips, while ecstasy burned through my thoughts. I came on a guy’s cock. I enjoyed it. As much as I hated it, I loved it.

I was so fucked up.

Carmelita would pay.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned. “Your pussy feels so good on my cock, Juana.”

My orgasm burned hotter, my flesh spasming harder. I bucked and shuddered. And then it happened. His cum fired into my unprotected pussy. I felt his cum splash against my cervix. He flooded my depths as he grunted and groaned.

“Damn,” he panted, thrusting in a final time. “Damn, that’s good pussy, Juana.”

“Thanks,” I shivered, lifting my face from Alicia’s pussy, my orgasm peaking. “Now you’ll give me what I want.”

“Oh, yes,” Clint groaned.

“Good,” I said. “Be in the nurse’s clinic after school. With cameras. You’ll get something to blackmail her with.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

I walked with a swagger, my pussy so hot as I headed to the nurse’s office. I was so glad I stole its key my sophomore year. Nurse Gibson always left school right at three, locking it up tight. She had no idea I slipped in later to have my fun.

And I was eager for my fun today.

Juana was waiting inside—I gave her a copy of the key so she could prepare—kneeling naked like the good dyke-whore she was, her ass facing the door, her back supple and possessing the same rich, golden-brown skin as me. Out of all the girls I had forced to lick my pussy over the last few years, my little sister was the most exciting.

It was hot enough punishing a filthy lesbian, but when it was my own little sister, it made my pussy melt.

“There’s my pussy-licking whore,” I said, planting my shoe on her lower back. “Mmm, you’re going to pay for sitting at those fucking slut’s tables. I don’t want my baby-dyke around those diseased cunts. I want you pure. I don’t want to get whatever bugs are crawling over Lee’s snatch.”

“Yes, Carmelita,” Juana said. “I’m sorry, Carmelita. It was so wrong of me.”

“It was, you filthy dyke.” My hand lunged down, snagging her black hair and hauling her up, twisting her head around. Pain crossed her face. I spat hard, a big globe landing on her cheek right below her eye. “What is wrong with you? Bad enough your a disgusting lezzie whore, but to sit with Lee!” Anger flared. There was another girl I wanted to get in here, but how could you blackmail a cunt-muncher who openly masturbates before the entire locker room?

“I’m sorry,” Juana whimpered. “Please, I’m sorry.”

I spat on her face again, my saliva mixing with her tears. “Oh, you’ll be sorry, you fucking muff-diver.” My hand shot to the fastener of my jeans. “You are going to fucking pay. I’m going to make you howl. I have the monster dildo in my backpack. I think I’ll fuck you with it.”

She winced as I shoved down my jeans and then rolled down my thong, exposing my shaved pussy adorned with my labia piercings, the silver rings glistening with my excitement. My sweet musk filled the air.

“I’m going to make you eat my pussy until you drown in my cream, cunt-muncher,” I hissed, hauling her face forward. “Just drown you in what you love. God, Dad would beat your ass if he ever finds out that you’re so disgusting. You love pussy, don’t you?”

I pulled her face into my cunt.

“Don’t you!”

“P-please, sister, don’t make me eat your pussy,” she begged. “I’m sorry. P-please, no!”

“Oh, you think you’re too good to eat your sister’s cunt?” I snarled, twisting her hair harder, pulling her face into my pussy. I smeared my pussy lips across her dyke-mouth, so excited to violate her. Just the feel of her face sent ripples of delight through me. “Come on, you know you love it. Make me cum and cum, you fucking clam-diver! Devour my fish taco!”

I shuddered as her tongue lapped through my folds. I shivered, my head spinning, looking around the shadowed office. The shades were pulled today, making it even darker than usual, creating great pools that hid the back end.

“We’re all alone,” I groaned as she licked. “So just put that tongue to use and make me cum and cum before I fuck that little dyke-cunt of yours. You know you want it, you fucking filthy lezzie whore! You want my strap-on ramming into your snatch’s depths. Oh, yes, I can feel it. Mmm, just keep licking.”

Then she tried to pull her face away. “Help! Help! My sister’s raping me! Someone help me!”

“What?” I gaped at her. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“She makes me lick her pussy. I hate it! She’s such a lesbian. Daddy! Help me!”

“Shut up!” I hissed. “Oh, you’re going to pay. I’m going to beat you and make you lick my asshole, you fucking dyke!”

“Help! Help!”

I drew back my hand and smacked her hard. Her head snapped around. She fell back on the floor, trembling, her lips smeared with my pussy juices, cheek growing dark. “I’m going to smother you with my cunt and you’re—”

“Going to keep raping your sister?” a man growled out of the darkness.

Clint appeared, holding his phone, clearing recording me. Then so did Lee, stepping out of another hiding spot, and then Melody, a big grin on the blonde’s dumb face. Their phones were all pointed at me.

A furious rage seized me. I glared down at my sister. “You fucking bitch! You set me up!”

I threw myself at her. I would kill the fucking bitch.

To be continued…
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Carmelita Campo

Such rage surged through me at my little sister. That fucking dyke-slut thought she could set me up. That she could get that asshole Clint and his skanks to film me, make it look like I was raping my sister instead of putting the little lesbian-whore in her place.

I knew she wanted to lick my pussy. Like all the other lesbians I had humiliated over the years, dominating them, making them eat my cunt. I was just giving them what they wanted. What they craved while also showing them how filthy and disgusting they were for doing it. How they would lick even a straight girl’s pussy if she gave them opportunity.

Even if that pussy belonged to her older sister.

And now Juana, that diseased dyke, thought she could set me up, screaming that I was raping her, pretending she hated licking my snatch when I know she loves it. And having Clint and his whores film me! I would beat the everlasting shit out of the fucking dyke.

The scream of pure rage burst from my throat as I threw myself down at Juana. She lay on the floor, sniveling and cowering, her lips stained with my juicy cream, her left cheek red from my disciplining slap. Little dyke had to learn her place.

I fell on her, straddling her waist. My finger contorted into claws. I would fuck the little whore up and—

A crushing grip seized my throat. I tried to scream but only a gurgling cry broke out as Clint threw me off of my little sister and onto the ground. I hit with a hard smack, coughing and grunting, struggling to think. My brain rattled in my skull. Everything went blurry for a moment.

And then Clint’s foot planted between my breasts. He was naked, his cock bobbing half-hard before him, his body ripped and muscular and so fucking ugly. I glared up at him, my eyes molten daggers.

“Get off of me, maricón!” I snarled. “I’ll fuck you up.”

“How?” Clint asked.

I clawed at his pinning leg, scratching down his naked calf and shin, leading furrows of torn skin, at first white then flushing red. Spots of blood trickled. He pressed harder on my chest. My eyes widened. My ribs crushing.

“How are you going to fuck me up, bitch?”

“My Master has you pinned,” chortled that disgusting, diseased cunt Lee. I couldn’t believe I was ever friends with the fucking whore. “You are so fucked.”

“Yes, you are,” Melody, Lee’s older sister, added. They both were fucking Clint, their cousin. “Oh, this is going to be fun. You said such mean things to Alicia.”

“Such! Mean! Things!” growled Clint.

I grunted as he put more pressure on my chest. I struggled to breathe. I gasped like a fish pulled out of the water. I couldn’t suck in breaths. Not with his foot on my chest. I scratched harder, spots of darkness bursting across my vision.

He was going to kill me.

That faggot bastard!

Then he released me. I coughed, sucking in those wonderful breaths. I couldn’t pull in enough blessed air as I spasmed on the ground. My chest ached. Then Clint’s hand shot down. His grip was iron as he seized my dark hair and hauled me to my knees. I struggled to move my feet, but my jeans and panties were bunched around my ankles.

He held me in his grip as I came face to face with my little sister’s pussy, adorned by her dark bush, matted with her juices. I knew it. The little whore loved licking my snatch. She was so turned on right now, her tangy aroma filling my nose. Her small tits, little more than budding mounds, rose and fell, nipples so hard. She stared down at me and there was a look on her face.

Triumph. Satisfaction. Lust.

“Guess what,” Clint grinned, kneeling down beside me. His cock was growing harder. It brushed my thigh. He grabbed my arms, letting go of my head, and yanked them behind my back, holding them in his strong grip. “We have you on film raping your little sister.”

“The little puta loved it,” I snarled, struggling to break free. Damn, he was strong. “She’s a cunt-muncher. She loves snatch.”

“Didn’t look like it to me,” Melody said, playing with her phone. “I mean, listen.”

From her phone, the sound tinny, I could hear my sister screaming out for our father, crying out that I was raping her. Melody shook her head, causing her sandy-blonde hair, braided tight, to slip off her shoulder.

“That doesn’t sound good,” Clint said.

“Nope,” Lee chortled, bouncing on her heels, making her small breasts jiggle. They were ripe mounds, so firm and succulent, with pink nipples. Her short, black hair swayed about her shoulders, framing her mischievous face. “Sounds like you’re fucked, Carmelita.”

“Fucking puta skank!” I spat at Lee. I would love to have her munch my cunt. But the whore didn’t care if people knew about her. She flashed herself all the time, and thought she could get away with it because her mom taught here.

“Juana,” Clint said, looking at my sister. “Like we said.”

“Oh, what are you going to do?” I demanded, glaring up at Juana. “Gonna try blackmailing me, dyke? I’ll tell Mom and Dad I caught you masturbating to lezzie porn.”

“Who are they going to believe?” she said, her voice sounding firm. “Their baby girl, whose hard drive has been scrubbed clean of any lezzie porn, or you? The bitch that was making me eat her pussy. That was raping me, forcing me to do that disgusting, homosexual activity. Whose ass are they going to disown? How bad will Dad beat you?”

“You loved every second of licking my snatch, you fucking rug-mun—”

Juana slapped me. I blinked, shocked more that she did it than the stinging pain in my cheek. I stared at my sister, her face twisted with anger. Her lips curling. “From now on, dyke, you will only speak when given permission. And when you do, you address me as Mistress!”

“Oh, you think I’m going to be intimidated by my lezzie—”

CRACK!

My head snapped around. My cheek throbbed worse. I blinked, shaking my head. That hurt.

“What did I just tell you, dyke?”

“Stop calling me dyke!” I hissed, glaring up at her. “I don’t care how often you slap me—”

SLAP!

“¡Chingados!” I howled. “Stop doing—”

SMACK!

My head whipped to the left this time, my other cheek throbbing. The pain burned across my cheeks. I blinked, my eyes full of tears. I couldn’t believe this. The fucking little dyke-whore thought she could intimidate me.

“You’re a dyke,” she hissed. “You’re my dyke-slave from now on. Or Mom and Dad will see this footage.”

I glared up at her. I opened my mouth but she raised her hand. I closed it. Fine, let the little dyke think she was in control here. She would pay when I got her alone. She had to gang up on me, get a guy involved.

“That’s good,” Clint said. “You’re learning your place, dyke.”

I squirmed, hating that he was here. I could feel his damned cock on my hip, so hard, rubbing his filthy precum on me. I just set my jaw and ignored him. Oh, my little sister would pay when I had her alone. I would beat her so badly.

I would make her howl for every slap.

“And since you’re a dyke,” Juana continued, “I’m going to give you what you want. And don’t try to deny it, linda. I know you are. I’m one, too, remember. I know how much you lust for girls. How much you crave eating pussy.”

I didn’t. I wasn’t a dyke. I just liked humiliating them. I just liked making them eat my pussy and feel their tongues sliding through my folds and cum so hard on their mouths.

“So I’m going to give you want you want,” she grinned. “You’re going to eat my pussy. You’re going to love it, too. I know you will. You’ve been staring at it for so long, just dying to bury your tongue in it.”

I glared at her.

“Oh, she’s in such denial,” laughed Lee, her phone pointed right at me.

“Do it,” Clint growled to my sister. “Take control of her and put her in her place.” His hand slid down my ass, making me shudder, and then he rubbed my pussy. “She’s soaking wet.”

A ripple of embarrassed heat washed through me as Clint shoved his thick finger out before my face glistening with my juices. I couldn’t be wet. This was humiliating. This was disgusting. I wasn’t a dyke. I liked…guys. They were…fine.

Those juices were just left over from when Juana was churning my cunt up.

Then Juana seized my hair with a hard, firm grip, and yanked my face to her bush. Her silky pubic hairs rubbed across my cheeks. And then her wet vulva found my lips. I felt her hot snatch slid up and down my face. I sealed my mouth shut. I refused to give her the pleasure.

“Start licking, dyke,” Juana said, her voice so firm, brooking no disobedience.

I shook my head, moaning my wordless defiance.

She pressed my face tighter into her pussy, my nose nuzzling her clit. Her tangy juices worked past my sealed-tight lips anyways. I tasted my first cunt. A shiver ran through me, racing down my spine and settling into my pussy.

I was not getting hotter. I was not getting wetter.

I squirmed and struggled, trying to break my arms free of Clint’s strong grasp. But his hand was iron, holding my two wrists together. Why did the fucking faggot have to be so goddamn strong? Why did the little dyke have to go to him?

Why did Lee have to watch?

“Start licking my pussy, dyke-slave,” Juana hissed. “Start eating your Mistress’s cunt now!”

I glared up at her, past her budding, succulent tits to her round face. She had the same brown skin as me, that same rich tone. Her dark hair framed her face. Her cheek was still bright from my slap, but she wore it like a badge of honor, like she was proud she took it and gave me worse.

Both my cheeks felt so swollen.

“You have until the count of ten,” she said. “Or there will be punishment, dyke. 1. 2. 3.”

I didn’t flinch as she counted, wiggling her hips and griding her cunt on my face. I wouldn’t submit. I wouldn’t give in to her demands. I was strong enough to resist her. I wasn’t a dyke-slave like she wanted. I wasn’t.

“6. 7. 8.”

I wouldn’t give in.

“9.”

She could slap me all day.

“10.”

Nope. Not today, dyke.

“Clint,” Juana said. “Would you please discipline my slave?”

“Gladly,” Clint growled.

CRACK!

My ass exploded in pain. I let out a grunt into Juana’s pussy. Fire burned through my butt-cheeks, racing through my body and settling into my pussy. I writhed, my head snapping back and forth, rubbing my mouth across her pussy.

“Lick my pussy,” Juana said.

I glared defiance at—

CRACK!

My mouth opened. I screamed out in pain as the burning agony shot through my ass. My pussy clenched while my little sister’s juices poured into my mouth. She was so wet. I could see it in her eyes. This turned her on. Seeing me in pain. Seeing me humiliated and spanked by that faggot Clint.

“Lick my pussy,” she said, her voice level, commanding.

I shuddered, my ass on fire. But I wouldn’t—

CRACK!

I screamed again, my entire body shaking. The pain was so intense. It swirled through me, mixing in my pussy with the humiliation of being dominated, with the embarrassment of the cameras catching my tears rolling down my cheeks, from the pussy juices trickling down my thighs. My cunt was so hot even as my ass was in so much pain.

“Lick it, dyke.”

A shudder ran through my body. A wild shiver that ended up in a wanton sob, half of pain and half of…passion.

What was wrong—

CRACK!

The fourth spanking was the hardest yet. Clint smacked his hand so hard into my ass, the blow pressed my face into my sister’s cunt as the heat roared through me. Fresh tears fell down my cheeks. It hurt so badly and…

My pussy drank it in. My pussy absorbed the pain and turned it into excitement. And…

“Lick my pussy.”

I could feel Clint’s hand drawing back, cocking to deliver another hard spanking. To discipline my ass for not obeying my Mis…little sister. I squeezed my eyes shut, both wanting and fearing the smack of flesh.

My tongue licked.

My sister groaned, shuddering, as I lapped through the tangy folds of her pussy. Her eyes lit up with such delight. Her small breasts jiggled as I tasted her juices. As I felt her hot silk on my tongue. I licked again, my ass still burning, the heat radiating into my pussy, boiling it.

My tongue danced through her folds. I couldn’t stop myself. I was licking her pussy like a filthy dyke. Like a lezzie slut. And Lee was watching. Melody was recording. And Clint… Clint had a closeup view.

“Oh, she is going to town on your pussy, Juana,” he laughed. “She just needed some encouragement.”

He pinched my burning ass, making me moan louder into my little sister’s cunt.

“Mmm, that she did,” groaned Juana. “But now my little dyke-slave is just so eager for it. Oh, yes, you got a taste of pussy and you love it, cunt-muncher.” Juana grinned with such triumph. “You’re a lezzie muff-diver now.”

I wasn’t. I just didn’t want to be spanked. Even if it tasted so good, I didn’t want to do this.

I licked again, harder, faster. I delved my tongue into my little sister’s snatch. I swirled through her tunnel, making her groan and gasp. Making her moan. Such sweet sounds came from her lips. Her juices trickled down my chin, running down my neck to my shirt.

My every breath was full of her scent. I breathed in her musk as I drank her juices. Her tangy flavor stained my senses. Her hot silk rubbed on my lips as she gripped my hair, grinding her hot cunt on my face.

“Yes, yes, yes, you’re my dyke-slave now,” groaned my little sister. “You’re going to worship me forever, Carmelita. I’m going to train you. I’m going to own you. I do own you. That pussy. That mouth. Those tits. I own them all.”

She didn’t. But…

No. I couldn’t even pretend to enjoy it.

I glared up at her, forcing myself to hate her. It was so hard with my ass burning, my pussy dripping, my tongue licking. Her pussy felt so amazing on my mouth. She tasted so good. Why did I like this? I wasn’t…

No. I wasn’t. I wasn’t gay. I liked…guys.

“To prove I own your pussy, dyke,” she grinned, “I’m selling it. You’re part of my payment to Clint. You can fuck my slave’s cunt.”

“Gladly,” Clint said, letting go of my arms.

I shuddered in shock as he grabbed my hips with his strong hands, lifting me up. I was forced to plant my hands on the ground, kneeling like a bitch between them. This couldn’t be happening. A guy couldn’t fuck my pussy.

No, no, no!

I groaned, trying to pull my face from my sister’s pussy. I couldn’t let this happened. I didn’t want a guy to fuck my pussy. Even if my Mi…little sister told him he could. I whimpered, shuddering as his cock rubbed on my pussy.

“I own your cunt, dyke,” Juana moaned, her body shuddering. “And I’m giving it to a guy. I know you don’t want to fuck him, but you will. Because you are mine!”

She let go of my hair, shuddering as she came on my mouth. She cried out in passion, running her hands through her dark, silky hair as she ground her pussy on my face. Her juices poured into my mouth. I licked them up, I drank them down, concentrating on her cunt and not on the cock rubbing at my pussy and—

Clint penetrated me.

I groaned anyways, my pussy drinking in the friction of his cock sliding into my sopping depths. I hated how much my body enjoyed it. How good it felt that he was in me, fucking me because Juana said he could.

She had sold my body to him.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my dyke-slave,” groaned Juana. “Pound her cunt. Oh, god, she’s licking my pussy even harder. Make her cum on that dick, Clint. I want her screaming into my cunt.”

“Oh, yes,” he agreed. “The little dyke loves my cock as much as you did.”

Clint drew back and then slammed into my pussy hard. My ass burned with stinging pain. It shot to my pussy, swirling with the friction and the humiliation. All three sensations—pain, pleasure, and embarrassment—swirled through me.

I shouldn’t enjoy a guy fucking my cunt. But I was. My little sister gave me to him. And he fucked me so hard. He rammed that thick cock into me. My pussy walls absorbed the delight. It rippled through me, making me sway and groan.

“Fuck her hard, Master,” Lee groaned.

“Oh, yes, just pound that fucking dyke,” Melody groaned. “Just pound her so hard. Oh, fuck, Lee, get over here and lick my pussy.”

I knew Lee was a fucking whore. She fell to her knees, licking her older sister’s pussy with such submissive obedience. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the black-haired girl bury her face into her older sister’s shaved cunt, licking it so hard.

She was being such a good dyke-slave.

Then Clint fucked me harder. I gasped, the pain flaring in my ass. His cock was so long. It reached so deep into me. I shuddered at the humiliation, the shame, for enjoying a dick. I moaned into my sister’s pussy, his thrusts pressing my face deeper into her snatch. I tongued her hard, thrusting into her sheath.

Feeling her pussy walls spasm as she kept cumming.

My little sister kept cumming on my tongue. She moaned and gasped over me, squeezing her small breasts, fingering her puffy nipples. She massaged them, stroking her swollen areolas while groaning and grunting, her juices flooding my mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes, my little dyke-slave,” she moaned. “Oh, you’re eating my pussy so well. You’re pleasing your Mistress so much. You’re doing such a good job.”

An exhilarated surge went through me. My pussy clenched on Clint’s dick.

“And you’re fucking Clint. You’re taking a man’s cock without whining. Oh, I’m so proud of you, dyke-slave. Your Mistress is so proud of you.”

I licked my little sister so hard. I trailed my tongue up through her hot folds to her little clit. I swirled it and nuzzled it and then sucked on it. She screamed so hard, bucking on me, cumming with even more passion.

Clint groaned, loving the sight, plowing so hard into me. He gripped my hips, his balls smacking into my clit. Was he going to cum in me? Oh, god, I wasn’t on the pill. What if he flooded my cunt? Would my…little sister let him…

Yes. Yes, she would.

I came.

My pussy went wild about Clint’s cock. I couldn’t believe how humiliating the pleasure was. I moaned like a dyke-bitch into my little sister’s cunt as my snatch massaged his dick, eager for him to cum in me. To flood me. To use me.

My…little sister gave me to him. To be used.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled my little sister. “Oh, yes, you’re cumming so hard on his dick. Oh, that’s so good, you little dyke-slave. You make your Mistress so proud. Oh, yes, you can cum in her, Clint.”

“Cum in her!” moaned Melody, experiencing her own rapture at her dyke-slave’s tongue.

“Fuck,” Clint grunted. He buried into me. His cum unloaded.

My pussy milked his cock as his hot jizz spurted into my depths. I shivered, feeling my first ever guy cum in me. I moaned into my sister’s pussy, another orgasm rippling through me. I trembled on my hands and knees, my ass burning, cheeks throbbing, my mouth full of pussy juices.

I came and came and came. I was such whore. A slut. How could I enjoy this?

I shuddered, tears spilling down my cheeks. And that just made my pussy spasm harder.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

I found quite the surprise when I came home from work. A Hispanic girl, ankles in a spreader bar, her hands cuffed behind her back, a butt-plug shoved up her ass, her face buried into the pussy belonging to another Hispanic girl, younger and clearly her sister.

“Mom, that’s Carmelita. She and Lee used to be friends,” Clint said. My son and Master was naked and so sexy looking, his muscles defined. “Juana is training her to be a good slave now. I’m helping.”

“She’s the skank who used to bully Alicia?” I asked.

Alicia nodded, my youngest naked, her body so slim and pale, her brown pigtails swaying about her forehead. She pushed up her glasses. “Yes, she is.”

Then she gave Carmelita’s already red ass a hard spanking, making her moan into Juana’s pussy.

“Here’s her mother’s cell number,” Clint said. “Call her and let her know her daughters are staying the weekend. Alicia and Juana are new friends, and Carmelita and Lee are getting reacquainted.”

“I’m showing her how to be a good slave,” Lee said. My pregnant, sixteen-year-old niece also had her legs spread by a spreader bar, a butt plug shoved up her ass, and her hands cuffed behind her. She had her face planted on the floor, a happy smile on her lips as she wiggled her ass.

“Yes, Master,” I purred. “Your Mommy-slave will take care of everything.”

“Good,” Clint grinned, walking naked back to the dining room. “Spank her again, Alicia.”

CRACK!

Alicia giggled. “That’s what you get, you dyke-slave, for being such a cunt.”

“Such a cunt,” Juana groaned. “But my little dyke-slave is learning that her mouth is for licking pussy not insulting people.”

My pussy clenched so hard. I rubbed my pregnant belly, still flat. It would be a while longer before I showed since I had only found out a month ago I was pregnant with my son’s child. I pulled out my cell phone and called the number.

It rang a few times.

“Hello?” a Hispanic woman asked, using that tone everyone does when they don’t recognize the number.

“Hi, you’re Juana and Carmelita’s mother, right?”

“Si.”

“Well, I’m Alicia Elliston’s mother and Lee Samuel’s aunt. And our daughters have become really good friends. So we were hoping to have Juana and Carmelita stay the weekend. It’ll be a fun girls’ time.”

“Weekend?” she asked. “I don’t know. This is so sudden. I know Lee, but I thought she and Carmelita had a falling out.”

“And it’s been patched up,” I laughed. “You know how it is at that age. It was about a boy, but now they’re over it. And Alicia and Juana have become such good friends at school. But you don’t have to worry. I’ll be keeping an eye on them. As well as my sister. She’s a teacher at their high school.”

“And you don’t mind? The whole weekend?”

“I don’t mind. My sister and I live next door to each other. And we have four daughters between us. Two more girls won’t make a difference.”

“And you’ll be supervising?”

CRACK!

I turned, smiling as Alicia rubbed Carmelita’s bright-red ass, the older girl moaning into her younger sister’s pussy. “Yes. I’ll be here, watching over everything.” My hand crept down my skirt, pressing into my crotch. I was so wet. “So don’t you worry. It’ll be good, clean, wholesome fun.”

“Okay,” she agreed. “Since you are there.”

“Wonderful,” I said and hung up.

CRACK!

“Lick her pussy, skank,” giggled Alicia, glancing at Clint with such worship in her eyes.

He gave her a nod, stroking his cock, and she beamed at him. It warmed a mother’s heart to see her children so close. If I didn’t have dinner to make, I would have joined the fun.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“Oh, god, yes,” groaned Juana, trembling on the chair. “Oh, yes, you’re such a good pussy licker, my dyke-slave.”

I grinned, loving the joy on my new friend’s face as she put Carmelita in her place. I remembered that same delight when Lee was first dominated by Clint. After years of being teased by her, it was so satisfying to make her lick my pussy.

“Can I have a go on your slave’s mouth?” my oldest sister Zoey asked. “I have to go to work soon, and I would love to go in buzzing.”

“She does love having her pussy licked before getting on stage,” giggled Stefani, Zoey’s girlfriend. The pair were strippers, making so much money to help pay for our shared life. All of us had part-time jobs, too, working at Ms. Hiragawa’s pharmacy.

“Sure,” Juana groaned, slipping off the chair, her body trembling. “She’s a good pussy licker.”

Carmelita just panted, not saying anything. She squirmed, her rump clenching on the knob of the butt plug buried between her cheeks. I gave her one last smack and stood up as Juana stared at the assorted floggers and whips spread out on the table.

She glanced at me then grabbed the flogger with thin, red straps. She held it out, asking “Want to whip her with me?”

“Oh, yes,” I grinned, taking it.

She grabbed a black flogger with thicker straps.

“That’ll give a more thudding slap than a stinging one like Alicia’s flogger,” Clint said. “And don’t go too hard. Don’t put all your power into it. You want to hurt her, not harm her. Even at half your strength, she’ll feel it.”

“Especially with her ass warmed up by our hands,” Alicia grinned.

Zoey sank down into the chair, her big tits bouncing. She had the biggest tits in the family, even bigger than Mom’s. Her brassy hair tumbled off her shoulders as she leaned back, her lithe, flexible legs parting. She had a shaved pussy, a unicorn tattooed on her pubic mound like it was galloping across her.

“Enjoy, Yunie,” Stefani said, using her pet name for Zoey. The redhead leaned on the wall watching her girlfriend. I liked Stefani. She was such a flirty, outgoing girl. Always looking to have fun. I was so glad when she and Zoey joined my big brother’s harem.

“Okay, let’s do it,” Juana grinned at me, swinging her flail.

“Yes,” I giggled.

“Whip her ass hard,” Lee grinned. “I love it hard.”

“You’re a pain slut,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You like it when we clamp your nipples and pussy lips.”

“Oh, yes,” groaned Lee.

“Mmm, Carmelita has thick pussy lips. Maybe we should clamp them,” Juana said, tugging on her older sister’s labia. “Would you like that?”

“No,” Carmelita groaned between Zoey’s thighs.

“No, what?” Juana hissed, her flogger cracking across Carmelita’s rump.

“No…Mistress.”

There was still defiance in her voice even as she ate Zoey’s pussy. She refused to admit she was a dyke even though it was so obvious. She was dripping wet and was just so eager to lick pussy. She tried to hide that, but it was in her eyes. And it was obvious my big brother didn’t turn her on.

Which was a shame, because he was such a sexy hunk. I felt his eyes on my ass as I slapped my flogger across Carmelita’s rump. I loved the stinging sound as the red, leather strips struck her red butt-cheeks. And it was even more exciting knowing my big brother was behind me, staring at my cute, girlish rear.

“Oh, yes, she moans so deliciously when you whip her ass,” Zoey panted, her big boobs jiggling a she ground her pussy into Carmelita’s mouth. “Oh, and you just love pussy, don’t you, little dyke?”

“Answer her,” snapped Juana, smacking her flogger into Carmelita’s ass.

“I don’t. I just have to lick your pussy,” groaned the Hispanic slave. “I’m not into girls.”

“Sure fooled me,” Zoey purred as Carmelita went back to her pussy feast. “The way you eat cunt… You love it.”

“Yeah,” I giggled and smacked her with my flogger. Not hard. I didn’t like hurting people, not even a horrid bitch like Carmelita.

“That’s it,” Clint groaned, rubbing at me from behind. His cock pressed into my back right above my ass. I was just so short, so tiny in my big brother’s embrace. “Spank her, princess.”

“Yes, big brother,” I groaned, his hands cupping my budding breasts.

I swung my flogger harder as his fingers played with my nipples. I groaned, my pussy clenching. Then I shivered at the stinging impact and groaning moan. I shuddered, wiggling my hips. He leaned down, his cock sliding lower.

I loved my big brother’s cock.

Juana whipped her sister’s ass then I flogged her. I groaned, my pussy growing wetter, Clint’s fingers so amazing on my nipples. He rolled my little nubs as I squirmed against him. He was so strong. My big brother was wonderful.

“That’s it,” he panted, his hand sliding down my stomach.

SMACK!

“Whip her naughty ass,” he groaned, Carmelita gasping, Zoey shuddering.

CRACK!

His hand reached lower. My hand gripped the flogger, waiting for my turn. His fingers crossed my stomach.

SMACK!

Then Clint reached my shaved pubic mound. I had Lee shave me every other day, keeping my pussy pristine for my big brother, letting him see my tight, fifteen-year-old slit. I looked even younger. So girlish.

CRACK!

Then he found my clit. I groaned, my body bucking in his arms as he rubbed my nub with his rough fingers. The pleasure surged through me. The flogger fell out of my suddenly numb fingers. I didn’t care about whipping Carmelita any longer.

She was just a filthy slave. I had my big brother’s fingers demanding my attention.

“Mmm, bored of spanking her already, princess?” he asked, his lips inches from my ear.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want to do something else. Please, big brother, you made my cunny all wet and tingly and…and I need you.”

“To do what?”

I loved being forced to say such dirty things. “I need my big brother to fuck my pussy!”

My words echoed through the dining room. Zoey groaned louder, flashing me a wicked grin. She understood. She loved fucking our brother’s cock, too. She grabbed Carmelita’s dark hair, grinding the skank’s face into her pussy, moaning out her enjoyment.

“We can’t have you with a hot cunny, princess,” Clint groaned. “Can we?”

I just whimpered, his finger stirring around my clit.

I didn’t fight him as he pressed me to the floor. I was kneeling, my face staring right at Carmelita’s ass, the black flogger falling over and over on her rear. Juana moaned her delight as she whipped her sister-slave. I had a front row seat, watching the skank’s shaved cunt clenching with each blow, her juices flowing down her thighs.

Then Clint’s cock pressed at my hot pussy. I was so wet. I didn’t need foreplay. Not after spanking that bitch. That was foreplay. Nearby, Lee groaned in envy as she watched our big brother’s cock press into my cunny.

He was so big.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, big brother. Oh, I need you in me so badly!”

His cock sank deeper and deeper into my pussy. My eyes rolled back into my head. I shivered, wiggling my hips and stirring his dick around in my cunt. It was so amazing. His cock filled me with incestuous delight.

I groaned, eyes locked on Carmelita’s ass, the flogger falling over and over as Clint drew back his dick. So slow, teasing my cunny. He made me whimper and groan, loving the naughty sounds coming from my girlish lips.

My glasses slipped down my nose as I shuddered. “Big brother, I need more! I need you to…”

“Need me to do what, princess?” he groaned, sliding his cock so slowly back into my depths.

My back arched. “Need you to…hard. And fast.”

“What hard? What fast?” He slid his hands up my sides, cupping my immature breasts. “Tell me, princess.”

My cheeks burned. My pussy clenched on his dick. “I need you to fuck me so hard and fast, big brother!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Juana groaned. “Fuck your little sister while I whip my dyke-sister-slave!”

CRACK!

Clint groaned. It was like the wonderful crack of the flogger was the gun starting a race. My big brother pounded my pussy so hard, so fast. He plunged his cock so deep into my cunny, the friction burning so hard, rippling through my body. My pigtails swayed as I groaned and gasped, feeling so small and helpless.

Feeling so much like his little sister. His naughty princess.

He fucked me hard and fast. And I loved it.

I loved my big brother’s cock reaming me. Plunging into my pussy. It was so amazing. I groaned and gasped, my pussy clenching on his big dick. The pleasure surged through me, making me swirl my narrow hips as his hands squeezed my tits.

“Such a wanton, slutty princess,” he groaned, pumping so hard. “Oh, yes, you are.”

“I am,” I moaned, bucking back into his thrusts, the pleasure roaring through me. “My cunny is so hot for your big cock. Oh, I need it. I’m wet all the time.”

He squeezed my tits harder, his dick thrusting faster, deeper. His balls slapped into my clit. Dizzy delight shivered through me. I groaned and gasped, watching the hypnotic fall of the flogger on Carmelita’s ass over and over, flogging her, punishing her for being a bitch.

My orgasm swelled so fast through me. It was so hot to finally see that cunt get put in her place. And I got to enjoy my big brother’s amazing cock at the same time. My little cunny clenched about his thrusting dick, eager for his cum to flood me.

Oh, I wanted to be bred. I wanted to get off birth control and carry Clint’s child.

“Yes, yes, yes, you’re making my cunny feel so good. So naughty,” I moaned, his fingers massaging my nipples, rubbing them, pressing them into my firm tits.

“Are you going to cum, princess?” he growled, pounding me, our flesh slapping together. “Are you going to cum on your big brother’s cock? Huh, naughty princess?”

“Yes!” I squealed.

And came.

It was amazing.

Stupendous.

Better than chocolate ice cream.

Better than watching fireworks.

Because fireworks exploded in my cunny. My pussy went wild about his cock. My flesh spasmed about his plunging dick as his pleasure shuddered through me. I groaned and gasped, joining Zoey as she came on the bitch’s mouth.

And Clint’s dick kept reaming me. Kept plunging into me. He made me shiver and shudder. He had me howling and convulsing. My pussy milked his cock, eager for his hot cum to spurt into my depths. Rapture boiled my mind.

And then it happened. That wonderful moment of union.

Clint’s hot cum spurted into my depths. I groaned and shuddered. My big brother’s jizz fired into my pussy. He basted my cunt. His jizz spilled into me. He pumped it over and over into my snatch. I shuddered, howling, groaning.

Loving my big brother so much.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

“Ready to admit you’re a dyke?” I asked my older sister, my pussy on fire. Alicia slumped to the floor. Then Clint picked her up, holding his trembling little sister as she came down from her orgasmic high.

“I’m not a dyke,” Carmelita whined. She wasn’t fooling anyone.

“Yes, you are,” Zoey groaned, lithely getting off the chair after her climax. “Ooh, I am ready to strut myself at work. Thanks for letting me borrow her, Juana.”

I nodded to Clint’s oldest sister, the busty girl striding by. This was such a strange family. Clint’s mother was cooking in the kitchen, naked, helped by his aunt (who also taught at my high school). Pam and Melody were playing with their babies upstairs. And Lee was panting like a bitch clearly wishing I was whipping her ass and not my sister’s.

Plus there was a Japanese woman wandering around that I didn’t even know. She was another slave. Maybe Pam’s mom. It wasn’t clear. But she was in her office working on…something. I didn’t know what.

And I didn’t care. I had to attend to my sister.

“Well, if that’s how you feel,” I said. “Then you would hate for me to fuck you with this.”

I grabbed my sister’s backpack and pulled out the huge strap-on dildo she always threatened to fuck me with. The fake cock in there was thicker and longer than Clint’s, and all black. It was veined and crowned like a real dick, a rubber replica.

“Oh, god,” Carmelita groaned.

“Oh, yes,” I purred, watching my sister struggle in her restraints. I pulled on the strap-on, my pussy on fire. I tightened the straps about my waist, adjusting the base to press on my clit. “How many poor lesbians did you fuck with this?”

She winced. “None. I bought that for you…Mistress.”

“For me?” I grinned, falling to my knees behind her well-spanked ass. “Oh, so you do want me to fuck you with this. Wonderful.”

“No, I—”

I rammed the thick cock into her dripping pussy, her words cutting off in a howling moan of pain and pleasure. She was so soaked from being spanked and “forced” to eat pussy, but it still stretched her cunt to its limits. The base of the monster dildo pressed on my clit as I slammed it into her depths. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. Pleasure surged through me.

It was more than the dildo pressing against my clit as I fucked my older sister. It was the sheer thrill of pounding her with the strap-on, to show her my dominance. Her ass was stuffed with the butt-plug, her hands cuffed behind her back. She was helpless. At my mercy.

And it was so intoxicating.

“Yes, take my big girl-dick,” I groaned, my hips hammering away, my pussy drinking in all the pleasure. “I know you love it. You’re just so hot. So dripping wet. Being spanked, eating pussy, has made you so wet, so horny, my dyke-slave.”

“Oh, god,” she groaned.

“And that makes me so happy,” I panted. “Your Mistress is so proud of you, dyke-slave.” I had to keep saying that, reinforcing her with praise, reminding her that I owned her cunt. “Oh, yes, I love fucking my little dyke-slave.”

She just moaned and groaned, shuddering as I pounded her. My crotch smacked into her welted ass. I loved the slapping sounds and her grunts of pain, throaty with her pleasure. I grabbed her rump, squeezing, digging my fingers into her and making her squeal in agony and rapture.

Her hips moved, bucking back into me. My clit ached and throbbed from the force. The dildo massaged my little nub every time I thrust forward. Sparks of delight shot through me. I grinned, drinking in the pleasure, the thrill of fucking my big sister.

“Yes, yes, yes, love my girl-dick, dyke-slut. Cum so hard. It’s your reward for licking everyone’s pussy. For giving me and Zoey so much pleasure.”

“Oh, god,” groaned Carmelita. “Oh, god, yes!”

“Oh, your hot cunt just can’t take it,” I panted, leaning over her, thrusting so hard. My stomach burned. I didn’t care. I fucked through the ache, my pussy on fire. “You love your Mistress’s girl-dick fucking your dyke-cunt!”

“Yes!” she panted, her cheek rubbing on the floor.

Our flesh slapping together echoed through the room. My pussy dripped juices down my thighs. I groaned, my orgasm building and building as I fucked her. I slammed into her so hard, making her squeal and shudder.

And then she spasmed hard. Her hands pulled at her cuffs. She bucked on the ground, cumming so hard on the monstrous dild. Her screams of rapture echoed through the room. It was so hot. I made my dyke-sister-slave cum so hard.

I orgasmed.

“Yes!” I howled. “Yes, yes, yes, you love it! You love being my dyke-slave!”

My body shuddered. The pleasure exploded through me. It slammed into my mind. It was so hot dominating my older sister. I dug my fingers into her ass so hard as the pleasure rippled through me. I moaned and gasped and swayed.

I drank in the rapture.

And then I leaned over her, the both of us panting. I pressed my stomach and tits into her back, feeling her restrained hands rubbing on my belly. I nuzzled against her ear as she panted. I nipped it. I owned her.

“Say it,” I groaned. “Say you’re a lezzie-dyke-slut. My slave.”

“I’m not…Mistress. I’m straight. I like guys. I hate eating pussy.”

Her defiance made my pussy clench. I nipped her ear. “Don’t worry. We have the entire weekend to convince you.”

Then I started pumping away, new pleasure tingling through my pussy. New moans coming from my sister. I would prove to her that she was my dyke-slave. She would admit it. She would scream it out.

And worship me. My older sister would be my sex slave!

To be continued…
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Carmelita Campo

The dildo stretched out my pussy, my flesh spasming about it. I groaned and gasped, my wrists twisting in the handcuffs, my asshole clenching down on the invading butt-plug. I shuddered, groaning, gasping, my lips stained with pussy. Zoey’s pussy. My little sister’s pussy. Alicia’s.

I had eaten so much pussy today. I hated how much I liked it. I shouldn’t like it. I wasn’t gay. I wasn’t. But my bitch of a little sister and that faggot Clint had me on videotape forcing my dyke sister to eat my pussy. They were blackmailing me. My parents, especially my father, would kill me if he thought I were gay.

I wasn’t. I was straight. I liked…guys. They were…fine.

I didn’t like being my sister’s sex slave.

“Oh, yes, you loved that big dildo,” purred Juana, the fucking dyke-cunt-whore. Her hands gripped my asscheeks, pushing them together.

The butt plug drove deeper into my ass.

“Aren’t you glad you bought this toy so I could fuck you with it?” Juana purred. She was attached to the dildo, leaning over me. It was the largest dildo I had ever ordered off the internet. I bought it to fuck her little dyke cunt, to ram a big, Black dick into her and make her squeal.

I knew she would like it. She was the dyke. Not me. I just liked putting lezzie whores in their place. I had done it to a few girls when I saw that they were muff-divers. I showed them what they were and how pathetic it was to crave licking my snatch.

And Juana turned it around on me.

“Don’t deny you didn’t love it,” Juana said, her fingernails biting into my ass. It was welted from being flogged. Pain flared through me, mixing with the buzzing remains of my orgasm. “I heard you cum hard.”

“Fine, Mistress,” I said, hating that I called her that. How it made me feel: owned. I wasn’t her property. My Mis…little sister didn’t own me! “I came. Any girl would cum. It’s a fake cock. I like cocks.”

“Oh, yeah, she loooooves cocks,” Lee giggled. She was bound nearby, just like me, her ass thrust up in the air, her hands cuffed behind her back, her legs spread apart by a bar, keeping her pussy on display. Only the fucked-up little slut loved it. She got off on it. She wiggled her hips, no doubt trying to get Clint to ram his dick into her nasty snatch. “She’s just begging for Clint to fuck her.”

“Do you want Clint to fuck you with his big, thick cock?” Juana asked, leaning over me. “Does my little lezzie-slave want that? Huh? I mean, if you’re straight, you must be dying for Clint to fuck you.”

“My big brother is such a hunk with an amazing cock,” Alicia said. She was cradled in Clint’s strong arms. He stood over me now, his cock smeared with her pussy juices, half-hard, throbbing, twitching, swelling.

“Do you want him to fuck you?” Juana purred. “I think you deserve a reward. You ate out Zoey’s pussy so well. You showed her how good you are at pussy licking. Which is weird. Since you’re straight.”

“So straight,” laughed Lee.

I wanted to beat that little shit. Wipe that smirk off her face. I wiggled, pulling on my cuffs. But I couldn’t.

“Yes, I want to fuck Clint,” I hissed. I wasn’t gay. Clint just didn’t turn me on. He wasn’t my type of guy. He was too…muscly. Too hard. I liked…other guys. Pretty guys. But I didn’t like girls. I wasn’t a dyke. And I sure as shit wasn’t my Mis…little sister’s sex slave.”

“Then enjoy your reward,” Juana said, pulling the monstrous dildo from my pussy.

I groaned, shuddering as it withdrew. It was big.

“Unless you’re really a lesbian and don’t want a guy’s cock in you,” Juana said, moving around before me, that huge, black dildo bouncing from her crotch. On her petite frame, it looked surreal. “Cumming in you. All that nasty jizz spilling into your pussy. Maybe even breeding you.”

“I’m not a dyke!” I snarled. “I’ll fuck Clint!” That’d show them all how much I liked dick.

Clint set down Alicia. She fell before Lee, grabbing the bound girl’s short, black hair and pulling her head to a cum-filled pussy. “Devour me, whore!”

“Yes!” Lee groaned with such eagerness to eat her half-sister’s snatch.

“That looks fun,” grinned Juana, pulling off her strap-on. “I want you to eat me, too, sister-slave. Help you take your little dyke mind off Clint’s nasty cock fucking your pussy.”

A shiver ran through me as she laid down on her belly before me, her legs spread wide. Her pussy, covered by brown hair, glistened. She spread her legs wide, her tight slit parting, revealing pink depths. She wiggled her hips, her ass, rising like a bubbly mound before my face, jiggled. She had the same rich, golden-brown skin as me, so gorgeous and…

I hate pussy. I am not a dyke!

“And lick my ass, too,” Juana added. “Now, slut!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I muttered, resigned. I would have to do it. They would spank me until I did it either way. And my poor ass burned so much.

And my pussy ached for more. My traitorous cunt loved it all.

I pressed my face into my little sister’s pussy, my tongue licking through her tangy folds up to her taint. I shuddered, licking higher as I delved between her butt-cheeks. I found her asshole, sour and… Not tasty! I didn’t enjoy licking and swirling my tongue about it.

It didn’t make my pussy tingle with excitement.

And then Clint grabbed my hips, his cock nudging at my pussy. I shuddered, my stomach twisting. This was so humiliating. I felt Alicia’s eyes on me, heard their mother and my history teacher cooking in the kitchen behind us, all aware that I was about to be fucked by Clint. Forced to fuck him by my dominating little sister.

This was unbearable…

“Ooh, yes, lick my ass while you enjoy Clint’s cock,” Juana groaned. “Unless you want to admit you’re really a dyke. Be honest with yourself, sister-slave.”

“No! Fuck me, Clint!” I hissed. I wouldn’t disappoint Father by lying about who I was. I was straight! “I am so wet for your cock.”

I would enjoy his cock. I would. I wanted his cock. I needed his cock. I wasn’t gay.

My tongue licked and swirled so hard around Juana’s sour asshole, her soft butt-cheeks pressing on my face. My own asshole clenched on the butt plug filling my ass, making me wiggle, rubbing my pussy against Clint’s cock.

But why this faggot? Why not another guy. Someone pretty. Just not him.

Clint rammed his cock through me. I shuddered, moaning into Juana’s asshole. I both hated the faggot being in me and loved the feel of a hard shaft sliding through my pussy. My pussy didn’t care I hated the owner of the dick, that it was so humiliating that he fucked me before his submissive family. My treacherous pussy just cared about the friction of something thick and long plunging over and over against its sensitive flesh.

I groaned into Juana’s asshole. I jammed my tongue deep into her asshole, swirling it around. It made her groan and gasp, her hips twitching. I shuddered, Clint’s heavy ball’s smacking into my clit, so full of his cum.

Oh, god, he was going to cum in me.

“That’s it, you little slave,” moaned Juana. “Mmm, you love licking your Sister-Mistress’s ass. You’re just an anal dyke-slut, too!”

“Oh, yes,” Alicia gasped, her voice so throaty as Lee devoured her pussy. “Oh, she just loves it. Look at her go. She’s getting fucked by my big brother’s cock, which she loves, while eating your ass. Such a lucky slave.”

“So lucky,” Lee whined. “I wish Master was fucking me.”

I shuddered, hating their mocking words. “Yeah, fuck my pussy, Clint. I love your cock in me!”

Clint thrust harder, his strong hands sliding up my body to my swinging breasts. They were so rough, so calloused. So different from the lesbians I had dominated over the years. He seized my tits with his strong grip, thick fingers clenching about them. “Try and sound more convincing, slut. Make me believe you love cock and aren’t a lesbian faking it!”

He thrust harder, making me groan into Juana’s asshole. I shuddered, focusing on my little sister’s sphincter, moaning and grunting. Three different sensations swirled through me. Pain flared in my ass every time Clint’s crotch smacked into me. Pleasure roared out of my pussy as his cock plunged in so fast and hard, and humiliation twisting around my stomach, sending shameful exhilaration through me.

Clint was fucking me so hard because my Mis…little sister let him.

Everyone was watching me being used.

And the pain… The reminder that I was being punished for being a bitch. A cunt. For doing to Juana what she was doing to me.

“I love your cock,” I moaned, fighting against the submissive desire, pushing down how tasty I found her ass. I moved back to her pussy, nuzzling into her tart flesh. “Fuck me so hard, Clint.”

“Better,” he growled, driving that dick into my depths.

“I think you’re just lying about who you are, slave,” groaned Juana, her hips wiggling. “You got that tongue jammed into my cunt, lapping at my folds. You love pussy!”

“Yes,” Alicia groaned. “You love pussy so much. You’re just a dyke-slut! Admit it! Admit you hate my big brother’s cock fucking you.”

My pussy clenched. I wanted Clint out of me. I wanted…

No. I didn’t want Juana to fuck me with a strap-on more than I wanted a guy fucking me with a dick. I focused on Clint’s cock, how thick and fleshy it was, how warm. It wasn’t a rubbery dildo. It wasn’t fake. It was real. It was what my body craved.

But, god, that dildo felt amazing.

I tongued my little sister’s pussy so hard as I bucked back into Clint’s thrusts. My tongue swirled through her folds, making her gasp and squirm. I licked back up to her asshole, tonguing her sour musk again. I reamed her bowels, probing my tongue as deep into her as I could, making my Mis…little sister moan and gasp.

My butt plug twisted in me every time Clint thrust into me. His crotch smacked into my burning ass, sending stinging agony to my pussy, heating my traitorous cunt up. My holes clenched down on their invaders, the butt plug teasing, Clint’s cock reaming.

“Yes, yes, yes, you are such a dyke!” howled my little sister. “Oh, you are devouring my asshole. You just love it.”

“Yes,” Clint groaned, his rough fingers finding my nipples. He twisted and pulled on them. “Just admit you’re a lesbian, and I’ll stop fucking you. I won’t cum in you. Breed you.”

I shuddered, my pussy and asshole clenching so hard on his dick and the butt plug. “I am not a lesbian! Keep fucking me! I love your cock!”

“Then beg my big brother to cum in you,” moaned Alicia. “Beg him to breed you like the heterosexual whore you are, Carmelita!”

“Yes!” Juana moaned. “Prove you’re not a lezzie slut! Let Clint breed you!”

Clint just growled, twisting my nipples so hard, driving that cock deep into my pussy. He churned me up. I focused on it, how humiliating it would be to feel his cock spurting into me, to being bred by this faggot. And then I focused on how much I liked licking my sister’s asshole. Her pussy.

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Breed me!”

I was no fucking lezzie!

“Yes, yes, yes, breed her, big brother!” Alicia howled, clearly cumming on her half-sister’s mouth.

“Fuck, yes,” groaned Clint, driving that cock deep into my pussy, his fingers tightening on my nipples.

Sharp pleasure shot from my tits to my pussy as Clint’s cock erupted. I shuddered, the greatest wave of shame and humiliation swirling through me as his jizz fired into the depths of my fertile cunt. I wasn’t on birth control. He wasn’t wearing a condom. He could really breed me.

And I begged for it. I was such a whore. Such a filthy slut.

But I wasn’t a lezzie slut.

“Yes,” he growled. “Oh, you are going to be so pregnant. You’re going to love carrying my child.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Juana gasped, her asscheeks clenching about my face, her bowels spasming about my tongue as she came. “Because you’re sooooo not a dyke! Oh, no! You just lick pussy like a fish breathes water!”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my orgasm bursting through me. All the humiliation and shame had overwhelmed me. My traitorous pussy spasmed about Clint’s cock. It writhed, milking his dick, gathering out all his jizz. To breed me. Like a filthy whore should be.

Tears fell down my cheeks as the rapture burned so hot through me. Why was this happening to me?

“You were a good fuck for a lesbian,” Clint grunted when he finished. “But, honestly, if you want me to think you’re straight, try making me believe you love my dick fucking you. We’ll try again later.”

“Why won’t anyone believe me?” I sobbed, the rapture shuddering through my body. “I am straight!”

Lee laughed so loudly.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

The tiredness of the day melted away as I stared down at my sleeping daughters. Christie and Hikaru, born on the same day to different mothers, slept in their joint crib. They were four months old and so cute. Christie was ivory skinned like her mother, Melody, a tuft of sandy-blonde hair peeking out of the little hoodie she wore. Hikaru had the dusky-olive skin of her mother, Pam, her hair fine, black silk.

“They are so beautiful,” Pam whispered, standing on my right, her arm around my waist.

Melody nodded her head. She was on my left, leaning against me. My arms were around both my women. “We made them, Clint. Every time I look at that, I keep thinking that.”

“We did,” I said.

Pam’s hand stroked my back through my shirt. We were standing in the nursery. It used to be Melody’s bedroom. We had rearranged things between our two houses. Growing up, I lived in the larger house with Dad, Mom, and my two sisters while thinking that Melody and Lee were just my cousins and that their father had run out on Aunt Vicky when she was pregnant with Lee. Now I had taken over Aunt Vicky’s bedroom to be my master bedroom while Melody’s room became the nursery.

And soon we’d need more space with Lee and my mom pregnant.

“How’s it going with Carmelita?” Pam asked, her head leaning on my shoulder as we watched our daughters sleep.

Hikaru yawned, shifting slightly.

“About as expected,” I answered. “She’s totally into it, but she is really hung up on being straight. Her parents did a number on her. She’s so terrified of her father finding out she’s really gay that she refuses to admit it.”

“I heard her begging to be bred by you.” Melody gave me an impish grin. “Bet you loved that, perv.”

I grinned at her. “There was a certain amount of satisfaction in it. Juana says neither of them are on birth control. Their parents never would let them.”

“Catholics?” Pam asked.

I nodded my head. “But, since their daughters are both lesbians, it really didn’t matter.”

“So Carmelita has been ragging on Lee for a year, calling her dyke, and then secretly making girls lick her pussy?” Melody asked. “That’s just fucked up.”

“But she’s learning her place now,” Pam said.

I nodded. “She’ll make a good slave for Juana. And she’s coming around nicely. Learning how to be a dominant.”

“I bet the perv wants you to knock her up, too,” giggled Melody. Her hand slipped down, squeezing my ass through my boxer shorts. “Taking advantage of the lesbian while you’re teaching her, right?”

“She agreed,” I shrugged.

A car driving down the street flashed light through the dark nursery, drawing my attention out the window to the house next door. It was for sale. It seemed like everyone on the street was moving away. Two houses had come on the market at the same time, one next to ours and one farther down the street.

“How’s your mom’s offer going, Pam?” I asked.

“Oh, it was accepted,” Pam said. “She told me while you were having fun with Carmelita. Just has to go through escrow. In a month, we’ll have it.”

Three houses in a row. Another backyard to connect, more room for our growing family. The third house might have to become the kid’s house the rate things were going. I had to breed Alicia soon. She so wanted to have my baby, and I couldn’t keep denying my princess.

I loved spoiling her.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get to bed.” I leaned down, my arms slipping off my women, and kissed both my infant daughters on the foreheads. Christie twitched in her sleep. “Sweet dreams.”

Pam and Melody kissed the babies. Both felt like the infants were their daughters. And then the three of us slipped out.

Lee, Aunt Vicky, and Ms. Hiragawa were waiting for us naked in the hallway, on their knees, their heads upraised, expectant. I couldn’t help but admiring them. My aunt was busty and gorgeous, her black hair falling about her head. On her breast was a tattoo with three initials—my father’s, hers, and my mother’s—contained in a triangle, my father’s initial at the pinnacle. Lee was slim but developing rapidly, her breasts already up a cup size from when she first became my slave, and she was on her way to being the tallest woman in the family. Ms. Hiragawa had such a submissive, demure look on her mature face, her glasses perched on a slim nose.

“Master,” Aunt Vicky purred, licking her lips.

I dropped my boxers while Melody and Pam lifted their nightgowns, flashing their pussies, one shaved and one with a thick bush. All three of us loved our nightly ritual.

I grabbed Lee’s black hair, pulling her lips to my cock while Pam and Melody seized their mothers’ heads. Lee’s mouth was warm, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled on it, her eyes so eager and ready like the good slut she was.

Mostly.

I relaxed my bladder and pissed into her mouth. Beside me, Pam and Melody urinated in their mothers’. Ms. Hiragawa had taken to being a pee slut for her daughter with ease, so eager to please me, and my women, like she had once pleased my father.

It was such an erotic thrill to piss into my half-sister’s mouth. I stared into Lee’s eyes, seeing the joy and humiliation in them as my urine streamed out of my cock. It tingled, almost like cumming, but not as intense. I groaned as the pressure dwindled while savoring the obscene sound of my piss splashing against the back of Lee’s throat.

And the wicked sound of her swallowing.

She gulped it down. Aunt Vicky and Ms. Hiragawa did the same for their daughters. Melody and Pam both whimpered and shuddered, grinding their pussies on their mothers’ lips as their urine streamed out of them.

“Oh, yes,” Melody groaned. “Oh, I have such a slutty mother.”

“So slutty,” Pam whimpered, her round face twisted, her own glasses shifting as she shuddered. “Oh, Mommy, yes!”

My cock spurted the final blast of piss into Lee’s hungry mouth. She sucked on it so hard, drawing out the lingering drops, making my dick twitch in her mouth. I kept a hold of her hair, savoring her hot mouth wrapped about my dick, cleaning it.

“Oh, thank you, Mommy,” Pam moaned, pushing her mother’s face from her pussy. “Have a good night.”

Melody shuddered and then yawned. “Oh, god, I’m bushed.”

“Thank you for letting me drink your piss, Mistress,” Aunt Vicky panted, her large tits heaving.

Lee popped her mouth off my dick. “We so have to make Carmelita do this, Master! She needs to be pissed on.”

I looked at Melody, saw her agreeing grin. “Yes, she does.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

I pulled the knot tight on Carmelita, leaving her trussed up in the living room. I had let her out so she could pee. “There,” I said. “My little dyke slave is safe and secure.”

My older sister squirmed, her face twisting. Her eyes were still red, her cheeks puffy. She had been crying off and on all night, protesting she wasn’t a lesbian. But it was so obvious. I just wanted her to admit that she was a lesbian like me. That she loved being my submissive. She came so hard.

“Yep, she’s not going anywhere,” Alicia nodded, her hair loose. She had untied her pigtails, her teeth freshly brushed. She was naked though, her hairless pussy drawing my attention. “Zoey and Stefani will check up on you when they get home from work. I’m sure they’ll be horny.”

“Yum, more pussy for my dyke-slave to eat,” I grinned. “Lucky you.”

“I’m not a dyke,” she whined. “I like cock. You heard me. I begged for Clint to cum in me.”

“And breed you,” Alicia added, sounding so proud, like it was amazing that her big brother was breeding my lesbian slave.

I shivered. I might be pregnant. Clint had fucked me without protection. And I had a feeling he would do it one more time before the weekend was over. My parents would have an easier time with us being pregnant than being lesbians.

How fucked up was that?

“Good night, my sweet linda,” I purred, using the pet name I had called her growing up. Back before she turned into a complete bitch. But I was fixing her. “We’re going to go up to Alicia’s room and lez out all night.”

Alicia giggled. “But you can come join us. You don’t have to be tied up all night. You can have fun with two sexy girls.”

Carmelita glared up at Alicia. “You’re just a flat-chested freak that pretends she’s six.”

I kicked my sister’s welted rump, making her wince. “Apologize, slave!”

My older sister shot me a look. I matched it without flinching, putting all my authority into it. Looming over her. She looked away like a submissive bitch. “I’m sorry, Alicia. I’m just tired.”

“You can apologize by coming up to my bed and licking my pussy and having fun with us,” she squealed. “We’re having a slumber party!”

“I’m not gay,” Carmelita said.

“I’m not either,” Alicia said. “But licking pussy is so much fun. Can’t you even admit that?”

She set her jaw.

“Fine, good night,” my friend huffed.

“Sweet dreams,” I purred then turned, shutting off the living room light on my sister-slave before we headed upstairs to Alicia’s room.

I wasn’t surprised to find the mound of stuffed animals piled on Alicia’s bed. Her bed was right against the wall, and they formed a pyramid of them, a few scattered across the bedspread. It was such a girly room, at once both perfect for her and at odds with her naked, eager body. The fifteen-year-old threw herself on her bed with such enthusiasm, her budding breasts barely jiggling.

They were a tiny bit smaller than my own tits.

“Mmm, I don’t have a friend I can have naughty slumber parties with,” Alicia purred.

“What about Jenny?”

“She’s not interested in having fun away from her brother,” Alicia said. “People are different. She’ll be happy with James and their mother. The three of them are forming a monogamous relationship.”

“There are three of them,” I pointed out. “Isn’t that the opposite of monogamy?”

Alicia shrugged. “But me, I have my big brother, whom I love, and my big sister, and Pam. Plus, I get to have fun with the sex slaves and my friends. Sex is so much fun. Clint taught me that. I used to think it was all just making love with the guy who made your heart beat so fast. But there’s also fucking. And that’s soooo much fun, too.”

I shivered, admiring her body. She was so cute. I moved to her, licking my lips, my heart beating so fast. I wished she wasn’t in love with Clint. Then she could be my girlfriend. I moved to the bed, slipping beside her. She pulled me close, a big smile on her lips.

Well, she wasn’t my girlfriend, but we could still have lots of fun together.

I kissed her.

At first, it was a gentle kiss, the two of us snuggling closer, our breasts pressing together, our legs rubbing. Tingles raced down to my pussy, a simmering heat growing. It wasn’t that fiery need to make my older sister gasp in pain and purr in pleasure, to dominate her and feel her tongue lapping my pussy. This was something purer. Something far more loving than satiating lusts.

It was friendship. But friendship expressed in such a naughty manner.

I liked it.

So my lips grew a little more bold, a little more aggressive. My hands roamed her body, caressing her sides and thighs, making her squirm against me as we kissed. My tongue got into the fun, brushing her lips, tasting her, then pressing into her mouth.

She groaned at that, her hands finding my ass, squeezing it. My pussy was wet now, itching, eager to be touched and played with. My thighs spread, wrapping about her legs, and suddenly her hot flesh was rubbing on my snatch, my clit throbbing.

That made my tongue really aggressive.

I moaned into our kiss. She hugged me tight, pulling our bodies together, her shaved snatch rubbing on my thigh. She was molten and silky, her cunny sliding up and down my leg as we writhed and kissed. Our small breasts pressed together, nipples nudging as I settled my weight on hers.

My hips undulated, the pair of us thighing each other. We both moaned and groaned, savoring the delight of rubbing our pussies on each other’s thighs. We shared our blossoming friendship, tongues dueling, skin kissing skin.

“Mmm,” I purred, breaking the kiss. “You’re good at this.”

“Zoey taught me a lot,” she said. “And I taught her a thing or two.”

“Really?” I asked, my hips undulating, grinding my clit into her thigh. Such delight rushed through me. “Like what?”

“Fisting!” she grinned. “But I don’t think you’re ready for that.

My eyes widened. My pussy clenched. “Mierda, I don’t think I am.”

“Zoey loves it,” she said, her own hips writhing, her hot pussy staining my thighs with her fresh juices. “But there is something I know we’ll both love.”

“What?” I panted, savoring her thigh, my nipples tingling as they brushed her hard nubs.”

“Sixty-nining!”

“I’ve always wanted to do that!” My pussy clenched so hard. “Carmelita never would lick my pussy.”

“She does now,” giggled my friend.

I gave her a wicked grin. “She’s learning she’s a lezzie-whore.”

“You have to humiliate her at school on Monday,” Alicia moaned, humping harder, her hands squeezing my ass. “Ooh, she deserves it.”

“Yes!” I groaned. “Oh, my pussy is on fire! Let’s sixty-nine!”

Alicia nodded her head, so eager. She ripped off her glasses, setting them on her nightstand as I turned around quickly. My ass bumped the stuffed animal pile. An avalanche of plushies fell on us as I straddled her face and buried mine between her thighs. I ignored the soft teddy bears and playful elephants and cute bunnies bouncing across my back as I pressed my face into Alicia’s fresh pussy, eating it for the second time today.

“Mmm, you have such a cute cunny,” Alicia moaned, her fingers parting my pussy lips. “And so pink inside.”

I grinned, parting her tight slit, exposing her pink lips. “So are you. And so wet. It’s so hot looking at your girlish cunny.”

“Then why aren’t you licking it?” she asked before licking mine.

Shuddering at her tongue sliding through my folds, I pressed my face into her shaved cunt, my fingers holding her labia apart. My tongue lapped through her folds, gathering her fresh juices, savoring her musk on my tongue, squirming in delight.

There was nothing better than pussy. I even enjoyed licking my older sister when she was blackmailing me. There was just something so beautiful about them, the sexiest flowers that blossom to reveal their delicious nectar. They were so hot and silky and juicy. So much fun to explore and devour.

Especially when the girl returned the favor, lapping back at your own pussy.

“Alicia,” I moaned as her tongue explored my petals, making me squirm and groan and shudder on her mouth. “Oh, you taste so good.”

“Mmm, so do you!” she groaned. “I like slumber parties!”

“Pussy licking slumber parties!” I squealed, grinding my face faster. “We need more friends!”

“Yes!” she squealed with girlish enthusiasm before her tongue plunged into my hole and fluttered around inside of me.

I squirmed, lapping at her pussy, my fingers keeping her pussy lips parted. It was so hot, licking through her spread-open folds, flicking my tongue through her depths. It made her squirm beneath me, her body so warm and silky. I shuddered, the stuffed animals sliding along my back, tickling me with their soft fur.

I found her clit, my tongue flicking over it. That made her groan as she fucked her tongue in and out of my depths. She squirmed more, stuffed animals sliding off of me onto the bed as I writhed. Her hands clutched my ass, squeezing it as she fucked my pussy while I sucked on her clit.

It was such a cute clit. Her little bud. I sucked and nibbled and licked it. She bucked and twitched every time, moaning and cooing into my pussy. I squirmed atop her, my ass clenching beneath her groping hands as she churned such amazing pleasure through me.

It was such a gentle, loving pleasure. The pleasure of friendship shared. All girls should do this with their friends. Even if they were straight. Just sharing this amazing intimacy with them. Carmelita was such a stupid cunt for denying herself what she truly craved.

But it let me dominate her. Which was great for me.

“Alicia,” I moaned, her fingers sliding about my ass, dipping into my crack as her tongue delving into the depths of my pussy. “I’m going to cum! You’re so beautiful!”

“Yes, yes, yes, so are you!” she groaned, her fingers reaching my asshole, caressing it before she lapped through my pussy.

My eyes widened, remembering my sister’s tongue licking at my asshole this evening. How hot it had been when she had worked her tongue into my bowels, swirling it around. I groaned, shuddering atop Alicia, my heart beating with such excitement.

I moaned about her clit, sucking on her bud so hard, as her finger penetrated my asshole. It shoved so deep, sending burning delight rippling through me. I groaned, squirming on her, the excitement building and building between us, the pressure growing in my pussy.

My asshole clenched on her finger, her tongue probing so deep into my snatch.

She was amazing.

Wonderful.

I nibbled on her little bud, everything swelling in my core. I trembled atop her, grinding on her lips, savoring her reaming finger. It probed so deep into my bowels, hot, velvety rapture melting from my asshole to my pussy.

Combining.

Swirling.

Mixing.

Exploding.

I gasped about her clit, bucking hard as my orgasm rushed out of my pussy. My cunt spasmed about her probing tongue, my asshole writhing about her plunging finger. My juices squirted out of her into her mouth.

“Juana!” she groaned, trembling beneath me as I kept sucking on her clit, my moans so throaty as the rapture burned through my mind. “Juana!”

And then she was cumming. Her fresh juices bathed my face. My friend’s passion spilled over me. I released her clit, opening my mouth, drinking them down. It was so amazing. I was so glad she was my friend.

That her family was helping me. Fucking Clint was worth it for all of this.

We moaned and gasped and shuddered together. We feasted on each other’s cream, stuffed animals shifting around us, their furry bodies rubbing on our sides and thighs. I savored it, making love to this sweet, naughty, innocent woman-child.

And I knew when we woke up tomorrow, my sister’s training would continue.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

I didn’t so much as sleep as doze. There was no way to get comfortable. I was helpless, being punished for all the mean things I had done to my sister, to Alicia, to even Lee. I was a cunt to them, and they were getting revenge on me.

I would shift, struggling at my ropes, my arms pulled down before me, my wrists tied between my knees. I was lying on my side, the carpet nowhere thick enough. I felt the hard cement slab beneath it, the true floor.

I couldn’t see a clock. But I could hear one ticking away, marking every second of my torment. When I did fall into sleep, it echoed through my dreams while a dizzying array of memories shot through me. All the pussies I had licked today. How they were different. Alicia’s so tight and fresh. Mrs. Ellison’s thick pussy lips. My sister’s furry muff. Pam’s thick bush. Melody’s sweet snatch. Zoey’s bald muff with her unicorn tattoo staring me in the face. And more. Ms. Hiragawa. My history teacher. Lee’s filthy snatch.

They all burned through my dreams.

I remembered how it felt to lick each of them. How they tasted. How I loved it.

Alone, it was so hard to run away from that fact. I loved licking their pussies. I had enjoyed sliding my tongue through hot folds, even the incestuous snatch belonging to my dyke sister. And the entire time, I shuddered, remembering the humiliation of Clint’s cock firing jizz in me, the shame of begging him to cum in me.

To breed me.

I wasn’t gay. I wasn’t. I couldn’t be. It was such a sin to be gay. I wasn’t a lesbian. I was just confused. They were spanking me. Tying me up. They were all trying to trick me. If they had a pretty guy, someone with a gorgeous, delicate face, a slim body and girlish hips. That was my type of guy. Not someone ruggedly handsome like Clint, with his muscles and body hair and hands rough from work.

He was too manly for me.

I wasn’t gay.

Zoey made me lick her pussy when she and Stefani came back from work. Then I ate Stefani’s snatch, staring at the daffodil she had tattooed on her pubic mound, this beautiful, happy, yellow flower. I had licked her so hard, devouring all her tangy juices. Then I fell back into my doze, hating how wet my pussy was after they left. How much it itched. How much I wanted it licked by my sister. By Alicia. By Lee. By anyone except that faggot Clint.

But I wasn’t gay. I wouldn’t let them trick me. They were all trying to corrupt me. Make me think I wanted to be a sex slave, that I got off on being a dyke. They were all evil.

I was dreaming of eating Juana’s pussy, my little sister praising my skill, which made me only eat her harder, when I felt my body shift. It was almost like someone was carrying me. But I was so tired, I didn’t want to open my eyes.

I was set down on linoleum, the flooring cold on my back. My legs, tied to my arms, were forced to be above me by the rope. I was trussed up like a deer just killed by the hunters. I could hear giggling around me. Girls were watching me. I bet they needed their pussies licked.

Then something was shoved into my pussy. For a moment, fear shot through me. But it wasn’t Clint’s cock. It was hard and plastic, cold but warming up inside my cunt. I shivered, my eyes opening to see a pair of legs over me, golden-brown and leading to a snatch covered in dark fur.

Juana’s pussy.

“Good morning, my naughty little dyke sister-slave,” my Mis…little sister purred a she lowered her pussy to my mouth. “How’d you sleep?”

“Poorly, Mistress,” I said, so groggy, struggling to shed sleep.

And then her tangy pussy was rubbing on my mouth, her curly pubic hairs tickling my lips and cheeks. My tongue licked out before I could stop it, acting on autopilot, and lapped through her silky, hot folds. Her delicious musk coated my tongue, making my pussy clench on the dildo.

It hummed to life. I groaned into my sister’s pussy, my body twitching. It was at the lowest setting, a small vibration that just stirred my cunt into a juicy snatch. I wiggled, my legs and arms pulling on the bonds, wanting to move.

And then Juana let out a sighing groan, like she was relaxing after an exertion, like she was holding in—

Piss splashed into my open, licking mouth. The acrid, bitter urine filled my mouth before I could react. I spluttered, gasping, accidentally swallowing the nasty liquid. It burned down my throat as my head twisted, her pee splashing across my cheeks, spilling across my hair. I smelled it as I breathed. It reached my hair, soaking into it.

“Oh, yes, that’s soooooo good,” moaned Juana. “Mmm, be a good slave and drink it, Carmelita. This is your job.”

“Yeah, dyke-slut,” the hateful Lee giggled.

The vibrator hummed faster. I shuddered, Juana’s piss splashing across my face. I clamped my lips shut, hating the pleasure rippling out of my pussy as the humiliation of her piss squirmed through me. This was so disgusting, and she was making me enjoy it.

That bitch.

Then Juana’s piss petered out. She stood up, some urine clinging to her pubic hair. I stared up at her, smelling the acrid stuff, feeling it pool on my skin, some gathering in the hollow of my throat. I blinked, my cheeks burning. She held the remote to my vibrator in her hand.

“You got piss all over your face,” she said. “Well, we expected this. That’s why we’re in the kitchen.”

I blinked, realizing I was. Her piss that had ran off of me was puddling beneath my hair and shoulders. I shivered, feeling it on my skin, wanting to get it off. Around me, all of Clint’s family stood: Lee, his mother, my teacher, the rest of his sisters, Mrs. Hiragawa, Stefani. They all were naked, all looking at me with such…eagerness.

“Oh, no,” I groaned, my pussy clenching on the vibrator humming away.

“Oh, yes,” Alicia said brightly, pushing up her glasses before she straddled my face, rubbing her bald beaver on my lips. Her juices were so fresh. She pinned my head in place with her knees, not letting me get away from her pussy. From her urethra.

The vibrator hummed louder.

I groaned, my mouth opening just as Alicia’s piss spurted out of her pussy. She let out mewling moans of delight as her acrid urine poured into my mouth. It filled it up before I could clamp my jaws shut. I shuddered in disgust, forced to swallow as her piss streamed against my closed lips, spilling across my chin and cheeks to her thighs.

She ground her pussy on me, her piss flowing about my face. I breathed that horrid scent in through my nose, shuddering, groaning. It burned down my throat. I felt hers and Juana’s urine in my stomach. I drank their nasty piss.

My pussy grew hotter, the vibrator churning me away.

Tears fell down my cheeks as Alicia shuddered, a few final spurts of piss squirting out, and then she rose. “Oh, I have wanted to do that for sooooooo long.”

“Yes, you have, cupcake,” Melody said, such a malicious smile on the blonde’s lips.

“I find morning piss to be the strongest,” Lee said. “The most bitterest and nasty. You are so lucky.”

Then she leaned over and kissed me on the lips, tasting the mix of our sisters’ piss on my lips. I squirmed, hating it even as my pussy swelled with rapture, that damned vibrator humming away, sending pleasure that crashed into the shame.

“You have never been a good student,” Ms. Samuels, my history teacher, purred as she lowered her shaved pussy to my mouth.

“Please, no,” I groaned, twisting my head away.

But she grabbed my urine soaked hair in her hand, yanking my face upward into her pussy. Her urine came out as forceful stream, striking my sealed closed lips. Hot piss spilled over my face, washing like a flood. I groaned, feeling the heat trickle down my cheeks, mixing with my humiliated tears.

“Oh, yes, you were so mean at school. Such a bully. And this is how bullies are treated.”

“Yes!” Lee groaned in pure rapture.

I hated it even as another throaty moan rose in my throat. The pleasure made me all confused. The damned vibrator kept my pussy loving this, craving more humiliation. I fought against my swelling orgasm. I didn’t want to cum while being pissed on.

“Please,” I whined as Ms. Samuels rose, her large tits heaving. “Please, I’m sorry for being a bully.”

“Admit you’re a lesbian,” Juana said, clicking up the vibrator in my pussy to the next setting.

It hummed so loudly. And I saw it, as my cunt drank in the delight, my orgasm swelling fast, their evil game driving me to a humiliating climax. This was how they would trick me. They would do something so disgusting and force me to admit I was lesbian. To believe it.

“No!” I howled, my pussy drinking in the vibrations. They rippled through me. I breathed in acrid piss, feeling it pool around my head and shoulders, more running down my neck. There were even droplets splattered on my breasts. “I’m not a lesbian!”

Clint grabbed his cock, aiming it at my pussy being churned to an orgasmic froth by the vibrator, and unleashed his urine. The hot stream struck my shaved pussy, spilling around my labia stretched open about the humming toy. I gasped, the degrading liquid running down my snatch and dribbling to my ass. It sent a hot surge of exhilaration warming my body.

Then Lee turned around, bending over me, and her piss spurted out of her pussy, splashing on my tits. Hot urine rained down on me. Melody and Pam joined her, leaning out, two more streams of the disgusting liquid striking me. The other women—Zoey, Stefani, Mrs. Hiragawa, and Mrs. Elliston—all pressed in, there asses meeting over me.

So much piss rained on me. They showered me in it. It hit every part of my skin, washing up my face, pouring over my tits. I screamed out, urine splashing in my mouth. My clit ached as the warm flood covered it. The humiliating liquid pooled in my bellybutton.

They drenched me. They degraded me.

Juana smirked standing over me. She held the remote. Clicked the button.

The vibrator buzzed so loudly, churning my pussy as the urine fell on me. The exploding humming struck the shameful exhilaration. They were humiliating me. Demeaning me. They were taking such enjoyment at pissing on me.

I exploded.

My orgasm roared through my body. I gasped and trembled and screamed out in rapture as the pleasure rushed through my body. I groaned and twitched and gasped. My eyes rolled back into my head. The heat surged through me.

Stars detonated before my eyes.

My body heaved, urine sloshing about my skin.

It dribbled and splattered my body. So hot. So nasty. So disgusting. Just perfect for a filthy slut like me.

My pussy spasmed about the humming toy. My mind drowned in rapture while my body drowned in urine. I had never cum so hard in my life. My body heaved at the soaked rope, the strands growing so tight as the rope absorbed their piss.

And the vibrator kept churning me. It kept making my pussy cum and cum and cum. Tsunamis of humiliated ecstasy crashed over and over into my mind. And the entire time, my Mistress stood over me, staring down at me, knowing she owned me.

That she would do this to me whenever she wanted.

I squeezed my eyes shut, breathing in urine, tasting piss in my mouth, and screamed out my rapture. This would never end. It would go on and on and on. I had to be strong. I had to fight them. They wouldn’t reprogram me.

No matter how much my body loved it.

To be continued…
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Carmelita Campo

The vibrator died in my pussy. I shuddered, moaned, the rapture still rippling through me. My every breath was full of the scent of piss. That acrid reek. So much pee. It covered every bit of my body, soaked my hair, drenched my pussy. I tasted it in my mouth, felt it in my stomach. I hated how hard I had cum as Clint and his degenerate harem had urinated on me.

And I hated that huge smirk on my Mi…little sister’s face as she stared down at me, naked, her fourteen-year-old, golden-brown body petite, her breasts budding. And her pussy… So tight, covered by a fine down of dark hair. Wet with piss and pussy juices.

I licked my lips. Then flinched, tasting more piss.

“That is what you get for being a meanie bully!” Alicia huffed, glaring down at me with righteous anger, her eyes hard behind her glasses, her schoolgirl pigtails swaying about her face. She was fifteen, a year younger than me, but looked like a little girl, no tits, her pussy shaved bald. She was a freak. They all were.

I had every right to pick on the bitch.

“Apologize for picking on Alicia,” my little sister said, glaring at me. “Or we’ll piss on you all day. We have lots of iced tea and soda in the house. It’ll be a never-ending stream of women and Clint coating your body.”

I flinched, suddenly so eager to obey, to please my Mi…little sister. “I’m so sorry for being such a cunt to you, Alicia.” I looked up at her. “I didn’t have any right to insult you and call you names.”

“Thank you,” Alicia said brightly.

“Good job, my sister-slave,” Juana beamed at me, staring down.

Clint, his arms folded across his brawny chest, nodded his head in approval, his cock hard before him, piss dribbling from the tip. I shuddered, hating him being here the most. Out of all the people around me, Clint’s huge harem of sisters and mothers, he was the one that made me feel the most humiliated.

But I wasn’t gay. I liked guys. Just not guys like the brawny faggot before me.

Strangely, there was no mention of me picking on Lee. The sixteen-year-old stood beside her half-sister, her black hair cut short. She was developing nice, round breasts, her hands rubbing her pregnant belly. She wasn’t showing, yet, but it couldn’t be much longer. Why hadn’t they insisted I apologize for all the mean things I said to her after last year? I had been merciless after she shaved her pussy and then masturbated in the locker room.

“You came hard,” Ms. Samuels, my former history teacher, said. She taught at my high school and was Lee and Melody’s mother. And Clint’s whore. She knelt down beside me, heedless of the piss puddling around me. “You are such a humiliation slut. You’re body got off on it.”

I flushed. I did. And that made me feel like such a whore.

I squirmed, not wanting to admit it to them. My wrists and ankles throbbed. Ropes bound my hands to my legs, forcing all four of my limbs to stick up in the air above me. I had been trussed up like this since last night, forced to sleep on my side on the living room floor.

Clint grabbed a knife from the counter. Sudden fear shot through me. What was he doing with the knife? He grabbed my legs. I squirmed, trying to break away, but my muscles were all knotted. I whimpered.

“The ropes are soaked with pee,” he said, the knife sawing at my bonds. “We’ll never get them off. And they’re growing too tight. Don’t want you to lose circulation.”

I blinked at that as he cut through the ropes. Suddenly, my limbs were free, falling to the puddles of piss spread out across the floor. I flexed my fingers, numbing tingles racing through them as he rose. “Thanks.”

“We’re not here to harm you, just humiliate you and get you to understand your place,” he said, his words so strong. He was teaching my older sister how to be like him, dominate. He had his women, even the ones he loved, jumping when he snapped his fingers.

“Lee,” Juana barked, “help my slutty, dyke-whore sister to the bathroom and clean her off. She’s filthy.”

“Yes, she is,” my former friend chortled. “Come on, pee-slut, let’s get you cleaned off. Ooh, the entire family pissed on you. You lucky girl.”

“You’re fucked up,” I muttered as she seized my pee-soaked arm and helped me stand.

“I am,” she grinned. “And so are you. The sooner you admit that, the happier you’ll be.”

I was not gay. I was not a humiliation slut. The vibrator made me cum. Not the piss. I didn’t get off on being degraded. Only a freak like Lee, a fucking slut-whore, would.

Walking was…different. My legs were numb after spending the night bound. My muscles weak. I groaned, clutching to Lee, pressing my pee-soaked body against hers. She didn’t mind one bit. She just gave me a toothy grin as she led me out of the kitchen. Plastic had been spread across the floor on the path between here and the bathroom, protecting the carpet from the piss dripping off of me.

“Clint?” I asked, nodding at the plastic.

“He’s like our father,” Lee said, “always knows how to do things, you know. Fix things. Thinks ahead.”

Behind me, I could hear him barking orders for the kitchen to be cleaned. “I thought they’d make me clean it up.”

“Oh, they would have,” Lee said, “but our mothers would never stand the kitchen being so filthy for so long. And, frankly, you’re in no condition to after a night spent in bondage. Juana doesn’t want you hurt.”

“She just wants me on my knees licking her pussy,” I muttered. “Like I’m a lesbiana puta!”

“Lesbiana?” Lee said. “I like how hot lesbian sounds in Spanish.”

I flushed, shifting.

“When are you going to admit you’re gay, Carmelita?” she asked as she helped me climb into the downstairs shower. It was tiny, tight with both of us in there.

I leaned against the wall as she turned on the water. I gasped, the cold falling on me, and shrieked, “Why does everyone think I’m gay?”

“Oh, the way you love eating pussy and hate Clint fucking you.” She shook her head. “If you were straight, you’d have the hots for Clint. He is a hunk.”

“I like pretty boys,” I muttered.

“Girly boys,” Lee giggled. “Effeminate guys that look so cute, like a girl?”

My cheeks warmed. I shook my head. “I begged for Clint to breed me! Would a lesbiana do that?”

Lee patted my stomach. “And we’re all hoping he did. You’ll make a good mommy-slave for Juana. She’ll love suckling from your tits and will enjoy your breast milk.”

I ducked my hair beneath the spray, letting it wash out the piss. I snagged shampoo, lathering my hands, and attacking my locks with such aggression. Lee’s hands caressed my body at the same moment, washing me with a bar of white soap that smelled fresh.

I closed my eyes, savoring the heat washing over me, her hands so delicate. I had fantasized so many times about making Lee eat my pussy. Ever since she shaved herself and masturbated before our PE class last year. And now she was touching me, caressing me.

A heat grew in my pussy as she lathered my round breasts. My nipples tingled beneath her touch. Her body pressed into my back, her nipples hard. Her shaved pussy rubbed on my ass as she wiggled her hips.

I let out a soft moan. Warm water and caressing hands. I closed my eyes, trying to forget about this weekend. About being my Mi…sister’s sex slave. I took deep breaths, my fingers twitching as I braced them against the walls. Lee’s hands went farther and farther south down my belly.

Washing towards my pussy.

I whimpered again, her fingers brushing my landing strip leading down to my cunt. My clit throbbed, my nipples ached. My hips wiggled, rubbing my ass back into her hot flesh. Lower and lower her fingers washed, crossing my pudenda.

And then she was touching my clit.

“Yes,” I sighed, savoring the feel of her delicate finger caressing my clit.

“Like that?” she asked, massaging my bud in small circles.

“Mmm,” I moaned.

“So you like a girl touching your clit?” she asked, a mischievous tone to her words. “Naughty dyke.”

“I’m not gay!” I insisted. My father’s words rang through my ears: Faggots and dykes are all degenerates, Carmelita. They’re disgraces to their parents. They weren’t raised right. That’s why they fall for such degeneracy. You’d never disgrace me, right, my little mermaid?

I never would. I wasn’t a degenerate.

“Why do you resist so much?” Lee asked, her fingers sliding past my clit. I gasped as she penetrated two into my pussy. I was so hot and juicy inside, her fingers pumping in and out. “Why do you pretend you’re not gay when your pussy is on fire?”

“You’re touching my clit and fingering my twat! Any girl would be wet,” I protested.

She yanked her fingers out of my pussy and then backed away. She smacked my ass hard, sending pain rippling through me. I was still bruised from being flogged and spanked last night. I shuddered, my pussy clenching, such heat in me.

“On your knees, slave, and lick my pussy,” Lee snapped, her voice sounding so strangely powerful.

“What?” I blinked.

“You heard me, lesbiana puta!”

CRACK!

“On your knees! I’m in charge of you right now! Your Mistress handed you over to me! Now kneel!”

I fell to my knees before I could even think, the shower raining down on the top of my head. Water poured down my face. Then she seized my hair, yanked my head around, forcing me to turn on my knees. The rough texture of the shower floor rubbed on my legs as I turned.

And came face to face with Lee’s pussy.

She seized my hair, pulling my face into her snatch. She was wet, tasting tangy. Her hot flesh rubbed on my lips as my tongue slid out through her flesh, no hesitation. I had to please her. I was my Mi…little sister’s sex slave. Lee was right. Juana had given me to Lee so I had to…

What was wrong with me?

But I didn’t stop licking. Not once I had my tongue buried in her yummy pussy. Her tart juices covered my lips. The shower water fell on my back, massaging me. Streams of water ran down to my breasts, brushing my hard nipples as I feasted.

“Mmm, yes,” groaned Lee. “How can you claim you’re not gay when you love pussy like that? You don’t just eat it, you devour it. No hesitation. No revulsion. You just love the flavor of my cunt, don’t you?”

I flinched. I did. “I’m tired. I’m confused.” I took another lick of her tart juices, making her shudder. “You’ve all made me eat so much pussy, it’s starting to taste normal.”

“Liar,” Lee chortled, seizing my wet hair and holding me in place. She ground her pussy on my lips, her hips wiggling. “You just love eating pussy. Mmm, yes, you do. You’re a naughty cunt-muncher. A muff-diver. And you’re sooooo good. Oh, yes, dive that tongue into my depths. Just snorkel away in my snatch.”

I did, sliding my tongue as deep into her cunt as I could. I wiggled it around, swirling it, bathing the walls of her pussy. And savored the tangy juices pouring into my lips. I shuddered, my hips wiggling, such naughty flavors pouring into my mouth.

Her round breasts jiggled above me as I feasted on her pregnant pussy. A child grew in her womb, planted there by Clint. Suddenly, this was so humiliating. I was eating out one of Clint’s cunts. This pussy wasn’t pure. Clint’s cock had fucked it.

Shame squirmed through my pussy. I might be bred, too.

I ate hard, faster. My tongue flew through her folds. My nose brushed her clit. Then I was sucking on her bud, making her gasp and moan. Her body quivered, her face twisting with pleasure. She ground her cunt on my lips.

“Yes, yes, yes, such a good pussy licker. Oh, yes, you’re such a good lesbian. Oh, feast on me, Carmelita!”

Her words echoed through the bathroom.

“Make me cum on your face! I’m going to drown you in pussy juices!”

I shuddered, my own cunt on fire. I shoved my right hand between my thighs, frigging myself. My clit throbbed beneath my fingers. I shuddered, delight rippling through my snatch. I moaned into her cunt, my fingers dancing over my clit.

I wanted to cum so badly. I was so turned on.

I moaned as I sucked on her clit. I nibbled on it, making her buck and moan. Her short, black hair danced about her face twisting with rapture. She bucked hard, smearing her hot pussy across my hungry mouth.

“You lezzie slut!” she howled.

Tangy juices flooded my mouth. I made her cum. I gave her pleasure. I pleased her.

My fingers frigged my clit harder, faster. My cunt clenched as I drank down Lee’s pussy cream. I groaned, feeling the warm juices wash down my chin to my neck. I shuddered, the shower hammering my back, my fingers dancing on my clit.

My orgasms building and building.

“Oh, fuck, you are such a lezzie whore!” groaned Lee, her body bucking. “Yes, yes, yes, you know how to make a woman cum!”

My clit throbbed beneath my fingers. The pressure swelled in me. I moaned into her cunt, so close to exploding.

And then she let go of my hair and stepped back. I stared up at her, panting, whining with aching need, my pussy clenching. Her hand shot down, seizing my right arm, and ripped my fingers from my pussy. She grinned at me.

“Slaves only get to cum when their Master or Mistress permits,” she told me. “Did Juana tell you to cum in the shower?”

“No,” I blinked. “But Clint didn’t tell you you could cum.”

“Sure he did,” she laughed, turning off the shower. Then she licked my finger, tasting my juices. “Mmm, you were wet. Eating my pussy so turned you on.”

“No,” I protested, my cheeks burning with even more shame. I couldn’t be a lesbian. They had screwed me up. “You touched me. That’s all.”

“Riiiiight,” Lee said, stepping out of the shower. “You’ve only been thinking about eating my pussy for a year. Ever since you watched me shave.”

I flushed, tears beading my eyes. I…had been thinking about her. Not me eating her pussy, except in dark moments while masturbating, but her eating mine. So what was wrong with me now? Why was I…so turned on? I wanted to cum eating her pussy. I…enjoyed it. Father would be so disappointed in me. I was eating pussy. I…masturbated. I didn’t want to be gay. This was all a trick. They were all fucking with my head. My Mistr…little sister, Clint, his sluts. They were trying to trick me.

I would not disappoint my father!

“Come on, breakfast should be ready,” Lee said, throwing a towel at me. “Let’s move, lezzie-slut!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

“There’s my little bitch,” I grinned when Carmelita, her hair still damp, followed Lee out of the bathroom. The air smelled so fresh, the piss quickly cleaned up, bacon and eggs now frying. But I was having a breakfast of sliced fruit.

And so was my sister.

My pussy was stuffed so full.

“Mistress,” Carmelita said, her body stiff, her eyes red. Had she been crying?

Good.

“I bet you’re hungry,” I said, twisting in my seat. Juices trickled out of me, soaking into the mat I sat on. Naked girls had to sit on mats to keep from ruining the chairs with their juices. They were washed, so Clint claimed, every day.

“I am, Mistress,” she said, glancing to the kitchen. Clint and his harem were in there, crowding around the island, laughing, joking, so comfortable with each other. Lee joined them, goosing Alicia’s ass which caused Clint and Melody both to smack her rear hard.

How she beamed at that.

“Well, bitches eat from bowls on their hands and knees,” I commanded my older sister. “So get down on them.”

She obeyed. No objection, no fighting. There was such an alacrity to it. She was being conditioned to obey. She was tired and clearly horny. Lee had done her task well this morning. Clint’s plan was going perfectly.

When he woke me up early this morning to tell me about it, I became so wet. It had been so hot to piss in Carmelita’s mouth. I’d make her do that every morning. Drink my piss before licking me to a screaming orgasm.

“Now come here and eat from your bowl,” I said, pushing my chair out from the table, the legs squeaking on the hardwood floors in here.

“Bowl?” she asked, looking confused, not seeing one.

I spread my legs. My pussy bulged with pieces of fruit. Peaches, orange slices, bananas, and little blueberries. One fell out, rolling onto the pink mat, covered in my juices. “Your bowl’s right here. I have all your favorite fruits in here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said as she crawled towards me. Her stomach rumbled loud enough for me to hear it.

“Oh, someone’s hungry for pussy this morning,” I giggled. “My big sis just craves my cunt, right?”

She flinched then muttered, “Yes, Mistress.”

I closed my legs as she reached me. “Try to sound enthusiastic. I am letting you eat your breakfast out of my pussy. You should be thankful. Not acting like a pouting bitch.”

“Sorry, Mistress.” She took a deep breath, forcing a smile on her lips. “I am so hungry to eat your pussy this morning.”

I could see it in her eyes. She meant it. And there was something like…relief. Like by forcing her to say it, she could pretend she really wasn’t a lesbian. Just forced to follow my orders. And that irked me. I wanted her to admit that she was gay like me. To embrace this instead of fighting it.

Damn. What more did I have to do?

And then I groaned as she pushed her face between my thighs. I shuddered as her lips nuzzled into my pussy. Her teeth pulled out a piece of fruit from my over-stuffed pussy. I smiled, loving her jaw chewing, eating the fruit covered in my tangy musk.

“Oh, yes, just enjoy the fruit coated in my cream. Peaches and cream, your favorite.”

“Yes, Mistress, thank you, Mistress,” she said before nuzzling in and snagging another piece of fruit.

Her curving ass wiggled back and forth. Bruises were blossoming across it, blotches of purple fading to browns and yellows. It added splashes of character to her heart-shaped rump. I loved the squirming.

Her pussy was on fire. She enjoyed this.

Her tongue probed into my pussy, pulling out a little blueberry. She ate it, moaning her enjoyment before diving in to get more and more. I twitched and shuddered, my pussy absorbing the pleasure of her tongue reaching in, the feel of fruit sliding out of my snatch.

But the ripples of delight came from the sheer fact my big sis was eating the fruit out of my pussy. That she was devouring my cunt and obeying me. It was so naughty. I wanted to feed her pussy-flavored fruit like this every day.

“Oh, yes, get out every piece of fruit,” I groaned, my pussy clenching, trying to force out the pieces of fruit deeper in me. “Just such a cunt-hungry slut. God, I love my sister-slave.”

Carmelita shuddered, her hands squeezing my thighs as she feasted. Her tongue kept reaching in, swirling, finding more and more of the fruit in me. She pulled out slices of bananas, blueberries, juicy oranges, and peaches. She pressed her face into my cunt, eating so hard.

Her nose rubbed my clit as she ate. Pleasure rippled through me. I groaned and gasped, my juices flowing, staining her lips. I loved the sounds of her chewing, eating the pussy-infused fruit. My breasts jiggled, my nipples aching.

And then she thrust her fingers into my pussy, probing in for the deepest pieces of fruit. I gasped, being fingered by her. Delight rippled through me. I groaned, my eyes opening so wide as she played with my snatch.

And pulled out the fruit from my depths.

She popped a piece of peach into her mouth, chewing, lips smeared with my cream. I groaned, loving what she was doing. She jammed her fingers back in, snagging an orange slice coated in my juices.

And ate it.

“Yes, yes, keep feasting,” I moaned as she buried her face back into my pussy, wiggling her tongue in, hooking a blueberry into her hungry mouth.

My pleasure mounted, swelled. This was so hot. I had her obedience. Now I just had to get her to admit she loved this. That she was a lesbian. Then my older sister would truly be my dyke-slave. I groaned, my pussy clenching so hard, pushing out the last piece of fruit into her mouth.

She snagged it, pulling it out of my cunt, her fingers rubbing at my clit. Massaging my bud. I gasped, bucking, and then my orgasm burst through me. My head threw back. I squirmed, my pussy spasming.

She drank down the wash of tangy juices flooding out of my cunt. She moaned, slurping down my cream. The rapture shot through me. This was so hot. I groaned, my thighs tightening about her head as my orgasm shot so hard through me.

“Yes, yes, yes, you’re such a good pussy-eater. Oh, Carmelita, my sexy sister-slave, you are the best! Such a great muff-diver. You ate all your breakfast.”

“Yes, she did,” Clint applauded.

I opened my eyes, blinking, seeing him watching, his mother kneeling before him and sucking on his cock. Melody was beside him, her mother eating her pussy. Ms. Samuels devoured her daughter’s pussy, Melody’s blonde hair spilling about her shoulders.

“She feasted,” grinned the blonde.

“Yes, she did,” chortled Lee, feeding Pam a piece of bacon she had pulled out of her own pussy.

“Just admit it, Carmelita,” I groaned, my pleasure peaking. “Just admit you’re gay!”

Carmelita didn’t answer. She just kept eating my pussy. I shuddered, another orgasm shivering through me. I groaned, the chair creaking and groaning as I thrashed. Rapture shuddered through me. It boiled my brain. I loved everyone watching us, watching my sister eat her breakfast like the lezzie bitch she was.

“Oh, linda, you are so good at eating pussy,” I praised, using my pet name for my sister when we were growing up. She was such a pretty girl.

Then the front door opened and closed. A moment later, Ms. Hiragawa appeared. Pam’s mother was dressed in a trench coat. She opened it, revealing she was naked beneath. She dropped the paper bag on the table, PetSmart’s logo on the side.

“Your package, Mistress Juana,” she purred before moving back to Clint and falling down to her knees.

She joined his mother at sucking at his cock.

I grinned, snatching the bag and pulling out the dog’s collar. It was red and stiff, the fabric scratchy. “Well, Carmelita, it’s official, you’re a bitch. See.” I bumped the tag dangling from it, a name embossed on it. “What does that say?”

Carmelita looked up, her face falling. “Carmelita.”

“That’s right.” I unbuckled the collar and put it around my sister’s neck, cinching it tight. I shuddered, almost cumming just from the sight. “You’re my bitch forever.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, her head lowered in shame, her hips still wiggling.

She must be on fire right now. Good.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

I crawled after my sister through the house. She, weirdly enough, had to do some chores. “Everyone has chores here,” Juana explained as she polished the furniture in the living room. I knelt behind her, staring at her ass. “And since I’m a guest, I have to, too. Even Clint does things.”

“Manly things,” Alicia said, using a duster nearby. “He takes out the garbage and mows the lawn and fixes things.”

So I crawled after Juana like a dog. She didn’t get much cleaning done. She would start something for a few minutes, then she would press back into my face, almost by accident, rubbing her ass against my face and then her hot pussy.

“Oh, be a good bitch and lick me,” she’d moan.

And then I’d be devouring her pussy. My tongue would be sliding through my little sister’s tangy folds, her wispy pubic hair rubbing on my cheeks, tickling me. The first time, she still had the lingering taste of orange from breakfast. But I licked that all up before Juana came.

Juices trickled down my chin. I was constantly smelling her pussy. Her cream never quite dried on my face. There was always a fresh coat applied before too long. My little sister was so horny, getting off on degrading me the way I used to degrade her.

But she was a lesbian. She should have been happy licking my pussy. Why did she have to ruin everything by making this deal with Clint? Why did she have to blackmail me into being her cunt-eating slave?

“Oh, yes, my lezzie big sis is such a good cunt-muncher,” she’d moan. Or, “Yes, yes, yes, make me cum all over that pussy-loving mouth, bitch!” or “That’s it, such a good muff-diving, cunt-eating sister-slave! Oh, you just love pussy!”

I didn’t. They had me all confused. Eat something enough, and you’d come to love anything. And I had eaten so much pussy my tongue was growing sore from licking through her snatch. It had me breathing in her musk. I devoured her, almost convinced I must love doing this.

It was the fourth time licking her pussy in the living room, when Alicia joined the fun. Juana had moved onto polishing the wooden parts of the couch. She had bent over, wiggling her ass just inches from my face, her pussy growing juicier and juicier.

Then she backed up.

“Whoops. Forgot you were there, bitch. But since you’re a pussy-licking dyke, you probably are hungry again. I mean, it’s been a few minutes since you had any cunt. Just jam that tongue in me and make me cum. You’ll get all the cream you crave.”

So of course I did. I plunged my tongue deep into my sister’s hot cunt, savoring the flavor of her tangy cream, my body shuddering at the incestuous delight. This was so taboo. So wrong. We were sisters, and I was devouring her cunt.

My own cunt was on fire. Juices poured down my thighs as I wiggled my hips. Such heat burned in me. My fingers tensed on the carpet. My pussy clenched as I plunged my tongue so deep into her twat. I just wanted to cum.

It had been so long since I had cum. I had eaten her pussy so many times without satisfaction. And had eaten Lee’s, too. I missed the vibrator. I’d let them piss on me if they’d let me cum right now. I’d do anything. I’d lie and say I loved pussy like I had at breakfast.

I didn’t. No matter how good it tasted.

“Ooh, what a tasty sight,” Alicia said from behind me.

And then I groaned into my Mist…little sister’s cunt. Someone was touching me. Alicia’s slim fingers rubbed up and down my pussy. She caressed me, teasing me. I groaned, savoring her touch sliding up and down my pussy.

I’d never tease her again. Not for taking pity on me. I needed this.

Her slim fingers penetrated my snatch. My pussy clenched on them. I ate my sister harder, pleasure rippling through me as Alicia pumped her two digits in and out of me. I drank in the friction, wiggling my hips, fucking back into her plunges.

“Oh, yes, eat my cunt, big sis,” panted Juana. “Oh, such a good carpet-diver. Mmm, you are devouring my clam. You love it.”

Her juices dripped down my chin as I just kept eating her snatch, concentrating on Alicia’s fingers. I groaned, so low and throaty, when a third finger entered me. My pussy loved it, her fingers stretching out my hole. I wiggled more, juices pouring down my thighs.

“Oh, she loves my fingers in her pussy,” giggled Alicia. “Your bitch is such a dyke.”

“She is! Oh, god, Alicia, she is just devouring my pussy. She loves cunt so much. She never gets tired of it.”

“And you’re such a good mistress for giving your dyke-bitch what she craves.” Alicia smacked my burning ass. “You should thank your mistress, lezzie-slave, for letting you eat her pussy.”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching on Alicia’s fingers. “Thank you, Mistress, for letting your slave eat your pussy.”

“Oh, you are sooooo welcome. Mmm, jam that tongue into my twat and make me cum!”

I did. I was a slave. I just had to obey. I didn’t really like pussy. I was just confused. It was easier cooperating. I swirled my tongue through her pussy as Alicia thrust a fourth finger into my snatch. I gasped, trembling as she pumped them in and out of me so fast.

My orgasm swelled, the friction burning through my stretched-out cunt. I shuddered, my tongue caressing the depths of my Mist…little sister’s cunt. I squeezed my eyes shut, savoring Alicia’s delicious fingers stirring such delight through me.

She jammed her fingers in deep. I groaned as they curled, forming a fist in me. My pussy stretched wider and wider. My eyes bulged as she rammed her fist into the depths of my pussy. I felt my labia stretching over her wrist, her forearm entering me. She went so deep.

“Holy fucking shit!” I gasped as Alicia pulled her fist back and punched it into my pussy.

She giggled in delight. “Oh, I love fisting girls! Your pussy is so cute stretched around my fist.”

“Keep licking me, slave,” groaned Juana. “And you better not cum before I do!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, burying my tongue back into her twat, licking so fast, so frantic.

I had to make her cum. To make her explode on my tongue. Because that fist reaming my cunt was amazing. Alicia pumped it in and out of me so hard, so fast, punching it into my depths. I felt her knuckles pressing against my sensitive flesh. The pleasure rippled through me, making me squirm and gasp.

It was amazing. I groaned, shuddering, rippling as my orgasm built and built. I wanted to let it explode through me, to let my pussy writhe on Alicia’s punching fist. But I couldn’t. I had to make my sister cum.

I latched onto her clit. I sucked so hard, my nose pressed into the folds of her pussy as I loved her clit. She squirmed and gasped, hot juices pouring over my face. I shuddered, putting my all into it as the rapture swelled and swelled in me.

Alicia giggled. “Oh, she’s so close to cumming. She just wants to explode on my fist.”

“She better not!” hissed Juana. “You will be a good slave-bitch and make me cum!”

I nipped her clit, sucking so hard. My pussy clenched down hard on Alicia’s plunging fist as I fought my orgasm. I held it at bay, trembling as the rapture swelled and swelled in me. My eyes rolled back into my head. The pressure was so great in the furnace of my pussy, just begging to explode out of me.

And then Juana came.

“Yes! You lezzie slut! Yes!”

Hot, incestuous cream poured into my mouth. I opened wide, sealing my mouth over her cunt, drinking her cream as Alicia rammed her fist into my twat. I gasped, my pussy convulsing about her arm. My orgasm exploded so hard in the depths of my cunt.

Rapture shot through me.

A flood of ecstasy drowned me.

I drank it in, sucking on my sister’s cunt. I drank down her tangy cream as stars burst over my eyes. Juana let out a groaning moan, pressing her pussy back against my lips. And then more than pussy juices were flooding past my lips.

Acrid piss splashed into my mouth.

I gasped, swallowing it with the pussy cream, not caring that my sister urinated into my mouth as the rapture shot through me. My pussy convulsed even harder, humiliating ecstasy raging through me as I gulped down mouthful after mouthful of hot piss.

“Yes, yes, yes, you nasty piss-slut!” howled Juana. “My big sis is a lezzie whore who loves drinking my piss!”

“Yes, she is!” Alicia groaned, pumping her fist in and out of my spasming pussy.

I didn’t care. I just drank in the pleasure of my orgasm. Wave after wave of rapture shot through me. I gulped down all the piss, sucking on my sister’s cunt. Her tangy juices swirled with the acrid urine, mixing in my mouth before sliding down hot to my belly.

I was such a whore.

“Oh, god, I need to pee, too,” Alicia howled, yanking her fist out of my cunt.

I didn’t fight as she yanked my face from my sister’s pussy. Alicia’s girlish, hairless twat pressed into my lips. Her budding tits jiggled, her glasses slipping on her nose, as she groaned. Her hot piss splashed into my mouth.

I drank it all down. I gulped it, my body buzzing with shame and euphoria. I savored her fresh pussy juices and acrid piss. I clutched her ass, my tongue licking through her folds the moment she stopped pissing.v

And made her cum, too.

They drank water all day, giggling, making me drink piss and lick their pussies. It tasted better and better every time. I started to hunger for it as I crawled after the giggling girls. Everything was so fucked up. I couldn’t think straight.

Sometimes, I even thought I was gay. That this was the way things should be.

But father’s words echoed. I wouldn’t be a degenerate lesbian! I wouldn’t disappoint him!

And then Clint walked into the living room naked, Lee heeling him. I pulled my lips from his little sister’s pussy, panting, my mouth full of fresh pussy juices and piss. Clint’s eyes were hard as he stared at me, his cock throbbing hard before him. In his hands, he held a pair of handcuffs.

“I hear you still claim not to be gay, bitch,” he said, his voice so deep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

“I’m not,” Carmelita whined even as she licked her lips, covered in my little sister’s piss and pussy juices.

“She’s being a stubborn slut,” hissed Juana. Her hand cracked hard on Carmelita’s ass, making her yelp.

I seized Carmelita’s hands, yanking them behind her back, and deftly snapped the cuffs on her. I had done this so many times. She squirmed, the metal biting into her wrists. Then I moved to the couch and sat down. Lee knelt before me, her right cheek resting on my knee.

“Then crawl over here, bitch, and suck my cock,” I ordered. “If you’re not gay.”

“Or lick my pussy if you’re gay,” Juana said. “I could piss again.”

The bitch hesitated, her eyes flashing to my cock then to her younger sister’s pussy. She shuddered, her arms squirming. Then she turned to me on her knees, her golden-brown tits jiggling, and crawled to me. It was slow with her hands cuffed behind her. She shuffled her legs, her face twisted with disgust that made my dick throb so hard.

She was so committed to it she would rather pretend to love my cock then lick her sister’s pussy. It made me hard. It made me ache to help Carmelita embrace who she was. And it was so hot to have a lesbian suck my dick.

Having Juana do it yesterday had been satisfying. Her price for my help. I had a phone full of pictures from Coach Young and the fun he was having thanks to my advice. And, of course, James was happy banging his mom and sister now. And his mother, Dr. Bernice Wilson, would help my family out since she was my women’s gynecologist. Having her embrace incest would keep her from talking about my harem’s situation.

“You sure you’re not gay?” I asked her when she reached me, staring into her eyes.

“Yes!” she hissed, her head leaning forward. She opened her mouth, shivering, her eyes squeezed shut, and swallowed the tip of my cock.

And then she didn’t do anything. She just knelt there, her mouth about my dick.

“Stupid slave, you have to suck,” Lee snapped, smacking Carmelita’s rump.

She moaned about my cock, nicking me with her teeth. I winched and Lee’s face flared red. She cracked her hand hard again on the bitch’s ass as she snarled, “And mind your teeth! You’re here to please my Master, not hurt him.”

“If you hate sucking cock, admit what you are. Your Sister-Mistress’s cunt awaits,” I said, running my hand through Carmelita’s hair.

Her face tightened. And then she sucked. She stared up at me, the disgust so plain on her face. And that just made my dick ache harder. It was the worst blowjob I had ever received, but the degrading excitement kept my dick hard.

Because I knew that even though she hated it, her pussy was dripping wet right now. She was like Lee and Aunt Vicky, a humiliation slut. And what was more humiliating for a lesbian than choosing to suck cock over pussy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

His precum tasted horrible. I wanted to throw-up. But I wouldn’t. I would show them all. A lesbian wouldn’t suck cock with this much enthusiasm. She wouldn’t moan while sucking so hard. She wouldn’t swirl her tongue about the crown of his cock and make the man groan.

“Yes,” Clint grunted. “Suck my cock, you little dyke-slut. I bet your pussy’s so wet.”

I gasped about Clint’s cock, Lee’s hand diving between my thighs. I groaned as she rubbed at my hot flesh, shoving probing fingers into my liquid depths. “Oh, she’s molten right now, Master. Little dyke is getting off on the shame of sucking a guy’s cock.”

Shame?

No, I was a straight-whore. I loved his cock, even if his precum didn’t taste good. I moaned louder, bobbing, sucking as hard as I could. My pussy clenched on Lee’s probing fingers as I put my all into blowing Clint’s cock.

“Mmm, a real straight-slut bobs her mouth,” Lee purred into my ear. “And swirls her tongue about the shaft.”

I was a real straight-slut!

I bobbed my mouth so hard, showing Lee and Clint and my Mist…little sister just how much of a straight-slut I was. I swirled my tongue, trying not to gag at the flavor of his precum. I sucked and slid my mouth up and down. My tongue danced about his cock, my pussy growing hotter and hotter as Lee fingered me.

A dyke wouldn’t want to cum right now. That proves I was straight.

But why did this have to be so degrading? So humiliating? Licking pussy didn’t make me feel this way.

I closed my eyes, my father’s words echoing in my mind. I would make Clint cum so hard and prove that I wasn’t gay. I wouldn’t disappoint my father. I bobbed, sucked, swirled my tongue. Clint grunted, his ugly face twisting in pleasure.

“Damn, I’m going to cum so hard into your mouth.”

I moaned about his cock, my pussy clenching. A strange, shameful anticipation of my upcoming humiliation swirled through my stomach. I groaned, sucking so hard, bobbing my head as fast as I could. His cock slid in and out of my mouth, brushing the back of my throat.

“Oh, you need to do better to convince us that you’re not a dyke,” moaned Lee. “Love his cock. Worship it.”

How could I love something so nasty?

I tried. I closed my eyes, trying to pretend it was a dildo strapped to my Mist…sister’s waist. But his precum filled my mouth. I shuddered, more and more flowing into my mouth as he groaned and gasped.

And then he erupted.

I almost ripped my mouth off his cock as the nasty cum spurted into my mouth. But I was a straight slut. I forced myself to swallow. It was almost as disgusting as the pee I drank this morning. In fact, I would rather be drinking Juana’s or Alicia’s piss right now.

“That’s it, drink it all down,” moaned Lee, pumping her fingers in and out of my twat. “Ooh, just like the straight-slut you’re pretending to be would.”

I wasn’t pretending.

I gulped it down. I sucked so hard, Clint groaning and cursing as he pumped so much jizz into my mouth. I could taste the salty, bitter load. It clung to my tongue. I could feel it coating my throat and churning in my stomach.

“There,” I panted, popping my mouth off his dick. “I proved it. I’m straight!”

Clint laughed in my face. “That was the worst blowjob of my life.”

“A straight-slut would have loved my Master’s cock,” Lee hissed.

“And moaned her enjoyment when my big brother unloaded in her mouth,” Alicia added, watching from nearby. Her and Juana were fingering each other’s snatches, watching. “Not grimace like it was nasty. My big brother’s cum isn’t nasty!”

I flushed.

“Last chance,” Clint said, his dick still hard, soaked in my spit. “Ride my cock and let me cum in your fertile pussy, or admit you’re gay. That you hate my dick and rather be fucked by your mistress.”

“I have that big strap-on waiting,” my Mist…little sister said. “Just say you’re a dyke. Mean it. Admit it, linda, and stop lying to yourself. Stop letting father control—”

“I’m not gay!” I howled, pouncing on Clint.

I pressed my tits against his muscular chest and impaled my cunt on his cock.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Carmelita’s face twisted with disgust as she rammed her pussy down on my cock. She let out a whimpering moan as she pumped her pussy so hard on fast on my shaft. She rammed her pussy up and down on my dick, such hatred burning in her eyes.

She hated herself, but refused to admit it. She’d rather suffer than be true to herself. Goddamn, what did it take to make her see the truth?

“I love this cock!” she snarled, hate-fucking my shaft so hard.

I groaned, my dick still hard thanks to those red male-enhancement pills Ms. Hiragawa got through her clinic. Experimental and amazing. They gave a guy so much stamina. It let me satisfy my huge, incestuous harem.

“Oh, I love your cock,” she growled, staring into my eyes, pumping so hard, so fast. “You’re going to cum in me and breed me! I wish you were my Master!”

My dick ached, throbbed. It was so hot. This lesbian fucking my cock so hard. I grabbed her ass, bucking up from the couch, pleasure racing through me. Her pussy sent shudder racing through my body. She was so hot and tight, gripping my shaft as she churned herself into a humiliated froth.

The more she hated it, the hotter her cunt became. Her head tossed back as she screeched out her frustrated lusts. I groaned, my balls aching, another load of cum building so fast in me. I squeezed her ass so hard, bouncing her on my dick as I fucked up into her burning snatch. The couch groaned, protesting our violent fuck.

Her fingernails bit into my shoulders. “Yes, yes, yes, fuck me! Cum in me, Clint! Breed me! That’ll show you all! I’m straight!”

Her pussy clenched so hard on my dick. She slammed down on it and came. Her pussy exploded, writhing in humiliated passion. She moaned out her pleasure, forcing herself to look at me. Her face twisted with self-hatred and pleasure as her pussy milked my cock.

“Cum in me!” she groaned over and over, slamming down my cock, grinding her clit into my pubic bone. “Breed me, Clint! Plant a strong son in me! Come on, you maricón!”

“Fucking lezzie whore!” I growled at her insult. Call me faggot? I flipped her over, pinning her to the couch still impaled on my dick. She gasped, her pussy spasming on the cock. “I’ll fucking breed you!”

I pounded her spasming cunt so hard, pounding her, savoring her lezzie snatch convulsing about my cock. Her pussy sucked at me, demanding my cum. She gasped and howled, still orgasming as my balls thwacked into her snatch.

I buried into her, the pleasure tensing through me, and erupted.

“Take it, lezzie whore!” I howled, pumping my cum into her pussy.

I shuddered with each blast, grunting. Rapture slammed into my mind. Ecstasy boiled across me as I kept pumping away. My jizz spurted over and over into her snatch. Her cunt milked me, hungry for my jizz.

To be bred.

“Goddamn,” I groaned when I fired the last. “Did you really enjoy that, Carmelita?”

Her eyes screamed no as she yelled, “Yes!”

“What is wrong with you?” Juana said. “You’re gay, Carmelita. I can see the loathing in your face. Why are you torturing yourself by fucking Clint when you don’t have to?”

“I won’t disappoint our father!” Carmelita snarled, scrambling out from beneath me. “I am straight! And that was the best sex I ever had. I want to be Clint’s sex slave, not yours!”

Juana slapped her sister hard on the face. She shook her head in disappointment. And then she walked off.

Carmelita stood there, her hand cupping her cheek, her eyes stunned. My cum trickled out of her pussy. She opened her mouth, wanting to say something, but words wouldn’t come. Then she folded up into a ball and started crying.

“Fuck,” I muttered. What now? How could we break through to this girl?

Lee touched my shoulder.

To be continued…
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Carmelita Campo

The tears wouldn’t stop coming. Everything was all so screwed up. I was screwed up. I should have loved fucking Clint’s dick. Or at least wanted to do it more than licking my sister’s, or another girl’s, pussy. I was straight.

I had to be.

My sister stalked off, my cheek stinging from her slap, from the disappointment in her words. Disappointment. She…wanted me to admit I liked licking pussy and hated sucking cock. Clint’s cum lingered in my mouth, a salty, bitter taste. His spunk churned my stomach. I wanted to throw-up. And more of his jizz leaked out of my pussy.

My unprotected pussy. I wasn’t on birth control. What if he bred me?

At least then I’d prove I was a straight slut. My shoulders shook more. Tears poured down my cheeks as I gasped. My head spun. My stomach growled despite being full of cum and piss and pussy juices. My head throbbed, my ass ached.

Clint stood. He looked down at me, his hard face set. Then he marched off. Lee knelt down beside me. Once, we had been friends, united in picking on the other girls who were beneath us, like Lee’s half-sister Alicia.

God, it was hot when that little brat had fisted me.

But then Lee had turned into a freak last year, destroying our friendship. How could I be seen with such a whore? She’d do all sorts of obscene stuff, flashing herself, shaving herself while everyone watched, let us insult her, demean her.

Made me fantasize about forcing her to lick my pussy.

Her arm went around my shoulders. She pulled me close. She was a slave, like me. Clint spanked her like Juana spanked me. He made her drink piss like I drank Juana’s. She’d been bound, degraded, humiliated, and she loved it. Why? How?

“It’s okay,” Lee whispered.

My arms went around her. I pressed my face into her chest, my entire body shaking. My tears stained her flesh. They flowed out of me. Everything was so confusing, so fucked up. I wasn’t a lesbian. My father would disown me. But…

I loved it. I loved pussy so much and I hated cock. Cum. It was so nasty.

“Do you remember how I masturbated before our PE class?” Lee asked, her voice soft. “And shaved my snatch bare?”

I nodded, sniffing.

“Clint made me do it.”

“I know that,” I said. “You’re his sex slave.”

“But I didn’t fight it,” Lee said. “He doesn’t really make me do anything. Or… he does, but only because I let him. Because I want him to make me do humiliating, disgusting things. I want to be his slave, his whore, his cum dumpster. And you… You want to lick pussy.”

“No!” I protested.

“It’s so clear.” Lee cupped my face, her fingers brushed the tears spilling down my cheeks.

“It’s Juana. She’s lying about me!”

“Sure you’re not lying about yourself?” Her eyes bored into mine. “I saw you gag when Clint fired his cum into your mouth. You hated it.”

“Cum just doesn’t taste good.”

“Not to you.” Lee’s beamed. “I love it. It’s better than pussy juices or piss for me. My brother’s cum is ambrosia to me. Just like your sister’s pussy juices is ambrosia to you.” Lee leaned closer, brushing her nose against mine. “I bet you even liked Juana’s piss better than Clint’s cum.”

Heat caressed my cheeks.

“That’s what I thought. So, Carmelita, why don’t you want to be happy?”

“My father would kick me out of the house if I were gay.” I stared at Lee. She had to understand why I couldn’t be gay. No matter how much I liked pussy. “He’d disown me and be so disappointed in me. He despises lesbianas and maricónes. I can’t be one.”

“If he disowns you and kicks you out, you can live here. You and Juana.” Lee gave me such a friendly smile. “Because it’s more important for you to be happy by being true to who you are then to live a lie for someone who hates who you are. I acted like a brat for attention, craving to be disciplined, looking for a man to take me in hand. And when I found it, I was so happy. And I think you want the same. All this forcing dykes to lick your pussy… You were looking for they dyke who’d force you to admit who you are.

“And your sister’s doing it. With my Master’s help. So let them! Or you’re going to have a shitty life, Carmelita. Be true to yourself.”

Then she kissed me on the mouth. Not a hot, passionate kiss, but something like a pair of sister’s might share. A brush of lips, something loving. I closed my eyes, feeling the heat of her lips as she broke it and scampered off.

True to myself… Was I really a lesbian?

My stomach twisted. Father stood over me, glaring down at his filthy, lesbiana daughter, face burning with rage, fists clenching. And in his eyes dwelled the worst thing ever: disappointment. I bolted for the bathroom, stumbling into it and falling before the toilet.

My stomach heaved as I puked up my shame.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

I avoided my sister all Saturday night. I hoped letting her think about things would improve her. Clint had his sex slaves bind her and leave her in the middle of the living room floor like last night. They had promised to check up on her.

I found my sister lying on her side early Sunday morning, hardly moving, her face smeared with drying pussy juices.

“Good morning, slave,” I said, staring at her, hoping to see her eyes light up.

She flicked up her gaze at me then looked away.

“I said, ‘Good morning, slave’!” My hand clenched. “How do you respond, bitch?”

“Morning, Mistress,” she muttered, words slurred.

I bent down beside her, working on the knots. In a minute, she flexed her fingers as she sat up, massaging feeling back into them. Then, without a word or permission, she stood up and stumbled on wobbly legs to the bathroom.

I ground my teeth.

I stood ready for her return, the huge, black dildo strapped onto my naked body. My sister tottered out of the bathroom, her round, golden-brown breasts jiggling, her nipples not even erect. Her head downcast, black hair falling around her face.

“You are being a bad slave,” I hissed. “You’re walking instead of crawling. You’re my bitch-slave, linda.”

My older sister sank down to her knees without a word, no energy. In my hands I held a pair of nipple clamps. This would get a reaction out of her.

“You know I have to punish you for your insolent behavior.”

My older sister shrugged.

I leaned down, my small tits jiggling. My nipples throbbed, so hard with my excitement to play with my sister-slave. How dare she rob me of my fun. I opened the clamp then paused. Her nipples weren’t erect. They didn’t protrude out for me.

I rubbed one with my finger, massaging it. The little nub poked out, half as erect as normal. Good enough. I clamped her nipple. She sucked in a breath, her body trembling. She let out a whimper of pain.

Better.

“You are going to wear these all day for being an insolent slut, bitch!” I told her, my pussy growing moist as her other nipple poked out on its own.

I opened the clamp, the toothy jaw engulfing her nipple. The triangular alligator teeth bit into her brown nipple. She shuddered again, sucking in another breath. My pussy clenched, juices dribbling down my thighs as her breasts shook. The nipple clamps pulled on her nubs as they swung back and forth.

“Now what do you say?” I demanded.

“Thank you for punishing me, Mistress,” she muttered, her words slurred like she was drunk. But that was impossible.

I grabbed her chin, lifting her face, peering into her eyes. They were dull, lifeless. “If you don’t start showing me how thankful you are, you’re going to be punished more.”

“Guess it’ll be more punishments.”

“That’s your choice, bitch.” I pointed at couch. “Crawl over there and bend over it. I’m going to spank your insolent ass.”

She shrugged and shuffled along on her hands and feet, her ass wiggling. Bruises splotched her ass, fading from brown-purple centers to yellow edges. Reminders of her spankings two days ago. She reached the couch, pressing her clamped nipples into the fabric, wincing.

I advanced on her, my pussy so wet for this. I would spank her, get her in the mood, and then fuck her so hard with her favorite dildo. She would remember what I gave her—the pain and pleasure she craved. The lesbian pleasures that she desired but refused to admit.

CRACK!

She grunted, her head lying on her arms, hardly moving. My red handprint burned on her ass.

CRACK!

The stinging slap echoed harder. I landed it right on a bruise, my snatch clenching from causing her pain. But she just grunted again. She didn’t moan. She didn’t whimper. She didn’t wiggler her ass, begging for another.

CRACK!

“What is wrong with you?” I demanded, three bright spots burning on her gorgeous ass.

CRACK!

“Don’t just lie there!”

“Dad’s going to kill me,” she said in Spanish. “He’s going to find out I’ve licked your pussy and think I’m a lesbian.”

“You are a lesbian! A lesbian slave!”

CRACK!

“Don’t tell me you hate licking pussy, bitch! I know you love it!”

Her entire body shook. Tears fell down her cheeks. “I…I don’t like it. I’m just doing it because you’re blackmailing me.”

My excitement died. It wasn’t hot spanking her when she didn’t care. I stared at my older sister. I wanted to dominate her, to make her my sex slave, not to break her spirit so completely. She shook worse and worse.

This was all fucked up.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I was lightly humping my pussy against my teddy bear, sliding my shaved, slick slit against his soft fur, when my bedroom door opened. Juana walked in, having only left a few minutes ago. Now tears fell down her cheeks. She had a huge strap-on thrusting from her crotch.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, lifting my body from my teddy bear. “I thought you were going to play with Carmelita?”

“It’s not fun when she’s crying,” Juana said, sobs shaking her body. “Real crying. I…I think we’ve broken her. It’s all falling apart. She won’t admit she’s gay.”

I hopped off my bed, my pigtails flying, and flew to my friend. I embraced her, the dildo digging into my stomach, our tiny breasts pressed tight. She pressed her wet face against the nape of my neck, shaking harder, clinging to me.

“Let’s go talk to Clint. He’s got to have a plan. He must have been thinking all night about the problem.”

“Y-you really think that Clint will help?”

I pulled away from her enough to cup her face. Tears rolled down her cheeks to my fingers. I gave her a kiss on the lips, sweet and loving, putting all my friendship into it as I wiggled against her, my nipples tingling as they brushed hers.

Oh, I missed humping my teddy bear. My pussy had been so close to erupting.

“Come on, let’s go talk to Clint,” I said, when we broke it. “Right now. You paid him with your pussy and mouth to get Carmelita as your sex slave, and he’ll deliver. He’s just down the hall with Mommy-Slave and Aunt Vicky.”

“Okay,” Juana said.

I just wanted my friend to be happy. Clint had to help her. He just had to.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Ellison

Mom groaned and gasped as Aunt Vicky and I sucked on her fat nipples. My tongue swirled around her nub before I sucked hard on it again, making her body arch and her wanton moans echo through the bedroom she shared with her sister.

“Oh, Master, yes. I can’t wait until I lactate like Melody and Pam,” moaned my mother.

“Then you’ll be my human cow,” I grinned, releasing her nipple. “We’ll just milk these huge udders.”

My aunt shuddered, sucking harder. The pair were so alike, only two years apart in age. They both had huge, soft breasts and fat nipples. Their hair differed, Mom’s bleached blonde contrasting with Aunt Vicky’s black, their tresses brushing around my mom’s shoulder. They both had the same tattoo on their left tit, a triangle with three initials: two C’s and a V for Clinton, Cheryl, and Vicky. My father owned both sisters before he died.

Now I owned them. But that top C, over Chery and Vicky’s letters, belonged to my father even though we shared the same name.

“Yes, Master, you can milk me all you want,” Mom moaned. “Mmm, Mommy-slave’s big, strong son will need her milk to make him even stronger.”

I grinned, my dick throbbing, aching for her incestuous depths. I sucked on her nipple one last time, bringing another squeal before I broke away. I grabbed Mom’s hips, dragging her down the bed so she was in the center, pulling her away from Aunt Vicky’s hungry mouth.

My cock throbbed, thrusting before me, as I knelt between my mom’s spread open thighs. Her pussy, adorned by her black bush, glistened. Her thick pussy lips, thrusting through her curly pubic hairs, begged for my dick as she undulated her hips.

I rubbed her stomach. My child grew in her belly. I had bred my mother.

“What are you grinning about, Master?” Aunt Vicky asked, shifting around, her big boobs dangling before her.

“How he’s such a stud he bred his mother,” Mom answered, her hips wiggling. “He’s thinking about breeding more of his family members.”

“Maybe a sexy aunt. You have bred both my daughters, Master.” Aunt Vicky gave me such a smoky look.

“Or one of his sisters. His little princess craves to carry her big brother’s son,” purred Mom, stroking my dick with her hot hand.

I shuddered. I should breed Alicia. Her slim frame, swollen with pregnancy, would be so sexy. Mom’s hands rubbed my precum around the sensitive crown of my dick as the fantasy of a pregnant Alicia burned through my mind, watching her bouncing on my cock, her budding tits jiggling above her round belly.

“That’s it, sister-slut,” Aunt Vicky moaned, her heavy tits dangling right over Mom’s lips. “That’s what he wants. To breed my cute niece.”

“Oh, yes,” Mom moaned. “My sexy son needs to breed my baby girl.”

My dick throbbed in her hand. “I do. But right now, I need to fuck my Mommy-slave’s pregnant pussy.”

Mom shuddered, her hand bringing my dick right to her wet pussy. At the same moment, she latched onto her sister’s nipple, sucking on the fat nub. My aunt’s eyes rolled back into her head, moaning in pleasure as her sister sucked.

I groaned, Mom’s thick pussy lips and ticklish bush rubbing on the tip of my cock. She worked my shaft up and down her slit while nursing on her sister’s nipple. Then her silky labia engulfed my dick’s crown, her undulating hips sliding my shaft an inch into her pregnant pussy.

I took my time sinking into my mother’s pussy. Slowly. Ever so slowly. I savored every incestuous inch of sliding back into the pussy that birthed me. I groaned, the hot heat of her pregnant snatch engulfing my shaft.

I bred the womb that had birthed me. Goddamn, that was intoxicating.

Mom squealed about her sister’s nipple as my cock filled her. Her cunt clenched on my dick, swaddling me in hot silk. I buried to the hilt in her. Her thighs locked about my hips, her pussy rippling about my cock as she suckled so hard.

“Fuck my sister-slave, Master!” Vicky moaned. “Satiate your lusts! You’re so hard! Use your Mommy-slave’s cunt to satiate your desires!”

“Yes,” I groaned, drawing back my hips, Mom’s silky flesh caressing my dick. The pleasure shot through me. “I’m going to dump so much cum in her, and you’re going to lick your sister-slave clean, slut.”

“Yes, Master!” Aunt Vicky moaned, her entire body shaking. Her ass wiggled.

I slammed into my mom’s pregnant depths, incestuous friction burning about my cock. I groaned, loving it. My balls smacked into her taint, full of my seed. I wanted to breed her all over again. After she birthed my child, maybe I would. Another baby planted into the womb that birthed me.

I drew back and thrust in faster, the incestuous thrill of fucking my mother’s pregnant cunt shooting through me. My ass clenched with each thrust, the pleasure flooding down my shaft and filling my balls. They ached more and more as they smacked into her taint.

Aunt Vicky moaned again, her face twisting with pleasure.

“Got a hot cunt, slave?” I demanded.

“Always, Master,” Aunt Vicky moaned. “That’s why I need my strong nephew to control me. I’d be such a whore, just fucking every cock I could, without that.”

I grinned at her. “Plant that hot cunt on your sister’s mouth. Grind your cunt on her and cum so hard.”

“Oh, god, yes, Master! Thank you for letting me use my sister’s mouth!”

“You’re welcome, slut. Now get that whore-cunt on her mouth and drench her!”

“Yes,” Mom moaned, her pussy clenching on my thrusting cock.

As Aunt Vicky mounted my mom’s face, I thrust harder, the pleasure spilling through me. I slammed into my mom’s cunt, her body shaking. Her big boobs, piled into two lush mounds, jiggled with each thrust. I stared at them as Mom devoured her sister’s cunt with such greedy hunger. Aunt Vicky moaned, her big tits jiggling as she squirmed on her sister’s mouth.

Two delicious sets of breasts to stare at. I licked my lips, pounding my mom’s pregnant cunt so hard, eyes flicking from Mom’s to Aunt Vicky’s bouncing tits. My balls smacked so hard into my mom’s taint, her pussy clenching down on my dick as she licked and nuzzled and ate her sister’s incestuous snatch.

“Oh, yes, Cheryl,” groaned my aunt. “Oh, yes, you are so good at licking pussy. Mmm, yes, eat my snatch. Shove that slutty tongue into my depths while your son fucks your whore-cunt!”

Mom’s pussy clenched on my plunging dick, pleasure rippling down my shaft.

“Such a whore-cunt,” I growled. “Mothers shouldn’t be so hot for their son’s cock. Only a complete slut would do that. Just a filthy skank who lets her son fuck her and breed her!”

“Yes!” gasped Aunt Vicky, grinding her pussy faster on my mom’s lips. Vicky squeezed both her big tits, holding them up, proffering them to me.

I growled, leaning over, and sucking hard on her fat nub. I worshiped my aunt’s nipple, tasting my mother’s mouth on it. I shuddered, plowing my mom so hard, the bed creaking. Her pussy was so silky and juicy on my dick.

Her thighs tightened on my hips. Her hips bucked so hard. She screamed out rapture, muffled by my aunt’s pussy, as her own cunt spasmed so hard about my dick. The pleasure rippled up and down my shaft.

I made my mother cum.

“Oh, yes,” gasped Aunt Vicky. “My sister is a huge slut! Cumming on her son’s cock like a whore!”

“Such a whore!” Mom moaned. “I love my son’s huge cock in my pussy!”

I pounded her spasming pussy. Her flesh writhed about my cock. The pleasure rippled through my body. I moaned about Aunt Vicky’s nipple, sucking so hard. I fought off my orgasm, savoring my mom’s convulsing flesh for as long as I could.

It was so hot feeling her silk massage my cock. My mother’s pussy spasmed on my dick. I made her cum. Pride surged through me, the same pride I felt when I made any of my women cum. I sucked so hard on Aunt Vicky’s nipple, moaning as my orgasm built.

Pressure swelled in my balls. They begged for release.

But I kept fucking Mom. I plowed her cunt as hard as possible. She moaned and squealed into her sister’s pussy. I kept her cumming. I kept her gasping. Her silky flesh sucked at my cock, begging for my cum to flood her pregnant depths.

“Fuck,” Aunt Vicky moaned. “Oh, god, Cheryl. You nasty slut. Finger my ass! Ooh, yes! Oh, that’s so hot and… Ooh, yes, watch us, girls!”

I ripped my lips away and found Alicia and Juana standing in the doorway watching me. Alicia, her glasses perched on her cute nose, beamed at me. She fingered her shaved pussy, her arm reaching past her flat stomach.

I pictured it bulging with our child.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my orgasm threatening to spill through me.

Golden-brown Juana, as petite as my sister, looked so cute, her skin contrasting with Alicia’s paler flesh. My balls tightened so much, Juana’s eyes wide and reddened. Tear tracts stained her cheeks which made the lesbian girl so…desirable.

“Yes, yes, yes, watch us sluts please our master!” Aunt Vicky howled, bucking hard, her tits slapping together. “Fuck, my sister-slave knows how to make me cum!”

Aunt Vicky howled out her orgasm as Alicia grinned at me. She was so cute. I had to breed her. Soon. She deserved a big reward for bringing Juana to me. I slammed into my mom’s pussy, my balls boiling.

And came.

The pleasure shot through me. I growled through my teeth as my jizz pumped over and over into my mom’s pregnant snatch. I howled with Aunt Vicky, both of us pleasured by my Mommy-slut. My balls unloaded. Blast after blast of jizz basted my mother.

And then left me breathing hard, buzzing with rapture.

“That was so hot, big brother,” moaned Alicia, rubbing her pussy hotter. “I love watching you fuck our Mommy-slut.”

“I can tell. My little princess has a hot cunny.” I pulled out of Mom’s pussy, sitting down on my ass, leaning back on my arms. My cock, still hard thanks to my morning red pill (I took one right at the start of the day on the weekend) thrusting wet before me, stained with our mother’s juices.

Beside me, Aunt Vicky let out a hungry groan and buried her face into her sister’s pussy, licking up my cum.

“So,” I grinned, eyes flicking back and forth from Alicia to Juana. “Do both of you have hot cunnies, or just Alicia?”

“Just me, big brother,” Alicia squealed. “Juana’s a lesbian. You know that.”

“I can hope,” I grinned. I had enjoyed her once. It was enough. “So come over here, princess, and slide that hot cunny down your big brother’s cock.”

Alicia gave a squeal of delight. She darted over and hopped onto the bed. The springs creaked as she bounced on the bed. Then, with another agile hop, her pigtails flying about her face, she straddled my waist, grabbing my cock.

I groaned as my fifteen-year-old sister sank her tight pussy down my dick. My eyes rolled back into my head at the feel of her incestuous cunny. She was so hot and silky. She gripped me with such youthful enthusiasm, moaning the entire slide down my cock.

“Oh, no,” she gasped, shaking her head. “I’m so sorry, big brother, but you need to help Juana first.”

“Is it Carmelita?” I asked, staring at Juana. She shifted, not looking at us. She had become Alicia’s lover, and clearly didn’t like seeing her impaled on my dick.

My cock throbbed in my little sister’s cunny.

“Yes,” Juana said. “She started crying when I was spanking her. Real crying. And she’s so…despondent. She’s broken. I didn’t want to break her. I wanted to make her my slave.”

I smiled at her. I had thought of it all night. Lee’s words to Carmelita inspired my plan. “This is what you do, Juana.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

Juana darted out of the room, a huge smile on her lips. I smiled at my big brother, my hands rubbing his chest. “You are so amazing! Will it work?”

“Hopefully,” he said, leaning back on his hands, his huge dick twitching in my pussy.

I loved riding my big brother. His cock reached sooooo deep into my cunny. I squirmed, impaled on his huge slab of meat. My pussy, on fire from humping my teddy bear, needed relief. Especially with Aunt Vicky and Mom sixty-nining with such incestuous enthusiasm beside us.

Big brother groaned as I slid my pussy up and down his dick. A pleased grin crossed his face as my pussy pleased his dick. I clenched down on his girth when I rose, my hips wiggling, stirring my dripping pussy about his cock. Then I impaled my cunny down his length again.

Pleasure rippled through my body. “Oh, big brother, I love your huge cock!”

“My princess has such a hot cunny that needs to be satiated all the time.”

I blushed and moaned, “Yes, yes, by my big brother’s dick! I love it! Love you!”

“Love you, Princess. Now ride me. Scratch that itch in your cunny.”

I squealed, bouncing faster and faster on my brother’s dick. The friction burned in my cunny. My silky flesh clung to his dick. I squeezed so hard on him as I rose up his shaft. Then I slammed down him, gasping, my clit mashing into his pubic bone.

My glasses slipped on my nose. My moans echoed through the room, pigtails bouncing about my shoulders. My hands massaged Clint’s muscular chest. I loved the feel of his iron muscles beneath me. I squeezed into them, fingers digging into his strength, my pussy clenching harder, the pressure swelling in my cunny.

My little nipples throbbed, aching to be touched.

With a squeal, I threw my arms around his neck, rubbing my tiny nubs against his hard body. Pleasure tingled from my nipples, racing down to my hot cunny. I bounced faster and faster, drinking in the delights of his body.

“Big brother!” I squealed, pressing my face into his neck. I breathed in his musk, so salty and delicious. I licked his neck then planted kisses on him.

“Your cunny’s getting so hot,” he growled. “Someone wants to explode.”

“Me! Me! Me! I want to explode on my big brother’s huge dick!”

“Then do it, Princess!”

I pressed my face into his neck, screaming out my rapture. I slammed down his dick, my clit throbbing as it rubbed into his pubic hair. My pussy spasmed. Rapture shot out of my snatch and rippled through my body. My flesh writhed and convulsed about his huge cock.

I squealed and groaned and gasped into his neck. The pleasure burned through my mind. It bathed me in ecstasy. Fireworks detonated across my vision, celebrating my incestuous orgasm on my big brother’s dick.

And then he groaned, “Princess!”

Hot cum flooded my snatch. I squealed, pretending he was breeding me. That his cum was flooding my womb and finding my little egg. I bucked and squirmed, hugging him so tight as more and more rapture shot through me.

“I love your cum in my cunny, big brother!” I moaned. “Oh, I love it.”

“I can tell,” he grunted, his cock firing the last blast into my pussy.

I sank down his cock, shuddering, my pussy’s spasms slowing. I breathed, feeling his heart thudding beneath his chest. I just held my big brother’s strong body, wiggling against him, loving this so much.

“Do you think Juana will do it?” I asked. “Will she get through to her sister?”

“I don’t know,” Clint admitted. “Carmelita’s one stubborn bitch.”

“She is,” I hissed. “Ooh, I hope Juana does. I want to see that bitch humiliated at school for all the meany things she did to me.”

“Me, too, Princess. But it’s up to Juana. She has to be the mistress. She has to be in control of Carmelita. She’ll need self-control to do it.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo

I darted downstairs, feeling so energized by Clint’s words. They made so much sense, even if it sucked having to watch Alicia twitch and squirm on his dick. I so wished she was a lesbian like me. Then she could be my girlfriend instead of just my friend.

Well, friend with lesbian benefits. I guess that wasn’t too bad.

My feet scampered down the stairs. The strap-on bounced and waved before me. I jumped past the last three stairs, landing in a crouch on the floor. I sprang up, darting down the hallway past the stairs to the living room. Carmelita was just where I left her, her ass still red, though not as bright. She still cried.

I fell down in the nearby chair and spread my legs wide. My pussy, covered by my thin bush, aimed right at her. I pulled up the strap-on, shifting so the dildo’s base was higher up on my crotch and not pressing on my clit.

Then I didn’t say a word. That was hard. I really, really wanted to. My pussy was so juicy and itchy.

Carmelita glanced at me. She stared at my pussy. I didn’t make eye contact with her, looking off to the side, my heart beating so fast. I wanted to glance at her, to look in her eyes and get a sense of what she thought. My pussy clenched, juices trickling out of my pussy. Some worked through my hairs, reaching my ass.

I wanted to squirm. To command. I itched to.

Please, please let this work. Upstairs, Alicia squealed in delight, riding her big brother’s cock. She received the incestuous pleasure that I craved so badly. This had to work. It was so hard not saying a word.

The grandfather clock ticked every second, louder than Alicia’s faint moans. My heart thudded with it. An eternity of ticks, though maybe only sixty or eighty, passed before my sister licked her lips. She wiggled her hips and then pushed away from the couch.

She crawled across the floor, her dog tag, engraved with her name, jangled as she came nearer and nearer. I fought to smile, to react at all. Her eyes locked onto my pussy. A spark flared in her eyes’ dark depths as she licked her lips again. Her breasts swayed, the clamps pulling at them, stretching them out.

And then she was between my legs. Her hair brushed my thighs. Her breath washed across my pussy. I tensed, my pussy clenching as I sucked in a breath. My sister’s face leaned closer and closer to my pussy.

My pubic hair brushed her nose. Her lips.

Her tongue licked out, diving through my folds. I let out an explosive, “Yes!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

With every lick through my Mistre…little sister’s cunt, life quickened within me. I shivered, my pussy clenching, heat swelling in my core. The throb in my nipples changed, the pain transforming into something…exhilarating.

I closed my eyes and focused on her tangy musk, on the heat of her silky pussy sliding across my tongue, rubbing on my lips. I breathed in her musk with each breath, my hips wiggling more and more. Juices trickled down my thighs from my shaved pussy.

She whimpered and groaned, the sounds opening my eyes. I stared up her body, the huge strap-on fluttering before me, a flagpole waving in passionate breezes. Her small breasts heaved, her hands cupping her little mounds, brushing her brown nipples.

“Oh, yes, my delicious bitch, lick your sister-Mistress’s snatch. Oh, you just love it!”

I flushed, knowing I did. But I didn’t care right now. It was so wonderful just enjoying her pussy, not having to worry about anything else. I jammed my tongue into her hot depths, swirling around her silky walls, making her squirm and wiggle.

“Such a good slave!”

My heart beat faster.

“Mmm, yes, bitch, just get that tongue into my depths. Such a good bitch to lick her sister-Mistress’s pussy. Oh, yes, you are!”

Her moans echoed through the living room. I pressed my face tighter into her pussy. My breasts swayed, the nipple clamps pulling on my nipples. The aches zapped lightning down to my pussy. My snatch clenched each time, the heat building, a growing fire raging in my cunt.

To be fucked by that huge dildo waving before my eyes.

Juana humped against me. My little sister ground her pussy on my pussy as I devoured her. My hands seized her thighs, stroking them as I licked faster and faster. I found her clit, making her buck and squeal in delight.

So I sucked on it.

“Oh, yes, you are such a carpet-munching dyke-bitch!” she howled. “Oh, yes, my big sis loves eating muff. Just dives into it! Such a dyke-cunt. A lezzie-slut!”

All the words I used to call her and the other lezzie-bitches I’d dominated made me shudder hearing them heaped on me. My body wiggled more, the nipple clamps swaying my tits like heavy pendulums. My nipples throbbed with each movement, fanning the fires raging in my cunt.

I sucked so hard on her clit. I worshiped it. I nibbled and sucked and tongued it. Such delight rippled through my body. Juices poured down my thighs, my pussy so on fire. It smoldered with passion that had to explode out of me.

My tongue slid up my sister’s snatch, running over her labia and then brushing her clit. That made her buck hard. She groaned and clenched her thighs about my face. She shuddered, her eyes rolling back into her head.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter, molten juices pouring over my lips. I tongued her so hard, licking through her folds. She gasped and moaned, squirming as she humped against me. She smeared wet fire across my face as I licked and tongued her.

“¡Joder!” howled Juana, her juice squirting out of her cunt, splashing into my hungry mouth. “You lezzie-bitch! You are such a carpet-muncher, Carmelita! My big sis loves snatch! She’s a dyke-whore! My lezzie-slave!”

My pussy clenched with every word as I drank down her juices. I gulped down her cream. It overflowed my mouth, pouring down my chin and neck. It reached for my swaying breasts, tormented by the nipple clamps. I licked and tongued and pleasured my sister.

She squeezed her tits, the huge strap-on smacking my forehead as she squirmed and howled out her rapture. She spasmed and convulsed on the chair. It groaned and squeaked with her, sharing in her rapture.

“Madre di Dios, linda!” she moaned, calling me pretty girl like she had when we were kids. “You are amazing.”

I blushed, taking a final lick through her pussy. I looked up at her, whimpering, my cunt on fire.

“So why did you lick my pussy?” she asked, cheeks flushed, eyes smoldering. She sat before me, back straight, face regal like a queen on her throne.

“Because you told me to,” I answered. “You’re blackmailing me.”

“I didn’t say a word. I just sat down on the chair. I didn’t even look at you.” Her eyes bored into mine. “Why did you crawl over to me and lick my pussy?”

“I…” My eyebrows furrowed. She had to have said… No. She just… I just… “You had your thighs spread and…”

“And you wanted to be a good lezzie slave?” She cupped my cheeks, lifting my sticky face as she leaned over. The world spun around me as I stared up at her, only her face in focus. “Because this is what you want. You’re so happy right now. You’re not sad. You chose to do what you want.”

I trembled, switching to Spanish. “But, Father, he’ll…”

“We’ll face Father together,” Juana said, her voice so gentle, so loving. “I’ll be with you. Always. You just have to say it. Admit what you are.”

I trembled as I stared up at her. Lee’s words echoed in my mind. Be true to who you are. Who was I? How many times had I masturbated to a guy? I couldn’t even remember. But girls… I imagined them licking my pussy and… When I was on the verge of cumming, I pictured licking theirs, the shame propelling me into my orgasm.

Such hot cums. Like when Juana forced me to do things. To be a lezzie-whore. My little sisters lezzie-whore.

Tears burned down my cheeks, reaching her soft fingers. Father filled my mind, but… But I had a strong mistress. She’d love me. I didn’t have to pretend to be something else. My stomach writhed just thinking about Clint fucking me, being forced to drink his cum. It was so humiliating.

“Y-your my…” I took a deep breath. “I’m your dyke-cunt bitch-slave, Mistress.”

Her smile was radiant. Diamonds twinkled in the corners of her eyes before falling liquid down her cheeks. She leaned down, kissing me on the mouth. She claimed my lips. I closed my eyes, surrendering into the incestuous kiss. Her tongue shoved into my mouth. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. My tits swayed, nipples begging for relief.

Such a weight fell off me. I felt lighter, like I could float away. I was a lesbian. I had tried and tried to fight it, made myself into such an acerbic bitch to keep at bay all the dykes. I didn’t want them to love me, so I made them hate me. Then they would never try to draw me out of the darkness and into the blinding truth.

My Sister-Mistress broke the kiss. “Good. You finally admitted it. Truly.”

“I did, Mistress,” I said. “Your bitch is a lesbian. A pussy-licking, cunt-lapping, muff-diving, clam-eating, carpet-munching dyke!”

“There’s one other thing you are,” she purred, guiding my face to her pussy. She pressed my lips right against the top of her snatch. Against her urethra.

Then her hands let go of my face.

I knew what she wanted. I didn’t flinch away. I made a choice, opened my mouth, and sucked.

She groaned, that slow, moaning sigh of relief as her bladder relaxed. Bitter, acidic urine flooded my mouth. Lee said morning piss was the strongest and the best, the must humiliating flavor. Tasting my sister’s, I agreed. My pussy spasmed, a little orgasm flooding through my body as I drank my Mistress’s nasty pee.

I was her slut. Her slave. I lived to please her, and this made her so happy.

And it made me happy even as it humiliated and degraded me.

The euphoric high swept through my body, reaching my mind as I gulped down mouthful after mouthful of her piss. I gulped it down, urine spilling down my chin, dribbling hot. I smelled the nasty, shameful smell.

I gulped down more and more.

“Oh, yes, you nasty pee-slut!” Juana moaned, squirming, her face tensed as she forced out more and more of her piss.

There was so much.

It poured hot down my throat. My stomach filled with it. The nasty, bitter flavor filled my mouth. Salty and hot and acrid. The aroma stung my eyes. But I kept drinking, I kept savoring the humiliation of being my little sister’s toilet.

“Oh, such a good slave,” she moaned as the final spurts of piss flooded out.

And then my tongue licked at her folds, cleaning her up as my heart beat with such joy. I made my Sister-Mistress happy. She cooed her delight, her hands stroking my hair like the lezzie-bitch I was. I wiggled my hips, juices flooding down my thighs.

“Tomorrow, at school, I’m going to have so much fun humiliating you,” Juana purred. “You were mean to a lot of people. And it’s time you paid.”

“Yes, Sister-Mistress,” I moaned. She was absolutely right.

To be continued…
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Juana Campo

The collar jingled about Carmelita’s neck as she walked through the cafeteria, heading away from my side. My obedient sister-slave strutted, her tight skirt gripping her curvy ass. Dark-brown hair bounced about her shoulders. Students glanced at her, boys with hungry eyes.

Maybe I’d sell her ass to a few of the boys. My lezzie slave would hate that. It would make her feel so much shame and humiliation. She’d cum so hard. That made my pussy clench so hard, itching in the skimpy pair of panties I wore today.

I followed, licking lips, loving the power. Carmelita’s surrender was so sweet. She snuck into my bedroom this morning, while our parents were just getting up to start their day, and drank my morning piss and licked me to a wonderful, if quiet, orgasm.

She risked getting caught by our father, being revealed to be a lesbian to the bigot. I was so proud of her.

And now she had more to do. My sister had restitutions to make to all the girls she bullied, all the lesbians she degraded. I wasn’t the only person she’d blackmailed into licking her pussy, heaping shame and derision on us because she hated her own desires. But I freed her.

Carmelita stopped at Tonya’s table, a blonde lesbian. The girl tensed, seeing my sister.

I moved close enough to hear.

“I’m so sorry for bullying you, Tonya,” Carmelita said. “I…I took out my own self-hatred on you because…” Deep breath. “I’m a lesbian.”

“No shit,” Tonya muttered, an edge to her voice, brittle. Her pale face trembled, her body shaking like she prepared to flinch.

“So, to make it up to you.” Carmelita glanced at the other girls sitting at the table staring at her. “I will eat your pussy.”

Tonya’s jaw dropped.

“I’ll be in the bathroom. Last stall. If you want…” Carmelita licked her lips. “I will make you cum so hard, Tonya. I’m so sorry for what I did to you. I’m a dyke-cunt. A pussy-licking lezzie-whore. And I do it so well. You’ll cum so hard. And… And you can even piss in my mouth! I’ll drink it all! I’m a lezzie pee-whore!”

A dark blush scorched Carmelita’s golden-brown cheeks as she turned and rushed towards the bathroom, her shoulders hunched. The girls at the table buzzed, whispering about what just happened. It would spread through our high school.

Everyone would know by the days end Carmelita loved pussy.

I grinned, my cunt so wet. She said everything just the way I told her. As she passed me, I gave her a nod. She shuddered, nipples poking against the front of her thin blouse, her tits swaying without any bra to constrain them.

I followed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

I trembled, my knees aching against the cold tiles of the bathroom floor. Sounds echoed through it, girls washing their hands, toilets flushing, clothing rustling. I licked my lips, cunt juices dripping down my thighs. My Sister-Mistress didn’t allow me any bra or panties to wear. I shifted, my dog collar jangling, the rough canvas irritating my throat.

I was a bitch. A lezzie-cunt-whore-bitch. I had to be punished, degraded.

Feet appeared before the stall door, a pair of black Mary Janes over white socks, frilly bands at the ankles. My heart beat faster and faster. The stall door wasn’t locked, just closed. It creaked. Delicate fingers, nails painted pink, grasped the top.

Paused.

Please, please come in. I wanted to shout that. My heart screamed in my chest. Fresh beads of cream worked down my thighs. My nasty cunt burned for the humiliation to come. To please my Sister-Mistress and make it up to Tonya and the other girls I’d mistreated.

Only I deserved to be treated so badly. I deserved to be punished for denying who I was. Juana, with Clint’s help, set me free.

The door creaked open.

Tonya stood there, her face still pale. She stared at me, the hem of her pink skirt an inch above her knees shifting as she trembled. She studied me, her chest rising and falling as she breathed. Green eyes bored into me.

“This is real? It’s not a trick?”

“Not a trick,” I answered. “I am so sorry. I was just taking out my own demons on you.” Tears fell down my cheeks. How could I have lied to myself so thoroughly I convinced myself I wasn’t a lesbian? That I didn’t crave this?

Tonya stepped in. I caught a glimpse of Juana leaning against the long counter dotted with sinks. My Sister-Mistress smiled at me, looking so beautiful and petite, her hips shifting. She’d have a hot pussy, too, but she could control herself. Clint had taught her so much.

Then the door closed. Locked.

Tonya took a deep breath. “T-take off my panties and… And lick me.” Pause. “Slut.”

“I’ll do it all,” I moaned, my hands touching her knees. I slid higher, caressing her thighs, hands vanishing beneath her skirt. She trembled, her green eyes fluttering, blonde hair rustling. “I mean it. I’ll drink your piss.”

An eyebrow arched. “You like that?”

“No,” I groaned, reaching her panties. Cotton and plain. I hooked the waistband, tugging them down. Tonya shuddered. I licked my lips as the soft pink cloth appeared, rolling down her legs, past her knees.

And then they were off and I was lifting her skirt, exposing her blonde pussy. How many times had I stared at that cunt, pretending to abuse her while secretly hungering to do just this. I leaned in, breathing in her sweet musk, beads of dew appearing on her curls as she trembled.

“You’re really going to eat… Yes!”

My lips nuzzled against her pussy, her pubic hair brushing my lips and chin, as silky as my Sister-Mistress’s. Her skirt fell over my head, plunging me into darkness. My tongue slid out of my mouth, caressing through her folds. Her juices coated my organ, bursting with her delicious flavor.

Her moans exhaled from her open mouth. She shuddered, my tongue sliding through her pussy lips again. And again. I gathered her cream, savored it as I pressed my lips tighter against her pussy. My hands seized her ass beneath her skirt, squeezing and kneading her.

I savored the darkness beneath her skirt, the musky warmth. Her scent wafted around me, juices running down my chin to my throat. I shivered, my pussy groaning hotter and hotter as I groped her perky rump. Ate her yummy cunt.

“That’s it,” Tonya moaned. “Oh, yes, I knew you were a lezzie-whore! I knew you wanted to eat my pussy! You took my cherry! That strap-on was huge! I’d fuck you with it right now!”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching. “I’d let you!”

Her hips undulated, the pleasure shivering through her. She smeared her hot flesh on my lips, her pubic hair tickling my face. I loved the feel. My tongue plunged over and over through her folds, teasing her silky petals.

Then I shoved my tongue into her snatch. I buried it deep. She groaned and shuddered, back arching as I worked my tongue in and out of her hole. I fucked her pussy with it, wiggling through her depths, making her moan.

“Yes!” she hissed. “That’s it. You dirty, filthy dyke. Eat my pussy!”

Her voice grew louder. Other girls in the bathroom had to hear her, had to know I was eating her pussy. The entire school would know what I was: a pussy licker and a piss drinker. My cunt boiled. Juices poured out of me, staining my thighs. I wanted to masturbate.

I didn’t have permission.

I clenched my fingers hard into Tonya’s ass, fighting the urge to be bad and touch myself. I concentrated on her pussy, on fucking my tongue into her depths. Then I slid through her folds again, petting her petals and brushing her clit.

She loved that.

“You nasty dyke-slut!” she hissed. “That’s what you called me. A carpet-muncher. A muff-diver. A disgusting pussy-licker! Mmm, lap at my cunt, you filthy lezzie-whore! You’re a piece of shit for eating my snatch!”

I shuddered, her insults making my pussy wetter. My tongue licked faster and faster, sliding through her hot flesh. She trembled, her juices burning across my lips as she bucked. I sucked on her clit, the little bud throbbing in my mouth.

Her moans echoed through the bathroom.

Her hands gripped my head through her skirt, holding tight as she shuddered. I loved her clit, sucked on it, nibbled on it, tongued it. She gasped and bucked, her sounds so sweet. I pictured her face twisting with the pleasure of my apology.

“You nasty whore!” she gasped, bucking hard.

Her juices flooded my mouth. I groaned, latching onto her pussy, sucking down the sweet cream. It poured into my mouth as she came. She gripped my head so hard, her moans and squeaks echoing through the bathroom.

“Fucking dyke-slut!” she hissed, her voice sounding strained as her cum burned through her.

And then more than pussy juices splashed into my mouth.

Acrid piss mixed with the sweet juices. The urine swirled through my mouth. I groaned, gulping the hot flood down. The nasty liquid poured down into my belly. She kept bucking, moaning out her relief as she used my mouth as her toilet.

My pussy clenched so hard. My clit begged for attention. I held onto her perky ass. I gripped it with all my self-control as her piss flooded my mouth. So much jetted out of her, overflowing my lips, mixing with the cream running down to my chin, my throat.

“Yes, yes, yes, you drink that nasty piss, whore!” Tonya snarled, fingernails biting through her skirt and my hair into my scalp. “That’s what you deserve!”

She bucked so hard she stumbled back, crashing into the stall door. Her skirt ripped off my head, exposing me to the bright light of the bathroom. I stared up at her face, flushed and panting. She stared down at me, green eyes wild.

“You are so nasty,” she hissed, bending down and snatching up her panties. She jammed her feet into the legholes one by one, yanking them up her thighs. “Just a filthy lezzie-whore!”

“I am,” I moaned, licking my lips.

Then she threw open the stall door and marched out. Juana gave me a huge smile. Alicia was beside her. The petite girl, a year older than my sister, looked like a mischievous ten-year-old instead of a fifteen-year-old. She had a permanent marker in one hand, her brown eyes twinkling behind her glasses. As always, she dressed like a kid, her hair in pigtails.

I used to make fun of her like that.

I emerged from the stall, my mouth coated in pussy juices. A group of girls watched in small clumps, crowding the bathroom. They all whispered to each other, smug smiles on their lips. They took pleasure in seeing my downfall. I had strutted the halls like I owned the place.

And my fourteen-year-old sister brought me low.

“Oh, my god, look at her face,” Alicia laughed, pointing up at me. “She’s got pussy juices all over it. And is that piss? Did you really drink her piss, you nasty whore?”

My cheeks burned. I looked down, hands folded before me. My pussy begged, screamed, for attention.

Alicia walked up, sniffing loudly. “It is, piss.”

The buzzing grew louder, girls mocking me, their words all blending into a background murmur, echoing through the bathroom. I squirmed, more and more juices trickling down my thighs, rivulets of aching passion.

Then Alicia grabbed my skirt and hiked it up, showing the landing strip of brown hair leading to my shaved pussy, my vulva plump and aroused, my flesh glistening with my passion. Alicia shook her head.

“Look at how wet she is,” Marissa said, malice dripping from her lips. “She enjoyed drinking piss.”

“Did you really, Carmelita?” Lee asked, the black-haired girl sitting on the counter, her legs swaying, spread wide enough to flash her shaved pussy beneath her jean skirt. “God, I thought I was a disgusting whore.”

That brought peels of laughter from the other girls. They all pointed at me, their faces contorting as the mirth fell over them. Shoulders shooks, breasts heaved. Girls were turning red in the face as their chortles echoed through the bathroom.

Tears fell down my cheeks. They all thought I was filthy, disgusting. Because I was.

My Sister-Mistress smiled her approval.

“God, this pussy is nasty,” Alicia said. I gasped as the magic marker scrawled on my pubic mound around my landing strip. She sounded out what she wrote, speaking slowly. “’This pussy is filthy. Do not touch!’”

I groaned as she poked the marker in to make the point of the exclamation mark.

“More juices are flooding out of her nasty, dyke pussy,” laughed Samantha.

“I know,” Alicia laughed, moving around and exposing my golden-brown ass. Her marker squeaked as she said, “’I’m a dyke-cunt. I’ll lick any pussy and drink any girl’s piss!’” She chortled. “There. Now she’s ready.”

“Any pussy?” a voice demanded. Sheila stepped forward, face hard. The busty, Black girl focused her dark eyes on me. Another lesbian blackmailed.

“Any pussy,” I said, tears hot on my cheeks, more laughter spilling around.

“Make her lick that pussy until you cum, Sheila,” Svetlana shouted.

“Piss in her mouth! Drown her!” giggled slender Becky.

“Degrade the bitch!” Kendra laughed.

“I can’t believe I ever thought you were cool, Carmelita,” Samantha sneered. “You’re just a slag.”

“You’re more of a skank than Lee,” Becky added.

“So much more,” Juana purred, nodding her head to me.

“I’ll lick your pussy, Sheila,” I said. “And I’ll drink you piss.”

I pressed my thighs hard together as I walked back to my stall. I needed to cum so badly. Lee was so right. Being humiliated, being shamed and degraded, was the hottest thing in the world. The worse they did to me, the harder I knew I’d cum when Mistress allowed me.

I fell to my knees in the stall, ready to make my next apology.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

Lee emerged from the girl’s restroom. Melody and Pam, sitting with me at the table, both had speculative looks on their face.

“We did piss in her mouth enough over the weekend,” Pam pointed out, talking past me to Melody.

My blonde half-sister nodded her head. “We did, but still… My pussy is hot. I want to piss in her mouth more.”

“You could lick each other’s pussies,” I said. “There are other girls that need to use that bitch.”

“I bet Alicia is loving it,” Pam said. My Japanese half-sister rubbed at my jeans. “And you’re looking at Lee with hunger. What are you thinking about, honey?”

“I think our sister-slave deserves a reward,” I said, standing up, decision made, my cock hard.

“She has been a good slut this weekend,” Melody nodded. “Go fuck my little sister hard.”

“Damn,” my friend Tom Ruston said. He looked at me. “You are one lucky guy.”

“I could give you pointers. Help you nail that mom of yours you’re always panting after.”

Tom’s cheeks went scarlet.

I laughed, walking faster, my dick so hard. Lee watched me, standing coy in her tight jean skirt, her blouse hugging her round tits. They had grown nicely over the last year, and her pregnancy promised to make them even larger.

“Master,” she purred as I came up to her. “Shame you can’t go in the girl’s restroom. It’s getting wild in there. They’re queuing up to piss in Carmelita’s mouth. Juana looks like she’ll cum just from rubbing her thighs together.”

“I’m glad everyone’s happy.”

Lee shifted.

“Follow, slave. It’s time for your reward for helping Carmelita discover herself.”

“Thank you, Master,” she gushed, pacing me as I marched to the boy’s restroom.

“I mean it. You showed maturity this weekend, Lee.”

“I know, pretty shocking, Master. I’ll have to work on that.”

I smiled. “Yeah, can’t have you being serious all the time. Then I can’t spank your naughty ass.”

“Oh, Master, you never need a reason to spank me.”

“Damn, Clint,” Tyrell said, the large, Black guy shaking his head. He was in my year, a senior. “You got that little ho trained.”

“Gotta keep a firm hand with them,” I grinned, throwing up the door to the boy’s restroom.

Lee followed me in.

A couple guys noticed her, giving my sister questioning looks. They all thought she was my cousin, the only reason our relationship could be open. First cousins fucking wasn’t illegal in California.

“Bend that ass over the counter, slave, and hike up the skirt.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, trembling, her cheeks flushed.

“Damn,” Tyrell groaned. “You’re not.”

“Oh, he is,” Lee panted, obeying without hesitation. “I’m just that much of a skank, boys!”

Other guys groaned in envy as Lee pulled up her jean skirt, exposing that firm, round ass. Skin as smooth as silk. Her shaved pussy peeked between her thighs, her pussy lips protruding, aroused and flush. She wiggled her hips, teasing me.

“She isn’t wearing panties,” Sean groaned. “Jesus, Clint. I knew your cousin was a slut, but, damn!”

“You have no idea,” I said, my dick so hard. Lee would love every second of this.

And so would I.

I unzipped my pants, pulling out my dick. Guys groaned, realizing that I was really going to fuck her right here and now. Phones came out to immortalize the moment. Lee would love that. More rounds of bullying on social media. She’d be called a tramp, a whore, a skank, and a slut. She’d drink in all the humiliation and be so horny.

And she deserved it for being such a good girl. I didn’t love her like I loved Pam, Melody, and Alicia, but she was my slave. And I would give her what she needed, what she craved. All the submission and humiliation and degradation she could withstand.

“Spread those butt-cheeks, slut,” I growled.

“You’re going to fuck her ass?” asked Evan.

“Without a condom?” blinked Mitch. “Ain’t you afraid of getting something from the skank?”

“I’m the only guy that fucks her,” I said. “She’s my skank.”

“Your skank, Master!” she moaned, her fingers prying apart her butt-cheeks, flashing her brown sphincter. It winked at me, her hips wiggling, juices running down her thighs. “Oh, Master, I need your cock in me right now!”

“No fucking lube?” Tyrell asked. “You’re going to tear her ass apart.”

“And I’ll love it!” Lee moaned. “Make it hurt, Master!”

“Looking to cum hard?” I asked, pushing the head of my cock against her asshole, feeling her sphincter.

“Can I cum, Master?”

“As much as you like.” I rammed my cock into her bowels.

Her back arched. Her moan echoed through the bathroom. I grunted, her tight bowels engulfing my cock. I buried into her unlubed asshole, her rough, velvety flesh gripping my dick. I had to thrust hard to fuck her ass.

And she loved it.

She bucked and squirmed as I reamed my dick over and over into her tight embrace. Her moans burst from her mouth every time I buried into her, my crotch smacking into her butt-cheeks. My balls thwacked her taint.

“Oh, my god, Master, fuck my ass!” she gasped. “Use me! Fuck me and cum in my tight bowels!”

“Jesus, Lee, you are the biggest skank in the world,” Tyrell groaned, voice thick with envy.

“Oh, yeah,” I growled, driving my dick over and over into my sister’s asshole.

And everyone watched. They recorded it, envying that I had such a submissive sister to fuck. To enjoy. The pleasure burned so hot through my body. My dick ached and throbbed with every thrust, the friction rippling around my shaft.

And the audience only made it hotter. My balls boiled already. I planted my hands on either side of her, leaning over my sister, and fucked her hard. I pounded her bowels, sodomizing her with every ounce of strength I had, fighting off my urge to cum.

Not yet.

“Master!” Lee squealed, pain and pleasure thickening her voice. Her bowels clenched so hard on my dick. “Oh, my god, that hurts so good! Ram that dick into me! Oh, yes, fuck my little body, Master! Break me! Use me! I’m your anal-slut-whore!”

Guys cheered at that.

“Fuck that whore!” shouted Vince.

“Pound that ass!” groaned Mitch.

“Goddamn, she loves it!” laughed Adam. “What a filthy slag!”

“Just a big ho!” laughed Tyrell.

“I’ll pay you twenty bucks to fuck her ass after you, Clint!” offered Pete.

“I’ll do it!” Lee moaned. “If Master tells me to! I’ll be his prostitute! His streetwalker! I’ll suck cocks and fuck them and do it all!”

She came. Her ass writhed about my plunging dick. She bucked on the counter, her short, black hair flying about her head. Her screams echoed. I grunted, loving the massaging velvet spasming about my cock.

The guys cheered even louder, shouting their congratulations.

“Made that skank cum by tearing up her ass!” laughed Sean.

“My man, Clint!” cheered Vince.

“You are a fucking stud!” Adam yelled.

I grinned, drinking it in, savoring my little sister’s writhing bowels. To indulge in taboo incest before my classmates made me so hard. My dick ached and throbbed as I reamed her bowels. My balls smacked into her taint.

“Master!” she squeaked, her body trembling. “Cum in my ass!”

“Yes!” I snarled. “You love my cum in you, nasty bitch!”

“So much!”

I grunted, burying into her bowels. Guys whooped as I groaned. My cum fired into her bowels. Blast after blast of my jizz flooded my little sister’s asshole. She shuddered, moaning, cumming again. Her velvety flesh milked my cock, drinking up every drop of my jizz.

Incestuous rapture shot through my body and struck my mind. I grunted. Pleasure growled through clenched teeth as I filled her bowels with my seed. She shuddered, her face flushed as her head tossed, her moans delicious.

“Thank you, Master, for cumming in my filthy ass!” she gasped.

“You are such a whore!” whooped Mitch as I pulled my dick out of her asshole. Cum spilled out of her as she straightened up with her peppy enthusiasm. “Just a slut.”

“I am!” she beamed at them, drinking in their humiliation. She flipped up her skirt, shaking her ass at them. “Look at all that cum leaking out of my asshole. That’s my Master’s cum! He treats me like a whore!”

“Twenty bucks to fuck that ass, Clint!” Pete groaned.

“Her ass is all mine,” I said. “I own it.”

“Then rent it to me,” Pete begged. “Fifty bucks.”

Lee wiggled, staring at me. She’d do it. But I didn’t want to share my sister. Especially as I noticed the slight swell in her profile, a little bump tenting the front of her shirt hugging her stomach. Her baby bump.

“You’re starting to show,” I said, patting her belly. “See, boys, when you own a slut, you can breed her, and she’ll still come begging for more.”

Lee glowed with delight as I led her out of the bathroom, her cum dribbling out of her well-fucked asshole, my hand caressing her pregnant belly. My third child, with mom carrying a fourth. And Alicia… Alicia needed to be bred, too.

I loved my life.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Carmelita Campo

“Yes, yes, yes,” Alicia moaned, grinding her pussy on my face, her pigtails dancing over her shoulder. She held her skirt up, wanting to look me in the eye. “Eat my pussy, you filthy dyke!”

She was the fifth girl I’d licked. The lunch hour had to be almost over.

My tongue ached with fatigue. I ignored it, licking through Alicia’s shaved slit, savoring her fresh flavor. She shuddered, her nipples poking at her girlish blouse. Her glasses slipped on her nose as she shuddered, her juices pouring down my chin.

My pussy burned. It was on fire. I needed to cum so badly. Just a touch would set me off. I wanted it so badly. I gripped Alicia’s slim thighs, rooting through the petite girl’s pussy to drive her wild, to give her the satisfaction I craved so desperately.

“Oh, you’re going to make me cum, you nasty dyke-whore! Just keep licking my cunt and… Yes!”

Alicia bucked and shuddered. Her fresh juices flooded my mouth. And then she let out a wicked sigh, her piss spurting out with her pussy cream. The two flavors swirled through my mouth, a nasty combination that made me shudder.

I gulped it down as fast as I could. But so much piss flooded out, splashing hard against the back of my throat, drowning me. Piss leaked out, dribbling down my throat, joining the stains of other girls’ urine.

“Yes, yes, yes, drink my piss, you filthy skank! You love it! You’re drinking it down!” Alicia thrashed, her head tossing, pigtails flying. “Carmelita is the nastiest girl in the world!”

“I thought that was me!” Lee shouted.

“She does have cum running down her thighs,” chortled Felicity.

I shivered, loving how hard the Black girl had used me, griding her snatch on my mouth, pulling at my hair. Fucking dyke-cunt, lick my Black pussy! You’re my bitch-cunt now!

Alicia shuddered a final time, her piss petering out. Then she let out a big sigh. “Ooh, Carmelita, you are so good at pussy licking. You must love cunt.”

“I love it!” I said loudly. “I love cunt and girl piss!”

Alicia giggled, opening the stall and strolling out. She didn’t have any panties beneath her long, girlish dress. Her friend, Jenny, giggled, the pair whispering. Jenny hadn’t queued up. She only had sex with her mother and brother. They had a wild weekend, so I’d gathered. Just like I did.

Juana grinned at me, crooking a finger as they girls began filtering out. Classes were about to start.

I crawled across the floor to my sister, pussy juices and piss dripping off my face and chin. I stared up at her, trembling. Cream flooded down my thighs. I needed to cum so badly. I knelt before her, staring up at my little sister.

“You did good today,” she said in Spanish once the last girl left. “But you’ll need to do more pussy licking after school.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned.

She seized my hair, hauling me to my feet. Her hand went beneath my skirt. Slim fingers rubbed at my pussy. She found my clit, pinched it. I groaned, bending over, my pussy wanting to explode in rapture.

“Cum, bitch.”

I screamed out in wordless rapture as I surrendered into my pleasure.

My pussy spasmed. Juices gushed down my thighs. My clit throbbed in my Mistress’s tight grip. My sister twisted it hard, pain flaring through the rapture. I moaned and whimpered, the ecstasy screaming through my body.

And slamming into my mind.

Stars exploded across my vision. I swayed, my pussy clenching so hard. Every spasm sent a new wave of bliss through me. Euphoria boiled my veins. My screams echoed through the bathroom as I gasped and shuddered.

And she kept twisting my clit, keeping the pain and rapture going.

“I love you so much, Sister-Mistress!”

“Mmm, you are my pretty girl. My lesbian bitch.”

“Always,” I breathed as she let go of my clit.

I wanted to kiss her, but I had piss on my mouth. And she deserved better. But the smile on her face, the gleam in her eyes, and the way she licked my juices off my finger were just as passionate, just as intimate.

Then she swept out of the bathroom, leaving me to clean up.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Juana Campo – Six Months Later

I stared down past my swollen belly, round with my daughter, at my equally bred sister-slave. She was naked, her breasts round and soft, her areolas large, her nipples fat. Her tits had really grown with her pregnancy, almost two cup sizes.

Mine had only gained a single one, but they were nice handfuls now, no longer the budding tits that Alicia still has. My hands swept down my belly, holding the curve. I only had sex with Clint that one time, but he had done it.

“His sperm are magic bullets,” Lee liked to joke. She gave birth to her daughter last month. She spent a whole day squirting her breast milk at the people living in the houses before Clint punished her for wasting his daughter’s, and his own, treat.

We lived with Clint’s harem now in the third house Clint’s sex slave Ms. Hiragawa had bought. Rent was easy: Clint could fuck Carmelita whenever he wanted and we had to do our chores. Plus if I ever wanted to have another child, he had to be the father. And it had to be conceived the natural way.

He was such a perv. But I was so grateful. It didn’t take long before our parents caught Carmelita and me having sex. And then we got the boot by our father, our mother sobbing hysterically, pleading with us to renounce Satan while crossing herself over and over.

It was fine. Our jobs at the pharmacy paid for us to buy naughty sex toys, and Clint’s mom was an amazing cook. Our walls were covered in shelves with dildos, vibrators, floggers, handcuffs, whips, paddles, nipple clamps, butt plugs, and so many other fun things.

“Look at you,” I said, my sister’s dog tags jingling as she shivered. She only took off her collar to shower. “Just sitting there, drooling as you stare at your little sister’s pussy. You are such a dyke.”

“I am, Sister-Mistress,” she moaned. “Such a lesbiana puta.” She licked her lips. “Just let me devour your pussy, Sister-Mistress.”

I gripped my round belly, my bladder full. When you were pregnant, you had to piss all the time. “And is that all you want to do, you nasty, filthy dyke?”

She actually salivated. Drool leaked down the corners of her mouth. “I want to drink your piss! I have to pee, and I know you must, too, Sister-Mistress. Let me be your living toilet!”

How could I say no?”

“Get to it, bitch!”

My bitch lunged forward. Her hands grasped my ass, her face burying into my brown bush. I let it grow long and wild so she could really feel my silky hairs on her face. She pressed her mouth right into my snatch, licking so hard. Her tongue flew through my folds, brushing my clit, making me gasp and moan.

Pleasure burst from my lips. It echoed through the room. My ass clenched, my hips swiveling, grinding my cunt across her hungry lips. Her tongue danced through my folds, drinking the tangy cream flooding out my cunt.

Then she latched onto my urethra, sucking so hard. I felt the pressure reaching up to my bladder, pulling on my piss.

With a groan, I let it flow.

“You nasty whore,” I hissed as my piss splashed into her mouth.

The gurgling sound sent shivers through my body. My cunt clenched so hard as I flooded my older sister’s mouth with my piss. I clutched at my pregnant stomach, loving the piss streaming out of me and into her nasty mouth.

She gulped it down. Her brown eyes smoldered as they stared up at me. She drank the piss down so fast. I shuddered, loving every wonderful moment. My bladder emptied into her nasty mouth, the pressure relieved.

And then the fun began.

“Yes, yes, yes, lick my pussy clean!” I hissed. “Your nasty tongue feels so much better than toilet paper. Lap me clean and make me cum, you filthy slag! Put all those carpet-munching skill to use! Ooh, devour my rug!”

“Yes, Sister-Mistress,” she moaned.

And then the rapture began. Her tongue flew through my pussy’s folds. She stimulated my aching labia and caressed through my inner depths. Pleasure rippled through my body with her every lick. She stirred me up. She drove me wild. My head tossed, my hair sweeping down my back.

It was awesome.

It was amazing.

I groaned and shuddered. My body heaved, my pregnant belly waddling as my sister-slave devoured my cunt. Carmelita feasted on my snatch. I loved it. I was so glad I dominated her. Paying Clint’s price was worth it just for submission.

My daughter was only a bonus.

“Devour my fish taco, you fucking lezzie-dyke!” I howled. “Oh, yes, ream that tongue into me. Guzzle down all my juices. You’re going to drown in my cunt cream. You want to taste it so badly, don’t you?”

Carmelita moaned into my snatch, too busy licking to answer. But her fervent tongue swiping through my cunt provided proof of how much she wanted it.

My sister loved pussy so much.

“Ooh, yes, you nasty dyke! Make me cream those pretty lips! Make me explode all over them! I love it!”

My body trembled. Pleasure surged through me. I bucked and undulated. My eyes rolled back in my head. My pussy smeared across her hungry lips as she built and built my orgasm faster and faster. I shuddered, her tongue diving into my cunt.

And her nose brushed my clit.

My bud drank in the sensation. Sparks hissed through my pussy, burning a fuse right to the core of my body. I detonated. Rapture burst through the depths of my cunt. Juices flooded out of my spasming snatch into her hungry mouth. Shock waves of euphoria rippled through my body.

Slammed into my mind.

“You fucking dyke-whore!” I howled as the pleasure burned through me. “Yes, yes, yes, drink my pussy cream!”

She feasted on them. She drank them. And I loved it. I reveled in it, my pregnant belly heaving, my small tits jiggling. I threw back my head, howling. Here, I could be as loud as I wanted. I didn’t have to hide who I was.

A lesbian domme playing with her older sister-slave.

“Oh, you lezzie-slut,” I panted. “Mmm, you munched hard on my rug.”

“I did, Sister-Mistress,” she moaned, pulling her lips back, cream dribbling down her chin and cheek.

“Fetch your favorite strap-on,” I told her. “Then kneel like a bitch on the bed.”

She crawled across the floor, her curvy ass jiggling. Her belly and swollen tits swayed beneath her body. She was so sexy. My pussy clenched, my clit tingling for more fun. She reached the strap-on shelf, going right for that big, black dildo she bought to fuck my cunt six months ago.

She loved having her pussy stretched by the monster.

She crawled back, holding it in her mouth like a good bitch. I petted her head when she reached me, stroking through her silky hair. She put it on me, the dildo thrusting out from beneath my baby bump, the base pressing on my clit.

The last strap pulled tight, she scrambled onto the bed. Not as agile as a few months ago, but allowances had to be made for her condition.

She wiggled her hips, her shaved pussy beckoning. I liked eating bare pussy, like Alicia’s snatch. So I kept my sister’s cunt bare in case I was feeling generous, or just horny.

I loved cunt as much as my sister-slave.

I mounted the bed, moving a little gingerly as I got into position, my belly swaying. Then I grinned, lining up the black monster at her cunt. I pressed the huge shaft to her swollen cunt, labia engorged by her arousal, juices flooding down her thighs.

I jammed the dildo into her cunt.

“Mistress!” she moaned, back arching while I groaned, the base pressing on my clit and shooting sparks through my pussy. “Oh, Mistress, fuck my bitch-dyke-cunt!”

I smacked her ass, making her wince, still bruised from her weekly spanking every Friday evening. I drew back the dildo and rammed it in, the bottom slope of my pregnant belly brushing her ass. I shivered, so glad I could still fuck her with dildos.

My clit drank in the fake cock pressing on it. Every thrust sent sparks of delight through me while my sister howled her passion. She moaned and gasped, bucking back into the thrusts. Our flesh slapped together as we shared our lesbian, incestuous passion.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my filthy cunt, Sister-Mistress,” she howled. “Use me! Just cum violating my snatch!”

“Oh, yes,” I hissed, jamming the huge dildo over and over through her pussy. “Just ruin your cunt! I’m tearing you open, bitch, and making you cum!”

CRACK!

She bucked harder, moaning out as my handprint burned over her purple bruise. She rammed back harder and harder, rocking so hard. I groaned, stopped fucking my hips and just let the whore writhe on the dildo.

My clit loved it. She worked her cunt up and down that black shaft so hard and fast. Her pussy lips clung to it, her juices coating it. I smacked her ass over and over, the pressure building and building in my horny, pregnant cunt.

“Look at you, whore,” I moaned. “Just so horny, linda, that you fuck yourself up and down my huge girl-dick!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Sister-Mistress!” she groaned. “I’m going to cum! Mierda! I’m so close. May I cum, Mistress? Please, please, I need it. It was so hot licking your yummy pussy and drinking your piss!”

SMACK!

Her back arched, her butt-cheeks jiggling. My pussy clenched, my clit throbbing. “Cum, you fucking dyke-whore!”

“Mistress!” she moaned in gratitude.

Her body heaved. The bed squeaked as she slammed her pussy back over and over on the dildo. She kept fucking her cumming snatch on it, gasping and moaning. I seized my nipples, rolling them, loving the extra sensations shooting through me.

My pussy boiled.

“Cum, Mistress!” she begged. “Cum with me! You deserve it more!”

I deserved it most.

“You wonderful slave!” I howled as my orgasm detonated through me.

It wasn’t as intense as the last one, a wonderful dessert after an amazing dinner. I devoured the sweet rapture flooding through me, so creamy, like a chocolate mousse. Stars dotted my vision as I trembled, moaning with my sister.

CRACK!

“You are amazing, bitch,” I panted. “Just the best slave.”

“Thank you, Sister-Mistress,” she moaned.

I pulled the dildo out of her, the pleasure peaking in me, fading into euphoria. I lay down on my side. My sister joined me, turning to face me. Our bellies pressed together. I stared into her eyes. I loved my sister-slave more and more with every passing day.

I took her hand, putting it on my belly. Then I touched her pregnant stomach, round with my niece’s life. Her brown eyes smoldered as she stared into mine.

“My daughter’s going to understand her place, Sister-Mistress,” she said with such breathy earnestness.

“And that is?” I asked as I stroked her.

“Why, as your daughter’s sex slave, of course.” Carmelita gave a big grin. “I’ll make sure she understands that her half-sister is her mistress right from the start.”

“You are the best slave,” I purred, leaned forward, and kissed my older sister on the lips, tasting my tangy pussy on them.

I closed my eyes, so glad I had the courage to ask Alicia for help. That I paid Clint’s price. I had everything now. And my daughter would be even happier with her sister-cousin as her sex slave.

The END
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Mrs. Umayyah

The moans drifted through the walls separating my classroom from Vicky Samuels’s. A low, wanton groan of pure pleasure. I shivered, unable to resist myself. It was so much easier to forget about my financial problems through masturbation than worry how my husband would react when he learned I squandered our savings on online poker. I bit my lip, the hot itch forming between my thighs. I pulled the picture off the wall, a fun reminder for my students to tell the difference between sine, cosine, and tangent.

A beam of pure light poured into my classroom through the peephole I drilled last year. I hiked my skirt and watched, my hands rubbing at my pussy, pleasure coursing through me.

I drilled the peephole when I realized why I kept hearing such wicked sounds coming from Vicky’s classroom. And what I saw that first time had shocked me seeing the naked back of a young man fucking Vicky hard.

And then aroused me.

I fought my impulses to watch, to masturbate, for weeks, struggling with these urges blossoming in my pussy. I thought I was a good woman, married, going to Mosque every Friday, keeping my hair covered by my hijab, instilling good values in the high school students I taught math to. I tried everything to distract myself from investigating further.

I thought Vicky was having an affair with a young, male student. Something tawdry. There were more than a few hunks I’d taught: Clint, Sean, Evan, Vince, James. Strong, young men with chiseled chins and youthful vigor. I’d felt their eyes on my figure. Though I dressed modestly, I couldn’t hide the size of my tits. They stretched out my blouses, the boys staring at my boobs, lusting after them.

So during my lunch break, while Vicky entertained her stud, I went on the internet to find distraction. And discovered online poker. At first, I wasn’t playing for money. And then I was. I was winning, I was losing. It was a roller coaster of emotions, playing the hand, trying to figure out the odds of winning. The highs and lows kept me from doing anything naughty.

Until I realized I’d squandered all my family’s savings. I’d emptied our three children’s college funds and our nest egg for the future. I hadn’t drained our checking account, but I was about to when I stopped myself. And heard those moans again.

I had to investigate.

I looked through the peephole again.

And discovered Vicky fucking her nephew Clint. Along with her two daughters, Melody and Lee. And her nieces, young Alicia and older Zoey. Plus Pam and Stefani. Every day during lunch, Clint would enjoy any number of combination of those women, reveling in the incest, fucking his baby sister, his older sister, knocking up his cousin Melody. I watched her and Pam grow larger and larger with their pregnancies all last year.

Over summer break, all I could think about was watching Clint fuck his family while thankful my daughter Leyla wasn’t a slut like all the women in his incestuous harem. With two teenage boys, she’d be out of control, doing so much naughty things with my sons.

“That’s it, you nasty slut,” Vicky hissed as I peeped through today. I needed it after rumors flew through the school about my student Carmelita licking pussies during lunch period yesterday in the girl’s restroom. “Suck his cock. Ooh, what a slutty daughter I have.”

I shivered, seeing Clint sitting naked in his aunt’s chair, his pregnant half-sister (I learned through spying that Clint had more sisters than anyone knew) Lee on her knees. Vicky had a hold of her daughter’s short, black hair, bobbing the sixteen-year-old slut’s mouth on Clint’s dick. She jammed it far down his shaft.

Lee gagged.

“That’s it, take it all. Ooh, you are such a slut! A nasty whore!” Vicky shuddered, also naked her big tits swaying. “Gobbling all of your brother’s dick. He’s going to fire his cum straight into your belly. And you want it. Because you’re a slut, Lee!”

“Such a slut,” groaned Clint, his hand reaching out, boldly squeezing his aunt’s big boob. “Just like her mother.”

Vicky let out a wanton moan.

My pussy went molten. I rubbed harder at my pussy, my thick bush caressing my fingers. I already removed my panties. The first thing I did after locking the doors and turning off the lights. I shuddered, my juices coating my fingers.

Then I plunged them into my snatch. I groaned softly, pleasure rippling through my married body. My hips wiggled, my hijab rustling about my shoulders. I heard the wet plunge of my fingers into my steamy snatch. Pleasure shot through me as I watched Vicky bob her daughter’s mouth up and down Clint’s cock, treating her like the slut she was.

My little Leyla, sixteen, knew nothing of sex. I was so grateful for that. She would be a proper virgin, like me, on her wedding day. Not like that little whore, Lee.

“Suck his cock, little slut,” I groaned beneath my breath. “Just suck it. You want his cum. You want to drink down all that yummy, salty jizz. I know you do. Mmm, yes. You’re just that much of a whore.”

“Keep sucking your brother’s cock!” Vicky hissed. She spat on Lee’s face. “Just a dirty, filthy slut! I want you drowning in his cum!”

“Fuck, yes,” groaned Clint, his hand squeezing hard on his aunt’s big tits.

I had tits like that. I shivered, my left hand squeezing my large breast through my dark blouse and bra. My nipples throbbed, shooting delight straight down to my pussy. I whimpered, licking my lips, my hips wiggling, cunt clenching on my fingers.

I plunged them faster and faster. I stirred them to a froth watching Clint’s muscular chest ripple. Such a hunk. He knew how to fuck. I’d seen him plow his aunt before, fucking her from behind, making those big tits jiggle.

Treating her like the slut she was.

“Make him cum!” moaned Vicky, her hips wiggling, her black hair swaying about her shoulders. “Do it!”

Clint grunted, his head throwing back, face twisting in that familiar look of rapture. I’d seen him cum at least once a school day. I knew what he looked like as he pumped his jizz into a slut’s hole. Ass, pussy, or mouth. He didn’t care. He just used them.

Lee moaned, tasting his spunk flooding her mouth, her body shuddering, hips wiggling. I could see juices running down her thighs from her whore-pussy. I shuddered, my fingers caressing my silky pussy walls.

“Drink it all, whore!” I hissed.

My pussy spasmed.

Rapture flooded out of my cunt. That wonderful release. Euphoria burst through my thoughts. I groaned, churning my snatch to a hot froth as my orgasm burst through me. Everything felt amazing as the pleasure rippled through me. No problems. No concerns. Just the hot release of my orgasm. My hips wiggled, juices dripping down my hand.

And ecstasy caressing my thoughts. Smothering them in delight.

I whimpered.

I moaned.

I kept plunging my fingers into my snatch, watching Lee pop her mouth off his cock. Her aunt hauled her up by the hair and bent the pregnant girl over the desk. Lee’s belly only starting to curve, to show the proof of her whorish behavior. Bred by her half-brother. Vicky smacked her ass while Clint rose.

“Yes! Fuck that little slut!” I groaned.

Lee gasped as Clint rammed his cock into her pregnant snatch.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I hissed, frigging my snatch so hard. Another orgasm burst through me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I hated driving my little brother home from his chess club meetings, having to wait after school while he and his dorky friends had their fun. I didn’t see why Mom couldn’t drive him home. She worked at the school, often staying even later than the half hour for his club activity.

I needed to get home. I needed the privacy of my bedroom. My high school was such a whorish place. Clint and his harem had everyone talking about sex, making it so hard to stay pure. Yesterday, I heard he fucked his pregnant cousin Lee in the ass in the boys bathroom while at the same time Carmelita, that bitch of a bully, had turned completely lesbian, going down on girls in the bathroom.

Some even claimed they peed in her willing mouth.

I hated how I wanted to be one of those girls. I wasn’t sure which one I wanted more: to be Lee, getting fucked by that hunk Clint, or one of those girls getting her pussy licked by that Hispanic bitch. She picked on me because I wore the hijab, calling me a Muslim trollop.

My dusky hands gripped the steering wheel of my car as I squirmed.

My brother, Jalal, glanced at me. He had darker skin than me, his body tall and slender, almost as tall as our older brother, Faizel. Jalal pushed up his glasses, staring at me. He was always ogling me. I once caught him trying to peek in on me taking a shower. Horny fourteen-year-old nerd. I bet he had so much porn on his computer.

Maybe I should download porn on mine. Have some…inspiration.

I squeezed my thighs together beneath my long skirt, my clit throbbing.

“Are you okay?” he asked me.

“Fine,” I said. “Just want to get home. I have…homework to do.”

“Right, right, homework,” he said, a sly smile on his lips. “Sure.”

I blushed. Did he know what I really did after school every day? Mom and Dad would kill me if they learned I masturbated. I didn’t want to, but… Clint fucked Lee up the ass yesterday! In our school’s bathroom! And today, I saw him strutting around with Melody and Pam wrapped about him, his hands on both their asses.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard when we get home,” Clint had said before kissing Melody.

“Both of us?” Pam asked before nibbling on his chin.

He broke the kiss with Melody to kiss Pam, thrusting his tongue into the Japanese girl’s mouth. She quivered, letting out a sigh while blonde Melody rubbed her hands up and down his stomach, feeling his muscular body through his t-shirt.

And my pussy had melted and never recovered. My poor panties soaked through. I needed to get out of them. I needed to be fucked so hard, to surrender my virginity to a hard cock. Any cock. My mind wanted to be pure, but the rest of me wanted to be dirty.

And now my nerdy little brother stared at me. When my parents gave me my car, an old Toyota donated by one of my dad’s hordes of cousins, I had to agree to drive Jalal home from his school activity every day.

At the time, I agreed without hesitation.

Now… Why did he have to keep staring at me? I felt his eyes on my boobs, like his glasses had x-ray powers and he could see through my blouse and bra. Didn’t he know I was his sister? Who did he think he was? Clint?

Did Clint really fuck his little sister Alicia? Rumors said he did. He fucked his cousins, why not his baby sister?

This school has me all out of sorts. It tempted me every day. How could I maintain my virginity when my body wanted to have all sorts of dirty fun with Clint, with Evan, with Mitch, with James, with other guys? Even Couch Young sent a tingle through my pussy during gym class last week.

I turned into the driveway. We were the only ones home, our older brother hanging out with his friends, Mom still at school grading papers, and Dad worked long hours as a construction foreman. I pulled the parking brake while Jalal burst out of the car, racing for the house on his long, gangly legs.

He had Faizel’s height, but not our older brother’s brawny build.

What would it like to be with Faizel…? So strong, that same brown skin our father possessed, that soul patch on his chin, his face so handsome. More than a few of my girlfriends thought him dreamy. And I knew he wasn’t a virgin.

Maybe he could teach me things like Clint taught his…

I squeezed my eyes shut. Maybe I should pray to Allah instead of masturbating. I should throw down my prayer rug, face Mecca, and pray and pray and pray until my pussy no longer begged to be touched.

But when I entered my room, my clothes flew off instead. My fingers fumbled at my blouse. My hijab ended up draped over the post of my bed, my skirt in a tangled pile on the floor, bra lying on my pillow, and my panties on my desk, lying in a sodden pile.

I shivered, running hands over my dusky skin, cupping my round breasts. They were perky and firm, my nipples small and dark brown. I pinched them, letting out a delicious moan before kneeling on my bed.

Like a bitch about to be fucked in the ass by Clint.

“Ooh, yes, Clint,” I groaned, wiggling my hips. I rubbed my fingers up my thighs, drawing nearer and nearer to my pussy.

My shaved pussy.

I couldn’t believe I did that, but it made my vulva even more sensitive, made masturbating even more intense. I shivered, brushing the smooth flesh around my pussy, slick with my juices. My tangy scent filled my nose. I whimpered, brushing my slit.

Then I found my clit. I rubbed it, my asshole clenching as I wiggled my hips, pointed at the door. I pictured Clint standing there naked, his body muscular and strong, his skin lighter than mine. He stroked his cock, his face so handsome, chiseled, bold, his dark eyes smoldering as he stared at me.

“Just slide your cock into my pussy,” I moaned, rubbing at my virgin snatch, brushing my hymen. “Take my cherry, lube your cock, then fuck my asshole! Fuck me like Lee!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I came home early, Leyla’s old, faded-blue Toyota Camry in the driveway. I should have stayed at school and finish my work, but I couldn’t. Temptation burned too hot. I wanted to find a stud, any stud, and have him fuck me. But I refused to violate my marriage. I loved my husband. He was a good man. A good provider.

I was the terrible wife. Bad enough I squandered our savings on my poker addiction and then spent my lunch breaks masturbating to Clint committing incest with his sisters and aunt. I wouldn’t be a whore like Vicky and her daughters.

I wouldn’t ever cheat on him.

I was a good woman. A proper Muslim. Yes, I had my sins, and I prayed to Allah for forgiveness. I strove to rise above my base nature, but my female desires burned through me. They’d only grown as I matured while my husband, exhausted from working hard all day, could hardly muster the energy most nights to satiate me.

Only on the weekends did my pussy get the true satisfaction she craved.

I entered the house.

It was strangely silent. I knew Leyla and my baby boy Jalal were home. Usually, Jalal played video games, the sounds echoing through the house. I moved to the second floor, a strange energy in the air. I felt…like I intruded.

I frowned, reaching the carpeted stairs, moving up them.

I heard heavy breathing. And a rhythmic slap. I furrowed my brow, the sound…familiar. I couldn’t quite place it. Flesh slapping flesh. Not quite the sound of two people having sex, but similar. A hot itch formed in my pussy.

Had Jalal brought a girl home? Had my shy baby boy blossomed like my eldest son? It couldn’t be Leyla. She was a perfect girl, not a slut. She’d never sneak a boy into the house.

I crept up the stairs.

I spotted the crown of my son’s head just over the top of the stairs. I climbed higher. Jalal knelt before his sister’s door, peering through her keyhole. We had an old house, built over a hundred years ago, with locks that used skeleton keys on all the bedroom doors. His arm moved like he was…

Masturbating.

My pussy became molten.

I crept up another step. Then another and shuddered, witnessing his hand flying up and down his fourteen-year-old cock. I fought the urge to moan, my eyes so wide, witnessing him pounding his dick. I licked my lips, realizing he neared the size of his father’s. He let out another groan, peeping on his sister.

Then I heard a different moan, feminine. My eyes widened. No, that couldn’t be Leyla masturbating. She was too young to discover sex. Only sixteen. She never dated. She saved herself for marriage. We were still looking for the perfect, young man to be her husband. Someone to care for and love her, to give her wonderful children and make her happy.

She couldn’t be rubbing her pussy like a slut. Like a whore. Like Lee.

Jalal licked his lips, muttering, “Yes, yes, finger that pussy.”

My eyes widened. Leyla was masturbating. That little whore. And her poor brother had grown hard because of it, realizing what his naughty sister was doing in her room. He couldn’t help getting an erection, forced to pleasure himself to make it go down.

“That little tramp,” I whispered beneath my breath, my son jerking his dick faster and faster.

“Oooh, you want him to fuck you in the ass?” groaned Jalal. “Such a slut.”

I shivered, my hijab swaying about my shoulders. Anal? She was such a slut.

My fingers crept down my body, wanting to rub my hot pussy. I shifted my feet, spreading my legs wider and—

A low groan creaked from the stairs.

Instantly, Jalal bolted from his feet, darting for his bedroom and vanishing into it.

I shuddered, my pussy still burning. I had to see what sort of slut my daughter was. I had to witness for herself what she did to drive my baby boy to masturbate his dick in the hallway. I moved as quietly as I could, not wanting to startle her like I did Jalal.

I reached her door, crouched down, and peered through my second peephole of the day.

“That little slut,” I hissed, my pussy clenching.

Leyla perched on her hands and knees, her pussy and dusky ass pointed right at the door. She knew Jalal watched her. Why else would she point her cunt right where he could peek? What a whore! She rubbed her fingers up and down her snatch and…

She had no pubic hair.

I stared at my daughter’s bald twat, her dusky fingers sliding through her folds, exposing the pink flesh of her depths. Her juices coated her fingers as my hand shoved beneath my skirt. I slid up it, finding my panties. I thrust the gusset to the side, rubbing on my hot snatch.

“You’re just masturbating like a wanton slut,” I groaned. “So filthy!” She had no self-control.

“Oh, fuck me,” panted Leyla, rubbing her pussy faster and faster.

My digits buried into my snatch. I let out a sighing moan, my hot flesh embracing my digits. The two of them felt so amazing in me. I pumped them in and out of my pussy, the pleasure coursing through me, making me quiver and shake.

My daughter’s hips wiggled more and more, her round breasts swaying beneath her, nipples so hard. Her slutty juices dribbled down her dusky thighs. Her ass clenched. Black hair swung as she threw a look over her shoulder.

Staring right at me.

“Yes, yes, yes, you love my pussy,” she moaned, thinking her little brother still watched. My poor son was helpless against this temptress. “Just love being in me. But I know what you really want.” She let out a throaty moan. “My asshole!”

I gasped, watching Leyla’s fingers sliding up from her pussy, through her taint, and between the cheeks of her ass. She found her sphincter, pressing her pussy-lubed digits into her asshole. Her back arched.

“Make me your slut!” she howled.

My fingers plunged wildly in and out of my pussy, watching my whore-daughter finger her asshole, begging to be her little brother’s slut. I shivered, licking my lips, realizing my daughter was lost to her whorish pussy.

A slut.

A teasing whore.

I brushed my clit and came.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, my body shuddering as my fingers plunged in and out of my asshole. I shoved my left hand between my thighs, frigging my clit, my head resting on my blanket, my ass still shoved up in the air. “Fuck me! I’m your slut!”

My fingers thrust faster and faster into my bowels. The rough pleasure surged through me. I whimpered, my clit throbbing beneath my fingers dancing on them. Pleasure racked my body, building in me.

I wiggled my hips, picturing Clint pounding his cock so hard into my asshole, his hand reached around me, frigging my clit. My bowels clenched on his “dick,” the friction increasing as my fingers pumped so fast, lubed by my pussy juices.

I let out another groan, hearing Clint moan in my mind. Just my little slut, he panted. Like my cousins. You’re just my whore now. I’m going to cum in your asshole And maybe… Maybe I’ll fuck your pussy again. Clean my dick off with your nasty cunt and breed you.

“Anything,” I whimpered, my virgin pussy drinking in the burning heat from my asshole. “I’m your slut! I shaved my cunt for you! Give it to me!”

The pleasure surged through me. I whimpered, my pussy clenching in envy of my asshole, aching to be full. I wanted to be pure. I prayed for it. How could I make it through my last two years of high school without surrendering my cherry to someone?

My clit drank in my rubbing fingers. My bowels rejoiced at my plunging digits. The dual delights swirled in the depths of my virgin cunt, feeding on each other. I whimpered, rubbing my cheek into my bedspread.

Let me feel that ass milking my cock, slut, growled Clint, slamming hard into me in my fantasy. Do it!

“Yes! I’m your slut!”

Those depraved words triggered rapture in me.

I came.

My pussy spasmed, juices flooding out around my fingers rubbing my clit. Heat soared through me, washing out from my cunt and my asshole. My bowels gripped my thrusting fingers. I whimpered into the bedspread, my body trembling.

Pleasure washed across my mind. Stars danced before my vision. My bed creaked as my body quaked. Such delight surged through me, the relief denied me all day at school. My toes curled as the ecstasy peaked in me.

Just my naughty slut, growled Clint in my imagination.

“Yes, I am. Your naughty slut.”

My orgasm died down. I panted, shivering, my eyes fluttering. I rubbed my clit a few more times, my fingers still buried in my asshole. They felt so nice in there. I could just fall asleep with them in me, filling my—

My bedroom door burst open.

“Mom!” I screamed in shock, ripping my fingers out of my asshole. I grabbed my pink teddy bear, a gift from Dad on my eleventh birthday, and pulled it before my naked body. Mom advanced in her dark dress, her dusky face flushed, her hijab half askew. “It’s not what it looks like!”

“You weren’t masturbating yourself like a nasty slut?” she demanded. “Huh?”

“I…” Shame burned through me.

“I saw it all,” Mom said. “On your hands and knees. Moaning like a whore. Begging to be your little brother’s slut.”

“My…” I frowned at her. “What, no! Never!”

“I thought you were pure, Leyla.” She sat down on the bed, some of her dark hair peeking out of her hijab. “I thought you were my good girl. But you’re just a slut.”

“I’m not!” I gasped.

“I heard you.”

I flushed more, remembering the hot, degrading words I said while caught up in the fantasy.

“You’re a slut. And that’s okay.”

I blinked at that. “What?” My mom couldn’t have said that. Not the role model of a virtuous Muslim woman. “Mom?”

“You’re a slave to your pussy. It happens. I hoped you would be pure like me.” Mom stroked my black hair, giving me a motherly smile.

Shame filled me for not being pure.

“But you’re slut. And I know just what to do about that.”

“I’m not a slut, Mom,” I repeated. “I’m still a virgin!”

She grabbed my left hand, her fingers wet on my wrist, and pulled it up from the bear. My digits glistened with my pussy juices. She brought them to my lips, shoving my fingers into my mouth. I gasped, tasting my tangy cream for the first time.

A wicked thrill went through me as she fucked my fingers in and out of my mouth, forcing me to taste myself.

“That’s what a slut’s cunt taste like,” Mom said, using such a dirty word. It shocked me she knew it. “So whorish. And you love it, don’t you? Your whore-juices?”

I shivered, lowering my eyes. I did.

“And then these fingers…” She grabbed my right hand this time, bringing those to my lips. “Suck them clean, too, whore.”

“Yes…Mom,” I said, shocked by how…obedient I acted. I opened my mouth, letting her shove my dirty digits past my lips. I tasted my sour ass. My eyes widened at the nasty flavor. I sucked on them, my pussy growing hotter.

“That’s it, clean those nasty digits off. Just like a good slut.” Her hands pulled away my teddy bear as I kept plunging my fingers into my mouth on my own. Then her hands cupped my round breasts, thumbs sliding over my nipples.

I shivered, moaning about my digits.

“Yes, yes, you have that responsive whore-body,” Mom continued. “You must have gotten it from your father’s side. His sisters are all sluts. Just like you. But I still love you.” She leaned in, kissing me on the cheek, her lips so hot. “Yes, yes, these round breasts are so firm. They were meant to be played with. Your whole body screams sex. No wonder you drove your poor little brother to distraction.”

I pulled my fingers out of my mouth. “He’s the perv that keeps looking at me.”

“Because he knows you’re a slut. Then you go and masturbate, pointing that pussy right at the door, letting him see what a whore you are as he masturbates his poor cock. A cock that you made hard.” Mom shook her head, her face growing angry. “A slut doesn’t leave a boy hard like that. She takes care of him.”

“But…” I protested. “He’s my brother.”

“Is that why you let him watch? Is that what turns you on?”

“I didn’t know he was watching!” I protested.

She smacked me.

I gasped, my cheek stinging in pain.

“I won’t have you lying to me,” she said. “I heard you begging to be his slut. You knew he was there. Watching you. I bet you do this every day, driving him wild. Then you don’t have the decency to help him out. Like a good slut would.”

I rubbed my cheek, reeling from this conversation. “But…I didn’t—”

Her hand raised.

“Sorry, Mother.”

“Now you’ll be a good slut,” she said, grabbing my hand. “Right now your poor baby brother is in need. You made him hard, and you will relieve him.”

“Mom!” I gasped in shock, dazed by my mother, the perfect Muslim wife, hauling me to my feet and dragging me naked from my bedroom.

My breasts bounced as Mom yanked me down the hallway. I stumbled after her, my pussy juices dribbling out of my shaved, virgin pussy. My thoughts reeled. Was I a slut? I was horny all the time. I wanted to be fucked. A good, pure girl wouldn’t want that. She’d only yearn for her husband.

But me…

And Mom was always right. I had to obey her. The imam at our mosque always said that. Children have to obey their parents, especially their mothers. You have to respect your mother. She birthed you, brought you into this world, and nursed you from her breasts.

Maybe…I was a slut.

Mom reached Jalal’s door, ignoring the “Do not enter, science experiment in progress” sign on his door. She threw it open, the sign bouncing against painted wood. Jalal jumped, hauling up his sheets over his crotch. I had a fleeting glimpse of his dick, thrusting up hard from a dark bush.

My virgin pussy clenched.

“Mom!” gasped Jalal. “I was just…” His words trailed off as he stared at my naked body. Mom pulled me to Jalal’s bed. “Mom?”

“I’m know what you’re doing,” Mom said. “I understand. Young men have such a sex drive, and then you have your slutty older sister parading her body before you, masturbating so you can see every inch of her shaved cunt. It’s okay. She’ll take care of you from now on.”

“Take care of me?” Jalal spluttered, pushing up his glasses, his dark eyes so wide.

Then Mom riped down his sheets, exposing his cock thrusting out of his boxer shorts. He only wore those. His shirt and jeans gone. He had a slim body with more muscles on it than I thought. Not Faizel or Dad’s level of muscles, but he wasn’t weak. And his dick…it looked so big, thrusting from his dark bush.

Jalal covered his dick.

“Don’t do that, honey,” Mom said, pushing me down onto the bed. “Your sister’s going to give you a blowjob.”

“What?” I gasped. “I’ve never done that before.”

“A blowjob is something a good slut should know,” Mom said, grabbing my dark hair. She forced my head down to Jalal’s crotch. I knelt on my knees, my tits pressed into my knees, my little brother’s hands covering his dick right before my lips. “So you’ll practice on your little brother. After all, you made him hard with that whore-body of yours.”

“Mom,” I whimpered, my pussy growing hotter.

“Really, Mom?” Jalal asked, an eagerness to his voice. He ripped his hands away.

My eyes widened, staring at his circumcised cock. It throbbed before me, a dusky shaft leading up to a spongy tip, like a mushroom. Clear juices beaded the tip. A shiver ran through me as Mom forced my head lower.

My lips brushed the tip.

“Start sucking on it, slut,” Mom ordered. “Come on, you know you want to do it. You were born to. Your lips, so lush, were meant for sucking cocks. Do it!”

My mouth opened. My lips slid around my little brother’s cock. He let out a groan ,his body shuddering. His dick twitched in my mouth. A hot thrill shot through me, rippling out of my virgin cunt. More juices dribbled down my thighs.

“Honey, you have to lick it and suck it.” Mom leaned her head down as I shivered. “Like this.”

She ripped my mouth off my brother’s cock, her left hand grabbing his dick. She licked up the shaft with her pink tongue, reaching the tip. My eyes widened, witnessing her tongue fluttering around the crown. Jalal groaned louder, the bed creaking more.

“Oh, Mom,” he gasped as her mouth engulfed the tip of his cock. She bobbed up and down, her lips sealed tight about his shaft. She groaned, cheeks hollowing, sucking on it.

Then her mouth popped off. “That’s how you suck a cock like a slut, Leyla. Now get to it. Your poor brother needs to cum. He has a bad case of blue balls.”

“So bad,” groaned Jalal.

“Call her a slut or whore,” Mom ordered as she shoved my mouth down to my brother’s dick.

Another thrill shot through me. I loved her forcing me. My tongue licked out, sliding across the tip of my brother’s dick. He groaned as I gathered the salty, clear drop beading at the crown of his cock. Then my tongue slid around it, feeling the spongy texture of his dick.

His face twisted with pleasure. Another thrill rippled through me. My tongue gave him pleasure. And then I engulfed his dick, sucking so hard on it. He groaned louder, his chest rippling as Mom forced my head lower, sliding more and more of his shaft into my mouth.

“That’s it…slut,” he groaned.

“Yes, yes, that’s how you treat your sister now,” Mom moaned. “She’s a whore. You have to remind her constantly.” Mom let go of my head. I kept blowing my brother.

I shivered as her hand slid down my back, over the curve of my ass, and between my thighs.

She rubbed at my pussy.

“Mmm, it makes her whore-pussy so wet when you do.”

I groaned about my brother’s dick, Mom’s fingers sliding up and down my pussy. I sucked hard, my cheeks hollowing. Then I bobbed my mouth, sliding up and down his dick, wanting to please him. Staring at my body, watching me masturbate through my door’s keyhole, made my poor brother so hard. Mom was right.

I had to help him.

His face twisted with pleasure as I blew him. I groaned again, Mom’s fingers sliding through my folds, brushing my clit, rubbing on my hymen. Heat surged through me. I drank in her touch, channeling all the pleasure into my blowjob, focusing on loving my little brother’s big dick.

“Oh, yes, sister,” he groaned. “You’re such a…a slut. Just a whore. A little, filthy whore sucking on my dick.”

“That’s it,” Mom said with such pride. “Such a good boy. Keep insulting your sister. You’re making her pussy even wetter.”

“You’re so filthy. The way you masturbate. You want to be my slut. You want to be every guy’s slut. My sister is such a whore.”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching. I moaned so loudly about his dick. I sucked and slurped, bobbing so hard and fast. My tongue danced around his shaft, caressing the tip. His precum coated my mouth, tasting so good, making me ache.

And Mom’s fingers… Divine.

She frigged my clit. She stroked my labia. She caressed my vulva. She worked up and down me, driving me wilder and wilder. I moaned about his cock, sucking so hard, my entire body quivering, shaking, a new orgasm building in me.

An incestuous one.

I got off on the taboo thrill of blowing my little brother while my mom fingered my snatch.

“Ooh, you have to feel how wet your sister-slut is,” Mom groaned. “Don’t be shy. Her body’s yours to play with.”

Jalal eagerly reached out, his hand sliding past my ass, joining Mom’s fingers on my pussy. I gasped, both of them stroking me, driving me wild. I sucked so hard on his dick. My eyes rolled back into my head. My little brother found my clit.

Rubbed hard.

I screamed about his dick as I came. My pussy spasmed. Juices flooded out of me. I trembled, my moans muffled by his cock. He kept stroking my clit, sending rapture shooting through me, making me tremble and moan.

I loved it.

“She’s cumming like a slut,” Mom moaned.

“My sister is a whore,” groaned my brother. “Oh, wow, Mom, she’s… Yes!”

Hot jizz spurted into my mouth. My eyes widened, tasting cum for the first time. Saltier than precum. But…I liked it. I was such a whore. I gulped it down, knowing only sluts swallowed. It warmed my throat as he kept pumping spunk into my mouth, his body thrashing and his chest heaving.

“Thats it,” cooed Mom. “That’s my good, little slut. Drink down all your brother’s cum. Mmm, he needs it so badly. He’s a growing boy.”

“Yes,” Jalal panted his face flushed. He pushed up his glasses, still stroking my pussy. “That’s so good. I can’t believe she’s a slut, Mom.”

“I’m as disappointed as you are,” Mom said. “But we have to make the best of it. We have to use her. It’s what she wants. Craves.” Mom let out a purring groan. “And I have such a treat for you, my son. Mmm, my little baby boy is becoming a man today. Your sister still has her hymen. We can’t let the little slut waste it on just any boy.”

“You mean…” Such lust brimmed in my brother’s two words.

I kept sucking his dick, trembling in realization.

“Yes,” Mom said. “And you’re so young, Jalal. I bet you’re still hard despite cumming.”

I moaned a yes around my little brother’s still-erect cock.

“Then mount him, slut.” Mom smacked my ass hard. “Ride him. Impale that cherry cunt on your brother’s dick and fuck him hard. I want his cum spurting in your whore-pussy. I know your hole craves it. Do it!”

“Yes, Mom,” I gasped after popping my lips off my brother’s dick. I burned with such incestuous lust. I needed a cock in me. I was a slut. I didn’t need to wait for marriage now. Not any longer. I’d never be pure.

I never truly was.

I moved quickly, straddling my brother’s body. His hands cupped my breasts. He groaned, squeezing his first pair of tits. I shivered, his fingers rough, digging painfully into my tits. I winced, loving how even that made my pussy hotter.

And then I guided his dick to my cunt. I rubbed his shaft against my virgin lips. Mom hugged me from behind, her dress pressing into my naked ass and back. Her hands went around me, rubbing my stomach.

“That’s it, you little whore,” she hissed into my ear. “Fuck your brother. Ram that slut-cunt down his cock!”

“Yes, Mother!”

I slammed my pussy down my brother’s dick.

My eyes widened. My cherry tore like tissue paper. And then my little brother’s cock filled me. I whimpered at the surge of heat rushing out of my cunt. My pussy walls drank in the friction as I bottomed out on his shaft. He stretched me open. I felt so full.

“That’s it, my little slut,” cooed Mom, her lips nibbling at my ear lobe. “Fuck your brother.”

“Yes, fuck me, whore!” groaned Jalal, squeezing my tits hard.

I fucked my little brother. I slid my pussy up his shaft, the pleasure surging through me. Even the slightest movement, just feeling his cock in my snatch, sent rapture flooding through my body. I groaned, undulating my hips, slamming back down his cock.

His fingers found my nipples, pinching hard. Pain flared, transforming into hot tingles that zapped down to my pussy. I clenched down on his incestuous shaft, my hips pumping faster and faster. I worked up and down him, groaning, gasping, my pleasure shivering through me.

“Just work that pussy on your little brother’s dick,” Mom cooed, her fingers moving lower and lower, passing my bellybutton, reaching for my snatch. She undulated against me, moving with me as I fucked my little brother. “Make him cum, you nasty slut.”

“Yes, Mom!” I whimpered then gasped, her fingers sliding down my shaved pubic mound and reaching my clit.

She diddled my nub. My pussy clenched on my brother’s dick. He groaned, his fingers digging into my tits again. He savored the tighter embrace of my snatch. The friction burned hotter. I moved faster, drinking in the pleasure, driving myself towards another whorish, incestuous orgasm.

I whimpered, moaned. My eyes widened as Mom’s fingers danced on my clit. She sucked at my neck, kissing me, making me feel like a complete whore as she rubbed her crotch into my ass. My body tensed, my thighs burning as I worked my snatch faster and faster on my little brother’s big dick.

Such a thick cock. He filled me up.

“Sister!” groaned Jalal, his face twisting. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum in you.”

“Do it!” moaned Mom. “My baby boy is becoming a man. Flood your sister’s whore-pussy! Pump all that jizz into her!”

“Yes, Mom!” he groaned as I slammed my pussy down on him.

I shuddered as he grunted. His fingers pinched my nipples again while hot cum spurted into my pussy. My brother’s jizz splashed in me. I gasped, Mom’s fingers dancing on my clit, my little nub absorbing so much pleasure. It radiated through me, making me squirm and dance on his dick.

Then the pleasure detonated in me.

An orgasm more powerful than any I’d experienced. My snatch spasmed on my brother’s cock, milking out his taboo cum. I bucked in my mother’s embrace. Her lips burned as they kissed my neck. Her fingers massaged my bud.

Ecstasy slammed into my mind. I howled and gasped and trembled. Mom kept grinding on my ass, whimpering a she sucked on my neck. My brother groaned a final time, the last of his jizz spurting into my pussy.

He twisted my nipples, keeping my orgasm alive. I convulsed and bucked. I moaned and whimpered. “I’m a slut!” I howled. “A nasty, dirty slut!”

“Yes, you are,” groaned Mom, her voice so throaty. “My little whore! Ooh, yes, you are.”

“I am, Mom!” I groaned as my orgasm peaked in me. “I love it!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I trembled, my orgasm dying through me. I kept diddling my daughter’s clit as the little slut came down from her climax. My own body buzzed. My clit throbbed against my panties as I rubbed it one last time against my slut-daughter’s ass.

And an idea blossomed in my mind. We had a whore in the family. And I needed to make money. Fast. My husband could learn of my mistake any day.

But she needed more practice. “Mmm, your father will be home soon,” I purred into her ear. “And a good slut services any man who needs it. And you want to be a good slut, don’t you?”

Leyla trembled in my arms and whimpered, “Yes, Mother.”

To be continued…
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Leyla Umayyah

I…wanted to be a slut. To please Mom. She was so right about me. I had all these whorish desires bursting through me, inspired by Clint’s antics with his girlfriends, his cousins. The way he strutted around school. The way he enjoyed his cousins and other girls. I wanted to be one of those girls.

I masturbated my virgin pussy so hard doing it, not realizing my little brother Jalal peeped in on me. I made his cock so hard. I teased him with my developing beauty. As I blossomed into womanhood, I turned him so on.

Mom was right. It was cruel of me. And it felt so good satisfying him.

I loved it so much. Losing my cherry to him. Impaling my cunt down his cock under Mom’s direction. Pumping my hot, tight pussy up and down his dick until he erupted in me. All while Mom held me, guiding me through my first steps into slutdom.

I’d never be a good, Muslim woman like her. Never a proper wife. No, my whore-cunt controlled me. It had to be fed, satiated. Even though I came so hard on my little brother’s cock, I wanted more. My snatch clenched on his softening dick, his incestuous cum so warm in me.

And Mom’s words… I shivered, asking, “Daddy looks at me, too?”

Mom, her clothed body pressing into my back, whispered into my ear, “My little slut, he’s a man. He’s noticed that whorish body of yours developing. He would never do anything about it. He wants a pure daughter.” Mom’s hands slid up from my belly to cup my round, perky breasts. I shivered, her thumbs rubbing my brown nipples thrusting from my dusky mounds. “But when he learns you’re a slut, he won’t control himself.

“He’ll fuck that tight cunt of yours. So I need you ready to please my husband.” Mom pinched my nipples. I shivered, delight racing down to my pussy. “So you need more practice. You need to learn all the ways to please a man.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Get off your brother.” Mom pulled away from me.

Jalal, his slim, fourteen-year-old body shuddering as I rose off his dick and turned. My sixteen-year-old tits jiggled as I sat beside him. He put arm arm around me, holding me with such a possessiveness, a huge grin on his face. Even with his glasses on, he looked more a man now than a boy.

Well, he was. He had his first woman. Me.

Mom leaned forward, her head wrapped in her hijab like a proper woman, covering her hair in all modesty. Unlike me. I would never wear that again, I realized. I was a slut. I had no modesty to hide. I bared it all.

A hot shiver and a nervous twinge ran through me. And then I gasped.

Mom’s finger ran through my shaved pussy, another proof of my sluttiness. What virgin shaves her pussy? Or a proper woman? I shuddered as Mom’s finger scooped out a glob of my brother’s white cum from my pussy. She brought it to my lips.

I opened wide, sucking on her digit. My tongue melted at the taste of cum. The salty treat this time flavored with my tangy pussy. I shuddered, more of his cum running out of my deflowered snatch as my pussy clenched. I whimpered as I sucked.

“Mmm, yes, men like seeing a slut enjoy their cum, even from their pussy. Or another girl’s.”

How did Mom know all this? But Jalal moaned in agreement beside her. “Oh, yes, Leyla. That’s hot.”

“Been watching porn?” Mom asked, amusement in her tone.

“Yeah,” a sheepish Jalal said. “It’s just…”

“Your sister was so cruel. But she understands her place.” Mom gave me a look, her mature beauty framed by her hijab.

“I do, Mom,” I said, shoving my fingers between my thighs. I scooped up my little brother’s cum. I held it on my finger and then shoved it into my mouth. I groaned, the jizz melting on my tongue. My eyes rolled back into my head as I whimpered, loving the taste.

Mom helped me, scooping up more cum for me to feast on. I gladly sucked it off her finger, my tongue dancing about her digit like it was a cock. Jalal groaned as he watched, his hand grasping my round breasts, squeezing them hard, owning my tits.

“See how your brother grabs your body,” Mom said as she dribbled cum into my mouth from her finger, my head arching upward, my tongue outstretched to received my gift. “How he seizes it like he owns your flesh.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, savoring the cum.

Her fingers jammed deep into my snatch. I shivered as she withdrew with more of my pussy cream and my brother’s cum, all mixed together into a pearly delight. She shoved those digits into my mouth , letting me savor the two flavors: tangy and salty. My brother groaned, his finger pinching my nipples, making my cunt clenched.

“Men own a slut’s body,” Mom said, her dark eyes boring into mine. “You understand me, Leyla?”

Her fingers popped out of my mouth. “And I’m a slut, Mom. So…so I don’t own myself? I’m their slave?”

“Yes,” Mom groaned. “You do what they want. So long as I give you permission. Because even sluts still obey their mothers. And you want to be a my good slut.”

“I do!” I whimpered as Mom jammed her fingers back into my snatch.

A smile spread on her dusky cheeks, blushed darker out of shame for what I was. She accepted it, but I knew I disappointed her by not being a pure virgin. A righteous girl. But she would make the best of my fall into sin.

“Good,” she purred. “I knew you would be my good slut.” She pulled her fingers out of my pussy and smeared the tangy cream and salty cum on my lips.

But before I could lick the juices off of them, her lips found mine. She kissed me, not like a mother kisses a daughter, but how a woman kisses a slut. She claimed my mouth. I shivered, feeling how her lips moved, realizing she taught me another lesson: how to kiss with whorish passion. I moaned, my body responding to the lesbian touch of her lips. The taboo, incestuous passion.

Only a slut would grow more wet kissing her mother.

I groaned into her mouth, her tongue brushing my lips. Such a wonderful mother to do such a naughty thing. To show me how to do this. To teach me. I whimpered, my brother pinching my nipple, groaning as he watched us kiss.

“That’s so hot, Mom,” he groaned.

Mom broke the kiss. “I’m training your sister, Jalal. Do not think to lust after me. She’s the slut.”

“Yes,” groaned Jalal, his dick hard again, glistening with my pussy juices.”

“Now your next lesson in being a slut is cleaning a man’s cock.” Mom glanced at Jalal’s dick, licking her lips. “See how he’s coated in your whorish juices?”

I nodded, a hunger swelling in me.

“A slut licks a man’s cock clean after it’s been in her pussy or her asshole.” Mom leaned into my ear. “And I remember how hard you sucked the ass off your fingers. I know you love that filthy taste, my little whore.”

“Yes, Mother,” I groaned and then moved, kneeling beside my brother, lowering my head.

I smelled my tangy pussy on his twitching cock, this dusky shaft that took my virginity and ushered me into slutdom. I nuzzled into the base of my brother’s cock, my tongue licking out, tasting my whorish flavor staining his shaft. I shivered, my cunt growing hotter as I dragged my tongue up the throbbing shaft, gathering more and more of my cream.

Jalal moaned when I reached the tip. My little brother’s cock twitched. I swirled about the spongy tongue his precum bubbling out of his dick. I sucked on the tip for just a moment, cheeks hollowing. His body convulsed.

I liked that.

“Leyla,” he groaned as I moved down the base of his shaft, my chin pressing into his black pubic hair. “Keep sucking.”

“I have to clean you, little brother,” I purred then licked up his shaft again. This time in a different spot.

I savored my tangy juices, lapping up the side of his cock while Mom watched. Her eyes were so intense, watching me, studying my technique. She was such a wonderful mother for training me to be a slut, making sure I realized my body’s pleasures.

Most mothers would just disown such a whorish daughter, kick her to the street. Back in my grandparent’s home in Jordan, they might even have killed me for the family’s honor. But we were in America. Where girls could be sluts and whores, and explore all the sinful desires of their body.

And my body brimmed with such sinful desire.

“That’s so good, slut,” groaned Jalal, his hand squeezing my dangling tit as I licked and lapped at his cock.

“Mmm, yes, clean your brother’s cock,” Mom moaned, squirming beside me, her dress rustling. She rubbed my back, sliding her fingernails down to my ass. She squeezed it. “Get him clean of all those whore-juices.”

“So clean,” Jalal groaned. “Yes!”

My tongue flicked the tip of his dick, making him shudder again. I loved that. The way he groaned as I played with the crown. I nuzzled at the front of his dick, my nipple throbbing as he pinched it. The little nub felt connected directly with my dripping snatch. Juices trickled down my thighs. My hole ached to be filled by his cock.

Or our older brother Faizel’s cock. Or Daddy’s.

I sucked on the tip of Jalal’s dick. He groaned, pinching my nipple so hard. Pain flared. And that made my pussy hotter. I moaned about his tip, licking, sucking, so eager for more of his salty cum. I wanted that as much as having my pussy filled.

I hungered for both.

“Enough of that,” Mom said. She smacked my ass. “I don’t want him cumming yet. I need to show you how to properly fuck.”

My head popped off his dick. “Didn’t I do a good job my first time?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

“You were…adequate,” I said to Leyla, my pussy on fire from watching her whore behavior. It itched and seethed in my panties, soaking my cloth. I ached to be filled. My eyes flicked to Jalal’s dick, almost as big as his father’s. “But you need to learn how to move your hips. How to fuck up and down a dick as you ride it. I will show you.”

“Show…me?” Leyla frowned as I pulled off my hijab, my black hair spilling out down my back and shoulders.

“Yes, show you,” I said, my pussy clenching. “I will fuck your brother so you can watch. I’m only doing this for your training, not because I’m a slut like you. I have your father. He keeps my pussy more than satisfied.”

“Of course, Mother,” she said, biting her lips as she stared at me unbuttoning my dress.

Both my children stared at me, such hunger in their eyes. They salivated over the prospect of seeing my breasts. Jalal had always ogled me, like any proper growing boy should. But Leyla’s hunger only proved how much of slut she was. She yearned for congress with women as well as men.

I could feel it in the way she accepted my kiss.

I licked my lips, still tasting the faint traces of my son and daughter mixed together, that delicious, naughty combination of cunt and cum. My pussy clenched again as I slid my dress of my shoulders, baring my large breasts constrained in my bra.

“You have such big tits, Mom,” groaned Jalal.

“Hush,” I told him. “I am doing this for your sister’s benefit, not yours.” But my back straightened, thrusting my tits towards him. I loved his eyes on me, appreciating my womanly curves. My dress fell about my waist. I reached behind me, unhooking my bra.

Leyla licked her lips as my tits spilled out. My little whore-daughter stared at my pillowy mounds with the same hunger her father had on our wedding night. The night I lost my virginity like proper woman. My nipples were fat and hard, darker brown than hers, my areolas twice as large.

She leaned over and licked at one before jerking back. “Sorry, Mother. I didn’t mean to…”

“No, no, that’s wonderful,” I groaned, my nipple throbbing from the brief, incestuous contact with her mouth. I’d seen Lee and Melody sucking on their mother Vicky as I spied on my coworker’s classroom. Watching Clint and his incestuous harem writhe, his sisters all such sluts for him. And his Aunt Vicky. “You’re following your instincts as a slut.”

“Damn,” Jalal groaned as Leyla leaned in and sucked at my nipple again.

My son stroked his cock, precum beading at the tip as he watched his sister suck and nibble on my nub. I shuddered, pleasure racing straight to my pussy. My whore-daughter swirled her tongue around it, using the lessons I taught her on cock-sucking to pleasure my fat nub.

I undulated my hips, working my skirt down off my ass. I rose, pushing it down my thighs then shifted to work it off my kneeling legs. Then I hooked the waistband of my panties, pushing them down, exposing my soaked, black bush to my son’s hungry gaze.

“As you can see, my son,” I groaned, loving my baby boy staring at my pussy, “I am not shaved like a whore. A proper woman lets her bush grow wild. And her husband takes delight in this. But sluts like your sister have to tempt men into adultery by shaving their snatches.”

“They do look great shaved,” he groaned. “But I understand why a proper woman wouldn’t shave her cunt. It’s like shaving her head.”

“Exactly,” I moaned, sliding forward. My daughter’s mouth popped off my nipple. “Now I know you’ll enjoy this, Jalal, but remember this is only to train your sister. I’m not a slut for you to paw when you like.”

“Of course, Mom,” he groaned, grabbing my tits with greedy hands. “But right now… I need to treat you like one. For Leyla.”

“Yes,” I whimpered, loving his fingers finding the nipples he suckled from as a babe. Oh, how I loved suckling my baby boy.

I straddled him, pleasure shooting down to my pussy. I grasped his cock, guiding it to my married pussy. I’d never had a dick in me but my husband’s before. I rubbed the tip of my son’s shaft against my pussy, sliding it up and down my slit. It nudged my clit, sending delight sparking through me.

“See how I tease his cock,” I purred to Leyla, my daughter’s face peering at the incestuous meeting of my snatch and my son’s dick.

“Yes, Mother,” she moaned, sliding two fingers into her whore-pussy, pumping them in and out with a slow rhythm.

“It gets you wetter and builds his anticipation of your pussy’s embrace,” I moaned. “Isn’t that nice, Jalal?”

“Yes, Mom,” he panted, face twisting as he felt my snatch. “Makes me so desperate to be in you.”

“Of course it does,” I purred. “This is how a slut drives a man wild.”

My daughter nodded, her eyes glossy but keen. She masturbated faster, her fingers making wet sounds as they plunged into her dripping depths. Yes, she would help me replace the money I lost in online gambling. My husband Karim would never have to know I lost our savings and our children’s college funds to my addiction.

Men would pay so much for Leyla.

I slid my son’s cock up and down my pussy one last time, my clit savoring the delight. Then I pressed his dick right to the entrance of my married cunt. A hot shiver ran through me to impale myself down his cock, to feel my baby boy back inside me once again.

“Now that he’s all horny, what do I do, Leyla?” I asked, whimpering, fighting my body’s instinct to take my son’s cock to the hilt. But I wasn’t a slut. I could control myself and teach my daughter.

“You fuck him!” Leyla moaned, my slutty daughter’s round breasts jiggling as she frigged her snatch faster and faster.

“That’s right,” I groaned and impaled my cunt down my son’s dick.

Jalal moaned. My baby boy let out such a groan of sure delight as he felt his mother’s pussy wrapped about his shaft. His hands squeezed my breasts, almost as big as his father’s hands, but so smooth, lacking all those familiar callouses Karim earned from working construction. I ran my hands up my baby boy’s smooth, lean chest. So slim, not brawny like his father.

Just so cute.

I moved my hips, swirling his dick around inside of me while my slutty daughter watched. Leyla whimpered while I let out a throaty groan of delight. Jalal’s cock felt so amazing in me, filling me up, making me shiver.

“Now you want to move your hips more, Leyla,” I groaned, sliding my pussy up Jalal’s cock. The friction sent pleasure shooting through me. “You want them swiveling and undulating. You want to always be moving them. Up and down isn’t enough when you’re riding a man’s cock. You have to make it better for him.”

“Yes, Mother,” she whimpered, plunging a third finger into her pussy.

“It feels so good,” Jalal groaned. “Oh, Mom, yes! Move that pussy on my cock.”

“See,” I moaned, undulating my hips, dancing as I fucked my married cunt up and down my son’s dick. “Listen to him. He loves it.”

“Uh-huh, Mother.”

I shuddered, pumping my hips up and down my son’s cock, loving his girth in me. Such wicked shivers filled me. The friction burned in my snatch’s depths, my pussy drinking in the incestuous glide of my baby boy’s cock against my inner flesh.

He reached deep into me when I bottomed out, my tits jiggling in his kneading hands. Such pleasure shone in his eyes as he stared up at me. He groaned and gasped, making all these manly sounds, growing up right before my eyes.

It made my pussy hotter. My hips pumped faster. I wanted to make my baby boy cum. To show Leyla how to be a slut. My tits heaved more. My hips danced and undulated. Such rapture shot through my body as my married cunt pleased my son.

“You want to lean forward, too,” I groaned, doing that, planting my hands on Jalal’s shoulders. My tits dangled before him. He pulled his hands away, just watching my big mounds sway as I fucked up and down his cock. “This changes how his dick moves inside of you.”

“It’s so fucking good,” groaned Jalal. “Mom, your cunt… It’s amazing.”

“Ooh, yes, Mom, you look so hot as you ride him,” Leyla panted. She licked her lips, her body twitching as she plunged her three digits in and out of her cunt.

“By changing how you lean, you rub his cock on different parts of your cunt. You’ll both love it.” I then leaned backward, my spine arching, my tits thrusting up before me. “Like this. Mmm, yes, now he’s rubbing on the front of my pussy as I work my cunt up and down him.”

“You’re amazing, Mom,” Leyla moaned. “So hot and sexy.”

I shuddered, drinking in her words.

“Daddy must be so happy to have a wife dedicated to his pleasures,” my daughter continued, such envy in her voice. She wanted to be a good, Muslim woman like me. To be that pure bride for her husband.

But she wasn’t. She was my little slut.

“He’s so happy,” I groaned. “We’ve learned so much about pleasure. It took me years and years to figure out all these ways to please him.”

“So good,” groaned Jalal, his hands sliding up and down my sides, clutching my flesh.

I leaned forward again, dangling my tits before him. Then I pressed them into his chest, sliding my pussy up and down his cock. My breasted rubbed on his chest, my nipples throbbing against him. His hands grabbed my ass out of instinct, kneading it, pulling me up and his cock, guiding me.

“When he grabs your hips and or ass, let him guide you,” I groaned. “Control you. He knows what feels good on his dick. Don’t deny him, my little slut.”

“I wont, Mother.” Leyla’s face twisted in pleasure. Then her body spasmed. “I’ll be such a good slut.”

As my daughter orgasmed, I kissed Jalal hard on the lips. My tongue plunged into his mouth. He groaned, hands tightening on my ass. My pussy clenched on his dick, clit rubbing into his pubic bone. Such pleasure surged through me.

My own orgasm built and built as I kissed him so hard. I loved my baby boy. My eyes squeezed shut, my body moving now, lost to the rapture building in me. The pleasure I shared with my youngest child.

His tongue shoved into my mouth, learning how to kiss a whore. His fingers dug into my butt-crack as he kneaded me. I savored his exploration, my married pussy growing hotter and hotter on his dick.

I whimpered, my pussy clenching so hard on his shaft as I rocked on him. My nipples throbbed against my chest.

“Yes, yes, fuck him, Mother,” groaned Leyla. “That’s so hot. I want to fuck him so hard. I want to be a slut and make men cum in my snatch.”

Jalal moaned into our incestuous kiss. His hands squeezed hard on my ass. He pulled my pussy down his dick. He buried to the hilt in my cunt. Then he grunted. His cum fired into my depths. I shuddered, feeling a man other than my husband, my own baby boy, flood my snatch with jizz.

My body spasmed. My orgasm exploded through me.

I broke the kiss, gasping, “Yes, yes, yes, flood Mommy’s pussy! A slut always begs. Always yearns for it.”

“I do, Mother,” Leyla groaned.

Jalal just gasped, his body shuddering beneath me as he unloaded so much jizz into my snatch. My convulsing pussy milked my baby boy’s big dick. I savored every blast of his incestuous seed spilling into my depths, filling me to the brim.

My pleasure surged through me, radiating out of my pussy. It washed through my mind. I trembled on my son, squirming, embracing every wonderful moment of our incestuous union. My son had returned to my pussy.

I treasured this orgasm. It peaked in me.

And then died.

“Mom,” he groaned, panting. “That was amazing. Better than Leyla.”

I kissed his mouth for that compliment. “Your sister will learn. She’ll need to practice with you, your brother, and your father.”

“Oh, yes, please,” groaned Leyla, still frigging her pussy. My daughter licked her lips. “Can I fuck Jalal now. I need to practice.”

“Your brother needs to recover,” I groaned, rolling off Jalal. He cuddled up against me, nuzzling at my breast. His lips found my nipple. I shuddered, spreading my thighs, his cum leaking out of my snatch. “But you can practice your pussy licking skills. Eating creampie, or just licking cunt in general, is something every slut should know.”

“Yes, Mother,” my obedient little slut moaned.

Yes, I was so glad I drilled that peephole. Those months of watching Clint handle his sluts had prepared me for Leyla’s training. I knew everything she needed to learn, all the nasty things she’d have to do as a whore.

And it gave me so much pleasure to show her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I moved between my mom’s thighs, licking my lips as I stared at the white cream staining her dark bush, more bubbling out of her depths. My brother’s cum mixed in the very pussy that birthed us both. A hungry, depraved lust to feast on her surged through me.

I pulled my three fingers out of my pussy, a hot shudder running through me. My sticky digits grasped Mom’s thigh as I leaned down. I pushed her legs farther apart while Jalal kept sucking on Mom’s fat nub.

He loved them as much as I had.

His other hand groped Mom’s breasts, squeezing it while I pressed my mouth into her bush. Her tangy musk filled my nose, both so similar to my pussy and so different. Stronger. More mature. What I imagined I would smell like at her age.

What a wonderful thought.

I breathed in again, noting the salty cum mixed in the bouquet. My mouth salivated. I nuzzled my face into her pubic hair. The silk caressed my lips. Earlier, I envied the girls who had Carmelita lick their pussies in the bathroom during lunch yesterday at my high school. Now I envied Carmelita herself.

No wonder that bullying, Latina bitch fell to her knees and ate cunt. It was so delicious. Such a hot thrill shot through me at doing something so sinful. This was more depraved than fucking my brother. That was incest between a man and a woman.

This was a homosexual sin. Lesbian depravity. I devoured the pussy that birthed me!

“My good little slut,” Mom groaned as I pressed my mouth against her pussy lips, feeling her hot, wet silk. “That’s it. Eat Mommy’s cunt. Lick me clean of all of your brother’s cum. You know you want to, whore.”

“Yes!” I groaned.

And licked.

My tongue slid through her hot flesh. I gathered her strong, tangy musk mixed with that yummy, salty cum from my brother’s dick. I felt Jalal’s eyes on me, watching me as he sucked at Mom’s nipple. I shivered, my pussy clenching as I licked again. And again.

So good. The flavors burst to life on my mouth. Her pussy tasted so much better. Because it was another woman’s pussy. My mother’s pussy. I groaned, digging my tongue through her folds, plunging in deep, gathering up all the cum I could.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” Mom groaned. “Mmm, you’re digging your brother’s cum out of my pussy like a proper whore.”

I shuddered at her compliment. “Thank you, Mother.”

I pressed my pussy-stained lips back into her cunt. My tongue plunged into her depths. Her back arched, tits jiggling. I stared up her dusky body and savored my brother’s form pressed against her. They lounged together as I feasted on their fluids. The pair used me for their pleasure, like I was just part of the foreplay between them.

Nothing more than a living sex toy.

That thought made my pussy weep. Juices flooded down my thighs. I groaned, lapping harder, driving my tongue through her silky folds. I brushed her clit, making Mom shudder and moan as she watched me. Her dark eyes smoldered.

“That’s it,” she groaned. “What a natural pussy licker my slutty daughter is. Ooh, yes. Such a little whore.”

“I am, Mother,” I groaned. “I love your pussy. I want to eat it always. I want to fuck cocks and devour cunts.”

“That’s my little slut.” She shuddered. “Oh, yes, I will make the best of your shame.”

I shuddered, lapping through her pussy again, glad Mother could make use of my perversion. My tongue danced through her folds, brushing her clit before plunging back into her hole and searching for more of my brother’s cum.

Jalal watched me, lifting his head from Mom’s breast. His eyes had such greedy hunger. I shuddered as Mom grabbed his half-hard cock, drenched in her pussy juices, and stroked him. Her hand worked up and down his dick, making him moan.

“She’s getting me hard for that tight snatch, slut,” Jalal groaned as he stared at me with eyes hungry behind his glasses. “I’m going to fuck you so hard. I’m going to pump more cum into your pussy.”

“Yes, little brother,” I whimpered between licks.

“Ooh, that gets her so excited,” Mom panted. “Mmm, yes, now concentrate on my clit and shove fingers into my snatch. Flick that tongue against my nub… Ooh, yes, just like that and… Oh, you naughty whore!”

Her pussy tightened on the three fingers I plunged into her snatch. The same three I frigged myself while watching her fuck Jalal. My tongue flicked and battered her clit, making her gasp and shudder. Her body shivered as I pleased her. I sucked and nibbled. I made her ache. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

Her hand stroked Jalal’s cock faster. It rubbed into her side, smearing her pussy juices across her hip and belly. Her hips undulated, dancing against my licking mouth while she jerked off my little brother.

My pussy ached to feel that cock in me again.

“Are you going to cum on the little whore’s mouth?” groaned Jalal into our mother’s ear. He squeezed Mom’s breast. “Just cream that little slut.”

“Yes,” Mom whimpered. “She’s got such enthusiasm. Ooh, yes, plunge those fingers into my pussy. This is how you please a woman!”

Such pride swelled through me for being such a good slut. I sucked on her clit like a little cock. Her pussy clenched hard on my fingers. I loved feeling her hot depths. I came from this warm, wet, silky hole.

Heady delight swept through me as Mom heaved again. She groaned and gasped. Then she turned her head, kissing Jalal like a lover. Her hand gripped his cock as she groaned into his lips. His precum smeared across her flat belly as she writhed.

Such a beautiful woman. So mature and gorgeous, her body kept in great shape to please my father. Her pussy tasted like Heaven. The sweetest sin. Why did Allah make pussy taste so good and then forbid women from eating it?

Why did he make me into a slut?

I squeezed my eyes shut, pumping my fingers faster and faster. My own cunt dripped juices, aching to be filled. But I ignored my own pleasure, concentrating on my mother’s. She needed this orgasm. I had to please her.

Mom gasped, breaking the kiss with Jalal. “You little slut!”

Her pussy spasmed about my digits. She convulsed hard as her orgasm surged through her. Hot juices squirted out around my digits, bathing my chin and cheeks. I opened my mouth wide, gulping them down.

“My daughter is such a lesbian whore!” moaned Mom. “Yes, yes, yes. Oh, Allah, what a slut you gave me!”

“Such a slut,” groaned Jalal. “I have to fuck her, Mom. I have to pound that tight pussy again.”

“Do it,” Mom groaned, letting go of his cock. “You’re a man now. Fuck the little whore. Just get back there and ram into her cunt.”

“But my lesson?” I gasped. “I need to ride him.”

But Mom didn’t hear me, too lost to her rapture. Jalal already moved, getting behind me. I gasped as his hands seized my hips. And then his cock nudged at the hot opening of my pussy. I groaned as he rubbed his dick up and down my flesh.

Mom seized my hair, hauling my head back down to her convulsing pussy. Her big tits heaved as she smeared my lips against her clit. “Don’t stop licking me while your brother fucks that whore-cunt of yours!”

“Yes, Mother!” I moaned and flicked her clit with my tongue.

Her fingers became iron talons in my hair, gripping me so hard. She forced my face against her clit. I sucked on it, pumping my fingers in and out of her convulsing pussy. Her juices boiled my digits while I moaned out in desperation.

Jalal still teased my pussy.

He ran that thick cock up and down my pussy lips. He brushed my clit, making my hips wiggle. More juices poured out of my snatch. Then his cock pulled back and his fingers parted my pussy lips. I felt his eyes stare into my depths.

“I can see into her pussy,” Jalal said in awe. “So pink and juicy. And she’s clenching, Mom.”

“She wants your dick in her so bad!” groaned Mom, grinding her hot cunt into my face, her pussy massaging my plunging fingers. “Just fuck her. Pound her. The little whore needs your cock in her right now.”

“I do, little brother,” I moaned. “I’m such a slut. I need your dick in me so badly. Fuck me!”

“Fuck her! Be a man and ram that cock into your sister’s cunt!” Mom shuddered, her big tits jiggling. “Fuck her like the whore she is.”

“Yes, Mom!” groaned Jalal.

His dick rammed so hard into me. His balls smacked my clit. I gasped, pleasure shooting through me. I moaned into my mother’s clit. My snatch clenched down on the dick that filled me. Then he drew back and slammed in again. And again. And again.

He reamed my cunt. He gripped my hips, grunting as he plowed me so hard. Like a jackhammer. He fucked me like a whore. He enjoyed my sisterly cunt on his dick. And I savored his brotherly dick plunging into my depths.

“Oh, Mother, yes, he’s fucking me!” I whimpered. “He’s driving that cock into me.”

“Yes, my baby boy is such a man,” Mom groaned, her hot eyes staring over me at my brother. “Ooh, yes, Jalal, pound your sister’s snatch. Enjoy the little slut!”

“I am, Mom,” he groaned.

His cock plunged into me so hard, so fast, it was hard to remember my lesson. I knew I had to swivel my hips. To always move them, to dance like a whore. But such pleasure churned through me from the hot friction of his dick and the smack of his balls on my clit.

Every time his balls smacked my clit, I moaned into my mother’s bud. I sucked on hers, my tongue dancing on it as pleasure surged through me. Sparks flared through my cunt. My pussy clenched down on his dick as his nuts thwacked my balls.

So heavy. So full of his brotherly cum.

I wanted him to spill in me so badly. I wanted his cum to fill me again and again.

My fingers pumped hard, plunging into Mom’s cunt as fast as Jalal rammed into my snatch. Mom shuddered, her big tits jiggling as she writhed. She had such smoky eyes, staring with such desire at Jalal as he helped me practice my fucking.

My left hand reached out, grasping Mom’s pillowy breast. She groaned her pussy clenching on the digits of my right hand. She shuddered, her snatch growing hotter about my fingers again. Then she gasped and orgasmed a second time.

“Yes, yes, yes, such a whore daughter!” moaned Mom, bucking. Her pussy massaging my three digits.

Just like my cunt would massage my brother’s cock.

“Ooh, plow your whore-sister, Jalal,” Mom gasped through her climax. “Fuck her. Make her cum. A man always makes a slut cum.”

“I will, Mom,” Jalal groaned and fucked me harder.

I didn’t know it was possible. I screamed into Mom’s pussy as my orgasm exploded through me. The pounding rapture of my brother’s cock sent me over the edge. My clit drank in his thwacking balls. My hot flesh convulsed around his dick.

He groaned, gripping my hips harder as he plowed into my massaging pussy. Pleasure rippled through me. I gasped and shuddered, wanting to rip my head up from Mom’s pussy. But her grip held me in place. I moaned into her clit, stars exploding across my vision.

“So good,” I moaned, voice muffled by motherly cunt. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“She’s so tight, Mom,” gasped Jalal. “Ooh, yes, the little slut’s cumming so hard on my dick.”

“Because your a man!” Mom groaned with such pride, her body convulsing as her orgasm died. “Yes you are. My baby boy is such a stud. Fuck the little slut. Make her cum over and over on that dick of yours.”

“I am,” he grunted, plowing me. “I could fuck her all night.”

“You’ve cum enough. Show me that stamina. Show me your endurance.” Mom licked her lips. “Ooh, yes, keep the slut cumming into my clit because… Yes!”

Mom came again, set off by my humming passion on her bud. Her pussy convulsed on my fingers, matching the writhing passion of my cunt on Jalal’s dick. Her juices flooded out, so tangy and delicious. I drank them down while Jalal’s cock stirred my cunt to a froth.

Orgasms kept pumping through me. My brother’s dick kept me cumming. The friction so amazing. I loved him plowing into me. My moans mixed with Mom, mine so much more whorish than hers. I kept my fingers plunging into her depths, stirring her up, thanking her for showing me who I was.

“I’m a slut!” I screamed as another orgasm rippled through me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled my brother, thrusting so hard. His balls smacked over and over into my clit. “Such a fucking whore.”

“Cum in her!” hissed Mom. “Just bathe her cunt in your cream.”

“Yes!” Jalal groaned, ramming his cock into me.

I gasped into Mom’s pussy at the first squirt of incestuous cum into my depths. I shuddered, my cunt milking his jizz into my fertile depths. I could be bred by my brother. A hot shiver ran through me. My orgasm intensified.

“Take my cum, slut!” he growled.

“Yes, yes, yes, in your sister’s cunt!” mom howled.

“He’s pumping so much into me,” I moaned.

My orgasm rippled through me. Such naughty warmth. I loved it. Embraced it. Jalal grunted again as he fired the last blast of jizz into my snatch. I mewled into Mom’s pussy, licking her clit while she shivered, my left hand clenching her pillowy mound.

It felt so nice in my hand.

Then Jalal ripped his cock out of my pussy. I knew what to do. Like a good slut, I spun around and sucked his pussy-coated cock into my mouth. He groaned, shivering as I sucked him clean. Jizz poured out of my snatch, trickling down my legs.

Then I groaned as Mom licked at the jizz dribbling down my cunt. She made such a cooing sound as she enjoyed it. She licked up to my pussy. For one moment, her tongue flicked through my folds, gathering the incestuous mix flooding out of me.

“Mmm, such a good slut,” she purred, giving my ass a squeeze. “Once you’re done cleaning your brother’s cock, we’ll talk about how you’ll please your father. He’ll be home in an hour.”

Then Mom rose. I heard her dress behind me, garbing her modesty like a proper Muslim woman. I just sucked happily on my brother’s half-hard cock. He stared down at me, such lust in his eyes. He ran his hands through my hair.

“I’m going to fuck you whenever I want,” he growled.

A hot shiver ran through me. I popped my mouth off his dick. “Of course. That’s what a slutty sister is for.”

He smiled as he pushed up his glasses. Then groaned as my mouth engulfed his dick, savoring my fresh, tangy musk.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

The front door opened. A hot twinge ran through my pussy followed by a nervous flutter through my stomach. I moved from the kitchen, properly clad in my modest dress, my hijab covering my hair. Only face and hands were visible. My big breasts jiggled in my bra. He stood in the foyer, hanging his baseball cap on a peg.

My big, strong husband dressed in the rough clothes from the construction sight, his blue jeans faded, stained with a white epoxy. His t-shirt faded over the years, a black tar forever embedded in the fabric that I never could get out.

“There is my lovely wife,” Karim said as I walked to him and greeted him with a chaste kiss, nothing immodest out of our bedroom. His thick beard scratched so deliciously at my face. The one thing Leyla lacked while eating my pussy, her cheeks silky smooth.

“Welcome home, dear husband,” I breathed, so excited to give him this treat. I’d been so bad by masturbating to Clint fucking his harem and losing our savings to online poker. He deserved such a treat.

I knew he noticed Leyla. He was a man. More than a few times he demanded I perform my wifely duties after he stared at our blossoming daughter.

“Leyla is drawing you a bath,” I told him. “Dinner will be ready in an hour. Go and relax. You’ve earned it.”

“A bath?” he asked. “Our daughter. Not you?”

I just smiled at him. “She wants to do something special for her father. You’ll see. She’s awakened to who she is.”

My husband frowned. “What is going on?”

“Just know that I love you, dear husband,” I said and gave him a hotter kiss, my hand rubbing at his crotch. He groaned, his cock responding, hardening. “Now go, our daughter awaits with your bath.”

Leyla stepped out in a flowery dress Her black hair spilled about her youthful expression, no hijab to make her modest. “Come, Daddy, it’s all ready to you.”

“Isn’t she just a naughty tease?” I whispered as my husband stared at her without her hijab for the first time since she started menstruating. “Now go and enjoy her. Leyla will take good care of you.”

My slutty daughter took her father’s hand and led him away, such a beguiling smile on her lips. My pussy clenched, knowing she would take such good care of her father. And learn to be a better slut. Because come tomorrow, that pussy would be for sale.

To be continued…
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Leyla Umayyah

My pussy boiled beneath my dress, juices dribbling out of my shaved snatch and down my thighs. I felt Daddy’s eyes on my ass as I led him up the stairs, the steps creaking beneath my bare feet. Nervousness twisted about my stomach.

It was time to put all I learned from Mom with my younger brother Jalal to the test. Time for my sixteen-year-old body to please my father. I wasn’t a good, pure Muslim girl. I was a slut. A depraved whore. Mom was so right about me. I was so turned on right now to seduce my father. To satiate him with my body.

To feel his cum fire into my pussy like my younger brother’s did.

“Did you have a nice day at work, Daddy?” I asked, feeling his rough hands on mine.

“Long day,” he grunted, hand squeezing mine.

He worked as a construction foreman. His success combined with mom’s teacher salary, provided the life for me and my two brothers. He raised me, clothed me, and though my sluttiness would shame him, I would repay that debt by giving him so much pleasure.

My pussy clenched again, the heat growing, swelling. Such a wanton longing filled me. I threw a coquettish look over my shoulder, smiling at him before purring, “Then let’s relax all that stress away.”

His dark eyes fixed on me, his emotions impossible to read with his thick, black beard, lips tight. He stood tall, broad-shouldered, muscled. The opposite of Jalal’s slender frame and almost delicate features. My younger brother had the tendencies of a scholar not a laborer.

But he learned quickly how to handle a slut. He’d fucked me so hard under Mom’s instruction, fucking me from behind as I devoured Mom’s pussy. I hoped Daddy would fuck me just as hard.

“You’re not wearing your hijab,” Daddy said, noticing the first of my slutty behavior.

I felt so exposed without the headscarf covering my hair and framing my dusky face. I’d worn it for five years since I started menstruating. I felt so wanton to show off my luxurious, black hair to a man who wasn’t my husband.

I’d never have a husband. What man would marry a slut? But I would have so much fun.

“I guess I forgot,” I giggled, reaching the bathroom. I opened the door, the air steamy with the bathwater. My parents installed a large, deep tub years ago. It was like a hot tub, letting you relax in it, soaking up to your shoulders. Daddy needed it to help with aches from working hard all day. I could smell the slight tang of the Epsom salts. “Now lets get you in the tub and soaking.”

“Leyla?” he frowned as I led him into the bathroom. “What are you doing?”

“Helping you take a bath, Daddy,” I purred.

“This isn’t—”

Feeling bold, I put a shushing finger on his lips, feeling the wiry thickness of his beard. I peered up at him, a coquettish smile on my lips. “You heard Mom. Just relax and let me take care of you.”

Confusion robbed him of his normal dominance. He stood rigid, like he didn’t know what to do as I led him deeper into the bathroom towards the hot water. Then I moved around him, reveling in the power I had over him. My body enticed him, my feminine features arousing him to sin.

Sin I’d have to satiate. It was my fault, so I had to relieve him.

“Just strip, Daddy, and enjoy,” I purred behind him, my fingers attacking my bodice. I worked fast, exposing my naked, round tits beneath. I let the dress fall off my body, exposing my teenage curves as he stared at the water, unaware that I’d disrobed. “Come on, Daddy. Don’t just stand there. I need to take care of you.”

I untucked his shirt from his blue jeans from behind, pulling it up his body. He had darker-brown skin than me, rippling with sexy muscles. My pussy clenched, fresh juices running down my whorish thighs. He turned as I pulled his shirt up his hard body.

His eyes landed on my naked breasts.

He froze, eyes widening, mouth opening wide. My nipples ached beneath his gaze. So hard, thrusting from my round, dusky breasts. I struck a pose for him, looking as wanton and slutty, arousing him further, aching to feel his cock in me.

But fear swelled through me. What if he disowned me? What if he despised me? I was his daughter. I should be pure. I shouldn’t be a slut. But I was. I didn’t want my daddy to hate me. I wanted him to love me. To fuck me.

To use me like a whore.

His hands clenched. I whimpered, my heart exploding in terror as something crossed his bearded face.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I hoped my daughter was taking care of my husband. Karim deserved her underage cunt wrapped about his dick for being such a good provider. He had every right to use the little slut. It was a shame she wasn’t pure like me. Wasn’t a good, Muslim woman. But I would make use of her. She was the key to making back the money I lost to my online poker addiction.

And to satiate the lusts sparked by watching Clint fuck his sisters, half-sisters, aunt, and others in the classroom next door to mine. Vicky Samuels, his aunt, was also his slut. Like so many other women. By watching them through the peephole I drilled, I learned how to handle my daughter. How to mold her.

How to turn her into a slut that would please the men I’d sell her body to.

My pussy grew so hot just thinking about it. My little Leyla, only sixteen, spreading her thighs for her customers. Letting them fuck her for money. And at home, she’d satiate her father and her brothers. She would make sure my sons were pleasured, that my husband received the comfort he needed.

Men had broad appetites. And Karim only had me until now.

Footsteps creaked behind me. I felt eyes on me as I stirred the fish stew I made. It needed another hour of simmering. I gripped the stove, keeping on eye on dinner instead of masturbating to my fantasy of Karim fucking our daughter like the little whore she was.

“Looking for a snack, son?” I asked. It had to be Jalal crossing the room. His older brother, my firstborn Faizel, wouldn’t be home until later. At seventeen, he came and went as he pleased. Perhaps he was with one of the American girls he liked to date, sluts like my daughter who took care of his needs until he found a proper Muslim woman to marry.

“I am,” Jalal said from right behind me.

Then his hands slid around my waist, up to cup my large tits through the conservative dress I wore. I let out a sinful moan, my body responding to his touch as he pressed against me. I felt his hard cock against my ass through our clothing. He nuzzled into my neck, covered by my hijab.

“Mmm, I am so in need of a snack, Mom,” he groaned, my nipples hardening beneath his massaging hands.

“You naughty boy,” I groaned. “But Mommy isn’t a slut like Leyla. You can’t just walk up to her and grab her like this.”

“I know you’re not a slut, Mom,” he groaned, his hands squeezing again.

“And yet you’re fondling my tits like you own them. They’re your father’s tits.”

“You let me play with them earlier.”

I shivered, his cock grinding harder into my ass. “That was to help Leyla with her training. It wasn’t for our pleasure.”

“I’m just so horny, Mom. And you’re so sexy.”

I shivered, my pussy clenching hard. Juices trickled out, soaking into my panties. “That’s sweet of you to say, but you have to stop.” I grabbed his hands over my breasts, squeezing them tighter into my tits. “Right now.”

“I need Leyla’s cunt. Do you feel how hard I am?”

“I do,” I panted, his hands squeezing and kneading my tits beneath my grip. I swayed, rubbing my ass into his cock. “But I’m not a slut.”

“I know that,” he groaned. “But I need to cum so badly, Mom. And Leyla’s with Dad. They’re busy right now. He won’t know that you helped out your son with his needs.”

I trembled, biting my lip, my pussy so on fire. I wasn’t a slut. I had to remember that. But his hands felt so good on my tits. His cock felt so hard on me. I let out another wanton moan.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I could see the condemnation building in him. I needed to show him just who I was. I had to arouse him to such passion that he needed me to satiate him. That he couldn’t afford to be angry at me for being a slut. Instead, he’d need my whorish body to pleasure him, to give him the delights of my underage cunt.

I pounced at him, throwing my arms around his neck, being bold like those whores on TV. So wanton, taking what they wanted from men. I kissed him hard, shuddering at the wiry feel of his beard on my face, scratching in such a masculine way at my chin and cheeks. I pressed against his strong body, feeling his muscles through his t-shirt. My nipples rasped and throbbed.

Pleasure shot down to my pussy.

I kissed him hard as he froze again. His domination lost to confusion. I shivered, feeling so wanton. I undulated my hips, grinding my crotch into him. His cock grew harder and harder in his jeans, needing me to pleasure him.

I pulled my right arm from his neck, grabbing his left hand. He didn’t fight me as I brought it to my youthful breast. His rough callouses felt so amazing on my silky flesh. My nipple tingled as I pressed his hand hard against me.

He squeezed.

His lips moved against mine.

His right arm wrapped about me, strong hand seizing my ass. He pulled me tight, fingers so rough on my butt-cheek. I moaned into the kiss, letting him grope my body, feel my slutty delights. His cock throbbed in his jeans.

I had him.

Such triumph surged through me. It was so heady to seduce my father into such perversity. I swayed, our tongues dueling, my body shuddering. I wanted him so badly. My tongue dueled his, plunging into his mouth, driving him wild with my burning kiss.

I dragged my right hand down his strong chest, feeling his muscles beneath his shirt. I reached his stomach. He had rippling abs. I shuddered. Mom was so lucky to marry this man, to experience the pleasure his body gave her.

And now I did, too.

He groaned into the kiss, his tongue thrusting into my mouth, claiming me. He kissed me with wild passion as my fingers reached his jeans. I played with the fastener. It popped open. The zipper rasped as I reached in and found his cock in his boxers. It slid out a slit in the front, so warm and throbbing in my hand.

His hands squeezed my breast and ass with such rough passion. He found my hard nipple, pinching it and sending delight shooting down to my molten pussy. I groaned into his kiss, my hand stroking his hot dick. He swelled so hard, his girth and length a little bigger than Jalal’s.

My pussy couldn’t wait to feel it in me.

But I hungered for more. I thirsted for incestuous cream. I broke the kiss, staring up at my father. His eyes were wild, dark and smoldering. He breathed heavily as I kept stroking his dick. He licked his lips, savoring the taste of my mouth lingering on them.

“Leyla,” he breathed, staring at me.

“Mmm, just enjoy, Daddy,” I breathed. “Mother wants me to take care of you. To show you what I truly am.”

“What are you?” he moaned as I slid down his body, my breast and ass regrettably escaping his grasp.

“I’m a slut, Daddy,” I moaned, kneeling before him, his dark cock bobbing before me, precum beading the slit. “And I’m going to give you so much pleasure. With my mouth. With my cunt. I’m all yours until dinner.”

“And your mother…”

His words trailed off into a powerful, growling moan as my mouth engulfed his dick. I opened wide, shivering at the feel of his hard cock sliding past my lips and into my oral cavity. My tongue swirled around its spongy tip. His face contorted in pleasure, his beard bristling. He clenched his fists, staring down at my whorish behavior.

I stared back up at him, letting him see the desire in my eyes. How much he excited me. I grabbed the base of his dick with my right hand, my left pulling out his hairy balls through the boxers’ slit, fondling them. They were so full of the cream I craved.

My daddy’s cum.

I let out a wanton moan, sucking so hard and bobbing my head. I fucked my mouth up and down his cock. My tongue danced, savoring the salty flavor of his precum. He groaned, ripping off his t-shirt as he enjoyed my blowjob.

“Leyla,” he groaned. “What happened to you?”

I didn’t answer him. I showed him.

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked so hard. I moaned my pleasure, my breasts jiggling as I bobbed with furious passion. My pussy clenched, dripping more and more juices down my thighs, perfuming the air with my tangy musk. It mixed with the scent of his body, the manly musk of sweat and labor, so different from Jalal.

I wished Daddy was my first. It would have been even more special. This man deserved every drop of pleasure sucked out of his cock. Whether by my mouth or my pussy. He raised me. I owed him so much.

I loved him so much.

“My little flower,” he groaned. “Look at you. Such a whore. Such a slut.” His words grew harsher. “Just sucking your father’s cock, bobbing your mouth. You suck so hard. You want my cum pumping down your throat.”

I did. I moaned a wanton yes about his cock, twisting my head, fluttering my tongue. I wanted to give him so much rapture. I stroked the base of his hot dick, feeling his skin slid over the spongy yet hard core. My fingers massaged his heavy balls, the pubic hair wiry against my palm, strong and rough like every part of him.

Then he seized my black hair in his hands. He held me tight, his hands forcing my head up an down his cock. I shuddered as he used me, just a hole to satiate his cock. He fucked my mouth along his cock, using me to masturbate his dick.

I moaned so loudly about that, my pussy squeezing tight, aching to be filled.

“You’ve been so corrupted,” he growled. “I’ve seen it. The way you act around me, wanting me to see your developing body. I’ve fought my urges. I’ve used your mother to satiate them. I thought it all innocent. Just a girl maturing into womanhood, on the cusp of finding her own man. But now I see… Just a whore like all those Western women. You’ll be wearing makeup, dressing in low-cut clothing, showing off so much of that beautiful skin.”

His grip tightened on my hair, his hips fucking his cock forward. I gasped, his dick brushing the back of my throat.

“You just need cock. You need to be fucked. You love driving men into sin. Your own father!”

I shuddered, pulling my hand off his dick, letting him use my mouth. He thrust harder and harder. My hands moved down, shoving his jeans farther down his legs, gripping the muscular trunks as he plowed his cock into my mouth.

His dick pressed on the back of my throat. I wanted to gag. He growled, hands so tight in my black hair.

“Just a fucking whore!” he said as he rammed his dick down my throat.

I sucked in breaths through my nose. I felt like such an object now. My throat burned around his cock. It hurt, and that just made my pussy hotter. Because I could see the pleasure in his eyes, twisting his face. He loved being in my esophagus. I’d heard of this from other girls.

Deep-throating.

Something a whore like Clint’s cousin Lee would do. That girl would do this for Clint. She’d swallow his cock to the hilt, and he’d cum so hard into her belly. Just like Daddy would for me. I didn’t fight him. I let him use me.

My lips pressed into Daddy’s wiry pubic hair, his balls smacking my chin. I smelled his manly, salty musk.

Then he drew his hips back. I sucked so hard, moaning my pleasure. He grunted, face growing wilder and wilder. I whimpered as his cock left my esophagus. Then he rammed back into me, plunging his dick to the hilt, heavy nuts striking my chin.

Over and over, he fucked down my throat. Each thrust made my pussy hotter. My clit ached. I squeezed my thighs so tight together, putting delicious pressure on my bud. Pleasure rippled through my body. My hands clenched on my father’s thighs.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Taking every inch of your father’s cock. Your mother would never do this. She’s not a slut like you.”

I moaned louder, his words making my pussy boil. He pounded my mouth. I loved the plunge of his cock down my throat, his balls thwacking into my chin. I felt so used. Like a whore should be. I squirmed more.

An orgasm built in me.

“What a whore you gave me for a daughter, Allah,” he growled. “Just a wanton slut. She needs to be fucked. Just a slave to her body. So much temptation.”

His cock rammed down my throat again. He let out a bellowing growl, something primal, something roaring from the depths of his soul. Triumph. His cock pulsed against my esophagus. I felt his cum squirting straight into my belly.

I didn’t even get to taste it. I was that much of a slut.

My clit throbbed against my thighs.

My orgasm exploded through me.

I moaned about my father’s cumming dick. Pleasure rippled through me as he grunted. His cock spurted over and over, his cum warming my belly as the rapture rose through me. I stared up at him, stars dancing about his head.

He looked down at me with such hunger as the final blast of his cum spurted into my mouth. And I knew he’d use me more.

I swooned with delight, my orgasm boiling my thoughts with rapture.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I wasn’t a slut, but I was a mother.

And a mother helped her son when he was in pain. And he felt in such discomfort.

“I’m just helping you,” I groaned as I reached behind him, fumbling at his jeans. “Since Leyla is busy. You understand?”

“Of course, Mom,” he groaned. “You’re such a wonderful woman. A paragon of virtue.”

“Mmm, I am,” I panted, unzipping his jeans. His hands abandoned my breasts, hiking up the long skirt of my dress. “Just making sure my children get what they need.

My hand reached into his jeans, finding his cock through the slit in his boxers. I held my baby boy’s throbbing dick in my hand. My pussy clenched, so eager to feel him in me. Thrusting over and over into the depths of my pussy. I wiggled my hips, my cunt on fire for my son. I needed to satiate him. To love him like a good mother loves her child.

I stroked him as he bunched my skirt over my waist. I leaned over the stove more, the stew nearby, steam rising through a small hole in the glass lid on the pot. My breasts shifted in my bra as I wiggled my hips.

His hands grabbed my panties. I whimpered as he drew them down.

“Mom,” he groaned as my pussy, covered by my thick bush, came into view. “Such a beauty. More beautiful than Leyla.”

“You don’t have to lie to your mother,” I moaned. “I don’t have her youthful charms.”

“No, you have much more experienced charms,” he groaned as I pulled his cock towards my pussy.

A pleased shudder ran through me. Then I whimpered as I pressed his cock against my married pussy. I rubbed my baby boy’s cock up and down my pussy. At fourteen, he had matured into such a gorgeous, young man.

And so in need of his mother’s love and guidance.

I gave it to him.

“Mom,” he groaned as he sank his cock into my pussy. The very cunt that birthed him. I savored feeling my son back inside me again, my snatch clenching down hard on his cock. “Oh, yes, Mom. I need this so badly.”

“Just remember to use your sister first,” I panted. “I’ll only help you out if she’s busy.”

“Of course, Mom,” he panted, his hands gripping my hips as his cock reached to the hilt in me. “I’m just so thankful to have a mother as loving and caring as you.”

I shivered, clenching down again on his cock as he drew back. The friction burned through my pussy. Pleasure rippled through me. For the second time today, I took a cock in my snatch that didn’t belong to my husband.

But it was for my children. That didn’t make it adultery.

I gasped as he rammed his cock deep into my pussy, his crotch smacking my ass. Pleasure shivered through me. My pussy clenched down on his girth. His dick churned my snatch to a hot froth as he drew back and plunged in again.

And again.

My son fucked me with a hungry passion. He rammed his dick over and over into my incestuous depths. I reveled in my baby boy’s cock filling me to the hilt. Every slide of his shaft through my sheath sent rapture bubbling through my body.

“Oh, yes,” I groaned. “Ooh, just ram your cock into Mommy’s pussy. Satiate those desires your whorish sister stirred in you.”

“Yes!” he growled, hands squeezing my hips so hard as he rammed into me. “You’re so awesome, Mom. Your pussy’s so hot and wet. I love fucking you.”

“And I love being such a good mother to you,” I whimpered, my hips undulating, stirring his dick around inside of me. “Ooh, yes, just like that. Ram that cock into my depths. Fill your mother to the hilt.”

“I will,” he groaned, pumping harder, faster.

My eyes rolled back into my head. Such sweet rapture burned through me. My pussy clenched every time he drew back, not wanting him to leave my cunt. But then he slammed back into me, his balls smacking my clit. So heavy with the seed he needed to unburden into me.

I gasped, wanting to feel my son squirt his incestuous cum into my depths. I worked my hips, stirring my pussy around his dick as he pumped away. His thrust grew faster and faster, swelling my orgasm quicker and quicker.

“Oh, yes, you’re driving Mommy wild with that big cock,” I groaned. “Ooh, yes, such a strong son. So virile. Fuck Mommy’s cunt. Cum in her!”

“Yes,” he groaned, pumping away so hard, his hands moving from my hips. They seized my tits through my dress, squeezing my large mounds. “You’re so hot on my cock, Mom. You’re boiling. You’re going to cum.”

“So hard!” I gasped. “A mother should always take such joy in helping her children. Such pleasure.”

“Yes,” he agreed, his balls smacking into my clit.

Every meaty thwack sent such rapture shooting through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I whimpered and groaned. His dick pounded me so hard. Stars danced before my eyes as the rapture swelled in the core of my cunt.

I trembled, on the verge of exploding on my son’s amazing cock. I whimpered and gasped, leaning farther over the stove, my forearms resting on cold burners. The heat from the stew warmed the right side of my face.

I cared for my family so much. I cooked for them. I cleaned for them. And I gave them what they needed. Leyla needed to be my whore. My prostitute.

And my son needed to cum in his mommy’s cunt.

My orgasm exploded hot and hard through me.

“My big, strong son!” I howled, my pussy spasming about his dick. My cunt writhed, milking his cock, so eager for his jizz to spurt into me. To fill me with every creamy, incestuous drop.

Proof that I had given him what he needed.

“You’re so big and virile!” I howled.

“Yes,” he growled, pumping his cock through my cumming snatch.

My flesh writhed about his shaft, so eager for him to erupt. Waves of pleasure washed out of my pussy and splashed against my mind. Euphoria raged through my thoughts. They smothered them with incestuous ecstasy.

And his dick kept slamming into me. Kept churning my pussy to a froth. He had such stamina. Youth gave him such staying power as he rammed over and over into my pussy. I gasped, my first orgasm spilling into another.

“Ooh, my big, strong son, yes! Churn your mommy’s pussy! Fuck her so hard! Cum in her!”

“I will,” he groaned, squeezing my tits. “I’m going to cum so hard in you. But not in your pussy!”

“What?” I panted, struggling to think through the ecstasy raging through my body.

His cock ripped out of my convulsing pussy. Pussy juices flooded down my thighs as he dragged the wet tip of his cock up through my taint and between the cheeks of my butt. My eyes widened as he rubbed it on my asshole.

“What are you doing?” I demanded. “I’m not a slut! You can’t fuck my ass, Jalal!”

“I need it, Mom,” he groaned, pressing his dick on my virgin sphincter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“You are a fucking whore,” Daddy growled, ripping his cock out of my mouth. I shuddered, coughing, saliva dripping down my mouth. “And this is how whores are treated.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I gasped in pure delight as he hauled me up and threw me against the counter. I bent over the sink, my breasts swaying before me.

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my face flushed, sweat beading my dusky forehead. My mused, black hair tumbled about my heart-shaped beauty. It wasn’t the face of a slut but of a virgin. And that just made it all the more wanton as I moaned, “Fuck me, Daddy! Use me like a whore!”

In the reflection, I saw him staring with such hunger at my shaved pussy, seeing my tight slit on display. Juices dribbled out of me, proof of my whorish need to be fucked had. To be used by his big cock.

Then I realized his dick was still hard. That despite cumming, my body inspired him that much. I shuddered as he grabbed his dick, bringing it to my pussy. I trembled at the incestuous contact of his dick against my snatch. He slid it up and down my near-virgin pussy.

Only one other cock had been in there. For a slut, that was practically pristine.

“Shaitan has transformed you, whore,” he growled. “Possessed you.”

“Yes!” I moaned, rubbing back against him. “I’m just a naughty slut needing her daddy’s big dick in her. Fuck me! You’re so hard, Daddy! Don’t deny yourself the pleasure of my body.”

With a growl, he thrust into me.

My eyes widened as his girth rammed into me with such force, his heavy balls thwacking into my clit. It made such an obscene smack, mixing with the wet sluice of hard dick sliding into dripping cunt. The sounds of a slut being fucked by her daddy.

I whimpered in pure rapture, feeling my father in my sixteen-year-old cunt. My pussy clenched down so hard on his dick, savoring the difference between him and Jalal. A little thicker, reaching a little deeper. His shaft nudged at the end of my pussy. At my cervix.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I moaned in pure, wanton rapture. “Fuck my whore-cunt, Daddy! I need it! I’m so possessed by sin! I’ve made your cock so hard! Satiate yourself in me. Use me.”

His muscular form loomed over me. I watched him in the mirror as he savored my incestuous depths, reveling in the taboo pleasure of his daughter’s underage cunt. I shuddered, tightening and relaxing my cunt, wiggling my hips, keeping them moving just how Mom taught me.

Then his hands seized my naked, round tits. He squeezed them in his strong hands, fingers sliding up to the nipples topping the firm mounds. My eyes widened as he pinched them. I let out a long, low groan as he twisted and abused my nubs. Pain flared.

Wonderful pain.

“I’m going to fuck your cunt so hard,” he groaned. “I don’t know what game your mother is playing, but this pussy… I’ve wanted this pussy so badly. But I didn’t want to ruin you for your husband. But someone else already has.”

“Jalal did it,” I whimpered. “I’m just such a slut, Daddy. You don’t have to spare me. I don’t have to be pure for a husband. I’m a whore, Daddy! Use me!”

My words ignited such a fire in him. I groaned as he drew back his dick and then rammed so hard into my pussy. My cunt drank in the friction of his dick pumping in and out of me. He plowed my cunt with such power, such strength. Jalal had fucked me like a jackrabbit, just so eager to be in my cunt. But Daddy… He fucked me like a wolf taking his bitch, squeezing out every drop of pleasure for the both of us to enjoy.

His strokes rammed deep into me. Then he drew back so slowly, letting me savor the feel of him. My back arched, my pussy squeezing down on his dick. Such naughty, lusty whimpers escaped my mouth as he gave me such pleasure.

But I was supposed to please him.

I rotated my hips, undulating them, dancing my cunt around his cock. He grunted, savoring the heat of my pussy, the silky glide of my cunt around his thrusting cock. We both moaned our pleasure, savoring the incestuous delight of our sinful congress.

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy!” I groaned, bucking back into him, my tits jiggling as he pulled on my nipples. “Just fuck me so hard. Ram that dick into my pussy. That’s your daughter’s hot pussy you’re fucking. Isn’t it amazing?”

“Yes,” he growled, tugging so hard on my nipples I squealed out in rapture, my cunt clamping down on his cock. “So much tighter than your mother’s.”

“That’s why she sent me up here. She loves you, Daddy. She wants you to enjoy yourself. To satiate your lusts in me. She knows you’ve stared at me. That you’ve wanted me.” I quivered. “Isn’t she such a loving wife? She’s nothing like the slut I am.”

“You are such a slut,” he groaned. “Allah’s messenger, yes! Such a hot cunt. I’m going to dump my cum into you.”

“Do it, Daddy!” I moaned.

Every word we spoke made me feel more and more like a slut. A complete and abject whore. A huge smile burst across my lips. I reveled in it. My orgasm swelled faster and faster, driven as much by what we said as by my daddy’s big dick ramming into my cunt.

But I loved that. He filled me. He completed me. My whore-body needed a dick in me so much. I needed cocks pumping in and out of me. Cum spurting into me. I whimpered, squeezing my shaft down on his dick. My eyes rolled back into my head, dizzy delight spilling through me.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck your slutty daughter, Daddy! Fuck your little girl! Mmm, yes, you’re going to fire so much cum into me.”

“So much!” he grunted, strokes growing faster, harder. He no longer teased me by drawing his dick back slowly. Now he yanked it back so he could enjoy plunging it back into my cunt. “Flood you with every drop.”

“I’ll be dripping with your jizz all through dinner,” I moaned. “Cum just pouring out of me. Ooh, yes!”

“Uh-huh,” Daddy panted, pumping his hips so hard, his balls thwacking over and over into my clit.

I loved that. My little bud drank in the feel of his meaty balls spanking it. Pleasure shot through me, meeting the throbbing tingles racing from my abused nipples. I loved how he twisted them, pinched them, pulled on them. He stretched them out while my pussy quivered about his dick.

It all drove me closer and closer to my orgasm. To my little pussy spasming on his dick. I wanted to milk every drop of his cum out of him. I wanted to feel him spurting into my snatch. Flooding me with his cum.

Oh, what a treat that would be. To be flooded by my Daddy’s cum. To be filled with his incestuous seed. I wasn’t on the pill. Maybe he’d breed me. Or maybe one of my brothers would. Or another man. I had no idea. Such wanton excitement filled me.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I howled as my orgasm exploded through me. “Flood me.”

“I will, slut!” he growled. “Daddy will give his whore-daughter everything she needs.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “Just give it to me.”

His huge dick pumped in and out of my spasming cunt. He rammed that amazing dick over and over into me. He filled me up. He made me quiver and convulse. My face twisted in the mirrors reflection, looking more and more like a slut’s face and less and less like a virgin’s.

I drank in the incestuous pleasure of my daddy’s cock filling me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I shuddered, shivered. My eyes were so wide, so bursting with rapture. My breasts jiggled as Daddy pulled on my nipples.

And his dick kept fucking me. Kept ramming into me.

He endured my spasming pussy. His stamina held out as he pounded over and over through my convulsing cunt. He gave me more and more pleasure. He kept churning my twat to a hot froth. I whimpered, bucking back into him.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I groaned. “Use me. Dump your cum into your daughter’s cunt.”

“I will,” he snarled, his hands abandoning my tits. He seized my hips, grasping my slender waist, and really pounded me.

I screamed out in rapture. The pleasure slammed through my body. His cock buried over and over into my convulsing pussy. He fucked me like a man fucking a whore. He took me so hard. I reveled in it. My orgasms spilled one after the other.

I cried out his name. My vision fuzzed. Stars exploded before me. Reds and blues and yellows. My back arched, tits swinging before me from his powerful thrusts. My clit drank in his smacking balls, adding more rapture to my climax.

Then his cock erupted.

“Yes, Daddy!” I howled, my pussy milking his cumming dick. “Spurt all your yummy jizz into me. Ooh, I need it so badly, Daddy!”

“I can tell,” he grunted, his cum spurting hard and fast into me. Just filling my pussy to the brim. His cum swam in me, pooling in my depths. “What a whore you are, Leyla.”

“Your whore,” I groaned. “And Jalal’s whore. I’m every man’s whore, Daddy. Just such a slut.”

“Such a slut,” he agreed as his final blast of cum spurted into me.

Such joy sang through my soul. I made my daddy so happy with my pussy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

“Sorry, Mom,” groaned Jalal as his cock, slicked with my pussy juices, rammed into my virgin bowels.

I let out a grunt of surprise as my son’s dick reached into my asshole. My tight bowels embraced his cock. Velvety pleasure surged through me. My eyes widened at the shock of it. How good it felt to house him in my asshole.

I’d witnessed Clint bugger his sluts, but I never imagined I could do this naughty, perverted act.

But Jalal needed this. I could tell that now. He needed to ram his cock over and over into his mother’s asshole, experiencing this delight firsthand. He could have used his slut-sister, but he wanted me instead.

I shivered in delight, a big smile crossing my lips. My hips rotated, stirring his cock around inside my bowels. I let out a whimper of delight as he drew back his dick and then rammed into the depths of my asshole, his crotch smacking my butt-cheeks.

“Oh, Mom, yes,” he groaned. “Oh, you have such a hot, tight asshole.”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered. “Satiate your cock. Just use me so hard. Mmm, yes, fuck your mommy’s asshole. It’s her first time.”

“You mean Dad never… Fuck, yes!” I could feel his smile, his pride at taking his mother’s anal cherry. “That’s awesome!”

“I’m not a slut, remember,” I groaned. “But I’m just helping you. Being a good mother.”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, pounding me hard, his balls smacking into my taint.

I whimpered, rocking back into his thrust, drinking in the burning friction. It shot to my pussy, still aching from my orgasm. New pleasure swelled in me. I whimpered, realizing I could cum just from his dick plowing me.

My baby boy grew up into such a stud.

I gasped and grunted. My eyes rolled back into my head as he plowed me so hard. He rammed his dick into the depths of me. He stirred me up. He had me gasping and moaning out in complete rapture. I savored his dick pumping away at me.

His hands gripped my hips, his strokes growing faster and faster. I felt his orgasm build and build. I knew he drove himself to a hot climax. He’d pump his mother’s ass full of all his youthful cum. I clenched down my bowels on his dick, increasing the friction.

“Mom!” he groaned, his voice sounding so adult. My fourteen-year-old baby was growing up.

“You’re such a stud!” I howled. “You’ve become such a man. Mommy is so proud of you. Ooh, yes, just keep ramming your dick into me.”

“Are you going to cum?” he asked, his right hand slipping around my hip.

“I said you were a stud!” I moaned. “A stud makes his woman cum. Your father always makes me orgasm.”

“Good,” he groaned, his fingers finding my clit buried in my dark bush.

I gasped as he stroked my sensitive bud. The heat burning in my cunt swelled in temperature. What was once a small fire was now a bonfire. It raged inside of me. Juices dripped down my thighs, my pussy clenching in envy of my bowels.

His strokes picked up their pace, growing frantic. He hammered me, fucking me like a jackrabbit taking his sexy bunny hard. I whimpered, loving his cock’s hot plunge into my bowels. His fingers rubbed harder on my clit.

“Mom!” he groaned.

“Yes, yes, cum in my ass!” I whimpered, trembling, on the verge of exploding in rapture.

He rammed his cock into my bowels. My eyes rolled back into my head. I groaned and gasped. His finger danced on my clit. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. And then they unloaded into me. He grunted as his cock pumped hot jizz into my bowels.

I drank it in. My body bucked. My climax swept through me. My pussy convulsed about nothing. Juices squirted out of my cunt as my asshole writhed on his cock. I milked his dick, my virgin bowels drinking in every drop of his cum.

The incestuous rapture swept through my body. I bucked and convulsed, forearms rubbing on the cold burners. I panted, my hijab swaying about my face as Jalal drew back and slammed into my asshole one final time.

“So good,” I whimpered as my pleasure peaked in me. “Mmm, you are such a stud, my son.”

“And you are such a MILF,” he groaned.

I shivered, knowing exactly what that meant.

“Just remember,” I panted as he pulled his cock out of my aching asshole, “I’m not a slut like your sister.”

He grabbed my panties, pulling them up my thighs. “Just a good, loving mother.”

He kissed my butt-cheek before covering my ass with my panties. Then he pulled down my skirt, smoothing it. He leaned over and planted a kiss on my cheek, like any loving son would to his mother, then strolled off.

I shuddered, checking the stew. Almost ready for dinner. Leyla should be finishing up with my husband. I couldn’t wait to see him. I hoped he thoroughly enjoyed the slut. I knew he’d fuck her hard. Such a passionate man when aroused. She would learn a lot about pleasing men from him, getting her ready for tomorrow.

I already had an idea of the men I should sell her to. All those teachers staring at those underage girls, lusting after them but fearing ever touching them. Some of the girls were so precocious, too, flaunting their bodies, driving them wild.

And my Leyla would take care of them.

The front door opened. A moment later, my eldest son walked in, a spitting image of his father at seventeen. He had a big smile as he smelled the fish stew, his cheeks clean-shaven with just a hint of boyish beauty fading into his masculine prowess. Unlike Jalal, he had the build of a man, wide-shoulders and muscled from sports.

“Hey, Mom,” he grinned, darting in to plant a kiss on my left cheek.

I felt his strength. Maybe I should ensure he was satisfied, too. After all, it was my motherly duty.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” I told him. “Set the table.”

“Sure, Mom,” he grinned. Such a good boy. My asshole tingled, full of his younger brother’s cum, my pussy growing hot and wet again.

A mother’s work was never done.

To be continued…
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Leyla Umayyah

I shuddered as my hunky, older brother Faizel fondled my ass. He squeezed my butt-cheek hard, digging strong fingers into my naked flesh, making my breasts quiver in the hallway outside our bedrooms. I shivered, my deflowered pussy growing so hot and wet. Juices trickled out of my shaved cunt like the whore I was.

I whimpered in delight.

“See, I told you she’s our slut,” Jalal said, my younger brother pushing up his glasses with a dusky finger. “Mom taught her.”

“Yes, she is,” Faizel said, his eyes staring down at my sixteen-year-old tits, round and dusky, my nipples so hard. Then he trailed down to my shaved pudenda. “Look at her pussy, already gleaming. You’re really the family whore, eh, Leyla?”

“I am,” I groaned. “But Mom wants me attending Dad tonight. I’m on my way there now. So you have to… Oh, yes!”

Faizel, with such bold passion, shoved two of his fingers deep into my wet cunt. I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on them. Pleasure rippled through me. I swayed, my hips twisting, moving like a slut. His fingers were so thick, reaching so deep into my whore-cunt.

Then he popped them out, leaving me feeling so empty. He brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking my slutty cream off of them. His dark eyes smoldered as he savored my incestuous flavor, his cock stretching out the flannel pajama bottoms he wore, his muscular chest exposed.

He had a build like Daddy. So strong. Not our younger brother Jalal’s slim, nerdy form. But a man’s strength at seventeen.

His fingers popped out of his mouth. “You’re sweeter than Svetlana.”

“Is that your girlfriend?” I asked.

“For now,” he grinned. “She’s fun. But you, baby sis… You look so much funner.”

I grinned at him, thrusting my tits out. “You have no idea. But Daddy gets to enjoy me tonight. It’s his house.” I slid past my brother, rubbing my youthful tits on his muscular chest. “You’ll just have to use your hand to take care of yourself tonight. But you can think of me.”

He smacked my ass. I shuddered, the pain stinging my rump.

I felt like such a whore as I sauntered down the hallway, both my brothers’ eyes on my flesh. I winked at Jalal as I passed him, letting my hand rub across the front of his flannel PJs, feeling his hard cock. The dick that took my virginity.

“Good night, little brother,” I purred, giving him a squeeze. His dick twitched through his PJs.

“Night, slut,” he groaned, his hand finding my ass, squeezing where our older brother spanked me.

And then I was clear of them both, reaching the end of the hallway and the master bedroom. I opened the door, slipping in to attend to my daddy’s needs. He lay naked on the bed, cock half-hard, his bearded face staring at me, drinking in the sight of my body. I shuddered, remembering how hard he took me in the bathroom a few hours ago, the last time I had sex. He fucked me with such passion. Made me cum so hard.

I drank in his strength, loving his brown skin stretched over hard muscles. He worked construction, and it showed. He had such a virile, black beard. So thick and wiry. I loved feeling it on my skin, rasping as he kissed me. Mom was in a bathrobe fluffing a pillow. It was big, resting in the middle of the bed beside Daddy. Her big tits swayed unencumbered against her robe as she looked up at me, giving me such a smoky look.

“Come here and lay down, slut,” she purred, patting the pillow. “On your stomach. You have one last hole that needs breaking in. And your father gets to enjoy that treat.”

My ass clenched. I’d fingered it while masturbating, picturing that sexy stud Clint at my high school fucking my bowels like he did Lee in the bathroom yesterday. And now my daddy’s big, thick cock would break it in.

The final step to complete my transformation into slutdom.

“Yes, Mother,” I purred, sounding so demure and submissive the way a good girl, and a good slut, should to her parents.

I sauntered to the bed, rolling my hips, my round tits jiggling. Daddy’s cock twitched as his dark eyes drank in my underage body. I shuddered, my pussy growing hotter and hotter under his attention. Juices dribbled down my thighs. I reached the bed, crawling onto my knees, scooting towards the pillow. My breasts swayed as I leaned over it, settling down, the thick pillow keeping my ass elevated.

Daddy’s hand grabbed his cock, lightly stroking the member as it grew to its full thickness. I whimpered, squeezing my asscheeks. I couldn’t wait to be broken in. To receive my anal training. I rubbed my clit into the pillowcase, squirming, my nipples rasping against the comforter.

“You deserve to enjoy her ass, my husband,” Mom purred, her hands parting my butt-cheeks. “Just let me get our slut-daughter ready for you.”

“What has gotten into you, Jawdat?” asked Daddy, staring at my mother.

“Just rewarding you for being such a good provider,” Mom moaned, fingers digging into my butt-cheeks. She leaned over me. I felt her breath on my sphincter, washing over my virgin hole. “Since our daughter has dishonored herself, I saw no reason not to let you enjoy her. I love you. You deserve this.”

Then Mom licked my asshole.

Daddy and I both groaned, though for different reasons. It felt so good feeling Mom’s naughty tongue wash over my dirty hole. She swirled her tongue around my asshole, dancing on my sphincter. Her bathrobe brushed my butt-cheeks, her naked hair sweeping like silk across my side. Daddy stroked his cock faster, loving the incestuous sight of his wife licking his daughter’s rectum.

Her tongue danced around my sphincter while her fingers moved. Her right hand slid lower and lower. I shuddered when she reached my taint. Then groaned as she rubbed her fingers across my hot pussy. She slid up and down it, stirring through my once pure flesh. She brushed my clit, coating her digits in my juices.

I whimpered, her tongue pressing on my tight hole. My sphincter resisted. But her tongue was so bold. “Mommy!” I groaned as she wiggled into my asshole, swirling around my bowels. “Oh, Daddy, her tongue’s in my asshole.”

“I see that, little flower,” Daddy groaned, eyes focused on Mom’s face planted between my butt-cheeks.

“Ooh, yes, Mommy!” I groaned, two of her fingers pushing into my hot cunt. They were slimmer than Faizel’s.

Mom didn’t fuck her fingers in and out of my pussy. She just left them in there. My pussy clenched down on them, delight rippling through my body. Her tongue swirled through my bowels, rooting through my nasty asshole.

It felt so wonderfully dirty. The type of pleasure only a slut would ever experience. Mom never had anal. She was a proper Muslim woman. A good wife and mother. Which meant Dad never enjoyed a woman’s ass. I would be his first. He deserved this so much for being such an amazing Daddy.

“I’m so glad I’m a slut, Daddy,” I groaned. “I’m so glad you get to fuck my ass and enjoy yourself.”

“See,” moaned Mom, lifting her lips. “This is why I’m doing this. She’s utterly lost to the world. But that doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy her, my husband.”

“Jawdat,” Daddy groaned, staring at Mom with such hunger.

“Mmm, I do love you.” Mom pulled her fingers out of my pussy. “I can’t wait to watch you break in her ass and enjoy this. I know you’ve always wanted this treat.”

“Mommy!” I gasped as she pressed her pussy-coated digits against my asshole. She worked my natural lube into my sphincter, Daddy stroking his cock faster. Precum beaded the tip. “Yes, yes, get me ready for Daddy’s cock! I want him fucking my asshole so badly.”

“Of course you do, my little slut,” moaned Mom, working her fingers into my asshole.

My puckered hole opened for her digits. My sphincter stretched and stretched. And then she popped into me. I groaned, clenching down hard on her. My eyes rolled back into my head as her fingers worked deeper and deeper into my bowels. My flesh clenched down on her digits, squeezing so hard as she worked my pussy cream into my bowels.

Lubing me for Daddy.

I whimpered, moaned, squirming my hips on the pillow. My nipples throbbed against the comforter. I loved it. My body drank in all the delights, my pussy burning to be touched. Then Mom ripped out her fingers and shoved the dirty digits back into my pussy.

“Oh, Mommy, yes, get me ready for Daddy’s cock! I want to feel him fuck me so hard.”

“So hard,” Daddy groaned. “Jawdat, my wife, ready our whore-daughter. I’m going to fuck her ass! I’m going to pound her.”

“Good,” Mommy moaned. “I want to watch you fuck the little slut.”

She pulled her pussy-coated fingers out of my pussy and slammed them into my asshole. My back arched, grinding my clit into the pillow. Such wonderful heat burned through me. I whimpered, my bowels clenching down on her invading digits.

Which just made everything feel so amazing. So primal and intense.

She pumped her hand so fast, working her digits in and out of my bowels. I grew looser and looser. More and more ready for Daddy’s cock. Mom kissed my butt-cheek, nibbling on it, her hair and robe brushing my flesh.

“Mommy!” I whimpered, squeezing down on her fingers. “I… I… Yes!”

“You’re ready, aren’t you, slut? Just ready for my husband to fuck that asshole hard.”

“So hard, Mommy!” I stared at Daddy. “I want your cock in me so badly! Fuck my ass, Daddy!”

“You deserve her anal cherry, my husband!”

“Yes!” Daddy groaned, rising, his beard bristling.

Mom ripped her fingers out of my asshole. She grabbed Daddy’s cock as he neared. The bed creaked as he leaned over me, his legs straddling mine, his hands seizing my naked sides. He slid down them, brushing the slopes of my breast. His cock rubbed through my taint.

Mom guided him.

“Yes, yes, lead him to my asshole, Mommy!” I groaned as his dick slid through my butt-crack.

And found my asshole.

“Fuck her, my husband!” Mom moaned, voice so throaty. “Just ream my whore-daughter’s ass. Break in her anal cherry!”

“Yes!” he groaned, thrust.

My eyes widened as his huge dick pressed on my asshole. Despite Mom’s fingers, my sphincter still resisted. He was just so huge. But he was also so strong. My backdoor couldn’t hold out against his passion.

My sphincter widened, widened. Swallowed his cock.

I let out a throaty groan as his dick invaded my bowels. He drove his shaft deeper and deeper into my velvety embrace. Friction, wholly unlike having his cock in my pussy, burned through my bowels. My body drank in the feeling. I shuddered and shook, whimpering at the feel of his cock violating my body.

I clenched down my asshole on him. My eyes rolled back into my head. I groaned and panted, rolling my hips from side-to-side as he buggered me. His dick reached so deep into me. I groaned, sucking in breaths.

Daddy let out a groan of triumph. He buried his cock into the hilt of me.

“Oh, yes, Daddy!” I whimpered, his balls resting on my taint, his wiry bush tickling the cheeks of my ass.

“Fuck our daughter!” Mom moaned, her robe rustling. She didn’t open it, but her hand slipped inside, rubbing at her pussy. She knelt beside me, watching Daddy violate my ass. It was so wrong. Incest at its best. “Pound her asshole!”

“Yes!” roared Daddy, drawing back his cock.

I shuddered, savoring Mom’s eyes watching as Daddy fucked my asshole. Mom’s big tits swayed beneath her robes, nipples hard outlines against them. She fingered her married pussy, licking her lush lips, and watched with sultry eyes as Daddy’s cock rammed into my bowels for the second time.

His balls smacked my taint. His crotch slapped my ass. And his cock sent pleasure shooting hot through my body. A burning delight that had my pussy boiling. Juices flooded out as I wiggled my hips, stirring my bowels around Daddy’s thick cock.

“Oh, Daddy, yes,” I groaned, clenching down on his dick as he drew back. “Fuck my slut ass!”

“Fuck your daughter’s bowels!” Mom moaned, her hand moving faster beneath her robe. I turned her on so much with my slutty behavior, forcing her to masturbate.

I should lick her pussy. But she was out of my reach. I couldn’t move. Not when Daddy’s cock rammed over and over into my bowels. I didn’t want to move. I loved it. Whether Daddy fucked my mouth, pussy, or asshole, I loved his dick in me. I loved pleasing him. I wanted his cum pumped into me, flooding my body.

My clit and nipples throbbed against pillow and the bedspread respectively. My nubs drank in the friction, sending tingling delight to the boil in my cunt. More and more of my juices dribbled out of me as Daddy pounded my asshole.

“Allah’s messenger, what a sinful delight,” grunted Daddy. He plunged his cock so deep into my bowels. “What a whore!”

“Such a shameful daughter,” groaned Mom, her body quivering her cheeks so dark with her pleasure. I could hear her fingers plunge into her wet cunt. “Fuck her whore-ass, my husband! Dump your cum in her! Take your pleasure in her body.”

“I’m just a slut, Daddy! To be used by you!” And by other men.

The bed creaked louder and louder, Daddy fucking me harder and harder. He rammed his cock so deep into me. He plunged it over and over into my bowels. I whimpered, the headboard thudding into the walls.

He fucked me with so much passion. His balls thwacked into my taint over and over, full of his cum that I wanted pumped into the depths of my asshole. It would be so nasty. So wonderfully filthy. I couldn’t wait to feel him spurt into me.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I moaned. “Just spurt your hot cream into me. Flood my ass!”

“Flood the slut’s ass, my husband!” Mom’s dark hair swayed about her shoulders. She looked on the verge of cumming.

Just like me.

“Yes, yes, pound my asshole, Daddy, and cum! Satiate your lusts in my bowels!”

“Little trollop!” groaned Daddy, ramming his dick into the depths of my bowels. “To think you came from my loins. Such a whore! Always teasing me. Always wanting me to fuck this body. And now I can.”

“Because I’m your slut, Daddy! Yours!”

Daddy grunted, slamming his cock deep into my bowels. His mighty nuts smacked into my taint. Then his dick pulsed. Cum spurted into my depths. So thick and creamy. I shuddered, savoring it basting me. My asshole clenched down so hard on his dick.

“Take it, whore!” Daddy grunted.

“Yes, yes, flood my slut-daughter’s asshole!” moaned Mom, her voice so throaty. Like she orgasmed watching my shameful behavior.

Both my parents were cumming because of me. Daddy’s hot spunk flooded my bowels. The heat washed through me. I shuddered, grinding my clit into the pillow case, loving the feel of Daddy’s cock erupting in my asshole.

My climax rippled through me.

“Daddy!” I howled as my bowels spasmed on his dick.

My pussy convulsed. Juices squirted out of me as I thrashed. I humped the pillow, shameful rapture flooding through my body. It reached my mind, the incestuous ecstasy rippling through my thoughts. I groaned and gasped, eyes rolling back into my head at the delightful feel of pleasing my Dad’s cock with my nubile body.

“Oh, Mommy, I made Daddy cum!”

“You did,” she groaned, pulling her hand out of her robe, glistening with her juices. “You are such a slut, Leyla.”

“Such a slut!” groaned Daddy. “Where did we go wrong with you, little flower?”

“It’s her school,” Mother said. “The students there are lusty.”

“Especially Clint,” I sighed.

“Clint,” Mom agreed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I brought my pussy-soaked fingers to Leyla’s mouth. I came so hard watching my husband fuck her ass, finally getting to experience that anal treat I’d never offered him in the two decades of our marriage. The delight his youngest son had plundered from me this evening.

But I was just helping Jalal. I wasn’t a slut like Leyla.

The girl sucked on my fingers with such whorish enthusiasm, cleaning my juices off with relish. I leaned over, kissing my husband, feeling his scratchy beard on my face. My pussy was still so hot. So wet. Watching them had stimulated me.

I pulled my fingers from my daughter’s suckling mouth and broke the kiss with my husband. “You enjoy her tonight. I’ll be in her bed, letting you have all the fun you want.”

“You are full of surprises, Jawdat.”

I smiled at him. “A wife should always have a few surprises for her husband.”

I rolled off the bed, rising, my big breasts jiggling beneath my robe. My nipples so hard, tingling as they rasped against the terrycloth. I shivered, hearing Leyla moan behind me as I slipped out of the master bedroom.

I walked down the hallway, pussy juices soaking my bush. That hot itch tingled through me. I reached Faizel’s door, his room dark. I bet he needed satisfaction. And Leyla wasn’t available right now. She was too busy with her father. And the sounds they made…

My eldest son would be so hard. At seventeen, he would be so virile. So in need of a woman to relieve his pressure. He shouldn’t have to use his hand. And he wasn’t out with those American whores he usually dated from school.

This didn’t make me a slut. Just a good mother.

I shrugged out of my bathrobe, letting it fall into a bundle around my feet, unveiling my naked body. I felt so wicked as I opened the door, a good wife and mother pretending to be a little slut like Leyla. I shivered, my pussy itching so badly as I slipped into Faizel’s room. I spotted his form on his bed, his chest painted in silver band by the light streaming through his window, highlighting the muscular frame playing sports had given him.

I licked my lips as I crossed the room, big tits jiggling. My nipples so hard. My pussy so wet and juicy. I reached his bed, crawling on it. My tits swayed as I stared down at his body. He wore flannel pajama bottoms, his cock a hard bulge in them.

Poor thing. He definitely needed his mother.

I pushed my hand into his pajama bottoms, finding his hard dick. I gripped him, his shaft so hot. He felt as big as his father. He’d please his wife as much as Karim had pleased me over the years. I needed to find him the perfect Muslim woman to be his wife. Not those American skanks he dated from the high school we attended.

Svetlana, his current girlfriend, had all the earmarks of a slut like Leyla.

I stroked my son’s dick with one hand, the other caressing his muscular chest. I smiled at him, feeling his muscles as he shifted. He let out a groan, his dick throbbing in my hand. I rubbed my thumb across the tip, precum beading out. I smeared the slick juices across his head.

“Leyla,” he groaned, eyes opening. “Finished with Dad, you little slut?”

“I’m your mother, not a slut!” I told him, being so stern. His dick twitched in my hand.

“Mom?” he groaned.

“I’m just making sure you’re not in discomfort. And you’re so hard. You poor thing. Mommy will make sure everything is fine. I’ll jerk off your dick so you can sleep in peace.”

“Fuck, Mom,” he groaned, his dick throbbing in my grip.

I pulled down his pajama bottom, revealing his big, thick cock to the moonlight. I pumped up and down it, my hand a few shades lighter than his skin. I leaned forward, my breasts swaying before me. His hand reached out, cupping my soft tit.

“You naughty boy,” I moaned as he squeezed and kneaded my breast. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. I should just give him a handjob. Just so he could sleep. I wasn’t here to fuck him. Leyla could do that for her brothers.

Juices trickled down my thighs as he groped my big tit. His hand so strong, rough with callouses from playing sports. I loved it. Not the delicate touch of Jalal, my baby boy. But strong and virile like his father’s. He looked so much like Karim when we first met and fell in love. I stared at my son’s cheek.

He’d look so handsome with a beard.

“Mom,” he groaned, my hand flying up and down my son’s dick. “This is so hot.”

“Don’t get that excited,” I purred, my hips wiggling. His fingers found my nipple, pinching the fat nub he used to suckle on. “I’m just helping you out while your slut-sister is busy.”

“Uh-huh,” he panted, his dick throbbing, twitching. “Right, Mom. Just helping out. That’s why your nipple is so hard.”

“Well, you’re just so sexy,” I purred, stroking his dick faster and faster, fighting the urge to just impale my cunt down on his cock like a slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“Let me get your dick ready again,” I purred. “A good slut always cleans the dick that fucked her.”

“Even if it’s been in her ass?”

I shivered, settling between Daddy’s legs, his cum leaking out of my well-fucked asshole and running down to my hot pussy. “Especially then. I have to clean you up.”

I leaned my head in, smelling my sour ass on his dick. A perverse, slutty hunger shot through my sixteen-year-old body. I grasped his dick and licked up the shaft. I shuddered, tasting my bowels, the dirty, incestuous musk I left on his dick.

This was so wrong. I loved it. It made my pussy so hot. My flowing juices mixed with Daddy’s cum on my vulva. I savored it as my tongue danced up and down his dick. I licked and lapped at his half-hard shaft. My lips kissed his dick, brief sucks to clean off more of my sour musk.

“Such a slut, my little flower,” Daddy groaned, stroking my black hair.

It made me purr in delight. I was so glad Daddy accepted me even though I brought such shame to our family. He didn’t kick me out, instead he gave me what I needed. Mom was correct to train me and mold me. If I had tried to pretend to be a pure, Muslim woman, I would have slipped up. I would have cheated on my husband.

This way, it was out in the open. Everyone would know. And my perverse lusts would be satiated.

My lips latched onto to the tip of his dick. I sucked so hard, cheeks hollowing, savoring my sour flavor. I reveled in the dirty taste of my ass. I bobbed my mouth, taking more and more of his hardening cock.

“What a depraved whore,” groaned Daddy. “You’re like a slut in a porno.”

I shivered, moaning my agreement about his dick.

“Just so perverse. Willing to do anything with a cock.”

Anything.

I bobbed my head as he kept stroking my hair with that same fatherly gesture he had when I was a girl. Before I started wearing my hijab at menstruation. He stroked his fingers through my silk as I worshiped and cleaned his dick.

I took more and more of him. The tip reached the back of my throat. I fought my gag and swallowed his cock. Once more, I deep-throated him. He groaned as I worked my lips farther and farther down his shaft, reaching the goal of nuzzling into his pubic hair.

His wiry bush tickled my cheeks. I breathed in his manly musk, so salty and virile. I shuddered, moaning about his dick. My pussy burned so hot. My ass clenched, forcing out more of his cum to run down to my pussy. And then down my thighs. I felt the incestuous mix of jizz and cream running down my legs.

Such a slut.

“My little flower,” Daddy groaned. “If you keep sucking, I’ll erupt in your mouth.”

I pulled my mouth off his dick as quickly as I could, his cock sliding out of my throat. Then my lips popped off. “And you want to cum in my pussy, don’t you, Daddy?” I stroked his cock, wet with my saliva, staring at him. “You want your slutty daughter to ride you like a whore in a porno.”

“Yes!” he growled, fingers clenching into my hair.

“Then you’ll get it, Daddy!”

Mom had showed me the proper technique to ride a cock with Jalal this afternoon. I watched her fuck my little brother with such wild abandon. She kept moving her hips, making sure my little brother had the maximum amount of pleasure.

And I was ready to give that same ecstasy to my hunky Daddy.

I straddled him. His hands gabbed my waist as I guided his dick to my hungry pussy. My breasts swayed before me as I shuddered. It felt so amazing to swab the crown of his thick cock through my shaved cunt.

“I’m going to ride you so hard, Daddy,” I moaned, his cock nudging at the entrance of my twat.

“You are, little flower!” he growled, his hands tightening on my hips.

Then he pulled me down his dick.

I gasped, back arching. My breasts heaved. His cock filled me to the hilt. My pussy rejoiced at our incestuous union. It sent such dizzy delight through my body to have the very dick in me that knocked up my mother.

That seeded her with me.

This cock helped create me. And now my pussy worshiped it. My fertile depths eager for his cum to flood me. Maybe he’d plant a daughter, a slut, in my cunt. My own sister-daughter to teach and mold and guide the way Mom did me.

Because any daughter I had would have to be a slut.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I moaned, sliding up his dick, my breasts jiggling before me. My hips moved, wiggling and undulating just how Mom taught me. “Do you love my pussy riding your dick?”

“So much,” he groaned, hands moving. He seized my tits, rough hands squeezing hard.

It hurt. I loved it.

“Fuck your daddy’s cock, you little slut!” he growled, bearded face burning with pleasure. “Do it!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, pumping my hips faster and faster. I worked my cunt up and down his dick, drinking in the rapture. I slammed down him, grinding my clit into his pubic bone, my pussy growing hotter and hotter on his shaft.

I swirled his cock around in me as I fucked him. I kept my hips moving, dancing. His hands squeezed my tits, his thumbs brushing my nipples. They sent such amazing waves of delight through me. I trembled and groaned. My eyes rolled back into my head.

My clit smacked into his pubic bone on every downstroke. My pussy clenched when it did, sparks shooting through my snatch. I whimpered, drinking in the rapture, swiveling my hips. My black hair bounced about my shoulders as I rode him faster and faster.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I gasped. “I love your dick in my pussy!”

He squeezed my tits. “I can tell. Such a hot cunt working up and down my dick. You’re going to explode on me.

“So hard, Daddy!” I whimpered, slamming down his girth over and over.

I loved feeling him fill me. His dick stretching out my cunt every time I bottomed out on him. Then I had the joy of the wonderful rise up his girth, feeling him withdraw out of my cunt, leaving me so empty. So in need of being filled again by him.

And then I impaled myself down his cock again.

I loved it. Such a whore. My hips danced and whirled. I fucked him so hard, my hands rubbing at his hairy, muscular torso. I twined his chest hairs about my fingers as I fucked him. My fingernails scratched at his chest. I groaned and whimpered, my pussy growing so hot as I loved this dick in me.

I loved my father fucking me so much.

“Daddy!” I whimpered over and over. “Cum in me. I want your jizz spurting into my fertile depths!”

“Such a slut!” he groaned, pinching my nipples.

I squealed in rapture, my pussy clenching down so hard on his dick. My nipples shot rapture straight down to my slutty cunt. My flesh clung to his cock, drinking in the friction, propelling me to ride him faster and harder.

Bringing me closer and closer to my incestuous release.

Then Daddy let go my left nipple. His right hand shot behind me, grasping my ass. I groaned as he kneaded my rump, his other hand still playing with my nipple. I shuddered, leaning over him, savoring how his cock rubbed differently in my pussy.

Daddy loved it. His fingers dug into my crack as he groaned. He felt his cum leaking out my asshole. Then he jammed a digit deep into my rectum. My pussy clamped down hard on his cock at the sudden intrusion.

“Daddy!” I screamed, cumming hard on his dick.

My body thrashed atop him, my pussy convulsing about his hard cock. My flesh writhed and spasmed. His finger reached so deep into my asshole, that stimulation coursing through me. My back arched, my clit grinding into his pubic mound.

Ecstasy surged through my body. Incestuous delight reached my mind. Such wonderful rapture. Euphoria. I gasped and moaned as I bucked on him. He grunted, squeezing my right tit so hard as he felt my passion.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I howled, gripped in my pleasure. “Just flood me! Please! I need it, Daddy!”

“Yes, you do, my little flower,” he growled.

His hips fucked upward. He bounced my convulsing cunt on his dick. He possessed such virile strength to still fuck me like this. I shuddered, my hair dancing around my shoulders as he plowed that amazing cock into my cumming depths. His pubic bone smashed my clit every time I slammed back down his cock.

Orgasms rippled through me. Wave after wave of rapture surged through my body. I groaned and gasped, trembling, my tits heaving. Daddy grunted, feeling the pleasure of my underage cunt massaging his hard dick.

Driving him to his release.

“Slut!” he howled, thrusting up into my cunt.

“I am, Daddy!” I howled, gripped in euphoria.

And then his cum spurted into my incestuous depths. It only grew better and better. My rapture burned hotter as my daddy’s jizz filled my cunt. It splashed into my fertile depths again. I groaned, my cunt milking out all his pleasure.

I hoped he bred me. Someone would, and it would be so hot if it were my Daddy. My orgasm peaked through me as he grunted and groaned. He wiggled that finger in my asshole. He squeezed my tit. He pumped the last drops of his cum into my pussy.

I collapsed on him, breathing so hard, my breast rubbing on his chest, his arms around my body. I loved being a slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I gasped as Faizel threw me onto my back. My big tits heaved. My eldest son, my firstborn, mounted me, his eyes wild. I should protest. I should stop him. But I wanted his cock in me. My thighs parted for him as he guided his dick to my married pussy.

I took my third cock ever. The second that wasn’t my husband’s. I whimpered in rapture as my hunky firstborn slid back into the pussy that birthed him. My cunt clamped down his dick as he plunged into my depths with a bold stroke.

Just the way his father had taken my virginity.

“Faizel!” I groaned, my back arching, my thighs wrapping about his waist. “Yes, yes, fuck your mother! Satiate your cock! When Leyla’s not around, or one of those sluts you date, I’ll take care of you. Mommy loves taking care of her strong sons.”

“Fuck, Mom,” he groaned, drawing back his thick cock and ramming back into my pussy. “You’re so hot and wet. You want this. You want to fuck me.”

“Just helping you out, my son,” I groaned. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy it.”

I seized his short, black hair and pulled him down for a hot kiss. His muscular chest mashed against my big breasts as he fucked me with long, hard stokes. I kissed my son, reveling in his strength. My married pussy drank in his hard strokes. He slammed his cock over and over into my depths. I shuddered, bucking up into him, working my hips, loving every moment of my firstborn being in me.

Such delicious pleasure shuddered through my body. My fingernails clawed his back as I bucked and writhed beneath him. He fucked me so hard, grunting into our kiss every time he buried that amazing cock into my depths.

Into his mother’s pussy.

“Damn,” he groaned, breaking the kiss, his hips pumping hard. “You are so hot and wet. Mom. And these tits!”

His right hand squeezed my left tit as he plowed me, his cock thrusting hard and deep into me.

“Just perfect tits.”

“I know,” I groaned. “Mmm, enjoy this treat, my son.”

“Yes!”

The bed creaked and groaned as I thrashed beneath his youthful passion. He plowed into me so hard, so fast. My pussy took his girth. Heat rippled through me. I groaned and gasped, clenching down on him as the pleasure surged through me.

My clit smashed into his pubic bone. His wiry pubic hair kissed my bud and my pussy lips. His dick plowed so deep into me. He tilled my earth, making me quiver like a maiden beneath him. I moaned and gasped, his hand squeezing so hard.

“Yes, yes, satiate your lusts in me!” I moaned. “Mmm, yes, I won’t let my strong son suffer. Pump your cum into me.”

“Fuck, Mom,” he groaned. “You are such a—”

“No!” I hissed. “Your sister is a slut! I’m just helping my son out! I’m just being a good mother.”

“Right, right,” he grunted, pumping his dick harder, faster. “Oh, Mom, yes, help me out. I’m so fucking hard. Leyla’s got that tight ass. I want to fuck her so badly.”

“You will,” I whimpered. “Before school, you can enjoy her. But she’s taking care of your father tonight. He needs her. He’s been so good to me. He deserves this reward.”

My son kissed me again, pumping that cock so hard into me. My orgasm swelled through me so fast. It was so hot having my firstborn son fuck me like a man. He’d grown up into such a hunk. I humped into his thrusts, the pleasure building, swelling.

His dick rammed into my depths.

I came on my son’s cock.

My pussy rippled about him. I clawed his back, moaning into the kiss. Our tongues dueled as I heaved beneath him. Rapture flooded through my body. Euphoria swept through my mind. I savored it, my cunt milking his cock.

So eager for his cum.

“Fuck, Mom!” he grunted, breaking the kiss. “I’m going to cum!”

“Do it!” I whimpered, his hand squeezing my left breast so hard. “Just flood your mother, Faizel! Satiate yourself!”

“Yes!” he groaned and buried into me.

Another orgasm swept through me. I shuddered, bucking, convulsing as my eldest son’s cum pumped into my pussy. It splashed against my cervix and spilled through my sheath. I savored it, the incestuous mixing of his seed and my cream. My son pumped the potential of new life into my cunt.

“Damn,” a voice whispered from across the room. “Mom… Damn.”

“Jalal,” I groaned, voice throaty with pleasure. He stroked his cock through his PJs. Faizel just grunted atop me, pumping the last of his load into my snatch. “Do you need relief, too?”

“Fuck, Mom,” Faizel groaned, rolling off of me as I beckoned to my baby boy.

“Yeah, Mom,” Jalal said. “I heard you. And…I’m so hard.”

“Mmm, let me take care of you, too,” I groaned. “I hope you don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

Jalal didn’t seem to mind. He came to his brother’s bed in a hurry, shoving down his PJs. His cock flopped out so hard. I grasped it as I pulled him down to the bed. I rolled onto my side, Jalal stretching out before me, his dick throbbing in my hand.

Faizel pressed up behind me. He rubbed his wet cock on my ass as I lifted my leg, guiding my baby boy to my hot pussy. My youngest groaned as he slid into my well-fucked cunt. I whimpered, my snatch sensitive from my orgasm with Faizel.

“There you are,” I panted as Jalal pumped away. I hugged his slender frame to me, my breasts rubbing on his chest. “Just relieve your cock so you can sleep. Mommy will help you.”

“Thank you, Mom,” Jalal groaned, his hands squeezing my tits as I held him, my pussy tightening on his dick. I felt his brother’s cum sloshing around inside of me as Jalal pumped away, sending such wonderful pleasure through me.

“And what about me, Mom?” Faizel asked, his cock hard on my ass. “I still need relief.”

“Oh, use Mommy’s ass,” I moaned without thought. “You can both get your relief.”

“Yes,” he groaned.

I shivered, remembering Jalal buggering me this evening. Their father could never know I let my sons use my asshole. He wouldn’t understand why I denied him that hole and yet let my sons plunder it. But I was a good Muslim woman. And we didn’t let our husbands fuck our asses.

My pussy tightened around Jalal’s dick as his older brother’s cock slid between my butt-cheeks. Slicked by my pussy juices, his dick nudged at my sphincter. I groaned as Faizel thrust hard, slamming his lubed dick into the depths of my bowels.

“Oh, yes!” I hissed, pinned between my two sons, their dicks invading my body. “Oh, yes, fuck your mother! Satiate your dicks!”

It felt so good to have both my sons in me. To feel their dicks plunging into my pussy and asshole. The stuffed me so full. Made me tremble and groan. I drank in the two different sensations. The rough delight of my firstborn pumping in and out of my asshole, and the silky pleasure of my baby boy plowing into my married pussy.

Such dizzy delight shot through me. My pussy and asshole clamped down on their dicks, savoring their girths. They groaned and gasped, their young bodies thrusting faster and faster. Jalal squeezed my tits so hard while Faizel’s muscular chest rubbed into my back.

“Mom!” Jalal groaned. “You’re so tight!”

“And her ass!” Faizel groaned. “Little brother, you have got to try her ass.”

“I have!” Jalal said with such pride. For the first time in his life, Jalal had done something before his brother. “And this isn’t my first time in her cunt.”

“Damn, little brother,” groaned Faizel. “Maybe you aren’t such a pussy after all.”

Jalal thrust harder, pumping his hips like a jackrabbit. I groaned, my pussy drinking in the friction. It shot through my body. My bowels clenched on his brother’s cock. Faizel thrust hard into my asshole, pumping away at my greased bowels.

The two different sensations, the dual delights of pleasing both my sons, surged through me hard. I groaned and whimpered. My body convulsed. My eyes rolled back into my eyes as I savored this moment.

And detonated.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled as rapture swept through me. “Ooh, my two sons! I love you both so much! Fuck me! Satiate yourselves!”

“Fuck, yes!” Faizel groaned. “Your asshole is so tight. Are you cumming, Mom?”

“She is!” Jalal whimpered, fucking his cock so hard into my sloppy pussy. “I can’t… I’m going to!”

“Do it!” I howled, the euphoria burning through my mind. Red and blue and yellow stars danced through the darkness of Faizel’s room. “Cum in me! Both of you! Satiate your cocks! Let me be such a good mother.”

“The best mother!” grunted Faizel, slamming his cock into my writhing asshole.

“Uh-huh,” moaned Jalal, his dick plunging into my spasming cunt. “Mom, love you!”

“Love both my big, strong sons!” I howled, my orgasm intensifying.

Waves of rapture washed through my body, flowing out of my pussy. They reached my mind, smothering me in euphoria. I thrashed between my sons, loving their cocks pumping in and out of my pussy and asshole.

Jalal groaned. Then his cum spurted into my married pussy, mixing with his brother’s incestuous load. I savored his jizz filling me. I moaned, squirming between them, new waves of ecstasy sloshing through my body.

Then Faizel’s thick cock rammed into my bowels. He grunted, joining his little brother in ecstasy. His cum pumped into my bowels’ depths. I gasped in delight, satiating both of my wonderful sons, taking care of their bodies like a good mother should.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my orgasm peaking through me. “Ooh, my big, strong sons! That’s what you need!”

“Yes, Mom,” Jalal groaned. “Love you.”

“Love you, Mom,” my firstborn groaned, nuzzling into my neck.

I smiled, shuddering between them. “I love you both so much. Mmm, yes. It’s so much fun taking care of your needs.”

“Such a good mom, eh, little brother?”

“Yes, she is,” Jalal groaned.

I just beamed, so happy to please my sons. To feel their arms about me, their bodies against me. I knew my husband would be satiated tonight. My slutty daughter would take care of him. And tomorrow at school, she’d start earning me the money I’d lost on online poker.

So many men would be satiated by her tight, underage body. I couldn’t wait to sell my slut-daughter’s nubile pussy.

To be continued…



Daughter’s Slut Training

An Incestuous Harem Story







Chapter Five: Daughter Whored Out

by mypenname3000

© Copyright 2017





Story Codes: Female/Teen female, Teen male/Teen female, Male/Teen female, Female Masturbation, Incest, Oral Sex, Cremapie Exhibitionism, Voyeurism, Prostitution, Student/Teacher, Anal Sex, Rimming



Mrs. Umayyah

I slipped out of my eldest son’s room, feeling so naughty as his and his younger brother’s cum dripped out of my pussy and asshole. I scooped up my bathrobe I left outside his door, pulling it on to hide my naked shame. I was such a wicked mother.

But my sons needed to relieve themselves. How could they sleep when their whore-sister Leyla made them both so hard? They had to cum over and over into my body, using me at the same time last night before they could get the rest they needed.

It didn’t make me a slut like my daughter. I was just a loving mother. My husband probably wouldn’t understand why I did it. But he was busy with Leyla last night, satiating his pent-up lusts for her sixteen-year-old body. Those round tits, that tight pussy, her curving ass. The whore had teased him as she developed. And now he earned his reward.

I reached the master bedroom, slipped in. it reeked of sex. I smiled, my husband and daughter sleeping in a tangle of sheets, her dusky body held in her father’s strong arms. She had a smile on her lips as she slept, happy in the arms of my husband.

I knew that contentment. I felt it sleeping in Faizel’s strong arms. My eldest son quickly was turning into his father.

“Good morning,” I purred, crawling onto the bed. I leaned over, kissing my husband on the lips, his thick beard scratching wonderful at my chin and cheeks. Faizel lacked this manly beard. “Did you enjoy our little slut?”

“Hmm,” groaned my husband. Karim opened his eyes, blinking. “Jawdat?”

“Did you have fun with the little slut?” I inhaled. “It smells like it.”

“She pleased me,” he said, his hand cupping a round, teenage breast. His skin a darker shade of brown than our daughter’s dusky flesh. His thumb ran across a nipple, making her whimper.

Leyla’s dark eyes opened, her lashes long and sultry. “Good morning, Mother.”

“It looks like you made your father happy.”

“Very,” cooed the little strumpet, her body undulating beneath the sheets in wanton passion.

My pussy grew hotter, clenching. More of my sons’ cum ran out of my depths, hidden by the bathrobe.

“We need to get you ready for school,” I told her. “I must take the little whore away, my husband.”

Karim nodded as I took Leyla’s hand and drew her from the bed. My husband released her underage tit, lying back on the bed, closing his eyes. He never passed a chance to sleep a little longer. He worked such a demanding job. And I knew the little whore and her appetites kept him up.

I licked my lips a the sight of my daughter’s naked body. Her skin flawless, her body lithe. Cum matted her thighs. Fresh jizz oozed out of her pussy, running down her legs. Her tousled, black hair only added to her wanton look, the silk falling about a face in a way that proved she’d been naughty.

Oh, yes, my fellow teachers would love to pay to fuck her. They were all lusting after the underage students they taught. And to finally get to fuck one… I knew exactly who to start with: Principal Carver. He ran the school, so if I had him hooked on underage cunt, then I could really whore out my daughter.

I had to replace all the money I’d lost on online gambling before my husband realized how empty our savings accounts were. Thank Allah’s messenger that he entrusted the household finances to me.

“You’re going to be such a wicked girl at school,” I told Leyla as I led her down the hallway to the bathroom. “I already know the first person I’m selling you to.”

“Selling me?” she asked, her voice cautious.

“You’re my slut, right?” I asked her, turning and arching an eyebrow. I cupped her naked breast, squeezing her firm mound. “You’re my little whore-daughter.”

“I am, Mother,” she said, trembling as my thumb swept over her turgid nipple. I massaged the little nub, loving how she whimpered.

“And a good slut listens to her mother and obeys her, right?”

She nodded her head, eyes growing glossy with lust, hips moving in such a wanton fashion like she fucked the air. I knew she wanted me to do naughty things to her, the little trollop. Like she thought I was a slut, too.

My nipples were so hard against my robe, rubbing on the terrycloth in a most pleasant manner.

“You are going to make your family so much money,” I told her, drawing her to the bathroom by her nipple this time.

She gasped as her breast stretched, her nub growing distended. She followed after, almost salivating like a dog. She loved it. I twisted her nipple, making her whimper louder, before opening the bathroom door with my other hand. I backpedaled in, drawing her after, loving the control I had over my daughter.

“I bet you’re just soaking wet wondering who your mother will sell your body to.”

She nodded her head, licking lips. They glistened. So plump and kissable.

“Good,” I told her, releasing her nipple. I turned on the shower. It hissed, my body trembling. I shrugged out of my bathrobe.

Leyla’s eyes fell on my pussy, my dark bush matted with her brothers’ jizz. Her eyes widened.

“I was forced to take care of your brothers last night. Your whorish moans made them hard.”

“Oh, no,” gasped Leyla. “But I can’t satiate more than one at a time.”

“You can.” I smiled, remembering Faizel’s cock fucking my asshole while Jalal pounded my pussy, my body sandwiched between my two sons. “That’s a lesson for later. Now I need you to lick me clean. Your father wouldn’t understand my motherly duties.”

Leyla nodded, those glossy eyes fixed on my snatch. Just so eager to devour me.

“Then do it!” I snapped, needing to feel her tongue licking me clean. I was so messy.

My daughter fell to her knees before me. The shower hissed behind, steam billowing out and around us. It caressed my naked skin as she grasped my thighs. Her glistening, plump lips moved between my legs, her breath washing across my sloppy cunt.

Then she licked through my folds, gathering her brothers’ mixed jizz on her tongue. I shuddered, my asshole clenching, forcing out more spunk from that hole. It dribbled down my taint to my pussy, lapped up by Leyla’s fluttering tongue.

The slut stared up at my big tits with such desire as she hungrily devoured the jizz out of me. She ate the incestuous creampie (a term I learned from watching Clint fuck his women) with such delight. She moaned and groaned, savoring her brothers’ jizz mixed with my tangy cream.

“That’s it, you little whore,” I moaned, grinding my hot flesh on her mouth. “Lick your mother clean. You’re my little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mother,” she purred between licks, her hands sliding around my hips, grasping my ass. She squeezed my rump, pulling my pussy tight against her hungry mouth.

I shuddered as her tongue fluttered through my folds. She caressed through my labia, gathering every drop of cum and pussy juices she could. The little whore hungered for her mother’s snatch. I whimpered, my big tits jiggling as I swayed.

Her tongue sent such wonderful delight through me. I savored it. Her fluttering tongue, her soft lips, her fingers clenching my rump, her moans buzzing through my cunt. Her tongue brushed my clit, sending sparks shooting through me. Then she jammed it deep into my hole, swirling, searching, looking for every drop of her brothers’ spunk she could.

“That’s it, you little slut,” I whimpered. “Lick it all up. Make your mother clean.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she panted between hungry licks, her eyes completely glazed with incestuous desire.

She jammed her tongue so deep into my cunt. She swirled it around. My back arched. My toes curled against the cool tiles. I whimpered, my breasts heaving. The steam caressed my body as my daughter made love to my hot pussy.

My asshole leaked out more cum. I licked my lips, knowing she needed to clean that hole, too. Just thinking about her mouth rimming my asshole sent shivers through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I turned around, pressing my ass into her face.

“Clean your mother’s butthole, too, slut!” I hissed.

“Yes, Mother!” she moaned, so submissive, so eager to love me.

Her fingers pulled apart my butt-cheeks. Her face pressed into my crack. And then her tongue lapped up the jizz leaking out of my asshole, seasoned by my sour musk. She was such a naughty slut, so willing to do something so filthy.

Her tongue reached my asshole, swirling around it, soothing the lingering soreness from my sons’ pounding cocks. Then her tongue pressed on my sphincter. I whimpered, my big tits jiggling before me, my pussy dripping juices down my thighs.

Her tongue wiggled into my asshole.

“You nasty slut!” I snarled. “Oh, yes, you fucking whore, lick your mother’s asshole. Make her all nice and clean.”

She moaned, “Uh-huh,” as she probed my asshole, sending such velvety delight rippling through my body.

Her hands swept around my thighs, sliding up them. I trembled, my butthole clenching on her probing tongue. And then her fingers found my dripping snatch. I groaned as her fingers stroked through my hot pussy, caressing my labia and clit, sending pleasure to mix with the delight burning in my asshole.

She swirled her tongue through my bowels, reaching as deep as she could searching for more incestuous cum. She drew out her brothers’ spunk, moaning her delight. I seized the shower door, bracing myself on it as she sent rapture trembling through me.

Two of her fingers penetrated my cunt.

“Oh, yes, you little whore!” I snarled. “That’s it. Just probe that tongue into my asshole and finger my cunt. You are such a slut. So willing to lick your mother. To please her. Just a lesbian whore! You are such a shameful daughter!”

She moaned, licking harder, plunging her fingers faster. She was so excited. I could feel it. She wanted to cum, the naughty slut. I humped back into her tongue, using her. The pleasure swelled and swelled in the depths of my cunt.

My pussy clenched on her fingers.

My asshole drank in her sweeping tongue.

Her thumb brushed my clit, massaged my bud.

My tits heaved as I shuddered.

“You fucking slut!” I snarled, voice so throaty, rising over the sound of the shower. “Yes, yes, yes!”

My orgasm burst through me. My pussy convulsed on her probing fingers. Silky flesh massaged her digits while waves of rapture washed out of me. My asshole clenched on her tongue. Velvety ecstasy swept out of my bowels, joining the rush of euphoria from my cunt.

It all reached my mind.

My head tossed back and forth, my black hair sweeping about my shoulders. My moans sang out through the bathroom. The shower door rattled as my body quivered. Stars danced before my eyes as the pleasure bathed my mind.

“Such a shameful daughter!” I moaned. “So eager to eat ass and pussy! To suck her father’s dick. To fuck her brothers’ cocks! You’re just a whore!”

“I am, Mother!” Leyla moaned, plunging her fingers through my cumming pussy, keeping my pleasure rippling through me. “Your slut, Mother! Yours!”

I shuddered at those words, my pleasure peaking through me. Oh, she would make me so much money.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

It felt so strange to walk through my high school without my hijab on. I felt everyone staring at my immodest hair. I drank it in, my pussy growing so hot beneath my long skirt. I wore no panties or bra, my juices trickling down my thighs, my nipples rubbing into my blouse. They poked against it, showing everyone how much of a whore I was.

“Well, dang, Leyla,” Kendra Cooke, one of my friends, said when she spotted me. The Black girl rushed over, her exposed hair short and fuzzy, in a little mini-afro that made her look so cute. Her belly shirt clung to her round breasts.

Suddenly, I wanted to touch those chocolate mounds. I was such a slut.

“Did you forget your headscarf?” she asked, falling in beside me. “Your mom will freak when we have math.”

“It’s fine,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I just…everyone should know.”

“Know what?” she asked.

“That I’m a slut,” I said, my pussy clenching so hard, my body so hot. “Mother helped me understand it.”

“You’re a slut?” Kimmy Meyers asked, falling in beside me. Her blonde hair fell about her slender face. She was a petite girl, so skinny. As she spoke, braces flashed on her teeth. “What are you talking about, Leyla?”

“I’m just a whore,” I said. “I’m not a good, Muslim girl like I thought. I’ve had sex.”

“With whom?” Kimmy asked, her eyes so wide, her cheeks blushing dark. She was as close as an American girl could come to being modest, her clothes as conservative as mine. But she left her hair exposed.

“What has Kimmy blushing?” my third close friend, Izzy, asked. The redhead pressed up on Kendra’s other side, her plump lips pursed in question. Those were such kissable lips.

Flashes of having a lesbian orgy with my friends popped into my mind.

“Who took your cherry?” Kendra asked. “Was it Adam?”

I shook my head. Should I tell them just how much of a slut I was? They had all heard the rumors about Clint. I’d seen the speculation in Kendra and Izzy’s eyes whenever that came up. Were they thinking about their fathers? Did Kimmy ever wonder about her brother Carter?

He was cute.

Or did they wish they were one of Clint’s whores?

“Was it Clint?” Kimmy asked, her voice squeaking. “Did you…?”

“I heard if it’s not his cousin or sister,” Izzy said, voice low, “you got to be Asian to attract his attention.”

“The Middle East is part of Asia,” Izzy said defensively.

“But it’s not slanted eyes and yellow-olive skin from Japan or Korea. He’s got that yellow fever.”

“It wasn’t Clint.” I took a deep breath. They would figure it out eventually. “It was Jalal.”

“Your brother?” gasped Kimmy, her cheeks going utterly red.

I nodded my head.

“You are a slut,” Kendra said, a smile playing on her lips. “What was it like?”

I opened my mouth to say it when my older brother Faizel appeared. “I need you, Leyla,” he said, seizing my arm and pulling me away from my friends. “Right now.”

“Oh, okay, brother,” I said, shivering. Faizel was like father, but younger. My pussy clenched. I hadn’t been with him yet. It was too busy this morning getting ready for school to let him have a chance. But there was a few minutes before our first class. “Bye.”

“You’re not,” Izzy gasped as Faizel led me away.

I just grinned at her. “I’m a slut.”

My three friends stared at me in astonishment as Faizel pulled me to a supply closet and yanked me inside, not caring who saw us. I shuddered. I would have a reputation like Clint’s cousin Lee. Guys would know about me.

My pussy burned, molten juices flooding out of my cunt.

“Damn, sister,” Faizel groaned, pressing me against a shelf face first, his hands squeezing my ass through my skirt. “Do you know how many times I rubbed one out thinking of your hot body?”

“No,” I gasped. I thought only Jalal was jerking off to me. I felt so…sexy. So hot. I inspired such lust in all the men in my family. “I’m so sorry. You should fuck me right away. You should know what I feel like first hand. I’m sorry Mom had to take my place in your bed last night.”

“Oh, I’m not. Our mother’s a hot slut like you.”

“She’s not a slut!” I gasped as my big brother hiked up my skirt.

“Right,” he snorted, his hands touching my naked ass. He slid lower, brushing my freshly shaved pussy. I groaned as he ran his fingers across my smooth vulva. “Damn, you are soaked. That eager to be fucked by your big brother?”

“I am!” I groaned. “People saw us come in here, too. They’ll know.”

“Maybe I’ll get Clint’s reputation,” he grinned. “Then the girls will really want to bang me.”

His zipper rasped. Clothing rustled. And then his cock smacked my ass. I shuddered, loving the feel of his hot shaft. He spanked my rump again and again, the lewd sound echoing through the supply closet. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing against my blouse, fresh juices tickling my thighs as they leaked out of my whorish flesh.

I wiggled my hips, panting like a whore for my brother’s cock. He dragged the tip down my butt-cheek, leaving a smear of hot precum in his wake. And then he pressed it against my pussy, rubbing it up and down.

“Fuck me, brother!” I moaned.

“Damn, you are a complete slut, baby sis!”

Faizel thrust.

“I am!” I screamed, my pussy clenching around his dick. His balls smacked into my clit.

He drew back and thrust in again. And again. He pounded me. My brother used my pussy, grunting with every hard plunge into my dripping snatch. My cunt clenched down on his girth. He reached so deep into me fucking me from behind. I gripped the shelf. It rattled, cleaning products shifting as my brother fucked me like a whore.

I loved it. His incestuous dick stirred my cunt up. Juices flooded out of me while pleasure rippled through me. The friction was intense. It left me trembling and moaning. My eyes rolled back into my head. I whimpered and panted, swiveling my hips, stirring his cock through me.

“Oh, yes! Fuck my cunt, big brother! Use me! I’m the family’s whore!”

“Yes, you are!” he grunted. “I should bring you to my friend’s house. Pass you around like a party favor.”

“Do that!” I moaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. “I want that so badly. Oh, yes, pound me so fucking hard, big brother! Make me explode on that amazing cock!”

“Yes!”

His balls thwacked over and over into my clit. My cunt clenched down on his dick every time. Friction burned so hot in my silky sheath. The pleasure surged through me. I whimpered and groaned, my hips swiveling, matching the ferocity of his thrusts.

He rammed that dick so hard and fast into me. He loved his little sister’s hot cunt. My seventeen-year-old brother pounding me. I gasped and moaned. My breasts heaved beneath my blouse, nipples rubbing on my clothing. Adding more delight to his plunging cock.

My toes curled in my shoes.

My orgasm swelled in me.

“I want you to cum in me, big brother!” I hissed. “I want one of the men in our family to breed me!”

I hoped it would be Father who bred me.

“Shit!” he grunted. “You are such a whore, little sis! I’m going to get you gangbanged. I’m going to have you passed around between my friends. You’ll be dripping in jizz.”

“I want that!” I howled, my pussy clenching down on his dick. “That sounds amazing. Do it!”

“Fuck,” he grunted, thrusting his cock so deep into me, brushing my cervix.

My orgasm built and built in me. Every thrust of his dick brought me closer to my explosion of rapture. I whimpered, my eyes rolling back into my head. I squeezed my cunt down on his dick, loving his shaft plunging into me. He gave me what I needed.

My pussy spasmed. My orgasm rippled through me. I screamed out in wordless pleasure as ecstasy flooded through my body. His dick pounded my convulsing snatch. His every thrust kept my climax alive. Kept me trembling.

“Shit, you got a hot cunt, baby sis!” he snarled.

“And it’s so in need of your jizz to fill it!” I moaned. “Just cum in me, big brother! Flood me with all your spunk!”

He grunted, driving his cock to the hilt of my spasming snatch. His incestuous cum fired into my depths. His cream splashed against my cervix. My pussy milked his cock, drawing out every drop of his excitement as he groaned and gasped.

I shuddered with him. My eyes widened. Stars danced across my eyes as my pleasure peaked through me. My brother used me like a slut. It made me feel so amazing. I was such a shameful woman. And I loved it.

“Damn, baby sis,” he groaned, his cock softening in my cunt. “I’m going to enjoy fucking you every chance I get. You and Mom.”

“Mmm,” I just purred, drifting on the bliss of my orgasm.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

“Why does your mother want you to stay?” I heard Kendra whisper to my daughter as my other students filed out. I had my daughter in my math class with her three friends before the lunch period.

“Because she needs me to be a whore,” my daughter said.

I blinked at that, shocked Leyla had told her friends.

Kimmy blushed, her body shuddering while Izzy gave a wicked laugh, her red hair sweeping about her round face. Kendra gave my daughter a speculative look. Then the Black girl glanced at me, her eyes dancing.

“Well, girl, you have fun,” Kendra said, grabbing Izzy and pulling the chortling girl away. Kimmy followed in their wake, scurrying away, her body so cute and yet so whorish, her nipples hard against her blouse.

All the American girls were such sluts. But none of them had mothers to mold them properly like I did with my Leyla.

“Go sit on my desk,” I told my daughter. “And look like a slut. Be sexy. He’ll be here soon.”

My daughter nodded her head, her eyes glossy with desire, nipples poking at her blouse with whorish lust. My own nipples were hard, my pussy itching to see my daughter fuck another man. To take money in exchange for selling her cunt.

I couldn’t wait.

Luckily, Principal Carver didn’t keep me waiting long. He entered my classroom a few minutes later dressed in a cheap suit, his brown hair balding, glasses perched on his serious face. He frowned, spotting my daughter perched on my desk like an underage siren.

“Mrs. Umayyah,” he said, shifting. “What did you need to see me about?”

I took his hand and led him before my daughter. She had such a winsome smile on her lips, her dark eyes smoldering. She oozed sexuality. The perfect, naughty coquettishness that would make any guy hard.

Principal Carver shifted, trying to casually adjust himself.

“I know you’ve been looking at the girls,” I told him as he stared at my daughter. “Lusting for them.”

“What?” he spluttered. “Of course not. I would never do that! I’m a married man and…”

His words trailed off as my daughter, following her whorish instincts, unbuttoned her blouse. Her underage titties spilled out, so ripe and round, her dark nipples hard. She squeezed her boobs, her smile now naughty and wicked, her eyes flashing.

“Really?” I asked, moving away from him and behind my desk. I pulled my daughter’s blouse off her shoulders and down her arms as she preened for the principal, her first John. “You’ve never stared at those firm, youthful titties wishing you could just squeeze them.”

My pussy itched, juices flooding my panties. I reached around my daughter, squeezing those firm, pliant breasts. Sweat broke out on the principal’s forehead. His face flushed as he stared at me fondling my daughter’s tits.

“You lust for these breasts,” I groaned, my daughter shuddering. “You want to fuck the students. Don’t deny it. I understand. They’re so wanton, maturing into their gorgeous bodies. Budding and ripening, begging to be plucked.”

“Ooh, yes, pluck me,” groaned Leyla. Her leg extended. The little minx had slipped off her shoe and rubbed her sock-clad foot into his crotch, pressing on his bulging hardon.

“What are you doing?” the principal asked, voice so strangled.

“Feeling your dick,” purred Leyla. “You’re so hard. Does staring at my tits make you that hard, Principal Carver?”

“I think it does,” I purred, kissing my daughter’s shoulder. I squeezed those tits hard, sinking my fingers into her pliant flesh. “He wants his hands on these tits. He wants to suck your nipples. To fuck your tight, underage cunt.”

“Fuck,” the principal groaned, licking his licks. “Mrs. Umayyah, this is…”

“Wrong?” I asked him. “Why? Because you’re married? Because she’s underage? Because she’s my daughter? She’s a slut. It doesn’t matter with her. She has a whore-pussy that needs to be fucked. And for a price, you can enjoy her.”

“Yes, yes,” moaned Leyla, rubbing her foot harder into his crotch. “My pussy is for sale. And it’ll make your dick feel so good, Principal Carver. I’ve been practicing. Mother’s helped to train me.”

The principal let out a lust-filled groan, his eyes staring at her crotch. I shivered, my cunt begging to be touched, to be fucked. I wanted to frig myself right now. I couldn’t wait to watch him take my daughter hard.

From behind me, through the wall separating my classroom with Vicky Samuels, I heard a soft moan. I knew Clint and his harem were having their fun while I had mine. I didn’t have to watch them through my peephole any longer.

Not when I could watch my daughter whore herself out right before my eyes.

“Just a hundred dollars, and you can slide your dick into my daughter’s underage cunt,” I purred. “You can finally fuck one of those hot students you’ve been lusting for. Your wife will never know. It’ll be our secret.”

“Yes, yes, I won’t tell anyone, Principal Carver. I just want to fuck you so badly. Please, pay my mother so I can feel your dick in me.”

“Yes!” he groaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I shuddered as I kept rubbing my foot into Principal Carver’s crotch, feeling his dick in there. The dick I’d fuck for money. He fumbled to pull out his wallet from his back pocket, almost dropping it. He opened the leather wallet, pulling out twenty dollar bills.

He handed five to my mother.

“Enjoy,” she purred. I didn’t know if she spoke to me or the principal. Maybe both.

“We will,” I purred, lowering my foot. I rose, my breasts jiggling before the principal. He swallowed, staring at my tits. “It’s okay to touch them. You paid for me.”

“Sweet Jesus,” he groaned, seizing my breasts in his rough hands. He squeezed hard, massaging my nubile tits.

I shuddered, loving how he manhandled my breasts. Pleasure surged through me, my pussy growing wetter and wetter. I unfastened my skirt, letting it fall in a puddle of dark fabric about my feet. I stood naked before him, my hands caressing him through his shirt, sliding up his torso to his shoulders.

He stared down at my shaved pussy, my tight slit gleaming with my excitement. He groaned again, seeing how wet I was for him, knowing that I was a true slut. I shivered, his hands squeezing my breasts so hard.

“Now let’s get you naked,” I moaned, grabbing his blazer, pulling at it.

He had to let go of my tits to slip off his jacket. It fell to the floor while my hands went to his tie. I loosened it, the fabric rasping as it slid around his neck. I giggled draping it around my neck, the loose tails falling between my tits, the blue looking so nice against my dusky breasts.

Mother fondled her breasts as she watched, perched on a student’s desk. Her dark eyes smoldered as she watched me unbutton the principal’s shirt. I shuddered, her gaze making me feel even more wanton and whorish as I serviced my first customer.

As I pulled off his shirt, mother slid a hand up her skirt, exposing her dusky legs. She whimpered, rubbing at her hot flesh through her panties, her naughty parts still kept hidden by the folds of her dress. But I knew she touched herself because I was such a whore I inspired lust even in a good, Muslim woman like my mother.

Faizel had to be wrong about her. Mom wasn’t a slut like me.

“Oh, Principal Carver,” I groaned, running my hands down his pale chest. “What a hunk you are.” He wasn’t my father or older brother, but he wasn’t too pasty. “You make me so wet.” that part was true. I just wanted to fuck him. He paid for me.

Dizzy euphoria swept through me.

He seized my tits again, squeezing them and groaning his excitement. He shivered as my hands went lower and lower. As he pinched and played with my nipples, I unfastened his slacks. The zipper rasped, then they fell off his hips and down his hairy legs. His cock tented his plaid boxers.

“Ooh, someone just wants to come out and meet me,” I purred, stroking his shaft through his underwear.

“Yes,” he groaned, tugging on my nipples. “Goddamn, you are so sexy, Leyla.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked, my hand sliding into his boxers, grasping his dick. “Is that why you paid so much money to have sex with me?”

“Christ, yes,” he groaned, my hand stroking his hard dick. I pumped up and down it as I pulled him out. He was fat but not as long as my father or brothers. “You are just perfect. A little slut. I’m going to fuck you so hard, Leyla!”

“Yes,” whimpered Mom. She shook on the desk, her breasts jiggling beneath her blouse, her face twisting with pleasure, framed by her silk-gray hijab.

I bet she had her fingers in her hot pussy, plundering in and out of her juicy flesh, satiating the itch my whorish body inspired in her. I trembled, my cunt clenching in wicked delight. My nipples throbbed between the principal’s rough fingers. I groaned, stroking him faster, my thumb rubbing across the tip of his cock.

He groaned, staring down at me with such lust. Then he pushed me down onto my mother’s desk. She didn’t have much on it, cleared it so she would be ready to whore out my underage body. I shuddered, my pussy clenching so hard as the principal leaned down.

And sucked on my nipple.

“Principal Carver!” I whimpered. “Ooh, that’s so nice. Ooh, yes, love my nipple. You’re such a naughty man. I’m a student, and you’re enjoying my titties.”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, his dick throbbing in my hand. I had my arm stretched out to grasp it as he squeezed both my breasts. “Such perfect tits. So firm.”

I shuddered, my eyes rolling into the back of my head as he sucked and nibbled. He went back and forth between my nipples, loving them both, making me squirm on the desk. My pussy grew hotter and hotter as he played with them, taking time to love them.

So good.

I caught Mom’s eyes. They were dark and glossy. Her hand moved fast beneath her skirt. She groaned, licking her lips, pleasuring her horny cunt. I shuddered, so glad I could inspire such desire in her. It made me so wet knowing she watched her whore-daughter servicing her John.

“Oh, yes, Principal Carver,” I groaned. “You’re making my pussy so wet for this big, thick cock of yours. You’re going to stretch my cunny out. I hope you fit.”

“You’ll stretch, slut,” he growled, his dick throbbing in my hands. His hazel eyes smoldered as he lowered his face between my breasts.

I groaned as he pressed my flesh against his cheeks. I felt his whiskers, rough and itching. I whimpered, my body drinking in the sensations. I squirmed beneath him, my pussy growing wetter and wetter. Juices ran out of my cunt, puddling beneath my ass. My tangy musk filled my nose.

He licked and sucked on the inner slopes of my breasts, his face turning back and forth. Then he kissed lower, smooching around my breast. He licked at my underboob, moaning out like a horny hog just eager to feast on me.

“Oh, Principal Carver, yes!” I whimpered.

“Use the little slut’s body,” my mother groaned. “Just enjoy her! She needs it.”

“So badly!” I gasped, his cock slipping out of my grip as he moved lower and lower. “I’m so wet for your big dick!”

“I just want to eat that cunt,” he groaned, moving lower. “I bet you taste so good.”

“Just delicious,” Mom moaned, her body trembling. “Eat my whore-daughter’s snatch.”

Principal Carver kissed lower and lower. He reached my dusky belly, smooching across my sensitive flesh. I squirmed, giggling as his lips tickled me, his fingers stroking my side. And then he reached my pubic mound, descending to my hot pussy.

And reached my shaved flesh.

“Yes!” I gasped as he ran his tongue through my underage snatch. “Eat my pussy! Taste how wet I am! I want your cock in me.”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, his tongue lapping through my hot folds.

I whimpered and squirmed, staring from him to my mother, both their eyes burning with lust as they stared at me. His tongue feasted through my snatch. He licked and nuzzled. He stirred my pussy to a hot froth. My eyes rolled back into my head. My thighs tightened on his head. I ground my cunt against his stubbly lips.

Pleasure surged through me. So wonderful. So amazing. His nose nuzzled my clit. His tongue licked through my hot snatch. He shoved his hands beneath my ass, gripping my rump as he feasted on me. His tongue swirled and lapped through my hot folds.

And drove me wild.

“Yes, yes, yes, eat my whore-cunt!” I howled, my breasts jiggling as I trembled on the table. “I’m going to cum so hard, Principal Carver. You are such a stud! Oh, yes you are! Just the biggest stud in the world.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned my mother. “Make my daughter cum, sir. Just make her explode. Then fuck her! She needs your cock in her cunt!”

“So badly!” I gasped, so glad my mother understood me. “Fuck me in front of my mother, Principal Carver!”

“After you’ve cum, slut!” he growled and dove his tongue deep into my cunt.

My eyes widened as the pleasure rippled through me. Such joy surged through me. His cock had me trembling, gasping, groaning in utter delight. My body thrashed on the table. His tongue swirled around my clit, sucking, nibbling, making me feel amazing.

My body thrashed on the table. My eyes rolled back into my head. I shuddered, whimpering, humping against him. It was so good. It was so good. I savored every moment of grinding my pussy against his hungry mouth.

“Oh, yes, you’re eating my pussy so well,” I gasped. “Oh, you’re amazing, Principal Carver. Just the best. I’m going to cum so hard on your mouth.”

“Do it,” snarled my mother, her body shuddering. “Oh, yes, cum on him, slut!”

Her body convulsed. She came on her fingers watching me. I shivered. My pussy clenched on the principal’s probing tongue. My eyes rolled back into my head. My thighs squeezed so tight on his head as my orgasm surged through me.

Inspiring my mother to orgasm set me off.

I bucked on the desk. My tits heaved. My pussy convulsed and juices squirted from my cunt. Rapture washed through my body. Every spasm of my cunt sent a wave of euphoria frothing through my body straight to my mind.

“Yes, yes, yes, you are such a stud, Principal Carver!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. “You made me cum! Now you can fuck me! You can ram that fat dick into my pussy.”

I thrashed on the desk as he licked up my juices flooding out of my snatch. Dizzy pleasure surged through me. Darkness danced across my vision, stars bursting to life. My sweaty back stuck to the desk as I squirmed.

Mom thrashed with me. She kept fingering her cunt as she came, watching me orgasm like a whore. I whimpered, loving every moment of it. My pussy convulsed, wishing something big and thick filled it.

“Fuck me!” I howled over and over. I wanted him in me so badly. “You paid for my cunt, now enjoy it with that big cock!”

“Christ, yes!” he groaned, rising, grasping his fat dick in his hand.

“Fuck my little slut!” whimpered mother, some of her black hair spilling out of her hijab as she quivered.

Principal Carver brought that fat dick to my pussy. He rubbed it up and down my slit. Then he jammed it into my depths. I gasped, my body quivering. His girth spread my snatch open even wider. For a moment, it felt like when Jalal took my virginity, breaking in my cunt for the first time.

I whimpered as my pussy expanded around his dick. And then only rapture surged through me.

I bucked and groaned, another orgasm bursting through me. My thighs locked about my customer’s waist, my tits heaving as the pleasure surged through me. My pussy massaged his dick as he drew back and thrust in again.

“What a tight, hot pussy,” he groaned. “Jesus, I’ve wanted to fuck one of you underage girls for so long.”

He pumped away hard, ramming his cock so deep into my cunt. I whimpered, my pussy massaging his dick, convulsing around it. The principal of my high school plowed my twat so hard, savoring my flesh writhing about it.

Pleasure twisted his face. His balls thwacked into my ass as he pumped over and over into me. He grunted, his hands squeezing my tits hard. I gasped, scratching at his chest as such pleasure surged through me.

I came again.

“Yes, yes, yes, I can’t stop cumming on your cock, Principal Carver!” I howled. “It’s just that good.”

“And she’s just that slutty,” groaned mother, still frigging her own pussy, her face so flushed, big tits heaving in her blouse. “Plow her cunt. Cum in her! You paid for her.”

“Yes, yes, yes get your money’s worth in me!” I whimpered, the shame burning so hot through me, swirling around the euphoria surging out of my cunt.

I was such a whore. I couldn’t wait to fuck more and more guys for money.

The principal grunted and groaned, his face growing ruddier and ruddier. Even his bald spot shone crimson. He fucked me so hard, jackhammering my cunt with that fat dick of his. I loved it. I gasped and moaned, squirming on the desk as the pleasure rippled through me, my pussy convulsing over and over.

He squeezed my tits, twisting them. I whimpered in delight, bucking on the desk. It creaked, groaning from the force of his thrusts, sliding back an inch. His back arched. His face twisted with rapture.

“Cum in me!” I howled.

“Yes, yes, cum in my little slut!” whimpered Mom, her voice throaty, on the verge of another orgasm.

“Christ, yes!” howled Principal Carver.

He rammed his dick into my convulsing pussy.

His hot cum flooded me.

I gasped, bucking as my cunt milked his erupting cock. My customer’s jizz filled my naughty, sixteen-year-old pussy. My eyes rolled back into my head as I thrashed on the desk. My fingernails clawed at his chest as he pumped me full of his spunk.

“He’s cumming in me, Mother!”

“Wonderful,” Mom moaned, her face twisting with ecstasy. Her body convulsed, cumming again on her fingers. “Fill her to the brim!”

“Yes!” he grunted, his dick spurting the final time into me.

“Oh, Principal Carver, thank you,” I whimpered. “Such an amazing fuck. You’re the best!”

He grinned down at me, breathing in deeply as my pussy milked his softening dick. My orgasm died inside of me, leaving only buzzing bliss behind. I beamed up at him, my breasts rising and falling as I sucked in deep breaths.

“You were such a good fuck,” I purred. “Thank you for paying for me. I came so much.”

He glanced at my mom, studying her as she pulled her fingers out from beneath her skirt, dripping with her juices. “Mrs. Umayyah, I’ll pay you $50 to lick your daughter’s cunt clean of my cum.”

I gasped in shock that he would ask that of my mother. She wasn’t a slut like me.

And then Mom shocked me by saying, “For a $100 I will lick every drop of your cum out of my little slut’s cunt.”

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

My eyes flicked from my daughter lying on her back, her first customer’s cum leaking out of her well-fucked and bald snatch, to Principal Carver pulling out his wallet from his discarded slacks, his dick soaked in my daughter’s juices. A hot tremble raced through me. I pulled my fingers out of my own snatch, my orgasm buzzing through me. Masturbating to my own live sex show was an added bonus of whoring out my daughter to pay my online gambling debts.

No longer did I need to watch that stud Clint fucking his aunt, sisters, and other sluts through the peephole I drilled into the classroom next door.

“Mom?” Leyla asked, her round breasts rising and falling, dusky and gleaming with a sheen of sweat from her exertion. Her raven-black hair clung to her flushed face, her dark eyes still dazed and glossy from her orgasms.

“Hush,” I purred. “Just making the customer happy. And you are such a mess now. We can’t have you leaking cum out of that whorish cunt all across the school, can we?”

“No, Mother,” she said, such a good, submissive daughter. Even if she was a complete whore. She’d never be pure like me.

“Here,” Principal Carver groaned, pulling out another five twenties from his wallet and shoving them at me. I slipped the bills into my skirt pocket, joining the hundred he’d already paid to fuck my daughter hard. “God, lick her clean. I want to watch that little slut writhe on your face. Your own daughter…”

“I know, she’s such a slut,” I said with the patience all mother’s had discussing the foibles of their children.

My snatch burned as I sauntered to my sixteen-year-old daughter. I grabbed her silky thighs, freshly shaved along with her pussy in the shower this morning. That was after she licked her brothers’ jizz out of my snatch, cleansing me after I was forced to take care of them while she was busy with her father all night.

A mother couldn’t let her sons suffer hardons.

“Mother,” she whimpered again as I leaned closer and closer to her pussy. I’d never eaten cunt before, I was a good and pure Muslim woman, but my daughter had devoured mine several times. I knew what to do to make the little strumpet howl and earn Principal Carver’s money.

Keeping him happy was important. He ran the high school I taught at. With him addicted to Leyla’s cunt, he’d look the other way as I whored her out to other teachers and staff. To all those men who lusted after the underage girls strutting through the halls, all those whorish, American sluts showing off far too much flesh, driving all the men wild.

Women should be modest. Men couldn’t help themselves. Just slaves to their cocks. That was why us women had to be pure. And when we couldn’t, the men had every right to use us.

I licked my lips and inhaled, breathing in the salty scent of cum mixing with my daughter’s tangy musk. My mouth salivated. My pussy ached. I wiggled my hips, nuzzling my lips into my daughter’s shaved snatch. Her wet heat smeared across my face.

My tongue dragged through her folds for the first time.

Leyla’s doe-soft, brown eyes widened as my tongue lapped through her snatch, gathering tangy cream and salty jizz. Her entire body trembled. Her breast jiggled. Her stomach tensed. Then she let out an explosive groan when my tongue brushed her clit.

“Mother!”

“Yes,” Principal Carver groaned. Out of the corner of my eye, he rubbed his soft, wet dick. So thick, wider than my husband and sons but not as long.

My pussy clenched as I licked through my daughter’s cunt again. My tongue gathered her cream and his spunk. The two flavors mixed on my tongue, coming alive. I groaned, pressing my lips tighter against my daughter, my hijab brushing her thighs. My nose rubbed on her clit, my every inhalation full of her wicked scent.

Such an intoxicating thrill ran through me as I cleansed my daughter, helping her perform for her client. She squeezed her thighs about my head, grinding her hot snatch against me like a wanton slut, so eager for her orgasm.

My cunt itched to be touched, to be stroked. I ignored it, concentrating on the performance.

My tongue probed into Leyla’s silky cunt, finding more of the principal’s cum to devour. My tongue teased my daughter. I rubbed my nose on her clit. She whimpered. She groaned. She squeezed her breasts, dusky fingers digging into perky mounds.

“That’s it,” groaned the principal, his dick swelling in his hands, inspired by the whorish passion of my daughter. “Eat your slut’s creampie. Lick up all that cum from your child’s cunt. Such a bad mother.”

“She is,” whimpered Leyla. “Oh, Mother, yes. That’s so good. Lick deeper. There’s more of his cum in my cunt.”

My tongue thrust as deep as I could reach into her snatch. My tongue swirled, gathering their mixed fluids. I groaned, loving the taste. My tongue thrust in over and over, searching for more. I wiggled my hips. My pussy smoldering in my panties. I clenched my fingers on my daughter’s thighs, fighting the urge to masturbate.

I had to keep up the performance. I had to clean my daughter’s snatch.

The flavors melted on my tongue. The principal’s salty cum. My daughter’s tangy pussy. What a treat. I curled my tongue, scooping it out of her twat. I shivered, shuddered. Whimpers escaped my lips as I feasted on my daughter’s cunt.

“Oh, yes, Mother!” she bucked. “I’m going to cum on your face!”

“Yes, yes, cum on your mother’s face!” groaned Principal Carver. “You little whore. Just explode.”

“I will, sir,” my daughter gasped. Her fingers found her nipples, twisting, pinching, abusing the little nubs as her passion swelled. “Mother, please, my clit! I need you to play with my clit.”

My tongue flicked up through her folds, brushing her little bud. She trembled, gasped. Her thighs tightened against my hijab, pinning the cloth tight against my modestly covered hair. I sucked on her bud, her entire body trembling.

And then she moaned out in pure rapture.

Tangy cream flooded out of her pussy. It poured into mine. I drank my daughter’s pussy cream. The principal groaned, moving behind me, his cock fully hard again. I ignored him, focusing on my daughter’s snatch. On her delicious juices. And on the cum washing out of the depths of her twat. I gathered it on my tongue, loved it.

Then froze as she screamed, “Mother!”

The principal hiked up my skirt. A wanton shudder rushed through me as he flipped it over my ass, his hands squeezing my rump through my panties. His finger dragged down my rear to the gusset of my underwear, pushing the crotch into my pussy lips, feeling how wet I was.

“What are you doing?” I groaned, lifting my face from my daughter’s pussy. “I’m married. My pussy is off limits to you.”

“Is it?” he asked, his fingers hooking the waistband of my panties. He pulled them down, exposing my cunt to the air. I quivered then groaned, his cock sliding through my bush to rub on my pussy lips directly. “Or is your pussy for sell like your daughter’s cunt?”

The tip of his dick nudged at my pussy. Only my husband should touch me there. I was a good woman. Not a whorish slut. But Principal Carver’s dick felt sooooo good. My pussy was on fire. And his cock was so thick. What would it feel like in me?

My hands squeezed my daughter’s thighs as she thrashed in orgasmic bliss.

“How much for your cunt, Mrs. Umayyah?” the principal asked.

“I’m not…for sale!” I panted. Then, with the greatest effort of will, I stood up and yanked down my skirt. I spun around, facing him, my breasts heaving in my blouse. My pussy burning, itching, demanding to be pleasured. “If you need to get off again, fuck my daughter. You paid for her holes!”

A look burned in Principal Carver’s eyes, lust. He stared at me as a woman he wanted to feast on, a slut he wanted to devour. To use. A tremble ran through my body. I stepped back, my hands clenched so tight. A force pulled at me, like gravity, drawing me towards his cock.

“I did pay for her holes,” he said and flicked his eyes to my daughter. “This time.”

I shuddered, taking a deep breath. He may think he could buy me, but I wasn’t a slut. I wasn’t. I backed up to one of my student’s desks, perching on it, my panties still bunched around my thighs. My hand traveled up beneath my skirt.

Found my pussy.

I groaned as he seized my daughter and flipped her onto her belly. I rubbed my hot flesh, giving my cunt the satisfaction it craved. I thrust four fingers into my greedy hole. Pleasure shivered through me as my daughter grunted out in pleasure.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Confusion wreathed me as I came down from my orgasmic high. My mother did something slutty for money. She licked my pussy clean of my client’s cum. Just like I did for her this morning, cleaning my brothers’ spunk out of her when she was forced to satiate the desires I caused in them.

I couldn’t believe it.

I was so dazed by it, I wasn’t paying attention until Principal Carver seized my hips and flipped me onto my belly on my mother’s desk. I gasped, my tits pressing into the cool surface, my nipples throbbing. My feet found the floor. I was bent over the desk now, my rump quivering. His hands seized my butt-cheeks.

And rammed his dick into my bowels.

My pussy juices staining his dick gave him some lube, but it still sent a burning shock through me. I gasped in a mix of pain and rapture. His dick seared into my velvety asshole, And that felt exciting. It felt so naughty.

Only a slut would enjoy this.

So I did.

“Yes, Principal Carver, fuck my daughter’s slutty asshole,” Mother moaned, fingering her pussy again, her lips smeared with my cunt juices and some of my client’s spunk. It made her look so slutty.

Faizel claimed our mother was a slut. But…she couldn’t be. She was so…proper. But…she licked my pussy for money and…

“Yes!” I groaned, the pleasure swelling in my asshole as Principal Carver fucked me without mercy. He hammered his cock into my rectum. He sodomized me with a hungry passion. “Fuck my ass! Satiate your cock in my bowels! Oh, Principal Carver, yes! Work that cock in and out of me! I love it!”

“Such a slut you raised, Mrs. Umayyah!” he grunted. “Such a little whore.”

“Uh-huh,” Mom cooed. “She is. Enjoy that sweet asshole. It’s practically cherry. Only her father’s enjoyed it.”

Principal Carver grunted. He hammered my asshole hard, plowing his dick into my bowels. I savored it. He buggered me with such passion. His balls smacked over and over into my taint. I kept whimpered, cooing as the pleasure surged through me. So hot. So rough. So primal and naughty. My pussy dripped juices, the heat swelling in my depths, turning my cunt into molten lava.

I bucked my hips up, my rump smacking into his crotch. I savored the sound, flesh meeting flesh. The sounds of fucking. Of being a whore. My bowels clenched on his dick, massaging him, pleasing him.

“Please, please, dump your cum in my asshole, Principal Carver!” I gasped. “Just erupt in me.”

“I will, you little tramp. Goddamn, this sweet ass!” He planted his hands on either side of my body, hammering my asshole so hard. He pressed my body into the desk, my clit rubbing on the sharp edge. “I’m going to fill your ass with my cum.”

“Good!” I groaned. “Yes, yes, do it! I need it.”

“My little slut!” gasped Mom, her tits heaving beneath her dress, her hijab slipping on her face, letting some of her black hair peek out.

I ground my clit against the desk edge as my asshole drank in the rough friction of Principal Carver’s hard thrusts. He reamed my asshole. He sodomized me with every ounce of passion he possessed. I loved it. His strokes pumped his thick cock in and out of me, giving me such pleasure.

My next orgasm swelled in me. Another wonderful explosion of rapture. I grunted and moaned, hips wiggling, stirring his dick through my bowels. I couldn’t wait for the explosion. For the euphoria to shower through me.

I clenched my bowels on his dick.

His cock hammered so deep into me.

I whimpered.

I groaned.

I came.

My pussy convulsed. Juices squirted out of my snatch, flooding down my thighs. My bowels writhed about his dick, caressing that amazing shaft. My back arched, pressing my tits harder into the desk’s smooth surface. It creaked beneath me. My nipples drank in the sensation.

“Principal Carver!” I whimpered in euphoria.

“Such a slut!” he growled, thrusting so hard. “Cumming from being ass-fucked. What a whore!”

“An utter slut!” gasped Mom, her body heaving, her climax surging through her. “Cum in her asshole!”

He rammed his dick into me. Erupted.

I savored the liquid heat of his cum pumping into my bowels’ depths. I loved it. My asshole milked his cock. I groaned, whimpered, waves of rapture shooting through me. Euphoria left me dizzy. I stared down at the floor, my black hair swaying about my face. He grunted with every blast. He bathed my asshole with his spunk.

I reveled in the naughty feeling.

“What an utter whore,” he panted, pulling back his cock. He plopped out of my sphincter. His cum trickled out of my well-fucked asshole.

I just panted, trembling, dazed by my pleasure. Behind me. Principal Carver dressed. He left by the time I recovered enough to stand. More cum leaked out of me. Mom handed a pair of panties she produced from her purse. I guess she was ready to contain messes. I pulled them on, letting the cotton absorbed the jizz leaking out of me. Then I fetched my conservative blouse and skirt, drawing them on, too.

“Here is your share,” Mom said, pulling out $40 from her pocket, handing me the two bills.

“Mine?” I blinked in shock.

“Whores get their cuts,” she said. Then she cupped my flushed face and kissed me on the brow. “Enjoy the rest of your lunch break. After school, I’m planning another lesson with you. Both your brothers will help.”

“Yes, Mom,” I said.

“And don’t give away your pussy to any guys but your father or brothers,” she added. “I’ll find the men to fill that hot cunt of yours with the dicks you crave.”

I trembled. “Yes, Mom.”

“Good, go. I have to get ready for my next lesson.”

I left her classroom behind. I blinked in shock, spotting my friend Kimmy waiting in the hallway. The petite blonde was the closest an American girl got to being a modest Muslim. She didn’t wear any sort of covering over her hair, exposing it to the world, but her clothing didn’t flaunt her body. She was innocent, a virgin, and so utterly cute with her braces on her teeth, making her seem younger than sixteen.

“You had sex…with Principal Carver?” she asked, her cheeks crimson. Her eyes flicked to the two bills in my hand.

“He paid to enjoy me,” I told her.

Kimmy’s jaw dropped. Her eyes widened. “Your mother whored you out?”

I nodded, and then a slutty tingle raced through my nerves. A sudden lust for my friend blossomed in my pussy. She had this innocence that just begged for defilement. I couldn’t help myself. And why should I? I embraced my inner slut. I should enjoy myself when I could.

And she wasn’t a guy.

Kimmy gasped as I seized her hand, the crumpled bills pressed between our palms. I dragged her towards the nearest girls’ restroom. She stumbled after me as I led her to the rearmost stall. I shouldered it open, the metal door banging into the wall.

“Leyla!” Kimmy gasped as I hauled her in and slammed the door shut behind her. “What are you—”

I kissed her.

Hard.

She froze as I pressed her against the stall wall, my lips working on hers. She trembled like a deer, whimpering, frightened of the desires bursting inside of her. Desires that she needed to embrace. She could be a slut without any shame. Americans reveled in it. They celebrated it. She wouldn’t disappoint her parents. Men would still even marry her used body, just accepting that their women were whores while younger.

My tongue pressed on her lips. I wiggled past, brushing the braces on her teeth. I caressed them, feeling the rough texture. They added something naughty to the kiss. My friend whimpered again. And then her lips moved.

Worked against mine.

Kissed me back.

I knew she had a slut lurking in her.

I cupped her ivory cheeks with dusky fingers, kissing her harder. My black hair brushed her blonde strands. My other hand slid down her body, brushing her side down to cup her hip. She groaned, her head tilting back, eyes squeezing shut.

Her braces rubbed on my lips as we kissed. My tongue pressed deeper into her mouth, brushing hers. They danced around each other as I taught her how to kiss. Her lips grew more and more aggressive, her body swaying against mine.

Making my pussy itch.

My hand on her hip grasped her skirt. Then I drew it up. The fabric rustled. Her eyes snapped open when she realized what I was doing. I stared into her baby blues as we kissed. I kept hiking up her dress until I felt her naked thigh beneath my fingers.

Then my hand explored upward.

Kimmy broke our kiss. “Leyla! What are you…?” Her eyes widened as I brushed the crotch of her panties. “No!”

“Yes,” I groaned, my fingers wiggling through the leg band to brush her silky bush. I felt wet heat. Her excitement. Then I found her pussy lips, her slit virginal tight.

“Please, please, I’m not into girls,” she whimpered as I stroked up her slit.

“Then why are you so wet?” I asked, kissing my friend again.

I thrust my tongue deep into her mouth as I parted her tight folds. I felt her inner petals, soaked in her excitement. I brushed her hymen stretched over her pussy’s entrance, full of little holes. I caressed back up and found her clit.

She spasmed.

I worked her little bud, making her whimper and groan against me. Her body trembled. Her juices flowed, slicking my fingers dancing on her clit. She sucked at my tongue. Her hands grabbed my waist, digging into my flesh through my blouse. My nipples ached as I rubbed my tits against hers, wishing we were both naked.

I loved the heat of her on my fingers. I loved how I made her coo and whimper. The way her body trembled as I massaged her clit. I pressed hard against it. She groaned so loudly into my kiss. Her hands tightened. Her fingers almost hurt digging into my side.

I inspired such passion in her.

I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes. “That’s it. Just let yourself go. It’s okay to be a slut. I love it.”

“I’m not, Leyla,” she gasped, her body trembling.

“You don’t get wicked desires?” I asked her. “You don’t finger yourself thinking naughty thoughts?”

“I…I…” She shivered. “I do. But…”

“And don’t tell me you hate my touch. You love it. you’re dripping wet. Just like me. Touch my pussy. Let’s make each other cum.”

Her hands tightened again on my sides, her body trembling. She gripped me with such a desperate fear, afraid of what would happen if she let go. I grinned and kissed her sweet lips again, loving her, showing her it was okay to let her slut out.

Her clit throbbed beneath my dancing fingers. I savored massaging her little bud, my own pussy growing wetter and wetter. My asshole clenched, forcing out more of Principal Carver’s cum. Her body tensed beneath me as I felt her excitement build and build.

And then she came.

I made my friend cum.

Such dizzy delight washed through me.

She groaned and whimpered against me. She gasped and shuddered. Her juices flooded out hot around my fingers. Her blue eyes fluttered as the rapture passed through her. Her hands moved, sliding around to cup my ass. She pulled me tight, utterly surrendering to her desire.

Her body shuddering against mine made me so hot. My nipples and clit throbbed. My pussy dripped juices. My sphincter tingled. I wanted her to eat me. I wanted to feel those rough braces sliding through my cunt. Her tongue licking cum out of my asshole. I wanted to utterly corrupt her. To show her how awesome being a slut was.

All the orgasms she would get.

All the men she would please.

So many things to show her.

“Leyla!” she gasped, her head snapping back, breaking our kiss. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“See, it’s amazing!”

She whimpered again, her body convulsing a final time.

My pussy on fire, I stepped back. I brought my fingers to my lips. She stared at me through lidded eyes, watching as I licked her sweet pussy off my digits. I savored her musk, my tongue swirling around them like they were small dicks.

My free hand hiked my skirt, revealing my panties.

“Now it’s your turn.”

Kimmy bolted.

Before I could stop her, she burst out of the stall. I shuddered, crying out her name, but she was gone. I caught just a glimpse of her blonde hair flying behind her as she fled the bathroom entirely.

“Oh, no,” I groaned, my stomach twisting. I didn’t mean to frighten the poor thing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Clint’s eyes were on me as I lectured about math. I felt him ogling my big breasts. Even in my conservative blouse, their size stretched out the material. He was such a handsome, young man. Sitting back-straight, tall, his shoulders broad. He had a chiseled face and intense, dark eyes that hungered for me.

I had seen him naked, his muscles rippling as he drove his big cock in and out of his women’s mouths, pussies, and assholes. He used his sluts in every way possible. He had a harem, all related to him by blood.

“So how is this equation useful?” I asked, pointing at the chalk board, my pussy growing so hot.

It wasn’t just Clint staring at me. I felt the other young men I taught lusting for me. Evan and Vince and especially Pete. A depraved tremble went through me. How had I never noticed their attention before? The way their eyes followed me as I walked back and forth showing far more interest in my breasts than the girls in the classroom.

They lusted for me. Was I a MILF to them? A mother they’d like to fuck?

A naughty tingle ran through me. Ever since Principal Carver rubbed his cock on my cunt, I’d been horny. Masturbating while watching him sodomize my daughter didn’t help. The desire had built in me through my last two classes.

And now to realize all the boys were ogling me. I knew young men fantasized about fucking their hot teachers. I just never thought of myself as one of them. Now a slut like Vicky Samuels, Clint’s aunt, I could see them lusting after. The way she dressed, her big tits on display in low-cut blouses, designed to make her teenage students pant after her like little puppies.

I inspired that same lust.

“That’s correct,” I said, teaching on autopilot. I turned around, staring at the chalkboard. I picked up a piece to make a mark on the equation when I hesitated. Then, quickly, I undid the top three buttons of my blouse, creating a delicious cleavage of my dusky flesh.

Feeling so depraved, I modified the equation.

I whirled around, my big breasts swaying in my blouse, Clint’s eyes hungry on my cleavage. Pete’s almost bulged out of his skull, his fists clenching. “Now do you see how we can use this equation?”

All the boys drooled over me. How much would these young men pay, hypothetically, to have sex with their teacher?

My pussy clenched.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

For once, I didn’t have to wait around school while my younger brother, Jalal, fucked around with his chess club. I drove him home as soon as school ended. He was so eager for our special training. I had no idea what it was. I was even more shocked to see that Mom and my older brother Faizel had beat us home from school.

“We are going to have so much fun with you,” Jalal grinned, his hand rubbing at my panties as I drove. He shoved it between my thighs the moment he got in the car.

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, my pussy dripping with excitement, my asshole a sticky mess with Principal Carver’s drying cum. “What are you training me on?”

He just grinned at me and ripped his hands from beneath my skirt. He pushed up his glasses on his slender, boyish face, then darted out of the car. I shivered, turning off the engine. I followed him to the door, my body trembling.

Faizel was already naked when I walked in, stroking his hard cock. Mom had the camcorder in hand, a big grin on her face. Jalal pulled off his shirt, revealing his body, skin darker than mine. He had a slender build, not the muscular strength of our older brother. Faizel inherited our father’s manly form while Jalal was a more sensitive boy, smart and shy.

And so horny.

“It’s time for you to learn to please two men, slut,” Mother purred.

My pussy clenched. “Yes, mother.”

Faizel sprang from the couch. I gasped in shock as he seized my black hair. “Come here, you little slut,” he growled, throwing me down to the floor. His dominance just made me so wet. He and Jalal stood over me, their dicks so hard. “Strip naked then get us ready to fuck your whore-holes.”

“Yes!” I panted, my body responding to his confidence, my pussy growing so hot and wet.

Mom let out an envious groan, the camera trained on me. I had a feeling she would offer videos of my whorish behavior to my clients, too. I trembled, my nipples so hard as I ripped off my blouse, not even bothering to unbutton it all the way. My youthful breasts sprang out.

Jalal seize my right one, squeezing hard. “That’s it, slut. You’re going to make us both cum today.”

“Yum,” I moaned as I worked off my skirt, difficult since I was on my knees.

But I managed to get the skirt and my stained panties off. I trembled, Jalal letting go of my tits. Their cocks bobbed before me, both so thick and hard. Faizel’s edged out Jalal’s in size by just a bit, but they both had inherited Dad’s prowess. Precum beaded their tips.

Acting on instincts, I seized both their dicks, stroking them, pulling their tips close to my slutty lips. I shuddered, fisting them as Mom filmed. My pussy clenched, juices trickling down my thighs, more cum leaking out of my asshole.

I sucked Faizel’s dick into my mouth first. He was the eldest, after all.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, his muscular chest rippling as I sucked on his thick dick. My tongue bathed the tip, loving the flavor of his precum.

But I didn’t ignore my little brother. My hand flew up and down his dick, making him groan. He pushed up his glasses as his face twisted with pleasure. I shuddered, feeling like such a slut. I sucked harder on Faizel’s dick, making him grunt in delight.

Then I switched. My lips popped off my older brother’s dick and swallowed my younger brother’s cock. Jalal let out a gasp of delight. I sucked and slurped on his shaft, fisting my older brother’s prick hard. I pumped my hand up and down his girth as I pleasured Jalal.

“Such a sweet sister,” Jalal groaned.

“Yes, she is,” Faizel panted. I switched cocks again and he groaned, “Fuck, yes, little sis. Suck my dick. We’re going to fuck that whore-body of yours so hard.”

“So hard,” Jalal echoed.

Their words made me so hot. I fisted their cocks, going back and forth between them, Sucking, slurping, pleasing. My saliva dripped down my chin and ran down their shafts to my pumping hands. Their dicks throbbed in my hands to the rhythm of their passionate hearts, Jalal’s beating faster.

I savored the flavor of their precum staining my lips. I trembled, my pussy growing so hot and juicy. More and more cream ran down my thighs. The itch swelled in me. I wanted to touch myself, but my hands were busy.

Mom filmed it all.

“That’s it,” grunted Faizel, his chest rippling as he trembled. “Damn, baby sis, what a slut. We’re going to drench your face in cum.”

“Drench your face,” panted Jalal, his eyes wild behind his glasses. “Oh, yes! Just cover you! Such a slut.”

“I am!” I moaned as I switched dicks.

I could feel their passion mounting. Their pleasure building. Such whorish desires surged through me. I stroked their cocks faster and faster, switching their dicks with such speed. I hardly sucked more than once, my head whipping back and forth, my hair dancing about my shoulders in sweeping arcs of silk.

Then, by some instinct burgeoning in my hot cunt, I pulled my lips from both. I aimed my brothers’ dicks at my face. I stroked their dicks as fast as I could. I stared up at them, seeing the pleasure in their faces. The building passion. I knew their cum boiled in their balls.

“Cum on my face, brothers!” I howled. “Drench me in your jizz! Let it splatter all over my skin.”

“Yes,” Mom hissed, the camera aimed right at my face, ready to catch my dusky features painted in pearly, incestuous cum.

“Do it!” I snarled, so lost to my depraved lusts. “Drench me, brothers!”

“You fucking whore!” grunted Faizel.

His dick erupted first. Hot cum spurted from his cock, splashing the left side of my face. I shuddered, the hot cream rippling over my features. Then Jalal, letting out a grunt, copied his older brother.

His cock spurted incestuous jizz.

I moaned, opening my mouth wide, thrusting out my tongue to catch my brother’s salty cream. They bathed my face. Ropy lines painted across my cheeks and forehead. Spunk ran down the bridge of my nose, soaked my eyebrows. More splattered my hair, matting down my curls. I felt each pulse shoot down their cocks before jizz splashed on my face.

I loved it.

I moaned with such lust.

I savored the flavors of their mixing jizz. My tongue flashed out of my mouth, whipping around my lips to gather every drop of their spunk I could. They both grunted as I fisted them. I squeezed out the last drops onto the tip of my tongue.

“What a whore, baby sis.”

“Yes, a whore,” echoed Jalal.

“I am,” I groaned, my mouth full of cum. More ran down my body. “And I love it!”

I released their cocks. They stayed hard as they watched me scoop cum off my face, bringing it to my greedy lips. I felt Mom watching me, her eyes smoldering. Did she hunger to lick the jizz off my face. Was she truly a slut like me, just pretending she wasn’t.

The way she ate my pussy…

“Damn, baby sis,” Faizel groaned as I dragged my fingers up my cheek, gathering more pearly jism on them. I popped them in my mouth as he stroked his own dick. Their cum coated my face, my neck. Some even ran down to my breasts. “What do you say, brother? Do we fuck this whore hard?”

“Yes,” Jalal groaned.

“Just like we talked about,” Faizel grinned. “Take control of the slut. Show her who’s in charge.”

“You are,” I breathed, my fingers scooping up cum off my neck and popping the salty treat into my mouth.

Jalal groaned. Then he fell to his knees and grabbed my hair. I squeaked in pain, my pussy clenching hard, as he pulled me over him. He sank onto his back. I ended up straddling him, my pussy rubbing on my brother’s hard dick.

An incestuous thrill ran through me.

“Fuck that cunt down my dick, sister,” he growled, sounding so strong and authoritative. Even with his glasses on, his face transformed into such manly power.

I loved it.

Mom whimpered, still filming but with only one hand, the other digging her skirt into her crotch, fingering her hot pussy through her clothing.

How would Dad react if Mom was a slut?

“Fuck my cock, slut!” Jalal snarled, seizing my nipple and twisting hard.

The pain shocked me into motion. A wet, wanton moan rose from my throat as I seized his dick. I lifted up on my thighs, guiding him to my dripping pussy. Then, with a loud groan, I impaled myself down his incestuous shaft.

My brother filled my pussy. He reached deeper in me than Principal Carver. I whimpered, grinding my clit into his pubic bone, his thick bush rubbing on my clit. My body contorted. My asshole clenching, forcing out more cum from the depths of my bowels.

“Look at that,” Faizel grunted as I rose on our little brother’s dick. “The whore’s already been fucked in the ass today.”

“Yes, she’s such a slut,” Mom moaned, fingers digging so hard into her crotch. “Fuck her asshole.”

My eyes widened as Faizel knelt behind me. “Two cocks? At the same time?”

“Just like a slut would enjoy,” Faizel said. “Right, Mom?”

“Of course,” she answered, her voice tight and breathless.

I trembled, my pussy clenching hard on Jalal’s cock as our older brother rubbed the tip of his dick against my asshole. He pressed against my sphincter, the principal’s cum lubing the way for him to slip in with ease.

His drove me down Jalal’s dick. My eyes widened. Two cocks were in me. They filled me to the hilt. I whimpered, squirming on them. Both my holes stuffed with my brothers’ shafts. Pleasure radiated out of me, two different but delicious flavors of euphoria. The silky, wet heat from my pussy and the rough, velvety fire from my asshole.

And then Faizel fucked me.

“Oh, yes!” I howled, my head snapping back, my body pressing into Faizel’s muscular chest. “That’s… That’s… Wow!”

My hips moved by whorish instinct. I found a rhythm with my older brother’s hard, forceful strokes. I moved on both their dicks. My pussy slid up and down Jalal’s cock as Faizel sodomized me with his powerful thrusts. His balls smacked my taint, slamming me down Jalal’s shaft.

My little brother groaned. His hands seized my tits, squeezing hard. His face twisted with pleasure as he enjoyed the delight of my pussy. My hips danced, stirring both their dicks through my holes as the euphoria surged through me.

It reached my mind.

“Oh, yes! Oh, that’s so good. Fuck me, brothers! Fuck my whorish holes!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” hissed Mom. “Plow the little slut. Fill her with your cum!”

“We will, Mother,” Jalal groaned, fingers finding my nipples, twisting.

Pleasure shot from my nipples to my pussy and asshole. Two different fires drank in the sensations. My cunt and bowels clenched down on their shafts. Incestuous rapture raged inside of me. My orgasm swelled and swelled as my brothers’ cocks reamed my body over and over.

Flesh slapped against flesh. My crotch into Jalal, my ass into Faizel. Every stroke of their dicks swelled my rapture. It grew and grew inside of me. It promised to engulf me. To bury me in a tsunami of incestuous ecstasy.

“What a slut,” grunted Faizel, pounding my asshole harder, increasing the wonderful friction.

“A slut,” Jalal groaned, twisting my nipples so hard.

“I am!” I whimpered, my head swaying, my body growing drunk on pleasure. “I’m going to… Yes!”

My pussy and asshole writhed about their dicks. Rapture surged through me. Ecstasy hammered my mind. My body convulsed between them. I spasmed out of control as their dicks filled my holes over and over. They fucked me, Jalal thrusting upward as our brother thrust downward. Their dicks slammed into my cunt and bowels over and over.

And that kept me cumming.

Rapture raged through my body. I squealed and gasped, beyond words, beyond thoughts. There was only the press of our flesh. My brothers’ dicks filling my cunt with their incestuous lusts. Their thick, long cocks reaming to the depths of my twat and bowels. They filled me over and over.

I loved it.

I drank it in.

I never wanted it to stop.

“Fuck that little slut,” hissed Mom, trembling, a stain spreading across her skirt as she rubbed her pussy through it. “Plow her! Cum in her!”

“Yes, Mom!” Jalal groaned, his face twisting with pleasure.

“We’ll dump so much jizz into our slut-sister!” Faizel grunted, ramming that cock into my spasming bowels, driving my convulsing pussy down Jalal’s dick.

“Yes!” I whimpered, quivering, another orgasm surging through me. Stars danced before my vision. “Cum in me, brothers!”

This time, Jalal came first. He grunted, thrusting upward as Faizel’s stroke drove me downward. Our flesh slapped together. Then his cum spurted into my hungry cunt. I groaned, my little brother’s spunk filling my twat.

A moment later, Faizel groaned. His hands squeezed my hips. His dick unloaded into my asshole, adding more spunk to my bowels’ depths. I quivered, both my brothers’ jizz pumping into my holes. I whimpered in orgasmic rapture.

And the camera captured it all. Immortalized my whorish pleasure.

I found the lens, staring into it as my rapture burned through me. I grinned at it, so proud I pleasured both my brothers at the same time. That I used both my holes at once to make them cum. I only wished Dad was here, his cock filling my mouth.

All three of my holes used at the same time by the men in my life. The men I loved.

“What a slut!” Mom hissed as my orgasm peaked through me.

“I am!” I howled to the camera, my holes milking out the last of my brothers’ jizz.

And then I collapsed into a gasping, panting, quivering mess. Faizel ripped his cock out of my asshole. Jalal pushed me off of him, his shaft plopping out of my cunt. I could only lie on the floor, my entire body buzzing, incestuous jizz running out of both my holes, making a mess on the living room carpet.

I stared at the ceiling, slowly cumming down from my orgasmic high. My fingers idly played with my messy pussy, bringing cum to my lips, savoring it mixed with my tangy cream. The same delight my mother feasted on earlier today.

Was she a slut? She couldn’t be. She couldn’t do that to Dad. Yes, she helped me train. Yes, she helped out my brothers when I couldn’t, but that didn’t make her like me? She was just being a good mother. Helping out her children.

But she licked out Principal Carver’s cum out of my pussy…

For money.

I shook my head. No. She did that to help with the performance. He offered to fuck her for money, and she refused. She pointed out she was married. She would never hurt my father by being a slut. He was such a wonderful man. She could never betray him that way.

And I bet he would be so proud to learn that I made $200 whoring today. $160 for the family and $40 for myself. I wondered if he would give me a treat for applying my whorish predilection to help out the family.

That had to be why Mom whored me out. Why should she let me be a slut for free when guys would pay for my body?

My cell phone rang. I groaned, spotting my discarded skirt. I crawled to it, more cum leaking out of my holes, and fumbled around. I manage to untangle my skirt and dig my cell phone out of my pocket before the call went to voice mail.

Then I froze when I saw who it was, my finger hovering over the green circle, about to swipe it to answer the call.

It was Kimmy.

My stomach tensed. Was she calling to tell me she hated me for fingering her in the bathroom? Had my whorish behavior ruined our friendship?

I swiped the green circle, took a deep breath, and said, “Hey, Kimmy.”

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

My sixteen-year-old daughter Leyla slumped to the floor, trembling from the force of her whorish orgasms. Her naked, dusky body was flushed, her round breasts rising and falling as she sucked in deep breaths. Her brothers’ cum leaked out of her pussy and asshole. She took their dicks in both her holes at the same time, learning to please two men at once.

I lowered the camcorder, the recording saved on the memory card. The video of my daughter fucking her brothers would be the perfect recruiting tool for new Johns to fuck her. Plus, I could sell copies to help refill the savings accounts I’d drained because of my online poker addiction. Then my husband never had to find out what I did.

And he got the benefit of enjoying our daughter’s nubile body.

My own body buzzed from my orgasms. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy, letting my skirt fall down my legs to my ankles. I felt so hot in my conservative dress, once again buttoned to the neckline, my hijab covering my hair. I stared at my fingers, coated in my juices, a hunger to suck them clean flowing through me.

Memory of eating my daughter’s pussy today flooded through me. I licked her clean of Principal Carver’s cum to keep him happy. He ran the high school I taught at, so keeping him happy was important. My daughter’s pussy had a delicious flavor. Now I wanted to taste myself. To suck on my fingers and revel in my own taste.

“I got homework to do,” Jalal, my baby boy, said. He gathered his clothing and gave me a grin before rushing off.

“Let me help you out, Mom,” Faizel, my eldest at seventeen, said. His voice a deep, rumbling bass, not still youthful like his little brother. He seized my hand, bringing my fingers to his mouth.

I shuddered, my eyes staring at his naked body. So strong and muscular, his skin the same swarthy brown as his father. He could be Karim except he lacked my husband’s beard, my son’s cheeks still clean-shaven. I groaned as he sucked on my fingers, licking my juices off them. My eyes flicked down his muscular body, stopping at his half-hard dick. It was just in my daughter’s asshole. What would that taste like?

He should be cleaned. But Leyla looked out of it. I could rouse her, make her do her duty as a slut, but… A mother could help out her son, too.

“Come with me,” I told my son, setting the camcorder down on the shelf as I walked to the stairs. I felt my son’s eyes on me, lusting after me the same way the teenage boys I taught math to did. Those same hungry, young eyes.

“What are you up to, Mom?” he asked, voice thick and commanding.

“Taking care of my son,” I said, throwing a look over my shoulder and smiling at him. The same sort of smile I used to beguile his father at sixteen. “Your cock is all dirty. Let your mother clean you up.”

He gave me a big grin.

My pussy burned as I climbed the stairs, that wet itch sending needful tingles rippling through my body, just begging to be naughty. My panties soaked up my juices leaking out of me. My clit throbbed against the sodden fabric.

My breasts jiggled in my bra as we went up the stairs. I tried not to rush, but I was so aching to satiate my pussy. I gained the top of the stairs and headed for Faizel’s room, throwing open his door and sauntering inside. He followed me in, his hand flicking the door closed behind us.

It almost did close but didn’t latch. I didn’t care. I was already on my knees, staring at that big, thick cock thrusting from the dark curls of his bush, his heavy balls swaying beneath them. He had such stamina. His father was insatiable at this age. Once we were married, he would fuck me over and over, sometimes all night long.

But we never did all the naughty things I’d done with my sons. Anal sex. Blowjobs. Double penetration.

“Mmm, yes, let mommy take care of you,” I groaned, running my hands up and down his muscular thighs. “Let me clean off your whore-sister’s ass from your cock.”

He just smiled at me while his hands grabbed my hijab, pulling it off my head. My black hair spilled about my face. He ran his hands through the silky strands as I leaned in. I breathed in, smelling his salty precum mixing with the sour tang of my daughter’s asshole.

Such a depraved hunger shot through me. My tongue flicked out, swirling around the crown of his dick, tasting Leyla’s bowels on my son’s dick. He groaned, hand tightening in my hair. I caressed the tip, cleaning off my daughter’s ass. My hands squeezed his muscular thighs, loving how hairy they were, how strong he was.

“That’s it, Mom,” he groaned. “Just suck all of Leyla’s ass off of me. Mmm, you are a naughty mom.”

“A good mom,” I groaned. “One who loves her sons so much.”

He just grinned at me which turned into an open-mouth groan as my lips slid over his dick.

I shuddered, sucking at his dick, the sour flavor of ass swelling in my mouth. It was such a dirty taste, something so naughty. Heat rippled out of my pussy, my body quivering as I slurped on my son’s cock. My tongue danced about his shaft, working to clean off every bit.

I’d seen Clint’s women do this, sucking their ass off his dick. He’d fuck their mouths, make them swallow every inch of his shaft. Deep-throat him. My pussy clenched as I took more and more of my son’s cock, staring up at him and taking such motherly pride in the pleasure crossing his strong face.

“Damn, Mom,” he panted as his dick brushed the back of my throat. “You’re not going to do that? Svetlana doesn’t even do that.”

Svetlana was his American girlfriend, a whore who put out. She wasn’t good enough to marry my son, but she had holes for him to satiate his desires. Still, she should do this much for my son. Maybe I should talk to her.

I kept pressing my mouth down his cock. I relaxed my gullet, fighting my gag reflex. I coughed once then shivered as his dick slid down my esophagus. I sucked in breaths through my mouth, my throat stretched so open. It felt so weird, so wrong.

But the moans my son made caused me to shudder. So worth it.

“You are the best mom,” he groaned as my lips pressed into his thick pubic hair, my tongue caressing his sour shaft. “Damn, yes.”

I swallowed, massaging his dick with my throat. He groaned as I drew back my mouth, sucking so hard, polishing his dick. My tongue danced around his cock, searching for every bit of sour musk remaining. I wanted him so clean. I shuddered, my hands squeezing his thighs, my fingers wanting to attack my dripping pussy.

My cunt smoldered. A fire ready to erupt in my nethers. I sucked harder, bobbing my mouth, fucking his cock down my throat over and over. It went easier and easier. His chest rose and fell above me, muscles rippling as he savored the pleasure of his mother’s mouth.

“I’m going to cum so hard, Mom,” he groaned. “Shit. Just keep sucking and deep-throating me. You are such a great cock-sucker, Mom. Just the best.”

My pussy clenched.

My tongue danced around the crown of his dick before I slid my mouth down his shaft again. He groaned as I swallowed his cock once more. He worked down my gullet, my moans massaging his dick. Pleasure spilled across his face.

I sucked hard, sliding my mouth up his dick. The sour musk almost vanished, only the salty taste of his dick remained. And what a wonderful flavor that was. A heady wave washed through me. I felt so wicked. Such a naughty mother.

“Mom!” he grunted, my only warning.

Hot cum spurted into my mouth.

My son’s salty treat spilled into my mouth. I shuddered, the thick cream spilling around my mouth. I savored the flavor, another tremble racing through my body. I gulped down his jizz. It warmed down to my belly while my son groaned.

Such pleasure spilled across Faizel’s face. I gave him this rapture. My mouth. I excited him. He thought I was hot. Sexy. He grunted as he spilled the last blast of cum into my mouth. I swirled it around, loving the taste in my mouth, savoring it before I gulped it down.

“Damn, Mom,” he groaned, breathing heavily. “Just damn.”

I popped my mouth off his dick and rose. “Mmm, there, you’re all clean.”

“And what about you?” he asked, his hands seizing my hips. “I bet your pussy is on fire.”

“I was just helping out my son,” I said, shuddering as his hands slid up my body to cup my large breasts through my blouse and bra. “That’s all.”

He squeezed, brushing my hard nipples. “Mmm, right.”

He backed me to his bed, kneading my tits. I sank down on it. And he followed. Such a naughty boy. He knew he shouldn’t do this with his mother. I wasn’t a slut like Leyla. But he wanted me too badly to care. His fingers moved from my breasts to the buttons.

He worked them down.

“Mmm, do you like your mother’s tits?” I asked when he’d opened my blouse, exposing my dusky breasts cupped in a cream colored bra.

“Definitely,” he groaned, pushing the blouse off my shoulder. His hands moved behind my back as the top slipped down my arms. He found the clasp of my bra, unhooked it with skill. My breasts swayed as he pulled it off. “They’re amazing.”

His hands squeezed my naked tits, my brown nipples thrusting hard and fat. He pressed his face between them, nuzzling at the breasts he nursed at as a baby. I shuddered, his lips kissing and sucking at my inner slopes, face turning back and forth to love both my boobs.

“Do your friends ever talk about me?” I asked, his fingers rubbing my nipples as he enjoyed my tits, tingles racing down to my molten pussy.

“Oh, yes,” he grinned. “They think you’re a MILF. A—”

“Mother I’d Love to Fuck,” I purred. “I know the term. So they find me sexy?”

“Oh, yes, Mom,” he panted. “You got these big tits. You can’t hide them. Even in your conservative blouses. They all stare at them. And your ass. You have a great ass. You and Ms. Samuels are the two MILFs all the boys want to fuck. The hottest teachers at our high school.”

“Both MILFs with big tits, huh?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he groaned, squeezing my soft breasts with those strong hands.

I shuddered as he sucked on my right nipple, his lips sealing about the nub. My body squirmed beneath him, the bed creaking. As he loved my tits, I remembered the way the boys in my class looked at me when I unbuttoned my blouse during my last lesson.

Especially Pete. He had that virgin vibe. And his parents were rich…

“Oh, Faizel, yes,” I moaned as my son nibbled on my nipple. “Mmm, such a good, strong boy. Yes, yes, you know how to treat your mother.”

His mouth popped off my nub, leaving it wet and glistening. “Yes, I do. I know just what you need.”

I groaned as he engulfed my left nipple. He sucked so hard, sending the pleasure straight down to my pussy. His hands stroked down my smooth belly to my skirt. He found the claps, loosening it. I lifted my ass, helping him push it down my thighs as he loved my breasts.

Then his hands found my panties.

His thumbs hooked the waistband. He peeled down the cream-colored satin. Cool air brushed my drenched bush. My pussy tingled. I squirmed, my snatch begging to be touched. My panties joined my skirt on the floor. His hands pushed my thighs apart.

He popped his mouth off my nipple, his eyes locked between my legs. On the pussy that birthed him. I licked my lips as my son leaned down and pressed his face into my black bush. I shuddered as my son licked through my pussy.

“So how does it feel having a mother all your friends want to fuck?” I asked as pleasure rushed through me.

His tongue dragged through the folds of my married cunt, flicking my clit as he stared up at me. “Makes me glad I get to fuck you.”

“You are such a bad son. That’s your father’s pussy you’re licking.”

“Yes, it is,” he said with such pride.

Then he licked my snatch again. My entire body quivered. The pleasure rushed through me as he ate my pussy with such gusto. When Leyla did it, she had a gentle lust. She hungered for my snatch, licked me hard, but she didn’t have this rough domination of my cunt. She didn’t try to own it the way her older brother did.

Faizel devoured my cunt like he owned my pussy. He swirled his tongue through my sheath, probing the hole that birthed him. Pleasure rushed through me. I drank it in, loving the incestuous delight of my son pleasing me. I gasped and moaned, humping against him as his nose rubbed against my clit.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Ooh, yes, that’s how you thank your mother for everything she’s done.”

“You’ve done so much,” he groaned. “Like sucking my dick clean of my sister’s asshole.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I shuddered, his tongue diving deep into my snatch, stirring through my folds. I was on fire from watching my son fuck my slut-daughter and then from sucking his dick clean of her ass. My orgasm swelled so fast. “Getting your dick clean to fuck pussy.”

“Your pussy,” he growled. “That’s why you did it.”

I shuddered, biting my lip. I wasn’t a slut. I wasn’t. “Just being a good mother.”

“And I’m being a good son.” He sucked on my clit. Hard.

My orgasm exploded through me. My pleasure squeaked through me. I gasped and shuddered. I humped against him as the rapture flooded through my body. My big tits heaved as the bed creaked beneath me. My thighs locked on his head, holding him in place as he sucked on my clit.

Then he jammed fingers into my convulsing snatch. My eyes rolled back into my head. I savored the pleasure of having my cunt eaten. A delight Karim never gave me, but one I’d learned to enjoy from my daughter.

And my son showed me such skill at it.

His fingers pumped in and out of my cumming snatch. My flesh spasmed about him, drinking in the friction of his plunging digits. His tongue flicked and battered my clit, the sparks setting off new explosions of orgasmic delight.

My son kept me cumming. He kept me gasping and moaning and heaving on the bed. He plundered my pussy, gave me such rapture. My mind boiled. I loved having my pussy licked. I gripped his curly hair, holding his face to my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I snarled. “Oh, my son is such a stud. I raised such a strong, young man! Oh, yes!”

He stared up at me with such hungry eyes. He needed something from me now.

“Fuck me,” I gasped as the pleasure raged through my body. “Fuck your mother with that big cock! Let Mommy’s pussy make you cum so hard!”

He grinned at me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I held my phone to my ear, trembling, waiting for my friend Kimmy to say something. My brothers’ cum leaked out of my pussy and asshole as I knelt on the living room floor. All the dazed euphoria of my many orgasm from taking both their dicks in my holes vanished, swallowed by the fear that I’d ruined my friendship with the blonde girl on the other end of the line.

Today, after servicing my first customer, Principal Carver, I found my friend Kimmy waiting for me in hall outside my mom’s classroom. She was shocked my mom had whored me out. And, in a fit of sluttish lust, I took advantage of my friend. I kissed her. I fingered her pussy. I made her cum so hard.

But when I wanted her to return the favor to my slutty cunt, she freaked out and fled.

I’d been nervous all day that I ruined our friendship. She was such an innocent girl. As close as an American girl could get to being a good, Muslim woman. She dressed modestly, except she left her blonde hair uncovered, and was a virgin. She’d never done anything sexual with someone until I molested her sixteen-year-old cunt in the bathroom at our high school today.

“Kimmy, say something,” I said.

“Leyla, I…” Her voice was quiet, almost strangled. “I… Just wanted to…”

“It’s okay. You can say it.” I took a deep breath, bracing myself for the condemnation, for the anger and betrayed hurt.

“I want to apologize.”

I blinked. “For what?”

“For…you know.”

I shook my head, utterly baffled. “I really, really don’t know, Kimmy. I was the one that kissed you. Fingered you. I should be apologizing. I shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, no,” she said quickly. “I…I liked that. A lot. I…I never came before. Not even when I…I touched myself.”

“You masturbate?” I asked. “But you never cum?”

“I would feel good, but…nothing like what we did. None of those fireworks.” She swallowed. “I knew you needed me to…to do the same to you. I should have… But I was so confused. We’re both girls. And I like boys and… I just freaked out. I should have… I should have made you cum, too. I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to be,” I said. “Really. It’s fine. You were scared. That’s okay. I’m just glad we can still be friends.”

“Of course.” I could hear the smile in Kimmy’s face. I pictured her beaming as she sat on her bed, surrounded by her stuffed animals, braces glinting on her teeth. “We’ll always be friends. Me, you, Izzy, and Kendra. Best friends forever.”

“Forever,” I said, sighing. I leaned back against the couch, spreading my thighs apart. I stared down at my shaved twat, my younger brother’s cum staining my flushed vulva. My finger rubbed at the jizz, drawing milky patterns across my pudenda. “So you don’t mind that I’m a slut?”

“No, no.” She paused. “In fact… I kind think it’s…it’s hot.”

“Really?” I asked, forming a little heart out of cum, the pearly jizz drying on my skin.

“Yeah. I mean… You fucked your brother Faizel at school.” Something breathy had entered her voice, her words coming out quicker. “I couldn’t stop thinking about that all day.”

“Ooh, so you want to fuck that hunky brother of yours?” I asked, my finger sliding down to my clit. I rubbed my little nub, sparks shooting through my body. Carter was cute.

“Not my brother.” She sounded hesitant again.

“Well, who?” I so wanted to know. My finger danced faster on my clit, my pussy clenching, more of Jalal’s cum pouring out of my cunt. I squirmed on the wet spot made of my brothers’ combined jizz leaking out of my holes. “You can tell me. I’ve fucked both my brothers, my dad, and our school’s principal. Nothing you can admit that would shock me.”

“It’s my dad.” She let out a girlish squeal of excitement. “He’s just so sexy. I think about him all the time.”

“Ooh, I bet. Having sex with my dad is amazing. It’s my favorite.” I trembled. “I just feel so close with my dad. Like it’s so special that we’re having sex.”

“I want that!” Kimmy said. “I want to be a slut just like you. But I don’t know how to do it. How to have sex with my dad. How’d you do it?”

“My mom trained me.” My eyes widened. “I just had the most amazing idea. Let me talk to her. I bet she can train you, too. Help you fuck your dad.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

I winced at the shriek from my friend. I pulled my phone from my ear as her girlish excitement, and incestuous lust, burst out of her. I couldn’t help smiling. I would help my friend discover her inner slut. Just like mom did for me.

“Okay, let me talk to her. I’ll let you know what’s going on.”

“Yes, yes,” Kimmy said. “Oh, Leyla, you are the greatest friend ever. I could just kiss you.”

“Oh, I’ll hold you to that,” I told her. “Kiss me. Finger me. Lick my pussy. I want to feel those braces on my twat.”

“Deal,” she said. “I would gladly lick your pussy all day if it meant I could make love with my daddy!”

“You will. No guy can resist a slut. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Bye!”

I wanted to keep masturbating as I ended the call, but I was so excited. I hoped to my feet, my round breasts jiggling before me. Cum trickled down my thighs, leaking out of both holes. I loved it, feeling like just such a slut. I gripped my phone in hand, my pussy on fire, and then wondered where my mom was.

Not in the kitchen. I didn’t hear any sounds of dinner being started. She must be upstairs.

I took the stairs two at a time. Just as I reached the top, I heard a woman moaning. Panting. I froze, blinking. I looked down the hallway. Faizel’s door was cracked open. The sounds bled out of there. Did he have Svetlana in there? Had his girlfriend come over while I was out of it recovering from my orgasms?

“Fuck me,” the unmistakable sound of my mother’s voice said. “Fuck your mother with that big cock! Let Mommy’s pussy make you cum so hard!”

Confusion struck me. I padded down the hallways, reaching the door. I pushed it open, seeing my mom lying on her back naked, her big tits heaving. Faizel rose from between her thighs, his mouth and chin smeared with her pussy juices. His big cock thrust before him. He crawled up her body, his dick swaying. Her hand grabbed his shaft, guiding it to her dark bush with greedy excitement.

Why was Mom fucking Faizel? I was available if my brother needed more satisfaction. I was just downstairs. He could have rammed his dick into my pussy or I could have sucked on him. Or he could even have enjoyed my asshole again.

I liked it when he fucked me in the asshole while I rode Jalal’s cock.

But why was mom doing this? She rubbed his cock up and down her pussy like I would. Like a slut would. Was she…?

My hand drifted down my stomach to my clit. I rubbed it again, watching as Faizel rammed his cock into our mother’s cunt. Her body shuddered, her big tits jiggling as she took his dick to the hilt, pulling him down for an incestuous kiss.

As I frigged my clit, my fingers moved on my phone, almost on their own, opening up the camera app, hitting record.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I kissed my son so hard as his dick filled me. He felt so amazing in me. His cock spread me open, gave my pussy the relief it had craved all day. Masturbating while watching Principal Carver fuck my daughter and then my two sons using her holes hadn’t been enough. I came, more than once, but this is what I needed.

A hard shaft in my pussy pumping away.

The bed creaked as he pounded my pussy. My son plunged over and over into me. Such an incestuous thrill shot through me to feel him in me again. He belonged in my cunt. My thighs locked around him, my hips undulating, pumping away, meeting his thrusts.

Waves of pleasure rippled through my body. They spilled through me, leaving me gasping and groaning. My eyes rolled back into my head, stars dancing through my vision. My clit savored his pubic bone slapping into my crotch every time he buried into me, his balls heavy as they thwacked into my taint.

I loved it.

My body drank in his youthful passion.

His strong chest crushed my breasts.

Faizel broke the kiss. “That’s what you need, Mom.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, Faizel, fuck your mother. Mmm, you need to cum so badly, don’t you? Just dump your jizz into me.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” he growled, thrusting harder and harder. His balls smacked so hard into me, full of that incestuous seed I wanted to feel spurting inside of me. “Damn, Mom, you have such a hot, tight cunt.”

“And you have such a big cock.” My snatch clenched down on his dick. “Oh, yes, I raised a hung son!”

Motherly pride met incestuous pleasure. They swirled together inside of me. Delight spilled through me, rippling through my body with every thrust of his dick into my depths. He grunted, groaned, staring down at me with such lust.

Yes, young men wanted me. I was a MILF. A mother they wanted to fuck. And they had such energy. They thrust so hard. My fingernails clawed at his back as he hammered me. His dick pumped away into my silky hole, the friction burning so hard, leaving me dizzy with euphoria.

My neck arched, my vision dancing around the room and—

“Leyla!” I gasped; my slut-daughter was masturbating in the doorway while peering in at us. “Oh, Leyla, yes, watch. This is how a slut fucks a stud. Mmm, come closer. Get a good view.”

“Yes, Mother,” my daughter said, so submissive.

She pushed the door open, her cell phone clenched in her left hand, her right frigging away at her clit. Probably texting her friend while masturbating. She couldn’t do anything without her phone at least in her pocket.

But I didn’t care right now. Not when my eldest son fucked my pussy so hard. Nor with my daughter watching, her dark eyes staring at the meeting of incestuous flesh, mother and son coming together in forbidden union. It made me feel even more wanton. Her firm, youthful breasts jiggled as she frigged her clit, little whimpers escaping her lips.

“Yes, yes, just watch your brother fuck me hard!” I groaned. “See how I’m holding him. How I’m pumping away with my hips. How I moan. You have to moan. They have to know they’re giving you pleasure. It makes them feel like they’re studs. And your brother is such a stud! He’s fucking me so hard. I love it!”

“You love it?” Leyla asked, her eyes so wide.

“Don’t you love it?” I groaned.

“I’m a slut.”

“Yes, you are,” I panted, my snatch tightening on her brother’s dick, pleasure rippling through me. “Such a naughty whore. You’re going to make Mommy so much money.”

“Uh-huh,” she purred, rubbing her clit faster.

Faizel kissed and nuzzled at my neck as he fucked me. He rammed that amazing dick so hard into me. I clutched his muscular body to me, drinking in my daughter’s presence. She watched, learning new ways to please her clients. She would be the best whore. Such a good earner.

Her hand gripped her phone so tight as she masturbated. She slipped two of her fingers into her shaved snatch, Jalal’s cum leaking out around her digits. She rubbed the heel of her hand into her clit, grinding against her bud as she fucked her twat.

She got off on watching her brother fuck her mother. Just like a slut should.

My orgasm swelled faster and faster with her watching. I kept staring at her youthful titties. Those teenage boobs all the male teachers would pay so much for. They would slobber over them, pawing them, before they fucked her underage cunt.

I would make so much money.

“Oh, yes!” I groaned, my orgasm swelling faster and faster. “Faizel! I’m going to cum!”

“Yes,” he grunted. “Cum on my dick, Mom. Milk it. Milk out all my cum into your cunt. Then Leyla can lick you clean.”

“Yes!” whimpered my daughter, her entire body trembling, her fingers squelching as they plunged into her sloppy snatch. “I will, Mother!”

The little slut came saying those words. I could see it in the way her body convulsed, the way she whimpered. Such pleasure crossed my daughter’s face, her tongue dancing across her lips. She hungered to lick my pussy clean of Faizel’s cum.

His dick plunged into my snatch. The friction burned hot through me. His pubic bone mashed into my clit.

Sparks exploded.

My pussy convulsed about his dick.

I bucked and spasmed beneath my son. Euphoric rapture surged through me. He groaned, driving his cock into my cunt’s milking embrace. Every thrust sent more waves washing through me, drowning my mind in ecstasy.

“Cum in me!” I gasped. “Cum in your mother!”

“Yes!” he grunted and buried into me.

His cum spurted hot into my depths. I savored the incestuous thrill, staring at my daughter as her brother filled me to the hilt with jizz. So many yummy drops of spunk for her to lick out of me. More orgasms for my body to enjoy.

I loved having a slut for a daughter.

“Ooh, there’s so much for you to enjoy,” I panted, my orgasm peaking through me. Faizel grunted, his dick spurting a final time. “You’re going to feast on me.”

“I am, Mother!” she whimpered, breasts jiggling as her orgasm died down in her. She pulled out her fingers, bringing them to her mouth, licking off her own cream and Jalal’s cum.

I shuddered again as my son panted atop me. I savored his weight on me. I stared at my daughter, noticed her shifting her hips. She looked like she wanted to ask me something. She must have come looking for me for a reason then lost control of her slutty pussy when she found me satiating her brother in her place.

“Did you need something?” I asked.

She flicked her eyes to Faizel. “Can we talk, Mother?”

“Of course, of course,” I said, pushing on my son. He rolled off of me, bringing a whimper from my lips as his dick popped out of my pussy. I clamped a hand over my snatch, trapping in all that yummy cum for my daughter to enjoy. “I always have time to talk to my good, little slut.”

I could tell by the gleam in her eyes that she liked being referred to in that way. Her back straightened, thrusting out those firm, youthful breasts of hers. They bounced and jiggled, her nipples so hard atop them.

I fought the urge to bend over and suck on the nub. So instead I just grabbed one between my thumb and forefinger, tugging on it. I turned her around and led her out of her brother’s room. I loved leading her like this.

Faizel grabbed his phone, texting on it, a big smile on his face. His eyes flicked up to me, smoldering with the promise of more pleasure to cum. My pussy tingled in delight. I tugged harder on my daughter’s nipple as I fought such a wanton moan.

As I led my compliant daughter down the hallway, I wondered what she needed to talk to me about. Did she have qualms about being a whore? No, no, she loved it. I could see it in her eyes. She was proud to help her family out by using her body and…

What if she told her father?

“I hope you will be discreet about your prostitution,” I told her as I led her into my bedroom.

“Discreet?”

“With your father.” I twisted her nipple. “He doesn’t need to know just how much of a slut you are. He’s already ashamed enough that you’re a little whore without knowing you’re selling your body to other men.”

“But… Doesn’t he want to know how I’m helping the family?”

“He wouldn’t accept the money if he knew how you earned it.” I rolled her nipple between my fingers. “But don’t worry, I know how to explain the new money to him. So you don’t need to worry one bit. Just another secret to keep from him.”

“Like when you have sex with my brothers?”

I gave her a look. “That’s just me helping out my sons while you’re busy.”

“But I was downstairs and—” Leyla sucked in a pain-filled breath as I pinched her nipple hard.

“You were recovering from your orgasms. I didn’t want to push you. I was concerned about you, but Faizel needed satisfaction. You turned him on so much. You’re too much of a whore for your own good, okay?” I gave her a smile. “I love my little slut.” I leaned in and gave her a quick kiss on the mouth. “Now, what did you need?”

I let go of her nipple and spread out on the bed, my left hand still clamped over my pussy. I parted my thighs and smiled as she slipped between my legs, setting her phone on the bed beside her. She leaned down, black hair sweeping about her youthful face.

“My friend Kimmy called,” she said as I lifted my hand so she could feast on my pussy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I took my first lick through my mom’s pussy. Her explanation about why she was with my older brother sounded so believable. But there was something about how…enthusiastic she was with Faizel. She wasn’t just doing it as a chore. She enjoyed my brother fucking her.

But shouldn’t she only want Dad to fuck her?

Her tangy pussy juices and Faizel’s salty cum stained my tongue as I stared up at her. She shuddered as I took another lick. The two flavors burst to life on my tongue. A naughty thrill shot down to my pussy, growing another whorish itch in me.

“And what did Kimmy want?” Mom asked, her hips shaking.

Between licks of her yummy pussy, I told her about the conversation. Mom drank in my words, and the delight of my tongue dragging through the folds of her pussy. She shuddered, hands playing with her stomach, her big boobs jiggling. More and more cum leaked out of her pussy as I spoke, forcing me to lap it up before I could continue.

I loved the flavor so much. My mom’s pussy and my brother’s jizz. Such a wrong, incestuous delight. Something no daughter should experience in a perfect world but one I was so glad to enjoy. I was a slut.

And the perks were so delicious.

“That’s very interesting,” Mom said when I finished telling her about my conversation with Kimmy.

“Uh-huh,” I purred, pressing my face into the folds of her snatch, her thick bush tickling my cheeks and nose. I loved the feeling.

I licked and nuzzled. Mom groaned, her hands sliding faster on her stomach, rubbing her smooth, dusky-brown skin. I stared at her jiggling breasts, loving the way they moved and rippled, her dark nipples swaying at the top. I reached up her body, grasping both her boobs, massaging them as I feasted on her creampie.

My tongue wiggled into the depths of her pussy, swirling around. I scooped up more of my older brother’s cum out of Mom’s snatch. Salty cum infused with tangy pussy cream. My own juices poured down my thighs, my twat growing hotter and hotter with every lick.

“Very interesting,” Mom said, her hands cupping mine, pressing them into her boobs. Her pillowy flesh spilled over my fingers as she guided my hands, moving them around her tits.

To her hard nipples.

“Having another slut would help us make more money,” Mom mused, her hips grinding against my pussy. “And her father has money. He would make a very good client.” My mom shuddered. “Ooh, isn’t it so hot having a man pay to fuck his own daughter?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned into her snatch.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter. I wanted to pull my hands away from Mom’s boobs, but she held them in place, massaging them into her tits, rubbing my palms into her fat nipples. The hard nubs rubbed on my skin as she squirmed, grinding her snatch on my face.

I licked faster through her snatch. I gathered up the last drops of my brother’s spunk, leaving only tangy pussy juices to enjoy. Good thing I loved hot snatch. I fluttered my tongue through my mom’s pussy, rubbing my nose against her clit.

She moaned, her tits rising and falling faster and faster beneath her hands. Her excitement built and built. Her dark eyes smoldered, staring down at me as I feasted on her incestuous cunt. A smile played on her lips.

“Ooh, I have the perfect idea,” she groaned, her pussy growing hotter on my mouth.

“What?” I asked, my cunt tightening, aching to be touched. A tremble raced through my body as I waited to hear.

“Maybe Kimmy should invite you over for a slumber party on Friday night.” Mom squeezed my hands tight into her tits, her fingernails biting into the back of my hand.

“Okay,” I panted then fluttered my tongue through her snatch again, making her squirm and groan.

“Her mom’s out of town this weekend, right?” she asked. “A business trip.”

I nodded my head, smearing my mouth through my mom’s pussy.

“So it’ll just be you two girls and her father.”

“What about her brother?” I asked. “He might be around.”

“On a Friday night? I bet he’ll find something to keep himself occupied.” Mom smiled broadly. “Maybe Faizel can help us out. Hook him up with some pussy or something. I have Carter in one of my classes. He’s cute. Girls will be fawning over him.”

“Okay,” I said. Mom humped harder and harder against me, her excitement building.

“I’ll drop you off and proposition her father. I’ll show him the video of you fucking your brothers and then make him think it’s you he’s fucking that night while Kimmy’s “asleep.” But you’ll need to blindfold him. Then Kimmy can slip in and ride him instead.”

“Oh, Mom, that’s hot,” I moaned then sucked on her clit.

“It is,” she moaned, squeezing her hands tight about my tits. Her body shuddered beneath me. “So hot! It’ll be one wild night for everyone!”

She smeared her pussy across my mouth. Her juices flooded out, tangy and wonderful. She quivered in orgasmic delight. I lapped up her flood, my hips wiggling as the itch built and built in my own snatch.

I wanted to cum so badly. I had to masturbate. I tried to pull my hands from Mom’s tits, but she kept them pinned in place as she shuddered through her orgasm, smearing her snatch against my face, bathing me in her incestuous cream.

“Mmm,” she whimpered. “Oh, my little slut is such a good pussy licker.” Her eyes flicked down at me. “And you have a hot cunt, don’t you?”

“I do, Mother,” I whimpered, jerking harder to get my hands free.

“Mmm, why don’t we sixty-nine? Let your mother take care of that hot pussy. Even slut-daughters need their mother’s love.”

I hesitated. She must have enjoyed licking my pussy earlier if she wanted to eat it again. My mother was a slut. What should I do about that? It would hurt Dad so much to learn the truth. Should I keep it from him?

I moved even as my thoughts were conflicted. I straddled my mom’s face. Her hands seized my firm ass, pulling me down to her mouth. She nuzzled against my pussy as my dangling, black hair brushed her thighs.

“Mmm, some of your brother’s cum is still in your snatch,” she purred right before she licked me.

I shuddered, her tongue dancing through my folds. I whimpered, leaning my mouth down to her pussy. I pressed into her folds again, licking her with delight as pleasure flooded through my body. I didn’t know what to do about Mom being a slut instead of a good woman.

But right now, I couldn’t think about it. Not with that delight rippling out of my cunt. I whimpered into her snatch as my mom’s tongue fluttered into my pussy. She swirled around, rooting out Jalal’s cum, savoring my baby brother’s jizz.

“Oh, that’s good,” she groaned, her fingers kneading my ass, pulling me tight against her body.

Her big breasts rubbed on my stomach. My smaller tits pressed into hers. I shuddered atop her, squirming, grinding my shaved snatch on her mouth as I feasted on her tangy muff. Our tongues danced through each other’s pussy, pleasing each other, reveling in lesbian incest.

I lapped from her clit through her folds over and over. My fingers reached around to pull apart her labia, exposing her pink depths. I buried my tongue into her delights, soaking it in her tangy cream, making her whimper into my pussy.

“Such a slutty daughter,” she moaned, her fingers sliding into my butt-crack. She found my asshole, stroking it. “Mmm, you’re going to make Mommy so much money.”

“I am,” I groaned. “Me and Kimmy will..”

“And maybe your other friends, too.”

“Yes, Mother.”

Her finger jabbed into my asshole. Her mouth latched onto my clit. She sucked hard. Such pleasure surged through me. My slutty cunt drank in the sensations, my whorish bowels savoring her finger pumping in and out.

My orgasm swept through me, a naughty tsunami of euphoria. I moaned into her pussy, squirming and bucking atop her as I drowned in ecstasy. I kept licking her, making her moan about my clit. We licked and devoured each other.

Mother and daughter. Two naughty sluts needing our pussies pleasured.

I kept licking her. So long as we were coming, I didn’t have to think about what that meant, what I should do. My eyes flicked to my phone as Mom quivered beneath me, her tangy pussy juices flooding my mouth once more.

I concentrated on her clit. It was easier just devouring her cunt and letting her finger my asshole.

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

“Faizel,” I smiled as my eldest son leaned against the entrance to the kitchen, a hungry smile on his dusky face. He had such bold eyes, staring at me like he wanted to feast. On his own mother.

I loved it. Beneath my dress, my pussy grew hotter, remembering how hard he fucked me an hour ago. A shiver ran through me, my hips swaying as my nipples hardened. I stirred the fish stew I had simmering all day for dinner.

“I need to talk to you,” I said, covering the stew and setting the wooden spoon on a towel.

“About?” he asked, sauntering into the room, so tall and strong, his muscular body stretching out the t-shirt he wore. “Is that hot pussy in need of being taken care of?”

I arched an eyebrow. “Do not forget to whom you’re talking to.”

He grabbed my hips, pulling me to him. I felt the bulge of his cock. “My sexy mother.” His hands slipped around me, squeezing my ass. “If it’s not your pussy, what?”

“I need Carter out of his house Friday night,” I said. “Leyla’s spending the night with Kimmy, and she can’t have him around.”

“Oh, whoring out my sister to Carter’s dad?”

“Maybe. But either way, Carter needs to be out all night.”

“And how do I do that?” Faizel asked. “Only one thing could guarantee that he’s not there: pussy.”

My cunt tightened while my stomach swirled. My lusts boiled through me. This was to make more money to replace what I lost with my gambling addiction. Nothing more. Having sex with a young stud like Carter was just a…a bonus. Something I shouldn’t enjoy.

But I knew I would.

“Ask him if he’d pay $200 to have sex with me,” I said, knowing I could trust my son. He loved me.

Faizel grinned, squeezing my ass hard. “I’ll need Leyla for something on Saturday.”

“What?” I asked, his cock so hard, rubbing against me. If my husband wasn’t about to get home, I’d help my son with his erection problem. I’d relieve that ache in his dick.

“I want to have Leyla be gangbanged by my friends.”

I trembled at those words, picturing my sixteen-year-old daughter being fucked over and over by young studs. Their cum pouring out of her ass and pussy and coating her body. Her dusky tits swaying as they dripped with jizz. Her black hair matted. Her dusky face flushed, smeared in spunk, and bursting with pleasure. The little slut would love it.

“Your friends have to pay $50 for the privileged,” I said. “A group discount for her normal rate.” And then I shuddered. “And there might be another girl, too.”

He squeezed my ass hard. “Oh, really?”

“Really,” I smiled, my arms slipping around his shoulder. My son was so sexy. I wanted him in me right now, fucking me so hard.

“I’ll talk to Carter,” he said, pushing me backward until I pressed into the stove. I could feel the heat of the burner through my dress, caressing my back. My hijab rustled about my face as Faizel rubbed my skirt.

“Your father’s almost home. You have to stop.”

He just gave me this smile that he knew I wanted him. Was wet for him. I shuddered, feeling so owned by my son at that moment. Then he pulled away. “I got a date with Svetlana anyways. She’ll take care of me.”

“Have her deep-throat you,” I said. “She should do that much for my son.”

He laughed as he walked away, shaking his head.

I shuddered, turning back to check on the stew when my other son, Jalal walked into the room. My baby boy hugged me from behind before I could even move, rubbing his hard dick into my ass. I groaned. Why did I have to have two sexy sons?

“Mom,” Jalal said. “I need you so badly.”

“Your sister’s available,” I said. “Your father’s almost home.”

“I’d rather have you,” he said.

I shuddered. “Tonight. While your father’s enjoying your sister.”

He kissed my cheek and darted off, shouting, “You’re the best mom.”

I smiled at that.

Not long after, my husband came home. I greeted him as he walked in. He looked like Faizel, older, matured, and with a thick, black beard. He had a weary look but an eagerness in his eyes as I walked up to him.

It wasn’t for me.

“Good evening, my husband,” I said, kissing him on the mouth.

“Mmm,” he groaned. “Something smells good.”

“Your favorite stew’s been cooking all day.” I smiled then casually added, “Oh, and the sleepover at Kimmy’s is all set and ready.”

“Sleepover?” Karim frowned at me.

“Yes, Friday night.” I gave him a look. “I told you last week. Don’t tell me you forgot.”

He shrugged. He forgot these sort of things all the time. Of course, I was lying about this one. “What’s this sleepover?”

“Leyla is spending the night at Kimmy’s house. I’ll be chaperoning them. Making sure they don’t get up to any trouble. Both her parents are out of town.”

“Have it here,” my husband said, a twinkle in his eye. Was he thinking about Kimmy? She was an innocent thing. So demure and virginal. I’d ensure my husband had a taste of her pussy, too.

“The girls don’t want our sons around.” I gave him a look. “This was set up before Leyla’s…changes. I think it’s good if she doesn’t alter her routines. Raise less suspicions about her new…home activities. But I’ll be there to make sure they don’t sneak over any boys.”

Karim laughed at that. “Leyla would, wouldn’t she and…” His words trailed off as he stared past me, a smile growing on his lips. “There’s my little flower.”

“Daddy,” gushed Leyla behind me.

I turned around and found my daughter naked at the end of the hallway, her round breasts quivering, her pussy shaved-bare and glistening, her slit looking so tight. She had such a joyous look on her dusky face.

“So it’s okay?” I asked my husband. “The sleepover at Kimmy’s?”

“Is it, Daddy?” Leyla asked, darting forward, her breasts bouncing. “I’ll make you so happy tonight and tomorrow night to make up for my absence Friday.”

“Yes, my little flower,” he said, grabbing her hips, pulling her tight. “I can’t deny you anything.”

“Leyla, take your father to the living room and see that he is comfortable on his recliner. Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes.”

“Yes, Mother,” the submissive slut purred. Oh, yes, she was working out wonderfully. Soon I’d have another girl to pimp out. And if my male students were willing to pay for me, we’d recoup my losses so fast.

I couldn’t wait to slip into Jalal’s bed tonight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“You just sit down right there, Daddy,” I purred as I folded up his jeans and set them on the couch with his shirt and boxers. “And I’ll make you feel so good with my pussy.”

“I don’t know where we went wrong with you, little flower, but…” He stared at me with such hunger, his cock thrusting hard before him. It was bigger than both my brothers, but not by much. And he had all those muscles from working construction. His beard so thick and wiry. His hands calloused and rough.

He was a real man. Not like Principal Carver. Or my brothers. Though Faizel came close.

Daddy sank down on his recliner. The leather creaked. He kicked it back, stretching it out all the way. He groaned in relief as he stared at my body. It made my pussy so wet feeling him admiring me. He drank in my youthful beauty, staring at my teenage tits and underage cunt. I shivered and then sauntered forward, my breasts jiggling.

I rubbed at his hard muscles as I knelt at the foot of the recliner. It creaked and rocked with my light weight. I rubbed at his hairy legs, stroking up and down them as I scooted forward. I felt his strength which made my pussy drool more juices down my thighs.

“Ooh, Daddy, I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” I moaned, leaning over to nuzzle at his hairy balls. His bush tickled my lips as I licked at his right nut. “Just thinking about having a real cock in me. My brothers are wonderful, but you, Daddy, you’re the best.”

“And any boys at school?” he asked.

I hesitated. Mom didn’t want me to mention the prostitution. Daddy would be shamed to learn I was helping out the family by whoring myself out. “Just the principal of my high school,” I admitted. “He enjoyed me a lot. But he wasn’t you.”

“Such a slut,” he said, sounding in awe.

He grabbed my black hair with his strong hand and dragged my face up his cock. I licked up his shaft as he hauled my head up, the pain flaring in my scalp making me feel so wanton. Just the way a whore should. I loved it. I trembled and shuddered, my pussy clenching, more juices running down my thighs.

He forced my mouth down his cock. I opened wide to take his girth. I sucked as he bobbed my mouth, forcing me to pleasure him. Using me as a living sex toy. That made me feel so hot. I was just a masturbatory aide to him.

That was what sluts were for.

My drool dribbled down my chin as I sucked and slurped. The muscles in his arm bulged as he fucked my mouth up and down his cock. I swirled my tongue about it, making him groan. His chest rose and fell as he sucked in breaths.

“That’s it, my slutty little flower,” he growled. “Suck it. Make me feel so good. I had such a long day.”

And he needed this. He needed a slut in his life to keep him happy.

My hips wiggled. I sucked harder, moaning my enjoyment at being used. I shuddered, my cunt on fire. I shoved my right hand between my thighs, fingering my shaved twat. I rubbed up and down my bare vulva, feeling how juicy I was. Delight trembled through me. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering as I savored this moment.

Then I jammed two digits into my snatch. My middle and ring fingers sank into my hot twat. My silky walls clenched on them as I moaned louder and louder about his dick. I sucked so hard, moaning, humming, giving my daddy as much pleasure as I could.

I loved him so much. I would be happy just being his slut.

“What a little whore I raised,” he snarled. “The way you suck cock. You want to swallow my cum. You are nothing like your mother.”

I was beginning to realize that I was actually a lot like her. I think she was a slut, too. She just hid it better. But she was only being a slut with my brothers. Since I didn’t want to hurt Daddy, I wouldn’t say anything. My brothers were all so hard these days, my body turning them on. They needed two sluts in the house to keep them happy.

His hand tightened in my hair. He let out a groan, face twisting with pleasure. I sucked so hard, wanting to taste his cum spilling into my mouth. My fingers plunged in and out of my cunt, stirring myself to a froth. I rubbed my clit with the heel of my hand, pleasure sparking through me.

With a growl, he ripped my mouth off his dick.

“Daddy?” I panted, more drool leaking down my chin.

“I want to cum in that tight cunt, my little flower.” A grin crossed his bearded lips. “I want to cum in my little flower’s flower.” He laughed at that.

“Yes, Daddy,” I purred, not fighting as he pulled me up his body by the hair.

The chair creaked as I straddled his waist. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and grabbed his dick, smearing my cream on the shaft. I brought the thick crown of his cock to my hungry snatch. I rubbed it up and down my vulva, nudging my clit.

“Is this the flower you want to enjoy, Daddy?” I asked. Then I slid his dick farther back, pressing it between my butt-cheeks. I rubbed him in circles on my sphincter. “Or this one?”

“Shaitan, but you are such a wanton whore, my little flower.” He licked his lips. “Your hot cunt. I want to feel that pussy on my dick.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I groaned, my snatch clenching while my asshole tingled, wishing to be filled, too.

I moved his dick back to my hot snatch. I swirled it through my pussy and than sank down his girth. I whimpered, my eyes rolling back into my head. The pleasure shot through me as my pussy drank in the feel of him sliding into me. Deeper and deeper. Stretching me out. He groaned, gripping my hips with his rough hands, squeezing me as I gave him pleasure.

I bottomed out on his dick. I squirmed, feeling him buried in me to the hilt. I licked my lips, squirming my hips, so ready to give him a ride he would never forget. He groaned as my cunt squeezed down his dick. I swirled my hips then slid up his shaft.

“Is this the treat you’ve been looking forward to all day?” I asked. “Your daughter’s underage pussy?”

“Yes,” he groaned, hands sliding up to cup my firm breasts. “All day. So I’m going to fuck you all night, you little slut.”

“Yes, Daddy!” I howled, slamming down his girth, my clit striking his pubic bone.

Such wonderful pleasure shot through me. A rippling heat that compelled me to slide up his dick again. My pussy drank in the friction, turning it into rapture that tingled through my body. My black hair swayed about my shoulders as I rode my daddy’s cock, the chair creaking louder and louder.

He groaned, squeezing and kneading my young tits. He thumbed my nipples, rapture shooting down to my pussy. My snatch clenched on his dick. The pleasure built and built in me. I rode him faster, harder. I moved my hips the way Mom taught me. I put to use everything I learned fucking my brothers.

All for my daddy.

Pleasure crossed his face. His beard couldn’t hide it. I shuddered, working my pussy up and down his cock, making him groan and gasp. His hands squeezed my tits hard, making me feel so wanton. I groaned, my asshole clenching, feeling so empty.

So I shoved my two pussy-soaked fingers into my asshole, reaching behind me. I whimpered, pumping them in and out of my bowels. A velvety delight joined the silky rapture burning in my cunt. I groaned, leaning over him, my left hand on his shoulder.

“You nasty slut,” he groaned. “Are you fingering that tight asshole while fucking my dick, little flower?”

“So hard, Daddy,” I whimpered, the pleasures rippling through my body. “I love having a dick back there, too.”

“Shaitan, such a whore!”

“Your whore, Daddy!” I said, staring into his eyes. “Yours before all the others.”

“Yes!” he snarled, twisting my nipples.

I whimpered, my pussy and asshole squeezing down on his cock and my plunging fingers. I leaned over farther, kissing him on the mouth. He groaned, his beard scratching my face. Just the way a man’s beard should. It felt so delicious on my sensitive skin. His lips so strong. I bounced on his cock faster and faster, thrusting my digits into my asshole with greater speed.

My orgasm swelled through me. That wonderful, shuddering pleasure. I whimpered into the kiss. The rapture surged through my body. Stars danced through my eyes as I came closer and closer to exploding on my daddy’s amazing cock.

He grunted into the kiss.

His dick erupted into my pussy.

I kissed him so hard as he flooded my underage twat. His cum pumped into me. The wicked, sinful thrill of feeling my daddy’s incestuous seed pump into my depths surged through me. I whimpered, my pussy squeezing down so hard on his shaft.

Then my orgasm erupted through me. My cunt spasmed on his dick, milking out the last of his cum. I spasmed on him, my bowels writhing about my fingers. I jammed them in deep, loving the feel of them in my backdoor while my pussy convulsed about his cock.

My pleasure surged through me. Carried me to incestuous heights. I savored kissing Daddy, loving him as I trembled atop him. My orgasm reached its peak. I held there for one glorious moment. Then I collapsed on his chest. His arms went around me, holding me.

I stared into his eyes as his cock softened in my pussy. I shuddered as my pulled his fingers out of my asshole. “I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you, too, my little flower,” he said, his voice so gentle.

Tears stung my eyes. Why would mother be such a slut when she had this man?

I rested my head on his chest, savoring the warmth of his naked body against mine. He stroked my black hair falling down my black with his right hand, his left cupping my ass. I felt so safe. So loved. I could cuddle with Daddy forever.

“Dinner’s ready!” Mom called.

I sighed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Leyla’s moans echoed through the house as my husband fucked her. I shuddered, slipping out of my robe and entering Jalal’s room. My youngest son groaned, already stroking his dick at the sight of me. My baby boy had such a slender body, so yummy with his glasses and that wide look in his eyes like he still couldn’t believe he could fuck me. His hand fisted his fourteen-year-old cock faster, my pussy so hungry for it.

“Mom,” he groaned as I sauntered naked to him, his eyes locked on my black bush.

“Mmm, let Mommy take care of you,” I purred, straddling his waist and sliding my pussy down his stomach until I rubbed it on his hand stroking his cock.

He pulled his hand out of the way. I needed a dick in me so badly. All throughout dinner, watching Leyla play with her father, made my cunt burn for this. Faizel was still on a date with that American slut of his. But my baby boy would take care of me.

“You’ll always be here for Mommy, won’t you?” I purred as I took his cock from his grip. I guided it to my hairy twat.

“Yes, Mom,” he groaned as I sank down his dick.

My back arched, my tits bouncing before his face. He leaned up, sucking on my nipple as I bottomed out on his dick. My snatch clenched on him as he suckled from my breast like he had as a baby, his cock back inside me where he belonged.

I swiveled my hips, whimpering in delight. Pleasure shot through me as I stirred his cock in my juicy cunt. My baby boy’s dick… It was so wonderful to feel him buried to the hilt inside my pussy. He sucked harder on my nipple, tingles racing down to my snatch.

“Ooh, yes, you’ll always take care of your Mommy,” I groaned. “Mmm, my baby boy has grown up so much.”

I ground my clit into his pubic bone every time I bottomed out on his dick. The incestuous pleasure shot through me. I groaned and whimpered, working my cunt up and down his dick. Such delight trembled through me. Such pleasure

He squeezed my tits, sucking back and forth from my nipples, loving my nubs. Each time he sucked, my cunt tightened on his dick. He groaned and sucked harder, which made me ride him faster. We fed on each other, driving each other to more and more pleasure.

His bed creaked and groaned as I rode him fast. I slid my cunt up and down my baby boy’s cock. I reveled in it. So wonderful. I brought this young stud into the world. I raised him. And now he would give me so much pleasure.

“Yes, yes, my baby boy will always be there to love me,” I moaned. “You’re Mommy’s favorite. Yes, you are.”

He groaned about my nub, his hips thrusting up, driving his cock in and out of my juicy cunt. Such delight rippled through me. I whimpered, my black hair swaying about my shoulders and back. My pussy gripped his dick, the pleasure swelling faster and faster in me.

He nibbled on my nipple, teeth nipping. Sharp pain mixed with the hot pleasure, such a wonderful delight. As Leyla’s moans grew louder, I rode my son faster and faster. I worked my cunt up and down his amazing shaft.

The incestuous delight burned through me. “Jalal!” I whimpered. “Oh, Jalal, I’m going to cum so hard on your dick.”

“Yes!” he groaned. “Mom!”

I slammed my cunt down his cock. My baby boy groaned. Then his jizz fired into me. Hot spurts of incestuous spunk that filled me. I whimpered, my snatch drinking in the heat. I rose up his erupting shaft and slammed back down him, my clit sparking pleasure on his pubic bone.

Fire erupted inside me. My pussy spasmed, milking my son’s spunk out of his cock. I spasmed atop him. He squeezed and kneaded my tits as the rapture rushed through me. That wonderful, incestuous euphoria that had me quivering and quaking. I gasped, my black hair sheeting down my back, making me quiver in utter delight.

“Best Mom ever,” Jalal panted as I draped my body on his, letting him hold me as we came down from our high.

“I am,” I smiled, kissing him. “Mmm, how soon until you’re ready to go again? Mommy needs more.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I slipped out of bed, Daddy snoring, and headed for the bathroom. I shivered, hearing the moans coming from Jalal’s rooms. Mom was in there with him. Being a slut. I glanced at the door to her bedroom she shared with Dad.

What if he found out? What if he heard them? She shouldn’t be so loud. Should I tell her to be quiet?

I swallowed and instead rushed to the bathroom, Daddy’s cum trickling out of me as I emptied my bladder. Mom’s moans grew louder and louder. If she kept being such a slut, she’d hurt Daddy. He’d catch her and realize she was almost as bad as me.

But at least she only fucked my brothers. She kept it in the family.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Carter, Kimmy’s brother, kept looking at me as I taught my math class the next day. He had such a hungry look in his eyes. I just knew Faizel must have talked to him about tomorrow night. I shuddered, my breasts jiggling in my half-unbuttoned blouse, showing off my big, lush tits to my male students. I still wore my long skirts, my hijab wrapped modestly about my face, hiding my hair from their eyes.

I felt so wanton as I taught my second class of the day, and as I neared the end of my lesson my pussy had soaked my panties. “And that’s why this formula is so important,” I said to them. “Learn it. You’ll need it for the rest of the year.”

My students just nodded, the ones invested writing it down, the boys just staring at my tits. Especially Carter.

“Okay, you can go. Have a good day.”

Carter rose. He had that tall, all-American build. Short, sandy-blond hair, chiseled chin, bold nose. The build of a quarterback. He sauntered to me, holding his books to his side with his left arm, his right running through his hair.

“Mrs. Umayyah,” he said. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow night.”

“I take it my son has talked to you,” I said, being cautious as the students filed out. But none were paying attention to us.

“Yes, he did.” He stared down at my cleavage. “$200. You’re lucky my parents give me a large allowance.”

“Yes, I am,” I purred, grabbing his right hand. “Tomorrow night will be fun.”

He licked his lips, his eyes widening, some of his brash, youthful confidence slipping from his face as I guided his hand to my cleavage. I shoved it inside my blouse, letting him feel my tit through my bra. I shuddered as he squeezed my breast. He was such a sexy stud. He would give me that same pleasure Faizel and Jalal did, that passionate fucking only a teenage boy could give.

No wonder Vicky Samuels was such a slut for her nephew Clint.

“We are going to have so much fun,” I purred. “Make a reservation at the Marriott. You’ll pay for that, too. Then you’ll have me all night long.”

“Damn,” he groaned, his eyes so wide. “I half-thought Faizel was fucking with me. But…damn, Ms. Umayyah. I’ll be there.”

I shuddered then pulled his hand away. My next class would be here soon. “You better get going.”

He sauntered out as my daughter and her three friends entered. They tried to take as many classes together that they could. I shuddered, smiling at Kimmy, eager to see the footage of that slender virgin fucking her father for the first time. The blonde, wearing her demure dress, gave me a nervous grin back, her braces flashing on her teeth. She would make another wonderful slut. And maybe Izzy and Kendra could be persuaded to join the fun. They were such whores anyways.

They should make money for me while having their fun.

I smiled at that thought. My own stable of underage schoolgirl hookers. I would make up all that money I lost and more so. My pussy burned so hot. I took a deep breath as I turned back to the chalk board to begin this class’s lesson.

After the lesson, Leyla walked up to me, arching an eyebrow. “Who am I…entertaining?”

“Mr. Wilson,” I told her. “He’ll be here soon. Make sure you get the $200 from him.”

Leyla blinked at that. “But Principal Carver paid only $100.”

“He gets a discount. $200 is your standard rate.” I squeezed her hand. “Okay, my little slut?”

“Yes, Mother,” she said, trembling.

“Mr. Wilson’s a little shy, so I’ll be leaving you alone.” I wasn’t happy about that. I was looking forward to fingering my pussy as I watched them. But the nanny cams I installed this morning would capture it all. Three different angles.

“Okay, Mom,” she said, sitting down at the desk, her nipples hard against her blouse.

I shuddered and sauntered away. I stepped out into the halls. Mr. Wilson, looking twitchy, approached. He pushed up his glasses then ran a hand over his balding head. He was divorced, and I bet he hadn’t gotten laid in a few years.

And if he did, it wasn’t with one of his nubile students. But he was eager to enjoy my daughter’s underage cunt. I smiled at him.

“Mrs. Umayyah,” a voice said behind me. “I need to talk to you.”

I stiffened at the sound of Principal Carver. I turned and found the tall man staring at me, his eyes hard behind his glasses. “About?”

He glanced at Mr. Wilson heading into my classroom. “Let’s talk in my office. It’s more…private.”

I shuddered, my heart racing. If he thought to have sex with me… He wasn’t a hot, young stud.

I followed after him, my breasts jiggling in my bra. He walked fast, back straight. I felt like a girl again following my father to be spanked because I did something wrong. I hated the feeling. I took a deep breath, considering what I could do if he wanted to fuck me.

We reached the school’s administration office, navigating through it to his personal office in the back. He closed the door behind him and sat down at his desk. I took the seat across from him, crossing my legs, giving him a serene, unconcerned look.

“You and your daughter,” he said, folding his hands and leaning forward towards me over his desk. “I want you both. I want to fuck a mother and her daughter badly.”

“I told you, I’m not for sale,” I said. “I’m a married woman.”

“$300,” he said. “For the both of you.”

I shivered. A hot itch ran through me. I leaned back in my chair, arching an eyebrow as I fought the surge of lust through me. It would be so wrong to share a client with my daughter. To have us fuck the same man. To lick his cum out of each other’s pussies.

“$500,” he said. He rubbed his hands together. “I want this. I want to slide my dick from your cunt to Leyla’s.”

“And you want me to violate my marriage,” I said. “That’s very important to me.”

“$1000,” he groaned. “But I want you two all day. I want to use you how I wish.”

My pussy almost orgasmed. “All day?” I pretended to think about, letting him squirm, his face growing sweaty. My heart pounded in my chest, almost bursting out of me. Leyla would be busy all day Saturday with Faizel’s gangbang. And my husband… My husband would be watching the football games at his friend’s house the next day. “Sunday. All day.”

“Yes,” he groaned, leaning back in his chair, his hand rubbing at his dick. “Sunday.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“Oh, Mr. Wilson, yes!” I whimpered. “Oh, you’re such a stud. You made me cum so hard.”

“Yeah?” he asked, his eyes wide. “Really?”

“Really,” I purred. “Mmm, you were amazing. I hope you buy another date with me. I don’t usually cum, but you… Your dick… Amazing!”

He had such a dopey grin on his face. It was kinda cute. It made me shudder in delight. “I guess I pay you now.”

“Well, was that worth $200?” I asked.

“Definitely,” he groaned. “You’re so tight and hot…” He reached for his wallet, fumbling for it. He pulled out ten crisp $20 bills. I took them, loving the crisp feel and that inky smell of new money. “I’ll definitely book another date next payday.”

“Good,” I breathed, his cum leaking out of me. I grabbed a pair of panties, slipping them on. “I’m looking forward to it, Mr. Wilson.” I grinned at him. “I’ll see you in a few hours. Just think, you’ll be teaching class and knowing you were in my pussy during lunch.”

“Damn,” he groaned as he stumbled for the door, straightening his mustard tie.

I finished dressing then took my cut of the money, $40, and put it in my pocket. I left the rest in my mom’s purse she left on her desk. I still had that horny itch. Maybe I could find Jalal or Faizel to fuck me and make me cum? My brothers were always good for a few orgasms.

They knew how to fuck a girl.

When I stepped out of the classroom I blinked, finding Kimmy waiting for me. She was leaning against the wall opposite the door hugging herself in her white blouse, a black skirt about her thighs. She pushed off the wall, walking towards me, her hands playing with her skirt.

“Did you really…? With Mr. Wilson?”

“Yep,” I said, feeling so proud as I hooked her arm.

“But he wasn’t in there that long.”

“He came almost right away,” I groaned. “I didn’t even get off. I’m so horny.”

Kimmy licked her lips. “Well, I…I owe you. From yesterday.”

My cunt tightened. “You want to make me cum?”

“I’ll eat your pussy.” Her blue eyes were a little glossy with her excitement. “I can do that. I want to. I was thinking about it ever since you told me the sleepover was on. I rubbed my poor cunny raw last night just aching to be with you and my daddy.”

I smiled. Daddies were special.

“My pussy’s full of Mr. Wilson’s cum,” I said. “But since you’re a burgeoning slut, that should just make you wetter.”

My friend nodded her head, her blonde hair swaying.

“Let’s do it,” I groaned.

She grabbed my hand this time and dragged me to the bathroom. I loved her enthusiasm. She threw open the door to the ladies’ room and made a beeline for the same stall I fingered her in yesterday. I trembled with excitement when she closed the door behind us, twisting the lock.

She trembled, her braces flashing on her teeth as she licked her lips again. I smiled at her, a naughty thrill rippling through me. I was so eager for this. I grabbed the hem of my skirt and drew it up my thighs. It slid higher and higher, exposing my dusky skin. Then my panties.

“You’re wet,” Kimmy said, falling to her knees before me. “I’ve never seen panties so wet before.”

“Mr. Wilson’s leaking out of me,” I groaned. “Pull my panties down and see for yourself.”

“Yes,” she groaned, her thumbs hooking the waistband of my panties. She stared up at me, trembling, her blue eyes so wide.

I gave her an encouraging nod.

She dragged down my panties, unveiling my shaved snatch. Sticky lines of cum stretched between my vulva and the crotch of my underwear before snapping. I clamped my right hand over my pussy, trapping in the rest of Mr. Wilson’s jizz. She brought my panties to my ankles. I stepped out of them, and she held them up before her face.

Her dainty nose twitched as she inhaled the aroma of my tangy pussy and his salty cum. Then my friend licked at the crotch. I groaned at the sight of this innocent girl taking her first plunge into slutdom.

“Oh, wow,” she said, her blue eyes widening at the naughty flavor. “That’s… Wow.”

“Uh-huh,” I grinned then shuddered as she licked again.

And again.

Her tongue lapped up and down the gusset of my panties. She cleaned up every drop of jizz on them. Her pink tongue pulled in the white cream into her hungry mouth. She whimpered as she did. Then she sucked on the fabric, getting out every yummy drop she could, moaning the entire time.

When finished, she lowered my panties and stared at my crotch. I moved my hand away, inviting her to feast.

Kimmy sprang forward. She slammed her face into my pussy. I gasped, my labia aching at the impact. Then I felt her tongue lap through my folds. She took her first taste of fresh pussy, gathering up Mr. Wilson’s spunk leaking out of me.

A hot tremble raced through me. And not just from the fluttering pleasure. It was so hot watching her join me in slutdom. She transformed into a naughty whore before my very eyes. Her tongue wiggled through my folds. I felt her braces rough on my pussy lips, a new, delicious delight to experience. She whimpered, her hands sliding around my hips, grabbing my ass.

“Ooh, that’s so nice,” I groaned. “Really dig that tongue into my pussy. There’s more cum to find in there.”

“Okay,” she moaned into my snatch.

Her tongue fluttered into my depths. I squirmed, my back rubbing against the metal stall divider. It groaned and flexed as I whimpered and moaned. She was so eager to please me, loving her first taste of hot cunt. She took to pussy licking like a kitten at a saucer of milk, lapping up all the creamy delight she could find.

And it felt so good. The satisfaction my John didn’t give me now flowed through my body. Kimmy would make me cum so hard. My friend would have me gasping and shuddering in ecstasy. My eyes rolled back into my head, my tits jiggling in my bra.

So good. So amazing. She licked and lapped through my snatch. She devoured me with such an eagerness. I trembled, the stall warping and flexing behind me. I sucked in hot breaths. My eyes fluttered.

“That’s so good,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, just devour me. Just make me explode on that hot mouth. Fuck, yes!”

She flailed her tongue through my pussy faster and faster. She made me whimper and groan. I squirmed, gasping, shuddering. Such delicious rapture rippled through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. My head thudded against the stall divider.

“Oh, Kimmy, you’re such a promising slut!”

Her blue eyes twinkled up at me as she devoured me. Her braces rubbed on my pussy lips as her tongue danced through my folds with such enthusiasm. Her button-nose brushed my clit, making me tremble as sparks shot through me.

“Oh, yes, lick my clit now,” I moaned, her fingers squeezing into my butt-cheeks. “Flick that tongue across my bud… Ooh, just like that!”

Her pink tongue licked and fluttered about my clit. It made me so hot. I trembled, grinding my pussy on my friend’s hot and hungry mouth. I whimpered, groaned. I bit my lip, the pleasure surging through my body.

I humped against her tongue. I loved it. My ass clenched beneath her fingers as my orgasm swelled and swelled. My sphincter tingled. A naughty idea popped through my head. Last night, I came so hard on Daddy’s cock when I did that.

“Stick your finger into my asshole,” I groaned. “Please, please, Kimmy. Finger my asshole. That will make me cum so hard!”

She let out a gasp of shock. But she did it. She sucked on my clit while at the same moment she probed her finger between the cheeks of my ass. She found my sphincter, pressing against my hole with one finger. It sank into my bowels, the velvety delight shooting to my pussy.

And triggering my orgasm.

I bucked hard as the pleasure burst inside of me. The stall divider flexed behind me as I moaned out my rapture. The sounds echoed through the bathroom while my juices flooded Kimmy’s mouth. I gasped and moaned, grinding on her hungry mouth.

“Kimmy!” I squeaked. “Oh, yes, Kimmy! You’re so good. You’re a natural slut!”

“Sounds like it,” a familiar voice called from outside the stall.

Kimmy squeaked in fright, pulling her face from my snatch, my cream dripping down her chin, her braces glistening on her teeth. The stall door rattled and Kimmy trembled in fear. Through the crack between the door and the frame, I saw a dark face trying to peer in.

“Hey, Kendra,” I said to my African-American friend.

“Sounds like Kimmy made you cum so hard,” Izzy said. She was our busty, redhead friend.

“Yes, she did,” I said, letting my skirt drop. I smoothed it before opening the stall door while Kimmy wiped off her face on her sleeve.

Kendra had a big grin on her chocolate-brown face. She was cute, with a frizzy afro and jeans that looked like she had to be poured into. Izzy was behind her, her large tits on display by her low-cut halter top, her fiery hair framing her smiling face.

“We want in,” Kendra said. “On your whoring. Kimmy said you made $40 yesterday.”

“And today,” I said, flashing the two bills in my skirt.

“And Mr. Wilson was only screwing her for like five minutes,” Kimmy said, hopping to her feet.

“Easy money,” Izzy said, eyes lighting up.

“We can talk to my mom,” I said. “She should be back in her classroom right now. I bet she’ll say yes to having a few more sluts helping us out.”

“Your family’s having financial trouble?” Izzy frowned.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess. Why else would mom want to sell my body?”

“Because she’s fucked up,” Kendra said. “But I don’t care. It sounds hot. I wore out the batteries in my vibrator last night just thinking about you selling your body.”

Izzy nodded her head in agreement.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Today was going amazingly. I had Leyla making me so much money. She had another date after school. Instead of waiting around doing nothing productive while Jalal had his chess club meeting, she’d be pleasing Mr. Townsend in the library. And now that her friends all wanted in on the fun, I’d be bringing in even more money. I’d set them up with their dates tomorrow and told them I had something really naughty planned for Saturday.

Faizel would have no problem collecting $50 a guy with four girls to gangbang.

“Pete, I need to talk to you,” I said as I finished my last math class of the day.

The young man blinked then shifted. He’d been drooling over my tits all class, staring at them in my half-unbuttoned blouse. I could tell by how he moved his bookbag as he stood that he had a huge erection. He was another kid who had wealthy parents. And I just couldn’t wait for tomorrow night with Carter.

I needed to enjoy another young stud now.

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” he said, swallowing as he stood before me.

“You’ve been staring at my tits the entire time,” I purred. “Naughty boy.”

His cheeks went crimson. He ran a hand through his brown hair, shifting his hips. He was whip-thin and tall. He had a runner’s build. I licked my lips, my pussy growing so juicy as my hands went to the buttons of my blouse.

“Would you like to see them better?”

“What?” he gasped as I undid the first button, my blouse sliding open more, revealing the top of my black bra.

“My tits?” I asked, undoing another.

He threw a look over his shoulder at my empty classroom. “No way. This can’t be happening.”

“That didn’t answer my question,” I said. I undid a third and a fourth. My blouse fell open, revealing my tits in my black bra, so big and lush. I shrugged out of it. His eyes were hungry on them. “Do you want to see my tits?”

“God, yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” he said, his eyes so wide, a dazed expression slacking his jaw as I reached behind me. He let out a groan as I unveiled my tits. They jiggled before me, swaying with pillowy softness. My dark-brown nipples were so hard.

“How much would you pay me to touch them?” I asked. “And to do more?”

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

Pete’s eyes bulged at my words. He trembled, staring at my naked tits swaying before him, his eyes drinking in their pillowy softness and how hard my brown nipples were. He licked his lips, rubbing his hands on his jeans as he struggled not to jizz in his pants.

Such a wanton thrill went through me to witness this young man, only sixteen, lusting for me. He had such hunger in his face. He wanted me so badly. I was old enough to be his mother. He was my daughter’s age. And he wanted to fuck me.

God, it made me so hot.

I trembled as I stood in my classroom, waiting for my high school student’s brain to work. He had to be a virgin. This was the first pair of live tits he’d ever seen. He was like Jalal when I had Leyla practicing sex with him. Just as cute as my baby boy. And just as in need of an education in how to please a woman.

“I got…” He pulled out his wallet from his back pocket. “$43 on me!” He yanked out a bundle of crumbled bills, holding them out to me.

“Do these tits look like they’re worth so little?” I asked, putting all the offense into my tone as I could. I hefted them, feeling how soft they were in my hands as I cradled them before his face. I jiggled them. “You can do better.”

“I have another $170 in my PayPal account,” he groaned.

I knew about PayPal. Sort of. Both my sons had accounts to buy stuff on the internet. I shuddered, thinking Faizel could get me the money. “Good. I’ll give you the details where to send it when we finish.”

“Oh, god, oh, god,” he said as I took the bills from him and pushed them into my skirt’s pocket. “This is… This is really…”

“Breathe,” I purred. “You need to breathe, sweetie.”

“I’m just… Mrs. Umayyah… I… You’re just so hot! I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Believe it.” I smiled at him as I slipped my skirt off my hips and unveiling the rather plain pair of panties I wore beneath, a soft cream color. Nothing exciting or racy that a MILF like me should wear to entice her students into an afternoon of passion.

This was so wrong, but it made me so wet. I needed to make up all the money I lost on my gambling addiction before my husband found out. And Pete was willing to pay $10 more than I was charging for Leyla’s cunt to the school’s pervy teachers.

I sat down on the edge of my desk as he stared at my crotch. I rubbed my hands down my stomach to my panties, my fingers playing with the waistband. He licked his lips again, staring at my pussy covered by my underwear with such hungry longing.

“Well?” I asked, snapping the waistband of my panties.

“Well, what?” he asked.

“Are you going to get over here and lick my pussy?” I shivered. “A woman needs to be buttered up before you slide your dick in her. You got to please her. Worship her like she’s a goddess. I’m no slut.” My daughter could just be fucked. But I needed to be pleasured. At this rate, I would make up the money I lost in a few weeks and my husband never had to know anything.

Pete groaned and then darted towards me. He fell to his knees before me, staring up at me with his dark, hungry eyes. His hands stroked my thighs, sliding down them to my panties. I shuddered at his touch, shivers racing down my flesh to my cunt.

I was being so naughty. But was this any different than helping out my sons. He was a student. I was his teacher. He had to learn things. Who better to teach him, and my other male students, all about sex than me? I would train the girls to be sluts and the boys to be studs.

I smiled at that, my pussy clenching.

And then I groaned as he reached my panties. He stroked the material, his face pressing closer and closer. He brushed the waistband, his fingers trembling. He stared up at me. I smiled back at him, giving him an encouraging nod.

He hooked my panties’ waistband. Drew them down.

I lifted my ass, a hot shiver racing through me. My big breasts jiggled at the bottom of my vision as I sat my naked rump on the desk. I pressed my thighs together as he pulled my panties down them. They passed my knees and down to my calves. Then off my feet.

I was naked with Pete. My pussy dripped juices. A hot puddle formed beneath me. His hands grabbed my knees. He trembled with his boyish enthusiasm. Then he pressed my thighs apart and gazed at my cunt.

“Mrs. Umayyah,” he breathed as he stared at my black bush soaked with my excitement.

“Is this your first live pussy you’ve seen?” I asked. “Because I know you’ve watched porn.”

“You do?”

I laughed. “Every boy does. You all stare at those sluts on the internet, dreaming of doing something with a real girl. Well, today you get a woman. And she needs you to press your face into her snatch and lick her pussy.”

I grabbed his soft, brown hair. I pulled him between my thighs. I loved how pliant he was, so willing to do what I wanted. I pressed his face right into my bush. He breathed in my musk, rubbing his lips and cheeks into my silky forest and against my hot pussy folds.

“Now lick,” I groaned. “Draw your tongue up my labia. Caress my pussy lips. Get me wet and excited.”

His first lick was hesitant, a light flick across my labia.

“No, be a man and dig that tongue through me,” I groaned, pressing his face harder into my snatch.

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah.”

“Women like a man whose bold and eats their pussies with—” My eyes widened as his tongue swiped through my folds. He teased my labia and flicked my clit. Pleasure sparked through me. “Yes, Pete, like that. Be a man. Feast on my cunt.”

He groaned, loving the taste of my pussy. He licked again and again. His eyes stared up at me, watching my boobs bounce and shake. I moaned, letting him hear how much I loved his licking, encouraging him to keep at it. To give me such wondrous delight. I squirmed, my eyes rolling back into my head.

“Oh, yes, just like that,” I whimpered. “Mmm, you’re doing good. Oh, yes. Ooh, I love it.”

I squirmed and writhed, grinding my pussy on his hungry mouth. I shuddered, his tongue swiping across my pussy lips. I whimpered, leaning back and humping against him. Such delight surged through me.

He kept flicking my clit, batting my little nub as he lapped through my folds. He groaned again, his tongue growing in confidence. He attacked my pussy with boyish enthusiasm. His youthful passion sent rapture fluttering through my body over and over.

Giving me what I craved. What that whore Vicky Samuels received from her nephew Clint in the classroom next door.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, humping against his mouth. “Just like that. Ooh, I love it. You’re doing so great at it. Ooh, yes.”

“I am?” he asked.

“Don’t you hear me moaning?” I panted as his tongue lapped through me again. “And… Yes, that’s my clit. Pay attention to that for a few minutes.”

His fingers parted my folds. I felt his eyes on my little, pink bud. Then he flicked it with his tongue. I bucked hard, my breasts heaving before me. They slapped together as the pleasure surged through me. I leaned back on my elbows, squirming on my desk. My toes curled as he lapped at my clit again and again, flicking my bud.

“See?” I groaned. “See how much women like having their clits play with?”

“Yes!” he panted then sucked on my bud.

“Pete!”

I bucked and heaved, loving his young enthusiasm. He sucked on my clit, nibbling on it. He drove me wild with the pleasure he generated. My eyes rolled back into my head. Such delicious delight surged through me. I groaned and gasped as he nibbled on my bud. He sucked on it. He had me squirming in rapturous delight.

I ground my pussy on his face. I smeared my flesh against his hungry mouth. Pleasure swelled in my pussy. But I felt so empty. I needed something in me. Probing me. Giving me one last bit of sensation to drive me over the edge into my pleasure.

“Finger my cunt now, Pete,” I groaned. “Jam two fingers into me. Fuck them in and out of me while licking my clit!”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah!” he groaned.

I gasped as he rammed two fingers into my cunt’s depths. He stirred me around while his tongue flicked and batted my clit. I gasped and spasmed. My eyes fluttered as the heat surged through my body. I fell back on my desk, my breasts bouncing. I seized them as I humped against his mouth, the pleasure rising in me.

His fingers churned my pussy to a hot froth. I squeezed my nipples as he sucked and nibbled on my clit. He was turning into such a pussy-eating stud. My thighs clamped about his head as he pleasured me.

“I’m going to cum, Pete,” I groaned. “You’re doing so well. You’re going to make me explode on that mouth.”

“Yes!” he exclaimed like he just beat a hard level in a video game.

He fluttered his tongue on my clit. He pumped those fingers so fast in and out of my cunt. My pussy drank in the friction, shooting it right to my core. The sparks from my clit splashed around his cock. My eyes widened at the pleasure he gave me.

And then it exploded out of me. Hot waves of delight surged through my body. I bucked and spasmed. The rapture burned through me so hot and fast. I groaned and whimpered. I bucked on the table as such hot rapture burned through me.

It was delicious. It was amazing. It had me groaning and gasping and shuddering in ecstasy. My ass bucked from the table. I smeared hot pussy juices across his face as my cream flooded out of my snatch.

“Pete, you stud!” I moaned. “Oh, you’re so good. You made me cum so hard.”

“I did?” he said in awe.

“Yes! Now you get to fuck me!” I hissed. “Get that dick out and ram it into my pussy. Time for you to become a real man!”

“Hell yes, Mrs. Umayyah!”

As I writhed in orgasmic bliss, he ripped his fingers out of my spasming snatch and fumbled at his jeans. In record time, thanks to his rampant teenage lusts, he had his dick out and lined up at my snatch. Just as my pleasure began to die down, the boy rammed his cock into me, igniting fresh delight in me.

I groaned as his dick slid into my pussy. He wasn’t as big as my sons or husband, but he still felt amazing in my snatch. A hot shudder ran through me as I took a dick that wasn’t Karim’s. I was such a naughty wife. So wicked right now.

But I was the best teacher.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” Pete howled at his first taste of pussy around his dick.

I drank in that look of awe in his face, my cunt clenching down on his cock. I savored it. I gave him this amazing moment. I shuddered, my thighs locking about his waist. I grabbed his hands and brought them to my breasts.

“Fuck me!” I hissed as he squeezed my tits.

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah!”

He drew back his cock through my tightly clenching pussy. I shuddered at the sensation of being filled. My cunt, still tingling from my first orgasm, drank in the friction. New pleasure swelled through me. I gasped as he rammed into me, driving his dick to the hilt in me. His pubic bone smacked my clit. Pleasure sparked from the nub.

He groaned, pulling back, his hits and slamming into me again. And again. He kneaded my tits as he fucked me. My student pounded my cunt with such passion. With such awe. His eyes burned as he squeezed my breasts, pistoning his dick over and over in my cunt.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” he groaned. “Mrs. Umayyah, your pussy! It’s amazing!”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my snatch clenching down on his dick. “Keep fucking me. Keep ramming that dick into me.”

The desk rocked beneath me. I whimpered and groaned, shuddering on the desk as the pleasure burned so hot through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. His dick slammed into my depths. So hard. So deep.

So wonderful.

I bit my lip as the pleasure swelled and swelled. I squeezed down on his dick. I whimpered out in rapture as he plunged his cock into me. His dick sawed in and out of me. He made me groan and gasp. He had me whimpering in utter delight.

“Oh, you’re amazing. You’re such a stud, Pete!” I hissed. “Fuck me! Make me cum on that dick again! That’s what a stud does! He makes his woman cum!”

“I am a stud!” he panted, his balls smacking over and over into me. “Mrs. Umayyah, I’ll make you cum!”

“Do it!”

I humped into his thrusts. My pussy savored his dick pounding me. He fucked me so hard. That youthful passion surged through him. He tweaked my nipples as he loomed over me, his boyish face twisting in the rapture my pussy gave him.

My orgasm swelled and swelled. I savored it. I humped up against him, his flesh slapping mine. His cock invading my married cunt. I trembled, my pussy clenching down on his dick. I whimpered, a purring moan that rose in my throat, aching to burst out of me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my body tensing. “You’re going to make me… CUM!”

My pussy writhed about his dick. I bucked and groaned as the ecstasy slammed through my body. Such hot rapture filled me. I whimpered and trembled, humping so hard against him. The rapture rippled through me. My eyes rolled back into my head as I drank in the pleasure. The joy of teaching this teenage boy how to fuck rippled through me.

And getting paid to do it.

I squeezed my thighs so hard about his waist. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head. I whimpered on the desk. It groaned and trembled beneath me. His face shone with awe as he felt my cunt massaging him.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” he groaned and rammed his dick into me.

Hot cum spurted into me. I whimpered in rapture. My pussy milked his dick. He bucked atop me, twisting my nipples with his rough fingers. Pleasure burst through me. Another orgasm swept through my body.

This was wonderful. What a beautiful way to teach my students. I wanted to mold all the girls into my whores, all the boys into my studs. My back arched. My tits jiggled. Pleasure drowned my mind in possibilities.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“Mmm, I hope we’ll have another date, Mr. Townsend,” I said, shuddering on the table in the private study room in my high school’s library. His cum filled my pussy, making me feel like such a slut.

“Yeah,” he said, his back stiff. He didn’t look at me as he buttoned up his shirt. “I’m sure we will.”

“And it was worth the $200, right?” I asked, rubbing my dusky thighs together. My hands slid up my body, cupping my dusky, perky tits.

He shuddered, grabbed his wallet, and pulled out two crisp $100 bills. He threw them at me, the bills fluttering down onto my naked stomach, and then opened the door. He strolled out without saying a word. I stuck my tongue out after him. He didn’t have to be a dick now. Not after he fucked my sixteen-year-old pussy so hard while moaning his daughter’s name as he spurted into me.

I scooped up the bills, staring at them. Mom would have to make change to give me my cut. But I’d made $80 today. That was more than I’d make working a part time shift at a fast food restaurant. And far, far more pleasurable even with Mr. Townsend’s horrible attitude.

The door opened. I shuddered, eager to be caught naked. It was such a perverse thrill. I spread my legs wider apart, feeling Mr. Townsend’s cum leaking out of me and pooling on the table. My pussy faced the door, shaved and glistening and so well fucked.

Kimmy walked in.

My blonde friend was eager to make the plunge into slutdom. She already licked my pussy clean of my lunch date’s cum in the bathroom. And tomorrow night, she’d get her cherry popped fucking her father during our slumber party.

“I heard you moaning through the walls,” Kimmy said, the petite blonde’s cheeks bright red. “It sounded so hot. He really fucked you hard.”

“He did,” I said, quivering. “I even came.”

Her face fell. “Oh, so you don’t need me to…?”

“Eat my pussy and make me cum?” I asked. “I always need that!”

She beamed at me, flashing her braces at me. She was so cute with her blonde hair and fresh face. She had the look of that blushing virgin down so well. Even as a slut, she would still look so innocent. The teachers of our school would love to violate her. She’d make as much money as I was working for my Mom.

And she wasn’t the only one. Our two friends, Kendra and Izzy, were becoming sluts, too. Mom would put them to work tomorrow. It was so naughty.

“Take your dress off, Kimmy,” I said as she approached the table licking her lips. “I’ll eat your pussy, too.”

“Too?” she asked. “How can we both eat each other’s pussies?”

“Jeez, we’ll sixty-nine,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “That’s what sixty-nine means.” Then she groaned in understanding. “Because a nine is an upside down six.”

“You never knew?” I giggled. “I knew you were innocent, but, wow.”

“I was just too ashamed to ask what it meant,” she said, unbuttoning her dress. She pulled it over her head and exposed the plain, white schoolgirl bra cupping her small breasts and the matching, dainty panties hiding her treasures.

I licked my lips, so eager to see her naked body. Her blush deepened as she unhooked her bra. It was sooooo sexy watching her slip it off her shoulders. Then her small breasts came into view, topped by blushing-pink nipples.

“Those are so cute,” I said, my round breasts jiggling. “Ooh, I love your nipples, Kimmy.”

“Thanks,” she said, face still scarlet. She was still getting used to being a slut.

“Now the panties. I want to see that pussy!”

“Gosh, you are such a horndog, Leyla,” she said even as she hooked her fingers in her waistband.

“Yep,” I said with pride, my cum-filled pussy getting hotter and hotter. “Take it off, hot stuff!”

She shuddered, her small breasts jiggling, then thrust down her panties in one go, doing it as fast as possible. I shuddered, spotting the soft, golden bush adorning her pubic mound. It did nothing to hide the tight slit of her virgin pussy.

A shiver raced through me. I was about to eat cherry pie.

“So, I just climb on you?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Yep. Straddle my head and lean over. I’ll eat you, you eat me, and we’ll both cum!”

“I like the sound of that.”

Kimmy climbed onto the table. It shifted and creaked. For a moment, my stomach lurched. She froze, both of us waiting for it to collapse. It didn’t. Nervous giggles burst out of our mouths. But we were also too horny to let that possibility stop us.

My friend threw her leg over me and straddled my head. I stared up at her pussy, her juices already glistening on her golden pubic hair. She leaned over my body, and I grabbed her firm rump. I pulled her pussy down to my hungry mouth.

She nuzzled into my shaved pussy. I nuzzled into hers. We ate each other.

“Leyla!”

“Kimmy!”

We both moaned as we ran our tongues through the other’s pussy. Her braces rubbed on my labia as she gathered Mr. Townsend’s cum out of my shaved snatch. I shivered, loving having my pussy cleaned. I wanted her to lick me clean after Daddy has fucked me.

That would be hot.

I licked across her tight slit, gathering her sweet cream. She whimpered as I brushed her hymen covering the entrance to her pussy. I nuzzled against it with my tongue, feeling the little holes in it. That made her squirm atop me, smearing her juicy cunt across my lips. My nipples throbbed on her belly as she moved, sending tingles down to my cunt.

She tasted so good. And her silky pubic hairs tickled my lips, cheeks, and nose. I breathed in her musk as I lapped at her snatch from clit to her hymen. I wanted to thrust into her depths, to pop her cherry with my tongue. But her father would get that treat. Deserved that treat.

Shame I didn’t give my pussy’s cherry to Daddy. But he got my anal cherry.

“Oh, Leyla,” she groaned, squirming her hips, grinding her pussy on my face. “Oh, wow, that’s nice.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my tongue fluttering through her tight folds.

I nuzzled at her clit peeking out of her plump vulva, sucking and nibbling on hit. She squealed atop me, shuddering and squirming her pussy on my face. I loved it. My tongue fluttered around it, driving her tongue so deep into my snatch.

She swirled it through my sheath, gathering more and more of Mr. Townsend’s cum out of me and sending delight surging through my body. I trembled, massaging her rump as we feasted on each other, my orgasm building and building.

“Oh, Kimmy, you’re a natural pussy licker,” I groaned.

“It’s easy when you taste so good,” she grinned. “Oh, gosh, I can’t believe I said that.”

“No, no, that’s good. Be a slut, Kimmy! Embrace it. You love eating cum-filled pussies, and there’s nothing wrong with that!”

“I do!” she panted.

Her tongue jammed into my pussy again. Her braces rubbed rough on my labia. I trembled, drinking in the delight as I sucked on her clit. I trembled and groaned, my pleasure building and building in me. My fingers dug into her firm butt-cheeks, the heat surging.

But Kimmy came first.

She bucked atop me. Her sweet juices flooded out of her snatch and across my face. She bathed me in her passion. I loved it. I moaned, licking it up as she groaned into my cunt. She trembled atop me as her rapture rippled through her.

“Yes, yes, yes, Leyla!” she gasped as the door opened. “Oh, my god!”

I didn’t know who entered the room, but just knowing someone caught us set me off. As Leyla sat up, planting her cumming pussy tight on my mouth, pleasure burst through me. My entire body convulsed, my orgasming cunt aimed right at the door. My snatch spasmed hard. Juices squirted out of me. I ejaculated. I felt them as I writhed, heard them splash the table and floor.

“Oh, damn,” a familiar voice groaned.

“Jalal, don’t look at my breasts,” Kimmy quivered.

“I..” The door creaked like it was closing.

“No, get in here, Jalal,” I howled, the pleasure surging through me. “And Kimmy, show him your boobies.”

I couldn’t see anything, not with Kimmy squirming on me. But I pictured my younger brother’s eyes so wide behind his glasses as he watched Kimmy’s tight, teenage titties bouncing as she squirmed on my face. He’d lick his lips, his dick growing so hard.

And an idea popped into my head. I shuddered, loving how naughty it was.

My orgasm peaked in me. I heard Jalal’s heavy breathing and Kimmy’s panting moans. She squirmed on my mouth, smearing her hot pussy across my lips as she quivered. My pleasure died down as I smiled.

“Okay, Kimmy, you can get off me now. And don’t get dressed. It’s time for your first slut lesson with a boy.”

“With me?” Jalal asked, his voice so tight.

“With him?” gasped my friend at the same moment.

“Yes,” I groaned as Kimmy climbed off of me. I sat up and saw the awe in Jalal’s face as my younger brother followed Kimmy’s bouncing tits. Then my gaze dropped to his cock bulging in his pants.

This would work.

“But, what about tomorrow night?” Kimmy asked. “You know…”

“What’s tomorrow night?” Jalal asked.

“Nothing,” I told him. “Now, Kimmy, there’s plenty you can do with a guy that doesn’t require you to do that.”

“Oh,” she said, shivering. Then realization crossed her face. “Oooh.”

“Yep. We made my little brother hard, and a good slut takes care of a man when she does that to him,” I said, sliding to the edge of the pussy-stained table then hopping off before my brother. His eyes fell on my bouncing breasts. “Want to help Kimmy practice her cock-sucking, little brother?”

“Yes!” he said with such enthusiasm. He glanced at Kimmy again, licking his lips.

Did my brother have a crush on her?

“Come here, Kimmy,” I said, kneeling down before my brother.

She joined me on the floor, her face smeared with my pussy juices. She licked her lips, tasting my tangy musk. She stared up at my little brother with those dewy, blue eyes, her face still blushing. She had that porcelain beauty Faizel, my older brother, always sought out in his girlfriends.

“Now unzip him and pull out his dick,” I purred, my pussy clenching, feeling so wicked for helping my friend out.

She nodded her head. Her hands pulled down my brother’s zipper. It made a metallic rasp as she drew it down. She shivered, squirming beside me as his cock bulged in his cotton boxers, straining to break out. She pulled down his jeans some then took a deep breath as she hooked his boxers.

I trembled, eager for her to witness her first real, live cock and not a picture out of a health textbook. This wouldn’t be flaccid, but hard and pointing right at her face. She jerked down his boxers. His cock flopped out before us.

“Oh, wow,” she said, eyes bulging. “That…fits in you, Leyla?”

My brother’s smile grew and a cocky look crossed his face.

“Yes, it does,” I said, grabbing my brother’s cock. “And it will fit in you, too.” I pressed my cheek against hers, feeling my pussy juices sticky on her face. “Now grab his dick by the base and lick the tip. Like this.”

I flicked my tongue across my brother’s dick, gathering a drop of precum off the swollen end. My brother sucked in a breath and adjusted his slipping glasses. I loved the salty taste, a preview of the true delight to come.

Kimmy gabbed his cock, took a deep breath, and flicked her tongue about his dick. My brother groaned louder. His fist clenched as the pleasure shot through him. His dick twitched in our hands as Kimmy shivered beside me.

“Taste good, right?” I asked her.

She licked his cock again, gathering another drop of my little brother’s precum on the tip of her mouth. She pulled it back in, eyes considering. “Yeah. It’s nice. Will his cum taste like that?”

“Stronger,” I said. “And better.”

Then I fluttered my tongue on one side of my brother’s dick. A moment later, my friend joined me. Jalal groaned, staring down at us two sluts pleasing his dick. He had to be in heaven right now. Two teenager whores pleasing his dick, just wanting to make him happy.

My tongue brushed Kimmy’s as we pleasured him. It was so naughty to caress her tongue as we swirled around my little brother’s cock. His precum flowed more, staining our tongues and lips as we pleasured him.

“Kimmy!” Jalal groaned, staring at my friend with such hunger in his eyes.

Oh, yes, he had such a crush on her. How cute.

I nibbled on the side of my brother’s cock, right where the helmet met the shaft. He sucked in a deep breath, pleasure crossing his face. Kimmy did the same on the other side. She nibbled on it, and Jalal’s eyes widened.

“Her braces…” he groaned. “Oh, wow, that’s… different.”

“Is it…good?” my friend asked, her voice tight, staring up at Jalal.

“Yeah,” he beamed at her. “You’re, uh, you’re doing a great job. Really loving it.”

Kimmy blushed so deeply. Then she sucked on the edge of his cock again. I giggled in delight and joined her. Our tongues flicked and flowed across his dick, making him groan and squirmed. Our lips brushed each other and our tongues caressed the others as we pleasured him.

And then we were kissing each other around the tip of his dick. It was so hot. I was having so much fun sucking a dick with my friend. My pussy clenched as a hot delight rippled through me. Our tongues fluttered together, batting each other. I shivered, my heart thudding away in my chest as we loved each other and my little brother.

Then I pulled away. “Now for the fun part. Sucking on it.”

“I thought we were sucking on it,” Kimmy said, blinking her eyes, glossy with her excitement.

“This is sucking!” My mouth opened wide. I engulfed my brother’s dick.

He groaned, “Leyla, yes!”

“Oh, my gosh,” gasped Kimmy.

She stared at me as I sucked hard, my cheeks hollowing. Precum coated my tongue as I nursed my little brother’s dick. I bobbed my mouth, my lips sealed tight. My pussy clenched at the thrill of blowing him while my friend watched.

My tongue danced around the crown of his dick as I drew back my mouth. My lips slid over the crown of his dick then I popped off. His dick, now completely soaked in saliva, bobbed in the air before our faces.

“That’s how you suck a cock!”

“Yes!” groaned my brother, staring down at Kimmy. “It would be great if, you know, you sucked mine, Kimmy.”

While her blush had never really gone away, it deepened right now. She nodded her head, grabbed his dick with both her hands, and opened wide. Her braces flashed on her teeth as she engulfed the crown of my brother’s dick and sucked.

“Now you want to keep your teeth from biting him or scraping his dick,” I told her as her cheeks hollowed. “And have your tongue sweep around the crown. He’ll like that.”

“Oh, yes, just like that, Kimmy,” groaned Jalal. “You’re doing great.”

Kimmy shuddered and sucked again.

“Now bob your mouth down his shaft,” I told him. “You’ll want to be sucking the entire time. Pretend your mouth is a pussy and fuck him. He’ll love it.”

My little brother did. His face twisted in rapture as she bobbed her mouth up and down his dick. I shoved my fingers between my legs, strumming my clit. Such pleasure rippled through me. I shivered, squirming my hips. The delight shot through me.

Then I jammed my fingers into my twat. I let out a purring moan, plunging my digits in and out of my steamy cunt while watching my friend suck my brother’s dick. Kimmy had drool running down her chin as she slurped and sucked.

“Oh, Kimmy, that’s amazing,” he groaned like he’d never had his dick sucked by me before. “Oh, wow, that’s so hot.”

“Make him cum,” I groaned, such naughty sounds coming between my legs, pleasure shivering through me. “I want you gulping down his cum. Sluts swallow. And you’re a slut now.”

Kimmy moaned and shivered.

Her sucking sounds had my pussy drooling in excitement. My orgasm built fast as she bobbed her mouth. Her blonde hair swayed about her shoulders. My brother groaned, his dusky hands sliding through her golden curls.

Then he gripped her hair. His body shook. His face twisted with pleasure. He groaned her name as he flooded her mouth with his jizz. My snatch tightened on my fingers as her eyes widened. She gasped in shock.

And then she swallowed.

“Yes, yes, yes, swallow his cum like a good slut,” I whimpered, curling my fingers along my pussy wall and—

Pleasure exploded through me. I rubbed this spot in my pussy and rapture surged through me. Was this my G-spot? It had to be. It felt amazing. I massaged it harder and harder as Kimmy worked her throat. Rapture rippled out of me.

I came massaging this amazing spot.

As Jalal moaned his pleasure and Kimmy swallowed his cum, rapture boiled through my brain. I loved my life as a slut. I was so glad Kimmy joined me. Stars danced before my eyes as I whimpered out in rapture.

“Kimmy,” my brother panted as ecstasy boiled my mind. “You are awesome!”

I shuddered in delight.

Later, I thought about what had happened as I drove Jalal and me home in my car. I normally drove him home from high school, part of the deal that let me get my own car. He had his after school chess club. Mom couldn’t do it because she never knew how late she’d have to stay grading papers. I kept glancing at my little brother as he stared out the window, not on his phone like usual.

Or ogling me.

“Thinking about Kimmy?” I asked.

“What?” he asked, jumping. He looked almost like a startled dear. “No.”

I gave him a grin. “Come on, you can tell me, little brother. She’s cute.”

He shrugged.

“Yeah, you were. I mean, she sucked your cock today. She swallowed your cum. You loved it.”

A slow smile crossed his lips. “Yeah, I guess.”

“How long have you had a crush on her?”

His eyes widened again, that gleam of panic shining in them. “Never.”

I gave him a look. It didn’t last long because I had to pay attention to my driving. “You have. I bet for a year, right? Every time she came over, I bet you were thinking about her.”

“I wasn’t,” he said, not looking at me.

“It’s okay to have a crush on an older girl. There’s nothing wrong with it. She’s only got two years on you. And with how innocent she is, you’re practically the same maturity.”

He shifted his shoulders.

“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed to talk about this, little brother. I just helped her suck your cock.” I turned onto the street we lived on. “And after tomorrow night, I’ll help you get into her pussy.”

“Really?” he said with such enthusiasm.

“Really,” I nodded. I made the turn into our driveway. I stopped the car, put it into park, and pulled the emergency break. “So, how long?”

“I don’t know. A while.” He shrugged. “She’s just so… so…”

“Cute,” I said. “The way she blushes. You like that porcelain skin, right?”

He nodded his head.

Feeling naughty, I sprang over the center console, shifting around, smacking my head against the ceiling in the process, and straddled his waist. “So you’re saying you don’t like my dusky skin, little brother?”

I ground my crotch on his jeans. I wasn’t wearing panties and savored the rough feel of his denim. His cock sprang hard as he groaned, staring at my half-unbuttoned blouse and my round breast jiggling before him.

“I do,” he groaned. “But you’re my sister.”

“Who you perved on,” I grinned. “And you’re growing so hard.”

“You don’t love your sister.”

“You just fuck me like a slut,” I grinned and shoved my hand down to his crotch, my pussy on fire. I unzipped his jeans, reached in, and pulled out his cock. “Don’t you? You enjoy my tight pussy sliding up and down your dick.”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned as I lifted up and brought his cock to my pussy. We were right in the driveway. One of our neighbors jogged past. If he looked, he might have realized how naughty we were being. Catch our incestuous passion.

“Mmm, you just love it when your older sister does this.”

He groaned as I slammed my wet cunt down his hard shaft. I whimpered, my brother’s dick filling my cunt to the hilt. I trembled on him, squirming my hips around his dick. I stared into his eyes, loving the lust shining in there.

“I’ll help you date Kimmy,” I groaned. “If you want that. If you don’t mind dating a slut.”

“Why would I mind?” he panted as I slid my pussy up his shaft. “You and mom are sluts.”

I shuddered. Mom was a slut. But I would keep her secret from Daddy since she only slept with my brothers. “We are. So you like having sluts in your life. Do you want to see Kimmy fuck another guy?”

He gave me a slight nod of his head, his cheeks darkening with a blush.

“You’re so cute,” I squealed, my pussy clenching on his dick as I rode him.

The car rocked as I bounced my cunt up and down his cock. I groaned, loving the incestuous pleasure, the naughty risk of enjoying my little brother where anyone could catch us. I pumped my hot cunt up and down his dick, clamping down my cunt around his shaft.

He groaned, grabbing my ass through my skirt, squeezing me as the pleasure swelled through me. Another car drove by. Did they notice my car rocking in the driveway? Did they think I was having sex in here? Did they have any idea it was with my little brother? That I was a depraved slut who fucked her family?

“Oh, yes, Jalal,” I whimpered. “I’ll set you up with Kimmy! Mom wants me to record tomorrow night. I’ll show you the video of Kimmy losing her cherry.”

“Yes!” he groaned, squeezing my ass. “Leyla, you’re the best sister ever!”

“I am!” I breathed, my pussy clenching on his dick. “How many sisters fuck their brothers?”

“Not enough.”

I agreed.

I rode him harder and faster. My head bumped into the ceiling as I rode him. The car rocked more and more, the shocks creaking. Such passion burned through my pussy. Such delicious delight. I groaned and shuddered, swirling my hips and stirring his dick through my pussy.

The incestuous pleasure surged through me. I loved feeling my little brother in me. It was almost as exciting as riding Daddy’s cock. He groaned and gasped. His face twisted with pleasure as I massaged his dick with my hot cunt.

“Leyla!” he groaned.

“Do it,” I whimpered. “Cum in me!”

Another car drove by. Did our neighbor look at us? Did they notice my face bobbing up and down over the passenger seat? I hoped so. My lusts were on fire. My pussy clenching down on his dick, so eager for my little brother’s cum to spurt in me.

I didn’t have to wait long.

He gasped my name as I slammed down his dick. Then his cum spurted into me. His hot, delicious cum filled my snatch. I groaned and whimpered. The hot jizz pumped over and over into me. The spunk filled me to the brim.

I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. My pussy spasmed about his dick, milking out his cum as my incestuous rapture surged through me. I drank it in, quivering atop him. The car rocked so hard.

And then went still as I collapsed panting against my brother, the rapture breathing through me.

“I promise you’ll get that date with Kimmy,” I whispered in his ear as his dick softened in me, leaving me so wonderfully full of his cum.

“You’re the best,” he panted.

I beamed. Thanks to being a slut, I felt so close to my little brother. Incest was such a wonderful thing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

After Pete left, I didn’t go straight home. I headed for the mall. Trembling, I marched towards a store I had dismissed in the past as place for whorish American women. But I needed something special for tomorrow night. Carter, Kimmy’s brother, was renting my body for the entire night. I couldn’t just show up in my boring panties.

That was good enough for Pete, but not for a stud like Carter.

I took a deep breath, staring at Leonora’s Treasures, the mannequin wearing this dainty negligee made of such thin material, so sheer it hid nothing, instead enhancing it. I imagined Carter eyes widening in awe when he saw me. He would worship my pussy and fuck me all night long.

I needed his full attention on me so Leyla could film Kimmy losing her cherry to her dad.

So I would use a little bit of the money Leyla had made for me to buy a few things. You had to spend money to make it. I shuddered as I sauntered into the store, my eyes flicking from one sultry outfit to the next.

So many things to choose from. So many beautiful things to wear. I didn’t even know where to begin.

“Need help, Mom?”

The deep voice made me shudder. “Faizel!” I gasped, spinning around to face my eldest son, my heart thudding. “What are you doing here?”

“I could ask the same thing of you,” he said, his face so handsome, chin chiseled, eyes intense.

“Just…buying a few things. To make your father happy.”

“Right,” he said. “Dad.” He grabbed a skimpy thong off the wall, dangling it from his finger. All black lace. “But you look a little lost. Maybe you need a man’s opinion on what to wear.”

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

I shivered as I drew the satin panties up my dusky thighs. The red-purple hue of the fabric looked so decadent against my flesh. I groaned at the feel of it, my pussy so hot and wet. It slid over the curve of my rump as I stared at my reflection in the changing room mirror of Leonora’s Treasure, the lingerie store in the mall. The cloth cupped my rear, some of the fabric sliding into my butt-crack. I shuddered. I’d never worn underwear so daring. These panties were clearly intended to be seen by someone else.

By a lover.

Matching the panties was the strapless bra cupping my large breasts into two wonderful mounds. The darker circles of my areolas peeked out the top. My tits jiggled with my every movement. I shuddered, my hijab framing in my lush and mature face. Wearing the symbol of modesty while clad in something so blatantly immodest had me trembling, my snatch clenching.

Why was I so turned on?

Because my eldest son, Faizel, waited outside of the changing room eager to see me in this. To ogle my flesh and approve the outfit for my “date” with young Carter tomorrow night.

An entire night with another boy who wasn’t my husband. A boy who’d pay for that privilege. It made me so wet. Made it so worth spending the money my daughter had made being a whore on these outfits. A little investment to make sure that my clients, my horny high school students, would pay to fuck their MILF teacher.

Then I could repay the money I’d lost in online gambling. I was grateful my husband did not pay attention to our finances, instead leaving the household management to me, his dutiful wife. I’d whore myself out as well as my slut daughter to make up the money.

It would be such a shame once I refilled our savings. Part of me didn’t want to give up my young lovers. But I wasn’t a slut like my daughter. I was just doing this to fix my mistake. If my husband found out…

He would throw me out. He would never understand.

“No more stalling, Mom,” Faizel called, his voice so demanding. “Let me see.”

I shivered and nodded. I stepped out, my breasts jiggling in my bra, to face my son waiting in the back of the store where the changing rooms were. It was private, the store understanding a woman might want to model for her lover. Or her son.

At seventeen, Faizel had a man’s body and strength. He looked so much like my husband, minus the beard, with that same broad-shouldered build and muscular torso. Faizel had the strength to treat a woman right. The way my husband had in the first years of our marriage before responsibilities kept him working so much.

“Very nice,” Faizel said, cupping my breasts right there in the store. The salesgirl, not much older than him, had a naughty smile as she watched my “young lover” play with my tits. The girl utterly approved.

Would she still approve if she knew he was my son?

My nipples throbbed in the bra. A tingle rushed through me down to my pussy. I grew even more molten as he licked his lips. His cock tented his jeans, straining to burst out of them. I sucked in a breath as he brushed my hard nubs with his thumbs, massaging them through the satin.

“Ooh, that feels so good, Faizel.”

“Good,” he grinned, licking his hungry lips. “It’s good. But it’s not enough. Try on the next one.”

“Okay,” I said, loving the strength in his eyes. He wanted to see this. So I would give it to him.

I slipped back into the changing room, carefully undressing then grabbing the hot-pink thong. I’d never worn anything like this. It felt so skimpy. I drew it up my legs, wiggling my hips as the cloth in the back nestled between the cheeks of my butt. I shuddered, my thick, black bush peeking out the sides of the panties in the front. I would have to shave my snatch like my daughter did to wear something like this.

Although… It did look hot with my curly hairs peeking out.

The bra was also hot pink. This one had straps but the cups were made of lace that would do nothing to hide my tits. I pulled it on, the color almost florescent against my tan skin. I felt like even more of a whore, my nipples peeking dark through the pattern, so hard and aching. The underwear made a mockery of my hijab.

This was underwear my daughter should wear.

I trembled and slipped out, my pussy drooling with excitement. I wanted Faizel to see me in this. I wanted his lusts to surge through him. He grinned when I stepped out. His eyes roamed my bountiful flesh as he let out a groan of enjoyment.

“Turn around, let me see that ass in this,” he said.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Mommy wants her son to enjoy her body.”

“Such a body.” So much throaty passion in his words. “The hottest mom in the world.”

His words made my excitement soar. I spun around, wiggling my hips. He smacked the exposed cheek of my ass. I gasped, loving the pain tingling through me. Then he squeezed both my cheeks, groping me, pulling apart my butt-cheeks.

“I don’t know, Mom,” he said. “You are so sexy in this. But is this the right one? Try on the nightie. Let me see you in that.”

“Yes!” I purred, his fingers digging into my flesh, making me feel so wanton.

I practically threw myself into the changing room, my hijab swaying about my shoulders. I took off my lingerie as fast as I could without damaging the delicious cloth. I would buy it all, no matter the cost. I had more outfits to try on. It would cost me almost all the money my daughter had made so far.

But she and her two friends were whoring themselves out, and Mr. Myers, Kimmy’s father, would pay so much to unknowingly pop his daughter’s cherry. And with Leyla filming it all… Well, there would be more money coming in.

I pulled on the baby doll nightie. It was sheer silk, a silvery gray. It cupped my breast, my dusky flesh bleeding through, my nipples so on display. This did nothing to hide them. The fabric felt so wonderful on me as it swayed down to my hips. The panties weren’t a thong, but they were still cut narrow.

And even naughtier, they had no crotch.

There was a long slit in the gusset decorated by lace. I shuddered as I adjusted the panties on my hips and ass. I could see my black bush peeking through the slit. I ran my finger down the front, found the opening, and touched myself.

“Come on, Mom,” Faizel groaned. “I need to see you in it.”

A naughty thrill went through me to step out into the store and be seen in this whorish outfit. My entire body, minus my hair thanks to my hijab, were on display. I threw open the door, letting my son feast on my body as I strutted out, a harem slave here to please her lord and master.

Hunger smoldered in my son’s dark eyes.

“Mom, you naughty slut,” he groaned. “You wear that like it was made for you.”

“Mmm, are you sure?” I asked. “I’m not too old to wear something so… revealing?”

“With those killer tits, Mom?” He licked his lips. “Let me see your ass in those panties.”

I turned around, wiggling my hips. “My ass isn’t too big?”

“It’s got just the right plumpness. Now bend over. Let me really enjoy it.”

I shuddered, bending over, my hijab shifting, but it was wrapped tight about my head and neck. I felt so exposed. I knew he could see the slit in the panties’ gusset. See my pubic hair. The wet lips of my pussy. He could tell how turned on I was and—

“Faizel!” I gasped as he shoved two fingers into my pussy, penetrating in me deep. “You naughty boy.”

“You’re the one flashing your cunt at me, Mom,” he said, some of his boyish mischievousness in his voice. He pumped his digits in and out of my cunt, sending heat rippling through my body. I groaned and squirmed, his fingers feeling amazing in me.

“I guess I’m naughty, too,” I groaned, my hips wiggling.

I glanced to the right. The salesgirl just winked at me. The girl was a naughty thing. She didn’t care that we were getting far, far too physical. Would she masturbate later to this? I groaned, my pussy clenching down on my son’s fingers.

I wanted the girl to know he was my son.

“Ooh, yes, finger Mommy’s pussy,” I moaned louder. “You came from there. I brought you into this world, and now you’re giving me such pleasure.”

The girl shuddered, licking her lips. Her cheeks were crimson. She heard me. It turned her on.

Delight rippled out of my pussy. Faizel’s fingers pumped faster and faster in me. He let out a throaty moan. His digits felt amazing in me. So thick. Almost as thick as his dick. Ooh, that would be amazing in me right now. Just filling me. I bet my son was so hard.

He needed his mother to take care of him.

Almost like he red my mind, Faizel acted. I let out a whimper as his jean fastener popped. His zipper rasped. With one hand, he worked to free his dick as he kept thrusting his digits into my pussy, stirring up his mother’s cunt to such a naughty froth.

“Damn, Mom, you are such a slut,” he groaned. “You want me to fuck you right here.”

“I just want to satiate my son,” I moaned for the girl.

Her eyes were fixed on us. She had to see how big Faizel’s cock was, the size of his father’s. I whimpered as he ripped his fingers out of my snatch. Then he pressed me forward into the door of the changing room. It was closed, latched. It held, rattling as he rubbed his cock against my hot cunt through the slit in the crotchless panties. My breasts heaved in the satin nightie, cool cloth rubbing hard nipples.

I needed my son back in me. Where he belonged. I needed to feel his youthful passion ramming into me, giving me all the pleasure I needed. He thrust so hard into me. I groaned, my back arching as his dick sank into me.

My pussy clamped down on his dick.

The salesgirl watched with hot eyes. Her hips shifted more, biting her lower lip as she watched the strength of my son fuck me. He drew back his cock and rammed into me again. The door rattled as his flesh smacked into my panty-clad ass. His dick buried to the hilt in me. Pleasure rippled through my body. My breasts jiggled in the nightie.

“Yes, yes, yes fuck your mother!” I moaned. “Plow me, Faizel. Plow me so hard. You need this. My whorish clothing made you erect. Use Mommy’s pussy to satiate yourself.”

“Yes!” he grunted, pounding me so hard, his dick plunging over and over into me. “Fuck, Mom, fuck!”

His balls smacked into my clit peeking through the slit in the panties. He stirred me to a froth. It felt so naughty feeling the panties on me. They should have been the last shield to protect my pussy from being seen and touched, from behind fucked, but these naughty pair let my son slam into me, violating my married cunt.

And giving me such pleasure.

Delight rippled through my body with every plunge. Friction burned in my pussy. It felt amazing. So wonderful. I groaned, shaking my hips, stirring his cock through me as he pumped faster and faster into my snatch. He filled me to the hilt with his cock over and over.

The salesgirl watched, witnessing our incestuous passion.

“Faizel!” I whimpered.

“Cum, Mom!” he growled, so strong, so commanding. “Cum like a slut!”

“Like your sister!” I howled as my orgasm exploded in me.

“Yeah, just like her!” he growled while pleasure surged through me.

My pussy convulsed on his dick. I spasmed over and over on him. My flesh rippled about his amazing shaft plunging into me. I whimpered, my back arching. So much rapture flooded my body. It felt incredible. I loved it. My eyes rolled back into my head as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through my thoughts.

He fucked me so hard. He plowed into me. His dick buried over and over into my massaging cunt. He experienced the rapture of my spasming embrace. He kept my orgasms burning through me, fucking me with that youthful passion I loved.

“Yes, yes, yes, you’re making Mommy cum so hard!” I moaned. “Oh, Faizel, yes! Such a good son!”

“Such a naughty mom!” he growled. “I’m going to flood your snatch!”

“Mmm, yes!” I whimpered, bucking back into him, the changing room door rattling so hard. “Do it! Flood your mother!”

I almost wanted to go off birth control just so I could have his son.

His dick slammed into my snatch. His dick spurted. Hot cum splashed into my pussy. I felt it against my cervix. I whimpered and groaned, my cunt convulsing, milking out his incestuous seed. He grunted and groaned, panting as I satiated him.

I made him hard, and now I took care of it. Like every loving mother should. I sucked in breaths as he held me from behind. I winked at the salesgirl. She fanned her face. I knew she would be masturbating so hard tonight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Mom wasn’t home yet. She must have had a lot of work at school to take care of. Maybe because of my whoring? Since I was using her classroom during her lunch hour to fuck my customers, maybe she didn’t have time to do this work normally and had to play catch up today.

Daddy would come home and there would be no dinner ready. Maybe I should do something about it?

But I had Jalal’s mouth buried in my pussy right now, his glasses rubbing on my inner thighs. I shuddered as he licked through my pussy folds. Ever since I promised to hook him up with my friend Kimmy, after she lost her virginity tomorrow night, he’d been so affectionate. He wanted to stay on my good side.

And it turned out he was pretty good at eating pussy.

“Oh, yes, little brother,” I moaned, grinding across his face. His tongue wiggled through my snatch. “You lick Kimmy’s pussy like this, and she’ll love you. You’ll have a slutty girlfriend that will keep coming back to you.”

He groaned and thrust his tongue deeper and deeper into my pussy. My eyes rolled back into my head. My sixteen-year-old body shuddered on the couch. I smeared my pussy on his hungry mouth, loved his tongue lapping through my folds. He devoured me with such eager hunger. He licked and nuzzled through my pussy. He had me shuddering and shaking in delight.

He made me quake with passion.

“Oh, yes, Jalal,” I whimpered. “Oh, you stud. Eat my pussy. Just devour it. Oh, yes, you’re going to make me explode so hard on that wonderful mouth. Kimmy will love you.”

I grabbed his black hair, my round breasts shaking as his nose bumped into my clit. He wiggled his tongue through my hot depths. He swirled it around my sensitive flesh, sending such incestuous delight through me. My little brother was amazing.

The couch groaned and creaked as I humped against him. I whimpered, gripping his hair as he fluttered his tongue through me. Then he flicked it out of my tunnel and through my folds to brush my clit.

“Yes!” I squeaked in delight as his tongue swirled around my clit. “Like that. Ooh, yes, never forget a girl’s clit. Even a slut like me and Kimmy love this!”

His tongue fluttered on it. He batted it so fast. His dark eyes stared at me from behind his glasses. His hands squeezed my ass beneath the couch cushion. My breasts heaved as I bucked, my body squirming against the couch’s backrest, the upholstery rubbing on my flesh.

The pleasure built and built in me. My orgasm swelled so fast. I would explode on my brother’s cock. I whimpered and moaned. My eyes rolled back into my head as he feasted on me with such dedication.

“You’ll make Kimmy so happy!” I squealed as the front door opened.

The heavy steps said it was Dad or Faizel, not Mom. I craned my neck and smiled as Daddy entered the living room, wearing his work clothes. He looked so strong and rugged in worn jeans and fade shirt, his beard thick and black, his eyes smoldering.

“Daddy, welcome home!” I moaned as Jalal kept licking me.

I shivered, realizing Daddy hadn’t seen me with my brothers yet. He knew I fucked them. Knew I was a complete slut, but now he witnessed it. I could see his eyes widening as he fully beheld me as a slut. A nasty whore. He licked his lips, his hands rubbing on his jeans as his dick swelled hard.

Just feeling his eyes on me made my pussy so hot. I groaned and shuddered as Jalal sucked on my clit. I stared at Daddy as the pleasure exploded through me. My pussy convulsed and spasmed. Juices gushed out of me as I writhed.

“Yes, yes, yes, Jalal, you’re so good at that. Ooh, that’s amazing!”

The rapture swept through my body. I thrashed and heaved. Daddy’s eyes drank in the sight of me. He watched with such hunger, his dick tenting the front of his jeans. What a hot sight. I licked my lips, wanting to pleasure him, to give him the same delight Jalal was giving me.

Then Jalal lifted his mouth, face dripping with pussy juices. He glanced at our father. “Er, hi, Dad.” His cheeks darkened. “You’re, uh, home a little early. Do you want to…?”

“Don’t stop playing with your sister,” Daddy groaned. “She made you hard. Fuck the little slut. Use her.”

“Yes!” I moaned, so glad Daddy understood what I was.

Jalal rose, his body so slender and delicious. He was so cute and boyish. But his dick… He had a man’s dick, practically as big as Daddy’s, and definitely bigger than any of the teachers I’d fucked the last two days. He felt so delicious in me.

Daddy groaned as Jalal rammed his dick into me. I shuddered, throwing my legs around my little brother’s waist as I watched Daddy. His hands moved to his jeans, fumbling with his belt and his fly. Metal jangled. A zipper rasped. Then his jeans fell down those thick, strong thighs. They were so hairy. He was like a bear. A big, strong papa bear.

My pussy clenched on Jalal’s cock hammering into me as Daddy pulled out his dick. I licked my lips at the sight of his swarthy shaft. He stroked it, watching his son fuck me. I humped into Jalal, friction burning through my body at the pleasure of his prick plowing over and over into me.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me just like this, Jalal!” I whimpered. “Use my naughty cunt to satiate your cock.”

“Yes,” groaned Daddy, fisting his cock, watching me be a slut with those dark, strong eyes.

It made me so hot.

Jalal groaned and gasped as he plowed into my hot cunt. My brother’s dick felt amazing in me. The friction of his hard plunges into my silky depths sent waves rippling through my body. I shuddered and heaved beneath him, my snatch clenching down on his dick as the pleasure built and built inside of me.

So amazing. So wonderful. And Daddy watched. I loved having an audience. Especially him. I clawed my brother’s back as my passion built faster and faster. Another orgasm already swelling through me, such wonderful pleasure.

“He’s fucking me so hard, Daddy!” I whimpered, staring at his hand flying up and down his dick. “Just plowing into your slutty daughter’s pussy!”

“Is she wet, son?” he groaned.

“So wet, Dad. She’s hot, too. And silky tight! Oh, yes, she’s going to make me cum.”

“She’s drenched your cock with her cream?”

“Yeah, Dad. Just drenched it!”

“Good!” Daddy stroked his dick faster and faster. “Then fuck your slutty sister’s asshole. Ram your dick into her bowels.”

Daddy understood me.

Such joy shuddered through me as Jalal ripped his dick out of my cunt, moved it down past my taint, and found my asshole. Lubed with my pussy juices, my little brother rammed his dick into my bowels. I shuddered at the velvety heat surging through me. My thighs tightened about Jalal’s waist as a throaty moan burst from my lips.

Such delicious rapture rippled through me. The velvety friction of my little brother’s cock plowing into my asshole filled my body. I whimpered and groaned, bucking on the couch, pressing my shaved pussy into his bush on his pubic mound. I ground against those ticklish hairs, such delight surging through me.

“Daddy, he’s reaming my asshole so hard!” I moaned, eyes locked on the tip of his dick. “He’s just plowing me like the slut I am!”

“I can see that, little flower,” Daddy groaned. He moved closer, fisting that thick dick, watching his children fuck with wild abandon. “How does her ass feel, son?”

“Amazing, Dad!” Jalal grunted, thrusting so hard and fast into my asshole, sodomizing my bowels with his amazing cock, bringing me closer and closer to erupting.

“Are you going to flood the slut’s asshole?” Daddy groaned, moving even closer. He was right next to the couch now, standing over us, watching our incestuous passion.

“I will, Dad!”

“He will!” I moaned then craned my head.

Daddy rammed his dick into my mouth. I sucked on the tip of it as Jalal thrust forward. His cock buried to the hilt in my bowels. Then his hot cum spurted. My brother groaned as he filled my whorish asshole with his spunk.

Daddy groaned a moment later. I sucked hard on his dick as it erupted. His wonderful, salty jizz filled my mouth. Such a treat. I shuddered, gulping it down, my bowels clenching down on my brother’s hard cock.

I took incestuous cum from two men I loved. My little brother and my amazing Daddy.

I came.

Pleasure howled through my body. I moaned as I nursed on Daddy’s cock, drawing out every drop of his salty treat. My bowels milked Jalal’s cock as I bucked and groaned. Juices flooded out of my pussy, matting down his bush as I groaned against him. My eyes fluttered. Such ecstasy bathed my mind.

Daddy saw me being a slut and loved it. I made him so happy. He accepted who I was. I could cry for joy. I was helping the family out, too. I bet I could tell him about prostituting my body. Mom was wrong. He would understand. It wouldn’t make him ashamed.

Right?

Mom did know Daddy well. I should talk to her first. Just to make sure. But I wanted to tell him how I was helping out with the family. How I was doing my part when I wasn’t using my body to make him happy.

Maybe he could watch me with a customer?

The front door opened. “Sorry I’m late,” Mom said. “I was held up at school grading tests. So we’re having Chinese food for dinner and… Oh, this is a naughty surprise. I see our daughter’s being a slut again.”

“Yes, she was playing with her brother,” Daddy said, pulling his cock out of my mouth.

Mom bustled up to him, giving him a loving kiss like a dutiful wife, her hair wrapped up in her hijab, her blouse buttoned up so modestly. She was a slut, like me, but she kept it in the family. Only fucking my brothers. But that was fine since Daddy tended to monopolize me. My brothers needed someone at night to take care of their lusts I inspired.

“Yum!” Jalal said, ripping his cock out of my asshole.

“You get cleaned up, little slut,” Mom smiled at me, “and then join us.”

“Yes, Mother.” Jalal’s cum leaked out of my asshole as I stood up.

Mom headed to the dining room with the plastic bags full of yummy smelling Chinese food. Jalal darted off to get dressed while I grinned at Daddy, his salty cum lingering in my mouth. He arched an eyebrow at me.

“You’re not listening to your mother, little flower.”

“I just wanted you to know that some of my friends are becoming sluts. Kimmy”—Dad’s eyes lit up at her name—“Kendra, and Izzy. I’ll bring them over, and we’ll have a lot of fun, Daddy. Isn’t that hot?”

“Yeah,” he said. “But what would your mother think?”

“She won’t care,” I said. Not since she was whoring the four of us out. “And I think Kimmy will be spending a whole lot of time here. Jalal has such a crush on her.”

Daddy’s face darkened. “With an American slut?”

“Maybe he likes watching,” I said, patting his crotch. “You sure did, Daddy.”

He let out a loud growl. “You are such a wicked daughter, little flower.”

I fluttered my eyes at him. “But you still love me, right?”

He grabbed my ass, pulling me tight against him. “I still love you, little flower. And your body. Bring your friends over. They’ve been teasing me for years with those bodies.”

I grinned at him. I loved being Daddy’s slutty daughter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

“I can’t wait for our date tonight, Mrs. Umayyah,” Carter said the next day. I had on the hot pink thong and matching bra. I bought ten outfits yesterday, using almost all the money Leyla had made. Good thing two of her friends were joining the fun.

“Me, either,” I purred. “I’m so wet right now.” The other students had emptied out of my classroom and there was a gap, a minute window before the next round of students would file in. Time to have a little bit of naughty fun. “Why don’t you check.”

Carter gave me such a hungry smile. He had the same youthful strength as Faizel, matured into a man but still with that boyish enthusiasm for everything. I shuddered as he yanked up my modest skirt and revealed my hot pink thong.

I hadn’t bothered shaving my pussy. It just felt so naughty with my pubic hair peeking out around the material. Made me feel like such a wanton wife for dressing like this beneath my clothing. On the outside, a modest, Muslim woman. But beneath… Beneath a woman craving to teach young men all about how to pleasure a MILF.

To my shock, he knelt down before me and yanked my thong down my dusky thighs. I gasped, my eyes widening as he drew them past my knees. I stepped out for him automatically. His blue eyes smoldered as he stared up at me. He held my panties to his face, letting my skirt drop, and inhaled my musk.

“Yes, you are wet, Mrs. Umayyah,” he grinned, standing. “I’ll hold onto these until tonight. 5 PM, right? At the Marriott?”

I nodded my head. “I’ll be there with more naughty underwear for you to take off of me.”

He grinned at that, slipping my thong into his pocket just as my daughter and her giggling friends burst in. They were in my next class. Carter said, “Thanks for explaining how exponentials work, Mrs. Umayyah.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, breathy.

He walked past his younger sister Kimmy, ruffling her blonde hair. “Later, sport.”

“Bye, Carter,” Kimmy said, her cheeks blushing. The four girls whispered something and they all started giggling wildly.

“Thinking about fucking your brother, Kimmy?” I asked, approaching the three.

The girl’s braces flashed as she smiled, “Maybe. After all, Leyla loves her brothers being in her.”

“She can’t stop talking about Jalal eating her pussy out last night,” Kendra said, the Black girl’s eyes blazing with desire.

Kimmy nodded her head, her cheeks even redder.

“Well, I’m glad you are excited. Kendra, Izzy, if you still want to be whores, I have dates for you two lined up as well. Money already collected.” I didn’t trust those two to give me my full share of $160, plus some of the teachers weren’t paying cash anyways. “I’ll give you your cut once they’re satiated.”

“Oh, we’re in,” Kendra said. “Izzy and I spent all last night eating each other’s pussies just thinking about it.”

My own snatch clenched. Maybe I had to try them out. “Okay, take your seats.”

Other students filed in, gabbing, oblivious to what was going on. Or where they? The girls were giggling more, giving me scandalized looks while the boys had such hungry looks in their eyes. I shivered, more young men who could pay for my private tutelage.

Teaching the lesson passed in a hazy, lust-filled blur. With no panties on beneath my skirt, my juices soaked my bush then dribbled down my thighs all through the lesson. I felt so naughty. I shivered, my nipples throbbing in my bra as my breasts jiggled. I wanted to masturbate right then and there. I wanted to have my male students pool their money and just fuck me one after the other, gangbanging me the way my daughter and her friends would be gangbanged tomorrow by Faizel’s friends.

I was a boiling mass of horny lust when I dismissed my class. I shuddered as they all left but my daughter, Kendra, and Izzy. Those three girls started stripping the moment the other students had left, baring their teenage bodies. Izzy’s tits were nearly as big as mine but such a pale shade of ivory and dusted with freckles. Kendra had round and firm tits, her nipples actually lighter than her ebony skin.

“Okay, girls, satiate the customers,” I said. “They’ll be here any minute. They each paid for one of you in particular. Do anything they want.”

“We will,” Kendra purred, rubbing fingers through a bush as frizzy as her hair styled in a short afro.

Izzy grinned and said, “We’ll rock their worlds, Mrs. Umayyah.”

“We’ll be the best prostitutes in the world for you, Mother,” Leyla said, her shaved pussy on display as she perched on my desk, legs spread wide.

I shuddered, my eyes flicking to the webcams. I had an app on my phone that let me monitor them. It was for security systems, but it let me watch while everything was being recorded. Jalal was such a good boy for helping me with this.

I would watch it all from the bathroom, masturbating in a stall. I slipped out of the classroom just as the two teachers and the janitor arrived. They all gave me sheepish grins before they headed inside. I heard the girls coo their welcome before the door shut, cutting off the sound.

I made a brisk beeline for the ladies’ room just down the hallway. More pussy juices spilled down my thighs.

And then Clint Elliston stepped in front of me.

I faced the tall, dark-haired youth who’d started me down this road of slut-training my daughter. He had such a hungry look in his eyes. He possessed the same manly strength as my son, Faizel. They were both seniors, both so hunky. A cocky grin spread on Clint’s face.

“Mrs. Umayyah, I have heard such interesting things about your daughter getting gangbanged tomorrow.”

“Yes, she is,” I said. “Did my son tell you?”

“Faizel’s telling everyone. Fifty dollars to fuck your daughter and her friends.” Clint ran a hand through his dark hair. “I don’t normally pay for sex, but I’m tempted just to come and watch. Maybe I’ll bring Lee. Her pregnancy is making her so horny. I bet she’d love to witness it and not be allowed to touch herself.”

I shivered. I had seen how Clint treated Lee and her mother, my fellow teacher, like dirty, filthy whores. His sex slaves. “I don’t see how that’ll be a problem. I’ll just be watching, too.”

“Really? But I hear you’re for sell, also.”

I shivered, my pussy clenching so hard. I had the hour free. “I am. You can enjoy me. For a price.”

Clint arched his eyebrow. “How much?”

“$200, and I will give you an education.”

“Do you think there’s anything I need to learn about pleasing a woman?”

I shuddered. “Everyone could use a refresher course.”

His smile grew so hungry. “Let me give you a counteroffer.”

“My price isn’t for negotiating. I’m a married woman and—”

Right there in the middle of the hallway, Clint plunged his hand into my half-unbuttoned blouse. I shuddered as his fingers slid across my breasts and brushed the top of my lacy bra. He shoved into the cup and found my nipple. He pinched it.

Hard.

I sucked in a breath as he backed down the hallway. I had to follow him. He had such a firm grasp on my nipple, stretching it. I’d done this to my daughter, and the slut had grown so wet and wanton. I could see why. Such tingles shot down to my pussy. The pain mixed with my excitement. I let out such a naughty moan as he dominated me.

Clint pulled me into his aunt’s classroom. It was dark inside save for a small beam of white light shining from the wall that separated this room from mine. My insides tightened. Had I moved the poster that covered my peephole? Would Clint notice the light?

I whimpered as he led me right to it. My insides squirmed more and more.

“You know I found something interesting near the end of last year,” Clint said. “I was fucking my little sister, Alicia, in the ass, when I noticed this little hole in the wall. And I thought I saw an eye watching me.”

“W-watching you?” I gasped, my pussy clenching. I used to spend my lunches witnessing Clint fuck his family, his various sisters and half-sisters along with his aunt and other sluts in here. “I—”

“So you’re saying you don’t know how this damage to school property happened?” Clint asked as we reached the wall behind his aunt’s desk. He pulled down on my nipple, forcing me to bend over. Then he shoved my face against the wall.

I stared into my classroom, witnessed my three whores servicing their men. Kendra was on her knees, the Black girl bobbing her mouth up and down Mr. McDougal’s cock, sucking and slurping on it with whorish passion. My daughter was on her back, humping against Vince, one of the school’s janitors, who devoured her slut pussy with abandon. Mr. Breen, a Black teacher, pumped his ebony cock through Izzy’s big, pillowy tits as she lay on the floor. He straddled her. I could see the tip of his dick emerge from her ivory breasts with his every thrust.

I licked my lips, eyes flicking around the room from girl to girl. My daughter’s round tits heaved as she humped against Vince’s mouth. She gripped his slicked-back, black hair, grinding her cunt on the Italian’s man’s face. Izzy pushing her big breasts together to make a titty-pussy for Mr. Breen to fuck had my juices dripping down my flesh. His ebony cock looked so hot compared to her pale flesh. Kendra sucked and slurped while Mr. McDougal gripped her afro. He fucked his hips forward, thrusting his dick deep into her mouth.

“Take every inch, whore!” he growled. “You little Black slut, take it all.”

He jammed his dick down her throat roughly. It made her whimper while her hands were busy between her thighs.

“It would be such a shame if someone found out that you had damaged the school,” Clint said, his hands pulling up my skirt. “But I can keep your secret. For a price.”

“I know your secret,” I said, my hips wiggling, it was so hot watching people having sex again through a peephole. “I can tell everyone you fuck your little sister. Your aunt.”

“You won’t do that,” Clint said, his jeans rustling. He held my skirt over my ass. My eyes widened. I had no panties on. He could see how wet I was. “Because you want this. I’ve seen you staring at me all this year. I took your math class this semester just to see how’d you’d act. Your little married whore-cunt wants me to do this.”

He rammed his dick into my pussy.

I gasped, squeezing down on him. I whimpered and groaned as Clint pumped his dick in and out of my snatch. The boy who started me down this depraved road was in me. Fucking me like he fucked the sluts in his family. His balls smacked into my clit. He pressed me against the wall, my eye locked on the depraved lusts in the other room.

My pussy clamped down on Clint’s dick. I let him use me for free. Not because he would tell on me, but because I needed to enjoy this cock. I had wanted it for so long. And now he was in me, fucking me.

“Deal!” I groaned, bucking back into him as I watched my daughter cum on Vince’s mouth, her body bucking and heaving as the janitor feasted on her underage cunt.

“That’s what I thought, slut!” Clint groaned, burying so hard into me.

Slut… My pussy grew hotter. “Yes, yes, fuck me like a slut, Clint!”

I didn’t care about my marriage right now. I didn’t care about being a good, Muslim woman and faithful wife. I let Clint fuck my cunt for free, not doing it to help my family, but to satiate my own cunt. I felt like such a hypocrite for doing this with my hijab on.

I didn’t take it off.

His dick slammed into me as I watched the fun in my classroom. My pussy drank in the friction of his thrusts. The pleasure boiled through me. Stars danced across my vision as my breasts shook in my dress. Clint fucked me so hard, his hips shifting, changing how his cock pumped into me, where it brushed along inside my pussy.

He knew how to please a woman.

“You little slut!” Professor Breen moaned. The Black history teacher’s face twisted in pleasure. Than he came. He splattered the redheaded teenager’s face. He drenched her with his cum, his back arching as he used her tits.

“Yes, yes, yes, she’s a little slut,” I hissed.

“Like you, Mrs. Umayyah,” growled Clint. “I know sluts, and you are one married whore.”

He smacked my ass, and I moaned, my orgasm hurtling closer. Clint would recognize a slut. Had I always been one, like my daughter, my whorish self lurking inside of me. Or had Clint made me one by fucking his women in the classroom next to mine, leading me down this depraved road of pleasure.

I didn’t know. I didn’t care. I just savored his dick pumping in and out of my cunt, stirring my pussy to a hot froth. As his balls smacked into my clit, I watched Professor McDougal cum down Kendra’s throat, pumping his jizz straight into the Black whore’s belly.

She loved it, purring her enjoyment.

Pleasure swelled through me so fast, so hot. Vince rose, wiping his mouth on the sleeve of his beige janitor jumpsuit. Then he unzipped it while my daughter squirmed. I couldn’t see him pull out his dick, but I watched him thrust forward into my daughter. Her dusky thighs wrapped about his waist as he fucked her cunt for money.

I whimpered, my pussy clenching down so hard on Clint’s dick. His crotch smacked into my ass as he fucked me so hard. He used me like a slut. I moaned and gasped, bucking down into it as Vince groaned his enjoyment.

“Let me lick you clean, babe,” Kendra purred, crawling across the floor to Izzy, the Black girl’s round, ebony tits swaying.

“Ooh, yes,” groaned Izzy, still cupping her pillowy tits as Mr. Breen and Mr. McDougal watched the two sluts.

Kendra licked at her friend’s face, gathering up the teacher’s spunk. They watched, stroking their soft dicks, getting their second winds. Such good whores they were. They kissed, Kendra’s ebony tits brushing Izzy’s. Their tongues flashed, passing cum back and forth.

“You’re getting so hot, Mrs. Umayyah,” Clint growled. “Watching your daughter and her friends whoring themselves out for you.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, clenching my pussy down on his cock. “It’s so hot. They’re just so wicked.”

“Oh, yes, fuck me, Vince!” howled my daughter while Mr. Breen and Mr. McDougal gained their second wind. They swapped sluts, Mr. Breen ramming his ebony monster into Kendra as Mr. McDougal enjoyed Izzy’s underage snatch.

The two teachers fucked them hard as Clint fucked me. My fingers curled against the wall. Then my orgasm shuddered through me. My pussy spasmed and convulsed on Clint’s dick. I moaned and gasped, my body quacking and quavering as the pleasure surged through me.

So hot. So amazing. I was such a terrible wife. Cheating on my husband with my students, being a slut. I loved it. My snatch milked Clint’s dick. He thrust so hard into my spasming sheath. He grunted, groaned.

My pussy brought him as much pleasure as the teenage cunts did to the men in the other room.

“Mrs. Umayyah,” Clint growled. “Damn, you’re so juicy. You want it. You want my cum in you.”

“Yes!” I hissed. “Do it! Spill in me! It’ll be running down my thighs all day. Reminding me!”

Clint groaned and buried into me. My orgasm swelled higher as his jizz fired into my married cunt. I groaned and gasped, my pussy convulsing about his shaft, milking out every drop of his cum as I whimpered.

Leyla moaned, Vince spilling into her. Mother and daughter satiating their men at the same moment. Dizzy rapture swelled through me. Stars danced through my vision as my orgasm peaked. Clint’s dick fired one last time into me.

Left me feeling like a satiated slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“We had so much fun on our dates, Mom,” I said, bouncing with excitement as we drove to Kimmy’s house for my “slumber party.”

“I saw,” Mom said, such a dreamy smile on her lips. “I watched in the bathroom.”

“Masturbating?” I grinned.

“You three made me hot,” she said. “And your afternoon dates, they were just as good as the lunch ones?”

“Well, Mr. Jameson didn’t eat my pussy out the way Vince did, but he did sodomize me and gave me such an amazing anal orgasm.” I shivered. “He’ll be back for more dates.”

“Wonderful,” Mom smiled. She had to be happy. The three of us made our family $960 after our $40 cut per date. Which meant I made another $80 today. I wanted to go to the mall, to Leonora’s Treasure, and buy something naughty to wear for Daddy.

“How long do you think the gangbang tomorrow will be?” I asked. “I was hoping to go to the mall with my friends.”

“And spend your spoils?” Mom asked. “Well, I’m sure it’ll be over my mid-afternoon. So treat yourself.”

“I will,” I said, grinning at Mom. She was so relaxed now. Not so uptight. She even was leaving her blouse partly unbuttoned, showing off those nice tits of her. Of course, she wore her hijab. She wasn’t as complete a slut as I was.

She pulled into Kimmy’s driveway. Her parents were loaded. They had a big house on the outskirts of town. Such a juicy excitement shot through me. Mr. Myers’s car was in the driveway. It would be so hot to watch him fuck his own daughter. To pop her cherry.

“You’ll take care of Daddy tonight, right?” I asked as Mom parked the car. “Since I’ll be here. You need to give him as much sex as you can, Mom.”

“Oh, I plan on getting all the sex I can get tonight,” she purred. “Now let’s go proposition your friend’s dad.”

Tonight would be the absolute best night ever for Kimmy! And I was so glad to be here to witness it.

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

“Leyla!” Kimmy shrieked when she opened her door. The blonde girl bounced on the balls of her feet, her braces flashing on her teeth.

“Kimmy!” my daughter answered.

The girls hugged each other like they hadn’t seen the other in weeks instead of at school just a few hours ago. They were so energetic, both of them making those excited noises only a teenage girl could make. I couldn’t help smiling while Todd Myers, Kimmy’s father shook his head as he watched from farther inside the house.

Then the girls broke a part and darted away, Kimmy pulling Leyla after her, my daughter’s backpack with her belongings trailing behind her. The pounding of their feet racing up the stairs echoed through the house.

“Well, you are in for a wild night, aren’t you, Todd?” I said as I followed my daughter into the house, giving Kimmy’s father a smile.

“Sounds like it,” he said with a shrug. He didn’t sound disappointed at all, dirty old man. He knew it was just him and the girls tonight. Was he going to perv on them?

Perfect.

“There’s just something I need to talk to you about,” I said as I headed for the kitchen, passing through the elegant house. It was huge, twice the size my family lived in, with a living room and a sitting room, decorated by Todd’s wife to be as stylish as possible.

“Oh?” he said. “Is there something about Leyla I need to know about?”

“Yes, there is.” My pussy tingled beneath my skirt, the thong I wore molding to my snatch. I was getting used to having that narrow strip of cloth burred between the cheeks of my ass.

I couldn’t wait for Todd’s son, Carter, to strip them off of me and go to town on my snatch.

The kitchen was a thing of beauty. It was larger than mine, with an island in the middle and bar stools pulled up to it. There was so much counter space with not one but two ovens. The things I could do in this kitchen… The meals I could create… I sighed, staring at the bronze-bottom pots hanging from a rack, looking beautiful, works of art.

“So what’s up?” Todd asked as I pulled out my iPad.

“I need to show you something about Leyla,” I said. “I have an exciting opportunity for you. Something I know you’ve been thinking about a lot.”

“Oh?” he asked, his brow tightening. He gave me a quizzical look as I swiped my iPad on and opened the video. I had my youngest son, Jalal, show me how to get this video on here and play it.

I hit play.

“It’s time for you to learn to please two men, slut,” my voice said from offscreen (I was operating the camera). The video showed my daughter as she walked in the living room with her younger brother, my baby boy, Jalal.

Coquettish delight crossed my daughter’s dusky face, her body shivering. Her dusky face twisted with passion. “Yes, mother.”

My eldest son, a hunky god, appeared in the shot naked, his cock already hard. He seized Leyla’s black hair, snarling, “Come here, you little slut.” He threw my teenage daughter down to the floor. Jalal stepped up, his cock tenting his jeans, both my sons looking so hungry at their sister. “Strip naked then get us ready to fuck your whore-holes.”

“Yes!” Leyla panted like the little slut she was.

“What is this?” Todd asked as he watched my daughter rip off her blouse, her round, teenage titties bouncing out, nipples brown and hard. “Jesus, that’s your daughter and your sons and…”

Jalal seized my daughter’s right tit and squeezed hard, saying. “That’s it, slut. You’re going to make us both cum today.”

“Yum,” Leyla said, working her skirt off as she knelt, shifting her body, her breasts bouncing.

“My daughter is a whore,” I told Todd, his eyes locked on my naked daughter. “The little slut is for sale. You can enjoy her tonight. Feel that tight, underage cunt that you’ve been lusting after wrapped about your dick. That little whore’s been teasing you with that tight body, hasn’t she? Making you so hard, forcing you to jerk off or fuck your wife while wishing that young pussy was riding your cock.”

“Jesus,” he groaned again as I pressed against him, watching Leyla now sucking on her brothers’ dicks, going back and forth between them, her dusky cheeks hollowing as she loved their cocks, pleasing them with her hungry mouth.

“That could be your cock in her mouth,” I whispered. “Once Kimmy falls asleep, Leyla will give you a night you’ll never forget.”

“Did he say yes, Mom?” Leyla asked, bursting into the kitchen, her skirt swirling about her lithe legs. “Did he?”

“He’s still not convinced,” I told my daughter. “Why don’t you show him what’s on the table.”

Leyla spun around, her skirt and black hair flaring. She bent over, wiggling her ass at Todd and me. She flipped up her skirt revealing her naked ass and shaved pussy, her slit so tight and already juicy. I squeezed my daughter’s firm rump and caressed her wet snatch. My fingers penetrated her teenage cunt, feeling her silky, wet depths while she whimpered in delight.

“I know you’ve been aching to slide your dick into this hot cunt,” I told him, my daughter’s snatch clenching down on my fingers. She shuddered. “To feel this underage twat on your dick. And you can. For $1000, my daughter will be your slut tonight.”

“I will, Mr. Myers!” Leyla moaned, throwing a winsome look over her shoulders as I pulled my fingers out of her cunt. “I would sooooo love to have you in me.”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Todd groaned, his cock bulging his gray sweatpants.

“Well?” I asked, holding my wet fingers before his face, letting him smell my daughter’s tangy pussy.

His nostrils flared. “I don’t have that much cash.”

“That’s okay,” I smiled, tapping the little, white square stuck into a port on my iPad with a small slit at the top like you’d see on a debit machine at the store. “I can take credit card.” Jalal was such a smart boy. He hooked me up with Square so my Johns could pay for it. “It’ll look like a charitable donation to my daughter’s after school club. I’m the adviser of it.” Principal Carver helped set it up.

He was so eager for Sunday to arrive so he could fuck my daughter and me all day.

“Let me get my wallet,” Todd said.

Leyla squealed in delight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I was so excited as I squirmed on Kimmy’s bed. We were both naked, our bodies pressed tight. Her small boobies—these cute, little handfuls topped by soft, pink nipples—rubbed against my dusky, round tits. Her blue eyes were so wide and bright, her braces shining on her teeth as she grinned. A romcom played loudly on her TV.

“I’m really going to sleep with my father tonight,” she said, squirming her thighs together.

“And getting paid $200 to do it,” I said. I was getting $200, too, the remaining $600 went to help my family. The pair of us were going to have so much fun with her Daddy. He was a yummy man. I mean, he wasn’t my daddy, but he was still a stud. And Kimmy would have so much fun. “You’re getting your cherry popped. And tomorrow, before the gangbang, Jalal is eager to be your number two.”

She blushed, squirming. “He is cute.”

“Yes, he is,” I said, my fingers walking up her ivory leg towards her blonde bush. “He’s such a sweet boy. He likes you, you know.”

“Really?” she asked, her eyes wide.

“Didn’t you see how excited he was to have you suck his cock yesterday?” I asked, my finger reaching her blonde bush.

Her thighs parted for me, my hand slipping down to cup her virgin cunt as she moaned, “He did look like he was having a hot time.”

“Yes, he did,” I purred, feeling her soft pussy lips through her blonde pubic hair. Her juices coated my fingers and palm. I rubbed up and down on her vulva, making her tremble, her small boobies jiggling. “He’s looking forward to the gangbang, too. I think he wants to watch you more than me. I’m a little jealous.”

“I can’t believe it. A gangbang,” Kimmy said. “That’s so wild.”

“You’re not having second thoughts?” I asked. “Izzy and Kendra are eager to experience it.”

“No, no, I want to be a slut,” Kimmy said. Then she shoved her hand between my thighs, rubbing at my shaved cunt. “Like you.”

I shuddered as her fingers brushed my clit then slid down to my pussy lips. She penetrated her fingers into my cunt. I shuddered, my snatch clenching down on her probing fingers. She pumped them in and out as I rubbed her virgin twat, brushing her hymen and labia.

“You’re going to be just as naughty as me,” I purred. “You’re going to be fucked by your daddy tonight. And tomorrow, my little brother’s going to enjoy your pussy and all the boys at our high school are going to fuck us so hard!”

“Yes!” she moaned, trembling, humping against my fingers. She wiggled hers inside of mine, brushing that special spot I discovered yesterday. A jolt shot through me, making me whimper. “They’re going to enjoy our tight bodies.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Ooh, how early can we pretend that you went to bed? I just want to get fucking your daddy so badly!”

“Uh-huh,” Kimmy groaned, her body twisting, her pussy growing hotter and hotter on my fingers.

Her bed creaked as we writhed in delight. Pleasure flowed out of my pussy, her fingers feeling so wonderful inside of me. Then she ground the heel of her hand on my clit. She made my little bud throb and ache. It sent sparks of delight through my body. My eyes rolled back into my head as I slid my fingers up and down the groove of her slit, brushing her clit and her hymen, savoring her juicy delight.

Our bodies rubbed together. Our skin caressed each other. Our moans echoed through the room. Her head leaned back, her mouth open as she groaned. I lunged my head closer, kissing those lips, feeling her braces rasping on my lips.

Our tongues met, dancing. We whimpered into the other’s mouth as we fingered each other faster and faster. My pussy grew hotter, clenching on her fingers as ripples of delight surged through me. I could feel my pleasure building and building in me. I came closer and closer to exploding. To that wonderful release.

I loved this feeling.

I loved being a slut.

I kissed her harder, my tongue running across her teeth. Her braces were just so sexy. Made her feel even more innocent. My fingers rubbed harder on her pussy, dancing on her clit. She shuddered and bucked, her digits curling inside of me.

She brushed that wonderful spot inside of me again.

“Yes, yes, right there, Kimmy!” I gasped, breaking the kiss. “That’s my G-spot. Just keep rubbing right there!”

“Okay!” my friend moaned, my digits rubbing faster and faster on her clit, sliding back and forth across her nub. She bucked and groaned as her fingers attacked my G-spot.

Pleasure swelled through me. My toes curled. Strained groans burst from my mouth. I whimpered and groaned. She trembled beside me. Her juices flowed. I bit my lip, my pussy clenching so hard on her fingers.

I came.

Hot juices spurted out of my pussy and splashing on her hand. I moaned out my rapture as the delight rushed through me. A moment later, Kimmy joined me. Her body bucked beside me. She squeaked in rapture.

“Leyla!” she gasped.

“Yes, yes, yes, we’re going to have so much fun!” I gasped. “So much fun tonight! And tomorrow!”

“We’re sluts!” she whimpered.

The pleasure flowed through me. Stars danced through my vision. I moaned and gasped. I kissed her again, savoring the flavor of my friend’s lips. I couldn’t wait to see her impaled on her father’s cock. To witness her cherry pop.

As the rapture soared through me, I knew tonight would be so awesome.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I trembled in the bathroom of the hotel room. I stared at myself, feeling so wanton. My hijab lay on the counter, my black hair falling in sleek waves about my motherly face. My large breasts rose and fell in the silk bodice of the black nightie I wore, all lace and sheer fabric, my dark-brown nipples bled through as shadows through it, not hidden at all. It ended at my waist, showing off the matching thong I wore, my black bush bleeding around the fabric.

I shuddered. My husband thought I was chaperoning our daughter at Kimmy’s house. If he knew I was whoring my body out to my student, he would divorce me. He would throw me out. But I needed this. I cared for my husband, had built a life for him, but I needed to make back that money I lost to online gambling.

And I needed to indulge my desires.

I was a slut like my daughter. I knew that now. I had made all these excuses to rationalize my behavior since discovering what was going on in Vicky Samuels classroom. I was just watching Clint fuck his women. I was just training my daughter. I was just helping out my sons who needed relief. I was just making back the money I lost. But Clint showed me the truth today. I wanted to fuck the young men I taught. I wanted to be plowed by my sons, by their friends, by my students.

And one of them, a seventeen-year-old stud, waited for me to exit the bathroom and spend the night with him.

My husband had our daughter to fuck. And soon her friends. He’d be mad at me for doing this, but I wasn’t any different from him. How could I pass up the chance to enjoy hot, young flesh? He couldn’t pass up our daughter and the promise of her friends. Well, neither could I pass up Carter and my male students.

I had an entire night of illicit passion to feed my desires ahead of me.

I walked with a strut to the bathroom door and stepped out into the hotel room. Carter waited on the bed, naked, his body muscular from sports, a young man in his prime. A cocky grin split across his lips as she stared at my busty, curvy body. Such lust burst in his eyes. His dick, thrusting from his golden bush, twitched, already half-hard and growing larger and larger at the sight of me. He licked his lips.

“Damn, Mrs. Umayyah,” he panted as I sauntered to him, my hips swaying, my large breasts jiggling in my nightie. “Just, damn… You are so hot.”

“Hotter than those teenage girls you normally date?” I asked, my voice sounding like honey.

“So much hotter.” He salivated for me. It wasn’t a lie to flatter me. “They don’t have your body. Those tits… Jesus, those tits are dynamite.”

I squeezed them through my nightie, the fabric rubbing on my nipples. “These? You love these tits?”

“God, yes,” he groaned, rising from the bed. His cock thrust hard before him. The muscles of his body rippled as he walked to me. I drank in the sight of my high school student’s body, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. “I’m going to enjoy them.”

“Yes, you are,” I moaned as he seized me and pulled me close.

His hands cupped my butt-cheeks left naked by the narrow back of my thong. He pulled me tight against him, his lips catching mine in a hot kiss. I shuddered against him, rubbing my body on his, feeling his hard dick pressing on my stomach. My pussy ached to be penetrated by him. To be fucked like a slut. The way Clint had fucked me today.

I was such a wicked wife. Such a naughty mom. A slutty teacher.

I moaned into the kiss, my arms slipping around his neck, clinging to him as he massaged my ass. His fingers dug into my butt-cheeks. He pulled me so tight into his cock, his shaft like iron against me. The source of all the pleasure I’d receive tonight.

Such strength. Such virility.

I shivered as his hands moved. They slid up my body, crossing the silk of the nightie I bought yesterday just for tonight. I’d never worn anything like this lingerie before I modeled them for my son. I’d been a good, Muslim woman for far, far too long.

His hands squeezed my breasts. My nipples throbbed as the silken fabric slid across them. He kneaded them through the nightie. He groaned into my kiss, loving the feel of them. I shuddered against him, wiggling my hips, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

“Damn, Mrs. Umayyah,” he groaned, breaking the kiss. “These tits are amazing. They’re so fucking big.”

“Mmm, they are,” I purred, rubbing my nose against his. “And you feel like you know just how to please them.”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, his fingers brushing my nipples through them. “And that thong… It’s just as hot as the one you were wearing at school.”

“And you were just so naughty and took that pair off of me,” I groaned. “I had pussy juices dripping down my thighs all day.”

He gave me such a naughty grin and squeezed my tits. “How wet are you right now?”

“Why don’t you just find out? I’ve been teasing you with my pussy for the last two days. Now… Now you can enjoy it.”

His blue eyes smoldered with passion. The stud slid down my body, kneeling on the floor before me. His hands caressed up and down my thighs as he stared at my crotch, my bush so thick, spilling about the black cloth. It almost blended in, but my pubic hair had a lustrousness that caught the light. He breathed in, let out a groan.

“Damn, you smell good, Mrs. Umayyah.”

“Don’t I?” I asked, my body shaking. “Come on, just slide it off and find out how wet I am. That’s why women wear panties like these. So hot studs like you can have fun removing them.”

He grinned at me, his fingers hooking the waistband of my panties. I shivered as he pulled them down, the stretching cloth sliding over my hips. The back slid out of my butt-crack. More and more of my bush was exposed, then my pussy. He breathed in again as he pulled the skimpy cloth down my dusky thighs.

I stepped out of them. He brought the thong to his face, inhaling my tangy passion. He groaned, licking the crotch before he threw my panties aside and stared right at my married cunt nestled amid my dark curls.

He had the real thing tonight.

“Carter!” I gasped as he buried his hungry mouth into my snatch.

I gripped his short, blond hair as he devoured my married cunt. His tongue licked and lapped through my folds. They danced through my labia. I threw back my head, my big breasts bouncing and jiggling as he feasted on me. He devoured my cunt. He ate me with that youthful hunger.

My husband had never done this for me.

Moans rose out of my throat. My head swept from side-to-side, my hair sliding across my back. I whimpered as the delight rose and rose inside of me. I shuddered, grinding my cunt on his hungry mouth, my pubic hair caressing his face, his nose buried in my bush.

“That’s it!” I groaned. “Ooh, yes, love my pussy. That’s how you please a woman, Carter. Ooh, you are such a stud.”

He paid good money to eat my pussy, to be with me all night, and he wasn’t wasting his opportunity. His tongue jammed into the depths of my married cunt. I shuddered on him. My breasts bounced and jiggled in the nightie. My hands clutched in his hair as the pleasure whipped through me.

Carter knew how to eat pussy.

He devoured me with such passion. He feasted on my married cunt. His blue eyes stared up at me with such youthful passion. This young stud, this man, whipped my snatch into a frenzy. My juices flowed while pleasure rippled over and over through my body.

He electrified me.

He had me trembling.

Moaning.

My eyes fluttered as the pleasure built and built in my cunt. My snatch clenched on his probing tongue. His nose brushed my clit, massaging it, sending hot sparks shooting through my body. I whimpered and moaned. My eyes rolled back into my head. The pleasure rushed through my body. I loved it. This stud drove me wild.

“Oh, yes, Carter. Make me cum! You are such a stud! Oh, yes!”

His tongue flicked to my clit. His hands clenched on my ass. He held on with his iron grip as his tongue fluttered on my bud. He attacked it. Sparks flew over and over from it. My back arched. My head threw back. I screamed out in rapture.

“Yes, yes, yes! Oh, you are such a good student! Oh, yes, that’s how you please your teacher! How you please a woman!”

My married cunt tightened. The pressure swelled in me as he latched his lips on my clit and sucked. My eyes widened. My entire body heaved. I gasped and moaned as my orgasm exploded in the depths of my snatch.

My flesh convulsed.

Pleasure rushed through me.

He drank my juice as they flooded out of my married cunt.

“Oh, yes! This is amazing! Such a stud! Such a wonderful stud, Carter!”

My body heaved. I ground my cunt on him as he devoured my twat. The pleasure rushed through me. Left me heaving and moaning. I swayed, clinging to his blond hair. Such rapture surged through my body.

And then he rose. He seized me in his arms before I knew what was happening. I gasped, still writhing in orgasmic bliss. He carried me to the bed, so strong, and threw me down on it like a slut. Like a whore.

I was a whore.

I rolled onto my hands and knees, my hips wiggling, throwing a look over my shoulder at him. My heavy breasts, still contained in my nightie, swayed beneath me. He stared at me with such hunger, mounting the bed, stroking his dick with one hand.

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” I groaned. “Ram that cock into me! I need it!”

“God, you are such a MILF!” he groaned. “Jesus, I can’t believe I’m about to fuck you, Mrs. Umayyah. Fuckin’ A!”

He grabbed my hip with his left hand, his right guiding his cock. I shuddered as his tip touched my married pussy. Another student about to fuck me hard. My fingers clenched on the sheets as his dick found my entrance.

He thrust into me.

His crotch smacked into my ass. His balls swung into my clit. My breasts swayed. “Mrs. Umayyah!”

“Just fuck me!” I hissed, my cunt clenching on his invading dick. He filled my married cunt to the hilt, almost as hung as my sons and husbands. I shuddered, clenching down on his girth. “Pound me!”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah!”

He gripped my hips with both hands, drew back his cock, and slammed it into my depths again. And again. And again.

Over and over, he plunged his cock into my cunt. He fucked me so hard, driving into me with all the passion that a young man could give his woman. His balls thwacked again and again into my clit. Sparks flew through me. My snatch clenched on his dick, the silky friction burning between us.

The bed creaked as he pounded me so hard. I whimpered and groaned. My eyes rolled back into my head as he pounded me. Such wonderful rapture surged through me. I whimpered and groaned, letting his dick plunge over and over into me, embracing the pleasure of my young lover.

“Jesus, Mrs. Umayyah,” he grunted. “Jesus, this cunt is amazing.”

“Even compared to those sluts you normally fuck?” I groaned, pumping back into him, my ass smacking his crotch. My tits heaved beneath me, swaying in the silk nightie, my nipples drinking in the sensation as they rubbed on the fabric. “To all those tight, underage pussies you fuck?”

“So much better!” he groaned. “They’re not my teacher. My married teacher! Jesus, I can’t believe Faizel gets to tap this ass whenever he wants.”

“He does!” I moaned, squeezing my pussy down on his dick. “Oh, yes, just pound me. Just fuck me so hard. Make me explode.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head. “Oh, that’s so hot. I’m going to explode on this dick. You’re such a stud! Make me cum! Please, I need it!”

“Yes!” he snarled, his hands squeezing my hips so hard.

He pounded me like a jackhammer. He plowed into my cunt so hard. So fast. It left me dizzy. My eyes rolled back into my head. I whimpered as his cock reamed my cunt again and again. The pleasure swelled and swelled. Every plunge, every smack of his balls on my clit, brought me closer to exploding.

He groaned as he fucked my married twat. His hands moved, sliding beneath my nightie, pushing the silk up my body. I shivered at the strong feel of his hands and the silky caress of the nightie. My eyes rolled back into my head. I quivered and shuddered. My snatch clenched down so hard on his dick as I bucked back into him.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” he grunted. “Jesus, you’re amazing.” His hands reached my swaying tits. He gripped them as he plowed me. “I’m going to explode in this cunt! You’re so hot! So tight!”

“And you’re so hung!” I moaned, clamping down on his thrusting dick, loving the feel of his young cock in me. “Fuck!”

My pussy exploded. My snatch writhed about his cock. It spasmed and convulsed. My eyes rolled back into my head as the pleasure surged through me. I shuddered and whimpered. I trembled, stirring my hips around, savoring the plunge of his dick into my cunt. I loved every moment of it. It was the best.

Rapture surged through me. My pussy milked his cock. He groaned, thrusting into my orgasming depths. The ecstasy swept through my mind. It washed across my thoughts and left me quivering in euphoria.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” grunted Carter.

“Cum in me!” I howled.

“Yes!”

His dick rammed into me. His cum flooded me. Hot jizz spilled into my depths. It spurted over and over, bathing my married cunt in his seed. I gasped, my cunt quivering about his cock, milking him. He groaned with each blast as he basted my pussy.

“Oh, damn, Mrs. Umayyah,” he panted as he shuddered. “Oh, damn, flip over. I want to watch those tits bounce as I fuck you.”

“Yes,” I groaned, loving young men and their stamina.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

At ten, Kimmy finally pretended to go to sleep. It was waaaaaay too early for her during our normal slumber parties, but we were both just so excited we couldn’t fake it any longer. We’d spent hooouuurs pretending to watch romantic comedies and talk about boys, giggling and making loud noise.

Now it was time for the fun to begin.

“Mr. Myers,” I purred, slipping into his bedroom. He read at the bed, wearing a bathrobe, his face bathed in the light of his eReader, his room so dim. He set it aside and smiled at me. “Mmm, are you ready for this?”

“God, yes,” he groaned.

As I sauntered to the bed, I noticed the picture of his wife on the nightstand was lying facedown. While she was away on her business trip, her husband was getting underage cunt. Their daughter’s cunt. And mine. Probably. Hopefully. But Kimmy was up first. This was her night.

I slipped naked onto the bed, his hands going immediately to my youthful breasts. He massaged my teenage titties as I kissed him hard on the mouth, his goatee rubbing on my lips, tickling me like Daddy’s beard would. My hands opened his robe as our tongues dueled. I groaned, loving the feel of his confident hands on my body. He knew how to touch a woman. His fingers rolled my nipples. My pussy grew wetter and wetter. I shuddered, knowing Kimmy lurked in the hallway listening to me make out with her father.

His right hand slipped down my body as I opened his robe. I found his naked form beneath. He kept in shape, working out at the gym or something, because he had a rocking body. I groaned, rubbing his hard flesh, his chest so smooth and hairless compared to my daddy’s hirsute body.

I missed those manly chest hairs.

But then I gasped as his hand darted between my thighs. I whimpered into the kiss as he rubbed my underage cunt. How long had it been since he’d touched pussy this young? Since he was in high school thirty years ago?

I shuddered as he rubbed up and into my folds. We both groaned into the kiss, our tongues dueling. My hand found his cock. I stroked him, loving how thick he was in my grip. Kimmy would enjoy riding his cock. I whimpered when he thrust his fingers into my snatch.

My hot flesh engulfed his digits. I squeezed my cunt down on them, squirming and writhing. The pleasure rippled through my body. My heart thudded in my chest. I nibbled on his upper lip as he pumped his digits in and out of my snatch. His cock throbbed in my stroking hand, his precum flowing.

“Oh, Mr. Myers,” I whimpered as his fingers enjoyed me. “Ooh, yes, you like that, huh? Your fingers in my underage cunt?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “Jesus, this is really happening.”

“Yes, it is,” I told him, giving him a mischievous grin. “And I know just how to make this even better.”

“How?” he groaned.

“Do you trust me?” I asked, clenching my pussy down on his fingers. “Huh, Mr. Myers?”

“God, yes,” he groaned, his fingers thrusting so deep into me.

“Good, you’re going to love this.”

I rolled away from him, which sadly meant his fingers popped out of my pussy. I shuddered as I stood from the bed and walked to his closet. I threw a glance over my shoulder as I sauntered to it, wiggling my naked ass for his pleasure, and loved the sight of him sucking my juices off his finger, savoring the flavor of my cunt.

Ooh, this was so much fun. I loved being a slut.

I opened his closet and, just as Leyla promised, I found his collections of ties. They were mostly dark, but a few were quite colorful. I grabbed the thickest looking one, sliding the silk through my fingers as I turned around.

“Going to tie me up so I can’t touch you?” he asked.

“Ooh, I want you to touch me,” I purred as I sauntered back to the bed. “But it’ll be so much fun if you can’t see. Then you can pretend I’m Kimmy.”

“Holy shit,” he groaned and nodded his head.

“I thought you wanted to enjoy that naughty daughter of yours,” I purred.

He gave me a grin then shrugged out of his robe, throwing it to the side. His cock bobbed and swayed as I crawled onto the bed. I slid the tie through my fingers, stretching it taught to blindfold him. He didn’t fight one bit as I tied it securely behind his head.

“Now no peeking or it’ll spoil the illusion,” I said, sliding off his bed. I padded around it as Kimmy poked her head in, her blue eyes so bright. “I want you to think it’s your daughter doing all those naughty things to you. Not me. I want you getting so excited for pretending your fucking her.”

“God, yes,” he groaned as he squirmed on the bed. “I want you so badly, Kimmy.”

Kimmy padded on silent feet across the carpeted room. Her small breasts swayed. She looked so cute. My pussy grew so wet. She handed over my phone. I held it my left hand, recording the video for mom while I slid my hands down my thighs, rubbing myself.

Kimmy mounted the bed, her body trembling. She crawled between her father’s legs and cradled his balls. The balls that made the cum that fertilized her mother’s egg and created her.

A dizzy wave of lust shot through me. This was so hot. My pussy clenched. I wiggled my hips from side-to-side just thinking of the naughty fun my friend was about to embark upon. She leaned down and licked at her father’s cock, taking her first plunge into incest.

Her blue eyes flickered to me. I beamed at her, plunging my fingers in and out of my pussy, stirring my cunt to a wonderful froth. Juices ran down my thighs as I watched the incestuous sight playing out before me.

Father groaning, not realizing his daughter licked her tongue up to the pinnacle of his cock and engulfed it.

“Jesus, Kimmy,” groaned Mr. Myers as his daughter’s headed bobbed up and down his dick. Jalal’s lessons from yesterday were paying off. “Oh, fuck that’s wonderful. Ooh, you are such a good daughter.”

His hands shot down, gripping his daughter’s blonde hair. I fought the urge to whimper as he gripped her head and took control. Kimmy didn’t fight her father as he used her mouth to fuck up and down his cock. He squirmed and groaned, his chest rippling, his head craning as she sucked and slurped.

My pussy squeezed down so hard on my pussy. My excitement mounted, my cunt growing hotter and hotter as I watched. He had no idea his cute, innocent daughter sucked his cock. He had no idea he was committing incest. He just thought this was a game.

This was so hot.

My fingers plunged faster and faster. My body shuddered, my round boobs jiggling. Kimmy sucked and slurped on his cock, loving it, making him so hard and ready for what was coming. I trembled, eager for it, so glad I was recording the video.

I couldn’t wait to watch the replay.

“Shit, Le… Kimmy,” he groaned. “Oh, shit, that’s great. What a naughty daughter. Sucking on your daddy’s cock.”

Kimmy whimpered about her daddy’s cock, shaking her hips.

“But I don’t want to cum in your mouth. Daddy wants to cum in your cunt!”

I shuddered, Mr. Myers’s fantasy about to become a reality for him. Kimmy rose up when he let go of her. She didn’t say a word as she slid up his body, bringing her pussy to his throbbing dick. She grabbed it, guiding it to her virgin cunt.

My pussy clenched on my probing fingers. I had my phone aimed right where Mr. Myers’s cock pressed into his daughter’s bush. Into her pussy. Kimmy rubbed it up and down her as he grabbed her hips.

“Oh, Kimmy, yes, I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long,” he groaned. “You feel so tight and… You have a hymen. You’re a virgin?”

“I am, Daddy!” Kimmy squealed and popped her cherry.

I almost came at this wonderful, incestuous moment of a daughter losing her virginity on her father’s cock. Kimmy’s small boobs jiggled as she impaled herself down her daddy’s cock. Her head arched back. She let out such a wanton moan as she embraced his dick with every inch of her cunt.

Mr. Myers ripped off his makeshift blindfold. His eyes widened. “Kimmy?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she groaned. “Ooh, isn’t this worth $400? Isn’t my cherry worth so much money?”

“Holy shit,” he groaned, his eyes flicking over to me fingering my snatch and filming them. “Holy fucking shit, honey!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Kimmy. She slid her cunt up her father’s shaft. “Oh, Daddy, I knew this would be amazing. Don’t you love being in my pussy?”

“Jesus,” he groaned, his hands clutching his daughter’s hips. “Jesus, Kimmy, this is… This is…”

“Amazing?” She slammed down his cock and stared at him with such pouting eyes. “Please say my pussy is amazing or awesome or wonderful.”

“It’s all those things, honey,” he groaned. “Jesus, it is. I can’t believe this. You’re so tight. You were a virgin!”

“And you paid so much money to enjoy my cunt. Ooh, Daddy, don’t you love your slut-daughter’s pussy?” She bounced on his dick now, her small boobies jiggling. His hands slid up to cup them, to squeeze those handfuls. “Isn’t this just the best?”

“Yes!” he groaned, glancing at me.

I winked at him, fingering my cunt faster and faster. This was so hot to watch, to film. Pleasure trembled through my body as I watched the joy on Kimmy’s face as she rode her father. As she felt that wonderful joy of uniting with the man who created her. With her sexy Daddy.

Her hips wiggled from side-to-side. She worked herself fast and hard down his dick. I shuddered, remembering riding on my own daddy’s cock, the wondrous joy of working my teenage cunt up and down his shaft. Hearing him groan the way Mr. Myers did for his daughter, savoring the pleasure of loving him.

A girl’s Daddy was special. The most important man for most of her life. And he deserved to experience the delights of her body.

“Jesus, work that cunt, baby,” he groaned. “Oh, damn, you’re good. A virgin… But you know how to fuck.”

“Leyla’s been teaching me,” she moaned, her hands grabbing his, squeezing them about her small boobs. “Oh, yes, I love riding you. I love feeling you in me, Daddy. This is just amazing!”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned as she wiggled her hips and danced on his cock. “Honey, I’m going to cum in you. Daddy’s going to flood your pussy.”

“Do it, Daddy!” she whimpered, her body trembling. “Flood me with your seed. I want it sooooo badly. I want to feel you in me. Let’s cum together, Daddy!”

My orgasm rippled through me at those words. At that joy in her expression. My pussy convulsed about my plunging fingers. Juices flooded down my thighs as I watched the incestuous passion right before me. I groaned, squirming my hips, rapture pouring through my body.

She was so lucky to experience this joy. To fuck her father. And to get paid to do it. What a naughty slut. What a whore. I shivered, my hips swaying from side-to-side. My moans echoing through the room. My body quivered, my breasts bouncing. Such hot ecstasy shot through me.

“Daddy, Daddy, cum in me!” Kimmy begged, riding her daddy so fast and hard, staring down at him with such love in her eyes. “I need that, Daddy!”

“Yes,” he croaked. “Just a little more, honey. Keep working that pussy up and down my cock and… Fuck!”

Another orgasm rippled through my body as I watched a father cum in his daughter’s deflowered cunt. Kimmy’s pussy received its first taste of cum. Incestuous cum. Her daddy’s cum. I whimpered, my body quaking, such rapture shuddering through me. My hips swayed from side-to-side at the delight of his cock flooding my friend’s pussy.

Kimmy’s back arched. Her entire body quivered. She came so hard on her daddy’s cock. I could see it in her eyes. She moaned and gasped as she spasmed on his dick. Her pussy milked his cock right now. She wrung out every drop of his spunk.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “That’s it.”

“Oh, Daddy, this is the best! This is amazing! Oh, Daddy, I love you! I love your cock in me. I love being your slut.”

“Yes!” he growled, his hips thrusting up, bouncing his daughter on his dick.

Their bodies both heaved for another few heartbeats. And then Kimmy collapsed on him. She kissed him hard. She plunged her tongue into his mouth. She squirmed on him, rubbing her teenage titties into his chest.

I groaned, pulling my fingers out of my twat. I brought them to my mouth, sucking on them, reveling in the flavor adorning my digits. Such kinky lusts surged through me as I watched father and daughter kiss with such passion.

The passion a girl could only share with her daddy. Kimmy might have a crush on Jalal, but she would always have that special place in her heart for Mr. Myers. A bond that no man could get between. Not if father and daughter kept renewing it with hot, incestuous sex.

I moved to the bed, still filming, capturing their passion.

Then Kimmy broke the kiss with her daddy. She beamed up at me. “Oh, wow, that was awesome, Leyla.”

“So what does it feel like to be a slut?”

“It’s the best thing in the world.” Her blue eyes twinkled. “Daddy’s getting soft, but I know how we can get him hard again.”

I licked my lips, a suspicion brewing in my mind. “How?”

“By having you eat my pussy! Mmm, it’s your turn to eat my creampie!”

“Oh, yes, you are going to make a wonderful slut!” I couldn’t wait to watch her blossom into slutdom like me. And tomorrow… Tomorrow, both of us would fully embrace it as we will take cock after cock, getting gangbanged over and over.

It would be amazing!

To be continued…



Daughter’s Slut Training

An Incestuous Harem Story







Chapter Twelve: Daughter’s Slutty Fun

by mypenname3000

© Copyright 2017





Story Codes: Teen female/Teen female, Male/Teen females, Teen male/Female, Female/Teen female, Incest, Oral Sex, Creampie, Hot Wife, Cheating, Prostitution





Leyla Umayyah

Kimmy’s braces flashed as she beamed at me. She lay atop her father, the sixteen-year-old girl practically glowing after having her virginity popped. My own pussy was so juicy from watching. I had such a delicious orgasm capturing the entire event on my camera phone. I set that on the nightstand as I headed to the bed, my round tits rising and falling with my excitement.

Mr. Myers glanced at me, his eyes still a little dazed. He’d paid to have sex with me tonight, not his daughter. He didn’t know he’d be popping Kimmy’s cherry until he pulled off his makeshift blindfold and witnessed his daughter straddling him, his cock at the entrance of her pure pussy, her blonde hair spilling about her girlish face, her small breasts quivering with her excitement. Then she slammed her pussy down his dick, losing her virginity. She rode her daddy so hard.

They had that special bond a girl could only feel while having sex with her daddy. I felt it with mine every time he was in me.

And now it was time for me to join the fun. I hungered for it. Kimmy slid off her daddy’s softening cock. His dick flopped out of her cunt glistening with her juices. Kimmy clamped her hand over her snatch, holding in the flood of incestuous cream. She fell onto her back, the bed creaking as she squirmed on it.

I crawled onto the bed, giving Mr. Meyer’s a smile. “You made her cum hard, stud.” I patted his wet dick as I moved over him. “Did you see how much she loved your cock?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice deep but still a little shell-shocked. I mean, he was surprised he could fuck me tonight, and then to get the girl he truly fantasized about…

“I could tell, Daddy,” Kimmy said, her two small breasts forming twin hillocks on her chest, these little mounds topped by her blushing-pink nipples. “You enjoyed my pussy so much.”

“He paid enough for it,” I said, giving her dad an impish grin as I settled between her thighs. “But it was worth it, right, Mr. Myers? Popping your daughter’s virginity?”

He nodded his head, his eyes still pretty dazed by everything that had happened.

“And we’re going to have so much fun tonight. This will be such a naughty slumber party.” My hands slid up her pale thighs, my fingers a darker, duskier color. I stared at her hand covering her pussy, so hungry to eat the incestuous combination of their fluids. “You’ll never object to one of Kimmy’s slumber parties again.”

“At least when Mom’s not around,” Kimmy smiled. “She’d be so furious with you, Daddy.”

He shifted. “Yeah.”

“But we won’t tell,” Kimmy said. “We understand that men get horny, and us slutty girls have to satiate them. Leyla taught me all about it.”

I beamed at her, my hands sliding up her thighs now, coming closer and closer to her hand cupping that pussy, hiding her naughty cunt from us. “I did. Ooh, Mr. Myers, it was so hot the first time she ate my pussy out, all full of cum. I felt her little braces rubbing on my cunt. Ooh, yes, we’re going to have a wild time tonight.”

“We are, Daddy,” Kimmy purred and pulled her hand from her pussy.

Her normally tight silt gaped open from her daddy’s cock, her inner pink on display. His whitish cum dribbled out of her, staining her soft-blonde bush adorning that wonderful gash. I leaned down, lapping up the first rivulet of salty delight seasoned by her sweet pussy. I moaned, savoring eating a creampie out of my innocent friend’s deflowered snatch.

I got to witness her first time having sex. What a wonderful treat. And now I got to revel in it. I was so lucky. I pressed my lips against her pussy, my tongue sliding through her folds. I wiggled my hips, my own cunt on fire as I gathered more delicious jizz flowing out of her snatch.

“Oh, Leyla,” moaned my friend, her back arching, thrusting those firm titties into the air. “Ooh, yes, Daddy. Isn’t that so hot? She’s licking your cum out of my pussy.”

“Uh-huh,” Mr. Myers said, watching us.

That just made my pussy hotter. Without pubic hair, nothing stopped my pussy juices from flowing down my thighs. I shuddered, wiggling my hips, as my tongue fluttered through her silky folds, gathering up their combined fluids.

The taste of father and daughter mixed together. What an absolutely delicious delight to enjoy. I shoved my tongue deeper into her, my lips pressed tight against her cunt. Her pubic hair tickled my cheeks and nose as I explored her depths. I scooped out more and more of her daddy’s cum, the salty treat mixed with her sweet delight.

How utterly yummy.

“Oh, Daddy, her tongue’s so deep in me.” Kimmy shuddered, staring at her daddy watching us. “When she ate my pussy earlier tonight, she couldn’t do this. My cherry was in the way. But you… You popped it and made me into a woman, Daddy.

“A slutty woman,” I moaned into her snatch.

“Yes!” Kimmy’s thighs tightened on my cheeks. She squirmed on me. “Oh, Daddy, it’s turning me on so much knowing you’re watching her eat me. That you’re staring at me as she devours your cum out of me. Does it turn you on, Daddy?”

“Yeah, baby,” he said. His hand reached out, cupping her firm breast.

She quivered as his thumb ran over her nipple. It was a gentle caress at first. Almost like he was afraid to touch her. But then his thumb rubbed harder, his confidence swelling that he could use this slut any way he wanted.

She whimpered now, grinding harder against my mouth. My tongue fluttered through her depths, scooping out the last of her father’s jizz as she whimpered. Her tongue ran across her lips as he massaged her. Then he leaned over and claimed that nipple.

“Daddy!” she squealed in delight as he sucked and nibbled on her nipple.

I shuddered, thrusting my right hand between my legs. I was too turned on now to hold back. I rubbed my fingers up and down my vulva, massaging my shaved snatch. My pussy lips were so hot and slippery beneath my digits. I found my clit, caressing it and shuddering as I feasted on her pussy.

Mr. Myers sucked noisily on her nipple. His lips kept popping off her small nub. He’d latch on again. He’d suck so hard. He’d nibble and worship it. She whimpered, her head tossing back and forth as she squirmed on the bed.

“Oh, Daddy, yes,” she whimpered. “Oh, you’re such a wonderful Daddy. I love you so much. I’m so happy you’re my first.”

“Yes,” he growled, his right hand cupping her left breast as he attacked her right nipple again.

She squealed in delight, squeezing her thighs on my face. I rubbed harder at my own cunt as I fluttered my tongue through her sweet folds. Then I brushed her clit. I batted that little nub. I swirled my tongue around it. I played with it and drove her wild.

She bucked harder now. She humped against my mouth with passion. Her moans echoed through the bedroom. Sweet juices flowed out of her cunt. They stained my chin and cheeks. I massaged my clit as I sucked on hers.

“Leyla! Daddy!” she shrieked. “Ohmygod, ohmygod!”

Her hot juices squirted around my mouth.

My friend came so hard. I shuddered as she bathed my face in her passion. I furiously frigged my clit, my orgasm building and building in me as I feasted on my friend’s cunt. Her daddy nibbled on her nipple as she thrashed, his hand rolling her other nub between his fingers.

This propelled her orgasm. She squeaked and gasped and made the cutest sounds as she came. Her body twisted, her stomach flexing as she quivered. I loved it. My clit throbbed beneath my rubbing fingers, sending shocks of pleasure through me.

“Ohmygod,” she gasped. “Oh, that was so good. Daddy! Leyla! Ooh, yes, that was awesome! And… And… Oh, Leyla, you’re going to make me cum over and over if you keep doing that.”

“Good,” I moaned, my snatch clenching, aching to be filled.

Mr. Myers popped his mouth off his daughter’s cunt. His left hand gripped his dick, still glistening with his daughter’s virgin cream. I felt his eyes on me as I plunged my tongue into his daughter’s quivering cunt.

He moved. “I paid for your cunt, too, didn’t I?” he growled. “For your slutty, underage snatch.”

“You did, Daddy,” moaned Kimmy. “Ooh, fuck her so hard. She’ll love your cock as much as I did.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, wiggling my hips. I pulled my fingers from my clit, leaving me so close to cumming.

I brought my fingers, drenched with my own cream, to Kimmy’s pussy. I smeared my juices on her snatch as her daddy moved around the bed. I wiggled my hips, my snatch in such need of being filled by a big cock. And he was sexy, with his dark hair and goatee, such a strong man that had my pussy dripping in excitement.

As he brought his cock to my pussy’s entrance, I positioned my fingers to give my friend such a naughty treat. I teased her lips, watching her squirm as her daddy’s cock pressed on my snatch. Then, slowly, wanting to savor my underage cunt, he pressed into my pussy. My labia stretched around his girth. I whimpered as he filled me. My fingers penetrated Kimmy, matching his rhythm, sliding deeper and deeper into her hot depths.

“God damn,” Mr. Myers groaned, enjoying his second teenage cunt of the night. “You are tight, Leyla.”

“As tight as Kimmy?” I asked, wiggling my hips.

“Just about,” he said.

I beamed at my friend then flicked my tongue on her clit. She gasped, her snatch clenching down on my fingers. I pumped in and out of her as her daddy worked his cock in and out of my cunt. He didn’t fuck me fast, but he thrust in with such power, making me ache and groan. I whimpered, swirling my hips around his dick, loving him in me.

He paid for my cunt. For us both. A $1000 for this night of passion. That had me trembling in delight. I flicked my tongue harder against Kimmy’s clit, batting her little bud as her daddy filled my snatch over and over, his balls brushing my own bud.

He groaned, fucking me faster and faster. He enjoyed the delight of my cunt. My hot, silky embrace. He gripped my hips, sliding his hands up and down my side, teasing me. My eyes rolled back into my head at the feel of his strong hands caressing up and down my body. He brushed my round breasts, squeezing them.

“Shit!” he groaned, thrusting harder. His balls thwacked into my clit over and over, making this meaty sound. Sparks shot through me. “Goddamn, what a tight cunt. I’ve wanted to fuck your snatch since you turned fourteen. You’ve blossomed into such a hot slut.”

“I did,” I whimpered, thrusting my fingers faster into Kimmy’s snatch.

Her braces flashed as she moaned. Her hips squirmed. Her hands cupped her little titties, thumbs massaging her small nipples. She stared down at me, her blue eyes bursting with pleasure as I plundered her cunt.

Feeling naughty, pleasure rippling through me from her father’s thrusting cock, I nipped her clit.

“Leyla!” she gasped, her body spasming. “Oh, Leyla, yes!”

“Make my little slut cum,” her daddy groaned, squeezing my tits hard as he pounded me. “Do it, you little whore! Make her fucking explode on your mouth again. Then I’m going to dump my cum in you and make her lick it out of you!”

“Yes!” I hissed in utter delight.

I attacked Kimmy’s clit, my snatch clenching down on Mr. Meyer’s thrusting cock. I pumped my fingers in and out of my friend’s silky snatch hard. My tongue flicked and flailed against her little bud nestled in her petals. I swirled my tongue around it then sucked so hard on it. Her body bucked and convulsed. Her moans sang out through the room.

The bed creaked from our hot threesome’s passion. Mr. Myers pounded me so hard. The force of his thrusts pressing my face into his daughter’s sweet cunt. Her juices dribbled down my chin and stained my cheeks. Her snatch grew so hot on my fingers.

I curled them, searching for that wonderful G-spot. I massaged along the top of her pussy walls, caressing her silky delights. I found that wonderful spot. Her body bucked and squirmed. She whimpered and convulsed on the bed.

Her pussy went wild about my fingers as she came.

Hot juices squirted out around my digits.

“Daddy, she made me cum!” she howled. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! Now cum in her cunt! Spurt your jizz in her! Ooh, do it, Daddy! I want to lick your yummy cum out of her snatch!”

“Fuck, yes!” he growled, thrusting so hard on my snatch.

My own orgasm swelled through me. That wonderful cock plundered my twat so hard. His balls smacked my clit. That wonderful staccato rhythm of pleasure. I moaned about Kimmy’s clit, sucking on the bud as I kept attacking her G-spot. She kept bucking and squirming, her body going wild as I pleasured her.

My snatch squeezed down hard on her daddy’s dick. He rammed into me. The friction washed through my body. I whimpered about her clit. My eyes squeezed shut as my entire body tense. His dick withdrew, sliding back through my silky sheath.

And slammed into my cunt.

Balls smacked my clit.

My orgasm exploded.

My pussy convulsed about his dick. I moaned about Kimmy’s clit as rapture surged through me. I joined my friend in rapture. Dizzy delight rippled through my mind. stars danced through my closed vision. I opened my eyes, staring up my friend’s body as she writhed with me, watching me cum on her daddy’s cock.

“Shit!” Mr. Myers grunted, savoring the delight of my underage cunt spasming on his dick.

“Just flood her, Daddy!” howled his daughter. “Just spurt all your jizz into her. She’s such a slut! She needs it!”

“I do!” I whimpered, still ramming my fingers into her cumming snatch.

“Yes!” he growled and buried into me.

“Kimmy!” I moaned as cum spurted into me. “He’s doing it! He’s flooding my cunt.”

“Yes!” she howled and bucked so hard, her pussy convulsing as another orgasm burst through her body. “Fill her up with all your yummy jizz, Daddy!”

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Milk my cock, you little teenage whore.”

“I am!” I moaned, so glad he recognized that.

His cum pumped into me. My snatch convulsed about his cock as the rapture surged through me. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head. He grunted as the final spurt of jizz filled me. Then he pulled out of me, sinking back onto the bed.

“My turn!” Kimmy shouted with so much excitement despite her orgasm just surging through her.

“Yes!” I moaned, just as eager.

I squeezed my cunt closed, holding in Mr. Meyer’s cum. I turned around, landing on my back right before Mr. Meyer’s. His dick glistened, limp from being drained by my pussy. But I knew what would get him hard again.

I shuddered as Kimmy’s braces rubbed on my pussy lips as her tongue dived into the depths of my cunt. I whimpered, my snatch clenching down on her tongue as she scooped out her daddy’s cum from my well-fucked snatch.

Buzzing in rapture, I turned my head just enough to brush my lips on his cock. I nursed on his limp dick, making him groan. He tasted so good bathed in my tangy snatch. A hot shudder ran through me. This was the best slumber party ever!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Sunlight streamed through the hotel curtains. Morning had come. What a I night I had. I was so sticky with Carter’s cum. My student had used my body all night. He’d paid enough for the honor of plowing my married cunt, so he could fuck me as much as he wanted.

But the truth of it was, I’d have done it for free. The money was just the excuse I used because I didn’t want to admit I was a slut like my daughter. But I was. Clint had shown me that yesterday when he fucked me in his aunt’s classroom while I watched my daughter and her friends service their clients through a peephole. Clint didn’t pay to use me. He just took what I secretly wanted to offer to all those hot studs I taught.

Teenage boys… All so hard and eager to fuck my mature body.

I clutched the pillow to my breasts as Carter moved behind me. I groaned, his muscular chest rubbing against my back. My husband had no idea I was here all night with Carter. He thought I was chaperoning Leyla’s slumber party at the Myers’. I couldn’t wait to see the video of Kimmy loosing her virginity. I had such plans for it.

Her brother brought his cock to my butt-cheek. He smeared his precum across my rump as he moved it between my thighs. He groaned, feeling my messy bush, stained and matted with our juices, with his dick’s tip. I breathed in deeply, my nipples throbbing against the pillow I hugged, and reveled in the musk of our lovemaking. That scent of cum and pussy and sweat. That wondrous, naughty aroma.

It left me so heady.

I was such a bad Muslim woman. Such a naughty wife and slutty mother. I was a wicked teacher. And I loved it.

“Ooh, yes, Carter, I need you in me again,” I moaned, my cunt aching for more. To be pounded by him again and again. It was a drug. Never had I done any illicit substance or even had a glass of wine, but I imagined this heady rush must be like getting drunk or high. My brain craved it. I whimpered as his dick found my married cunt, his tip rubbing against my folds, stimulating me. “Pound me!”

“Goddamn, but you’re insatiable, Mrs. Umayyah,” he groaned, his dick nudging my clit now.

“I am,” I whimpered. “Good thing you’re so young and can just fuck and fuck and fuck.”

“It’s easy with a woman as hot as you.” He shuddered. “My dick feels like it’s about to fall off, but I just got to fuck you again.”

I let out a purring, satisfied moan, shuddering as he lined up with the entrance to my married cunt. I squirmed, hugging the pillow so tight to my tits, staring at the windows. The light spilled into the dark room, illuminating our naughty sin.

Carter thrust.

“Yes!” I moaned, my back arching into his chest, my big tits jiggling against the pillow’s linen case. My nipples absorb the feel of the thread count while my pussy reveled in being penetrated by Carter’s wonderful, young cock. The seventeen-year-old buried to the hilt in my sloppy depths. “Ooh, fuck me! Pound me! Show me everything that I taught you, Carter! Please me!”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” he growled, drawing back his hips, pulling his cock through my sheath.

My pussy clenched on his girth. I whimpered. My eyes rolled back into my head at the feel of him in me. His dick pumped in and out of me. His crotch smacked into my rump, the sound echoing through our hotel room. The bed creaked and groaned, adding its passion to ours.

I trembled, the rushes of delight surging through my body. His every thrust sent another wave of euphoric bliss through me. I cooed as my brain drank it in. My mind loved it. I worked my hips, matching his rhythm as he pounded me harder and harder with all the passion of a teenage boy.

I loved it.

“That’s it!” I moaned. “Fuck my cunt! Ooh, yes, Carter! You are such a stud! Kimmy’s going to love being fucked by you.”

“I’m going to fuck her first at the gangbang,” he growled. “Then I’m going to enjoy your daughter. See how she stacks up to you.”

“She takes after me!” I moaned, able to be honest now. My pussy clenched on his dick, aching to witness my four whores getting gangbanged in a few hours. “You’ll cum so hard in her cunt.”

“But she doesn’t have these tits!” His hands slid up my body, diving beneath the pillow I hugged to my breasts, and grabbed my soft mounds. “God, you have the best tits in school. Better than Ms. Samuels.”

I shuddered, remembering all the times I watched Clint fuck his Aunt, my fellow teacher Vicky Samuels. She had big tits, too. But mine were the best in school. Such a surge of delight rippled through me. My pussy clenched down so hard on his dick.

His fingers twisted my nipple as I rode high on his words. The electricity shot from my nubs right to my married cunt filled with his dick. I shuddered, my eyes widening at the swell of pleasure suddenly rising in me.

And then drowning me in orgasmic pleasure.

I moaned and spasmed in his embrace. My cunt writhed about him as my sudden climax spilled over me. I cried out in bliss, stars dancing before my eyes caused by the ecstasy surging through me. The wondrous delight of being filled by his cock. I whimpered and groaned. I shuddered in abject rapture. It was so amazing. So stupendous.

I gasped and moaned and whimpered.

“Jesus, Mrs. Umayyah,” he groaned. “You’re already cumming?”

“You’re just such a stud!” I howled, the pleasure quivering through my flesh, my cunt spasming so hard on his thrusting dick.

“I am,” he grunted, sounding so cocky and confident, his ego bolstered by his prowess. “Goddamn, I love fucking your cunt!”

“Whenever you have the money!” I moaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. “Yes! Just keep ramming that dick into me!”

The bed rocked harder. He pounded me with such furious passion. His hands gripped my tits as he plundered my married cunt. Orgasms spilled through my body. I gasped and groaned, drunken passion surged through me. I loved it. I embraced every moment of it.

I never wanted it to stop. I wanted this teenage stud to keep pounding me. My breasts jiggled and shook in his hands. He kneaded them so hard. My moans grew louder and louder. My orgasms burned hotter and hotter.

“Jesus,” he groaned. “You’re so eager for my cum, aren’t you? Just a slutty teacher for my jizz!”

“I am!” I moaned. “Give it to me! I need it. Flood my cunt! Cum with me!”

“I will!” he snarled.

Then he ripped his cock out of my cunt. I gasped, feeling suddenly so empty, my flesh spasming over nothing. I whimpered in protest, squirming on my side. And then my eyes widened in delight as I realized his goal.

His wet cock pressed between the cheeks of my asshole. His thick tip found my puckered asshole, still sore from being pounded by him last night. Lubed by my cream, he pressed forward against it. Then he thrust hard.

My sphincter stretched and stretched and stretched.

“Carter!” I screamed as his dick buried to the hilt in my asshole. “Oh, Carter, you stud!”

My bowels writhed about his dick. I was still cumming as he filled me. My orgasm still raged through me. I whimpered and groaned. I bucked on him, my eyes rolling back into my head at the ecstatic rapture he churned through my body as he pounded my asshole.

He plundered my anal sheath. He rammed his dick so hard, so fast into me. My juices lubed his dick to glide through me. His hands squeezed my tits so hard as he enjoyed my bowels. He grunted into my ear.

“Damn, Mrs. Umayyah. Damn, you are such a whore!” He shuddered. “You’re still cumming as I sodomize your asshole!”

“I am!” I moaned. “Bugger me! Cum in me! I need it! Ooh, yes, Carter, I need it so badly!”

His hips thrust forward. His crotch smacked into my rump. I felt his wiry, blond pubic hair on my rear. With a grunt, his cum fired into my asshole. Hot jizz spilled into me. My eyes rolled back into my head, another orgasm rippling through my body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I hissed as my bowels milked his dick.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” he growled. “Oh, fuck, yes!”

He shuddered behind me. His fingers found my fat nubs. He stretched them, twisted them. My pussy convulsed so hard. Juices flooded across my thighs. He groaned as he played with my tits, his cum spurting the final time into my bowels.

I whimpered, my orgasm peaking through me. I stared at the window, the daylight reaching towards the bed across the floor. I shuddered, my pleasure dying through me. It left me buzzing. I just savored his strong, young arms around me.

What a night. What a wondrous night. He fucked me as hard as Faizel did. Part of me wished my baby boy, Jalal, was here now. I just wanted to cradle him to my breasts. To hold him and feel him nuzzling at my tits as I came down from my orgasmic high.

Tonight, I would spend time with my gentler boy making love to him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“Your dad is still passed out,” I giggled as I walked into the kitchen, a pair of panties trapping in the last deposit of cum he fired into me late last night. I just liked the naughty feel of a man’s spunk trapped in me. “We drained him dry, slut.”

Kimmy giggled, sitting at the island in the center of the large kitchen, a bowl of Fruit Loops sugary cereal before her. “Yes, we did.”

“Your little pussy drove him wild,” I said, snagging a box of Grape Nuts out of the cabinet. I loved them, the only one in my family. Luckily, Mr. Myers and I had similar tastes.

After all, we both loved Kimmy’s pussy.

I poured my cereal, added sugar, and then the 2% milk. I didn’t need to go with nonfat at my age. I joined Kimmy at the island, digging into my cereal just as the doorbell rang. My naked tits quivered as it gonged through the room. Kimmy shuddered, her cheeks going red as she looked down at her naked body.

“Oh, slut, it’s just my mom,” I told her. “But it’s cute that you get so embarrassed.”

“I’ll go get it,” Kimmy said, slipping naked off the stool. Her cute rump wiggled. I liked the sight as she headed naked to the door. I dug into the Grape Nuts while hoping it wasn’t my mom just so Kimmy could expose herself to a stranger.

“Well, look at you,” Mom purred from the entryway. “Just a precocious little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah.”

“So I see the plan worked wonderfully.”

“Didn’t you see the video Leyla sent you?” my friend asked as she led Mom into the room.

I arched an eyebrow at Mom. She positively glowed, her face still flushed, that obvious sign of just been fucked. Her dark cheeks looked so naughty with her face framed by her dark hijab, which only made her rumpled, disarrayed dress look even hotter. It was the same one she wore last night when she dropped me off. She must have just been in a hurry to pick us up and threw on whatever was at hand.

“Well, Mom, you got laid last night,” I grinned.

“I did,” she said with a shudder. “Mmm, it was a wonderful night. I took care of your father for you.”

“I’m sure daddy still loves your hot bod, Mother,” I said, wanting to reassure her. “I mean, you have those huge tits.”

“I know,” Kimmy said, cupping her little mounds. “Ooh, mine will never grow.”

“They will dear.” Mom looked around. “And where is your father?”

“Still asleep upstairs.” I grinned at Mom. “We wore him out. Want to see his cum in my pussy?”

Mom licked her lips then said, “No, no, we have to get going. After you eat, you two need to shower. You need to be clean and fresh for the gangbang.”

“We won’t be by the time it’s over,” I giggled. “Faizel texted me that he has at least twenty boys showing up. Maybe more.” My cut was only $5 a boy, since it was $50 to get in. But, still, that meant at least a $100 to do something that made me so wet. I loved being a whore.

Mom nodded her head and strode out of the room, presumably to talk to Mr. Myers. I glanced at Kimmy. She still frowned, cupping her little tits.

“Your dad loved your tits,” I told her. “He spent more time sucking on yours than mine.”

“But what about Jalal?” she asked, her voice so tight and quivering. “I mean, your mom has those big tits, and yours are nice and round. How can I compete?”

“Because Jalal has a crush on you,” I said. I wanted to watch them have sex. I just knew it would be such a cute sight. They were both so sweet and innocent. “Just don’t get jealous when he’s playing with my tits. Or Mom’s.” I had come to accept my mom was a slut, but one who kept it in the family. So I would conceal from Daddy that she had sex with my brothers to protect him from being hurt and to preserve their marriage. It would break Daddy’s heart if he learned she was a slut like me.

I couldn’t do that to him.

“Relax,” I told her. “You’ll see. Jalal will brighten up when he sees you today.”

“You think so?” she asked, squeezing her little titties.

“I know so.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

“Todd,” I said, shaking Mr. Myers hard as he snored on his mussed sheets, the room reeking of hot, young pussy. “Todd, wake up. We need to talk.”

“What?” he asked, sounding groggy. “Mrs. Umayyah?”

I gave him a hard look. I found White people were intimidated by angry Arab women. They could be so sensitive about treating minorities with respect they would overcompensate to be accommodating. It was useful at times.

“This!” I hissed, holding out my phone and playing the video my daughter made last night. Kimmy appeared on screen, straddling him. You could hear her moan as he took her cherry. “You fucked your underage daughter last night.”

“Shit,” he groaned, the evidence as clear as day as Kimmy rode his dick, moaning and gasping, her little titties jiggling. Leyla had done a wonderful job filming.

“It would be a shame if your wife saw this,” I said. “She’d destroy you in divorce court if she didn’t have you arrested for incest.” California had some liberal incest laws, allowing first cousins to marry, but fathers with their daughters was never allowed. “You’d lose so much in the divorce settlement.”

He swallowed.

“But, if you pay me $200 a week, you will get to fuck your daughter as much as you want.” I leaned over him, grinning. “You can pump your dick into her holes all you want. I’ll make sure she’s available for you. She’s my whore, after all. You paid good money to enjoy her cherry, now you can pay more to keep enjoying her.”

“You set me up,” he gasped.

I grinned at him. “Just making sure you’re not enjoying my whore for free. And don’t say that $200 a week to fuck your daughter’s tight cunt whenever you want isn’t worth it. And if Leyla or one of Kimmy’s other friends are over, well, you can enjoy their holes, too.”

Despite the outrage on his face, his dick was now rock hard. He was as hung as his son Carter. What would the father be like…?

“Well, do we have a deal?” I asked.

“Yes,” he growled.

“Good, “i smiled. “Now it will all look like a charitable donation to your daughter’s school club. See, your wife can’t even complain about that. Now let’s get your automatic payments set up.” Jalal was such a good boy for showing me how to do all of this.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Kimmy and I rode in the back seat of Mom’s car from the Myers’s house. Both of us were freshly showered and ready to be violated over and over by horny, teenage boys. Every guy at our school would know we were such sluts after today.

I hoped Clint would be there. I know he had that huge harem of his, but that just made me want to enjoy him once. To find out what made all those girls, his own sisters and cousins, fawn over him. His cousin Lee, pregnant with his child, was even his own sex slave. He fucked her in the ass in the middle of the boys’ restroom on Monday.

In fact, that was how this all started. Mom caught me masturbating pretending to be Lee getting fucked in the ass by Clint. That was when Mom recognized that I was a slut and started my training. And now… Now it culminated in a gangbang!

Faizel’s car was parked at our school’s gym, the side-door propped open. I shuddered as Kimmy and I scrambled out of the back of the car. Such excitement shivered through me. My nipples were so hard against my bodice.

“We’re really doing this,” Kimmy said. “In an hour, we’re going to be fucked by so many guys.”

“Yep,” I smiled as we darted in ahead of mom.

My two brothers had been busy. Faizel and Jalal had spread out those blue tumbling mats across the gym floor and unfolded the bleachers. Jalal was now busy setting up a table with big kegs of Gatorade on tap like you’d see at a sporting booth. Beside it, an open cooler was filled with bottled water and energy drinks. He also had set out a bowl of bananas and pretzels.

The boys needed to keep up their energy.

Kimmy shivered as she stared at Jalal. I nudged her. “Why don’t you go over and talk to him. You could slip into the open supply room and see what happens. We have time before the gangbang starts.”

“Oh, gosh,” Kimmy said. She gave a nervous titter.

“You fucked your daddy last night. This should be easy.”

“But…” She bit her lip. “I really like your brother. And I’m such a slut now. What if…”

“I think my brother gets off on watching,” I told her. “I think it excites him that you get fucked by other guys. Plus, I promised that he’d get second dibs on your pussy. So you can’t make a liar out of me.”

“I can’t,” she said, nodding her head, her spine straightening. “Okay. Here goes.” Then she marched over to the table to speak to my little brother.

Mom had wandered over to Faizel as he dragged out the last mat. He had his shirt off and looked so handsome, his swarthy body rippling with muscles that had a gleam of sweat on them. I sauntered over to join them as Mom looked like a bitch in heat panting after her eldest child.

I didn’t blame her. Faizel was a younger version of daddy. He just lacked the experience age had given Daddy and his thick beard. Mmm, I loved that beard rubbing on my flesh, tickling my titties, caressing my pussy.

“Looking good, big brother,” I said, sauntering over to him.

His eyes flicked to me. “Aren’t you a little overdressed? I mean, I can’t see those tits.”

“You’re such a perv,” I grinned, my fingers going to the hem of my top. I peeled it off, unveiling my dusky tits. They bounced before me. My brother grinned his approval. He reached out, fondling my tits.

“That’s better.”

“Where is your brother going with Kimmy?” Mom asked as I squirmed, my pussy growing so hot.

“Oh, you know,” I said to Mom. “Jalal has such a crush on Kimmy, and she likes him too. Ooh, they’re going to get so close together. Isn’t that wonderful.? I would love to have Kimmy as a sister.”

“What?” Mom said, her voice going tight and icy.

I blinked in surprise. Did Mom have a problem with Kimmy and… Of course, she was a slut like me. Mom wanted her sons to marry good, Muslim girls. She never approved of Faizel’s girlfriends. She tolerated them because she knew he needed to release his sexual urges. And so long as he just fucked them and wasn’t dating them seriously, she never said anything.

Now she stared at the door Jalal and Kimmy vanished into looking like she would go over their and bust them. I had to do something.

So I fell to my knees and shoved up mom’s dress. She gasped in shock as I raised her dark modest skirt up her legs to expose her legs slicked with cum. There was so much of it. Her bush was matted with cum. She wore no panties beneath.

She must have fucked Daddy right before coming to pick us up.

“What are you doing?” Mom gasped. “Leyla!”

“I missed Daddy,” I moaned. “I figured you needed to be cleaned up. And you are leaking so much cum. How many times did Daddy fuck you last night.”

“A few,” Faizel said. “You should have heard them.”

Mom looked at Faizel and gave him a motherly smile. “That’s right. But, Leyla, you don’t have to—”

I buried my mouth into her pussy, cutting off her words. I licked through her snatch. I devoured her cunt. She gasped and groaned, squirming her hips on my face, her bush so matted with Daddy’s cream. It sent such a hot thrill through me to eat this creampie. My pussy clenched as I devoured Daddy’s jizz out of Mommy’s pussy.

Ooh, what a treat. Her tangy musk mixed with his salty cum. It was as exciting to eat as Kimmy’s creampie was last night. My tongue danced through my mom’s folds, scooping out every drop of cum I could, the spunk smearing on my lips as she squirmed.

“Damn,” Faizel groaned. “She is just going to town on you. Fuck, I wish I could stay and watch. But the guys will start arriving. I want to gather the money before I let them in here.”

“Yeah,” Mom nodded. “Oh, Leyla, you little slut! I know what you’re doing!”

“I’m eating your pussy!” I said with complete innocence.

“You are,” she moaned, staring down at me with such hot eyes. “Lick out every drop of cum, you fucking slut. Eat it. Clean me up! Ooh, yes, dig that tongue into my snatch. Yes, as deep as you can go, you nasty whore!”

I plunged my tongue so deep into her sloppy pussy. There was so much jizz in her. My own pussy clenched. I wiggled and squirmed, licking and lapping through her folds. I scooped out every drop of Daddy’s cum I could, savoring the incestuous delight.

Mom squeezed her tits through her blouse. Her face twisted, framed by her hijab. She looked so proper and yet so whorish as she moaned in ecstasy. She squeezed her breasts harder, grinding her hairy cunt on my face. I loved the tickle of her pubic hairs on me as I devoured her cunt.

“Ooh, you go girl!” the familiar sound of Kendra, my Black friend, called out. “Just eat her muff.”

“That’s so hot to watch,” my other friend, Izzy, said.

I saw the pair out of the corner of my eyes, Izzy already naked, her red hair falling down to her shoulders, her big tits swaying. They were both so eager for the gangbang, too. Kendra stripped off her blouse, exposing her dark breasts.

I shuddered, swirling my tongue through my mother’s snatch. I searched out for more of Daddy’s cum from the depths of her cunt. Her tangy juices poured into her mouth. Her back arched as she squeezed her tits through her blouse.

“Such a nasty whore!” she moaned. “Ooh, yes, you are. Just eating all that cum out of your mommy’s pussy!”

“She is,” Izzy groaned, kneading her own big tits. They almost were the size of my mother’s melons.

“Yes!” Mom groaned and then came. Hard.

Her juices squirted into my mouth. I shuddered, gripping her hips, holding up her skirt, as my own cunt demanded attention. But I would get that soon enough. So I concentrated on drinking down my mother’s juices and my daddy’s cum flooding out of the core of her. The two delicious flavors mixed and swirled in my mouth.

I gulped them down. They warmed my belly. Mom quivered above me. She gasped and groaned. Her body bucked hard. Then she stumbled away from me. I panted, her cream trickling down my neck and racing towards my naked tits. Mom reached the bleachers and sank down on them, panting.

“She just did that,” Mom moaned to herself, sounding almost delirious. “Ooh, she had no idea. The little slut had no idea at all.”

I frowned, wondering what I didn’t know about. Before I could ask, Kendra said, “Where’s Kimmy? Did she chicken out?”

My eyes widened. “No, no, come on. We have to see this. I just know it will be so cute.”

I stood up, wiggling out my of skirt as we crossed the gym to the supply closet. My garment fell off my legs, left behind on the mat, before we reached it. Through the door, I could hear the sweetest sighing. I cracked it open and the three of us peered inside.

Kimmy lay beneath Jalal, the pair kissing, their bodies entwined. His dusky ass flexed as he made love to Kimmy. That was the only words I could use “make love.” He didn’t fuck her like a whore. They kissed with such tender passion as their bodies moved together.

“Oh, wow,” Izzy whispered. “That’s so hot. They’re so into it.”

“I know,” I said, my heart swooning. It was so romantic.

As much as I wanted to watch, they deserved their privacy. So I closed the door, leaving my friend and little brother to love each other. I shivered in delight, hoping to find that someday. I’d never stop being a slut, but if I could find a guy who could accept that I loved fucking my daddy, plus any man who’d pay me, what a treat that would be.

And then the boys began entering. The three of us shuddered as they came in through the same side door, paying my brother the fifty dollars. I recognized many of them: Sean, Evan, Mitch, Vince, Adam, Pete. Even Carter, Kimmy’s brother, sauntered in. He headed for mom, sitting beside her on the bleachers. The boys spread out on the stand, staring across the gym at the three of us naked and quivering with anticipatory lust.

“Oh, Jalal,” Kimmy moaned through the door, her orgasm rippling through her.

“You go, stud,” I whispered. My little brother was not nearly as useless as I once thought him to be.

“Kimmy!” he groaned, the pair sharing their love in passion.

My pussy clenched.

More boys entered. I saw Issac from my English class. Then Rich from my biology class walked in with several of his friends. More and more boys flooded in. More than the twenty I’d expected. A lot more. I shuddered, my pussy dripping with juices.

Then something real hot happened. Clint strutted in, the dark-haired senior leading two naked women by leashes clutched in his left hand. They leashes didn’t attach to collars about the women’s throats, but to clamps pinching their nipples. One of the sex slaves was his cousin, Lee, her body slender and gangly. The other was Ms. Samuels, his aunt and Lee’s mother. The MILF’s tits were as big as my mom’s, and just as pillowy soft. She looked a lot like her daughter, both padding after Clint in perfect submission.

“Jesus,” I groaned, my pussy clenching as Faizel closed and locked the gym door after him. “This is going to be so hot.”

My three friends nodded in agreement while Faizel marched to the center. I took a deep breath. It was about to start. The gangbang. Holy cow, this was real. All those boys would be using our bodies. Just plowing us. Fucking us. Dumping their cum into us.

I almost swooned in delight.

To be continued…
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Leyla Umayyah

A nervous lust tingled through my pussy and electrified my body as I posed with my three friends before the horde of hungry boys crowding the bleachers of our high school’s gym. Naked, my round, dusky breasts quivered before me. On my right, my blonde friend Kimmy already had cum staining her thighs, leaking out of her pussy while she had such a glowing smile on her lips, her braces flashing as she kept glancing at my younger brother, Jalal.

They had just made love. It was the cutest thing I had ever seen. They were just perfect for each other. My nerdy brother and my shy friend both had such a crush on each other and Jalal didn’t mind at all that she was about to be fucked in every way possible. He liked that she was a slut.

On my other side stood Kendra, my Black friend. She had firm, ebony breasts, her body sleek and delicious, her thick lips pursed in a sultry smile as she stared out at the boys, her fingers playing with wiry pubic hair, twining the silk around her fingers. Beyond her was my third friend, Izzy, a busty redhead, her hands cupping her big tits, proffering them to the boys who salivated like a pack of hungry dogs.

They wanted to feast on us. They wanted to do such naughty things to us.

My pussy clenched. Juices trickled down my thighs. I was so wet. Today was the ultimate act of a slut, to fuck every guy who wanted me. And to do it for money. The horde of boys, more than forty, had each paid $50 to get in here. When they heard they had a chance to fuck four of their classmates, they had leaped at the opportunity.

My hunky older brother strode out before us, naked and ready to fuck. At seventeen, he had a man’s strength, tall like our father and just as broad-shouldered. He just lacked Daddy’s sexy beard and the experience that another two decades had given him.

“Are you ready to fuck these four sluts?” Faizel asked, his voice booming through the gym like a motivational speaker.

The boys whooped and cheered. A roar echoed through the gym. They were all so horny, their youthful faces twisting with pleasure. I shuddered as their passion washed over me. My snatch tightened in anticipation. Mom, sitting in the front row, squirmed. She had her legs tightly crossed, her cheeks dark. She was dressed with all the modesty that a married, Muslim woman should possess, her hijab covering her hair, her skirt long, her blouse up to her neck.

But I could tell she wanted to be out with us, a slut like the four of us. But she kept it in the family.

Faizel drank in the roar of the boys. He spread his arms wide. He enjoyed this. He wanted to see his baby sister be gangbanged, the big perv. The boys kept cheering. They gained their feet, ripping off their clothing, hard cocks bouncing before them.

I knew half of the boys. Isaac from my English class. Rich and Sean from my biology class. I saw some of the older boys, Pete and Evan. Adam stared with such hunger at me, and Carter, Kimmy’s older brother, stroking his dick as he had eyes for his little sister. Incest was so hot.

But the boy I was really glad that was here was Clint.

He sat at the top with the only other women here beside my friends and mom. His cousin, Lee, and his aunt, Ms. Samuels, sat naked before him. Each had leashes connected to their nipple clamps so Clint could parade them around. It was so hot. Ms. Samuels taught at our high school and Lee was her daughter. They were pressed against him, the teacher’s big breasts pillowing against his side, her hand resting on Clint’s crotch, rubbing her nephew’s hardon through his jeans.

A faint delight rushed through me. I wanted to be fucked by Clint so badly. He was the reason this all happened. He inspired such lust in me that my mom caught me masturbating while fantasizing about Clint fucking me up the ass.

“They’re all free to be fucked,” Faizel continued. “In any way you want. Their pussies. Their mouths. Even their asses.” He seized me and yanked me to him. My breasts bounced. He shoved his hand between my thighs, rubbing at my hot cunt. I groaned as he shoved two fingers into my snatch, sending a wave of delight tingling through me. “My little sister is dripping with excitement. She’s a slut for the whole family. Aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I moaned. “I love fucking my brothers.”

“That’s so dope!” someone shouted from the crowd.

“You really fuck your sister, Faizel?”’

“I’d love to get my dick in my sister. She’s so fucking hot!”

“You got to fuck her, Faizel! Pound your sister’s cunt! I have to see that.”

“Hell, yeah!”

I shuddered at their horny lust, their depraved desire to see my brother fuck me so hard. His left hand squeezed my tit. His thumb ran across my dark nipple, sending a jolt down to my pussy. My snatch clenched down on his fingers probing over and over into me, stirring up my cunt. Jalal came up to us. My little brother had a slender build, glasses on his boyish face. He had a cock almost as big as Daddy and Faizel, still wet and glistening with Kimmy’s juices.

“You ready to get this started?” Faizel asked.

“YES!” boomed the boys, their raging, teenage hormones needing to explode all over our bodies.

“You ready to watch this slut get spit-roasted by her brothers?” Faizel demanded, his fingers curling inside my cunt, making me groan in delight.

“YES!”

“Get down on your hands and knees, whore,” growled Faizel, ripping his fingers out of my twat.

“Yes, big brother,” I moaned and dropped to my knees on the blue tumbling mats covering the gym floor. The boys surged out of the stands as I shuddered between my brothers, my juices dripping down my thighs, a bitch ready to be fucked doggy style.

Carter reached his little sister first. Kimmy gasped as he threw her down onto the mat. Her small breasts jiggled from the impact. But she just smiled and spread her legs, her pussy dripping with cum. “God, you are such a slut!” he growled. “I had no idea!”

“I’m such a slut!” she moaned before the blond hunk mounted her and slammed his dick deep into her incestuous cunt.

I lost sight of Kendra and Izzy as the boys swarmed them. And then Faizel grabbed my hips. My brother’s cock slammed into my cunt. I shuddered at the sudden penetration by his thick cock. He stretched my pussy to its limits, sending delight surging through me. My toes curled and a wanton moan burst from my lips, my mouth gaping open.

Which Jalal pounced on. My little brother slammed his dick right into my open mouth. The tip of his dick hit the back of my throat as he moaned. I shuddered, tasting Kimmy’s sweet pussy cream staining his shaft. I shuddered in delight, tasting their shared love while my brothers filled my holes with their thrusting cocks.

Faizel gripped my hips hard with his strong hands. He grunted as he rammed his dick forward, slamming into my juicy pussy. His balls smacked over and over into my clit, sending sparks of delight through my body. I whimpered about Jalal’s dick, loving being taken so hard.

“Leyla!” Jalal groaned, staring down at me, his eyes so hungry behind his glasses.

“That’s it, fuck our slut-sister hard!” growled Faizel, his thrusts so hard, so powerful. My tits swung beneath me as I rocked between my two brothers. “Fuck your cock down her throat. Use the fucking whore!”

“Such a whore!” Jalal said. He grabbed my dark hair in a powerful fist. I stared up at his smooth chest, his muscles moving with his thrust as he fucked harder.

The tip of his cock hammered at the back of my throat. I relaxed it, not fighting as he jammed his cock deeper. The crown of his dick penetrated my esophagus. I fought my gag, trying not to choke on his shaft as he rammed it down my throat.

Saliva dribbled down my chin. I made such naughty sounds as I sucked and loved his dick. I caressed his plunging shaft with my tongue. He groaned, his dick burying deeper each time, my lips coming closer and closer to his wiry pubic hair.

“That’s it, little brother!” groaned Faizel as he pounded my cunt, stirring it up with his big dick. “Use our slut-sister.”

I wanted to scream out, “Yes, use me!” But I had a mouth full of cock. His cock. I loved being a slut.

With a loud grunt, Jalal buried his dick all the way down my throat. My lips pressed into his wiry pubic hair. His balls smacked into my chin. I loved it. I moaned about his dick, sucking in breaths through my nose, smelling his salty musk. Kimmy’s sweet pussy still lingered on his dick, adding another naughty thrill.

Jalal held his dick down my throat as Faizel pounded me. My older brother’s hard strokes slammed into me. His crotch smacked my rump, making my body rock. My clit drank in his slapping balls. My pussy drank in the friction. It sent tingles through my body while building my incestuous orgasm in the depths of my cunts.

I loved my brothers so much.

“Leyla,” Jalal groaned. “You’re just so awesome!” Then he looked over at Kimmy writhing beneath her older brother. “Thank you.”

Dizzy delight rippled through me. I made my younger brother and Kimmy so happy.

He fucked my mouth now, drawing back his cock through my throat and slamming it back in. My esophagus burned with his thrusts. My pussy clenched on my other brother’s dick every time Jalal buried into me. I whimpered in delight, my orgasm swelling and swelling. He kept pounding my mouth while watching Kimmy moan and gasp.

“Fuck me, Carter!” gasped Kimmy. “Oh, yes, you’re cock’s as good as Dad’s!”

“You little slut!” Carter grunted, thrusting even harder, his balls thwacking into her.

“Oh, yes, fuck my ass!” Kendra screeched from my other side. “Oh, you fucking stud! Pound me!”

“Jesus, Izzy, work those hips and fuck my cock!” a guy grunted from beyond her.

“Look at her big titties bounce as you fuck her, Vince!” another guy said.

“Shit, that’s hot.”

I groaned, more drool running down my chin. My tits swayed beneath me as both my brothers fucked me hard. It was so hot hearing my friends getting fucked, all those horny boys around us. They watched us, guys jerking their dicks. Several were nearby, staring at me getting plowed by my two brothers, watching our incestuous passion.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter. Juices, churned to a froth by my brother’s dick, trickled down my thighs. My cunt drank in every thrust. I shuddered, moaning about Jalal’s cock as my orgasm grew inside of me. Their balls smacked into my chin and clit, making me feel so naughty.

“Goddamn, you are fucking your sister hard!” Pete groaned, fisting his dick. “She’s as hot as your mother.”

“Yeah!” Faizel groaned, his voice throaty. “But she’s got a tighter cunt! Fuck, Leyla, keep squeezing that snatch on my dick. I’m going to cum so hard into you!”

I wanted that. I clenched my cunt down hard on his plunging dick. The friction burned hotter. I moaned about my brother’s cock as the pleasure surged through me. Faizel plowed his dick into my twat, his balls smacking my clit.

Sparks exploded through me.

My pussy convulsed.

I came.

I screamed about Jalal’s cock as my older brother’s dick pumped in and out of my spasming cunt. Rapture surged out of my cunt in wild waves. They splashed through my body, washing through my mind. Such delight swirled through my thoughts.

My eyes rolled back into my head. Fireworks detonated across my vision. My brothers both groaned as I pleased their shafts. I trembled between them. They both fucked me so hard, my younger brother’s dick plunging down my throat, massaged by my humming vocal cords. And Faizel’s dick buried so hard into my massaging cunt.

“Fuck!” grunted Faizel. “You have such a hot cunt!”

His dick spurted his incestuous cream into my cunt. I whimpered as his seed splashed into my snatch. It swirled through me. His creamy treat. I whimpered about Jalal’s dick as the pleasure burned through me. It was such a naughty wondrous experience. I shuddered, my twat massaging about his dick, milking out every drop of his cum.

Jalal groaned next, drawing his cock out of the depths of my throat. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked on the tip. My tongue swirled around his spongy crown as Faizel pumped the last drop of his cum into my pussy. My younger brother’s eyes squeezed shut.

“Leyla!”

His jizz spurted into my mouth. I shuddered, another orgasm rippling through me as I guzzled down my little brother’s cream. I savored the salty, incestuous treat spilling over my mouth. I gulped it down, the cream flowing down my throat and warming my belly.

It was amazing.

I swallowed it as my pussy dripped with my other brother’s cum. What a great way to start the gangbang. Guys groaned around me, watching me getting filled with so much spunk. I shuddered, my orgasm peaking through me.

“Goddamn, that was hot,” Pete groaned. “I have got to tap her ass.”

“You lubed up?” Faizel asked.

“Yes!” he groaned as my brothers pulled their dicks out of me.

“Then fuck my ass!” I gasped, wiggling my hips, my older brother’s cum dripping down my thighs. “Just ram it into my bowels.”

“Fuck, you are such a slut, Leyla.”

I beamed.

Kimmy squealed nearby. She was on her hands and knees. I missed her brother Carter finishing in her. She had a Black guy fucking her pussy now while Rich plowed into her mouth, her small tits jiggling beneath her. Jalal grabbed his soft dick, rubbing it as he watched his new girlfriend getting spit-roasted.

He was so cute. I was—

“Shit!” I gasped as Pete’s lubed dick rammed into my asshole.

He had hit the mark on his first thrust. I was so caught up staring at my brother I hadn’t realized he got into position. He slammed his dick to the hilt into my bowels, spreading my anal sheath apart. I whimpered, the velvety friction burning in my asshole as he drew back his cock and burying into me.

“This is so hot!” an Asian guy I didn’t know said as he knelt before me. He had pale-olive skin and silky-black hair, his chest hairless and smooth. He had a small dick he jiggled before my mouth.

“Just slide it in,” I moaned, bucking back into Pete’s hard thrusts, my pussy clenching, forcing out more of my brother’s jizz down my thighs.

“Fuck yeah!” the Asian guy groaned and rammed his dick into my wide-open mouth.

I nursed on his cute cock, wiggling my hips as another orgasm built in me. Pete fucked me so hard, grunting and groaning. His balls smacked into my taint as he buggered my hot asshole. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head.

I loved being gangbang.

“Damn, her ass is so tight! I got to fuck her mom’s asshole and see if it’s as good.”

I would have laughed if my mouth wasn’t full of cock. My mom didn’t fuck anyone but Daddy and my brothers. She wasn’t as depraved a slut like I was. I shuddered, squeezing my bowels on his dick and moaned about the Asian guy’s dick.

And enjoyed my gangbang.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I frowned at Jalal staring at Kimmy being spit-roasted between Lance and Rich. My two students fucked the blonde slut hard, using her just the way she craved to be. But the way my baby boy stared at her…

He couldn’t be dumb enough to fall in love with such a slut. Look at her. The little strumpet was like Leyla, reveling in the depravity. She lost her cherry last night to her father and now was getting gangbanged hard, her brother’s cum leaking out of her pussy as another guy used her cunt.

Now that had been hot to watch. Carter had fucked me so many times last night, and it had been such a treat to see his ass flexing as he buried his dick over and over into his little sister’s cunt. My snatch burned so hot remembering last night.

And this morning.

I squirmed even as I disapproved of my son’s fascination with the little whore. I’d have to do something about that. Talk to him. Tonight, when I spent it in his bed, I’d make him understand. He would listen to his mother. Especially with his wonderful cock buried in my pussy.

I spotted my eldest son stroking his dick while lusting after Kendra. It was clear he wanted his turn with the Black girl. She was riding a boy I didn’t know while sucking on another guy’s cock. Her Black ass jiggled as she bounced up and down on her customer’s shaft. I didn’t have to worry about Faizel.

He knew not to fall in love with a slut.

He’d marry a good, Muslim girl. One who wouldn’t turn into a slut like his sister did. Or me. I’d have to select the women for my sons to marry with such care, sweet girls who would never stray from their marriage beds.

I shifted, squeezing my thighs together. I wanted to be out there, getting fucked by all those young studs. But $50 a boy wasn’t enough payment to fuck my body. Those boys had to pay far, far more to get into my married pussy.

A naked Clint sat down next to me, his two sex slaves kneeling before him. Vicky, my fellow teacher, gave me a friendly smile before she and her daughter, Lee, leaned in to lick at Clint’s cock. Their black hair brushed each other as their tongues played over the tip of the masterful, young man’s cock.

He was a muscular hunk, as strong as my Faizel. Clint had a strong chin and chiseled jaw, the sort of strength that promised to make a woman just explode if she surrendered into his big hands. He leaned back on the bleachers, grinning as his slaves pleasured him.

I studied him, remembering how hard he fucked me yesterday in Vicky’s classroom. How he just seized me by the nipple and pulled me in there, bent me over, and fucked me hard from behind.

He didn’t pay me. He took me.

My pussy ached to be filled again.

“You’re not joining the fun?” I asked him.

He grinned at me, mother and daughter sucking on the sides of his cock, their tongues fluttering up to the crown. “Oh, I like to make my own kind of fun.”

I felt his eyes on my body. I sat up straighter, my breasts jiggling beneath in my blouse. I wanted to unbutton it, to show off my cleavage as he stared at me with those hungry eyes. His aunt and half-sister worshiped his dick, their pink tongues meeting, kissing, both so happy to please their master. Vicky’s big tits swayed as she shuddered.

What would it be like to have my nipples clamped? To be lead around on a leash by Clint?

His eyes turned to watch the gangbang, witnessing the four girls getting fucked so hard. Pete rammed his cock over and over into Leyla’s asshole. My daughter moaned, sucking so hard on an Asian boy’s dick. Cum slicked her thighs, her brother’s jizz pouring out of her snatch.

My fingers toyed with the top button of my blouse as I watched Leyla’s dusky tits swaying beneath her body. Boys surrounded her, jerking their dicks, waiting for their turn to fuck my daughter’s slutty body.

I popped the button through the eyelet, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My hand absently moved lower, found the next button. I toyed with it as Pete threw back his head. I took his virginity on Thursday. He was the first student who paid to fuck me. He grunted and flooded my daughter’s ass with his cum.

I undid the next button.

Clint let out a pleased growl as his incestuous slaves whimpered in delight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Pleasure assaulted me over and over. The gangbang was never-ending orgasms. They fluttered through me as cock after cock penetrated my body. My mouth, my pussy, my asshole all pumped full of jizz. It warmed my belly and leaked out of my nethers. Such rapture rippled through my body as I came over and over.

Cum streaked my body. It ran down my thighs, matted my butt-cheeks, dribbled own my chin. Guys had busted their nuts early, splattering my supple back or my heaving tits. Spunk ran down my sixteen-year-old body as the guys fucked me so hard, satiating their teenage lusts with my holes.

I would do this for free! But getting paid… That just made it kinkier. Proved how much of a slut I was.

“Goddamn!” Terry Johnson groaned as he rammed his cock in and out of my asshole lubed by Pete’s and two other guys’ spunk. “Shit!”

“Yes!” Jerry Johnson, Terry’s twin brother, groaned as he slammed into my pussy.

I shuddered, their dicks feeling identical in me. The same length and girth. I trembled between their bodies, the three of us lying on our sides as they pumped away. I whimpered, my tits rubbing against Jerry’s chest. Maybe I should fall in love with a pair of twin brothers. Then I could just enjoy two men in my bed all the time.

Plus all the other guys I fucked.

“Fuck me!” I whimpered as their twin dicks speared into me, their heavy balls thwacking into my body as they slammed into me in almost identical rhythm. “Just pound my holes! Oh, yes, I’m going to cum on your dicks so hard!”

“God, yes!” groaned Jerry as he pumped away at my pussy, my tits smashed into his chest. “Geez, you’re so tight and wet!”

“Yes, yes, I need more cum to fill my pussy!” I whimpered. “Give it to me!”

“And your asshole?” Terry groaned as he held me from behind, his crotch smacking into my butt-cheeks with his every thrust, his cock burying into my bowels.

“I need soooo much cum back there!” I whimpered, the dual delights assaulting my mind.

This was so hot. I writhed between them, undulating my hips, taking their dicks in my holes. They pounded me so hard, driving me wild. My orgasm swelled so fast as the twins fucked their dicks into my slutty body.

My pussy and asshole clenched down on their plunging shafts. Silky and velvety friction sent waves of heat billowing through my nethers. The two different sensations swirled through me. They met and mixed in my core, driving me towards another orgasm.

My teenage body trembled between the twins. I whimpered, my eyes rolling back into my head as they plowed so hard into my body. Their dicks buried in me at the same time, filling me to the hilt. I loved having two cocks in me.

I whimpered, “I’m going to cum! You two are such studs!”

“Yes!” Terry grunted as he reamed my asshole, his ego boosted by my words.

I loved doing that. It was so hot making a guy feel so special, that only his cock could give me pleasure. It made me feel so wanton, building up my own pleasures. I undulated between them, stirring their dicks around inside my holes, my cunt and bowels drinking in the friction.

“You two are going to make me cum so fucking hard!” I squealed, clenching down on their dicks. “Do it! Keep pounding me!”

“Yes!” Jerry both grunted, thrusting so hard into my sloppy twat. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“We’ll make you explode, cunt!” Terry grunted.

“Hot cunt!” his brother moaned and buried into me.

Twins shared everything, even their orgasms happened in unison. I gasped as both their dicks erupted. Their cum pumped into my body. I shuddered between them as their hot seed spilled into my cunt and asshole. My back arched, rubbing my nipples into Jerry’s chest.

And came.

My pussy and bowels writhed about their dicks. I milked the twins dry as they groaned and grunted. They filled me to the hilt with their spunk. It sent such a dizzy wave of passion through me. My head spun from the delight. I clutched them tight to me, my nipples drinking in the feel of Jerry’s chest as I writhed in utter bliss.

It was so amazing to be fucked by two guys. Twins!

Rapture burned through my mind. Stars danced across my vision. I whimpered and groaned. My pussy and asshole convulsed harder as my orgasm surged through me. Both guys panted, satiated by my body.

And pulled out of me.

Cum bubbled out of my asshole and dribbled out of my cunt as I rolled onto my back, struggling to gather myself as my orgasm buzzed through my body. Then hot jizz splattered my tits, a guy grunting as he fisted his dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, smearing the cum into my breasts as I looked around.

I spotted Kimmy riding a Hispanic guy, her firm tits jiggling, her head jerked back. Mitch gripped her golden curls as he pounded her ass, driving her pussy up and down the Hispanic stud’s cock. Her braces flashed as she opened her mouth to moan wide. Jalal watched nearby, stroking his dick. I swear Kimmy was writhing with the two guys for my little brother’s benefit.

She was making her new boyfriend happy.

They were so cute together.

“Goddamn, I need to get a piece of that, slut,” Lance, a hung, Black teenager, groaned.

“Yes!” I whimpered as the ebony stud knelt between my thighs. He brought his dark shaft to my pussy and rammed into my sloppy depths.

Lance fucked me hard, leaning on his hands braced beside me. He plowed my cum-filled cunt with such enthusiasm, making my round, jizz-stained tits bounce beneath me. My fingers dug into the blue mats as I bucked my hips back into his thrusts. Rapture moaned from my lips.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my cunt! You’re such a stud!”

“And you’re as much a slut as your brother claimed!” Lance groaned, burying so deep into me. “You fucked him!”

“And I fuck my daddy!” I gasped. I gave him a grin. “I also lick my mommy’s pussy!”

“Holy shit!” he groaned and rammed into my tight cunt.

A moment later, his hot jizz spurted into me, his mind lost to the incestuous reality of my family. I shuddered, savoring his spunk filling me. My pussy was made to be a cum bucket for horny guys. I whimpered, a small orgasm rippling through me as I satiated another customer.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

My tits rose and fell in my half-unbuttoned blouse. My body burned with heat. Leyla thrashed beneath Lance, the Black stud fucking her so hard. Beside me, Clint groaned, Vicky now sliding her big tits up and down his cock. He’d already cum down Lee’s mouth. His pregnant half-sister, her belly just starting to swell, perched beside him, watching the depravity.

“Ooh, Izzy is taking it hard up the ass,” she giggled. “Mmm, but not as hard as you fuck me, Master.”

“He does fuck a girl’s ass hard,” Vicky smiled. “Do you like it up the ass, Jawdat?”

“I’ve grown to appreciate it,” I said, remembering my baby boy fucking my asshole bent over the kitchen stove. He had showered me with attention.

And now he fawned over that blonde hussy as she took a cock in her pussy and her asshole. He deserved a pussy and asshole only his dick had ever entered.

“I bet you have,” Vicky purred, drawing my attention away from my son. She pumped her big, pale breasts faster and faster on her nephew’s dick. “Mmm, do you like giving titty fucks?”

“I’ve never given one,” I said, shifting, watching those huge tits sliding up and down Clint’s dick. “He seems to like it.”

“She’s got great tits,” Clint said.

“You should do this. Your husband and sons would love it.” Vicky gave me a naughty smile, her hands squeezing her big tits around his dick. “And your lovers.”

I shifted, my pussy molten. This was such torture. My daughter was getting fucked hard like a slut while Clint flaunted his whores in my face. He had them both naked. Other guys kept glancing at them. Sometimes, they would ask to fuck them, but Clint never would.

He just liked showing them off, proving that he had a pair of hot sex slaves.

“Just cum on my tits, Master,” Vicky moaned, rubbing those big breasts faster and faster. It was hypnotic.

My hand squeezed my own tits through my blouse. They were about to fall out. I shuddered, my nipples aching to be played with. The gymnasium reeked of sex, salty cum and hot pussy. It was such a naughty scent. Moans and grunts echoed through the room.

Clint’s face twisted. He seized Lee’s leash and jerked hard on it. The sixteen-year-old slut gasped in pain, her small tits stretched, her nipples pinched cruelly by the clamps. She whimpered and quivered, squeezing her thighs.

“Fuck!” Clint grunted.

His cum spurted from his dick. Thick, white cream splashed his aunt’s mature face. It spilled over her features, running in thick lines down her cheeks. Then it dripped to her heaving tits. She whimpered, licking up the incestuous spunk that reached her lips while her boobs squeezed out the last drops, spilling out of his dick and dribbling down to her flesh.

Clint jerked hard a final time on Lee’s leash, bringing another gasp of pain from the girl. Then he leaned his head back, an explosive breath bursting from his lips. His muscular chest rose and fell as Vicky pulled her tits away from his cock.

His dick stayed hard.

“What’s your secret?” I asked.

“To getting women to be my sluts?” he asked.

“No, you’re still hard.” I had Carter all last night, and even he would go soft between cums. He wouldn’t stay that way for long, but Clint didn’t lose his erection at all. He looked ready to go again.

“There’s this pill,” he said. “Experimental Viagra. One of my sex slaves owns a pharmacy.”

A hot throb ran through my pussy. I glanced out at the orgy. My daughter was straddling a Carter, grabbing his dick while three other boys were lined up before her, offering her dicks to suck on. She looked so happy.

“You paid to gangbang my daughter and her friends,” I purred, “and yet your just sitting here enjoying your own women who already fuck you for free. Why?”

He shrugged.

I leaned in closer, my married cunt on fire. “Perhaps you’re looking for someone… older to enjoy?”

“Say it,” he said, voice strong, commanding.”

I bit my lip, so horny. “Will you… fuck me, Clint?”

“I’ve been waiting for you to ask.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I straddled Carter’s waist and grabbed his cock. But instead of bringing it to my pussy, I guided it to my asshole.

“Yeah, just like that,” he groaned as I placed his dick at my rectum. Then I slid my asshole down around his shaft, swallowing it with ease thanks to all the cum leaking out of me. “Fuck, yes, I want to enjoy this ass. Mmm, you’re going to have an ass just as curvy as your mother, Leyla.”

“Ooh, yes, I want to be as hot as her when I’m her age,” I whimpered, taking more and more of his dick.

I faced away from him, riding him reverse cowgirl. Though I’d never done this with a cock in my asshole. My pussy clenched in envy, causing Lance’s and Jerry’s and Faizel’s and a half-dozen other guy’s spunk to leak out of me. I whimpered, facing the three guys with their hard shafts thrusting at my face. I didn’t know any of them by name, but I didn’t care. They had dicks to please.

I grabbed two of their cocks as I worked my asshole up and down Carter’s dick. Kimmy’s older brother felt so good inside me. He had a great cock. I stirred him around inside my bowels as I fisted two of the shafts before me and sucked on the third, the one in the middle.

“That’s it, slut,” groaned Carter, his hands guiding my hips as I worked my asshole up and down his dick, the velvety friction burning between us. “Suck their cocks, whore!”

“Yes!” the guy in the middle groaned, his dick nice and thick.

I purred around him, sucking so hard as I fisted the other two. They stared down at me with such hunger in their eyes. I trembled, such a slut today. I loved it. I worked my greased asshole faster and faster up and down Carter’s dick, the pleasure building so fast in my cum-soaked depths.

I sucked from dick to dick, my fists pumping fast as I made each guy groan. I wished I had a third hand to enjoy them all. I loved the different feel of their dicks, different thickness and lengths, different textures at their tips. Their precum tasted different, saltier, sweeter.

Wonderful.

I whimpered in delight, reveling in being a slut. My hand flew fast on their dicks as my tongue danced over their tips. My lips engulfed them. I made such a naughty popping sound every time I switched cocks, going from one to the other, my head bobbing fast.

“Shit, Carter, your sister has some fucked up friends!” groaned the guy on my left, my mouth sealed tight over his dick.

“Uh-huh!” Carter groaned, his hands squeezing down on my hips. “She’s just like her mom. That tight asshole.”

For a moment, that comment danced through my lust-addled brain. It was almost like he’d fucked my mom’s asshole. But that was impossible.

I slammed down his dick and he grunted. His cum fired into my bowels. Feeling his jizz pump into me set me off. I spasmed on his shaft, my asshole milking his cock as he pumped me full of jizz. I whimpered, sucking so hard on his friend’s dicks, switching cocks every few sucks.

“Shit!” the guy on my right grunted as I blew the guy in the middle. “Oh, fuck, yes!”

His dick spurted in my hand. Hot cum splashed on my face. I loved it. It ran down my cheek to my neck. I fisted his dick hard, squeezing out every drop of his cum as I nursed so hard on the shaft in my mouth.

“Yes!” the guy on my left groaned. “You fucking slut!”

“Cum on her face!” Carter panted.

Hot jizz splashed on my other cheek. The guy on my left, his cock long and slender, pulsed in my hand as he unloaded his passion. I squeezed my eyes shut, my orgasm rippling through me as the spunk coated my body, falling down to my tits. I moaned about the dick in my mouth, sucking as hard as I could.

The guy in the middle erupted.

His hot spunk spurted into my mouth. I groaned as the salty delight filled me. It spilled over my tongue. I shuddered, gulping down that wonderful delight. My eyes squeezed shut. My pussy spasmed, squeezing out more cum to pour out of me.

“You are as good a fuck as your mother!” groaned Carter. “Goddamn, that was hot.”

I stiffened at that. My mouth popped off the dick. He sounded so sure. He’d… He’d fucked my mom. I whipped my head around as a sick twist to my guts strangled my pleasure. Mom wasn’t sitting on the bleachers. She wasn’t watching the gangbang. And Clint, who had been sitting beside her, was also gone. Where could they be?

Was he… fucking my mother? My stomach twisted.

I spotted the storeroom where Kimmy fucked Jalal. The door was open. I thought Kimmy had closed it. Shadows moved in there. Was my mom… cheating on Daddy? I rose off Carter’s cock. He popped out of my asshole, his cum leaking out. I trembled, not sure what to do. Guys were lounging now, resting from their first round of pleasure.

I stared at the door, denial beating back seething anger. Mom couldn’t be in there. She just couldn’t.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

I’d led Clint to the same store room that Jalal and Kimmy vanished into before the gangbang started. I shuddered as his slaves came at me once inside, ripping off my dress. They pulled it down my figure, revealing my naked body beneath, my big, dusky breasts swaying.

“Get on your knees, bitch,” Lee hissed. “It’s time to please your Master!”

“Yes!” I whimpered, my pussy dripping with juices.

I fell onto my hands and knees on the blue mat. A stain from Jalal fucking Kimmy soaked into the mat. I shuddered, feeling like such a whore at this moment. My pussy clenched, my heart thudding in my chest.

“Fuck me, Master!” I moaned, loving saying the words. I glanced down at the wedding ring on my left hand. I was such a slutty wife. “Fuck me so hard!”

“Lee, you deserve a treat,” Clint said. “Slave, eat her cunt.”

Lee fell to the ground before me and spread her shaved pussy. Her pink depths gaped open, her cream spilling out of her as she wiggled her snatch closer. She grinned at me, such an impish look, and I realized I was the slave. Clint wanted me to eat out his half-sister’s cunt.

I didn’t hesitate. I was too horny. I buried my face into her tangy snatch. I shuddered, licking through her underage folds, my pussy clenching. Her half-brother fell to his knees behind me. His cock smacked my ass.

“Let me assist you, Master,” Vicky purred.

I shuddered, fluttering my tongue through her daughter’s depths as my colleague guided her nephew’s dick to my married pussy. I shuddered at the feel of his seventeen-year-old cock rubbing on my pussy. He was such a stud. I needed him in me. I moaned into Lee’s pussy, anticipating that hard thrust that would fill my cunt and give me such satisfaction.

But he didn’t thrust into my married depths. I shuddered, rotating my hips, rubbing the tip of his dick into my pussy. I let out another whimpering moan of need into Lee’s pussy as I plundered her tangy depths.

“Please, Master,” I groaned after a minute.

“When I am ready, slave!” he growled, pushing just the tip of his dick into my pussy, letting it marinade in me.

“Yes, Master,” I groaned, saying those words making me feel so wanton and wicked. I felt like a true slut.

Suddenly, his dick pulled from my pussy entirely. I lost even that few inches of his cock in my married hole. I whimpered in disappointment when it pressed at my asshole, slicked by my married juices.

He rammed into my asshole.

I screamed out my rapture into Lee’s pussy as her half-brother buried to the hilt in my bowels. My eyes opened. Burning rapture surged through me as he filled my hole. His heavy balls smacked into me, full of his cum.

“Oh, yes, Master!” I moaned, clenching my bowels down on his dick as he withdrew, increasing the friction, and the pleasure, for us both.

“Goddamn, what a tight ass you have,” he grunted. “Does your husband even know how much of a slut you are?”

“No!” I whimpered as he plowed into me so hard. He reamed into me, filling my bowels with his dick. “He’s never even fucked my asshole!”

“Such a naughty wife!” groaned Lee. “Just a slut! A filthy, whorish cunt!”

“I am!” I whimpered into her pussy.

Lee ground her twat hard against my face. My tongue licked and flailed through her as Clint sodomized me so hard. He fucked me with that same passion that he had yesterday. He enjoyed my bowels. Pleasure rippled through me, that rough, burning delight only anal sex could give.

I grunted and groaned into Lee’s hot snatch. Clint’s thrust pressed my face into his half-sister’s pussy. I reveled in it. Her silky folds caressed my lips while my tongue reached as deep into her pregnant depths as I could. Her small tits jiggled as she squirmed and writhed against me, humping and gasping out her pleasure.

“Fuck her so hard, Master!” Lee whined. “Oh, yes, just plow into her! She’s your fucking sex slave! Your married sex slave, Master! Enjoy her asshole!”

“Yes, Vicky purred, her hands stroking my body, finding my breasts, my nipples. She tugged on them hard, my bowels clamping down on Clint’s thrusting cock. “Use the married slut!”

Clint grunted, thrusting so hard into me. His every thrust built the pleasure in my asshole. I bucked back into him, stirring my hips around. I had to feel him detonate in me. I needed to feel that explosion of cum flood my bowels. I craved it so much.

I licked my tongue up to Lee’s clit. I sucked on it, her tangy cream coating the inside of my mouth. I savored the flavor as I bucked back so hard into Clint’s thrusts. His meaty balls smacked over and over into me while his aunt played with my nipples, driving me wild.

I moaned about Lee’s clit as my pussy clenched. Juices poured down my thighs. Only a few more strokes, and I would explode on Clint’s amazing dick. He fucked me the way a woman, a slut, needed to be fucked.

I didn’t care about anything but my pleasure.

“Fuck!” Clint growled as he buried into my asshole. “You married slave! I’m going to fuck you at school whenever I want!”

“Yes!” I howled, surrendering to him.

And came.

My asshole writhed about his bowels. I shuddered and screamed into Lee’s pussy. She gasped, bucking hard. Her juices flooded out of her cunt as she joined me in rapture. Clint kept ramming his dick into my convulsing bowels, sending wave after wave of rapture through me.

“That’s it,” Clint grunted. “That’s so good, slave!”

“Cum in my asshole!” I screamed. “Do it! Cum in my married asshole, Master!”

Clint buried into my asshole. His hot cum spurted into me. Another powerful orgasm shuddered through me. Waves of ecstasy slammed into my mind as he filled my bowels with every drop of his cum. I whimpered, my body shuddering as I took every spurt of jizz he had to offer. I drained his balls.

He grunted and drove his dick into me one last time as his he fired the last drop of cum into my asshole. I groaned into Lee’s pussy, licking through her folds as she came down from her orgasmic high. My pleasure peaked. I held onto it, loving being a slut.

“Goddamn, you are a good fuck, slave.”

“Thank you, Master,” I purred.

“Mmm, and a good slave sucks his Master clean after he’s used her ass,” Vicky purred.

I understood. I was utterly a slut now. I pulled my asshole off Clint’s dick, turned, and grabbed his dirty dick. I smelled my sour asshole on it. I opened my mouth wide and swallowed his dick, his spunk leaking out of my asshole.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Anger burned through me. I held my phone, dug out of my discarded skirt, and filmed my mom sucking Clint’s cock clean. She cheated on my daddy! She promised to be his loving and loyal wife, and she fucked Clint! She called him Master! And she’d fucked Carter and even Pete! What he said while fucking my asshole made so much sense. My mom was a whore!

A slut!

And Daddy would know.

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

I used to be a good Muslim woman. A faithful wife. A loving mother. And then this young man, Clint, awakened the slut in me. I shuddered as I stared up at him as my mouth engulfed his dick fresh out of my asshole. It tasted so sour. I whimpered, sucking on his dirty shaft, cleaning him the way a whore would.

I didn’t care about anything but satiating my desires. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked so hard, putting my all into serving Clint. Right now, he was my master. I was his slutty sex slave, doing whatever he wanted.

My asshole still burned from the force of his thrusts. He had fucked my bowels so hard. His cum dribbled out of my sphincter, staining my crack as it ran down to my thick bush adorning my pussy. I wiggled in delight, as much of a whore as the four girls being gangbanged out in the other room.

Clint had made me into a slut, and then I made my daughter into one. I channeled all those lusts I was feeling into her to try and deny them. But now I reveled in them. I bobbed my head, slobbering on his dick as he stared down at me, his dark eyes so strong, his fists clenching. He sucked in deep breaths.

“That’s it, Jawdat,” purred Vicky, my coworker and Clint’s aunt. And his real sex slave. The busty woman, her tits as big as mine, still glistened with his drying cum. She leaned in. “Clean his dick.”

“You are being such a good slave,” Lee, Vicky’s sixteen-year-old daughter and Clint’s pregnant sister-slave, said from behind me. “Mmm, yes, just clean that filthy ass off his dick.” She smacked my rump.

I moaned about her half-brother’s dick, liking the feel.

“Ooh, Master, she’s leaking cum out of her asshole.” Her hand squeezed my butt-cheeks. “Can I lick her clean? Please, please!”

“You’ve been good today,” Clint said. “Feast on her asshole.”

“I need to eat all the cum I can,” Lee said. “My daughter needs to know her mother is a slut. I expect her to be one herself when she’s old enough.”

I shuddered and whimpered about Clint’s cock as the girl pried apart my butt-cheeks. She bent down and nuzzled between them. She licked across my taint and gathered up Clint’s cum before reaching my throbbing sphincter.

She swirled her tongue around my puckered hole. I shuddered, sucking so hard on Clint’s dick. My tongue danced around his shaft in mimic of Lee’s, cleaning off more of my sour musk. That dirty flavor faded with every moment.

I didn’t want it to.

Lee’s fingers dug into my butt-cheeks. Her tongue probed into my asshole. She swirled it around before scooping out her half-brother’s incestuous cum. She dove her tongue over and over into my bowels, teasing me, driving me to worship her brother’s, her Master’s, dick.

“That’s it,” Clint growled, “clean off every nasty bit of your ass, you married slut. What would your husband think seeing you doing this?”

Karim would hate me. I was supposed to be his pure wife, to never cheat on him. I was supposed to love and obey him. But did I love him? I thought I did, but I had no guilt over what I was doing. My lusts ruled me.

“He’d be so angry at you,” moaned Vicky. She nibbled on my ear. “Mmm, just a naughty whore-wife. That’s what you are.”

I moaned so loudly about Clint’s dick, shuddering as Lee probed her tongue as deep into my asshole as she could. Pleasure shuddered through me. A whore-wife. A slut-mother. A hussy-teacher. I was all those things.

And loved it.

My pussy dripped with juices. Lee’s probing mixed with the hot thrill of cleaning Clint’s cock had an orgasm building inside of me. Hot delight rippled out of my asshole, warming my cunt. I squirmed, my clit aching and throbbing. Juices dripped down my thighs.

“Make my Master cum, Jawdat,” Vicky moaned. “He wants you to guzzle down his cum.”

I wanted that, too. I bobbed my mouth, sucking and slobbering over his dick. The flavor of my sour musk had almost faded, but his salty precum coated my tongue. I swirled it around the tip of his cock, gathering more while making his muscular chest shudder.

He grabbed my hair, grunting and fucking his cock into my mouth. I gasped as his dick hit the back of my throat and kept going. I swallowed him. His shaft slid down my throat. I felt like such a whore as my lips pressed into his bush. His cock was so deep in me.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned, his face twisting.

His cock pulsed. I breathed in his salty musk, his pubic hair tickling my nose and lips while his cum pumped directly into my belly. The jizz warmed through my depths. I shuddered, my asshole clenching about Lee’s probing tongue as Clint used me as a cum-bucket, a hole to pump his spunk into.

As nothing more than the whore I was.

My orgasm exploded through me. My pussy convulsed. Juices squirted down my thighs. I moaned about his dick as it kept firing cum into my stomach. He groaned and grunted as his pleasure surged through him.

“That’s it,” Vicky moaned. “That’s how you become a good slave. Just letting your Master use you, slut.”

I whimpered and trembled. Stars burst before my eyes. I wiggled my hips, Lee’s tongue still squirming through my spasming bowels, sending new ripples of heat through my body while I drowned in my whorish lust.

I loved it. Being a slut. A whore.

I stared up at Clint as he grunted a final time, satisfaction crossing his face. I gave him pleasure, and he made me cum.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

“That was so much fun!” Kimmy said as the shower sprayed across her body, washing off the cum that had dried in silvery streaks and dribbles across her petite body. She ducked her blonde hair beneath it, rubbing at the cum matting her curls together.

“Yeah,” Izzy nodded on the other side, scrubbing her big tits, a smile on the redhead’s lips.

“God, I kept cumming and cumming,” Kendra said, her ebony body glistening as she wiggled her butt into the spray, her fingers sliding through her crack, washing the boys’ spunk out of her asshole. “Thanks for showing us what it’s like to be a slut, Leyla.”

“Yeah,” I said, my emotions boiling. I had enjoyed it. Until I caught my mother cheating on Daddy. She was a slut, just like me. But a married slut. I hadn’t given myself to a man, promised to be only his, and then fucked others behind her back. I was mostly okay with her fucking my brothers, at least they were family. But Clint, Carter, Pete, and who knew how many other of her male students?

No wonder she knew how to train me as a slut! I should have realized it. But I was so caught up in my own emotions, at first scared about experiencing all these new delights, and then so thrilled to be able to enjoy them, reveling in my whorish behavior that I hadn’t even thought about it.

Daddy had to know about Mom.

“Leyla?” Kimmy said, giving me a frown. She bit her lower lip, her braces flashing. “Is something…?”

“Yes, something is wrong!” I snapped, my hands scrubbing my dusky tits clean of all the boys’ cum. I wanted to just be buzzing right now. I had been gangbanged. So many boys had fucked me. And my orgasms…

So many wonderful orgasms.

And my slut-mother had to ruin it!

“My mother is a cheating whore!” I growled.

“Oh, no,” Kimmy gasped. “But I thought she loved your father.”

“So did I.” My hands clenched.

“Well, I mean, I like your brother.” My blonde friend shivered. “A lot. And… he doesn’t mind that I’m a slut.”

“Jalal is a gentle boy. He’s not a man like my father. A man expects his wife to be faithful.” I clenched my fists.

“Why should your mother be faithful?” Izzy asked. “I mean, your dad fucks you. You’re bringing Kimmy home so he can fuck her, too.”

I shuddered in delight. “I am. He’s such a good supporter. He deserves some young pussy.”

Izzy shook her head. “So your dad can fuck you and Kimmy, but your mom has to be faithful? That doesn’t seem fair.”

“Of course it’s fair,” I said. “Because… because… He’s a man. He has needs that slutty girls like me and you stir in him. We make him hard, so we have to help him out.”

“That is so fucked up,” Izzy said. “You have needs, too. We all do. That’s why we just let ourselves get gangbanged. You make it sound like it’s all right for men to be cheating pigs and wrong if us girls do it. Either it’s all right, or it’s all wrong.”

“Well…” I frowned then shook my head. “You just don’t understand. She’s his wife! She’s cheating on him behind his back!”

“He’s cheating on her with your pussy.”

“She sent me to his bed!” I gave Izzy a hard look. “She was there the first time he fucked me. She told him he could fuck Kimmy. But she never mentioned anything to Dad about fucking my brothers, and she…” My eyes widened. “Oh, my god, she was fucking someone else all last night. Maybe Clint? Or another of her students! That’s why she’s wearing the same clothes as yesterday. She didn’t go home and fuck Daddy which meant…”

“What?” Kimmy asked me.

“It wasn’t my daddy’s cum I licked out of her pussy!” I let out a shriek of betrayed disgust. “Ooh, she’s so horrible.”

“Naw, she’s taking her pleasure where she wants,” Kendra said. “Mmm, she doesn’t care about what anyone thinks about her. I like it.”

I glared at my friend. Izzy nodded her head. I whipped around to look at Kimmy, my black hair swaying wet behind her. “Do you think she’s amazing for being a whore?”

“Well…” Kimmy bit her lip. “I mean, I had sex with Daddy last night, and he was cheating on my mom. That was wrong, but… I liked it. And… I don’t want to stop.”

“It’s because you’re all American girls. You just don’t understand. You’re all whores anyways!”

“Yeah, being Muslim made you and your mother sooooo different from us,” Izzy said before slapping off her shower. “You really think you’re better than us? You had your brothers fuck you before fifty or sixty guys. Then you went and fucked a good half of those. Yep, just a bastion of morality you are. Showing us slutty American girls how horrible we are.”

I flushed. “I’m not better than you. I didn’t mean that. But my mother should be. She married him. She swore her oaths to be faithful and supportive. She should have talked to Daddy about it or something. She shouldn’t have cheated on him!” I smacked my shower off, the warm water cutting off to a few drips. “And I’m going to tell him. I’m going to expose her! Daddy deserves to know.”

Kimmy bit her lip. “Maybe he does. She is doing it behind his back.” A worried look entered her eyes as she turned off the shower. “I’ll be there for you, Leyla.”

I smiled at the support in Kimmy’s eyes. Then I hugged her, pressing her small tits into my wet, round breasts. I think she would make a great sister. I really hoped things kept working out between her and my brother.

“I think I know where your mother was last night, Leyla.”

I swallowed, took a deep breath, and asked where.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

The guilt brushed my heart when I walked into the house with Kimmy, Leyla, and Jalal trailing behind me. My husband, Karim, walked into the entry hall from the living room, staring at me with dark eyes. I could still feel the warmth of Clint’s cum in my stomach, my asshole still aching from his hard thrusts. My husband had no idea I was such a whore.

“How was the slumber party?” Karim asked.

“Amazing,” Leyla said as she passed me. “We had so much fun.” She threw herself at her father, her arms going around his neck. She kissed him, nuzzling into his thick, black beard.

He gripped her ass with his strong, manly hands. I shivered. He had Clint’s strength, squeezing Leyla’s rump like he owned her as he pulled her tight against him. She melted against his solid form, moaning like a little hussy. My pussy itched, remembering Clint mastering my body.

And my eldest son, Faizel, too, had dominated me. Even Jalal had shown himself capable of forcing my submission.

Would my husband ask about the slumber party? Probably not. At least I didn’t have to worry about my daughter. She wouldn’t tell my husband about last night. I’d already convinced her not to tell him at all about being a prostitute. I could count on her discretion. And tomorrow… Tomorrow the pair of us would have so much fun with Principal Carver. He paid so much money to fuck us both. I couldn’t wait, my pussy getting so juicy.

“My bedroom’s this way,” Jalal said, grabbing Kimmy’s hands.

Anger surged through me. My baby boy needed to be protected from that beguiling, blonde tramp. Kimmy looked so innocent, with her petite frame and glasses, but she had such a wanton pussy. She’d just been gangbanged by half the school.

She was not worthy enough for Jalal to love. He needed his mother to show him the truth.

“Jalal,” I said. “I need to talk to you first. Alone.”

“Now?” he asked, his cock bulging his jeans.

My pussy clenched. “Yes, right now. You can play with the little whore later. In fact, your sister promised your father a naughty treat. Kimmy’s here for him, not you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” Kimmy, my little whore, said. She remembered I was her madam, selling her pussy to whoever I wanted. She gave Jalal’s hand a squeeze and broke away, heading to Leyla and my husband.

My son opened his mouth to object but then swallowed it as I stalked to him in my dress, my breasts bouncing in it. I had no underwear on underneath. Behind me, Kimmy joined my husband and daughter, nuzzling her “innocent” face into the incestuous kiss.

Karim groaned in delight with two underage sluts to enjoy.

I took my son’s hand and led him like a puppy upstairs. I felt his eyes on my swaying ass. He ached for his mother so badly. He was such a gentle boy, my baby. I would give him everything he needed. If he needed a hot cunt or sucking mouth to enjoy, I would provide for him. He didn’t need that hussy.

“What do you want to talk about, Mom?” he asked as I led him in this bedroom.

I pulled off my hijab, uncovering my black hair. I let it drop to the floor as my fingers went to the buttons of my dress. He stared at me with such hunger, rubbing his hands on his thighs. He was a slender boy, not broad-shouldered like his father or older brother. It made me just want to smother him in maternal love.

“Kimmy,” I said, exposing more and more of my large, dusky breasts with every button I undid.

He shifted.

“You’ve been paying a lot of attention to her.”

He shrugged.

“You had sex with her this morning.”

“And?” he asked. “I like her. She’s cute.”

“She’s a slut,” I said, baring my tits to my son. I wiggled my hips as I shrugged out of the sleeves. The dark, conservative dress fell down my waist. It held there for a moment, but my sways worked it over my curves. It fluttered down my thighs, baring my black bush to my son, and landed in a puddle on the floor. “She’s a whore. You saw her getting fucked by all those boys. How much she loved it.”

“Yeah,” he groaned, his hand squeezing his cock. “She looked so… so beautiful. A goddess being worshiped. She had such joy in her eyes as she took their dicks.”

“Joy?” I said. “She was a whore! You can’t give your heart to a whore.” I moved forward. Below, my husband let out a wild moan of passion.

I could only imagine the naughty things that little whore and my daughter were getting up to. Leyla and Kimmy would distract my husband for hours, giving me plenty of time to love my baby boy.

I put my hand over his covering his crotch, squeezing his fingers into his bulge. His other hand seized my breast, squeezing it with such a boldness. He may be shy, but he could take what he wanted when aroused.

Like he has my anal virginity.

“You deserve better,” I purred, my other hand sliding beneath his shirt, caressing his slender body. He had such a lean feel about him. I rose higher, making him shudder, his hand clenching hard on my tit. “You deserve a woman who is pure. Fuck Kimmy all you want, but don’t love her. If you need a woman to love, your Mommy is here for you.”

He shook his head. “I like that she’s a whore, Mom. She’s like you.”

I flinched at that.

“She’s so wanton and naughty. She enjoys it. She puts her heart into being a slut while looking just so innocent.” He squeezed his cock beneath my hand. “Mom, she’s amazing to watch. Didn’t you see her? Her blonde hair dancing about her face as she took all those dicks. They filled her. And when I slid into her cum-filled cunt, I enjoyed her whorish behavior… I came so hard in her, Mom. Like I do with you.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “You can’t fall in love with a slut.”

“Why not? You’re one. I love you, Mom.” His fingers found my nipple. He pinched and rolled it, sending shudders through me. “You’re amazing, Mom. You convinced Leyla to be a whore. And that made Kimmy into one. And… And it was so hot watching her, Mom. Thank you.”

I pushed his hand away, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out his cock. I had to fix this. I had to solve this problem. I stroked my son, staring into his eyes, and said, “No, no, you have to—”

The bedroom door crashed open.

I whirled around, my hand squeezing down on my son’s dick, and found my naked husband clutching Leyla’s phone in his hand. His swarthy, muscular body bulged with fury. His black beard bristled like a thick bramble of thorns. And his eyes… His eyes burned with rage.

I flinched back.

“What is this, Jawdat!” he growled, his eyes falling on my hand gripping my son’s cock like a lifeline.

“I’m just…” I swallowed. “Just helping our son. Like I helped Leyla. I…”

“I can see that!” He marched forward. “My wife is stroking my son’s cock. What else have you done, woman?”

“I…” I swallowed, trembling before him. He towered over me and I saw it in his eyes. He knew I’d cheated on him. But how…?

Leyla.

She stood in the doorway with Kimmy, both sluts naked. A… satisfied smirk glinted on my daughter’s lips. Did she want to replace me? Did she want her father all to herself? But I thought she loved being a slut.

“I’ve been watching some of the things you’ve done,” he growled, flipping Leyla’s phone around so I could see her screen. He tapped it

A video played.

I saw myself writhing in whorish passion beneath Faizel, moaning out my rapture as our eldest son fucked me so hard on his bed. You could hear his balls smacking into me. I remembered that day. It was when Leyla came up to talk to me about Kimmy wanting to be a slut. I didn’t realized she’d recorded it.

My daughter had been so shocked to find me fucking her brother. She thought…

She thought I was a good, Muslim woman before. That I was what she always wanted to be. She never thought I could cheat on my husband, and then she caught me with Faizel. But I had convinced her that I wasn’t a slut. That I was just doing things to help out my sons, or to help her to be a slut. I knew I made her understand why I was doing such wanton things. I even had my story for tomorrow all figured out. How I would “reluctantly” agree to fuck Principal Carver with Leyla just to let her keep being a whore.

“I was just… comforting our son,” I said, trembling. I could convince my husband of that. I had to. “He needed… a woman. And Leyla was busy…”

“Clearly!” Leyla said. “Since I was so unavailable for Faizel to use when I caught you. I mean, I had nothing better to do but watch you two fuck!”

I flushed and looked at my husband. I could save this. I had to. “Karim, I was just—”

“Taking care of my son?” he demanded. Then swiped the phone a few times. “And what about this?”

He practically shoved the phone into my face. The video played and…

“Oh, no,” I groaned.

It was taken only an hour ago. There I was, on my hands and knees, as Clint fucked my ass. You could hear me begging him to plow me, calling him “Master.” My husband’s face turned into a raging inferno. I quivered beneath the righteousness of his anger.

And then… after Clint had cum in my bowels, I turned around and cleaned my ass off his dick.

The phone shook with fury in Karim’s grip. The plastic casing groaned as his fingers clenched around it.

“You! Were! His! Slave!”

“I—”

“You let him fuck your ass! You sucked his cock clean! You never did that for me! For your husband! But you could be your student’s whore? His slave!”

“It’s just—”

He seized my hair. “You want to be a slave? Is that what my wife wants to be!”

“I—”

He yanked me out of the room, pulling so hard. Pain flared at the roots of my hair. I bent over, my huge tits swaying before me as I stumble dafter him. He marched forward with all the power of a boulder crashing down a hill, nothing capable of stopping him.

Tears burned in my eyes. My marriage was all over. But it wasn’t fair. I was just satiating my lusts like he did with our daughter. I was having fun, like him. What was really so wrong about that? I had needs, too. I needed to be fucked. I needed to cum.

And he didn’t give me what I needed. He didn’t treat me like a slut.

“My husband, what are—”

“Husband!” he roared as he hauled me down the stairs, his every step booming. “Husband! After you called that boy Master you dare call me husband!” His hand twisted, twining my hair around his fist, and yanked me closer to him. I gasped, almost falling down the stairs as I hurried after him. He reached the landing, hauled me to the living room, my son, daughter, and Kimmy following. “Are you that much of a cunt to call me husband after you whored yourself out to your student!”

“You fucked Carter all night, didn’t you, Mother!” Leyla hissed as she hurried down the stairs behind me. “He told Kimmy all about it when she asked him. How he paid to fuck you all night long!”

“Just a whore!” my husband growled. “A filthy prostitute. You are my wife no longer!”

My eyes squeezed shut. Tears burned my eyes. My body shook. “P-please, Karim, I should have told you. I should—”

“Do you know what happens to slaves when they betray their rightful owners?” he growled.

“Slave?” I gasped.

“You want to be that boy’s slave, but not mine?” he growled. “When I married you. When I took care of you! I paid for your schooling so you could be a whore at your high school! And you won’t be my slave.”

Something settled into place inside of me. Something that Clint had originally awakened in me that first time I peered through the peephole and saw him with his harem of sisters and his aunt. The way he mastered them. The way he dominated them and turned them into his sluts.

Into his slaves.

My pussy grew juicy even as I trembled in fear. My husband reached his recliner. He sank down naked, his cock thrusting thick and hard from his wiry pubic hair. He was as hung as Clint and my eldest son. Jalal was only a little smaller than them. I didn’t resist Karim’s strength as he hauled me over his lap, my tits pressing against the armrest, my legs dangling over the other side. I felt his dick twitching against my stomach, his precum smearing on my flesh.

“You want me to be your… slave?” I asked, trembling.

“Want?” he growled. “I purchased your whore body the day I married you. I have been too lax! Too trusting! No longer!” He grabbed my ass, squeezing my butt-cheek hard. “Say it!”

I shuddered and, with no hesitation, groaned, “You own my body, Master! I’m your slave-wife!”

“And you were so naughty. You sold your body to other men!” He squeezed my ass. “You sold what belonged to ME!”

His hand rose and up and then smacked down so hard on my butt-cheek. A cracking slap, thundering like a lightning bolt, echoed through the living room. Pain roared through me. Agony exploded across my rump. I gasped out, my pussy clenching at the strength of my punishment. My ass burned. Tears stung my eyes, rained down my face. I sucked in breaths against the agony.

CRACK!

His second blow fell on my other butt-cheek. I spasmed so hard across his lap. My head lifted up. I screamed out in pain as my husband, my Master, disciplined me. He was right. I was such a whore. A slut. I let all those other men, even my sons, use what belonged to him. I swore to be his faithful wife on our marriage day.

And I couldn’t be that. I had proved myself unworthy of being his wife. But I could be his slave.

“You only fuck the men I allow!”

CRACK!

“Yes, Master!” I screamed as the pain twisted through my body, swirling about my lusts, making my pussy even juicier as the hurt spread into my cunt.

CRACK!

“Say it!” he snarled, the sound of his spanking echoing through the room.

“I’ll only fuck men when you allow it, my Master!” I screamed out, squirming on him, my snatch growing so hot. As the pain increased, so did my orgasm build. “I promise to Allah and his Messenger!”

CRACK!

“I’m your whore, my Master!” I moaned. “This time… This time I won’t break my oath to you!”

CRACK!

“Filthy!” he snarled.

CRACK!

“Cheating!”

CRACK!

“Cunt!”

“I am, my Master!” I moaned, tears falling down my face. “I’m disgusting! You should beat me!”

There was one difference between us: I gave him permission to fuck our daughter. I never gave him the same option to bless my affairs. I just acted on my lusts. I violated our marriage to satiate my own cunt behind his back. I was such a slut. A whore. I needed to be controlled. Just like Leyla did. Or I would fuck everyone. I would just spread my thighs and let any man enter me.

I craved to be a slut. Anyone’s slut.

“I am a filthy, cheating whore, my Master!” My ass burned so much. “Punish me!”

CRACK!

I welcomed the pain. Every spanking hurt. I moaned and gasped and screamed. My voice grew raw as my ass burned hotter and hotter. My pussy clenched, my snatch growing so juicy. Every time my husband proved how strong he was made me shudder.

He could master me the way Clint did his Aunt Vicky and his half-sister Lee. My husband could control my lusts, channel them. He would direct me. He would tell me which men to fuck and how. I could let him make all the decisions.

Let him decide how I would make back the money I wasted with my online gambling.

CRACK!

“I’m your slut, my Master!” I groaned, his dick throbbing so hard against my belly.

CRACK!

Such agony blazed through me. The tears poured down my face. My husband and Master reinforced his control over me with every smack of his broad hand. He proved himself strong enough to own my body. To punish me for being a whore.

CRACK!

I could feel my daughter and son watching my discipline, witnessing their father controlling my slutty body. Kimmy knelt before Jalal, her mouth wrapped about his cock, bobbing her head. Would Jalal have the strength to master Kimmy, to make her his slut and control her whorish pussy? He wouldn’t abandon her.

He needed to learn from his father. See how a man treated his slut.

His eyes burned as he watched. He absorbed what his father was doing. I moaned louder, shuddering, being that object lesson for my baby boy. He wanted a woman just like his mother, and he needed to see how one acted. I shuddered, loving the pleasure rippling across his face as his hips thrust forward, fucking his cock in and out of Kimmy’s mouth.

The blonde slut moaned her wanton passion as she pleased my baby boy.

Then I noticed Leyla watching, fingering her shaved cunt. She rubbed her digits up and down her juicy snatch, getting off on watching my punishment. She was right to tell her father. I needed this. Maybe… Maybe I was so reckless, fucking so many guys, so my husband would find out what I was.

I needed to learn if he were truly strong. Truly a man.

CRACK!

Or maybe I just liked being a slave, and needed to drive him to claim me. He had. He seized me, took command of my passions.

CRACK!

He tamed my slut-cunt to his will. He reigned in my whorish behavior.

CRACK!

“My Master!” I howled. “I’ll be yours! I’ll do whatever you want! I’ll fuck you right now. I can feel how much you need to use me.”

“You want me to use your filthy, cheating cunt?” he demanded. “Why would I when I have our daughter’s hot, tight snatch to please me? I might never fuck you again. I might just lock you into a cage to keep you from letting you use that filthy snatch. I’ll make you watch as your daughter enjoys my cock night and day.”

My eyes widened. I wanted to rebel, to shout, but… But… He sounded so strong. I had to submit to him. Even if he never let me cum again. My passions would just build and build in me, driving me wild until I became a filthy animal masturbating in a cage, rubbing my cunt against the bars, just so desperate for satisfaction.

“Yes, my Master!” I moaned. “You have to fuck our daughter’s underage cunt. You have to feel that tight pussy about your dick! She’s better than me.” I shuddered at saying those words. Leyla was better than me. She was honest with her father about fucking other guys. She didn’t try to hide it.

And neither did Kimmy. She performed during the gangbang for my son. She let him watch her be a slut because it gave him pleasure.

I deserved my punishment.

CRACK!

“Kneel before me and watch,” he growled as he shoved me off his lap.

I landed on the floor, my bruised ass flaring with pain. I grunted, drinking in the agony, savoring being discarded. I deserved this humiliation. It made my slut-cunt even wetter.

“Watch our daughter take your place. On my cock. In our bed. I’ll make her my wife and you… You’ll just be our slave. Our whore.”

“And what about other guys, Daddy?” Leyla asked. “I… I like being fucked by lots of men. I love you, Daddy, I do. I would truly cherish being your woman. Your wife. But… I’m like Mother, I need to be used.”

My husband grinned at her. “You’re my slut, too. You fuck whom I say you can, my little flower.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Leyla quivered and then darted to him.

She nimbly leaped over me to land on his lap, straddling him. She kissed him so hard, her ass wiggling right before my face, her pussy shaved and gleaming with her juices. My pussy was just as wet. I wanted to cum so badly.

I quivered as I listened to her kiss my husband. He was her husband now, too, her Daddy-husband. It was so wrong, so taboo. I shuddered. My hands clenched my thighs to resist shoving between my thighs and rub my cunt. My ass burned. I couldn’t sit down. I had to kneel and watch my Master fuck our daughter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Such joy shuddered through me. I was all Daddy’s now. He would be my pimp now. Mom had tried to be that, but he would do such a better job whoring me out. For one, he wouldn’t want to fuck my clients as much as I did.

Dad broke our kiss. I shuddered, leaning back, my round tits quivering. Already, I missed his beard scratching at my cheeks.

Then I squealed in delight as he lifted me up, his hands gripping my waist, and turned me around. He dropped me on his lap, his cock nudging at my ass. I faced my kneeling mother, her face stained with tears, her dark eyes smoldering with passion. Her breasts quivered, her nipples hard, and pussy juices stained her toned thighs, dribbling from her whore-cunt.

I could have become her. If I never had my slut training, I would have married a good, Muslim man, like my brother Jalal, and one day, I would have cheated on him like she did. My whorish lusts would have consumed me. I would have violated my vows over and over.

But now… Now Daddy knew what I was. He’d seen me fuck Jalal before, jerking his dick, loving the sight of my wanton behavior. Like with my little brother and Kimmy, Daddy claimed me knowing I was a slut.

Poor Mom. If she had known what she was at my age, maybe she wouldn’t have needed to be spanked so hard today.

But then maybe I wouldn’t even exist…

I gasped as Daddy lifted my hips with his strong hands, his dick sliding along my butt until it nudged at my pussy. Mom grabbed his shaft, holding it steady against my cunt’s entrance. All my thoughts fled my mind as Daddy slammed me down his dick.

His incestuous shaft filled me.

“Kimmy!” groaned Jalal, flooding my friend’s mouth with his cum as I watched.

“Please him, my little slut,” Mom moaned, staring at my cunt impaled on Daddy’s cock with such hunger.

“I will, Mother,” I moaned.

“Yes!” Daddy grunted.

He lifted me up and down his dick. He worked my pussy on his dick, using me as his fucktoy. I loved it. I trembled, just a living sex toy for my daddy. I savored it, my black hair sliding about my back as he bounced me.

Pleasure spilled through my body. My pussy savored his dick sliding in and out of me. The silky friction sent pleasure washing through my body. My eyes fluttered. I let out such wanton whimpers. It felt so amazing being filled by Daddy’s cock.

He pumped me up and down his dick faster and faster. My eyes rolled back as I swiveled my hips from side-to-side. Such utter rapture consumed me. It was amazing. I groaned and whimpered. My hips swiveled, stirring Daddy’s dick through my cunt.

“My little flower!” he groaned as I squeezed my cunt down on his dick. He slammed me down his cock. “You’re so hot and tight.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Use my cunt, Daddy. My tight, teenage pussy! Let me milk you!”

He slammed me faster and faster on his dick while Mom trembled before me. She stared with such hunger at my pussy. She licked her lips, quivering in delight. Her hands rubbed at her thighs, fingers digging into her flesh. She wanted to eat me.

She wanted to touch herself. But didn’t. For Daddy.

“Can Mother lick my clit, Daddy?” I moaned. “Can your naughty slave give me more pleasure, Daddy?”

“Yes!” he growled. “You heard our daughter, slave! Please her!”

“Yes, my Master!” Mom moaned, such delight bursting in her eyes.

Her head leaned forward. Her black hair spilled over my thighs. And then her tongue flicked at my clit. She brushed it, the nub thrusting out of my folds, as Daddy worked my cunt faster and faster up and down his dick.

Pleasure shuddered through me. Mom’s tongue sparked rapture through my cunt. It rained like glowing embers from a detonated firework, tightening my snatch on Daddy’s dick. I whimpered, trembling as he pumped me up and down his dick, working me so hard.

Her tongue fluttered. It swirled. Her lips even sucked.

The pleasure surged through me. My pussy grew hotter. My orgasm swelled, my parents driving me wild. My slut-body drank in the delight of Daddy’s cock and Mommy’s tongue. My back arched, rubbing into Daddy’s chest. His beard scratched at my neck and right shoulder.

“Daddy!” I squealed. “I’m going to cum on your dick!”

“Yes,” he growled, his strong hands tightening on my hips.

He slammed me so hard down his dick, impaling me on the full girth of his cock. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering as my snatch clenched down so hard on his dick. My body bucked. My legs spasmed out before me.

My pussy convulsed.

I came.

My moans sang through the room. Jalal and Kimmy, her lips stained with my brother’s cum, watched as they held each other. They were both so cute. I stared at them as the pleasure rippled through my body. My mom sucked on my clit, adding more rapture to the delight flooding through me.

“Daddy! Mommy!” I howled, sharing in the delight of their new relationship.

Mom nipped my clit.

My pussy convulsed so hard around Daddy’s cock, massaging it. I wanted his cum flooding my body. I wanted to hear him grunt in rapture. I squirmed against him, rubbing my back on his strong chest as he gripped my hips.

“Daddy! Cum in me!”

“Not yet, my little flower!” he growled. “Just let me enjoy your snatch writhing about my dick.”

“Writhing so hard!” I whimpered. “Oh, Mommy, keep sucking on my clit and… Yes!”

I squealed out so loud as another orgasm shot through me. My legs spasmed out alongside Mom. My pussy convulsed so hard on Daddy’s dick. My snatch milked him, aching for his cum to spurt into my depths. To give me that incestuous treat I craved so badly.

Instead, Daddy hauled me completely off his cock. I gasped, my pussy suddenly so empty. I didn’t have anything in me. I felt so empty. I whimpered in need until I felt his shaft moving. Mom, still sucking on my clit, stared up at me as she guided his dick to my asshole. She knew what her husband and master wanted from me.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my ass, Daddy!” I howled.

“My little flower!” he snarled and slammed my bowels down his dick.

My sphincter stretched and stretched with ease. I had enough boys fuck my asshole during the gangbang, keeping me loose enough to take his pussy-lubed dick. I groaned as my butt-cheeks smacked into his crotch.

Mom’s mouth nuzzled into my pussy.

I squealed, my asshole clenching on Daddy’s cock, as Mom feasted on my cunt. Daddy fucked my bowels up and down his dick. The velvety friction now sent heat wafting through my nethers, meeting the delight Mom churned in my cunt.

The slut devoured me with such hunger. Her eyes were glassy with delight as she tasted my cunt. She nuzzled through my folds, licking and fluttering her tongue, teasing me. I squirmed and moaned, another orgasm already building in me as Daddy plundered my asshole over and over.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my eyes rolling back into my head. Stars danced across my vision. “Eat my pussy, slut!”

“Eat her, Mom!” Jalal groaned, clutching Kimmy to him.

“Ooh, Mrs. Umayyah, lick your daughter’s yummy cunt! I love Leyla’s pussy.”

The front door opened and closed. The last member of our family walked into the living room. Faizel grinned at the sight. He pulled off his shirt, exposing his dusky chest. He had Daddy’s muscular body, but lacked that sexy, manly beard.

“Damn, Dad, you’re using Leyla hard. And Mom’s helping out.”

“Your mother’s my slave-whore now!” Dad growled.

“So you know what she’s been up to,” Faizel grinned. “Good, I want her at my next gangbang!”

“Yes!” grunted Daddy.

He slammed my asshole down his cock. I took him to the hilt again. My bowels clenched about his dick. Velvety heat burned through my nethers, heating my pussy. More of my juices poured into Mom’s mouth as Daddy grunted.

“My little flower!”

His cum pumped into my asshole. I groaned in delight, a third orgasm bursting through me. My pussy spasmed so hard. My juices squirted out of my cunt right into Mom’s hungry mouth. I drenched her face while Daddy filled my bowels with his spunk.

It was so wonderful to share this joy with my parents. To be Daddy’s new slut-wife and use my Mommy-slave with him. I groaned and gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head as the rapture surged through me.

Our family had changed. And I couldn’t wait to explore it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

My husband and Master groaned as Leyla rose off his dick. Her ass plopped off his dick with a wet popping sound. The little slut let out a wicked moan. Cum leaked out, a drop splattering right on my mouth as she climbed over me.

I licked that sour-infused jizz off my lips, reveling in the incestuous mix of their flavors. Then my eyes fell on my husband and Master’s cock, an oily gleam coating it, a mix of her pussy juices and anal musk. I could smell her cream mixed with that bitter tang of ass.

My husband and Master stared down at me, nodding his head.

I licked his cock, tasting the mix of my daughter’s flavors on it. I let out such a wanton moan, wiggling my hips. My ass burned. My pussy dripped. I grabbed my husband’s thighs to keep from frigging myself. I whimpered in utter need as I stared up at him, begging as I cleaned his dick of tangy and sour juices.

“Faizel, you can use your slave-mother’s cunt right now, if you want,” Karim growled. “You can use her all night, if you want. I’ll be enjoying Leyla and Kimmy.”

“Can I watch that?” Jalal asked, so eager.

His father grinned as I kept licking his cock.

“Damn, Dad, you made Mom’s ass glow.” Faizel grabbed my rear, squeezing my spanked butt-cheeks.

“He did!” I moaned as pain shot through me. “I was such a bad wife.”

“Yes, you were,” he groaned. His zipper rasped. Then he smacked my ass with his thick cock.

I shuddered at the hard feel as I kept licking his father’s softening cock. I fluttered up to my Master’s crown, swirling around it, then locked my lips about it. I sucked hard, drawing out a drop of cum as I cleaned off our daughter’s ass from his mouth.

And stared up at my husband and Master the entire time.

He groaned, his dick twitching in my hand while Faizel whipped my ass with his cock. The meaty thwacks sent pain shivering through me, my pussy clenching, aching for my son to fill my whore-pussy. I would be his all night.

Wonderful.

In the background, Leyla squealed, “Eat my ass, Kimmy!”

Jalal groaned.

“You are such a slut, Mom!” Faizel groaned. “She is dripping like a leaky faucet back here, Dad. Just a bitch in heat.”

“Fuck your mother’s cunt, then,” my husband and Master groaned, his dick growing hard now in my sucking mouth. He shifted on the chair, looking as strong and handsome as the day I swore to be his faithful wife.

This time, I would be his faithful slave.

I moaned about his cock as Faizel rammed into my pussy. My whorish cunt clenched down so hard on it. Then pain knifed through me. His crotch smacked my burning asshole. Every time he buried into me, he would remind me of my punishment.

So I bucked back into him, welcoming the stinging hurt, reinforcing my punishment and reminding me to whom I belonged.

My husband and Master.

I sucked so hard on his cock. My tits rubbed against the chair as I bobbed my mouth. Karim’s dick reached its full girth in a minute, pleasure crossing his beard face. He groaned as I sucked as hard as I could, bobbing my mouth, inspired by our son’s hard thrusts.

“Jalal!” Kimmy moaned in the background. A second rhythmic slap of flesh-on-flesh echoed through the living room.

“Fuck your slut so hard while she eats my ass, little brother!” Leyla squealed.

I shuddered, my hips squirming around my son’s large cock spearing into my cunt’s depths. I savored our new family dynamic. I bobbed my mouth so fast, sucking on my husband and Master’s cock the way I always should have. I should have been his whore from our wedding night. I should have used my body in every way to please him.

I would now. If he ever let me fuck him, I would give him all the pleasure I could.

Or I would be there to increase the pleasure he took in our daughter’s cunt.

I sucked so hard on his dick, cleaning off more of our daughter’s musk, that mix of tangy and sour depravity. My cunt squeezed down so hard on Faizel’s thrusting dick. The friction burned through me, meeting the pain flaring over and over in my ass.

They mixed and swirled in me, feeding on each other. I squeezed my eyes shut and squealed my rapture about my husband and Master’s cock. My pussy exploded. My orgasm raged through me. My cunt convulsed on Faizel’s dick.

“Fuck, yes, Dad, the whore’s cumming!” my son groaned.

“Good,” Karim growled, grabbing my hair and bobbing my head on his dick. “Please my son’s cock, slave. Make him cum in that pussy. The pussy that brought him into this world.”

I moaned about his dick as my pussy writhed so hard about our son’s thrusting shaft.

“Shit!” Faizel groaned, his thrust causing wave after wave of incestuous rapture to flood through my body. Stars danced across my vision.

My orgasm intensified.

My son rammed his dick so fast into my cunt. I screamed my pleasure around his father’s dick. I sucked so hard at it as Faizel buried into me. My eldest son filled my convulsing snatch with his hard cock.

“You’re such a slut, Mom!”

His cum fired into me.

“Take it, whore! Take it all!”

“Yes!” my husband and Master growled, driving my head down his dick.

His cock brushed the back of my throat. I swallowed him the same way I did Clint. I shuddered as his dick filled my throat. With a grunt, my husband pumped his jizz straight into my belly, using me as a cum-bucket.

Another orgasm convulsed through my body.

“Yes!” Faizel grunted as I milked his cock, massaging out every drop of cum in his balls. “Shit, Mom!”

I pleased my son and my Master. I trembled in ecstatic delight. I had a new place in the world. I had transcended being a slut and become a slave. It made my body quiver even more. As my orgasm peaked, I knew my husband and Master would see my pussy satiated by cock after cock.

He would see me used. Degraded.

Just what I needed. Like my daughter, I was a slut. I needed to be controlled, or I would just fuck anything I could.

My husband and Master grunted a final time, the last blast of cum spurted into my belly. He hauled my mouth off his dick, staring into my eyes. Drool dribbled down my chin as I sucked in a deep breath.

“Now tell me everything about whoring out yourself and our daughter,” he growled, eyes smoldering.

“Yes, my Master.” I held nothing back.

To be continued…
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Mrs. Umayyah

The next day, my ass still hurt from my discipline. I couldn’t help but squirm as I sat in the back seat of my husband and Master’s car. My rump ached and throbbed. The longer the car ride went, the more my discomfort grew. The ache grew with every moment and I embraced it.

I deserved this pain.

I had become a slut. A whore. A depraved woman who violated her marriage vows. I sold my body to my students. I turned my daughter into a prostitute to channel the lusts awakened in me when I witnessed Clint fucking his aunt, my fellow high school teacher, and his sisters. It had planted a seed that grew into a sultry flower with vines that had spread to every part of my body.

And when my daughter found out what I was, she told my husband. And he… He punished me.

Dominated me.

Made me his sex slave.

Now my daughter rode beside him up front, sitting tall, her uncovered black hair falling about her shoulders. She kept reaching over, patting my husband and Master’s thigh, stroking him through his work jeans, her fingernails scratching at the denim. She’d taken my place in his bed while I spent the night fucking our eldest son, Faizel, given to him by my husband and Master.

“There it is!” Leyla squealed in delight, bouncing in the seat. The sixteen-year-old clapped her hands together with her girlish enthusiasm. She threw a look over her shoulder. “You ready, Mommy-slave?”

“Yes, Daughter,” I said, putting such emphasis on my new mistress’s name. “I’m so looking forward to it.”

“Fucking another man with your daughter, or obeying me?” Karim growled. I saw his eyes looking at me in the rearview mirror.

“Both, my Master,” I answered, rubbing my hands before me, my pussy so juicy. “It’ll be so naughty to pleasure him with our daughter.”

“She is such a wicked wife, Daddy,” Leyla said, her voice dripping with enjoyment.

“Yes, she is,” my husband and Master said, his voice a deep gravel. “And you, my little flower, are a wicked slut.”

Leyla beamed at him, her smile shining from her face. I had done an amazing job turning her into a slut, into a whore. I had debased my daughter as a proxy for my own lusts, changing her forever.

I sucked in a deep breath. Today, I would fuck another man who wasn’t my son in front of my husband. He would watch me be an utter whore.

My pussy grew even juicier. This is what I had craved ever since I peeped in on Clint fucking his family a year ago. I’d feared it. I tried to hide it by delving into another obsession: online gambling. But that still didn’t stop me from descending into this whorish behavior. By training Leyla, it opened up all those desires I had suppressed.

And I was forever lost.

But first we had to make another stop. And I wasn’t looking forward to it. My stomach grew tense as my husband and Master turned into a driveway of a large, expensive house. Not a mansion, but something larger than any family really need. Instead, it proved that the owner had money.

I climbed out of the car in my conservative dress, my body naked beneath. I had my head bowed, no hijab wrapped around my silky-black hair. I followed my husband and Leyla to the front door, my daughter clinging to my husband and Master’s arm. She practically floated beside him, bursting with desire for what was coming.

Karim reached the door, rang the doorbell.

Todd Myers, the father of Kimmy, my daughter’s friend and my son’s slut-girlfriend, opened the door. Todd’s face soured at the sight of me. Then he glanced at my husband. He clenched his fist, the anger swelling in him.

I winced.

“Need more money?” Todd demanded. “Or did you bring my daughter home? If you’re going to blackmail me for fucking her, at least she could be around so I can get what I’m paying for.”

“My wife is here to apologize for that,” Karim said. “She made a mistake. The slut grew greedy.”

“Slut?” Todd asked, arching an eyebrow.

“My wife is a whore. A disgusting slut who sells her body for money.” He grabbed me and pulled me past Leyla to thrust me at Todd. I didn’t fight him. My black hair swayed about my shoulders as I sucked in a deep breath, fear sweeping through me. “Apologize to him.

“Yes, my Master,” I said, sucking in a deep breath. This was so humiliating. So embarrassing. I hated apologizing, and admitting I was wrong. “Mr. Myers, I am humbly sorry for blackmailing you and setting you up. I was a greedy sow. A disgusting bitch.” I fell to my knees, looking up at him. “And to show you how sorry I am, I am willing to do anything to make it up for you.

“Anything.”

“Anything?”

“Slave, strip out of the lying garment,” my husband growled. “Show him what you truly are!”

Despite the humiliation burning in my cheeks, or maybe because of it, my pussy almost creamed itself. “Yes, my Master,” I moaned, my hands shooting to the buttons of my dress. “Mr. Myers, I was a cunt to you. A bitch. And you deserve to use my body. In any way you want.”

His angry eyes smoldered as he watched me strip. I ripped the bodice of my dress open, my large, dusky breasts spilling out. I shivered, my heart racing as I stared up at him. I squirmed my hips, my pussy dripping with excitement. I slipped my arms out of the sleeves of my dress, my tits swaying with my movement.

He licked his lips.

“And the video of me fucking my daughter?” he growled. “The one you threaten to show my wife.”

“Deleted,” Karim said. “And your recurring ‘donation’ to the ‘after school club’ has been canceled.”

“It was so mean of my mommy-slave to do,” Leyla said. “I had no idea, Mr. Myers. I just thought I was filming Kimmy’s first time. I had a lot of fun with you. I never wanted to hurt you like that mean bitch.”

I shuddered at my daughter’s words. I rose, letting my dress fall off my body. My newly shaved pussy felt so bare. I could feel the air currents wafting about my pussy lips, tingling them. My juices cooled my hot flesh as they dribbled out of me.

“So fuck her hard, Mr. Myers,” Leyla purred. “Or spank her, or do whatever you want to my mommy-slave.”

“She’s yours to abuse,” my husband said, sounding eager to see me punished further.

“Please, Mr. Myers,” I said, saying his name as submissively as possible. I turned around for him, letting him drink in my MILF body. I had a mature and sleek figure, my ass curving, my stomach flat, my tits large.

He smacked my spanked ass. I gasped, my breasts bouncing before me. The pain surged through me, warming my pussy even more. I wiggled my ass at him, inviting him to do whatever he wanted to do to me.

“Anything, huh?” Mr. Myers said. “You don’t mind, Karim? She’s your wife.”

“Was,” my husband and Master said. “Now she’s my slave-wife. And she’ll let you do anything.”

I nodded my head, staring up at him. “I will, my Master. Anything.” It felt so right to me now. Being his sex slave fulfilled this depraved desire in me. It filled me to the brim with aching passion to give over my whorish desires into his hands. “I’m yours.”

I could see the pleasure in his eyes. And the bulge in his jeans.

Mr. Myers growled like a snarling animal. He seized my hair. I gasped at the shock of pain as he hauled me through the living room to the kitchen. I stumbled after him, my tits swaying. He reached the kitchen and threw me over the counter. My tits rubbed against the surface. I sucked in deep breath, my heart thudding away in my chest, waiting for him to do something.

To punish me.

My nipples ached and throbbed as I felt everyone’s eyes on my well-spanked ass. I wiggled my hips, putting on a show for them. I spread my thighs farther apart, exposing my pussy to their view. I could feel my labia parting, exposing my pink, whorish depths to their eyes.

“Use me, Mr. Myers,” I groaned.

“Look at that slutty cunt, Daddy,” Leyla said. “She’s just dripping for it.”

“Your mother is a whore,” my husband and Master groaned.

“Mmm, I know. I inherited her hot pussy. Let me show you, Daddy.”

My daughter fell to her knees. The zipper of my husband’s jeans rasped. She produced his cock and swallowed it with such hunger. She bobbed her whorish lips up and down her father’s dick, sucking so hard, moaning her delight.

I could watch her please her daddy all day. She had such a pure enthusiasm about her. She just wanted to give pleasure to every guy she could, especially my husband. She didn’t try to trick them. She didn’t try to wring every penny out of them she could. She just enjoyed herself.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Myers,” I moaned. “Use my body as an apology!”

He grabbed my ass, squeezing my spanked butt-cheeks.

“Yes, yes, that’s it. Discipline me, Mr. Myers. I was a complete—”

My words cut off in a scream as Mr. Myers rammed his hard dick into my unlubed asshole. A burning rod stabbed deep into my bowels. I shuddered and groaned, my eyes widening. Then his crotch smacked into my bruised ass, sending stinging pain shooting through me.

My tits rubbed into the counter as I squirmed and gasped. His dick sodomized me hard. He pumped away at my bowels. The pain in my depths melted my pussy. I whimpered and gasped, finding pleasure in the agony. I bucked back into him, taking my punishment like the kinky slut I was.

“That’s it!” I groaned. “Fuck my ass! Punish me! Ooh, yes, yes, yes!”

I’d enjoyed his son already, and Carter had inherited his father’s passion. Mr. Myers fucked me hard, grunting and growling like a beast as he buggered me. Velvety friction burned in my asshole. I grunted and groaned, the pain fading with every thrust, replaced more and more by pleasure as my bowels adjusted to his hot thrusts.

And every time he buried into me, he slapped my ass. He smacked it. My bruised ass drank in the sensation. I grunted with each one, the pain slamming into the pleasure, lifting me higher and higher towards an orgasm.

I grunted. I groaned. “Fuck my asshole!” I hissed. “Use me! I was such a cunt to you! Such a fucking bitch! Just use me! Cum in me!”

“Goddamn cunt!” growled Mr. Myers. “Sending my daughter to fuck me so you could blackmail me! Bitch!”

He slammed even harder into my asshole. The burning friction made my pussy even hotter. My cunt clenched, juices flooding down my thighs. I loved his emotion while in the background, my daughter sucked so hard on her daddy’s dick. My husband watched me getting punished, squirming on another man’s dick, loving it fucking my unlubed asshole.

My moans echoed through the kitchen. I gasped louder and louder. The pain. The rapture. The dual sensations swirled through me. I sucked in deep breaths as I clenched my bowels down on his plunging dick.

It hurt again for a moment. A flare of pain stabbing into my bowels. I drank it in. “Keep pounding me so hard!” I howled. “Keep making my ass hurt! Spank me with your crotch!”

“Your wife is a whore!” snarled Mr. Myers.

“I am!” I moaned, my back arching, my nipples throbbing against the table.

“Fuck!”

He buried his dick into my bowels and that wonderful moment happened. His dick erupted into my asshole. He pumped me full of his hot cum. I groaned, his seed spilling deep into me. My back arched at the naughty feeling.

My husband gave me to this man.

I came.

My asshole writhed about his dick, milking out the hot squirts of jizz. I loved every wonderful spurt. The hot spunk filled my bowels as the pleasure screamed through my body. My back arched, feeling my husband’s eyes on me as I climaxed like a whore.

A filthy slut.

The pleasure slammed into my mind. Stars burst before my eye as I savored this delicious delight. I groaned and gasped, my asshole spasmed about his dick. I milked out every drop of cum that I could from his dick, the rapture swirling through me.

“Whore!” grunted my husband, and I knew he pumped his spunk into our daughter’s mouth.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Excitement burst through me as Daddy and I reached the door, Mommy-slave following behind us. She had a stiffness to her gate from being buggered so hard by Mr. Myers twenty minutes ago. Listening to her whorish grunts had made my pussy so wet as I sucked Daddy’s cock.

And now I would get to satiate my cunt. Daddy was whoring me out for the first time. He was my pimp now. He would collect the money and choose who Mom, my friends, and I would fuck. We would make him so much money unlike Mom who wasted all the money she made off of us on lingerie to please her student lovers.

“One minute!” Principal Ian Carver, who ran my high school, shouted from inside. He sounded so eager. He had paid to fuck Mom and me all day today. A $1000 to enjoy our bodies. To watch us commit incest before him while fucking our bodies.

It was so naughty.

The door opened. Principal Carver, wearing a bathrobe, eyes fell when he saw my tall, burly father. The balding administrator had almost Daddy’s height, but he didn’t have the muscled body brought about by working in construction for the last two decades. Nor did he have the fierce, bristling beard that gave him such an angry, imposing vibe.

My Daddy was the sexist of men.

I couldn’t help but smiling as fear sprouted in Principal Carver’s eyes. He swallowed and said, “This is such a surprise, Jawdat,” he said, looking past me to my mommy-slave standing behind me. It was always so weird hearing Mom’s real name. At school, everyone called her Mrs. Umayyah. “Did we have an appointment or something with your family?”

“My wife told me everything,” Daddy said, his voice almost a growl. “How you fucked my underage daughter for money, how you paid my whore-wife for the privileged, and how you paid again to fuck them all day long. Both of them. My wife. My daughter.”

“Oh, Jesus,” Principal Carver said, the color draining out of his face. He backed up, intimidated by my daddy. “I… I don’t… It was… I…”

“Daddy, stop being so mean,” I said, so eager to fuck Principal Carver again. He’d been the first man I ever prostituted myself to. Not my first fuck. My younger brother Jalal gave me that delight. “We’re still going to have fun with you today, Principal Carver. I really, really enjoyed your dick. It made me cum so hard.”

The principal still looked terrified, though now his eyes bulged, unsure what was happening. But he backed off, letting us enter the house. I gave him such a supportive smile, wanting to let him know that he didn’t need to be afraid. That my mommy-slave and I would do everything we could to make him feel good.

“So, uh, Karim,” Principal Carver said, “this is, uh, really… You’re fine with… this?”

“And if I wasn’t, would that have stopped you from fucking my wife and daughter behind my back?” Daddy demanded.

The principal flinched again. “Well…”

“Just hand over the money, and then enjoy them,” Daddy said.

“Right, right,” Principal Carver said, sounding dazed, almost frightened even. He shoved his hands into the pockets of his robe, pulled out the rolled wad of twenties, and handed it over. “So, uh, I guess we should start.”

“We should,” I said. I looked up at Daddy and could tell he was eager for it. He’d watched me fuck Jalal before, and it had turned him on so much. He’d jerked his dick watching my underage body writhe with my younger brother.

And now he’d get to watch me being a prostitute. It made my sixteen-year-old cunt clench so hard. A dizzy wave of heat washed through me.

“Mommy-slave, strip!” I commanded while pushing Daddy back to sit on a recliner. I winked at him and whispered, “Enjoy.”

“You, too, my little flower,” he told me, stroking my cheek. I shuddered and let out such a wanton moan.

My clothes flew off as fast as I could while both Principal Carver and my daddy watched my nubile body bare itself. My round breasts jiggled free of my blouse, my hands stroking my dusky flesh. My brown nipples were hard and tingling, aching to be used. Beside me, Mom bared those big tits of hers, so soft and succulent.

I couldn’t help touching them. I squeezed them while Principal Carver let out such a low groan of delight. I grinned at him, shaking my hips, my skirt falling down my thighs exposing the rest of my naked body, my pussy as freshly shaved as Mom’s.

“Mmm, aren’t these just such ripe tits, Principal Carver?” I asked, leaning over to nuzzle at my mom’s breasts.

“Y-Yes,” he said, still nervous, rubbing hands on the hem of his sky-blue bathrobe.

But I could see twitching in the crotch. His dick grew hard watching the lesbian incest unfold before him. I gave him a dazzling grin as I rested my face against my mother’s breasts, her nipple hard on my cheek. I winked at him then turned my face and sucked on her nipple.

Mom groaned, her hands working her dress off of her hips as I suckled on her nipple like I had as a baby. I loved her fat nub, nibbling on it with my soft lips. My tongue swirled around it, savoring how thick it was. How wonderful it felt in my mouth.

“Oh, Daughter,” Mom said, putting such devotion into that word. She served me, too. I had taken her place as the head woman in the family. Daddy’s daughter-wife. I had wanted to find a man who would let me fuck other guys, to be a whore, and I found that person in the best man in the world.

My daddy!

I squeezed Mom’s breasts, wiggling my hips, knowing Daddy watched me as much as Principal Carver. I sucked and nibbled on Mom’s nipple, my pussy juices running down my thighs as they both stared at me.

“Oh, Daughter, you are so sweet,” Mom groaned, her hands sliding up my body to my firm, teenage titties. She squeezed them, her thumbs sweeping across my breasts and brushing my nipples. “Isn’t she, Ian?”

“Yes,” the principal groaned. “She is, Jawdat.”

“Mrs. Umayyah,” growled my husband. “Show my slave-wife respect.”

“Yes, yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” squeaked the principal. “I’m so sorry for insulting your… slave-wife.”

“And you’re going to fuck her whore-cunt,” growled Daddy, his voice so throaty. He got off on ordering us to be such sluts.

I loved it.

“You are, Ian,” moaned my mom. “My Daughter and I are going to love you. So how would you like us to please you?”

My pussy tightened in anticipation. I wanted to be ordered by my client, to be given commands. It was so hot to submit. So exciting. My juices leaked down my thighs as I purred about my mother’s nipple. I nibbled on it, waiting.

“You could, um, well,” stammered the principal, rubbing at his robes now, his dick peeking out the slit, so pink and in need.

“Just grow some balls and tell us to suck your dick,” Mom said, such disdain in her voice. She needed a real man to order her around.

“Suck my dick!” Principal Carver shouted, almost barking in fear of her. Then he cleared his throat and, with more confidence, said, “Bring your daughter over here. I want you both sucking on my dick.”

My mouth popped off my mom’s nipple. I grinned and said, “Yes, Principal Carver.”

Together, my mom and I flowed to him, our bodies undulating, hips brushing each other. Juices ran down my thighs. I sucked in such deep, trembling breaths as I came closer and closer to him. My heart raced, thudding away in my heart. My pussy boiled with excitement. We fell to our knees before him and opened his robe.

His dick thrust up from his brown bush, his balls not nearly as big as Daddy’s. Nor his cock. But it was fat. Its girth had stretched out my pussy so wonderfully when I fucked him a few days ago at school. Such a wanton swirl of desire slid through me as I leaned forward with Mom, Daddy staring at our asses. Our hands reached the principal’s dick. We grasped him.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned as we licked the tip of his dick together.

He stared down at us with such lust in his eyes. He craved this so much. He wanted a mother and her daughter to fuck him. He wanted us to lick and nuzzle at his cock. To make him cum so hard. He wanted to shower our faces with his jizz.

And we wanted that.

My mom and I were so much alike. I just wouldn’t fuck a man behind Daddy’s back. Only where he directed me. I squirmed my hips, juices running down my thighs as our tongues danced across the tip of his dick. I brushed my mom’s licking organ, our lips caressing as we pleased him. Precum stained both our tongues.

He groaned as we kissed around the edge of his dick. I shuddered, loving that I shared this cock with my mother. My sexy mommy-slut. I felt so close to her now. I was glad I caught her fucking Clint yesterday. Now she could be who she truly was meant to be.

Daddy’s sex slave.

“Damn,” Principal Carver said, rubbing his hand across his balding head. “Damn, that’s it. Oooh, mother and daughter are both whores. Both sluts.”

“We are,” I cooed.

“I gave birth to such a little skank,” Mom moaned.

“And trained me.” I glanced at Mom, so thankful she did. I gave her a kiss on the lips, tasting salty precum on her face.

Then we attacked his cock. Our hands pumped up and down his shaft, Mom’s atop mine. We stroked him as our tongues fluttered across this spongy tip. He groaned, shifting on his couch, his hairy chest rising and falling as we pleased him.

The sounds he made caused my pussy to grow so wet and juicy. Every lick, every suck, made my cunt tingle with wicked desires. I whimpered in delight. My heart hammered in my chest. I clenched my twat so hard as I pleasured him, aching to be filled by his shaft. I flicked my tongue up and down his tip, driving him wild.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” he panted.

“Are you going to cum on our faces?” Mom hissed. “Are you going to spurt your dirty spunk on my daughter’s face. On mine?”

“Are you, Principal Carver?” I moaned. “On your underage student’s face?”

“Yes!” he groaned. “Then you’ll lick each other clean.”

“We will,” I panted, our hands stroking his dick faster and faster. His cock twitched in our grip. “We’ll snowball it back and forth.”

“My slut-Daughter and I will drive you wild.”

“So wild!” I cooed. “Cum on my our faces, Principal Carver. Just paint our features. Coat us in your spunk!”

“Yes,” he grunted. “I will. So much spunk on your faces. Oh, fuck, yes!”

He shuddered. His dick twitched in our hands, spasming with his passion. Hot cream splattered our faces. We pressed our cheeks tight, opening our mouths wide. We wanted to ensure that he coated us with his spunk. That every drop painted our features and dripped down our faces. I whimpered, my pussy dripping with my excitement as his jizz ran across my features.

It splattered into my mouth. I tasted the salty cum, loving it while my daddy watched. The recliner he sat on creaked. I knew he savored our whorish behavior. He ordered us to do this. He wanted us to be such sluts. Mommy and daughter prostitutes.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Principal Carver grunted as the final blast of cum splattered across our foreheads.

The hot spunk running across our features, Mom and I turned to face each other. We groaned like wanton pussycats. Our tongues bathed each other. We licked and gathered the cum running across each other’s faces. I savored the depraved delight, scooping it up on my tongue and swirling it through my mouth before gathering more.

I licked up my mom’s chin. Her tongue caressed over my forehead. We licked towards each other’s lips. I held the spunk in my mouth until we met in a kiss. Then my tongue shoved into her mouth, carrying as much jizz as possible.

I met her tongue laden with his spunk.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned, watching us. He stroked his softening cock, eager for his second wind. “Clean each other up, sluts.”

Our tongues passed his cum back and forth as more of his spunk ran down my face. I shuddered, loving the nasty moment, this wicked mother/daughter bonding. Our hands groped each other’s tits, squeezing and kneading each other while my pussy…

My pussy dripped with juices.

I whimpered, needing to touch myself. I squirmed as I knelt before the principal, my cunt on fire. But I kept groping my mom’s tits. I squeezed her big breasts as our tongues caressed each other until the jizz melted into our mouths.

Our treat gone, we licked up more off of each other.

“Damn,” groaned Principal Carver. “You two are so depraved. And look at you, Leyla. Squirming like a whore. Do you have a hot cunt?”

“A hot, underage cunt,” I moaned as Mom licked spunk off my neck, her tongue so warm and wet.

“Mrs. Umayyah, your daughter needs your help,” our client moaned. “Eat her cunt out right now. Lick up all her naughty juices.”

“Yes, Ian,” Mom moaned, her eyes smoldering.

I didn’t fight her as she pushed me down on my back. I squeezed my firm tits, smiling up at Principal Carver. He slipped out of his bathrobe entirely and stroked his half-hard dick, watching my mommy-slut pry apart my thighs, exposing my shaved slit.

I still had a tight pussy, but with all the fucking I was doing, I doubt it would remain that way for long. Then it would be proof of how much a whore I was. Such a slut.

“Lick my pussy, Mommy,” I moaned. “Eat it for our client. We have to please him!”

“Yes, Daughter!”

Her silky-black hair spilled over my thighs. I groaned at the caress of her hair. It made me shiver. I sucked in a deep breath, my pussy clenching and relaxing. Juices flooded out of me. They trickled down to the crack of my ass as I anticipated the incestuous contact of our flesh. I stared up at Principal Carver.

I moaned as Mom licked me.

Her tongue danced through my shaved folds. Her lips nuzzled into my cunt. She licked and fluttered her tongue, teasing me. I shuddered in delight. Principal Carver jerked his hardening dick faster, his eyes smoldering.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I moaned, squeezing my teenage tits, so firm and pliant in my hands. “Watching my mom eat my pussy? You’re such a perv, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

“Lusting after your underage students. Wanting to fuck our tight bodies.”

“I do,” he said, his heart racing so fast. “I want to fuck you all so hard.”

“And you get to fuck us! Me, Kimmy, Kendra, and Izzy. Just call my daddy and pay him, then you can use any of our bodies whenever you want.”

“Yes!” he panted.

I grinned at him and humped against my mom’s hungry mouth. Her tongue felt so amazing licking through my pussy. She fluttered it up through my body, making me twitch and groan. I sucked in such deep breaths, my fingers squeezing my tits, kneading my delightful breasts. I thumbed my nipples, shooting tingles down to my pussy, meeting the delight Mom churned in my cunt.

I humped against her, grinding my shaved snatch on her hungry mouth. She moaned, her glassy eyes staring up my body as she feasted. Her hands shoved beneath my butt-cheeks, gripping them, squeezing them.

“That’s it, Mommy-slut,” I moaned. “Make me cum while Principal Carver watches. Show him how much of a pussy-whore you are. Ooh, yes, you’re my little cunt-muncher. My mommy muff-diver. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daughter,” she moaned. “I love eating your cunt. It’s so yummy.”

I shuddered as she lashed my clit with her tongue. She batted it with her nub. I groaned, sucking in deep breaths as she swirled around it. My eyes bulged at the pleasure she generated. I whimpered, squirming on her as the pleasure surged through me. I gasped and moaned. My eyes widened at the utter delight she gave me.

“Mommy, yes, lick me right there,” I groaned. “Just eat me. Ooh, yes, you’re such a wicked Mommy. You’re eating me out so hard.”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned. Her tongue swirled through my cunt. “Cum on your mommy’s lips, Daughter!”

“Yes,” I hissed. I glanced up at Principal Carver. “She’s going to make me explode. Do you want to see that?”

“Yes!” he groaned.

“Of course you do,” I moaned. “You love watching mothers eat their slutty daughters cunts. Mmm, yes, I’m going to just explode on her mouth.”

I shuddered harder, hearing Daddy’s zipper rasped. I saw him pull out his dick, finally overcome with lust watching us. He stroked his dick, staring at me as I humped on Mom’s mouth. I fought the urge to grin at him.

I had to satiate my client.

Mom’s fingers wormed into my butt-crack as she kneaded my asscheeks. I groaned as she found my sphincter. As she fluttered her tongue through my snatch, she jammed a finger into my asshole. Pleasure surged through me. I squeezed down on her as the pleasure rippled out of me.

My eyes fluttered. I moaned out in delight. I trembled on the ground, sucking in deep breaths as she pumped her fingers in and out of my asshole. She stirred them around, making me squirm and gasp.

The velvety delight rippled out of my bowels and into my pussy. Her tongue jammed deep into my cunt. She swirled it around. She drove me wild. I gasped and whimpered. My eyes widened at the delight of her tongue dancing around inside my pussy.

“Oh, yes, Mommy,” I whimpered. “Oh, that’s it. Just lick my cunt and finger my asshole. Make me cum for Principal Carver.”

“Make her cum, slut,” groaned the principal.

I shivered, my toes curling. I ground my cunt so hard into my Mom’s mouth. I let out a whimpering groan of pleasure. I squeezed my thighs about her cheeks, holding her head in place as her fingers reamed in and out of my asshole.

Her tongue flicked out of my snatch to brush my clit.

Fireworks detonated inside of me.

Incestuous pleasure surged through me. I gasped and moaned, bucking on the floor as my pussy creamed her mouth. I flooded her so hard, my cream pouring into her mouth. She drank them down, gulping down the flood of juices gushing out of me.

“Yes, yes, yes, Mommy-slut!” I howled. “Lick my pussy. Drink up all my juices.”

“Uh-huh,” Principal Carver groaned, watching me cum on my mother’s mouth.

And so did Daddy.

Sparks exploded across my vision as I ground on my mother’s hungry mouth. I whimpered and shuddered. I sucked in such deep breaths as she flailed her tongue through my cunt. She made my entire body shudder in ecstasy.

My mommy-slave pleased me.

My eyes fluttering, my orgasm spilling through my body, I asked my client, “Now what would you like us to do?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

Leyla kissed me as she squirmed atop me, our breasts pressed tight. She licked her own pussy juices off my mouth. My bruised ass rubbed against the carpet, reminding me that I was a slave. My husband’s slave. And my daughter’s slave.

I loved it. It felt so right. I savored Leyla’s lips on mine, her tangy cunt’s flavor lingering on my lips.

“Yes,” Principal Carver groaned, kneeling between our spread open thighs as we writhed together. “Mother and daughter.”

Leyla moaned into my mouth as Principal Carver rammed his dick into her underage cunt. She squirmed atop me, our nipples kissing as he fucked her. His balls smacked into my clit rubbing against my daughter’s bud. Pleasure surged through me.

I groaned and gasped, kissing my daughter harder, sharing this moment. He fucked her like a whore. I held her so tight, our bodies squirming and writhing together. Leyla groaned into our kiss, her eyes fluttering.

And then she whimpered in disappointment because it was my turn to groan.

Principal Carver’s dick, coated in my daughter’s pussy juices, rammed into my cunt. I shuddered in delight, my whorish, married snatch clenching down on his dick. Silky pleasure rippled through me as he pumped away.

“Oh, god, mother and daughter…” he grunted. “They both feel so good.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned my husband and Master, slowly stroking his dick as he watched, his eyes smoldering. He loved this.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my mommy-slut’s cunt!” Leyla moaned, grinding her clit into mine as she stared down into me. “She needs it.”

“So does my Daughter,” I purred, staring up into my mistress’s eyes. “She needs her naughty pussy filled by cock all the time.”

“Yes!” Principal Carver groaned.

He ripped his cock out of my pussy and slammed it into my daughter’s cunt. She gasped, her youthful face twisting in rapture. She quivered on me, her firm, teenage breasts rubbing on my mature, pillowy mounds.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my cunt!” groaned Leyla. “Pound me, Principal Carver and… No!”

He ripped out of her cunt and plowed back into mine, groaning as he sank into the very pussy that birthed my daughter. I shuddered, the pleasure rippling through my body. I humped up against my daughter’s clit, our two buds kissing and grinding together, adding such naughty pleasure swirling through my depths.

My snatch clenched down hard on our client’s dick just as he ripped it out, leaving me feeling so empty again. My daughter squealed out in delight as she was filled. His dick rammed into her snatch, fucking her so hard. She shuddered and moaned. She got off on it. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she whimpered.

And then he was back fucking my cunt.

“Oh, Principal Carver, pound me! Pound my whore cunt!”

Back and forth he went, grunting, groaning, panting with his pleasure. Every time he buried into my cunt, he brought me closer and closer to cumming. My snatch gripped him as I squirmed beneath my daughter, rubbing our clits together.

But the little whore came first.

Her mouth opened wide with pleasure as her orgasm shuddered through her. She writhed atop me, raining hot kisses across my face as she squealed out her pleasure. Hot juices flooded over my cunt, pouring out of her juicy depths as the pleasure spilled through her body.

Principal Carver grunted, groaned, pounding her underage cunt harder and harder, staying in her longer than he had before. He enjoyed her spasming around her. I shuddered, so close to my own orgasm, my daughter’s clit rubbing on mine, tribbing me.

“Cum in her depths,” I groaned to Principal Carver. “Just unleash a flood of spunk in her.”

“Yes!” squealed my daughter.

But our client new what he wanted. He pulled out of my daughter and rammed into my mature cunt. I shuddered at the feel of him pumping away as my daughter continued bucking atop me, her orgasm rolling through her body. I just shuddered as he grunted.

“Fuck!” he snarled.

Hot cum pumped into my married snatch. My husband and Master watched as a man who’d paid to have sex with me, spilled his seed into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on the spurting cock, hot jizz spilling through me.

I erupted.

My pussy convulsed about his dick. I spasmed beneath my daughter. She grinned down at me, hearing the pleasure busting from my lips. I convulsed into her body, sliding her atop me as so much spunk filled my snatch.

“That’s it, Mommy-whore,” groaned Leyla. “Ooh, yes, you love it. You love being a slut-slave!”

“I do!” I howled, stars dancing before my eyes, darkness fuzzing across my vision. “It’s where I belong.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Leyla hissed, squirming harder on me. Then she looked over her shoulder. “What would you like next, Principal Carver?”

“To see a father fuck his daughter!”

Leyla squealed in delight.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

Being paid to fuck my daddy was the most exciting moment in my life. My pussy dripped with juices as I knelt on my hands and knees, wiggling my hips. Principal Carver sat on his couch nursing a beer, his dick dripping in the mix of my mom’s and my juices. It was so wicked.

“Fuck me, Daddy!” I moaned as Mom spread out before me, following Principal Carver’s orders. “Fuck your daughter-slut’s tight cunt!”

“Yes!” he growled, rubbing his dick against my juicy cunt. He rubbed his dick up and down it, teasing me, making me shudder in anticipation.

“Yes,” Principal Carver said, such depravity in his voice to witness our family incest. “Fuck her so hard while she eats out her whore-mother’s cunt.”

“I’ll devour her, Principal Carver,” I moaned then licked my lips.

Mom scooted close enough, the Principal’s cum running out of her snatch. I buried my face into her pussy and licked her hard. My tongue dived through her folds, gathering the salty cum that spilled out of her onto my hungry tongue.

Daddy rammed his dick hard into my pussy. I moaned into Mom’s cunt, trapped between my parents. Such depraved, incestuous lusts surged through me. I groaned and whimpered, swiveling my hips, stirring Daddy’s cock around in my twat while I probed my tongue deep into Mom’s snatch.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck our daughter, my Master!” Mom moaned, humping her pussy against me, her hands playing with her big tits. “She loves it. She’s squealing into my cunt.”

“Yes, she does,” growled Daddy. “My little flower loves being fucked by me.”

“I do, Daddy!” I squeezed my pussy down on his dick, his cock reaching so deep into my underage cunt. “Fuck me! Pound me! Make me cum while I eat Mommy-slut’s snatch!”

“Oh, fuck, yes,” groaned Principal Carver, watching the live, incestuous porn.

Daddy pounded me so hard. He rammed his dick into me with such deep, hard thrusts. I whimpered and shuddered. Such rapture surged through me. Every time he plunged into my cunt, waves of tingling delight washed through my body.

My tongue lapped through Mom’s folds as I wiggled my hips. I gathered up all the yummy cum I could, knowing Principal Carver watched with such hot eyes as I feasted on my mom’s cunt. My tongue licked and lapped through her folds, driving her so wild.

She whimpered. She moaned. She squeezed her thighs about my face as I licked her clean. Daddy’s thrusts pressed my mouth so tight to Mommy’s cunt. I shuddered, trapped between them, pleasing the two people who brought me into this world, the two people who created me.

I loved being a slut. I loved pleasing everyone I could, especially my hunky daddy and my whore mommy.

“My little flower,” growled Daddy, thrusting so hard into me. His heavy balls smacked into my cunt. My clit drank in the impact. Such little sparks flew through me. I gasped and whimpered. The pleasure surged through my body.

“Cum in her, my Master,” Mom moaned, humping against me. “Cum in the little slut’s cunt. Breed her while Principal Carver watches.”

“Yes!” gasped the principal. “Breed your daughter!”

My eyes widened at how hot that sounded. I knew I might be pregnant right now. I had been having sex all week without protection. But I knew if I did get knocked up, it would be Daddy’s baby. His mighty sperm would fertilize my seed over any of the boys and men I’d fucked.

“Yes, yes, breed me, Daddy!” I gasped into Mommy’s pussy.

He grunted, thrusting harder and harder into my cunt. He pounded me so hard. His crotch smacked into my rump. His balls hammered my clit. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head as the rapture surged through me. Such wondrous delight. It had me shuddering and shivering. I whimpered in utter delight.

He churned me up to a hot froth.

He drove me wild.

His dick would breed me. His heavy balls, smacking over and over into my clit, contained so much of his seed. He would pump it into my cunt and make me explode on his cock. I squealed into my mom’s pussy, my pussy clamping down so hard on his thrusting dick.

While Principal Carver watched, I came on my Daddy’s dick.

My cunt writhed about his thrusting dick. Waves of rapture spilled through my body, churned by his hard plunges. He grunted as I plowed into him. I shuddered, nuzzling my face into my mom’s tangy pussy, tasting her cream and the principal’s cum.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I howled, stars dancing before my eyes. “Breed me! Breed your little flower!”

“Knock our slutty daughter up, my Master!”

“Yes!” groaned our client.

Daddy rammed his dick into my spasming pussy. His cum erupted. Hot jizz shot into me depths. My eyes widened as I moaned into Mommy’s pussy. I plunged my tongue deep into her depths, swirling around as blast after blast of fertile seed pumped into my depths.

And I just knew it, somehow, that Daddy was breeding me right now. That his sperm would find my egg. I would carry his baby. It hit me with such certainty as my cunt milked his dick dry, my body shuddering in rapture.

“You’re breeding her, my Master!” screamed Mommy, her body bucking and heaving, smearing her pussy across my face. “Yes, yes, yes, yes!”

She came.

Our family writhed together in passion as Daddy pumped the last blast of his spunk into my pussy. I shuddered, so glad Mommy trained me to be a slut. My eyes rolled back into my head as I welcomed every blast of hot spunk into my cunt.

“My little flower,” Daddy groaned, so full of love and satiated pleasure.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mrs. Umayyah

My phone vibrated in my skirt pocket as I said, “I want these problems completed by tomorrow. No excuses. You can do them.”

The boys all nodded. They all sat up front, so eager to ogle my body in my skimpy dresses, my tits almost falling out of my bodices, the tight skirts clinging to my thighs. My husband and Master had selected my clothing for months now, controlling me utterly.

One boy, Greg, gave me such a grin as the other students filed out of my classroom. Such a naughty shudder ran through me was I pulled out my phone. My pussy soaked the thong I wore as I checked the notification.

“You will fuck Greg during your lunch period, slut,” Karim texted me.

My fingers typed, “Yes, my Master.”

I stopped before Greg’s desk and lifted my skirt. “Would you like to remove my panties?”

“Fuck, yeah, Mrs. Umayyah!” he groaned, the pimply-faced boy almost jizzing right there on the spot.

I smiled. I loved my new life as a whore and a sex slave. Six months in, and I never wanted to go back. My husband and Master controlled me utterly. He gave me just what I needed. He made sure I was treated like a slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I smiled at the sight of Kimmy on her hands and knees being fucked from behind by Jalal on his bed. Her little titties bounced. She had her blonde hair in pigtails, swaying about her face. Nine months, and they were still dating strong. She even wore a collar that read: “Jalal’s Property.”

Of course, she still fucked her Daddy. A girl could never stop doing that. Plus, all the customers my daddy found for her to service.

Like me, she was a slut to her bones.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me so hard!” Kimmy moaned. “Just ram that dick into me, Jalal. I need it so badly!”

The baby monitor in my hand squawked. The sounds of the infant crying made my nipples bead with milk. Last week, I gave birth to a beautiful daughter. I shivered and closed my little brother’s door, leaving him to his fun.

I smiled at the sight of little Muna in her crib, her dusky face scrunched up as she cried. The DNA test proved she was Daddy’s daughter. He’d bred me just like I thought. It was so wonderful to have created a life with him.

I scooped her up, cradling her in my arms, so happy in my new life. So glad my mother had trained me to be a slut. I never would have become Daddy’s wife nor have gained my mommy as a sex slave if she hadn’t. I never would have the pleasure of fucking so many guys and gals. I would have repressed my desires, forcing myself to become a good, Muslim woman.

Until it exploded out of me like it had with Mom.

And when my daughter was old enough, I’d make sure she understood there was nothing wrong with her sexuality. She could explore it however she wanted. And maybe Daddy would breed a boy in me, a brother for Muna to explore with.

I was such a slut.

The END
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I was so bored.

It was Sunday and my book wasn’t holding my attention. I lay on my bed in my bedroom, my Kindle resting on my naked stomach, my small breasts rising and falling. They were little mounds, small handfuls of titties that had barely sprouted. It kept me looking girlish and childish, younger than my fifteen years.

Which was good, because I enjoyed being my older brother Clint’s little sister. His little princess.

I had my right leg balanced on my left knee, my foot swinging from side-to-side as I tried to concentrate on my newest romance novel. But I just couldn’t get into it. The poor girl was in love with her step-brother (it was never her real brother, always step-brothers which I thought was a real shame) but he was ignoring her. All it did was make me think of my own brother.

Where was he?

My little cunny grew hot and wet. I squirmed my thighs, my snatch freshly shaved this morning, the slit girlish tight. I bit my lip, my toes curling. I set my Kindle to the side, staring at my flexing toes, rolling them over and then straightening them again. I shivered as a wave of heat washed through me.

Now I was bored and horny.

I snagged my glasses off my nightstand, put them on, and brought the world into sharp focus. I didn’t need them to read, but everything farther than a foot away was blurry. I sat up, my light-brown hair, gathered in a pair of pigtails, swaying alongside my head. The ends brushed my hard nipple, sending tingly delight through my body. I shivered and flounced off of my bed, darting naked to the door.

Going naked through the house was very common. Our family was different. My mother, my sisters and half-sisters, my aunt, and the other women were all part of Clint’s harem. Even the two lesbian sisters, Juana and her sex-slave Carmelita, who lived with us went around naked. (They moved in with us after their parents kicked them out for being lesbian lovers last week).

I searched for Clint through the main house and didn’t find him. The only people that were home were my half-sisters Melody and Pam. Our dead father was like his son, Clint, a horndog. He’d turned my mom and her sister, Aunt Vicky, into his sex slaves. They then would find other women for him to love. Melody was Aunt Vicky’s oldest daughter and Pam was half-Japanese, her mother one of those Asian women my mom found for my dad to enjoy. We only learned Pam was one of our sisters a year ago. Clint had fallen in love with her hard. Melody and Pam were his girlfriends. Lee, Mom, Aunt Vicky, and Pam’s mom were his sex slaves. My oldest sister Zoey and her girlfriend Stefani where his lovers.

And I was his little princess!

“Hey, Cupcake,” Melody said, lying naked on Clint’s bed in the master bedroom, lowering her phone. She was the only blonde member of the family, her sandy-blonde locks falling loose around her face instead of gathered in her usual braids. She had her thighs parted, a landing strip of gold leading to her shaved pussy. She didn’t have a tight slit but instead her inner labia blossomed out, looking so yummy. “What you up to?”

“You know where Clint is?” I asked, squirming my hips back and forth.

“Looks like someone’s got a hot pussy,” Pam said, setting a tablet onto the nightstand. She was a petite girl with round breasts, her skin that pale-dusky olive tone from her Japanese mother. She had her silky-black hair gathered in a thick, French braid that draped out around her.

“I don’t know where Clint is,” Melody said. “Maybe he’s next door watching the children with our moms.”

I glanced at the window, rain falling hard. I so didn’t want to have to go outside. Our family owned three houses next to each other. One was the main house I grew up in, the next was Aunt Vicky’s house, and the third Clint, through Mrs. Hiragawa, bought last year so our growing family had room to expand.

Melody and Pam had both borne our brother children. They were so lucky. I wanted to have his baby. Lee, my bratty half-sister, was pregnant, and so was my mom. They were both starting to show and it just was so unfair.

On an impulse, I threw myself between my two half-sisters. I snuggled between their naked bodies, wiggling like a child between her parents. I breathed in their perfume. They both smelled so good, sweet and flowery. Melody smiled at me, turning onto her side, her round breasts swaying before me, her thick, dusky nipples suddenly right before my face.

I pushed up my glasses as I stared at her nub.

“What’s up, Cupcake?” Melody asked as Pam did the same thing, her round breasts jiggling on the other side. She had darker nipples, a rich brown that made my mouth water. “You look so pensive.”

“I just want to have Clint’s baby!” I said, kicking my legs as I lay between them, my thighs brushing their legs. “It’s not fair! I want his baby so badly. You both had his daughters. And they’re so beautiful. I just want to have his baby and love him or her!”

“You’ll get your chance,” Melody said, her hand resting on my belly. She slid it up my body, sending a wave of heat through me. My sister reached my breast, rubbing my hard nipple. “Just be patient, Cupcake.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered. “You’ve already had his daughter. And Christie’s so beautiful. I just want to have one of his beautiful children!”

“You will,” Pam added, her hand sliding up and down my left thigh. Tingles raced up my skin, making my pussy tingle. My toes curled and wiggled as my pussy grew juicier and juicier. “When Clint says it’s time. If every woman in his family gets pregnant at the same time, people will ask question.”

“People already ask questions,” I muttered. “I’ve heard the rumors. Half the school thinks I’m already fucking Clint. They’re fine with it. Incest is spreading! Everyone secretly loves it! I just want to have his baby!”

I knew I sounded petulant, but I just didn’t care.

Then Pam’s hand reached my shaved pussy. My Japanese half-sister’s smile transformed from a supportive to a naughty smile as she rubbed my hot flesh. Tingles raced through my body. I let out a little whimper as she rubbed at my plump vulva, stimulating my tight slit. Her finger parted my folds, stroking my inner petals.

And my clit.

“You’ll get your baby, Cupcake,” Melody said, her fingers rolling my nipple between them, adding more tingles.

I let out little moans. Their touch felt so nice. My head turned, staring at Melody’s nipple right before me. That dusky nub beckoned. I licked my lips and then latched on. I engulfed it, loving the feel of it in my mouth. My cheeks hollowed, and I nursed.

Melody’s creamy breast milk squirted into my mouth. I savored the sweet, hot treat spilling into my life. I suckled away, my frustration melting. It was so relaxing nursing from a breast. Especially my sister’s breast. I gulped down her milk. I loved how it felt in my mouth, how it coated my tongue and teeth. The flavor was so delicious, sweeter than normal milk, with a cantaloupe flavor that added an exciting delight to it.

I gulped it down as I suckled with such hunger. Pam snuggled closer to me, her fingers sliding faster and faster up and down my slit, brushing my clit, stroking my petals. Her nipple brushed my cheek as I suckled hard.

A shiver ran through me.

I released Melody’s nipple, turned my head, and latched onto Pam’s, my glasses shifting on my nose. She let out such a soft sigh, her slanted eyes squeezing closed as her milk squirted into my mouth. She tasted similar to Melody, that same sweet and rich delight. It was so subtle, hard to quantify, but she had a melony flavor to it that made my pussy clench hard, her fingers stimulating my snatch.

“Mmm, Cupcake, don’t you just feel better,” Melody asked, her fingers rolling my nipple between them, making me tremble and whimper about Pam’s nub.

“I think so,” Pam said. “She’s getting all warm and juicy in her cute cunny.”

Her finger rubbed on my clit. She concentrated there, circling it, making me squirm and moan. I suckled as hard as I could about her nub, her milk squirting into my mouth. I suckled with such delight as she rubbed my bud, sending sparks shooting through me. I let out such whimpers of delight, savoring the pleasure she gave me.

Melody’s hand suddenly shot down from my breast to shove between my thighs, joining Pam. Melody didn’t rub my clit or stroke my pussy lips. Instead, she shoved her digits deep into my cunt. I whimpered about Pam’s nub as my sister’s digits filled my snatch. She pumped them in and out of me, making me squirm and undulate on the bed.

My mouth popped off Pam’s nipple. “Oh, I… I… You’re both so amazing! I want to have breast milk! I want to nurse Clint and you and my baby!”

“You will, Cupcake!” purred Melody, pumping her fingers in and out of my snatch. Such pleasure rippled through me. “Mmm, your hot, little cunny will be bred by our brother.”

“Yes!”

My mouth engulfed Melody’s nipple. I suckled with such passion. I shivered and writhed, my pussy clenching down on Melody’s fingers while my clit absorbed the wonderful massage Pam gave me. I nursed with such enthusiasm, the creamy treats pouring down my throat and warming my belly.

The pleasure built and built within me. The heat from the milk in my stomach melted down to my pussy stimulated by my two sisters. Their fingers stirred up such passion in my flesh. My hands twitched. They reached out, sliding down my sister’s bellies and shoving between their thighs.

Pam had a thick, black bush, her pubic hair so silky beneath my fingers before I found her juicy snatch. She let out a moan as I jammed my digits deep into her snatch. My other hand found Melody’s shaved snatch, stroking her wet pussy lips, making her moan and gasp.

I penetrated her pussy, too.

“Ooh, Cupcake,” Melody moaned as I matched the thrust of her fingers into my pussy. Such juicy sounds filled the air. “Mmm, yes, yes, you have such delicate fingers.”

“So delicate,” Pam moaned, her pussy clenching down so hard on my digits. “Oh, yes, that so nice.”

My mouth popped off of Melody’s nipple. “Let’s all have yummy orgasms!” I gasped before turning my head and latching onto Pam’s.

Her sweeter milk tasted so wonderful inside my mouth.

“That’s the spirit, Cupcake,” Melody purred, her fingers pumping faster inside my snatch.

I shivered, my clit absorbing Pam’s stroking fingers. Sparks showered through my pussy, my hot flesh clenching down on Melody’s thrusting digits. Such delight surged through me, meeting the warmth I drank from Pam’s breast.

My fingers pumped faster and faster in both of my sisters’ pussies. I loved the different feel of their silky depths. They were both hot and juicy, but tight and hotter in different places. I loved their wet heat about my digits as I nursed from Pam’s breast.

“Oh, Cupcake,” moaned Melody. “Ooh, work those fingers faster. I want to cum on those cute, little fingers.”

My mouth popped off Pam’s nipple, her creamy flavor lingering on my tongue. “I’ll make you both cum!”

My fingers curled inside my sisters’ cunts. I latched onto Melody’s dusky nipple and suckled so hard as I searched for their special spots. Melody sucked in a sharp breath as her milk squirted into my nursing mouth. Then Pam whimpered, her cunt clenching down hard on my fingers.

I found them. I attacked their G-spots.

Pam massaged my clit so hard, her fingers dancing on my clit. Pleasure zapped through me. My body trembled, my toes curling. I moaned about Melody’s nipple as I suckled as hard as I could, gulping down that creamy treat. My fingers massaged their G-spots in their juicy snatches as they pleasured me.

My pussy tightened on Melody’s fingers. My orgasm built and built. Both my sisters gasped and whimpered, trembling. Their passion sang through the bedroom as their cunts grew so hot and juicy. Their cream flowed, staining my fingers. My thumbs swept through Pam’s thick bush and Melody’s shaved twat to find their clits.

I massaged them.

“Cupcake!” Melody gasped, such passion in her voice. She trembled on the bed beside me. Her cunt convulsed about my fingers. “Oh, you’re just so sweet!”

Her fingers jammed deep into me. My body spasmed so hard. I sucked in a deep breath as Pam’s fingers stimulated my clit. My two sisters’ touches combined with the delight of nursing from Melody’s breast. Hearing Melody’s orgasm set me off.

My pleasure detonated in the depths of my cunt. My pussy spasmed hard about Melody’s fingers. My mouth popped off her nipple. I whimpered out my pleasure as my head snapped to my left and found Pam’s waiting nub.

I latched on.

“Alicia!” Pam gasped. Her pussy clenched down on my fingers. Then her flesh spasmed about my digits.

All three of us gasped and shuddered, moaning out our shared, incestuous passion. We reveled in our lesbian love. I gulped down such sweet breast milk as the ecstasy washed out of my snatch and flowed through my body and into my mind. Such delight burst inside of me.

Stars exploded across my vision. I whimpered around the hard nub in my mouth. My sisters’ cunts spasmed so hard about my digits. My cunny convulsed on Melody’s. Pam’s fingers rubbed so wonderfully on my clit, stimulating me, sending more and more rapture surging through my body.

I loved my sisters so much.

“Cupcake! You little minx!” Melody’s breasts heaved as she sucked in her breath.

I gave a final suck on her nipple as my pleasure peaked in me. My pussy convulsed a last time on her. My mouth popped off her nub as I whimpered and mewled. I felt so warm and wonderful now. My fingers slipped out of my sisters’ pussies. Their bodies cuddled up against me. My eyes closed.

“Our brother will breed you, Alicia,” Pam crooned as she stroked my pigtail.

I let out a little sigh. My orgasm buzzed through my body. I felt so secure between them. I let myself drift off into dreams of having my brother’s babies. Cradling them to my girlish breasts, suckling them, loving them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“I wouldn’t mind getting bred by your brother,” Stefani said as I passed the open bathroom door the next morning. I paused and pushed up my glasses, glancing in at my older sister Zoey, the bustiest member of the family, and her girlfriend, Stefani. They were lesbians who worked as strippers and loved getting fucked by Clint.

If Melody and Pam were like my big brother’s wives, then Zoey and Stefani were his mistresses. Only everyone knew about it.

“We could start our own family, Zoey,” Stefani continued, hugging my sister from behind. “You’d look so cute with a pregnant belly.”

“You’re just going baby mad,” Zoey said. “I’m not ready to have stretch marks. We’re making good money stripping. So why ruin it?”

Stefani, a redhead with such beautiful dimples, nuzzled into Zoey’s ear, brushing back her brassy hair. Her hands slid up and cupped my older sister’s large, pillowy breasts. Every member of my family had tits but me. Zoey squeezed those lush mounds as she purred, “You’d look so hot nursing your brother.”

“And nursing you?” Zoey asked, squirming in her girlfriend’s embrace.

“Oh, that would be hot, too.” Stefani gave a wicked giggle. “Besides, it would be so hot getting bred by him. Having his cum spilling into our cunts.”

“We get that all the time,” Zoey said, shivering as Stefani rolled her nipples.

“But without us being on the pill?” she asked. “Without us having any protection? Imagine his sperm wigging up inside of us, reaching our egg.”

I let out a groan as I shivered. I took my birth control pill this morning. I didn’t want to. I sucked in a deep breath, about to march downstairs and eat breakfast before going to school, when Stefani added, “Those two lesbians are pregnant.”

I froze.

“Clint’s firing silver bullets. Imagine one of those firing into our cunts, Zoey.”

“What lesbians?” I asked. “You mean Juana and Carmelita? They’re pregnant? But… But… Clint only fucked Juana once!”

“Yep,” Stefani said, giving me a glance. “Both of them are pregnant. They were all excited next door. We’re going to need more nursery space now with four children on the way for Clint.”

“More babysitting for us,” Zoey sighed.

“You love taking care of those cute babies,” Stefani said. “Don’t deny it.”

My sister smiled, something almost motherly.

I just let out a shriek. Juana and Carmelita? Clint only fucked her once as her price for his help in dominating her older sister. And Carmelita, well, Clint had fucked her a few times, using the submissive lesbian because it made Juana so wet whoring out her sister-slave. But Juana… I darted away, my pigtails flying behind me, my cute, girlish skirt swirling about my thighs clad in my white tights.

I couldn’t believe it.

“There’s my princess,” Clint said when I flounced down at the dinner table.

I just muttered something as Mom bustled in the kitchen with Aunt Vicky and Mrs. Hiragawa, cooking breakfast.

“Morning, Cupcake,” Melody said, giving me a kiss on the forehead before sitting down beside Clint.

“Sup, Master,” Lee grinned at me as she burst in, holding her stomach. You could just make out her baby bump. She wore a tight top just to show off that she was bred. She sat down beside me, her breasts jiggling without a bra to constrain them. “I am starving.”

I wanted to be starving and having to eat for two. I rubbed my stomach and sighed. “You’re going to be a father again, big brother.”

Clint glanced at me, his eyes widening. “You?”

That look of shock made me squirm. Did he not want me bred? “No, Juana and her sex slave. You knocked them both up.”

“Go, Master!” Lee shouted. “Now you just have to knock up those cute twins.”

Kimiko and Minako, a pair of Japanese twins, had just moved in down the street. Clint had spent all day yesterday fucking them while I was bored and horny at home. He had such an Asian fetish, and Lee was so happy that she befriended our new neighbors and seduced them into fucking our brother.

She glowed as Clint smiled. My brother wanted to breed two girls that weren’t me. This was so unfair. I let out an angry huff, folding my arms before me. I glowered at the table as Melody and Pam both teased Clint for knocking up the lesbians. No one paid any attention to me at all. My big brother didn’t even notice that I wanted to be bred by him. That I wanted his cock spurting in me, breeding me.

I kicked my legs beneath the table. When my scrambled eggs and bacon were set before me by Mom, I attacked them with such ferocity. Every woman Clint fucked got pregnant but me. I wanted his baby so bad I could just scream.

On the drive to our high school, I sat in the back, my face pressed against the cold glass, my breath fogging on it. Kyle drove us with Melody riding shotgun. Lee sat between me and Pam in the backseat, babbling about Kimiko and Minako and how cute they were together.

How cute could a pair of twins really be? Big brother should have been fucking me all Sunday. I was his little princess.

The moment Clint parked, I burst out of the car and raced towards the school, my light-brown pigtails flying behind me. It was so not fair. I wanted to scream out, not caring that anyone noticed my frustration.

“Alicia!” a bright voice called out.

My friend, Jenny, darted up. She was also pregnant, bred by her older brother James. She had light-brown hair held back from her face by a pink headband and wore cute, girlish clothes like me. She wasn’t showing her pregnancy yet, but she had such a glow about her.

“Hey, Jenny,” I said, falling in beside her.

“Bad weekend?”

I shrugged and muttered again.

“You know, I can’t understand Mutterese,” Jenny said brightly. She nudged my arm.

“It’s nothing,” I said. “Just… I want to have my brother’s baby so badly. You are so lucky that James bred you.”

She put her arm around me. “You’re so young. You don’t have to rush into it.”

“I’m the same age as you!” I protested. “And you’re pregnant. Why can’t I be? You don’t have to share your brother with every woman that crosses his path.”

“I thought you liked being part of his harem,” Jenny said. “That you enjoy playing with other girls and licking his cum out of their pussies. I mean… I like licking James’s cum out of our mother’s snatch.”

“I do!” I said. “But…” I let out a frustrated moan. “It’s just… Ugh, I have to get to my English class. I’m just jealous. I’ll be fine.”

“We’ll talk at lunch, okay?” Jenny asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, my hips shifting from side-to-side. “I’m just horny. It’s almost the middle of my cycle.”

“And that’s making you baby crazy?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah.” I took a deep breath. “You’re right. There’s plenty of time. He just wants to space out our pregnancies, and I’m being a spoiled child.”

“Well, you are his princess. He does like to spoil you.”

“I am his princess,” I said, lifting my head and smiling. “Thank you, Jenny.”

She gave me a smile.

I darted off, feeling better as I settled into English class. I didn’t glance over at Leyla who sat two seats down from me. She had turned into a complete slut over the last three weeks. She used to be this demure, Muslim girl who always wore a headscarf and didn’t show any flesh, now her dusky tits were almost falling out of her top. Twice, every guy in this school had gangbanged her and her three friends. Lee claimed they were all whores.

She had such a big grin on her face as she sat in class, that just-fucked look. I wonder who she screwed? From the sounds of it, any guy in school could be her lover. Her close friend, Kimmie, sat beside her, also a slut. They giggled when our teacher, Mr. Ferguson walked in. I frowned at the man and…

He looked like he just got laid, too. Had Leyla fucked him?

What a complete tramp.

I suffered through my classes and then headed to the cafeteria. Clint hadn’t invited me to Aunt Vicky’s classroom today. He didn’t take me in there every day—he had my other sisters and my aunt to enjoy, too—so I joined Jenny at the lunch table. She grinned at me.

“Hi,” I said as I sat down across from her .

Before she could answer, Lee appeared. She almost jumped onto the bench beside me, landing on her knees and leaning over the table. Her black hair, cut short in a pixyish bob, swayed about her mischievous face. “You would not believe what I heard.

“What?” I asked my older half-sister. She was sixteen, having a year on me.

“You would not believe who is pregnant?” Lee said. She had her hands clasped before me.

I let out a groan. Someone else was pregnant?

“Oh, yeah, Leyla,” Jenny said, shifting on her seat. “It’s all over school.”

“Leyla?” I gasped. “That skank!”

“Who do you think knocked her up?” Lee asked, such glee in her voice. “You know her dad pimps her out. And both her brothers have fucked her at the same time. That’s how the first gangbang was kicked off. Ooh, I got so hot and bothered watching them fuck while Master seduced her mother. He fucked her up the ass during the gangbang.”

“Wow,” Jenny said. “Mrs. Umayyah?”

“And I wouldn’t be surprised if Coach Young’s daughter gets a bun planted in the oven the way I heard them going at it on Friday,” Lee added. “He owes Clint big time for his advice on getting into her panties. He should let my Master take a poke at her once she’s good and bred.”

I let Lee’s words roll over me. Everyone was getting pregnant but me. Even the sluttiest girl in school. It was so not fair. I let out a shriek. I couldn’t take it any longer. I needed to be bred right this minute.

Lee blinked at me as I bounced to my feet. “Alicia?”

I ignored her and darted off, my pigtails flying behind me. My big brother would spoil me! He would breed me! He would knock up my cute cunny! I wanted his babies! Nothing would stop me from getting what I wanted!

I ran so fast through the halls, my pigtails flying behind me. My footsteps thudded through the empty hallways. I found the stairs and darted up them. I reached the second floor in a flash and darted to Aunt Vicky’s History classroom. Clint used it as his private fuck palace. He would be in there like he was during every lunch break fucking someone.

Today, he would fuck me!

I grabbed the door knob, twisted, and burst into the classroom. A girl whimpered in delight as I stared at Clint’s naked ass flexing as he plowed into his lover. Feminine, pale-olive thighs wrapped tight about his waist. I almost thought he was fucking Pam until I noticed the second Japanese girl perched on the first’s face.

Kimiko and Minako.

I didn’t know which one was being fucked and which one was getting her pussy licked by the other. They were identical, both petite beauties who were my height and with tits a little larger than mine. They had thick, black bushes and sleek, silky hair. The twin grinding on her sister’s mouth gasped in shock, her hands flying up to cover the tits I really couldn’t see because Clint was in the way.

My brother looked over his shoulder at me, not missing a beat as he drove his cock over and over into the Japanese slut’s pussy. He had such a handsome face, so much like our dead father’s. Chiseled chin, dark eyes that smoldered with strength, short hair. His back rippled with muscles. He played sports and worked around the houses, keeping him in great shape.

And that ass… It was such a yummy ass. I wanted to grab it.

“Is something wrong, Princess?” Clint asked. I could see his balls thwacking into the slut’s thick bush.

“Yes, something is wrong!” I darted to him, racing past the desks. “I want to be bred right now! I’m not waiting one second longer.”

Clint arched an eyebrow at me as I stopped beside him. The twin sister riding the other’s mouth still had her hands covering her boobs. Her round face contorted in pleasure, her twin licking at her hairy twat. Her delicate lip quivered. The other twin moaned into her sister’s snatch as Clint plowed into her hard.

“Right now, big brother!” I said, stamping my foot. I seized his arm, tugging on him. “Stop fucking that skank and fuck your little princess! I want to be bred! It’s not fair that every other girl is getting pregnant! You’re going to knock up Minako and Kimiko before me!”

“What?” the twin covering her tits gasped. “You’re going to breed us?”

“Oh, yes, Minako,” the one on top moaned. And I swear she started grinding on her twin sister’s face harder.

“Stop fucking her right now, big brother!” I hissed, pulling so hard on him. My glasses slipped on my nose as I did, groaning and heaving to get him to stop. “I want to be bred.”

“Want to?” Clint asked, a dangerous note in his flat voice. He gave me a look.

I swallowed. But I wouldn’t back down. I gave him a piercing look. “Yes. You are going to breed me right now, big brother.”

He stopped thrusting in Minako’s cunt. Then he ripped his dick out of her. I grinned, my pussy tingling in delight. My hands went to my blouse to unbutton my cute top when I noticed the darkness building in Clint’s expression. His eyes bored down on me.

“Have you forgotten how good, little sisters are supposed to act?” he asked, that dangerous note growing in his voice.

I trembled, swallowed. “I… I…”

“Good little sisters don’t make demands of their big brothers,” Clint said. He seized my arm, pulling me closer. “They obey their big brothers. Love their big brothers. Treasure their big brothers.”

“But…” My lower lip quivered. “I want your baby, big brother. Please.”

“You could have tried asking instead of marching in here, ruining Minako and Kimiko’s fun, and making demands like a spoiled brat.” His grip tightened on my arm. “Like Lee.”

I flushed. “I’m sorry, big brother. I’ll be good. You don’t have to punish me. I just… I just want it so badly.”

“You need to be punished.” He pulled me between Minako’s thighs and bent me over the desk, pushing my face right into her hairy twat. She had a tangy musk, her juices leaking out of her. “Apologize to her.”

“I’m sorry, Minako,” I said to the girl who continued licking her twin sister’s pussy.

I nuzzled against Minako’s silky bush. Her ticklish pubic hair rubbed on my lips a moment before I found her pussy. I shuddered as my tongue licked out, sliding through her hot folds. Minako moaned into her twin sister’s pussy.

“She likes your apology,” Kimiko said, her hands sliding off her breasts, exposing them. The Japanese girl’s pale-olive cheeks darkened with a blush as she squirmed on her twin’s licking mouth.

I kept apologizing as Clint flipped up my skirt. His strong hands gripped my ass, making me shudder. My tongue flailed through Minako’s pussy, drinking her tangy cream. My hips wiggled as my big brother squeezed my rump, sending such incestuous delight surging through me.

Then he pulled down my tights. I whimpered as he exposed my naked rump and shaved pussy. I could feel my big brother’s eyes on my girlish cunny as he rolled my tights down my thighs and bunched them around my knees. I felt so exposed to him. Excitement beaded on my pussy, the subtle air currents in the classroom caressing my twat and making me shiver.

I moaned into Minako’s pussy, jamming my tongue into her hot depths. I swirled through them, licking her like she did to her twin sister’s snatch. Kimiko moaned as she watched Clint fondle my naked rump now. I clenched my pussy, aching to feel his cock penetrate me.

He always spoiled me. I was his little princess. He loved—

CRACK!

I yelped at the pain exploding across my rump. My eyes widened in realization. “Big brother!”

He spanked me.

“You’ve been a bad little sister,” Clint said, his hand rubbing at my stinging ass, soothing away the pain he just gave me. “Haven’t you?”

“I…” Tears beaded in my eyes. “Yes, big brother. I shouldn’t have been such a brat. I’m not Lee. I’m so sorry.”

“Keep apologizing to Minako while you take your punishment, Princess.”

I shuddered, wigging my rear against his strong hand, the stinging almost entirely gone. I dove my tongue back into Minako’s tangy depths, swirling around through her folds. Clint’s cock had been fucking her, and then he pulled out of her because of me.

That was so mean of me to interrupt them. She didn’t get to cum on my big brother’s amazing cock. Every girl deserved that joy on occasion. I just wanted to be selfish and have him all to myself. Juices ran down my thighs as I waited for the next spanking, whimpering into Minako’s tangy twat.

She groaned and shuddered, humping against me. Her silky bush rubbed on my chin and cheeks. She felt so hot and naughty against me. It made my entire body buzz in delight. My heart thudded in my chest. I just had to lick her. Devour her. I had to make her cum. It was only fair after all.

My tongue fluttered faster through her cunt while my fingers found her clit. I rubbed her little bud and—

CRACK!

I yelped, my entire body bucking as Clint’s hand smacked hard onto my other butt-cheek. My pussy clenched, forcing out more juices to trickle down my thighs. The pain stung through my rear. I whimpered. I wasn’t like Lee. I didn’t get off on being spanked.

SMACK!

“Big brother!” I moaned.

“Ooh, yes, spank the naughty girl,” Kimiko moaned, grinding her cunt on Minako’s licking mouth. “She was so bad! Minako was so enjoying your cock, Clint-san.”

“Yes, Minako was,” Minako moaned. “Minako was so close to cumming on that big dick. Minako’s cauldron was about to boil.”

“I’ll make it boil,” I promised as I rolled her clit between my thumb and forefinger.

She shivered and whimpered. The sounds were so sexy and—

CRACK!

I gasped again. The pain surged through me. Fighting back tears, I flailed my tongue through Minako’s pussy lips, teasing her, concentrating on pleasing her and not on the burning heat throbbing through my butt-cheeks. I would make her cum as an—

SMACK!

I whimpered louder, my pussy squeezing down so hard. My hips danced back and forth, the pain burning through me. I squeezed my eyes shut, pressing my face tighter into Minako’s pussy. Her silky bush rubbed on my cheeks, her legs brushing my glasses. They slid up my nose as she squirmed, her moans growing throatier and throatier into Kimiko’s pussy.

“Oh, yes, onee-chan,” groaned Kimiko. “Yes, yes, yes, make me cum.”

“Minako will onee-sama,” Minako moaned, her thighs squeezing tight about my head. “Minako is about to cum, too.”

I rubbed hard on her clit.

CRACK!

I groaned into Minako’s pussy. She let out a squealing moan of delight. Her body bucked, her firm titties jiggling before me. She cried out into her sister’s pussy as juices squirted into my mouth. I drank them down while my ass burned so hot. Kimiko shuddered atop Minako, the other twin’s body bucking.

They both were cumming.

“Damn, that is hot,” Clint moaned. “Seeing your red ass, Princess, and a pair of Japanese twins cumming.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my pussy burning as much as my ass. The pain and itching need swirled through my nethers. My hips rocked from side-to-side as I kept licking and tonguing Minako’s bushy twat. Her pubic hair tickled my chin and cheeks while her tangy musk filled my every inhalation.

She smelled so good. Tasted so good.

I shoved my tongue deep into her spasming twat, stimulating her, wanting to give her more pleasure. My butt-cheeks clenched, anticipating Clint’s next punishing spanking as I pleasured the Japanese girl with my eager tongue. I was such a brat for ruining her fun. I deserved—

I gasped out in shock.

Clint didn’t spank me.

He fucked me.

“Big brother!” I groaned as his cock filled my little cunny. His girth spread me open, my toes curling in my cute Mary Janes. I wiggled my hips, stirring my snatch around his dick as he filled me up. “Yes!”

“My beautiful princess,” he groaned as he sank into my twat. “Alicia, you are so hot! Getting spanked made your pussy so tight!”

“I’m so sorry, big brother!” I moaned. “Thank you for fucking me! For forgiving me!”

“Always!” He drew back his cock. “I can’t stay mad at my princess.”

Such joy surged through me. I licked and tongued Minako’s pussy, wanting to give her another orgasm while my big brother fucked my pussy so hard. He worked his dick in and out of my sheath. I wiggled my hips, meeting his thrusts. His crotch smacked into my burning ass, sending stinging reminders of my punishment washing through my body.

My pussy clenched down on his dick every time.

Kimiko squirmed and moaned on her sister’s mouth, working towards another orgasm. She grasped Minako’s nipples, pulling on those dark-brown nubs. She twisted them, stretching out Minako’s tits, making my own nipples throb against my blouse.

“Oh, onee-sama,” moaned Minako, her body shuddering. “Yes, yes, you spoil Minako.”

“Mmm, and you lick my pussy so good, onee-chan!” Kimiko purred, her round face twisting with pleasure. “And Alicia-chan, lick my sister’s pussy so good. Make her cum and cum. She needs it so much.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, loving her Japanese accent. It grew so thick as she squirmed on her sister’s mouth, rubbing her silky bush on Minako’s face.

Incest was so beautiful to watch. And to experience.

My pussy clenched down over and over on my big brother’s dick. He thrust it so hard into me. I whimpered, flailing my tongue through Minako’s pussy, stirring her up just the way my big brother’s cock stirred up my pussy. He had me squirming and gasping. My eyes were so wide as I wiggled my hips from side-to-side.

Every thrust swelled my orgasm. My cunny welcomed his incestuous shaft into my depths. He filled me up with his large cock. Waves of tingling pleasure raced through my body every time he buried into my snatch.

His balls smacked into my clit. That added delicious sparks of rapture to surge through me. I moaned and shuddered, plunging my tongue in and out of Minako’s tangy pussy, fucking her like my tongue was a mini-cock. I experienced the silkiness of her sheath, her juices running down my chin to my throat.

“Princess!” Clint grunted, his voice so strained. “Work those hips. Mmm, you’re such a good little sister. You give your big brother just what he needs.”

“Tight pussy!” Minako moaned. “Ooh, fuck Alicia-chan’s snatch. She’s eating me out so hard, Clint-san.”

“She’s such a loving girl,” Clint grunted, driving his cock even harder into me.

My body rocked to his thrusts, such joy surging through me from his praise. I wanted to make my big brother happy always. I wanted to please him with my body. To give him such pleasure. I wanted him to enjoy me over and over again.

I wanted him to love me. To breed me. My pussy clenched down on his dick as he thrust so hard into me. I whimpered into Minako’s cunt, my orgasm about to overwhelm me. I squeezed my eye shut as my body trembled.

“Big brother,” I moaned into Minako’s snatch, rubbing my face through her silky bush as I licked her. “Cum in me! Breed me, big brother!”

“Oh, yes, breed Alicia-chan!” groaned Kimiko. “Breed your cute, little sister, Clint-san!”

“Yes!” he growled, thrusting his dick so hard into me. His heavy balls smacked me.

My clitoris absorbed the impact and exploded with sparks of rapture. I squealed as the delight surged me. My orgasm wracked my body. My fingers rubbed so hard on Minako’s clit as my cunny writhed about my big brother’s cock.

Incestuous ecstasy reached my mind. Stars burst across my vision. I loved it. I drank it in as Clint thrust so hard into my convulsing depths. My hot cunny writhed about his dick, massaging him, eager for his cum to spill into my fertile depths.

“Breed me, big brother!” I howled. “Please, please, breed me!”

“Princess!” he grunted.

And then that wonderful moment happened. My brother rammed his dick all the way into my spasming cunny. His hot jizz spurted. It splashed against my cervix. It spilled around his shaft, making me tremble and moan. I closed my eyes shut, drinking in the pleasure surging through my body. It felt so good. So amazing.

My big brother’s cock unloaded into me with all his fertile seed. My second orgasm slammed through my body. My head snapped up from Minako’s pussy. My fingers pinched her clit as rapture boiled out of my pussy and throughout my body.

“Big brother!” I screamed.

“My cute little sister!” he growled. “Goddamn, your pussy is so tight!”

I milked out all his cum as the twin sisters moaned and gasped. Kimiko leaned down, taking my place licking at her sister’s pussy. Minako groaned and gasped, the pair squirming together. I watched them while my spasming cunny savored my big brother’s dick spilling the last drops of incestuous jizz into me.

My entire body buzzed in delight, as Clint scooped me up in his arms. He cradled me, his spunk running out of my pussy. I shuddered, my legs kicking, stretching out my white tights bunched around my knees. He sat down on a desk, holding me on his lap.

I stared up at his handsome face, seeing the love in his dark eyes. My arms snaked around his neck, pulling him down. He didn’t fight me. He gave me what I craved. His lips met mine. The kiss felt almost as amazing as my orgasm.

My cunny clenched, swimming in his seed. My big brother’s seed. Our tongues dueled. Our lips worked together. I loved him so much. I just couldn’t wait to have his baby. I wanted it right now, but I couldn’t make demands.

I had to be a good little sister.

I squirmed, my ass burning, making me shift on his dick. His cock throbbed against my stinging rump, still hard. Still able to fuck. I whimpered into the kiss, clinging to him, loving being in my big brother’s arms.

He broke the kiss. “You can stop taking the pill, Princess.”

I blinked. It took me a moment to fully understand what that meant. “Big brother!” I squealed when I did and rained kisses on his face. “Thank you, big brother!”

I loved him so much. And now he would breed me. He would give me a baby. We were going to have so much sex!

I loved being his nubile and cute little sister!

To be continued…
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The cramps squeezed my guts. I groaned as my eyes opened, staring at the fuzzy walls. I sucked in a deep breath and bit my lip, feeling so bloated. I squirmed, not wanting to be awake yet. I closed my eyes, snuggling up against my brother’s muscular body. He pulled me to him automatically, his arm so strong.

I rested my head on his chest, closed my eyes and…

Another cramp writhed through me. I let out a whimpering groan. My toes curled as I wiggled in the bed. I grit my teeth as I squirmed around. I didn’t like these cramps. I just wanted to sleep. It was an hour before we had to wake up for school and…

Cramps.

Bloating.

I felt wet between my thighs.

“No,” I groaned as my eyes sprang open. I rolled onto my back, shaking my head. “No, no, no, no, no.”

“Something wrong, Princess,” Clint muttered, his voice sleepy.

On the other side of him, our mother snuggled closer to him. “You okay, Alicia?”

“Fine,” I said, my heart beating as I shoved my hand between my thighs and felt at my shaved pussy. I pulled my fingers up and looked at them.

Blood.

“No,” I groaned, rolling out of bed and grabbing my glasses off the night table. My period had arrived. I wasn’t bred.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Today was the worst day of my life. I hated the first day of my period, and this one was worst than any other. It meant that I wasn’t pregnant. For the last month and a half, Clint had been fucking me every day. I was off the pill. I was so eager to be bred. I just wanted his baby so badly. His cock pumped so much cum into my fertile, nubile pussy.

He gave me so much jizz. I should be bred. Every other girl he fucked without protection got pregnant almost immediately. So why not me? Was there something wrong with me? I wanted to be bred so badly.

I squirmed in my seat during class, waiting for it to end. The cramps writhed through my lower guts. I so didn’t want to be here. I so wanted to take the Midol in my backpack. It was almost lunch. I could be free of stupid learning.

“Okay,” Mr. Breen said, the Black teacher glancing at the clock. “That’s enough for today. Read chapter three and do the worksheet.” He tapped the pile of papers on his desk. “Grab it on the way out.” He glanced at the clock, something eager on his face.

Probably wanted to fuck that pregnant slut Leyla or one of her whore-friends. She got pregnant. Lee and Mom were pregnant. The lesbians who lived with us were pregnant. Even the Japanese twins were pregnant.

None of them had to suffer through their dumb periods.

I stood up, gritting my teeth against another writhe of discomfort through my uterus. I snagged a worksheet with a violent gasp as I marched out of the classroom, my pigtails swaying about my shoulders. I pushed up my glasses, following the flow of other students heading to the cafeteria.

My pregnant friend Jenny showed up. She had a big smile on her face as she walked up. She wasn’t showing, yet, but she had this glow. I wanted to have that glow. I wanted to look as radiant as she did with her blue eyes and blonde hair. The fourteen-year-old shone with joy.

“How are you feeling?” Jenny asked as she stepped up to me.

“Pathetic,” I muttered as we got in the line to get our lunch. “I just want to explode.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. She shook her head. I hadn’t told her that I was having my period, but she seemed to know.

Probably the scowl on my face. Normally, I like to have a sweet and innocent expressions on my face, looking like a cute girl. But today… Today I felt like ripping off the head of everyone who looked at me.

I stewed as we moved through the line, feeling so swollen. I looked down at my flat stomach, my pink blouse tucked into my white skirt. It fell down to my knees, my legs covered by pink tights. I rubbed my belly. I felt like it should be sticking out. I felt so fat and ugly right now. I just wanted it to be over.

I wanted to be pregnant fat. That cute and sexy way. Lee was looking so sexy as her belly grew rounder and rounder with my big brother’s baby. I just wanted it so badly. It wasn’t fair. Tears beaded in the corners of my eyes. I suddenly felt like I was worthless. Just so pathetic. My brother could breed every other woman on the planet.

Just not me.

We sat down at a table and I stirred around my curry with my fork. It smelled good. Normally, I loved our school’s curry and race. But today… Today I just didn’t want to eat anything. What did it matter? I wasn’t pregnant.

I glanced at Jenny. “What’s your secret?” I asked her. “Your brother knocked you and your mom up. What special thing did you do?”

“Um,” Jenny shifted as she looked across the table at me. Her face twisted. “Well… We just had sex… Without protection. A lot of it.”

“That’s what I’m doing,” I complained. “I’ve shared his bed every night for over a month. He pumps at least two loads of cum in me a day. Two!” A sharp pain stabbed through my guts. I leaned over, groaning. I grabbed my backpack. I could take my next Midol now. I searched around for the medicine.

“Maybe…” Jenny leaned closer. “I mean, you’re having normal sex with your brother, right?”

“I guess,” I said, opening the bottle of Midol and fishing out two pills. “Why? Is there a special type of sex I should be trying?”

“Well, I’ve heard that sometimes the more excited the girl is, the more likely she’ll get pregnant.” She bit her lip. “Maybe, once your period’s over, you should have, like, the wildest, hottest, most exciting sex ever with your brother.”

I bit my lip. “I mean, I share him with my mom and sisters. I have threesomes with him all the time. We used to do anal all the time. How can I get wilder or hotter sex than incest?”

“I don’t know,” Jenny said. She took a big bite of her curry.

I frowned, staring down at my own food. My forehead furrowed. What could I do? I swallowed my pill and then took big bite of my curry. Wild sex… Something new and exciting. What could that possibly be?

My cramps dwindled. I felt better. I smiled at my friend, Jenny. “Thank you. That sounds just perfect.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Five days later, I still couldn’t figure out how to have wild sex. My period was over. Clint was pumping cum back into my body, his big dick stretching out my cunt, sending incestuous pleasure surging through my body. I loved the union of our bodies, my big brother loving me so hard, his strong body over me.

But how could I have wilder sex than fucking my big brother? Riding him like a cowgirl didn’t feel it. Doing it doggy style certainly wasn’t the right method. Sharing him with Melody or Lee or Mom just felt like a normal day.

It was a Saturday. Clint was working at Mrs. Hiragawa’s drug store. Everyone, even me, had a part-time job there. Her business helped to support our large family. To save costs, we all pitched in there to help her save costs since none of us were paid.

I had been sitting on my bed, pondering how to have kinky sex, when I heard the door downstairs open and close. I popped up, wondering who walked into the house. I heard talking as I pinched my nipples and pulled my fingers from my pussy, sticky with my fresh juices. The footsteps climbed the stairs. I stared at my open door—I loved masturbating with the door open, but closed it when I was reading—curious who it was.

My eldest sister, Zoey, and her girlfriend swept by. They were holding hands and heading to Zoey’s bedroom. My eyes widened. Zoey might know. She and Stefani worked as strippers. I bet they’d heard about so many kinky sex acts. Something that I hadn’t learned off the internet.

I may look cute and innocent, and like to act girlish, but I had done my research on the internet.

I bounced off my bed, my pigtails swaying about my shoulders, my small tits jiggling, and darted after them. I burst out of my bedroom naked, my bare feet padding on the hardwood floors, witnessing them vanish into their bedroom.

“Zoey!” I cried out.

My sister stuck her head back out the door, her brassy hair sweeping off her shoulder and around her nineteen-year-old face. She had a face similar to mine, but where my features had a youthful, childish cast, hers was mature, hungry. Almost predatory. Her eyes flicked up and down my naked body.

“Yeah, Alicia? You horny?”

“Always, big sis,” I said, bounding up to her. I peered into the room where Stefani, a vivacious redhead, peeled off her top, her round breasts spilling out. They were such exciting tits, her nipples pierced with gold studs. Her family was super Christian and didn’t like learning their daughter was bisexual.

Zoey glanced down at me, her large breasts stretching out her tight, purple sweater. She had the biggest tits in the family. Every woman but me had tits, even Lee had nice, round breasts, her pregnancy swelling her mounds larger. Maybe… Maybe it was my itty-bitty titties that was the problem. I just wasn’t as developed.

Zoey put her arms around me. “Sweetie, you’ll get pregnant.”

I licked my lips. “I was just wondering… What sort of wild sex could I have with Clint?”

“Mmm, wild sex,” Stefani said as she wiggled out of her tight jeans, her round breasts swaying back and forth. “My favorite kind.”

“Wild sex, huh?” Zoey asked, glancing over her shoulder at her girlfriend. Stefani fell onto their bed, her round breasts bouncing, her red hair sweeping about her head. “So you’re finding the orgies our brother holds too tame now?”

I shrugged my shoulder. “I like them, but… I need something special.”

“You’ve had one period—”

“Two,” I said. “I’ve had two periods since we started trying.”

“The first one didn’t count. You were coming off the pill.” She stroked my pigtail, my light-brown hair sliding through her loose grip. “I’m not surprised you didn’t get pregnant this time, either. Don’t stress it.”

“I just need something hot. Something so wild that it’ll ensure that I get pregnant!”

“It doesn’t work like that,” Zoey said, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed.

I pressed my face into her sweater-covered tits, the fabric rubbing on my cheeks as I felt how soft she was beneath. I cupped her tits, pressing them into my face and adjusting my glasses on my nose as I savored them.

“Please, please,” I said, my fingers finding her nipples and massaging them.

They hardened.

“How can you say no to that, Yunie?” Stefani asked. My sister and her girlfriend had special nicknames for each other. They even had tattoos on their pubic mounds to commemorate them. “She’s so cute. She’s making me so wet.”

“Fine,” Zoey said. “We’ll help you find something kinky to do with our brother.”

“Thank you!” I gasped, bouncing up and down and pressing my face so tight into her breasts, loving how they felt. “You’re the bestest big sister in the world.”

Zoey sighed and shook her head.

I darted away from her and threw myself on the bed, feeling as excited as Lee. I bounced beside Stefani, the older girl pulling on her nipple rings, stretching out her pink nubs. Her thighs rubbed together, drawing my eyes to her shaved pussy and the tattoo of a dandelion blossoming on her pubic mound begging to be kissed.

“You’re both so awesome,” I said as I snuggled my naked body against Stefani’s and gave her a hot kiss on the mouth.

She purred into my mouth, her hand sweeping down to squeeze my butt and pulling me close to her. My nipples rubbed on her side and my shaved pussy—I kept it bare to look young and girlish for my big brother—rubbed on her thigh. I smeared my juices on her as my excitement surged through my body.

My heart thudded in my chest as I heard Zoey’s clothing rustled. I whimpered into Stefani’s mouth, grinding my aching clit on her thigh as I squirmed with excitement. Zoey and Stefani would know just the thing for me to do to get bred by my amazing big brother.

“God, you two look so cute together,” Zoey said.

Stefani broke our kiss and looked past me at my sister. “Just imagine when we have our own daughters from Clint. We’ll cuddle them when their Alicia’s age, just enjoying some wicked incest with them.”

“I don’t want to be bred yet, Dandi,” Zoey groaned.

I rolled over and looked at her, those big, soft breasts swaying as she approached the bed. She, too, was shaved, a unicorn prancing across her plump pubic mound. Juices beaded on her vulva. I licked my lips as she reached the bed and slid onto it, those lush mounds piling together as she pressed against my back, hugging me and pinning me between her and her lover.

“What sort of wild sex haven’t you had with our brother?” Zoey muttered, her hands sliding around my body, her fingers finding my pussy.

I shuddered as she rubbed at my wet snatch. I whimpered as my older sister’s fingers touched me. A hot ripple ran through my body. I grabbed Stefani’s tits, squeezing her round mounds as Zoey stimulated my clit. She massaged it, sending hot ripples of pleasure surging through my body.

“Let’s see, she’s had threesomes,” Stefani said. “And lots of orgies. She’s licked his cum out of pussies and assholes. She’s ridden him. She’s been fucked by his cock and a strap-on at the same time. She’s taken his cock in her ass. She’s sucked him clean after being in another girl’s butt. She’s practically bathed in his cum.”

“You are quite the slut for such a little girl,” Zoey purred, her voice so throaty now. She rubbed my clit so hard. “Aren’t you?”

“I’m his little princess,” I moaned. “His slutty little princess.”

“Yes, you are,” Stefani said. She slid down my body and grabbed my little handfuls, squeezing my budding mounds. Then the redhead sucked on my nub.

Pleasure shot down to my pussy. My cunt clenched as Zoey’s digits danced on my clit. Whimpers burst from my lips as they stimulated me. They drove me so wild. It was amazing. I loved it. My toes curled as I shuddered on the bed. Such yummy delight washed through my body.

My ass clenched as I pressed it back into Zoey’s crotch. I felt her wet flesh humping against me, her pillowy breasts rubbing into my back. Stefani nibbled and sucked so hard on my nipple. She loved it. She drove me wild with her hot mouth. Her tongue danced around my nub. I whimpered, my cunt clenching.

“Come on, there has to be something I can do. Something so kinky!”

“It has to be the location,” Zoey groaned. “It has to be a special place.”

“Mmm,” Stefani agreed as she switched nipples. She nipped my right nub.

Pleasure shot down to my clit.

“What do you mean?” I asked, trembling between them.

Zoey’s fingers pressed harder on my clit. She massaged that little nub as she shoved her other hand between my thighs, too. These digits ran up and down my tight silt, parting my plump vulva to stimulate my delights inside.

Then she penetrated me.

I groaned as her fingers sank into my juicy depths. I squeezed down on them as her fingers danced on my clit. I squirmed as her digits plundered me. I savored it. It was so amazing. It made my toes curl so hard.

“What do you mean, special place?” I moaned. “Where? I’ve fucked him everywhere in the house. Even in the backyard.”

“She means some place risky,” Stefani said, her green eyes flashing up at me. She flicked my nipple with her tongue, adding a zap of rapture arcing down to my juicy pussy.

“Risky?” I asked, my pussy clenching down on her fingers.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Zoey hissed, her digits pumping so fast in and out of my cunt. She sent such wonderful rapture shooting through my body. “Taking a chance of getting caught.”

“Well… We’ve had sex behind the gym at school,” I said. “Clint loves taking us back there and fucking us. It was where James and Jenny watched us. It sent them off into incest.”

“Yes, yes, wasn’t that just so hot?” Zoey maned, her fingers jamming deep into my cunt. “Having sex around others?”

I whimpered as she added a third one, stretching out my cunny more. My pussy lips ached. I trembled between them, pressing my shoulder blades back into my older sister’s hard nipples. They felt so incredible on my back.

“I came so hard that day,” I moaned. “He just fucked me so hard against the wall. I gasped and moaned and shuddered.”

“Mmm, your sister and I love having sex at the strip club,” groaned Stefani. “We sneak into the VIP room and go at each other, knowing we could get spotted by some of the customers. But it makes the sex so hot. Your sister cums so hard on my mouth when we do that.”

“I do,” Zoey moaned, her three fingers jamming so deep into my cunny. Pleasure rippled through me. My toes curl as Stefani sucked on my nipple.

“Yes, yes, I get that,” I moaned, the two driving me wild. An idea popped into my mind. Risky, wild sex.

Stefani nipped my little nipple. She tugged on it with her teeth. The jolts shot down to my stimulated pussy. I shuddered between my sister and her girlfriend. I let out such a whimper of delight as my cunny clenched down on the plunging fingers.

They stimulated my silky depths. Every thrust into my depths met the sparks flying from her fingers massaging my clit. I whimpered, my orgasm swelling so fast as my naughty idea burst through my body.

“You’re the best big sister!” I howled as I came.

My pleasure exploded in the depths of my cunt. My pussy convulsed about her fingers, milking them like they were a dick. I shuddered and bucked between them. Stefani moaned about my nipple, sucking on it so hard, adding splashes of rapture to the ecstasy surging through my body.

So much rapture rippled through my body. My eyes fluttered. I bucked and squirmed so hard as the rapture crashed through my body. All these amazing delights surged from my pussy. I groaned and whimpered. My eyes fluttered in utter delight at the delicious pleasure bursting through my depths.

My moans sang through the room. “I’m going to give Clint such a wild treat! He’s going to breed me.”

“Yes,” husked Zoey, her fingers thrusting so hard and fast in my cunny, her other digits massaging my bud so hard.

I thrashed so hard between them.

“Our brother’s going to breed this cute cunny,” she hissed.

Stefani moaned her agreement.

Zoey humped so hard against my ass as the rapture drowned my mind. I loved it. Stars burst across my vision. My eyes fluttered behind my glasses as I squealed in utter delight. Such pleasure spilled through me, churned by my sister’s fingers.

I would be bred by Clint. My big brother would pump his cum in me and plant a baby in my belly. I couldn’t wait. My plan would be so awesome. Clint would melt. He would spurt so much jizz into me and breed me.

“It’s going to be awesome!” I howled as my pleasure peaked.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Zoey moaned, her voice so husky.

“Let me eat your pussy!” I moaned. “Both of your pussies. I need to thank you! I have such a naughty idea.”

“Ooh, I never pass up on getting my pussy licked,” Stefani moaned. “Come lay on top me, Zoey, and let’s give her a treat.”

“Yes, Dandi!” groaned my sister.

Zoey crawled over my body, her big tits brushing over me, and settled down on her girlfriend’s body. I smiled in delight as they settled down on each other. I moved between their thighs, looking at two shaved twats, both beautiful in different ways, Zoey’s clit pierced by a gold ring that rubbed against pink pussy lips.

I licked my lips and feasted.

I ran my tongue from Stefani’s pussy, gathering her tangy juices, to my older sister’s cunt. I flicked Zoey’s clit piercing before my tongue darted through the tart petals. I loved the mix of their juices as they both squirmed, grinding their clits together.

“Ooh, Yunie, your sister is licking our cunnies.”

“Mmm, she is,” Zoey purred, her ass clenching. “She’s always was such a sweet child.”

“And now she’s just so naughty,” groaned Stefani. “Your brother really corrupted her.”

Zoey moaned her agreement as I licked through their pussies again, dragging my tongue from one hot snatch to the other. It sent such a wicked thrill through me to feast on two cunny as they tribbed their clits together. They both loved each other so much, so it was so hot to share in their love.

My hips wiggled. My glasses shifted on my nose as I licked and lapped, their tangy and tart cream melting together on my tongue. My own juices dribbled down my thighs as a fresh heat surged through my pussy.

My idea was so naughty. I squealed in delight, so eager to implement it.

“Ooh, yes, just lick us right there,” Zoey moaned as I flicked her clit piercing. “Mmm, yes, you’re such a treasure, Alicia. Such a wonderful treasure.”

I shuddered in delight and attacked her clit where it met with Stefani’s. My older sister’s was bigger, engorged by the gold ring piercing such a sensitive bud. It ground into Stefani’s cute nub. My tongue lashed at them both, flicking them, making them grind their pussies together.

Hot cream stained my cheeks and chin as I pleasured them. I loved every moment of teasing them. Their gasps echoed through the room. They kissed, making such sloppy sounds as they loved each other. I reveled in their lesbian passion, pressing my face into their bald twats.

“Ooh, you both taste so good together,” I groaned, my body trembling, my own clit aching.

I shoved my right hand between my thighs, frigging my clit and whimpering into their snatches. I ran my tongue up and down their pussy lips again, pausing to dive into each of their tunnels. I wiggled deep into Zoey’s tart sheath before plunging my tongue into Stefani’s tangy depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Stefani moaned, humping her hips and grinding her clit into Zoey’s piercing. “Ooh, you’re such a little munchkin. I love it. Feast on my pussy.”

“Yes, yes, make her cum,” Zoey groaned. “Make us both cum.”

“I will,” I squealed, rubbing harder at my clit, my juices leaking out of my cunny and trickling down the back of my hand. “I’ll make you both explode.”

“Yes,” panted Zoey, her butt-cheeks clenching as she groaned back into her girlfriend’s hot cunny.

It made my pussy burn more and more. I loved giving pleasure. It was so much fun. My tongue danced up and down their folds. I fluttered and flicked at their flesh. I made them both groan and gasp. They shuddered on the bed, their passion echoing through the room while their yummy cream filled my mouth.

I gulped down their pussy juices, reveling in it as rubbed at my clit and pussy lips. I stimulated myself, my hips shaking from side-to-side. I would have so much fun with Clint. He would cum so hard into my pussy when I unleashed my plan.

My tongue fluttered on my older sister’s clit, attacking her piercing. Then I sucked on it, making her groan and gasp. My nose nuzzled into her cunny, probing into her folds. Her juices leaked out, making me shudder in delight. This was so wild. So naughty.

I savored the incestuous musk of my sister as my tongue swiped up from her clit to dive through her folds. Then I moved down at lapped at Stefani’s tangy delight. Both girls moaned louder and louder, the bed creaking.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” Stefani gasped. “You’re amazing, munchkin. I’m going to explode on your mouth.”

“Good,” I moaned, my body shuddering in absolute delight. The pleasure surged through me. I needed this so badly. The pleasure filled me up. It had me bursting with such excitement. I squirmed and moaned.

I assaulted their clits. I fluttered my tongues up and down their buds. I massaged my own faster and faster, my orgasm building with theirs. They both gasped and shuddered, the bedsprings creaking louder and louder.

I sucked on Stefani’s clit. I tugged on Zoey’s piercing. My tongue caressed them both, loving their tart and tangy musks. Zoey’s cute rump tightened. She let out a loud moan of rapture. Her pussy clenched right before my eyes.

Pussy juices squirted out of her.

I gasped as her incestuous juices splashed across my glasses and face. The entire world went blurry as she bathed me with her cream. She screamed out in utter rapture. I shuddered, my fingers massaging my clit so hard as my own cunny tightened.

“Alicia!” Zoey howled.

“Yes, yes, yes, Yunie, enjoy your baby sister’s touch. It’s amazing…” Stefani shuddered beneath my sister. “Fuck, yes!”

More cream squirted into my face. I shuddered, bathed in both their musks. Their cream dribbled down my face. I loved it. I cried out in ecstasy as my orgasm surged through my body. I whimpered into their pussies, licking at their hot flesh as we all groaned together.

Such wonderful pleasure fluttered through my body. Such bliss convulsed through me. It was so amazing. I loved it. I drank it in. I never wanted these rapturous delights to ever end. I wanted to cum and cum and cum forever and ever.

It was the best. It made me feel so wonderful. My entire body buzzed in rapture. I wiggled my hips, sucking in such deep breaths as my pleasure peaked in me. “Oh, I’m going to give big brother the wildest sex he’s ever had.”

“Yes, you will, munchkin,” Stefani moaned. “Ooh, damn, you are just amazing.”

“You are, Alicia,” Zoey said.

Dripping in their pussy cream, my glasses soaked by their juices, I beamed in delight, feeling so amazing. I just knew my plan would work. I would be bred by my big brother!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I had to wait another week before I implemented my plans. I needed to be in the middle of my cycle, so fertile and ready to be bred by my brother. It was so hard to wait, but I found naughty ways to amuse myself.

I confided in Melody and Pam about my plans. My older half-sisters thought it was amazing. “We’ll make sure Clint is right where you need him,” Melody had said, nodding her head, her blonde hair swaying about her face. “Trust us.”

Melody was the only one of us that could truly stand up to Clint, and if she pushed him too far, she’d still end up across his knee and spanked. He loved us all in different ways: I was his little princess, Lee was his submissive whore, Pam was his loving wife, and Melody was his first love. They’d been kissing cousins, before we knew that Melody and Lee were our half-sisters. They had loved each other long before the rest of us joined Clint’s harem. They’d always been so close as kids. They had a special connection that sometimes made me jealous.

But then Clint just had to call me princess and my heart, and cunny, melted.

“Thank you,” I had told my two sisters.

“I like your plan, cupcake,” Melody had winked at me. “It’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”

Melody was an exhibitionist, so that didn’t surprise me.

Finally, it came. I squirmed through my classes, my pussy juicy and itching all day. But it was lunch time. It was time to be bred by my big brother. I darted out of Mr. Breen’s classroom, grabbing the newest history worksheet and shoving it into my bookbag, not caring that I crumbled it. I was getting a baby planted in me.

My big brother’s baby.

I wanted to shout it to the entire high school that my seventeen-year-old brother was breeding my fifteen-year-old cunny. There may be rumors flying around school that I fucked him, but if people knew that Clint had sex with his actual sisters, and not his “cousins” which was totally legal in California, there would be problems.

And that was what made today so hot. Why my pussy was so juicy.

My purple tights whisked as my thighs brushed each other. My skirt flared as I went down the stairs, hurrying to get to the cafeteria. I would have so much fun today. My pigtails swept behind me as I threaded through the other students. I was the shortest person at my school. I could pass for a young girl sometimes.

I burst into the cafeteria and spotted Clint sitting between Pam and Melody. He looked so handsome in his t-shirt, his shoulders broad, his body strong. He had short, dark hair and I could just make out the rugged profile of his face. At seventeen, on the verge of eighteen, he was a hunk man that made my pussy wet.

My older sisters spotted me and grinned as I rushed to them. Lee sat across the table, bouncing with excitement. I didn’t know if she knew about the plan or was just being her horny self. Being pregnant had turned her into a real slut.

And that was saying something.

James and Jenny were also there, the brother and sister sitting beside Lee, Jenny almost looking like his girlfriend, but they didn’t touch each other. It was such a shame that society looked down on incest. It was so beautiful.

Just like my brother’s baby would be. Boy or girl, I’d love our child so much.

“Big brother,” I squealed as I reached the table. Before he could react, I squirmed between him and the table and sat on his lap.

“Princess,” he said. “What are you and your sisters up to?”

“Just loving you,” I said, squirming on him. As I did, pulled up my skirt so it was piled over his crotch but not between us. I shuddered, my freshly shaved cunny feeling so juicy as it felt his rough jeans. His dick hardened beneath me.

“Really?” he asked as I shoved my hand between my thighs, reaching beneath my skirt. “Here?”

“Yep, here, big brother.” I turned and gave him a dazzling smile over my shoulder. “Doesn’t that just sound so wonderful?”

“In the middle of the cafeteria?”

“Don’t even pretend this doesn’t make your dick so hard,” Melody said. “You’re the biggest perv in the world, Clint.”

Lee giggled.

“You are, honey,” Pam said, sounding like such a loving wife. The half-Japanese girl placed her hand on his shoulder, giving him a squeeze. “But try not to be too obvious that your cumming in her tight snatch.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m just a loving little sister sitting on her big brother’s lap.”

“Damn,” Clint groaned, glancing around at the bustling cafeteria, our fellow high school students streaming by us. I spotted Carter, Lance, and Vince staring with envy at us.

I gave them a bright smile as I found Clint’s jeans. I lifted my ass enough, reaching towards his fly. His dick throbbed through me. This felt so naughty. I beamed at the slender Becky as she walked by giving me a look.

“How’s it going?” I asked her, trying to sound so normal, which only heightened my lust. I was about to fuck my big brother right before the entire school.

“Um, fine,” Becky said. “Uhhh… siting on your brother’s lap?”

I unzipped my brother’s fly, more feeling the sound through my fingers than hearing it in the nosy cafeteria. “Yep. I just like being his little princess.”

“She’s just so cute,” my big brother said, sounding at all the world like I wasn’t reaching into his fly and feeling his dick through his boxers. “I can’t say no to her.”

“He can’t,” Melody said. She and Pam were openly his girlfriends, and every one knew that Lee was his sex slave. But I was his full-blood sister. Everyone knew that so I couldn’t be doing anything naughty with him.

My hand grasped his naked cock. I drew it out and said, “Don’t you have a big brother, Becky?”

She nodded, a flush spreading on her cheeks.

“Then you understand why I want to sit on his lap,” I said, rising up my hips and acting like I was leaning forward to talk to her across the table. Really, I was lifting Clint’s cock and guiding him to my bare twat. He rubbed across my tights and then pressed right against my hot cunny.

Clint let out a slight groan as I wiggled my hips.

“Yeah, I guess I do,” she said and then hurried off.

“Oh, you are so bad,” Jenny said, shifting in her seat.

“I am,” I groaned as I sank down my big brother’s cock surrounded by hundreds of teenagers. Staff members wandered about, but none of them had any idea I was doing something so wonderfully naughty. “Wild sex.”

“Oh, yes,” Jenny said, her hand darting over to squeeze her brother’s thigh. “Um, James, I think I need to talk to you in the classroom.”

“Yeah,” James said. “Unless you want to sit on my lap.”

Jenny’s face went scarlet. The fourteen-year-old shook her head and bolted to her feet. Her brother followed, his blue eye winking at me before he followed his bred sister. I shuddered in utter delight, knowing they would have as much fun as me.

No, I would have more fun.

“Jesus,” Clint groaned as I lifted up slightly on his cock, sliding my boiling pussy up his girth before I sat back down on him .He reached so deep into me. “Did you cut a hole in your tights?”

“Yes, that’s why I’m wearing the purple ones,” I moaned.

“Purple?” he groaned, his arms hugging me tight as I shifted my hips, stirring my cunny around his dick.

“She hates that pair,” Melody said. “Mom bought them for her for Christmas two years ago, and she’s worn them twice.”

“Really?” Clint groaned as I rose a few inches up his cock and sat down.

“Really,” I whimpered, the pleasure surging through me.

I wanted to moan and gasp at the top of my lungs, to celebrate my brother’s cock filling my cunny. And I couldn’t. More students passed by. They sat at nearby tables, talking, chatting, not realizing just what was happening.

My cheeks burned. I couldn’t believe how naughty this was. It was so hot. My cunny was already boiling over. I squeezed down on his flesh, shifting against his lap. Even that was just enough to stimulate me.

“Oh, yes,” I gasped at the wave of pleasure washing over me.

“Shit,” Clint groaned. “Already, Princess?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, my cunny convulsing around his dick. “Just so… hot.”

My pleasure shuddered through me. I felt Lee staring at me from across the table. She had a huge grin on her face, her brown eyes twinkling. Her bob of black hair swayed about her mischievous face as she watched me cum on our big brother’s cock.

Melody grabbed my hand. She squeezed it tight, staring at me with her hazel eyes. Her blonde hair, gathered in a pair of braids, swayed and fell off her shoulders as she shuddered. She licked her lips, her thighs squeezed so tight together.

“You are wild, Alicia,” Lee moaned. “I love it. Ooh, you’re cumming hard on him.”

“I am,” I gasped and then pushed myself up my big brother’s cock and sliding back down him, letting him feel my flesh massage his dick.

He groaned.

It was so hot. The pleasure surged through me. My toes curled in my Mary Janes as I pushed up again. My orgasm surged through my body. I whimpered and shuddered, the delight melting my brain. I sucked in deep breaths, Clint’s arms tightening around me.

I wanted more.

As my orgasm died, I craved another. I ached for his cum to spurt into me. So I kept moving. I kept bouncing and squirming on his dick. I tried not to let the rapture burn across my face, to show off how much pleasure I was receiving from his cock.

But it was so hard. I wanted to scream out at the top of my lungs. To let my entire high school know that my big brother’s hard cock filled my cunny. That he would breed my naughty pussy. He would fire so much jizz into me. So much seed into my fertile depths. He would plant his baby in me.

My big brother’s baby.

“Princess,” he groaned, his voice so throaty. “Keep working that tight cunny up and down my dick. I’m going to breed you.”

“He is,” moaned Pam. She took my other hand. “Just enjoy him, cutie.”

“Yes,” Melody groaned. “Enjoy our pervy brother breeding you, cupcake.”

“I am,” I moaned, my heart thundering in my chest. My pussy drank in the feel of my big brother’s dick moving inside of me.

Another orgasm rippled through me. I whimpered, my feet kicking out before me. I squeezed my eyes shut, my glasses slipping on my nose. Clint groaned as he felt my flesh caressing his dick. My juices flooded out of me as I squirmed on his crotch.

He felt so wonderful. My cunt massaged his dick. I wanted to feel his jizz spurting into me. Stars danced across my vision, little bursts celebrating the pleasure racing through my body. It was amazing. It was so wonderful. I cried out over and over, utterly lost to the joy he gave me.

“Fuck, Princess,” he groaned, his arms tightening about me. “You’re teasing me. Jesus, I want to cum in you.”

“Do it, Master,” hissed Lee. She leaned over the cafeteria table, kneeling on her seat. “Fill her pussy with all your yummy cum. She needs it so badly.”

“I do,” I whimpered, locked in the throes of my orgasm. “Oh, big brother, yes!”

The words spilled too loud out of my voice. The fear that someone might hear me only made my cunt spasm harder. The risk was intoxicating. I shuddered and bucked on his lap, pressing my back into his strong chest.

He growled as my pussy spasmed so hard about his dick. My head swayed from side-to-side, spilling over all the students in the cafeteria. Some watched us. They knew that I was riding his cock. That my big brother had his dick in me.

I smiled at them, reveling in the thrill, not caring about the consequences. Then I gasped as Clint seized my waist with his strong hands.

“I can’t take any more teasing, princess,” he snarled.

Clint bounced me up and down his dick. I gasped, squeezing both my half-sister’s hands as incredible rapture shot through me. He worked my convulsing cunny up and down the full length of his dick. Not the few inches I was moving, but his entire length. He slammed me down his shaft over and over.

He impaled so deep into my fertile depths. I whimpered, the pleasure surging through me. Orgasm after orgasm spilled through my body as the pleasure hammered my mind over and over. I whimpered and gasped, rejoicing in the incestuous delight.

I loved my brother in the middle of the cafeteria of our high school.

“Princess,” he groaned. “Damn!”

“Cum in me, big brother,” I moaned, my pigtails bouncing about my shoulders. Heat surged through my body, spilling over and over through my flesh. “Just spurt all that yummy cum into my depths.”

“Yes!” he groaned. “Oh, god, yes.”

“Breed her,” Melody moaned.

“Breed me!” I echoed, my cunny spasming so hard about his dick.

He slid me up his cock, his hands tightening on my waist. Then, as he slammed me back down his girth. With a grunt, his cum erupted into me. His hot jizz spurted into my pussy right there in the middle of the cafeteria. I gasped as he impaled me on his erupting dick.

Hot, incestuous cum spilled into my fertile depths. My hand squeezed so tight on my sisters’ as the rapture surged so hot through me. My head snapped back. I let out a moan of pure ecstasy as darkness washed across my vision.

Clint moaned into my ear as my pussy milked out every drop of his spunk. His incestuous seed filled me. I quivered and moaned. The powerful orgasms wracked my tiny body. My glasses slipped on my nose. My legs kicked beneath the table.

It. Was. Awesome.

A shadow loomed over us as I mewled in delight, the last blast of cum firing into my cunt.

“What is going on here?” a voice growled.

I squeaked in fright. Principal Carver glared down at us. Fear flooded through my veins. We were caught. We were in so much trouble.

To be continued…
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I trembled as I trudged behind Principal Carver through the halls of my high school. All the pleasure, the delightful rapture of my naughty sex with my big brother had died into trembling terror. My stomach writhed and swirled, and a cold sweat broke out across my skin. My heart palpitated in my chest.

How could I be so stupid?

Why did I think having sex with my brother in the middle of my high school’s cafeteria was a good idea? I just wanted to have the wildest, kinkiest sex possible. My friend Jenny suggested that to be bred by my brother, I needed to have the hottest sex I could. But since I was a part of my big brother’s harem, I had naughty sex all the time.

Threesomes. Eating creampies. Anal. Ass to mouth. Sex toys. Nursing breast milk. We had sex in every possible position: doggy style, missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, standing up, bent over tables and chairs and couches, my legs thrown over his shoulders, and so much more. I needed something special. Something different.

I needed to fuck him in public. Taking risk that our illegal, incestuous relationship could be discovered was the hottest and kinkiest type of sexy my older sister, Zoey, and her girlfriend, Stefani, could think of.

And it was so hot and kinky. It was amazing to be impaled on my brother’s cock while looking like a little sister just sitting on my brother’s lap. Everyone at my high school knew I acted like a little girl. I dressed like I was eight instead of fifteen, I kept my light-brown hair in pigtails, I wore tights and girlish skirts. My petite body helped sell it. I just like being his little princess, to hold his hand, to act so childish, and then to be fucked so hard by him.

I squirmed on his lap, stirring his dick around in my cunny. But by the end, we were both so lost to it, he was fucking me up and down his cock. I was cumming over and over, my hot cunny milking his shaft, so eager for his jizz to fire into me.

Then he erupted into me. I had one moment of utter joy as I felt my big brother breeding me.

And then Principal Carver caught us.

“Clint, Alicia,” he growled, his voice a deep, rumbling menace, “come with me.”

He had trembled over us, his face molted red with such a deep anger at us. My lusts had wilted as I climbed off my brother’s cock. His cum leaked out of my cunny, soaking my tights. I had a hole cut into them so I could keep them on and help sell that we weren’t having sex.

Melody, Pam, and Lee—our half-sisters—gave us suck looks of panic. Clint just put his cock away and stood up like a man, back straight, arms at his side, his strong jaw tense. He faced the principal without flinching.

“Now!” growled the principal which made me squeak.

My brother took my hand and we followed.

I tried to take strength from Clint’s grip, but it was so hard. We were brother and sister. It was illegal in the State of California for us to have sex. And since my big brother was two years older than me, he’d be in so much trouble. My breath came faster and faster. They’d think he molested me. He’d be a sexual predator and they would take him away from the family and how could I be so stupid and an idiot and I ruined everything and—

Clint squeezed my hand as I gasped and shuddered, on the verge of hyperventilating as the panic surged through my body. I looked up at him, pushing up my glasses as his strong, dark eyes seized me. I shivered as he gave me a brief smile.

He was calm.

Shouldn’t he be terrified?

But he wasn’t. He… he looked in control. He pulled out his phone in his other hand, unlocking the screen, manipulating it. For a moment, my fear vanished as curiosity surged through me. What was he doing? Was he texting someone? He finished and stuck his phone in his pocket as we kept following Principal Carver through the halls.

I glanced at the man in charge of our high school. He trembled, his shoulders tense. He clenched his hands over and over. He was a tall, balding man wearing a cheap suit. He glanced back at us, hazel eyes hard behind his glasses. He licked his lips, his face a deep red, almost a puce.

We reached the school’s front office fast at his marching pace. He stalked passed the secretary’s desk. The older woman stared at us, her head following as we walked by her desk, pursing her ruby lips together. Her chair creaked and I could feel her judging eyes on us. She knew we were in trouble.

I squirmed. More of my brother’s cum leaked out of my depths. Another wave of fear washed through me. I squeezed my brother’s hand so hard. How could Clint be so calm? How did he think he would get away with this?

I’d ruined everything.

Principal Carver threw open the door to his office, motioning us to enter. He glowered at us both, his hazel eyes boring into me. I shrunk and pressed myself against my brother. I just wanted him to hold me.

“It’ll be okay, Princess,” Clint whispered as we entered the small office, shelves on the wall covered in books on education, several degrees framed and hanging on the wall proclaiming the principal’s credentials. He had a large desk covered in paperwork, two chairs on one side, his much larger chair on the other.

I gingerly sat down, feeling the cum soaking into the back of my skirt. I let go of my big brother’s hand, folding mine across my lap. I sat there, head bowed, my pigtails swaying down my blouse. Another sickening writhe went through my guts.

Principal Carver sat down across from us. He folded his hands before him, leaning forward to glare at us both. I wanted to whimper. Clint just sat there unconcerned. He even had a slight smile on his face. He looked more in control of himself than our principal. His lower jaw quivered.

“Clint, do you understand how much trouble you’re in?” Principal Carver demanded. “Even if she wasn’t your sister, you would be in serious trouble. In the middle of the cafeteria? What sort of perversion led you to do that with your own sister. In public. At your high school?”

Clint just arched an eyebrow, not answering.

The principal drew in a deep breath. “Son, you understand that I have to notify the police. Unlike your… relationship with your two cousins, this is illegal.” He shook his head. “And to do it in public… What were you thinking, son? You’re not only getting expelled, but you’re going to be arrested.” He reached for the phone. “I don’t understand how you could do this. I’ve heard rumors about you. The things you’ve had your cousin, Lee, perform. In the restroom. In her locker room. I’ve never been able to prove… any of it. But now I got you.”

“I’ve heard rumors about you, too, Principal Carver,” Clint said, his voice even.

The older man’s hand froze on the phone’s receiver. “W-What?”

“That you like to fuck your students.” Clint pulled out his phone. He swiped his screen, a picture appearing. “That’s you, right? Fucking Leyla Umayyah in her mother’s classroom. You’re just ramming that cock into her sixteen-year-old cunt, aren’t you? That’s a good shot.”

Principal Carver’s jaw dropped. The puce from his face melted into pale fear.

Clint swiped the screen. “And is that you and Kimmy Myers? Oh, and here’s you and Kendra Cooke. And you’re getting a titty fuck from Izzy Carter and her big boobs. I bet that felt nice.”

“H-How did you get those?” choked the principal.

“You didn’t know Mrs. Umayyah has webcams set up in her classroom?” Clint asked. “And I bet you didn’t realize I knew her husband. I know how much you pay him to fuck his daughter, wife, and his other three whores.”

The principal inhaled.

“So… why don’t we just ignore what each other does?” Clint gave him such a big grin while hope surged through me. My big brother was dominating the principal. He felt like he was in charge here. He was in charge. The older man squirmed and melted. “You have your fun with Leyla and Mr. Umayyah’s other whores, and I’ll have my fun with my cousins and little sister.”

“Y-You can’t do that… in the cafeteria.”

“Fair enough,” my big brother nodded. “So we understand each other, Principal Carver?”

“Yes,” croaked the principal.

“Well, you have a good day, sir,” Clint said, standing up. “Shall we, Princess?”

I nodded my head, just so shocked that this happened. I took his hand and followed him out of the room, a smile growing on my lips. I stared up at my big brother. He just… dominated the head of our school with no effort.

“That was awesome, big brother,” I gasped the moment we left the office. “You’re amazing!”

He grinned at me, giving my hand a squeeze.

“How did you get those pictures? How did you even know he was fucking Leyla and the others?”

“I fuck Mrs. Umayyah from time to time,” Clint said. Mrs. Umayyah was an Arab teacher with big tits. “I met her husband after he found about his wife’s… whorish behavior. We talked. Later, I recommended to Mr. Umayyah an understanding gynecologist when his daughter Leyla became pregnant.”

“Jenny’s mom?” I asked.

“Jenny’s mom,” agreed Clint.

She was our family’s gynecologist. And since she was pregnant with her son’s child, well, she understood incest. I had no idea my brother was so well networked. But then Lee mentioned he’d fucked Mrs. Umayyah at that gangbang a few months ago starring Leyla and her fellow whores.

“Did you like what we did?” I asked him.

“Princess, it was so worth getting in trouble.” He winked at me. “But if you’re going to be bad, it helps to have a way out, doesn’t it?”

I beamed at him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

My pee flowed out of me, splashing on the end of the stick. It felt so strange doing this, having my hand shoved between my legs as I urinated. It felt weirder than peeing on Lee or Aunt Cheryl. They were both humiliation sluts and let Clint just do whatever he wanted to them. He degraded them, and they loved it.

My urine stream died as I lifted the pregnancy test. It was two weeks since our hot sex in the cafeteria. My period was a day late. I knew it didn’t mean I was pregnant, but I just couldn’t resist using a pregnancy test. Jenny’s mom told me they were very accurate. The hormone they detected was only found in pregnant women.

Now I just had to wait.

I hated waiting.

I glanced at my naked form in the mirror, my breasts small, budding mounds. I could hardly cup them. My nipples were pink and small, little areolas with two hard, puckered points thrusting from their centers. My eyes trailed down my slender waist, lacking any curves like a young girl instead of a teenager, down to the tight slit of my freshly shaved twat. It looked like such a yummy cunny.

“Come on,” I muttered, staring at the little display. My body trembled more and more. I didn’t like waiting. “Show me something.”

My heart thundered louder and louder in my chest. My breath came faster. I let out a whimpering whine as the stress built and built in me. It ratcheted my skin so tight with every moment, like my heart was working a crank on a mechanism that squeezed me flesh about my body until I thought I would explode and—

A pink line appeared.

Pink!

“Big brother!” I shrieked.

I burst out of the bathroom and darted for the master bedroom. It was Sunday morning. I heard moaning and gasping coming from the bedroom. I burst in to find my mom on her hands and knees on the rumpled bed. At three months pregnant, she was just starting to show with a cute baby bump curving her belly. Her large tits swayed and bounced beneath her as Clint fucked her hard. She moaned, slamming her hips back into my big brother’s strokes. His muscular body rippled as he grunted, slamming his hips forward, taking her so hard.

“Big brother!” I shrieked and threw myself on the bed beside them. I thrust the pregnancy test before his face. “Look! Look!”

He froze in mid-thrust into our mother’s pregnant pussy, his hands clutching at her waist. He blinked at the sight, his forehead furrowed. Then his gaze shot down to my flat stomach. His eyes widened. Something twinkled in them.

“You mean…?”

I nodded my head with such eager energy.

“You’re pregnant?”

“Super pregnant, big brother!” I bounced on the bed, the springs creaking. “You bred me, big brother!”

Then I threw my arms around his neck, holding him tight, and rained kisses across his face. I smooched every bit of his strong face: his bold chin, his strong cheekbones, his straight jawline, his wide temple.

This was so amazing. My heart pounded in my chest. I was finally pregnant with my big brother’s baby. It was so exciting. The hot sex in the cafeteria totally worked. This was the best way to start the new year!

Me, pregnant!

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful,” Mom said, crawling off my brother’s cock. She turned around, dyed-blonde hair spilling about her face. She had such a huge smile on her face as she engulfed us both, celebrating in the miracle of her son breeding her daughter. Her soft breasts pressed against me. “This is amazing. I get to be a grandmother again.”

“I know,” I squealed then kissed my big brother on the mouth. I shuddered, my hand sliding down his body to stroke his wet cock.

He was soaked in Mommy’s juices. I writhed in delight, my tongue dueling with my brother’s. I shivered as Mom’s hand stroked down my sleek back to my tush. She gave my rump a squeeze as she kissed at my shoulder, her lips so wet.

I shuddered at the feel of her body pressing against my back. She was such a loving mother; my brother’s submissive sex slave. Once, she was Dad’s sex slave, but with his passing, Clint stepped up as the man of the house in every way.

I shivered as Mom’s fingers slid between my butt-cheeks. She caressed up and down my crack, brushing my sphincter. I whimpered at the delight of her touch. It made such a tingly delight surge through me as she stroked my asshole.

I broke the kiss. “Oh, big brother, I need to thank you!”

“For fucking you?” he asked, sounding amused, a smile playing on those strong lips.

“For putting a baby in me!” Tears burned in the corners of my eyes.

I dragged my hands down his chest, my lips kissing at his neck then his collar bone. I wiggled, pressing my hips back into Mom. She moved back to let me bend over before my brother, still playing with my asshole. She sent such naughty tingles racing to my juicy pussy as my lips savored the feel of my brother’s muscles beneath his skin. I moved lower and lower, wiggling my hips, my cunny growing wetter and wetter.

My pregnant cunny!

“Princess,” he groaned as I reached his stomach, kissing past his six-pack until I nuzzled at his dark pubic hair.

“Going to love you so much!” I moaned. “You’re so awesome, big brother.”

“Mmm, she’s a good little sister, isn’t she, Master?” purred Mom, her finger wiggling into my asshole.

“Yes, she is,” big brother answered as I sucked in a deep breath, savoring the digit probing into my rectum.

As the pleasure burned out of my asshole to my juicy pussy, I reached his shaft. I kissed up it, tasting our mother’s spicy juices, trickles of my cream ran down my thighs. Mom tasted so good. I loved it. My tongue flicked out and gathered more and more of the naughty flavor as I climbed up his thick dick.

This dick bred me.

I reached the tip, nuzzling at it. I sucked it into my mouth, sliding my lips over it. My asshole clenched down on my mother’s probing finger. I whimpered and shuddered. My hips wiggled from side-to-side. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked so hard on his dick. I bobbed my mouth on his cock, my tongue sliding around his shaft.

Gathering more of those yummy juices. It was so naughty sucking my mother’s juices off my big brother’s dick. To share in the incestuous passion of our kinky family. I stared up at my big brother, seeing the pleasure crossing his face.

He grabbed my pigtails, holding them like handlebars. I whimpered, squirming, feeling so naughty.

“That’s it, Princess,” he groaned, pleasure rippling across his face. “Show me how much you love me.”

I sucked so hard.

“She loves you so much, Master,” Mom moaned, her finger pumping faster and faster in my asshole.

“Lick her cunt, slut,” he growled. “Lick my princess’s cunt and make her purr.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shuddered and moaned about my brother’s dick as Mom nuzzled into my pussy. Her lips felt so hot as she kissed and nibbled on my tight silt. Then her tongue slid through my folds, teasing me. My toes curled as the pleasure surged through me.

My asshole clamped down on her finger.

I whimpered in delight.

Clint tightened his grip on my hair. He growled, thrusting his cock forward, fucking my mouth. I shuddered, relaxing as he held my pigtails. I stared up at him, loving him as our mother devoured my pussy. She fluttered her tongue through my pregnant depths.

I was pregnant!

Her tongue danced and swirled through my cunny, stimulating me. Her finger reached so deep into my asshole, wiggling around. The two pleasures surged through my body. I moaned so loudly about my big brother’s cock fucking into my mouth, brushing the back of my throat.

“That’s it, Princess,” he groaned. “Don’t fight your big brother. Be a good, little sister and swallow my dick.”

I would be the best little sister in the world.

His cock slammed into the back of my throat. I relaxed it, swallowing his dick. He pressed it down my gullet, stretching out my esophagus. I moaned about it, his balls smacking into my chin, so full of his wonderful spunk.

Mom’s tongue lapped harder at my pussy as Clint drew back his cock. Then he slammed it into me. It made me feel so wanton to be used by my big brother. To be fucked by him. My glasses slipped on my nose as he rammed his cock over and over down my throat, fucking me so hard.

I whimpered and moaned, drool leaking out of my mouth. I wiggled my hips, my orgasm building in me. Mom’s tongue brushed my clit at the start of her every lick, my asshole squeezing down on her wiggling finger every time.

“That’s it, Princess,” he grunted. “That’s how you love your big brother.”

“You’re doing so good, honey,” moaned Mom. “Mmm, yes, please him. Worship him.”

She jammed her tongue deep into my pregnant cunny. My toes curled again. Pleasure swept through me. I moaned louder, shuddering on the bed. My fingers dug into the rumpled sheets. I breathed in his musk every time he buried his cock down my throat, his wiry bush tickling my nose.

I shuddered, wiggling my hips as the pressure swelled in my cunt. I sucked so hard on his dick, moaning to pleasure him. I gave him such humming bliss. I groaned and gasped, the dual delights swirling through my nethers.

“Princess!” Clint growled and buried his dick down my throat.

I whimpered as his dick pulsed. I felt his cum spurting out of him, shooting straight into my belly. It warmed my stomach. Waves of naughty delight fluttered down to my pussy filled with my mom’s wicked tongue.

Pleasure surged through my body. My orgasm rippled out of me. My juices squirted into Mom’s mouth. I whimpered and moaned, more and more of my big brother’s cum pumped into my stomach. My asshole writhed about my mother’s fingers.

“Oh, Master, I made her cum so hard!” moaned Mom. “Mmm, she taste so good and fresh. I loved it.”

“And I think you deserve a reward, Mommy-slut,” Clint groaned as he pulled out his dick from my mouth.

I sucked in deep breaths, panting, more drool running down my chin. My entire body buzzed in delight. I licked my lips then flicked the tip of my big brother’s cock. I gathered a drop of cum beading at the tip, loving the salty taste.

“Princess, why don’t you thank our Mommy-slut and give her a nice orgasm.”

“Yes, big brother,” I said, my voice a little hoarse. My body shuddered as Mom pulled her finger out of my asshole.

I turned around on my hands and knees. Mom stretched out on the bed. I smiled as she popped her finger, fresh from my butthole, into her mouth. She shuddered, her big, pillowy tits jiggling, as she sucked on it. The sight of her moving breasts drew me to her tattoo. She had a triangle drawn over her heart with the letter C at the top point, and the letters C and V at the bottom corners. Top C for Clinton, my dead father, and the other two letters for Cheryl and Vicky, her and my aunt’s names.

It was so beautiful. Symbol that they would always be our father’s. Our brother was just… borrowing them. He was taking care of them after our father’s passing.

I sucked in a deep breath, emotion almost overwhelming me. And then I felt my big brother’s hands squeezing my ass. Mom let out a wanton moan, her thighs parting to show off her thick, black bush hiding the very pussy that birthed me.

I had to make her cum.

With a moan of pure glee, I buried my face into her pussy. I reveled in the silky feel of her pubic hair kissing my cheeks and chin. They caressed me as my tongue lapped through her spicy folds, tasting her incestuous juices. I shoved three fingers into her cunt, loving the feel of returning to her twat.

“Oh, yes, play with your Mommy-slut’s naughty cunt,” Mom moaned, squeezing her big tits.

“Thank you for making me cum, Mommy-slut,” I said and then flicked my tongue on her clit.

Her pussy clenched down on my fingers. Her pussy walls felt so silky against them. I whimpered as my big brother’s dick nudged at the pussy he bred. I shuddered, wiggling my hips as he pressed into my depths. My cunny squeezed down on him as he slid deeper and deeper into my pregnant snatch.

I moaned in delight when he bottomed out in me. I loved being full of my big brother’s cock. His heavy balls rested on my clit. I was so glad he took one of the super Viagra pills his sex slave, Mrs. Hiragawa, procured through her drug store. It was the only way Clint could keep his harem of naughty sisters and horny mothers satiated.

“Ooh, fuck your princess, Master,” Mom moaned, her hips wiggling as I pumped my fingers in and out of her hot snatch.

I whimpered as he drew back his hips and slammed them back into my cunny. His balls smacked my clit. Pleasure shuddered through me. I groaned and wiggled my hips, stirring my pussy around his cock as he pulled back and thrust in again. And again. And again.

I moaned about my mom’s clit, churning her cunt to a froth as my big brother fucked me. I shuddered, loving this moment. His dick in me. My mom’s pubic hairs kissing my lips and cheeks. My fingers plunging in and to of her cunt. His balls thwacking into my clit. It sent such incestuous delight through my body.

I felt so loved. So cared for.

“Princess,” he groaned, his strong hands roaming my back and sides, caressing me with his calloused touch. I shivered, my cunny clamping down on his dick.

I thrust a fourth finger into Mom’s cunt, pumping them out as hard and fast as Clint fucked me. She groaned, her hands squeezing those big tits. Her stomach heaved before me, taut with the start of her baby bump.

My brother or sister grew inside of her. And my nephew or niece. I shuddered at how naughty that was. I fingered our mother’s pregnant pussy. My big brother had bred us both. I shivered, my hips undulating from side-to-side, stirring that amazing cock around inside of me.

His balls smacked into my clit. Pleasure sparked through me every time. My cunny tightened on his thrusting dick, increasing the silky friction. My toes curled and my rump clenched. Such pleasure rippled through me every time. My brain drank it in like a plant guzzled warm sunlight.

“Oh, Master, fuck your princess!” Mom moaned.

“Is she making your cunt feel good, Mommy-slut?” Clint asked, his hands sliding around my sides to cup my small tits.

My nipples throbbed as Mom moaned, “Yes, yes, yes, she’s stretching out my nasty cunt so well. Your princess is going to make me cum! Thank you for letting me cum, Master!”

Clint pinched my nipples and fucked me harder, grunting, “Enjoy yourself, whore.”

“I am!” Mom moaned as I sucked on her clit.

I loved our family.

I shoved my four fingers deep into my mom’s juicy snatch. Then I curled them. She shuddered, her dark eyes staring past her pillowy tits as I formed a fist in her cunt. She whimpered, her flesh squeezing down down on my hand. She whimpered, sounding like she was so eager to be fisted.

I punched my hand clenched deep into her pussy, stretching out her pregnant depths. She bucked so hard, her tits jiggling as I buried into the depths of her naughty cunt. My own cunny shivered about my big brother’s dick as pleasure exploded from Mom’s lips.

“Oh, yes, Alicia!” she gasped. “Oh, that’s how you pleasure your Mommy-slut’s whorish cunt. Ooh, yes, fist me so hard! Fist me while my Master fucks your pregnant cunt!”

“Mmm, yes, Mom,” I moaned and nipped her clit.

She bucked, her cunt clamping down on my fist as I punched it over and over into her depths. Her pussy swallowed my hand and wrist, her juices coating my flesh. I shuddered, my cunt clamping down on my brother’s dick as he fucked me harder and harder. His balls smacked into my clit, his crotch into my rump.

I rocked back into his thrusts as I fisted our mother. I lifted my face from her twat, her cream dripping off my chin, and savored the sight of my hand punching into her depths. Her pussy lips were stretched about my wrist and forearm, swallowing it over and over.

“Ooh, yes, Mommy-slut,” I moaned. “Take it! Take my fist in your nasty cunt!”

“It feels so good, Alicia!” she moaned, her legs twitching. She dug her fingers deep into her tits. “You’re going to make my pussy explode! I need it! I want it so badly! Oh, yes, Alicia! Please, please, make me erupt!”

“I will, Mommy-slut!” I moaned. “I’ll make you cum so hard! You’re going to erupt. You’re going to thrash on the bed. Yes, yes, yes! You’re such a naughty whore!”

As my orgasm swelled in my depths, I kept pumping my fist over and over into her cunt. I loved the feel of her hot flesh around me. And big brother’s hard flesh in me. His dick pumped away so hard at my pregnant cunny. He grunted and groaned as he enjoyed me, his fingers massaged my nipples in circles, zapping electricity down to my pussy.

“Princess!” he groaned. “I want to feel that cunny spasming about my cock. I want you to milk my cum out of me!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I whimpered, my snatch squeezing down so hard on his thrusting cock. “I’ll wring out every drip! I love your cum being in my pussy, big brother! My pregnant pussy!”

I jammed my fist deep into my mom’s pussy as I screamed that. The words sent me over the edge. My pussy convulsed about my brother’s dick. My hot flesh writhed about him. I whimpered, my pregnant snatch sucking at his dick as he pumped it through me. I bucked, my pigtails swaying about my face as I screamed out in rapture.

Such heady ecstasy slammed into my mind. It bathed my thoughts, floods of rapture sweeping across my brain. I loved it. Such delight filled me. I whimpered as Clint kept fucking his cock into my depths, sending more and more tidal waves of bliss through me.

“Princess,” he groaned.

“Yes, yes, yes, milk his cock, Alicia!” Mom moaned.

She bucked on the bed, her cunny spasming so hard about my fist. It felt so wonderful knowing I made her cum. I loved the feel of her convulsions. They drove me wild, increasing my own orgasm. My snatch writhed about my big brother’s dick. Such heat surged through me. My eyes squeezed shut as the rapture swept through my body.

He was amazing. He was wonderful. He had me gasping and moaning and groaning out such rapture. My body trembled and ached. I sucked in such deep breaths. My tongue fluttered against my mom’s clit.

“Yes!” my big brother growled.

“Oh, Master, she needs your cum firing into her depths!”

“Yes!” I howled, the pleasure bathing my mind.

Then Clint gave me what I needed. What I craved. His wonderful dick slammed into my cunny. Rapture flooded through my body. I whimpered and groaned. The pleasure surged through my body. My eyes fluttered at the heat billowing through me. My cunny convulsed so hard about my big brother’s cock. It writhed about his flesh, milking him, sucking at him, giving him all that pleasure he craved.

He groaned, sucking in such deep breaths as he pumped me full of his incestuous jizz. His seed swirled through me. I could hear how much he enjoyed the feel of my spasming flesh. How much pleasure I gave him. I whimpered in pure delight. I sucked in such deep breaths. My entire body trembled. The pleasure buzzed through my body.

“I’m pregnant, big brother!” I moaned. Tears fell down my cheeks as the joy surged through me. “You bred me!”

He hugged me, holding me as he laid us down on our sides. He spooned me, his dick still buried in my pregnant cunny. I twisted around, kissing him over my shoulder. He tasted our mom’s spicy cunt on my mouth as he loved me so much.

I felt so safe and loved in my big brother’s arms. I would always be his princess. I shuddered as his hand rested on my flat belly.

It would grow so round in the coming months. I would glow with all my pregnant beauty, bred by my big brother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The sight of my mother nursing her son, Clinton Elliston III, and Lee’s daughter, Amber, at the same time sent such a naughty ache through me. My tits—I had tits now!—ached, feeling full. It was almost my due date. Summer was over. Fall was here. I should be starting my junior year of high school, but with my due date so close, I was doing my schoolwork online.

I whimpered, clutching my pregnant belly. It was so round and swollen with the twin babies in there. Clint had done such an amazing job breeding me that he put two babies into my belly. Melody, Pam, Lee, and Mom had only born Clint one child. Even the two lesbians—Juana and her sister-slave Carmelita—and the Japanese twins only gave birth to a single one of Clint’s babies. Only I would give him two.

His princess.

Being pregnant left me so horny. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like Lee sometimes, just needing to be stimulated. The rounder my belly got, the more and more I craved sex. I waddled away from Mom nursing the two babies and went in search of satisfaction.

The front door open.

“Clint!” I shouted. “Are you home from college?” He, Melody, and Pam were going to a local university now.

“I know that sound,” Melody answered. “There’s a horny, pregnant princess in need of her big brother.”

“So horny!” I moaned, waddling to the master bedroom. My small breasts—still A cups but they were definitely breasts now and not budding mounds—jiggled. My nipples were larger, my areolas double their size from nine months ago. Pussy juices dripped down from my snatch freshly shaved by Lee this morning.

I couldn’t do it myself any longer.

I had just mounted the bed when Clint strolled in. He looked so handsome, eighteen and a stud. Melody followed, her blonde hair falling loose about her face, her hazel eyes twinkling. Already they were pulling off their clothing, knowing I was in such need. I whimpered and squirmed, watching my big brother’s gorgeous, muscular body come into view. He had such a rugged presence about him.

Melody’s round breasts bounced into view. She rarely wore bras, loving to wear tight tops that showed off the shape of her tits, feeding that exhibitionist streak in her. She unsnapped her jeans, wiggling out of them as Clint kicked off his shoes and attacked his jeans.

I wiggled my hips, my pregnant belly swaying beneath me. My pregnant cunny needed a cock in me so badly.

Then they were naked.

“Let’s get you sorted out cupcake,” Melody smiled. “I remember how horny I was during my last trimester.”

“Her and Pam almost smothered me in pregnant pussy,” Clint grinned as he slid onto the bed.

“You loved it, perv,” Melody said with such fondness in her tone. My eighteen-year-old half-sister crawled onto the bed.

My big brother grinned and grabbed his thick dick. “Come sit down on this, Princess.”

“Yes!” I moaned in such need as I shifted over to him. I straddled him and shuddered as I sank down onto his dick. “Oh, I needed this so badly.”

My hot cunny engulfed his cock. I whimpered as I bottomed out on his shaft, the bottom slope of my pregnant belly rubbing on his stomach. I shifted my hips, my swollen tits jiggling. They felt so overripe as my milk came in. I grabbed them, squeezing and massaging them, whimpering as my snatch clenched down on his dick.

I rose up his shaft, his hands grabbing my hips, and groaned out in relief. It felt so wonderful to stir up my pussy. To finally get the satisfaction from that hard cock. I stirred my hips around, my eyes rolling back into my head as I slammed down his shaft again.

“So good,” I moaned.

“It always is, cupcake,” Melody said as she straddled our brother’s face, pressing her shaved snatch against his mouth. “Mmm, Clint, it’s making me so wet staring at our little princess.”

I beamed at my big sis.

“Breasts sore?” she asked me, leaning forward, her hazel eyes twinkling.

I nodded my head as I pumped my pussy up and down Clint’s wonderful dick. I pulled my hands away, seeing that naughty glint in my big sis’s eyes. She cupped both of my breasts, squeezing and kneading them. Her thumbs swept over my hard nipples.

I whimpered, my snatch clenching down hard on my big brother’s dick. Then I gasped as Melody leaned over and latched her mouth onto my left nub. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. I groaned, the pressure swelling right to the tip of my nipple buried in her mouth. I squirmed, riding my brother’s cock faster and faster.

“Big sis!” I groaned, bouncing on Clint’s dick, the silky friction shooting pleasure through my body. “Oh, yes, big sis, that feels so good.”

Then I gasped in delight. Something squirted from my nipple. I gasped as my milk flowed into my sister’s mouth. Melody moaned in delight, squirming on my big brother’s face as she suckled again and again. The pressure diminished in my breast as pleasure flowed down from my tit to my juicy cunt.

It. Was. Wonderful.

“Oh, big sis, yes, yes, enjoy my milk!” I groaned, my cunny clenching so hard about Clint’s dick as I bounced up and down his girth.

Such dizzy delight surged through me as I nursed my older sister and rode my big brother’s cock. I whimpered and moaned, my pigtails bouncing and flying about my shoulders. I sucked in such deep breaths, my body shuddering and shaking. It felt so incredible.

I grabbed her tits, squeezing and kneading them. Her milk squirted from her tits, splashing my belly as she drank mine down. My nipple throbbed every time she nursed. My nub felt connected to my pussy impaled on my big brother’s dick.

“She’s nursing from me, big brother!” I squealed, grinding my clit into his pubic bone. Pleasure surged through me. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

“That sounds amazing,” Clint groaned.

“Uh-huh,” Melody purred between suckles.

My big brother squeezed my hips, his hands guiding my waist. I undulated and squirmed. I wiggled from side-to-side, stirring my cunny around his cock. My pleasure burst from my lips, singing out through the bedroom.

My orgasm burst through me. I bounced on his dick, my cunny convulsing about his amazing shaft. I squeezed hard on Melody’s tits, her milk squirting out again, bathing my stomach in her hot cream. I whimpered, her mouth suckling so hard at my teat as the pleasure washed through my brain.

Rapture consumed me.

“Big brother!” I howled.

“Damn!” Clint groaned.

Melody shot up, her hazel eyes glassy with lust, and kissed me hard on the mouth. Her tongue, coated in my milk, shoved into my mouth. I groaned, savoring this wonderful delight as I kept bouncing my cumming pussy on my big brother’s dick. The pleasure sloshed through me over and over as I shared my breast milk with my sister.

Then she broke the kiss, leaning back. I shot my head down, pleasure bathing my mind. I latched onto her nipple. I suckled. Her sweet, creamy milk squirted into my mouth. She gasped as I suckled from her teat, her body squirming as she ground her pussy on Clint’s mouth.

“Cupcake!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. She’s nursing from me, Clint! Nursing while she’s cumming on your dick!”

“Yes!” big brother grunted.

I slammed my convulsing snatch down his dick. More pleasure surged through me, another orgasm shooting through my body as I gulped down the wonderful, creamy milk. I savored the incestuous delight as the bliss buzzed through my body.

“Clint!” gasped Melody. “Cupcake!” She cradled my head to her breasts as she screamed out in pleasure.

I knew Clint was drinking down her flood of juices.

He grunted and thrust his cock into my pregnant snatch. I whimpered, hugging my heaving belly as bucked on him. His cock spurted into my pregnant depths. I loved it. I savored his jizz filling me. It was such a wonderful delight to feel him loving me. To hear him moaning into our sister’s pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes, enjoy her cunt, perv!” Melody moaned, fingers digging into my scalp as she held me to her tit.

I suckled hard as the pleasure peaked in me. Clint’s final spurt of cum fired into my cunt. I savored it as I swallowed Melody’s breast milk. Then my sister groaned and rolled off of Clint, stretching out beside us, trembling in delight.

Clint grinned up at me, his face smeared in pussy juices. “So… you’re lactating?”

“Melody drained my left tit,” I grinned at him as I rose off his dick. “But my right…”

His cum leaked out of me as I held him to my breast. I nursed my big brother. He suckled with such hungry passion. I shuddered, another horny ache shivering through me. I ran my fingers through his short, dark hair.

I loved this moment so much, my pregnant belly rubbing against him, his strong lips suckling at my teat. “Am I a good little sister?”

His hard suck and powerful eyes staring up at me answered that question. I was the best little sister in the world!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Three days later, I lay exhausted in my hospital room. But despite how drained I felt, I couldn’t sleep. Not with the two bundles of joy cradled in my arms. Clint’s children! The twins we made together, our incestuous love uniting to create these two miracles.

Aaron, our son, came first. He was so eager to be born. His sister was a little more reluctant. It took another hour before Cassandra came out of me. I could tell she would be shy. Luckily, she’d have a big brother to take care of her. Her twin brother.

“They’re beautiful,” Clint said, lying on the bed beside me, staring at our children.

“Yeah, they came out good,” Lee said. “Got all their fingers and toes. I was worried. You’re so small.”

I stuck my tongue out at my bratty sister. She beamed back.

“They’re perfect,” Mom sighed, holding her son and Lee’s daughter.

“Wonderful,” Melody said, her one-year-old daughter, Christie, resting on her hip.

Pam, holding her one-year-old daughter Hikaru to her chest, nodded in agreement. “Precious, Alicia. Just precious.”

Tears beaded my eyes as my Aunt Vicky leaned in, my sister Zoey and her girlfriend moving in with her. Mrs. Hiragawa smiled as she pressed up behind her daughter Pam. My entire family around me, united in such naughty love by Clint.

I was so glad my big brother bred me. It felt so wonderfully right. Our family was amazing.

The END
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“I think we should put our beds here, onee-chan,” my twin sister Kimiko said, her round face pointing at the right side of the room. She pursed her delicate lips, the same delicate lips that I had. Looking at my sister was like looking into the mirror. She had the same sleek, silky-black hair and pale-olive skin. We both possessed the same slender and petite build. We only dressed differently, my sister in a pair of jeans and a ruffled blouse while I wore leggings and a dress. “And then we can have our desks along this wall.”

“Minako thinks that’s a good idea, onee-san,” I said, nodding my head in agreement. Kimiko was older than me by ten minutes, so it just felt right to let her take the lead. Though we were identical in appearance, she had a more out-going personality than me. It was why she called me “onee-chan,” sister, but with the cute honorific “-chan” at the end usually used when addressing younger sisters. I used “onee-san,” a more polite way to address her.

She nodded her head in agreement then switched over to English to talk to the mover, “Over here, please.”

The burly man—his skin a rich, swarthy brown—grunted. He carried the heavy futon through the doorway with another Hispanic man. His arms were bare, wearing a tank top despite the fact it was mid-October. But then California wasn’t as cold this time of year as it was back in Japan. He said something in Spanish, the words sounding coarse, making me squirm.

They were both so big and strong. I shrank closer to my twin sister as they set down the futon and unfolded it on the floor. The movers were working through the house, setting everything up. Others followed them in with more of our furniture.

“It’ll be fine, onee-chan,” Kimiko said. She took my hand, giving me a squeeze as I trembled.

“Thank you, onee-san.” I gave her a tight smile. This was all so much. I never thought we’d live in America, but then our mother’s job transferred her to their subsidiary in California because of her language skills. We had to pack up all our belongings, box them up, and then move to the states. We spent the last two weeks living in a hotel while waiting for our belongings to be shipped over from Japan.

The movers worked quickly and soon had our bedroom set up, our desks reassembled where Kimiko directed, and our bookshelves against the walls. The room was bigger than our bedroom at our old home. The house was huge. It had multiple bathrooms and they were so different. They were one room, the toilet in the same room as the bathtub, and there was no washing seat outside the tub. You had to clean your body in the tub instead of washing and then slipping in to soak. And it had a shower.

So different.

I missed Japan so much.

“Well, let’s get unpacking, onee-chan.”

I nodded my head as the builders retreated to move in the rest of the house. Our boxes with our possessions were piled in the center of the room. We went to work, ripping open the boxes and pulling out our belongings. We put up our posters of our favorite JPop boy bands, my heart fluttering at the cute boys singing on the posters. I couldn’t help but stare at my favorite for a moment, such a handsome boy with his hair spiked up, his shirt half off, his slim body looking so sexy.

That itch built in between my thighs. I squirmed my hips, wrenching my gaze away. I didn’t want to be horny. I couldn’t masturbate with my twin sister in the room. Since I discovered self-pleasure two years ago, I had fallen in love with touching myself. I savored caressing my fifteen-year-old breasts and plunging my fingers between my thighs.

But only when I had some privacy.

I threw myself back into the work of unpacking. Sweat beaded my brow as I followed my sister’s directions. She would say things like, “I think that would go great over there, onee-chan. Don’t you think?” And I’d nodded my head in agreement, seeing how it would look perfectly over there. We worked fast, unpacking our books and manga, filling up our shelves with them just the way they were back home.

I stretched my back and fanned my face. “It’s looking good, onee-san.”

Kimiko nodded her head. “Yes, it is.” She rubbed at her lower back, stretching her blouse tight about her little breasts. She had forgone wearing a bra today, and it was looking obvious. “I need a break, you?”

“Minako could use a break,” I answered with a smile. “Do you think there’s any food in the house?”

“I don’t think so. Has okaasan had a chance to go shopping? She sounds busy.”

I frowned. I could hear our mother, okaasan, moving through the house. “No, Minako doubt she has.”

Kimiko rolled her eyes. She never approved of the childish way that I still referred to myself by my name instead of using a personal pronoun. I just never felt comfortable doing that. “Well, why don’t we take a walk?” my sister suggested. “I think I saw a convenience store a few blocks away. We can go see what they have.”

I sighed. “Just so long as we don’t try that red drink again.” My nose twitched. “That Code Red was ghastly.”

She nodded her head and took my hand, giving it a squeeze.

She led me out of the room into the narrow hallway, our sock-clad feet whisking across the beige carpet. We headed down the stairs and found our mother bustling through the kitchen, unpacking her utensils from boxes. She had a blue handkerchief wrapped about her head, holding back her black hair. She was a little taller than us, her face round and glistening with sweat.

“We’re going for a walk, okaasan,” Kimiko said.

She just gave us a bright smile. “Okay. Don’t get lost.”

Kimiko rolled her eyes. “We’ll be fine, okaasan.”

We left our mother to her unpacking, humming beneath her voice as she worked. We stepped out into the overcast, Californian day. It was a cool day, not hot or warm but comfortable. A slight breeze blew, rustling falling leaves across the lawn. It was so big. I couldn’t believe how much grass we had or the size of the huge, broad-leaf tree growing in the front yard. And the back yard was so big. I couldn’t wait for spring. We could plant so many beautiful flowers here.

My sister and I reached the sidewalk, walking down it, looking around at the other houses on our street. Every house had a driveway with cars in them. Everyone seemed to have more than one car. Almost no one had a car back in Tokyo. It was so expensive parking them, and there was so much transportation.

It was so quiet out here. And though people were walking around, there was such space. Everything felt so open. I kept a tight grip on my sister’s hand as we reached the main street that our little residential street ran off of. Traffic flowed down it and people bicycled in a special lane along the sidewalk.

“This way,” Kimiko said in that confident way she had when she was hiding that she didn’t know the answer at all.

I shrugged and let her walk. I really did not care if it would take us to the convenience store or not. It was just wonderful to stretch my legs. The air was fresher than I thought. Though there was a constant haze that lurked on the horizon in every direction, making the distance look fuzzy, including Sierra Nevada mountains to the east.

We found the convenient store and browsed it. Nothing was the same as in Japan. The drinks were different. The snacks. The shop was narrow and didn’t feel as clean as I would like. I felt nervous as my sister led us through the narrow aisles to the drinks. We ended up grabbing tea drinks and sipped them on the walk back home.

They were okay.

“I think this will be a nice place to live,” Kimiko said when we reached our street again. “It’s quiet here.”

I nodded my head. “What do you think school will be like?”

She shrugged her shoulder. “I don’t know. It won’t be as hard. And no school on Saturday.”

I smiled at that. “That does sound nice. And no cram schools, either.”

Kimiko nodded her head. “Well, we’ll find out on Monday.”

“I hope we make some friends. Do you think they’ll like us? Minako doesn’t want to be teased.”

“Who would tease you.” Kimiko put her arm around my shoulder. “You’re so cute. Just like me.” She gave me a grin. “We’ll find you a nice gaijin boy to date and make a woman out of you.”

I squirmed, my cheeks burning and my pussy… itched. I didn’t want to think about that. I didn’t know when I would get any privacy this weekend. “You’re not a woman either, onee-san. Maybe you should find yourself a gaijin boyfriend first.”

“Maybe I will,” she said, giving me a big grin. “We’re in America now. We need to adapt. Be more… open.”

My cheeks burned worse. My thighs pressed tight together as I walked, my leggings brushing each other beneath my swaying skirt. I stared straight ahead as we walked down our new street, passing the tall houses.

When we past a blue house next to a reddish-brown house with a gray trim, an American girl spotted us. She set down a rake and darted towards us, her black hair swaying about her pixyish face. She looked our age, her body bouncing with energy. She had the pale-beige skin of a European, a short skirt swaying about her lean legs and her round breasts bounced unconstrained by a bra in a belly shirt that molded to her.

It was such a blatant thing to wear in public. It made my cheeks warm just seeing her.

“Hi, I’m Lee!” she said in English as she popped out before us. Her eyes flicked up and down our body with bold scrutiny. A smile grew on her lips, something both mischievous and playful that made me squirm and grow uncomfortable. “Did you two just move down the street?”

“We did,” Kimiko said. “I’m Kimiko, and this is my twin sister, Minako.”

“Kimiko and Minako,” Lee said slowly, almost like she was savoring our names. “And you’re Japanese twins. That is so awesome.”

I blinked at her enthusiasm. Then I bowed to her and said, “Minako is happy to meet you, Lee.” I left off an honorific from her name since we didn’t know her and gaijin didn’t use them.

“Minako, huh?” Lee asked. “You know we use ‘I’ in English.”

“Minako is aware,” I said, my cheeks burning.

“My sister’s just being cute,” Kimiko said. “She’s hoping guys will think she’s their little sister and find that sexy.”

“Ooh, that’s kinky. Little sister play, huh? Do you have a big brother to play with?”

“No, no, we don’t have any other siblings,” Kimiko said while my cheeks burned more.

“Pity,” Lee said, pressing her hands to her flat stomach, stretching her shirt tighter about her breasts. Like my sister, she wasn’t wearing a bra. “I love having an older brother. It’s such a treat.”

I swallowed. My sister shifted beside me. I didn’t know what to say to that. Her tone was at once wanton and yet teasing. Was she playing a joke with us, or was she actually implying she had a… sexual relationship with her brother?

It had to be a joke. Americans could be brash and bold.

“So, let’s see your new house,” Lee said. She grabbed both of our hands and walked backward down the sidewalk, leading us. “I’ve been sooooooo curious about who was moving in. And Japanese twins! Oh, my god, I feel like I’ve won the lottery.”

I gave my sister a look and whispered in Japanese, “Is this girl crazy?”

My sister shrugged.

Lee just grinned at me. “Ooh, yes, yes, Clint’s going to be so happy that you moved in down the street. My big brother has such a thing for Japanese girls. I don’t know why. But you do have such beautiful skin. And that hair…” She sighed. “We both have black hair, but yours is just so much silkier than mine. Ooh, I wish I had hair like you.”

My cheeks burned more. I glanced at my sister.

Her cheeks had darkened with her blush. She squeezed my hand as we let Lee drag us down the sidewalk. She walked backwards with such a relentless pace, pulling us along with ease. I just followed after, off-balanced by the words that just spilled out of her mouth.

“And maybe it’s the skin. I mean… It’s such an exotic hue.” Lee shook her head. “Or maybe his attraction for you is genetic. I mean, our dad had a thing for Japanese girls. I’m not sure how many half-Japanese siblings we might have out there. We have at least one. Pam is cute, too. Like you too.”

I blinked.

“Ooh, Clint would pay so much attention to me if I had your looks. But he’ll be so happy with me.” She gave a big smile as she bounced as she kept walking. “Yes, yes, he’s going to give me a huge reward.”

“I think she is crazy,” Kimiko said in Japanese. “There is definitely something off about her.”

“What do we do, onee-san?”

My sister gave me a helpless look as Lee turned and dragged us down the cement walkway crossing our front yard to our light-gray house. She finally let go of our hands when she reached the porch, whirling around and jumping up the two steps to land on the cement porch.

“Come on, I want to see your bedroom.”

I glanced at my sister. She nodded her head. “Okay.”

Lee opened the door and stepped in, her head whipping around, staring at all the boxes in the living room, our furniture already arranged by the builders, but the little knickknacks and decorations still needing to be set out. Our mother still busied herself in the kitchen.

“Upstairs?” Lee asked, glancing at the stairs, already walking that way.

We followed. I squeezed my twin sisters hand. Lee tromped up the stairs, her black hair swaying about her shoulders. She reached the top, spun around, and beckoned us on. Her entire body trembled with delight, her skirt swaying and—

My eyes widened. I gasped and looked down. Lee had forgotten her panties. I saw her pussy, bare of any hair, the pink petals of her inner folds peeking out of her plump vulva. My cheeks burned as I squeezed my sister’s hand.

“What, onee-chan?” she asked.

“She’s not wearing any panties, onee-san,” I whispered.

My sister looked up and squeezed my hand. Lee stood there, leg spread wide, hands on hips, grinning at us. “I know that word. Pantsu. That’s panties.” She grabbed her skirt, lifting it higher. “I’m not allowed to wear them.” Then she glanced over her shoulder. “So which door is your bedroom?”

“Not allowed to wear them?” I asked my sister.

She just squeezed my hand, her face tight. “Um, Lee, it is the second door on the right.”

“Kay.” Lee darted down the hallway to our bedroom door, threw it open, and darted inside.

My stomach twisted. This girl… She didn’t care that we saw her pussy. She had utterly no shame. She said such words that put an itch inside of me. I swallowed as we walked down the hallway after her, my sister’s hand feeling so warm against mine. I pressed on her.

Lee was bouncing on our futon, kneeling on it, her skirt flaring up and down, flashing her naked rump at us. She grinned at us over her shoulder and then hopped to her feet on it. “So, you share a bed. Nice.”

The way she said that made me gasp. Was she implying that my sister and I…

My cheeks flared with heat. I thought I’d melt.

“I love sharing a bed with one of my sisters,” Lee said. “It’s so… intimate. We have so much fun. And when our brother joins us…” She shuddered.

This couldn’t be real. This had to be a game to her. She just said something so taboo like it was so normal. I trembled as Lee darted from our futon and ripped open one of our boxes still needing to be unpacked. She dug through it, rummaging through our stuff. Didn’t this girl have any shame or propriety? Then she darted to our desk, ripping open the drawers.

I just stood there with my sister, both of us so off-balanced we just watched her ransack our room. She opened our dresser, picking up our panties, grinning at them. Then she grabbed a bra.

“Cute!” she declared before continuing her search.

“Are you… looking for something?” my twin sister asked as Lee ripped open the next drawer.

“Uh-huh,” she said as she bent over farther, her skirt sliding up over her naked rump and…

She had something between her butt-cheeks. I hadn’t noticed it during the brief flashes caused by a flaring skirt. But now she didn’t move much, allowing me to study her pale, firm rear. I could clearly see the red, glass gem between her butt-cheeks like she had…

My sphincter tightened.

“She has something in her butt, onee-chan,” I whined. “Why are you letting her do this?”

“I…” Kimiko just shivered as Lee straightened up. The girl whirled around, shaking her head at us.

“I am so disappointed in you both,” Lee said and sighed. “You don’t have a single sex toy?”

“Toy?” I frowned. “We’re fifteen, Lee. Do girls our age in America still have toys?”

“No toy,” she said, emphasizing the word. “What do you masturbate with? Just your fingers?”

I truly wanted to melt this time. “Onee-san , we have to tell her to leave. She’s so vulgar.”

“Hush, onee-chan,” she said. “She’s just foreign. Maybe all American teenagers are like her. She wants to be our friends. So what if she’s a little…?”

“Crazy?”

I nodded my head. “Crazy.”

I bit my lip as Lee glanced at us. Then she bounced right up to me. “You don’t want me to be here, do you?”

“O-of course not,” I said, her round, brown eyes boring into mine. I squirmed beneath her gaze, feeling the pressure on me. “Minako is just… just shocked by your words. You are saying such… such… vulgar things.”

“onee-chan,” Kimiko admonished. “I am sorry, Lee-chan, my twin’s just shy. And your… jokes are putting her off-balanced.”

“What jokes?” Lee blinked. “You totally need to have toys to play with. I mean, I love wearing my butt plug. My brother put it up my ass this morning. It makes me feel so wet. I’m practically dripping. See.”

She lifted her skirt again, showing off her pussy and… I didn’t mean to look, but she was so blatant. I saw that her shaved flesh had a… gleam about it. I breathed in and smelled a tangy musk. A similar scent that my own pussy produced when I masturbated.

“Onee-san,” I whined after wrenching my gaze away. “Minako isn’t comfortable at all with this.”

“It’s okay. She’s just… playing with us. She’s enjoying how she’s embarrassing you.”

“It doesn’t embarrass you, onee-san?”

“You’re the dominant twin, right, Kimiko?” Lee said. “You keep telling Minako stuff. She wants me to leave, and you’re overruling her.”

Kimiko swallowed. “Well… She’s just not used to your… uh…”

“Wanton teasing?” Lee asked. “She doesn’t like me flashing my dirty, filthy cunt, does she? Well, I’m just such a slut I can’t help myself. It’s why I need to have my brother dominate me. Now if you want to really control your sister, you need to have a firmer voice. I mean, you’re sounding almost as scared as she is.”

Kimiko swallowed. She did have a pale face.

“Because if you want that then you are doing it all wrong,” Lee continued. “If you really want to take charge and be your twin sister’s mistress, you got to take charge of her.”

“Onee-san,” I whimpered. This girl was so crazy. Take charge?

“Listen, this is how you dominate someone.” Lee grabbed my sister and hauled her to her chair before her desk. Kimiko gasped as Lee shoved her down. The gaijin girl fell to her knees, her skirt flaring up and flashing that rump. She seized my sister’s calf, lifted her leg, and ripped off her sock, exposing her delicate toes. “Now you, Minako, get your butt down here.”

I swallowed, her tone so commanding. It snapped through the air. I quivered and… found myself kneeling before my sister beside her. Lee gave me a toothy grin, nodding her head in complete delight. Then she seized my black hair and yanked my head down to my sister’s foot.

“Kimiko, order Minako to lick your toe,” Lee said. “If you want to be the dominant sister, you have to really seize control. Make her worship your foot with her mouth. Really give her a command!”

“I…” Kimiko shivered. “Lee-chan, this is… Why are you doing this?”

“Because it will be hot.” Lee leaned down and licked my sister’s big toe. Her pink tongue swirled around it, bathing it in saliva. My sister gasped. Her eyes widened, showing off almost all of her whites. Her nipples suddenly tented her blouse. A wicked shudder ran through her body.

I gasped at the reaction flicking across my twin sister’s face. She whimpered, her chair creaking. A strange heat formed in the depths of my cunt, something similar to what I felt when masturbating but… but deeper in me. It flowed down through my pussy, a wet passion that had my entire body tingling.

“See,” Lee said. “Now order your sister to do it, Kimiko. Dominate her!”

“I… I…” Kimiko looked at me then looked away, her cheeks so dark. She squeezed her thighs shut, her jeans rasping together. I shuddered, pressing my own thighs together, my pussy aching in my panties. I rubbed my hands on my white leggings, my palms so sweaty.

What was going on here?

“Okay, okay, you’re not ready to make your sister lick your toes. Yet.” Lee grinned. “Let me give you some inspiration.” She flung herself at our futon, landing on it with the grace of a gymnast, her skirt bouncing about her hips. She spun around, fell to her knees, and then pulled her phone out of her skirt pocket. “Come on, both of you, get your butts over here. You have to see how my big brother treats me.”

Kimiko swallowed then she stood up and headed to our futon. She sat down beside Lee, her legs folded up beneath her.

“Onee-san?” I asked. “Why are you doing this? Do you want Minako to…?” No, no, she couldn’t want me to lick her toes or anything. This was so insane. “Minako doesn’t like this. Lee is making Minako nervous.”

“We can’t be rude, onee-chan. Now come over here and see her movie.”

I swallowed and… found myself obeying. I’d always listened to my older sister. It was proper thing for a younger sister to do. Maybe that was why our personalities had diverged. I let her take the lead in everything when we were so young and now it had become a habit for us both. I slunk to the bed and sat down beside Lee, my legs stretched out before me. My toes curled in my leggings, flexing and straightening.

Lee hit play on the video, holding her phone sideways so we could watch.

“Bend over and touch your toes, slave,” a deep voice growled, clearly the person holding the phone.

“Yes, Master,” a girl said. Lee. She was wearing a different skirt, this one red and clinging tight to her rump. She spread her legs apart, then bent over to touch her toes. The skirt rode up her thighs and then clung to her rear for a moment.

Then, like a rubber band stretched and released, the skirt popped over her rear and exposed her rump. She didn’t wear a butt plug today, her brown sphincter appearing between her cheeks. Her pussy was equally shaved, already getting juicy. Clear beads of liquid formed on her plump vulva and her pink labia. One rivulet ran down her thighs.

She wiggled her hips.

“Damn, Clint,” a guy said. “How do you get her to do that?”

“She’s a slut that needs a strong hand to control her.”

The real Lee shivered between us. “And my big brother is so strong. See. That’s our school’s bathroom. The boy’s restroom. He’s going to fuck me while all his friends watch, showing them that I’m his pregnant slut. It’s our newest game we play.”

I couldn’t look away from the screen. I gasped as I heard a belt rustle. Her brother, this Clint, fumbled at something and… His cock appeared, beige-pink and thrusting out of his open fly at the bottom of the screen. A wave of heat washed through me as I stared at my first cock. My eyes widened at how huge it looked.

My pussy clenched. That heat awakened inside of me swelled. My pussy seemed to pulse with an aching need. I whimpered, squirming beside Lee as her brother just brought his cock right to her pussy and rammed into her.

“Damn!” a different guy groaned. “I wish I had a girl who would just do that.”

“You have to be strong!” the Lee in the video grunted as her brother pounded her. Her butt-cheeks rippled as he buried his dick over and over into her cunt. “Oh, yes, Master, yes, fuck me! Use me!”

“See,” the real Lee said, watching her past self getting fucked. “My big brother knows how to dominate a little sister. Did you see how effortlessly he got me to bend over. He conditioned me to obey him. He broke me in and made me his whore.”

I licked my lips, enraptured by the sight of Clint’s dick plunging over and over into her cunt. His shaft emerged gleaming from her snatch before he rammed it back into her depths. My hands squeezed at my legging-clad thighs. My pussy boiled hotter and hotter. The room smoldered around me. My heart drummed beneath my breasts, my nipples so hard.

On the other side of Lee, Kimiko licked her lips. She shifted, her nipples so hard. She wiggled back and forth as she watched the naughty, incestuous video of an older brother fucking his little sister while the guys cheered.

They celebrated and applauded this debauchery. How could this be happening? What strange land had we moved to? I whimpered, licking my lips, my blood burning through my veins. I wanted to masturbate so badly. I wanted to rub my fingers against my pussy. I gripped my thighs to stop my hands from climbing any closer to my sex.

“Oh, my god, Master,” moaned Lee on the phone, her voice shriller than in real life. “May I cum? I want to cum on your cock!”

“No!” Clint groaned. “You’re going to just take it! You’re just a hole for me to use. A cunt for me to dump my cum into.”

“Oh, yes, I was so bad this day,” the real Lee moaned. “I didn’t do one of my chores, so he punished me by not letting me have an orgasm. That’s how much he controls me. I wanted to cum so badly. You know, because it’s incredibly shameful getting fucked that hard while all those guys are watching. And that’s so hot.”

“Fuck the slut!” a guy cheered from off-screen.

“Nail that little whore.”

“Fuck her hard!”

“Dump your cum in her!”

“I’ll pay you a $100 to fuck her!”

“She’s all mine, Pete!” Clint grunted, hammering her so hard.

“Oh, god, I wanted to cum so badly,” the real Lee breathed. “I was just quivering on the edge of my orgasm, fighting it off. But he gave me an order. And I had to obey him. I had to deny myself the orgasm I wanted. I don’t own my pleasure. My big brother does.” She glanced at Kimiko. “You could have that same thing with Minako. You can truly dominate your little sister. You just have to let me help you.”

“Dominate Minako?” I whimpered, shaking my head. My blood boiled. “Minako’s sister wouldn’t do that.”

Lee gave a naughty giggle. “Look at your twin. See that lust in her face. She’s dying for it.”

“No, no, that’s just the video,” I said. “She would never do that to Minako.”

Lee shot me a wild grin. Then she dropped her phone onto the futon and pounced at my sister. Kimiko gasped in shock as Lee pushed her down on the bed. My sister squirmed as Lee attacked her jeans. I trembled, frozen in shock as a fastener popped and a zipper rasped. Then the gaijin girl with skill that shocked me, hauled my sister’s jeans down her thighs.

“You can’t do that,” I finally managed to say.

“Quiet!” Lee hissed with such authority in her voice.

My mouth snapped shut. I trembled, my entire body burning with rapture. Emotions buffeted me as I watched Lee strip my sister naked. She ripped off Kimiko’s blouse next, exposing my twin’s small breasts topped by dusky-brown nipples. They puckered as hard as my own. My tits felt swollen in my tight bra. My pussy clenched, the heat melting through my panties and leggings.

Lee cupped my sister’s breasts, giving them both a squeeze before she shot her hands down and seized my twin’s panties. Kimiko didn’t fight. She just laid there, her cheeks burning, whimpering as Lee dragged off her underwear. The gaijin flung the panties to the side. They landed in a disorderly pile on the floor.

“Ooh, look at how wet she is, Minako,” Lee said, rubbing her fingers up my twin’s pale-olive thighs. “Look at that soaked bush.”

I leaned closer and gasped. My sister did have a soaked bush. Juices beaded on her silky, black hairs. Then Lee reached into the thick strands and found my sister’s pussy. She parted slick folds, revealing glistening, pink depths.

“Look at her, Minako,” Lee groaned, her voice thick with passion. “Look at how juicy your sister is. Your twin wants to dominant you so badly.”

“No, no, it’s the video,” I whined. “Right, onee-san? It’s the video that has made you so… so… aroused.”

“Nope.” Lee shot me a grin. “She wants you to get in there and eat her pussy.”

I stared at my sister. Why wasn’t she saying anything? Why wasn’t she denying Lee’s vulgar words. “Onee-san? Please, please you’re scaring Minako. Tell her she is crazy. Tell her to leave, onee-san.”

Kimiko wouldn’t look at me. She just quivered there, breathing heavily as Lee’s fingers kept playing with her pussy, stroking up and down her pussy lips. My stomach churned as the heat from my pussy swept up through me. Why couldn’t I look away? Why did these strange flutters ripple out of my snatch as I stared at my own sister?

“Now give her the command, Kimiko!” snapped Lee. “Stop being afraid of what you want. Dominate your twin sister. Make her eat that cunt!” Then Lee leaned down and licked at my sister’s pussy. Kimiko gasped and whimpered. “Imagine this is Minako’s tongue.”

Lee licked again. I swallowed, watching her pink tongue slide through my sister’s black bush, caressing her virgin flesh. Kimiko whimpered and moaned, her small breasts jiggling. Her hands clenched into fists as pleasure rippled across her round face. She licked her delicate lips, her eyes finding mine.

They smoldered.

“Onee-chan…” she said, her voice hoarse.

“Yes, yes, order her,” Lee groaned. She took another lick. “You want her to do this.”

“Please, onee-san,” I whined, my voice tight, my body shuddering. But what was I begging my sister for? For her to tell Lee no or…? Or for her to give me the command?

“Onee-chan…” She squeezed her eyes shut. “Onee-chan, lick my pussy!”

I gasped. A ripple of heat shot through me. I didn’t know what to do. I sat their rigid staring her in the eyes. She gave me a command. Such a blatant, strong command. But it was so wrong. She was my twin sister. We shared a womb together. We came from the same flesh. The same mother. I couldn’t do this. She couldn’t want this.

And…

I leaned forward, licking my lips.

“Do it, onee-chan!” my sister whimpered. “Lick my pussy! Please, please, do it! I’m so wet and hot.”

“I know that word,” Lee said. “Omanko! Pussy! Eat your sister’s pussy!” Then she grabbed my silky hair and hauled my head down. “Your sister gave you an order, slut. Now eat her pussy!”

I gasped as Lee forced my face into my twin’s thick bush. I felt the wet silk of her hair and then… Then my lips found her hot, dripping pussy. I smelled her tangy musk. I breathed it in as the flavor pervaded my lips and filled my mouth.

“Eat me, onee-chan!”

“Yes, onee-sama!” I howled, changing the honorific in which I addressed my twin sister from -san to -sama… It meant lady or… Mistress…

Sister-Mistress…

My tongue lapped through her hot folds. I shuddered as I dragged across her virgin flesh, brushing her hymen at the entrance of her pussy. Her tangy flavor filled my mouth, melting on my tongue. Then I flicked her hard nub, her clit. She bucked, her tits jiggling above me.

She cried out in bliss. Such a sweet, radiant sound. I made my sister feel pleasure. I gave her what she needed. She had a horny pussy that I was… I was satiating it. I licked her again and again, her pubic hair tickling my cheeks and nose as my tongue lapped over and over up and down her pussy.

“Mmm, just like that,” Lee moaned. “Ooh, twincest! This is so hot!”

She slid down the bed as I ignored her. I focused on licking my twin sister’s pussy. I devoured my onee-sama’s cunt. I shuddered, reveling in the incestuous delight surging through my body. My panties soaked up my juices as I wiggled my hips, bent over in the air.

Then I gasped as Lee grabbed my rump through my skirt. She squeezed and kneaded me as I feasted on my sister’s snatch. I wanted to object, to tell her to stop, but I had to eat my twin’s pussy. I had to keep licking and lapping and caressing her with my tongue.

She tasted so good. Felt so good. So hot. So sticky. So wet. So tangy. So silky.

“Just keep licking your twin’s cunt while I play with your own pussy, Minako,” Lee said. “Mmm, I bet you taste delicious. The moment I laid eyes on you two, I knew I had to enjoy your twats.”

“You are such a dirty girl, Lee-chan,” Kimiko groaned.

“Says the slut making her twin sister eat out her pussy,” Lee answered then laughed. “Lee-chan… I like that. It’s the cute honorific, right. Because I’m just so adorable.”

“Yes!” my twin moaned while her hips hump, grinding her silky bush against my face as my tongue lapped at her folds. “Oh, yes, onee-chan, that feels so good.”

“Yes, yes, use words on her,” Lee moaned. “Call her filthy things. Like slut and whore. Call her your little slave. Your sister-slut. That’ll really make her wet. Submissives love being useful. Compliment her licking, call her your naughty slut, and she’ll love you.”

I blushed at those words, amazed to feel such shame even now. I shivered, realizing that though I was eating my twin sister’s cunt, Lee could still make me blush. I just stared up my sister’s body as I lapped at her tangy, virgin pussy, running my tongue up and down her folds, drinking her cream.

“Y-you’re my slut, onee-chan,” moaned Kimiko. “You’re my little pussy-licking whore. Oh, yes, yes, yes. You’re so wicked, onee-chan. So wanton. Ooh, you’re making my pussy feel so good with that tongue. You’re giving me pleasure.”

I shuddered. Lee was right. Those words did make me feel so wonderful. I was my twin sister’s pussy licking slut. I was her whore. I lapped faster and faster at her pussy. My tongue flew over her sex, making her quiver and gasp in delight. The sounds echoed through the room. I loved it. I drank them in, my own cunt getting so wet.

And then Lee flipped up my skirt and ripped down my leggings and panties in a single go. She let out a mischievous moan before she pressed her face into my pussy. I gasped at the feel of a girl’s mouth nuzzling at my pussy.

Then her tongue licked me.

“Onee-sama, she’s eating Minako’s pussy, too!” I moaned.

“Because Lee-chan is a slut like you!” my sister moaned in English. “Oh, yes, yes, eat my naughty sister’s pussy, Lee-chan. Make her feel good, too. She’s making me feel such goodness.”

“Oh, it’s my pleasure. I love eating virgin cunt!” She quivered. “My big brother is going to love me so hard for this!”

I gasped as Lee’s tongue pressed against my hymen then fluttered down to bat my clit. I squirmed and wiggled, smearing my cunt across her face as her tongue danced across my folds. I tried to copy what her dexterous tongue did to my cunt. How she teased and pleased me. She made me moan and gasp, the pleasure spilling around me.

I channeled all my passion into my sister’s pussy. I darted my tongue up and down it, licking up her incestuous cream. She groaned, squirming on the futon. Her hands seized her small breasts. She squeezed them and kneaded them. Her fingers found her nipples, pinching them and rolling them between her fingers.

My own nubs throbbed in my bra.

I whimpered, licking my tongue up to my sister’s clit. I fluttered against it, bating it over and over with my tongue. My sister bucked. She whimpered and moaned, her pleasure exploding from her voice. Her fingers pulled on her nipples, stretching out her small tits.

She liked having her clit licked.

And so did I. Lee’s mouth felt amazing on mine. Her tongue swirled around it. I copied her, loving my sister’s bud the same way Lee loved mine. I whimpered and moaned, wiggling my hips as her tongue sent sparks bursting inside of my virgin cunt.

“Onee-chan!” my sister groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, you’re going to make me cum. You’re going to make me cum so hard!”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Let Minako give you such pleasure, onee-sama!”

“Onee-sama! I love that. You’re my slut! You’re my slave. My onee-chan is my slave!” She squeezed her nipples hard, pulling on them.

And then she erupted.

Her tangy juices flooded my mouth. I moaned, lapping them up, my body wiggling. Lee’s lips sucked on my clit, sending such rapture through me as my sister thrashed on our futon. My twin howled in rapture, bucking and spasming, her breasts jiggling.

It was so amazing. Never in our fifteen years of life had I ever witnessed my twin sister’s climax. I knew she’d had them while masturbating. But to witness it… Awe shuddered though me, my entire body squirming, my own orgasm building and building in me.

“Yes, yes, yes, you are so amazing, slut! My slave! You’re my slave, onee-chan! Oh, wow, keep doing that, onee-chan. Keep licking my pussy. It feels amazing!”

I did. I couldn’t stop myself. I kept giving her bliss. She kept moaning and gasping. She kept bucking and smearing her thick, silky bush against my pussy lips. Her tangy juices dripped down my chin as I loved her.

And Lee loved me. Her tongue fluttered against my clit as her fingers seized my rump again. I copied her, thrusting my hands beneath my sister’s ass and cupping her butt-cheeks. I squeezed them as she thrashed, kneading them like Lee groped mine.

My eyes widened when Lee thrust fingers into my butt-crack. Her lips sucked hard on my clit as her exploring digits found my puckered asshole. She stroked it, sending such a wicked thrill through my body. I trembled, my heart pounding in my chest as she penetrated my bowels. Her finger wiggled deep into me, stirring such velvety delight that melted down to my virgin pussy.

“Onee-chan!” my sister howled as I copied Lee. My twin’s asshole squeezed down hard about my digits. “That’s such a filthy thing to do. You are such a slut, onee-chan!”

“Minako is your slut, onee-sama!” I howled, my orgasm swelling through me as Lee pumped her finger in and out of my asshole. She wiggled it through me. “Minako loves licking your pussy and fingering your asshole!”

“You’re going to make me cum again!” Her bowels clenched down so hard on my probing finger. “Onee-chan!”

A fresh flood of incestuous cream filled my mouth. I drank it down. Her juices warmed my belly. The heat swelled down to my cunt bathed by sparks from my clit. Lee’s tongue flicked and fluttered about it. Her finger pumped so fast in and out of my asshole.

My orgasm rippled through my body.

I moaned into my twin sister’s pussy as the rapture fluttered through my flesh. I groaned, drinking in the excitement of submitting to my sister. Of licking her pussy. I sucked hard on her clit and jammed my finger deep into her spasming bowels. The pleasure washed through my mind.

Ecstasy bathed me. Stars danced across my vision as I drifted through euphoria. It was so much better than masturbation. I whimpered as I sucked on her clit, nursing on it as Lee stimulated such bliss through my body.

“Oh, yes onee-chan!” my sister whimpered. “Oh, what a wondrous treat. Oh, wow. Oh, you are amazing! My slut! Onee-chan is my slut!”

“Yes!” I moaned, staring up at her as my orgasm peaked through her.

“Kiss her!” Lee moaned. “Oh, you two are so cute together.

I threw myself up my sister’s body. I settled on my twin and experienced my first ever kiss. I pressed my pussy-coated lips to hers. She hugged me tight, my nipples throbbing in my bra as we shared this deep, incestuous bond. We were one flesh once. We split apart in our mother’s womb and, for this brief moment, we were united in rapturous delight.

A tingle raced through my virgin pussy.

“Ooh, Clint is going to love popping both your cherries!” Lee moaned. “Ooh, my big brother is going to love me. Twins! Japanese twins! Oh, my god, yes!”

My eyes snapped open. I gasped, “What?”

Lee smacked my naked rump and gave a wicked giggle. I squirmed, remembering the image of Clint’s cock ramming into her pussy. A hot shiver ran through my body while my sister whimpered beneath me.

To be continued…
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My rump stung from Lee’s slap. I shivered, unable to believe this had just happened. My body buzzed from the orgasm the naughty, American teenager had given me while my twin sister, Kimiko, whimpered and shivered before me, my face pressed into her silky bush, her tangy, incestuous juices smeared across my lips and cheeks.

I had just eaten my twin sister’s pussy and… enjoyed it. She’d ordered me to eat her pussy, and… I’d done it.

I’d always followed Kimiko’s lead. My identical twin sister was older than me by ten minutes. It felt right all my life to listen to her. To do what she suggested. I just… I just never knew she wanted me to eat her pussy. That she had such incestuous, lesbian desires lurking in her.

Or that I could pleasure her with my mouth.

“Oh, onee-chan,” whimpered Kimiko, calling me “sister” in our native Japanese. We referred to each other that way. I used to call her onee-san, a polite way to address my sister, showing her respect. But now… now I was calling her onee-sama. Sister-Mistress. “Oh, you made me cum so hard. That was wonderful. Thank you.”

“Arigato!” Lee giggled. “I know that Japanese word, too. Mmm, yes, but Minako, you should be thanking your twin sister for letting you eat her pussy. For letting you pleasure her.”

My cheeks warmed then I gasped as Lee smacked my rump again. “Minako is thankful for being allowed to eat your pussy, onee-sama.”

I couldn’t believe I just said that. What was wrong with me? But… seeing the effect my words had on Kimiko made me shudder. Her face glowed. My cheeks burned. My pussy itched. Saying those words made me feel so wicked. Such a naughty… slut. A naughty slut-sister who worshiped her twin’s pussy.

Yummy pussy.

“That’s it,” Lee said. “That’s how I speak to my big brother.” Lee paused. “Well, no, I use pronouns to refer to myself.”

“Minako isn’t comfortable using ‘I,’” I said. I never had. Even though I was fourteen, I still talked in this childish manner. “Pronouns are different in Japanese than English.”

“Kimiko uses I,” Lee pointed out.

“She just talks that way because she wants a big brother to dominate her,” Kimiko said. “It’s a way to sound cute and girlish. Especially for a little sister.” Kimiko stretched, her small breasts, identical to my own, jiggled. I found myself staring at her dusky-olive nipples wondering what it would be like to suck on them.

I blinked and then started to say, “Minako—”

A loud knock rapped our doors. My stomach clenched. Our mother was the only other person that lived in the house. “Girls,” she said in Japanese, “would you like some snacks and drinks for you and your guest?”

“Yes, okaasan,” Kimiko shouted. “Just give us a minute, we are trying on clothes with Lee-chan. Let us get dressed.”

“Okay. That sounds fun.”

My heart screamed in my chest as our mother retreated. I looked up at Kimiko, her delicate, olive cheeks darkened by a blush, her lips pursed. Then she glanced at our discarded clothing. Sometimes, twins didn’t need to say a word to communicate.

Lee chortled as the pair of us darted for our clothing from our futon. I grabbed my panties, my silky, black hair dancing about my shoulder. I jabbed my slender thighs through the leg holes and slid them up my body. Dread built in my guts; this icy ball that swelled like a glacier in an ice age, swallowing more and more of the world as it crept through me. I breathed in, the air smelling of hot pussy.

“Ooh, you two look so panicked,” Lee said, sitting on our bed naked, her short, black hair framing a mischievous face. She rubbed at her stomach. It had slight swell to it that I hadn’t noticed. It looked out of place since she had such a sleek, athletic body.

And then I remembered her calling herself a “pregnant slut.” Was that the start of a her pregnancy swell? Had her big brother, Clint, bred her? A wave of heat washed through me as I pulled up my leggings while my sister worked up the tight jeans she liked to wear.

“You need to get dressed, Lee-chan,” I gasped, snagging my dress.

“Right, right,” Lee said, rolling her eyes. “I’m used to going naked in our house. That’s how Clint likes all his women.”

“All?” Kimiko asked.

“Yep. My mom, his mom, all our sisters, Pam’s mom, even those lesbians who live with us go around naked,” Lee said, she grabbed her belly shirt, pulling it over her round breasts, her nipples prominent against the material.

“This girl is crazy,” I muttered to my sister in Japanese.

She nodded her head, a big smile on her face.

Lee pulled up a short skirt. She didn’t have panties. She flashed her shaved snatch at me as she worked up her skirt while lying on our futon. As she humped her hips up into the air, the jeweled end of her butt plug flashed between her pale asscheeks.

Our mother knocked at the door. “Are you girls done playing dress-up?”

“Yes, okaasan,” Kimiko said as she smoothed her blouse.

I shivered and breathed through my nose and… It smelled like pussy in here. I licked my lips, feeling how sticky they were. I looked around as the door opened. I grabbed the edge of the blanket and rubbed at my mouth, trying to clean off my twin sister’s cunt juices from my face.

“Hello,” our mother said in her accented English. She held a tray with three glasses full of milk tea with a plate of cookies spread out on it. “How wonderful to see that my daughters have made friends.”

“Hi,” Lee said, hopping to her feet, her skirt swirling around her legs. “I’m Lee! I live down the street with my family.”

“Oh, that’s so nice. I am so glad that you’re welcoming my daughters.”

“Thank you for the snacks, okaasan,” I said, moving before her and holding out my hands, my stomach tensing. Would mother recognize the odor permeating the room.

My mother handed over the tray, her round face furrowing, her delicate lips pursing. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled. “What is that… that smell, girls?”

I fought the little whimper, my throat so tight. I held the tray, the glasses rattling. Mother would be horrified to discover that we had lesbian sex. That we had committed incest.

“Oh, just some perfume that I was showing them,” Lee said, bounding up to me. She snagged a cookie off the tray. “Ooh, that looks good. Thank you, ma’am.”

“Oh, okay, it’s… fragrant.” Mother gave Lee a smile. “And aren’t you a polite one?”

“My brother told me to always be polite, ma’am.” Lee popped the cookie into her mouth, beaming with such innocence, her face still glistening with my own pussy juices.

My cheeks burned. I wanted to melt away from the shame and embarrassment. Everything had gone topsy-turvy so fast. I couldn’t believe my twin sister had followed Lee’s commands and dominated me into lesbian incest.

“What a smart brother you have.” Our mother smiled at Lee. “Well, girls, enjoy.” Then she backed out, giving a polite bow as she closed the door.

“Damn, your mom is a MILF!” Lee said. She shivered, pinching her nipples through her top. “Where’s your father?”

“He’s dead,” I said, looking down.

“Ooh, so she’s lonely. Awesome!” Lee pulled on her nipples through her blouse, shuddering. “My brother is going to love me so much. Japanese twins and a MILF!”

My cheeks burned. This girl was so vulgar. So nasty. Why were we doing this? Why had my twin sister and I followed her orders? I just stood there, holding the tray, not sure what to do. Lee snagged one of the milk teas and gulped it down with gusto.

“Ooh, this is good,” she said and grabbed another cookie. She shoved it into her mouth and said, “I just love these cookies.”

“Would your brother… want to fuck us?” Kimiko asked, her voice tight.

“Onee-sama,” I said, gasping. “What are you asking?”

“Oh, yes, he’s got such a thing for Japanese girls. Just like our dead dad. Got that yellow fever.” Lee winked at us before downing the rest of her drink. She let out a loud, satisfied “aaahhh,” and nodded her head. “So, wanna be fucked by him?”

“What?” I gasped.

Kimiko nodded her head.

The room spurn around me as my sister glanced at me, this look in her eyes speaking volumes. My heart fluttered. I shook my head at her, not violently, but a subtle shifting back and forth. This day was insane. Why did we have to move onto this street?

Why did my virgin pussy just get so hot?

“Okay,” Lee said, setting her glass on the tray. “Let’s go!”

“Go?” I gasped. “Now?”

“Yep!” The American girl gave me that naughty grin. “Let’s go, slut. You know you want my brother’s dick slamming into your virgin pussy. I know how wet it made you watching my video.”

My hands gripped the tray. “Minako doesn’t want to do this.”

“Minako will do this,” Kimiko said, giving me a hard look. “We’re going with Lee, onee-chan.”

I opened my mouth to object only to say, “Yes, onee-sama.”

Submitting to her will sent a hot shiver through my body. I trembled, the glasses rattling on the tray more. I sat it down on my desk, which sat next to hers. I grabbed my milk tea and gulped it down, my throat working as I downed the creamy, cool drink. I shivered when I finished.

I was going to lose my virginity today…

My panties soaked my juices.

Lee grabbed the rest of the cookies, popping them into her mouth as she marched ahead of us through the house. Our mother was unpacking the living room, we had just moved in today after living the last three weeks in a hotel room. Our mother’s employer had transferred her to California where they had a subsidiary because of her English skills.

“Going out, girls?” she asked in Japanese.

“Yes, okaasan,” Kimiko said, not sounding at all like we were doing anything naughty. “Lee wants to introduce us to her family.”

Mom gave us a smile as she ripped the packing tape on the cardboard box. “Have fun.”

“We will, okaasan,” my twin said, giving me a naughty look that sent such a wicked shiver racing through my body ending at my pussy. I felt like my sister had become a stranger to me. I was utterly flabbergasted by her.

Though it was early November, it was pleasant out, the climate in California nicer than our home in Japan this time of year. Lee wore something more fit for summer than late fall. She moved ahead of us, her skirt flaring as she skipped and hopped. She seemed to be bursting with energy, like she had too much in her that just had to escape her.

Her house was just a few up the quiet street from ours. A young man stood in the yard holding the rake she’d been using when we met her. He was tall, maybe eighteen, with dark hair. He wore a tight t-shirt that showed off a strong physique that had my heart beating faster and faster. His eyes shot to us, dark and intense.

“Slut,” he said, and I recognized the voice from Lee’s video. My cheeks burned even brighter realizing this was the owner of that cock I’d watched fucking Lee so hard in her school’s bathroom.

While their classmates watched.

“Master,” Lee said, her voice sounding sweet and submissive.

“You’ve been naughty,” he said, holding up the rake. “What did I tell you to do?”

“Rake the front yards, Master, while wearing a butt plug,” she said, her head bowed. “But I had—”

“Did I tell you you could fuck off and do whatever you want?” he demanded, his voice strong, touched by anger, his eyes intense.

I wanted to grovel at his feet and ask his forgiveness.

“I was seducing twin Japanese girls for you, Master,” Lee said, pointing at us. “Look, look. They’re virgins.”

Clint’s eyes flicked over us. “And? You had a chore to complete. You didn’t.”

“I’m so sorry, Master,” Lee said, falling to her knees before him. Her skirt rode up, exposing her naked rump.

I trembled and grabbed Kimiko’s hand as Clint kept staring at us. My sister squeezed back, trembling beside me. All that confidence and dominance Lee showed her seemed to have evaporated from her. Beneath Clint’s gaze, my twin and I felt… equal.

“Strip, slut,” Clint growled, not even looking at his younger sister as he kept staring at me and my twin.

I don’t know why it shocked me that Lee immediately hopped to her feet and ripped off her blouse right there in the front yard where anyone could see her. Her round breasts bounced free, her nipples so hard and pink. Then she wiggled out of her skirt, pointing her naked rump and pussy right at the street as she slid the skirt down her waist.

“They are all crazy, onee-sama,” I whispered. “Let’s go. Minako will… Minako will lick your pussy. If you want.” The words made my cheeks burn and my pussy clench. I… meant them. I… I liked licking her pussy.

“Hush,” she admonished. “Lee-chan invited us over to her house. We’re not going to be rude.”

“Sorry, onee-sama.”

Clint grinned at us as his little sister—his pregnant little sister—held her clothes before him, her cheeks red, pussy juices running down her thighs. She was so turned on being naked in front of the street. He pinched her nipple, twisting it, making her whimper.

“I’m Clint,” he said. “Lee decided to be a disobedient slut to meet you.”

“Sorry,” my sister said, bowing.

I bowed with her.

“I’m Kimiko and this is my twin sister, Minako.”

“Good day to you… Clint-san,” I said, my cheeks on fire as his eyes raked across my body.

“Well, you should witness her punishment since she decided seducing you two was more important than obeying my orders.” He pinched Lee’s nipple.

She gasped in pain, quivering, a look of ecstasy flashing across her features. It hurt her and yet… She looked like she loved it. My own nipples throbbed. Strange flutters rippled out of my pussy.

“Come along,” Clint ordered. It came so natural from his lips, so full of confidence. He didn’t have any doubts that we’d disobey him. He just assumed we would follow his command, that it was the only way for the world to make any sense that we would submit to his will. He was so strong, so hunky; if we had a big brother like him…

Clint strolled to the front door of the reddish-brown house, leading his sister by the nipple, stretching out her nipple. She hurried after him, her butt plug flashing between her naked butt-cheeks. I felt like a leash bound me to Clint, pulling my twin and me after him across the leaf-strewn lawn.

Dried leaves crunched beneath our shoes as we approached the front door. I swallowed, wondering what would happen inside? Would we really lose our virginities today? Kimiko wanted this, but did I? I always thought I’d lose my virginity to a cute, older boy who’d love me and take care of me, so strong and gentle and protective…

“Minako is scared,” I whispered.

“So am I, onee-chan.” My twin sister squeezed my hand. “But I’m also so excited. Is your slutty cunt wet, onee-chan.”

I swallowed. “Yes, onee-sama.”

“Good. Mine, too. I’m scared, but… I want this. I want you to share this with me. I’ve wanted this so badly.”

Clint led us into the house. The faint smell of lemon polish filled the air, the house clean, the hardwood floors polished. He led us towards stairs that led down into a basement, the walls plain cinder blocks, not painted. I shivered as he led us down into the cooler space, my skin pimpling with goose bumps. My small breasts, not constrained by a bra, jiggled, rubbing my hard nipples against my blouse. Tingles shot down to my snatch.

What would happen down here?

The stairs ended at a strange room, the floor covered in a thick carpet that felt soft beneath my bare feet. Strange implements abounded, chairs and stocks and other structures that held chains and manacles. Other restrains hung from the ceiling from heavy duty iron rings sunk into the joists of the floor above. Shelves covered in all manner of floggers and paddles and flails and whips covered one wall, opposite it were shelves with dildos and other toys that had such strange shapes, bumpy or bulging or round in spots.

“This is our family’s play room,” Clint said. “I just finished it. Been working on it all year between school, work, and keeping my women satiated.” He twisted Lee’s nipple, making her whimper. “Lee loves this room.”

“I do,” Lee groaned as he led her to an X-shaped structure with manacles hanging from all four ends.

“This is called a St. Andrew’s Cross,” Clint said as he pushed Lee against it. She parted her legs and raised her arms spread-eagle, her wrists and ankles within binding grasp of the cross’s restraints. “A naked sister looks so beautiful bound to it.”

I just trembled watching as he grabbed the black, leather cuffs and bound her wrist, pulling them tight. Lee trembled, looking so small and vulnerable beneath the powerful man. He was young, only a few years older than us, but he felt so mature. So strong.

A big brother.

He bent down, his hands roaming across her body. He paused to kiss the soft swell of her belly, a fatherly gesture. A wave of heat washed out of me. He’d bred his little sister. His cock had fucked her, filled her with his incestuous seed, and planted a baby in her belly.

I squeezed my twin’s hands. “Onee-sama…”

“I know,” she whispered. “We are going to be bred by a big brother.”

I glanced at my sister as Clint finished binding Lee. I felt like I never knew Kimiko. I thought we were so close, but we’d never once talked about our masturbatory fantasies. Though we shared a room, a futon, all our lives, we’d never pleasured ourselves before the other. Did she think about having a big brother, too?

But she also thought about me licking her pussy? I never thought that? What other differences did we have?

Clint stood up and marched to the shelf. He grabbed a thick, pink dildo that appeared to be made of a shiny metal. He marched back to his sister and jammed it into her pregnant cunt. She moaned, the chains clinking. Clint twisted the base and it hummed to life.

A vibrator.

It churned away in Lee’s cunt, only the black base sticking out of her cunt. Her juices flowed down her as my pussy clenched. What must that feel like to have that inside of me, humming away. Lee quivered and moaned, her face twisting in pleasure.

“No cumming, slut,” Clint growled. “A filthy, disobedient brat doesn’t deserve any orgasms, does she?”

“No, Master,” she groaned, her body trembling. She bit her lip, her breasts jiggling as she trembled. “I was a disobedient brat. But I did it for your pleasure, Master.”

“I know,” he said, squeezing her breast.

“Minako thinks that’s so cruel, onee-sama” I whispered. “Lee brought us here to please him, and he’s punishing her.”

“She deserves it if she disobeyed her big brother, onee-chan,” my sister hissed back. “Be quiet. And stop speaking Japanese. You are being rude to our host. Apologize to him, onee-chan.”

My cheeks burned. I looked at Clint and then bowed. “Minako is very sorry for speaking in Japanese around you, Clint-san.”

“Minako, huh?” Clint asked, grinning at me. He advanced on us, a hungry beast staring at a pair of trembling gazelles.

“I am Kimiko,” my twin said bowing with me. “I’m ashamed that my sister was so rude to you.”

Clint’s eyes flicked back and forth. “So, you’re virgin twins?”

“We are,” Kimiko said. “We were not fortunate to have a big brother like Lee had you.”

Clint let out a growling sound. Then I noticed his jeans. He had a large bulge. My heart fluttered. That cock I saw fucking Lee on her video was in there. That big, thick, fleshy shaft that wanted to… wanted to fuck us.

“Strip,” he said, words blunt and strong. The authority brimmed in him, in the way he stood watching us, his eyes possessive, dominating.

“You heard him, onee-chan,” Kimiko said, pulling off her top and exposing her small breasts, her dusky-olive nipples hard, thrusting from her small areolas. “Now!”

“Yes, onee-sama,” I gasped, grabbing the hem of my dress. I squeezed my eyes shut as I pulled it up and over my waist, showing off my panties. The superstition that a girl who let a boy see her panties would never find a husband shot through me.

I was showing off far, far more than my panties.

My little breasts came into view. I could feel his eyes on them. I dropped my dress, my hands going to my tits, my hard nipples poking into my palms. I shuddered there, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. I heard my sister taking off her jeans, the rustle of denim beside her.

“Panties are clothing, too, onee-chan,” my sister said, her voice soft. “And stop hiding your tits from Clint-san’s gaze. He wishes to see our naked bodies.”

I let out a whimper, obeying my twin sister. My hands slid down from my breasts, sweaty palms rubbing on my smooth belly to my panties. I still kept my eyes closed, but I could see Clint in my mind, grinning like a wolf. He would feast on us both. I just knew it.

A dizzy exhilaration washed out of my pussy as I hooked the waistband of my panties. I pushed them of my hips and rump, exposing my thick, black bush. The tangy scent of my pussy, smelling with the same delicious delight as my twin’s, filled my nose as I bent down, firm tits jiggling. I stepped out of my panties, my breathing quickened.

I sucked in quick, short breasts, trembling there, forcing my hands to be at my side, just feeling Clint staring at me, hungering for me. I wanted to whimper. I sensed Clint advancing on us, his steps heavy, his gaze rippling up and down our bodies. I whimpered, the strangled sound rising out of my throat.

“What a delicious treat you brought me, slut,” Clint said.

“I knew you’d love them, Master,” Lee moaned, her voice tight. “It’s worth being punished to make you happy, Master.”

She meant those words. I could feel the sincerity of them. She truly loved her brother and just wanted to make him happy. She knew when she abandoned the rake that it would end with her being punished. She accepted that to make her big brother happy.

She loved him so much.

My eyes opened.

I gasped. Clint stood right before us, his shirt off. He had a body tanned by the sun, his body muscular. Not from someone who went to a gym, but from someone who played sports and did work around the house. He had such a power about him. He was so tall, the gaijin towering over my twin sister and I.

I trembled as his hands worked at his belt. The buckle clinked and the leather rasped. He drew it through his loops, a whisking sound tightening my stomach. He dropped it then unsnapped his jeans. My eyes locked on his bulge.

I was about to see my first live cock.

My sister took my hands. I felt her nervousness. She was so strong and yet… she was like me. She wanted a big brother and yet was frightened by what would happen. I squeezed her hand, wanting to reassure her, wanting her to be comfortable.

I wanted to make her happy. Like Lee did for her brother.

Clint had thick, muscular thighs, coated in strong hair. I quivered, his cock tenting the front of his boxers. Only a thin layer of clothing separated me from witnessing a dick in real life. My breathing quickened. Waves of darkness washed across my vision. My heart fluttered as he stepped out of his jeans.

“Oh, Minako, is about to pop a gasket,” Lee moaned from the cross. “Ooh, she wants to see your cock so bad, Master.”

“They both do,” Clint said. “A pair of cute gazelles eager to be feasted upon, aren’t you?”

I whimpered.

“We are,” twin sister said. “This is what I’ve wanted. You’re real. Just like I heard about, Clint-san.”

Clint froze as he straightened. He studied her. “You… heard about me?”

I stared at my sister. “Minako doesn’t understand how you could have heard about him. We just moved here. How could you have heard of him before, onee-sama?”

“Ooh, a plot twist,” Lee groaned, squirming on the cross. “Are you famous, Master?”

“There are… chatrooms,” Minako said. “On the dark web. Places that… little sisters can go and talk about fucking their big brothers.”

My jaw dropped as I stared at Kimiko. “Y-you expected this to happen? That we would… With Clint…?”

“I so wanted to have my own big brother,” Kimiko said. “Our own big brother, onee-chan. I told the girls in the chatroom and one befriended me. YunieSis. She was real popular in the group. She wasn’t a little sister, but a big sister. But she let her younger brother, Clint-san, dominate her. She told us about his little sisters that he enjoyed. How he took them in hand. I… I believed that she was telling the truth. That she really was in an incestuous family.”

“But… but…” I shook my head. “You suggested to Mom that she take a look at this house. You were pushing her toward it. I just thought you like the neighborhood.”

“When I told YunieSis we were moving to the states, to here, she was so shocked. It was such a coincidence we were moving to her city. Then she suggested the house for sale on their street. And…” Kimiko shuddered, her face contorting in rapture. “I just had to make sure we lived here. I had to meet Clint-san. I hoped when we went out to the convenience store earlier that we’d come across him. And then we met Lee and…

“And that’s why you ignored Minako and kept letting Lee push us into doing naughty things?”

“All the naughty things I wanted you to do me.” Kimiko turned and took my other hand. She moved closer, our breasts and nipples on the verge of kissing. Her dark eyes stared into mine. “All the things I wanted to do to you.”

Before I could say anything, her lips found mine. I shuddered at the hot, gentle feel of her mouth moving on mine. Our breasts touched, nipples caressing. I found myself melting into her kiss, moving my lips, moaning into her mouth as such a heat fluttered through me.

My Sister-Mistress kissed me.

Her tongue wiggled into my mouth, caressing mine. I shuddered and shivered, our bodies pressing tighter and tighter. Her skin felt so hot and silky on mine. It made me squirm and groan. My hips wiggled from side to side, our flesh caressing each other, thighs rubbing together.

“Damn,” Lee groaned. “Oh, damn, this is so awesome! I can’t believe it! YunieSis! And she didn’t say a word.”

“No, she didn’t,” Clint said, amusement in his tone.

“Oh, my god, I want to cum so hard, Master! Look at them! Twins! Japanese twins kissing right there. You have to be about to cream your boxers.”

“Yeah,” Clint growled and then shoved his boxers down.

Out of the corner of my eye, I witnessed his cock pop out on his underwear. I just moaned into my sister’s lips as his shaft bounced at the periphery of my vision. My sister broke the kiss, her eyes staring down hot at it. I followed her gaze and—

My pussy clenched.

“Oh, my, that’s so huge!” I gasped in Japanese without thought. “Onee-sama, that can’t fit in me.”

“English, onee-chan,” she hissed. “And it can. Pussies stretch.”

“Yes, they do!” gasped Lee. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, you can take his dick. If Alicia can, anyone can.”

“I’ll get you ready,” Clint said, his hands cupping my cheek and my sister’s. I shuddered at the feel of his calloused hands. “Now lie down atop each other. I’ll eat you both. I’ll make you cum. I’ll make losing your virginities a memory you treasure for the rest of your life.”

I believed him.

“Yes, Clint-san,” my twin and I moaned together.

Kimiko pulled me down to the carpet as she lowered herself. She stretched out on her back, dragging me on top of her. My heart raced as I settled my weight on her body, our flesh pressed tight like when we kissed. I stared into her dark, almond-shaped eyes, her thighs parting. Our silky bushes pressed together. I squirmed and—

“Onee-sama!” I gasped as our clits brushed each other, sparks flaring inside of me.

“Onee-chan,” she purred, staring up at me with hot eyes, her fingers stroking up and down my spine. “Are you ready?”

“Minako is ready,” I said, shocked by my confidence. I… wanted this. Clint wasn’t our real big brother… but he was as close as we would get.

“Enjoy, Master!” Lee moaned. “And Kimiko and Minako, you twin-sluts are in for a treat! Clint’s the best guy at eating pussy!”

“Not the best?” he asked as he knelt between our thighs.

“Well, can anyone beat Stefani? She just devours cunt!”

Who was Ste—

Clint grabbed my rump, driving that question out of my mind as he squeezed me with those strong hands. A guy touched my butt. Groped my naked butt. And he stared at my pussy as it rubbed against my twin sister’s. Heat surged out of my pussy, my juices leaking out of my snatch.

“What a beautiful sight,” Clint growled.

I felt his breath wash across my pussy. A hot stimulation that sent delight running through me and made me whimper. I groaned, wiggling my hips, working my clit harder against my twin sister’s. More incestuous sparks shot through me. Our nipples touched. My sister exhaled, her breath kissing my lips.

So I kissed her back. For real.

I moaned into her mouth as Clint’s lips nuzzled into my bush. His tongue lapped at my pussy. So bold and strong, thicker than Lee’s. Then Kimiko gasped beneath me as he moved lower. His tongue fluttered against both our clits, striking them, making me twitch and moan.

My tongue dueled with my sister’s as Clint’s tongue bathed our pussies. He dragged it up from her virgin pussy to mine, parting my folds and brushing my hymen. He pressed on my virginity, stretching my cherry, making my snatch clench.

“What a delicious treat you brought me, slut,” Clint groaned between licks.

“I knew you’d love them, Master!” Lee moaned, her voice so throaty. Her chains rattled as she thrashed. “Oh, god, I want to cum, Master!”

Clint ignored her throaty please for satisfaction as he licked and fluttered at our pussies, making me squirm and grind on Kimiko’s body. Her flesh felt so warm beneath mine. I felt her heart beating beneath her firm breasts. Her fingers played with my spine, sliding her digits up and down it. My eyes squeezed shut. The heat billowed out of me.

I groaned into our kiss. We devoured each other’s lips as we squirmed together. Our clits kept meeting, our hard nubs sliding past each other, sending sparks shooting through my cunt. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. My sister… Clint… They both swelled my growing passion.

“Onee-sama!” I gasped. “Clint-san is making Minako feel so good. And so is your pussy, onee-sama.”

“Good,” moaned Kimiko while Clint squeezed my ass again, his tongue fluttering against both our clits. “I want you to cum on his mouth. I want us both to explode and bathe him in our juices.”

“Yes!” I whimpered, trembling atop her, grinding my clit harder into hers.

She writhed beneath me, her face scrunching up. Her nose brushed mine as she trembled. Her fingernails scratched at my back as she groaned. I whimpered, humping back into her as Clint’s tongue dragged up and down our pussies, brushing my virgin folds.

I wanted him in me. I wanted him to take my cherry. My snatch clenched as the heat swelled through me. I drank in all the sensations washing through my body. My sister’s flesh beneath mine, our clit’s touching, Clint’s tongue, her fingers caressing my back.

“Minako is going to cum,” I moaned. “Oh, onee-sama, Minako is going to cum so hard.”

“Me, too!” she groaned, shuddering beneath me. “Let’s bathe his face in our juices.”

“God, yes,” Clint growled, clenching his fingers hard into my butt-cheeks. “Bathe my faces, twin-sluts.”

“Yes, yes, cream my Master’s faces with your juices!” Lee screamed, her chains clattering. “Do it!”

Her enthusiasm, and Clint’s tongue brushing my clit as he licked up from Kimiko’s snatch, set me off. My eyes squeezed shut as the explosion burst in the depths of my cunt. A shock wave of rapture shuddered through me.

“Iku!” I screamed out in Japanese.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, onee-chan!” Kimiko gasped, bucking beneath me.

I saw it in her face. My twin and I came together. I kissed her so hard as the shock wave of ecstasy slammed into my brain over and over. I trembled on her, Clint groaning, lapping up the incestuous flood of cum as I kissed my sister so hard, squirming on her body.

Then his mouth lifted from our bodies. I shivered and shuddered, grinding my clit into my sister’s, keeping my orgasm alive. My body drank it in, my mind melting beneath the delight of sharing this wonderful moment with her.

She gasped, breaking the kiss. Her eyes widened.

“What is it, onee-chan?” I asked.

“His cock is pressing at the entrance to my pussy.”

I stared into my twin’s face, that mirrored expression. I watched her forehead furrow. She groaned and trembled beneath me. Then she gasped. Her eyes bulged. Her body bucked hard beneath me, rubbing her clit against mine. A look of awe crossed her face as I felt Clint’s belly smack into my rump.

“He’s in you?” I asked.

“Yes!” she squeaked. “He’s in me, onee-chan!”

I shuddered as I shared my twin losing her virginity. Clint groaned, almost a growl, as he fucked in and out of her cunt. She shivered beneath me, squirming and humping against his thrust. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, his stomach rubbed against my twat every time he buried into my twin.

Then he pulled away. Kimiko gasped in disappointment, her face twisting in anguish. The next moment something thick and hard and hot pressed through my bush and found my hymen. I whimpered.

“It’ll be okay, onee-chan,” Kimiko said, her hands sliding down to grab my ass, squeezing my rump hard. “You’ll love it.”

“You will, Minako!” Lee moaned.

“Yes!” Clint growled and thrust.

Kimiko stared up at me as my face twisted. My hymen stretched and stretched, resisting Clint’s cock. A whimper of pain twanged through my pussy. I groaned louder and louder. He couldn’t fit in me. He was too big. There was—

My cherry popped.

My eyes bulged.

Clint’s cock slammed into my virgin cunt. He probed so deep into me. I moaned as a wave of pleasure, more intense than any I had ever felt, washed through me. My snatch clenched down on his dick filling me up. He stretched my twat. I felt stuffed to my limits.

“Minako has a penis in her!” I shouted in such a tight, girlish voice. “In her pussy, onee-sama.”

“Yes, you do,” she purred. “Mmm, Clint-san, fuck my sister. Make her feel so good on that dick.”

“She’s going to explode,” Clint growled. “You both are.”

Then he fucked me.

I gasped and shuddered, rocking atop my sister as Clint pumped his dick in and out of my cunt. My flesh clenched on him, increasing the friction. It felt incredible. So wonderful. My body squirmed and writhed, stirring my snatch around his thrusting shaft. I never wanted it to end. I wanted him to keep fucking me. To keep making me feel—

His cock ripped out of my cunt.

Kimiko moaned in delight as Clint’s stomach smacked into my pussy. He fucked my twin sister hard. She shuddered beneath me, squirming and groaning. Her moans echoed through the dungeon basement, her nipples kissing mine, her clit grinding on my hard bud. Delight rippled through me as I watched her pleasure.

“He’s fucking you so hard, onee-sama,” I moaned. “Isn’t he?”

“Yes, onee-chan and—” Her eyes widened. “Oh, no!”

Clint slammed into my cunt. I whimpered in delight. “He’s fucking Minako now! He’s fucking Minako’s naughty pussy, onee-sama!”

“He is! Ooh, yes, yes, you love it, slut! You’re my sister-slut, aren’t you?”

“Minako is, onee-sama. And Clint-san’s slut, too.”

“My twin-whores!” grunted Clint, his balls smacking into my clit grinding on my sister’s bud.

“Fuck them, Master! Fuck your twin-whores! Cum in their pussies! Breed them!”

My eyes widened. My cunt clenched down on Clint’s dick.

He ripped it out of my snatch and rammed it into my twin sister’s. Her face contorted in bliss. I couldn’t resist kissing her. Hard. I shuddered, feeling his cock stretching out her pubic mound beneath me. I pressed harder against her. It was so naughty.

Then he was back in me. He fucked me so hard, pumping away. But only a few short strokes before he returned to my twin sister’s. Her fingers dug into my butt-cheeks as Clint hammered her cunt. Our tongues danced around each other.

Then Clint was back in me, pounding me so hard. He thrust his dick over and over into me. My eyes squeezed shut, the pleasure rippling through me. Every time he fucked me, he built my orgasm. My unprotected, fertile pussy grew hotter and hotter.

I… I wanted him to breed me. I didn’t have a big brother to do it, but I had Clint-san.

I had the same desires lurking inside of me that Kimiko did. She just was more proactive about them. More outgoing. She guided us to this moment, manipulating our mother so we could be fucked by this dominating man.

Our surrogate big brother.

My pussy clenched down hard on his dick when he slammed into my cunt for the dozenth or twentieth time. I lost track. I just whimpered and moaned into my twin sister’s mouth, our tongues dueling each other as we shuddered in shared passion.

“Cum in their pussies, Master!” Lee howled. “Do it! Cum in their snatches! They’re such naughty sluts! They need to be bred by you!”

Kimiko broke our kiss. “Yes, Clint-san, breed my twin sister. Breed me! Pump your cum into us!”

Clint groaned and switched back to my sister’s cunt. “I’ll plant a pair of babies in you both.”

“Yes!” Kimiko howled and then she came. She bucked beneath me.

Clint grunted, thrusting harder into her pussy. I stared into my sister’s brown eyes, watching the passion bursting through her. She whimpered, something melting inside of her. I craved it. I ground my clit into hers, keeping my passion alive as I waited for Clint’s cock to fuck me.

He ripped out of my sister, grunting. Something hot spurted against my bush before his cock slammed into me and…

His seed pumped into me. He groaned, his cum firing over and over into my snatch. He’d cum in my sister first then finished off in me. My pussy exploded with the delight of his hot jizz filling me up to the brim.

“Iku!” I howled.

“Yes, yes, he’s breeding us, onee-chan!”

“Minako is being bred!”

My body bucked hard. Stars burst before me. Intense waves of darkness fuzzed across my vision. I howled and gasped, grinding my clit into my sister’s. I stared into her eyes as the rapture melted my mind. Clint grunted and groaned as his cock fired a final time into me.

I kissed Kimiko hard. She held me tight, our bodies rubbing together. We both had Clint’s cum in us. He might have bred us for real. A hot shudder ran through me. I gasped and moaned, my pleasure peaking in me.

Then it died into buzzing bliss.

Kimiko nuzzled her nose against me. “That was everything I dreamed of, onee-chan.”

“You were never in my fantasies, onee-sama, but I’m glad you were here for real.”

“Sister-slut,” she purred and gave me another kiss.

“They have a widowed MILF for a mother, too!” Lee said. “Ooh, I can’t wait to see her down here, Master.”

My eyes bulged. “What? Our mother?”

“Yes!” my sister moaned, trembling beneath me.

Before I could recover from that shock, a new, throaty voice purred, “Well, well, well What’s going on here?”

My entire world reeled. My sister wanted to have sex with our mother, too, and someone had just caught us being bred? What had happened to my life?

To be continued…
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I trembled atop my twin sister, Kimiko, my body buzzing from my orgasm, Clint’s cum leaking out of my pussy and coating my bush. I stared at the new person who entered Clint’s basement, my stomach roiling at being caught having sex. Incestuous sex. How had my life gotten to this point?

My twin sister, Kimiko, desired it.

It was all so overwhelming. My entire world was turned upside down by the revelation that my twin sister, older than me by ten minutes, wanted to have sex with me. She yearned for us to be lovers and for us to find an older boy to be our “big brother” and take our virginity. To breed us together. We weren’t on birth control. Clint didn’t wear a condom.

Cum dribbled out of my pussy.

“YunieSis?” Kimiko asked the figure standing in the doorway.

“SexyTwincest?” the new figure asked, an older girl with brassy hair. She was naked, her breasts large and soft swaying before her as she entered the basement. Her eyes flashed around, not bothered at all by Lee tied up to the St. Andrew’s cross or finding a pair of twins having sex with her brother. She had a shaved pussy with a unicorn tattooed on her pubic mound. “I was about to go to your house and meet you. But I see you found your own way here.”

“I did,” Kimiko said. She squirmed beneath me.

“You’ve been holding out on me, Zoey,” Clint said.

Zoey shrugged. “It was going to be a surprise for you, but I see Lee interfered. I was wondering why the yard wasn’t raked.”

“They were twins!” Lee said, the black-haired girl, maybe a year older than my twin and me, fifteen versus our fourteen. “Japanese Twins! I knew Clint would love it. It’s worth it getting tied up to give our brother this gift.”

Zoey rolled her eyes as Kimiko pushed on me. I rolled off of her onto my back, my hands covering my small breasts. This was all so much. Another person, another sister, who practiced incest with the hunky and dashing brother. He stood over us, too, his body muscular and strong, his cock half-hard and soaked in the virgin pussy juices of my sister and me.

Kimiko popped up to her feet and then gave Zoey a quick bow and then a hug. “It is so nice to meet you, Zoey-chan.”

“I still can’t believe you moved down the street from us,” Zoey said, hugging the girl back. “And you’re even cuter than your picture. And so’s your twin.”

“Well, we are identical twins,” Kimiko said. She glanced down at me. “Onee-chan, don’t be rude. Stand up and greet Zoey.”

I swallowed but obeyed Kimiko. I was used to following her lead, my nature more submissive than hers despite us being twins. I stood up, my small breasts jiggling, more cum and pussy juices leaking down my thighs.

“Minako is so sorry for being rude, Zoey-san,” I said, bowing to her. “It is so good to meet you.”

“She refers to herself in the third person,” Lee said. “It’s cute, right? I don’t know why, but it makes my pussy so wet.”

“It is cute,” Clint said, his hand resting on my ass with such a bold and comfortable gesture. I shivered as he gave me a squeeze. I felt like his property, a little sister owned by him. My pussy clenched, remembering his dick entering me.

“Well, Clint, I’m borrowing your little toy here,” Zoey said. “We have some girl-talk. Besides, you’re not the only one that inherited dad’s Asian fever.” Zoey gave my sister a quick kiss then she pulled my sister to the stairs and they vanished up it, their footsteps growing softer and softer.

I swallowed, alone with Clint and Lee, his hand on my ass. I swallowed, staring down at my hands clutched before my belly. Naked, dripping with cum, discovering my sexuality. I had eaten out my sister’s pussy already. I lost my virginity with her, feeling her tremble beneath me as Clint entered her for the first time.

Clint lifted my face with his hand. He stared down at me, his fingers stroked my cheek. I trembled, his eyes claiming me. My heart beat faster and faster. This was all so insane. I licked my lips, swallowed as his eyes claimed me.

“You are just beautiful,” Clint said, his voice deep and strong, so confident. He believed it.

“She is, Master,” Lee said, something quivering in her tone.

His finger stroked along my cheek to lips. I shivered as he pressed his finger into my mouth. My lips sealed around it. He pumped it in and out of my mouth, making me feel even naughtier, my pussy itching.

“You’ve never done anything with a boy, have you?” he asked.

I just whimpered. He smiled, understanding me.

“Just a virgin in every way. You’ve lost your cherry without even sucking a dick. That’s a shame since you have the perfect lips for it.”

I shivered. A blowjob…? I had friends in Japan who’d given them, kneeling before their boyfriends, bobbing their mouths on their dicks. I felt something wet poking my stomach. The tip of his cock rubbing against my belly. He was hard again. And he wanted… he wanted me to suck on it. His dick.

It was like he put the idea into my mind, because I started sucking on his finger. That only made him smile, making me feel so naughty. Then he pulled his digit out of my mouth. His smile grew so hungry, his eyes so demanding.

I swallowed, feeling Lee watching, too. There was an expectant energy in the air, surrounding me, pressing down on my shoulders. My knees buckled. I sank down before him, watching his muscular torso slide past me.

His cock throbbed right before my face, soaked in our virgin juices. My twin sister and I adorned his cock. I could smell the tangy aroma, that same flavor I reveled in while eating Kimiko’s pussy out before we came over to Clint’s house.

My tongue flicked out, brushing the tip. Clint shuddered, his hand grabbing my silky, black hair. My lips nuzzled into the tip. I was doing this. I was sucking his cock. I tasted the pussy juices, mine and my twin’s. It was so naughty. It made me feel so wanton. I was a little sister sucking her big brother’s dick clean.

I swallowed his cock.

“That’s it,” Lee said as she watched, her restraints jangling. “Just love his cock. Move that tongue and suck. Like it’s the best lollipop in the entire world.”

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked. Hard. I put my might into it. Clint groaned, his hand tightening on my hair, twisting it in his hands. I shivered, my pussy clenching, a wave of heat washing through me as I pleasured him.

“Yes, yes, that’s it,” Lee moaned. “Please my big brother. Ooh, yes, yes, just bob up and down on him now. Move your head. Fuck his cock with your mouth.”

My hands gripped Clint’s thighs, squeezing them as I bobbed my mouth. I moved it, sucking the entire time. My lips sealed tight, tasting more and more of the tangy pussy juices. Kimiko’s cream. My cream. I whimpered, my tongue caressing around his shaft.

Clint moaned. His chest rose and fell, so strong and muscular. I bobbed my mouth, saliva running down my chin. There was something that made me feel so… used. I was pleasing him, my new big brother. I was using my mouth to give him pleasure. And that made me feel so wanton. So slutty.

I just met him.

I just had sex with him.

I sucked so hard. This salty flavor filled my mouth, growing stronger as the tangy flavor of pussy dwindled. I made such wanton sounds. Moaning and slurping. My fingers dug into his hard thighs, feeling his strength.

“That’s it, slut,” Clint said, the demeaning word only making me feel hotter. I liked being his slut. And Kimiko’s slut. “I’m going to give you all the creamy cum you crave.”

“You’re going to love it, Minako!” Lee groaned. “Ooh, I love slurping down my brother’s cum. I could just be attached to his cock twenty-four/seven.”

Clint smiled.

I sucked, eager to taste it. My mouth bobbed faster and faster. More drool leaked out of my mouth like the pussy juices and cum leaked out of my pussy. I moaned, enjoying myself as I serviced him. I gave my new big brother pleasure. Such a strong big brother.

Kimiko was right about me. I wanted to have a big brother to love. I wished Kimiko was with me, sucking on his dick with me, sharing this moment like we shared losing our virginities. But… I also was doing something she hadn’t.

I was more experienced than her.

I shoved my right hand between my thighs. I felt the sticky cum matting my thick, silky bush. I found the wet folds of my deflowered pussy. It felt different, open, my labia parted, not as tight as usual. I shivered, my fingers touching my clit then my pussy lips. I gasped as I found my opening, no hymen covering it.

I entered myself.

I moaned around Clint’s dick as my two fingers sank into my depths. There was a sore ache deep in me from being stretched out by the dick I sucked. It felt so good to soothe it with my fingers. I pumped them in and out of myself. My cream dribbled out, my cum-stained pubic hair tickling my palm. I bobbed my mouth faster, loving his dick.

Loving my pussy.

“Ooh, this is so hot to watch, Master,” Lee moaned, her voice so tight. She struggled in the corner of my eyes, her thighs soaked by her cream. “Give her all that yummy cum.”

I wanted that. I wanted that so badly. I sucked and bobbed my mouth. I probed my digits so deep into my pussy then pumped them in and out of me. I fingered my cunt like Clint fucked it. I shuddered, pleasure spilling through me. My heart thudded in my chest. My blood boiled.

Clint groaned, staring down at me with those dark, possessive eyes. I stared up at him as the pleasure grew and grew in his face. He groaned. I could feel it quivering through him. His pleasure building in him.

“You want it,” Clint groaned. “Just aching for it, slut. Mmm, I love Japanese girls. You are so cute sucking on my dick.”

My pussy clenched on my fingers, more pleasure washing through me.

“Fuck,” Clint groaned. “You’re just too damned cute.”

Hot, salty cream fired into my mouth. I gasped at the squirt splashing the back of my throat. I shivered, realizing his cum filled my mouth. It was just a delicious flavor. I swallowed it, shuddering as it flowed down my throat, a little sister pleasing her new big brother.

My fingers jammed deep into my cunt. My palm massaged my clit. Delight exploded inside of me.

I gulped down Clint’s jizz, swallowing that salty treat as my orgasm spasmed through my cunt. My juices flowed out of me, drenching my hand as I drank down more and more of his cream. My rapture washed through me, drowning my mind. Sparks danced across my vision.

“Just like that,” Clint groaned, staring into my eyes as he fired the last blast of cum into my mouth. “Mmm, yes, Minako, just like that. That’s how a little sister pleases her big brother.”

“It is,” Lee moaned, such envy in her tone. I could feel her quivering with jealousy.

I felt so confident. So wonderful. I pulled my mouth off Clint’s dick, my pleasure peaking through me. “Minako enjoyed swallowing your seed, onii-sama.”

“Onii-sama…” Clint said, saying the Japanese word.

“That means big brother, Master,” Lee said.

Clint shook his head. “Yeah, I know that, slave.”

Clint let go of my hair and marched over to Lee. An excited quiver ran through Lee as he approached, her round breasts jiggling, her pale flesh coated in a sheen of sweat. He grabbed her nipple, pinching her nipple hard.

“You want to have a nice cum, don’t you, slave?” Clint said, twisting her nub.

She whimpered and quivered, pain thick in her throat, and yet the look in her face… Ecstasy. It made my stomach twist. My pussy clenched about my fingers still buried in my twat. It was a look of a girl utterly submitting to her big brother and loving it.

“I do, Master,” whimpered Lee. “It was so hot watching you enjoy the twins. Japanese twins, Master.”

He twisted her nipple more, her breast stretching. Then he released her. “You have a front lawn to rake.”

“Y-yes, Master.” Her entire body was flushed, quivering, needing to cum. And denied it. And yet… she had a smile on her face.

I pulled my fingers from my pussy and didn’t know what to do with myself as Clint freed his little sister. He gave her ass a smack and sent her scurrying from the room. Lee flashed me a big grin before darting upstairs naked, her tits bouncing and jiggling.

Clint knelt before me, staring into my eyes. “I would love to play more with you, Minako, but I have work to do. But I’m sure we’ll play again.”

“Minako would like that,” I said.

He kissed me on the forehead just the way I always imagined a big brother would. My eyes closed. I shuddered. And then he stood up and strode past me. I swallowed, sitting in his family’s dungeon with no idea what to do next.

Should I get dressed? Should I go looking for my twin sister? Was she having sex with Zoey right now? Was Zoey our big sister now?

I felt so self-conscious alone in someone else’s house naked. I found my clothing, pulling on my panties and skirt, finding my bra and top. I knelt, shivering as I looked around the dungeon, swallowing as I felt every beat of my heart, heard every creak of the house. My eyes flicked around at the various toys and instruments. Ropes and manacles and handcuffs hung from a wall next to whips and floggers and paddles.

Would Kimiko like to use those on me? Would I like her to use them on me? Poor Lee didn’t get to have any fun, and yet… Yet she had this look of ecstasy on her face. Like being denied her pleasure, being punished, was its own form of fun for her. It didn’t make sense to me, and yet… That smile on her lips, that joy she took watching us having sex…

Tonight, would I make love with Kimiko? We shared a room, a bed. We had slept in the same futon all our lives. In Tokyo, space was a premium. We didn’t have to share a room in our new Californian home, but…

But I wanted to share her bed. I wanted to do naughty things with her. A heat entered my pussy as I pictured Kimiko, her body a mirror to mine, that creamy-olive skin, so different from the pink-beige of Clint and his family. Her delicate face, almond-shaped eyes, black hair. Her breasts small like mine topped by dark-olive nipples, that dusky-brown, not Lee’s pink. And the taste of her… The feel of her pubic hair on my face.

I rubbed at my skirt, pressing the material into my thighs as my pussy grew hotter and hotter. I did want to make love to my sister. I wanted to enjoy her greatly. I couldn’t wait for bedtime. I would make love to her, explore her, love my twin.

The opening of the basement door and the slap of feet heading down it snapped my head up to the door. It didn’t sound like Clint, the footsteps too soft. Was it Lee? Or Zoey? My sister? Or one of Clint’s other sister’s. Would I have to explain why I was in their dungeon?

A fearful whimper burst from my lips as my stomach grew tight. The footsteps reached the bottom and—

Kimiko walked into the dungeon holding a casserole dish, a cloth bag hanging off her naked arm.

I let out a huge sigh and said in Japanese, “Minako is so glad to see you, onee-sama. Did you have a good time with Zoey?”

“Oh, yes, onee-chan,” Kimiko nodded. I used the word for sister with the “-sama” honorific, essentially calling her Sister-Mistress while the honorific “-chan” was often used on girls name or to denote someone cute and friendly. “I heard you blew Clint while I was eating her pussy.”

My cheeks warmed. “Minako… did pleasure Clint. Minako swallowed his cum, onee-sama.”

“That’s my sister-slut,” Kimiko said, a big grin on her face. “Well, we should get going. Clint and Zoey had to go to work. But I met his Mom, and she gave us a casserole for dinner. Isn’t that nice of her?”

I nodded my head as I stood up. My sister thrust the casserole dish out at me. I took it, holding it in my hand, the glass-like container feeling cold against my fingers. I cradled it in both my arms, resting it on my forearms. She dressed quickly then grinned and, her silky-black sweeping behind her, headed up the stairs.

I wondered what she had in the bag. It swung from the crook of her elbow, not empty, but not full, either. But I was never one to ask questions. I just followed her lead. I was sure she’d show me if it was important.

Outside the house, Lee raked the front yard with aggression, dressed once more in her tight skirt and tank top. She grinned at us and mimed performing a blowjob that had my cheeks burning. “Have a good one!”

“You, too, Lee-chan,” my twin said.

“Minako is glad to meet you,” I said. One day, I’d have to break the habit of not using the singular pronoun. But… Clint found it cute.

Lee winked at us then attacked brown and orange leaves.

We walked down the street to our new home. There were other people who lived on the street. Did they know that Clint had an incestuous harem? Did his neighbors gossip about what was happening at the three houses (Clint’s family owned three houses next to each other) occupied by his family? Would they wonder what my sister and I were doing in his house?

What if our mother heard these rumors.

As we reached our front door, my sister said, “Stop right there, onee-chan. I have something for you.”

“Oh?” I asked.

She yanked up my skirt. Right there on the porch. I gasped, gripping the casserole. I threw a look over my shoulder, seeing the street behind me. Then she ripped down my panties. My cheeks went red. My rump was on display.

“Onee-sama?”

The bag rustled and she pulled out a pink, rubber cone narrow with a blunted point. She popped it into her mouth, sucking on it. I shivered, wanting to cover up and… didn’t. My sister wanted me to be exposed and… and… I followed her lead.

The cone popped out of her mouth, glistening with her saliva. She brought it out of sight and—

She pressed it between my butt-cheeks. My eyes widened as she slid it down, searching for my butthole. I whimpered as she found my sphincter. She pressed the cone against it. The wet tip pushed and pushed against my anal ring.

“Onee-sama?” I whined, my voice so tight.

“Relax, onee-chan,” she said, pressing harder. “It’s just a butt plug that Zoey gave me. I want you to wear it for the rest of the day.”

My fingers clenched hard on the casserole dish. It quivered in my grip as my anal ring surrendered to the cone. It pressed into my bowels, cool against my hot flesh. My asshole spread wider and wider, swallowing more and more of it. A strange sensation, verging on pleasurable, rippled out of my bowels and hit my pussy.

I grew so juicy.

Then it popped into me. I gasped, feeling the butt plug stretching out my asshole. I trembled, shaking my hips, feeling it buried in me, nestled between the cheeks of my butt. My bowels clenched down on it. It was this intrusion, making me feel so full, so naughty.

“There you are,” she said. Then she pulled down my skirt and my panties. She didn’t draw them up my thighs, she pulled them off.

I stepped out of them as she knelt behind me. “No more wearing panties. New rule, onee-chan.”

“Yes, onee-sama.”

My sister opened the door and shouted, “Okaasan, we’re home. We met our neighbors.”

Our mother appeared, a kerchief rapped about her black hair, wearing old clothing as she unpacked. A smile appeared across her face, still with youthful beauty lingering in her delicate features. I remembered my sister boasting how she wanted to have sex with our mother and…

And she was beautiful.

“That’s nice,” our mother said. Then she nodded to the dish I held. “What’s that?”

“Dinner,” my sister said. “We met this nice boy named Clint and his sisters, Lee and Zoey. Their mother gave us the casserole. She planned on bringing it by when she saw us moving in, but I offered to bring it.”

“Oh, that’s so nice of her,” Mom said, taking the dish from my hands. “What friendly neighbors.”

My twin flashed me a wicked grin. “They are so friendly, okaasan. They even invited us over for dinner tomorrow night.”

My eyes widened. Dinner… With Clint’s family… With our mom with us? Did that mean…

“That sounds wonderful,” Mom said as she bustled back into the kitchen. “I’ll warm this up. I don’t know about you girls, but I am starving. I was about to order a pizza or something. I bet this is much better.”

I gave my sister a glance, arching my eyebrow. We were twins. We could sometimes communicate without words. She just gave me a big grin and a wink. She and Zoey had cooked up a wicked plan. I could see it.

Our mother… With Clint. With us.

My bowels clenched about my butt plug and without panties, pussy cream dribbled down my thighs. I pictured us with our mother, sucking on her breasts like we had as babies, nuzzling at her pussy, licking out the very hole that birthed us.

“Onee-sama, that will be so naughty. It makes Minako feel so… so…”

“Hot?” my twin asked.

I nodded my head.

Kimiko shook her bag. “Good thing Zoey gave me some more toys for us to play with. I have one in here I can’t wait for us to use.”

Lee was critical of my twin and me for not having any sex toys.

I felt the butt plug in me all throughout dinner, pressing into my bowels every time I shifted as we sat around our table. It was western style with chairs. The hard wood of the seat made me so aware I had a naughty toy in me and wasn’t wearing panties. I was on edge the entire time, staring at Mom, wondering what it would be like to be with her.

This was all happening to fast. I wanted to find a quiet place and just think about things, unravel my feelings. Did I really want to have sex with my mother, or was I just caught up in my sister’s fantasies? Had her lusts imprinted on me, swallowed over mine and consumed me. I licked my lips as I ate the tuna casserole.

“This is quite good,” Mom said, glancing at me. “But you’re hardly touching yours, Minako-chan.”

“Just… been a long day, okaasan,” I answered and took a big bite of it. It was a different style of food than anything we ate in Tokyo, the sauce so creamy and rich.

“Yep, we did a lot of fun things at Clint’s house,” Kimiko said, her tone so bright. “It was an opening experience.”

My pussy clenched.

“Y-yes, it was. Minako had… fun.”

“I can’t wait for dinner tomorrow. It would be nice to make some friends.”

“There’s even a Japanese family on the street, Kimiko added. A mother and her daughter. Clint’s girlfriend. They’ll be there, too.”

I blinked at that. I remembered Lee mentioning that one of her half-sisters was Japanese and her and her mother were… Clint’s lovers. How many did he have in his harem? Were we a part of his harem now? Was he our new big brother?

I wanted to think, but Kimiko had other ideas.

“Let’s watch some TV,” she said, grabbing my hand. “Drink in more American culture.”

“Yes, onee-sama,” I said, not resisting.

She dragged me out to the living room. Mom had it mostly unpacked, our TV setup. Kimiko turned it on and America TV appeared. She flipped to a random channel showing a singing competition right now. Then she pulled me to the couch, covered in a familiar blanket we liked to cover ourselves in on cold nights.

Her bag of toys lay on it. She reached in and pulled out a thick, long, rubbery snake. Well, it wasn’t a snake, but it was flexible like one, made of a pink, gel-like substance, with both ends shaped like… My cheeks grew warm as I realized what it looked like.

“Is that a dildo, onee-sama?”

“Yep. Zoey calls it a double-headed dildo.” She shook it before me, the realistic glans sculpted at both ends dancing in the air. “One end goes in you, one end goes in me. Then we’ll have fun.”

My cheeks were so warm. “That’s very… naughty, onee-sama. But Minako thought we were going to watch TV.”

“We are.” She gave me such a naughty grin. “There’s a reason panties are forbidden in the house.”

My cheeks burned. I bowed my head, my hands rubbing together. Our mother moved around in the kitchen, humming to herself. I swallowed, wanting to shake my head, wanting to tell my sister no. This was too much.

Stomach clenching, I hissed,“What if okaasan walks in? Minako doesn’t want to be caught.”

“She’s busy in the kitchen. You know her, she has to clean everything, and then she’ll go back to unpacking. We can have a nice orgasm right here, right now.”

“B-but… Why not upstairs. Minako would be more comfortable in private. On the futon. The door closed.”

“Exactly, onee-chan,” she said, a big grin on her face. My twin sister shuddered. “It would be more comfortable. And that’s what makes it so hot. I’m dripping. Feel.”

She grabbed my hand and yanked it between her thighs and up beneath her skirt. I gasped, feeling the wet silk of her pubic hair followed by the heat of her pussy. I shivered, my fingers stroking her. My twin sister moved closer, her eyes smoldering.

“Minako feels how wet you are, onee-sama,” I said, my voice so tight. Dishes rattled in the kitchen. The sink whooshed on.

“Mmm, you just make me so wet, onee-chan.” My sister leaned closer. “And this… this will really get us off. We’ll cum so hard.”

Her lips met mine.

I couldn’t help but melt into our incestuous kiss. My head cocked to the side, my eyes closing. Our bodies pressed together, my butthole squeezing down on the cone in me. It made me feel even naughtier as our tongues met, caressed.

Her hands, one still holding the dildo, slipped around my waist. She grabbed my ass with her left hand, the right, balled into a fist around the toy, just massaged my rump, digging into my flesh. I shuddered, my nipples tingled in my blouse.

The sink whooshed off.

My stomach clenched.

What if Mom walked in and caught us kissing? What if she learned her daughters committed incest? That we loved each other. Did such naughty things together. I kissed my sister harder. This strange exhilaration rose inside of me, feeding on the dread growing in me. I trembled and moaned and grabbed my sister’s rump.

I squeezed my twin’s ass, pulling her even tighter against me. I couldn’t help myself. I felt so alive, my senses supercharged. She tasted so sweet, felt so silky on my lips. The warmth of her body bled through our clothing. My nipples throbbed. My pussy itched. My asshole ached around the butt plug. I smelled her musk, a mix of our tangy pussies and that salty aroma of human skin. My ears heard every sound our mother made in the kitchen. She walked around in there, humming. A cabinet opened then closed. A drawer rattled.

And I kept kissing my sister. My eyes stared past her head at the small hallway leading to the kitchen. Light flooded down it. Mom’s shadow crossed it. My stomach twisted into knots. My entire body trembled. I kept kissing my sister, taking the risk of getting caught, our incest exposed to our mother.

How would she react? Would she be angry? Shocked? Disappointed? Turned on…?

Kimiko broke the kiss, a line of saliva connecting our lips for a moment before snapping. She trembled. “Oh, yes, onee-chan, see! It’s so hot!”

“Minako is so scared and horny, onee-sama.”

“Good thing I’m here to enjoy it.” She gave me a wicked grin. “Now stick this is in your pussy, lie down on the couch, and follow my lead, onee-chan. We’re going to have so much fun. You’re going to be my little slut and make me cum so hard, aren’t you?”

“Yes, onee-sama,” I groaned, my voice so throaty. “Minako loves being your slut. Your whore.”

Her eyes fluttered as she squeezed my ass. Then she stepped away from me, breaking our embrace. She shoved the dildo into my hand. I grasped the gel-like rubber. It had a soft yet firm feel to it. I could squeeze it just a little bit before it compressed hard and solid. As I moved, it flopped around before me.

I brought one end beneath my skirt, staring at the hallway. Mom’s shadow flashed again as I lifted the dildo up, the realistic tip rubbing on my inner thigh. I shivered as it came closer and closer to my pussy. It nuzzled into my pubic hair and bumped my clit.

“Yes, yes, do it, slut,” hissed my twin. “Shove that dildo into your cunt.”

“Yes, onee-chan!” I jammed upward.

I gasped.

I rose on my tiptoes, my bowels squeezing down on my butt plug as the thick dildo penetrated my pussy. It had the same girth as Clint’s cock, the rubber stretching my near-virgin hole wider and wider. Ripples of delight washed through my body. I whimpered, sliding it deeper and deeper, the friction washing through my body.

The dishwasher rumbled to life in the kitchen as the dildo bottomed out in me. The other end swayed, thrusting down my thighs, rubbing against my flesh. I felt so full, both of my holes stuffed with sex toys.

What would Clint’s dick feel like in my butthole?

My twin licked her lips, her hands rubbing at her belly through her blouse. She stared at me with such hungry, wanton eyes. I shivered and moved to the couch, my cunt clenching down on the toy to hold it in my pussy.

I sank down on the couch, the toy wiggling even more in me, stirring around in my cunt. I whimpered as the stimulation shivered through me. It made me tremble as I pulled the blanket over me, reclining on the couch.

My twin sister followed. The naughty girl slipped between it, her face looking as mischievous as a nine-tailed fox. I shivered as our legs scissored together as she slid down the couch. Her hand reached between us. She found the dildo, manipulating it.

“Onee-sama!” I gasped as she jammed it deep into my cunt.

“Mmm, yes,” she moaned as she wiggled.

She slid her body closer to mine, the dildo pressed deep into my cunt, the tip pushing on my cervix. I groaned, realizing she worked her pussy down the other end. Our naked thighs rubbed together and then…

And then I felt her silky bush pressing on my vulva. The heat of her snatch bled into mine. Our pussies had swallowed the entire toy. We were both stuffed so full of it. I groaned, my toes curling, my eyes so wide.

“Onee-sama!”

“I know! We’re both so full. Ooh, I’m going to fuck my slutty onee-chan so hard with it.”

“Yes!” I hissed, staring at the hallway. Mom’s shadow moved through the kitchen as my sister’s hips undulated.

My eyes widened. She stirred the dildo around inside of me. It touched my inner folds, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. I groaned, my heart pounding. My hands gripped her leg beneath the blanket as I moved back.

We pumped the dildo in and out of each other. My pussy gripped it, stimulated by it. My movements shifted the butt plug in my rectum, adding a strange spice to the growing brew in my cauldron. It spurred me to move faster and faster. My clit ached, kissed by her silky pubic hair.

The couch creaked as we loved each other. The blanket shifted. A singer crooned on the TV. Mom bustled in the kitchen. I didn’t care. I just focused on working my pussy up and down the dildo, on wiggling my hips, on giving my twin as much pleasure as she game me.

“Onee-sama,” I groaned, the sensations building a heat in the depths of my cauldron. “Minako likes this… A lot. It makes Minako feel so naughty.”

“Uh-huh,” she whimpered. “Ooh, yes, Zoey says this is tribbing. Rubbing our pussies together. Scissoring our legs.”

“Tuleebueengu,” I said, stumbling over the strange English word. “Minako likes it. Minako likes turiibuengu with you.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped, humping harder against me. “Oh, onee-chan, work that dildo into my cunt. Ooh, yes yes, you’re going to make me cum. Mmm, pump those slutty hips and make me cum.”

“Minako will, onee-sama!”

I worked harder, gripping her thigh, the couch creaking louder and louder. My face burned. The excitement built and built in me. I came closer and closer to cumming on this naughty toy while tribbing with my twin sister. This was so naughty.

I was so glad she met Zoey on the internet.

I reached behind me and grasped the end of the butt plug buried in me. I pushed on it, jamming it into my rectum as I drove my cunt down the dildo. I groaned, drinking in the sensation. It was so incredible. It made me feel wonderful. My entire body shuddered, my asshole clenching down on the toy, my pussy drinking in the feel of the fake cock sliding into me and the kiss of my twin sister’s pussy.

She pressed our pussies tight together, jamming the dildo so deep into me, making me quiver, on the verge of cumming. I just needed a little more stimulation. I pulled on the butt plug and pressed it deep into my asshole, that burning, tingling delight racing to my cunt and my growing—

The kitchen light turned off.

Mom entered the living room.

I let out a startled gasp, my pussy and asshole clenching down on the invading toys. I quivered, impaled on a dildo I shared with my sister, our cunts kissing, my clit throbbing, drinking in the silky caress of her pubic hair.

“Now don’t you two look cozy?” Mom said, a steaming cup of tea held in her hand. “Getting into the show? It sounds like one of those singing competitions.”

I nodded my head, trying not to whimper as my pussy gripped that dildo in me. My sister shifted her hips, moving the toy around inside of me. A wild wave of heat washed through me, amplified by our mother standing over us.

“Why are you two lying down like that? Minako, your feet are practically in your sister’s face.”

“We’re just being silly, okaasan,” Kimiko moaned, her hips moving, rubbing her pussy against mine, stirring the fake dick around inside of my snatch like a spoon in a cauldron of hot stew. I shuddered, fighting a moan. “Doing a little… wrestling.”

“Aren’t you girls a little old to be wrestling?” she asked with a shake of her head as she headed to her chair.

“Nope!” my twin declared, moving her hips faster. “It’s just so much fun, right, onee-chan?”

“Y-yes, onee-sama,” I groaned, moving my hips back. Then I let out a whimper.

Mom sipped her tea. It was so… so arousing. She was right there and had no idea that my twin and I were sharing a dildo. That we had this wonderful toy buried into our twats. As we “wrestled” we pumped it in and out of each other’s snatches. It made me whimper and groan. My eyes rolled back in my head, my hips rotating, enjoying the feel of the dildo swirling around in my cunt, filling me up, making me tremble.

We were having sex right underneath our mother’s nose. She had no idea her twin daughters committed incest right next to her. She just sipped her tea as Kimiko and I worked our hips, pumping that amazing toy in and out of us.

I fought my moan, keeping my pleasure bottled up as it built and built in the depths of my cunt. My hand pushed on the butt plug’s end buried in me, jamming it in deep and then pulling on it, fucking it in and out of me.

Kimiko’s eyes twinkled, her face flushed. “I’m going to win, onee-chan.”

“Hush,” Mom said. “She’s got such a beautiful voice.”

I whimpered as Kimiko thrust her hips hard at me, our pussies rubbing together, my clit throbbing. The dildo nudged against my cervix, filling me up. Pleasure rippled through me, swelling my orgasm. I couldn’t stop making such wicked sounds.

“She does,” my sister moaned, staring at me with those hot eyes. “I can’t wait for her climax.”

“You mean her finale?” Mom asked.

“Yes, okaasan,” Kimiko groaned, the couch creaking as we tribbed each other with all our passion.

I sucked in such deep breaths, my orgasm swelling. It threatened to consume me, to drown me in such rapture. My eyes squeezed shut. I hugged her leg to my breasts, working my hips with as much effort as I could, stirring it around in my sister’s snatch while she worked it in and out of mine. My asshole clenched on the butt plug.

My clit drank in the feel of her pubic hair.

“Onee-sama,” I whimpered.

“Are you about to surrender?” She writhed against me, caressing my clit with her silky pubic hair, the sensation transforming into rapture in the depths of my dildo-stuffed cunt.

“Uh-huh. Minako is about to surrender. Minako can’t take much more.”

“Hush, girls, she’s nearing the finale.”

“She is,” grinned Kimiko and twerked her hips.

Our clits brushed for a moment, my pussy fully impaled on the dildo. Pleasure exploded in the depths of my cunt. My snatch writhed about the dildo. My hot juices flooded out. A tangy aroma filled my nose as I gushed.

“Minako surrenders!” I gasped as the ecstasy soared through me.

I was cumming beneath my mother’s nose. Kimiko, grinning, joined me. I felt the heat of her juices splashing on my thighs and pussy. She shuddered, the dildo shifting around in my pussy, adding more and more stimulation to the rapture beneath me.

Mom just kept watching the TV, listening to the woman sing with all her passion while rapture devoured my mind. Stars blazed before my eyes. Reds and blues and greens twinkled before me. Darkness sloshed across my vision as my pussy kept spasming about the dildo, my asshole writhing about my butt plug.

“Onee-sama,” I whimpered.

“Onee-chan!”

We both bucked and then collapsed as my orgasm peaked in me. I blinked my eyes, staring up at the ceiling, my face flushed. My body trembled. I couldn’t believe how exciting it was having incestuous sex with my twin next to our Mom.

“I won, okaasan,” Kimiko said, sounding so proud.

“That’s nice,” Mom said, shaking her head. “Now the show’s on. I hope you two are done fooling around.”

“For now.” Kimiko giggled.

“Minako likes losing,” I said. “Minako can’t wait to play again.”

Mom let out a heavy sigh as the judges began scoring the singer. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, a dildo buried in my twat, my pussy rubbing against my twin’s hot cunt. I hugged her leg to my tits, wishing I was completely naked, and savoring the illicit pleasure I just shared with my sister.

What would happen at dinner tomorrow? I had no idea, but I was so eager to find out.

To be continued…
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“Come on, onee-chan,” a voice called as I walked with my friend through the streets of Tokyo. “Get up.”

The laughter around me abruptly ended as my eyes opened. The dream faded away. I wasn’t in Tokyo but staring at my naked twin sister kneeling over me on our futon. I blinked, sleep falling away from me. My eyes felt so heavy. I let out a mewling sound, wanting to go back to sleep. I wiggled my hips. There was something in my butt. Thick. A cone.

“Onee-sama?” I muttered, confused by why she was naked. Why I was naked. “What?”

“Okaasan just got out of the shower,” she said. “Come on.”

Why did it matter that our mother got out of the shower. What was in my…?

A butt plug.

Yesterday flooded back to me. Lee seducing us into lesbian incest… Losing my virginity to Clint… Our naughty double-headed dildo play on the couch beneath our mother’s nose… Then Kimiko and I retired to our bedroom and did more naughty acts until I passed out in a sticky haze of pussy juices pressed against my twin.

We just had such a wild time. It was crazy. How did we get into this situation? Clint and his family.

My sister’s desire to have an older brother to have sex with had led her to meeting Clint’s older sister Zoey on the internet. This older girl put all these ideas into my fourteen-year-old twin sister’s head. When we moved to California, through the strangest twist of fate, we moved into the same city as Clint’s family and Kimiko pushed our mother into buying a house for sale on Clint’s street.

It was all downhill after that. My sister led and I followed. I always followed. Though we were twins, she was technically older than me. I always deferred to her and now… Now I obeyed her orders. I did what she said. I had sex with her, with Clint’s sister, and with Clint himself.

I lost my cherry to the young man, our surrogate big brother.

“Okay, onee-sama,” I muttered in our native Japanese. I didn’t fight as my sister hauled me to my feet.

My small breasts jiggled before me, identical to those small mounds budding on my sister’s chest. Her dark-olive nipples were hard, puckering from her areolas, and her black bush glistened with passion between her pale-olive thighs. She gripped my hand and led me to the door. Naked.

I wanted to whine, to protest that our mother could catch us, but I knew it was pointless. My sister wouldn’t care. It would only turn her on. She was all about taking risks around our mom. Because she wanted to seduce our mom.

And Clint’s family would help.

Kimiko pushed her head out our door, doing a quick look, then she darted out into the hallway. I followed after, the butt plug shifting around in my asshole. It made me whimper, sending tingling heat rushing to my pussy. My heart beat faster. We were in the hallway. Exposed.

I heard Mom moving downstairs as we rushed for the hallway, our bare feet padding on the carpet. My sister reached the door and crashed through it, hauling me into the Western-style bathroom. I closed the door behind us, locking it.

Western-style bathrooms had the toilets in the same room as the bathtub and shower. They didn’t even have a shower station, a place to wash your body before you slipped into the tub to soak and relax. Instead, it was combined into one tub. It was more space efficient, but… The tub was so small. I couldn’t fit in there with my sister and have us both be comfortable.

Did Americans not share baths?

“Why was it so important that we get in here after mom, onee-sama?” I asked as my sister went right for the clothes hamper.

She threw it open and snagged something. She whipped around, her black hair sweeping about her shoulders as she faced me. She held a pair of cream panties in her hand, holding it between her fingers. I’d never seen it before. It wasn’t mine or my twin’s.

“Why do you have okaasan’s panties?” I asked. “Minako thinks that’s weird.” I always referred to myself in the third person. It just felt so weird using the pronoun “I.” Kimiko claimed I did it to sound like a cute, little sister for the big brother I secretly craved.

And… she might be right.

“Because these were on her all night long, onee-chan,” she answered, bringing the crotch to her mouth. She shivered, inhaling, her small breasts jiggling. “You can smell her. Her pussy. Mmm, it’s delicious.”

My sister pulled our mother’s panties from her mouth, a look of absolute joy flashing across her expression. Then she shoved them into my face. The cotton rubbed across my lips and nose. She clamped it about me like a rag. I felt like she was trying to kidnap me, smothering me with chloroform or something.

“Breathe it in, onee-chan,” she groaned, a shudder to her word. “Just inhale. Mother smells delicious.”

I had to breathe. I couldn’t stop myself and… I smelled a spicy musk. Not the same as our tangy passion, a different flavor. A surge of heat rushed out of my pussy as I inhaled again. A deep one. I filled my lungs, drawing in as much air as I could through my nose.

“You like it, don’t you?” purred Kimiko. She pressed her body against my back, her nipples hard, her bush tickling my rump. “The smell of our mother? It turns you on, doesn’t it, sister-slut?”

I only moaned in answer, my body shuddering. Mother did smell so delicious. I closed my eyes, reveling in the spicy scent. My body quivered. My hand grabbed the panties, holding them to my face. My eyes fluttered. It was so wrong to do this. To smell our mother’s panties. I felt so naughty.

My sister’s hands roamed my body. She cupped my small titties with both her hands, squeezing and kneading them. Her thumbs swept across my areolas and nipples. She rubbed them, pressing them into my breasts. It made me ache and throb. I whimpered into our mother’s panties, heat blossoming between my thighs.

“Mmm, yes, yes, that’s it, my sister-slut, just rub okaasan’s panties on your face,” she moaned. “Is it making your cunt wet?”

“Yes, onee-sama,” I whimpered, my asshole clenching around the butt plug. Cream ran down my thighs, my pussy on fire. “Minako is such a wicked slut for getting so turned on by okaasan’s panties.”

“Yes, you are,” moaned my twin. Her hands squeezed my tits then they moved. I shuddered as one slid down to my stomach, caressing me with hot fingers. “Just a filthy, little lesbian whore for getting turned on by okaasan.”

Her hand slid past my bellybutton, circling my little divot, and finding the silky curls of my pubic hair. I shuddered as she danced through my curls, caressing me, making me squirm and tremble. I whimpered, my body shivering at the feel of her naughty touch.

I gasped as she reached my pussy lips. She stroked up and down my slit. I rubbed our mother’s panties tighter against my face, taking another whiff as her fingers danced along my juicy labia. My bowels squeezed around the butt plug as pleasure stirred through me.

Her other hand swept around my hips and between our bodies. She groped my rump, squeezing my butt-cheeks. Her fingers dipped into my crack while her other digits stroked my clit. I shuddered against her as she slid them down through my ass-crack and found the knob of the butt plug.

“Onee-sama!” I gasped as she seized the knob of my butt plug and pushed the cone-shaped toy deeper into my rectum. A hot pleasure radiated out from my bowels, meeting the delight brimming in my pussy.

“Mmm, you like that, sister-slut?” she purred into my ear, her nipples so hard on my back. “You like it when I play with your cunt and asshole? Huh? While you’re reveling in the smell of okaasan’s panties.”

“Minako does, onee-sama,” I whimpered.

Her fingers danced on my clit while she worked the butt plug in and out of my asshole. I gasped and shuddered as the cone would pop out of my sphincter then she would shove it back in, stretching out my anal ring over and over. My toes curled against the cold tiles of the floor. I whimpered, the sounds echoing around us.

My eyes squeezed shut as I shuddered. My juices flowed as her fingers massaged my clit. She nibbled on my ear as I groaned into our mother’s panties. My every inhalation full of that spicy, incestuous musk.

My tongue lapped out, dragging across the cotton. I shuddered, tasting our mother now. I was indirectly licking her pussy. Doing something so wicked and nasty. I whimpered and shuddered, my pussy clenching. Juices ran down my thighs as I whimpered out in rapture. It was incredibly nasty.

It made my pussy burn and my asshole ache.

My sister pumped the butt plug faster and faster in and out of my sphincter. The velvety friction sent waves of burning heat soaking into my cunt. My juices flowed around her fingers. The cream dribbled down my thighs.

“Onee-sama,” I moaned between licks, the spicy flavor, lingering with cotton, staining my tongue. “Minako is going to… to…”

“To cum like the slut-sister she is?” my twin purred, her fingers rubbing harder and harder on my clit.

“Yes!” My pussy clenched.

She jammed her fingers deep into my cunt, pushing the butt plug hard into my rectum. I gasped at the sudden intrusion. The silky plunge of her fingers into my juicy snatch had me shivering. I trembled, my heart pounding in my chest. I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut, the pleasure rippling through my body.

My holes squeezed down on the sex toy and her fingers. The dual frictions mixed and swirled in me. I shivered, my mouth sucking on our mother’s panties. My hungry lips worked out every drop of her spicy flavor. I squeezed my eyes shut.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I whimpered. “Minako… Minako is such a slut!”

“My slut!” my twin moaned, her two fingers burying deep into me.

Her words set me off. My orgasm exploded in the depths of my cunt. My pussy writhed. My body bucked. Pleasure surged through me. Wave after wave of rapture buffeted my body. I whimpered and groaned, my eyes squeezing shut. The pleasure crashed through me. Wave after wave of bliss inundated my mind.

It was incredible. Amazing. I loved it. I moaned into our mother’s panties as my cunt spasmed about my twin’s fingers. My asshole writhed about the butt plug. I bucked and trembled, stars flashing across my vision as the bliss inundated my mind.

“Mmm, yes, yes, yes, you sound so cute when you cum, onee-chan.”

“Thank you, onee-sama!” I moaned as the pleasure rippled through me. The heat drowned my mind in ecstasy. “Minako loves cumming!”

“The way every slut-sister does.”

I whimpered and groaned, my entire body buzzing as my orgasm peaked. It dissolved into humming rapture. I trembled, leaning back into my sister. Her mouth nibbled on my neck. I loved the afterglow.

I dropped our mother’s panties, soaked by my saliva, into the hamper before we climbed into the shower together. We started washing but I soon found myself on my knees, her silky pubic hair caressing my face, my tongue swabbing through her tangy pussy.

I made my sister-mistress cum so hard.

She drowned me in her pussy juices while the hot water rained on my back. It made me feel so wanton. She made so many passionate noises, grinding her bush across my face and tickling me with her curls.

It was so naughty.

We used up all the hot water and were forced out as the water turned cold. We darted back to our bedroom naked and laughing, our mother moving through the house below. It made me feel so wicked that we were having so much naughty fun without her realizing it. She had no idea her two daughters were a pair of kinky sluts into incest.

Sluts who were setting her up to be seduced.

Dressed, we headed downstairs for breakfast. Mother had it all ready. We sat around the table, chopsticks in hand, eating rice drenched in egg. I kept glancing at our mother, wondering what pair of panties she wore right now.

I would love to lick them. I wanted to feel them still warm from her pussy. It made my cunt so wet. I shuddered, my heart hammering. My cheeks felt so warm as I kept glancing at her, picturing her naked. She was such a beautiful woman, elegant and refined.

She would look amazing naked.

“What, Minako-chan?” she asked, giving me a look.

“N-nothing,” I said.

“You keep staring at okaasan like she has something on her face,” Kimiko said.

“Is there something on my face?” Mother asked. She grabbed her napkin and wiped at her face.

“No, no, Minako was just… was just wondering if we could find natto in America.” I missed having fermented soybeans for breakfast.

“Well, I am going shopping,” Mother said. “There is an Asian store that imports Japanese and Korean items I’m trying out.”

“Minako would love to go with you,” my sister purred, giving me a wicked look. “Right, onee-chan?”

There was something in her eyes, an implicit command. “Y-yes, Minako would, okaasan.”

“That’s wonderful,” Mother said. “I would love to have the company. And what would you be up to, Kimiko-chan, all alone?”

My twin sister gave an innocent looking grin. “Just lounging around.”

She was up to something. What? It wasn’t my place to ask. She gave me an order. She wanted me out of the house for some reason. So I just kept eating breakfast while my thoughts whirled with what naughty ideas she had.

Did this have anything to do with this evening?

“Should I make something to bring over to your new friends’ house for dinner tonight?” Mother asked. “I could buy the ingredients while I’m out.”

“I’m not sure,” Kimiko said. “I don’t think so. Zoey’s mom was so excited. I think she’ll have everything we need to have an amazing evening.”

“Are you certain? I would hate to be rude.”

“Just showing up should be enough,” Kimiko said, giving me a sly look. She had a grin on her lips. “I think we’ll find this such an eye-opening evening.”

“I am so glad you girls are making friends. This Zoey and Lee sound like great girls.”

I almost choked on my breakfast.

“Are you all right, dear?” Mom asked me.

I nodded my head. Lee had seduced us into incest, giving my sister that last push she needed into acting out on her depraved fantasies. And Zoey… she was mentoring my sister over the internet for months, guiding her towards tonight.

Nice wasn’t the right word to describe any of Clint’s sisters. Naughty was.

I helped Mother with the dishes, getting used to the butt plug buried into my asshole. It teased me as I moved through the kitchen putting away dishes. It made even something so mundane feel so naughty. Especially with my sexy mother was nearby.

It was like breathing in her pussy musk off her panties had opened my eyes to just how sexy our mother was. She was a taller woman than me, her face round, her lips delicate. She had larger breasts. They looked so round through her shirt. I wanted to squeeze them. Her jeans, while not tight, showed she had lithe legs and a butt that I wanted to play with.

I soaked my poor panties as I kept drooling over her. I couldn’t wait for tonight.

“Well, shall we, Minako-chan?” she asked once we were done.

I nodded my head, afraid of speaking and betraying the lust I felt. My cheeks were both so warm, my nipples so hard against my top. I fetched my purse, gave Kimiko a goodbye kiss, and then met our mother at the front door.

We had a car here in America. Something we never had in Japan. But it was necessary. Everyone had cars here. There wasn’t the network of efficient trains and subways to get us around. Mother drove slowly, both her hands gripping the wheel as we drove on the wrong side of the road.

My phone chirped when we reached the grocery store. I pulled it out and saw a text from Kimiko. I opened it up to find a picture of my sister unbuttoning her blouse, a sultry look on her face. It was taken from her phone but…

But it was clear that someone else had taken the photo. Who? Lee? Zoey?

My cheeks warmed as another text appeared, this time with her topless. She didn’t have a bra on, like me. She had one hand cupping her small breast, a sultry smile on her lips. Her left hand rubbed at her stomach.

“Shall we?” Mother asked.

I let out a squeak of shock, clutching my phone to my chest. My cheeks burned. Why was my sister sending me such naughty photos? My phone chirped again, vibrating against my small breasts, tingling my right nipple.

“What is your sister sending you that made you blush like that?” Mother asked me.

“N-nothing,” I said. “She’s just being weird. You know how she is?”

My phone buzzed again.

Mother gave me a speculative look. My heart pounded. If she saw the photos… This was too much. I wanted to melt away. I could see it in mother’s eyes. She wanted to see what my sister was sending me.

“Do I need to talk to her about what’s proper?” Mother asked.

“No, no, Minako is just over-reacting,” I said. My phone chirped again.

“Okay,” she said slowly. Then she opened the car door.

I bolted out of the car. My body shivered. My pussy was so wet. My sister had sent me three more pictures. I wanted to look at them. But mother was right there. My pussy itched. I had to know. I had to look at it. I had to find out what my sister texted me.

I let Mother pull ahead of me on the way to the H Mart, a large store with Korean script included on its sign. I pulled my phone from my chest, unlocked the screen, and… I wanted to melt away. The pictures were so naughty. The next one was her down to her panties, her left hand rubbing at her crotch, her right pinching her nipple. She stared at the camera with such smoldering eyes.

It was like she was staring at me across the miles separating me. She wanted me to see this. To see her.

The next picture had her ripping her crotch to the side. Her black bush spilled out around her soft-blue panties. Her fingers were sliding through her bush, caressing herself. My pussy clenched, my asshole squeezing down on the butt plug. It was so hot. I wanted to eat that pussy again.

The final pic she sent me was her prying apart her labia. Her pink depths glistened with her excitement. Her fingers stroked up and down her slit. She humped up into the air. Her breasts looking like they were bouncing, her mouth open.

“Minako-chan,” Mother called, stop dawdling on your phone.

“Sorry, okaasan!” I gasped and hurried forward.

My phone chirped again.

I shivered, wanting to look. I squeezed my phone tight as I rushed after her. I darted into the store and glanced at my phone… I wanted to moan. Kimiko was on her hands and knees now, her rump facing the camera, her fingers buried into her pussy. A second pic arrived. She was now fingering her asshole, too, her face twisted in passion as she looked over her shoulder.

Who was taking these pictures of her?

I trembled as we moved through the aisles. I wanted more pictures. I wanted to see what my sister would do next. I wanted to get home and find out who was filming her. I wanted to lick her pussy and make her cum.

No more came.

I ached to masturbate. My poor panties were soaked as I moved through the store with mother, drifting after her in a haze of lust. I shivered, wanting this to get over as fast as possible. I wanted to get home. I burned to be with my twin sister.

“Are you okay, Minako-chan?” asked my mother.

“Minako is fine,” I said, my voice so throaty.

“Is it those texts from your sister?” she asked.

“She’s just teasing me,” I said. “Makes Minako want to get home.”

“That girl…” Mother shook her head. “Well, we still have more shopping. You’ll just have to be patient.”

I nodded my head.

Though we were only gone for an hour, it felt far, far longer. I didn’t get any more texts from my sister, but I still wondered what she was doing. Did she have Zoey with her? Were they have lesbian sex while I was out shopping with mother? Did she want to get me out of the house so she could have fun without me?

It made my stomach twist. I shivered, images of her and the older Zoey kissing, licking each other’s pussies. I pictured Kimiko’s light-olive flesh pressed against Zoey’s ivory skin. Their heads buried between the other’s thighs, devouring delicious flesh.

I was so glad when we got home. I carried in the bags, dropping of them off in the kitchen, then rushed upstairs to our bedroom. I had to find out. I had to know what was going on. My feet thudded on the floor.

“I don’t want to hear you and your sister ‘wrestling’ again,” Mother called. “No fighting, or I’ll come up there.”

“No fighting!” I promised as I reached the second floor. My heart thudded in my chest. My nipples poked against my blouse.

I reached the door and wrenched it open.

I didn’t expect to find Clint fucking my sister up the ass.

I gaped at the sight of the hunky boy, a few years older than us, sixteen or seventeen. He was naked, his muscular body flexing as he rammed his cock forward, vanishing between her cute butt-cheeks. She was on her hands and knees, her face contorted in bliss, her hands clawing at the blankets spread over our futon.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my asshole, Clint,” my sister moaned in English. “Pound me. Oh, god, yes!”

I shuddered at the wanton sight. My pussy melted in a flash of heat. His balls smacked into her flesh as he pounded her. Her butt-cheeks rippled beneath the force of his strokes. He pounded her so hard. With such passion.

My asshole squeezed down on the butt plug in me. I whimpered, wiggling my hips. I swallowed, my hands hugging myself. This was so hot to see. Clint had taken those pictures. She was stripping for him, getting ready to have sex with him.

“Close the door, onee-chan!” moaned my sister still in English. She wanted us speaking a language Clint and his family could understand around them. “You want Mom to see us?”

I squeaked, spurred into action. I hopped into the room and slammed the door shut behind us. My heart beat so fast. The blood pounded through my veins. I hugged myself, shaking back and forth. My blood screamed through my arteries. My pussy juices flooded out of my cunt.

This was so hot to watch. To witness. I shivered at the sight of my “brother” fucking her so hard. He pounded her with all his might. He rammed his cock into her with such force. He reamed her bowels. He made her gasp and shiver.

“Get naked, onee-chan!” my sister hissed. “Oh, yes, get naked! You’re going to watch me cum! I’m so glad you got home in time to watch me cum on our big brother’s dick.”

I shivered at that. Though Clint was clearly Western, with his tan skin and dark hair, it still made me swoon thinking he was my big brother. He took my virginity. He was as close to a big brother as I would ever get. My hands ripped off my top, exposing my small breasts to him. He glanced at me with those hungry eyes, his face brimming with pleasure.

Pleasure from my twin sister’s asshole.

I unfastened my skirt and shoved it over my hips. It fell down my lithe legs as I watched them. My heart thundered in my chest. I attacked my panties next, ripping down the soaked garment and exposing my black bush to their gaze. My petite body trembled, a mirror to Kimiko’s getting reamed by Clint’s dick.

He stared at me. A smile grew on his lips as he fucked my sister so hard. He used her asshole with such vigor. My own kept clenching on the butt plug. I wiggled in delight, juices trickling down my thighs as I watched.

“Your sister has such a tight asshole,” Clint growled, staring at me. “Is yours as tight?”

“Minako doesn’t know,” I whimpered. “Minako has been wearing a butt plug since yesterday, Clint-san.”

“Zoey gave it to me!” groaned Kimiko, her supple back arching. “Oh, yes, Clint, keep fucking me! I’m going to cum!”

Her loud words made me tremble. “Mother is home, you have to be careful, onee-sama.”

“Ooh, she would have a heart attack,” moaned my sister. “It’s not time. Yet. Tonight… Tonight we’re going to have so much fun with her.”

“Tonight,” I whimpered, my hands roaming my body.

I cupped my own breasts and thumbed my nipples. The sensitive buds shot bliss down to my pussy. I grew juicier and juicier as my sister fought against her passion. I could tell she wanted to scream out in rapture.

But didn’t.

She held back. She warred against that passionate need to cry out with every ounce of her passion. She bucked back into the thrusts, slamming back into Clint’s hard thrusts. She took his cock with such ease.

Then her face scrunched up. She let out a low, throaty moan. Her entire body quivered. My eyes widened. She came from having anal sex. Juices flooded down her thighs as she groaned through clenched teeth.

“Damn, your sister’s bowels are going wild, Minako,” Clint grunted, burying his cock deep into my sister’s asshole.

“Are you going to cum in her?” I whimpered, punching my nipples. My little nubs drank in the feel of my digits.

“Yes,” he growled. He rammed forward and buried to the hilt in my sister’s bowels. “Fuck!”

His back arched. His cum boiled out of his dick. He spurted over and over into my sister’s asshole. I swooned, my bowels so envious. I squeezed down on the butt plug wishing it was Clint’s cock filling my rectum and not the plastic toy.

“Onee-chan,” my sister groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! This is incredible. His cum… His cum is filling me up!”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered, stumbling towards her. “I bet he is. Just filling you to the brim with all his jizz.”

I stumbled towards the futon as Clint rammed a final time into my sister. His back arched. He groaned then gasped for breath. His orgasm peaked so fast through him while my sister still shuddered in bliss.

“Goddamn, you have a great ass, Kimiko,” he groaned, ripping his cock out of her.

I gasped, seeing her asshole gaping open and swimming with pearly spunk. Clint fell back on the futon while I couldn’t look away from my sister’s sphincter. It closed shut after a moment, but the sight made me swoon.

“Mmm, onee-chan, now you have to lick my asshole clean,” purred my sister. “Get that mouth licking my asshole. Clean me all up.”

It was such a depraved thing that she ordered me. It made me shiver with the enormity of it. A wave of heat washed through me, flooding out of my pussy. I pulled on both of my nipples, letting out a whimpering groan, unable to look away from her butt-cheeks.

“Yes, onee-sama,” I purred, my voice so throaty.

I fell to my knees behind her on our firm futon. I shifted around, my hands grabbing her butt-cheeks. I pried her apart, staring at her asshole. Her sphincter was this brown rosebud that just begged to be touched. I breathed in, smelling her tangy pussy and her sour musk. A strange, depraved hunger washed through me.

I lowered my face as my hands grabbed her butt-cheeks, prying them as far apart as I could. My tongue fluttered out, sliding up her crack to caress her asshole. She whimpered, rubbing her hips as I licked such a dirty place.

“Ooh, you’re such a nasty slut-sister,” she moaned. “Mmm, rim my asshole. And lick out all our big brother’s cum.”

“Yes, onee-sama.”

“Such an obedient sister,” Clint groaned. “Just licking your twin’s asshole like that. Cleaning her up. Aren’t you?”

“Minako is,” I moaned and then licked my sister’s asshole again.

My tongue savored the sour flavor and the wrinkled texture. My eyes squeezed shut. My pussy clenched. This was so nasty. So wrong. The incestuous thrill rippled through me as my tongue probed against her asshole, pressing on her anal ring.

Her sphincter surrendered. My tongue slipped inside her asshole. I groaned, tasting Clint’s salty spunk mixed in with the sour musk. My tongue swirled around inside my twin’s bowels, stimulating her, making her groan and wiggle her hips.

“Oh, yes, onee-chan, lick my asshole. Get out every drop of Clint’s cum from inside of me.”

“Mmm, yes,” Clint groaned, moving behind me. “That gets you so hot, doesn’t it, slut? Your pussy is dripping wet.”

“Minako is such a slut,” I purred then jammed my tongue deep into my sister’s rectum.

I found more and more of Clint’s cum, my fingers squeezing and kneading my twin’s rump. I wiggled my tongue as deep as I could, eager to scoop out more and more of the sour-infused jizz. The wicked treat melted on my tongue.

I whimpered as my pussy grew hotter and hotter. My asshole clenched on the butt plug. Juices ran down my thighs, flowing out of my burning cunt. My fingers dug so hard into my twin’s asscheeks as I feasted on her asshole.

“Oh, wow, onee-chan, that’s so good! Ooh, your tongue is reaching so deep into me!”

Clint smacked my ass. I gasped as he said, “Just an anal whore. I love it. I bet you want to be fucked up the asshole so hard.”

I whimpered in delight.

“Yes, yes, fuck her, Clint!” hissed my twin sister. “Fuck my little slut-sister so hard up the asshole. Make her explode like you did for me! She’ll love it!”

“Minako will,” I moaned into my sister’s sphincter.

Clint grabbed my hips. His cock nuzzled at my pussy. I shivered… This dick was in my sister’s asshole. It was dirty with her bowels. I shuddered as he pressed into my slutty cunt. My hot flesh welcomed him. Pleasure rippled through me. I moaned so loudly into my twin’s asshole.

My mouth locked around her sphincter. I sucked so hard on it, drawing up more of his cum. My sister gasped, her hips wiggling. I shivered as Clint’s dick buried to the hilt in my twat. He didn’t fuck me, just let his dick soak in me.

Why? Then my eyes widened. To lube him for my asshole.

“Oh, wow, Clint, you did something to the slut,” groaned my twin. Her hips wiggled. “Ooh, yes, onee-chan, keep doing that. Keep sucking on my asshole. That’s making my pussy so hot.”

Hearing her say that word made me shiver. I was neglecting her pussy. I moved my right hand from her butt-cheek down to her thigh. I traced the swell of where her rump met her thigh, moving inward, following that line right to her soaked bush. I probed through her silken jungle and found her dripping wet.

“Onee-chan!” she squealed as I stroked her. “Oh, yes, you are such a naughty sister.”

“Isn’t she?” Clint asked, his hands parting my butt-cheeks.

He seized the knob of my butt plug and pulled. I gasped at the feel of it ripping out of my bowels. My sphincter spread wide, stimulating as it clung to the cone. This amazing heat washed through me. My eyes squeezed shut. I whimpered and groaned. My hips wiggled from side to side. Such heat surged through me. This amazing, billowing rapture that had my eyes squeezed shut against the bliss of it.

My asshole was so empty. For the first time since yesterday, I had nothing in it. I whimpered into my twin sister’s sphincter, trembling as the heat billowed through me. My pussy clenched down on his cock, my hips wiggling, stirring him around. New delight surged through me.

Then he ripped his cock out of my pussy. I whimpered as he slid it upward, nuzzling it up my taint and between my butt-cheeks. He found my asshole. I shivered, eager to be filled again. To have his thick cock reaming my bowels.

“Please, please, fuck Minako’s slutty asshole,” I moaned.

“Yes, pound my whore’s rectum!” my twin hissed. “Sodomize her, Clint!”

He slammed into my asshole.

My head snapped up from my sister’s sphincter. I bit back a loud scream, barely remembering our mother was in the house. I couldn’t be too loud. But… it was so hard. His dick spread open my asshole even wider than the butt plug and he reached so deep into me.

His cock reamed the depths of my bowels. My fingers stroking my sister’s pussy jammed into her juicy depths. I whimpered, a wave of heat washing out of my cunt. Stars rippled across my vision at the intensity of the pleasure coursing through me.

“Minako…” I moaned, struggling to speak. “Minako… likes this… Oh, yes, Minako likes onii-sama’s cock in her butthole!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” my twin moaned. “Isn’t it so hot, onee-chan?”

“So hot,” I whimpered as Clint drew back his cock and slammed into my depths again.

His balls smacked into my taint. My pussy clenched at the hot friction burning in my bowels. I whimpered, wanting to scream out at the top of my lungs. But I couldn’t. I had to fight those impulses. I needed to hold it in.

So I buried my face back between my twin sister’s butt-cheeks. I tongued her sour asshole. I reveled in the dirty flavor of her bowels as Clint fucked mine hard. He slammed his cock deep into my rectum over and over.

“Ooh, fuck her so hard, Clint!” my sister moaned, her pussy squeezing down on my probing fingers. Her juices flooded out of her, trickling down my wrist. “Just sodomize the little slut!”

“She loves it,” Clint groaned. “Damn, she clamps down hard about my dick. And the way she squeals into your asshole… So hot!”

“I know!” my twin sister moaned. “Yes, onee-chan, keep tonguing my asshole. Keep fingering my cunt! I’m going to cum again!”

I whimpered in delight, my tongue plunging as deep into her bowels as I could reach. I wiggled around, stimulating her while my own asshole reveled in Clint’s thrusting dick. I squeezed down on his cock, welcoming every thrust.

The velvety friction bled from my asshole to my pussy. It wanted my cunt, building my pleasure deep in my snatch. I whimpered into my twin’s asshole. I fluttered my tongue through her bowels and jammed my fingers so hard and fast into her cunt. My excitement built and built in me.

I bucked back so hard into his thrusts. His heavy balls smacked over and over into me. His dick stirred me up. I rejoiced every time he rammed into me. Waves of tingling heat washed through my body, making me moan and shudder.

“Oh, onee-chan!” my twin sister squealed, her pussy clamping down on my probing fingers. “Yes!”

Her pussy spasmed about my digits. Hot cream spurted out around my fingers. I shivered, her tangy musk filling my nose. I whimpered, her asshole writhing about my probing tongue. I made my sister cum.

“Onee-chan! You are an amazing slut-sister!”

That was so hot. I loved servicing her. I loved giving her such passion. My bowels clamped down hard on Clint’s thrusting dick. The friction increased. The pleasure swelled through me. A heady rush shot through my body.

I joined my sister in rapture.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned as my bowels spasmed about his cock. “What a slut!”

He thrust so hard into my quivering asshole. My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of me while pleasure inundated my mind. Such a delicious ecstasy rushed through me. I groaned on the futon, jamming my tongue as deep into my sister’s rectum as I could, reveling in her sour flavor.

“Ooh, yes, yes, she is!” groaned my twin sister. “Just so wicked! Ooh, yes, yes, yes!”

I shuddered through the rapture. Clint fucked me so hard. His balls smacked into my taint as he kept me cumming. Every plunge of his dick into my bowels sent new waves of rapture coursing through my body.

Then, with a loud grunt, he buried into my bowels and came. My eyes widened as I felt the hot cum squirt into my convulsing sheath. My asshole milked his dick as he grunted and groaned. I made them both cum. My body satiated them both.

“Yes, yes, yes, Minako loves servicing you both!” I groaned, trying not to scream out at the top of my lungs.

It was so hard.

It felt so amazing.

His cum filled my bowels. I could feel his jizz swimming in me. He grunted and groaned, his hands squeezing me as his orgasm surged through him. My own pleasure intensified. Waves of heat washed through my body and inundated my mind.

“Damn, you are a good anal slut, Minako,” Clint grunted.

I beamed in delight. My entire body buzzed. Then I gasped as he ripped his dick out of my asshole and shoved the butt plug back in me. I shuddered, his jizz trapped in me. It felt so kinky. My bowels, aching from his hard strokes, gripped the rubbery cone.

“You are an amazing fuck, slut,” Clint said and gave my ass a light smack.

“Thank you, Clint-san,” I moaned, my entire body shivering.

“Mmm, she is,” my sister purred. “The way she licked your cum out of my asshole… Ooh, that was kinky.”

“She fits right in with my sex slaves,” Clint said. “Damn, dinner tonight is going to be amazing. We’re going to show your mother such delights.”

I shivered, nodding my head, saying, “Minako is looking forward to it.”

The three of us got dressed, pulling on our clothing. I shivered then gasped, “How are we getting Clint out of the house without okaasan seeing him?”

“We’ll have to make a distraction,” my sister said, biting her lip. “Our mother will kill us if she found we snuck a boy into the house.”

“Sneaking is never the right way,” Clint said. “We just have to be bold. I came over to talk about the dinner. If we act like nothing happened, your mother won’t be suspicious.”

I glanced at my sister. Her face twisted. She wanted to object, and yet… And yet she wanted to submit to our big brother. Just like I wanted to submit to her. She nodded her head, surrendering to him.

Clint grinned as he pulled on his light-gray t-shirt, the cotton material stretching over his muscular frame. He had such a dashing look in his dark eyes. He marched to the door and opened it. My twin and I scurried after, my asshole squeezing down on the butt plug.

We marched down the stairs, Clint in the lead. Our mother heard us and stuck her head out of the kitchen. Her eyes widened at the sight of Clint. A shiver ran through me as Clint reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Well, you must be Mrs. Mihara,” Clint said, giving her a smile. “My family is really looking forward to having you and the girls over for dinner tonight.”

“Family?” she said, giving a glance at my sister.

“Clint is Zoey’s younger brother,” Kimiko said.

“My mom is buzzing with delight. She loves having guests over.” Clint smiled. “She sent me by to ask if ham is okay for dinner. She has an amazing recipe.”

“Oh, well, yes,” Mother said. “But… Were you up in my daughters’ room?”

“Just talking,” Clint said. He took our mother’s hand in his. “Though I understand why you’d be worried with two pretty flowers blossoming in your house.” His grin grew. “With three such pretty flowers growing here, well, I might have to find excuses to come by more often.”

“Oh, Clint, that’s…” Mother said, her eyes flashing down.

Clint rubbed his thumb across the back of her hand. “Well, until tonight, Mrs. Mihara,” he said, his voice full of promise. “Enjoy your day.”

“Y-yes, you, too,” she said. She clutched her hands to her breast as Clint pulled away and marched to our front door.

As he closed the door, his eyes flicked back at us. He had such a hungry, wolfish grin on his face that sent a wave of heat through me. Our mother shivered. Her breasts rose and fell as the door closed. She swallowed, shaking her head.

“Can’t wait for dinner, right, okaasan?” Kimiko asked in Japanese.

Our mother just let out a squeak, like she was a young schoolgirl. Then she scurried off into the kitchen. My twin sister turned and grinned at me.

I grinned back. Tonight would be awesome.

To be continued…
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“This is going to be an amazing dinner,” my twin sister said as we walked up the street with our mom to Clint’s house.

“Minako thinks so, too,” I answered, the pair of us speaking our native Japanese.

Kimiko gave me a naughty grin, a smile spreading across her delicate lips, the corners of her mouth spreading wide. She gripped my hand, squeezing it. We both wore dresses, mine sleeveless and blue, the skirt falling down to a few inches above my knee while hers was white with purple polka dots decorating it, a scoop cut to her bodice showing off the top of her small breasts, giving her just a little bit of cleavage. We both had our silky, black hair combed, mine with a pair of barrettes to hold back my bangs.

Our mother walked ahead of us. She also wore a dress, something stylish, salmon pink with the waist cinched tight by a built-in belt. It gave such a nice shape to her rump. A hot thrill tingled through my pussy. I wore no panties beneath my dress, which felt so naughty. I couldn’t wait for tonight. Clint and his incestuous harem would help Kimiko and I seduce our mother.

I wanted to lick our mother’s pussy. I wanted to eat her snatch and make her cum. I wanted to suck on her nipples while my sister enjoyed the other. I wanted to share her with my twin. My sister-Mistress. If Kimiko ordered me to do something naughty, I would. Without hesitation. I would do such naughty things to her. I would devour her.

“It’s this house, Kimiko-chan?” asked Mom, nodding to the gray house with the large tree in the front yard.

I shivered, remembering meeting Lee in this very yard, the girl raking up leaves. She saw us, seeing a pair of Japanese twins, and just had to seduce us for her brother. Of course, Kimiko wanted to be seduced. She knew Zoey, Clint’s older sister, from the internet. They were part of a secret chat group made up of girls longing to commit incest with their brothers.

“Yes, it is, okaasan,” Kimiko said. She shivered. “This is going to be amazing.”

“You are in a rare in mood today,” our mother said.

Kimiko shivered, her hand squeezing mine so tight. She nodded her head, shivering, shuddering. “It’s just that Clint’s such a cool guy, you know, okaasan. So cute.”

Our mother gave a shudder.

“Minako thinks so, too,” I said, referring to myself in the third person. It was how little girls would speak especially to their older brothers. Kimiko claimed I did it because I wanted an older brother to be childish around.

And now we had Clint.

Our mother had met Clint earlier today and responded to his charm. She patted her hair now and adjusted her skirt as she faced the walkway up to his house. Her cheeks had a touch of color to them. I couldn’t wait to see Clint fuck her.

“Let’s go, okaasan,” Kimiko said, my twin squeezing my hand.

“Right, right,” our mother said. Then she marched to the door, her heels clicking. My twin sister and I followed. My fifteen-year-old body trembled. My stomach twisted into a nervous pretzel even as my pussy grew hotter and hotter. If anyone could seduce our mother into incest. It was Clint and his family.

Our mother reached the porch and punched the doorbell. A chime rang through the house. I could hear movement inside. Soft music drifted through, generic pop, the sort of tunes you’d hear listening to American radio.

Footsteps approached the door. Kimiko squeezed my hand. She then ducked over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips behind our mother’s back. I shuddered at the hot feel of her mouth, and that brief flutter of her tongue. A dizzying wave of heat washed out of my cunt. My snatch grew juicier and juicier.

The door opened.

Mother straightened, smiling.

“Hello,” Clint said in English, his voice a delicious baritone. Deep and manly, but with still a hint of boyishness about it. A delicious contrast of youth and confidence. “Come in, Mrs. Mihara. It’s such a pleasure to see you.”

He took our mother’s hand, guiding her inside. Our mother turned her head and I caught such a big smile on her lips. A touch of color darkened her cheeks even with the rogue she wore. When was the last time Mother wore so much makeup? She looked gorgeous.

Women and girls were already gathering in the living room. I shivered. I knew he had a large harem, but I had not met any of them save Lee and Zoey yesterday. Lee had such a big grin on her face, the slender girl wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top that showed off the starting swell of her pregnancy, her breasts round and clearly braless. Her short, black hair gave her face a mischievous quality only enhanced by that smile.

“Mrs. Mihara,” Clint said, “we’re all so glad you and your daughters could be here. These are my sisters, Alicia and Zoey.”

Alicia turned out to be a petite girl who looked like she was ten or twelve, wearing a frilly, pink dress with delicate glasses perched on her girlish face. I knew she was actually fifteen like my sister and me, the youngest member of Clint’s harem.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Mrs. Mihara,” Alicia said, her voice delicate.

Zoey was taller and so busty. She had the biggest pair of tits I had ever seen. They stretched out the cashmere sweater she wore, the tight, purple fabric hugging those big mounds. She had a refined beauty about her, matured out of the teenage youthfulness of the other girls, her brassy hair giving her such an exotic look. She held another young woman’s hand who had fiery hair and green eyes, a flirty smile on her face.

“Hello,” Zoey said. “And this is my girlfriend, Stefani.”

“Girlfriend?” our mother asked. “Oh, that’s nice.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” Stefani said, that grin turning naughty as she glanced at us. “Zoey told me so much about you, Kimiko. Especially about that talk you two had yesterday.”

My sister squeezed her hand on me, shivering. “It was a… uh… informative talk.”

“I bet it was,” Stefani said.

“And these are my cousins, Lee and Melody,” Clint said.

“Sup,” Lee said, bouncing on her feet beside a blonde girl who looked a year or two older than me. She had such light hair coloring compared to the rest of her family, but the features of her face were found in Zoey, Alicia, and Lee.

“It’s so nice to meet you,” Melody said. “Don’t let the brat here bother you. If she’s bad, just let Clint or me know, and we’ll deal with her.”

“Oh, I am sure your sister will be fine,” Mom said, still holding Clint’s hand.

“And here’s my girlfriend, Pam,” Clint said, motioning to the Japanese girl lurking in the doorway. I hadn’t noticed her. She was petite like my twin and me, her black hair gathered in a French braid that gave her such a confident, elegant appearance. She strode forward, wearing black leggings beneath her skirt. She took Clint’s other hand and gave him a kiss on the mouth.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Mrs. Mihara,” she said.

“Oh, girlfriend,” Mom said, a hint of disappointment in the tightness of her words.

“And that’s Pam’s mom, Mrs. Hiragawa,” Clint added, nodding to the Japanese woman Mother’s age, sweeping in.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mihara-san,” the woman said in Japanese. It was a little stiff, like she hadn’t spoken it in a long time.

“My daughters and I are just so honored to be here, Hiragawa-san,” Mom answered. “And please, call me Kaori.”

“Asuka,” Pam’s mother said, giving a nod of her head. I knew she, too, was part of the harem and that her daughter was Clint’s half-sister. Just like his cousins.

“And last, the two women who made tonight’s dinner possible, we have my mother, Cheryl, and my Aunt Vicky,” Clint said, pointing at another door.

Two women with aprons on stepped out. They were clearly sisters, both mature and beautiful, one with hair dyed bleached-blonde, the other with the same black that Lee and Clint had. They were busty like Zoey, their aprons hugging tight to their curvy bodies. Their faces were beautiful. They both were so lovely, the one with bleached-blonde hair almost glowing.

“My son told us so much about meeting you today, Mrs. Mihara,” the woman with the dyed hair said. “I just want you to know, we will do everything to make your time living in California pleasurable and memorable.”

“I bet you will,” Kimiko whispered, her hand squeezing me.

“Now I hope you won’t think us rude,” Vicky said, “but we still have work to do on dinner. The ham is coming out amazing. You’re going to love it.”

Our mother nodded, still holding Clint’s hand.

“Come on,” Mrs. Hiragawa said, embracing my mother. “I would love to talk to you. I haven’t been able to speak my native language since my parents moved to America when I was a child.”

“Of course,” our mother said, letting the other Japanese beauty lead her off into the living room. I couldn’t help but shiver, knowing this woman had discovered the joys of incest with her daughter. I squirmed, wanting mother to enjoy that.

Clint’s sisters all came up and embraced Kimiko and me. The hugs seemed innocent, but I could feel the press of their breasts, especially Melody when she gave me a fierce hug and a quick grope of my ass. It made me feel nervous with fluttering excitement, hoping our mother didn’t notice before it was time for the fun to begin.

Mother glanced at Clint when the pair reached the far side of the living room. “Your daughter is a lucky girl to have Clint for a boyfriend.”

“Oh, yes, she’s delirious with joy. He’s such a strong, young man.” Mrs. Hiragawa said. I couldn’t help but listen, my ears pricked as Lee babbled. “Young men can be such a joy for a woman. How long has it been since your husband passed?”

“Ten years.” Mom swallowed. “I still miss Junichiro. It’s been… lonely.”

“Such a long time to go without a lover,” Mrs. Hiragawa said, taking my mother’s hand and drawing her farther away in the living room to admire the flowers on the mantle.

I hoped this would work.

“Let’s go talk in my room,” Zoey said. “Stefani has so many questions for you, Kimiko.”

“So many,” the redhead said, her arm slipping around Kimiko’s shoulders. “Have you seen our toy collection? How good are you at conversation? Do you believe in sharing?”

My pussy grew so hot as Zoey and Stefani led Kimiko off in another direction. I didn’t know if I should follow or not. I shifted in place, feeling suddenly so alone despite the other people in the house. My heart thundered in my chest and—

Arms went around my body. I was hugged from behind. Hair caressed my cheek as the girl nuzzled at me from behind. She had round breast that rubbed into my back, separated by our clothing. I turned my head and saw blonde locks and a fair cheeks. It was Melody, her hands stroking my stomach.

“Mmm, just relax,” she told me. “We are a well-oiled machine here. We’re going to seduce the panties off your mother. Now watch my Clint.”

Clint appeared. I hadn’t noticed him vanishing. He strode across the room with a pair of wine glasses in hand. He handed them to the two Japanese women. Mother turned to face him, her posture changing. It became more… open, her back straighter, showing off the curves of her body in her purple dress. It outlined her round breasts nicely. Clint stroked her arm after she took the glass. He said something.

She laughed.

Mother blossomed. She looked so alive as she talked to him, a flower drinking in the rays of a handsome sun. I shuddered in Melody’s embrace, loving the feel of her holding me. She rubbed harder at my belly through my dress, making my pussy so wet.

“A woman needs the attention of a man,” Melody purred. “It’s stirring to watch, isn’t it, Minako?”

I nodded my head, my throat so tight, my mouth dry with excitement.

Melody’s right hand drifted down from my belly. She slid past my crotch, moving down my thigh to the hem of my dress. I gasped as she slid beneath it. Right here in the living room, fifteen or so feet from my mother, she slid her hand up beneath my dress. Her fingers touched my skin, igniting a fire that raced up to my pussy.

I whimpered as she climbed higher and higher. She wiggled, pressing her crotch into my rump. This was such a risk. We could get caught by my mother. I should object, but the excitement of last night, using the double-headed dildo with Kimiko beneath the blanket on the couch while our mother watched TV, stirred through me. It was this strange thrill of getting caught.

It heightened the feel of Melody’s fingers.

I fought the urge to gasp when she reached my silky bush. I whimpered, my eyes squeezing shut, as she caressed me with her delicate fingers. She stroked me with her naughty touch, caressing me. Her fingers intertwined through my silky curls as she searched for my hot cunt. She brushed my wet lips.

I shivered as she stroked up and down my slit. She moved around me, stimulating me as she stood next to me now, her digit dancing up and down my pussy. She brushed my clit, making me shudder as she faced me, a normal-looking expression on her face acting like she wasn’t fingering my slit.

“Mmm, you’ve got a hot, little cunt, don’t you?” she asked.

I nodded my head, shivering at the wicked delight.

“I hear you’re just a submissive thing,” purred Melody. “Just doing anything someone wants. I like that in a slut fucking my man.”

I nodded my head again, fighting the little whimpers. My mom was so close, talking with Clint. But if she looked over at us, and realized Melody had her hand beneath my skirt. I shuddered, my face contorting with bliss.

Melody’s free hand grabbed my right wrist and brought it to her inner thigh right beneath the hem of her jean skirt. She gave me a wicked grin, drawing my hand upright. I shivered as she brought my hand higher and higher, her flesh so silky smooth. Heat grew and grew. I whimpered, my pussy clenching.

And then I was touching her shaved pussy lips. She had no hair, her flesh smooth and dripping. I groaned as she pushed me tight against her pussy. Then she gave me a big grin and licked her lips. I let out a moan, copying her, stroking up and down her slit. Her labia felt so hot against my fingers. I felt her folds, stroking her as we both whimpered.

“Mmm, you’re mother has no idea you’re a little lezzie-slut, does she?” Melody asked, glancing at my mom. “She’s drooling over my man. She has no idea you’re rubbing my pussy.”

“No idea,” I whimpered.

“Mmm, say what you are,” Melody purred and then jammed her fingers into my pussy.

The shock of her penetration made me rise on my tiptoes. I groaned, my pussy clenching down on her fingers. I copied her. I jammed my digits into her juicy depths, submitting to her. Her cunt engulfed me. I wiggled them inside of her, making her smile.

“Say it,” Melody hissed, the heel of her hand ground on my clit.

“Minako is a little lezzie slut,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing down on her fingers.

She massaged my bud, making me tremble. I let out a deep whimper of delight. I gasped and shuddered, my entire body shivering in delight. It was so amazing. It was so delicious. I couldn’t help but squirm in wondrous delight.

Pleasure washed through me. I groaned and gasped. My eyes squeezed shut. My entire body trembled. Her fingers pumped faster and faster, stirring up my cunt. I wanted to moan, but I couldn’t. I had to be calm. I couldn’t look like a little, lezzie slut. Mom would notice, if she glanced over at me.

My fingers pumped faster and faster into Melody’s cunt. I churned her up, making her whimper. She pressed against me, the feel of her round breasts rubbing on my arm. She jammed a third digit into my snatch.

I copied her.

“Ooh, yes, that’s it, you little Japanese whore,” she hissed. “You’re going to make me cum so hard, aren’t you?”

“Minako will, Melody-chan,” I groaned, my body shaking.

I caught Lee grinning at me. Pam was beside her, watching as she sipped a coke. She had flushed cheeks. Her eyes were so naughty. My pussy quivered about Melody’s fingers. The naughty girl churned me up. The delight rippled through me. My orgasm built.

Melody’s three fingers felt so wonderful in me. The blonde girl gave me such a wicked delight. She massaged my clit and plunged her fingers so hard and fast into me. My body quivered. My juices flowed down my thighs. I wiggled from side to side, my face growing tighter and tighter.

“You’re going to cum, aren’t you, lezzie slut?” Melody hissed. “Right in front of your mother?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, working my fingers in and out of my pussy.

“Right under her nose,” she whimpered. “Ooh, we’re both going to cum. We’re both going to explode.”

“Minako wants that,” I moaned, my voice so throaty.

Then such delight exploded through me. My orgasm rippled through my body. My pussy convulsed on her three fingers. She fucked them in and out of me so hard. I groaned in delight, my body trembling, the pleasure surging through me.

Then Melody let out a throaty moan. Her pussy joined mine in rapturous delight. Her flesh massaged my thrusting fingers. I teased her. I fucked in and out of her so fast, driving her wild, making her tremble in delight.

My mother had no idea. She was panting after Clint, staring at him with such hunger and drinking in all his words that she wasn’t paying attention to the obvious. I quivered, juices flowing down my thighs. I whimpered in delight. I squeezed my eyes shut. Sparks burst through my dark vision.

It was amazing. I loved cumming. I couldn’t wait for mother to join us in this bliss.

My orgasm peaked through me. I trembled, my pussy clamping down a final time on her fingers. Then my spasming stopped. I swayed, sucking in deep breaths. I opened my eyes. I blinked, looking around the room.

Lee flashed me a thumbs up. Pam nodded her head in agreement, winking at us. I blushed as Melody pulled her fingers out of my pussy. They glistened. She held them up then sauntered over to Pam, my fingers sliding out of her snatch.

I groaned as she fed my pussy juices to her half-sister. Pam sucked on them one by one just feet from my mother. I quivered, staring down at my own juicy fingers. I brought them to my mouth. I sucked on them, tasting Melody’s sweet pussy. She tasted so good. I groaned about them.

My mother glanced at me. “Minako-chan, don’t suck on your fingers.”

Flushing, I ripped my fingers out of my mouth. “Sorry, okaasan.”

She turned back to Clint, talking with him. She had a hand rubbing his arm, his hand resting on her hip. I shivered at how womanly my mother looked. She never appeared as anything but a parent to me. Clint awakened something inside of her.

It made my heart beat faster.

Melody and Pam drifted back to me. “You taste so good, Minako,” Pam said. “Just yum.”

I blushed. “Thank you, Pam-chan. Minako… Minako hopes to taste you, too.”

“You will,” Melody purred. “Maybe not tonight, but Clint’s going to be enjoying you and your sister.” Melody sighed. “Less time for us with him.”

“He won’t forget us,” Pam said.

“And if he does, we’ll remind him,” Melody said, something hardening her face for a moment.

“So, what’s Japan like?” Pam asked.

They pelted me with questions. I smiled, answering them, starting to open up. I shouldn’t be shy, not after Melody and I fingered each other to orgasms only moment ago. It felt nice to start to make American friends.

Friends with benefits.

At some point, Clint vanished. My mom still talked with Mrs. Hiragawa, speaking softly. I hoped they were gossiping about Clint, Mom getting all wet and ready to be fucked by him. Oh, I would love to see that.

“What are you thinking about?” Melody asked. “Something naughty glinted in her eyes.”

I blushed. Normally, I would never say this to my friends, but these girls were different. “Minako is thinking about Clint fucking her mother. Minako enjoys watching Clint when he’s fucking.”

“He is such a hunk,” Pam said. “Mmm, I get off watching him plow Melody hard.”

Melody just grinned. “He is fun to watch. You should see him and Alicia. She’s so cute and tiny beneath him.”

“Minako can only imagine. She looks so young.”

“It’s all an act,” Melody said. “She likes pretending to be a little girl, but she also wants to be bred by Clint. She’s been pestering me all weekend about it. She’s just a little slut.”

“Like the rest of us,” Pam said.

My mother and Mrs. Hiragawa drifted out of the room. I shivered, hoping it wouldn’t be long before Clint was fucking mom. I wanted to see that so badly. I ached for it. I needed it. It would be so hot. As hungry as I was for dinner, I wanted another treat first.

“There you are,” Kimiko said, her face flushed, a big smile on her face. She had a tousled look to her hair and her face looked wet and freshly scrubbed. “Come on!”

I gasped as my twin sister seized my hand and yanked me from Melody and Pam. “Okay, onee-sama. Bye!”

“Have fun,” Melody said.

Pam nodded, a wicked grin on her face. They knew what was going on, but I didn’t.

“Onee-sama, what are we doing?” I asked in Japanese as she dragged me towards the stairs.

“You’ll see, onee-chan.”

I clutched at her hand as she led me upstairs to the second floor. We passed a bedroom, door open, Zoey and Stefani cuddled naked in bed. I shivered, knowing my sister was just in the middle of that lesbian loving going on there.

“Have fun,” Stefani called brightly, Zoey face nuzzling into her round breasts. “We’ll bring you in here, soon, Minako. Yunie and I will devour you.”

“Mmm, they will, onee-chan,” my twin sister said before she closed the door to their room. She kept leading me down the hallway to the door at the end of it.

It was clearly the master bedroom. I shivered when I entered it, seeing the large bed neatly made in the center, the furniture all darkly polished wood. On a nightstand lay a sleeping mask, the type of blindfold people would wear on a plane. I trembled as my gaze swept around then stopped at a mirror standing in the corner of the room. It was old. I could see myself in the reflection, my face looking as flushed as my sister’s, though my hair was neater.

Clint entered. “Strip.”

His word lashed at me. I gasped and obeyed, my hands reaching behind me to unzip my sleeveless dress. Kimiko was already pulling her white dress with purple polka dots up her body, baring her naked thighs then her black-furred muff. She whipped it over her head and her small tits popped into view, jiggling in delight.

I yanked down my zipper, biting my lip as it got stuck for a moment. Clint stared at me with those dark, commanding eyes. I had to obey him. I couldn’t disappoint my surrogate big brother. My pussy clenched as I let out a whimper and—

The zipper came unstuck.

It pulled it the rest of the way down and then shrugged my shoulders. It fell off my arms and swept down my body. I groaned, trembling, my entire body on fire. My nipples pulsed with the beat of my heart. My juices ran down my thighs. I took Kimiko’s hand, standing before our big brother naked.

“Onii-sama,” I moaned, calling him brother but with that honorific that implied lord or Master.

“Mmm, aren’t you two just delicious,” he said. “Two flowers blossoming into the beauty of your mother.”

“Thank you, onii-sama,” my sister whimpered, squeezing my hand. “We’re both so glad you could help us with this. We want to enjoy our mother so much.”

“Don’t we all,” Clint said, stopping before us, his shirt molding to his muscular body, his jeans looking so scrumptious on him. So tight. He bulged.

Did Mother notice that bulge?

“Do you need satisfaction, onii-sama?” Kimiko asked. My twin sister squeezed my hand. “My slut-sister and I would be more than happy to provide any form of relief.”

“Mmm, I bet you would,” he said, staring at us. “Kimiko, spread out on the bed, ass on the edge, legs wide. Minako, bend over and feast on your twin’s hot pussy. You’re her little slut-sister. You need to take care of her.”

“Yes, onii-sama,” I moaned. “Minako will please her Sister-Mistress.”

Kimiko squeezed my hands before she threw herself on the bed in a Lee level of display. She shivered, bouncing on it. Her small tits heaved. She wiggled, adjusting herself, her slanted eyes smoky. She parted her thighs.

Her bush was matted with her dewy excitement.

I moved to her, my mouth already salivating. I wanted to feast on her. In such a short time, I became addicted to her pussy. I leaned over, presenting Clint with my rump. I groaned, wiggling my hips, presenting Clint with my cunt. My cream dripped down my own thighs as I nuzzled into my sister’s bush.

Her silky hairs tickled my face. I whimpered as I pressed into those curls and found her pussy lips. I licked through her petals, gathering her tangy juices. I let my tongue danced across my sister’s juicy snatch. It sent such a wild thrill through me to do this. I wiggled my hips back and forth. My pussy was on fire. Juices ran down my thighs. The heat made me shiver.

I whimpered as my tongue fluttered through her folds. I teased her. I lapped at her. I made her groan and gasp. Her entire body quivered. She humped against me, grinding her pussy on my hungry mouth. Her back arched, her little titties jiggling. She made such wanton sounds.

My tongue dove into her hot depths. I swirled around, dancing through her sheath. I teased her. I made her gasp out in delight. The bed creaked as she shuddered. Her thighs squeezed about my head as I feasted on her. Then she grinned.

A zipper rasped behind me.

“Ooh, onii-sama, yes, yes, fuck my whore-sister’s pussy!” Kimiko moaned, grinding her cunt on me. “Do it! Fuck her so hard!”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my pussy clenching. “Yes, yes, Minako wants that so very much!”

“It is a naughty pussy,” Clint groaned. “Damn, Japanese twins. What a treat.”

I shivered at that word. I fluttered my tongue through my twin sister’s pussy, reveling in our lesbian incest. So glad I could share this moment with our new big brother. His jeans rustled, denim rasping. I whimpered, such a naughty heat washing through me and—

Clint’s cock nuzzled at my pussy’s entrance.

He groaned as he slid his dick up and down my snatch. He felt my wet heat. He could tell how horny I was. How I eager I was for this delight to slide into my cunt. I sucked in a deep breath, waiting for that moment of wondrous penetration. To be filled by his dick. To have him thrusting into me, pumping away so hard. So fast.

I trembled, my toes curling in my shoes. I needed this so badly. I needed to be fucked so hard by him. I needed his dick fucking me. Pounding me. I wanted that delicious, amazing, wonderful cock sliding into my depths.

Clint thrust.

I whimpered into Kimiko’s pussy as his dick slid into me. He filled me to the hilt. His cock stretched out my cunt. I groaned, Squeezing my eyes shut at the wondrous feell of him in me. His balls smacked into my bush, just grazing my clit.

“Onii-sama!” I howled into my sister’s pussy at the wondrous feeling of his girth.

“Damn, Minako, you have such a tight cunt,” he growled. “Fuck, I love it.”

“She does!” moaned my twin sister, her hips grinding her bush and cunt on my mouth, “Oh, onii-sama, fuck her little slut-pussy so hard! Use her! Dump your cum into her!”

I could only whimper in delight, voicing my agreement to the plan, as Clint’s dick pumped away inside of me. He stirred me up. He made me quiver with that delicious dick slamming into my cunt over and over again. I squeezed my eyes shut. I groaned into my sister’s snatch as he filled me. He reamed into me again and again.

Every thrust of his dick into my pussy made me groan. My eyes squeezed shut as the ecstasy washed through my body. It drowned my mind in such rapturous delight. My eyes squeezed shut. The pleasure surged through me, building and swelling in me as he fucked me so hard.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck her, onii-sama!” Kimiko moaned, squirming on the bed, her silky bush tickling my face. Her hands seized my black hair, holding me in place. “Pound her! Cum in her!”

“Yes!” Clint growled, his hips thrusting so hard. His crotch smacked into my rump.

I quivered and moaned my delight.

My tongue fluttered through my sister’s pussy. My hands shot beneath her rump, holding her butt-cheeks as Clint reamed me. The silky friction of his cock slamming into my cunt sent dizzying waves washing through my body and drowning my mind in anticipatory delight.

I couldn’t wait for the true euphoria to come.

My fingers kneaded my sister’s rump as I feasted on her cunt. I squirmed my hips, wiggling and undulating them as Clint hammered me. I rocked on my feet, legs bent to take the impact of his strokes. His hands caressed down my back, stroking my flesh, making me whimper in utter delight. It was so amazing. So wondrous.

I shuddered, my pussy squeezing down so hard on his thrusting dick. He reamed into me. He made me whimper and groan.

His cock churned me up. It made me gasp and moan. My entire body felt so drunk on his thrusts fucking into me. My hips swiveled around his cock, stirring him up through my pussy. My eyes squeezed shut as the rapture built and built.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, onee-chan!” Kimiko moaned. “I’m going to drown you in so much pussy juices! This is so hot! Keep licking my pussy and… Yes, yes! Suck on my clit, you nasty slut-sister!”

My lips locked on her clit, sucking hard, my cunt squeezing down on Clint’s thrusting dick.

“Fuck!” he grunted, thrusting into my depths. “Such a tight snatch!”

“Cum in her, onii-sama!” moaned my sister. “Then I can lick you out of her. You taste so good adorned with her pussy juices!”

I whimpered, wanting that so badly. I was on the cusp of my orgasm. I just needed a little bit more to send me over the edge. My entire body quivered. My tongue fluttered through my sister’s snatch. I stirred her up. I feasted on the tangy cream running out of her.

“Such wicked sisters!” grunted Clint, his thrusts so hard. Every time he buried into me, the force pressed my face tighter into my sister’s snatch.

“We are so wicked!” my twin moaned. “Ooh, onee-chan, keep sucking on my clit and… You naughty slut!”

It took me a moment to realize what she meant as I loved her clit with my hungry lips. While kneading her ass, my fingers had worked into her butt-crack. Now they brushed her asshole. I shivered and then jammed my middle digit deep into her rectum.

She gasped, arching her back and pulling her clit from my lips. I chased after the bud, her asshole clenching down on my probing digit. Her hot pussy smeared across my chin as I latched onto her little nub again. I sucked on it, loving it.

She squealed in rapture. Her body heaved. And then her tangy juices flooded my mouth. My sister’s incestuous passion bathed my face. I reveled in it. I drank down her ambrosia, my cunt clenching down so hard on Clint’s dick ramming into my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes! Onee-chan! You’re such a good slut!” My sister’s moans filled the room. “The best slut-sister!”

Her words made me shiver.

“Damn!” Clint groaned, hammering my cunt with his dick.

The thrill of pleasing my sister combined with the rapture of Clint’s thick dick plunging over and over into my juicy depths. My cunt grew so hot. My toes curled against the carpet. And then my passion exploded in me.

My pussy writhed about Clint’s thrusting dick. I groaned, ecstasy washing out of my convulsing cunt every time he buried into me. His hands squeezed my hips so tight. His moans were so thick and manly.

“You wicked slut, Minako!” he grunted.

“She is!” whimpered Kimiko as I kept sucking on her clit and fingering her asshole. “Spill in her! Breed her!”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Minako wants to be bred!”

He buried into me and that wondrous moment happened. His cum fired into me. He filled me with blast after blast of his jizz. My eyes squeezed shut as the rapture surged through my body. My orgasm intensified.

I milked his cock. My hungry cunt wanted every drop of his seed to spill into me. I sucked on my sister’s clit so hard as my orgasm surged through me. My mind melted into delirium. So much joy burst inside of me.

Clint’s cum was in me while I pleasured my sister’s pussy. This felt so right.

“Damn, you are good, Minako,” he grunted. He yanked out of me. “Now you two hide in the closet. And don’t forget your clothing.”

“Yes, onii-sama,” my twin sister and I said in unison, both of our voices breathy from our pleasure.

Clint zipped up as his cum leaked out of me. I rose, my body stiff from the pose. I staggered, the jizz running so hot down my thighs. Clint left the room, moving with such purpose. I shivered, wondering why he wanted us to hide in the closet.

“Come on, onee-chan,” my sister said in Japanese. She stood up, her body trembling. “We have to hide.”

“Yes, onee-sama,” I said, bending down to grab both our dresses. This opened my pussy more. A hot flood of Clint’s cum ran down my thighs.

I shivered as my twin opened the louvered door of the closet. It slid on a track to the side, bending in the middle as it folded into two sections. Clothes hung inside, girlish dresses and tops, something a teenager our age would wear. Shoes crowded the floor. I scurried in after my sister, pushing the footwear aside.

Kimiko closed the doors, plunging us into near darkness. I could see out into the room through the louvered slats. I shivered at the slitted view of the world, things blocked and obscured, but I could see enough to make sense of it.

“This is going to be so exciting, onee-chan,” my sister purred, her left arm slipping around my waist, pulling me against her. I put my right arm around her, the left holding our dresses to my naked breasts.

“What is, onee-sama?”

“Just you wait,” she purred. “It’ll be such a naughty surprise.”

My sister’s hand stroked up my thigh. She touched my flesh, gathering up the cum leaking out of me. I whimpered at the wickedness of her touch. My pussy clenched, forcing out more of the jizz to run down my leg.

She pulled her hand away and then brought it up to her mouth. I could hear her sucking on her fingers, tasting Clint’s cum fresh from my well-fucked pussy. It sent such a naughty surge through me, my body trembling in the darkness.

It felt so intimate in here. Our own universe divorced from the rest of the house. I licked my lips, my heart thundering in my chest. I wiggled my hips, my breath rising and falling in quick pants. This was so naughty. So wicked. We were going to do such bad things in here.

I could feel it.

“Mmm, Clint-sama tastes so good flavored by your cream, onee-chan,” my sister purred, her hand thrusting between my thighs again.

As she scooped up more cum, I moaned, “Minako is glad to prepare such a naughty treat for you to enjoy, onee-sama.”

“For us to enjoy,” she said as she pulled her fingers away.

I gasped as she smeared her digits across my mouth. I tasted the saltiness of Clint’s jizz tinged with my tangy cream. I groaned in the dark, my eyes squeezing shut. Then my sister’s lips met mine. My head turned to face her, kissing her back with such aggression. My right hand resting on her hip, slid down to cup her ass again.

I couldn’t resist dipping my fingers into her butt-crack as we kissed. Our tongues dueled, celebrating our sisterly love, stirring such heat through me. I trembled against her, whimpering into the kiss as my digits explored.

“You are so wicked, my slut-sister,” she purred as my finger pressed into her asshole. “You just love my ass, don’t you, onee-chan?”

“It was so naughty licking Clint’s cum out of your butt-hole earlier,” I moaned, my finger sinking so deep into her velvety depths. “Minako really enjoyed it. Minako wants to do it again and again.”

“You are such a little pervert, onee-chan. I love it!”

We kissed again as footsteps approached. I shivered, groaning into my sister’s kiss and fingering her asshole as two figures entered the room. I stared out of the corner of my eye to see who it was moving in the room.

One was unmistakably Clint in his yummy jeans and tight shirt. And the other… was our mother.

“See, it’s a beautiful piece, isn’t it?” Clint asked, guiding our mother to stand before the antique mirror.

“Oh, my, it is,” our mother said.

I broke the kiss with Kimiko, my sister’s asshole clenching on my finger. We both held our breaths, watching as Clint moved behind our mother, his hands holding her shoulders as she stared at herself in the mirror.

“Just gorgeous,” Clint said, his hands stroking down her arms. “Just a work of art.”

“The craftsmanship is incredible,” Mom said, her voice so tight. She had a trembling stiffness about her.

My pussy clenched. More of Clint’s cum leaked out of me.

“Mmm, but not nearly as incredible as what it shows,” Clint said. “A mirror that can’t reflect something beautiful isn’t much good, is it?”

“Clint-san…” Mother breathed, her head turning behind her. “What are—”

His lips cut of her words. He kissed her over her shoulder. Mother stiffened, looking so fragile as his arms went around her, turning her to face him. My heart thundered in my chest as she melted against him the way a woman should against her lover.

“That is so beautiful,” my twin sister whispered behind me.

I nodded my head, my heart pumping such hot blood through my body. I heard Mother whimper. She groaned, trembling against him. His arms pulled her tight, stroking up and down her back. Hers went around him.

The sounds she made… The whimpers of a woman experiencing passion… They made me tremble. I pumped my finger faster and faster in and out of my sister’s asshole. I held our dresses tight to my breasts, the fabric caressing my nipples, making me tingle and throb. I groaned, my hips swaying from side to side.

“She’s surrendering to him, onee-chan,” Kimiko groaned, her voice so soft. I hardly heard her.

“She is…”

Clint broke the kiss, staring down at her. She trembled, her cheeks flushed now. Her eyes fluttered. Her tongue flicked across her pink lips, so moist and glistening. Her body shuddered against him. She had to feel him bulge. Feel his ardor.

“Oh, Clint-san, I haven’t…” She shivered. “It’s been so long.”

“Since you felt like a woman?” Clint asked.

She nodded her head.

“Since you pleased a man?” he asked, his hands sliding up her body. He grasped her shoulders. “But you haven’t forgotten. You’ve been thinking about it over and over, playing with yourself alone in your bed, aching for another man to give you what you crave.”

“I have,” she whimpered. “I just… I had my daughters to raise. I didn’t have time.”

“You do tonight,” he said, putting pressure on her shoulders.

It didn’t look like much force, but she didn’t resist him. She submitted, lowering herself to her knees before him. Her eyes stared right at his crotch. I trembled in anticipation as she unfastened his jeans. She had a look of such lewd concentration now on her face.

Never had she looked less like a mother than right now. She was all woman. All eager passion to please her man.

My finger wormed deep into my sister’s rectum. I held my breath and then… My eyes widened in realization. Clint’s dick was just in my pussy. Were my juices still adorning his cock?

Mother opened his fly. She drew out his thick shaft. I groaned, seeing it gleaming in the light, that unmistakable sheen of a woman’s passion. Mother held it, her brow furrowing. She leaned forward, inhaling.

“Has another woman…?” She looked up at him.

“What do you think?” Clint asked. “And does it really matter if another woman’s juices are on my dick.”

My stomach squirmed as I waited to see what my mother would do. Would she suck Clint’s cock soaked in my pussy juices? Would she unknowingly commit incest by sucking Clint’s wondrous dick. My sister trembled beneath me, both of us so eager to find out.

To be continued…
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I wiggled my finger in my twin sister’s asshole as I stared through the slats of the closet door. Kimiko trembled beside me, feeling the tension as we waited to see what our mother would do. Would she suck Clint’s cock soaked in my pussy juices? She wouldn’t know it was my cream on him. That Clint had just fucked my cunt. His jizz ran out of me, leaking down my thighs as I hid naked.

This was the moment that my twin sister’s desires finally were realized.

When we moved to California, Kimiko wanted to seduce myself and our mother into incest. She wanted to revel in passion with all of us. She had thoroughly corrupted me, dominating me and showing me the submissive, little sister lurking inside of my soul. I wanted what she wanted. I wanted to make love to our mother.

She was beautiful. A mature, Japanese woman, her black hair falling about her delicate, and mature face. I could see the similarities to Kimiko and me. The shape of her nose. The roundness of her ears. The plumpness of those lips.

She ran her tongue across her lips. She leaned closer and closer to Clint’s cock. The young man, only seventeen or so, a few years older than Kimiko and myself, stood so strong and powerful over her. I could feel that sexy domination rippling off of him. I yearned to go out there and submit to him.

I pressed my dress, clutched in my left hand, against my breasts, rubbing them on the nipple as her mouth drifted closer and closer to Clint’s cock. She let out such a wanton moan, something full of unleashed desire. She hadn’t been with any man since our father passed. Her passions were bottled for a decade.

Clint uncorked them.

“Yes,” whispered Kimiko in our native Japanese as our mother engulfed the tip of Clint’s cock.

She tasted my incestuous pussy juices. My cunt clenched, forcing out more of the cum filling my snatch. It ran down my thighs, making me tremble. I fingered Kimiko’s asshole faster and faster. I pumped my fingers in and out of her velvety asshole. My twin whimpered, wiggling her hips.

Thanks to the stand mirror, I could see both sides of our mother’s face. Her cheeks hollowed. She moaned out loud, her eyes squeezing shut. Her hands grasped Clint’s muscular thighs as she bobbed her mouth faster and faster, her head twisting.

“Damn, you like the taste of pussy, don’t you?” he growled.

Our mother’s mouth popped off his dick. “I… I’ve never tasted another woman.” Her accent was thicker than usual when speaking English. “It… it tastes good on you… Who is it? Your girlfriend, Pam? Her mother?”

“It’s my sister-slut’s,” hissed Kimiko in Japanese, her words so soft.

“Isn’t it hotter not knowing?” Clint asked, grabbing a fistful of Mother’s hair. He pulled her to his cock, her lips nuzzling the end.

She didn’t answer him, instead she engulfed his cock. She sucked more of my pussy juices off his dick. A dizzy wave of heat washed through me. It was so wicked to witness. To know she tasted my naughty cunt and loved it.

Clint groaned. He ripped off his shirt, exposing that muscular body. My lusts surged at the sexy sight as I stared at his back and side. His forearm bulged as he seized Mother’s hair, his fingers sliding through her silky hair. She moaned about his cock, sucking, slurping, making so many wanton sounds.

Drool ran down her chin as he groaned. Pleasure crossed his face. Our mother pleased our adopted big brother. She worshiped him with the same enthusiasm that my sister and I did. I trembled, pumping my fingers into my twin’s asshole over and over. I jammed my digits so deep into her bowels, wiggling them, stimulating her.

“Isn’t this so hot, onee-chan?” Kimiko whispered.

“Yes, onee-sama. Minako can’t look away.”

I couldn’t. It was so hot watching Mother please Clint. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, begging to be touched. I squeezed my discarded dress tight to my small breasts. My sensitive nipples drank in the feel of the cloth. The tingles raced down to my cunt, swelling the passion brewing in my depths. My butt-cheeks clenched.

I wanted to be with them. I wanted to join Mother. I wanted to be on my knees worshiping Clint’s cock with her. I pressed my face against the louvered slats, watching her please him. Her breasts swayed beneath her dress. Her fingers dug into his thighs.

“That’s it,” Clint groaned. “Let that slut out of you. It’s been simmering in you for so long, just waiting to burst from you.”

She groaned, her eyes squeezed shut. She whimpered about his cock. Her head twisted. She had skill at sucking cock. It was clear Mother had done this before. That she must have loved our father’s dick with that mouth. And now she pleasured Clint.

Our big brother.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Suck off all those pussy juices. You just love it. You’re going to suck all the cum out of my balls. I’m going to flood your mouth.”

She sucked so hard.

“You want that. You want my cum.”

She let out a purring moan.

“Just keep doing it. You’re going to guzzle it down. Your slut-mouth hungers for it.” His face twisted. His back muscles tightening. “Fuck!”

His back arched. Mother’s cheeks bulged. Cum spilled out of the corners of her mouth, running pearly down her face. It was so obscene. I jammed my fingers deep into my sister’s assholes. I made my twin whimper as we witnessed my mother guzzling down so much spunk.

She gulped down as he growled. He gripped her hair tight as he pumped her mouth full of cum. A dizzy wave washed through me. I pressed my face against the closet, my heart pounding so hard as Clint let out a final growl.

“Damn, you are a cum-guzzling slut,” Clint growled. “Do your daughters have any idea that you have such skill?”

Color tinged our mother’s cheeks. She slid her mouth off his dick. Her slanted eyes were glassy and dazed. She licked at the cum leaking out of her and then moaned, “No, no. They have no idea the things I did with their father.”

“You worshiped his cock. You were his whore, weren’t you?”

Mother nodded her head.

“And you miss it. You miss being a man’s object. To just be used by him.”

She whimpered. “So much. He… He…” Her words choked off. “I miss him.”

“Then strip, slut,” he growled. “Take off the rest of my clothes then yours.”

“Yes,” she moaned and then attacked his shoes.

I pumped my fingers in my twin sister’s asshole again. We watched as she pulled off his shoes and then his socks. Then she drew off his jeans the rest of the way, tugging the denim down his legs while his cock bobbed hard before her. She looked so subservient.

“She looks like you, onee-chan,” Kimiko whispered. “Okaasan looks so eager to serve, doesn’t she?”

“Like you with Clint, onee-sama,” I answered.

“I am a submissive slut with him.” Her asshole clenched on my fingers, increasing that hot, velvety grip. “But he’s our big brother. A little sister should be submissive with her big brother.”

“Minako agrees.” Then I sucked in a deep breath as our mother rose, her salmon-pink dress rustling. “Okaasan is doing it.”

Our mother undid the built in belt of her dress, uncinching it. Her dress no longer hugged her waist. She dressed to show off her body, attracted to Clint. Then she undid the square buttons of her bodice. She trembled as she revealed the bra she wore beneath, dark, cupping her round breasts. I licked my lips, so eager to see our mother naked.

Her dress fell down her body. She looked so beautiful. So sensual. So mature. Her panties were sexier than I imagined she owned. Black and tight, cut to ride high on her hips and show off some of the cheeks of her ass. Clint looked her up and down as she trembled.

“I see where your daughters get their beauty,” he said. “Show it all to me. Don’t be shy, slut.”

“Yes,” she whimpered and reached behind her. She unhooked her bra with such ease, such skill.

This wasn’t the first time she’d stripped for a man. She bared her breasts, so round, her nipples thrusting from wide areolas. They were darker nubs than my twin or I possessed. They looked fatter and begged to be sucked on. Clint seized one, tweaking it and making her shudder.

Her fingers hooked her panties’ waistband. She shoved them off her hips and down her legs, her black bush adorning her pale-olive flesh. She whimpered as he kept fingering her nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger as she stepped out of her panties, her toned thighs flexing. She kept on her white heels, her black hair sweeping about her naked shoulders.

“Lovely,” Clint groaned. “It is a crime that no one has worshiped this body in so many years.”

“T-that changes tonight, Clint… sama.”

“Sama…” He smiled. “I like that, slut.”

“I love seeing okaasan naked,” whimpered Kimiko.

“Minako thinks she is gorgeous,” I whispered back, slowing the speed of my pumping fingers in her asshole. I wanted to savor this as Mother touched herself. She stroked her body while Clint drank it in, his cock throbbing and twitching before him.

“There is a blindfold on the nightstand,” Clint said, his voice so strong. “Put it on.”

“Yes… Clint-sama,” she said, her voice a sultry purr.

She sauntered with such confidence away from Clint, passing before the closet door. Her breasts swayed before her, her hips rolling. She knew she was a beautiful woman. That she was naked before a man who appreciated her beauty. She wasn’t bashful like a maiden. Like I was.

She picked up the sleeping mask and drew the black cloth over her face, the edges lined with a dark-red lace. She adjusted the straps behind her head. She couldn’t see anything now. She licked her lips, her breath quickening.

Kimiko’s asshole squeezed down on my fingers. “Look at her pussy, onee-chan. She’s so wet.”

My eyes flicked down to our mother’s bush. Juices sparkled on her silky strands. I wanted to lick her. To eat her. I wanted to devour her. I wanted feast on her. Just make her cum on my face. I would love her so much.

“Now lie down on the bed,” Clint ordered as he approached, his right hand lightly stroking his cock.

She obeyed with a sensuous grace, stretching out her naked body on the bed. The springs creaked as she adjusted herself, her black hair spread out across the bed. She ran her hands up her body to her breasts, squeezing them, jiggling them.

Offering them to Clint.

Clint stroked his hand up her thigh as he walked along the side of the bed, passing our hiding spot. He glanced at the closet while our mother whimpered from his touch. He had such a hungry smile on his face as he stared at us.

I trembled and my pussy burned, my juices flowing.

His hand stroked up from Mother’s thigh, past her hip, to cross her stomach. He gripped her round breast. He squeezed her, groped her. His thumb swiped over her nipple. She gasped and squirmed on the bed.

Then his hand continued stroking upward, crossing her collarbone to her shoulder. He swiped down to her right arm, his finger lightly touching down to her elbow, to her wrist. He seized her and pulled her arm over her head to the restraints attached to the bed frame. Our mother squirmed but didn’t fight even when he wrapped the cuff about her wrist and tightened it.

“Clint-sama,” she moaned.

He grabbed her other wrist and pulled it to the other corner of the bed. I shivered at how pliant our mother was. She trembled on the bed, her breasts rising and falling, pillowed into two soft mounds. Her flat stomach tensed and squirmed as she writhed on the bed. He bound her in place then his hand moved down her body, slipping past her breast this time.

She moaned with such wanton delight, shuddering at his touch.

“Minako is getting so wet, onee-sama,” I whimpered as Clint ran his hand down our mother’s left thigh, pulling it open. “Okaasan is so pliant.”

“She is,” my sister whispered back. “It’s as hot as your fingers reaming my asshole, onee-chan.”

I agreed, fighting the rising moan as Clint bound first our mother’s left leg then her right. She was bound spread-eagle to the bed, helpless. She looked so delicious. I licked my lips, plunging my fingers so deep into my twin’s asshole.

Clint knelt between our mother’s thighs. He stroked his hands up both her thighs. She groaned and whimpered, pulling on her restraints as her body shuddered. Her breasts quivered. She licked her lips as he came closer and closer to touching her snatch.

“It’s been ten years since someone has worshiped this cunt,” Clint said when his fingers reached her wet, curly bush. “What a crime.”

“Yes, Clint-sama,” she moaned.

“We’ll worship it all the time, okaasan,” my sister whispered.

I gave a soft moan of agreement.

“Clint-sama!” Mother moaned as he nuzzled his face into her pussy.

He ate her.

Mother gasped and quivered, pulling on the restraints as he feasted on her. He pressed his face into her dark curls. His hands reached up her body and groped her breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them as he devoured her.

I knew how passionate Clint was. He ate pussy with such gusto. He loved making a woman gasp and moan for his pleasure. I shuddered beside my sister, my cunt growing hotter and hotter. My heart pounded. My breath quickened, pressing my tits against my dress.

“Clint-sama!” she groaned, her blindfolded head tossing back and forth. She humped her pussy against his mouth, the bed creaking, her bonds groaning as she pulled against him. She couldn’t do anything but lie there and receive ecstasy.

Her breasts heaved as her back arched. As he licked her, he made her body move more and more. Her stomach flexed. Her thigh muscles bunched as she spasmed. Her toes curled. The sounds she made sent trembles rippling through my body.

My fingers plunged faster and faster into my twin sister’s asshole. I gave Kimiko as much pleasure as I could, reveling in the velvety feel of her. I couldn’t stop pleasing her. I wanted to make my sister come. I wanted to hear her gasping and moaning in delight. To hear her passion sing through the closet.

But we had to stay hidden. Clint hadn’t told us to come out.

“Clint-sama,” Mother moaned over and over, her face contorting in pleasure. “Oh, yes! I… I…”

“Don’t fight it, slut,” Clint growled. “You deserve this pleasure. No fumbling fingers. No using substitute toys. Tonight, a man is making you cum.”

“Yes!” she gasped, humping against him.

“Please, cum, okaasan,” I whispered. “Minako believes you deserve it.”

“Yes,” groaned my sister as she trembled beside me.

I couldn’t look away from our mother’s rising pleasure. She shuddered on the bed, her boobs jiggling in his grip. The pleasure mounted as Clint feasted on her. His hands squeezed her tits. He massaged those round mounds, his fingers digging into her flesh. He slid up her breasts and found her nipples.

He tugged on her nubs, making her squeal. He stretched those nipples, making my own throb in envy. I shivered beside my sister, the heat building and building in me. Juices trickled down my thighs, my bush thoroughly soaked.

“Oh, Clint-sama!” she groaned, her body heaving. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“She’s cumming,” my sister groaned. “Okaasan is cumming, onee-chan!”

I gasped in realization that she was. She thrashed on the bed, her arms pulling on her bonds. The frame creaked. She humped against Clint’s face. He kept licking her, kept her cumming. I stared transfixed as the rapture heaved through her body over and over. He gave her such pleasure.

Her orgasms bled one into the other. I whimpered, my fingers frozen in my sister’s asshole. I couldn’t focus on anything but our mother’s pleasure. Her gasps and moans screamed through the room. She must be drowning Clint in her pussy juices.

Lucky him.

I licked my lips, wondering what Mother tasted like. I breathed in, but I could only smell the tangy musk of my twin sister’s and my own pussy. It filled the closet with our passion. Kimiko must have rivulets of cream running down her thighs, too.

“Clint-sama! I… I need you! I need your… your… cock!” Mother’s accent was so thick. “Please, please. Fuck me. Be in me.”

Clint rose, his chiseled chin soaked by her juices. The cream ran down his neck. He mounted her, seized his dick, and guided it to her wanton pussy. My cunt clenched as I sucked in a breath. I held it, my body trembling, waiting for that moment of penetration.

He slammed his dick into our mother’s twat.

She gasped, her back arching. She let out a moan of such throaty lust. Her face twisted with pleasure. Her head tossed back and forth as he fucked her hard. He pounded our mother, his muscular ass flexing as he thrust into her over and over.

He was such a handsome man. I was so glad he was our adopted older brother.

“Clint-sama! Yes! Yes! Fuck my pussy! Pound me! Ooh, yes! A cock! Such a wonderful cock! Stirring me up!”

“Just enjoy it!” he growled, thrusting so hard. He fucked her with such passion. I heard his balls slapping into her taint. “This is your night to be a woman. A slut! You’re going to do things you never thought you could.”

“Yes!” hissed my sister. “Pound her, onii-sama!”

I nodded my head in agreement. I rubbed my thighs together, my clit throbbing. I couldn’t look away, transfixed by his muscular body pounding her. He was such a stud. And he gave her so much pleasure. He made our mother cry out in rapture.

“I’m cumming again!” Mother screamed, her voice almost shrill from the pleasure crashing through her. “Your cock… So long since… This bliss… Oh, yes… Clint-sama!”

He grunted, pumping away at her snatch. It must be spasming so hard about his dick, pleasing him. His face twisted with ecstasy. His chiseled features broadcast his strength. He fucked her with all his masculine prowess. She gasped and groaned, her body heaving beneath him. Her pussy was pleasing him.

He would cum in her. He would fire his spunk into the pussy that birthed my twin and me. Another dizzy wave beset me. It was such sweet torture watching this. I wanted to join in. But couldn’t. Not yet. I had to submit to Clint and stay in the closet.

“Beg for my cum, slut,” Clint groaned. “I know you want it spurting into your cunt.”

She whimpered.

“Do it. Be my slut wholly! Don’t pretend it doesn’t make your cunt hotter. That your pussy isn’t spasming wildly about my dick.”

“I… I…” Mother tossed her head from side to side. Her black hair flew about her face. “Clint-sama… Please… In me.”

“In you what?” he demanded, the bed creaking.

“Please… Your… your seed… Fill me.”

“You can do better,” Clint growled and slammed into her. He stopped fucking her and instead stayed buried in her orgasming cunt. “Make me believe your whore-cunt wants to be filled with my seed.”

Her face contorted. “P-please, Clint-sama. Fill my pussy with… with your cum! Fill my… my whore-cunt with every drop of your spunk! I need it! I’m your slut! Just spurt in me.”

“Okaasan…” I whimpered, smiling at the rapture crossing her face.

Clint drew back his hips, and slammed into her hard. He filled her over and over, pumping away even harder while she screamed out in rapture, begging him over and over to cum in her. To spurt his seed into her pussy.

Would he breed her like he wanted to breed my twin and me?

His back arched. He growled. His face twisted in rapture. I knew his seed pumped into Mother’s pussy. He filled her whore-cunt with his spunk just like he did mine. I felt more of his jizz leak out of me. It stained my thighs. It was such a deliciously naughty delight.

He leaned over Mother, panting. She mewled, the pair coming down from their orgasmic high. I licked my lips, my heart thudding in my chest. I rubbed my cum-slicked and pussy-stained thighs together as my pussy grew so hot.

Then Clint pulled out of her and climbed off the bed.

“Clint-sama,” she whimpered.

“I’m sure you’re wondering whose pussy was on my cock,” he said as he marched towards the closet.

“Uh-huh,” she whimpered.

“She’s been in here this entire time, watching as I fucked you. Her pussy’s been getting hotter and hotter as she’s waited for the chance to lick your cunt clean of my seed.”

“Is it Asuka?” asked Mother. Asuka Hiragawa was Pam’s mother. Pam was Clint’s half-sister and one of his two girlfriends. The one he could be open with since no one suspected the Japanese girl was the daughter of Clint’s dead father.

“Or is it Pam. Was that your girlfriend’s pussy? Do you share women with her, Clint-sama?”

“Yes, I do,” Clint answered as he opened the closet door. He stared at my sister and me. “Enjoy.

”

“I will,” Mother moaned, not realizing Clint spoke to my sister and me.

I pulled my fingers out of my sister’s asshole and took her hand. My twin led me to the bed. I licked my lips, so excited for this. Mother squirmed, her head looking around, eyes still covered by the blindfold. She has no idea her daughters are about to eat her creampie.

As we came closer to the bed, I could see Clint’s white cum matting Mother’s black bush. The pearly stains stood out against her dark hairs. I licked my lips, eager to devour the cunt that birthed us. To feast on her the way I feasted on my twin’s snatch.

She gasped as we climbed onto the bed. She whimpered and groaned as Kimiko and I moved into position. The bonds creaked as Mother pulled on them. I knelt on my twin’s left our shoulders and arms rubbing together as we leaned down. My cheek kissed my twin’s as we came closer and closer to the pussy that birthed us.

I breathed in, a heady mix of salty cum and a spicy musk. A scent different from my own pussy. From Kimiko’s. A dizzy wave washed through me as my twin and I lowered our faces the last few inches. Cum-stained silk caressed my face as I nuzzled into my mother’s bush.

My tongue flicked out with Kimiko’s. We lapped up our mother’s slit.

Mother moaned as I tasted salty cum seasoned with her delicious spice. A naughty thrill ran through me as I licked again and again. My twin and I feasted on this incestuous snatch. I wiggled my hips, bumping into Kimiko’s side. We moaned, our tongues brushing each other as we explored our mother’s folds.

“Two?” gasped mother. “Clint-sama, two women?”

“Did you think I could contain myself to just one?” Clint asked. I felt his eyes watching.

She let out a purring moan. “I knew you were fucking both Asuka and her daughter… But… but… At the same time?” She shook her head. “No, no, it can’t be that. Is it Asuka and Stefani?”

“Interesting idea,” Clint said. “Stefani is a delicious fuck.”

I pictured the redheaded girlfriend of Clint’s older sister, Zoey, riding his dick, her breasts bouncing.

“But, no, it’s not those two.”

“Pam and Stefani?” whimpered Mother as my tongue dove into her pussy, scooping out her cream and Clint’s delicious cum. The two flavors melted in my mouth.

“Nope,” Clint said, amusement in his voice. He loved this game.

So did I.

Mother had no idea her daughters feasted on her. It was so wicked. I fought my moans, not wanting to give away it was us as my tongue swirled through her folds. Kimiko lapped and fluttered and at her clit, the pair of us making our mother buck and gasp.

“Is it… Ooh, it’s so hard to think. Their tongues… I’ve never had a woman lick my pussy. It’s so different. And two of them.” Mother groaned. “Please, please, Clint-sama. Tell me.”

“You need to keep guessing,” he said, moving up the bed to stand on the side. I saw his cock out of the corner of my eye.

My tongue licked up Mother’s slit, joining Kimiko’s at her clit. It was so naughty for both our tongues to play with her. To make her gasp and moan. The bedsprings groaned as she shuddered beneath our twin assault. Her musk filled my nose.

“Then… then… Is it Pam and Melody?” gasped mother.

“Oh, so you know I date my cousin?” Clint said. To the outside world, his half-sisters Melody and Lee were simply his cousins, no one knowing that his mother and aunt were both his father’s lovers before he passed away a few years ago.

“Asuka showed me the pictures of your daughters,” groaned Mother. “Or… or… is one of them Lee. I know you fuck her, too. She’s pregnant with your child.”

“She’s not the only one,” Clint said. “But it’s not Melody or Pam. Nor is it Lee.”

“Then who… The only other women in I met are… are… Your sisters. Your mother. Your aunt. Surely not.”

Clint didn’t answer her.

“That’s incest!” she groaned. “It has to be someone I haven’t met. Some other sluts that you fuck! I can only imagine! There must be some happy housewives on this street with you here.”

My tongue fluttered against Mother’s clit. Her pussy juices flowing faster and faster. I whimpered as Kimiko moved lower. Mother gasped as my twin jammed her tongue deep into the pussy that birthed us. I latched my lips onto her clit and sucked.

Mother gasped and moaned. Her breasts jiggled before me. Her head tossed back and forth. Her moans filled the air. They flowed around me, ringing with all her passion. Her stomach flexed as she gasped louder and louder.

“Are you about to cum?” Clint asked, leaning over the bed.

“Yes!” Mother moaned.

A hot surge ran through me. I sucked so hard on her clit, my cheeks hollowing. My twin sister let out a wanton moan. My body shook, my body rubbing against my sister’s side. I nipped mother’s bud. She gasped.

Came.

“Clint-sama! Your sluts! Your sluts are amazing!” she screamed.

Her juices gushed out of her. She bathed my face. My twin’s face. She covered us in her spicy passion as she thrashed on the bed. Her tits heaved as she moaned. Her mouth opened wide. It was so naughty. So wonderful.

My twin and I made our mother cum.

Clint’s hand shot out and ripped off her blindfold. Mother blinked as she stared down her body at us. Her daughters. Our tongues lapped at her pussy as her orgasm rippled through her. Her eyes widened.

“No, no, no!” she gasped, bucking from her climax. “Why are my daughters…?” Then she switched into Japanese. “What are you two doing? I am your mother! Why are you…? This is… This is incest! Stop this! Stop this right now!”

Shock hit me. I thought Mother would be consumed with rapture. That she would embrace this. I suddenly shrank, pulling my face away from her pussy. Kimiko rose up, her arms hugging her tits, like she was trying to hide them.

“Okaasan, we—”

“How could you do this to your mother?” she demanded. Then she glared at Clint, switching back to English to snarl, “What depravity is this.? Was that my daughter’s…? Did I taste…?”

“Yes, that was Minako’s cream on my dick,” Clint grinned. “She’s a delicious, little slut. So is Kimiko. They take after you. They have that same hot blood.”

“No!” hissed Mother. “I would never do something so filthy.”

Clint grinned at her. “Of course you would. Even now, I can see through that anger. You’re scared at how hard your orgasm grew when you saw it was your daughter. The breadth of your lust terrifies you. You don’t understand how you can crave something so taboo as enjoying your daughters. Look at you, trembling. You crave more of their incestuous touch.”

“I do not! Untie me!” She fixed him a hard glare. “Right now!”

“I’ll untie you when I’m ready, slut,” he growled, looming over her. “You are mine now, you understand? You gave yourself to me the same way your daughters did.”

“We did, okaasan,” Kimiko said. “Minako and I both are his. And… and… Minako is mine.” She put her arm possessively around my shoulder. “Don’t be afraid of this.”

Mother shook her head. “This is filthy. I do not want this.”

Clint’s grin was so knowing. “Yes, you do. I’ll prove it.” He marched to the bedroom door and opened it.

Melody and Pam stood naked on the other side, both so different, one a blonde, American girl , standing a few inches taller, her breasts round, nipples thick and dusky. Pam looked more like my twin and I, her body slender, her breasts a little smaller than Melody’s. She had dusky skin and slanted eyes. But… in their faces they had traces of their father. It was subtle. You would never think they were sisters unless you already knew.

“Mmm, we love our mothers,” Melody said, standing on Clint’s right. “Mrs. Mihara, our mothers are all Clint’s sex slaves.”

“They are, Mihara-san,” Pam said in accented Japanese. “Our mothers gave themselves to Clint. Our brother is just that dominating.”

“Brother?” gasped mother.

Clint frowned. Then barked, “Get in here, slaves.”

His mother, his aunt, and Mrs. Hiragawa all entered next. His mother and aunt were clearly sisters, though his mother had her hair dyed blonde. Their faces were similar, the shape of their large breasts so close. They moved with a willowy grace, identical tattoos over both hearts, a triangle around three letters. Beside them, Mrs. Hiragawa looked so much like her daughter only mature and ripened.

“Mmm, Kaori, we just love serving our children,” Mrs. Hiragawa said as she knelt before Pam. “You have no idea the joys of incest. How amazing it is to indulge in them.”

“It’s just a wonderful treat,” Clint’s aunt moaned as the dark-haired woman knelt before her daughter, Melody.

“I love being my son’s slut,” his mother purred. She knelt before him, grasping his dick still wet with our mother’s pussy. “So much that he even bred me. His child grows in my belly. I hope it’s a son to dominate his other daughters. But if it’s a girl, I know she’ll be a submissive slut like me.”

Our mother let out a whimpering sound as she watched the incest unfolding. I shivered as all three mothers leaned forward, two licking pussies, the third sucking on a hard cock. Clint, Melody, and Pam all let out wanton moans as they received the pleasure.

For a moment, I was transfixed by the sight, watching the incestuous passion unfolding. Clint gripped his mother’s bleached-blonde hair, his cock thrusting, fucking into her mouth. Pleasure crossed his face as he loved his mother’s mouth. Pam’s and Melody’s round tits both jiggled and swayed as they undulated their hips and ground their hot pussies on their mothers’ mouths.

“How can you call that disgusting, okaasan?” Kimiko asked. “It’s beautiful. Look at them loving each other. That’s what Minako and I want with you.”

“Minako wants that very much, okaasan,” I added, following my sister’s lead. I always obeyed her. “Minako wants to love you, okaasan. With Minako’s mouth. Minako’s tongue. You tasted so delicious. Minako loved the flavor of your pussy.”

“This is…” Mother shuddered, her eyes locked on Clint and his half-sisters using their mothers for their pleasure. “I… I…”

“I know, it’s exciting,” Kimiko said. She reached up and undid the restraints on our mother’s right wrist.

I blinked at that. Then I realized our mother needed to accept incest on her own. She couldn’t do that bound. If she could ever claim that we forced her, then she wouldn’t believe that she truly enjoyed it. We had to remove that possibility from her.

I undid her left restraint.

“Don’t you want to share that same love with Kimiko and Minako?” I asked her as she brought her hands to her tits, her mouth half-open, her eyes glassy.

“We can have so much fun as a family, okaasan,” Kimiko added as our hands stroked down our mother’s thighs to her knee.

We kept going to the cuffs on her ankles. Mother still didn’t answer us. She just closed her legs tight, rubbing her thighs together. Her breasts jiggled as she half-sat up. She licked her lips, staring at Clint as he used his mother’s mouth. Then her eyes flicked to Pam grinding her cunt on her mother’s lips, the Japanese girl’s tits jiggling. Pleasure crossed Pam’s face.

“Oh, yes, Mom,” she groaned. “Oh, you know what my pussy needs. You always do. You’re wonderful, Mom.”

“God, yes, our Mommy-sluts are so good at that,” Melody groaned. “Ooh, yes, watch me, Mrs. Mihara. Watch my Mommy-slave devour my cunt. I know you want to feast on your daughters’ snatches. I tasted Minako’s. She’s delicious.”

My cheeks warmed.

Kimiko pressed against our mother’s left side, cuddling into her and stroking her stomach. I moved in on the other side, loving the feel of her body. My small breasts quivered as they touched her flesh, my nipples drinking in the feel of her snatch.

“You can eat Minako’s pussy, okaasan,” I whispered, my hand joining Kimiko’s at rubbing at our mother’s belly. “It’s full of Clint-sama’s cum.”

“Doesn’t that sound yummy?” Kimiko whispered. My twin sister snuggled closer, her lips moving to our mother’s ear. “I’ll eat your cunt to another orgasm while you clean Minako’s juicy snatch.”

“I… I… This is… This is wrong,” moaned mother.

“So wrong,” Kimiko answered, her hand sliding lower, brushing through our mother’s bush. “We’ve already made you cum once. Didn’t we give you such pleasure? Didn’t we do such a good job loving your pussy, okaasan?”

“Didn’t Minako give you such pleasure?” I asked, my hand sliding up to cup Mother’s breast. I squeezed the tit I used to nurse from as a child. Kimiko and I each would suckle from a nipple at the same time. “Didn’t Minako do good?”

“Minako-chan,” Mother whimpered, her head turning to stare at me. “I… I…” Her eyes widened. She sucked in a breath.

“Mmm, you’re still so wet, okaasan,” Kimiko purred, her hand working between our mother’s thighs. “Just surrender to this. Clint wants you to. You want to obey him. You’re like us. Just a slut for his dick. Like his mother.”

Our mother whimpered. Her eyes fluttered.

“Be a slut with Minako and Kimiko,” I whispered, my finger playing with her nipple. “Just lie back and let Minako straddle your face. Then you can lick all of Clint-sama’s cum out of Minako’s pussy.”

“This is so wrong,” she gasped, her body shuddering. He eyes fluttered. “I… I…” Her face contorted.

I pushed her back. She didn’t fight it. She just whimpered as Kimiko fingered her juicy pussy. My twin sister moved down our mother’s body. My twin licked her lips, eager to eat our mother out again. She had craved enjoying this pussy for so long.

“Just enjoy Minako’s sloppy cunt,” I groaned as I moved, straddling my mother. “Be like Hiragawa-san and the other mothers. Pleasure Minako’s pussy.” I couldn’t believe how dominating I was with our mother. Just like Kimiko could be dominating with me and submissive with Clint, I was finding the same thing with my mother, switching roles.

I pressed my black-furred muff onto my mother’s face. I smeared my cum-stained bush against her lips, trembling, waiting for her to please me. My pussy was on fire. It was so hot watching Clint please our mother. Then I had the joy of feasting on her cunt. I wanted more.

“Eat Minako’s pussy, okaasan!” I cried out as Kimiko buried her face into our mother’s bush.

Mother groaned. Her back arched. Her hands grasped my thighs, squeezing me. Fingernails bit into my flesh. I felt her warm breath fluttering through my pubic hair to caress my pussy lips. My heart thudded beneath my breasts.

A tongue fluttered against my pussy.

Mother surrendered to incest.

“Yes, yes, lick Minako’s pussy, okaasan!” I cried out, trembling atop my mother.

Clint stared at me as he fucked his mother’s mouth. He grinned at me. I shuddered, feeling this incestuous connection to him. We both enjoyed forbidden pleasure from the women who brought us into the world. I whimpered, trembling atop Mother as her tongue lapped over and over through my juicy slit.

Then she jammed her tongue into my cunt. I stiffened atop her, my small breasts jiggling. I whimpered as the heat washed through me. Her tongue stirred through my snatch, caressing my silky pussy walls. My clit throbbed, bumping into her chin as she moved her head beneath me.

“Yes, okaasan, eat my sister-slut’s pussy,” moaned my twin. “Feast on her, and I’ll make you cum so hard.”

“Y-yes,” Mother moaned. “Minako-chan… You… You taste so good. Even better than you did on Clint’s cock.”

“Minako is so glad!”

My heart fluttered as Mother’s tongue flailed through my pussy. She loved me. She reveled in the incestuous delight of my snatch. Pleasure rippled through me. My orgasm grew so fast. I trembled atop her, squirming and grinding my cunt on her while I stared down at my sister’s mouth pressed into our mother’s thick bush.

Kimiko loved her. I could see the joy in her eyes. We stared into each other’s eyes, both of us reveling in incestuous passion. It was incredible to enjoy our mother. I whimpered, grinding my hot cunt on Mother’s hungry tongue.

“Eat my sister-slut’s cunt so hard, okaasan,” ordered Kimiko, still dominant. It went Clint, her, me, then our mother. “Make her explode! I want her cream showering your face.”

“Yes, you heard Kimiko-sama! Make Minako cum, okaasan!”

I ground my pussy so hard on Mother’s mouth. My clit rubbed across her lips and chin. My little bud and my sensitive labia drank in the kiss of her lips and tongue. She groaned, her fingernails digging into my thighs as she loved me. She gave me such pleasure. She stirred me to a hot froth.

My orgasm built and built in me. It swelled so fast. It was so incredible. Mother ate her first pussy in her life. My pussy. A head rush washed through me, besetting me with dizzy euphoria. The room spun around me as my cunt grew hotter and hotter.

Everyone was moaning. Pam and Melody as their mothers ate their cunts. Clint grunted as he spurted his cum into his mother’s mouth. My mother purred into my snatch as Kimiko feasted on her cunt. That made me whimper, my hands seizing Mother’s tits and squeezing them so hard.

“Minako is going to cum!” I moaned.

“Do it, onee-chan!” ordered my twin. “Drench okaasan’s face! Right now!”

“Yes, onee-sama!”

I came.

As Mother’s tongue whipped through my pussy lips, my orgasm detonated in my core. I gasped, my pussy spasming. My juices flooded out of me, pouring into my mother’s mouth. She groaned beneath me, drinking in the flood.

“You taste so delicious, Minako-chan!” she gasped, her hips undulating, grinding her cunt against my twin’s face.

“Now you can cum, okaasan, for pleasing Minako’s pussy!” I screamed as the waves of rapture washed through her.

“Yes, yes, give me your juices, okaasan!” Kimiko moaned.

“What a pair of wicked daughters I raised!” Mother moaned into my cunt. Then she bucked and howled into my snatch.

She joined me in rapture.

Her moans hummed through my convulsing snatch. My juices gushed out of me as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through my body. My mind melted beneath the incestuous delight my mother churned in my pussy as she kept licking me.

I stared into Kimiko’s eyes as she drank down Mother’s pussy cream. The three of us were united in forbidden passion for each other. Everything had changed for us. Our home life would be so different with all of us as lesbian lovers.

Such joy buzzed through my body as my orgasm peaked.

“Minako is so happy!” I screamed.

My twin sister rose and threw her arms around my neck. “Good.”

She kissed me hard, her mouth stained with Mother’s spicy juices. I closed my eyes, my body melting against my twin. Mother licked at my pussy, sending fluttering rapture spilling through my body as I savored this moment.

Clint and his wicked family had changed us forever. They had given us such wondrous joy. I was so glad for it. I never wanted to go back to what we were before. We were lovers. We were Clint’s sluts. We were a family who shared everything.

What a wonderful thing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Just over nine months after that wondrous night our family united in lesbian incest, I walked into the hospital room to find my mother looking disheveled and tired, but also so happy. She held my new sister, Hanako, cradled in her arms, the little infant swaddled in pink.

Clint stood nearby, looking proud at his newest child.

“Everything is looking good, Kaori,” Dr. Wilson said. The beautiful, older woman smiled. “And I see your daughters are here.” Her smile turned naughty.

She understood incest. She had her own son’s child.

“Oh, our new sister looks so beautiful,” Kimiko said in English.

I nodded my head. I approached the bed, holding my daughter, Chiyoko, in my arms. Clint had bred all the women in our family within days of each other. My twin and I gave birth only two days earlier. We went in labor at almost the same time.

“That’s your aunt, Chiyoko-chan,” I whispered to my daughter, holding her in my arms as I leaned over Mother’s bed. “You’re going to get to know her so well.”

“Uh-huh,” Kimiko said, moving around the other side of the bed holding her son, Junichiro (named after our father) in her arms. “Though Hanako is your aunt, she’s going to be more like your little sister. Good thing you beat Chiyoko, huh. You have two little sisters to love and protect.”

I shuddered, picturing our children grown, my daughter and Hanako loving their big brother with their mouths. Their pussies. Their assholes. Just the way every little sister should love her older brother. Unlike Kimiko and myself, my daughter wouldn’t have to adopt her own big brother.

“You’re going to have such a happy life,” I cooed to my daughter.

“Yes, she will,” Mother said, beaming at her family.

The END
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Melody Samuels

For the last month, an itch has built between my thighs. Ever since my younger half-sister, Alicia, rode our brother’s cock in the middle of the cafeteria, hiding her activity by looking like a cute, little girl sitting innocently on her big brother’s lap, my lusts were inflamed. I always had an exhibitionist streak. I enjoyed showing off my body, flashing my tits, my pussy, and my cute ass to strangers. I savored my brother and sisters fucking me in public.

But I never did it in places where people knew me. When I had sex at my high school, I did it in my mother’s classroom or sneaking into a single-use bathroom. Clint didn’t fuck me in the middle of the crowded cafeteria. Right in front of everyone.

I was so jealous of Alicia for doing that.

I needed that itch scratch. I couldn’t ignore it any longer. For days it was all I could think about it, my pussy on fire. I wanted to fuck my half-brother where everyone could watch. Where people we knew could catch us and see our incestuous passion.

Juices ran down my thighs. My shaved pussy was so hot and wet.

I sauntered through our high school’s hallway, passing a few students. I felt their eyes on me, knowing I looked hot. My seventeen-year-old body was lovely, my round breasts on display in my thin, stretchy top. It was a size too small for me and without a bra on, it molded to every inch of my boobs, my nipples on display. My hips wiggled from side to side, my short skirt clinging to my rump, barely falling down my thighs. If I bent over far enough, you could see my pussy.

And when I sat at my seat in class, I could part my legs and give anyone who looked a peek. I enjoyed flashing Mr. Breen. Clint was the only man for me, when I could get his attention, but it was fun teasing other guys.

I round the corner of the hallway and smiled at Clint sauntering down the hallway. I knew he’d be here. It was on the way from his last class to my mom’s classroom. She taught history at our high school, and since she was my half-brother’s sex slave, he used her classroom during the lunch hour however he wanted.

“Melody,” he said, giving me a grin. He was tall and strong, looking like a young version of our father with that dark hair and chiseled face. He wore a tight t-shirt that showed off his strong torso. “You’re looking… adventurous. Joining me and the twins?”

I swallowed my irritation with the twins. Kimiko and Minako had inflamed Clint the last month. Between them and breeding Alicia, who found out a few weeks ago she was finally pregnant with our brother’s child, Clint hadn’t had much time for Pam and me.

We were his girlfriends!

“Nope, Clint,” I told him as I reached him.

His eyes flicked up and down my body. “Damn shame if you’re not.”

My arms slid around his neck right there in the hallway. The world thought we were first cousins. It was legal in California for first cousins to have sex, children, and even marry. But we weren’t. Our mothers were our father’s sex slaves. He married Aunt Cheryl and my mother had to lie about who the father of me and my sister were.

So, legally, I couldn’t do this at all. Which only made our incest hotter.

My mouth locked on Clint’s. I kissed my brother with such passion. My tongue thrust into his mouth. I pressed against his body, wiggling, reminding him how sexy I was. His hands found my ass, grabbing and groping me as our tongues danced together.

He hadn’t forgotten how to kiss me.

My nipples throbbed against his chest, wishing our thin clothing wasn’t in the way. His cock swelled in his jeans. That hard bulge making my pussy even wetter. My cunt clenched, more juices trickling out to stain my inner thighs.

I whimpered into the kiss. My heart beat so fast He was such a sexy stud. I loved him so much I let him have his harem of sisters and other family members. I let him fuck other women, like those Japanese twins who moved in on our street. I just wanted to enjoy him more.

Like today.

He broke the kiss, staring at me. “So, if you’re not joining me in the classroom, do you just want me to be hard and ready to fuck the twins?”

“Nope,” I said, my hips wiggling as I backed him against the locker’s that lined the hallway. “I want to fuck you right here, right now.”

“Here?” he asked, looking down the hallway. It was lunch hour, but anyone could wander by. I wiggled my hips. “Not the classroom?”

“Right here,” I purred, grinding my crotch against him. “I need your cock in me, Clinton Elliston III.”

He knew I was serious when I used his full name.

I kissed him again, letting him taste the apricot lip gloss I wore. He loved kissing me when I wore it. He groaned, his dick throbbing against my crotch. I shoved my hand between us, groping his dick through his jeans as I devoured his mouth.

His hands squeezed my ass. He groaned into my mouth as I stroked him through his clothing. I squeezed his cock, stroking up and down his girth. He was so thick. My pussy needed him in me right now.

He broke the kiss. “Damn, Melody.”

I arched an eyebrow. “I’m not wearing any panties. Just pin me against the locker room and fuck me so hard.”

He groaned, his head looking from side to side. “Someone could come, Melody.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, squeezing his dick. “Doesn’t that just make it hot? You don’t mind fucking Lee in the boy’s restroom.”

“A teacher or a janitor probably wasn’t about to walk around the corner,” he said.

“You handled Principal Carver when he caught Alicia riding your cock in the cafeteria.”

“Because I had blackmail on him,” Clint said. “I don’t have that on every teacher here. What if Mrs. Murphy or Mrs. Atwood rounds the corner?”

“Mmm, that just makes this hotter,” I told him. “I need this so bad. Don’t tell me it doesn’t make you so hard right now.” I grinned at him. “I can feel you, Clint. You want to be in me right now.”

“I always want to be in you, Melody,” he said, grabbing my ass and pulling me tighter against him. His dick throbbed in his jeans.

“Then what are you waiting on?” I asked him, my fingers finding his zipper. I dragged it down so slowly, that rasping sound echoing through the hallway. “Be a man and fuck your sister right here, right now.”

He shook his head, a smile growing on his lips. “I like it when you’re such a slut, Melody.”

A smile grew on my lips. “You’re lucky I am such a slut, Clint. How many other girlfriends would let you fuck all those girls?”

“At least one other,” he said. “Pam loves it.”

I shivered. Pam was Japanese and our half-sister. No one outside our family even knew she was related to Clint. She was his other girlfriend. Everyone in school knew he dated Pam and me while my little sister, Lee, was his sex slave. Rumors buzzed that Clint fucked Alicia and Zoey, his full-blooded sisters, but no one could prove it.

“You’re lucky to have such naughty sisters who love you,” I said, reaching into his fly and feeling his dick through his boxers. “Mmm, there’s your cock. He feels so lonely right now. But my pussy’s ready to welcome him.”

“Oh, yeah?” he asked.

I gasped as he spun me around and pinned me against the wall. The locker rattled behind me, a hollow thud echoing inside of it. I shuddered, seeing that glint in his dark eyes. I had him. My cunt clenched hard as he licked his lips.

He slid down to his knees. “If we’re going to do this, Melody, then we’re going to do it right.”

I grinned at him. “Mmm, you just like any excuse to eat a tasty cunt.”

“Any excuse,” Clint agreed, his hands shoving up my skirt, exposing more and more of my thighs.

I shivered and writhed, my sandy blonde hair, gathered in a pair of braids, rubbing into my shoulder blades. As Clint exposed my pussy, I pulled my hair out from behind me. I shuddered, my snatch on display. There was no hiding what we were doing.

“Mmm, such a gorgeous pussy,” he said, his finger stroking down my blonde landing strip to my juicy pussy. “Just begging to be eaten.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “A wet, yummy pussy just begging for her brother to eat her.”

Clint buried his face between my thighs. I gasped at the feel of his whiskers scratching at my silky, inner thighs. Then his tongue lapped through my labia. His tongue fluttered through my pussy, stimulating my naughty bits. He brushed my clit, making me gasp.

My moans echoed down the hallway. The locker groaned behind me as I shuddered against him. His hands stroked my thighs, calloused and rough. They felt so naughty on me. I loved him touching me. I whimpered, the pleasure flowing through me as he ate me.

In our high school’s hallway.

“Yes, yes, yes, Clint,” I moaned. “Mmm, eat me, brother. Eat my pussy.”

His tongue plunged deep into my pussy. He’d forgotten all about his little tryst with those two Japanese twins. He ate my pussy. My back squirmed as the pleasure flowed through me. My hands grabbed his hair, sliding through his short, dark curls. I whimpered as his tongue fluttered faster and faster.

He sucked on my clit.

I gasped, my body bucking at the sudden surge of rapture. My moans echoed down the empty hallway. I whimpered and groaned, not hiding my passion. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. With every flutter of his tongue, it sent another wave of passion through my body. My head tossed from side to side.

“Yes, yes, yes, eat me!” I groaned. “Oh, Clint, make me cum! Make your sister cum!”

He groaned into my pussy. His mouth nibbled on my pussy lips before he thrust his tongue deep into my cunt. I gasped, my breasts bounding. My nipples ached. I shoved up my top, my hands stroking up my stomach. My fingers caressed me, making me shiver.

My round breasts spilled out, plump and ripe, full of my breast milk. I shuddered and squeezed them. Milk beaded my dusky nipples. The smell of my creamy treat filled my nose, adding to my excitement as Clint feasted on me.

Footsteps padded down the hallway.

My pussy clenched. I ground my cunt on Clint’s hungry mouth as I heard the footsteps coming closer and closer. I gazed to my right, peering at the corner. A shadow stretched out before the person. I whimpered. Who was it? A student? A teacher? A parent?

Who was about to catch us.

My orgasm swelled faster and faster. I squeezed and kneaded my round breasts. I whimpered louder and louder. The person’s legs appeared. They were moments from walking around the corner and witnessing my incestuous passion.

“Eat my pussy, brother!” I gasped at the top of my lungs.

The figure stopped right before rounding the corner.

“Oh, yes, I’m going to cum on your mouth, brother!” I moaned. Every time I said that word, that wonderful B word, my pussy grew hotter. “Ooh, you’re such a stud! I love you, brother! I love you eating my cunt!”

My orgasm swelled faster and faster. I trembled, on the edge of cumming as Clint’s tongue fluttered through my pussy. He swirled it through my sheath, making me tremble. My whimpers burst out of my mouth. I couldn’t contain my incestuous passion.

The person peeked around the corner, their head just sticking out just enough to peer down the lockers at me. It was a girl, green eyes wide, her black hair slipping off her shoulder. She gasped, her face young. I stared at her, meeting her eyes, and smiled.

Becky Yates, fifteen like Alicia, a sophomore. I shuddered, my hips wiggling from side to side. I gave her such a smile as my orgasm swelled through me. My hands squeezed my tits, milk squirting from my nipples.

“I’m cumming, brother!” I screamed, letting her know who Clint truly was.

Her mouth widened as my orgasm screamed through my body. Pleasure rippled through me. My hips wiggled from side to side. My juices gushed out of my convulsing snatch. I whimpered, the pleasure caressing my thoughts, stars of delight bursting across my vision.

Clint’s tongue lapping through my folds kept the waves of bliss washing through my body. I gasped and groaned, grinding my cunt on Clint’s mouth. His stubble teased my labia. My clit throbbed against him. I whimpered. I moaned. It was so good.

“Yes, yes, yes, Clint!” I gasped, the locker rattling behind my squirming body. “Oh, my god, eat me! Eat your sister’s cunt! Such a stud!”

My head banged back into the locker. I whimpered as the rapture peaked in me. Clint feasted on me. His tongue fluttered through my petals. He lapped up the juices flowing out of me. He stared up at me while Becky watched us.

I felt her eyes staring at me.

“Oh, Clint, I need your cock in me!” I gasped. “I need my brother in me!”

Brother, Becky mouthed.

Clint rose. He had such a glint in his dark eyes. My cream dripped from his chin. I bathed him with my passion. I gasped as he seized me. His lips claimed mine. I whimpered, my tongue flicking out, enjoying the flavor of my sweet pussy. My hand shot down, diving into his unzipped fly.

I produced his cock.v

I guided him to my cunt, sliding him up my inner thigh. My pussy clenched. I had one orgasm, but I needed another. I was greedy for them. I wanted Becky to witness me exploding on my brother’s dick. His cock neared my cunt, came closer and closer.

Nuzzled against my vulva.

“Melody!” growled Clint as he rammed into my pussy.

I whimpered, pinned against the locker, his dick penetrating my depths. My juicy snatch gripped his cock. Waves of incestuous bliss washed through my body. I clung to him, my arms wrapped about his neck. I hiked my legs, gripping his hips, his hands clutching my ass.

He fucked me. Hard.

His balls smacked into my taint as his cock drove deep into my juicy snatch. I squeezed down on him, loving the silky friction. Pleasure built and built in me as he fucked me. He nibbled against my neck, lips strong, sucking, loving me.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, brother!” I howled, my head turning, staring at Becky.

Crimson spilled across her cheeks. She clutched the corner of the wall as she peered around it. It looked like she was trembling. She bit her lip. My cunt clenched hard on my brother’s thrusting dick, my excitement building so fast.

Clint growled into my throat as he fucked me. He sucked my neck while my nipples throbbed against his chests. They ached as they drank in the fabric of his t-shirt. My limbs tightened about my brother’s body. I clung to him. Pleasure raced through my body, swelling my orgasm.

“I’m going to cum on your cock, brother!” I moaned. “Just keep fucking me! Ooh, you’re stretching my pussy out!”

“Yes!” he growled, pumping harder. He slammed his cock so hard into me, my pussy gripping him. “Let me feel that pussy convulse about my dick, Melody.”

“Going to milky your cock dry!” I moaned. “You’re going to explode in my pussy and breed me, brother!”

Breed… mouthed Becky.

“Fuck, Melody!” Clint growled, fucking me with all his passion. “You want it bad.”

“So bad!” I shuddered. “Oh, Clint, I want your cum in me! I love it!”

My pussy clenched so hard about his dick. My clit throbbed every time his crotch slammed into me. Becky’s green eyes drove me as wild as my brother’s cock. My body trembled. My orgasm swelled and swelled in me.

Clint slammed into me.

I came.

I howled out in wordless rapture as the powerful ecstasy exploded in the depths of my cunt. My pussy spasmed about his dick. My flesh writhed about his incestuous shaft thrusting over and over into my depths. He churned me as the bliss flowed through me.

Euphoria flooded my mind. It kept surging out of my cunt. Clint’s dick, burying again and again into my cunt, kept my rapture alive. My thighs squeezed about his waist while my pussy milked his cock.

“Cum in me, Clint!” I gasped, my mind drowning in ecstasy. Becky watched me cumming on my brother’s dick. “Flood me with all that yummy spunk!”

Clint rammed into me and grunted. His face twisted in pleasure. His cum fired into my snatch. I groaned at that incestuous surge of spurting heat. My pussy convulsed harder. My pleasure intensified as more and more of his spunk filled me.

“Melody!” he growled. “God damn, your pussy’s hot.”

I just moaned, shuddering, my orgasm peaking. It dwindled in me. Our lips met and kissed, our tongues danced together. I shivered in delight, reveling in this wonderful moment. I held Clint to me. I didn’t want this kiss to end. His cum was in me, his cock half-hard in my juicy pussy, my nipples throbbing against his chest.

It felt so wonderful.

Clint broke the kiss, smiling. “You came hard.”

“Well, it’s nice to get fucked,” I said, putting a little bite into the words.

Clint chuckled and gave me another kiss.

It was a joke, I guess, but sometimes I could go days without him in me. With our family—our moms, Pam’s mom, Pam, his two sisters, and my sister—those Japanese twins and their mother, the two lesbians living with us, and the free pokes Clint had with Mrs. Umayyah, her daughter, and those three other whores they had, he was a little distracted. And there was always other girls he was on the look for.

I missed him. I was supposed to be his queen, and…

“Come on,” Clint said, breaking the kiss. “Let’s go play with those Japanese twins.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

I shuddered, back pressed against the wall, my heart racing. I couldn’t believe what I just watched. I heard rumors that he fucked his sister Alicia, but to hear Melody claim to be his sister, too, sent… heat billowing through me. I couldn’t believe they were just having sex in the middle of the hallway.

It was so bold.

This school was getting so wild. It didn’t feel like this last year when I was just a freshman. I mean, there was the scandal when Clint started dating Pam and Melody, the two pregnant, and then Lee started acting… interesting. But this year, it just felt like everyone was whispering about incest.

Clint… inspired people.

I heard rumors that James, who shared my math class, had bred his younger sister at the start of the year. And then to hear Melody beg to be bred by Clint again had my pussy on fire. I whimpered, biting my lip. This horny itch just surged through me.

I darted away from Clint and Melody as they kissed coming down from their orgasmic high. I darted into the nearby girl’s restroom. I slammed through the swinging door and raced for the farthest stall.

I’d never been so horny before. The moment I slammed the door, I was reaching beneath my skirt to pull down my sea-green panties. They bunched around my ankles as I sat down on the cold toilet seat. I didn’t care. I was too hot to truly feel it. I leaned back and thrust my hands between my thighs.

I masturbated at school.

What was wrong with me? Why was I doing this? It was so naughty, something a slut like Melody or Lee would do.

A slut who fucked her brother in the middle of the hallway.

My fingers rubbed through my black bush and found the virgin lips of my pussy. I whimpered as I stroked myself. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure surged through me. I could still see Melody pinned to the locker as she guided Clint’s thick cock between her thighs. He looked so big.

Did my brother have a cock that big?

I squeezed my eyes shut, hearing Melody’s moan as Clint rammed into her. Her head tossed, her blonde braids shifting against her shoulders. Her naked breasts pressed against his chest as he kissed her, fucking her. He held her, her thighs wrapped about his waist, his hands groping her ass. He fucked her so hard.

Did my brother fuck that hard?

I pictured Tim in my mind. He was a senior like Clint and Melody. Tall. With black hair and green eyes like me. He wasn’t as muscular as Clint. He had a leaner build, perfect for swimming. He had a boyish handsomeness to his face, a smile that always made my insides twist.

I’d seen him in his speedo enough times, his body almost unveiled to me. I pictured him standing before me in that speedo, the rubber suit clinging to his bulging dick. It was swelling hard as he watched me rub my virgin twat.

“Am I making you hard, Tim?” I imagined myself saying, sinking into my incestuous fantasy. “Do you like watching me rub my pussy.”

He shrugged in that nonchalant way he had, that carefree attitude. He didn’t care what people thought about him. Some people gave him a hard time for shaving his legs and chest, but he did it for the swim team.

Did he shave his balls?

“I must be getting you hard?” I moaned, rubbing faster at my pussy, my juices flowing so much today. My fingers were already soaked, and the fresh aroma filled my nose. I rubbed harder at my thick lips peeking through my pubic hair. “I can see you. You’re bulging your speedo.”

“Guess you are making me hard, kiddo,” he said. “But, look at you… Just masturbating right before me. You’re like that slut, Melody.”

I quivered. I never imagined that word in my fantasy. But thinking about my brother calling me slut the way Clint called Melody sent a hot shudder through me. I wiggled my hips, the toilet seat groaning beneath my rump. The fingers of both my hands rubbed my thick labia. I stroked the folds between my thumb and fingers, massaging them.

I groaned, imagining Tim shoving down his speedo. His cock thrust out hard, this fleshy shaft that looked so much like Clint’s. It bobbed before me. He grasped it, stroking it, masturbating with me. I gasped, my toes curling.

I felt like such a slut now.

A little sister-slut.

“Yes, yes, I did make you hard, Tim!” I groaned. “Ooh, and now you need to cum. You can use me… You can… you can fuck me, Tim.”

“You sure, kiddo?” he asked, stroking his cock.

I whimpered, massaging my labia harder. “Yes! I want that so badly! I want to be your slut!”

Thinking those words made my virgin pussy clench. This heat built deep inside me. My hymen kept me from reaching in and scratching it, but I imagined Tim’s cock doing it. My fingers flew up and down my slit, sending flutters through me as I pictured his dick coming closer and closer to my pussy.

He nuzzled against me.

I gasped the way Melody did. “Tim!” I breathed. “Oh, Tim, yes!”

Fantasy and reality blurred together as I masturbated my pussy faster and faster. I brushed my clit, sparks shooting through my pussy. I pictured Tim’s dick slamming through my cherry and burying into my cunt’s depths.

“Kiddo, you’re so tight!” he groaned, his sexy, hairless chest over me.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my hands rubbing up and down his chest. I imagined what he would feel like. So different from my soft, small breasts. I felt his strength as I tried to imagine what his dick would feel like pumping into my pussy. “Fuck me, brother! Breed me!”

Thinking those words sent a sharp surge of rapture out of my pussy. My cunt clenched. I bucked on the toilet, my orgasm threatening to explode through me already. My moans echoed through the stall. My legs spasmed.

“Tim!” I moaned. “Breed me, Tim!”

“Yes, Kiddo!” he groaned, thrusting so hard into me, fucking me the way Clint fucked Melody.

My digits rubbed my clit. I pinched my little bud between thumb and forefinger. Pleasure spiked through me. In my imagination, Tim fired his cum into me. My pussy clenched as the incestuous fantasy burned through my body.

I climaxed.

I gasped out, my voice echoing through the restroom. The heat surged through my body. It filled me with euphoric delight. I whimpered at how naughty it felt. How depraved I was to even imagine something this wicked.

I loved it.

I drank in the pleasure. My fingers rubbed my clit and thick labia hard and fast. More and more of my juices spilled out of me. My fresh musk filled my nose. The heady scent made me groan as dizzy rapture rippled through my mind.

“Tim!” I screamed as my pleasure peaked in me.

I panted, my legs thrust out before me as I leaned back on the toilet seat. My fingers rubbed at my buzzing labia. I breathed through my nose and exhaled through my mouth, great, panting expulsions of air. My entire body tingled.

“Wow,” I groaned. “Oh, wow.”

I wish I had Melody’s courage. Not only did she fuck her brother, but she did it where the world could see. She was lucky. Her brother saw her as a woman, not as a child.

Clint didn’t call Melody “kiddo.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

Three days after Clint fucked me in the hallway, and I was so horny again. I had had sex—lots of sex—but not with a man. Not with my brother. My lover. My king. I used our subjects. I enjoyed those naughty lesbians, Juana and her sister-slave Carmelita, and I had fun with Pam and Alicia, Zoey and her girlfriend Stefani. I even had a hot time with that slut Layla Umayyah at school yesterday after PE.

But I hadn’t gotten what I needed from Clint. He had his sex slaves, Pam, Zoey and Stefani, those Japanese twins down the street and their MILF mother all to enjoy. I had to share him. He had all these women who loved his dick, too.

I just wished my pussy wasn’t so hot all the time.

I needed to do something depraved. Something naughty. I shuddered as I stalked across the school parking lot. Clint’s car was parked at the far end of the parking lot. We never got a good parking space because we usually got to school right before it started; a harem of horny women took time to get ready in the morning.

Pam waited there. My Japanese half-sister and girlfriend leaned against the car. She was such a beautiful woman. I got why Clint enjoyed the Mihara twins and their mother: Asian girls, especially Japanese ones, were just so cute and succulent. Their slanted eyes, that pale-olive skin, their silky hair… They were just scrumptious.

“You look naughty, Melody,” Pam said as I sauntered up to her, the gravel crunching against my feet.

“Mmm, I want to have some fun,” I told her and pulled a thick, red vibrator out of my purse connected by a long cord to a control box. “I’m so horny, Pam.”

She arched a thin, black eyebrow at me, her petite body shivering. “You don’t mean to masturbate… here?”

I nodded my head.

She looked around. “So you don’t want my help?”

“Of course I do. Do you see anyone else around?” I asked. “Clint’s having a ‘meeting’ with Mrs. Umayyah and Lee while Alicia got a ride home with my mom. It’s just you and me.”

Pam licked her lips. “It won’t be long until we’re home, Melody.”

I shook my head, stopping right before her, my lips spread. “Right here, right now.”

“There are still cars in the parking lot,” she groaned, glancing down at it. “People could find us.”

“And?” I asked, hiking my skirt up my thighs, exposing more and more of my pale flesh. Though it was December, it wasn’t that cold out. And what I had planned would keep me warm. “That makes it hotter.”

“Melody,” Pam said, biting her lip and casting her head around. “I’m not going to fuck you with the vibrator out in public.”

“That’s fine,” I said and brought the thick sex toy to my cunt. I shivered, rubbing it against my tight slit, enjoying the feel of it nuzzling at my folds. “I’ll fuck myself.”

“Oh, so you are just going to masturbate?” she asked, hugging herself, stretching her sweater over her round breasts. They were such lush tits, her pregnancy last year swelling them a little larger, making them a little plumper.

“You’re going to help,” I groaned as I shoved the vibrator into my cunt.

“How?”

I whimpered as I slid the toy deeper and deeper into my pussy. I groaned, wiggling my hips. I threw a look around, wishing to see someone wandering through the parking lot, witnessing my naked ass on display, the toy vanishing into my cunt.

“Melody, how am I supposed to help?” she asked once I had the toy buried to the hilt in me. It felt so good in me, almost as good as Clint’s dick. It had his girth and length, my cunt squeezing down on it.

I slapped the control box in her hand. “There. Drive me wild.”

She sighed, her olive cheeks blushing dark. She swallowed, looking around. There were a few cars close to us but no people around. What a pity. Her fingers stroked up the box. It had simple controls. On and off button and two arrows to increase or decrease the vibration.

She pressed the on button.

“Pam!” I moaned and dropped to my knees before her. I grabbed her legs for support as the vibrator hummed away in me. The buzzing massaged my pussy walls, sweeping delight through my body. “Oh, thank you, Pam.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, sighing. She bit her lip, looking around. “Do you have to kneel in front of me?”

“Why?” I asked, staring up at her, not hiding the smile crossing my lips. “Afraid people will think I’m going down on you?”

She shuddered, her cheeks blushing darker. She shifted against the fender of Clint’s car. “Yes. You know I’m not as comfortable… in public…”

My hands slid up her thighs, loving the feel of her tight leggings against my hands. I slipped beneath her skirt, reaching higher and higher. “But I need to thank you for controlling the vibrator in my pussy.”

“Oh, no,” she groaned as my fingers gathered the material of her tights in my hands. I tugged. “Please, don’t.”

“Oh, I’m going to thank you so hard, Pam,” I purred, drawing down her leggings inch by inch. “I’m going to make you explode.”

“You’re as bad as Lee sometimes,” she protested.

“We are sisters,” I groaned, pulling her tights down to her knees now. I leaned my head between her thighs, staring up at the shadowy recess beneath her skirt.

“So are we,” Pam said, her voice growing tighter as I nuzzled my face up beneath her skirt.

“So, you should be soaking wet and…” My words trailed off as I inhaled, breathing in her tart musk. “You are.”

“But we’ll get caught,” she groaned even as she turned up the vibration.

My pussy clenched on the buzzing toy. “That’s why you’re going to cum so hard.”

I pressed my lips into her trimmed bush. Her wet, silky strands caressed my mouth, cheeks, and chin before I found her thick labia. I rubbed against her juicy folds, her tart cream coating my lips and trickling into my mouth. I whimpered, pleasure rippling through my body.

She gasped as my tongue swiped through her pussy lips. I gathered her juices, reveling in the flavor of them, the incestuous thrill of going down on my sister in the middle of the parking lot. I needed this so badly.

“You’re so bad, Melody,” whimpered Pam.

She increased the vibrator a third time.

“Oh, yes, you’re so bad. You’re going to get us in trouble but… Ooh, yes, yes, yes! I love your tongue.”

“I love you,” I moaned.

“Love you, too,” Pam gasped.

I worshiped my girlfriend, my sister, with all my passion. With my head buried beneath her skirt, I couldn’t tell if anyone approached us. It made this even naughtier. I felt so exposed as I feasted on her cunt. My tongue lapped through her tart folds while the vibrator churned my pussy towards a hot, frothy explosion.

Juices ran down my thighs. My cunt clenched again and again on the buzzing shaft. It stimulated my inner flesh. My nerves conducted the rapture throughout my body. My hands, still clutching Pam’s thighs, squeezed about her while my tongue fluttered through her folds. The delight reached my mind, melting my thoughts.

I jammed my tongue deep into her pussy. She gasped and squirmed, rubbing her silky bush against my cheeks and chin. Her moans resounded through the air. She would attract attention. Someone would watch our lesbian incest.

“Melody!” Pam groaned.

The toy reached its peak buzzing setting.

The vibrations rippled through my snatch. I moaned into her pussy, fucking my tongue in and out of her depths. Her tart juices poured into my mouth while I shuddered. I wiggled my tongue around inside of her as the toy drove me towards my orgasm.

The car’s shocks groaned as she writhed against me. She ground her pussy on my face, whimpering in delight. Her juices trickled down my chin, ran down my neck. Her incestuous passion soaked my face as I drove her closer and closer to her orgasm.

“Oh, Melody, yes!” she groaned. “Ooh, you’re going to make me explode in public.”

“Good,” I whimpered. “Don’t fight it, Pam. Cum on my face. Shower me with your cream.”

“Yes!” she moaned.

My tongue swiped up through her folds. I brushed her clit. She jumped as I swirled my tongue about her little bud. I played with it, batting it over and over again. Then I sucked on it. Her moans grew, resounding through the parking lot.

Letting the world know how good I was at eating pussy.

I hoped people were watching us. Students or teachers just drifting out of the school and finding us enjoying our sapphic incest. My pussy clenched about the toy buzzing away in my cunt. I shuddered, the pleasure swelling and swelling in me.

I ached to be watched. To have my naughty behavior witnessed by strangers. I wanted them to know how much I loved my boyfriend, my girlfriend, my little princess, and my sex slaves. I wanted them to see how wild our family was.

“Melody!” Pam whimpered as I sucked at her clit. “Oh, Melody… I… I…”

She squealed out in delight. Her body trembled above me. Tasty, tart pussy cream flooded my mouth and poured down my neck. I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on the buzzing toy, drinking in the humming delight as I feasted on her climaxing cunt. My tongue danced across her folds, giving her more and more pleasure.

“Oh, Melody, this is… I’m cumming in the parking lot! Oh, you’re so wild! Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

Her moans shuddered through me. I whimpered and squeezed her thighs. Stars danced before my eyes as the buzzing bliss swelled in my cunt. I groaned, my entire body trembling as my pussy grew tighter and tighter.

The toy drove me to my rapture. My orgasm burst inside of me. My pussy writhed about the humming toy, rippling delight washing out of me. I trembled. I moaned into my sister’s furred muff. She shuddered with me, grinding her hot flesh on my mouth as my brain melted into ecstasy.

“Oh, Pam, yes!” I gasped, my pussy convulsing on the humming toy.

The buzzing delight sent rippling delight after rippling delight surging through my body. My orgasm screamed higher and higher, lifting me to such heady delights. I sucked so hard on her clit, clinging to her thighs as the pleasure burst over and over in me.

“Melody!” Pam gasped. “Oh, god, Melody, someone’s coming.”

“Good!” I screamed.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Pam maned, bucking as more of her tart juices flooded out of her cunt.

I squeezed my eyes shut and drank in the exhibitionist delight. I heard the footsteps crunching across the parking lot. I whimpered, hoping they saw me feasting on Pam’s cunt. My orgasm peaked as the footsteps stopped by me.

The sex toy turned off.

I ripped my head out from beneath Pam’s skirt, turning to face who watched us and… “Clint!”

“Damn,” Clint said, standing nearby, watching. Lee was beside him, her face dripping with his jizz. My little sister clutched her belly, grown round with her pregnancy. She was our sex slave and got off on being used and humiliated. “That was hot.”

“Mmm, did it inspire you?” I asked, rising, pussy juices dripping down my face. My pussy tingled as it clutched at the shifting sex toy. “You can fuck me right here.”

Clint groaned. “I can’t. I need to get to the drugstore. My shift starts in fifteen minutes. I got to drop you and Lee off at home then hurry over there.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, forgetting it was Pam and Clint’s shift at the drugstore Mrs. Hiragawa, Pam’s mother and one of Clint’s sex slaves, owned. We all worked there for free to help keep her labor costs down so she had more money to help support our expanding family. “Besides, I need to nurse our daughters. I bet they’re missing a real nipple.”

“I know I am,” Clint said, giving me a lusty grin.

Stefani and Zoey, who worked nights as strippers, were watching Clint’s babies while we were at school. I swallowed my disappointment at missing out on having fun with Clint. We had to be responsible. It just sucked because I doubted I would get to enjoy Clint at all today. He would give Mrs. Hiragawa a poke at work and probably share her with Pam.

Maybe tomorrow Clint would find time for his queen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

I shuddered in the passenger seat of my brother’s car, watching Clint and his women drive off. Once again, Melody was so bold. I trembled as I watched her eat out Pam’s cunt right there in the middle of the parking lot.

Well, I watched until the windows fogged up.

My pussy was so hot. I wanted to masturbate so badly. Melody was so bold, so fearless. I wanted to be like her so badly. I wanted to seize my pleasure and enjoy myself. To just climb onto Tim’s lap and make him seem me as a blossoming woman, not as a child.

I squeaked when the driver door squeaked open, the car rocking. “Hey, kiddo.” Tim climbed into the driver seat. “Sorry I’m late. Got held up by Coach…” He looked at the windshields. “Geez, what did you do to fog everything up?”

“Nothing,” I blushed, my pussy on fire. I was such a chicken. “I was just sitting here, waiting on you.”

He shook his head, peering at the windshield. “Okay, kiddo. You say so.”

I blushed even more. Melody would just kiss him. She would crawl onto Tim’s lap, grind her pussy on his cock, and ride him hard. She wouldn’t let anything stand in the way of her desires. But me… I just buckled up my seatbelt as my brother backed out of the parking spot and drove us home.

How could I become like Melody? There had to be a way. Maybe… I could talk to her?

To be continued…
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Becky Yates

I bit my lip, my legs rubbing together. That horny itch in my virgin pussy begged to be touched. I wanted to reach my hands between my thighs and rub up and down my slit. All weekend, I felt it. Drowned in it. The need to masturbate, thinking about my brother, picturing myself in Melody’s place.

I could still see her pinned against the locker while her brother—not her cousin like everyone thought Clint was, but her brother—fucking her. Right there in the quiet hallway of our high school during the lunch break. Just screwing, reveling in incest, not caring if anyone caught them.

It awakened something in me. Something dormant. I had a brother. A sexy, older brother named Tim. He was tall with black hair and these green eyes—my eyes—that just made my heart flutter when he stared at me. So handsome, his body sleek with a swimmer’s build. He was such a sexy guy, two years older than me.

And saw me as a kid.

I wanted to rub my pussy so hard. My alarm clock wouldn’t go off for nineteen minutes. I could do it. I could enjoy myself. I bit my lips, my hands flexing against my nightgown. I gripped the cloth, wanting to haul it up while my pussy soaked my panties. I had such a hot itch. I just needed to touch myself.

Masturbate myself. Satiate myself. Pretend Tim was making such sweet love to me. He would make me cum so hard. I just know he would be such a gentle lover. That he would give me such wicked delight.

My heart beat faster. My stomach twisted. I wanted to do it so badly.

But my brother was awake. I could hear him moving around in his bedroom. The walls were so thin. What if he heard me masturbating? My ears were pricked to hear any sounds. My mother was also up, puttering around downstairs. So much noise echoed through the house. I just wanted to cum, but how could I with everyone up? If I was caught…

I would die of embarrassment.

I didn’t have Melody’s courage to just fuck my brother in public. Or to fool around with a girl. I caught Melody twice on Friday having sex, the second time with Pam, a Japanese girl that dated Melody’s brother, Clint. They had lesbian sex, Melody eating Pam out in the school’s parking lot. She was fearless. I wanted to be like her.

Not having sex in public, but enjoying whom I wanted. My brother.

I had to talk to her. I had to work myself up. I was horny all weekend. I was so horny right now. School was hours away. I had to talk to her. I couldn’t spend another weekend feeling like I was about to explode.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I was dozing, horny. The weekend sucked. I didn’t get a chance to enjoy Clint at all. The last time we had any fun was our hallway romp at school on Friday. And while that was hot, I missed having his dick in me. He was just so busy. The house always needed cleaning and repairs, we had our job at Mrs. Hiragawa’s clinic, I had to take care of our daughter, and he had all his women he enjoyed. Our sisters—Zoey, Alicia, and Lee—our mothers, including Mrs. Hiragawa, Zoey’s girlfriend, the lesbians who lived with us after their family freaked out over their relationship, and those twins who moved in down the street and their mother.

And that was just the people who lived in our neighborhood. He had more distractions at school.

It was sexy that the guy I loved had so many women. He was such a stud. I enjoyed playing with him and his lovers, sharing women with him. But it didn’t leave much time for any one of us to enjoy him.

Alicia found that frustrating when she wanted to be bred, the little girl monopolizing his dick until she conceived.

The covers of my bed drew back. My eyes fluttered as Zoey shifted beside me. I was sharing a bed with my older half-sister (us girls rotated around whose bed we were sharing). Hands touched my thighs.

Rough hands.

Strong hands.

Clint’s hands.

My heart surged into rapid beats, pumping hot blood through me as I felt Clint touching me. It drew me out of my early morning doze. My eyes opened to see Clint’s dark hair between my thighs, my naked breasts rising and falling as he kissed down my thighs.

“Clint,” I whimpered. My toes curled as his dark eyes shot up my body. His lips came closer and closer to my pussy. “Mmm, Clint.”

Had he read my mind? Did he sense I needed a little loving? Normally, one of us would wake him up with cock-sucking, usually one of the sex slaves (my mother, Aunt Cheryl, and my bratty sister Lee).

“Hungry for pussy for breakfast?” I asked, my nipples tingling as his mouth came closer and closer to my pussy.

“Just had a craving for hot cunt,” he said, his hand sweeping down my thigh to my pussy. He brushed around my vulva, brushing my folds to stroke up my landing strip, playing with my blonde curls.

“Lucky you,” Zoey murmured as she rolled onto her side by me, her large tits pillowing into two lush mounds. She had the biggest tits in the family, even bigger than our busty mothers.

“Well, maybe I have a craving for pussy for breakfast,” I purred, staring at her as Clint’s kisses reached my pussy.

I gasped as Clint’s tongue fluttered through my shaved folds, his rough stubble caressing my sensitive pussy lips. There was something so different about Clint eating out my pussy than a woman. His lips weren’t soft. His tongue was bolder, stronger. He fluttered it through my labia, stroking me, eating me with such passion.

Zoey sat up as I groaned. Her tits swayed while her brassy hair swirled about her breasts. My nineteen-year-old half-sister moved with the lithe grace of a stripper as she straddled my face. I licked my lips, kneading my tits as she lowered her pussy to my lips.

I was eager to do to her what Clint did to me.

“Ooh, yes, Melody, just enjoy your breakfast,” Zoey moaned as she settled her pussy on my face.

I purred my excitement into her shaved pussy, her tart juices quickly staining my lips. My older half-sister let out a throaty groan as my tongue fluttered through her folds, teasing her with the same bold strokes that Clint used on my own pussy.

My legs spasmed as Clint’s tongue rammed into my snatch. He swirled it around inside of me. His rough whiskers caressed my sensitive flesh. It was just such a delicious treat to enjoy. I inhaled Zoey’s tart musk as I whimpered.

“Ooh, Clint, our sister is just as hungry this morning,” Zoey purred, grinding her pussy on my mouth and lips. Her hands grabbed my tits, squeezing and kneading my round breasts.

“She’s always starving for pussy, isn’t she?” Clint asked.

“I thought that was you?” Zoey asked, amusement in her voice.

Clint laughed before he pressed his mouth back into my pussy. He licked harder, his hands kneading my ass beneath my body. He groped my ass, strong fingers digging into my flesh as his tongue fluttered through my folds. He sucked on my labia, sending pleasure fluttering through me. My orgasm built and built in me.

My hands squeezed Zoey’s thighs. I gripped her thighs, pulling down on her so her pussy rubbed on my hungry mouth and I could enjoy her tart folds. I nibbled on her labia, making her moan, then my tongue fluttered around her clit, stimulating her bud.

She moaned as she squirmed atop me. She ground her hot cunt on my mouth. My tongue jammed into her pussy. I swirled it around my sister’s depths, stimulating her. Making her gasp and shudder, her juices pouring into my mouth as—

“Clint!” I gasped as his mouth latched onto my clit. He sucked so hard on it, his whiskers caressing my flesh while his fingers slid into my butt-crack. “Yes, yes, finger my ass. Make me explode.”

He nibbled and sucked on it. His teeth nipped it. My body trembled, my stomach flexing. I squeezed Zoey’s tits hard and found her clit. I nibbled on it, copying what Clint did to mine on our older sister’s pussy.

His fingers slid through my butt-crack. He found my asshole. I moaned about Zoey’s clit as his finger pressed on my sphincter. He probed into me. My bowels welcomed him. The velvety friction bled heat into my pussy, adding to my growing orgasm.

It built faster and faster. Clint sucked so hard on my clit. Zoey moaned louder and louder as she shuddered atop me. Her fingers kneaded my breasts. They ached, my milk built up in me. She squeezed them, my nipples growing wet, adding one more delight to my building climax.

“Ooh, she’s about to pop,” Zoey groaned. “She’s moaning about my clit. Keep driving her wild, Clint. She’s making me feel sooo good.”

Clint jammed his finger deep into my asshole and growled. “I’m going to make her—”

A loud crash came from downstairs, followed by a shout. Clint’s head shot up from my pussy, leaving me quivering on the brink of my orgasm. I whimpered into Zoey’s cunt as she shifted on my face.

“What’s that?” Zoey asked.

Shouts echoed louder. Footsteps thudded through the house. Clint groaned and rose from the bed, leaving me quivering. I whimpered in frustration as someone shouted for Clint. Zoey climbed off of me, leaving me alone on the bed, my face smeared in pussy cream.

“Clint, Clint!” Alicia shouted. “There’s a flood!”

“You have got to be kidding me,” I moaned, my hands squeezing my tits as Clint wrenched open the door.

Groaning, I rolled out of bed. More shouts came from downstairs. My entire body quivered. I finally had a chance to enjoy Clint, and now there was a flood? I stumbled out of the bedroom, catching a glimpse of my brother heading downstairs led by our little sister Alicia. I followed, my tits bouncing before me. The shouts grew louder amid the rushing torrent of gushing water. I could just see a sliver the kitchen’s linoleum floor, a puddle of water growing.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned.

“I’m sorry, Master,” Aunt Cheryl called, Clint’s mother was also our sex slave. “I don’t know what happened.”

I reached the base of the stairs, the water spilling over into the carpet of the floor. I groaned as Clint darted into the kitchen. I reached the bottom, my pussy so horny. From above, a baby started crying. My nipples grew wet, my milk flowing, stimulated by the sound.

“It just burst,” said Juana, the younger of the two Hispanic sisters who lived with us, her naked body dripping with water. More gushed out from beneath the sink. “I don’t know how it happened.”

“Old pipes,” Clint muttered as he dove beneath the sink, the spray splashing across his torso. I heard something twist and the gush turned to a dribble and then it ended.

Water sloshed across the entire floor. It was an utter disaster. Clint shook his head while Aunt Cheryl and Juana huddled together nearby. I drew in a deep breath before letting it out in a groan of disappointment. We would spend all morning cleaning this up.

I wasn’t getting off with Clint this morning. And he was playing with Pam and Lee during lunch at school. I’d have to wait until tomorrow to have fun at school with Clint, enjoying him with that busty, Muslim teacher of his, Mrs. Umayyah.

He loved fucking her married cunt.

I let out a frustrated groan. Arms reached around me. A familiar pair of round tits pressed into my back. I recognized the feel of all my sisters’ tits. It was Pam. No one outside the harem knew she was our half-sister. Our dead father, like Clint, had a thing for Asian chicks, especially Japanese ones.

“I’m sorry,” Pam whispered like she could read my mind.

“Just life,” I muttered. “I better go nurse our daughters.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

This was it. This was the time. I had to just do it. She was right over there. I just had to march up to her and beg for her help.

I stared at Melody sitting at a table with her girlfriend Pam, the two lesbian sisters Juana and Carmelita, and a pair of Japanese twins who just transferred into our high school. My eyes drank in Melody’s appearance, her blonde hair falling about her beautiful face. The senior girl, the same age as my brother, looked so confident as she ate, laughing and giggling with her friends.

If I didn’t do this, I would spend another sleepless weekend horny and out of my mind with lust. I had no idea how to get my brother to make love to me. So I just had to do this. melody had sex in school, screwing her brother, and didn’t care if anyone found out. So why was I so afraid she’d judge my incestuous passion?

She was so brave. I needed to be like her.

I marched towards her, my back straight. My body trembling. My shoes slapped on the linoleum, the sounds almost swallowed by all the shouting and bustle around us. Students laughing, talking. Did any of them want to have sex with their brothers or sisters? Were Melody, her family, and I the only perverts in the world?

Maybe.

“Oh, hey, Becky,” Juana said. She was a year behind me but we shared an art class last semester. “What’s up?”

I swallowed as Melody turned her head and smiled at me. She knew I watched her having sex with Clint. The way her hazel eyes found mine. I shivered as she rose, stretching her back. “I think Becky needs to talk to me.”

“Oh?” Pam asked. Then her cheeks went scarlet. “Oooohhhhhh…”

“Yep,” Melody said. She grabbed my hand. “Come on.”

My cheeks burned. Pam knew that I watched Melody and Clint. She told all her friends. Then I noticed the smirk on Juana’s lips while her hand stroked her older sister, Carmelita’s head, like the girl was her pet. The two Japanese twins whispered and giggled.

I wanted to melt into the floor. A whimper burst from my lips.

“Relax,” Melody said. “I didn’t tell Clint that you were watching us, just my sisters. So you don’t have to be that embarrassed.”

“Okay,” I said, my cheeks still burning as we threaded through the cafeteria.

“The horndog would just want to fuck you if I did,” Melody added.

My eyes widened. “Me?”

“Oh, yes, you’re just so cute. He’d eat you up.” Her eyes flicked up and down my body. “But you have another boy that you want to devour you, don’t you? You have a brother, right?”

“Tim,” I said, nodding, my cheeks burning, my pussy on absolute fire.

“Right, right, on the swim team?” Melody squeezed my hand. “I get it. He’s cute, plus, there’s just something so naughty about your brother being inside you. United with you.”

“I’d… I’d like to find that out,” I said as we left the noisy cafeteria behind, entering the quieter hallways by it.

“I thought so.” Melody paused us by some lockers. She turned to face me, her eyes flicking up and down my body. “So, what’s the problem? He’s not gay, right?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t think so. He’s had girlfriends.”

“So just get naked, slip into his bed, and he’ll fuck you,” Melody said. “It’s not hard to get a guy to fuck you.”

“How did you get Clint to fuck you?” I asked. I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation.

Melody opened her mouth and… frowned. Her brow furrowed. “Okay, maybe it’s not that easy. I forget how hard it is to just strip naked and get in a guy’s bed that first time, fearing he only sees you as his friend and not… Well, it was Clint who actually made the move on me. I was… scared.”

I blinked at that. “You?”

“Yeah, me.” She gave me a considering look. “So we need to get your brother to make the move.”

“But he sees me as a kid,” I said. “He even calls me kiddo.”

“Once he realizes you’re a woman—and with that cute bod of yours, he will—he’ll pounce on you.”

“How?”

“So he’s on the swim team, right?”

I nodded my head.

“Does he have his own car or does he get a ride?”

“He has his own car.” I swallowed. “I, uh, wait after school to get a ride home with him. I was in the parking lot… on Friday.”

“So you got a double show,” Melody said, her hazel eyes so bright. “Mmm, perfect. I know exactly what we need. You just have to send him a text that you’re waiting in the gym for him when he finishes practice.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice tight. I didn’t understand that.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

My excitement surged through me. I shivered as I hurried through the school, my fingers blazing on my phone’s keyboard as I texted: “Something came up. I’ll be getting home on my own. Got something to do at school. Love and kisses from your Queen.”

“Oh?” Clint sent back. “What are you up to?”

My pussy clenched as I moved through the school. “I’m helping a young girl find that sweet connection with her brother.” I sent while thinking how much fun I would have in the process. Maybe more than Tim would see what happened. Anyone could come across us.

Anyone.

“I’m going to be so naughty. I’ll tell you about it later.” Whenever later might be.

“Okay.”

I shoved my phone into my skirt pocket and walked faster. My pussy was melting. And without any panties on, my juices ran down my thighs. I loved that naughty feeling. I was going to help a young girl find that delicious relationship with her brother.

I reached the gym. The lights were down, giving it a dim feel to it. Becky leaned against the wall, the fifteen-year-old sophomore fidgeting. She was a slender girl with black hair. Her head lifted, her green eyes meeting mine. She had a petite build like my half-sister Alicia, with those small, firm breasts and a pixyish cuteness radiating from her.

“I sent the text,” she told me. “I don’t understand how this will help, Melody.”

I grinned at her as I took her hand. “We just have to put on a little show.”

“Show?” she asked, brow furrowing as I led her to the small equipment room off the main gymnasium. I knew all the places in school that were perfect to have sex in. Then she gasped. “You mean…?”

I nodded my head, my pussy so juicy. “How else can he see you as a woman? You’ll be naked, squirming, gasping out in rapture as I make you cum and cum and cum.”

“But… but… I’m not into girls.”

“Mmm, that’s okay. I am.” I stroked her face as I backed her into the equipment room. Because of the gym mats, the door stayed open easily. Light spilled into the dark room. Our bodies would be writhing shadows in here. When Tim came to find his little sister, his cock would melt. He would never see her the same way after I was done with the cute thing.

“Melody, this isn’t what I thought we’d do,” she gasped as I peeled off my top, standing in the doorway. My round breasts popped out, both full of my milk. I’d have to nurse Christie, my daughter, when I got home.

I loved the daughter I created with my brother, his firstborn child, though not by much.

“Melody!” she gasped again as I unzipped the side of my skirt, her face scarlet. The loose garment fell down my feet, unveiling my naked body, save for my shoes, to her eyes. I could feel the light on my back, illuminating my rump. The front of me would be shadowy, with only highlights of my curvy figure on display for Becky’s eyes.

“Mmm, we’re going to have so much fun,” I told her, my hands grabbing her and pulling her close. “We’re going to make your brother so hard. He’s going to want you so badly.”

“I… I…”

I stroked her face with my hands, feeling the smoothness of her cheeks. I stared into her eyes, loving how liquid they were with her confused emotions, highlighting their green tones. I turned her, pinning her against a shelf. It rattled as I kissed her hard.

The girl stiffened as I enjoyed her virgin lips. I savored the plumpness of them. I was horny all day. I didn’t get to enjoy Clint, he buttered me up so well this morning and then the disaster happened, but now… This would almost make up for it.

Almost.

My tongue thrust into her mouth as my hands shoved up beneath her t-shirt. Her belly clenched beneath my touch. She whimpered against me as my hands rose higher and higher, thrusting up her blouse as I came closer and closer to her tits.

Those small, little titties. They would feel so wonderful in my hand.

My fingers brushed the bottoms of her bra, feeling the thin cloth. With such small breasts, her bra didn’t have an underwire or any stiffness to the cups. It was just fabric to cover her little mounds. She didn’t even need a bra at all. My fingers wormed beneath them, touching her silky, hot flesh. She gasped as I brushed her hard nipples, her body squirming.

She was a hot, little thing. I bet she was horny all weekend thinking about Clint ramming his dick into my pussy. My cunt clenched hard in memory of that amazing fuck, pinned against the locker, his dick pumping in and out of me, driving me wild.

Becky whimpered.

Groaned.

Her lips moved against mine as I played with her nipples. My fingers stroked her little nubs and puckered areolas. The key to a woman’s pussy was her nipples. Play with them, and she got hot and wet and squirming. It made it harder for her to think. Harder for her to resist that juicy ache between her thighs demanding that she be naughty.

I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. I twisted them. She whimpered, her lips moving more and more. Her tongue stroked me back. She made all those sounds that would attract someone’s attention.

Anyone could catch us. Her brother… a stranger… a teacher…

“Melody,” she whimpered between kisses. “You’re… you’re…”

“I know,” I groaned. “I’m making that hot, little cunt of yours so juicy. Mmm, virgin pussies can melt. I want to taste you.”

“Melody!” she gasped.

“Your brother is going to love it. When he sees your naked tits jiggling while I eat your cunt out, he’s going to know your a woman.”

“What if he thinks I’m gay?” I asked.

“All guys thinks girls are bi,” I told her. “This will just make you hotter to him when he knows you play with other girls. Trust me. I know a thing or two. Do you know how hot Clint gets when he watches me go down on a girl?”

“I…” She licked her lips, her little breasts rising and falling in my groping grip. “Okay, please, please, do it.”

“Mmm, take off your top, and I’ll take off your bottoms,” I purred. “Bra, too. He has to see those firm, little titties bouncing.”

She nodded her head, her green eyes glassy now with lust. She wanted her brother to see her as a woman so badly. I licked my lips, so eager to use that to help her out and eat a delicious, virgin cunt in the process.

I fell to my knees as she peeled off her t-shirt, revealing her tits to my gaze, her bra cups shoved up over her little mounds. The light spilling in from the gym proper painted her tits in harsh silhouettes, her nipples leaving long shadows across her flesh. She peeled off her bra next while I unfastened the pair of jeans she wore.

She had such a cute pair of panties on beneath. As I tugged down her jeans, I smiled at the pink, frilly underwear, a little, white bow on the front right above her pubic mound. I couldn’t resist kissing it, feeling her bush beneath. Would her brother like her shaved or not. He was on the swim team.

I wonder if that meant he was shaved… I heard they did that. Their entire bodies to make themselves more aerodynamic… No, that was in the air. Hydrodynamic? Was that a word? Whatever, they did that to let them swim with less resistance.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this, Melody,” Becky said as she stepped out of her jeans, her shoes coming off in the process. She had frilly ankle socks on, white with pink lace. “This is so… so naughty.”

“Mmm-hmm,” I purred, hooking the waistband of her panties. I tugged them down. “You are going to love it. Anyone might see us.”

She gasped, her cheeks flaming as I exposed her cute, black bush. The dark hue contrasted so much against her pale skin in the dim light of the equipment room. It made my pussy clench in excitement. I tugged down more and more, my lips kissing into her bush, loving the feel of her. I moved lower, chasing her underwear, nuzzling closer and closer to her pussy.

I tasted something fresh, a flavor similar to Alicia’s snatch.

Then I felt her pussy lips. They were thick, not at all what was I expecting. She didn’t have the virginal-tight slit, but inner labia that were long, thrusting out of her vulva. The type of broad petals you could part like butterfly wings. They caressed my lips and cheeks with their silky heat as I nuzzled into her virgin snatch.

“Melody!” she moaned, her panties down around her ankles now. I left them there, sliding my hands up her sleek thighs to grab her pussy. “Oh, wow, Melody!”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned as she shuddered, the locker rattling.

I heard footsteps approaching, crossing the mat. Becky’s moans were loud, drifting out into the gym. The footsteps stopped. Their owner heard the sounds. I shivered, licking my tongue fast through the girl’s folds to tease her. To make her gasp louder and louder.

She shuddered, wiggling her hips. Her small tits quivered as she squeezed her eyes shut. I saw a look of awed rapture cross her face. I was the first person to ever touch this pussy. I enjoyed it, my tongue caressing her thick labia, my lips nibbling on them, savoring the fresh taste of her juices.

“Oh, Melody, ooh, wow, you feel so good,” Becky moaned, oblivious to the person in the gym listening to us. “This is… Oh, my!”

“Mmm, Becky, you taste so fresh!” I groaned. “You taste so good! Mmm, I’m going to enjoy making you cum!”

I licked through her folds as the footsteps approached again. Slower. The gym mats creaked beneath their steps. My pussy clenched. My excitement mounted, growing and swelling in me as my tongue fluttered through the virgin’s thick labia, brushing her hymen. Her clit.

I sucked on her nub as, out of the corner of my eye, witnessed a shape appear in the gym, staring into the room. A tall, slender shape, eyes arrested on us. I shuddered, realizing it was Tim. Her brother watched her gasp and grind her pussy on my mouth. He was seeing those little titties bounce.

He was realizing his sister was blossoming into womanhood.

I sucked on Becky’s clit. My hands shot up her thighs. I rubbed her thick pussy lips with my fingers, stroking her silky flesh as I sucked with all my might on her clit. My body quivered, my cunt growing hotter and hotter as Tim stared at us.

He watched us get wild.

My breasts swayed before me as I shook. I moaned about Becky’s clit. My lips sealed on it. I sucked with all my might, my cheeks hollowing. Becky squealed. Her head leaned back while her little titties jiggled. She grabbed them, squeezing them.

“Melody!” she moaned. “Oh, Melody! I… I think… I think I’m going to… to… Yes!”

The girl bucked hard. Her juices squirted out of her, splashing on my chin, bathing my fingers stroking her labia. I abandoned her clit to lap up the fresh flood of her cream. I reveled in it while her brother watched.

I could feel his eyes drinking in our sapphic fun.

A heady thrill ran through me as I licked and lapped at his little sister’s virgin cunt. I pleased her, devoured her. I gave her so much pleasure. It was incredible the way she gasped and moaned. She screamed her head off in rapture.

“So good! You’re making my pussy feel so good, Melody!”

Tim groaned. Faint. I barely heard it over his little sister’s passion.

I knew what Tim needed to see now. My pussy was on fire. I pulled my face, virgin cream running down my features, and leaned against the shelf kitty-corner to Becky’s. I spread my legs wide, my shaved pussy pointed right at Tim.

“Now you eat me, Becky!” I hissed, staring right at the tall seventeen-year-old guy. He didn’t have Clint’s broader build. He was slimmer, lankier, but I could see why Becky was wet for him. “Get down on your knees between my thighs and devour me.”

“Yes!” Becky moaned, overcome with lust. She fell to her knees between my thighs, pointing her rump, her black-furred pussy, right at her brother as she lowered her head to my cunt.

I lined it up perfectly. I gave him such a wondrous view of how developed his little sister was.

His eyes were locked on us as Becky pressed her face into my juicy snatch. I hadn’t cum all day. I hovered on the edge of frustration, needing just something to get me off. The last few hours, since lunch, had me thinking about this over and over.

And now it was happening, and it couldn’t be more perfect.

Tim stared at me with such hungry eyes as his little sister licked through my pussy. Her tongue fluttered, lapping at my pussy with no skill, just licking me wherever she could reach. She grazed my clit. She stroked my labia. She made me moan and groan.

“Yes, yes, yes, Becky!” I groaned. “Eat my pussy! Ooh, yes! It was so hot eating your virgin twat! It made me so wet! I need to cum!”

Tim squeezed his crotch.

I shuddered, knowing we made him so hard. My breasts heaved as Becky devoured me. Her tongue licked and lapped across my folds, fluttering with her unskilled charm. It made me whimper. The shelf creaked behind me as I squirmed.

My cunt clenched. Then I gasped as her tongue wiggled into my depths. She swirled it around, stimulating me. My head knocked back into the shelf. It rattled as her tongue darted in and out of me. My orgasm swelled so fast.

“Fuck,” Tim mouthed.

“Yes, yes, yes, Becky!” I gasped. “Oh, my god! You’re going to make me explode! Just keep doing that! Just keep licking me!”

“You taste so good!” Becky whimpered, her hips wiggling from side to side, shaking that rump and hot pussy at her brother. He was in heaven. “Cum on my face!”

“Finger my pussy!” I hissed. “Jam them in me. I need more. I need to cum hard! Suck on my clit and finger my twat!”

She listened. Her lips sealed on my clit. She sucked on it, sparks bursting in my snatch. Two of her slender fingers buried into my pussy. They weren’t Clint’s fingers, but they felt so delicious inside of me, pumping away, driving me wild.

My head tossed back and forth as the pleasure built and built in me. I groaned, my toes curling. It felt so delicious. Such a wicked delight. Her fingers plunged in and out of my snatch, stimulating me while she suckled on my clit.

“Becky! Yes!” I howled as my orgasm burst inside of me.

My pussy spasmed on her fingers. My rapture surged through me. I stared at Tim, looking him right in the eyes as his little sister made me cum hard. I shuddered and bucked, my tits heaving. It felt so good. It melted my brain.

I was showing off my body. I was being watched while I came hard. I squeezed my eyes shut and wished Clint was here, watching me, too. I groaned, my thighs squeezing about Becky’s head as the pleasure peaked in me.

I gasped and moaned as her licks slowed. Then she lifted her head, staring up at me with Awe. “Wow, Melody, that was… that was amazing.”

Tim departed.

“Wait until your brother fucks you,” I said, smiling. “That is amazing. A girl never forgets her first time with her brother.” Even if she thought he was her cousin at the time.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

“Thanks for the ride,” Melody said when Tim dropped her off at her house.

“Yeah,” Tim said, his cheeks pink, his hands gripping the steering wheel.

“Thanks for helping me with my special project,” I called, sitting in the passenger seat, squirming in delight. Melody told me how Tim watched me eat her pussy, staring at my own twat and rump.

He was trying to act like he didn’t see us, but he kept glancing at me, his green eyes a little wide. I smirked as he glanced at Melody as she strode up to her house, all the windows glowing with lights on as twilight deepened. Winter was mild here, so she could get away with wearing those skirts without freezing too much.

Maybe I should wear skirts like her?

“So, eh, that must have been… nice,” he said. “Getting help from Melody. She’s… popular.”

“Uh-huh, it was sooooo nice,” I said, sitting with my back straight, thrusting my little breasts out against my t-shirt. My nipples dimpled the fabric. My bra was in my pocket.

His eyes flicked down at me then away. He swallowed and backed out of the driveway. “Melody is something else.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, feeling so sexy knowing my brother saw me as a woman now. I couldn’t wait for the next stage in Melody’s plan.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I still buzzed from the fun with Becky. She wasn’t Clint, but it was a satisfying romp for once. It took that edge off I’d felt all morning. Besides, I’d have Clint tomorrow during lunch. We’d play with that busty, Arab teacher. She could lick his cum out of my asshole. That would be kinky.

I finished nursing Christie, leaving my daughter in Pam’s care. She held Hikaru, Clint’s daughter with her. They were two sisters who would grow up together. I hoped Lee or Mom or even Alicia had a son. They were all in various stages of pregnancy. Our daughters deserved their own brother to love.

Though I bet they would be daddy’s girls. More monopoly on Clint’s time…

My breasts no longer aching, I left the nursery behind and headed naked next door, using the connected backyards. Thanks to Mrs. Hiragawa, we owned three houses in a row on our street. Clint had taken down the fences separating them, making one giant backyard. I rushed to the main house, my tits bouncing as the cold, evening air attacked my naked flesh.

I hoped one of the neighbors caught a glimpse of me. Just thinking of the possibility made my pussy juicy.

I slipped inside. It was strange not seeing Aunt Cheryl and my mom cooking dinner together, but they were back in the house I left. With the sink broken, this kitchen wasn’t usable. I opened the refrigerator to grab a bottle of water. I had just closed it when rough hands shoved me against the refrigerator.

“So, you were naughty this afternoon, weren’t you?” Clint asked, his hard cock pressing against my rump.

“So naughty!” I moaned as excitement blossomed in me. My nipples throbbed against the rough texture of the refrigerator, feeling the cold bleed through. “I ate Becky Yates virgin pussy out while her brother, Tim, watched.”

“You wicked slut,” Clint growled, his cock throbbing on my rump. “I knew I should have fucked you hard this morning. I let you go to school too horny.”

“Mmm, you know I get so naughty when I’m horny,” I groaned. “Anyone could have caught me and Becky! I ‘accidentally’ left the door to the equipment room open. That little minx is a screamer, too.”

Clint kissed at my neck, sucking at my flesh as his hands moved his cock down to my pussy. I was wet already, dripping from the sudden attack, from Clint just seizing me and using me. I was his queen, not his sex slave, the first of his women, but I still submit to him. I still let him use me.

His cock rammed into my cunt.

“Clint!” I moaned, squeezing my pussy down on his cock. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! I missed this cock!”

The refrigerator rattled as my brother pounded my cunt from behind. His strong chest rubbed into my back. He gripped the top of it as he thrust. He slammed his cock so hard into me. His crotch smacked my rump.

The ache built and built in my nipples as they drank in the texture of the refrigerator door. It groaned as it rocked. Jars rattled inside. My moans joined the sounds, bursting out of my lips as Clint pounded me.

“Tim watched you eat that virgin’s cunt, huh?” Clint asked, stroking me harder.

“Mmm, does that make you jealous?” I asked, rotating my hips, stirring my pussy around his cock. “Knowing that Tim saw my tits heaving as the little slut ate my cunt. Mmm, she feasted on it. She fingered me and sucked on my clit. He saw it all.”

“No!” Clint growled. “I’m not jealous. I just wish I could have seen Becky eating you.”

“She’s like Alicia,” I moaned, my pussy drinking in the friction of his hard thrusts. He rammed them in with such force, fucking me with all his might. “Oh, god, Clint, she was so sweet. I came so hard while Tim watched!”

“As hard as you’ll cum right now?” he demanded, the tip of his dick rubbing against the top of my pussy wall.

Brushing my G-spot.

Pleasure sparked every time. I drank it in as I moaned, “Keep fucking me and let’s find out! Ram that cock into me! Make me explode, Clint! Remind me why your cock is the best! Why I love you!”

“Because you’re my queen!” he snarled, ramming that dick into me.

“Yes, yes, yes, your queen!” I moaned, my pussy clenching down on his dick, welcoming him in.

The silky friction built and built inside of me. My orgasm swelled so fast as he pounded me. He plunged his dick into me with such force. It was incredible. It made me quiver and ache. Pussy juices ran down my thighs, churned to a hot froth by his plunging dick.

I whimpered, trembling on the brink of my orgasm. The refrigerator felt so cool against my hot flesh. My eyes squeezed shut. His dick slammed into me, brushing my G-spot again. The pleasure shivered through me.

I came hard on my brother’s cock.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled at the top of my lungs, wanting everyone to hear me. “I’m cumming! Oh, fuck, Clint! I’m cumming!”

“You are!” he snarled, hammering into my spasming cunt.

Then he buried into me. His cock erupted. His cum fired into my snatch. I smiled at that wondrous delight, the pleasure denied me this morning by the stupid pipe. I whimpered, rapture shooting through my body. It slammed into my mind, boiling across my thoughts.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, Clint!” I whimpered as my pussy milked his cum.

“Melody!” he groaned. “My queen!”

I quivered between him and the refrigerator, the rapture burning through my mind. I shuddered. It was an amazing orgasm, as good as the one Becky gave me while Tim watched. If we had an audience right now…

I would melt.

“Damn, you are a stud,” I panted. “Mmm, that was good.”

“Some makeup loving for this morning,” Clint whispered in my ear. “And for tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” I asked. “We’re getting together, right? It’s my turn for lunch.”

“Sorry,” he said, voice tight. “I have to stay home from school tomorrow to fix the pipe. It’s a mess. The plumbing in this house is old.”

I sighed I was looking forward to enjoying Mrs. Umayyah licking his cum out of my asshole.

I turned my head as Clint kissed me over his shoulder. Our lips touched. I closed my eyes, joy swelling through the buzzing bliss, mixing with it. I groaned as I loved my brother, my king. I’d had a crush on him since we were kids. I loved him longer than any other woman. I—

“Big brother, I need help with my math homework!” Alicia called. “Please, please, big brother.”

Clint broke the kiss. “What’s up, princess?”

I sighed, wanting to glare daggers at Alicia. Sometimes, I wished I was my brother’s only woman.

I pushed that irritation down as Clint broke away from me, his cock sliding out of my pussy. I couldn’t enjoy Clint at school tomorrow, but there was Becky… How could I manipulate things with her and her brother?

And how to do it where we might get caught?

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

I smacked my half-brother, and my lover, on his naked, muscular ass. “Fix those pipes, stud.”

Clint turned around, a big grin on his mouth. “I’m skilled at laying pipes!”

It was the next morning after he pinned me against the refrigerator and fucked me hard. It was nice to be hammered so hard by him. It had me buzzing, but it sucked that he wasn’t coming to our high school today. It was supposed to be my turn to enjoy him during lunch. Between school and working at Mrs. Hiragawa’s drug store, Clint’s time was already taken up with so many concerns, so us women in his harem had to enjoy him when we could.

And I was missing out because the plumbing in our kitchen burst yesterday morning.

Clint was staying home to fix it. Our deceased father taught Clint how to work with his hands. None of us knew it, but our father was training Clint to be a man, to take care of his women (namely his sisters like me). I don’t know what would have happened if our father hadn’t died two years ago, but I imagine he would have mentored Clint into taking us all in hand at the proper time.

“Don’t let Zoey and Stefani distract you when they wake up,” I said. Zoey, our older sister, had gradated from high school last year and worked nights as a stripper. During the day, she and her girlfriend, Stefani, watched the babies while Pam and I were at school.

“They’re watching the babies,” Clint said.

I slipped my arms around his neck, pressing my body against his. “Riiiiiiight.”

Clint gave me a grin. “Mmm, I’ll be focused on playing with my pipes until I’m done.”

“Then you’ll come to school, right?”

He squeezed my ass through my skirt, pulling me against his naked body. “We’ll see.”

I sighed. No lunch fun for me. I guess I’d get him tomorrow.

His mouth claimed mine in a kiss. I shuddered against him, loving the feel of his mouth on mine. Warmth fluttered through me. My pussy clenched, lusts igniting. I wanted him to pin me against the wall. To fuck me so hard. His cock swelled hard, pressing into the front of me. He was so strong. My heart fluttered.

Something thudded in the background.

Clint broke the kiss with a groan. “Alicia is tapping her foot.”

“Huh?” I asked, blinking.

“We have to get to school!” Alicia said.

I looked behind me. My little sister, her hair gathered in a pair of light-brown pigtails, that swayed about her face, stared at us, arms folded across her chest. She looked younger than her fifteen years, almost child-like in her frilly, pink dress and white leggings. Pam and Lee stood with her, a wicked grin on Lee’s face while Pam had a soft smile on her face. You’d never know the Japanese girl was our half-sister.

Which made it so much fun that she was Clint’s other girlfriend.

“Fine, fine, cupcake,” I said, breaking away from our brother. “Bye, Clint. Love you.”

“Love you,” he said and smacked my ass. “And I love you, Pam, and my princess.”

Alicia beamed while Pam said, “Love you, Clint.”

“And you, slut, I want you on your best behavior,” Clint said, giving the pregnant Lee a hard look. “If I find out you weren’t listening to your sisters, you won’t get any sex for a month.”

“Yes, Master,” Lee said, attempting to make her her mischievous face look innocent. “I’ll be good.”

I rolled my eyes. Lee liked to be a brat. She wasn’t nearly as bad as she was over a year ago. Clint figured out how to punish her: not by spanking or or tying her up or humiliating her before the entire school, she loved that, but denying her any orgasms. That controlled her behavior.

Mostly.

I slipped my arm around my Japanese half-sister’s waist and took Alicia’s hand with the other. Lee followed behind us to the car. Though my mother taught at our high school, she drove her own car. Who wanted to show up to school driving with their mom?

Even if she was a sex slave like Lee.

As I drove to school, the excitement in my pussy surged down a new direction as my thoughts drifted over to Becky Yates. I wondered what that fifteen-year-old and her brother got up to at her house last night. I was excited to hear about it.

I squirmed as I drove, remembering the naughty fun we had, how hot it was eating her virgin pussy out while her older brother watched us. I set it up so he could “find” us having our lesbian tryst in gym supply closet. It was so hot to sit there and stare at Tim while his little sister devoured my pussy, her naked ass and untouched snatch pointed right at him.

It had to put such naughty thoughts into his mind. I could tell he liked what he saw. I hoped that they had such naughty fun. That they were just getting up to wild delight. My pussy was just so juicy imagining that cute girl losing her virginity to her brother.

I loved incest so much. If I couldn’t enjoy Clint today, at least another sister was getting some from her brother.

“What has gotten into you?” Pam asked.

I grinned at her as I pulled into our school parking lot. “Just my little side-project.”

“Side-project?” Alicia asked from the back seat. “Are you being naughty?”

“Yep, cupcake,” I said, putting the car into park. “That’s something big sisters get to do. But you need to be a good little sister for Clint.”

“Of course,” Alicia said, sounding offended. “I’m not Lee.”

“Nope,” Lee said, sounding proud.

We piled out of the car and walked across the parking lot. I smiled when I saw Becky waiting outside the school, the slender, black-haired girl straightening when she saw me. She had her hands clasped before her, a smile growing across her face.

“I’ll see you later,” Pam said. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Love you.”

“Love you, too,” I said to my girlfriend-sister.

“Bye!” Alicia said then darted into the school with all the enthusiasm of a little girl. Lee sauntered in after her.

“So, did he do it?” I asked her.

She sighed. “No, no. But I felt him looking at me all night. Our parents were home. We just… couldn’t get alone.”

“Right, right, parents,” I said, shaking my head. I was so used to our mothers being in on the fun, serving Clint as his sex slaves. “Maybe you should seduce them, too.”

Becky’s eyes bulged. Her jaw dropped. Then she shook her head. “They’re my parents.”

I couldn’t help my smile as I slipped an arm around her neck and pulled her close to me. “Fine, fine. So we’ll have to do it here at school. Let me think about it. We’ll meet for lunch, okay?”

“Sure,” Becky said, her cheeks burning bright. “Here? We could get caught.”

“I know,” I said, my pussy so wet. If Clint wasn’t around, I’d have to find my own amusements.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

I was scared and excited for lunch.

I wanted to make love to Tim, to lose my virginity to him, but doing it here at school, where anyone could catch us—like a teacher—frightened me. But Melody was so fearless. She was so brave. She would commit incest anywhere. I wasn’t her. It was hard enough just letting her lead me into seducing my brother.

If it wasn’t for her, I would still be hiding in my room wishing I could masturbate to my brother having sex with me, while too frightened that my mother or father would hear my panting and gasping, the creaking of my bed springs.

I entered the cafeteria, my head scanning around for Melody. I spotted her sisters sitting at a table, along with some of their friends, the two Hispanic sisters that were rumored to be lovers. At the very least, if you were a girl who wanted to get your pussy licked, Juana would make her older sister Carmelita do it. There was James and his sister Jenny. Were they also lovers? Rumor had it she was pregnant. Was it James’s child?

I rubbed my belly and wondered what it would be like to have my brother’s child. That would make things so complicated. I was on the pill, so that wouldn’t happen. My mother insisted. She seemed to think I’d start having sex at any time.

If only she knew who I wanted to have sex with…

But I didn’t see Melody at the table. I bit my lip, my hips wiggling from side to side. Did she go home? Was she running late? Where was—

“Hey.”

I let out a screech, startled by the voice speaking right behind me. I whipped around, heart pounding, and found Melody arching a plucked-narrow eyebrow at me. She stood there, looking so sexy with her blonde hair gathered in a pair of braids, keeping her strands out of her cute face. Amusement danced in her hazel eyes as she shook her head.

“Someone’s jumpy,” Melody said.

“Sorry,” I said, my heart thudding cold excitement through my veins. “I’m just…”

“Eager? Excited?” She paused, leaning closer. “Horny to fuck your brother?”

“Yes!” I said.

“Perfect.”

She took my hand. I shivered at it, my skin feeling galvanized by her touch. It raced up my arm to my nipples, puckering them. I could remember eating her pussy. I never thought I would do anything with a girl, and yet she tasted so good. I could remember the flavor of her sweet snatch as I ate her while feeling my brother staring at me.

Lusting after me.

She lead me across the cafeteria. I couldn’t help but smile as she did. I felt like everyone was watching us, knowing that we were… lovers? Were we lovers? I mean, we made love. She was my first time, even if I was still a virgin. I still had my hymen. My heart pounded faster and faster. I saw my brother sitting with his friends on his swim team.

Tim straightened. He was a tall guy with black hair like me. He wasn’t as broad-shouldered as Clint, but I thought he was sexier. He had this strength to him. And he was so handsome in his speedo while swimming, all his muscles bunching and flexing. He was sleek. His eyes were on me, following me as we walked by him.

I gave him a smoky smile.

He licked his lips.

I squeezed Melody’s hand, making a whimpering sound. It rose from my throat as my pussy went molten with lust for him. Melody let out a purring sound, nodding her head. And then we were leaving the cafeteria, entering the halls.

The sound of all the talking, laughing, and clattering of food trays faded as we entered the quiet hallways. We took a few turns, moving deeper into our school and… I thought I heard footsteps behind us. I glanced, seeing a shadow stretching down the hallway, approaching the corner.

But not rounding it.

Was someone following us? Ghosting behind us?

I shivered as we reached the stairs. Our footsteps echoed as we climbed it and I thought… I heard our stalker hurrying down the hallway to keep up with us. My skin grew tighter and tighter. It had to be my brother. He had to think we were going to have sex.

And he wanted to watch it again.

He wanted to see me again.

I gripped Melody’s hand with my right, my left clutching the front of my blouse. I licked my lips as we headed past the second floor and headed up to the third. My brother crept up the stairs behind us, adding another set of echoing thuds up the stairs.

This was happening. My breath quickened. My heart throbbed.

My eyes widened as we reached the third floor and she led me to the right. The hallway bent ahead. Just around that corner was where I caught Melody and her brother having sex last Friday. Just right there, pinned against the locker. No one was up here at this time of day. I quivered, my heart thudding.

“Mmm, I’m going to teach you how to suck a cock today,” Melody said.

“Like… like my brother’s cock?” I found myself saying, knowing Tim had to hear us. I knew he was at the top of the stairs waiting for us to round the corner.

“Sure, Tim’s cock, or any guy’s cock,” Melody said, her voice liquid. “It’s an important thing to know.”

“But how—” Before I could finish asking my question, she pressed me against the locker room and kissed me.

I shuddered against her. Her mouth nibbled on my lips. I closed my eyes, excitement surging through my pussy. My hips wiggled from side to side as her tongue danced through my mouth. This was so hot.

Anyone could catch us.

My brother… My brother could…

Melody broke the kiss. A dizzy thrill washed through me. My head swayed from side to side as I blinked my eyes. Her hazel eyes swam before me as she rubbed her nose against mine. I struggled to gather my thoughts, to ask the question I started to before she ambushed me.

“But, but, how?” I asked. “You don’t have a cock.”

“Mmm, but I have a dildo,” she said, breaking way from me. She pulled a strap-on dildo out of her purse before dropping the bag to the floor. Then she ripped up her skirt. I shuddered at the sight of her naked pussy, lips shaved save for that strip of blonde hair down to her snatch.

“You’re just so wild,” I said while catching a glimpse of movement at the corner.

Tim peeked around the corner.

“So brave,” I continued.

“And you’re not?” Melody asked a she stepped into the harness. She lifted the black vinyl up her sleek legs, the fleshy-toned dildo bobbing before her. It had a bright, red tip. It looked sculpted to be as realistic as possible. It even had balls. “You came up to me and asked me to help you out. And now look at you, you’re about to suck my girl-dick right here, right now.”

I swallowed as she adjusted her dildo, pressing the base against her pussy, tightening the straps. The fake cock bobbed and swayed before her as she wiggled her hips. She grinned at me when she finished, arching a blonde eyebrow at me.

“Well, why aren’t you on your knees sucking my cock?” she asked. “This is something every little sister needs to know.”

I fell to my knees. I ignored that flare of pain and stared at the tip of the fake dick. It had a slit at the tip, the crown almost looking like a mushroom tip. The shaft was thick and long, and even veiny. The balls looked so heavy.

“Now first, cup the balls,” Melody said, her hands ripping off her top to bare her round breasts. They bounced, so firm, her dusky nipples hard. “Be gentle. You don’t want to squeeze them too hard. Guy’s don’t like that. Then, with your other hand, grab the shaft and stroke it.”

I swallowed as I obeyed her. A strange excitement shot through me. I could almost believe she had a cock. I cupped the balls, cradling them with my right hand while my left grasped the shaft. It was cool and felt rubbery, but had a slickness to it. I pumped up and down it, imagining it was Tim’s cock. My pussy clenched at the thrill.

Movement peeked around the corner.

“Now flutter your tongue against the tip,” Melody said. “That’s the most sensitive part of a guy’s dick. Pay a lot of attention to it.”

“Okay,” I said then licked my lips, wetting them. They kept going dry.

I leaned my head forward, staring at the tip. My tongue fluttered out, sliding across it. I tasted the rubbery flavor while my tongue swirled around it. I shuddered, my hips swaying from side to side. My pussy grew so hot in my panties, my juices flowing as I wished this was Tim’s dick.

“Now slide your lips over the tip,” Melody said, her firm tits jiggling above me as she swayed. “Mind your teeth. Guys don’t like that. But seal those lips tight and suck on my girl-dick.”

I obeyed her. I kept my teeth away from the tip as I slid my lips over it. It felt so naughty doing this. My cheeks hollowed. My tongue caressed the tip still, stroking it as I sucked. It felt so nice doing this.

Melody made such wicked sounds like she could feel my mouth on it. It inspired me to keep sucking. To keep pleasing her. My hand stroked up and down the shaft, the other massaging her balls, my knuckles brushing the wet folds of her pussy.

“Mmm, just like that,” Melody purred. “That’s how a little sister sucks a girl-dick. It’s good, isn’t it?”

I nodded my head, sucking so hard. Saliva dribbled down my chin. That only made me feel more wanton as I made those naughty sounds. I turned my head, moving it, bobbing it. Melody grinned at me, nodding her head.

She grasped a handful of my black hair, her hips undulating, pumping the dildo in and out of my mouth, stirring it around inside my mouth. Her left hand groped her own tits, sliding back and forth from breast to breast, tweaking her nipple. She twisted it, whimpering.

“Mmm, that’s it, you little slut,” she groaned. “Just such a good little sister. Sucking that cock.”

I was.

“Loving it. You want to make me cum.”

I did.

“You wish I had jizz to spurt into your mouth.”

I whimpered at that. My pussy clenched. I sucked so hard. I wanted that. I wanted Tim’s cum spurting into my mouth. He was watching me right now, witnessing me learning how to suck a dick. I bobbed my mouth so hard. My lips slid up and down the shaft while I fisted the base. My tongue caressed it.

I wanted to please Melody. My brother. My eyes squeezed shut. I pictured his slim, muscular body rising over me. That it was his strong hand gripping my hair. That it was a warm cock. Tim’s cock. I whimpered, drool running down my chin as I gave such a sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you are so eager for cum!” groaned Melody. “What a shame I’m a girl.”

I moaned in agreement.

“What a shame there’s not a cute guy around with a cock.” She pinched her dusky nipple hard, tugging on it. Pleasure crossed her face. “Wouldn’t that be hot? A real dick to train you on?”

I moaned so loudly, whimpering.

“Jesus,” a masculine voice groaned, soft, but it reached my ear.

“Mmm, if a guy just burst around the corner and whipped out his cock,” Melody gasped, thrusting the dildo deep into my mouth. “Well, that would be hot, wouldn’t it?”

So hot!

“Fuck,” my brother groaned. Then he burst around the corner, marching to us, his t-shirt clinging to his chest, his handsome, boyish face bursting with lust as he stared at us. He marched over, a noticeable bulge tenting the front of his jeans.

I whimpered. I was about to suck my brother’s cock.

“You can use mine,” Tim said, his voice so eager as he stared at Melody. He was already undoing his belt, fumbling at his jeans.

“Oh, how wonderful,” Melody moaned, ripping her dildo out of my mouth. “Mmm, let’s see what you’re packing, cutie.”

I trembled, staring at my brother. I was at the perfect level to witness it. He ripped down his fly. There was his cock tenting the front of his jeans. I groaned as he yanked out his dick from his boxers, shoving down the blue, plaid underwear enough to expose his hairless cock.

I knew he shaved down there. The swimmers shaved everywhere. I whimpered as his balls came into view, the skin so smooth. They were big and heavy, begging to be groped by my hands. I even wanted to suck on them.

“That is a beautiful cock for practicing on,” Melody said. “Mmm, your little sister is going to have a good time with it.”

“What?” Tim gasped as I turned on my knees, bringing my lips close to his cock. “I thought you’d show her by sucking my dick, Melody.”

“No, no, we’re teaching your little sister,” Melody said. “I know how to suck dick. Now come on, you little slut, latch onto your big brother’s cock.”

I grabbed my brother’s dick as he gasped in shock. My left hand cradled his hairless balls. They were cooler than his dick, which felt so hot in my hand. I trembled at our incestuous contact. My brother’s cum was in these nuts. I fondled them, lightly massaging them. My hand pumped up and down his shaft. A clear liquid appeared at the slit.

“Mmm, now just suck him,” Melody moaned.

“But she’s my sister,” Tim groaned as I leaned my mouth forward.

“That’s just going to make it feel better, cutie,” Melody said, her voice sounding so flirty. “Just enjoy.”

“Fuck,” he groaned as I leaned my head forward. “Becky!”

I shivered, realizing Melody was right. I was brave. I stroked up his cock, making a bead of that clear juices at the tip of his dick. My tongue flicked out, dragging across his spongy crown. I shuddered as I tasted the salty delight of the liquid. It was slick, coating my tongue.

My brother groaned. His dick twitched in my hand. I shivered, wiggling my hips, knowing I was giving my brother such pleasure. It was such a heady thrill. I was so glad I could do this. I was fortunate to be able to do such naughty things like this.

“Jesus, Becky,” Tim groaned as my tongue swirled around his dick.

“See, little sisters are sexy,” Melody said. Out of the corner of my eyes, I witnessed her taking off her strap-on dildo, sliding the harness down her thighs. “Just enjoy, cutie, and you will explode into her mouth.”

I liked that idea. I slid my lips over his dick’s tip, feeling that warm, soft crown enter my mouth. A naughty thrill shot through me. My brother’s cock was in my mouth. I was committing incest with him where anyone could catch us.

I was finally loving him.

My pussy clenching from excitement, I sucked so hard on his dick. I bobbed my head, whimpering as I loved him. I put all my effort into pleasing him, using everything that Melody had just taught me. I felt her eyes on me while Tim groaned his pleasure.

“Yes, yes, just like that, you naughty slut,” purred Melody. She brought the realistic tip of the dildo to her pussy and thrust it into her. She groaned, her tits jiggling. “Just suck on your brother’s cock.”

Tim glanced at her and groaned. “Jesus. This is really happening.”

“You bet it is, cutie,” Melody said. “Now just let that little virgin slut love you. Mmm, it’s so hot.”

“Yeah,” he groaned while Melody pumped her dildo in and out of her pussy, ramming it deep into her cunt.

It made my own snatch clench in envy. My virgin depths ached for my brother to penetrate me. And after this, I knew he would take my virginity. Right there in our high school’s hallway, I sucked his cock with all my might.

My cheeks hollowed.

Drool dribbled down my chin.

Obscene wet, slurping sounds echoed through the halls.

My tongue swirled around the tip of his cock. It danced and fluttered, caressing his spongy flesh. More and more of his liquid flowed. That salty delight, a preview for his cum… Precum. It was his precum.

I bobbed my head so fast while pumping my hand up and down on his dick. My other hand massaged his balls. They grew warmer. I just knew they were full of his incestuous seed. His yummy cum. I wanted him to fire into me so badly.

“Fuck!” Tim groaned. He ran a hand through his short, black hair. “Oh, fuck, this is hot.”

“Uh-huh,” Melody moaned. The wet sounds of her dildo plunging into her cunt mixed with my slurping sucks. “Ooh, love your big brother’s cock. Just like that. Mmm, nothing like sucking on your brother’s dick and making him cum.”

She would know.

I squeezed my eyes shut, putting my all into pleasing my big brother. I ignored my itching pussy. It could wait. Right now, it was all about making Tim cum. My tongue danced about his cock. My cheeks hollowed with every suck.

His precum flowed. His balls twitched in my massaging grip. His dick throbbed in my stroking hand. It was so incredible. My head twisted as I bobbed it. My lips slid up and down his cock, caressing the wrinkly skin right beneath the tip, popping over that ridge around the perimeter of his crown. He grunted and groaned.

“Goddamn, you are so hot,” he groaned. “Jesus, yes.”

“Mmm, just enjoy,” Melody moaned, her voice so throaty. It sounded like she was plunging that dildo so fast and deep into her cunt. “Just cum in her mouth.”

“Oh, I will. Just keep doing that. Shit, you are so sexy!”

A thrill ran through me. My brother thought I was sexy.

I squeezed his balls, massaging them, so eager for his cum. He groaned, his voice sounding so tight. I felt his nuts twitch in my grip. Then he let out an explosive breath. Something pulsed up the bottom of his cock and then—

A warm, salty liquid squirted into my mouth.

My eyes snapped open. My brother was cumming in my mouth.

I tasted his seed. It was such a stronger, saltier flavor than his precum. His jizz spilled across my tongue and swirled around inside my mouth. I shuddered. I had friends who claimed cum tasted nasty and said only sluts swallowed. That I should spit it out. But I didn’t want to.

It was yummy.

I wanted to be my brother’s cum slut.

I gulped down his cum. His cream flowed down my throat to warm my belly. I quivered, my pussy dripping wet. I wanted to masturbate so badly. I wanted to be touched. Melody gasped and moaned in the background, having her own orgasm as she witnessed my brother firing his jizz into my mouth.

“Oh, fuck, I can’t believe that just happened,” Tim panted as I sucked the last drops of cum out of his dick. “Becky, you just blew me.”

I popped my mouth off his dick and moaned, “I did! And you tasted amazing!”

“Jesus,” he said as he pulled away from me. He glanced at Melody. “Jesus, this was hot. We have to do this again.”

“Oh, I’m sure naughty things are in your future,” Melody said. “Right, Becky?”

I nodded my head. I knew tonight, my brother and I would do more naughty things at home. I couldn’t wait. It would be so exciting. I quivered in delight. My pussy was on fire as Tim put his dick away.

I couldn’t wait to lose my virginity.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I was still buzzing from the thrill of yesterday’s naughty fun. It was hot watching Becky suck her brother’s cock for the first time. It was a shame their parents kept Becky from losing her virginity, but I was confident her brother knew she was available and the pair would work things out.

I was more interested in my own brother. Clint was at school today. So it was time for my makeup date with him and Mrs. Umayyah. I was going to make Clint fuck me up the ass then have that slutty, whorish Arab teacher lick his cum out of my rectum while Clint fucked her pussy with his dirty dick to clean himself off.

I couldn’t wait.

I buzzed as I marched through the halls to my mother’s second floor classroom. Clint was already waiting there, leaning against the door. He nodded at me, such a handsome stud. Tim was cute, but he had nothing on my half-brother.

“Well, stud, you ready for—”

“Big brother!” Alicia squealed, appearing at the other end of the hallway.

I frowned. What was our little princess doing here with the Japanese twins? Didn’t they know the schedule was changed? They would have tomorrow. But Alicia was already running up the hallway with Kimiko and Minako in tow. The slender, Japanese girls with their black hair and identical faces were just the sort of delight that made Clint hard.

He loved Japanese girls.

His face lit up as he looked over there. “Hey, princess.”

“Big brother,” Alicia said, reaching him. She bounced so cutely between the two twins. All three were in the early stages of their pregnancies, Alicia having just found out she was finally bred, the twins the month before. “Ooh, we’re going to have so much fun.”

“Minako is looking forward to it,” one of the twins said. She always referred to herself in the third person. Apparently, it was some Japanese, cute, little-girl thing. Like Alicia dressing up like a grade-schooler.

“No, no, it’s my turn with Clint,” I said. “I didn’t get yesterday.”

“But, but,” Alicia said, and she sought me with this look, her eyes trembling behind her glasses, tears beading on her eyelashes. “It’s Wednesday. It’s our turn. We were so looking forward to it. You can’t steal it away from us, big sister.”

Clint groaned at the sight of her little-girl tears. He spoiled her when she was like this. He glanced at me. I knew he would be stern with her if I pressed the issue, but hearing Alicia whimper made me sigh. Even as an annoyed anger swelled through me, I grunted, “Fine. Have your turn, Alicia.”

“Yay!” she squealed, bouncing up and down, her pigtails flying. “Thank you, big sister!”

She gave me a hug and a hot kiss right on the mouth before she broke away. Then she threw herself at our brother, hugging him tight. Since being bred by our brother, she had gotten far, far more affectionate in public. Maybe it was the hormones, or maybe it was the fact she was conceived by riding his cock in the middle of the cafeteria while pretending to be sitting on his lap.

“Have fun,” I muttered, my annoyance swelling along with my throbbing lust as Clint ushered in the three girls to play with them. I could probably bully my way in there and join them, but I wanted my depraved fun. It would be all giggling and kisses and squealing delight in there. No real domination save for Minako acting submissive.

My pussy clenched. I miss that magical time when Clint didn’t have a harem. When it was just the two of us and…

No, no, it was good we had the harem. It was just a weird week. Things weren’t working out well. I just wish I wasn’t so horny. My asshole ached for some depraved, anal fun.

I whirled around and marched away. I passed Mrs. Umayyah, the Arab woman’s huge, dusky tits almost falling out of her low-cut blouse. She still wore her headscarf, a mocking parody that she was still a “pure” Muslim wife.

“Tomorrow,” I hissed at her. It was Pam and Lee’s day tomorrow; Pam would understand and Lee wouldn’t get a say.

I stalked past the teacher as she let out a groan of disappointment. I reached the stairs and barreled down them, my footsteps echoing. I hit the first floor and was in the cafeteria in moments. I marched past where Becky sat with her friends to reach the table where Lee ate with our friends and Pam.

“Slut,” I snarled, grabbing a fistful of my younger sister’s dark-brown hair. “Come on.”

“Alicia?” Pam asked, lowering her fork from her mouth covered in a piece of lasagna.

“Yep,” I said, hauling the pregnant Lee off the bench and from the table.

“Ooh, Mistress,” Lee moaned. I felt everyone staring at us. I didn’t care any longer. Let the entire school know that my bratty sister was my sex slave. Clint had blackmail on our school’s principal. I couldn’t get in trouble.

I felt so many eyes on me as I marched her through the cafeteria towards the girl’s restroom. I passed by Tim’s table, he and his friends on the swim team staring at us. I noticed Becky standing up at her table, her jaw dropped.

I bet this would just embolden her. Maybe she’d grab her brother and go do something about her virginity.

I thrust through the swinging door into the girl’s restroom and marched right into the middle. I slung my purse off my shoulder and dropped it on the counter. It landed with a heavy thud. I whirled around, facing my sister.

She had such a huge grin on her mischievous face, her round tits, swelling along with her blossoming stomach, jiggling. “What do you need, Mistress? Got a hot cunt in need of licking.”

“Strip, you disgusting whore,” I growled and grabbed the hem of my blouse.

“Yes, Mistress!” moaned my little sister. “You know I’m the most disgusting whore in the world.”

As I peeled off my top, she ripped off hers. Our tits jiggled and swayed before us, my swollen with breast milk. I couldn’t wait to get home and nurse my daughter, or my brother. Lee’s tits were ripe and plump now, not those little titties she had a year ago. Her belly had a sleek curve to it, our brother’s child growing inside of her.

She ripped off her maternity jeans next. They fit her tight. She wore nothing beneath, her bred pussy shaved, her legs slim and lithe. A runner’s legs. Naked, she fell to her knees before me, her eyes locked on my crotch.

“Just a nasty, disgusting little slut!” I snarled as the door opened. Tim entered, his eyes hungry on me. “Get that mouth on my cunt right now. I have to pee!”

“Yes, Mistress!” my pregnant sister moaned.

She pressed her mouth right against my pussy. Her lips sealed tight. I shuddered as she sucked on my urethra. My bladder, half-full, felt the pressure. The nasty pee-slut stared up at me with eager eyes. I groaned and relaxed my inner muscles.

My piss flowed.

“Jesus,” groaned Tim as he watched me piss in my sister-slave’s mouth.

Lee’s hands grasped my ass as I defiled her mouth. I groaned in relief as my urine flowed out of me, splashing in my sister’s mouth. She gulped it down, her lips moving on my pussy. I quivered. It almost felt like cumming. A smile crossed my lips as my audience stared at me, his hand rubbing his crotch.

He was bold to walk in here.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you little slut,” I growled. “Drink it all. Mmm, you love my piss.”

Lee moaned.

Her tongue fluttered through my pussy while a zipper rasped. Tim was pulling out his cock. Maybe he had a taste for exhibitionism, too. I mean, he was on the swim team where they wore those speedos and not much else, showing of their sleek, manly bodies.

Clint would look so hot in a speedo.

I gasped, my sister’s tongue lapping at my cunt now that my piss had stopped flowing. I shuddered, Tim stroking his dick before me, staring at my tits with such hungry eyes. He wanted me so badly. It made my pussy wetter and wetter.

But this wasn’t how I wanted to cum.

Becky burst into the bathroom as I wrenched away from my sister’s mouth. I took a step back, shaking my head, my body so full of lust. The black-haired girl darted towards her brother, fell to her knees before him, and sucked his dick into his mouth.

“Becky!” Tim gasped in shock. “Jesus, again?”

“She’s a good, little sister,” I said. “Not like that nasty, filthy whore kneeling before me.”

“So nasty!” Lee echoed, her thighs slick with her pussy juices.

“Bend that ass over the counter. I’m going to fuck it so hard!” I would get some form of anal delight today!

“Fuck it?” Tim groaned, his chest rising and falling.

“Yep, cutie,” I said, a little thrill trembling through me as I gave him a wink. His eyes devoured my body as I whirled around and ripped open my purse, my tits swaying.

God, it was so hot being watched. Being lusted after. I understood why my older sister, Zoey, was a stripper. I was almost eighteen…

I ripped out the dildo Becky practice on yesterday. I thrust my legs through it and ripped the harness up my thighs while Lee wiggled her ass. She had her swollen belly pressed into the counter, her shaved pussy and tight ass pointed right at me. I adjusted the straps, pressing the dildo’s base right on my clit.

I moved to my sister, Becky sucking and slurping away. A few other girls gasped, my audience growing as I advanced on my little sister. The world didn’t think Lee was my cousin like they did with Clint. They knew this was incest.

Just like they did with Becky and Tim.

Tim groaned as his little sister loved him, his eyes locked on my quivering tits as I brought the dildo’s tip to my little sister’s asshole. I slipped it between her butt-cheeks, sliding it down until I found her asshole.

She groaned as I pressed against it, my clit drinking in the pressure from the dildo’s base. I felt the eyes, Tim and the three girls, on me. It was so exciting. Tim groaned again as I pushed forward. Lee gasped as the unlubed dildo popped into her bowels.

“Holy shit, Mistress!” Lee groaned. “Holy shit, that hurts!”

“But you love it,” I hissed, jamming the dildo all the way into her resisting bowels. “You’re just that fucked up you love the pain.”

“I do! Ooh, Mistress, sodomize my asshole! Fuck me hard! Make it hurt so badly! Then… can I cum?”

“Yes, you can, you fucked-up whore!” I growled, pumping away. “You can just explode!”

“Wow,” one of the girls muttered.

“I know,” groaned Tim, his little sister bobbing her mouth on his dick.

I grinned at my audience, my tits heaving as I rammed the dildo over and over into my little sister’s bowels. The dildo massaged my clit. Every thrust sent sparks of rapture exploding from the dildo and showering through my pussy. It was incredible.

Juices ran down my thighs. The pleasure built and built in me as I thrust. Lee’s moans mixed with the slap of my crotch into her rump. My eyes flicked from the squirming girls, their cheeks all crimson, to Tim gripping Becky’s hair while she bobbed her mouth with such hunger on his dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Lee. “Bugger my asshole, Mistress! Ram that dildo into me! Ooh, it burns! It hurts so much! I love it! I’m going to cum so hard!”

“Just a nasty slut, Lee!” one of the girls gasped.

“She is!” I hissed, ramming that dildo hard into her cunt. “My sister-slave is such a whore! She’s so filthy!”

“Disgusting!” Lee moaned. “Oh, mistress, I’m going to cum!”

“Me, too!” I snarled, my pussy on fire. From fucking her asshole. From being watched. It was all mixing and swirling in me.

Incestuous lust burned through the bathroom. Tim grunted and groaned, watching me as he fucked Becky’s mouth. He pumped his cock in and out of her oral cavity while she sucked and slurped on his shaft, loving him. Her tiny frame shivered.

“Drink my cum!” Tim groaned, staring at me.

I grinned at him, loving this moment. We were both showing off using our little sisters to get off. I slammed my dildo deep into Lee’s asshole. My clit throbbed as the base of the dildo massaged it. My crotch smacked into my sister’s rump.

Pleasure spiked through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled as my orgasm exploded through me.

My pussy convulsed. Juices flooded down my thighs as I drew back my hips and slammed into my sister again. Another flare of rapture burst from my clit. It showered through my convulsing pussy. Bliss detonated throughout my body. The ecstasy reached my mind.

Lee whimpered and moaned, bucking on the table, crying out her rapture, too. Tim grunted, groaned. As stars danced across my vision from the rapture melting my mind, I witnessed his face twisted with passion.

“Fuck!” he growled. He gripped his sister’s head. “You’re so hot!”

His cum fired into his little sister’s mouth. She gulped it down, her body trembling. My eyes widened. I didn’t realize she was masturbating, but juices ran down her thighs from beneath her skirt. So much incestuous pleasure roared through the bathroom.

“Mistress!” howled Lee.

“You nasty slut!” I groaned, slamming my dildo back into her asshole, another climax shuddering through my pussy. Rapture rippled through my body.

“Love it up the ass!” she howled.

“Oh, my god, that’s so hot!” one of the watching girls moaned. “I wish I was that wild.”

I grinned at them, my body heaving, my tits bouncing before me as the rapture shot through my mind. I loved being watched. It would be so hot if Clint was here, but he was playing with Alicia. He missed out on all the fun of witnessing my naughty behavior.

But I had an audience who appreciated it.

“Ooh, damn, that was good,” I panted, my tits swaying as I leaned over my sister. “Mmm, I needed that.”

“Me, too, Mistress,” my sister mewled.

“Yeah,” Tim groaned as his little sister kept nursing on his dick. “Damn.”

I shivered. I definitely needed to help Becky loose her virginity to him. If they couldn’t get away with it at home, then it would have to be at school. But he just came, and he didn’t have the super Viagra that my brother took. He’d need a breather.

Besides, a girl deserved to lose her virginity in a special way. A public way. I had to make it perfect for Becky. I would make it perfect for her. Today.

To be continued…



Public Incestuous Passion

An Incestuous Harem Story







Chapter Four: Sister’s Public Cherry Popping

by mypenname3000

© Copyright 2018





Story Codes: Teen male/Teen females, Exhibitionism, Public Sex, Virgin, Oral Sex, Incest



Becky Yates

I swallowed the last of my brother’s cum. The jizz warmed my belly. My brother, Tim, groaned as I nursed his softening dick, wanting to make sure I had it all. I loved my brother’s spunk. It was such a yummy, salty treat. I couldn’t believe how fast I had become addicted to this delight.

It was all thanks to Melody.

She gave me such confidence to do things with my brother. In public. My friends were watching me suck his dick in our school’s bathroom while Melody—wild and uninhibited Melody—fucked her pregnant, younger sister up the ass with a strap-on. Lee, said little sister, was painting and moaning, coming down from her orgasm.

“Fuck, that was hot,” groaned my brother as he pulled his dick from my mouth.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, staring up at my handsome brother. He was tall and slender, with a sleek, muscular build perfect for being a swimmer. My body buzzed. I pulled my fingers from my virgin pussy. I had a wonderful cum. “I love doing things with you.”

“You are wild, Becky,” my friend, Kristi, said. She stared down at me. “This school is getting so crazy.”

“Yeah,” my brother said, staring at Melody and her sister. “Jesus, I’m in the girl’s restroom.”

“Yep,” Melody said. “Bold of you to be in here, cutie. But I always enjoy an audience. I know Lee loved it.”

SMACK!

The spanking sound whipped my head around. Melody had pulled the dildo out of her sister’s asshole while a red handprint grew on Lee’s ass. The slender girl, her belly growing round with Clint’s child, shuddered. Her round breasts jiggled. She licked her lips, gleaming with pussy juices.

“I shouldn’t be in here,” my brother groaned, putting away his softening dick and hairless balls (he shaved because he was on our high school’s swim team). “Damn, Melody, I should… Fuck!”

My brother darted past my friends, Kristi jostled to the side, her brown hair swaying. Another girl was walking in and gasped at the sight of my brother. Then she really gasped as she saw Melody wearing a strap-on and Lee utterly naked.

“He’s cute,” Lee said. “I see why you like him, Becky. He’s not Master, but he’s kinda dreamy.”

“I can’t believe you were sucking your brother’s cock, Becky,” my friend Belinda said. She sounded stunned.

“Really?” Lee asked as she calmly started getting dressed. “I thought every girl was fucking her brother. Or sister.” She glanced at Melody and grinned.

“Not me,” said Rhea, my third friend. “Maybe I should.”

“You should,” I said, feeling really bold. Melody had given me just so much confidence. I mean, I couldn’t believe what I just did, and… It was so hot. I sucked my brother’s cock at school. My friends watched me. “It’s amazing.”

“And you still need to actually fuck him,” Melody said, getting dress herself, her blonde, braided hair swaying as she moved. “We need to get your cherry popped. Today.”

I shivered, my pussy clenching. “Today?”

“At school, since your home situation isn’t… working out.” Melody grinned, tapping a finger on her chin. “Your brother has swim practice today, right?”

I nodded, a hot wave rippling through my body.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“Are you okay?”

I blinked, finding my half-sister, and girlfriend, Pam leaning on the wall by the bathroom’s exit. I was still riding high from fucking Lee up the ass with a dildo after she drank my piss and ate my cunt. I had such a hot audience: Becky’s brother, Becky herself sucking his cock, the other girls watching…

Wouldn’t mind playing with a few of those girls.

“I’m fine,” I told Pam, giving the half-Japanese girl a big smile. She looked fully Japanese, her face round and delicate, her eyes slanted and dark. You’d never know we shared the same father. She was our secret, incestuous lover. “Just having fun.”

“So much fun, Mistress Pam,” Lee said as she strolled past, a saunter to her steps. You’d never know she was just fucked up the ass with an unlubed dildo. She savored it. She loved it when sex caused pain, drinking it in. She took after our masochistic mother.

Pam slipped her arm around my shoulder, pulling me close to her. She had a soft smile on her lips, almost said. “Alicia stole your spot?”

“Yes!” I gasped, frustration bursting out of me. I was supposed to spend lunch having fun with our brother, Clint. I had such naughty plans. I was going to use this slut teacher, Mrs. Umayyah, as part of our play. I would have had the Arab whore licking my asshole clean of all of our half-brother’s jizz. “She did that little princess thing and… I felt like a Mom. I couldn’t say no to her and ruin her fun. She just didn’t want to wait until tomorrow.”

Clint didn’t come to school yesterday, which was my day. We had an emergency at home and he had to fix a plumbing problem in our kitchen. We couldn’t afford to hire a plumber. Not when Clint could fix it himself. With our large family—three mothers, myself, four other sisters, Zoey’s girlfriend, Clint himself, my daughter and Pam’s, plus the two lesbian sisters who lived with us—we had to be careful with our budget and make sure we could buy food and pay the bills.

It was all that adult, responsible stuff that took time away from having fun with Clint. “Don’t you get frustrated?” I asked Pam. “Doesn’t it annoy you when we can’t have Clint all the time? We’re his girlfriends!”

“I savor the time I do get with him,” Pam said, a smile crossing her lips. “It’s such a special time. I treasure it.” She glanced at me, her smile growing naughty. “But I also enjoy my time with you. The others. I don’t mind sharing him. And you don’t either.”

“I don’t,” I said. “But that was before he had every girl at our school and our neighborhood coming up to him.”

“And what are you doing with Becky?” Pam arched a thin, black eyebrow at me.

“That’s different,” I said. “I’m just killing time. And it’s ending tonight.” A smile crossed my lips. My idea was just so naughty. “I need to find Mrs. Umayyah.”

“I bet that Arab slut’s in her classroom watching Clint,” Pam said.

“Let’s go find out,” I said, slipping my arm around her waist. She was such a wonderful girl. I was glad I had her. It was such a delight to love her. I was glad our father knocked up her mother and that we discovered who she truly was. When I brought her to my brother, a gift, we didn’t know we were related at all.

So it was so hot when we pieced it together after meeting her mother, Mrs. Hiragawa.

Pam and I hurried through our school’s cafeteria. Becky and those three girls were sitting at the table. They must all be friends. They were all sophomores, and I didn’t know those girls that well. This was my last year of high school, only a few months until Clint, Pam, and I graduated.

What would that mean to our harem?

I sighed, aching for Clint. My hand slid down, groping Pam’s ass. She shivered beside me while a guy wolf-whistled. I loved the attention. I don’t know why I got off on being watched, but it was such a wicked thrill doing naughty things were I could get caught.

Or where people watched me.

It didn’t matter who watched me, just so long as they were people who I didn’t have sex with. It wasn’t the same doing it for my family. No, it had to be people who had never enjoyed me so I could see the lust swelling in their eyes.

The way Tim looked at me while his little sister sucked his cock…

My pussy grew juicier.

We left the cafeteria behind. The halls grew quiet. I passed my mother striding down the halls, a black-haired MILF in a low-cut blouse. She gave me a smile and a slight bow of her head. She taught history at our high school and was also our sex slave. Our meant Pam, Clint, and me.

“You two look up to no good, Mistresses,” my mother purred.

“Wait until you hear what your daughter did in the bathroom. It will be all over the school soon,” Pam said.

I just grinned. “Yep! But that’s nothing on what I have planned for later.”

“Oh?” my mom asked.

“You might want to stick around after school, Mommy-slut,” I said as I kept walking, pulling Pam along with me.

“What do you have planned for after school?” Pam asked me.

I grinned at her as we reached the stairs to the second floor. Mrs. Umayyah’s classroom was next to my mother’s. Clint was in my mother’s classroom with Alicia and those two pregnant, Japanese twins he bred. Three cute, little girls for him to play with. The big perv.

I was in such a good mood. I liked it. I was riding high from abusing Lee and coming up with my naughty plan.

Pam squirmed beside me the entire walk to Mrs. Umayyah’s classroom. My pussy grew juicier and juicier. No panties on and a shaved cunt meant I had nothing to contain the flood of juices leaking out of my snatch. My inner thighs were so sticky. My sweet musk filled the air, a naughty perfume.

We reached Mrs. Umayyah’s classroom. I burst in and grinned as the Arab MILF gasped, wrenching her head away from the wall separating this room from my mother’s. The naughty woman had drilled a hole in the wall to peek in on the fun my family had in there. It drove the MILF so wild she went from a prim and proper Arab wife to a slut who whored out her own teenage daughter, as well as some other girls, to the teachers and students of our school.

She also whored herself out.

“What’s Clint doing to those girls?” Pam asked.

“He’s fucking one of those Japanese girls up the ass while she eats out Alicia, who’s licking the other twin’s asshole,” Mrs. Umayyah answered her hand returning to rub at her crotch through her skirt. “Do you want to watch? Though if you’re horny, I figure you could just walk in there.”

“Alicia’s having her fun,” I said. “We’ll have ours tomorrow. Now I need one of your whores distracting the swim team’s coach after school.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Umayyah said. “Leyla would love to do that.”

“Your daughter is as big a slut as you are,” I said, grinning.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

Everyone stared at me, especially girls I knew who had brothers. Word was buzzing around our high school. I couldn’t believe that they all knew I was committing incest. Their attention made me feel so wicked. So naughty.

Especially those envious and curious gleams in those girls eyes. I hoped I gave them the courage to do things with their brother. To take that plunge into incest. Every sister needed to enjoy her brother’s dick.

And today, I would enjoy my brother’s dick. I would lose my virginity.

As the afternoon passed, my excitement mounted. I squirmed through all my classes. I could hardly pay attention in my final class, history with Ms. Samuels. She gave me a naughty wink when I walked in and licked her lips.

She had heard the rumors and… Did she have sex with her nephew, Clint? I think she must. Melody certainly implied everyone in her family had sex with Clint, even her mother. And to be Clint’s sister, it meant Ms. Samuels also had sex with her sister’s husband. Did that mean incest was a tradition in Clint’s family.

Those questions made me so dizzy with lust.

My poor panties were soaked as History passed in an eager daze. I kept glancing at the clock. Time clicked by so slowly. I could feel every shift of the second hand. It felt so slow, like I never realized how much time could pass between one second and a next.

Click.

Click.

Click.

I just wanted class to be over. I wanted to lose my virginity. It made me so wet. Melody had something naughty planned, and knowing her, it would be were everyone could watch. Would I lose my virginity while the entire school watched? That did just sound naughty.

Wicked.

Hot.

Click.

Click.

Click.

I chewed on my lower lip, kneading it with my teeth. Not hard, but just enough to give me some sensation, attempting to draw my attention up from my juicy, virgin pussy. It failed. My cunt itched too much. I wanted my brother in me so badly. I wanted his cum spurting into my depths. I wished I wasn’t on birth control. My mother didn’t want any unexpected pregnancies.

She definitely wouldn’t approve of who I wanted to have sex with.

Finally, Ms. Samuels said, “I want you all to read the chapter on reconstruction,” she said. “Be ready for a test on Monday. There just might be an essay question on carpetbaggers, so pay attention. Now enjoy the rest of the day.” She paused. “Especially you, Becky. I hear you’re inspiring the swim team today.”

My cheeks went crimson.

The class burst into conversation, girls whispering and guys chuckling. Phones were out, people looking at them, typing, texting. Notifications buzzed my own phone. It vibrated in my skirt pocket. If it was shifted to my pussy, I bet it could get me off.

I took a deep breath as I rose slowly. This was it. It was time to lose my virginity and…

Where was I supposed to go?

I pulled out my phone, scrawled through notifications—mostly me being tagged in various Facebook and Twitter posts—and didn’t find any messages from Melody. I frowned. Where was I supposed to go. I drifted out of the classroom, about to text here when a bright voice said my name.

I looked up to see James’s younger sister, Jenny. She grinned at me. Though she was younger than me, she felt more… adult. More experienced. Her light-brown hair, held back from her face by a pink hairband, danced about her shoulders as her blue eyes twinkled.

“You’re going to love it,” she said, hooking her arm in mine.

“Love… it?”

“Getting fucked by your brother.” She patted her belly. “I have my brother’s baby growing in me. It was so wonderful. You are definitely going to love it!”

I nodded my head, a buzzing delight rippled through me. My heart beat so fast as she tugged me down the hallway, merging into the flow of students. It was only when we had gone a dozen or so feet I realized she was taking me somewhere.

“Um… where are we going?” I asked.

“Why, to where Melody wants you to be,” she said. “To lose your virginity.”

“Oh,” I said, my cheeks going pink. “You know about that?”

“The whole school knows about it.” Jenny giggled. “You’re lucky that Mrs. Umayyah has dirt on so many teachers thanks to those naughty whores of hers.”

I blinked at that. What was that? Whores? Mrs. Umayyah? Wasn’t she that devout, Muslim teacher?

She led me down to the first floor and then towards the gym. And the pool. I realized where we were going now. I shuddered as my pussy grew wetter and wetter. Swim practice. I felt like such an idiot as my mind was putting together the pieces of Melody’s plan.

Then I realized we weren’t the only students heading to the pool. There were others. Some grinned or giggled when they saw me. They waved at me or flashed me thumbs up or said such naughty things to me.

It felt like a game was happening. School spirit was on display. That excitement brimming in the air. It buoyed me. They were all coming to watch me lose my virginity. My school would witness it. This was so insane. I couldn’t believe how much our school had changed since last year.

Clint and his harem had opened all our eyes to such taboo things like incest. This felt like the culmination of it, building over the last few months until our school was ready to witness me losing my virginity to my brother.

We flowed into the pool. It had spectators seats to witness the swim team in our Olympic sized pool. Our school had a great swim team, one of the best in our part of California. I trembled, my heart beating faster and faster as we passed into the warm, slightly humid air of the pool. The smell of chlorine filled my nose.

My brother in a speedo flashed through my mind, his body sleek and lean, sexy and strong. His speedo cupped his cock and balls, hugging his ass. He was such a stud. Dizzying waves of lust washed through my body.

“There you are,” Melody said as I entered the gym. The stands were filling up. The swim team were in the water, surrounding my brother. I stared at him while Melody was talking to me, her words drifting over me.

The guys were grinning, slapping him on the back. They clearly knew he was about to fuck me before the entire school. He was such a dreamy hunk, standing in the water, the sexiest guy in our school. I couldn’t wait—

Melody snapped her fingers before my face.

I blinked. “What?”

“Get naked,” she said then grabbed the hem of her top. “Time to pop that cherry.”

I shuddered and nodded my head. This was so naughty. I couldn’t believe this was happening. As Melody’s round breasts came bouncing into view, I drew up my own blouse. I exposed my pale stomach while cheers broke out around us.

“Take it off, sluts!”

“Look at those titties!”

“Damn, she’s not as flat as she looks!”

I blushed at that as my small breasts came into view. I didn’t wear a bra today, following Melody’s example. My pussy clenched. I wiggled out of my skirt again, my firm tits jiggled before me as I bared my ass, bending over and shoving it at the crowd, my pussy on display, my black hair falling down my face. They could see that I was freshly shaved this morning.

The wolf-whistling and cheers swelled. My three friends were sitting halfway up. Rhea flashed me a thumbs up. All the students were all staring at me, lusting for me, but I was only for my brother to enjoy. And… any cute girl that wanted to lick my pussy. Melody had awakened that delight in me. I could even share them with my brother.

Like Melody did with her brother.

“Go, Becky, go!” the excited shouts of Lee echoed over the crowd. “Go, Becky, go!”

“Go, Becky, go!” a deeper voice shouted. “Go, Becky, go!”

I spotted Lee with her family. Clint was even there, his little sister Alicia sitting on his lap. Her brown pigtails danced around her face as she cheered me on, joining Clint and Lee. The chant spread, more and more students taking it up. The pool resounded with the passion. All these people were hear to witness my deflowering.

I almost swooned.

“Come on,” Melody said, the both of us naked now. She took my hand and led me to the pool. My eyes fell on her swaying hips. Her inner thighs glistened with excitement.

She was wet for this. She wanted this. I wanted to swoon again. It was such a thrill. We were going to be so naughty. I was going to lose my virginity.

She led me right up to the edge of the pool. She looked down at the water. Shivering, I sat down on the edge of the pool, the concrete rough beneath my ass. My feet dangled down into the warm water. I spread my thighs. I felt my brother, and the other members of the swim team, staring right at my pussy.

“Hey, cutie,” Melody called, kneeling beside me, her breasts jiggling as she beckoned to my brother. “Come here and show your sister how to eat pussy. She’s just not good enough at eating mine.”

The members of the swim team all whooped, water splashing as they slapped my brother on the back. They pushed him forward to me. The pool rippled about him as he marched towards me. My pussy clenched.

“GO, BECKY, GO!” thundered the crowd behind me as Tim came closer and closer to me. I leaned back, Melody grinning at me before she straddled my face.

My brother’s wet hands grabbed my knees. This was happening.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I felt Clint’s eyes on me. He was sitting between Pam and Lee, Alicia on his lap, and my mother sitting behind him. I shuddered as a ripple of delight washed through me, glad he found the time to show up and watch me getting wild in public, the culmination of my exhibitionist lust. I was a little shocked to see him, but it helped to heighten the fun. He was one of the many, many pairs of eyes staring at me.

Me!

Did he feel any jealousy knowing all these guys were not only lusting after cute, nubile Becky, but me? Did it make him realize that I could have my pick of any of the cuties at our school, but that I choose him because I loved him. I loved him since we were kids. I grew up in love with him. Before the harem, it was Clint and me.

A strange, angry surge shot through me as I straddled Becky’s face, my back to the crowd, my breasts shaking. Everyone watched my ass, my braided hair dangling down my supple back, as I lowered my shaved cunt to Becky’s hungry mouth.

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

“Yes, yes, go, Becky, go,” I moaned as her tongue fluttered through my labia, flicking from my clit to my pussy hole. A wave of pleasure rippled through me.

Tim stared at me, his eyes so wide as he gripped his sister’s thighs. A smile grew on his lips as he watched me grind my juicy cunt on his little sister’s face. My hips wiggled from side to side, the heat washing through me.

“Come on, cutie,” I said, giving him a wink. “What are you waiting on? Lick her pussy. Show her how it’s done. A stud like you must know how to make a girl cum with his mouth.”

“Yeah, I do,” he grinned. “You sure this is the best way to teach her?”

“Shy of the crowd?” I asked, his sister’s tongue fluttering around my clit. “Can’t get it up with everyone watching you? Or scared of your sister’s snatch? Mmm, be a stud, cutie, and eat her.”

“I’m not scared,” he growled. His masculine pride surged through him. His need to prove that he was a stud who could make a girl cum while the entire student body watched him.

He buried his face into his little sister’s bald twat—which I thought it was so hot that she’d shaved herself. It made her look so cute. I just wanted to devour her myself. She gasped into my pussy as her brother took his first lick of her snatch. He flicked his tongue up and down her fifteen-year-old slit, eating her while the entire student body watched on.”

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

Their shouts thundered around me, swelling my bliss. It was such a wondrous experience. It made me feel so amazing. My body buzzed. My cunt throbbed as Becky’s tongue fluttered through my folds. She licked me with such enthusiasm. She loved my cunt while her brother loved her.

I loved incest. My ass clenched as I round my pussy up and down her mouth. My breasts bounced and jiggled. The swim team moved closer, staring at my tits. I grinned at them, sliding my hands up to cup them.

“Mmm, Tim, yes, that’s how you eat your little sister’s pussy!” I moaned. “She loves it. You hear her moaning into my cunt, cutie?”

“Yeah,” he groaned between licks, his eyes flashing up to stare at me. “Damn, I can’t believe this. She tastes good.”

“And you’re going to pop her cherry!” I moaned. “You’re going to sink your dick into her pussy while everyone cheers you on?”

“Yeah, you are, Tim,” groaned one of his teammates, a cute guy with buzzed-short, brown hair. I think he was Rich.

“Gonna get your little sister’s pussy. Lucky dog.”

“So lucky,” I moaned, my hips swaying from side to side. “Becky’s got a juicy pussy. Every sister needs to enjoy their brother’s dick.”

I threw a look over my shoulder, smiling at the sight of Clint watching me. He hugged Alicia tight, her skirt spread over his lap and… She was fucking him. That little minx had her cunt wrapped about his cock. He had his head resting on her shoulder, his face twisting in delight as she wiggled and squirmed.

I groaned, a wave of heat washing through me. Becky’s lips sucked on my clit. She nursed on it, driving me wild with her passion. Her tongue caressed it, sending delight fluttering through my body. My fingers dug into my tits, my orgasm swelling and swelling.

Becky moaned about my clit. Then her stomach flexed. Her back arched, thrusting her belly up into the air. Her little titties jiggled. I reached down and cupped her small breasts, kneading her tits and thumbing over her pink nipples.

“Ooh, Tim, doesn’t your sister have cute titties?” I asked as he stared up at me. I grinned down at him. “Huh, cutie? Aren’t they just sexy?”

“Yeah,” he groaned into her cunt, his nose rubbing against her clit. He was snorkeling in her incestuous snatch.

His right hand shot up her body. Before I could move my hand out of the way, his fingers brushed mine. I gasped as a jolt of electricity shot through me. I groaned, my cunt clenching, a dizzy wave of heat washing through my body. I jerked my hands back up to my tits, groping them as the pleasure coursed through my body.

Becky’s tongue dove into my pussy hole now. My clit rubbed against her chin as she plundered my depths. I shifted and worked my hips, grinding my clit on them as my orgasm swelled so fast. The cheers swept around me, the school watching her eat me to my climax.

“Yes, yes, yes, cutie, you’re eating your little sister’s pussy so well. You’re driving her wild. She’s going to cum. Mmm, yes, yes, make her cum. Make your sister explode!”

“I will!” he growled and nuzzled his face back and force into her pussy.

“Tim!” she squealed into my cunt. “Oh, Tim, yes, yes! This is so amazing! You’re going to take my cherry.”

“Yes, yes he is!” I moaned. “He’s going to pop your cherry! Every brother should take his sister’s cherry!”

I threw a look back over my shoulder, Clint watching me as our little sister worked her cunt up and down his dick. He had his hands around her waist now, bouncing her up his dick a few inches. Pure rapture burned across Alicia’s face.

“Oh, cutie, make your sister cum,” I moaned, whipping back my gaze to stare down at Tim. My pussy clenched around Becky’s probing tongue. “Just make her erupt! She needs it so badly. She needs you to love her!”

“Uh-huh!” Becky gasped into my pussy. Her body shuddered. “Tim! Yes, yes, Tim!”

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

The fifteen-year-old girl came on her brother’s mouth. Her body quivered and quaked. She moaned into my cunt as her orgasm surged through her. My eyes widened as she shared her passion with me. She licked and lapped at my cunt as her brother sent her shuddering with orgasmic bliss.

“She’s cumming!” I howled, thrusting my right arm into the air like I was a cheerleader holding a pompom. Why didn’t I ever become a cheerleader? “She’s cumming on her brother’s hungry mouth!”

The crowd exploded. They whooped and hollered. The swimming arena thundered with their excitement. It swelled through me, feeding my orgasm as much as Becky’s tongue swirling through the depths of my cunt. My face twisted in rapture.

My clit throbbed against her chin.

My rapture exploded through me. It was incredible. My body quaked. My tits heaved as I threw my other arm into the air. My had leaned back, my braid swaying across my supple back as I quaked and shuddered on the virgin.

Becky drank the juices gushing out of my pussy while the rapture surged into my mind. It washed through my thoughts, coating them in my passion. Bliss buzzed through my body as I drank in this wondrous moment.

“Yes, yes, yes, cutie!” I moaned. “You made your sister cum! You’re getting her pussy ready for your cock!”

“I am!” he growled. “I am, Melody! Goddamn, this is so hot!”

“It is!” I moaned, stars bursting through my eyes. They spilled across my thoughts as I squirmed on Becky’s face

Another orgasm burst inside of me. My pussy spasmed so hard it almost hurt. I drank it in, my stomach flexing. My fingers flexed and clenched as the rapture drowned my thoughts. I leaned back so far I fell off Becky’s face.

I shuddered on my back, not caring about my braid digging into my spine. The world spun around me. The cheering students were standing up. All save Clint up front. His face twisted in rapture as he flooded Alicia’s cunt with his cum.

That should be my cunt being filled with jizz.

“It’s time!” Becky squealed. “Oh, Melody, it’s time, isn’t it. For my brother to pop my cherry.”

I sat up on my elbows, staring down past my heaving tits at the girl. Her face was coated in my pussy juices. She looked so sexy. I licked my lips, ready for this next part. A hush fell over the crowd, sensing something amazing was about to happen.

“Get on your hands and knees, Becky,” I groaned. “I need more orgasms. I want you licking my pussy while your brother pops your cherry!”

As Becky rolled over onto her hands and knees, the crowd exploded in applause.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

I trembled, my body buzzing from the awesome orgasm Tim gave me. I licked my lips, savoring Melody’s sweet pussy. The concrete bit into my knees and my palms. I shifted forward, moving my head towards her pussy while the crowd cheered me on.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I was being naughty while my entire school watched on. I would be an inspiration to other girls to take that step and fuck their brothers. Just like Melody was an inspiration to me.

“Please, please, Tim, fuck me! Take my cherry!” I moaned, wiggling my hips as I lowered my head.

“You sure, Melody?” Tim asked as he rose out of the pool. I heard the water splashing, more dripping off of him.

It rained onto my ass.

“Oh, I’m sure, cutie,” Melody moaned as I nuzzled my face back into her bald pussy. This time, she wasn’t half-smothering me with her snatch. I could control where I licked her. “I want you to pop your sister’s cherry while everyone watches. That would make me so happy.”

“Me, too, Tim!” I moaned.

“Okay,” he groaned.

A whoop went through the girls a moment before a hard, fleshy cock smacked my rump. I shivered at the feel of my brother’s dick against my ass. I had stroked him, sucked on him, but I had never felt him there. Then he moved his cock down towards my pussy.

A sudden wave of nervousness shot through me. Whimpering, I pressed my face into Melody’s pussy, enjoying the familiarity of her silky lips on my mouth, her sweet cream coating my lapping tongue. Her bigger tits jiggled as she shuddered. A big smile crossed her lips.

She winked at me.

I could do this. I could let my brother pop my cherry while everyone watched.

My guts tightened as his cock reached my pussy. His tip pressed against my hymen. He felt so big. Could I really do this? I had to. Everyone was watching me. Cheering me on. My name resounded through the echoing room.

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

“Pop her cherry, cutie!” Melody hissed.

“Yes!” Tim groaned and thrust.

My eyes widened. I moaned into Melody’s cunt as my brother’s cock pushed against my maidenhead. That thin membrane stretched and stretched. It felt so elastic. A flare of pain shot through me. I whimpered into Melody’s sweet cunt, wondering how much force it would—

My cherry popped.

My brother’s cock slammed into the depths of my pussy.

A wave of incestuous heat washed through me at this wonderful moment. The air shook with the force of the crowd’s excited cheers. They witnessed my brother taking my virginity. His cock stretched me out as he reached so deep into me. My cunt clenched about him. I groaned into Melody’s cunt as the pain I felt became pleasure.

Rapture.

Ecstatic euphoria swept through me as Tim bottomed out in my pussy. He filled my cunt to the hilt. I loved how stuffed full I was. My tongue thrust into Melody’s juicy snatch, mimicking my brother’s cock. He groaned behind me, his strong hands stroking my sides.

Then he drew back. My tongue copied him. Melody shuddered when I thrust my tongue back into her pussy as my brother’s dick buried into my mine. Silky friction became hot rapture burning around his cock. My cunt drank it in as his balls smacked into my clit.

“Damn!” groaned Tim. “Damn, Melody, I’m fucking her!”

“Yeah, you are, cutie,” Melody moaned. “Fuck your little sister. It’s making my pussy so hot. Mmm, it’s inspiring her to fuck my cunt with her tongue.”

I did. As my brother pumped his dick in and out of my pussy, my tongue fucked in and out of Melody’s cunt like a mini-cock. I savored her hot depths while my pussy enjoyed my brother’s thick girth.

Being fucked was amazing. And being watched only made it better. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure rippled through my body. My hips wiggled from side to side as my big brother plowed me so hard, his balls smacking into my clit.

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

“You’re such a naughty slut, Becky!” groaned Melody, her hips undulating, smearing her hot cunt across my hungry mouth.

“Yes, yes, eat her pussy, Becky!” growled Tim. “Make her cum!”

“I will, big brother!” I moaned.

Tim’s hands stroked my sides. My tongue stopped fucking into Melody’s clit and just attacked her pussy. As the bliss rippled out of my snatch, I couldn’t do much more than mindless flailing up and down her folds, drinking her sweet pussy cream.

Tim’s cock pumping in and out of my twat stirred me up. It felt so much better than masturbating. Than even being eaten out by him. It was incredible. He stimulated me the way a woman should be. I wasn’t a little girl any longer.

I was my brother’s woman.

An orgasms burst inside my pussy at that thought. My cunt rippled about his dick as he thrust into me. I moaned into Melody’s snatch, my eyes squeezing shut. Such rapture surged through me. It was incredible. My hips wiggled from side to side, taking his dick as it buried into me again and again. It rippled over me. It made me feel so incredible.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, eat my pussy!” Melody moaned.

“Shit, she’s cumming on my dick, Melody!” Tim groaned, thrusting harder into my cunt, stirring me up.

“Well, then cum in her pussy, cutie!” groaned Melody.

“Getting there.”

His dick kept pumping in and out of my pussy. He churned me up. The pleasure flowed through me. Every thrust into me sent another ripple through my snatch. I flowed from one orgasm to the next, my entire body electrified by his dick plowing into me. He gave me such pleasure. Such rapture.

He made me tremble. Every orgasm was better than the last. His dick churned me up, my pussy juices running down my thighs as I moaned into Melody’s snatch. Stars dancing before my eyes, I nuzzled and pressed my face into her snatch, bathing in her sweet juices.

“Yes, yes, yes, Becky!” moaned Melody. “Ooh, I’m going to cum!”

“Yes!” groaned Tim. “Let’s cum together, Melody! Becky’s pussy is so hot! And she’s making feel so good!”

“Do it!” I howled. “Cum in my pussy, big brother, and Melody… Cum on my face. I love your pussy cream!”

“GO, BECKY, GO!”

Melody grabbed my black hair. She pulled my face tight into her snatch. As another orgasm burst inside my cunt, my pussy convulsing harder about my brother’s dick, Melody rubbed my face up and down her snatch. She masturbated using my nose and lips to please her.

I let her. I was too lost to my own pleasure to care about anything but Tim’s cock plunging into me. The incestuous climaxes rippled through me again and again. My pussy convulsed and spasmed about his dick, so hungry for his jizz.

“Cum in me, big brother!” I howled.

“Fuck!” Tim roared.

He buried into me. His cum spurted hot into my snatch.

My most powerful orgasm yet detonated inside of me. I screamed into Melody’s pussy as blast after blast of my brother’s spunk flooded my pussy. His hot spunk filled me. It spilled through my sheath. My cunt rippled about his dick, draining him dry while I moaned into Melody’s snatch.

Her juices gushed out of her cunt as she screamed out in rapture. Her entire body quaked and quivered. I drank down her cream as my mind melted in incestuous bliss. I couldn’t believe this was happening. It was incredible.

“Fuck, Melody!” groaned Tim.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in your sister, cutie! That’s so hot!”

“It is!” I screamed out, my vision growing black, narrowing to a tunnel focused on Melody’s flushed face.

I pleased them both.

Tim grunted a final time. My pussy milked the last drops of his cum into my depths. He pulled out of my snatch. I panted, collapsing into a ball, his jizz leaking out of me. I smiled so much as he moved around me, my mind dizzy with passion.

“Damn, that was so hot,” Tim groaned.

“It was,” I panted.

I blinked my eyes, seeing my brother over me as he…

Reached for Melody.

I blinked in shock as he grasped the blonde’s shoulders, leaned over, and kissed the trembling seventeen-year-old girl hard on the lips. My jaw dropped. My pleasure died in an instant as I bolted upright.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I froze the moment Tim’s lips touched mine.

I was so confused. Why was he kissing me. And with such passion. I could feel his desire for me. How much he wanted me. His hands squeezed tight about my shoulders as he thrust his tongue into my mouth. A wave of heat washed through me.

A gasp went through the watching crowd. Becky screeched in shock.

My lips moved against Tim. For a heartbeat, my body surrendered to this cute guy kissing me, responding to his emotions. It all flashed through my mind in that second how he kept staring at me, always hinting he’d rather do things with me. I thought it was his shyness about committing incest with his sister but…

It was me he wanted. No other girl. He only fucked Becky to please me. He wanted me. He didn’t have any other distractions away from loving me. My body wanted to just surrender to him. Buzzing on my orgasmic high, I responded to him for a moment and—

What the fuck was I doing?

I wrenched my mouth away, tasting him on my lips.

“Melody!” roared Clint.

It crashed into me. Clint witnessed me kissing Tim for that minute moment. What I just did crashed into me. A mighty panic seized me. I couldn’t think. I stumbled to my feet, the entire student body staring at me.

“Melody?” Tim asked, his hand grabbing mine as he knelt before me.

I jerked away and bolted for the exit.

“Melody?” Clint called after.

“Wait, Melody!” shouted Tim.

I ran faster.

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

I burst from the pool room reeling.

Behind me, the student body of my high school were shouting and screaming. My bare feet slapped on the floor. My naked breasts bounced and heaved. All the pleasure, all the exhilaration, from having my pussy licked by Becky while the entire student body, including my half-brother and lover Clint, watching me was gone. Vanished in a single moment.

A single kiss.

Tim kissed me.

I liked it.

The world spun around me, bent and twisted to weird angles. I stumbled for a moment with a drunken lurch. I grabbed a locker for support, my heart screaming in my chest. My breath came so fast as I remembered Tim’s kiss. It wasn’t supposed to happen. He was supposed to love Becky, his little sister. He just took her cherry while she ate my pussy. Then he kissed me!

Was this my fault?

I kept calling him cutie. I was teasing him, trying to seduce him into incest with his sister. I didn’t mean to make him like me. Right? Was I attracted to Tim? I mean, he was a cute guy. He wasn’t as muscular as Clint, but Tim’s swimmer build had a lean and virile quality about it. And when combined with his green eyes and dark hair, he had a boyish handsomeness. He paid attention to me and…

Did I encourage him?

My lips burned with the memory of his. If he had only kissed me and I flinched back, that was one thing. But, for a moment, I enjoyed it. I returned it for a single heartbeat, wanting to melt into him. Wanting to be loved by him. Even if Clint wasn’t watching, I would feel terrible about doing that. Right?

Would I have gone farther if Clint wasn’t there?

A wave of nausea washed out of my guts. I groaned, running faster. The world grew blurry. The back of my throat grew tight. My shoulders shuddered. I slid to a stop before my locker. I blinked my eyes, the tears almost spilling out as I spun the combination on my locker.

Right 13. Left 51. Right 9.

I ripped my locker open. I threw my purse in here before going to the school’s pool. It swung on my shoulder as I kept running. I had to get away. Think. What was wrong with me? How could I betray Clint? Alicia must be freaking out. Pam must hate me. And Clint…

I was his queen!

I barreled out of the school. I was naked, breasts bouncing before me as I raced through the parking lot. I wove through the parking lot. I grabbed out my keys. I jammed the key into our car. I twisted. The lock clicked. I hopped onto the car, started it, and backed out as fast as possible. I shifted the car into to drive. I had to get away.

My phone was beeping in my purse. Text messages. I couldn’t look. I knew who they were from: Pam. She would want to talk. She would probably understand how I could kiss another guy. How I could do something so whorish like that. How I wanted to kiss Tim.

Fuck Tim.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

My brother’s cum leaked out of my newly deflowered cherry. I sat up, feeling so naked. I just had sex before the entire school, and now I was self-conscious. I hugged myself as I turned around, trying to cover my small breasts, my thighs pressed tight to hide my shaved pussy. I thought Tim loved me. He came in me, after opening me up, and then he kissed Melody.

That hussy instead of me.

Her pussy juices stained sweet on my mouth. Tim stood up, watching Melody race out of the pool room, the entire student body whooping and hollering, doing that shocked, “Ooohhhh.” My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

Tim chased after the fleeing Melody and… such an anger surged through me for my older brother. I just gave him my body, my virginity! He was the first guy to ever enter me—I thought he would be the only guy to enter me—and then he kissed Melody! That utter slut.

“Melody!” Tim called, his cock flopping before him as he darted after her. “Wait, Melody!”

I ground my teeth as he got about a dozen steps after her when Clint, bursting from the bleachers, crashed into my brother. Tim hit the ground hard with a grunt. My brother rolled onto his back as Clint kicked him while he was down. The shouts of the watching students changed, burning with such vicious enthusiasm.

“Kick his ass, Clint!” roared from the stands.

“Don’t be a pussy, Tim!” shouted someone else.

“Your girlfriend’s a slut, Clint!”

“Beat him bloody, Master!” screeched Lee.

My brother gained his feet, blocking a body blow from Clint. Tim threw a punch, but Clint deflected it with his forearm before slamming his fist into my brother’s face. Bright blood spurted. Tim’s head snapped backward as he reeled. He groaned, stumbling. Before he could recover, Clint punched hard, planting his fist in my brother’s solar plexus. My brother grunted and managed to crack an elbow into Clint’s jaw.

My brother paid for it, doubling over from another hard blow from Clint. Such anger twisted the bigger guy’s face. Clint punched again, but my brother managed to just block it and stumble back a pace. Clint charged in after.

A part of me took a vicious pleasure in my brother getting his ass kicked, but another part of me…

“Stop hitting my brother!” I shrieked, gaining my feet.

Water splashed behind me. Tim’s swim team, who were watching from the pool, darted past me dripping wet. They raced towards the fight. Other students were pouring from the stands. A pregnant Lee appeared, stepping before Todd, blocking the dripping swimmer from interfering in the fight. Clint stuck my brother again. Tim stumbled back into his team mate. Clint rushed after him. He was a bigger guy than my brother and hit hard.

“Asshole!” someone shouted.

The students swarmed around, blocking the fight from my view. I caught a glimpse of the swim team grabbing Clint, hauling him back. Lee was punching Todd in the back now, screeching like a wild animal.

“That’s enough!” Ms. Samuels, a history teacher, shouted. “Both of you stop it right now!”

Her voice cut over the student’s. I caught a glimpse of the shock on Clint’s face as he whipped his head around to stare at the teacher. She was Lee and Melody’s mother, and, from what I gathered, Clint’s sex slave.

“Now!” roared the older woman, her black hair sweeping about an angry face. “Break it up both of you!”

Clint threw off Todd holding his arm. He glared at Ms. Samuels, then he pushed through the crowd and stalked out of the hallway. Pam scurried to catch up to him. They vanished out of the hallway, Pam fumbling with her phone. My brother looked around, seeing everyone staring at him. He clutched a hand to his nose, blood flowing. He pushed past his friend and raced naked towards the locker room.

Angry, I stalked after him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I had no idea where I was going. I drove naked out of the school’s parking lot. I was on the verge of crying. I made a right turn, not even sure why. I pulled into the traffic, just driving to get away from everything. My breasts rose and fell, the seatbelt tight between them. My heart pounded so fast, thundering beneath my ribs. It pulsed through my veins.

Why did I do it? I glanced down at my naked breasts. I… I just had sex with Becky before the school. I had never done anything so wild, so risky before. What was wrong with me? It used to be just the thrill of getting caught, being spotted by a few people. Now I was craving so much more. If Clint wasn’t there, would I have let Tim fuck me?

Let the entire school witness me cuckolding my brother?

What sort of terrible person was I? Did I truly want that? Was that the real reason I went down this game with Becky? Just to get some attention from a guy. Any cute guy. The way Tim looked at me while he watched me with his sister, his eyes drinking me in like I was the only woman in the world, filled my mind. My cheeks burned. Clint used to look at me like that.

What happened?

My hands worked the steering wheel. I don’t know why I turned here. I had no idea where I was going. Not the house. That lay in the opposite direction. My vision misted again, my eyes burning. I blinked back the tears. I had to think. To figure this out.

I took another turn and…

I blinked at what was before me. Flashing Glitter’s sign, well, flashed at me. Pink letters proclaiming the strip club’s name next to a silhouette of a busty woman in a seductive pose. This was where my sister, Zoey, worked with her girlfriend as an ‘exotic dancer.’

Why was I here? Did I want to be a stripper? Did I just want to abandon all pretense and shake my stuff before a bunch of horny men. To be bathed by their dollar bills. To let them touch me while giving them lap dances, grinding my ass on their dicks through their pants. I know they would cum sometimes. Zoey blanched at that but me…

A weird thrill ran through me. To have guys getting off from watching my body dance and twerk, to get so turned on from me. They would shower me with attention. With dollar bills and orgasms from getting dry-humped.

Flashing Glitter was where a whore belonged who kissed other boys.

My pussy grew so hot as I stared at the club. My thighs rubbed together. I licked my lips, my heart beating so fast. I proved what I truly was today. It made me feel so empty inside. I needed to feel that with something.

Why not this?

Clint hated me now. My shoulders shook. Despite the lust flaring through my pussy, I pressed my face into the steering wheel. The horn blared as my shoulders shook. The tears finally came. They spilled hot down my cheeks.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

I marched into the boy’s locker room. I didn’t care that I shouldn’t be in here. I was naked and unafraid. The one thing that Melody had taught me was to be bold, to seize my pleasures when I wanted them, and to throw myself into it with passion. It was the way she’d seduced me. The way she’d fucked Lee up the ass with a strap-on in the girl’s bathroom.

I found my brother sitting on a bench, looking down at the cement floor, his elbows resting on his knees. Blood dripped from his nose, splattering in drops of crimson on the gray cement. I sighed, wanting to be so angry at him, but he looked so sad and hurt right now.

I snagged a towel from a shelf stacked with them as I marched to him. My footsteps slapped the cold floor. I slammed the towel into his hand. He looked up at me, blinking. Already his cheek was swelling up. He pressed the white terry cloth to his nose.

“Thanks,” he muttered.

I slapped his cheek. The stinging sound echoed through the locker room. I felt the force of the blow in my hand. The burning gave me such a satisfying, vicious delight.

He blinked at me. “What was that for?”

“You kissed her!” I hissed at him, wanting to slap him again. “Not me! HER!”

“You wanted me… to kiss you?” he said, brow furrowed. “But you’re my little sister.”

“And?” I snarled. “That didn’t stop you from fucking me in front of the entire school.”

“I—”

“I’m so humiliated! You just took my virginity—I gave myself to you utterly—and then you kissed Melody? That whore? Everyone saw it. Everyone knows who you like more.”

He blinked. “What? I—”

SMACK!

I slapped him even harder. My blood boiled.

“Stop that!” he groaned. “Why are you so mad at me?”

“I love you, you idiot!”

My hand streaked at his cheek. He caught my wrist. His green eyes stared up at me in shock. He blinked. “What?”

“Why do you think we were doing this?” I demanded.

“What…?” He frowned. “You love… me? You’re my sister!”

I folded my arms beneath my naked breasts. “And?”

“I just thought you were Melody’s girlfriend or something. She’s into all that free love crap. I thought she wanted me and was having fun, you know? Seeing how much she could get me to do before we… I just—”

“Idiot!” I snarled. “I love you. And she’s Clint’s girlfriend! She’s just… naughty.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I mean… I took your virginity before the entire school. I mean… That’s something a pervert like Melody would do and… I just thought she wanted to end it with a bang or something.”

“No, I did that so the entire school could see how much I loved you.” The pain my anger was covering burst through it. My face tightened, scrunching up. “It was supposed to be special, and you ruined it!”

He flinched, looked down. “I… I didn’t know.” He swallowed shifting. His eyes flicked up at me. “You really… love me?”

“I did,” I said, itching him to slap him again. He couldn’t pout his way out of this. Not after what he did. He kissed her!

“Maybe…” Tim swallowed. “Ugh, I’m sorry I ruined it.”

“You did.”

He gave me a look, lowering the towel from his nose, the bleeding had stopped. There was something in his eyes, something… that looked shocked. He flicked up and down at me and… it felt like he was truly seeing me for the first time. I suddenly felt my nudity again. I wanted to cover myself but…

I liked how he was looking at me. I shouldn’t. I wanted to unleash my anger on him, but… Why did I have to have all these feelings in me? It would be so much easier if he hurt me to just hate him and not be all confused and hopeful and aching and longing.

“I could… make it right.” His eyes were almost pleading. They were full of… re-evaluation. Consideration blossomed in them. He… appraised me. The way a man appraised a woman. A wave of heat shot through me. “Please, Becky.”

“In front of everyone?” I asked him. “You have to prove to them because… because… You just do! Or I’ll hate you!” I glared at him. “And you don’t want me hating you, do you?”

He forced a half-hearted smile. “You slap hard.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I bit my lip, staring at the strip club. There was this part of me that just wanted to go in even though I was seventeen. It was a few more months before I turned eighteen, but I just wanted to make this pain go away. Clint would never take me back. How could he?

I kissed Tim.

Ugh, why was I so stupid? I could make this right. Clint can’t be that mad but…

He was the type of guy who expected his women to only love him. And I was his queen. I was supposed to be the best, an example to Alicia and Lee, to my own daughter Christie, to even Pam. To those Japanese twins that fawned over Clint. Even to my mother and my aunt and Mrs. Hiragawa. I let them all down.

My phone kept beeping and ringing. They called me. Texted me. Messaged me. I ignored my cell, leaving it in my purse. I didn’t know what to do. The entire family would hate me. They would despise me. We had this amazing harem, and I just had to be a horny, disgusting slut and ruin it.

I deserved to be a stripper. Just shaking my ass and twerking on stage. I would bend over and let the patrons shove dollar bills in my pussy like Zoey did. Only she wasn’t Clint’s queen. She was just his sister he liked to fuck.

My stomach twisted. People were going in and out. Girls were arriving. No one glanced at me or realized there was a naked, seventeen-year-old slut in the car. My fingers drummed on the steering wheel. I whimpered, wanting to just march my nude ass into the club and just let the guys go wild. I deserved to have them all touch me.

The passenger door opened.

I screeched in shock, flinching as someone slipped into the passenger seat and—

“Zoey?” I gasped, staring at my older sister.

Her brassy hair spilled about her shoulders, a look of amusement on her face. Amusement! “So, you’re going to be a stripper, Melody?” She arched her eyebrows. “Make the big bucks?”

I flushed, my cheeks burning. I just shrugged.

“Well, I hear you like to flash your stuff,” Zoey said, shifting in the car. “I get it. It’s hot when everyone pants after your body. Makes you feel like a woman.”

“What are you doing here?” I demanded, anger and shame burning through me. “How did you even find me?”

“GPS on your phone,” she answered. “When we saw where you were, I volunteered to come talk to you.”

I swallowed, not sure what to do. My hands squeezed the steering wheel.

“So you kissed this guy Tim. Want to talk about it?”

“He kissed me,” I said quickly. Then my cheeks warmed. “But… I liked it. I don’t know. Maybe I liked the attention. Maybe I’m just a filthy girl who’s not good enough for Clint.”

“Good enough?”

“Not… not patient enough.” That frustration bubbled up through the humiliation and shame, smothering it. “He has so many other people who need his help. So many other women who want him, so I can’t monopolize his time, but I want to. And then… Tim…” My brow furrowed. “There was a moment where I wanted him to keep kissing me. To do other things with him.” I burst out with a bitter laugh. “I kept calling him cutie, and the way he kept looking at me… It made me feel good. What does that make me, Zoey?”

“A girl who needs attention,” Zoey said. She glanced at the strip club. “So let’s go get it.”

“What?” I blinked.

“On stage, shaking your stuff.” She gave me a leering look, glancing down at my tits. “You got the goods, sis.”

“But I’m seventeen!”

“Details…” she said as she climbed out of the car. She marched around it, her big boobs bouncing in her tight, beige sweater. She opened the driver door and seized my arm. “Let’s find out what you truly want.”

I blinked as she dragged me out of the car.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Becky Yates

His face cleaned up, I dragged my brother out of the locker room, both of us naked. My stomach fluttered, but I had to be bold. Things were changing at our high school. Thanks to Melody and Clint, incest was percolating through the school. Bit by bit more and more people were embracing it. And now it was exploding. People could be open about it.

I realized I was pioneering this newfound openness. One of the first besides Melody to be open about it. And I would hold my head up high. Melody might be a whore who tried to steal my brother—anger spiked through me at remembering their kiss—but she taught me this wonderful lesson. Boldness. I could do anything. I could proclaim to the world what my heart wanted.

Tim stumbled after me. He still felt dazed. But his hand squeezing mine felt strong. I felt his eyes flicking over my body. Finally, he saw me as a woman. As something desirable. Something he could enjoy.

There were plenty of students still milling around the pool and sitting on the bleachers. The room echoed with their conversations. People glanced at us. A rippling wave of embarrassed silence spread from them. They glanced at me, shifting, biting lips, shrugging shoulders. My cheeks burned, but I lifted my chin high as I marched into the midst of them.

Bold.

Wild.

“Everyone, this is my brother, Tim,” I said. “And I love him!”

People shifted. The murmurs began. I caught my friends’ eyes. Kristi, Rhea, and Belinda all nodded at me. Rhea was particularly enthusiastic. She had a brother. I hoped she would throw herself into incest.

“Well, you all saw what happened,” I said. “He… misunderstood the situation. He didn’t realize that I loved him and thought this was all some game with Melody.”

“That got him his ass kicked!” a guy shouted from the back.

Tim squeezed my hand.

“Right, Tim?” I said, glancing at my brother.

“Yeah,” he said. “It was… She’s… Well, my little sister is kinda growing on me. I’m really seeing how cute she is.”

“Whipped!” another guy shouted.

“At least he’s getting some,” a girl retorted back. “More than you’re getting. And paying to fuck Mrs. Umayyah doesn’t count.”

Laughter rippled through the crowd. I saw more smiles. I swelled up. It was just a misunderstanding. I wasn’t clear with my brother that I loved him. I mean, he just thought Melody was a kinky slut—which she absolutely was—and he misread the situation. But he had a chance to make things right. To prove to the school that he loved me.

And to prove to me that he loved me. I wanted that so much. He just had to see it. To understand that I would give him everything. That he was lucky to get to enjoy my fine, nubile body. How many guys get to prove they were studs by fucking their little sisters before their high school’s entire student body?

My brother did.

“So, he is going to apologize by eating my asshole and making me cum,” I declared.

“Hot!” a girl moaned.

“Give her a rimjob, Tim!” shouted Todd.

“Make her explode!” someone else shouted.

“Definitely whipped!”

“I’d be whipped if a girl wanted me to do that,” another guy said.

“After he eats my asshole, he should be so hard for me,” I said, my pussy clenching. His cum leaked out of me, running down my thighs. It was such a naughty feeling. I reveled in it. “As his reward, he gets to enjoy my last virgin hole. He’s going to fuck me up the ass while all of you watch.”

“Damn!” a guy groaned. “I wish my little sister would let me do that.”

“Maybe you should ask her,” I told him. “You’d be surprised. Little sisters often have crushes on their big brothers. You should enjoy it. She’ll be so thrilled with you. She’ll do so many naughty things to you because she’ll be so happy.” I glanced at Tim, not caring that his cheek was swelling and his nose was still puffy. “Right, Tim?”

“Yeah,” he said, this awe in his voice. “Damn… I really had no idea. But you are hot, Becky. I’ll make you cum so hard.”

“Good,” I said and lowered myself to my hands and knees. Then, feeling utterly depraved, I swiped up the cum leaking out of my pussy and running down my thighs. I brought the pearly jizz to my mouth and popped it in.

“Yes!” Rhea groaned. My Black friend shuddered, her head casting around like she was searching for something. She grinned when she saw Isaac and sidled towards him.

I shuddered, loving the flavor of my brother’s salty cum. It was mixed with my own fresh pussy juices. It made me shudder. I wiggled my hips, nursing on my fingers while the students all whooped and cheered around us.

“Eat out her ass, Tim!” a girl shrieked.

“Do it, man!” groaned a guy.

“Fuck, I am going to fap to this for the rest of my life,” another guy groaned.

“Gross!” a girl hissed. “Stop ruining the mood. He’s about to make love to his sister.”

“By rimming her ass?”

“Make love,” she sighed, making such a breathy, girlish sound.

I grinned at them while I kept sucking on my finger. Then I groaned as my brother’s hands grasped my butt-cheeks. He parted them, exposing my asshole. My pussy clenched, forcing out more of his cum to run down my thighs.

So I scooped it up.

As I sucked off his salty spunk, his face nuzzled into my crack. I shuddered, feeling his shaved-smooth cheeks rubbing on my flesh. I trembled, remembering the sight of Melody fucking her little sister Lee up the ass with the dildo during lunch today. How Lee had squealed and moaned. How much she loved it.

I knew I would, too.

My brother’s tongue found my asshole. He rimmed my dainty, little sphincter. I shuddered, groaning around my fingers. I sucked on them like they were my big brother’s cock. My tongue danced and swirled, scooping up every trace of his jizz while he teased me.

He felt so incredible. I loved it. My entire body shook with utter delight and rapture as his tongue swirled around my asshole. He fluttered against it, making me groan and whimper. I had to pop my fingers out of my mouth so I could brace both my hands on the rough, cement surface by the pool.

“Oh, Tim, yes!” I groaned. “That feels so… wicked. Ooh, I can’t believe you’re licking my asshole.”

“What does it feel like?” asked Belinda.

“It’s this strange, fluttering sensation,” I groaned. “It makes my pussy clench and tingle. It shoots right to it and…” My eyes widened. “Oh, wow, he’s trying to work his tongue into me.”

“Go, Tim!” Rhea shouted, clinging to her brother’s arm. She was pressed so tight against him. Isaac had such a foolish look on his face.

The Black stud knew he was getting some little sister pussy tonight.

Tim’s tongue forced into my asshole. My little sphincter surrendered enough for him to wiggle into my depths. I gasped at the increased stimulation. It melted my pussy. More and more of my cream flowed, carrying more and more of my brother’s cum out of the depths of my snatch. I wiggled my hips, my entire body shaking as he pleased me.

My moans burst from my lips. My black hair swayed about my face. I whimpered and moaned. I shoved my right hand back down to scoop up my cream and his jizz. I brought it to my mouth over and over, savoring it. Loving it. My brother’s spunk mixed with my juices…

What a wonderful treat!

Tim squeezed my butt-cheeks as he groaned and growled, kneading me, making me shake and shudder. It was such a delicious thing to enjoy. I groaned and whimpered. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure shot through me. My entire body trembled. My heart thundered in my chest as my brother loved my asshole.

He ate me.

He swirled his tongue around inside of my butt-hole.

He made me feel so good.

“Yes, yes, yes, Tim!” I moaned, my eyes fluttering. Rushes of velvety delight washed through my body. “Ooh, you’re so good. I… I… love you so much.”

“You taste so good, Becky,” he groaned between licks. “I… I… Damn, you’re amazing!”

The girls all chorused, “Awwwwww!”

“Whipped!” that one asshole shouted again then grunted. “The fuck?”

“Dick!” a girl said, satisfaction in her voice.

I don’t know what she did to him, but I beamed, so happy that most of the people saw our incestuous love as beautiful. I shuddered, my hips wiggling, Tim’s tongue probing deeper into my asshole, stimulating my walls, my pussy rowing hotter and hotter.

Then something wonderful happened. His right hand drifted from my butt-cheek, down to the bottom swell of my rump. He traced the curve to between my thighs and slid up. My skin drank in his touch, turning it into a fiery caress that burned before him, reaching my pussy in moments. My cunt drank in the heat, loving it.

His fingers reached my thick labia.

“Tim!” I purred, feeling as happy as a cute, sexy kitten. “Yes, yes, yes! Thank you! Ooh, you’re such a stud!”

His fingers stroked up and down my fat pussy lips. He caressed my folds, the tingling stimulation meeting the velvety delight coming out of my asshole. His digits found the deflowered entrance to my pussy. Only his dick had been past there.

He thrust two of his fingers into my cunt.

My snatch clenched down on him. I groaned, my small tits jiggling beneath me. I squeezed my pussy down on him. I groaned, loving this moment. I had lived fifteen years, and I knew this was the best day ever. Even with the misunderstanding, I had my brother’s love.

“Yes, yes, yes, Tim,” I groaned. “Finger my cunt! Ooh, you’re stirring me up. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Good,” he growled, sounding more assertive, more confident. “I want you to explode, Becky. My little sister gets to erupt with pleasure.”

More “awwws” came from the girls. They were starting to sound jealous. I beamed, wiggling my hips, stirring my pussy around his thrusting fingers while his tongue licked and swirled at my asshole. It was incredible. Such delight surged through me. My entire body shook, my breasts jiggling.

I groaned louder and louder as my orgasm built and built in me. This was incredible. Every swirl of his tongue, every thrust of his fingers, drove me towards my climax. My pussy clenched on his fingers. My asshole squeezed about his tongue. I drank it in while everyone watched me.

“Look at her face,” a girl whimpered. “She’s about to explode.”

“Yeah, she is,” groaned a guy. “Fuck, Tim, your little sister’s hot.”

“So hot,” groaned a girl with a Latina accent. Was that Juana? I caught a glimpse of her with her older sister, Carmelita, and… They were fingering each other. I swear they had their hands down each other’s jeans. Everyone was focused on me and my brother and hadn’t noticed their lesbian incest. “Make your sister cum, Tim!”

“Yes!” Belinda groaned. “Do it! My friend deserves to explode!”

“Uh-huh,” Rhea, clinging to her brother, groaned.

All their attention swept through me. My head threw back. My butt-cheeks tightened about his face. Tim’s fingers jammed deep into my cunt’s depths. I groaned, my pussy drinking in the friction of his digits. It met the strange rush of pleasure from my asshole rimmed by his tongue. The two sensations swirled through me.

My orgasm detonated inside of me.

Pussy juices gushed out around his fingers. Pleasure flooded through my body, filling every inch of me. My toes curled. I quaked and quivered. Spots of darkness burst across my vision, joined by celebratory stars. I screamed out in delight as my cunt writhed about his digits. My asshole convulsed around his tongue swirling through my bowels.

“Tim, Tim, yes!” I howled.

My pleasure had me groaning and gasping. I wanted to collapse. It was so good. My brother gave me such delight. He was amazing. I could tell he would love me so much. My asshole quivered, eager to be filled by his cock now.

“Fuck her ass!” a guy shouted.

“Fuck her ass!” someone else cried out.

“FUCK HER ASS!” the other students picked up. “FUCK HER ASS!”

I beamed as Tim lifted his face from between my butt-cheeks.

“FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS!”

I threw a look over my shoulder, my mind buzzing from my orgasm. My brother licked his lips, his green eyes meeting mine. A wave of heat washed out of my pussy, still full of his fingers. I beamed at him and moaned, “You heard them, big brother. Fuck my ass!”

“Gladly,” he groaned. “Roll over.”

“What?” I blinked. “Onto my back? How can you fuck my ass…? Unless… Do you want to fuck my pussy again?”

“Oh, no, I want your asshole,” he said. “I just… I want this to be different. I took your last cherry doggy style while staring at—”

“Her!” I said, not wanting to hear that skank’s name right now. I probably shouldn’t be angry at her, but… Tim kissed her, not me! He was my big brother! She had her own!

“Yeah,” he said. “This time… I want to stare into your eyes.”

I melted into a puddle of giggling, girlish passion. I had him. My brother loved me. I rolled over onto my back, his fingers popping out of my snatch. His hands spread my thighs wide. My pussy felt so exposed to him. If he wanted to plunge into there, I wouldn’t mind. Not for him.

He mounted me, lowering his body while his cock nudged at my pussy. I shuddered, his right hand grabbing it, sliding his dick’s crown up and down my thick pussy lips, just nuzzling into my pussy. I groaned, loving it. Pleasure flooded through me, my labia hypersensitive from my orgasm. He nudged my clit.

Hot sparks showered through me.

I whimpered, squirming, so eager for this.

His cock moved lower while he lifted my rump. His dick slipped past my taint to nudge at my asshole. It was wet and sticky with my pussy juices… He lubed himself. I groaned as he pushed on my virgin asshole, lowering his body to me. He was strong and hairless, shaving himself to be as hydrodynamic as possible for the swim team. It made him so… so sexy to me.

Nothing between me and feeling his muscular chest as he kissed me. I shuddered, tasting my own sour musk on his lips. Our tongues dueled. The cheers of our classmates swelled and swelled as I hooked my arms around Tim’s neck, holding his head in place, my nipples throbbing against his pecs.

“FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS!”

Tim fucked my ass.

I squealed into his kiss as his cock pressed against my sphincter. My pussy clenched. I groaned as he used so much force. He wouldn’t be denied entry into the pleasure that was my bowels. My anal ring stretched and stretched, surrendering to him, welcoming him into my depths.

The tip of his dick popped into my asshole. I whimpered, my bowels clenching around his girth as he pressed deeper and deeper in. After a few inches, he surpassed how far his tongue had reached. And he was so much wider. So much harder. Thicker. It was incredible. Velvety friction burned around his thrusting shaft, the inferno’s heat igniting my pussy.

I shuddered beneath him as he pressed deeper and deeper into me. And then… his shaved crotch pressed against my equally shaved pussy. My naked labia rubbed against his pubic mound, drinking in the feel of him. My clit throbbed while my bowels clenched down on him. I clutched to him with my arms and thighs, holding my brother tight.

I loved him so much.

I could feel how much he loved me as he kissed me with such passion. His tongue played with mine as he drew his cock back through my asshole. Such a wave of incestuous passion rippled through my body. I whimpered into his mouth. Stars burst across my vision.

He rammed into me again. And again. He made love to my asshole.

My hips moved, stirring around, increasing the stimulation of his dick plunging into my bowels. My labia and clit rejoiced every time he buried into me, loving the feel of his shaved crotch caressing them. It spilled such delight through my body. I never wanted this to end.

“FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS!”

Tim broke the kiss. His green eyes sparkled as he stared down at me, his dick plundering into my bowels again and again. “Damn, Becky.”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered. “Oh, Tim, it’s incredible. I love you so much!”

A boyish grin spread across his lips. “I love you, too!”

He kissed me again, my sour asshole still lingering on his mouth. It was such a naughty taste. I kissed him hard, thrusting my tongue past his lips this time. I whimpered as my next orgasm swelled and swelled inside of me.

He drove me wild. He gave me such bliss.

“FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS! FUCK HER ASS!”

Our bodies worked together. He stroked my sides while my fingernails clawed his back. Such rapture shot through me. It was incredible. I whimpered beneath my brother, shuddering and groaning, my pussy clenching as his dick hammered my bowels.

The heat built and built in me. The pressure surging me towards a wonderful explosion of rapture. I craved it so badly. My hands shot down to his naked ass. I squeezed his muscular rump, loving how his glutes flexed as he hammered into my bowels’ depths. I pulled on him, propelling him into my depths.

“Becky!” he groaned. “Oh, damn, Becky.”

“Yes, yes, spill your incestuous seed in me, big brother,” I moaned up at him. “Love me!”

“I do!” he grunted, hammering me so hard. He fucked me without any reservations. I could see it in his green eyes. “I love you so much!”

“Yes!” I whimpered as he buried to the hilt in me and erupted.

Hot cum spurted into the depths of my bowels. I felt it splashing inside of me while my brother grunted. His face twisted with such pleasure. His back arched, pressing his hard pecs into my nipples. They throbbed, shooting delight down to my pussy and cock-stuffed asshole.

The warmth of his jizz flooding me thrust me over the edge into my incestuous orgasm. I fell fast and plunged into rapture. It engulfed me. The ecstasy swept through my body, reached my mind. It hugged me in euphoria, smothering me in bliss.

“My brother’s cumming in my asshole!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, my fingernails biting into his meaty butt-cheeks.

The watching students cheered and whooped.

“You’re a stud, Tim!” a girl moaned.

“My brother is totally fucking my ass tonight!” another girl shouted.

“Damn, Tim, you lucky fucker!” a guy groaned.

“Look at her face,” a guy groaned. “Damn, she’s in heaven!”

“Treat a girl right, and she gives you that same look,” a girl moaned.

“¡Mierda!” howled Juana, her orgasmic rapture thick in her voice.

My bowels rippled about my brother’s cock. My pussy squirted juices that bathed his flesh and soaked down to my butt. I whimpered and moaned, squirming against him. I kissed him again as the last blast of his cum fired into my bowels.

As my orgasm peaked in me, I reveled in my incestuous love for my big brother. I clung to him as he devoured my mouth. I didn’t know what we would do at home when our parents were around, but at school…

At school we could love each other without reservation.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“Give it up for Melody!” the MC for Flashing Glitter boomed. Music exploded. My Darkest Day’s Porn Star Dancing thudding through the club with that catchy beat and pulsing rhythm.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. My heart pounded in my chest as Zoey pushed me towards the beaded curtains. In moments, I was stepping onto the stage. Guys whooped and hollered as they crowded it. The stage thrust out into them, a peninsula plunging into a sea of horny men waving dollar bills.

I found myself sauntering forward, my hips swaying to the beat of the music. I wore a cheap schoolgirl outfit, borrowed from a stripper named Dandelion. The tartan skirt was so short the bottoms of my asscheeks flashed. People would see the thong I borrowed from Zoey. It was buried in my butt-crack and seated against my dripping pussy. My breasts bounced and jiggled in the white blouse tied off beneath them, leaving my stomach exposed. I had a lacy garter on my left thigh for collecting the dollar bills.

I felt so cheap. All these men wanted me to be their whore. They were showering me in attention. Was this all I craved? Just men looking at me. Did it matter who? Did I even need Clint when I could have these horny guys throwing dollar bills at me.

A grin crossed my face as I strutted farther out on stage. I spun around, shaking my ass, guys groaning as my skirt flared up to flash my rump. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, juices soaking my thong.

I smiled and fluttered my eyes as my body moved to the music. I was a porn star dancing before these guys, an utter slut. My pain melted away. I could do this. I could just soil myself in the club, degrade myself.

I deserved this. To be here. I was like Zoey, not Pam. It was better this way. Clint didn’t need—

Clint stood at the back by the doors. His arms were folded before him, his eyes intent as he watched me. Zoey’s words rippled through my mind as my body kept moving and the dollar bills kept raining on stage.

What did I truly want? Attention or Clint?

To be continued…
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Melody Samuels

What did I want?

My Darkest Day’s Porn Star Dancing thudded through Flashing Glitter, the strip club. I was on stage, my hips swaying, my tartan, schoolgirl skirt dancing about my thighs. Men whooped and hollered around me. They showered me in attention. It was an exhibitionist wet dream come true. My pussy was on fire. My blood burned. It filled this emptiness my mistakes left inside of me, a temporary soothing to the pain wracking through my soul.

Clint, my brother and lover, watched me from by the door. He had come here after my disastrous moment of weakness and betrayal. I didn’t intend to be kissed by Tim. Feeling ignored by Clint, I found a way to amuse myself with that virgin Becky. I was playing with her, getting off on doing wicked things to her at our high school. It was a rush. I was helping her seduce her brother.

Only her brother wanted me. He kissed me while the entire school watched. For one moment, I melted into him. I kissed him back with such hunger. It was a half-second of betrayal while Clint watched. He was supposed to be the love of my life. I gave myself to my brother. He took my virginity and was the father of my daughter. My seventeen-year-old body quivered for him.

How did this happen?

Because he ignored me.

Anger swelled through me. My arms lifted in the air, my body undulating the beat of the song. He was distracted by all those other women. Not my sisters, who were part of his harem, but other girls. Mrs. Umayyah and her whore-daughter, those Japanese twins, the lesbians we let stay in our house, other girls who thought he was so hot for having two girlfriends.

He didn’t have time for me. His queen.

This perverse anger kept me moving as I stared at him. I wanted to see him jealous. I wanted him to see what he wasted. How he could have had me dancing only for him. Now every single guy in this strip club would get that delight. They would shower me in cash, showing how much they appreciated my body and…

Clint had come here. He had followed me here. He watched me and…

I stared at him across the club. Despite my anger, I couldn’t look away from him. His eyes were locked on me. I felt this intense focus as he watched me, his arms folded across his chest. My half-brother face looked hard, forehead tight, and…

His chin was swollen. Bruised.

My dancing slowed. Did he… fight Tim? Over me? He did show up to watch my fun with Becky. I had let the entire school know about the fun. Things were changing so fast at our high school. Incest exploded through our school. People followed our example. It was amazing, allowed me to put Becky’s cherry popping on display for the entire school to witness. Everyone had shown up.

Clint had shown up. He was eager to see me having fun. It was great until…

Tim kissed me.

Clint fought Tim. Clint cared. It must have angered him. He fought for me. I glanced around at the men around me. They held their dollar bills clutched in tight fists, calling out for me to take off my clothing. They wanted to see my body. They lusted for me. They wanted to fuck me. But… they didn’t care for me. They wouldn’t fight for me.

They wouldn’t come here to this strip club only to witness me messing up again.

I could tell Clint was angry. He had every right to be furious at me. I was his queen. His first woman. And he still came. He still… wanted me. The men shouting at me, lusting after me, filled my pain, but it wouldn’t last. The song would end. I would have to let another girl dance, slip backstage.

Feel empty…

I darted down the stage that thrust out into the crowd, a peninsula into a sea of hungry men. I jumped from the end of the stage, leaping over a guy. I landed on the ground, my ankles protesting. I shuddered and pressed forward.

An angry shout went up from the watching men. I darted through the crowd of guys sitting around round tables. They reached for me, trying to grab me, to stop me. I slipped past one guy, batting his hand away. My stomach tightened as I raced to my brother.

“Clint!” I screamed, my eyes swimming with tears. They brimmed with this pain.

I darted around a final guy, the DJ’s voice booming through the club. Then my path was clear to Clint. I reached my brother in a few steps. I stopped before him. I bit my lip, my entire body shaking with emotion. I didn’t know what to do now. What to say? Should I just fall to my knees and beg him to forgive me? Should I offer to suck his cock and show all these men whom I loved?

Clint seized my arm in a tight grip. His anger flicked across his face. A possessive gleam shone in his eyes. He pulled me towards the door. I didn’t know what he would do to me. His fingers were iron about my limb. I didn’t resist as he dragged me out through the door and outside.

We stepped into the night. It had grown dark while I was inside getting ready to dance. I shivered as Clint marched me across the parking lot. The thudding from the club faded. My heart pounded, blood screaming through my ears.

What would Clint do to me?

At the far end of the parking lot, where I left our car, I saw my mother’s car parked. Pam, Alicia, and Lee were crowded around it. They watched us approach. I bit my lip. They must have come here straight from school, tracking down my phone. It was how Zoey found me. My older sister was the reason I was on stage. She thought it was a good idea for me to see what I truly wanted.

I know now what I wanted, but would I get it?

“Where’s my mom?” I asked, the first words I spoke to Clint.

“In the trunk,” Clint answered, his voice tight. “She’s being punished.”

I swallowed. Punished? What had she done?

“Clint… I…” I swallowed. Now that I had said something, I needed to address this. “This… I just…”

“This is all my fault,” Clint said as we reached the car. “I—”

Alicia shrieked and darted up to me. My little sister’s pigtails danced behind her. She stopped before me. Her hand flashed at me. It cracked against my cheek. Pain flared. My head snapped to the right.

“You’re his queen, big sis!” Alicia hissed, her face going red. “You’re supposed to be good! You’re his queen!”

Tears brimmed in my eyes. My cheek burned as my shoulders shook. She was absolutely right. I was his queen, and I let him down. How could Clint even think this was his fault? I was the person that flirted with Tim, that kept calling him cutie. I thought it was a game, but he lusted after me. He took it seriously. I knew he desired me. I drank in his attention.

If Clint didn’t see me kissing Tim, what would I have done? Would I have stopped?

Alicia shrieked again and raised her hand to slap me. As tears spilled down my cheeks, I didn’t move to stop her. She deserved her anger. She looked up to me, and I let her down just as much as Clint. My actions threatened the entire harem.

Clint grabbed Alicia’s shoulder. He pushed her, not hard, towards Pam. Our Japanese half-sister grabbed Alicia from behind as Clint said, “I’m dealing with it, Princess.”

Pam took a step back and drew Alicia with her.

My body shook as the tears fell thick down my cheeks. My lower lip quivered. My nostrils flared. I sniffed, struggling to control myself but… I had messed up so badly. Alicia hated me. Lee had her arms folded up as she stared at me.

Clint stepped before me. I swallowed, my throat burning, and looked up at him. I stared into his dark eyes. My stomach twisted. My breath quickened. I could see the pain in his eyes. I hurt him so badly.

“I… I…” I started to say.

“This is my fault,” Clint repeated. “I haven’t paid enough attention to you. You are my queen, and I forgot that.”

My guilt only swelled. Now he was blaming himself? “That doesn’t excuse what I did. I… I…”

“No, it doesn’t,” he said, his voice strong. “But I can’t ignore how I’ve behaved. I allowed myself to get distracted by all these women. I was having fun and neglecting you. If I was doing my job as your lover, if I was giving you what you needed, then you wouldn’t have had to play your game. We both fucked up. I have to own that.”

“I fucked up more,” I said. His candor… It made me feel like I had to tell him everything. “I led Tim on. I didn’t mean to, but… It was so obvious now. I was practically throwing myself at him. I just… I thought I was a better person than I behaved. I’m your woman, and… if Tim hadn’t kissed me before the entire school, what would I have done, Clint? I’m scared that I would have really betrayed you.”

“Do you believe that?” he asked.

“I’m afraid of that,” I answered. I glanced back at the club. “I like the attention. I like it when men stare at my body. I… I… don’t know why.”

“You’re a pervert!” Alicia hissed.

“You are,” Clint said. “So am I. So are you, Alicia.” He stared at me. “But you proved what you would have done. Here at the strip club. I gave you the choice to be an exhibitionist slut or not. You made it.”

I swallowed. “You sent Zoey to… to nudge me to strip. What if I had ignored you? What if I liked it more?”

“Then we would have known. I can’t keep you if you’re not willing. I can’t force you to stay in the harem if it makes you miserable.” His jaw tightened. “Even if it would rip my heart out, I had to know.”

My guilt swelled. More pain. “I’m sorry, Clint. This is all so fucked up. I should have just… just told you I needed more attention. Instead, I acted like a child.”

Clint glanced at the club. “So you made a choice. You left the stage and chose my attention over others. So it’s time to get it.”

“What?”

“Strip.”

His word cracked at me. It was spoke calmly, not shouted, and yet I felt it wash over me. The sort of command he would give Lee.

“Strip right now, Melody. It’s time for your punishment.”

I shivered. I had never been punished. I wasn’t one of his sex slaves. But… I had to be. I didn’t have to let things go this far. I didn’t have to flirt with Tim. I didn’t have to put myself in a situation where Tim thought he could kiss me. Clint had a bruise on his chin because of me. He had to fight for me.

My fingers pulled the knot of my blouse tied off beneath my breasts. I slipped it off, baring my round, plump breasts. My nipples hardened from the cool, night air. My skin pimpled. I shivered, drinking it in. I deserved this.

I bared my underage body to the world at my brother’s command.

My fingers found the zipper at the hem of my skirt. It let the tartan cloth, borrowed from a stripper friend of Zoey, to the ground. Clint’s eyes flicked down my body. His eyes raked up my body, ending at the purple thong I borrowed from my older sister. I shuddered as I hooked the waistband of the panties with both my thumbs.

Shoved them down my thighs.

The thong pulled away from my shaved pussy. I shuddered, realizing I was wet. I was showing off my body. It excited me. Even though I was scared. Even though I wasn’t sure if I would ever be Clint’s queen again, I was exposing myself. I could feel his lust as he stared at me, and my body responded to his incestuous desires.

Naked, I stood before my family, the cold nibbling at me, Clint staring at me. He had this confident strength he’d learned from our deceased father. This domination. I could see… disappointment in his eyes. Only… I didn’t think it was in me. It was in himself. He truly blamed himself for not giving me what I needed, for putting me in a situation where I made a mistake.

And that only made me feel worse because I could have been better.

“Bend over the trunk,” he said.

I moved to it on my heels. I passed Alicia, her face still hard. Pam gave me a sympathetic smile. I like I suspected, she didn’t hate me. She cared for me, her love unconditional and soft. She didn’t react so badly to Clint’s diluted attention. She accepted it far better than I did, reveling in the time she could have with him.

I bent over the hood of the car, my pussy dripping hot juices down my thighs. I groaned as my nipples kissed the cold hood of the trunk. I shifted on it and… I heard someone moving in the trunk. My mother was in there bound up. What had she done?

What would Clint do to me?

“If I was a better man, I wouldn’t have to do this,” Clint said. “I wouldn’t have put you in this position. I’m sorry, Melody.”

I closed my eyes. He shouldn’t apologize to me. I should be groveling at his feet, begging him to forgive me. My body shook as more pain wracked me. I deserved this. He should spank me hard and then leave me behind naked in the parking lot. I didn’t deserve this man.

CRACK!

His hands landed on my rump. Pain exploded across my rump. My butt-cheeks clenched as the heat rippled through my flesh. My eyes widened. He spanked me hard. He wasn’t holding back at all. He unleashed all his strength. His fury.

CRACK!

I gasped in pain, rocking against the car. Its shocks squeaked as it rocked. New tears filled my eyes. It hurt so badly. Both my butt-cheeks were a mass of stinging pain. My toes curled in my shoes. He was truly punishing me.

CRACK!

“Clint!” I gasped. “I’m so sorry!”

CRACK!

“I was such a terrible girlfriend! A horrible sister!”

CRACK!

“Please, please, don’t hate me!” The words poured out of me, the pain soared through me, squeezing them out of me. They freed me to be honest. To just spill out what I truly felt. “I’m so sorry, Clint. I don’t want to lose you. Our family!”

CRACK!

“I was just… frustrated! I made such a big mistake! I knew I shouldn’t do it, but I just let that annoyance feed me!”

CRACK!

“I wished I would just have talked to you!”

CRACK!

My ass burned. He spanked me with such passion. I could feel how much he cared by how hard he punished me. I hurt him when Tim kissed me. He must have seen that split second where I melted into the kiss. Where I lost control of my lusts.

CRACK!

“I don’t deserve you!” I howled. All my excitement I felt at being stripped naked was gone. This didn’t turn me on. I wasn’t getting wetter and wetter. This wasn’t a sexy spanking. “I love you, Clint, but I don’t deserve you!”

CRACK!

“Keep spanking me!” I hissed, my body shaking on the trunk. My ass throbbed. It never hurt so badly. Our father never spanked me this hard when we were kids. “Keep punishing me.”

I heard Clint breathing. I waited for him to spank me again.

“Don’t stop!” I snarled. “I broke us. I kissed him back. You saw it. I couldn’t help myself. I was just such a whore. I was coming down from that orgasmic high. And he was there. Paying attention to me. He was giving me what I craved! What I wasn’t getting from you!

“God, I was just such a jealous bitch. I wanted you all to myself. I thought I was better than our other sisters. Than even… than even Pam. I was an arrogant cunt! So keep spanking me, Clint! Hurt me more!”

“No.”

I shook at the strength in his words.

“Please, please, keep punishing me,” I sobbed, the tears spilling down my cheeks. My entire body shook. My sobs wracked me. The pain choked out through my tight throat. I rubbed my face into the trunk, my hands gripping the sides. “I’m horrible. Terrible!”

I heard sniffing. Through bleary tears, I saw Alicia squirming in Pam’s arms, pain in her face, fat tears spilling down her cheeks. My eyes glanced up at Pam. She stared at me with such… pity in her expression, her brow furrowed, her slanted eyes gleaming.

“I’m not going to hurt you anymore,” Clint said.

“Please!” I begged. I threw a look over my shoulder. “I was terrible.”

He grabbed me and pulled me to him. My naked body was in his arms. He held me tight. I… I felt his love. His eyes stared into mine. I squirmed against him, his warmth bleeding into my flesh. He stroked my sides. That was why he punished me. Because he loved me. Because he cared. That was the only reason I could hurt him.

That I could make him feel like a failure as a man.

“I’m so sorry, Clint,” I said, my arms going around his neck. “I didn’t mean to fuck up this badly.”

“I know,” Clint said, rocking me. “I need to be better man for you and our sisters. If I acted the way I should, you never would have needed to act like a jealous bitch. You never would have put yourself in that position to fuck up.”

“I still shouldn’t have.”

“I know that,” he said. “That’s why I punished you. It made me so angry, but… It wasn’t at you. I’m pissed off at myself. I sensed that you were feeling… underappreciated. I just… didn’t do enough. I should have. But I was distracted.”

“What do we do know?” I asked. “Everything still feels different.”

“Bend over the trunk.”

I nodded. I needed more punishment. He understood that. I turned around, my ass a throbbing mass of pain. I bent over it. I pressed my body tight to it. I gripped the edges, holding it tight. My heart thudded in my chest.

“Big sis!” Alicia gasped. She snagged my right hand. She pried it from the car and gripped it. She stared at me with such… such love in her eyes. That was why she slapped me. She was as angry as Clint because she loved me, too.

I was ready for the spanking. I was ready to take more pain. I wanted to embrace it. To let Clint satiate all his anger. I didn’t want him to bottle it up. I wanted him to take it out on me. Maybe I would end up as his sex slave for the rest of my life.

But at least I would have him.

A zipper rasped.

I blinked. I knew that sound and—

My brother’s cock plunged into my pussy. I gasped at the shock of his dick penetrating him. That familiar shaft. His crotch spanked into my butt-cheeks. Pain flared. I groaned as he punished me and loved me all at the same time.

He drew back. My pussy clenched down on his dick, pleasure spilling through me and soothing the throbbing ache in my asscheeks. He thrust into my depths again. His crotch smacked my rump even harder. Fresh stings burned across my butt.

I sucked in a breath. This time… This time the pain excited me. It combined with the hot delight of my brother’s cock fucking into me. He was in me. He was loving me. He was using me to satiate his lusts. It was a wild thrill. I had something of my brother back.

“Clint!” I moaned as he pumped away at me. “Oh, yes, Clint!”

He planted his hands on either side of my body. He thrust into me so hard. His cock buried into me again and again. It was such a thrill. His crotch smacked over and over into my rump. Pain flared again and again. I gasped and moaned. My pussy clenched down on him, drinking in the agony and the ecstasy.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

That wonderful sound filled the night air. I shuddered, my nipples throbbing against the hood of our car. My pussy squeezed down around his cock, increasing the friction. My body drank in the rapture of his plunge. His balls slapped into my clit, adding sparks of rapture shooting through my body.

“Oh, yes, Clint!” I snarled. “That’s it! Fuck me!”

“Fuck her, big brother!” Alicia moaned. She squeezed my hand as she watched.

“Mmm, yes, Clint, pound her cunt,” Pam moaned.

“Fuck that naughty slut so hard, Master!” Lee said. She grinned at me, delighting in watching my fall.

Clint grunted as he buried me deep into me. He filled me to the hilt with his cock over and over. I drank in the incestuous delight. It was so hot to be fucked by him. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my cunt around my brother’s cock.

It was so amazing to feel him in me again. To experience the rush of his dick plunging over and over into my cunt. I squeezed down on it. I almost lost this. I came so close to throwing it all away. I could never do that again.

“I love you, Clint!” I howled as he pumped away at me. “I’m your woman! Always! Your sister and your slut!”

Alicia squeezed my hand.

“You! Are! Mine!” Clint snarled, the car rocking as he pounded me with all his passion. His crotch smacked into me so hard.

My ass burst with pain every time. It fed my orgasm growing inside of me. This amazing swirl of pleasure only one person could give me. My brother had me gasping and moaning. He had me crying out in rapture. This was incredible. It was amazing. It had my entire body buzzing in such rapture. New tears fell down my cheeks.

Joyful tears.

I didn’t lose this. This pleasure. This passion. I felt owned by Clint. It reminded me of those first heady days when we made love in his bedroom, back when we thought we were just first cousins. Kissing cousins. I gave this man my virginity. I surrendered it all to my brother.

How could I ever forget that?

Never again.

“I’m your woman forever, Clint!” I snarled. “This is your pussy you’re fucking! Yours! I won’t hurt you again!”

“No you won’t!” he grunted, plowing into me, sending dizzying waves of ecstatic agony through me.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

What a wonderful feeling. His flesh spanking me as he fucked me. Loving me and disciplining me all at the same time. He gave me what I needed. Tim never could have done this. Tim didn’t have the balls to drag me out of a strip club and fuck me in the middle of the parking lot. He had to be lured into doing anything so brazen.

He needed Becky and me flashing ourselves at him, luring him into public incest. But Clint… Clint was a man.

My brother’s heavy balls slapped over and over into clit. They brimmed with jizz. I wanted him to cum in me. I wanted his jizz to spurt hot into me. I squeezed down on his cock as he pulled back, increasing the friction.

Giving us both more pleasure.

He growled and slammed into me. He fucked me as hard as he had against the refrigerator a few nights ago. When he was showing me that he still cared. That he knew what I needed. I should have just been a little more patient with him.

“I’m such a cunt!” I growled. “I don’t deserve this cock! But I’m so happy that I get it! Fuck me, Clint! Tear up my snatch! Cum in me!”

“I will pump you so full of my jizz, Melody!” he growled. “I’ll give your slut-cunt what it craves.”

“Your cum, Master!” Lee moaned.

A muffled moan came from the trunk, my mother squirming inside.

“Yes!” he growled. “I’ll fill you to the brim!”

“Good!” I whimpered, fighting off my orgasm. I couldn’t cum before Clint.

Not when I was being punished.

I squirmed on the trunk, my nipples growing more and more sensitive. My tits were heavy with my milk. I needed to nurse. The painted metal rubbed on my nubs, sending tingles shooting down to my pussy, swelling my orgasm.

Giving me more sensations I had to battle again. I groaned through clenched teeth while the friction of my brother’s cock plunging into my cunt swelled through me. I wanted to cum so badly. I squeezed down on his dick as I fought against it. I groaned louder and louder. I gripped Alicia’s hand.

“He’s fucking you so hard,” Alicia said in awe.

“He is!” I groaned. “Because our brother is a stud, cupcake!”

“Yeah,” Pam said, her voice tight. “Oh, yes, he is.”

Clint grunted. It was like his women’s words, my words, spurred him on to really fuck me. The car rocked as he slammed into me. I howled out, my head snapping back. I was on the verge of orgasming. On that bliss surging through me.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Every pain-filled impact of his crotch on my rump, every rapture-inducing thrust of his dick into my juicy cunt, and every clit-spanking impact of his heavy balls brought me closer and closer to my explosion. I wanted it so badly.

I squirmed. I fought. I gasped out for relief. I needed my brother’s cum spurting into me. I needed Clint pumping me full of all his incestuous passion. I wanted him to satiate himself in my cunt. I wouldn’t cum before him.

I wanted to cum, too.

It swelled inside of me. “Oh, my fucking god!” I groaned, my body quivering. “Please, please, dump your jizz in my filthy cunt, Clint!”

“Yes, do it, big brother!” moaned Alicia. “Big sis needs it!”

“She does,” Pam said. “Love her, Clint! Love our sister!”

“I am!” Clint snarled. He buried his cock into me. “Melody!”

It happened. That wondrous, rapturous moment crashed through me. My brother’s cum spilled into my pussy. He pumped blast after blast of his jizz into me. An electric current zapped out of my pussy, tingling my nipples and my clit. My sheath clenched down on him. I gripped his erupting dick as I trembled on the trunk of my mom’s car.

Then I surrendered to my ecstasy.

“Clint!” I howled.

My pussy convulsed around his erupting cock. My flesh spasmed about him, celebrating his girth, him spurting into me. Waves of heat rippled through my body. An ecstatic broil engulfed my mind. I spasmed on the hood of the car as stars burst across my eyes.

It was so incredible. It was so powerful. It was an orgasm only my brother could give me. I would never lose this. I would never be so reckless again. I couldn’t be that arrogant bitch who thought she was the center of the universe. Who believed she could do anything without remorse.

I just had to be Clint’s sister. His woman. His lover. Maybe even his sex slave.

“Melody!” he grunted as he fired the last blast of cum in me.

“That’s it, Master!” Lee moaned. “Cream her slut-cunt! She’s just a filthy whore and—”

“Shut the fuck up!” snarled Clint. “That’s your mistress you’re talking about.”

Lee squeaked, her mouth clamping shut. “I’m sorry, Master.”

“Go sit in the car,” Clint snapped. “You’re on a twenty-four orgasm ban.”

“Yes, Master,” Lee said, her head lowered. “I’m so sorry Master. I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

I only panted, my mind still molten from the orgasm. I luxuriated in Clint’s still hard dick in me as Lee climbed into the back of the car. My eyes fluttered as the pleasure shuddered through me. It was incredible. I was still her Mistress.

Clint ripped his dick out of me. I suddenly felt so empty. His cum sloshed around in me. It wanted to leak out of me. But I didn’t want to lose any of him. I shoved my left hand, the one not gripping Alicia’s hand, beneath my body and clamped my palm over my pussy, trapping my brother’s jizz inside of me.

“Melody, I want you on your knees sucking my cock clean of your pussy.”

“Yes… Clint,” I said.

“I need my queen cleaning me up,” he added.

I shuddered as I straightened up. I was still his queen. I didn’t deserve that, but I couldn’t argue with him. He had made his decision. He wouldn’t change his mind. He would ignore my protests that I didn’t deserve it.

Still clamping my hand over my pussy, I knelt before him. His cock bobbed before me, soaked in my sweet juices. I breathed in my musk. It filled my nose. My mouth salivated for my own flavor. I grasped his dick with my right hand and licked beneath it, following up that tube that carried his cum to my pussy to his tip.

He groaned as I reached the frenulum. My sweet cream coated my tongue. I loved the flavor. I caressed the tip, loving the wrinkled, spongy texture. His precum mixed salt into my juices, increasing my delight. I wiggled on the ground, looking up at him.

He grinned down at me.

“That’s it, Melody,” he said. “Just clean my dick. Anyone could see you being my whore.”

“They could,” I said, feeling… almost like myself for the first time since the kiss. “They could see me do such naughty things to your dick.

I fluttered my tongue against the tip.

Clint groaned in delight.

“Now it’s our turn to have some fun,” Pam said from behind me.

“Okay, big sis,” Alicia said.

“We just have to scoot into place. Follow my lead.”

What were my two sisters up to. I shuddered as I felt their heads slide between my thighs. I was straddling them both. Their hair rubbed at my silky thighs. As I licked my cream off the side of Clint’s dick, our little sister darted her head up and kissed at the back of my hand, her lips nibbling at my knuckles.

“Big sis, move your hand! It’s in the way!”

“Yes, cupcake!” I moaned and yanked my left hand clear.

Her head snapped up. I gasped as she buried her mouth right into my snatch. She licked and fluttered her tongue. I groaned at the hot delight of her nimble oral organ lapping through my folds, gathering out our brother’s jizz and sending delight rippling through my body.

I groaned as my lips kissed up Clint’s cock to his tip again. His smile grew. He knew what they were doing down there. I shuddered as Alicia jammed her tongue in deep into my cunt, swirling it around inside of me.

“Don’t hog it all, princess,” Pam said.

“Sorry!” Alicia moaned into my pussy.

I groaned as she pulled her mouth away. But Pam lifted her head. She pressed her hungry mouth into my pussy. I groaned as my Japanese half-sister lapped through my folds. My girlfriend loved my snatch while I loved our boyfriend’s cock.

I sucked the tip of Clint’s dick into my mouth.

“That’s it, my queen,” Clint groaned. “You’re so hungry for my cum. You’re going to worship my cock.”

I moaned a yes about his dick while Pam’s tongue swirled through my depths. She teased me, drove me wild. I shuddered, my hips wiggling from side to side, loving her naughty lapping. Pleasure spilled through my body.

Then she swapped with Alicia. My little sister lapped with a hungry passion. She flicked her tongue through my folds. She ate me with such a wild, eager desire. She held nothing back. She caressed my labia and clit as she searched for more of Clint’s cum. It dribbled out of my depths, pulled down by gravity to my little sister’s feasting mouth.

Then they switched again. Pam ate me with more deliberate care. Her tongue moved slowly, nuzzling me, touching me in all the spots that she knew I’d love. I groaned about Clint’s cock, so glad the harem wasn’t broken by my antics. It was such a wondrous delight to share this bliss with my family.

“Mmm, you taste so good leaking out of her, big brother,” Alicia moaned. “So good.”

“You churned her up to a froth,” Pam said, her head lowering away from my pussy.

For a moment, my pussy wasn’t stimulated. I shuddered, missing any tongue stroking through my folds. Then Alicia pressed her mouth against my shaved snatch. Her tongue thrust into my depths. I groaned and sucked harder on my brother’s cock.

Clint grabbed my blonde hair. He ran his hands through my silky strands as I bobbed my head. I sucked with all my might, making such naughty, slurping sounds. I shuddered, suddenly aware that we were being watched. That a group of the club’s patrons had gathered around to see the naughty fun.

It was incredible. They were witnessing my sisters loving me while I loved my brother. I sucked harder, bobbing my head with such a passionate need. I sucked with all my might, cheeks hollowing as I threw my all into worshiping my brother’s amazing cock.

“Damn,” a guy groaned. “That is hot.”

“Who are they?”

“My family,” the familiar voice of Zoey said. “And don’t think you’ll get any free pokes, George.”

My older sister watched us now, too. That made me shiver. I felt so wanton. This was the sort of exhibitionism I should be engaged in. Not showing off with Becky, but with my family. With those I loved.

My orgasm built faster and faster. Pam licked at my pussy now. My two hungry sisters had devoured all of Clint’s cum out of my depths, but there was still plenty of pussy cream for them to enjoy. Pam curled her tongue through my sheath, teasing me, driving me wild. It was incredible. My pussy clenched on Pam’s tongue.

Then Alicia was licking me with her energetic swipes. I moaned about Clint’s dick. I sucked and slurped and loved him while everyone watched. All those envious guys seeing that this was my man. The only guy I needed.

The only man I loved.

My brother groaned. His face twisted with pleasure. I knew he was coming closer and closer to erupting. He grunted while the watching guys shouted out such lewd ideas. I liked them, especially the guy shouting, “Cum on the whore’s face.”

“She’s not my whore, she’s my queen!” growled Clint, his hands tightening in my hair.

“She sucks dick like a whore,” the guy groaned.

“You have no idea,” Zoey said. “She licks pussy like one, too. But you better keep that dick in your pants. You’ll just embarrass yourself compared to my brother.”

“Goddamn, I knew you were a fucked up bitch, Zoey,” the guy said.

I just let the words wash over me. They fed my orgasm and spurred me to suck as hard as I could on my brother’s cock. To give him as much rapture as I could. I wanted him to explode in ecstasy. I wanted him feed me so much jizz.

Pam joined Alicia in nuzzling at my pussy, forcing my thighs to spread wider. I shifted on the asphalt, their tongue swiping through my folds, fluttering against my clit. I shuddered, my orgasm swelling as I sucked with all my might on my brother’s dick.

“Melody, yes!” Clint groaned. He stared down at me, his face twisting in rapture. “Fuck, you’re mine! My queen!”

His cum spurted into my mouth.

I was his.

I orgasmed on my sister’s hungry mouth. As I gulped down Clint’s salty jizz, my sisters devoured my pussy juices gushing out of me. My cunt convulsed, forcing out a flood of my cream to bathe Pam’s and Alicia’s faces.

Clint’s jizz spurted again and again into my mouth. That salty treat swirled around inside my mouth. I loved how the cream coated my throat on its way down to warm my belly. I moaned about his cock while the rapture burned through my mind.

The watching guys cheered and hollered.

I stared into Clint’s eyes and knew I was truly forgiven. I had paid for my mistake, took my punishment, and was accepted back by him. I would work hard to prove I was worthy of being his queen.

I would love my brother, my sisters, with all my heart. I wouldn’t blow my second chance.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Five Months Later…

“And who will be Clint’s Spring Fling Queen?” asked Isaac. The Black guy was holding an envelope with a seal he broke as he stood on stage. It was The Spring Fling, the last dance of the year. I was in a silver dress that showed off my round boobs and clung to my shapely ass. It was a lot of fun being one of Clint’s dates.

I shuddered as I stared up at Clint in his suit, looking so handsome in his black blazer and white, silk shirt, the top few buttons left undone to show off a hint of his brown hair. Our final year of high school was about to be over. Everything had changed because of me. Incest wasn’t the whispered secret of earlier, it was open.

Brothers and sisters dated. Coach Young paraded his daughter Michelle around as his lover. Everyone knew Mrs. Umayyah and her daughter were sluts who fucked each other. James announced his little sister Jenny was pregnant with their child, Juana showed off that her older sister was her sex slave, the Japanese twins didn’t hide their incestuous kisses, Isaac brought his sister Rhea to the dance as his girlfriend, and nearby Becky clung to her brother Tim, the pair often found having sex all over our school.

She gave me a run for how often I had sex with Clint and my sisters around the school.

“Well, I can’t say I’m surprised by who was voted Spring Fling Queen,” Isaac said.

“Just let us know who won!” called out Belinda.

“It’s not you!” shouted Pete.

Pam quivered beside me. She took my hand as she squirmed in her purple, kimono-style dress. It really made her look like an Asian princess with her black hair pinned up into a mass of silky curls. I shivered beside her, my stomach squirming. Who would win?

“Melody Samuels!” announced Isaac.

My heart just about melted. I let out a squeal of delight. I never thought winning a popularity contest would be so amazing, but it sent such a heady rush through me. I bounced like a schoolgirl then hugged Pam tight. My sister clung to me, equally as giddy for me.

The entire cafeteria-turned-dance floor erupted into claps and wolf-whistled. Everyone at school knew me. And, yes, while rumors flew around me after the whole Tim incident, I proved to them all that I was Clint’s woman. The next day, I fucked Clint right there in the middle of the cafeteria and declared that he was actually my brother.

I broke away from Pam and floated through the crowds. Everyone was calling my name. Such an exhilarating surge shot through me. It was almost sexual. I trembled, my silver dress whisking against my naked flesh. I wore no underwear underneath. Clint smiled at me the entire way, looking so handsome and as strong as our father.

“Go, Mistress!” Lee said, her belly flat. She had delivered Clint’s daughter Amber two months ago.

“You are so beautiful,” Alicia said, her stomach growing round with the twin brother and sister she carried for Clint. Beside her, her friend Jenny was even more swollen, a month away from delivering James their first incestuous child.

“Thank you, cupcake,” I said, beaming at my little sister.

I mounted the stage with such ease. I felt like I floated to Clint. He held out his hand and I took it. I stared out at the crowd, half-blinded by the lights shining down at us. I just beamed. I hadn’t felt so girlish and happy in a long time.

“I’m your queen, Clint,” I said, almost babbling. A drunken euphoria gripped me.

“You always were,” he said as Carmelita carried our tiaras while her sister-Mistress marched behind her. She came dressed like a lesbian dominatrix all in leather while Carmelita wore a collar proclaiming who owned her. Both were round with their pregnancies, two months away from delivering Clint two more children.

It only made their naughty fetish outfits even kinkier.

“Your Majesties,” Carmelita purred in her sultry accent. She presented the crowns.

I took Clint’s. He took mine. We turned and stared at each other. I shuddered as he settled it on my blonde curls. I knew it was a cheap thing of plastic and costume jewelry, but I didn’t care. I felt so beautiful. So loved. In the last five months, Clint made sure Pam and I received more of his attention. We were his girlfriends.

I placed his crown on his head. Then he seized me. He kissed me with passion. He devoured my lips before the entire school. Cheers erupted as Issac boomed, “Your Spring Fling King and Queen!”

Out of the corner of my eyes, I was aware of blue and green balloons drifting down from the ceiling, raining across the other students. This magical moment swept me up. I clung to Clint. I shuddered against him, our mouths working together, tongues dueling and dancing together. It was so incredible to experience. To be so open with our incestuous love.

But something was missing.

“Now let’s give them space so they can have their first dance together as our king and queen!” Issac said, a low, romantic song playing. Something thudding, a voice crooning. I quivered at the sound of the classic Boys II Men playing.

Clint broke the kiss. My face burning with my blush, I floated beside him as he escorted me off the stage and down to the dance floor. A space was cleared in the center for us, the lights shining down to illuminate us.

“Clint!” I whimpered. “This is… I… I love you.”

He smiled at me as we entered the center, the music pulsing around me. I felt so alive, my body electrified. Then Clint thrust out his left hand. He was beckoning to someone in the crowd. I shuddered, blinking in confusion.

Then I understood.

Pam broke free and, tears clinging to her lush eyelashes, joined us. Clint and I took her hands, pulled her in tight. Our brother’s strong arms wrapped about the both of us. He held us to his strong chest. We rested our heads on his shoulders and rocked with him while the school watched us love each other.

Such joy flooded through me. I made the right choice. Clint and love.

I danced with my brother and my sister, the two people I loved the most in my life. My lovers. If we could marry, they would be my husband and wife. I was so glad that our school could witness our incestuous love.

We swayed, united. Balloons shifted around by our feet, nudged as other couples began to dance, Becky and Tim holding each other tight, James cradling his pregnant Jenny to him, Lee and Alicia grinning as they danced together, the Japanese twins pressing their pregnant bellies together. Such love filled our school.

Because of us. Clint created something special that night he took my virginity. The start of something that was changing everyone we knew. I was glad to still be a part of it.

As the song came to an end. Pam and I moved together. We didn’t have to coordinate this. We didn’t have to discuss it with each other. We just both moved with instinct. We kissed our brother together, our three lips meeting in love, our bodies holding each other tight.

Our time in high school was over. We were about to graduate, to face the adult world together. But we would have each other and the harem to help us overcome any new problems. We would work together to build a bright future for our family.

I loved them all so much.

The END
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I stepped out into my backyard, strings of lights running from the various sculpted plants and statues to illuminate everything. Knots of people were gathered throughout while servers in crisp, white shirts (whether they were men or women) and black slacks moved through the crowd holding trays with various horderves or drinks that ranged from flutes of champagne to mineral water to tea. I paused on the back patio to drink it in.

They were all dressed in elegant clothing, not much different from the tuxedo I wore. I felt suave as my eyes flit around, like I was James bond and not a seventeen-year-old kid. I grinned, loving the flow of men equally dressed in tuxedos like mine, black jackets and bow ties. They looked dashing as they escorted beautiful women.

So many beautiful women. California did not have any shortages in that regard. And they flocked to the rich and powerful. My father was a state senator. He crafted laws for California. The state had the largest economy of any part of the U.S., with the largest population, and the most influence. When California passed a law or regulations, other states took notice.

Other states copied.

That was power. And it came with its perks. We lived in a large house on a sprawling piece of property on the outskirts of our town. When my father threw a party, powerful businessmen, influential thinkers, generous philanthropists, the stars of Hollywood, and other politicians flocked. They were drawn like moths.

I wanted to have this power. I wanted people to come to my parties when I threw them. I hungered for it. I already had my path before me. Law school was the first step. Then land a job at a powerful firm. My mother may have chosen to establish her own practice, and she was successful at it, but I wanted the prestige of a powerful law firm. From there, I would make contacts. I would build my social contacts. I would find the same power my father was gathering.

A group of women in elegant dresses that clung to their tanned curves swept by, giggling as they chatted. My eyes lingered on them, on the sway of their rumps, the jiggle of their breasts. They were all breathtaking. My cock twitched and throbbed in my slacks.

They weren’t the only gorgeous women here. My gazed darted from the redhead in the plunging neckline pretending to laugh at Mr. Spencer, a silicon valley millionaire, telling a joke while rubbing at his bad comb over. Then I was staring at the bottle-blonde clinging to the overweight man. A famous producer who could make any promising starlet’s career. She would do so many naughty things for him in hopes of landing that chance.

Then my eyes landed on the one woman here I truly wanted.

She stood tall and blonde, a natural shade of gold. Her large breasts rose and fell, swelling the light-blue cocktail dress she wore, the neckline scooped to show a generous amount of cleavage. Expensive jewelry adorned her body, diamonds dangling from her ears, sapphires about her neck, rings glinting on her fingers. She was mature, confident, a woman in her early forties and just ripened to perfection. Her legs were toned and firm, calves shaped by her heels. She shifted her hips, turning, giving me a view of her tight rump hugged by her skirt.

I salivated for her. Hungered for her.

I wanted to fuck my mother.

And why not? This was a whole new world I lived in. My last year of school, my junior year of high school, had opened my eyes to incest. One guy, who just graduated last week, had changed everything. Clint Elliston III.

A man who had the confidence to fuck his little sister in the middle of the cafeteria, or so the rumors said, while everyone ate around him. And there was no doubt that the lolita Alicia was pregnant, her girlish figure swelling with her pregnancy as the school year drew to a close.

And she wasn’t the only pregnant woman close to Clint. His “cousin,” Lee, was also pregnant, bred by him, and so was his mother. I groaned when I realized that Clint’s mother, Cheryl Elliston, was standing by my mother, her guest since Mrs. Elliston worked for my mother, whose beauty had eclipsed Mrs. Elliston’s.

Not to say Mrs. Elliston wasn’t beautiful. Her dyed-blonde hair tumbled about her mature and lovely face, her large breasts tenting the bronze dress she wore. It wasn’t cut as tight as other dresses, but draped down her huge tits and swollen, pregnant belly. She clutched to a young man, escorting him.

Clint Elliston himself. He stood tall beside his mother, a dark-haired and handsome man. Half the girls at my high school wanted to fuck him. I suspected my sister, Maria, was one of them. He had that chiseled chin and masculine confidence that melted panties.

I wanted to be him so bad. I was glad my father insisted I go to a public school. “When you enter politics and you can say you went to public high school,” my dad would say, “that you’re no different from the people you want electing you, they’ll love you. It’s not just who you know, but how well you can convince the men that you’re the sort of guy they can have a beer with.” He’d then grinned. “And for the women, that you’re the sort of man who will make them explode. Bill Clinton carried the female vote for a reason.”

Clint had that sort of magnetism. And so did I. I had to do that to my own mom. I had to fuck her.

I had to claim my mother. There had to be a way to do it. If I could seduce my mother, then I could go so far in politics. My dick throbbed in my slacks.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I sidled up to my father, a coquettish smile on my sixteen-year-old face. My skirt swirled about my thighs, my various layers of petticoats rustling with every step. I loved petticoats. They gave such delicious shape to a skirt. Modern women eschewed them for gowns that hugged their asses like a second skin, but when you were as hot as me, you didn’t have to have such blatant advertisement.

“Hi, Daddy,” I said, fluttering my blue eyes at him, my back arched to thrust my round breasts at him. The lace neckline of my gown cupped my tits, hugging them and lifting them into teenage perfection. A perfect décolletage. My blonde hair, a shade darker than my mother’s, fell in heavy ringlets about my elfin face. My pink gown swished as my hips swayed with a schoolgirl’s coquettish delight.

“Maria, my dear,” he said, a smile crossing his face. My brother and my father looked early the same, only Sean’s hair was a lighter brown, a trace of mom in him. Dad stood tall, his hazel eyes peering at me past his bold nose. He had a tanned, chiseled chin, his shoulders broad. He looked so dashing in his suit.

Like James Bond.

My pussy melted. If I was wearing panties, they would be soaking up my juices. But I was a wicked thing. My cunny tingled and itched, a bead of my cream working down my thighs, teasing me. My skirts and petticoats rustled as my thighs rubbed together, easing the pressure on my clit.

I hugged him, holding tight to him. My nipples ached in my dress, rubbing against the silk of my gown. The tingles raced down to my pussy. They added heat to him as his left arm went around me, his right holding a flute of champagne.

I planted a kiss on his cheek, feeling the faint trace of his stubble. I wanted to lick to his ear, to nibble on his lobe, and whisper that I wasn’t wearing any panties. Just for him. I wanted to make him so hard that he’d make an excuse to vanish into the house.

Then we’d have a little rendezvous and he would take care of my burning cunny. He would fuck me so hard. I would gasp and moan, crying out my passion. I would cum so hard on his big dick—I just knew he would have a big dick—and milk all his jizz out of him.

I would show my daddy how much I loved him.

“Bill, Christina, you all remember my daughter, Maria,” Daddy said to the two men with him. “And, Vanessa, you know her, too.”

“Of course,” Vanessa purred. I glared at the harlot as she stood on Daddy’s other side in a black dress so tight she must have been poured in it. Daddy’s “secretary” was a leggy, Black girl with a massive amount of dark hair, gathered in a zigzag weave, falling about her lush face. Her skin was a rich brown, an exotic hue, her delicate cheekbones and plump lips gave her the type of beauty prized by the vultures of Hollywood.

I detested her.

I hooked my arm tight around my daddy’s and said, “Vanessa,” in as cool a voice as possible. “That’s a bold dress to wear for a woman with your figure.”

Her smile only grew with amusement. I wanted to hiss at her like a wild cat. I knew my daddy had to be fucking her. How could he not? Not only was Mom busy being a lawyer, but Vanessa was so perfectly made, those breasts stretching out that tight gown, her hips curved. She was built to be fucked.

I wanted Daddy to fuck me!

“It’s good to see you, Maria,” Bill said, the plump man’s eyes falling hungry on me. He didn’t care that I was underage, he just wanted to enjoy my body. I gripped Daddy’s arm tighter. He could look, but there was only one man that I wanted fucking me.

I endured the small talk, the men ignoring Vanessa and me as they talked about plans to make money, of course. Various government projects my father could sponsor that would enrich this or that business concern. A stream of these sort of men flowed to my father, understanding the power he wielded in the California legislature. And he was going far. Next year, he’d make his bid for the U.S. senate. The incumbent, Senator Nancy Lipton, was retiring and the Democratic National Committee wanted Daddy to run in her place.

Then Daddy would gain even more power.

I caught a glimpse of my mother drifting through the party, her pregnant paralegal, Mrs. Elliston, striding beside her. A naughty shiver ran through me. If Clint could knock up his mother and sisters, then I could have my daddy’s baby. He could breed my underage pussy.

“Senator Reenburg,” Clint said. I was shocked to see the guy who had thrown my high school into such wild delight this year here at the party. He strode up to my father with all the confidence of far more powerful, and influential, men. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Please, please, call me Will,” Daddy said with that affable ease. It was like he was saying, “I might be a politician, but I’m still one of the regular people.”

The pair shook hands, Clint’s looking strong, powerful. A tingle of lust shot through me. Outside of any incestuous relationships, Clint would be a man I would consider fucking. He always had a harem of pretty girls around him. His sisters, those Japanese twins he knocked up, even his own aunt, one of my high school’s teachers.

“You enjoying the party, son?” Daddy asked. “I bet it’s a bit different from the parties you attend.”

A naughty glint flashed in Clint’s eyes. “Sir, you’d be surprised just how different from the parties at my house.”

A tingle rippled through me. He fucked girls. Lots of girls.

“You look like a man with a question,” my father continued. “Spit it out. I’m not one for all that bullshit about beating around the bush.” He spoke like he was saying, “I’m not like those other politicians that try to fuck your daughter while picking your pocket.”

“Gay marriage,” Clint said, which had me blinked. “What are your thoughts?”

“That it was a shame that it took so long to be legalized,” my daddy said like he hadn’t opposed it once when he was much younger, shifting as the mood in California, and the rest of the nation, changed. “Everyone has the right to be happy and marry the person they love. It was wrong of the U.S. to deny them that, but now the Supreme Court has righted that wrong.”

Clint nodded, a serious look on his face. “So you must think it’s an equal travesty that bigamy isn’t legal.”

“Bigamy?” Daddy asked, confused.

“Is it any different?” Clint asked. “If three people want to marry each other, to form that bond that two people get to share, why not? They’re consenting adults. They are people who care for each other. And yet they’re denied those same rights.”

“Are you a Mormon, son?” Daddy asked, a grin on his face even while I felt the stiff tension through his body.

“He just wants to marry both his girlfriends, Daddy,” I said. Pam was a cute, Japanese beauty while Melody was a sexy blonde that officially was Clint’s first cousin, which was legal for him to marry in California. Rumor had it that Melody’s father was actual Clint’s. They were half-siblings.

It was so hot. If I couldn’t have Daddy…

Daddy arched an eyebrow. “Two girlfriends, son?” His eyes glanced at Vanessa before he took a sip of his champagne. “That’s bold.”

“But you don’t think bigamy should be legalized?”

“Well…” My daddy frowned. “It’s just…”

“If we allow two men to marry, why not a man and two women? Or a woman and two men. Even three women could marry. Or more. If they’re all consenting, what’s the big deal? Why deny people the right to marry whom they want, even if it’s multiple whoms.”

“It’ll make paperwork a nightmare,” my father muttered.

“So that’s a reason to be bigoted against people with an alternative lifestyle choice?” asked Clint. “Do you suppose homophobes thought something similar when opposing two women getting married. That they would have to change all the forms?”

“Well, no, that shouldn’t be a reason.” My daddy swallowed as he shifted. “Social movements like that don’t just happen overnight. You have to convince the population to accept it.”

“Just need people to champion it,” Clint said. “Now that the Supreme Court has declared marriage a right anyone could have, that it’s not the state to judge, what’s stopping me from marrying the two women I love?”

Only two? What about Lee and Alicia? And he had an older sister, it think. She graduated last year when I was a Freshman. That was when there were only rumors that Clint was fucking his cousin, Melody. Not before it became so… open. By the end of the school year, which just wrapped up, Clint was fucking his sisters where all could see. He had power in the school.

After Melody’s show at the pool last winter…

Now Clint fucked the other girls in his little harem whenever he wanted. He had dirt on the principal, and I swear blackmail on half the teachers.

“I plan on pushing for it,” Clint said. “My girlfriend, Pam, and I are both attending law school. You’ll see. I think, sir, it would be best to be on the right side of history. Wouldn’t you say, sir?”

“If bigamy becomes legalized, then, yes,” Daddy said, speaking his words carefully. “I have to… look into this. Formulate any policy.”

“Of course.” Clint nodded. “Thank you for the invitation. It’s a lovely party.”

Then he strode off, heading towards his pregnant mother. He’d bedded her, too. He was such a stud. I would fuck my father. My pussy was on fire. I couldn’t just cling to my daddy any longer. I was driving myself nuts. I dripped juices.

I had to take care of my aching need.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

As Clint took his mother’s arm, my dick nearly exploded in my slacks. He was so lucky that he bred her. I wanted that delight from my mother. I would slide my cock into her. I would fuck her so hard. I would make her explode on my dick. I had to seduce her.

I had to do what Clint did.

Movement caught my attention. My sister, her pink skirt swaying, the lacy hint of her petticoats peeking out the hem, swept inside the house. My dick throbbed. She was mom young and fertile, her blonde ringlets bouncing about her face, her tits thrust forward.

I drifted after her, aching to adjust my hard cock in my slacks. I slipped inside the house, leaving behind the party and moving through the cool, air conditioned house. I passed the expensive furniture mom chose. I wasn’t sure why. She hardly spent much time at the house. That was one of the reasons that made seduction difficult.

She was working. A lot. Building a large case against some company that was bad.

I didn’t care right now. My dick was hard. I needed satisfaction.

Footsteps echoed from the stairs, the click-click of heels on the wooden runners. I stalked after, my dick aching, throbbing. I reached the stairs, catching a flash of pink vanishing to the right. I hurried after, pulled along by the sounds of rustling skirts.

I found my sister on the screened veranda of my parents’ room. It looked out on the backyard, the dark metal mesh hid anyone in here while allowing them to stare down at the party unobserved. She swayed her hips, face pressed against them.

“Wet pussy, huh?” I asked, sauntering to Maria.

She nodded her head. “I’m not wearing any panties, Sean, so it feels extra naughty.”

“Dad turned you on that much you just had to slip away for some satisfaction?”

“And you’re not pitching a massive tent in your slacks because of Mom?” Maria asked. She turned her head slightly, her ringlets swaying.

I moved up behind her, my dick aching, throbbing, pounding. Thanks to Clint and his sisters’ antics, every brother at our high school experienced the treats of their sisters’ pussies. Maria was no different. She gave herself up to me, the pair of us satiating our desires for our parents in each other.

Don’t get me wrong, Maria was a wonderful girl. If it wasn’t for Mom, I would be happy with her. She was sexy. I grabbed her skirt, pinching through the fabric to seize her petticoats, too. I dragged them up her tanned, lithe legs, exposing more and more of her flesh.

I grinned as her legs swept into the firm curve of her tush. Between her thighs, I caught a glimpse of her shaved flesh. Her juices beaded her nethers and slicked her thighs. A sweet musk filled my nose. I breathed in deeply, loved it.

“Are you going to take care of my hot cunny, Sean?” my little sister whimpered.

I licked my lips. “What are brothers for?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I giggled at those words, feeling Sean’s eyes on my ass. My brother was so sexy. If it wasn’t for Daddy, I’d let Sean breed me. I would stop taking the pill so his seed could find root in my womb. I wanted to bear one of the men in my family a child.

Just Daddy was sexier than Sean. He was a man. Sean was… getting there.

Sean’s hand grabbed my left butt-cheek. He squeezed and kneaded it, working his fingers into my flesh and making me shudder. The strength of his touch melted through me to my juicy pussy. I bit my lip and whimpered as a wave of heat surged out of me. This wondrous delight rippled through my pussy. My cunt clenched.

“You got such a cute ass, sis,” Sean groaned, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Damn, you got all of Mom’s best parts.”

“Not her tits,” I sighed, staring down at my nice, round breasts. They weren’t as big. Maybe if I was bred by Daddy…

“Mmm, but your ass… And your pussy.”

“You don’t know what Mom’s pussy is like,” I said as he groped my right butt-cheek now, both his hands squeezing and kneading me. I shifted my thighs apart as I heard him lower himself down. I stared down at the crowd, eyes searching.

I groaned as his face slid up my thighs. His breath caressed the shaved folds of my pussy as I found Daddy. I groaned, staring at that handsome man as my brother’s lips nuzzled into my shaved vulva.

His tongue flicked through my folds. That wonderful, incestuous delight rushed through me. I shuddered, wiggling my hips from side to side as my brother’s tongue flicked out through me again and again.

“Mmm, you taste amazing, sis,” he groaned, his fingers digging into my rump.

“Hoping mom tastes just as good?” I asked, my body buzzing and tingling from his touch, eager for more bliss to surge through me.

“Yes,” he groaned. “I bet she does, too. Just as yummy as you.”

“I hope so,” I groaned then gasped as he licked me again.

After half a school year of eating my pussy, my brother knew what he was doing down there. His tongue licked and lapped up and down my vulva, teasing the plump, outer lips and ignoring my slit and inner petals.

My pussy grew hotter. The molten liquid brimming in my core flowed into his hungry mouth. I gripped the screen, staring down at the party and all those people oblivious to the naughty things my brother was doing to me.

Daddy was oblivious.

I whimpered, my eyes so hot as I stared out the window at him. My hips wiggled from side to side, smearing my cunt across my brother’s hungry mouth. He licked and lapped with such passion. He stroked his tongue through my folds. Teasing me. I quivered, my cunt on fire. My juices flowed and dribbled out of me.

Right into his hungry mouth. His swiping tongue.

“Sean!” I whimpered. “Mmm, every girl needs a big brother as loving as you!”

“Having a little sister with a hot cunt is one delicious perk,” he said and then licked again.

I giggled at his pun then gasped as his tongue slid into my slit, parting my folds, teasing my sensitive flesh. Pleasure surged through me. My hips wiggled from side to side, my ass flexing beneath his kneading fingers.

“Makes up for how much of a brat you were,” he added.

“Brat?” I groaned. “You were the bully. Never being nice to me but now… Oh, now, you’re making up for all the times you stole my Barbie Dolls so your G.I. Joes could rescue them.” His tongue brushed my clit, sparks flying through my pussy. “Yes, yes, you’re definitely making up for it. Oh, brother, yes, yes! That’s nice. Mmm, keep digging that tongue through me. Ooh, yes, yes, you’re driving me wild. Oh, damn, why are you so good at that.”

“You taste amazing, that’s why!” he groaned. His tongue fluttered against my clit.

“Oh, damn, where did you learn that?” I gasped, my eyes rolling back in my head.

“Saw Clint eat Melody out once,” he answered.

His tongue drummed against my little clit. My bud drank it in. The pleasure flowed through me in hot waves. It surged rapture through my body every time he struck me. Like ripples on a pond, he sent so much ecstasy through me.

My pussy grew hotter.

I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut for a moment. My pussy clenched, aching to be penetrated. His tongue swirled around my clit. Then his lips latched on, his nose nuzzling at my shaved snatch. He nursed and loved it. Pleasure flowed through me.

“Oh, Sean, yes!” I moaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. “Oh, wow, that’s nice. Mmm, I like that. Don’t stop what you’re doing, Sean! Ooh, yes, yes! That’s amazing. Keep fluttering your tongue through my folds. Keep stirring me up and…

“Sean!”

He sucked so hard my pussy almost came right then and there. I groaned, pressing my forehead against the metal grill. The wrought iron cooled my feverish flesh. He licked and lapped with such skill. My nipples throbbed in my gown as my eyes found Daddy. He talked to more men while that hussy, Vanessa, hovered nearby. Ready to please him.

I wanted to please him.

My brother’s tongue darted through the folds of my pussy. He found my aching hole and plunged into it. I groaned as his tongue sank to the hilt in me, reaching as deep as he could. His mouth pressed against my hot nether lips while his tongue swirled through me. He stirred me up.

“Yes!” I groaned as such delight rippled through my body. “Sean, yes, yes! I’m going to cum so hard on your mouth. I’m going to shower you in such juices.”

His tongue withdrew. “Good!”

He thrust it back into me.

Sean fucked his tongue in and out of me, giving me a preview of his hard cock. I couldn’t wait to be fucked. Until then, I clung to the grill, staring at Daddy, wishing it was him eating me. I just knew he would be even better. He had years of practice.

Sean’s fingers kneaded my rump, digging into my hot flesh while his tongue fluttered through my pussy folds. My brother parted my butt-cheeks. Incestuous delight rippled through me as his chin nudged my clit.

My brother was so good at that and…

“Ooh, yes, I like where you’re going with your fingers,” I moaned, his digits creeping into my butt-crack. “Finger my naughty asshole.”

Sean had broken in all my holes. My mouth when I gave my first blowjob beneath the bleachers of our high school’s gym. My pussy lying on our parents bed at a party they threw last March. And my asshole he claimed after his swim team won their championship in May.

I let him grease up his dick and plunder that hole. I loved it. I wished I hadn’t held back so much. It was almost as good as his cock churning up my pussy. So I didn’t have a problem with his fingers stroking down my butt-crack to find my sphincter.

I welcomed it.

“Finger my ass, brother!” I moaned, my hands gripping the grill so tight. It rattled as I quivered, my pleasure building and building. “Jam two of those digits into my butt!”

He moaned into my pussy, tongue still probing my depths. His fingers pressed on my sphincter. My naughty anal ring didn’t hold out for long. It surrendered to his digits pushing and wiggling. I gasped as two of his digits popped into my rectum.

My asshole clamped down on them. Velvety delight rippled through my flesh as he pumped them in and out of me. He drove them deep into my asshole. My pussy drank in the friction, the heat pouring into my cunt and swelling my orgasm faster and faster.

“Yes, yes, finger my asshole and eat my pussy, brother!” I moaned, the incestuous bliss swelling in me. It wouldn’t be long now.

My eyes locked on Daddy. They grew watery as I refused to blink. A moan built in the back of my throat, my orgasm coming closer and closer. My brother’s fingers plunged in and out of my asshole. His other hand suddenly abandoned my butt-cheeks to reach around my waist and caress my pubic mound. He slid down my shaved pubic.

His thumb found my clit. He rubbed it, massaged it. My pussy clamped down on his probing tongue. Bliss shot through me. A hot rapture that had me trembling and groaning. I whimpered as the heat slammed through my body. My eyes fluttered as it burned through me. This hot passion built and built, driving me towards such a powerful explosion.

“Sean!” I groaned. “Oh, yes, brother! I’m so close!”

“Good,” he moaned into my cunt, rubbing my clit faster and faster. His thumb put such a wicked amount of pressure on it. “Shower me with your juices, sis!”

His fingers jammed deep into my asshole. I gasped, my pussy coming to a boil. His tongue probed into it, caressing my silky depths. My clit throbbed against his thumb. It all swept through me. My eyes bore down on Daddy.

“Sean, yes!” I screamed as my orgasm shot through me.

The metal girl rattled as I came hard. My pussy convulsed around Sean’s tongue. My asshole writhed about his thrusting fingers. He fucked them in and out of my rectum as my climax shot hot through me.

Pussy juices gushed out of my cunt while the rapture washed into my mind. Stars burst across my vision as the incestuous bliss buzzed through my veins. Sean growled, lapping up my juices, his tongue caressing my sensitive labia. He kept massaging my clit.

“Oh, Sean, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, wow, that’s good. What you’re doing to me. Oh, yes, yes! I love it. This is so incredible. Don’t stop. Keep making me cum.”

Another orgasm burst through me, exploding from my throbbing clit. More juices gushed into his hungry mouth. The ecstasy swept through me. My body swayed. My breasts strained the bodice of my dress. My skirts rustled as I convulsed.

My asshole drank in the hot plunges of his fingers, feeding the bliss bursting over and over in my cunt. I moaned, my fingers digging into the metal. It bit into my digits. I loved it. This was amazing. My brother was amazing.

“Sean, Sean, you have to fuck me!” I moaned. “You have to pound me! Cum in me! I need it! My naughty pussy needs your cock.”

And yours, Daddy, I added in my mind, staring at the hunk as he talked to a millionaire and his trophy wife, her fake tits almost falling out of her dress.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

My sister’s sweet pussy juices coated my lips. I considered eating her pussy practice for my seduction of Mom. I would need to use all my skills to please that beautiful, busty, mature woman. I would love the snatch that birthed me into this world. I would drink down all her incestuous juices.

I would make my mother explode.

I ripped my fingers from my little sister’s asshole and unzipped my tuxedo’s fly. In moments, I had my dick out, thrusting hard before me. My slacks fell down to my ankles, my boxers bunched low. The tails of my dress shirt rubbed on my ass.

My hands slid up my sister’s pink dress to her bodice. She gasped and wiggled, her skirt and petticoats still bunched around her. The fingers of my right hand were still burning from being in her asshole while my left thumb was coated in her passion. I squeezed her tits through her blouse as I pressed my cock into her rump.

“Mmm, just slide into me, brother, and give me more of those wonderful orgasms,” she purred as I rested my chin on her shoulder, her golden ringlets caressing my right cheek.

I squeezed her breasts. “Does your naughty, little cunny need my big dick sliding into you?”

“So much!” she groaned, her hips wiggling, rubbing her taut ass into my cock. My dick’s tip throbbed. “I need my big brother’s cock plunging into me over and over. Fuck me like Clint fucks Melody or Alicia.”

“But not Lee?” I asked, pinching her nipples through her bodice. They were so hard, pressing on the silk.

“I’m not your sex slave,” she whimpered. “I’m your lover.”

I twisted her nipples hard, my gaze finding my mom. From above, I could see down her bodice, her breasts so large. They would feel so soft in my hands. They would fill my grip far more than my sister’s lush tits.

“Yes, you are, sis,” I groaned. “My naughty lover. I’m going to fuck you so hard.”

“Then do it!” she whimpered. “I need more. I need a man in me.”

“I thought you wanted Dad in you,” I said, salivating over Mom as I ground against my sister’s rump. She had a firm, tight, teenage tush. Mom’s would be… plumper. Curvier. She had a woman’s figure.

“I want you both in me!” she moaned. “Lucky for you, you’re here, so slide into my cunt and fuck me! Cum in me!”

“Such a tempting offer,” I groaned.

Movement caught my attention. Clint led his pregnant mother away from my mom. I found myself following them, Mrs. Elliston moving at that swaying gait of a woman nine months pregnant. She gripped her belly, their incestuous child in there.

“Clint bred himself a new brother or sister,” I groaned, squeezing my little sister’s tits through her bodice.

“And some nieces or nephews,” sighed my sister. “Do you think when his daughters are old enough, he’ll fuck them.”

“Yes,” I groaned, my dick aching. My hands pulled down on my sister’s bodice. Her tits spilled out into my hands. I groaned, gripping and kneading them as I watched Clint lead his mother into a secluded alcove in the bushes, a place the party goers couldn’t see them.

But I could.

“He would definitely do that,” I groaned, picturing my own sexy daughter/sister I bred with mom. I raise her and then deflower her like I took Maria’s cherry. “He would make her cum so hard. Like I did for you.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “And you need to make me cum hard! Slide that cock in me! Stop teasing me, brother! My pussy’s so wet and juicy. You know you want to be in my cunny. I’m not Mom, but I’ll make you explode.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, transfixed as Clint unzipped his slacks. He pulled out his cock with such bold confidence. His pregnant mother sank to her knees without objecting. He had such mastery over her. She nuzzled her mouth into the tip of his cock and engulfed it.

Clint threw back his head. I couldn’t hear his moans over the sounds of the party, but I knew he was enjoying his mother’s mouth sliding up and down his cock, her lips sealed tight. She would give him such pleasure.

“Fuck me, Sean!” hissed my sister. Her hand shot back between our bodies and grabbed my shaft. “Stop being a dick and fuck me!”

“That’s one way to be a dick,” I told her, squeezing and kneading her round breasts. They felt warm and silky in my hands, soft yet so firm. My fingers brushed her areolas as she shuddered. “Guide me into your cunt, and I’ll fuck you.”

I couldn’t look away from Mrs. Elliston’s dress swaying about her pregnant body as she blew her son. She knelt there, dyed-blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders as she gave him such bliss. My sister guided me to her pussy, sliding my cock’s tip down her rump to her taint and finally to her pussy.

She pressed me right against her cunt’s entrance and backed onto me, whimpering as her incestuous flesh sank over the first inch of my cock. I groaned, eyes locked on Clint. He seized a handful of his mother’s hair and thrust hard into her mouth.

“Damn,” I groaned, ramming into my sister’s cunt as I watched Clint fuck his mother’s mouth hard. He used her. “That’s hot.”

“I know,” Maria whimpered, her pussy clenching around my dick. “Ooh, yes, yes, I love your cock being in me. We came from the same womb! Daddy started us both in Mom! This is so hot. So wrong. I love it!”

“Yes!” I growled, thrusting hard into my sister’s snatch.

Her hot flesh engulfed my cock. She held me in her silky grip. She massaged me, teased me. She drove me wild as I thrust hard into her. The friction burned around the tip of my cock. My fingers dug into her breasts, gripping them and enjoying their plumpness as I pounded her.

My sixteen-year-old sister whimpered. Her hips wiggled from side to side. My dress shirt’s tails swayed behind me as I fucked her hard. My boxers worked down my legs while my balls smacked into her flesh.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, watching Clint fuck his mother’s mouth. He thrust his cock into her gullet with ease. “Take it all! Such a whore!”

“I am!” my sister moaned, thinking I was talking to her. “Oh, yes, Sean, churn up my pussy! I love your cock in me!”

I pinched her nipples. Her cunt squeezed hard around my thrusting cock. My crotch smacked into her rump as I fucked her against the grill. The wrought iron rattled and groaned as I pressed her up against it. Clint fucked his mother’s mouth hard. His balls had to be smacking her chin.

It was so hot. I wanted to do that to my mother. I wanted to fuck her, breed her. Just like I wanted to breed my sister. I pinched her nipples hard. I squeezed them, twisted them. I twerked them while she whimpered and moaned.

Her pussy swelled hotter, juicier, about my cock. The silky friction massaged the tip. The ache swelled and swelled. I groaned, pressing my face into her golden ringlets. I found her neck, sucking at it. She felt so good. I couldn’t focus on Clint now.

Not when I was plundering my sister’s delicious cunt.

“Damn, Maria!” I moaned, the incestuous ache building and building at the tip of my cock. “Keep massaging my cock. I’m going to cum so hard into you!”

“Just keep fucking me!” she moaned. Her pussy squeezed around me. “Oh, yes, yes, just keep plowing that amazing dick into me. A delicious heat swept through me. My eyes squeezed shut. My balls brimmed with my jizz.

Every thrust brought me closer and closer to that explosion. Her cunt gripped me. She squeezed down on me. Her head arched. The grill rattled. I slammed hard into her, crotch smacking on her rump, nutsack slapping into her clit.

“Sean!” she gasped. “Oh, Sean, I’m… I’m. Yes!”

My sister came on my dick.

That amazing moment swept over me. I groaned, closing my eyes as the rapture writhed around my cock. I plunged hard and fast into her convulsing depths. Her flesh massaged me, teased me with her silky delight.

The ache swelled to its limit at the tip of my cock.

“Shit!” I grunted.

“Cum in me, Sean!” she moaned. “Flood me! Flood your little sister with all that jizz! I want it dripping out of me when I return to the party!”

“You’re so wild!” I groaned, my fingers twisting her nipples hard, my balls brimming with cum. “Fuck!”

“I am!” she moaned, bucking back into me, her pussy sucking at my dick. “Just fire into me! Give me your jizz!”

I buried to the hilt in her. My cum erupted into her writhing cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she howled, her pussy spasming harder.

Incestuous bliss shot through me. Hot jizz spurted into my sister’s writhing pussy. Her flesh milked my cock as I trembled, buried to the hilt into her pussy. I squeezed her tits, stars exploding across my vision. Ecstasy slammed into my mind.

Every eruption was amazing. I wanted this to last forever. I clutched at the rapture. But her pussy drained me dry. My final spurt shot into her, leaving me panting, groaning. I clutched her, blinking. The world swam drunkenly for a moment.

Then my vision sharpened onto my sexy mother. I had to seduce her. I needed to and…

An idea popped into my head.

“God, I want Daddy to fuck me like that,” moaned my sister. “It would be so incredible. I’m going for it. I’m his intern all summer long. I’ll show him I’m better than that hussy, Vanessa.”

“Yeah, he should keep it in the family,” I panted, rubbing her nipples. “I bet I can seduce Mom faster than you can seduce Dad.”

I said it off-hand, but my sister’s pussy tightened about my cock. She snorted. “Yeah, right. I’m a girl. It’ll be so hard for you to seduce Mom. I just have to flash Daddy some tits and ass, and he’ll be putty in my hands.”

“Really?” I asked, my idea percolating.

“I’ll even give you a weeks head start,” she said. “Since you’re starting your summer working at Mom’s law office next week and Daddy’s still on vacation until after that. I won’t go near him until I’m working with him in Sacramento.”

“Deal,” I groaned. “What do I get if I win?”

“Bragging rights,” she said, squirming in me.

“That’s not good enough.” My dick, going soft in her pussy, twitched. “I want to breed you. I know you want Dad to do it, but I want you and Mom bred with both my babies at the same time. After that, you can have Daddy’s kid.”

“Fine,” she said. “Then I get your car!” Dad gave me a supercharged Chevrolet Corvette for my seventeenth birthday back in March.

“Deal!”

“This is such a sucker’s bet,” she giggled, her pussy clenching around my dick. “You’re never going to fuck Mom. She spends all her time working. I bet her cooch is as dry as Death Valley.”

“We’ll see,” I grinned, my eyes flicking to Mrs. Elliston turning around on her hands and knees, Clint falling down behind her, eager to fuck his pregnant mom. “We shall see, sis.”

To be continued…
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Maria Reenburg

I woke up with energy the next day, eager for the bet with my brother before I realized I had to wait a week. A week before I could start seducing dad. I just had to give my brother a head start. I was being charitable. After all, I was a cute, sexy sixteen-year-old temptress. When I went to work for my daddy’s political office over this summer break, I would get his dick in me in a flash.

How could he deny me?

My brother, however, was starting his work at our mother’s law office today. We made a bet to see which of us could seduce a parent first. I wanted Daddy in me, and Sean wanted to be in Mom. It was so naughty. If I won, my brother would have to give me his expensive car that Dad bought him.

If he won, I’d have to have his baby before I could let Daddy breed me. And I wanted Daddy to breed me! He was sexy. My brother but older. I mean, I liked fucking my brother. It was fun, but… Daddy was a man!

Feeling naughty as I bounded out of bed, a wicked idea popped into my head.

I darted to my dresser, my naked breasts bouncing and heaving. My blonde hair swayed about me. I yanked open a drawer. I dug around in there and found a pair of yoga pants. I jammed my legs into the stretchy, gray material. It slid up my teenage thighs. I glanced at myself in the mirror, my round breasts jiggling. My nipples pink and hard. I was half-bent over, my cute, firm tush looking so nice and round as I rolled up the yoga pants.

Then the pants swept over my rump. It hugged my butt-cheek like a second skin. The stretchy material melted into my crack. It hugged my shaved pussy. My vulva was plump and on display, a yummy camel toe. I couldn’t seduce my daddy today, but I could do my morning yoga.

And if he watched… Got ideas…

I grabbed a sports bra next and wiggled into it, cupping my round tits. I adjusted the dark-purple bra, shifting it, my blonde hair swaying as my tits looked just so delicious in it, my body sleek and beautiful. I nodded at my reflection, my blue eyes shiny with desire.

I. Looked. Hot.

Lastly, I grabbed a purple scrunchy and tied back my blonde hair into a cute ponytail, the perfect way to compliment my outfit. I smiled, my bare toes wiggling in my carpet. Then I darted out of my bedroom, eager to get my work out on.

I rushed downstairs, my bare feet slapping. My daddy wasn’t a man to sleep in. When he was home, he would watch the various cable news channels to start the day while reading his newspapers. He was a state senator for California, but he had plans to go higher. To Washington D.C. and dominate there.

It was so sexy.

My brother was coming out of the dining room dressed in a suit and…

I blinked at my brother. He looked… handsome in his suit. It was a soft gray blazer and slacks, his tie a dark red that fell over his white shirt. His blonde hair was slicked back, his face chiseled. For a moment, he looked like daddy and a wave of heat washed through me, a tingle forming in my pussy.

He looked too handsome. I bit my lip, my eyes flicking up and down him.

“You’re wearing that to work at Mom’s law office?” I gasped.

“Of course,” he said. “It’s a law office. You expect me to wear a yoga outfit.” His eyes flicked up and down my body, a suspicious look on his face. “Why are you wearing that?”

“D’oh, yoga,” I said. “I do it every morning.”

“Right,” he said, shifting. “I’ve seen you do it sooooooo many times.”

“Not my fault you missed out on perving on my fine, young body,” I said, a strange worry swirling through the growing lust in me. He looked not just handsome but… hot. Damned sexy. What if he seduced Mom before I was allowed to seduce Daddy? He had a free week to get her before I could allow Daddy to slide his cock in me.

And Daddy would. Next Monday.

I had to do something. The way he looked at me. That bugle formed in his pants. My seventeen-year-old brother was ogling me. I licked my lips and smiled. An idea popped into my head. I had to do something about his mojo.

“Do you like my yoga outfit?” I asked, sauntering to him. His eyes felt so hot ravishing my body. My nipples poked hard against my sports bra. My hips swayed and wiggled as I came closer and closer to him. My toes wiggled and flexed in the carpet as I stopped before him. “Huh, Sean?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice hoarse. “It’s great, Maria.”

“What do you like most?” I asked. “Seeing my nipples poking against the material? How cute my flat, toned stomach is? Or maybe…” I grabbed his hand and pressed it against my pubic mound, letting him feel the heat bleeding through. “You like that hot, sexy cameltoe outlined by the stretchy material.”

“What are you doing?” he groaned, rubbing at my hot pussy.

My hand rubbed at his crotch, squeezing him. “I need my breakfast. I’m on a protein diet and…” I groped his cock again, feeling it throb. “Care to help me out, bro?”

“You know semen has sugars in it,” groaned my brother as my hand stroked up him.

“I like sugars,” I purred. “But I also love something salty.” I arched an eyebrow. “Do you have time to let me suck you off before you go?”

“Fuck,” he groaned, looking over his shoulder. Our mother was in the kitchen. “Maybe. Yes.”

I grinned. This would be so easy to seduce Daddy. My brother was putty in my hand. Once I drained his cock, he’d lose some of his mojo. It would make it harder for him to seduce mom with his balls drained.

My pussy clenched as he rubbed me through my yoga pants, my juices flowing, soaking the gray material. I would drain every drop from him.

I pulled him towards the sitting room. It was a formal room, decorated by our mother and off-limits most of the time. Especially when we were younger. I bit my lower lip as I pulled my brother to it by gripping his cock through his slacks. He throbbed in my grip, his shaft hard and aching. It was such a naughty treat I’d get to enjoy.

We slipped into the sitting room. It was dark in here, the curtains pulled tight to keep the sun from harming Mom’s antique furniture. The smell of sweet potpourri filled the air, tickling my nose. I pulled my brother to the side, past a marble tabletop, and to a china hutch. I sank to my knees by it and licked my lips.

I stared up at my brother as my fingers unfastened his slacks. I loved kneeling before my brother. I couldn’t wait to do this for daddy. His zipper rasped as he stared down at me with such lust, his blue eyes burning.

“Mmm, your suit fits you well, bro,” I said. “You’re a sexy guy.”

“It’s why you like sucking on my dick,” he said, grinning. That cocky confidence. He couldn’t have that with Mom. I should be insulting him, but…

Damn, he was sexy this morning.

I ripped down his blue-striped boxers next. His cock popped out. My pussy clenched. The only dick I’d ever enjoyed. He filled my pussy to the hilt. I loved it when my brother fucked me. I was so glad Clint and his sisters got wild at our high school. That he’d opened my eyes to the joys of incest.

“Fuck!” my brother groaned when I engulfed his dick. My lips slid over his cock. I sucked on him, my head bobbing fast. “You are just greedy for it this morning.”

I was. This was so hot. I wanted to masturbate, but it felt even naughtier letting my pussy just soak my yoga bottoms. The stretchy material clung to my pussy lips. My hips wiggled from side to side. My eyes squeezed shut, my heart hammering in my chest.

I moaned as I worked my mouth up and down his dick. My cheeks hollowed. His precum coated my tongue. My eyes squeezed shut. My hips wiggled from side to side. My juicy cunt grew hotter and hotter. This wondrous delight leaked out of me.

It was incredible to feel my pussy growing hotter. I felt so naughty. So, wanton. I was blowing my brother with my parents in the house. I could hear the TV in the living room. Daddy was so close. He could find me, see just how wanton I was. He’d wish he was in my brother’s place. Mom moved in the kitchen, getting ready to go.

“Come on, you naughty slut,” my brother groaned, his hand seizing my blonde ponytail. He thrust his cock forward. “Make me cum. I’m going to give you such a big breakfast. That’s what a little, slutty sister craves.

“Her big brother’s jizz.”

I did. I sucked so hard. My right hand stroked the base of his cock now, fisting it as he fucked my mouth. My left cradled his balls, full of his cum. My body burned as the delight swelled in me. I rubbed my thighs together, my stretchy yoga pants whisking together. They hugged my ass. My breasts jiggled in my sports bra.

I sucked harder. I loved this amazing dick. I pleased it with all my might. I stopped bobbing my head, letting him just fuck my mouth. My tongue danced over his cock as it plunged over and over past my lips, brushing the back of my throat.

“Fuck!” grunted my brother. “Maria, goddamn, you have a hot mouth. I love fucking it. Mmm, I’m going to spurt my jizz into your mouth. I’m gonna give you what you want.”

I whimpered about his cock.

Drool ran down my chin as my sucking and slurping grew louder. I massaged his balls. They were heavy with jizz. They were brimming with that seed. I wanted it. Craved it. My eyes squeezed shut as his nuts twitched in my hand.

Then he let out a grunt. His cock slammed to the back of my throat. His handsome face twisted in bliss. His cum spurted into my mouth. Hot jizz spilled over my tongue. It splashed across the back of my throat. It was amazing. So thick and creamy.

I swallowed.

I gulped his cum down as it fired into me. His balls twitched every time. He groaned, his face twisted into this wonderful expression of bliss. I sucked hard, drawing out his cum. My pussy clenched as his jizz warmed down to my belly.

He felt so wonderful in me. I shuddered, my hips wiggling from side to side. My yoga pants clung to my shaved pussy lips. I felt so juicy down there. It was so wonderful. My brother’s hand relaxed on my ponytail as the last spurt of cum fired into me.

My eyes fluttered as he panted, saying, “Damn, Maria. That was great.”

I popped my mouth off his dick, panting. I opened my mouth to say something when Mom shouted, “Let’s go, Sean!”

“Fuck!” my brother groaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

Panting, I scrambled to put my cock away while my sister knelt before me, saliva and some of my jizz staining her chin. Her blue eyes were glazed. She looked so sexy. A teenage temptress, her blonde hair swaying behind her in that cute ponytail, those round breasts jiggling, nipples hard and begging to be played with.

I shoved my cock back into my boxers. I pulled up my slacks in a hurry. I shoved my shirt into my pants, tucking it in fast as Maria rose. Her crotch was soaked with her juices, making her cameltoe more pronounced. Her sweet musk filled my nose.

I wanted to eat her out now but…

Why did she want to blow me? I felt so… drained now. Flushed and panting. I didn’t have that confidence I had when I put on the suit. Flustered, I darted out of the room before Mom found us. I felt sweaty now. My tie didn’t feel perfect. My clothing felt rumpled.

Was she trying to sabotage me? Was she trying to drain my lusts so I didn’t have that hungry drive to seduce our mother?

That little slut. Of course she was.

Mom entered the foyer a moment later, her heels clicking, drawing my eyes to her calves clad in her beige pantyhose. It was such a delight to see. My eyes followed up her legs to her dark-gray pencil skirt. It stretched over her thighs and hugged her curves. She was such a sexy woman. She could make a corpse rise from the dead to worship her. My eyes kept climbing, a mauve blouse with a scoop neckline to show off her large tits, a dark blazer over it. She had a pearl necklace around her neck, almost hugging her tight like a choker.

My soft dick twitched. I wanted to give her my own pearl necklace.

She was a beautiful MILF, her blonde hair feathered and falling in lush waves around her gorgeous face. She was Maria matured to perfection. Her tits were so large. My mom was built like a brick house, as they say. She kept herself in shape. I wished she was in yoga pants right now.

“You ready to go?” she asked, glancing down into her open purse as she walked up to me, hardly noticing me.

“Yeah,” I said.

She looked up and smiled at me. “You are looking handsome, Sean. Just like your dad.” She adjusted my tie then smoothed a lock of hair off my forehead. She frowned. “Were you running around the house?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Maria was teasing me.”

Mom rolled her eyes. “That girl… I hope she doesn’t drive your father wild working at his office.”

“Me, too,” I said. At least not until I’d driven Mom wild at hers.

“Well, let’s go,” she said, smiling at me, a soft perfume floating around her, light and airy.

I opened the front door and said, “You look great today, Mom.”

“Oh, thanks,” she said, her ruby lips spreading in a smile. “That’s so sweet of you to notice.”

Oh, I’d noticed. “The pearl necklace looks great on you.”

“Oh, your dad bought it for me,” she said, stroking the strands.

I winced. I couldn’t have that. I didn’t need her thinking of Dad, only me. I had to be more careful. I swallowed as I followed her to her car, a dark-blue Lexus. I didn’t know how to seduce my mom. She wasn’t a girl at my high school. She wasn’t my horny sister.

She was a mature woman. My mother. She didn’t think anything of incest. I had the vague idea compliments were the way to go, but I didn’t know more than that.

As I sat beside her on the drive to her law office, I strained myself for ways to compliment her more that didn’t sound pervy. I mean, I couldn’t say that blouse showed off her lush tits to perfection, or that her pantyhose clung to her calves and gave them such a lovely shape.

I kept staring at her legs as we drove, squirming in the seat. I needed help to seduce her. I had to come up with a plan. I had a week head start, but was that enough? With Maria wearing that naughty yoga outfit and prancing before Dad…

She was skirting a line, priming him. I didn’t want to give up my car. I wanted to breed my sister. My mom. I wanted them both pregnant at the same time. It would be so hot. Our family could change into something awesome.

I just needed to seduce my mom.

We reached her law office. It wasn’t a big firm, but it was in a nice building in down town. The June day was already growing hot. I climbed out of the car, glancing at the building. My secret weapon was in there. I grinned, eager to unleash it.

“You ready, bud?” Mom asked as she climbed out. “I’m going to work you. You want to be a lawyer, well, I’m going to get you ready. Research, research, research.”

“I’m ready, Mom,” I said.

“Good.” She flashed me a motherly smile that felt so… naughty with the thoughts bursting in my mind.

We rode the elevator up to the third floor. Her office was already unlocked, her name printed on the frosted glass in gold letters: “Elisabet Reenburg, Attorney at Law.” I opened the door, ushering her in with a bow. Then I ogled her tight rump as she swayed in, her perfume filling my nose.

Damn, she smelled good.

I followed her in and shut the door behind me. Stepping out of a small conference room was the pregnant Cheryl Elliston. I grinned at the MILF, her body glowing. She was so round. Her breasts bounced and jiggled. Her breasts filled out that low-cut blouse of hers, a hint of her lacy bra cupping them. She smiled at me, her bleached-blonde hair tumbling about her face.

“Well, he did show up,” Mrs. Elliston said. “And looking so handsome.”

“He’s growing up into a man,” Mom said.

I straightened up at her words. I was a man. I would show her.

A knowing glint appeared in Mrs. Elliston’s dark eyes, her smile growing… naughty.

“Well, get him helping on your research,” my mom said as she strode past towards her office. “I need to get to work on the Miller brief.”

“All the materials are uploaded to Dropbox,” Mrs. Elliston said. “I found something that I think you’ll like.”

My mom nodded. “A good paralegal is worth her weight in gold.”

“I get that,” I said.

Her office door closed behind her.

“So…” Mrs. Elliston said. “Got it hot for your mom?”

I nodded my head, glancing at her. “You’re going to help me. Mentor me.” I gave her a grin. “You’re here to show me the ropes, right?”

She laughed and took my arm. “Let’s talk.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I sauntered into the living room. CNN was on one TV, Fox news was muted on the other. Dad was reading his paper. He had two more sitting by his chair already folded and read. I stopped before him, my yoga pants still soaked with my excitement at blowing my brother, clinging to my juicy pussy.

The flavor of Sean’s salty cum lingered in my mouth.

“Morning, Daddy!” I said brightly.

Daddy’s face appeared as he lowered the paper. He was a dark-haired version of my brother. Hazel eyes instead of blue, but the same chiseled chin. Only he didn’t have that boyish look about him. He had the look of a man. All hard lines, age giving him more of a weathered look. He didn’t have that soft look of other politicians.

He liked to maintain his blue collar cred, as he put it. It was why my brother and I went to public school and not private.

“I’m going to do my yoga,” I said. “Is that okay, Daddy?”

“Oh, sure,” he said, his eyes flicking up and down me. The paper rustled as he lowered it more. “That’s quite the… outfit.”

“Oh, this?” I asked, shrugging. “Just something I threw on. Do you like it?”

“It’s… daring,” he said as I turned around and faced the TV, letting him stare at my rump clad in it.

“Really?” I asked, bending over and reaching for my toes. My ponytail fell past my head. I could feel him looking at me, the cloth stretched over my pussy. There would still be a wet spot from my excitement. It clung to my flesh.

I might as well be naked.

“It’s just yoga pants,” I continued. “Every woman wears yoga pants.”

“Uh-huh,” he said.

My stomach burned from holding the stretch, my body almost folded in half. My breasts rubbed against my thighs, nipples tingling. My fingers caressed my bare toes.

Then I straightened and lunged my leg forward, stretching out my legs. I stretched my arms up, my breasts jiggling. His chair creaked. His paper rustled. He was ogling me. It wasn’t a seduction. I was just doing my morning yoga.

If Daddy happened to get turned on and start thinking about me in a certain way, well… That wasn’t breaking the rules.

I couldn’t help it if Daddy found me hot.

I launched into my yoga, moving through my poses, feeling my daddy’s hot eyes on me. He shifted, the news fading from my attention as I went through every naughty pose I could. I showed off my body. I shook my ass. My jiggles twitched. I let him see all my curves and delights. He had to be getting excited. He had to be thinking of me in naughty ways and—

The doorbell rang.

“Could you get that, Maria,” Daddy said.

“I…” I frowned. I was just in the middle of my routine. My body had that wonderful gleam of sweat on it, making my skin glisten. I felt so healthy and hot and…

The doorbell rang again.

“Please, Maria,” Daddy said, his newspaper rustling.

“Fine,” I muttered and stomped off, my ponytail bouncing behind me. My tits jiggled. I put a wiggle to my hips, hoping he watched. “Stupid doorbell,” I hissed beneath my breath. “Ruining all my fun. I was there. He was getting so hard.”

I reached the door, wrenched it open, groaned. “What are you doing here?”

Vanessa, my father’s “secretary,” arched her eyebrows. The leggy Black girl, her fake titties swelling the tank top she wore, gave me an interesting smile. I knew my dad paid for those tits. I don’t know why Mom put up with Daddy fucking this bimbo. Maybe she didn’t realize it.

I should be the bimbo Daddy fucked. He should keep his adultery in the family. Where it belonged.

“Are you going to let me pass, Maria?” she asked with a sugary fakeness that churned my stomach. “I have to talk to your father.”

“Fine,” I huffed and stepped aside. “Dad, your dumb secretary’s here!”

“Good, good,” Daddy answered. His paper rustled. The TV turned off. He appeared a moment later, wearing a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, the comfortable clothing of a man on vacation. “We’ll be up in my office. Have fun with your yoga.”

“Fine,” I muttered again.

He followed his secretary to his office. She clutched some files, but I was sure it was all just a pretense. I stared at the closed door. I could just see it from here. I bit my lip, wondering how long it was before she was bent over the desk getting fucked.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter as I imagined the bitch bending over his desk, shaking that ass at him. She had a plump booty. Did Daddy like that? A little junk in the trunk. I had a tight tush. Firm and toned, round with my perkiness. Sean loved my ass.

Daddy should, too.

But he’d rather fuck his secretary. She was almost thirty. That was so old. While I was sixteen, young and nubile. I was so ripe and ready to be fucked. Only Sean had used my pussy. It was practically fresh. I shuddered, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

It was so unfair. I wanted to masturbate, but not with them in there. I didn’t want to cum thinking of my daddy fucking that slut. She would be gasping on the cock I should be enjoying. She was stealing his dick from me.

I sat down on the couch and stewed. I ground my teeth together, rubbing my thighs tight together. My clit throbbed. My juices flowed. Tingles raced through me. But I was too furious to masturbate now. I wanted to claw her eyes out.

“Yes, yes, fuck my cunt, Senator Reenburg!” I imagined that slut moaning, her ebony booty jiggling as Daddy slammed into her. “Dump all that cum in me!”

I ground my teeth. So unfair. And I bet Sean was seducing Mom, too. He would be fucking her over the desk, and I’d have to be bred by him. And… I mean, that wasn’t bad, but I wanted my daddy’s baby growing in me.

But at this rate, Daddy would knock up that stupid cunt in there before me!

After about thirty minutes of stewing in my own juices (literally, my pussy was soaked with excitement), Daddy and the whore emerged. He had a flushed gleam on his face, a big smile on his face. He whistled.

“Hey, honey,” he said while his secretary headed for the door, a shake to her rump clad in those tight, tight shorts. “I’m going to play some golf. You okay by yourself?”

“I’m not a child, Daddy,” I said, trying not to sulk. I bet he was so hard because of me, but that stupid cunt got it. Not me.

“Okay,” he said. He glanced at me, his eyes flicking up and down me, then he left.

I was so annoyed. So wet. This was unbearable. Then an idea popped into my head. There was one way I could get some satisfaction.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

“You need to have physical contact with your mother,” Mrs. Elliston said. “Get her used to your touch. Hug her. Touch her hands. Compliment her cleavage. Tell her that she’s beautiful.” She smiled, rubbing her pregnant belly. “Every woman loves to hear that.”

“Okay,” I nodded as we worked in the law library, a collection of books that my mom had collected over the years.

“Make her feel like a woman. Remind her of that fact.” Mrs. Elliston had a smile. “That’s a wonderful thing.”

“Just like your son does for you?” I asked.

“Just like my Master does for me,” she said. “He owns me. But you don’t need that with your mother. Just make her feel loved. Give her what your father’s not. Intimacy.”

I nodded.

She gave me a considering look. “Offer to massage her shoulders. You have strong hands. She’ll like that.”

“Oh, that’s brilliant,” I said, my dick getting so hard. “Thanks, Mrs. Elliston.”

She gave me a wink. “It’s a special bond a mother can have with her son. I miss my husband, but Clint… He stepped up. Do that for your mother, and you’ll have something magical.”

So that was why, an hour and a half later, I was in my mom’s office dropping off some files. She sat at her desk, her tits looking so lush and lovely, cradled in that tight, low-cut blouse. “Here you are, Mom,” I said, a nervousness sweeping through me. “How’s it going?”

“Tedious,” she said, not looking up at me. “Thanks.”

“Your shoulders look stiff. Care for a massage?” I held my hands out before me, flexing them. “I’m told I give a good one.”

She glanced at me now, her blue eyes… considering. She shifted in her computer chair. “I suppose I can take a quick break.”

I smiled and moved behind her, my dick so hard. Her airy perfume filled my nose again as I gathered her blonde locks and shifted them to the side so I could stare down her lovely cleavage at the perfection of her tits. They looked so big and ripe, swelling out her blouse. I licked my lips, hungry to do things to her.

To tease her.

Please her.

Drive her wild.

My fingers rubbed her through her silky blouse, wishing it wasn’t in the way. Her chair creaked as she leaned back. She let out a slight groan as I massaged her shoulders, my thumbs brushing the bare skin of her neck. She was so warm. So delicious.

My heart raced. My dick was so hard in my slacks. I wanted to pull my cock out and rub one off right here. Right now. I wanted to give my mom such a surprise. A naughty pearl necklace. Better than the one dad gave her.

“Sean,” she groaned, her back arching. Her tits jiggled in her blouse. So big and soft. I was lost staring down her cleavage. “You’re good at that.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said. “Just want to make you happy. You deserve it. You work so hard.”

“I do,” she sighed, her chair creaking. She let out another groan. “Mmm, yes, that’s what I need. You’ve got just that special touch.”

I could have massaged her forever. Would have. I worked her shoulders for what felt like hours but was only minutes. I was drifting through my fantasies, imagining all the naughty things we would do. I would slide my dick into her. I would make her cum over and over. She would gasp on her desk, crying out in release as I gave her a truly satisfying massage.

And then she said, “That was nice, Sean.”

“Oh…” I tried not to sound disappointed like a petulant boy, but… “You don’t need me to continue.”

“No, no, I’m ready to get back to it.” My fingers squeezed her one last time and she groaned, “Please, Sean, I have to work. But… thanks.”

“Sure,” I said, my dick so hard.

I pulled my hands away. For a moment, I didn’t know what to do until she said, “Close my door on the way out, please.”

“Yeah, Mom.” I swallowed and headed out, my dick throbbing. I needed to do something. Maybe I could slip away and jerk-off. It would be better if Mom did something to me, but…

I closed her office door behind her.

“I’ll say that went well,” Mrs. Elliston said from her desk.

“Huh?” I asked.

She glanced down at my crotch and smiled. My cheeks burned and I shifted, which only made her laugh wickedly. I felt even more like a boy. A part of me wanted to turn around, march in, and show my mother I was a man right here, right now.

But Mrs. Elliston didn’t advise me to do that.

“Your sister’s in the conference room,” she added. “She says she needs to speak to you.”

I frowned. “Why?”

Her smile only grew and she winked at me.

I headed to the conference room, opening the wooden door. It was a small room with a long table in the center, a laptop charging in the middle, chairs around it. My sister sat perched on one wearing a tennis skirt and a tank top, her round breasts molded by the white fabric, her lithe legs crossed, the skirt short.

“Why are you here?” I asked. “Checking up on me? Trying to sabotage me.”

“Just being a good sister,” she said as she slipped off the table and turned around. She wiggled her ass at me. “You’re getting nowhere with mom, right?”

“I’m making progress,” I answered, her skirt swaying about those tanned thighs, the cloth falling over her tight rump. My dick throbbed.

“Mmm, but that’s not the same as satisfaction.” She bent over lower. “So I thought I’d be a loving sister and help you out. How can you concentrate on seducing Mom with that big dick tenting your pants?”

“You are here to sabotage me,” I groaned as I stared at that teasing ass.

Her blonde hair fell loose about her face as she looked over her shoulder at me. Grinned.

“You fucking bitch,” I groaned.

I couldn’t resist. I needed to cum. And she was here. Her pussy was available.

I pounced.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

<p<“Yes!” I moaned when he flipped up my skirt and saw how wet I was. My juices trickled down my thighs. My sweet musk was the only perfume I was wearing. I leaned over lower, my face and tits almost pressing against the cool, faux-wood veneer tabletop.

I needed this so much. My brother wasn’t the only one horny.

“Fucking A, no panties?” he groaned, his clothing rustled.

“I’m just such a good sister,” I purred. “Fuck me! Hard!” We might get caught by Mom.

That only sent a wicked thrill through me. Part of me didn’t want to hide the incest. If we seduced our parents (so long as I got Daddy first), then we could be open about our fucking, too. We could have family orgies. It would be so hot. Daddy was a stud, of course, but Sean was a close second and—

“Yes!” I moaned as his cock rammed into my pussy.

I didn’t need foreplay. Sucking him off this morning then performing yoga for Daddy was all the buildup I needed. My pussy had craved to be filled for hours. Now I had that satisfaction as his crotch smacked into my rump, his balls slapping my clit.

My brother’s balls full of his incestuous seed.

My cunt clenched down on his dick, drinking in the friction. His dick pumped into my silky sheath. He massaged my walls. Rapture ripple through me with every hard thrust. I gasped. With no bra to support them, my tits jiggling in my tank top.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I hissed, not caring about being quiet. Let Mom find us. Let her witness our passion. “Pump that cock in me, bro! I need to cum!”

“Just such a slut for my dick, aren’t you?” he growled, thrusting with such power.

“I am!” I gasped. “I’m your sister-slut!”

“I am breeding this cunt!” he snarled, pumping away hard. “When I win, once you’re off the pill, you’re going to get bred by your big brother!”

“I’m going to get bred by Daddy!” I hissed, squeezing my shaft down around his cock. “Oh, god, yes, Sean! But you can cum in me right now. You can pump all that jizz into my cunt you want! Give it to me!”

“Slut!” he snarled.

“The biggest! For you! For Daddy!” Just saying that sent me over the edge.

I couldn’t believe I was cumming already. My pussy convulsed around his thrusting dick. His hard plunges churned up my snatch. Rapture rippled out of me. It flooded through my body. Stars burst before my eyes. My back arched as the ecstasy melted my mind.

“Such a slut!” he grunted, burying into my cumming cunt over and over again.

Every thrust kept my pleasure alive. My pussy writhed about his cock, sucking at him. I wanted his cum spurting into me. I wanted to feel that incestuous, taboo delight pump hot jizz into my depths. I wiggled my hips, stirring around him as I gasped and moaned.

“Cum in me!” I groaned. “Do it! Just pump all that jizz in me!”

“I will!” he growled, burying into my cunt. He didn’t pull out, but he didn’t cum, either.

I shuddered as my orgasm burned hot through me. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering. My hair fell about my flushed face as I collapsed on the table. The smooth veneer was cool on my left cheek. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing as my pussy’s convulsions slowed, then died around his dick.

“You didn’t cum in me,” I panted.

“I will,” he promised. “I just wanted to enjoy your pussy for one more second.”

“What?” I panted, struggling to think what that meant.

Then he ripped his cock out of my snatch. My poor sheath felt suddenly empty. I whimpered and lifted my head. I was about to ask what he was doing when he pressed his cock between my butt-cheeks. His pussy-drenched tip found my asshole.

“Sean!” I gasped as my brother thrust.

My asshole tried to resist. It did. But his cock was slicked with all my cream. I was a gusher. I produced so much juice. They stained my thighs and filled the air with that wonderful, sweet scent. My back arched as my anal ring widened and widened.

My sphincter swallowed my brother’s cock.

First the tip popped into my bowels, then he thrust deeper. I took more and more of his shaft. The velvety heat erupted in my asshole. I whimpered, squirming on the table as he plundered deeper and deeper into my sheath.

“You’re just such a slut, you love it all, don’t you?” he growled.

“If it’s you or Daddy,” I groaned, squeezing around his dick. “I’m just a slut for my family!”

The table creaked as he leaned over me, his hands planted on either side of my body as he bottomed out in my asshole. My nipples throbbed in my blouse, feeling the firm surface of the tabletop as I squirmed. My brother drew back, my bowels rippling with him.

Pleasure rippled out of my anal sheath.

My pussy grew hotter, drinking in the bliss. I groaned as he drilled his cock back into my asshole’s depths. His crotch smacked into my rump. His balls thwacked into my taint. I groaned, loving it. My toes curled in my sandals.

The slap-slap of our flesh meeting echoed through conference room. He sodomized me hard, fast. My pussy juices lubed him, letting him drive into me again and again. A new orgasm swelled inside me. A naughty one. So hot. So ready to burst in me.

“Yes!” I panted, squeezing my bowels around his dick. “Oh, I love it up the ass, too!”

“You’re going to cum so hard, aren’t you?” he demanded. “You’re going to cum on my dick and milk my balls dry, aren’t you, my little sister-slut!”

“Big time!” I moaned. I arched my back as he pounded me, the table creaking louder. “Fuck me! Hammer that dick into me! Tear my ass up and make me explode, bro! I’ll drain your cock dry! I’ll empty your balls! Yes!”

I needed this so much. Daddy should have done this to me, but my brother was amazing. His cock felt wonderful as he rammed it into me. He thrust it over and over into my bowels. I glanced over at my shoulder at him, loving the intensity in his face, the way his blue eyes burned as he sodomized me.

He loved my asshole. I gave my brother such pleasure with my tight sheath. I bucked into him, pussy juices running down my thighs. My cunt swelled in heat. In intensity. It was amazing to feel. This wondrous delight surging into me, filling me to the hilt.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I hissed. “Keep fucking me this hard! I’m going to explode on your dick!”

“Good!” he grunted, thrusting faster, harder. He buried his dick to the hilt in me. He filled me to the brim.

I loved it.

My orgasm swelled faster. Every time he buried into me, every time his balls smacked into my taint, I shuddered. My bowels loved his dick. The velvety friction burned in my nethers, bringing me closer and closer to my eruption.

I wanted that explosion of bliss to flood through me. My eyes squeezed shut. Stars danced in the darkness. I whimpered, tensed. His dick drilled into me again and again. He filled my bowels to the hilt, grunting every time.

“Brother!” I moaned. “I… I… Yes!”

It happened.

My brother gave me another orgasm.

It started in my pussy. My cunt convulsed. Juices gushed hot down my thighs. Then it spread, rippling out of my body in waves of ecstasy. My bowels spasmed about Sean’s cock. My asshole worshiped my brother’s big dick plunging into me again and again.

“Fuck!” Sean groaned. “What a slutty sis! Cumming from anal!”

“Such a slutty sis!” I screamed as the ecstasy washed into my mind over and over. “So cum in me! Pump all that wonderful jizz into me! Please, please, give it to me, big bro!”

My brother grunted. He buried to the hilt in my spasming asshole. His dick twitched. His hot cum pumped into my asshole. I groaned as the incestuous heat flooded my bowels. My flesh writhed faster around him, another orgasm exploding in my cunt.

“Oh, fucking yes!” I howled, my back arching. I milked him. “Fire all that jizz in me! I love it!”

“Me, too!” he grunted. “Damn, your ass… I love your ass! I can’t wait to fuck our mom’s ass.”

“Mine’ll be better,” I panted, my orgasm peaking in me as my bowels massaged out the last of his jizz. “Mmm, you’ll see.”

He grunted. “Mom’s going to be amazing. I can’t wait to fuck her.”

I smiled, loving the feel of being bent over the table with my brother’s softening cock and all his jizz in my asshole. “But I’m going to win. You’ll see. Daddy will be fucking my asshole in a week. I’ll be bent over his desk within an hour of showing up at his office.”

“You forget I still have my head start,” Sean said. “I have all week to seduce Mom.”

I giggled. “We’ll see.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

I promised I would show my sister that I could seduce my mother. I had my ace in the hole. Mrs. Elliston. She would mentor me. By Friday, she would ensure that I had my mother’s pussy wrapped about my cock.

So when I came in the next day with Mom, eager to get farther in my seduction, Mrs. Elliston wasn’t there, I frowned. “Mom, is she running late?”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” Mom said, a big smile on her lips. “She went into labor last night. Last I heard, she’s still in delivery. We should find out soon, though. Isn’t that wonderful?”

My stomach sank. My secret weapon gone. “How long is she going to be on maternity leave?”

“Oh, six months,” Mom said. “Her temp replacement will show up tomorrow.”

Fuck.

To be continued…
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Sean Reenburg

I was on my own in seducing my mother.

My plan to use Mrs. Elliston as my coach, to have the MILF advise me, had failed. She wasn’t coming back for a while. She was on maternity leave. She’d just given birth to Clinton III, her son with her older son, Clint. She’d given me a foundation, but it wasn’t enough. I didn’t know what to do next.

That was why I knew she would help me. She was already a mother who knew the joys of incestuous bliss with her son.

The temp paralegal who started working on Wednesday at my mother’s law office was an old woman. Like grandma old. She couldn’t keep up with the work. With my mom’s the system, one I’d mastered in two days working at my mother’s law office over the summer (I was getting some prep for when I went to law school). I had plans. I would be a lawyer. Then a politician like my father.

I would amass power.

I wanted to breed my mother. I bet my little sister that I could seduce her before she could seduce Dad. I had a week head start. A week I needed. As soon as next Monday came along, she would be working as an intern in our father’s office in the state capital at Sacramento. She’d probably have his dick in her within five minutes.

As the week passed, I implemented what Mrs. Elliston told me. I complimented Mom all the time. I told her that she looked pretty, that I liked her skirt or her shoes, I complimented her blouses. I hugged her, too, and offered her shoulder massages. I was getting her used to my touch. To being around me.

But I didn’t know how to take this to the next level. I didn’t know how to move into an actual seduction. I needed help.

As the week progressed, Mom relayed on me more and more for research. Since I had learned the system of the office, I could find the knowledge she needed faster than the old biddy, Mrs. Nielson. I was learning a lot, but that didn’t matter.

I was going to lose my supercharged Chevrolet Corvette to my sister. She would get it if I lost the bet. I would get to breed her if I won. I wanted to breed my mother and my sister. I wanted them both to have my child.

The idea made me so hard.

Friday morning came, my last chance to seduce my mother at the office. I greeted my mom, saying, “You’re looking beautiful this morning, Mom,” when she came downstairs, my eyes almost bulging at what she was wearing. “I love that skirt.”

“Oh, this?” she asked, a slight blush to her cheeks. Her skirt was… shorter than any she’d worn all week. So short I could see the tops of the thigh-high stockings she wore. Not pantyhose, but thigh-highs!

My dick went rock-hard in my pants.

She looked so sexy, her dainty glasses resting on her nose, giving her a naughty, librarian look, her blonde hair falling in golden waves around her lush face. She was mature, but still beautiful, my sister’s face perfected. Her large tits bounced and jiggled as she came down the rest of the stairs, her breasts almost spilling out of her blouse.

“And that top,” I said, shaking my head. “The purple really makes your eyes glow.”

“Sean,” she said, a smile playing on her lips as she came up beside me. She slipped her arm around mine. “You’re going to be a dangerous, young man. The girls at your school better watch out.”

I winked at her.

My little sister, Maria, watched us leave. She was wearing panties and a t-shirt, her sleeping wear. The panties molded tight to her crotch, showing off her delicious cameltoe. She had a hungry look in her blue eyes as she stared at me.

“Have a great Friday,” she said, a big smile on her lips. “I can’t wait to hear how your first week went.”

“It’s going great,” I said, my cheeks burning. Her smile turned taunting.

“Don’t wander around the house in your panties, Maria,” Mom groaned. “You’re sixteen. You can’t dress like that any longer in front of your brother.”

Maria rolled her eyes before she sauntered off.

I fought my irritation. My sister knew I hadn’t succeeded. That today was my last chance before the weekend. I would have to make a move today. I had to be bold. Take a chance. But if it backfired… if I was too fast, it would make things… awkward.

I would lose out on seducing my mother.

To my surprise, Mom let me drive. I chose my car. I couldn’t help speeding while trying not to stare at her as she sat beside me, her legs crossed. Her breasts rose and fell. Her cheeks had that blush to them. I must be succeeding.

I felt confidence swell. Maybe today was the day. I could beat my sister and win the bet. I could have my mom as my lover. My dick throbbed hard in my pants. I wanted to adjust myself as I drove my Corvette out to her law office.

“You look like your father when he was your age,” she said, glancing at me. “He used to have a car like this.”

That made me smile more. “Oh, feeling young today, huh? You look it.”

“Maybe,” she said. She stretched her back, her breasts thrusting out and…

A car honked. I was about to drift into another lane.

“Pay attention to the road, honey,” she said, suddenly becoming a mom again. She gave me a hard look.

“Sorry,” I muttered, my cheeks on fire. Those breasts were just magnificent. I couldn’t help that they distracted me Who wouldn’t be distracted by those lovely tits? My cock ached and throbbed. My hands gripped the steering wheel.

We arrived at work. Mrs. Nielsen hadn’t shown up yet. Mom settled in the office while I set about getting things ready. My heart beat. I waited to jack off. I knew that today was the day that I would seduce her. I had the confidence.

Only Mrs. Nielsen arrived and then Mom’s client. She was in meetings all day. There was no chance for me to get her alone as she and her client were secluded in the conference room, talking about the case. Whenever I came in to bring drinks or snacks, it felt so intense in there.

“How’s it going, bro?” my sister texted me around lunch.

“Great,” I lied.

“No, it’s not,” she answered with a taunting emoji at the end. “If it was going great, you would be bragging about banging Mom.”

“I’m going to bang mom!” I texted back.

“LOL. It’s three days until Daddy fucks me. He’s going to have his dick in me. You know how tight I am. He’s going to explode in me.”

I scowled. He would. How could Dad resist her underage, nubile body? Maria was gorgeous in a youthful way. Not the mature delight of my mother. I shoved my phone back into my pocket, my lusts stewing.

Near five PM, her client left and Mrs. Nielsen went home for the day. Suddenly, Mom and I were alone in the office. It felt so quiet. She was sitting at the conference room, staring at the papers spread out before her. She looked beautiful despite the exhausted cast to her face.

“Need a massage, Mom?” I asked, leaning on the doorway. I was tired, too, but eager for another chance to touch her.

“Oh, god, I do,” she moaned. “Sean, you’re touch is amazing.”

She pulled her blonde hair out of the way all on her own, exposing her shoulders clad in her purple top. I moved up behind her chair, unbuttoning the cuffs of my dress shirt and rolling up the sleeves. Then I loosened my tie.

This had to be it.

I stood behind her chair, grasping her shoulders, digging my fingers into her flesh through her silk top. I stared down her low-cut blouse. I could see the gray of her bra, the edge lacy. Her tits rose and fell as she let out a long, slow sigh. Her chair creaked as she shifted around in her chair, her breasts swaying.

I wanted to slid my hands down and grope those tits.

My fingers worked through her blouse, massaging her. She let out a long, slow sigh. Her body relaxed as I worked. My dick throbbed with the beat of my heart. I licked my lips, this rushing blood shooting through me.

Those breasts were lovely.

Large. Soft. Pillowy.

Her blouse was so low cut.

She was on display before me.

Her nipples poked hard at her fabric. She sighed again, almost a sensual whimper. My fingers slid up to the neckline of her blouse. I brushed her neck with my digits, feeling the warmth of her skin. I caressed her, my fingers sliding down to her shoulders.

I slipped beneath her blouse to massage her shoulders now. I brushed her bra straps as I worked her bare skin. She felt so warm. Her heat building and building. She whimpered. Her body squirmed. Her tits swayed as I touched her.

“Sean,” she groaned. “Oh, yes, Sean, that feels amazing. I need this so bad.”

“You’ve been working hard,” I said, my fingers digging into her flesh.

I was beneath her blouse now. I was leaning over her. Her sweet perfume filled my nose, exciting me. Her chair groaned as she let out a long, slow sigh. She leaned back, her breasts jiggling, my hands sliding down her chest.

I was going for it. I was massaging down her chest beneath her blouse, following the straps of her bra. I brushed the top swell of her breasts as I massaged her pectoral muscles. Her head turned, her cheek rubbing into my wrist. She whimpered again.

“Oh, Sean,” she groaned, her thighs rubbing together, stockings rasping and whispering together. She kept crossing and re-crossing them. Her tongue flicked across her lips. “Sean, this is…”

“Just massaging you, Mom,” I said, my fingers kneading into the two swell of her breasts. I was touching her tits. The top of her cleavage. “Just enjoy it, Mom. You earned it. You had a long work week.”

She nodded her head, her eyes shut. She rubbed her cheek against my wrist as my hands slid deeper. My fingers slid into her bra cups. This was it. My heart screamed through my chest as my hands engulfed her tits, holding those heavy mounds.

She groaned as my fingers dug into them. I licked my lips, my hands massaging those wonderful tits. I slid my touch up her breasts. My fingers drank in the feel of her silky skin. Her warmth felt amazing and…

I brushed her areolas.

I felt the difference in texture. There were little bumps. Then I found her fat nubs. Mom whimpered as I engulfed them with my thumbs and forefingers. I rolled both of her nipples between them, twisting them. Her back arched and moaned. She let out a deeper groan.

“Oh, Sean, yes!” she moaned as I massaged her nipples.

I tweaked them, twisted them, pulled on them. They were bigger than my sister’s nubs. I licked my lips, staring down at her. Her blouse and bra were stretched over my hands. I caught glimpses of her dark-red nubs. I used to suckle on those.

Her cheek rubbed against my wrist and then I felt the wet heat of her lips. She kissed my skin between her whimpers. Her back arched. Her thighs pressed tight together. Her nylons whisked together as I kept playing with them.

This was it. I was going to be in my mother. I was going to make such sweet love to her.

“Oh, Sean, this is…” Her back arched. She nibbled on my wrist. Her lips seared my flesh. I squeezed her nipples more. I twisted them. Pulled on them. “Oh, Sean, I can’t… This is… Oh, Lord… Yes!”

To my shock, her mouth opened wide. Her entire body shuddered like she was having an orgasm. Her thighs rubbed together as her body trembled. Her eyes fluttered. I pinched her nipples hard, tweaking them.

“Mom, that’s it,” I panted, playing with those nubs.

“Sean, Sean!” Her blue eyes shot open. She gasped. “Oh, fuck!”

“Fuck indeed, Mom,” I groaned, leaning over to kiss her neck. “I’m going to give you more of that and—”

“Sean!” she hissed. “Oh, god, what just happened?”

She suddenly seized my wrists and ripped my hands out of her blouse. She bolted upright in her chair the back of it slamming into me. Off-balanced, I stumbled back away and crashed into the wall. Her eyes were wild, her clothing disarrayed. Scarlet stained her cheeks.

“What did we just do?” she gasped, her body trembling.

“Mom,” I said, reaching for her. “I was just massaging you. Didn’t you like it?”

She stared at me, her eyes wild. She darted from me, fleeing on her heels from the office. I lunged after her, but she somehow got out the door before I reached it. She slammed it closed before me. I threw it open, bursting into the main office. She was rushing for her private office.

“Mom!” I shouted as she darted into her office. The door slammed shut, locked with an audible click. “Mom, it’s okay.”

“It’s not okay,” she said. “Just… just go home, Sean. I have a lot of work to do.”

I squeezed the door handle, twisted it.

“Mom, don’t be afraid of what happened, it—”

“Nothing happened!” she shouted. “You just… I have work to do.”

“Mom?” I knocked on her door. “Come on, Mom.”

“I said go home!” she snapped. “I have work to do.”

My shoulders slumped. I felt so defeated. I thought I had her and now… Now she was scared of what happened. I swallowed. I so needed to talk to Mrs. Elliston and… She was on her dumb maternity leave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I exploded awake Sunday morning. I was going to win the bet the next day. I couldn’t wait to have Dad’s dick in me. It was so exciting. My brother had completely botched it. It was clear that something had happened between him and Mom. They were so awkward. He came home alone Friday, Mom returning by a cab hours later. They had a brittle air about them.

Too bad for him. I wouldn’t fail.

I was up so early. I had so much energy. My pussy was already itching between my thighs. I shivered, rolling over on my side, hugging my pillow to me. My brother was in his bedroom. He was having a terrible weekend. He had failed. He was losing the bet, and he knew it.

I was getting myself a cute Corvette. I would have to paint it pink. That would make him really mad.

I sighed, that itch intensifying. I couldn’t do anything with dad until tomorrow, but my brother…

I threw off my blankets, bouncing naked to my feet. My blonde hair danced around my face as I stretched. My round, firm breasts jiggled before me. I caught a glimpse of my naked form in the mirror. I was lithe and nubile, my body toned from yoga. I had a naughty sway to my hips as I sauntered across the room, my nipples puckered pink and hard.

My sweet musk wreathed around me as a bead of pussy juices worked down my thighs. Feeling so wicked, I opened my bedroom door and shoved my head out into the hallway, taking a quick look around. My parents bedroom was to my right, door closed. My brother’s to the left.

Feeling naughty, I stepped out nude. My body felt so exposed. It was so difficult for me to saunter down the hallway. My hands wanted to cover my naughty bits while my feet itched to run. My heart fluttered, expecting the door to my parents room opening.

If Daddy caught me… Yum.

But Mom…

I reached my brother’s door and slipped inside. His room was pitch black, heavy cloths blocked off the outside world instead of my light, airy curtains. My brother slept on his back, covers thrown off, a pair of boxers tented by his morning wood.

A hot shiver ran through me. I wanted to give my brother a hot reward. He deserved something nice after the week he’s had. I sauntered to him, my hips swaying from side to side. My breasts bounced as I came closer and closer to him.

He had a soft snore, a manly sound that made me somehow wetter. He was a sexy guy, muscular and strong, but with a boyishness about him. My heart beat faster and faster as I slipped onto his bed, staring at his boxers tenting his cock.

I licked my lips, getting them nice and wet, as I moved between his thighs. He kept right on sleeping, his eyes twitching. He was dreaming. I fought a giggle. I would really give him something to dream about.

I hooked the waistband of his boxers as I leaned over him. I tugged them down, exposing the hard tip of his dick. Pink and spongy, precum already bubbling out of the slit. Maybe it was a wet dream he was having. That just made me more excited.

I leaned down as I exposed more and more of his cock. His shaft was long and thick. He made my pussy feel amazing when he was in me. I just bet Dad would feel as great, too. He would make my pussy cum as hard as my brother’s did.

I pulled down his boxers enough to expose my brother’s balls covered in his light-brown hair. I pressed my cheek against his curly down, loving the sensual feel. My eyes stared up his cock, watching it twitch to his heartbeat. His manly musk filled my nose, making me feel so wanton and naughty. A wicked heat surged through me.

I was going to do such naughty things to him this morning. He needed it after botching things with Mom so badly.

Lucky for him, I was a generous little sister.

I turned my head, pressing my lips against his balls. I inhaled again, loving the smell of his musk. My pussy clenched, juices running down my thighs. I didn’t mind the tingle in them. I savored the anticipation building in me before the truly naughty fun.

My tongue bathed his nuts. I sucked on them, massaged them. His body twitched. His head turned. His muscular chest rose and fell as I played with his sensitive balls. I didn’t want him waking up just yet. I wanted to have my fun.

Such wicked fun.

I dragged my tongue up from his balls to the root of his dick. I climbed his shaft, tracing it as it thrust upward from his groin. I felt the little tube beneath the skin that his cum flowed down. I climbed higher and higher. I reached the rough part where he is foreskin used to be. I fluttered my tongue up and down it, brushing the bottom of his sensitive crown.

His shaft twitched. He groaned.

“You like that, huh?” I whispered, my fingers wrapping around the base of his cock. I lifted his dick up from his belly. “Bet you like this, too.”

I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock. His fingers twitched. His breath quickened. His salty precum coated my tongue. I savored the flavor. It melted in my mouth. I licked up another drop, my pussy clenching at the delight.

Then I engulfed the tip of his cock with my hungry mouth. My lips slid over his spongy crown. I savored the texture on my mouth. I formed a tight seal and sucked, my cheeks hollowing. His cock throbbed in my grip. More yummy precum filled my mouth.

I purred in delight.

I stroked the base of his cock slowly, staring up my older brother’s body as I bobbed my head. I worked my lips up and down his shaft while my tongue danced and swirled. I sucked as I rose, loving how his precum flowed when I did.

He groaned.

His eyes fluttered.

He licked his lips.

I sucked harder, eager for him to wake up and discover what I was doing. My hand stroked the base of his cock faster and faster. I caressed him, teased him. My tongue darted around his tip between my suckles. My cunt grew hotter and hotter as I loved him.

He groaned louder, asking, “What…?” His eyes opened. “Mom…?”

I popped my mouth off. “It’s someone better than Mom. I’m willing to do this!”

I engulfed his dick again, sucking hard. He groaned, his face twisting in pleasure. “Fuck, Maria.”

My lips slipped off again so I could moan, “Oh, we’ll get to the fucking, bro.”

I winked at him and swallowed his cock again. As he grunted, I bobbed my head. I loved the feel of him twitching in my mouth. That wonderful taste of his salty precum coating my tongue. I fisted his dick as he panted, his chest rising and falling.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he panted. “Damn, I can’t believe you snuck in here.”

I didn’t answer him, just kept sucking. I wanted to make him explode. I sucked as hard as I could. I bobbed my head faster and faster, my tongue dancing around him. His face twisted with pleasure. His right hand shot down, grabbing a fistful of my blonde hair.

My free hand massaged his balls, ignoring my juicy pussy. My clit begged for attention. I ignored it, putting my all into sucking as hard as possible. My lips sealed tight around his dick. The suction hollowed my cheeks. I slurped and made such wanton sounds, drool running down my chin.

Then it happened.

“Maria, yes!” he grunted.

Salty cum fired into my mouth. My brother unloaded his first load of jizz of the day. He pumped that delicious, creamy seed right into my mouth. I swallowed it down. I loved every spurt. Every drop. I gulped it with such hunger. My body buzzed with the delight of devouring the incestuous load. My heart pounded in my chest. I wiggled my hips from side to side, my pussy juices running hot down my thighs.

I swallowed every drop. His cum warmed my belly. I savored this incestuous moment, staring up at him, seeing the lust shining in his blue eyes. He ran his left hand across his face as he panted. I sucked the last dollops of cum from his dick.

“Damn,” he panted. “Oh, damn, Maria. That was great.”

My mouth slid off his cock. “Mmm, you’re welcome. I just thought you needed a treat.”

I sprang up, my breasts heaving, and straddled his waist. I pressed my shaved snatch on his softening cock, sliding up and down it. He groaned as I massaged his dick with my juicy pussy, my clit aching and throbbing at the feel of the friction.

“I want you hard again,” I said, my clit swollen with my arousal. Pleasure shot through me. It felt so good to stimulate him. His dick twitched beneath my hot pussy. “I want to ride you. I want you to cum in me.”

“Keep grinding on me, and you’ll get your wish,” he moaned.

I grinned at him. “I always get what I want. You’ll see.”

“Yeah,” he muttered.

I leaned over him, licking my lips, savoring a bit of salt lingering on them. My tits swayed as I massaged my clit into his dick. I felt his spongy crown. I rubbed my aching bud against it, reveling in the bliss sweeping through my pussy. In the heat that shot through me. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest.

My breasts swayed. He grabbed them, massaged them. I groaned as his strong hands kneaded my firm titties. His fingers brushed my areolas and nipples. He caressed them and sent more delight shooting down to my pussy.

“Sean!” I groaned as he latched onto my right nipple and sucked. “Oh, yes, Sean!”

He nibbled and sucked on my nub. Pleasure shot down through me. My hips undulated from side to side, smearing my hot cream about his hardening cock. He grew thicker, longer, recovering from spilling in my mouth.

My orgasm swelled. My clit drank in the feel of his girth. It mixed with the delicious delight shooting from my nipple and flowing down to my pussy. My cunt clenched, aching to be filled. I whimpered, my hair sweeping about my shoulders.

“Sean!” I gasped as my orgasm rippled through me.

It was hot and fast. A wave of bliss that splashed through my body. My cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out of me, soaking his dick. My sweet musk filled my nose. Sean sucked harder and harder, nursing on my nub while I shivered.

I slid my pussy up his girth until my pussy lips were at the spongy tip. My orgasm rippling through me, I pressed back. My labia stretched around his girth. He moaned as he sucked on my nipple, the passion humming around the sensitive nub. My back arched at the same moment because I worked my tight snatch down his girth.

Silky friction created delicious pleasure.

Stars burst across my vision as another wave of orgasmic bliss washed out of me. I sank farther and farther down my brother’s thick cock. I swallowed more and more of him. I whimpered, my cunt clenching around his dick. He throbbed inside of my snatch.

Just where he belonged.

My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my pussy around his cock as I bottomed out on him. My clit rubbed into his pubic bone. I massaged my little bud, drinking in all the delight. It fluttered through me, this wondrous sensation.

I groaned, my back arching. The bliss made me quiver in delight. I loved it. I didn’t want this to end. I bit my lower lip, my hips swiveling from side to side, stirring his dick around inside of me. He felt so thick in me.

So hard and throbbing.

His mouth popped off my nipple as his hands seized my hips. “Ride me, Maria! Damn, you’re pussy’s feeling real tight this morning!”

“It’s always tight,” I panted, not fighting him as he lifted my hips and slid my pussy up his cock.

“Yes, it is!” he groaned. “I love being in you.”

I grinned and shuddered, my back arching. My breasts heaved before me as I slammed down his girth. His cock stimulated me. He caressed my inner depths. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering. He felt so incredible in me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my hips swiveling from side to side. “Mmm, that’s good. I love it. Ooh, yes, yes, Sean! My brother’s dick is in me!”

He grinned. “Horny, little sister!”

“So horny!” I whimpered, working my pussy faster and faster up and down his dick. “I’m a naughty slut! Ooh, yes, I loved sucking your dick while you slept. I loved drinking all your cum!”

“I love your pussy sliding up and down my dick!” he groaned, hands squeezing my hips.

“I love you in me!”

My hair danced around my shoulders as I rode my brother’s big cock. I slid my pussy up and down his girth, squeezing and relaxing around his girth. I bit my lip, the pleasure surging through me. This wondrous ache that made me shiver. My hips swiveled from side to side. My gasps and moans resounded through his bedroom.

My tits bounced before me. His hands seized them, abandoning my waist to grope my breasts again. His touch was perfect. He knew just how to tease my boobs, to brush my areolas and nipples with his thumbs and fingers. Pleasure coursed down to my pussy.

My cunt clenched on his dick.

“Oh, yes, I’m going to cum on this dick!” I moaned, the bedsprings creaking as I worked my pussy up and down his girth faster and faster. My toned thighs flexed. Yoga paid off. “I’m going to milk you dry! I Love feeling your cum firing into me!”

“Such a naughty little sister!” he groaned, squeezing my tits.

“I am!” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around him. That delicious pleasure swelled in me. “I want you to spurt all that cum in me! I want it flooding my cunt!”

“Yes!” he panted, fingers pinching my nipples.

I slammed down his cock, my clit striking his pubic bone. I groaned, the pleasure surging hot through me. My eyes rolled back in my head. I panted, my hips wiggling from side to side. I whimpered, this bliss building and building in me.

Then he thrust up.

My brother’s cock slammed up into my pussy as I came down. Our flesh slapped together. My cuntlips and my clit drank in the impact of his crotch. A hot shiver shot through me as he bounced me up his length, my pussy clinging to him the entire way.

My tits heaved, nipples ripped from his fingers.

I howled out in bliss. I slammed down his cock and moaned out in delight. My orgasm exploded through me. Waves of rapture washed out of my pussy and inundated my mind. I shuddered atop him, leaning over, planting my hands on his chest.

“Sean!” I squealed. “Oh, Sean, yes! Cum in me!”

“I will!” he groaned, his hips thrusting up again and again, plunging into my convulsing pussy and bouncing me on his lap.

My hair flew as the bliss swept through my body. It inundated my mind. I groaned and whimpered. I bit my lower lips as my cunt worked on his dick. His face twisted with pleasure. My fingernails scratched at his chest.

“Fuck!” he groaned. “Maria!”

His incestuous seed fired into my cunt.

Hot blast after hot blast of his spunk filled me. My pussy convulsed harder. More waves of bliss shot through my body. I groaned, tossing my head back and forth as the delight surged through me. I drank it in, my cunt milking his cock dry.

“Fuck!” he groaned, his chest heaving. His body spasmed. “Your pussy! Damn, your pussy is the best!”

“I know!” I squealed as I leaned over him. “Ooh, yes, yes, Sean.”

My orgasm peaked. That buzzing delight melted into euphoric rapture. It flowed through my veins. His cock softened in my pussy as I leaned over him. I panted, my heart racing. I shivered, savoring my pleasure.

“That was good,” Sean panted.

“Mmm-hmm,” I moaned. “It’s going to be even better tomorrow when I fuck Daddy and win the bet.”

Sean scowled. “It’s not over yet.”

“Sure seems like it.” I leaned over him, my blonde hair spilling about my face. “What did you do to mess things up with mom?”

“Massaged her,” he muttered.

“I thought you were good at that,” I said. Then I grinned. “Don’t worry, I’ll drive you around in my new car. You can come with me to my doctor visits.”

He frowned. “What?”

“I’ll be pregnant with Daddy’s child, d’oh.” I grinned at him, my pussy clenching. “Unless you can somehow seduce Mom before I get Daddy’s dick in my pussy tomorrow. I think I’ll be bent over his desk by 10 AM.”

I giggled as he glowered.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

Monday morning arrived. I waited downstairs for Mom, not sure what would happen. She hadn’t looked at me all weekend. Would she even want me to go to work with her? My stomach writhed and twisted. I stood tall, straight.

I heard the click of heels. Mom descended.

I glanced at the stairs, catching a glimpse of her stocking-clad ankles. Her calves. Her skirt was long, past her knees, the fabric a dun brown. I don’t recall the last time she wore a skirt that conservative. Her blouse was loose and buttoned up to her neck, the sleeves long. She looked so puritanical. Her hair didn’t seem to have the same bounce, her makeup muted.

I sighed. “Morning, Mom. You’re looking nice.”

“Sean,” she said, her voice brittle. “Shall we get going?”

“Yeah,” I said, my stomach falling. It was over. I’d botched it.

The drive to her law office was strained. The silence wrapped around us. I didn’t know what to say as she drove us. I kept glancing at her. She was hiding everything wonderful about her, her sexuality tamped down. But I could still see that luster beneath the drab, that beauty that captured my lusts.

“Sean,” she said as we neared the office, “let’s just pretend what happened on Friday didn’t.”

“Oh,” I said, swallowing.

“You’re a young man,” she said. “I understand. You got… carried away. I shouldn’t have let it ever get that far.”

“Okay,” I said.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket. I needed a new plan. Advice. Maybe… just maybe… my sister would botch her seduction of Dad. That I would get some sort of hail Mary. I was at least still working at her.

I didn’t have Mrs. Elliston’s number. I scrolled through my contacts. I switched over to Facebook. She didn’t have a profile that I could find, but there was Clint’s. We were friends, to my surprise. I friended a lot of people from school. I opened Messenger.

“I need to talk to your mom,” I sent. “Need her advice. She knows what it’s about.”

Not long after we arrived at the office, my mom vanished into her office, Clint answered, “She’s busy being a mother.”

“Fuck,” I muttered. Maria was going to win.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I was going to win.

I dressed perfectly for my first day as an intern. I’d brushed my blonde hair until it spilled in golden waves around my face. I went subtle with my makeup, a schoolgirl look with just a hint of sensuality to it. My blouse was low cut and pink. I buttoned it tight to mold to my breasts, the silk caressing my skin. I had a thin bra beneath, letting my nipples poke out before me. My skirt was short and flaring around me. I looked professional, but I also had a flirtiness to it. I went with three inch heels, nothing spectacular, but to make my toned, tanned legs look gorgeous.

Daddy stared at my legs on the entire drive to his office in the capitol building.

I waited for Daddy to get settled in to his office before I made the kill. I put the carafe of coffee on the silver tray along with a white coffee cup, bowl of sugar, and a saucer of cream. I beamed as I sauntered to his office, my hips swaying.

Molten passion flowed from my pussy, soaking my dainty thong.

“Coffee, Daddy?” I asked, entering his office. He was reading a thick bundle of papers, maybe a bill or something.

His eyes flashed up to me. A smile crossed his lips. “You are really brightening up the office.”

“Oh, Daddy, thank you,” I cooed, sauntering to him. I wanted to show him just how delicious I was. How much he could enjoy looking at me and my sexy body. “I want you fueled. You’re doing such important work.”

His grin grew. He was such a handsome man. Sean looked so much like him, but my daddy had a dignity about him. He had a chiseled chin and dark hair instead of my brother’s lighter locks. He had the same hungry look in his eyes. His gaze flicked up and down me, loving the look of me, eyes lingering on my hard nipples.

I moved around his desk and set the tray down as I leaned over him. I placed his coffee cup before him. As I poured, my breasts “accidentally” swayed before his face. The rich scent of coffee filled my nose. I didn’t pour fast, but slow, letting him savor the sight of my youthful breasts.

“Sugar?” I asked then said, “Of course you want sugar. You want something as sweet as me.”

“You are a sweet thing, honey,” he said.

“Mmm, all sugary and nice,” I said, picking up a sugar cube and dropping it into his coffee. Then a second one. The third, I popped into my mouth. The strange flavor of the bonding agent was sour before the sugar overwhelmed it. It dissolved on my tongue.

Then I gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

“See, that’s how sweet I am.”

He licked his lips, straightening. “Maria…”

“Yes, Daddy?” I asked. “Do you want cream?” My tongue ran across my lips. “I love cream.” I poured it into his coffee. “There’s something so delicious about it flowing down my throat.”

“Yeah,” he groaned, his voice strained, sweat breaking out across his forehead.

I stirred his coffee for him before I plopped down on his lap. I squirmed on him, rubbing my rump into his swelling cock. I smiled. I had him. He would be in my pussy before the hour was up, fucking me hard, giving me an explosion of delight.

My breasts jiggled as he groaned, his chair creaking. I smiled at him over my shoulder, loving the passion in his eyes. This was so naughty. It was making my pussy melt. My passion soaked my thong. Just beneath the rich aroma of coffee, something sweet rose.

My desire.

“What are you doing?” Daddy asked.

“Sitting on your lap,” I said then giggled. “Why, what do you think I’m doing?”

He swallowed. “Well… you’re getting a little… old for that.”

“Old? Do you think I’m old?” I turned. “I like to think that I’m maturing. Blossoming. But… can I ever be too old to sit on your lap, Daddy? I’m your girl.”

“My… girl.”

“D’oh, I’m a daddy’s girl.” I squirmed more, feeling that hard cock against my rump. “I’m so glad to be here, working with you. I want to take care of you. Anything you need, Daddy, and I’ll do it. I just want to make sure you’re relaxed and able to focus on your important work.”

His breathing grew ragged. His hands were resting on his desk, his arms about me. His fingers twitched. I wanted to grab them and bring them to my breasts. I smiled. This was it. He would be in me in a moment and—

The door knocked then his secretary entered.

My eyes narrowed at the sight of Vanessa. The leggy, Black woman swept in, her wavy, dark hair spilling about her lush face. Her big, fake tits—I was certain Daddy bought those tits for her—jiggled and bounced in her low-cut, sleeveless top. It was almost a vest made of gray silk. Her tight skirt hugged her hips and thighs.

“I have that briefing for Bill 1048,” she said. “You wanted to go over it with me?”

“Right, right,” Daddy said, his dick throbbing. “Maria, run along. We have a lot of talking to do.”

“But,” I protested, so eager for his dick to be in me.

“Now, Maria,” he said, his voice throaty. “And you can’t sit on my lap. You’re almost a woman now.”

“I… That…” His chair rasped as I stammered, rolling back. Then he was trying to stand, forcing me to slide off. “I just want to… help you relax.”

“I’m fine,” he said. “Just run along. Vanessa and I have a lot of talking to do.”

“Yes, we do,” Vanessa said, a dark gleam in her eyes. Her nipples poked at her blouse. “Now run along, child.”

Child!

I wanted to claw her eyes out but… I didn’t know what to do. I swallowed and then flounced out of my father’s office. Vanessa closed the door behind me. The lock clicked. I shuddered, trembling, pressing my ear to the door.

I wished I hadn’t.

Hearing them fuck didn’t help that horny itch in my pussy. I bit my lip, my cheeks burning as Vanessa gasped and moaned. Daddy grunted, panted. I made him hard, and then she took advantage of him.

“That should be me in there!” I hissed, darting to my new desk. I sat down hard, my chair creaking. I swiveled my hips from side to side. I could still hear them.

“Oh, Bill, yes!” Vanessa moaned through the walls.

I glowered at the door, my arms folded before me. That should be me. That bitch!

My pussy was on fire. I wanted to masturbate, but I was too angry. I was furious. I wanted to scream out at the top of my lungs as their passion swelled and swelled. Then I heard Daddy grunting and I knew—knew!—that Daddy was cumming in her pussy. I rubbed my belly, my womb aching for Daddy’s seed to be in me.

Vanessa emerged not long after, her hair tousled, a naughty gleam covering her coffee-brown face. Her eyes had a twinkle to them, a smile spreading across her plump lips. She closed the door behind her, her clothing tousled.

“Your father needs a few minutes to go over what we discuss,” she said, sauntering to me.

“I know what you were doing in there,” I said, glaring at her, my folded arms lifting my breasts as I straightened my back. “I heard you.”

“I know,” she said.

I bolted to my feet and marched around the table. “If you think I’m going to let you wreck our home!”

Her smile grew amused. “I know what you were doing in there. What you want from your father.”

I froze. “What?”

She reached her hand beneath her skirt. My eyes almost bulged as she slid up and up her thighs. Then she shuddered and made a cooing sound. What was she doing? Was she masturbating before me? I let out a hissing snarl, about to tear into her.

Then she pulled her hand out. On the tip of her dark, glistening finger was a bead of milky cum. Daddy’s cum.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” she asked, pressing her finger against my lips.

I shuddered as she smeared my father’s cum like lipstick on me. Then her finger pressed into my mouth. That salty taste mixed with the tangy flavor of her pussy. I shuddered as her smile grew wicked. I couldn’t help the whimpering moan I made.

“This is what you want,” she purred, leaning closer to me. “Now, if you’re a good girl and play nice, well, I’ll make sure you get it. Otherwise, you’ll never get a moment alone. Every time you get him horny and he starts to panic over naughty thoughts, I’ll be there. I’ll be ready to satiate his cock. He’ll dump all that cum into me.

“Not you. Understand?”

Her finger popped out of my mouth.

“W-what do you want?” I asked, trembling.

Her smile grew.

To be continued…



Brother’s Incestuous Bet

An Incestuous Harem Story







Chapter Four: Little Sister’s Dripping Passion

by mypenname3000

© Copyright 2018





Story Codes: Female/Teen female, Teen male/Teen female, Incest, Interracial, Oral Sex, Creampie, Anal Sex



Maria Reenburg

“Now come with me and we’ll get started on what you can do for me,” Vanessa purred.

The African American woman had a naughty grin on her face. Her wavy, black hair spilled about her hungry features. She was my father’s secretary at his office in the state capitol. Her fake boobs stretched her blouse, her short skirt hugging her lithe thighs and curving hips. The flavor of my father’s cum, mixed with her pussy juices, lingered on my lips.

She’d blocked me from having sex with my father. She knew I was trying to seduce him. I was just getting Daddy all buttered up, all nice and horny, and then she came in and took advantage of his hard dick. I always suspected Daddy was cheating on Mom and fucking Vanessa, now I knew it. I heard them, then tasted the proof. She promised me, though, if I did things for her, she would help bring Daddy around to incest.

To having sex with me.

Vanessa sauntered before me. She was a leggy woman, her hips swaying as she sauntered on her high heels. I smoothed my pleated skirts. They flared and fell down to my mid-thigh, looking like something sexy but still appropriate for an intern to wear at a state senator’s office.

I glanced at the door to my daddy’s private office. I was so close and then Vanessa came in. But she was always around. She had some sort of hold on him. If I tried to do any seduction, she would swoop in and take advantage of it.

I didn’t have a choice.

I followed her through the reception area of my father’s office. My desk and Vanessa’s were in here. She sauntered to a small side room where there was a conference table, good for group meetings. What did she want me to do in there?

Vanessa sauntered in, saying, “Close the door behind you.”

“Okay,” I said, my heart hammering in my chest. I felt so scared. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to go. I was supposed to win my bet with my brother handily today. He thought he could seduce our Mom before I could get Daddy’s cock in me. I even let him have a head start.

It was supposed be easy. I needed to win this bet. I wanted to beat my smug brother and take his car. Then I would drive him around. It would be so much fun. He’d have to watch me have Daddy’s child, too, knowing it could have been his child if he’d just sealed the deal with Mom first.

I closed the door behind me. The sound echoed through the room. Vanessa turned around, her breasts swaying in her low-cut blouse. Her hands gripped her skirt. She worked it up slowly, the cloth sliding up her thighs. She wiggled her hips, letting out a whimpering moan.

I swallowed. My heart pounded. “You want me to…”

“Yes, lick me clean,” she said, her skirt rising higher, exposing more and more of her dark-brown thighs. She had a rich hue to her skin, a lovely mahogany that had my heart beating faster and faster.

Then her skirt popped over her pussy. She wore no underwear. Her pussy was shaved and glistening. My father’s cum dribbled out of her, the pearly spunk standing out against her dark skin. One line was oozing down her right inner thigh.

I shivered, staring at my father’s seed. It was Daddy’s cum. That little taste she gave me had left me aching. I was turned on, but I’d never eaten pussy before. I’d imagined eating Mom’s while masturbating, of course, pretending to lick Daddy’s or Sean’s cum out of her depths.

My pussy clenched. A wave of heat washed through me. My nipples throbbed in my bra. I wiggled my hips from side to side, my panties absorbing the passion leaking out of me. This molten heat that begged me to do something.

“You eat me out, and I’ll guide your father to accepting incest,” Vanessa moaned. “You’ll get that dick in you, just like you want.”

I fell to my knees. “I want that,” I groaned, my mouth watering. My hands grabbed her hips. “I want that so badly.”

She grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and yanked my head to her pussy, saying, “Course you do. You’re a nasty, little pervert.”

She pressed my mouth against her shaved pussy. Her hot flesh rubbed on my lips. Daddy’s salty cum coated my lips along with her tangy cream. I shuddered, my hands gripping her thighs as she whimpered. Her hips ground her snatch against me, smearing her cunt across my mouth. I opened wide, letting that naughty mix of juices flow into my mouth.

This was such a wicked thing to do. I thrust my tongue out, eager to taste more and more of my daddy’s spunk. My body trembled, heat flowing through me. My tongue fluttered through her pussy, caressing her silky folds, gathering up that tangy cream and incestuous jizz.

My eyes squeezed shut. I groaned and she shuddered. Her big tits jiggled in her blouse. She groaned, her back arching. She bit her lower lip, her head shaking from side to side. Her hips wiggled, undulating and grinding on me.

“That’s it, you little pervert,” she moaned. “Mmm, you’re such a slut, aren’t you? You just want to eat all that cum out of me. Mmm, yes, yes, lick my cunt, you little, White bitch.”

I shuddered at her humiliating words. A strange flush ran through me. My brother called me a slut and whore, but I never felt like he was demeaning me. I shouldn’t be doing this, but I was tasting my daddy’s cum.

“Mmm, yes, yes, just a perverted, little rich bitch,” she moaned. “Think you can get whatever you want. This is the real world. You gotta pay, cunt. Now get that tongue in me. Wiggle it around.”

I thrust my tongue deep into her pussy. Her hot sheath clenched about it as her tangy juices flowed into my mouth. I fluttered my tongue, scooping out my daddy’s jizz. That delicious, salty flavor burst on my tongue every time I found more.

She moaned, her face twisting in bliss as she ground on me. Her hips wiggled from side to side, smearing those hot cuntlips on my mouth. Her cream spilled over my chin as she moaned. She held my blonde hair, holding me tight to her twat.

My tongue thrust into her cunt over and over again. I quested around, searching for more of my daddy’s cum. I groaned as I found more and more, but it was dwindling. I strained my tongue, fluttering through her, whimpering, wanting to eat all that yummy cum out of her.

“Fuck, yes,” moaned Vanessa. “Lick my cunt, you little rich bitch.”

I let out a frustrated moan.

“I don’t care if there’s no more of your father’s jizz in me,” she panted, staring down at me. “I want you cleaning me. Put that mouth to work and pay me, cunt!”

She pulled harder on my hair, grinding her pussy on my mouth, using me. I whimpered and fluttered my tongue. I remembered every little thing that my brother did to my cunt. I caressed her pussy lips with my lips. I would pay her. I would get my cunt full of Daddy’s dick.

I could make her cum to get that.

My tongue lapped furiously through her. I would show her how a rich bitch ate cunt. She gasped and moaned. Pleasure crossed her dark face. She ran her tongue over her thick lips. She cooed and purred, loving what I was doing to her.

“Oh, yes, that’s it!” she moaned. “Just a good little pussy licker, eh, you pervert bitch?”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned then found her clit.

I swirled my tongue around her hard nub nestled in her pussy lips. I caressed it, fluttered against it. My own cunt clenched as I remembered my brother doing all those naughty things to my clit. My little bud throbbed in my panties as I latched my lips on hers.

Sucked.

She gasped. Her back arched, her fake tits bouncing in her chest. She twisted her fingers through my hair as she gasped out in rapture. Her cream flowed out of her, coating my chin and running down my throat. She whimpered.

“Fuck, yes!” she gasped as her body shook.

Juices gushed out of her, spilling over my mouth.

“Such a good, little pervert bitch!” she moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes!”

I lapped at her tangy folds, gathering the cream gushing out of her. I licked her up, my own cunt burning. I wanted to touch myself. I wanted to rub my cunt until I had a frothy explosion. I kept licking her, teasing her, sending more and more waves through her.

I would pay her. I would get Daddy’s dick in me. It would be incredible.

Her back arched a final time. She let out a throaty moan and then her shoulders slumped. She panted and then stumbled back from me, wrenching her pussy from my mouth. I panted, cunt juices dribbling down my throat. Her head shook as she bumped into the table, planting her hand on it as she fanned her face.

“Oh, wow, you’re good at that,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, my cheeks burning, my face on fire.

“So, you keep being a good, little pussy licker, Maria, and I’ll help your daddy overcome his aversion to incest.” She winked at me. “Then you’ll get what you want.”

“I need it soon,” I said, my body trembling. “Real soon!”

She sauntered to me, leaned over, and patted my cheek, a big smile on her lips. “I’m sure it won’t be too long.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

It was a long day working at my mother’s law office. I had no idea how to make up for what happened last Friday. I had massaged her tits, groping those big, lush mounds. I made her cum just from nipple play. But it snapped her out of it. She was embarrassed, even ashamed, of what happened. She wanted to pretend that it didn’t happen.

She hardly talked to me at all today, staying in her office.

How was I supposed to seduce her before Maria got her pussy wrapped around dad’s dick? She was at his office right now. I expected the triumphant text to come at any time.

Meanwhile, I was stuck in this office, my skin tense, my stomach twisting. Mrs. Nielson, the old woman hired as a temp while my mom’s normal paralegal was on maternity leave, was always around. She was puttering from place to place. Worse, Mom would only be in the room with me when that old bitch was around.

I just wanted to grab my mom. I wanted to touch her. To kiss her. To do all those things I did to Maria to Mom.

She was such a beauty. Blonde, like Maria. Only mom had bigger tits. She had that lush, mature build of a woman with experience. Maria was a budding flower, gorgeous and sensual and delicious, but she wasn’t forbidden fruit.

She wasn’t the woman who carried me in her womb and birthed me.

I wanted to slide my cock back in her. I wanted to fuck her hard. To bend her over her desk and fuck her. My dick was hard all day. Frustration built and built in me. I needed satisfaction. I wanted it from Mom.

Needed it from mom.

She appeared out of her office. “Mrs. Nielson, do you have that research I need?”

“I’ve almost got it,” the old woman said, looking up from her desk.

“I got it, Mom,” I said, staring at her. “I can show it to you.” In your office. Alone.

“No, no, I need it from my paralegal. She knows what she’s doing.” She fixed her blue eyes on me for a moment then looked away. She pushed up her glasses, giving her a naughty librarian vibe, only making her sexier. Even in the frumpy outfit she wore today, her blouse buttoned up to her neck, her skirt long, past her knees.

I’d never seen her dress so conservatively before. She was afraid of what I gave her. How could I overcome that fear?

“Mom, I know how to do this,” I said. “I’m here to learn.”

“And you are,” she said. “Now, why don’t you run out and get us lunch. I’m feeling like Greek. Sound good?”

“Fine,” I muttered.

As I fetched lunch, my mind worked on the problem. I couldn’t see any way to get around it. I needed Mrs. Elliston’s advice, but she was out on maternity leave. Her son, who was also her lover, wouldn’t pass along my messages, saying she had to focus on being a mother.

I wanted to scream out my frustration.

The line at the Greek restaurant was long. They were busy, and I was hard the entire time.

My balls simmered through the day, growing fuller and fuller. Part of me wanted to go jack off, but I hadn’t masturbated in months. Not when I had a horny sister who would take care of me. Besides, I didn’t want to imagine fucking my mom.

I wanted to actually fuck her.

I checked my phone every minute, waiting for that damned text from my sister. It would be gloating, triumphant. I would have to give her my Corvette. I wouldn’t get to breed her. I wanted that so much. I wanted her and mom to be pregnant with my child at the same time.

I stewed through the afternoon. Every time Mom would emerge, I would smile at her, stand up, letting her see how much I’d grown up. I felt her eyes flicking at me. I felt there was something in that gaze. Like she knew I had grown up. That I was a man now, seventeen and ready to please her.

Then she’d scurry away into her office.

Finally, the day came to an end. I wondered if she would even drive home with me. On Friday, she sent me home alone, giving me her keys pretending she had to work late. I was rock hard, my balls aching. It was painful to be hard this long.

I slipped into the passenger seat, glancing at her skirt covering her thighs. Even with that baggy garment, I could see the outline of her toned thighs. I wanted to touch her, stroke her. Grope her. It would be so incredible to touch her. To make her purr and gasp. I would give her such wicked thrill.

“Maybe you should drive yourself in,” Mom said. “You have that nice car your father bought you. Shame you’re not using it.”

“Oh,” I said, my stomach growing tense.

She nodded her head. “Yes, yes, you should be driving around in that car, not wasting your summer in my law office.” She gave me a motherly smile while her voice sounded… strained. “Meet some girls.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “There’s time for girls when I get out of law school.”

“There won’t be,” she said, shaking your head. “You’re young. You should be enjoying yourself, not cooped up with your old mom.”

“You’re not old,” I said, glancing at her.

Her cheeks went pink. “Still, I want you to enjoy yourself. So, tomorrow, you’ll drive your own car, and you can leave when you want.”

My heart pounded faster and faster. “If I still have my car,” I muttered. “I made a bet with Maria. I think she’s going to win.”

“Oh?” she asked. “Really?”

I shrugged. “Thought I would win, but…” I sighed. I didn’t know what to say. Should I just blurt it out? Should I just tell her the truth? That I wanted to fuck her so badly. That I wanted to grab her hand and shove it against my crotch. “I don’t think it’ll happen. I think she won today. She’ll be gloating when we get home.”

“Oh, sorry,” she said. “Well, you don’t know for sure, do you?”

I shrugged. I was going to lose my car, and I had no chance to bang my mom. Fuck.

It was an awkward drive home. I stared at the window, my stomach growing tighter and tighter. How would Maria gloat? How would she taunt me about this? She would rub it in my face. Maybe she’d show off her panties stained with cum.

Dad’s cum.

Maybe she’d have a video of it. She’d have me watch it while licking his jizz off her panties. “That’s when he bred my pussy, bro,” Maria moaned in my imagination. “That’s when Daddy knocked me up.”

My stomach boiled. I didn’t want that at all. My cheeks burned. I squirmed, almost feeling sick about this entire situation. My guts grew heavier and heavier every block that we came closer and closer to our house.

We turned down the street. Million dollar homes flashed by us. I squirmed, seeing ours ahead. Dad’s car was in the driveway. Which meant my sister was home. My heart pounded faster as Mom hit the button to open the garage door. She passed Dad’s car, parking beside my Corvette. I glanced at it.

Maybe I should take it for one last drive…

“I’m going to take a bath and go to bed,” she said. “You should order some dinner or something.”

“Sure,” I said, nodding my head.

“Maybe she hasn’t won yet,” Mom said, touching my hand.

Fire burst inside of me. My dick transmuted into stiff lead as her touch ignited a fire in me. Her fingers were touching me. Stroking me. I groaned. My cock twitched with my heartbeat. I stared into her eyes. They were so blue behind her glasses. I wanted to lean in and kiss her. I wanted to pounce her.

Fuck her.

Then she jerked her hand away and bolted from the car.

“Fuck!” I muttered, her footsteps echoing through the garage before she vanished into the house.

The seat creaked as I shifted. Despite the dread of facing my sister, the frustration was back. That ache in my balls made me groan. I had to get some relief. Maybe Maria would give me a pity blowjob or something.

If she wasn’t riding Dad’s cock right now. In his office, bouncing up and down on him, working that sixteen-year-old cunt up and down his dick. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying not to picture her and Dad, my blood boiling.

“Fuck it,” I snarled. I was tired of this dread. This horny ache. I just wanted to get this over with.

I burst out of the car and slammed the door shut. I marched through the stuffy, hot garage, my shoes smacking on the concrete. I wrenched open the door. The cool air washed over me. It led out into the kitchen. I crossed it to the living room, expecting to find Maria waiting for me with a big, gloating grin on her face.

Nothing.

I swept my gaze around, wondering if she was hiding, waiting to spring out of at me, her skirt hiked up, showing me the cum running out of her pussy, her labia spread open to show that she’d been fucked hard by our father.

“Maria?” I asked.

I moved through the living room to the den. It was like the living room but didn’t have a TV. My sister wasn’t in here. Dad was working in his office, the door open. He had headphones on, nodding to the music’s beat, his tie loosened. I swept past him. She wasn’t fucking him right now.

I headed upstairs and reached her door. I could hear my mom filling up the bathtub in the master bathroom. I wanted to burst in there, find her naked, and then pounce on her. I would fuck her hard. Even If Maria won…

I threw open Maria’s bedroom door. “Okay, show me the…”

She wasn’t in here either.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my stomach twisting more and more. Was she torturing me? The little bitch.

My frustrated lusts fueled the growing anger in me. I went to my room, barreling in, expecting to find her naked on my bed, her body flushed, Daddy’s cum leaking out of her and staining my comforter. She would be playing with herself, teasing me.

Nope. Not here.

“The fuck,” I muttered, looking at my empty room.

I went to my closet, ripped it open. She wasn’t hiding there. Not that she could. I just threw all my junk in there and closed it tight. I growled, spinning around. Was she in the backyard? Was she making me hunt her down to find out?

What a bitch.

I peered out the window, studying the large backyard. Evidence of the party where we conceived our bet was all gone. There was a large lawn that spread out across the yard, dotted with bushes and several quiet places. There was a pool, a little fountain, and a gazebo.

There was movement in there. Something pink.

Maria?

I bolted out of my room and rushed through the house. I took the stairs two at a time. I rushed through the house to the back door and burst out into the summer heat. Birds chirped. The warmth washed around me. I marched across the lawn, heading to my execution.

I reached the gazebo and instead of finding my sister gloating in triumph, she sat on the bench in there, staring out at the fountain, her face looking lifeless. Her eyes flicked to me then they looked away.

“You’re not… demanding my keys?” I asked. “You’re not showing off proof of fucking Dad?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

Laughter burst out of me. “You didn’t succeed. You didn’t fuck Dad!”

She bolted to her feet, her pleated, pink skirt swirling about her thighs. Her blonde hair spilled about her face, her blue eyes, the same shade as Mom’s, flared with such brilliance. “You didn’t fuck Mom! And you had a week!”

“But you were so certain that Dad would fall all over you,” I growled, my frustration bursting out of me. I was stressed all day, and she failed. She couldn’t get Dad to fuck her when she dressed like that.

She was so sexy. So gorgeous. She was showing off her body, unlike mom. My sister’s blouse was low-cut, her youthful breasts on display. Her skirt was short, her legs toned and lithe. She was a delicious creature. She looked so coquettish. So wanton. She stood there, swinging her hips from side to side, looking so tempting. So alluring.

My dick was so hard.

“You had all week to fuck Mom, and you failed!” she hissed. “So don’t get on my ass because I didn’t get a chance to seduce Dad today!”

All my frustration burst through me. Maria had been teasing me all week while Mom had kept herself from me. She wouldn’t give me what I needed. Now Maria was here, her tits jiggling beneath me. I needed satisfaction. God, my little sister was so fucking sexy.

I grabbed her shoulders and thrust her back against the gazebo’s latticed wall.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I gasped in shock as my brother grabbed my shoulders and shoved me into the gazebo’s latticed wall. Such anger and frustration welled in me. I didn’t need his shit from him right now. Not after having to listen to Vanessa fuck my dad two more times today.

Two more times when I had to lick her pussy clean of his cum while she called me “cunt” and “bitch” and “little pervert.” There was nothing perverted about incest. It was a beautiful thing, and she was pissing on it.

Stealing it from me.

“Let go of me, Sean!” I hissed as his face twisted with anger.

He kissed me.

He sealed his lips over mine. His tongue thrust into my as he pressed his body, in that sex suit he was wearing, against me. His cock was hard, bulging against my stomach. His tongue dueled with mine as frustration boiled through me.

I pressed on his chest. I didn’t want this right now. I didn’t want to feel him kiss me. His hands squeezed my tits through my blouse as his tongue swirled through my mouth. I growled into the kiss, struggling to break it.

I wrenched my mouth away, snarling, “Stop it!”

“Make me,” he growled. “All weekend you teased me. All weekend you taunted me. Boasting how fast it would take you to get Dad to fuck you. How it wouldn’t be long until you won our bet!”

That fucking bitch! I wanted to claw out Vanessa’s eyes.

My brother squeezed my breasts again. His fingers kneaded into my tits. He massaged my nipples, caressing me. Tingles rippled through me. I was on fire. All day listening to Vanessa fuck Dad then licking her clean. No masturbating. No cumming.

And now my brother thought to fuck me.

My sexy, hunky brother.

“You thought your body was hot shit,” he snarled.

“Oh, it is!” I spat back. “You know it. I can feel how hard you are. You want to fuck me so bad! Well, piss off! I’m not in the mood!”

“Not in the mood?” he asked, his fingers massaging my nipples. Tingles burst through me. “I bet your naughty cunt is soaking wet. You want my dick in you right now.”

“It’s Daddy’s cock I want in me!” I moaned. Why did he have to be so right? Why did he have to be here right now? Why did he have to know I failed to seduce our father?

“Bullshit,” he growled and spun me around.

I gasped as he pressed his cock into my ass while my tits pressed into the lattice wall of the gazebo. I gripped the diamond pattern, my fingers wrapping around the thin slats. His hand squeezed my breasts again. My nipples throbbed in my bra. My hips wiggled.

“Yeah, you got a hot pussy and need your big brother’s cock in you,” he growled. He leaned over my shoulder. “If Dad can’t see how sexy you are, I do.”

My pussy clenched. My snatch was molten. Why did my brother have to be sexy? I needed something in me. I had to be fucked, but it should be by Daddy. That was the point of today. I screeched out my frustration as my brother’s hands slid down my body.

To my skirt.

“Let’s find out how wet you are,” Sean said.

I wanted to tell him to fuck off. To go away, but he was hiking up my skirt. He was drawing it up my thighs just like I wanted Daddy to do. My brother flipped my skirt over my rump. His hand squeezed my tush, my thong buried between my butt-cheeks. He kneaded me, making me whimper.

My cunt drank in the heat flowing from his massaging touch. My eyes fluttered. This heat swelled through me. It was just this incredible rush of delight that flowed through me. I whimpered and squirmed my hips from side to side.

His fingers slid up to my thong’s waistband. He nuzzled into my ear, licked it. “You’re dripping wet for my cock, aren’t you?”

“For Daddy’s cock!” I snarled.

“Liar!” he growled, hooking my thong’s waistband. “You want my dick in you right now.”

I threw a look over my shoulders at him, this strange well of pain rising through me. “You’re just hard for Mom, not me! You’re just fucking me because you can’t pound her.”

“I’m fucking you because this skirt, this blouse…” He yanked down my thong, ripping it from my soaking pussy. “You are such a sexy, hot thing, Maria. You are showing off that body. Dad’s a goddamn moron not to fuck you!”

I shivered then gasped as his fingers rubbed through my pussy. His words surged something… bubbly through me. I looked over my shoulder at him. He was as handsome as Dad, if not as mature and aged. He still had that youthfulness about him, a boyishness he needed to shed. He wore that suit well. Tie, crisp shirt, polished shoes.

He would be a powerful man one day.

His fingers buried deep into my pussy. I groaned, my back arching as he pumped them in and out of me. His tongue licked my earlobe, sending a hot shudder through my body. My snatch clenched on his digits.

“You are just soaking wet for me,” he growled. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I snarled. “So what are you going to do about it? Huh? My pussy is dripping! Do you think you’re fingers are going to be enough?”

“Nope.”

He ripped his fingers out of me. I gripped the lattice, my face pressed against the slats, peering through the diamond holes at the fountain. It gurgled and splashed, spilling crystal water from chirping birds. My juices poured down my thighs, to my thong bunched around my knees.

Clothing rustled behind me. A belt whisked through loops. A zipper rasped. I groaned, so eager for my brother. I wiggled my ass, my day’s long frustration building and building in me. I hissed out in aching need.

“Fuck me!” I snarled. “Get that dick in me right now! Stop teasing me!”

He smacked my ass. The stinging slap cracked through the gazebo. Birds stopped chirping and took flight. Pain melted through my ass to my pussy. My snatch clenched. Juices gushed down my thighs as I let out a wanton moan.

“I’ll fuck that pussy when I’m good and ready,” he growled. “I’m admiring that ass of yours. It’s beautiful.”

I thrust my rump out at him, my tits quivering in my bra. “Then do something about it,” I whimpered. “Fuck my ass! Love it! Just give me that cock!”

“Such a slutty, little sister,” he said. His words didn’t make me feel demeaned like that cunt Vanessa had.

“Such a little slut!” I hissed. “Fuck your little sister! Now!”

The tip of his cock nudged my pussy lips. He stroked up and down them, teasing me. That pleasure rippled through my body. I groaned, my toes curling in my heels. More juices spilled out of my shaved snatch and dribbled down my thighs.

He brushed my clit.

“Damn, you are just a fountain back here,” he groaned. “Your passion’s just pouring out of you. That’s how bad you want me to fuck you!”

“It is!” I whined. “So stop being an asshole and fuck my cunt!”

My brother thrust his cock into me.

It was wonderful to be filled by his thick, incestuous shaft. After the day I had. After all the pussy I licked, all the times I made that bitch cum, I needed my pleasure. Hot and fast. A powerful fuck. Sean buried to the hilt in me. In a flash, his balls were smacking my clit and his crotch cracking into my ass.

I rocked forward, my cheek pressed into the lattice. I moaned, clutching to it with desperate fingers. I whimpered, my hips wiggling from side to side as he thrust into me. He churned me up with that big dick, pumping away hard at me.

He fucked me the way a woman—a little sister—needed to be fucked.

There was nothing gentle about this. Nothing loving. It was carnal. Animal rutting. Our incestuous mating churned my pussy to a froth. His cock plunged deep and hard into me. Every thrust sent waves of heat washing through my body.

My pussy clenched about him, gripping him when he pulled back. I wanted him to stay in me. I wanted to enjoy this delicious treat. My hips wiggled. He stirred me up with that big dick. He made me gasp and howl as he plunged into me.

The smack of his balls on my clit.

The plunge of his dick into my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I hissed, my orgasm swelling inside of me. “That’s what I need! That’s how you fuck a little slut like me!”

“Yes,” he growled, leaning over me. “I can feel it. Your cunt… Damn, Dad’s a moron for passing up on this cunt. You’re amazing, Maria!”

I groaned, my head arching. My pussy squeezed around his girth as he buried into me, increasing that wondrous friction. It surged through me, feeding my orgasm. I threw a look over my shoulder at his tie bouncing down his chest, swaying as he fucked me.

His chiseled face twisted in passion.

His blue eyes burning.

His blond hair slicked back.

“Oh, Mom should be all over you,” I groaned. “You’re a stud, Sean! My big brother is a fucking stud!”

He thrust harder into me.

I loved it.

I humped back into him, my tits bouncing in my bra. I gripped the lattice, braced against his thrusts, or I could grope my tits. I would free them. I whimpered and moaned, my nipples begging for attention.

It was like he read my mind. My lusts. My brother’s hands slid up the outside of my blouse. He found my breasts, squeezed them. His fingers brushed my nubs, sending tingles racing down to my cunt. Adding more fuel to the fire he started in me.

Every plunge of that cock made me burn hotter and hotter.

“Yes, yes, make me cum!” I moaned. “Make your slutty, little sister cum!”

He squeezed my tits and pounded into me. His crotch smacked my rump. His dick caressed my inner flesh. My sheath clung to him, gripping him tight. I wanted to feel that heat bursting through me. A raging bonfire burning all of my flesh.

He found my nipples through my thin blouse and thinner bra. He pinched and teased them, twisted them. My nubs flared with wondrous pain. I gasped, my blonde hair swaying about my face as he plowed into my juicy depths.

“You’re my whore!” Sean growled. “Right now, you’re my slut! And I want you to cum! I want to feel that pussy writhing about my dick!”

“Yes!” I whimpered, my back arching. He twisted both nipples. He rammed his cock deep into my pussy.

I exploded.

My pussy writhed about his plunging dick. My flesh caressed him. Massaged him. That heat surged through me. I gasped and groaned, my body trembling as the delight burned through me. This incredible surge of bliss splashed through my mind. It inundated me with such rapture. I groaned and bucked, my breasts jiggling in my bra.

“Sean, yes!” I moaned. “You’re such a stud, big brother! You’re amazing!”

“You’re pussy…” He let out an angry snarl, plunging over and over into my cunt. “Your pussy loves my dick!”

“Loves it!” I howled.

My pleasure burned through my body. The rapture consumed me. My thoughts blazed in ecstasy. Stars burst across my vision as my brother’s cock plunged over and over into my hungry cunt. I gasped and moaned, my nipples throbbing in his fingers’ grip.

Then he ripped his dick out of me.

I didn’t care what he was doing. I was lost to my orgasmic rapture. It was what I needed after this frustrating day. Satisfaction. My brother gave me such satisfaction.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

I ripped my cock out of my sister’s convulsing pussy. It was heaven in there, but I wanted to really plunder her body. Really satiate my frustrations. I released her tits and seized my pussy-soaked dick in my right hand. My other hand seized her left butt-cheek and pulled it to the side, exposing her puckered asshole.

“Oh, yes, yes, fuck my ass!” my sister moaned the moment she felt my dick sliding up her taint to her butt-hole. “Just ram it in me and give me more pleasure!”

I grinned. I knew she was my slut. I just had to get through her anger. Her denial. It was so obvious she wanted me. I pressed my cock against her asshole, feeling that puckered ring against the tip of my cock.

I thrust.

“Sean!” my little sister whimpered as her tight anal ring spread apart. I’d broken in her ass many times, and it was always a sweet treat.

Her tight sphincter spread over the tip of my cock, massaging me as I plunged into her velvety embrace. My pussy-lubed dick worked deeper and deeper into her. Her asshole swallowed more and more of my shaft. The heat swelled up it to my balls.

They brimmed with cum.

I let go of my cock and snaked my hand around her waist. I slid over her bunched-up skirt and found her shaved pubic mound. I caressed down to her hot folds and caressed them. I found her clit, massaged it.

“Sean!” she gasped, her asshole squeezing around my dick.

“Show me how much you’re my little whore,” I growled into my little sister’s ear. I hugged her tight, my left hand finding her tit again, my right diddling her clit.

“Pound my asshole, and I will!”

I drew back my dick through my sister’s tight asshole. I groaned, savoring the delight of her velvety grip around my cock. She was so tight and hot, a different treat from her silky, juicy pussy. I rammed into her deep, my crotch smacking into her rump, my balls smacking into her wet pussy.

I pinched her nipple and rubbed her clit as I sodomized her. I pumped my dick fast in and out of her asshole. I reveled in the heat of my sister’s bowels. That wonderful grip. It was incredible. Every stroke brought me closer and closer to that eruption.

My balls ached from frustration, but I had my little sister. She liked being forced. Liked being shown that she lusted for me. It made her burn so hot. Her velvety ass almost melted around my dick as I plunged into her asshole over and over.

She gasped as I made her pussy gush juices.

“Sean! Sean!” my sister moaned, her voice sounding almost drunk. “Oooh, my brother’s got a big dick! Yes, yes, ram that huge monster into my asshole! Are you going to cum in me?”

“What do you think?” I asked, rubbing her clit in fast circles, her cream soaking my digits.

“That you’re going to pump so much jizz into my asshole!” She squeezed her bowels around me. “Just spurt it into me. Flood me!”

I thrust harder, faster. The velvety massage of her asshole built the ache at the tip of my cock. My balls were ready to unload. All day I’d suffered, and my little sister provided me relief. Our flesh smacked together.

That wondrous smack-smack of hot flesh surged through me. I groaned at the delight wrapped around me. That hot, velvety sheath. That wondrous pleasure surging through me. She was all about me. It was incredible.

I pounded her, savoring this moment. I rubbed her clit faster, holding off my orgasm. I grit my teeth, wanting to feel her cumming around my dick. To experience that wondrous delight surging and writhing about my shaft.

It was such a treat.

A delicious experience.

I buried into her hard and fast while my fingers pinched her clit between them. I tugged on her nub. Her back arched. Her bowels clenched like a vice about my dick. I gasped, almost erupting into her before I was ready.

Then she gasped out, “Sean! You fucking stud, yes!”

Her asshole writhed about my dick.

“My brother is a stud!” she moaned. “Such a sexy stud. Oh, fuck, yes!”

Her bowels sucked at my plunging dick while her juices spilled over my fingers. They bathed them as I massaged her. I groaned, loving the hot writhe of her pussy over my digits. My muscles tensed, my dick throbbing in her bowels embrace.

I was so close to exploding. To just showering her with my cum. I panted, thrusting harder, faster. I buried into her to the hilt. I slammed into my sister’s convulsing asshole. That velvety massage rippled around me.

“Cum in me!” she moaned. “Give it to me, Sean!”

“Yes!” I growled and buried into her.

My cum erupted. I spurted over and over into her. Held her tight, squeezing her tit through her blouse, as I flooded her. Her hot bowels milked me. She drew out every drop as that wondrous pleasure slammed into my mind.

My release exploded out of me.

Stars burst across my vision. That heat slammed through me. I kissed her neck as her spasming asshole milked my balls dry. My incestuous pleasure peaked in me. I held there, hovering in passion, clutching my sister to me.

“Damn,” I groaned. “I needed that.”

“Mmm, it was great,” she panted. “Sometimes… you just need the guy to seize you and make you admit you want him.” She turned her head and flashed me a smile. “Just make sure the girl really wants you.”

She gave me a hot kiss on my mouth as that touch my mom gave me in the car galvanized my body. Mom let me touch her tits on Friday. I made her cum. Now she was trying to deny it. Just like my sister had.

Was that it? I just had to march in there and fuck my mom?

I broke the kiss, panting, “Thanks, Maria.”

She grinned at me, her asshole squeezing around my softening dick. “Did you really mean it that Dad should have been all over me?”

“As hot as you look in that outfit, I don’t understand how he wasn’t.”

“Then you’re welcome,” she said. “For being such a sweet brother.”

I nodded my head, glancing at the house. I pulled out of my sister, my eyes drifting up to our parents’ veranda. The mesh grill made it impossible to see if anyone was standing there. It was where we made our bet. Beyond it, was my mom slipping into the bath. Naked.

In need.

It was time to win this bet.

I marched ahead, my sister at my side, her skirt rustling. I glanced at her, saw a look of determination on her face, too. So this was it. We were both making our moves. It would be over soon. One of us was about to win our bet.

I grinned. Either way, it would be incredible.

To be continued…
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Maria Reenburg

My brother’s words, claiming that Daddy was an idiot for not wanting to fuck me, gave me the sexy confidence to do this. There was no dumb Vanessa to cock-block me. That bitch wouldn’t swoop in and steal Daddy’s erection this time. I would get his dick in me.

I would finally fuck my sexy father.

I marched back to the house beside my brother. He had the same strut. I knew he was making his move on Mom. He was going to seize her, fuck her, and give her the same pleasure he just gave me. He pounded me hard. He fucked my cunt until I exploded, pulling me out of my funk. Then he slammed his cock into my bowels. He sodomized me and gave me more pleasure.

His cum leaked out of my asshole. It made me feel so wicked. So wanton. My sixteen-year-old body trembled in delight. My pink skirt swished about my thighs. I felt so free. My round breasts bounced in my top.

“Well, bro,” I said as he thrust open the sliding glass door that led into the kitchen, “I’m going to kick your butt. I’m winning the bet.”

“We’ll see,” he growled. “In a few minutes, I’m going to be balls deep in Mom and make her scream in rapture.”

“It’s coming down to right now” I said. “We’re going to have so much fun, aren’t we?”

“Either way, we are,” he said, flashing me a big, bold smile. “We’re going to get what we want.”

I nodded my head. “Just the way it should be. Every family needs to do this. All my girlfriends want to fuck their daddies.”

His smile grew.

“Are you thinking about fucking your own daughter?” I asked, giving him a sly smile. “Huh, think you’re going to breed a girl in Mom?”

“And you,” he said. “I’m still winning the bet. You’re going to raise our daughter to be a daddy’s girl.”

I giggled. “Deal. If I have your daughter, I’ll make sure she wants your dick first.”

He seized me, pulled me to him, and kissed me hard on the mouth.

My toes curled. My pussy clenched. I whimpered into the kiss, my nipples throbbing in my blouse as I clutched him tight. Our tongues dueled as we shared this moment. His cock thrust hard before him, rubbing on my belly.

I broke the kiss and said, “Go clean your dick off in Mom’s pussy.”

“Go make Dad regret choosing Vanessa’s cunt over yours.”

“You got it,” I said.

I grinned at him as he broke away from me and headed for the stairs. Mom must be upstairs, but Dad… Daddy was in his office. I shivered, my fingers twitching. I felt so wild and wanton. I wasn’t going to let anything stop me.

I peeled off my blouse and threw it to the ground. My breasts bounced free, my pink nipples swaying before me. They were firm and perky, all-natural titties. It wasn’t those big, fake boobs that Vanessa had. I didn’t need surgery to fix me. I had perfect breasts. I would thrust them into Daddy’s face.

He would be putty in my hands.

My brother’s footsteps reached the second floor, creaking above as he headed towards our parents’ bedroom. I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to a puddle of pink around my lithe legs. I shivered, more cum leaking out of my asshole. I shifted my hips and felt utterly free. I was naked. Naughty.

I was a nubile, teenage temptress.

I sauntered towards my daddy’s office. My breasts bounced and swayed. My hips shifted from side to side. I felt so sexy. So wanton. So desired. My brother thought I was the hottest piece of ass in the world. I made him so hard, he didn’t take no. He seized me and made me feel like a woman.

I reached the door to Daddy’s office. It was open. He was wearing his headphone, nodding to his music as he worked. I purred, posing in the doorway. I shifted my hips. Daddy’s eyes flicked towards me for a moment then back to his computer.

Then he froze.

My grin grew as his head whipped around to stare at me. His jaw dropped. He ripped off his headphones. They bounced off the side of the desk then fell onto the floor with a loud clatter. Music rumbled from them.

“M-Maria,” he groaned. “What are you doing? Where are your clothes?”

“I’ve been so naughty, Daddy,” I purred, sauntering into his office, so aware of his eyes on my breasts. His chair turned to face me. He gripped the armrests. His dick was swelling in his pants. “I was teasing you all day. I was making you hard, wasn’t I?”

“Well… I mean… I… I…” he spluttered. “You’re naked.”

“I am naked,” I purred. “I wanted to give you this all day.” My hands slid up my torso, caressing my warm, silky skin. This wondrous pleasure shot heat through me. I groaned as the rapture swept through my body. I gripped my breasts, squeezing and kneading them. My fingers dug into my flesh. I jiggled them. “I wanted you to see my titties. To stare at my body. Do I have a hot bod?”

“God, Maria,” he groaned, his breathing quickened. My brother would be all over me by now. He would be pinning me to the door, fucking me hard.

But Daddy didn’t know this was right. That incest was okay. Luckily, I would educate him.

“Vanessa kept us apart. She did such mean things to me.” I moved closer, squeezing my titties, kneading them. “That bitch kept swooping in. She kept fucking you after I made you hard, didn’t she?”

“Well… I…” He swallowed. “Yes, but don’t tell your mother. Please.”

“I’m not going to tell Mommy,” I said, stopping before him. “I just want to fuck you, Daddy. I want you to be in me. I want to love you, Daddy. And Vanessa isn’t here. She’s not going to stop me this time. She’s not going to blackmail me to lick her pussy clean of all your cum.”

“What?” he gasped.

“Later,” I said, straddling his waist. I shuddered as my legs slid around his onto his leather chair. It creaked as I settled my weight, pressing against him. “Right now, I want you in me, Daddy.”

He groaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

My dick was hard despite just fucking my sister in the asshole. I was going to do it. I figured it out. Mom was scared. She needed me to convince her that she wanted me. She had enjoyed her titty massage. She ached for me. She just thought it was wrong to have sex with me.

I would show her the truth.

I burst into my parents’ master bedroom. The cream-colored comforter was neatly spread over their bed the darkly-polished wood frame standing out from the pale blanket. The furniture matched, all my mom’s doing. I heard water coming from the bathroom, the door half-shut. She was relaxing, trying to pretend she wasn’t wet for me.

I ripped off my tie, letting it slide through the collar of my dress shirt. I spent all day at her law office, wanting to get alone with her. She wouldn’t let me. So I had to make my own opportunity to seduce her. That was my mistake. I should have paid more attention to Clint this entire time.

He made his opportunities to fuck his sisters, his aunt, any woman or girl in school that caught his fancy.

My fingers worked my shirt. I thrust the buttons through the eyelets, working fast as my dick pulsed harder and harder. I grinned. I was going to show my mother something special. I was going to give her such pleasure before I slammed into her. I would make her explode. I ripped off my shirt and threw it down to the floor.

I kicked off my shoes and thrust down my pants and boxers. My dick bobbed before me as I stripped naked. I peeled my socks off. I ached. My balls were building a new load of cum for her. I was seventeen. I had the stamina to satiate my mother.

Naked, I marched to the bathroom and thrust the door all the way open.

Mom was lying naked in the bathtub, her blonde hair pinned up over her head, her eyes were closed. Her large breasts bobbed amid the bubbles she soaked in. Those big, lush tits that I massaged last Friday. My hands remembered the feel of them, squeezing them, pleasing them.

I made her cum just from playing with the tits.

Her eyes opened. She looked different without her glasses on. “I’m not in the mood, Bill.”

Bill? She thought I was Dad? Her glasses were off. I must look like a blur to her. I grinned. “Sure you are, just not for Dad. You’re in the mood for me, Mom.”

She gasped and sat up, her large tits heaving out of the sudsy water. Glistening bubbles slid down those huge, soft mounds. They swayed, her dark-red nipples were half-covered by the suds. Her eyes widened as she shrieked, “Get out of here, Sean!”

I stalked closer to her.

“Sean!” she gasped. She reached for her towel as she stood up, more water falling down her naked body. I could see her matted, blonde bush, soaked by water. She went to cover her body with it.

I snatched it out of her hand and threw it to the ground.

“What are you doing, Sean?” she gasped, her tits heaving as she stared at me, fear in her face.

Lust in her eyes.

I had to show her what she wanted. I had to prove to her that she craved this. I grabbed her wet, sudsy body by the waist. I pulled her towards me. She gasped as she stumbled against me, water slashing around her legs. Her wet tits pressed into my chest, her nipples hard. I wrapped my arms around her body, her nipples rubbing against my chest.

Pleasure tingled across my skin at the feel of her wet, hot flesh. I hauled her out of the bathtub, lifting her squirming body. She squealed, twisting and thrashing in my arms. I set her down out of the tub, her hands pushing on me.

“Let me go, Sean!” she hissed. “You can’t do this. I’m your mother.”

“I know,” I growled. “You’re my hot, sexy mother! I want you. So bad. You need this. I’m going to make you feel like you’re a woman.”

My hands slid down her slick, wet back. I grabbed her ass and squeezed. I pulled her tight against me. I kissed her on the mouth, claiming her lips. My tongue thrust into her mouth. My dick throbbed against her soapy belly, feeling her hot, slick skin. My fingers kneaded into her butt, pulling her tight against me.

She thrashed and moaned as I kissed her hard. I thrust my tongue into her mouth. Her hands balled up and beat on my chest. She wiggled against me. My dick throbbed and twitched against her belly. I ached against her. The more she squirmed. It was incredible.

I kissed her with all the passion I had for her. I loved her. I showed her how much passion she inspired in me. My fingers dug into her rump. I gripped her hard. She groaned, her struggling slowing. She wanted this. It wasn’t me Mom was fighting ; she was fighting herself.

She surrendered.

She stopped the fight. Her fists relaxed. She grabbed my shoulders. Her fingernails dug into my flesh. She bit me into me as I moaned. My dick throbbed hard against her. She wiggled her hips, grinding against me as she moaned. Her tongue brushed mine. She swirled it around, kissing me with such passion.

She was mine.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

I cupped Daddy’s face as he trembled beneath me. His eyes were wild, hazel unlike Sean’s blues. He was a mature version of my brother, his hair and eyes darker. I felt the shadow of his whiskers, the rough stubble beneath my fingers.

I kissed him hard on the lips. My tongue thrust into his mouth. I felt his manly stubble rasp against my flesh. I shuddered as Daddy didn’t resist. He melted against my lips. He groaned as I kissed him, my tongue wiggling in his mouth.

His hands moved. He grabbed my butt-cheeks. He pulled them apart. More of Sean’s cum leaked out of my asshole. I groaned, grinding my pussy on Daddy’s cock, feeling him throb through his pants. He was hard for me.

He wanted me.

I broke the kiss, moaning, “Oh, Daddy, you want me, don’t you?”

“Maria,” he groaned, his fingers digging into my ass.

“Say you want me, Daddy,” I gasped, arching my back to thrust my tits at his face.

“Yes!” he croaked. “I want you!”

His lips brushed my nipple. I shuddered as he rubbed his face against my round breast. My nub rubbed against his stubble. That rasping pleasure shot through me. It spilled down my nerves to the tips of my fingers. My pussy clenched at the thrill of it.

His lip found my right nipple. He sucked hard on it. I groaned, my toes curling as he loved my nipple. Daddy was sucking on me. I whimpered, my hair swaying about my shoulders. I whimpered as he suckled and nursed.

He nibbled on my nipple with his hungry mouth. I licked my lips. My hips wiggled, grinding my pussy on his cock. He was so hard. I wanted him in me. To slide down on him and feel his cock in me. To fuck my hot Daddy.

My hands shot down to his crotch. He sucked with hunger. He loved my nipple. I groaned. My pussy clenched again and again. My eyes fluttered. My fingers found his pants’ fastener. I popped his slacks open. The zipper rasped.

A hot tremble raced through me. I moaned, “Daddy, I’ve wanted this for so long. I’ve wanted your cock in me.”

He moaned about my nipple as I reached into his fly and shoved into his boxers. I grabbed his dick. I held his cock. I pulled him out, stroking him. He felt a little smaller than my brother, but not much. So close in size I wasn’t even sure.

My asshole clenched, my brother’s jizz leaking out of me. I groaned as I rose, lifting my hips. I gripped him as I raised his cock, guiding him towards my pussy. His cock nuzzled against my shaved snatch, rubbing against my hot flesh.

It was time to fuck my daddy hard!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

I kissed Mom with passion. I held her mature, wet body against me. She humped against my dick. I gripped her ass, pulling her tight. Our tongues dueled as she moaned into the kiss. Her arms went around my neck, clutching me tight.

I backed up, leading her into her bedroom. Her breasts felt amazing against my chest. Her nipples were fat and thick, bigger than my sister’s. Our tongues caressed each other. She tasted so hot, so sweet. My dick throbbed against her belly. She whimpered against me.

I turned her as we left the bathroom and entered her bedroom. I backed her up now. I pressed her against her bed. She moaned as I gently pushed her back. She broke away from me, falling onto her bed. Her tits heaved as she landed on the cream-colored comforter. Suds ran down my body, more smeared her body, the bubbles slowly popping.

“Oh, my god, Sean,” she moaned, staring up at me. “We shouldn’t be doing this. I tried to fight this but… but…”

“I’m just too sexy,” I said, giving her a cocky grin.

“You are,” she moaned, her thighs rubbing together. “But you’re my son. This is wrong. We shouldn’t be doing this.”

“That’s why we should do it,” I said, my hands stroking up her thighs, caressing her silky flesh. “That’s what makes this so hot. How wrong this is. It’s going to be incredible.”

She licked her lips, shivering.

I fell to my knees before her. I grabbed her legs, gripping her tight. I pushed her thighs apart. I stared at her wet bush, her pink labia peeking through those golden curls. She groaned, her tits heaving as she shuddered. I pulled on her, drawing her rump to the edge of the bed.

“Sean,” she groaned as my hands slid up her silky, wet thighs. I leaned in. “Oh, god, I’m your mother.”

“Yes, you are,” I groaned, inhaling, smelling a tangy, feminine musk rising over the sweet perfume of her bubbles. It tingled my nose. It was just such a treat. My hunger swelled for her.

I hugged her thighs and pulled her pussy that last inch to my lips as I leaned in. Her wet bush pressed against my mouth. Those silky curls caressed against my face. My tongue flicked through her folds. I lapped at her cunt. The very pussy that birthed me.

My tongue flicked through her folds again. She shuddered as I lapped and licked. I drank her incestuous nectar. It was incredible. I held her tight against my face. She shuddered and groaned, grinding against me. Her breasts heaved. Her thighs squeezed about my face. Her silky thighs clutched against my cheeks.

I buried my tongue deep into her pussy. I dove into her snatch. I swirled around inside of her. It was just a treat. I licked through her folds, gathering her cream. It was amazing to taste her. Her passion poured over my mouth.

I drank down her incestuous juices while my mom moaned my name.

“Oh, god, Sean!” she moaned. “Where did you learn to eat pussy so well.”

“Maria,” I groaned and buried my mouth back into her pussy.

“No wonder that girl’s been running around in her panties.” She squeezed her thighs tight about my mouth and cheeks. Her silky flesh caressed my face as I feasted on her. “Oh, Sean. Oh, this is so wrong, but you feel sooooo good. Oh, yes!”

My hands shoved beneath her rump. My hands squeezed her ass. My hands kneaded her butt-cheeks. I massaged her flesh. My tongue darted through her depths. I swirled around inside her cunt. I licked at the hole that birthed me.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. She gripped my hair. Her fingers dug through my short curls. She shuddered and pulled my head tight against her pussy. My tongue fluttered through her folds. I caressed her flesh. I licked her. I lapped at her. I stroked her flesh, nibbled on her labia. My digits dug into her rump.

My fingers slid into her butt-crack.

“Oh, Sean, you’re not,” she moaned as my digits slid down through her crack.

“Mmm, you know I am, Mom,” I said. “You’re going to love it. Maria does. She’s loves it up the ass.”

“Oh, my god, really?” she moaned. Then she gasped as my finger pressed on her asshole. “I’ve never done this. Not there. It’s dirty.”

“So’s what we’re doing,” I said and then sucked on her clit.

Her breasts heaved. She gasped out in rapture as I stroked her asshole. I caressed her sphincter, stroking that puckered ring. She whimpered, her clit throbbing in my mouth. My cheeks hollowed. My tongue caressed her bud. I nibbled on her. Teased her.

I pressed my finger into her asshole. I wiggled past her sphincter. I shoved deeper into her bowels. She gasped as my digit slid into her rectum. She bucked and squirmed on the bed. Her juices flowed, staining my face as she groaned.

“Holy… Oh, Sean… That’s… That’s… You’re in my butt-hole, Sean! Oh, wow! Oh, that’s so dirty. Oh, my god!”

I loved the sounds that she made. I caressed her clit, stroking her, teasing her. Her tangy juices coated my face. The bed creaked. Her tits heaved. Her bowels clenched around my probing finger. I worked through her velvety delight, giving my mother all the pleasure I could.

My finger wiggled around inside of her. I probed deeper and deeper. My tongue swirled around her tongue. Her moans swelled. I knew those sounds. Maria gasped like that just before coming. Mom was just Maria matured to perfection, beautiful and sensual.

“Sean!” Mom gasped, heaving on the bed.

I put my all into loving my mother. I gave her everything I had.

She came.

Her asshole convulsed around my finger. Her juices gushed out of her snatch. My tongue fluttered up and down her labia. I licked and lapped at the flood of cream. The incestuous passion spilled over my tongue. I drank my mother’s bliss.

“Sean, yes!” she howled. “Oh, god, I haven’t felt like this in years. Oh, yes, yes! This is… I just… Damn!”

Her thighs squeezed around my head. My hand kneaded her rump as my finger probed into her convulsing bowels. I loved her. I thrust my tongue into her snatch. I felt her pussy’s contractions, the force of her passion.

“Sean, I need you!” she moaned. “I need my boy back in me! I need my son back in me! Oh, wow, yes!”

I rose, grinning. Her pussy juices dripped off my face. Cream fell down my cheeks. I gave my mother such pleasure. I loved that, my dick throbbing. The pleasure twitched and throbbed before me. She grabbed my dick. She seized me, stroking me. She pulled me towards her pussy. Her left hand went to my chest, stroking my muscular pecs.

“I need you in my pussy, Sean,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, I need you to bury your cock in me. I need my son in my pussy. I know it’s wrong. I know I shouldn’t. Your father’s downstairs, but…”

“He’s busy with Maria,” I groaned, her hand pulling my dick towards her pussy.

She shuddered, her hand tightening on my dick. “Just… just… I’ve been thinking about this since Friday. Since you made me cum just by massaging my tits. You’re such a stud, Sean. I raised such a hunky boy.”

I kissed my mother hard, letting her taste her tangy cream. She rubbed my dirty cock against her pussy. My sister’s asshole stained my dick. That made this hotter. I was about to slip into my mother’s pussy again. I was returning home.

I thrust into my mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

“Daddy!” I moaned as I impaled my cunt down my Daddy’s cock.

He was finally in me.

My pussy clenched about his dick. I bottomed out on him, my snatch taking every inch of his dick. I shuddered, more cum leaking out of my asshole as I wiggled on him. I stirred my daddy’s cock around inside of me. I ground my clit against his crotch as Daddy groaned about my nipple.

His mouth popped off my nipple. “Maria!” he groaned. “Jesus, you’re tight.”

“Better than that bitch Vanessa’s cunt, huh?” I asked, squeezing down on him. “She wanted to keep me from you. That’s why she kept barging in when I turned you on. She was making me lick her clean. She was a bitch to me. She insulted me.”

“Oh, god,” he groaned, his hands grabbing my butt-cheeks. He squeezed me as he lifted me up his shaft.

We both groaned at the silky glide of my pussy climbing up his cock. I groaned, my cunt squeezing down around his dick. He felt so incredible in me. My hips shifted, stirring around inside of him. I slammed down his dick. My clit throbbed against him on the downstroke.

“You’re going to get rid of her, aren’t you?” I moaned. “You’re going to fire her for demeaning your little girl!”

“Yes!” he groaned, his fingers digging into my butt-cheeks. He worked my hips, lifting my light body and fucking my pussy up and down his dick. “I will. She can’t demean my daughter. She can’t keep me from this pussy!”

“Yes!” I howled, the pleasure surging through me. I just knew I was winning this bet. I couldn’t wait to show my brother how much I’d beaten him by. I would rub it in his face. I would gloat so much. It would be incredible. “I’m going to win!”

I rode Daddy hard and fast. I squeezed my pussy around his dick. The pleasure shot through me. Ripples of bliss made me shiver. My blonde hair swayed about my face, my silky hairs caressing my shoulders. My tits bounced and jiggled. My tits heaved as I fucked him.

I slid my arms around his neck. I held his face to my breasts. His face rubbed back and forth between my tits, rubbing his stubble against my sensitive flesh. My nipples throbbed as he groaned, his hands fucking my cunt faster and faster up and down his dick.

“You’re going to cum in me, aren’t you, Daddy?” I howled. “You’re going to fire all that jizz into me!”

“Yes!” he growled.

He sucked on the inner slope of my breast. He nibbled and loved my perky flesh. I groaned as I slammed down his dick over and over. My orgasm built and built. It was this wonderful moment. Pleasure rippled through me.

His lips found my nipple again. He nibbled on it. Rapture shot down to my pussy. My cunt gripped him as I climbed up his cock. Then I slammed down him hard and fast. His dick penetrated to my depths over and over again.

“Oh, Daddy, fire that cum into me!” I moaned. “Give me all your spunk. Just hose me down!”

“Yes,” he groaned, his mouth ripping off my nipple.

I shuddered, loving this wondrous heat rippling through me. “I want your cum in me, Daddy! I want all that amazing jizz.”

“Just keep riding my cock,” he panted. “Jesus, you’re tight, Maria. I can’t believe it. Your cunt is so fucking tight.”

“Mmm, good,” I moaned, my pussy clenching about his dick. “Oh, Daddy, I’m going to cum on your cock!”

“Do that!” he groaned. He stared up at me, his hazel eyes glassy. “Show me how much you love my cock!”

“It’s amazing!” I gasped and kissed him.

I thrust my tongue deep into his mouth. I stirred it around in him as I impaled my cunt down his dick over and over. The pleasure swelled. I couldn’t hold it back any longer. There was no stopping this rushing bliss.

My clit throbbed as it ground his pubic mound on the downstroke.

My pussy squeezed about his cock on the upstroke.

The friction… That wonderful, silky glide of my pussy working up and down his dick grew the bliss in me. I threw back my head and howled in rapture. It swept through me. It filled me up. The ache swelled in the depths of my pussy.

I slammed down my daddy’s cock. Came.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I gasped as my pussy rippled about his dick. My flesh convulsed about his cock. It massaged him, milking him. “Oh, Daddy, feel my passion! Cum in me!”

“Fuck!” he groaned, his fingers digging into my rump.

I bounced on his cock, my pussy convulsing and spasming about his shaft. The pleasure rushed through me. It slammed into my mind. Stars burst across my vision. This wonderful delight melted my thoughts.

My tits heaved. My body bucked. My pussy loved my daddy’s dick. The incestuous rapture shot through me. I gasped, my eyes fluttering. This amazing delight crashed through me. My cunt milked his cock.

“Maria!” he groaned.

“Just cum in me, Daddy!” I moaned. “Fill your little girl’s cunt with all that yummy jizz!”

“Yes!” he groaned.

Daddy’s cum fired into my cunt.

My pussy spasmed harder as I felt that jizz splash against my cervix. I groaned as that hot cum spilled into me. My father’s incestuous seed filled me. I hugged him tight to my tits. He grunted and moaned as he filled my underage snatch.

I rode the wave of incestuous rapture surging through me as I milked his dick. His cum filled me. It was incredible. I shuddered atop him as he grunted. He sucked on my inner flesh. He groaned as the last of his spunk spilled into me.

“Oh, wow, Daddy, that was amazing,” I said and then I hopped off of his lap, his cock popping out of me. I clamped my hand over my pussy.

“Wait, where are you going?” Daddy groaned as I whipped around and raced towards the door.

“I have to go show Sean!” I said, flashing him a grin over my shoulder. Then I darted naked through the house.

I did it!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

I buried into my mother’s cunt.

I returned to the pussy that birthed me. It was incredible. It was this amazing rush that swept through me. My balls smacked into her taint. I groaned into her lips. Her tongue danced and dueled with mine as she shuddered beneath me.

This was better than I could imagine. Her pussy, though not as tight as Maria’s, still felt amazing about my dick. She squeezed and clenched about me. Her large tits pressed into my chest, pillowy soft, not the firm perkiness of my little sister. Mom’s tongue dueled with mine. Her fingernails clawed my back as I filled her.

She squirmed beneath me, stirring her hips around inside of me. I shuddered, part of me wanting to pump my hips hard and fast, while another part of me just wanted to savor this amazing moment.

Her hot cunt squeezed and relaxed about me. She cleaned my dirty dick. She buffed my sister’s ass off my cock with her juicy pussy. She was such a great mom. She didn’t even know it. I should have told her, but I knew she wouldn’t care. Not right now. She was a dirty slut now.

She was my sexy mother.

I broke the kiss, staring into her blue eyes, my forehead resting on hers.

“Sean,” she whimpered, such delight in her voice. “Oh, Sean… You’re filling me up. Oh, you’re back in me.”

“I am, Mom,” I groaned.

“So why are you just lying there,” she moaned, trembling beneath me. “I need to be fucked. If we’re going to do this, let’s do this right. Ram that dick in and out of me, Sean. Fuck your mother!”

I grinned. “Make you cum?”

“Again!” She moaned. “Oh, fuck, yes. Make me cum so hard!”

I drew back my hips through her tight, incestuous depths. Her cunt clenched around my dick. I slammed into her. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. My heavy balls thwacked into her taint. The sound echoed through the room. The bed creaked.

This incredible bliss shot down my cock. It warmed my balls. She squeezed about my shaft, gripping me as I drew back. Her fingernails bit into my back as she whimpered. The pleasure surged through me.

I rammed hard into her.

“Oh, my god, Sean, yes!” she moaned. “Fuck your Mom, Sean! Fuck me hard!”

“Oh, yes!” I growled. “I’m going to make you explode. You’re going to milk my dick. I’m going to spill every drop of cum into your snatch.”

My balls smacked over and over into her taint. My mom squeezed around my dick. Her pussy massaged me. It was this wonderful pleasure. This amazing delight that surged through me. I slammed into her harder, faster. I fucked her harder. I reveled in being in her.

Her moans grew louder and louder with every thrust. She shuddered, her breast pressing against me as I pounded my cock in and out of her. I buried into my mother over and over. A week of frustration ended now.

“Fuck me hard!” she hissed. “Oh, my god, yes! Pound my cunt, Sean!”

I grinned at her and rose on my hands, using them as leverage to really slam my hips forward. “Like this?”

“Oh, yes, yes!” she moaned, her pussy clenching around my dick. “Oh, my god, that’s amazing, Sean! That’s a cock! Oh, damn, that’s an amazing cock! Fuck me hard with that dick! Ream my cunt! Make me explode!”

I pounded my mother hard. I buried my dick again and again into her. She shuddered, her tits heaving. Her big breasts smacked together. They made such wicked sounds. I loved it. My dick throbbed in her depths.

Her pussy gripped my dick. She squeezed around me, swelling that ache at the tip. I wanted to just release in her. To bust my nut so hard. I would pump my mom full of my incestuous seed. It would be so easy to just unload.

But I wanted her to cum first.

“Mom!” I groaned. “Oh, damn, Mom, I’m going to cum so hard in you. But first, you got to explode.”

“Keep ramming that cock into me, and I will!” she gasped, her big tits heaving as I drove into her.

My right hand shoved beneath her rump. Her eyes widened. A look of greedy passion shot across her blue eyes. She let out a purring moan as my fingers crept across her butt-cheeks, finding her crack again.

“Do it!” she moaned, her pussy squeezing hard around my thrusting dick. “Just plunge that finger into me and make me feel amazing, Sean!”

I grinned at my mother as my fingers slid into her butt-crack. I found that asshole again, that virgin sphincter. I’d break her in there. Later. Right now, I had to finish in her pussy. I hoped she wasn’t on birth control.

I wanted to breed her.

I circled her asshole, teasing her as I buried my dick over and over into her pussy. She groaned, her fingernails scratching at my chest. She left such furrows as her cunt buffed my cock with every plunge into her juicy depths.

I thrust two fingers into her bowels.

“Sean!” she gasped as her sphincter stretched around my twin digits. Her bowels squeezed as I shoved so deep in her. “Oh, my fucking god, Sean!”

Her body bucked, heaving up against me. Her pussy grew so hot as my fingers wiggled deeper and deeper into her anal sheath. She screamed out louder, shouting out her incestuous passion for the entire house to hear.

“I’m being to loud!” she moaned. “You’re too much of a stud.”

“I know,” I groaned, reaming my fingers in and out of her asshole as I fucked her, my dick aching, throbbing.

My balls were ready to boil.

I fought it off as she seized a pillow. She pressed it over her face, muffling her own screams. I groaned, slamming into her as she held the pillow tight. Her entire body shuddered, bucking against me.

She was going to cum. I could feel it. This incredible moment, this amazing anticipation, built in me. I wanted to experience my mother’s cunt spasming around me. I wanted that delicious thrill of her snatch sucking at my dick, begging for my jizz.

“That’s it, Mom!” I growled. “Just suck at my dick. You’re going to milk me dry. You’re going to cum so hard on my dick.”

“Yes!” she howled, her words muffled by the pillow. “Oh, god, Sean! Your dick! Your dick is incredible! I can’t take this. Just a few more strokes… And those fingers!”

“I’m going to fuck your asshole, too,” I groaned.

I heard something from the doorway, almost like a giggle. My head shot around as I buried my cock into my mother’s cunt. My strokes faltered for a moment, my dick remaining buried to the hilt as I saw my sister standing in the doorway.

She winked at me and spread her thighs apart. Cum coated them. Her fingers parted her pussy lips. A flood jizz poured out of her snatch. Not my spunk. Dad had already finished in her. She scooped up a line of it and popped her cum-coated digit into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned watching my sister sucked Dad’s jizz off her fingers. She quivered, her flushed, round breasts jiggling. They had red marks on them.

Lip marks.

“Keep fucking me, Sean!” howled Mom through the pillow. “Don’t stop. I’m almost there.”

Maria winked at me.

I groaned and drew back my cock. I buried hard into Mom’s cunt, my fingers pumping away at her asshole. I leaned over her on my left hand, fucking my mother hard. Her huge tits heaved as she quivered beneath me. Her pussy squeezed around my dick, bringing me closer and closer to that moment of eruption.

That wonderful moment of spurting bliss.

Her pussy clenched, gripping my dick. Her snatch was so hot, so silky. I was so close. I felt Maria behind me, watching me. I felt her coquettish excitement brimming through the room. I fucked Mom with all my passion, showing Maria how much I made our mother explode.

“Sean!” Mom howled. “Oh, god, yes!”

Her pussy convulsed around me.

“I love your cock!” she moaned, words slurred by the pussy. “I love cumming on your cock! Mommy loves your dick!”

Maria purred behind me in delight.

I slammed hard into my mother’s convulsing snatch. The ache swelled at the tip of my dick. I couldn’t control myself any longer. I had to explode. My back arched. I thrust my fingers deep into her writhing asshole and buried my cock to the hilt in my mother’s pussy.

I erupted into the snatch that birthed me.

I fired blast after blast of my incestuous seed into my mother’s cunt. I groaned as the pleasure shot out of me. This wild, uninhibited delight shot through me. I grunted with every blast. Stars burst before my eyes.

“Take my cum, Mom!” I groaned.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “So hot. Oh, Sean, this is so wrong! It’s so wild! I love it! I love you!”

She ripped the pillow away. Her arms shot up and seized my neck. She pulled me down with such ardor, kissing me hard. I groaned, her pussy milking the last of the cum out of my dick. I shuddered atop her, trembling, the heat rushing through my body.

Her breasts pressed into my chest. Her nipples hard. My orgasm peaked. I groaned as I collapsed on her, kissing her as my body buzzed from the delight of finally fucking my mother. Finally cumming in her.

“Holy shit!” a new voice groaned.

“Isn’t it hot, Daddy?” Maria moaned. “Sean just made Mom cum as hard as you made me. Maybe harder. She went wild!”

Mom’s asshole clenched on my fingers. She broke the kiss and squirmed beneath me. She thrust her head to the side and gasped as I threw a look behind me. Dad stood behind Maria, his shirt all rumpled, a wet spot staining the front of his pants.

“Bill!” Mom gasped. “Maria… I… I…”

I grinned, it was all out in the open now.

“Guess what,” Maria squealed as she darted into the room and threw herself on the bed beside us, her firm titties bouncing. “Daddy fucked me, Mom! Isn’t that hot? Look, look, that’s his cum leaking out of my pussy!”

“Oh, god,” groaned Dad, looking stunned.

Mom whimpered, drawing my attention back to her. Her face scrunched up, her eyes squeezed shut, and her face turned a shade of bright red.

To be continued…
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Maria Reenburg

Excitement bubbled through me. I was on a high, riding the bliss from the orgasm daddy gave me. It was this incredible rush. This amazing treat. I was bouncing on my knees on the bed beside her, my round breasts jiggling. Mom was squirming, her face completely red, her big breasts jiggling. Her blonde hair was spread over the bed, her large tits rising and falling as my brother pulled his cock out of her.

My brother and I had both seduced our parents, but I was faster to the incestuous fun. I fucked Daddy while Sean took Mom hard. It was hot. She was sexy. I was a naughty, young thing. Daddy’s cock had felt amazing in my pussy.

“I seduced Daddy and won the bet,” I said, Daddy’s cum running out of me. “It’s so awesome. And now my pussy is full of cum!”

“Bet?” Mom gasped, trembling on the bed. “This was the bet.”

“And I won!” I said. “See.” I rose up on my knees and spread my thighs. “Look at Daddy’s cum leaking out of me, Mom!”

“What?” she groaned.

“This… Maria, what?” Daddy groaned, standing in the doorway in his disheveled clothing. “Elisabet, I…”

“And Sean fucked you hard, Mom,” I continued, my eyes flicking down to her blonde bush. It was wet. There was cum leaking out of her. My brother’s cum. I just shuddered in delight. “Was it great? Sean’s an amazing lover! He always fucks me hard.”

My mom spluttered. Daddy groaned. Sean grinned at me as he stood at the foot of the bed.

“I’m so glad to finally have Daddy and not be cock-blocked by Vanessa.” Anger flashed through me at the thought of Daddy’s slutty secretary. “She made me eat her pussy after fucking Daddy!” The moment I said those words, I knew I shouldn’t have. I promised not to mention her to Mom, but I was just so excited and mad. So I hurried and added, “She was so mean to me! She called me dirty words! Like White bitch and filthy cunt and whore! She used me hard.”

“What’s this?” Sean asked.

“Wait, what?” Mom asked. “You were eating out Vanessa? After she had—”

“But now we get to have fun together!” I shouted and then sprang at my mother. I straddled her face. I pressed my pussy down on her. I ground on her face. I smeared my jizz-filled pussy against her mouth, Daddy’s cum running out of me.

“What are you doing, Maria!” my mom gasped beneath me.

“Why, we’re going to lick each other clean!” I said. “Mother/daughter bonding! It’ll be so much fun! I’ve wanted to lick Sean out of you! You’re not that bitch Vanessa making me do this.” I should stop talking about Vanessa. So I leaned over my mother to put my mouth to better use. “Let’s make each other cum while our sexy men watch us! It’ll get them hard to fuck us more!”

“Damn,” Sean muttered as I bent over and pressed my face between our mother’s thighs.

I stared at her pussy. Her cuntlips were swollen, jizz leaking out of her depths. My brother’s cum was flowing out of the snatch that birthed us. It was so kinky. A fierce hunger shot through me. I nuzzled into her bush. Her silky hairs brushed my face while her tangy musk, mixed with salty cum, filled my nostrils. Then I pressed my mouth into her cunt.

I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I licked and lapped at her, gathering my brother’s salty cum and her tangy pussy. I ground against her face. I squirmed on her body, her breasts pressed into my stomach. I devoured her. I thrust my tongue into her folds. I swirled my tongue through her, gathering up my brother’s jizz. That was amazing. It was this delicious treat.

“Maria!” my mom moaned. “What… This is… I mean… Just…”

“Lick me!” I moaned. “Let’s eat each other. Daddy’s cum is in my pussy! I know you want to eat me. Lick your daughter’s pussy, Mom! Let’s love each other! It’ll be awesome!”

I thrust my tongue into her cunt, swirling my tongue through her depths. I licked up her jizz. I fluttered my tongue through her depths, teasing her as I squirmed, pressing my cum-filled pussy against her mouth.

Her tongue flicked out. I shuddered as she stroked my pussy, caressing her juicy folds. My butt-cheeks clenched at the delight that swirled through her. My hips wiggled from side to side. Jizz poured out of me into her mouth.

It was so amazing. This was just a treat. It was amazing to feel my mother licking me clean after I won my bet. I scooped more of my brother’s spunk out of her pussy, feasting on her, loving the feel of her squirming beneath me. My nipples throbbed against her nipples. Her breasts rubbed on my belly.

“Oh, my god, Maria,” Mom moaned. “This… This…”

“I know, it taste amazing with cum in me!” I purred. “And so do you! Oh, this is a treat.”

“Is that… cum leaking out of your asshole?” Mom asked. Her tongue fluttered against my taint.

“That’s Sean leaking out of my butt! He fucked me up the ass before we came to seduce you two,” I moaned. “It was so inspiring, Mom!”

Her tongue fluttered up to my taint. I groaned as she lapped at my asshole. She rimmed me, licking up my brother’s jizz. Her chin rubbed against my pussy lips. I moaned in delight, loving how she swirled her tongue around my sphincter, licking up Sean’s passion.

I licked and lapped faster and faster at her pussy, feeling Daddy and Sean watching us. The two men were sexy. It made me feel so naughty. I squirmed my hips from side to side. I ground against her face. This was a treat. A wondrous delight. My heart hammered in my chest. I whimpered into her cunt as I feasted faster, harder.

My tongue lapped up and down her folds, gathering more and more of her cum. Her fingers found my butt-cheeks. They dug into my rump. She fluttered her tongue around my asshole, licking up more cum before she moved back to my pussy.

She sucked on my clit.

I gasped at the thrill. Sparks burst inside my pussy. I wiggled my hips as my orgasm built and built. I nibbled on her thick labia, reveling in her cream leaking out of her. I couldn’t find any more of my brother’s cum, so I just lapped my cum out of her.

“Oh, Mommy, yes!” I moaned as she made such wicked, sucking sounds.

“Make her cum, Mom,” Sean groaned. “Damn, this is hot.”

“Yeah,” Daddy grunted, still sounding stunned.

I squirmed in delight, rubbing my clit on my mother’s face, her nose brushing my shaved slit. Trembles raced through my sixteen-year-old body. This wonderful heat that had me almost swooning. My heart hammered in my chest. This was a hot treat. It was an amazing delight. My fingers clenched on her thighs. I held her tight as she moaned into my snatch.

This was incredible. A wicked treat. I shuddered in rapture. My heart beat so fast in my chest. I fluttered my tongue through her snatch’s folds. Her tongue swirled around my clit again. She moaned into my pussy, her fingernails biting into my rump.

“Oh, Mom, you’re going to make me cum!” I moaned into her pussy. “Am I making you cum?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh, this is wrong… So wrong but… but…”

She sucked hard on my clit.

I gasped. My butt-cheeks clenched hard. I whimpered and shuddered on her. The pleasure surged through me. This heat billowed through me. My heart screamed in my chest. It was this incredible bliss. It was an amazing treat. My cunt clenched.

Then her tongue flicked up from my clit to dance through my pussy lips. She jammed into it. Feeling her penetrate me shot rapture through me. I gasped on her. My body bucked and quivered as my mother’s tongue fucked into my depths.

I came.

My pussy convulsed around her tongue. I moaned into her pussy. I latched my lips on her clit and sucked hard as I trembled on her. My juices gushed out of me, carrying Daddy’s cum to my mother’s mouth. She licked and lapped at me, moaning and groaning.

Stars burst across my vision. I whimpered in delight around her clit. My lips sealed so tight. I sucked so hard. My mother groaned. She bucked beneath my body. Her tits pressed up against my belly.

“Oh, my god!” she moaned. “This is so wrong, but… but… Maria!”

Tangy juices flooded out of my mother’s cunt. I groaned, abandoning her clit to lick at her snatch. I fluttered through her. I lapped up her cream, discovering more and more of my brother’s jizz in there. It was delicious. A treat. My butt-cheeks squeezed tight. I wiggled my hips as we both moaned in rapture.

We shared in incestuous passion.

It was incredible. I shuddered through my body. I shuddered as I nibbled on her clit. She licked and lapped at me, moaning her delight. My pleasure died down to this wonderful, buzzing bliss. I felt energized by this.

I was so ready to have more fun.

We were doing naughty things as a family.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

My dick grew harder and harder as I watched Maria and Mom sixty-nining. They were feasting on each other, licking cum out of each other’s bodies. I’d fucked them both tonight. I had seduced my mother. I had taken her past her fear of the lust she felt for me and plunged her into the incestuous rapture she’d craved.

I glanced at Dad. He stood there awkward, his clothing in disarray. His face was flushed. He glanced at me. We didn’t really say anything. What did you say to your dad after you fucked his wife? Or what did you say while the pair of you were watching the two women in your lives sixty-nining and licking each other’s cum-filled pussy?

So we nodded and went back watching.

Mom and my sister were having so much fun. Licking, lapping. Maria was feasting with enthusiasm on our mother, her blonde hair spilled over Mom’s thighs. They both were squirming. Mom’s toes were curling, her fingernails biting into Maria’s ass.

It was a delectable sight to witness.

They were moaning louder and louder. They were gasping, crying out in rapture. They shuddered through their orgasms. My dick was hard again. It throbbed before me, this ache swelling the tip. My heart hammered in my chest as they groaned through their bodies.

“Goddamn, that’s hot,” I muttered as it was clear they were coming.

“Yeah,” Dad groaned as our women were moaning and trembling.

Then my sister shuddered and went still for a moment. She was panting. Mom was mewling. It was clear that they had enjoyed each other. I clenched my fists, wanting to stroke my cock, but that felt weird with Dad standing by me.

Then Maria rolled off of Mom, flopping onto her back. Maria’s round breasts jiggled. Her face was smeared in pussy juices and streaks of my cum. Mom’s face was equally soaked in cream. She flicked her tongue across her lips, savoring the delicious flavor of Maria’s cunt.

“She tastes good, doesn’t she, Mom?” I asked.

Mom shuddered. “I… I guess so.”

“Ooh, Mom tasted amazing, bro,” Maria said. She shuddered. “Just delicious.” She half-sat up on her elbows, staring at our mother. “Did you enjoy my pussy, Mom?”

Mom shuddered. “It was different.” She licked her lips again. “I’ve never done that before.”

“Well, you were amazing,” my sister purred. “I really liked when you licked my butt-hole.”

I smiled, remembering probing my fingers into Mom’s asshole. It was just such a treat to pump into her virgin territory. My cock was hard and aching, wanting to slide into my mother’s bowels and fuck her hard.

I would pound her with my dick. I would fuck into her hard. It would be incredible to feel her wrapped around me. I would sink into her. I would make her feel incredible. I wanted that wonderful treat engulfing my dick.

“I bet she loved eating your asshole, Maria,” I said. “Mom loved it when my fingers penetrated her asshole while I fucked her hard.”

“Ooh, did she?” asked Maria. “Do you like anal, Mom?”

Mom, her face still scarlet, groaned, “That’s not really a question you should ask your mother, Maria.”

“Mom, we just licked each other’s pussy clean of cum!” my sister said. “We’re all into incest now. Don’t be shy. Has Daddy ever fucked you up the ass?”

“No,” Dad said, almost a grunt.

My mother shot him a look. There was something in there that was almost unreadable. A flat expression. Then she said, “I’ve never done anal. Your brother’s fingers were the first time anyone’s done that.”

“Ooh, bold of him,” Maria said. “He’s like that. He fucked my ass so hard in the gazebo. He used my pussy juices for lube and then pounded my butt.”

Dad glanced at me, this envious look in his eyes. I grinned at him. He’d never had anal. Did Vanessa not give it up? I should be pissed that he cheated on Mom with his secretary, but I had fucked Mom tonight.

Hard.

“Then let’s do it!” Maria said. “Come on, Mom, let’s do anal.”

“What?” she gasped. “No!”

“Come on, Mom!” Maria begged, sounding like a wheedling, little girl. “Let Sean fuck your asshole. Please, please! He’ll pound you hard. You’ll love it. I bet you enjoyed his fingers in your asshole.”

“Well…” she said, biting her lip. “I mean…”

“Yeah, you want it,” my sister said.

“What?” Dad objected. “I’ve never fucked your asshole, Elisabet.”

I clapped Dad’s shoulders as I stared at Mom with such hunger. “But you’ll get to fuck Maria’s asshole. I broke her in for you. You’re going to love it.”

Mom stared back at me. A shiver ran through her even as Maria rolled over on her hands and knees. She wiggled her ass at Daddy. Then she spread her butt-cheeks apart, exposing her pink asshole, a little bit of my cum staining her crack. Her pussy gleamed between her thighs.

“Fuck my ass, Daddy, while Sean buggers Mom!” Maria’s finger slid into her crack and stroked around her sphincter.

“Let’s do it, Mom,” I said, stroking my cock. “You’ll love it.”

Mom whimpered.

I smiled again. “Just roll over on your hands and knees, present that ass, and let me make you feel good again, Mom. You know you want it.”

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Mom moaned as she did just that, her large tits swaying and jiggling. She ended up on her hands and knees, presenting her rump at me. That delectable ass pointed right at me. Her bush was stained with some of my cum, but her pussy lips gleamed, licked clean by my diligent sister. “This is crazy.”

“Yeah,” Dad groaned.

“You know you want it, Mom,” I said, moving to the bed. “You know you’re just aching for it after I fingered you while fucking you hard.” I reached the bed, climbing on it, my dick bobbing before me. “You went wild when I fingered your asshole. Now just reach behind you and part those butt-cheeks. Show me that asshole. Be like your daughter.”

“Oh, geez,” she muttered and reached behind her. “I’m really doing this.”

“You’re a horny slut like me, Mommy!” Maria said brightly.

I groaned as my mother parted her butt-cheeks, revealing that pink, virgin asshole. I would break her in hard. I would enjoy this treat that my dad never had. Maria’s eyes sparkled as she watched me while wiggling her ass at our dad.

“Don’t be shy, Dad,” I said. “I broke Maria in. She loves it up the ass.”

“Oh, yes,” my sister said.

I pushed my cock into Mom’s pussy, slipping into her hot hole again. I groaned, loving being in her snatch. Her cunt clenched around me. She had such a hot, juicy cunt. She needed this so bad. Maybe Dad was too busy fucking his secretary.

The secretary who abused my sister from the sound of it. No wonder she was so pissed when I came home. It wasn’t just failing to seduce Dad, but being kept from her desire by the woman.

Mom groaned as I soaked my dick in her. Her pussy clenched around my cock. “I thought you were going to fuck my asshole.”

“Don’t you want some lube?” I asked and then shoved my fingers into my mouth.

I pressed my wet fingers against her asshole, coating her in my saliva as they slid into her bowels. Her brown ring parted around them, engulfing my digits. Her pussy squeezed hard around my cock. She whimpered and moaned, her passion echoing through the room.

Clothing rustled. Dad was getting naked, staring at my sister. I glanced at Maria. Part of me wanted to kick Dad out, but my sister was free to fuck whom she wanted. She had a thing for Dad. I kinda understood that. Mom was sexy, but…

“Come fuck, me, Daddy!” Maria moaned as I pumped my digits in and out if Mom’s asshole, getting her nice and loose for my dick. “Fuck me while Sean fucks Mom! This is so hot!”

“That’s one word for it,” muttered Mom. Then she gasped, “Oh, Sean, that feels good. I want your cock in my asshole. I want you to fuck me hard.”

“Damn,” Dad groaned.

“I know,” I panted. “Her asshole is so hot and tight. She’s squeezing around my fingers.” My dick twitched in my mom’s pussy, soaked by her juices. I had to be in her.

Beside me, Dad mounted the bed and thrust his cock into Maria’s cunt. My sister moaned in delight, her back arching. Her round tits swayed beneath her. I ripped my cock out of my mom’s pussy and yanked my fingers out of her bowels.

As I pressed my cock into Mom’s asshole, Dad lined up at Maria’s. Both women groaned as we thrust forward. My cock pushed against Mom’s sphincter, loving the feel of her anal ring spreading wider and wider to engulf my cock. It was this hot delight caressing my dick’s crown, this wonderful pleasure for me to enjoy.

I groaned as I pressed deeper and deeper into her bowels. Maria and Mom both whimpered, their moans echoing through the room. Dad let out a grunt of delight as he buried into my sister’s asshole. My hands gripped Mom’s hips, holding them.

I bottomed out in her.

“Goddamn,” moaned Dad. “Goddamn, you’re asshole is tight, Maria.”

“Mmm, your cock feels nice in me!” she moaned. “What about you, Mom? Do you love Sean’s cock sliding in your asshole? Please, please, say you do!”

“Uh-huh,” panted Mom. “It’s different. I feel so good. Oh, shoot, that’s good. Oh, Sean, just… just… fuck me! Fuck my asshole! Make me cum again! I love your cock! My son is such a big, strong man!”

“Yes!” I growled, her words so inspiring.

I drew back my cock. Her asshole clutched at my bowels. This wonderful, velvety delight gripped me. I groaned, my balls ached. I thrust into her. I buried into her bowels, smacking her rump hard, making her butt-cheeks ripple. My nutsacks cracked into her taint.

My hands slid up her hips as I fucked her asshole. I pumped away in her. I slammed into her bowels. I rammed into her anal sheath. Her hot grip massage me. I buried into her. I smacked into her rump over and over. Pleasure spilled through me.

“Oh, Daddy, yes, yes, fuck my ass!” Maria moaned. “Ooh, your cock is as good as Sean’s!”

My mom threw a look over her shoulder, her blonde hair flying. “Pound my ass, Sean! Fuck me hard! Pound me! Make me explode! I want to cum and cum on your dick! I love it!”

“Yes!” I snarled, thrusting hard into her, slamming into her depths.

I grabbed her tits. I squeezed her boobs. I kneaded them, loving their plumpness. I rammed into her anal sheath. Her bowels buried into her asshole. The velvety delight rippled through me. She groaned in passion. Her blonde hair danced about her shoulders.

I found her nipples. I squeezed and pinched them. I teased them. She whimpered, her bowels clenching around my dick. This wonderful heat billowed through me. This hot treat that swelled through my body. My balls grew tighter and tighter as they slammed into her.

“That’s it!” hissed Mom. “Oh, yes, I gave birth to such a stud! A stud who knows how to fuck with his cock! Make me cum! Make me explode! Oh, god, yes! Oh, fuck, fuck! That’s hot! That’s amazing!”

I buried to the hilt in her over and over. Her bowels massaged me. She grew hotter and hotter. I twisted her nipples, making her moan louder and louder. Her asshole squeezed and relaxed around me. The heat swelled and swelled in me.

“Oh, Daddy, make me cum!” whimpered my sister. “Oh, yes, yes, that’s it. Just pound my tight, little ass!”

“So tight, honey!” Daddy groaned. “Oh, my baby girl has a tight asshole!”

“My son has a big dick!” Mom moaned. She rocked back into my thrust. Our flesh slapped together. “Oh, yes, yes, make me cum, Sean! I’m almost there. Play with my nipples. I love it. You’re such a loving son!”

“You’re such a hot-assed mom!” I groaned as I reamed her deeper. Harder. I buried to the hilt in her bowels.

Maria squealed in delight. Her orgasmic cries were so familiar to me. I glanced at my sister, seeing her face twisting in rapture. I wished she was cumming for me even as I pumped into my mother’s asshole.

Mom felt amazing, too. I groaned, glad I was in her asshole. I tugged on her nipples, making her squeal. Her asshole squeezed around my cock, swelling the intensity of that velvety embrace around my cock. This heat surged through me.

“Oh, my god, yes!” Mom howled. “Oh, my god, that’s great! That’s amazing! Fuck my asshole! I’m going to cum!”

“Yes, yes, cum with me, Mom!” howled Maria. “And Daddy, pump all that cum in my asshole! I love it!”

“Yes!” growled Dad. “My baby girl! Fuck!”

Dad was cumming.

Then Mom howled, “Sean! You’re such a stud. I love your cock!”

Her bowels writhed around me. It was this incredible heat spasming around me. I buried into her depths, her flesh sucking at me. My balls tightened. Then I grunted as the cum fired out of my dick. It spilled into her. It splashed into her depths, coating her with my jizz.

Incestuous pleasure shot through me. My eyes fluttered. I groaned, my fingers digging into her flesh. This wonderful heat shot through me. I grunted with the bliss. This aching euphoria that spurted out of me. My mind melted beneath the rapture.

“Mom, yes!”

“Oh, Sean, your cum… Oh, that’s just the best!”

“Yeah,” I panted as my orgasm passed.

“Mmm, baby girl, you have such a sweet ass,” Daddy groaned.

“Does your secretary have a sweet ass?” Mom asked, a touch of acid on her tongue.

“Well, that is…” Daddy pulled his cock out of my sister’s asshole. He stumbled off the bed. “You see, Elisabet…”

I pulled out of Mom, taking a bit of pleasure in watching Dad squirm. I laid down on my back between my sister and Mom. Maria instantly snuggled up next to me, rubbing her wet, shaved pussy on my thigh. My mom, still kneeling, was looking at Dad.

Then she snuggled up against my other side, her heavy breasts rubbing on my chest. I couldn’t help grinning. This was nice. My mom and sister both against me. My dick, though going soft from cumming, was aching.

I could go again in a few minutes.

“What’s this about our daughter trying to seduce you, and then Vanessa fucking you instead?” Mom asked.

“She also made me lick her clean when they finished,” said Maria. “She’s so mean! She said terrible things to me. She called me all these nasty words.”

“Well, Bill?” Mom asked, her words icy. “Care to explain?”

“I didn’t know that Vanessa was making her…” His words trailed off. “I mean, Maria came up to me. She was being so sexy and… Look at her. You couldn’t resist fucking our son, so don’t get mad that I screwed our daughter!”

“And your secretary?”

“Well, I mean, Vanessa came in after Maria got me all hard and… and…” He rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s not like you’ve been affectionate lately.”

“Oh, so it’s my fault?” Mom asked.

Maria squirmed beside me even as my stomach twisted. I didn’t want to be here. Not for this. I didn’t want to ruin my parents marriage by making my bet. I just wanted to fuck my mom, maybe breed her. Like I wanted to breed my sister.

“Well, Elisabet, I mean… how long has it been since we did anything?”

“You’re always working,” she hissed.

“So are you!” he snarled back.

“So you fuck your secretary?”

“It’s not like that,” he said. “It’s… You heard our daughter. Vanessa was taking advantage of what Maria had done to me. And then she was abusing our daughter. I’m so furious at her. I can’t believe this.”

“Don’t try to change the subject and…” Mom trailed off, glancing at me and my sister. “Do you two mind giving your father and me some privacy. We need to talk.”

“Not at all,” I said.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

Sean closed the door to his bedroom behind us. This was the farthest from our parents on the second floor. He padded across the room and sat down on the bed. He leaned back on his hands, the muscles of his body rippling. He was in great shape, a sexy, seventeen-year-old hunk. I padded to him, Daddy’s cum leaking out of my asshole.

That was hot. Daddy’s cock felt great fucking my asshole.

“Do you think Mom’s going to kill Dad?” I asked Sean, standing before him.

Sean shrugged, his blue eyes distant.

“Well, either way, I won,” I declared.

Sean blinked. “What?”

“The bet,” I said, thrusting my hands out. My stomach was twisting with nervousness. I wanted just to be a happy family and now… I didn’t want to think about it. “Hand over the keys.”

“Seriously?” he asked.

“Bet’s a bet,” I said. “I get your car. You saw it. Daddy came in me first. I fucked him first. You were still plowing Mom when he finished in me.”

He shook his head and then reached over for his desk. He snagged his keys off of it. He sighed, working a car key off the ring. It had a funny shape to it. There was some sort of remote or something in it, this advance lock thingie.

He thrust it into my hand. “Just don’t paint her pink.”

“It’s mine now,” I said, holding his Corvette’s keys in my hand. “I’ll paint my car if I want to!”

“Fine,” he muttered.

I sank to my knees before him. He needed a bit of a pick-me-up and, well, his cock had just been in Mom’s asshole. It was a treat I couldn’t resist. I grabbed his cock and nuzzled against it. I sucked on the tip, tasting Mom’s sour musk.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” I purred between sucks.

“Geez, you’re energetic,” Sean groaned, his dick twitching in my hand, growing hard again.

I swirled my tongue around his crown, cleaning off that sour delight. “Well, it’s Mom’s asshole on you. That’s hot. We did it, Sean. We got them both! It was so much fun!”

“Yeah,” he said, grinning at me. “It was.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t have mentioned Vanessa, but she’s such a bitch!” Anger flashed through me. “She treated me so badly.”

His face tightened. “Did she?”

I nodded my head then licked and lapped at his cock. I stroked up and down his girth, loving the taste of Mom. It was such a treat. My tongue fluttered up and down his cock, buffing him clean, reveling in that sour musk.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter. Daddy’s cum leaked out of my butt-hole and dribbled down to my juicy pussy. I loved the incestuous delight as my tongue danced around the crown of my brother’s cock. I could be Sean’s whore. Even Daddy’s whore.

But never Vanessa’s little, White whore!

I sucked hard on Sean’s cock. He groaned, his chest rising. His dick swelled to its full girth as I bobbed on him. My lips polished him clean, sucking that dirty musk off of him. It made me feel so wanton. I wanted to touch my pussy. To stroke myself. He groaned, his hands sliding through my hair, his blue eyes sparkling with heat.

He was so handsome. Like Daddy, but younger and with lighter hair. I wiggled my hips, my pussy aching for a cock. My brother’s cock would be so wonderful. I sucked with all my might on him, getting him sparkly clean.

“Damn, you’re just a wanton, little slut tonight,” he groaned.

I shivered and popped my mouth off. “Mmm, the family slut! I got to enjoy you all! You, Mom, and Daddy! It’s been a wonderful night and—”

A knock rapped at Sean’s door. Then it opened. I threw a look over my shoulder to see my parents entering in, Dad looking a little sheepish, Mom’s face tight. Her large tits swayed before her, her golden hair dancing about her shoulders. She had such a great figure.

I hoped to look as sexy at her age.

“So… we talked,” Dad said. “Your Mom’s a little pissed at me over—”

“A little?” Mom said, heat in her voice.

“But seeing as how she fucked Sean, she’s… letting it slide,” Daddy said.

“Good!” I said brightly, hopping up and sitting beside Sean. Then I patted the bed on the other side. “Then come here, Daddy. I want you both to fuck me! I want both my men plowing into me. That’ll be so sexy. It’s my hottest fantasy.”

“What?” Sean gasped.

“Mmm, why do you think I sucked your cock clean, bro?” I said, turning to him. “I want that dick in my cunt and Daddy… He deserves more anal delight since Mom denied him all these years.”

Before my brother could object, I kissed him hard on the lips. I thrust my tongue into his mouth. It darted along inside of him, stroking him. He groaned, his hands sliding around to grab my ass. My arms went around his neck. I pulled him down on the bed, the pair of us shifting onto our sides. My tits rubbed into his chest while his cock pocked at my stomach.

Our tongues dueled. He groaned, his hand sliding down my side to my hip. I squirmed, rubbing my belly against the wet tip of his cock. His precum was flowing, staining my flesh. I was so eager to be penetrated by him.

He grabbed his cock and slid it down my belly to my pubic mound. As Daddy stretched out behind me, the bed creaking, Sean pressed his cock into my pussy. I groaned in delight as his dick nuzzled against my snatch.

Daddy’s pressed against my butt-cheeks.

I moaned into my brother’s kiss as both the men in my life found the entrances to my holes. My asshole was lubed with cum, and my pussy was always wet. Sean thrust in first, burying his cock with confidence into my cunt, pressing my asshole back against Daddy’s cock.

“Baby girl!” Daddy groaned as my asshole swallowed his dick for the second time tonight. “Damn.”

I shivered as his cock pressed deeper and deeper into my sloppy cunt. I was sandwiched between my men, impaled on both their dicks. Waves of rapture shot through me. My entire body trembled. I whimpered in delight. This was so hot. So incredibly sexy. I shivered as my holes clenched down on both their dicks.

They filled me more and more. Their cocks reached deeper and deeper into my cunt. I groaned and trembled between them, my nipples throbbing against my brother’s chest. My bowels clenched about my daddy’s cock.

“You are a wicked thing,” Mom said.

I broke the kiss with Sean to see Mom rubbing at her hot cunt with her right hand and squeezing her big boobs with her left hand. She went back and forth between those big, lush, pillowy mounds. I shuddered, clenching my holes down on both my men’s cocks.

“It is!” I moaned. “Oh, Mommy, they’re both in me. They’re both fucking me!”

“Yes!” Sean growled, drawing back his dick. Then he rammed it into my cunt’s depths.

I shuddered. My pussy squeezed around his dick while my bowels clenched hard on his cock. He groaned out in rapture as he pumped away at me, pressing my body tight against Daddy’s solid form. He groaned.

“You are such a naughty girl, Maria,” Daddy groaned and then drew back his cock through my bowels.

I quivered on him. I shuddered and then gasped as my brother and Daddy both slammed their dicks into my holes at almost the same moment again. They filled me up with that wonderful pleasure. My eyes fluttered. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Oh, wow!” I moaned. “Oh, that’s amazing. Oh, shit, that’s great! Fuck me! Ream my holes! Oh, I’m going to explode on your dicks.”

“Yes, you are,” Sean grunted, burying his dick into me. “Just a naughty, little slut for the family.”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, my nipples throbbing against his chest.

They were both pressed around me. I was trapped between my hunky brother and sexy daddy. They pumped their cocks in and out of me. They buried to the hilt in me time and time again. I groaned, clenching around them. My toes curled. Pleasure rippled through my body with every hot plunge.

Silky delight and velvety pleasure rippled through my body. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering. They pumped away, ramming into me at different speeds. Sean had faster strokes, thrusting in and out of my juicy cunt while Daddy slammed into my asshole. I writhed between them, undulating my hips, working my holes around both their amazing cocks.

The dual pleasures fed my orgasm.

This wonderful heat built and built in me. I groaned and gasped between them. I clutched to Sean while Dad stroked my side. He kissed at my ear, groaning as he plunged into my bowels over and over again. He buried his cock to the hilt in me again and again, filling up my anal sheath.

“I’m going to explode!” I gasped, the pleasure building so fast in me. It was the dual stimulation. The two wonderful delights that were coursing through me. I couldn’t hold back. I squeezed my naughty holes around their dicks. “Yes!”

My pussy and asshole convulsed.

My body spasmed between my brother and daddy.

Their cocks buried over and over into my convulsing pussy and asshole. Waves of rapture washed through my body. Stars burst across my vision. I shuddered and whimpered between them. My back rubbed into Daddy’s chest while my nipples throbbed against Sean.

The bed creaked. “Mmm, you’re making your sister cum hard, aren’t you?” Mommy purred, snuggling behind Sean. Her blue eyes flashed over him as stars danced before my vision. “Just made your little sister cum like a stud.”

“Yeah, Mom!” Sean groaned as Mom nibbled on his ear. She must be humping against him.

“Good!” Mom moaned. “Mmm, I created such a big, strong, young man. You’re such a stud!”

“He is!” I squealed as the rapture spilled through me. “And you’re amazing, too, Daddy!”

He nibbled on my ear as he plowed his cock over and over into me. He buried to the hilt in my bowels as Sean pumped in and out of my convulsing cunt. My orgasm spilled from one into the other, the pleasure bleeding through me.

I gasped out in rapture. My body trembled and shook. They were drowning my mind in bliss. Darkness washed across my vision. My bowels clenched and spasmed around my Daddy’s cock. My pussy sucked at Sean’s dick.

“Cum in me!” I moaned. “I want both your spunk pumping into my holes!”

“Working on it, honey!” grunted Daddy. “I’ve cum a lot today. But I’m getting there.”

“Mmm, flood your sister’s pussy,” Mom cooed into Sean’s ear. “Breed her like you wanted to breed me. Pump her pussy full of that seed.”

My eyes widened. “Yes, yes, cum in my pussy, Sean! I love it when you cum in me! Both of you, flood me!”

“I will,” Sean groaned while Mom kissed down from his ear to his jawline.

Sean turned his head and kissed our mother as she leaned over his shoulder. Her blonde hair brushed my cheek as I darted in, delirious from the orgasm spilling through me, churned by the two incestuous shafts fucking my holes.

I joined their three-way kiss. My tongue brushed Mom’s and Sean’s. The three of us moaned while Daddy grunted, pounding my tight asshole with his dick. His balls smacked into me while Sean rammed into my cunt.

It was incredible.

My holes writhed about them. Sucked at them. I was greedy for their cum to pump into me. Pleasure washed across my mind again and again. Ecstasy from my asshole. Rapture from my pussy. Twin delights that were carrying me higher and higher with every climax rippling through my nethers.

“Baby girl!” Daddy grunted and buried into me. “Yes!”

His hot cum pumped into my asshole. I trembled, whimpering in delight into the three-way kiss. My bowels milked Daddy’s cum out of his dick while Sean slammed his cock over and over into my hungry pussy.

“Cum in me, Sean!” I moaned, breaking our naughty kiss.

“Yes!” Mom hissed. “Breed your little sister, stud! Make Mommy proud of you!”

“Fuck!” Sean grunted and buried into me.

Then, for one magical moment, I had two cocks erupting in me. Sean’s first blast of jizz splashed into my convulsing pussy as Daddy fired the last spurt of spunk into my bowels. I trembled, groaning, feeling my brother pump his spunk into my hot pussy.

My mind melted as my orgasm screamed to new amplitudes. I bucked between them, my skin on fire, drinking in the manly feels of my brother and daddy. My holes writhed about their cocks, wringing them both dry.

“I love it!” I howled. “Oh, yes, I love it! All this yummy cum pumping into my asshole. It’s wonderful. It’s amazing.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Daddy grunted. “Oh, baby girl, you are incredible.”

“Yes, she is,” Sean groaned.

“Mmm, my little girl is grown up,” Mom said. “And she was abused by that bitch, Veronica.”

I caught the anger in my mom’s blue eyes over my brother’s shoulder. I shuddered, my orgasm peaking in me. My bliss died into rapturous euphoria that buzzed through me. Both my men’s cocks were going soft in my holes.

“What are you saying, Mom?” I asked.

“That she’s going to pay,” Mom hissed. “That bitch doesn’t get to abuse my daughter and fuck my husband and get away with it!”

I beamed at her.

“Fuck,yeah,” Sean said, staring into my eyes. “She hurt you. I saw it at the gazebo. I didn’t realize it, but I should have.”

“Sean,” I groaned.

“I’m sorry, baby girl,” groaned Daddy. “But… I don’t know what we can do about it. She’ll destroy my career.”

I shifted at that. “Don’t you want to protect me, Daddy?”

“I do,” he groaned. “But… we have to do this carefully. She could ruin everything.”

He sounded… afraid. I bit my lip then stared into my brother’s eyes. Saw his confidence. He stroked my face and said, “We’ll make her pay, Maria.”

I believed him. I kissed my brother as I felt safe in my family’s embrace.

To be continued…
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Sean Reenburg

Anger was rising in me despite the bliss that billowed through me from cumming in my sister’s pussy. She was trembling against me, sandwiched between Dad and me, his cock buried in her asshole. He had a pale look on his face.

He wasn’t thrilled having to deal with his secretary, Vanessa, who he, apparently, was fucking. A woman who’d abused my little sister today. When I came home, Maria was depressed and moping in the gazebo. I thought she was just dejected that Dad rejected her.. I cheered her up and motivated her to go fuck Dad while I realized what I had to do to seduce Mom.

Turned out, Dad’s secretary was a cunt.

“How are we going to do it?” I asked, Mom’s large breasts rubbing against my back. She shifted behind me, her wet bush rubbing on my ass. She’d humped against me as I fucked my little sister. “Get back at Vanessa?”

“Yeah?” Dad agreed. “She can… blackmail me.”

“You should have thought of that before you fucked her,” Mom hissed. ”But I’ll clean up your mess like always.”

Dad squirmed.

Mom rolled away from me. Her breasts swaying as she stood up, those lovely mounds jiggled. “We’ll worry about that later.” Mom glanced at me, her face softening. “Come along, Sean and Maria. I’d like some quality time with my children.”

My dick throbbed in Maria’s pussy.

“Um… what about me?” Dad asked, his voice quiet.

Mom’s expression when hard again. “You can sleep on the couch and think about the consequences.”

I rolled away from Maria, eager to have more fun with Mom and to play with Maria at the same time without Dad around. If Maria wanted to fuck Dad, that was her business.

Maria rolled over and kissed Dad on the lips. “Sorry, but I want to go play with them.”

“Yeah,” Dad groaned as he rolled over on his back.

I grabbed Mom’s hand, then snagged Maria’s as she rolled off the bed. They stood side by side, Mom’s breasts larger, Maria’s perkier. They both had blonde hair, blue eyes. They looked close together, Mom a mature version of Maria. My little sister a blossoming version of Mom. She’d inherited good genes.

I led them out of my bedroom and heading towards the master bedroom, my eyes flicking back and forth between them. Their swayed, Mom’s more than Maria’s. My dick twitched, but it wasn’t getting hard.

I’d fucked a lot in the last hour. Maria outside. Mom twice. Then Maria again as Dad and I pounded her. I was feeling my limits. I didn’t want that to be the case. Not when I had my mom and sister to play with.

My hands squeezed theirs as I backed into my parents room, the bed still mused from our family fucking. Feeling a little embarrassed as I brought them to the bed, sitting down on it, both of them before me, their bodies pressed together.

“I’m feeling… a little tapped out,” I said. “I’m going to need a minute.”

“Oh, running out of lead?” Maria asked, a mischievous smile on her face. She grabbed my pussy-soaked dick.

“I have something for that,” Mom said with a mysterious smile. She padded into the bathroom. She paused and unstoppered the bathtub. She was taking a bubble bath when I interrupted her.

Maria arched an eyebrow at me as the water gurgle down the drain. “Is she getting you a little, blue pill?”

I shrugged. “No idea.”

“So, you’re really tapped out?” Maria leaned over, her round, firm tits swaying, almost dangling in my face. “Not going to get hard when you see Mom licking my cunt clean.”

“Don’t know,” I said, my dick feeling limp. I had nothing going on down there.

Mom returned to us holding a red pill in her hand. “I got this from Cheryl.”

Cheryl was my mom’s paralegal who was out on maternity leave. She just had her son’s child. She was Clint’s mother. He was a guy who went to my high school and had made a harem of his sisters, mom, aunt, and a few other girls. The last year, he had changed everything at our school with his antics.

It was the reason that my sister and I started fucking.

“It’s a form of Viagra,” continued Mom. “When I told her about your father’s… fatigue, she gave it to me.” My mom’s face was tight again. “Now I know why he was fatigue.” She shook her head. “Anyways, she gave this to me to help out. It’s experimental, but she assured me it’s safe.”

I shrugged and popped it into my mouth. It slit down my esophagus and reach my stomach. I shifted from side to side as I felt as a weight in my gut. I was struggling to see if it was doing anything. If it was affecting me. Was there a slight tingle at the tip of my cock? Was it growing hard in Maria’s hand?

No, still limp.

“Now let’s give your brother a hand,” Mom moaned, kneeling down before me.

“Ooh, yes,” my sister moaned, her hand squeezing about my cock.

My sister joined Mom. They were both leaning in, their cheeks pressing together as they came closer and closer. Their tongues flicked out, brushing the crown of my dick. I groaned. My toes clenched. My balls grew tight. A twitch flexed up my cock.

Their tongues danced over it, licking up Maria’s pussy juices. My mom and my sister were cleaning my dick. I grinned at them, waiting for my cock to get hard, to swell and blossom. It was so hot. Their tongues danced over my cock, caressing me, brushing each other. Their lips pressed together.

They kissed.

I groaned as I watched my mother’s and sister’s lips melting together. Their tongues danced together. My cock rubbed against their cheeks, stimulation rippling down it as I watched the naughty sight of them kissing.

Their tongues were dancing. They moaned as they loved each other. My heart pounded in my chest. Pleasure surged through me. My cock twitched and twitched. Precum beaded out the slit. My balls grew hotter and hotter.

Was the pill working?

“God, that’s hot,” I moaned, watching their tongues dance.

My little sister broke the kiss. “Just a big perv, aren’t you, bro?”

“The biggest,” I said, grinning.

“Mmm, is your dick growing harder watching me kiss your sister?” Mom cooed. She licked the tip of my cock.

“Are we making you hard?” my little sister asked. She rubbed her thumb against the side of my dick’s crown. “Your twitching.”

“Maybe you are,” I groaned, my cock swelling harder. Throbbing. It ached. Maybe the pill was working. I was feeling hot. “Damn, you two are just sexy as fuck.”

Their tongues fluttered on either side of my cock. I groaned, my dick swelling faster and faster. It was happening. My hands grabbed their hair. I gripped their blonde locks, Mom’s lighter shade than my sister’s. My fingers slid through her silky hairs.

Every lick of their tongue, every suck of their lips, caressed me. My heart hammered in my chest. I gripped their hair, holding them tight. I was almost at that peak of my passion. I was feeling my balls growing tight.

“Goddamn, you two are hot,” I groaned. “This is my dream. You two, sucking my cock.”

“Mmm, you’re such a naughty son,” my mom purred while my little sister sucked my dick into her mouth. Mom gasped, “Maria!”

I grinned as my sister sucked around my shaft, bobbing her head, working those lips up and down my cock. My dick throbbed, the ache swelling at the tip of my cock. That wonderful urge to explode in her mouth.

Maria popped her head off my cock and grinned at Mom. “See, we can share. Don’t be selfish, Mom.”

“Selfish, young lady?” Mom asked, giving her an exasperated look. Then she sucked on my cock. She bobbed her head. Her hair brushed my thighs. She had such a warm mouth, loving my dick with as much passion as my sister.

They passed my cock back and forth. It was incredible. My mom and little sister engulfed my dick one after the other. Their tongues danced around my crown. Pleasure radiated down to my balls. My heart pounded in my chest.

My balls grew tighter and tighter. Maria bobbed with a frantic delight. Mom sucked with such passionate hunger. Her blue eyes stared up at me as she loved my cock. I groaned as they loved my cock. They were coaxing me to cum.

“Damn,” I moaned. “I’m going to explode on your face. I’m going to coat both of you in my cum.”

“Yes!” Maria moaned while Mom groaned about my cock.

They switched. Mom’s lips popped off, my dick caressed by the air for a moment. Then Maria’s warm mouth engulfed me. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard. Her tongue swept across my dick. My balls grew tighter and tighter.

My sister bobbed up and down my dick. Mom’s hands found my balls. She massaged them, staring up at me with such hunger in her blue eyes. She kneaded them. They were full of cum. I groaned as I stared at her.

“You’re going to cum all over my face,” Mom moaned. “Such a naughty son. Mmm, I gave birth to such a strong man.”

“I’ll bathe you, Mom!” I growled. “Both of you, make me cum. I’m almost there!”

My little sister popped her mouth off my cock. Her hand fisted up and down my hard dick, stroking my shaft. She pressed her cheek tight against Mom’s. She stared up at me with the same shade of blue eyes.

“Jizz on our faces, bro!” Maria moaned. “Just coat us in cum! We want it. Mom and I are both sluts for your spunk.”

“Yes!” I groaned, my dick throbbing. “Just keep stroking it. Keep playing with my balls.”

“Ooh, yes, balls heavy with all that cum,” Mom moaned. Her tongue flicked across her plump lips. “Just release it.”

“Fuck, yes!” I snarled, the ache building. “Fist my cock faster, Maria. You want that cum! You and Mom… You’re both my whores!”

“We are!” she whimpered, her eyes glassy, like Mom’s.

“Cum on us!” Mom moaned, her voice so throaty. “Just explode on us.”

My balls twitched. My cock throbbed. Cum fired out of my dick.

My orgasm exploded out of me. Pleasure surged through me. My jizz splattered across their faces. They splashed across their faces. The cum spilled over their faces. Pearly spunk pained lines across their features. From Maria’s cute face to Mom’s lush features.

It was so hot. It was amazing to see their faces covered in cum. My mother and sister. My orgasm fired harder through me. Darkness fuzzed across my vision as I unloaded my spunk on them. My hands gripped their hair.

“My beautiful sluts!” I moaned.

“You’re coating us!” Maria moaned.

“So good!” Mom whimpered. Her tongue swept out, gathering my cum on her lips.

“Yes!” I snarled as the final blast of my cum spurted out, dribbling over Maria’s hand. My heart pumped rapture through me. My pleasure peaked.

Died.

I panted, watching as Mom stared at me in awe, her face coated in cum. “I’ve never had that. You came on my face! It’s so…”

“Degrading?” Maria asked. “But it comes from Sean. So it’s also sexy and hot. Makes me feel like he finds me hot!”

“Yes!” Mom moaned.

My sister turned her head. Her tongue licked across Mom’s cheek. She gathered up the cum off her features. She lapped it up, gathering my pearly spunk off our mother’s face. It piled on her tongue then vanished into her mouth. She gathered more and more.

My dick twitched, hardly going hard. There was heat in my balls. This red pill worked.

I groaned as Mom turned her face and flicked her dick over my mother’s faces. She fluttered her tongue over my sister’s cheek. They were licking each other clean, their bodies turning, Mom’s heavy breasts pressing against my sister’s tits.

Their tongues danced over each other’s features, gathering more and more of my cum. They were moaning, loving it. The incestuous sight made my dick ache. I wanted to do more naughty things with them.

Then their mouths met in a cum-filled kiss.

“Goddamn,” I muttered as I watched their tongues passing my pearly spunk back and forth.

Their lips worked together. I caught flashes of their tongues while more of my cum dripped off their faces. I grinned, loving this delight. It was an amazing treat. I may have lost the bet, my sister might own my car and would let Dad breed her instead of me, but right now…

Right now I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

Sean’s salty cum tasted amazing as I kissed Mom. Our tongues danced together, passing his spunk back and forth. It was so hot to please him, to be my brother’s slut with Mom. My hands grabbed Mom’s boobs, kneading her tits, digging through her breasts. Her fingers rubbed round my nipples. She pinched them.

I shuddered, cum dripping down my face.

She had more cum on her, too.

I broke the kiss and flicked across her cheek. I lapped across her forehead. I tasted her skin than his cum. I gathered it off her face while she moaned. Her fingers twisted my nipples. She pinched them, twisted them. My cunt clenched and dripped down my thighs. My juices coated my thighs. I wiggled my hips back and forth, the heat building and building in me.

This was so much fun.

Mom’s tongue caressed my cheek. She moaned as she hungered for my brother’s cum. I dug my fingers into her pillowy breasts as we cleaned each other. More and more salty cum spilled over my taste buds. I swallowed it while jizz leaked out of my cunt. My asshole.

I felt like such a wicked whore. It was incredible!

And through it all, Sean watched, making my pussy hotter.

“This is so good!” I moaned, pulling my mouth away, most of the cum cleaned from her. “Mmm, you’re just a cum-slut, aren’t you?”

Mom’s cheeks blushed. “For… your brother.”

“Mmm, I get it. He’s such a sexy stud.” I glanced at him watching us with lust. He was a younger version of Daddy, handsome and strong, his hair blue and he had blond hair instead of dark. I shivered. “I love his cum, but there’s something else I’m hungering for.”

“What?” Mom asked.

“Your pussy!” I moaned. “I want to eat your pussy again! Mmm, I want to eat you all up. I want to lick your cunt!”

“And what’s your brother going to do?” Mom asked.

“Oh, I’m sure Sean will think of something,” I said, bounding to my feet, my breasts bouncing. “He’s creative. He’ll figure out some place to stick his cock. I have a few options.”

I winked at my brother.

He grinned back.

I pulled Mom to her feet, her breast swaying. I kissed her hard, melting tight to her body. I pressed my tits into Mom’s big boobies. I loved the feel of them as our tongues dueled. Her lips were hot, tasting salty with my brother’s spunk. It was the delight to experience. I shuddered, juices running down my thighs.

I maneuvered her to the bed. I pushed her away from me. She gasped as our lips parted. She settled down on the bed beside Sean, stretching out on her back, her breasts pillowing into twin, jiggling mounds. Her nipples thrust up, pink and hard.

My hands pressed her thighs apart, revealing her blonde bush soaked by her passion. I sank down to my knees. I leaned in and inhaled. Her tangy musk filled my nose. Her plump pussy lips peeked through her silky curls.

My mouth watered.

“Mmm, lick Mom’s cunt,” groaned Sean as I leaned my head in closer and closer. “That’s where you came from.”

“I did!” I moaned, my fingers sliding up through her bush. I felt the wet heat of her pussy lips. I pulled them apart. Her pink depths glistened on her inner walls. Her silky depths clenched and rippled as she twitched. “Ooh, that’s a beautiful sight.”

“Yeah,” Sean groaned. Then his hand grabbed the back of my head.

I gasped as he pressed my face into Mom’s pussy. He rubbed my mouth and nose into her cunt. Her tangy scent filled my nose. Her juices spilled over my lips. I groaned in delight, getting hotter feeling my brother take charge.

“Make Mom cum,” growled my brother. “She brought you into the world. Give her pleasure, slut.”

Slut… I loved it when he called me that. It made me so hot. My pussy dripped with more than his cum. Jizz leaked out of my sore asshole. I had a threesome with Sean and Daddy, and now I had an awesome one with Sean and Mommy.

I felt so excited by this.

My tongue licked through her folds. I gathered up her tangy juices. I thrust my tongue deep into her spread-open folds. She groaned, her breasts jiggling as she shuddered. Her flat stomach flexed. Her thighs clenched around my face.

Sean stood up and moved behind me as I feasted on Mom. Wiggled at him, my knees shifting on the floor as I spread my legs wider. More of his cum poured out of me. I was so sloppy. I felt so juicy down there. I loved it.

“Fuck her, Sean!” Mom moaned, her voice so throaty. “Ram that cock into your sister’s cunt! She’s such a wanton, little whore.”

Sean’s cock rubbed at the sloppy depths of my cunt. He rammed into me. I groaned into my mother’s snatch. My tongue flicked and fluttered through her parted folds. I licked up to her clit. I batted it as my pussy clenched around my brother’s dick filling me.

His balls smacked against my balls. Pleasure sparked through me. I groaned as his cock speared into me. He pumped away at me, fucking me with that wonderful shaft. I squeezed around him as I fluttered my tongue against Mom’s clit.

“Yes, yes, fuck her hard!” Mom moaned. “Ooh, yes plow him! You’re such a strong, handsome, young man! Mmm, she’s groaning into my cunt. She loves your dick in her!”

“So much!” I moaned, my hips wiggling, stirring my brother’s cock around in my sloppy depths.

Mom grabbed my hair. She ground my face into her pussy while my brother fucked my cunt harder. He slammed into me, my butt-cheeks rippling. Pleasure spilled through me with his every plunge, a buzzing delight.

A tease of true rapture to come.

My fingers, holding her pussy lips open, twitched. I stroked her, caressed her as I sucked on her clit. Her tangy cream coated my chin. Her stomach flexed. Her back arched. She moaned out in delight as she kneaded her own tits.

“Yes, yes, you’re such a handsome stud!” Mom moaned, staring at my brother. “Ooh, yes, yes, fuck your sister’s cunt! Just pound that hot, tight hole!”

“Pounding her hard, Mom!” growled Sean.

“Mmm, I made that cunt you’re fucking!” Mom moaned. “I birthed her! I made you both and now you’re ramming your cock into her!”

Sean slammed into me harder, his balls smacking against my clit. “You’re not trying to hide your voice now, Mom,” he growled. “You’re being so loud.”

“Yes!” Mom screamed. “I want your father to hear you fuck your sister! You’re making her moan into my pussy! She loves it!”

“Ooh, yes, yes, fuck my cunt!” I moaned, bucking my hips back into his thrusts.

I jammed my fingers into Mom’s pussy. I sank then into her juicy sheath. Her snatch clenched around them. I sucked on her clit hard. I pumped and churned up her cunt while my brother’s dick speared into me over and over.

My squeezed on my brother’s cock. I drank in the friction. I wanted him cumming in me. I wanted him spurting all that jizz into my cunt. I loved it. Dizzying pleasure shot through me. He churned up my cunt, his plunging shaft forcing out more of his jizz to run down my thighs. Luckily, he built up fresh load spunk to fill me in this heavy balls smacking into my clit.

I wanted my brother’s cum in me.

I sucked hard on Mom’s clit. She gasped, fingers digging into those pillowy tits. Her stomach arched. Her toned thighs clenched about my face. My tongue flicked around her bud between my nursing. Her pussy squeezed around my fingers, drinking in the friction.

“Make Mom cum!” growled Sean, slamming into me. “She’s so hot! So beautiful! You both are! She brought us in the world, Maria! She needs pleasure! Give it to her!”

I whimpered, sucking on Mom’s clit. I nursed on her bud, her fingers plunging over and over into her cunt. Her snatch squeezed around my fingers. Her silky cunt massaged them, soaking me in her tangy passion.

Mom moaned. Her body trembled. As Sean’s strokes brought me closer to cumming, my thrusting fingers and licking tongue brought Mom closer to her eruption. I wanted that. I wanted her to explode. My pussy drank in the friction of my brother’s dick. I loved it, my climax building and building.

I nibbled on her clit with my lip.

I curled my fingers inside her cunt. I knew this spot. This special location. I stroked along her pussy walls. Mom bucked. She gasped as I found it. I massaged that bundle of nerves. Her body heaved.

“Maria, you naughty girl!” Mom screamed. “Yes, yes, yes! I’m cumming! Sean, Sean, your sister is making me cum!”

“Good!” Sean growled, slamming into me hard, his balls smacking my clit.

Mom’s pussy convulsed around my fingers. Her juices gushed out. I licked around my digits, lapping at her thick lips. Her silky bush caressed my cheeks as I devoured her. I drank in her tangy juices as my brother buried over and over into me.

My cunt squeezed around my brother’s dick as he buried in me. I squealed in delight as my climax surged through me. Pleasure exploded in my depths. Those wonderful waves of rapture swept out of my spasming pussy.

“Shit!” Sean grunted. “That’s it! Milk my cock!”

“Yes, yes, cum in your little sister!” Mom howled. “Pump that jizz in her cunt!”

Sean growled. He buried hard into my convulsing cunt. Stars burst across my vision. I whimpered into my mother’s cunt. I thrust my fingers deep into her pussy. My own snatch writhed harder about my brother’s cock, hungry for him.

He buried into me. His heavy balls smacked into me. His cum spurted. That wonderful blast of jizz spilled into my depths. I whimpered as my brother filled me with all that wonderful spunk. More and more of his seed pumped into me.

“Bathe your sister’s cunt!” howled Mom, bucking harder, more juices squirting out of her cunt around my fingers. Her pussy spasmed faster around my fingers. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“I’m filling her to the brim, Mom!” Sean growled. “Goddamn, she’s got a tight, hot cunt.”

“As good as mine?” Mom asked.

“Yes!” he growled. “I want to fuck you both!”

“Then fuck me!” Mom moaned. “Maria, get that cunt on my mouth. Let me lick you clean while your brother fucks me! Breeds me! I want another child! I have time! Your father’s too busy fucking that whore, so my big, strong son will have to do it!”

“Fuck, yes!” Sean groaned, his dick twitching in my writhing pussy as I milked out the last of his cum.

With a mad scramble, I darted up my mother’s body, pulling my still-cumming pussy off my brother’s cock. I shuddered as Mom grabbed me, pulling me along. I straddled her face, grabbing the headboard as I pressed my cum-filled cunt on her mouth.

Her tongue jammed into my snatch. I gasped, my back arching. My blonde curls danced about my shoulders as the pleasure surged through me. My tongue darted through her pussy, gathering my brother’s fresh cum spilling out of my cunt.

“You love his cum, don’t you, Mom!” I moaned. “He’s made you into his cum-slut!”

“Yes!” Mom screamed into my pussy. “Now fuck me, Sean! Please, please! Breed me!”

“Gladly!” Sean growled.

“A big perv would want to breed his mother,” I moaned, throwing a grinning glance over my shoulder at my brother.

Face flushed, chest heaving, my brother grinned back. His dick was still hard. That red pill was a miracle working. His cock, coated in my pussy juices, gleamed as he brought it between my mother’s thighs. He mounted the bed, lifting her hips, lining up at her. Mom’s thighs went over her shoulder, grabbing him.

I ground on Mom’s mouth, her tongue thrusting into my folds to scoop out my brother’s spunk. Pleasure rippled through me as another orgasm built in me. I watched my brother over my shoulder as he thrust into Mom.

“I’m going to breed this pussy!” Sean snarled.

“Breed our Mommy!” I howled.

Sean thrust into Mom.

She moaned into my cunt. Her hands grabbed my thighs, squeezing tight, fingernails biting into my flesh. I gasped, the headboard shaking in my grip. I shuddered, grinding on Mom as she devoured me while Sean fucked her hard.

My brother rocked the bed as he pounded her. He slammed his dick into her over and over. The slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the room. My pussy clenched in memory of his dick sending me into rapture as Mom licked me clean.

“Mmm, eat all that yummy spunk out of me!” I moaned, the incestuous thrill rippling through me. “Ooh, Mommy, you love it! You’re just a cum-hungry slut, aren’t you?”

She moaned in delight, licking me, feasting on me. I shuddered at her passion. This was a great treat to enjoy. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest as she fluttered her tongue through my body. She licked and lapped at my cunt, feasting on me.

My hips danced side to side, grinding my cunt on her. It was an incredible rush to enjoy. This amazing bliss to experience. I groaned on her, my heart pounding in my chest. This rapture surged through me. I squirmed as she caressed me, brushing my clit, stroking my labia.

“Eat my pussy, Mommy!” I moaned.

“Eat her!” growled Sean. “Devour her! You love my cum, Mom! I’m going to give you more!”

“Yes!” she snarled into my cunt.

I trembled on her, my ass flexing and clenching as I ground on her, my blonde hair dancing over my shoulders and down my back. I kept throwing looks at my brother, twisting my torso to watch him thrust away at Mom. His chest muscles, gleaming with sweat, rippled as he plowed her. He held her thighs to him, fucking her hard, his face twisting in rapture.

He loved her pussy. He loved being back in the cunt that birthed us. I shuddered. Both of us had started our lives in there. It was so wrong, so wild. We were crossing all these wonderful, taboo lines. I shuddered, my heart screaming beneath my breasts.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my back arching. My butt-clenched as Mom’s tongue dug through my pussy. “Lick all that cum out of me and make me explode, Mommy!”

“Shower my face with your cream while your brother floods my cunt!” Mom groaned into my snatch.

“Yes!” I hissed, my body quivering. “Ooh, this is great. This is wonderful. Oh, fuck, yes! I love it! Ram that dick into Mom’s cunt, Sean! It’s making her eat me! Breed our mother!”

“I’m going to pump so much jizz in her!” boasted my brother.

But it wasn’t really a boast. He always flooded my cunt with his passion. Mom was devouring his last load from me, and now he was building up another to fire into her cunt. I grinned, grinding my cunt across her face as I shuddered.

This wonderful rapture built and built in me. This heat swelled through my cunt. I groaned, my heart thundering faster and faster in my chest. Every time Mom’s tongue swiped through my pussy lips, I came closer to erupting.

“Mommy!” I gasped when she brushed my clit.

“Mmm, this is what you want, you little slut!” she moaned, fingernails biting into my thighs. Her plump lips nibbled on my sensitive bud, sending pleasure showering through my cunt. “Just to cum! I raised such a wanton, little girl, didn’t I?”

“So wanton!” I gasped and then exploded.

Everyone in my family was making me cum tonight. Sean, Mommy, and Daddy. It was incredible. Rapture rushed through me. My pussy convulsed, my juices gushing out of me. I bathed Mom’s face just like she wanted.

Stars bursting across my vision, I threw a look over my shoulder at my brother fucking away at Mom’s cunt. I shuddered, savoring this moment. Hot waves of my orgasm splashed again and again through me. I whimpered in delight as Mom lapped at my cunt, drinking up my cream.

“I’m flooding her mouth!” I screamed. “Cum in her! Breed our mother!”

“Yes!” growled Mom, her voice low and throaty, smoky with her passion. “Please, please! Flood me! Give me another strong son or a sexy daughter!”

“Yes!” my brother growled.

Mom squealed. I knew my brother was cumming in her. He was breeding her. As my pleasure surged through me, I smiled in delight. It was so hot. I was about to have a new brother who would also be my nephew, a new sister who would be my niece.

This was so hot. So amazing.

I loved incest! I loved the bet my brother made with me!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

All three of us were panting. My dick was sore from how much I’d cum in them. That red pill gave me stamina. The room was stuffy with the musk of sex: tangy and sweet pussy juices, my salty cum. I collapsed on the bed, panting as my sister and mom snuggled up against me. It was incredible to feel them both against me.

“We finally wrung him dry, Mom,” Maria said then gave a wicked giggle as she settled against my right side.

“Yeah,” I groaned. “My balls are empty. No more cum ever.”

“You pumped enough into us,” Mom said, pressing into me from the other side. “Mmm, rest up. You’re going to need your stamina. It’s not the right part of my cycle to breed me. But… you never know. I need your cum pumping into me every day just to make sure.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my eyes closing. I couldn’t hold off sleep.

Their bodies were warm against mine, Mom’s boobs soft, Maria’s perky. This was an amazing delight. My breathing slowed as I descended into dreams holding my women in my arms. I could die right now happy.

Over the next two weeks, it was a blur of sex. Mom dismissed her temp paralegal, so it was just me and her at her law office. We were researching how to deal with Vanessa, ways to keep her from destroying my father’s career and revealing that my sister had a thing for him.

In between that, there was sex.

Lost and lots of sex.

My mother was a horny minx. I had awakened something in her, and it was just me and her in that office alone during the day. She was such a naughty thing. She stopped wearing panties and wore skirts so short that when she bent over, the tight fabric would ride up those lush thighs, threatening to show off her pussy.

That would be enough to spring my seventeen-year-old cock into action.

“Sean!” she’d moan as I pounded her bent over in the middle of her office. “Yes, yes, Sean, work that cock in and out of my cunt! Fuck me! Pound me! Breed me!”

My balls would grow hot and tight, eager to do just that. To spill my cum into her and give her what she craved. I wanted to breed her so badly. I lost out on impregnating Maria, she was going to let our Dad do it, but I got Mom.

What a shame. I’d give my little sister a strong son or a hotter daughter.

The sex was great. Mom and I did it everywhere in her office.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, Sean!” Mom moaned as she sat on the copier, the light flooding around us as I plowed into her, paper shooting out the side. “Mmm, we have to fax these to your father! He needs these!”

“Yes!” I grunted, pounding her hard, my dick plunging into her pussy, stirring her up while the machine whirled.

Sometimes, she would drop to her knees and just suck my dick, nursing on me. Often, I was on the phone with a client while her mouth was happily wrapped around my cock, fellating me with all the passion of a proud mother invested in her son’s happiness.

“Yes, yes, Mr. Carter, I’ll have Mrs. Reenburg check up on the status of your prenup,” I groaned. “Uh-huh. No, no, she’s busy with another matter.”

“What sort of matter?” Mr. Carter asked, sounding a little petulant.

I glanced down at my mother’s lips sealed tight about my cock, pleasure shooting through me. “She’s working on her oral arguments for another case. Yep, I’ll have her call you back when she finishes. Won’t be long. Few more minutes, probably.”

“Fine.” He hung up.

“Damn, Mom,” I groaned as she sucked with noisy delight. “Mmm, yes yes, hone that oral argument. Ooh, you’re getting such a reaction out of me. Fuck, yes, you’re going to win. Keep arguing.”

She sucked with such passion.

I exploded into her mouth. My cum pumped out of me. Pleasure shot through my body. I shuddered, groaning. Stars burst across my vision. The pleasure spilled through my mind, sweeping over my thoughts and making me shudder. I groaned, my heart thundering through my chest.

The chair creaked. I grabbed her blonde hair. She swallowed with noisy passion. She sucked out every drop of my cum, her blue eyes glassy with delight. My chest rose and fell, my dress shirt sticking to my flesh.

“Fuck, Mom, that was a great argument. You’re getting as good as Maria.”

She popped her mouth off, cum dribbling out of the corners of her lips. “Good. I’ll beat her.”

I grinned at her.

It was hot watching her call back Mr. Carter with my cum decorating her lips, her voice still breathy from sucking down my load.

At the end of the day, often after she spent a few hours actually working, I would give my mother another titty massage. There was no pretense. She would button her blouse, unhook her bra—she was wearing front-clasping bras these days for ease of access—and her breasts would spill out. I would grin at her and play with those tits.

I would knead them, caress them. I would get her to squirm. She would moan and gasp. She would make such sweet sounds as I loved every inch of my mother’s tits. After ten or so minutes, when she was nice and simmering, I’d go for her nipples.

She’d scream her head off.

It was a shame I couldn’t drive my Corvette any longer. My sister was having fun with it, but Mom let me drive her car. Sometimes, she practiced her oral arguments on her way home.

My sister wasn’t having nearly as much fun at our dad’s office that I was having. She had to keep licking Vanessa clean, maintaining the pretense until we could pounce on that fucking cunt and ruin her.

“The only thing that keeps me doing it is knowing we’re going to ruin the bitch,” Maria moaned one night in bed with me and Mom, Mom licking her pussy clean of my spunk. “Just make her pay!”

Sometimes Maria spent the night with Mom and me, other times she joined Dad in his new bedroom, my room. I had taken up his spot in the master bedroom. He didn’t even put up a fight. Mom had crushed his balls. She could ruin him and he knew it, but Maria still loved fucking him.

“He’ll always be my daddy,” she would say.

Sometimes, I even shared her with Dad. I did it for my sister, fucking her pussy while Dad took her in her asshole. I would love to have her all to myself, but I didn’t own her or anything.

Those nights I did have her were the best. Mom, Maria, and I loving each other. I would fuck their mouths, their pussies, their assholes. I would cum on their tits or faces. They would lick each other clean, loving each other.

When my mom announced she was pregnant two weeks later, we had a wild time. I had bred my mother. I had put my baby in her belly. I would have a son or daughter who would also be my brother or sister.

I hoped it was a daughter. The idea of raising my own girl to be as hot for me as Maria was for our dad made my dick throb hard. When my daughter turned fourteen or so, I would make her into a woman. I would pop her cherry the way I had with Maria.

We had a wild orgy that night. The three of us loved each other hard while Dad had to sleep in my bed hearing the celebration, knowing that his son had utterly replaced him in the bedroom. I was Mom’s lover. I had bred her.

The next day, Mom had found what she was looking for. It was time to ruin that bitch Vanessa.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

When Mom strutted into Daddy’s office at the State Capitol Building in Sacramento, I smiled. It was finally over. I knew it was coming. Sean strolled beside Mom, looking both angry and powerful, his suit fitting him as well as any high-powered lawyer. I’d texted them when Vanessa was fucking Daddy. We wanted to catch her at just the right moment.

Vanessa gasped, wrenching her pussy away from my face and stumbled back. The Black woman panted, her boobs out, her face flushed. Her cream, and Daddy’s cum, stained my lips. I shuddered in delight, so ready for this moment.

“Mrs. Reenburg!” gasped Vanessa, shoving down her skirt. Her eyes darted around like a panicked animal. “I… This is… I didn’t…”

“I bet you didn’t,” my mother said, her voice ice. She was dressed in a sexy power suit, charcoal blazer and pencil skirt, a light-blue blouse beneath, the V-neck showing off a hint of her cleavage and the pearl necklace she wore tight about her throat.

I wondered if my brother’s cum was in Mom’s pussy.

“Follow me, you little trollop,” my mom hissed and turned, marching to the conference room, my brother following her. He looked so strong and confident in his suit. So powerful and hunky. I shuddered in delight.

Smirking, I rose as Vanessa stumbled after my mom and brother while struggling to put her big, fake tits—paid for by my father—back into her stretchy top. Her hoop earrings swung while she tottered on her heels. I smoothed my short, pink skirt, my pussy on fire.

This was going to be amazing. I just knew it.

Mom threw down a thick legal document contained in a blue file folder. She glared at the Black woman. “Sit down and let’s talk.”

I squealed in delight as I closed the conference room door behind me. This would be epic.

To be continued…
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Maria Reenburg

I was trembling in delight as Mom sat down at the conference table in my father’s office at the State Capitol building. His secretary, that whore-bitch Vanessa, was sitting across from Mom, the cunt looking arrogant like she had nothing to fear. She had her arms crossed beneath her boobs, lifting those fake tits and thrusting them out before her, her stretchy top barely constraining them. A haughty sneer curled her lips, her ebony face appearing unafraid. She hardly glanced at the thick legal document, wrapped in a blue folder, my mom had dropped on the table.

My brother loomed in the doorway, dressed like a suave stud in his suit. He had even more confidence now. Last night, he’d learned he’d bred Mom. Just thinking about it made my pussy grow wet, soaking my panties.

“Well,” Vanessa said, “let’s talk.”

My mom had such a big smile on her face. She looked at once sexy and powerful, a high-priced lawyer in her element. She had a low-cut blouse, silk and satin-blue, that cradled her large breasts. Her dark-gray blazer framed those lush titties. Her blonde hair spilled down around her face in lush curls. Her blue eyes were bright. They were piercing.

They were powerful.

I trembled, my short skirt swaying about my thighs as I brimmed in excitement. This was it. I licked my lips, tasting Vanessa’s tangy juices. She had made me eat her pussy out again after Dad fucked her. For the last two weeks, I had to keep doing it to lull Vanessa into complacency so we could pounce on her.

It sucked. I hated that I had to do it, but the entire time I knew Mom would destroy Vanessa. My mom would free our family from this manipulative bitch. Daddy was such an idiot for sticking his cock in her. He should have been sticking his cock in me!

Or at least Mom.

Vanessa squirmed as Mom stared at her. I loved it. Vanessa was trying to act calm and cool, but I could see the beads of perspiration dotting her forehead. I watched her breasts rising and falling faster and faster. Her chair creaked as she shifted.

The squeak of her seat made me smile.

“Well?” Vanessa asked. “You’re pissed because your daughter’s got a taste for pussy? That she likes going down on my snatch.”

My mom arched an eyebrow.

“Or is it that I’m fucking your husband?” Vanessa leaned over, those big, fake tits cradled on her forearms. She was showing them off. It was so obvious that she was proud of her breasts and was throwing those fake things in Mom’s face.

Mom’s lips twitched, a smile forming.

“Huh?” Vanessa asked. “Did you know your little girl wants to fuck him, too. That she voluntarily eats my pussy clean of his cum. She can’t wait to get a taste of Daddy. She’s a little whore for him. Great job raising her.”

Mom’s smile grew larger, intense. She sat there back-straight. She looked in control.

Vanessa leaned back. “Is this silent treatment supposed to scare me?” She flicked her eyes to the thick legal document. “Or that pile of bullshit you got there.”

Vanessa squirmed in her chair. Her breasts jiggled.

This was so amazing. A bead of sweat ran down her dark skin. Her weave of hair swayed around her shoulders. She put on a sneer. She was posing. It was great. She glanced at her nails, pretending that she was unconcerned.

But her lower lip quivered.

“I’m not going to stop fucking your husband,” she said. “He likes my pussy more than yours. Deal with it. And if you threaten me, I’ll go to the press and show the world what your husband is. I’ll destroy your family.”

My mom opened the folder. “This is a non-disclosure agreement,” my mom said. “Sign it, and no one will know that you were blackmailing my underage daughter into sex multiple times.”

Vanessa snorted. “You got no proof. It’ll just make the scandal that more salacious.”

My mom paused. Her smile grew. “I also won’t report your embezzling.”

Vanessa stiffened. “What?”

My mom flipped through the document’s pages. She stopped on a spreadsheet and turned her file folder around. It was a list of numbers. My mom slid down the numbers on the side, stopping at those that were highlighted. “See these numbers going into your account.”

Vanessa shifted. “Just normal moving money around and—”

“My husband might be thinking with his dick,” Mom said, her voice pure honey, “that he doesn’t realize you were stealing from his campaign finance, but I’m not. This is prison time if I report this to the US Attorney.”

“You’re bluffing,” Vanessa said. “You won’t tell because I’ll reveal the affair.”

My mom shrugged. “Won’t stop you from being prosecuted and going to prison. This is a lot of money. 2.3 million you’ve siphoned off. Quite the little nest egg you’re building.”

Vanessa bit her lip.

“One call,” my mom said as she pulled out her phone from her purse and held it out before her, “to the US Attorney, and you are buried neck-deep in misery. I have his number right here. Darin Riker. His wife is named Missy. We get together for brunch twice a month. I have his personal number. No secretaries or anything between us. When he learns what I found… Well, he’ll have fun putting you away.

“It’ll look good for his career.”

I quivered with excitement. Mom arched an eyebrow while a panicked look appeared on Vanessa’s face. Her head tossed back and forth like she was a rabbit struggling to find a way out of the trap. She glanced from side to side. Then locked on the door.

“Sign this form, return the money, and you can walk out of here,” Mom said. “No prison. Nothing. You just promise never to speak of it. You’ll get your severance. You can find a new job. No one will know what you’ve done. You keep quiet, and this goes away.

“But if you say one word about what you’ve done, I will bury you.” Mom’s blue eyes grew icy. “I will bring the full might of the justice system upon you. I will make your life a living hell. 2.3 million. That’s decades in prison. When you get out, those fake titties might be perky, but the rest of you will be ruined. You’ll be fat and flabby. Your face will be worn. Your soul will be old and tired, and you will then have to start over.

“Or you can put that body to work now. Find another sap to buy that pussy of yours. I don’t care. Just get your hooks out of my husband, return the money, and you can walk away.”

Vanessa swallowed. “That’s it?”

“Unless the idea of going to prison and eating the pussy of some bull-dyke bitch sounds appealing.” Mom leaned forward. “Or maybe you like licking cunt.”

Disgust swept across Vanessa’s face. “Absolutely not.” She sighed. “Whatever. Your husband is a boring prick. You should ditch him yourself.”

Mom didn’t answer. She just turned around the document and pushed it at Vanessa. Then Mom produced a gold pen from her purse. She thrust it across the table. It rolled and rattled, stopping before Vanessa. She picked it up, her dark fingers sliding over the bright surface.

“Fuck it,” muttered Vanessa. “Your husband’s a lousy fuck. You can have the money back.”

“Oh, I’ve already recovered it,” Mom said. “You still have my husband’s name on those accounts. I’ve been taking steps to protect the finances. I’m a signature on his campaign, after all I have the same access you do. Or did.”

Vanessa grimaced. Then she scrawled her name on the bottom. “There. Done. I won’t talk. I’ll quit. There are other politicians I can use. I’m fucking Peters anyways. He’ll give me a job in an instant.”

A surge of anger shot through me. She was cheating on my daddy? Such a wave of loathing shot through me.

“Good,” Mom said. “Now, on your knees. You have to make up to my daughter, too.”

“What?” Vanessa asked as my mom took back the document. She folded it up and thrust it into her large purse.

“You have to please my daughter,” said Mom. “You might have dodged having a bull-dyke make you eat pussy, but I’m still a bitch. You made my daughter eat your cunt. You abused my little girl, and now you are going to pay. You can eat her cunt right now, or you can find a new form of legal problems. I caught you abusing her.”

“But… but…”

I shuddered in delight. I pulled up my dainty, pink skirt, flashing my naughty, white panties. They were lacy and delicate, the fabric soaked with my juices. I breathed in, smelling my sweet delight. The wicked scent filled my nose.

“It’s right here,” I purred. “Just come lick my cunt. You know you want to eat this delicious snatch. You were such a fan of making me do it. Now it’s your turn. Because I know what you are. You’re a little dyke, aren’t you? You’re my lezzie-slut now. Get over her and eat me! Put that bitch-mouth to its proper use.”

It was wonderful to say these words to her after she humiliated me. After she made me feel so terrible. It was just amazing. My juices were flowing as I marched to her, my breasts jiggling in my blouse. My nipples ached and throbbed.

“There is no way in hell I’m doing that,” Vanessa said. Her face was twisted. “We had an agreement.”

“Yes, we do,” Mom said. “And right now, only the four of us know about it. You got one last thing to do, or this document vanishes, and I make that call to the US Attorney. Prison time, or you make my daughter feel good. You pay her back for all the humiliation you heaped on her, you fucking bitch!”

My brother moved. He flowed towards her. I shuddered as he grabbed the back of her neck. “You hurt my little sister, cunt,” he snarled. There was real anger across his face. His face was stony. His blue eyes were hard. He looked like such a stud. “Make it right or else!”

A wave of lust shot through me as he pressed her down.

“On your knees, cunt, and please my sister,” Sean growled. His voice was rough and hard. He was so powerful right now. “You were cruel to her. You abused her. You made my sister miserable, and you have to fucking pay!”

Vanessa’s knees buckled. She sank down to the floor. My brother loomed over her as he stared at me. He grinned at me as he pushed the bitch’s face nearer to my snatch. Vanessa stared up at me, her eyes wild. She had a look of panic on her face as she came closer and closer to my crotch.

“Just eat her out,” Sean growled. “You owe her for that, then you can walk away, find another senator to fuck, and pretend that your cooch isn’t poison.”

“Because you’re a dyke-bitch eager to eat my cunt,” I said, so excited by this. Sean’s blue eyes locked on mine, making me shiver as I felt his strength. “Just yank down my panties and get to munching.”

“Fine,” snarled Vanessa. “I’ll eat your cooch.”

“Because you’re a nasty dyke that just wants to eat my underage snatch?” I asked, feeling so naughty. A wicked shudder raced through me.

She licked her plump lips and said, “I’m not.”

“Right, right, you’re not eager for it,” I growled. “Yank down my panties and feast on my yummy cunt!”

She ripped down my panties, the cloth rolling down my thighs. The sweet musk of my pussy grew stronger. I gripped my skirt, trembling with excitement. My pussy juice dripped down my thighs. I was so eager for it.

Her eyes had a smoldering look. My brother released her neck and stepped back, letting the nasty bitch please me. She jammed her head between my legs. Her cheeks rubbed against my inner thighs. Then she pressed her lips into my shaved snatch.

And licked.

My toes curled in my shoes. I let out a moan of delight as she feasted on me. My brother watched, a big grin on his face. Mom was still sitting, her hands folded beneath her legs, her blue eyes as hot as my brother’s.

Her chair creaked. I knew she was pressing her thighs tight, her clit hard. Mom loved eating my pussy.

I shuddered as Vanessa licked and lapped through my folds. Her tongue danced through me. It was incredible to feel. She fluttered her tongue through my folds. My breasts jiggled in my blouse. I groaned out in delight, my eyes rolling back in my head.

“That’s it, you naughty slut!” I groaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, jam that tongue into my cunt. Flutter it around in me. Ooh, I’m going to cum so hard on your lips. I’m going to flood that nasty mouth with my juices. Just wash all the filth from it.”

I gripped her weave, holding tight as I undulated my hips. I smeared my pussy across her face. Her tongue danced across my folds. Stroking me. Pleasure flowed through my body. Every lick sent a new wave of delight.

“Yes, yes, you’re a filthy dyke-cunt!” I hissed. “You’re just a nasty bitch! You love my cunt! You’re digging that tongue through my folds! Ooh, yes, yes! Just fuck that tongue into my snatch. Flutter it around in me. Ooh, like that.”

I shuddered. My asscheeks squeezed as the pleasure flowed through me. Her tongue brushed my clit. Sparks flew. My breasts bounced in my blouse. My fingers gripped her hair. I pulled her mouth tight against me.

“Mmm, you just love my cunt, don’t you!” I growled.

“She’s going to town on your cunt,” Sean said, his cock bulging the front of his slacks. He watched with hunger.

Mom squirmed more.

“That’s my daughter’s cunt you’re pleasing,” moaned Mom. “Just fuck your tongue into her cunt. Make her explode with that filthy mouth!”

I shuddered, eyes fluttering. Vanessa’s tongue swirled around inside of me. She stroked my inner flesh. My pussy clenched on her tongue, my delight swelling and swelling in me. My breasts bounced. My nipples throbbed, aching to be touched.

I pulled her face into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my folds. She licked and lapped and devoured me. My orgasm swelled. I groaned, throwing back my head. My blonde hair danced around my shoulders.

“Oh, fuck, that’s good!” I moaned. “You’re going to make me explode with that tongue. You want my cream flooding your mouth, you fucking dyke-bitch! You’re just a slut for my cunt! Mmm, yes, yes, you want me to explode.”

She groaned into my cunt.

“Just say it!” I gasped, humping against her, my pleasure swelling faster and faster.

“I… I…” she moaned.

My brother’s hand cracked down on her ass. “Say it, slut! You’re my sister’s pussy-bitch!”

Vanessa growled, “I… I’m your pussy-bitch!”

A hot shudder ran through me. My orgasm exploded through me a moment later while her tongue fluttered against my clit. Pleasure slammed through my mind. Rapture surged through my body. It swept through me in this wild rush. My pussy convulsed and spasmed. Juices gushed out of me, spilling down my thighs.

“Mmm, just keep licking,” I howled in rapture. “Lick up that cream you love!”

Her tongue danced through my folds, licking up my juices as my pleasure surged through me. My head danced back and forth. Pleasure rushed through my body. Stars burst across my vision. I heard a chair slide back.

Mom stood up as I writhed through my orgasm.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Oh, my fucking god, you’re my pussy-slut! Just keep licking me! I want to keep cumming on that bitch-mouth of yours!”

She did. Vanessa devoured me. She licked at my cunt, sending another orgasm sweeping through me. I moaned and gasped, my mind boiling in rapture. Blood pumped hot through my veins. My fingers dug into her hair, gripping her as I bucked and thrashed.

Mom leaned against my brother, whispering in his ear as Vanessa made me cum again.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

“Fuck her ass,” Mom whispered as Maria thrashed through her orgasm, her tits heaving in her in low-cut, pink blouse.

I stared down at the kneeling Black woman. She had a great ass, plump and delicious. My dick throbbed. I groaned as Mom’s hand swept down my stomach to my slacks. Her fingers undid my button. The zipper rasped down. She shoved her hand inside and caressed my dick through my boxers.

I groaned as she stroked me. Then she dove her hand inside my underwear. I shuddered as she gripped my naked shaft. Then she pulled me out, my cock thrusting out before me. My pregnant mom licked my ear, sending a shiver racing down through me.

“Pound that slut’s asshole,” she hissed.

She released my cock as I winked at her. I fell to my knees behind Vanessa and ripped up her skirt. She had no panties on beneath, her cunt shaved, her pussy lips looking plump, her pink, inner depths peeking out. She was drenched. Her tangy musk filled my nose.

My gaze slid up to her ass. Her plump and ebony butt-cheeks hid her asshole. I pressed my cock against her cunt, rubbing her juices into the tip. She moaned into my cumming sister’s cunt. Maria shuddered, her body wiggling from side to side.

“Fuck that bitch!” Maria moaned. “Ooh, pound her! She wants it. Oh, my fucking god, bro, she’s got her tongue inside my cunt! That’s how much she wants my cream flooding down her throat and your dick fucking her hard!”

I grinned at my sister, winked at her.

With my dick’s tip soaked in Vanessa’s juices, I brought my cock to her asshole. I pressed against her backdoor. I groaned as I rubbed my sensitive crown against her puckered sphincter. I loved the feel of it. My pale cock pressed in between her dark butt-cheeks.

I pushed into her anal depths. She moaned as I worked into her bowels. Her bowels slid over my cock’s tip, engulfing me in her velvety delight. I groaned as I pressed into her. She whimpered into my sister’s snatch, her head still pressed into that yummy pussy.

“Eat my sister’s hot cunt!” I growled. “Feast on her! Make her cum over and over, you nasty bitch!”

I rammed my cock to the hilt in Vanessa’s asshole. I shuddered as the pleasure flowed up my dick. My balls smacked into her taint, her butt-cheeks rippling. She whimpered into my sister’s cunt. Her anal sheath clenched around my cock.

“Oh, yes, yes, fuck her asshole!” hissed my little sister. “Pound her, bro! Ooh, she’s going to make me cum again!”

“Good!” I growled, my anger at this bitch driving my hips. I drew back my cock and then slammed my shaft into the depths of Vanessa’s bowels.

SMACK!

My crotch slapped into her asshole. I groaned at the pleasure flowing down my dick. My heart pounded in my chest. She moaned into my sister’s cunt. I drew back again and thrust. I fucked her with my passion. I let her feel that she was a bitch.

Our bitch.

My sister and I used her. I grinned at Maria, her face flushed. Her blue eyes twinkled in delight. Her hips moved, her skirt rustling, bunched around her waist. She moaned and gasped, grinding her cunt on the bitch’s mouth.

“Ooh, yes, you dyke-cunt!” hissed Maria. “Use that asshole! Make my brother cum! You love it! I knew you would! You love it up the ass because you’re just that much of a disgusting slut!”

“A nasty bitch!” I growled, thrusting harder into Vanessa’s bowels.

My balls smacked into her taint over and over, growing heavier and heavier with my cum as I sodomized her. I pounded her asshole, the velvety friction burning around my dick. I groaned as this delight surged around me. I buried into her hard.

Every thrust brought me closer and closer to dumping my cum in the bitch’s asshole. I would flood her. I gripped her hips, thrusting harder, rocking her into my little sister’s cunt. The bitch moaned into Maria’s cunt.

“That’s it, bro!” my sister moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, just fuck that cock into that cunt’s bowels. She’s moaning into my snatch. I’m going to cum again!”

“Good!” I growled. “Use her! Use the bitch’s fucking mouth. She deserves to make you cum!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled my sister. “Oh, that’s fucking hot. Oh, she’s got her tongue so deep in me and… Sean, yes!”

My sister’s body bucked. Her breasts heaved in her blouse. They were so lush. They should be free. I growled, watching the pleasure cross her face. I knew she was creaming the bitch’s mouth, flooding the dyke-whore with all that sweet passion.

My balls tightened as they cracked into the bitch’s taint.

My dick throbbed and swelled. It was just an ache that built and built. It was a pressure that had to escape. Normally, I wanted my woman to cum. To make sure the girl felt as amazing as me. But this bitch didn’t deserve it.

“Cream the cunt’s mouth!” I howled as I buried into the bitch’s asshole.

“Yes!” my sister moaned.

I exploded into Vanessa’s bowels. My jizz fired out of me. Powerful blasts sent rapture shooting through me. I groaned, my body bucking. The heat melted my mind. This treat surged through me. My heart pounded in my chest, the pleasure surging through my body.

Every eruption sent such ecstasy hammering into my thoughts. I loved it. I groaned as the bliss burned through my body. I unloaded every drop of my cum into the bitch’s bowels. I panted, my chest rising and falling.

“That’s it, bitch!” howled Maria. “That’s how you make up for being a cunt! Now get out of our lives! We don’t need you, slut!”

I ripped my cock out of Vanessa’s asshole. I stood, my slacks rustling around my thighs. I leaned against the table, panting as I came down from my orgasmic high. The bitch rose to her feet. Her face was smeared with pussy juices. My cum stained her butt-cheeks.

She looked dazed as she shoved down her skirt and stumbled to the door. She opened it and there was my father. He shifted out of the way. She didn’t look at him as she rushed past him. Dad swallowed, looking a little nervous himself as he peered back in the conference room.

“Is it…?” he asked.

“You are pathetic,” Mom hissed. “It’s done. She won’t ruin your political career.”

Relief flooded across my father’s face.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

Two weeks after we dealt with Vanessa, we hadn’t heard a peep from her. She was still around the Capitol Building sucking that other state senator’s dick. I hoped she got caught robbing her new sugar daddy blind and go to prison.

But so long as she remembered our agreement, I didn’t care. Daddy may be a smidge pathetic, but he was still my sexy father. I didn’t want him to get hurt. I enjoyed the time I spent with him. His cock just felt amazing pumping in and out of my asshole.

But it wasn’t Daddy I was interested in at the moment.

It was Saturday evening. My brother was playing video games in the living room when I strolled up to him and tossed him my Corvette keys. He jumped when they landed in his lap. He stared down at them in shock while on the TV his character died.

“What the hell?” he asked. He snatched up the keys. “You giving me my car back?”

“Nope, just want you to drive me,” I said, my pussy aching beneath my tight jean skirt. I had no panties on, the air caressing the naked folds of my snatch as I stood in my wide-leg stance.

“Why?” he asked, giving me a suspicious look. Mom and Dad were at a fundraiser in Washington D.C., Dad making his connections for his bid for higher office next year. While Mom and Dad didn’t sleep together, Mom had no interest in divorcing him. I think she was getting off on cuckolding him with Sean.

And, well, it was kinda hot.

“Trust me,” I purred. “It’ll be worth it.” I ran my tongue over my lips as sexily as possible.

Sean burst into laughter. “What was that?”

I gave an annoyed huff. “If you can’t recognize sexy, then you’re blind.”

“Oh, I can recognize it,” he said, his eyes drinking in my look, running up and down my body, “but that… That was like you were slobbering over your lips.”

I narrowed my eyes. “I can find someone else to drive me.” Frost coated my words. “It doesn’t have to be you.”

He rose, a big grin on his face. “Oh, I don’t care if you slobber over your lips. There are other places I can kiss you.”

“Yes,” I hissed. “That’s what I want. Now come drive my car! It’ll be worth it.”

His eyes flicked down to my crotch. “I know it will be.”

He was so sure he was getting pussy. And, well, he was, but… I couldn’t be mad at his cockiness. I loved how bold he was.

I hooked my arm in his and whispered our destination. He blinked at that. It was remote part of Yolo County, out where the almond tree groves were. He shrugged and in no time he was backing my Corvette out of the driveway.

I didn’t paint it pink, but only because I liked Sean driving me around in it, and he wouldn’t look cool in a pink car.

He sped us there, showing off. The growl of the powerful V8 engine had my pussy melting. He was such a pro at driving it fast. My seventeen-year-old brother wove in and out of traffic on the freeway, then he was passing cars on surface streets, roaring towards the destination.

I shuddered the entire way, cooing and giggling, my pussy growing wetter and wetter as my excitement mounted. This would be awesome. I couldn’t wait to do this. To have this wild time with my brother.

We finally reached it, a little hill overlooking the almond groves. The sun had set to the west. The Sierra Nevadas were looming dark behind us. I shivered in delight as he looked over at me, a gleam in his blue eyes.

“So, why did you want me to take you to a make-out spot?” he asked. “We can do that at home. We don’t have to hide it.”

“It’s been a month since I stopped taking my birth control pill,” I purred, my pussy growing wetter and wetter. “It takes that long for it to wear off. It’s the right time in my cycle. I want to get bred in my car the way a naughty teenager should.”

“What about Dad?” he asked, staring at my sixteen-year-old body with such a hungry gleam in his eye. “I thought he was getting to breed you.”

“I changed my mind,” I said, twisting in my seat and leaned against the door. I spread my legs, my left throwing over his head and resting atop his seat. My jean skirt rose up. Thanks to the dome light, I knew he could see my shaved pussy. “I want a man to breed me. Dad’s fun, but…”

“He’s pathetic,” Sean growled. “But the bet?”

“I never promised that Dad would breed me, just that it was my choice who got to breed me.” I winked at him. “Well? What are you waiting on? Unless you’re”—he pounced as I was in mid-sentence—“pathetic! Yes, yes, Sean!”

He buried his face between my thighs. The stubble on his seventeen-year-old cheeks rubbed down my thighs. His hungry lips were at my pussy. I groaned, my chair creaking as my brother’s tongue whipped through my pussy folds.

I was dripping wet for this moment. I shuddered in delight as I felt him lick and lap and tongue through me. His hands shoved beneath the seat. The gear shift had to be digging into his stomach, but he didn’t care.

He had his little sister’s snatch to eat.

And boy did he eat it.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my head rubbing against the window. I humped against him as my hands peeled off my tank top, my round breasts spilling out. I threw my top to the floor and groaned as he ran his tongue up and down my folds.

He brushed my clit.

“Sean!” I moaned. “Ooh, yes, you’re going to breed me like Mom! We’re going to have your children!”

“Yes, you are!” Sean growled into my snatch.

His tongue danced through my folds. He sucked and licked and nibbled on them. I shuddered, my toes curling. My heart thundered in my chest as he took another lick through my pussy lips. My body trembled, the pleasure flowing through me.

This incestuous delight built and built in me. This eagerness. He was priming my pussy for his seed. He was getting me ready to be bred. My naked toes curled. The seat creaked as I squirmed, the door shifting slightly behind me.

My moans filled the car while the windshield grew foggy with our passion. His tongue darted through my folds, thick and bold. He attacked me, feasted on me. My brother knew what I liked, and he gave it to me.

“Oh, yes, Sean!” I gasped as his tongue fluttered against my clit while his whiskered chin rubbed at my sensitive labia.

Trembles washed through my body. My body came alive. It was an incredible treat to experience. My brother hungered for my body. He wanted to give me all the pleasure in the world. And that was okay with me.

My head tossed back and forth as his tongue slid up through my folds again. I whimpered, my eyes fluttering. My heart thundered in my chest. My hands clenched and relaxed as he licked and lapped at my snatch, tingles darting through me.

My hips danced back and forth. I whimpered, my heart thundering in my chest. It was an incredible treat to experience. This wondrous delight that had my eyes opening wide. My head slammed back into the window.

“Oh, Sean, yes!” I moaned. “Ooh, you’re going to make me cum! You’re going to make my pussy receptive to your seed. You’re breeding me tonight!”

“Yes, I am!” he snarled, his hands gripping my ass. He squeezed and kneaded my rump as he devoured my cunt. “I’m going to make you explode. You’re going to melt into a puddle of rapture.”

“Mmm, do that!” I whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, that’s what I need. Oh, I love it! That’s so naughty, bro. Just feast on me.”

My brother latched his lips onto my clit. He sucked on it while his hands moved. His thumbs slid into my butt-crack. One went north, crossing my taint, and found my pussy lips. The other slid south to discover my asshole.

I gasped as he thrust both thumbs into my holes at the same time. He filled my pussy and asshole with his thick digits. My cunt and bowels clamped down on him as I bucked. He sucked with such passion on my clit.

He loved it.

This heat swelled through me. This wondrous delight that had me groaning. My head tossed back and forth. I whimpered as he loved my little bud in his mouth. His thumbs pumped in and out of my holes, jamming into me at nearly the same rhythm. Two different frictions teased me.

“Sean, Sean, yes!” I gasped. “You’re such an amazing brother! I’m going to have your babies! I’m going to be bred by you! Ooh, yes, yes, that’s wonderful. Just love me. Make me explode.”

His thumbs buried deep into my holes as he sucked with all his might on my clit.

The pressure swelled inside of me. My breast jiggled. I squeezed them, fingernails biting into my flesh. My brother’s tongue danced around my clit then he sucked on my bud again. The pressure swelled in my cunt. My asshole and pussy clenched down on his probing thumbs.

All these wonderful sensations raced through me. They teased me. My mind melted beneath the onslaught of rapture. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. I whimpered. My body bucked as my clit sparked with pleasure over and over. The heat landed in my cunt.

On my impending orgasm.

“Sean!” I howled as my incestuous rapture exploded through me.

My climax detonated.

My pussy and asshole writhed about his thumbs. He jammed them deep in me as the pleasure rushed through my body. I gasped, stars bursting across my vision. My head danced back and forth as the rapture burned across my thoughts.

It was incredible. This heat that I needed. It made me gasp and shiver in delight. I whimpered and groaned. My heart beat with this incredible passion. My thighs squeezed about his head. I held him to my cunt as this wondrous delight washed through me.

Over and over, just sweeping through my body, leaving me gasping and moaning in delight. I needed him to be in me. I had to feel his cum spurting into me. I squeezed my thighs around his head as I rode through the orgasm.

“You’re going to breed me!” I howled as my orgasm carried me to such heights of rapture. “Oh, Sean, I’m going to have your babies! Give them to me! I need it!”

He wrenched his head up from my pussy. He stared at me with wild, blue eyes, pussy cream dripping down his face. He grinned at me as he leaned back in his chair, his dick tenting the front of his jogging shorts.

He shoved them down along with his boxers. His dick popped out, swaying there, thick and hard. He was just a tad bigger than Daddy. Precum beaded at the tip, a preview of the incestuous seed that would kindle a new life in me.

I was having my brother’s baby!

I threw myself over the gear shifter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

As my sister straddled me, I shoved back the seat as far as it would go. She was lithe and slender. She had enough room between me and the steering wheel. Both her hands gripped my face, caressing her pussy cream coating my features. Her blue eyes were glassy, wild. Her blonde hair swept about her flushed face.

Her round breasts jiggled before me.

She sank down towards my hard cock. I grabbed my shaft, holding it in place. I groaned as her pussy lips caressed the tip. A wild grin flashed across her face, brimming with that passion that made my cock ache.

She impaled her cunt down my dick.

She engulfed me in a heartbeat. I yanked my hand clear just in time as her wet, silky flesh slid down my shaft. I shuddered, throbbing inside her silky embrace. I groaned my pleasure as she squirmed on me, shifting her snatch around my shaft.

“Mmm, this is the dick that’s breeding me,” she moaned, her blue eyes sparkling. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed against me.

She kissed me, tasting her own sweet cream as her pussy clenched around my dick. My hands grabbed her ass as our tongues dueled. We shared in this incestuous moment. My dick basted in her hot cream. I could have stayed in her like this forever.

Just marinating in her incestuous passion.

But that wouldn’t get me to cum. That wouldn’t pump my jizz into her fertile depths. I had to breed her. I needed to knock up my little sister. It was a passionate ache that filled me. That drove me to grab her hips and pump her ass up and down my cock.

She groaned, her pussy squeezing around me as I lifted her up my dick. Her silky pussy clung to me. This wondrous sheath that held onto me. I groaned in delight, drinking in the friction caressing my shaft—my cock’s sensitive tip—as she moved. I gripped her ass and then pulled her down.

She bottomed out on me.

Maria moaned into our kiss. Her arms tightened, her breasts pressing into my chest. I clutched her tight, wishing I’d taken off my t-shirt so I could feel those naked tits on me. Her nipples were hard through my cotton. She whimpered as our tongues dueled.

I gripped her asscheeks. I held her tight as I worked her pussy up and down my dick. She bathed my cock in her passion over and over. She took me to the hilt time and time again. I grunted into her mouth as I savored this delight. Her tongue dancing and dueling through my mouth. I loved her with all my heart, my balls growing tighter and tighter as she rode me.

Our tongues caressed each other as we shared our incestuous passion.

I broke the kiss, gasping, panting as my sister’s rump flexed beneath my fingers. She squeezed her pussy around my dick as I lifted her up my cock. Then she gasped as I impaled her down my shaft again, that hot cunt embracing every inch of my dick.

“Oh, yes, yes, you’re going to breed me, bro!” she panted. She pressed her forehead against mine.

Her blue eyes met mine. They were my universe. She was so exciting. So special. I loved my mom, but Maria…

We went through with our bet, both of us eager to fuck our parents, and yet here we were sharing this moment. She wanted to be bred by me, not Daddy, and I wanted to pump my sister full of cum. It would be incredible. Just a treat to experience.

I would flood her to the hilt with my spunk. Every drop of my spunk would spill into her. I would breed her right now. As I stared into her blue eyes, a mirror to my own, I wanted that. I wanted to watch my sister’s belly grow round with her pregnancy.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I grunted as she rode me, my fingers digging into her asshole. “I’m going to breed a daughter into your pussy!”

“What if it’s a son?” she asked, a playfulness entering her eyes.

I grinned at her as she worked that pussy up and down my dick. “We need another bet.”

“Mmm, a naughty one?” gasped my little sister. “What do you get if I have your daughter, huh?”

“When she’s old enough,” I panted, squeezing her rump, “you have to lick her pussy and get her ready for me to pop her cherry.”

“Deal!” she moaned. “And if I have a son, then you have to lick mine and get him ready so I can make him into a man!”

“Deal!” I groaned, her pussy growing hotter about my cock. “I love you, Maria!”

The words burst out of my mouth without any thought, but the change in her was incredible. She shuddered as her pussy slammed down my dick. A smile spread across her lips, dimples forming in her flushed cheeks.

“I love you so much, Sean!” she moaned. “You’re just like me! You’re just as much of a pervert! Mmm, we’re going to have so much fun together. Playing with our parents! With our kids!”

“Yes!” I snarled.

“So breed me!” she moaned. “Put a son or daughter in me! I want to have as many bets with you as I can!”

She rose up my cock again, her pussy molten around my shaft. I groaned, my dick throbbing in her depths. The ache swelled at the tip. She swirled her hips around, dancing her pussy around my cock, teasing me.

Then she impaled herself down my dick again.

She moaned as she took every inch of me. Her silky flesh bathed the tip of my shaft. My cock throbbed in her depths. She kissed me hard on the mouth as her pussy convulsed around my dick. She bucked on my lap, moaning.

Maria’s juices gushed out around my cock. Her incestuous passion bathed my crotch and balls. Her sweet musk filled the air as her orgasm swept through her. It was an incredible delight to behold. I groaned as the passion swept over me.

I kissed her with such intensity. With this wonderful passion. My tongue danced and dueled with her as she shuddered atop me. The ache swelled at the tip of my dick. My balls, soaked in her cream, tightened.

I squeezed her ass.

Moaning into her lips, I erupted into my little sister’s fertile pussy.

Every eruption of incestuous cum fired dizzying rapture through me. The bliss slammed into my mind. I shuddered into the kisses, my fingers digging into her rump. I held her tight as she squirmed atop me. Her writhing cunt milked my cock.

The pleasure intensified as I kept spilling jizz into her. I pumped my little sister full of my cum. It spilled rapture across my thoughts. I groaned, my eyes rolling back in my head. I shuddered and groaned into her kiss.

She broke the kiss, howling, “You’re breeding me, bro! You’re doing it right now!”

“Yes!” I growled. “Milk my cock! Your pussy… Fuck!”

I fired the last blast of cum into her. The seat creaked as I squirmed against it. My breath exploded from me as my orgasm peaked, died. I leaned back, panting, my orgasm transforming into that buzzing, heady delight pumping through my veins.

“Oh, damn, Maria, I love playing with you.”

“Me, too,” she moaned. She rubbed her nose against mine. Then she kissed me.

I loved my sister a lot. I thought it was Mom, that Maria was just someone to have fun with, but this was the true delight in my life. I wouldn’t stop making love to Mom, and I knew that my sister would still enjoy Dad, but it was me and her.

I could feel it in the passion of our kiss.

In the naughty fun we would have.

As I loved my sister, I couldn’t wait for the result of this bet. It would be months before we knew, and years and years before the payout, but that would make the results so much sweeter.

To be continued…
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Maria Reenburg

I trembled on the exam table in Dr. Wilson’s clinic. The busty OB/GYN smiled at me as she lifted up my hospital gown. She arched an eyebrow at me as she stared down at the hairless flesh of my pudenda, my thighs pressed tight, only the top of my slit peeking out.

“Someone forgot her panties,” Dr. Wilson said, an amused smile on her lips.

“She didn’t forget them,” said my brother. He sat in a chair next to the bed. Mom was sitting in the corner, shaking her head at me.

I gave the doctor a big grin. “I thought you might need to play with my pussy.”

“Oh, boy,” Dr. Wilson said. “She’s a handful, isn’t she?”

“You have no idea,” my brother said, a grin on his face, his blue eyes staring at the doctor.

“You love it,” I said, winking at him. I turned back to my OB/GYN. “It makes him so hard, doctor.”

Dr. Wilson shook her head. She shifted around, breasts stretching her dress. It looked like a nursing dress, the type that could be opened up. She had her baby back in July. Her son’s baby. It was why we were using her. Mom’s paralegal recommended a doctor who understood while a woman would want her son or brother to breed her.

“Let’s find out how your baby is doing,” she said as she grabbed a bottle of jell in her gloved hands. She spread it across my flat stomach. I didn’t have my baby bump yet, but I was fourteen weeks pregnant. It was time to find out who won the bet: my brother or me.

It was so hot being bred by my brother. Just like Mom. She had Sean’s daughter growing in her belly. She was pregnant a whole two weeks before me. Sean was firing some super sperm or something. He’d bred Mom and me fast. The moment I was off birth control, maybe that naughty time when he fucked me in the back of my Corvette, he’d knocked me up.

I loved being pregnant with my brother’s baby.

Dr. Wilson pressed the probe on my stomach. These pulsing sounds echoed while she stared at a screen. My brother grabbed my hand and stood up, leaning over. I craned my head, staring at the black and white picture. It shifted around as the doctor moved the probe across my stomach, making me shiver and giggle. Images of my inner depths appeared until…

She focused on a little baby. I heard this thudding sound. The doctor smiled as she stared at the screen. “I love this moment,” Dr. Wilson said, her voice breathy. She squirmed, a big smile on her lips. “It’s why I do this. For this moment, seeing a new life for the first time.”

I nodded my head, my mouth dry. There was our baby. My brother and I made this little child growing in me. My toes curled. I squeezed my brother’s hand as I couldn’t look away. My eyes burned with tears as my heart beat faster and faster.

“Heartbeat is strong,” Dr. Wilson said, shifting around the probe slightly. The baby’s arm twitched. “Development looks correct and… Ready to find out the sex of the child?”

“Yeah,” my brother croaked. This was the second time he got to see a child since he bred Mom first, but he still sounded excited.

Would it be a daughter like Mom was having, or a son that would mean I won the bet?

“Do you think you’re going to win the bet?” I asked, my hand squeezing tight about his.

“Bet?” Dr. Wilson asked, glancing at us. “What’s this bet?”

“It’s naughty,” my mom said.

“Oh, yes,” I said. “If it’s a daughter, I have to lick her pussy and get her ready for my brother’s cock.”

“Oh, wow, that’s… naughty,” Dr. Wilson said, her cheeks going pink. Was she thinking about her son fucking her daughter? Did Dr. Wilson have a daughter with her son? “And if it’s a boy.”

“Why, Sean has to lick my pussy to get me ready to fuck my son for the first time.” I grinned. “I want to be a loving mother and make sure he’s a stud like his daddy.”

“A horny mother,” my brother said, squeezing my hand.

“Mmm, yes,” I moaned, my pussy growing juicy now. “So, who won!”

“I think you both did,” Dr. Wilson said, pulling the ultrasound from me. “It’s a girl.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg – Fourteen-and-a-Half Years Later

Through chance, my eldest two daughters were born within a day of each other. Mom was a week late and Maria was a week early. Because of how close they were, they celebrated birthdays together as they grew up.

They were very eager for their fourteenth birthday. My daughters wanted to lose their virginities together. We told them when they turned fourteen. Natti was eager for it, but she waited that whole day so Siona could be fourteen, too. They wanted to lose their virginities together.

Or as close as possible.

“Okay, the camera’s set up,” Dad said. He was filming it. He never did get to breed Maria, but my sister still had fun with him. She would always be a daddy girl, even if she spent most of her time with me. Mom, on the other hand, never took him back. They were still married, technically, but that was more for my father’s career in the Senate.

“Thank you, Grandpa!” Siona said. She had her mother’s playfulness, her figure petite, her blonde hair swaying about her face. Her blue eyes sparkled as she beamed at him. Then she gave my dad a quick kiss on the cheek.

“You’re welcome, dear,” Dad said, always a good cuck. He was pathetic enough that he stuck around just for the once or twice a week my sister gave him some pussy. I think Dad was hoping his granddaughters would like to try him out after I enjoyed them.

Our other children were out at various friend’s houses, too young to watch the depravity of tonight.

The master bedroom was a little crowded with all of us in it, but that didn’t matter. We had the king sized bed and the girls were eager to lose their virginities. Natti, my daughter with Mom, ripped off her nightie. Her curly, blonde hair spilled down her shoulders and face. Her pink nipples appeared topping her round breasts. She was shorter than Siona despite being older.

When they fought, that came up.

“No fair,” Siona gasped. My daughter with Maria ripped off her nightie, exposing those small breasts, her nipples the same shade of pink. They looked like they could be fraternal twins. Their faces were so similar. To the public, they were both Mom’s daughters with Dad.

Mom shook her head at them, her curly hair dancing about her face. My sister giggled, pressing against me. “Look at your daughters,” she purred. “They definitely have your genes.”

“They have your genes, too,” I pointed out. “Why wouldn’t they be big pervs?”

“Pervs, Daddy?” Siona gasped.

It was so hot seeing this topless girl call me Daddy. Her small breasts quivered. She wore a pair of wispy, sky-blue panties. They matched the light-rose panties cling to Natti’s nethers, her cameltoe on display, her labia looking thick and plump through the wispy silk.

“Oh, yes, you two are such pervy, little girls,” I said, my daughters standing side by side, their breasts quivering.

“I like being a perv,” Natti said, standing straight and tall, rising up on her tiptoes. Her breasts jiggled as she now matched her younger half-sister/niece in height. “Mommy is a perv.”

“Yes, Mommy is,” said Siona, glancing at my mom. They called her Mommy and Maria Mom. It made things simpler.

“She’s right, Mommy,” Maria said, her voice a sultry purr.

Both my mom and sister were still beautiful, Mom aging into a gorgeous lady. She was tall and lean, her breasts still quivered back and forth. They swayed and jiggled. Maria had become that delicious beauty Mom was when we started fucking. Maria had shed her youthful perkiness for sultry experience, her breasts rounder, plumper, her nipples darker, but her body was still lean and delicious.

Her ass was bubblier, though.

“Let’s show him how much of a perv we are, Siona,” Natti said, gripping her sister’s hand.

Siona’s cheeks went scarlet. Then she nodded her head, her small tits quivering.

Before I could ask how, my two daughters fell to their knees before me. They reached out to the pair of boxers I wore, my cock tenting the front. I still worked out. Still in great shape, not like Dad who had given up on that, his gut spreading. He was in the corner, being quiet like a good cuck should.

My daughters hands, Siona’s trembling, touched my stomach. They slid down my body, their stroke stirring heat through me. I groaned as the heat throbbed through me. They hooked their fingers into my boxers.

Natti shot her sister a grin.

They yanked down my boxers. My cock flopped out, bouncing before them. My dick swayed and bobbed, aching hard. I had taken that red pill before this. I would have plenty of stamina to please my daughters.

They leaned in, their lips nuzzling against the tip of my cock from both sides. I groaned at the first feel of my daughters’ mouths on my cock. They both stared up at me, their blue eyes the same vibrant shade, Siona’s glassier than her sister’s.

Their tongues fluttered around the head of my cock. Pleasure shot through me. I groaned as they caressed me. My precum flowed. It was such a treat. My balls tightened as their tongues brushed, their hands gripping my shaft.

“Mmm, look at them go,” Maria purred, pressing against my left side. The same side our daughter occupied. “Enjoy, perv.”

My hand slipped down to cup my sister’s ass, squeezing her plump rump. “You know I am. Going to cum all over their faces.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Natti moaned. Then she kissed on the side of my cock, smooching on it, her lips soft and wet.

I groaned at her eagerness. Mom pressed in on my other side, her hand resting on Natti’s head. She stroked our daughter’s hair as my hand found Mom’s ass. Her large breasts rubbed onto my side. My pleasure shot down my shaft. Siona joined her sister, kissing on my dick, sucking hard on it.

Their lips moved around me. I shuddered as my daughters kissed around my cock. Their mouths came together as they loved me. Pleasure rippled through me as they loved each other. Two sisters who had such passion for each other.

And for me.

“They’re beautiful,” Mom groaned, shuddering beside me. Her breast rubbed against my chest. My hand squeezed her ass.

“Go, you little sluts,” my sister moaned. “Mmm, that’s it, Siona. Kiss your sister and love your Daddy. Isn’t that hot? Oh, you’re going to love it when he fucks you. Trust me, your daddy knows how to pop a girl’s cherry.”

I squeezed her ass as my sister shifted. She pressed her shaved pussy against my thigh, humping against me. I shuddered as my daughters sucked on my cock. Their hands gripped my shaft as they loved me. Their tongues darted around me again, brushing each other.

Then Natti’s lips slid over my dick. Her lips spread over it. My eyes widened at that delight as she took more and more of my cock in her hot mouth. My eldest daughter stared up at me, her flushed cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard.

“Oh, wow, Natti,” Siona moaned. “Daddy, Daddy, does that feel good?”

“It feels amazing,” I groaned, my chest rising and falling. “Your sister is loving me.”

Siona licked her pink lips. “Can I… Can I suck your cock, too, Daddy?”

“Whenever you want,” I groaned, Natti bobbing her head. She worked those lips up and down my shaft.

Natti popped her mouth off my dick and shoved the tip at her sister’s lips. “Go on! Do it! It’s amazing. I felt like I was really loving Daddy.”

“Wow,” Siona said, her fourteen-year-old eyes going wide. Then she opened her mouth and swallowed my dick.

I groaned as she sucked my cock. Her cute cheeks hollowed every time she did it. Whereas Natti went for long sucks, Siona did them fast. Short, little nurses that made my dick throb. I groaned, squeezing my sister’s and mom’s asses, gripping them as Siona loved me.

“That’s it, Siona,” groaned Natti. She licked her sister’s ear. “Just worship Daddy. You’re making him feel good.”

“So good,” moaned Maria. “Ooh, you’re loving him. You’re doing such a good job.” Such motherly pride filled my sister’s words. “You’re going to make your daddy cum.”

“Yes, you are,” Mom said, stroking through our daughter’s curls.

Siona popped her mouth off my dick, her eyes glossy. Drool ran down her chin. While her sister engulfed my cock, my youngest moaned, “Oh, Daddy, did you like it? I liked sucking on your cock. Your precum tasted so yummy.”

“I loved it,” I said, grinning at her.

She beamed back at me while her sister bobbed her mouth, sucking long and hard. My dick throbbed. My balls tightened. My cum was boiling. I couldn’t hold off long. My two daughters were just so cute.

Siona nibbled on the side of my cock, her lips brushing her sister’s wrapped around my shaft. My daughters’ warm hands stroked my dick as they loved me. I groaned, squeezing my mom’s and sister’s asses. I gripped them while Maria ground against me. Her pussy hot, coating my thigh in her sticky cream.

Natti sucked hard. I groaned, my balls tightening.

“Pop your mouth off his dick, honey,” Mom moaned. “Your Daddy’s about to cum.”

“He has to cum on our faces!” Siona moaned, trembling.

Natti popped her mouth off my dick, sucking one final time. My dick lurched. My daughters’ hands stroked up and down my cock, fisting faster and faster. Pleasure shot through my body. My balls tightened as my cum erupted from my dick.

I basted my fourteen-year-old daughters. I grunted with each eruption, splashing their youthful faces. They were both so beautiful, their mothers’ features staring up at me. They were gorgeous. Precious.

“I love you both!” I groaned as my daughters stroked my dick, my cum splattering their faces.

“Daddy!” they moaned as my cum splashed across their faces.

Their foreheads dribbled with cum that spilled down their features. I groaned as my cum ran across them. Their tongues flashed out, scooping up my jizz off their faces. Their blue eyes shone up at me as they both whimpered with delight.

“Oh, you taste goooood, Daddy!” Natti moaned.

Siona nodded her head, drops of cum dripping off her chin and landing on her small breasts.

“So good!” Natti repeated. Then she turned her head. Like a kitten, she lapped up a line of cum off her sister’s cheek.

My dick throbbed at the sight. Maria whimpered, grinding her hot cunt harder on my thigh. Natti’s tongue flicked into her mouth, covered in my spunk. Siona turned her head and her kittenish tongue flicked across her sister’s chin and lips, scooping up my cream.

Then they were licking each other clean. Mom shuddered beside me, her hand stroking Natti’s blonde curls as the girls’ tongues flicked and flashed. They scooped up jizz of each other, cleaning my cum off cheeks and chins and foreheads.

Their lips met. The two sisters melted together, whimpering as their tongues danced. They swapped my cum back and forth. My dick throbbed, still hard. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. My two daughters were loving each other.

I created them in their mothers’ wombs. This was incredible.

Maria nuzzled into my ear. “You think this part is hot, big bro? It’s going to get wilder.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

“Let’s get you ready for your Daddy,” Mom said, pushing Natti down onto the bed. Though Mom hadn’t made a bet with my brother all those years ago, she was still eager to lick her daughter out before my brother had a go at his eldest cutie. He stroked his cock as Mom’s blonde curls spilled over my niece’s thighs. (I know she was my half-sister, too, but I liked thinking of Natti as my brother’s daughter.)

“Well, cutie,” I said to my daughter. “How shall we pass the time while Daddy enjoys Natti?”

Siona shifted, looking down at her feet. Her elfin face—a wonderful mix of my brother and me—had been cleaned of all my brother’s jizz. My niece did a great job. “Could we… you know…?”

“I don’t know,” I said, slipping onto the bed beside my niece. “If you don’t tell me.”

“Mom,” Siona moaned, shifting, her little titties jiggling. She was a lean and gorgeous girl, her legs coltish slim. She had a flat belly, her fingers playing with her sky-blue panties.

“Oh, yes, yes!” Natti moaned nearby as Mom threw her pink panties to the side, exposing my niece’s shaved pussy.

“Go for it, Mom,” groaned my brother, watching with horny delight as our mom went down on his daughter.

“Mommy!” squealed Natti, bucking as Mom devoured her pussy.

Siona stared at them. She licked her pink lips. “Could I… lick your pussy, Mom?”

I winked at her and spread my legs, my bare pussy lips—I had my pubic hair lasered off years ago—parting. “Dive in, cutie. Show Mom how excited you are!”

Siona gave me a shy smile. She darted up and planted a quick kiss on my lips, hers flavored with my brother’s cum. I shuddered, my eyes flicking to Daddy in the corner, the camera recording everything. It was one of those nifty 3D ones. We could watch this entire scene in virtual reality, moving around the room, viewing angles of the fun we couldn’t have seen.

I winked at Daddy as my daughter darted between my thighs. She bounced there, her hair flying about her shoulders. Her cute, elfin face—was I ever that cute at her age?—shone with excitement. She pressed her lips into my pussy. She licked and loved me, her tongue darted through my body.

My toes curled and my thighs flexed. My daughter’s tongue lapped through my folds. She wrapped her arms around my thighs, her delicate fingers gripping me as she stared up my body. My plump breasts jiggled as my daughter thrust her tongue deep into my pussy.

She stirred it around.

Her eyes grew wider. I witnessed that magical moment of a girl tasting her mother’s pussy for the first time. I remembered licking Mom’s cunt clean of my brother’s cum nearly fifteen years ago. This was so wonderful. My daughter’s tongue fluttered through me as she moaned in delight.

“You taste so good, Mom!” she moaned.

I winked at her.

As Siona devoured me, Natti whimpered beside me. The other fourteen-year-old girl gasped. Her round breasts jiggled as Mom devoured her. My niece’s stomach flexed. She whimpered in delight as Mom licked and lapped at that tight pussy.

I couldn’t wait for my turn to devour Natti.

My hips wiggled from side to side. I glanced back at my daughter, staring into her eyes as she devoured me. This amazing moment was incredible. I whimpered, my heart thundered in my chest. My hips wiggled back and forth, grinding on her as she loved me.

Her tongue darted deep into my snatch. Her tongue teased me. My cunt ached. She nibbled on my labia and brushed my clit. She was so enthusiastic, licking, lapping, caressing every bit of me. I whimpered and groaned as I ground against my daughter’s face. This wonderful delight spilled over me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “Mmm, you’re such a good daughter. Oh, bro, we made a cutie, didn’t we?”

“Yes, we did,” Sean groaned. He was so handsome. He had matured into a hunk, his body muscular and strong, grown to his full strength. He grinned as his eyes flicked from me to our mom devouring Natti. “They are both beautiful.”

“You hear that, cutie,” I moaned, staring down at my daughter. Her tongue flicked up to my clit. “Your daddy is getting hard watching you.”

“He is!” Natti whimpered. “Oh, Daddy, Daddy! Watch us. It’s great. She’s licking me. Oh, Daddy, this is incredible! Mommy’s going to make me cum.”

“Am I going to make you cum?” Siona asked, lifting her face, her lips dripping with my cream.

“Yes!” I moaned. I breathed in the smell of hot pussy wreathing the air, my own sweet musk mixed with tangy delight. A heady rush shot through me. “Just keep licking me. Suck on my clit! Make your mom cum! You’re a cutie perv just like me!”

Siona beamed at me. Then she darted down and licked my pussy. Her tongue danced over my cunt. She teased me. She brushed my clit. My daughter swelled my pleasure with every moment. She was so excited, her blue eyes gleaming with joy.

Her breasts jiggled and swayed. I squeezed her head with my thighs. I gripped them. I held her to my cunt as she thrust her tongue in my depths. Her little nose nudged my clit, sending sparks shooting through me as she devoured me.

“Mommy!” gasped Natti. “Oh, wow, Mommy! I… I’m going to cum!”

“Do it!” my brother groaned. He stroked himself. “Do it, and then I’m going to pop your cherry. I’m going to love you.”

“Yes!” Mom hissed, her voice muffled by my niece’s cunt.

I ground against my daughter’s mouth. My orgasm building and building. Daddy was recording all of this. He was capturing this wild orgy on film. Ever since I found out I was pregnant, I was ready for this night. For when my first child was old enough to join the family fun. I was so excited for my brother to pop Siona’s cherry, too.

It would be amazing. A drunken euphoria shot through me. My daughter’s tongue flicked up through my folds. She brushed my clit. Pleasure sparked through me. My cunt spasmed. My rapture exploded through me.

My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of me.

I bathed my daughter’s face in my creamy passion. I gasped, my breasts heaving. Ecstasy slammed through my body. It burned through my mind. This incestuous rush. I made this beautiful cutie with my brother. We brought her into the world and now she ate me.

“I love you, Siona!” I gasped, Natti moaning beside me. “You’re amazing. You’re my precious, little girl!”

“Mom!” Siona moaned between licks of her tongue.

She lapped me. She lapped up the rapture spilling out of me. My daughter loved me. It was incredible. Pleasure rippled through me over and over. I bucked on the bed. Stars burst across my eyes as I savored this wonderful moment.

“Oh, cutie, I have to lick your pussy now! I have to eat you out!”

“Yes, Mom!” Siona moaned, ripping her head from my pussy.

“Let’s sixty-nine!” I moaned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

“She’s ready for you, honey,” Mom said, reaching out and grabbing my cock. “Your daughter is eager for it.

On the other side of the bed, Siona mounted my sister. Our daughter, her face smeared in my sister’s pussy cream, had such a huge grin on her face. She glanced at me as she leaned over, pressing that pussy down on her mother’s mouth.

“Mom’s getting me ready for you, Daddy!” Siona whimpered.

“She lost the bet,” I groaned as Mom pulled me between Natti’s thighs.

“But I get to go first!” Natti said. “I’m older!”

I grinned at my precocious daughter. She squirmed on the bed, her flushed face ready for it. Her shaved vulva gleamed with pussy juices and Mom’s saliva. I groaned at the sight of my daughter’s tight slit. It was incredible.

I created this girl.

“Maybe you’ll breed me, too, Daddy,” my daughter with my mother said, this cute look on her face.

My dick throbbed in my mother’s hand.

“Damn,” I groaned. “I love you, Natti.”

She smiled at me. “Hurry up and get him in me, Mommy! I want Daddy in me, Mommy! Please, please. I’m so ready! I waited a whole day just so Siona could be here! I can’t wait any longer.”

“Don’t be a brat, honey,” Mom said, guiding my cock to our daughter’s virgin pussy. “Savor this moment. You only lose your cherry once. At least your first time will be a better time than mine.”

“I’ll make you cum,” I said. “And if you want a baby, I’ll fuck you every day until you’re pregnant.”

“I love you so much, Daddy!” my daughter moaned. Her arms reached out for me, her fingers flexing. She grabbed my shoulders, clutching them as Mom rubbed my dick against our daughter’s virgin pussy. I shuddered in delight. “Fuck me, Daddy! Pop my cherry and make me into a woman!”

Mom pressed into me from behind. Her pillowy breasts rubbed on my back, her silky bush caressing my rump. She licked my ear. “Pop our little girl’s cherry, Sean. You’re such a strong son. Make her into a woman.”

She pressed my cock against our daughter’s cherry. I thrust.

My daughter gasped as my dick pressed against her hymen. Her maidenhead stretched and stretched. She whimpered. Her face scrunched up in bliss. Then she gasped as her cherry popped. My cock buried into my daughter’s virgin cunt.

I groaned as I slid deeper and deeper into Natti. Was this the thrill Dad felt the first time my sister impaled herself down his cock? The delight of penetrating flesh he created? Did he feel this taboo thrill of his own little daughter’s cunt wrapped around his dick?

Pleasure shot through me.

I growled out my rapture.

“Daddy!” Natti gasped as I bottomed out on in her. She squirmed, her face twisting. “Oh, wow, you’re so big! Oh, Daddy! That’s incredible!” This huge grin spread across her face. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. “Now fuck me, Daddy! Just pump that cock in and out of me!”

Mom hugged me tighter. She nibbled on my ear. “She is such a brat.”

I grinned. “A cute one.”

“Please, Daddy, fuck me!” my daughter moaned, her hips twisting, stirring her cunt around my cock. “I’m a woman now! Pound me hard! Fuck me like you fuck Mom and Mommy!”

I grinned as I drew back my hips, Mom moving with me. Her silky bush rubbed on my ass. Her nipples throbbed against my back. I rammed back into our daughter’s depths. Pleasure shot through me. My balls tightened as they smacked into my daughter’s taint.

My daughter’s pussy squeezed around me. She gripped my shoulders, her hips undulating, matching my thrusts. My cock slammed into her snatch. I groaned and grunted, burying into my daughter’s underage depths. I plowed into her hard and fast.

I buried into her with powerful thrusts. I groaned, the pleasure building and building at the tip of my cock. My balls smacked into her, making loud thwacks. Mom rubbed my chest, massaging me and kissing my ear as I pounded our daughter.

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy!” Natti moaned. “Oh, that’s it. That’s what I’ve been dreaming about! I’ve wanted this so much. Yes, yes, Daddy! Fuck me! Pound me hard! I love it! I love your cock in me! I’m going to be like Mommy! I only want your dick, Daddy!”

“Mmm, she’s such a daddy’s girl,” purred Mom, her fingernails scratching across my chest.

“Yes, she is,” I groaned. “Just watch out, your aunt’s greedy for my dick.”

Natti giggled. “Yes, she is! She moans so loud when you’re fucking her. Just like me!” She bucked against me, her breasts bouncing. “Fuck me, Daddy!”

Her moans echoed through the room. I leaned over her, my hands braced on either side of her as I fucked her. I rammed my cock in and out of my daughter’s juicy cunt. My balls smacked into her over and over, full of that incestuous cum.

My mom’s bush grew wetter. She felt so excited as she ground on me. She nibbled on my ear, licking it. My cum built and built. I shuddered while Siona moaned as she sixty-nined with my sister. Maria, upholding her end of our bet, and readied our daughter for my cock.

I would deflower both my daughters today.

“Damn!” I groaned, thrusting so hard. “Natti, honey, I’m going to flood your little cunny with my jizz.”

“Yes, Daddy!” my daughter squealed. “Do it! Flood my cunny! Give me all that cum! Breed me!”

“You sound just like your aunt!” Mom moaned. “Ooh, do it! Breed her. You’re still my strong, sexy son, Sean. Breed our daughter!”

“Yes!” squealed Natti.

Her pussy went wild about my cock as I buried into her. Her writhing, incestuous flesh convulsed around my shaft. That wonderful heat burned around my cock. My dick throbbed and ached in her depths. Her snatch sucked at my shaft. It swelled and swelled as my cum bubbled in my balls.

“Breed me, Daddy!”

My cum spurted into her depths. I fired blast after blast of cum into my daughter’s underage cunt. Her pussy spasmed harder about my cock. Her depths sucked at me. I panted, stars bursting across my vision as I flooded her.

“Natti!” I grunted. “I love you, baby girl!”

“Love you, Daddy!” she gasped, her head tossing back and forth. “Siona, Siona, Daddy’s cumming in me. He’s breeding in me!”

“Lucky!” Siona moaned.

I groaned as my dick spurted a final time. My pleasure slammed me to the peak of rapture. My back arched into my mom’s embrace. She hugged me tight. She nibbled on my ear as our daughter milked out the last bit of my cum.

“You did good,” Mom whispered. “You’re an amazing son and father. I’m so proud of you.”

I grinned, feeling like a million bucks.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Maria Reenburg

“Lucky!” my daughter moaned as she ground her virgin pussy on my face, her silky bush caressing my lips.

Her tongue darted through my folds as my hands gripped her cute tush. My tongue caressed her tight slit. I brushed her hymen, loving the feel of that thin cherry. Her virginal depths were just on the other side.

My brother would break in our daughter. He would pop her cherry and make her squeal.

I sucked on her clit, getting her ready for him. I gripped my daughter’s ass. She moaned into my pussy, not really licking any longer, but just kissing me. She shuddered, her sweet cream flowing into my mouth. She tasted like me.

That was awesome.

My fingers gripped my daughter’s rump as I heard my brother flooding my niece’s pussy. The sounds he made inflamed the passion in my own cunt. I shuddered, aching for my daughter to lick me, but feeling her tremble atop me, her stomach massaging my plump nipples. Delight shot through me down to my snatch.

I sucked on her clit, her sweet cream coating her nub.

“Mom!” gasped Siona. “Oh, wow, Mom. That’s good. I think… I think I’m going to cum!”

Good.

“Get her ready for me,” panted my brother. “Come on, Maria, put that pervy tongue to use and make our daughter cum!”

My brother’s strong words made me shudder. I sucked hard on our daughter’s clit. Siona whimpered. Her sweet musk filled my nose with my every inhalation. I stared at her cute rump, her little asshole squeezing and winking at me.

I darted a finger to it. If my daughter was anything like me…

“Mom!” Siona gasped, ripping her head from my pussy. “Oh, my god, Mom, that’s my butthole. Oh, that feels so naughty.”

Her asshole squeezed down on my probing finger. She whimpered and moaned. She shuddered atop me. She ground her pussy against my hungry mouth. My tongue danced over her folds now. She was moving too much now for me to keep nursing on that clit. I caressed her labia. I brushed her hymen. Her silky pubic hair teased my lips.

“I love you, Mom!” Siona howled, her bowels clenching hard on my finger.

Then her flesh writhed.

Sweet juices bathed my face.

My daughter moaned and gasped, shuddering atop me as she came. I lapped up her juices. I drank them down. It was this incredible delight. Her cream flowed over my mouth. This amazing cream gushed out of her. I lapped up her passion. It was a delicious treat. An amazing experience.

I drank my daughter’s pussy juices.

I loved it. My heart screamed in my chest. I whimpered in delight, my hips wiggling from side to side. My heart hammered in my chest. My tongue danced around my daughter’s pussy lips. I licked and lapped at her.

My daughter moaned in delight. Her hips wiggled and ground on me. The pleasure of eating my daughter surged through me. I caressed her, teased her. This wonderful passion surged around me. My tongue danced across my daughter’s pussy.

“She’s ready for you!” I howled. “Oh, big bro, our daughter is ready for you!”

“I am, Daddy!” whimpered my daughter. She rolled off of me, her golden curls matted with her passion. She spun around. “Daddy, Daddy, please, love me like you loved Natti.”

I sat up, panting, my face covered in our daughter’s cum. I grinned over at Mom going down on Natti again, licking Sean’s cum out of my niece’s pussy. My brother crawled towards Siona, his pussy-soaked cock still hard thanks to what everyone called super Viagra.

I grabbed my brother’s dick. I pulled him toward our daughter’s cunt, my eyes bright with excitement. I shuddered at the feel of his slippery cock. This tangy musk filled my nose. I ducked my head down and licked the tip of his cock.

Natti tasted like Mom.

“Mmm, you have to fuck our daughter with this,” I moaned. “You won the bet. I got her ready for you. She’s going to have an amazing first time with her daddy.”

He grinned at me. “At least I won this one.”

He lost the bet on our second child, but we had another two years before that one was due.

I licked my pussy-soaked lips, my heart screaming in my chest. This was happening. It was time for my brother to deflower our daughter. I guided him between Siona’s legs. I pressed his cock into our daughter’s golden bush.

“You ready, honey?” I asked her, staring down at that sweet angel. Her small breasts jiggled, flushed with her excitement. My own cream stained her lips.

She nodded her head. “I am. Mom, Daddy… I think I am.”

“Think?” I asked her, rubbing my brother’s cock up and down her slit, making her groan.

“I know!” she said with such force.

“You’ll love it,” Natti said. Her arm shot out, and she grabbed my daughter’s hand. “It’s amazing. Daddy will make you cum. He’s going to breed us both. Together.”

A hot shiver shot through me as my daughter nodded her head. My pussy clenched. “Oh, cutie, can I sit on your face when your daddy fucks you? My pussy is dripping wet.”

“Of course, Mom, I love you, too!”

I glanced at the camera, at my dad filming as he stroked his cock. I was so glad this was recorded.

I mounted my daughter and faced my handsome brother. He flashed me a grin, that same boyish and confident smile he had on his lips when he took my cherry fifteen years ago. I settled my bare pussy on our daughter’s face and pressed his dick into her hymen.

“Do it,” I moaned. “Break in our daughter.”

“Perv,” he said and winked at me.

“The biggest and… Siona!” I gasped as my daughter’s tongue buried deep into me.

Then my brother thrust. I ripped my hand off his cock. Siona gasped into my pussy as my brother’s dick vanished into her twat. I shuddered, watching as her little cunny swallowed his dick. My cunt clenched around her probing tongue as I remembered that magical moment.

“You’re a woman, Siona!” Natti moaned.

“Yes, you are, cutie,” I moaned, grinding my pussy on my daughter.

My brother grinned as he drew back his cock, his shaft emerging now stained in our daughter’s juices, too. He thrust back into her, his muscular chest rippling. I shuddered, my pussy squeezing down around my daughter’s probing tongue. This wave of hot heat rippled through my body. I squirmed on my daughter, my heart racing in my chest.

This was incredible. I was so glad we were doing this. That we were sharing this wicked bliss with our daughters. My heart pounded in my chest as I squirmed on my daughter’s hungry mouth. Her tongue darted through my folds, licking, lapping, drinking up the cream flowing out of me.

“Damn, our daughter is tight,” Sean groaned, staring at me. He grabbed my hips, gripping me as he fucked into her.

I winked at him, grinding on our daughter’s face as he enjoyed winning our bet.

“You got her nice and juicy for me,” he continued. “Such a pervy mom.”

“Mmm, such a pervy daddy.” I threw my arms around his neck. “Want to taste her?”

His head darted in. He kissed me hard, thrusting his tongue into my mouth as he fucked our daughter. He tasted her sweet cream on my lips. My arms tightened around him, holding me to him as I ground on our daughter’s face.

Siona moaned and whimpered into my pussy while Natti gasped in the background. Mom knew how to eat pussy. She’d practiced a lot on me. The air brimmed with our incestuous family’s passion. I was so glad that my brother and I embarked on this wicked journey.

I didn’t think I would fall in love with my brother. I thought we were just fucking for fun, siblings with benefits. It was Daddy I thought I loved, but my brother was such a stud. A man. He claimed my heart before I even knew it. Now I just wanted to love him. To share wild pleasures with him.

Our family would be so close.

His hands squeezed my hips every time he bottomed out in our daughter. He growled into our kiss while I whimpered. Siona’s tongue fluttered along my pussy lips. She brushed my clit. She teased me with her passion.

Our tongues darted around each other. The pleasure surged through me. My hips darted from side to side, grinding on him. This heat rippled through me. My tongue danced through his mouth, caressing him.

I gasped and groaned, my eyes squeezed shut. This heat rippled out of my cunt. It spilled over me as my daughter churned up my pussy. My orgasm swelled as she whimpered into my cunt. My tongue dueled with my brother’s as he plowed our cutie.

“Mom!” whimpered Siona. “Oh, Mom, Daddy feels incredible.”

I broke the kiss with my brother, moaning, “I know! You’re going to cum so hard on him!”

“Yes!” Sean promised, his blue eyes swimming before mine.

I stared into them, unable to look away. I loved him so much. We may fuck others in our family, but he would always be the first lover in my heart. We would play with Mom. With our children. He would share me with Daddy when I was in the mood.

None of that mattered. This man was my husband. My soulmate. My brother was amazing.

“Cum in our daughter and breed her, big bro,” I hissed, my orgasm growing with every flutter of Siona’s tongue. “Give her all that seed.”

“Yes,” he groaned, thrusting hard and fast into her. “Bathe our daughter’s face in your spunk.”

“Perv!” I moaned and kissed him again.

I thrust my tongue into his mouth as our daughter swirled hers through my cunt. She teased me. My clit rubbed on her chin. My breasts swayed. My pussy grew tighter and tighter with my impending orgasm.

My brother’s hands slid up my side to my breasts. He gripped both of them, squeezing and kneading them. I trembled atop my daughter. I groaned into his mouth. The pleasure swept through my body. I whimpered.

And came.

My pussy convulsed. My juices gushed out into my daughter’s mouth again. Siona whimpered as she lapped them up. My tongue dueled with my brother’s. His hands kneaded my breasts as he kissed me.

I writhed through my orgasm. I broke our kiss and screamed out, “Cum in our daughter, big bro!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sean Reenburg

“Yes!” I growled, thrusting hard and fast into my second oldest child’s pussy. I buried into Siona again and again.

“Mom’s cumming, Daddy!” Siona moaned.

“So am I,” whimpered Natti.

As they shifted around I kissed my sister again, loving the lingering taste of sweet pussy. Siona tasted so much like her mother. It was incredible. My dick throbbed in her silky embrace. I was coming closer and closer to erupting.

My tongue dueled with my sister’s. I loved her so much. She was the first woman in my heart. My wife. I squeezed her round breasts as I buried deep into our daughter’s cunt. Her pussy squeezed tight around my cock.

Then she rippled in delight.

“Daddy!” my daughter squealed into her mother’s pussy.

I broke the kiss with my sister and snarled, “Fuck!”

“Breed our daughter, big bro!” Maria howled, still gripped by her orgasm. “Do it!”

“Yes, yes, breed her, too, Daddy!” Natti moaned. She was kneeling by us now, flushed from cumming on Mom’s lips. The fourteen-year-old beauty’s blonde curls danced around her shoulders. “We want to have our daughters at the same time like Mom and Mommy did!”

“Yes!” Siona whimpered, her pussy writhing about my cock.

That wonderful, rippling delight of my daughter’s deflowered cunt overpowered me. I buried to hilt in her and fired a second load of cum. I grunted, my balls tightening. My dick throbbed and pulsed with each blast of spunk firing into my daughter’s fertile depths.

Incestuous bliss shot through me. This heady rush that had me dizzy. I groaned and shivered. My eyes rolled back in my head as I rode the thrill of this explosive bliss. Stars burst in my eyes. Maria pressed her forehead against mine, her blue eyes filling my vision.

“You’re breeding our daughter,” she moaned in awe.

“I am,” I said, fatherly pride shooting through me as our daughter milked the last blast of cum from me.

My orgasm peaked. That heart-pounding pleasure turned into gasping bliss. I sucked in air, the world spinning around me for a moment. Siona whimpered and groaned, her pussy still spasming around my cock.

I pulled out of my daughter. Maria slid off her face. In a flash, Natti was on her sister. My two daughters were in a sixty-nine, Natti burying her face between Siona’s thighs to lick my cum out. I grinned at the sight, holding Maria to me as we stood by the bed. Mom pumped a dildo in and out of her pussy, watching her daughter and granddaughter feasting on each other.

“ I love you,” Maria purred as I held her, her hand stroking my back, mine groping her ass.

“Love you, too,” I said, watching our daughters squirm. “Want to make a bet?”

My sister grinned at me. “On which girl cums first? My daughter or my niece?”

I nodded at her.

“What do I get if Siona cums first?” my sister asked, her eyes twinkling.

I was so glad I had her. I was so glad we made our first incestuous bet. I wanted years and years more to come of playing with her. I held her close to me, whispered my idea in her ear, and felt her tremble in excitement.

We had an amazing family.

The END
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I straddled my brother’s lower back, my large breasts swaying before me. He was stretched out on my bed, his arms folded, his head resting on them. The muscles in his upper back flexed and rippled as I rubbed my pussy into his skin. I wiggled my hips, grinding into him.

“Mmm, what do you need, Zoey?” Clint asked me.

“Just a little favor,” I said as I grabbed the bottle of massage oil. I popped the cap and drizzled the amber oil across his back, the liquid pooling across his skin.

“Oh?” he asked.

I rubbed my hands up his back, working the oil into his muscles. I leaned forward, my brassy hair spilling down around my face. My fingers worked in circles as he let out a groan. I worked the oil into his skin, loving the feel of his strength beneath his skin.

“I’d like to borrow Lee for the massage parlor,” I said, my fingers digging into my brother’s muscles. I knew his body. For years, I’d been his lover.

I wasn’t his only sister to do that.

My younger brother had made a harem of his family. For years, we’d loved him. My younger sisters had born him children. Even our mother had delivered Clint a son. My brother had claimed us all when he was still a junior in high school. Now he was in his final year of college.

“Lee?” my brother asked. He lifted his head as I worked my fingers into the muscles of his back. He glanced in the corner of the room where our younger half-sister, Lee, squirmed. She was chained to a seat, a ring gag in her mouth. Her black hair framed her pixyish face, a bob of hair. Even now, as a young adult, she had that bratty look she had when she was fifteen and Clint had first tamed her. Her round breasts jiggled as she squirmed. The chains binding her to her chair clinked.

Clint insisted that she be chained and watched them. The buzzing of the vibrator in her cunt churned away. She squirmed, whimpering through her ring gag, her mouth forced open. If Clint wanted, he could fuck his cock into her mouth through the gag. Drool ran down her mouth. She quivered, both her nipples hard.

She loved it. She took after her mother, my Aunt Vicky. The more humiliating and painful the acts, the more she got off on it. She would hold off her orgasm for hours, denying the buzzing in her cunt until Clint gave her permission to cum.

Then she’d explode.

“Mmm, why do you need Lee?” Clint asked as my fingers slid around his back. “She doesn’t have a massage certification or anything. It’s not like she can work there.”

My fingers dug into the muscles of his shoulders, working the tension out of him. My large breasts swayed back and forth. My pussy clenched as the juices flowed out of me. My hands worked across him, my hips wiggled back and forth.

“Well, not as a masseuse, but she can run the front desk,” I said. “She’ll have to take orders and greet the customers. We’re going to be busy massaging our clients. Making them feel wonderful.”

Clint sighed as I slid my pussy up and over his ass. My hands slid down his back. My fingers massaged him. My clit rubbed into his muscular rump. My fingers went lower and lower. I was excited about the massage parlor. It was Juana’s idea. The Hispanic lesbian had been working on it all through her final year of high school. She, her sister (and sex slave) Carmelita, my girlfriend Stefani, and I were all working together to make it. We all got our massage licenses, rented a location, and were on the verge of our opening.

Stefani and I had sunk the money we’d been making stripping to pay for the venture. We were eager for it, both of us sick of stripping. It used to be fun, but years of shaking our stuff at the Flashing Glitter had lost that thrill.

“Well, she has been good lately,” Clint said, glancing at our sister. Lee whimpered through her ring gag. Her breasts jiggled. Her legs, held apart by her chains, quivered.

Lee nodded her head.

“You can have her,” Clint said. “It’s not like she’s doing anything useful right now.”

“Thank you,” I said, my hands sliding down his lower back. I wiggled back and forth, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

“You’re excited for this, huh?” my brother asked.

“Big time,” I said, my heavy breasts quivering. “Juana is on fire for this, too.”

Clint chuckled. “Yeah, I kinda noticed.”

Juana and her sister-slave had lived with us for the last four years. Clint had helped the lesbian dominate her bullying, older sister. Their parents had freaked out when they learned their daughters were pregnant (getting bred by Clint was part of the deal Juana made) and were also gay. They kicked them out of the house. We took them in. After all, our family owned three houses side by side, with Clint ready to buy a fourth house on our street.

Our family could use more room.

I raised up, lifting my pussy from his ass. “Roll over. I’ll massage your front.”

“You didn’t even get my legs,” Clint said as he did.

I shuddered as he turned. His hard cock brushed my inner thigh. His dick bobbed and swayed. It twitched and throbbed as I sat my pussy down right on his girth. I ground my pussy lips into his shaft. I grabbed the bottle. I dribbled oil across his chest as I stared into his face.

He looked so much like our departed father. It was how this all started. Our father made our mother and her sister, Aunt Vicky, into his sex slaves. He bred them both. Our mom had Clint, Alicia, and me while Aunt Vicky had Melody and Lee. We later learned our father had a daughter named Pam with another woman.

Clint had claimed us all. He had the same dominating spirit as our father. Our mother, aunt, Pam’s mom, and Lee were his sex slaves, Melody and Pam were his girlfriends, Alicia was his little princess, and I was his sister with benefits.

I ground my pussy into his cock, pleasure spilling through me as I worked across his chest. He groaned, his dark eyes staring at me. He was such a strong man. He kept himself in shape despite his studies. He was such a sexy man. His dick twitched against my cunt. My clit drank in the thrill of it.

“So… this massage parlor,” Clint groaned. “It’s going to be naughty?”

“Mmm, you know it,” I purred. “Juana wants to provide a service for all the women who aren’t getting enough delights in their life.”

“Then why aren’t I working there?” Clint asked, his eyes glinting.

I arched an eyebrow at him. “Aren’t you getting enough pussy at college?”

“Melody and Pam like to find me coeds.” Clint grinned. The three of them were going to the same school.

“I thought so,” I said. “And what about your professors. Huh? You making sure they’re satiated?”

A smile spread across his lips.

“So leave a few ladies for the rest of us to play with,” I said. “Juana would be crushed. She wants this so much. You inspire her.”

Clint groaned and nodded. His cock twitched. I loved the feel of him as I worked my hands down his muscular pecs to his stomach. I massaged across his rippling abs. I caressed him, watching the pleasure in his eyes, the smile playing on his lips.

My pussy grew juicier and juicier. I rubbed my snatch up and down his cock. I brushed the tip of his dick. Pleasure spilled from my clit and through my cunt. My back arched. I groaned at the delight. My heart pumped passion through my veins.

“So… how naughty are things going to get at this massage parlor?” Clint asked. He arched an eyebrow.

Lee moaned in the background.

“Oh, do you think you’re getting a happy ending?” I asked my brother. “Huh? Do you think I’m going to play with your cock until you explode?”

“Well, you want to borrow Lee,” Clint said. “I need more than just a massage.”

“Mmm, I bet you want me to give you a titty massage.” I brought my oiled hands to my large breasts. I squeezed and kneaded them. My slick fingers slid across my flesh. I brushed my areolas. I trembled on him.

“Now that sounds interesting,” he said, folding his hands behind his head, a hungry grin on his face.

I shuddered at that glint in his eyes. That commanding presence that had turned our family into his personal harem. I shuddered as I slid down his legs, my hands coating my tits in the oil, getting them all nice and slick.

I leaned over and piled my breasts around his hard, thick cock. I squeezed him, his dick throbbing between my titties. He groaned as he felt my breasts. His shaft burned between my boobs. My fingers dug into my flesh as I sandwiched his shaft between them.

My breasts worked up and down his cock. My nipples rubbed against his stomach. Clint groaned as I massaged his cock. My nipples throbbed against his belly. They rubbed across his skin as I worked up and down him.

“You’re going to do naughty things like this to your customers?” Clint asked, arching an eyebrow.

“To our all-female customers,” I purred. “Obviously, not this. But we’ll give then nuru massages and—”

“Nuru?” he asked.

“Mmm, we coat ourselves in this slick oil from Japan. Then we lay on them and massage their bodies with ours.” I squeezed my tits tighter around his cock and massaged up and down his cock. “And we’ll have blind massages, vulva massages, titty massages.”

“Sounds like prostitution,” Clint groaned.

“The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor isn’t a brothel,” I purred, working my tits up and down his cock, my pussy drinking in the tingles from my nipples. “If we don’t penetrate their pussies, it’s not really sex. Just… naughty massages. If they cum… Well, that’s biology.”

He grinned at me, his cock twitching, throbbing.

I massaged his cock faster. His face twisted as he groaned in pleasure. It made my pussy so wet. My cream dripped down my thighs as I worked my breasts up and down his cock. I massaged him with eager excitement. I worked my breasts as fast as I could.

My hips wiggled back and forth. This heat spilled through my body. I whimpered as Clint groaned again. The pleasure on his face was incredible. He sucked in a deep breath, his broad chest rising, his muscles rippling.

God, he was a sexy man.

I salivated as I massaged him. I pumped my tits up and down him. His face twisted again. His dick throbbed. Then he grunted. His dick erupted. His cum fired out from between my tits. His jizz splashed across my face.

“Goddamn,” Clint groaned.

He painted my features in jizz. This salty delight crossed my face. His cum ran down my features. I groaned, opening my mouth. The incestuous taste of his seed burned across my face. His dick twitched again, spilling the last of his cum across my tits.

I shuddered and panted, sitting up and hefting my tits. Lee whimpered in the corner, her chains rattling. I bet the slut wanted to lick the cum off my breasts. She was addicted to my brother’s spunk. She worshiped it. She would lick his seed out of any pussy or asshole, off anybody.

I hefted my large breast, my pink nipples thrust hard before me. I lapped up it. I licked up his spunk on my breast. I shuddered at the taste of my brother’s seed, my pussy on fire. I sucked on my nub as Clint grinned.

“Damn,” he said. “A titty fuck was nice. I bet a pussy fuck would be amazing.”

I shuddered, glancing down at his still hard cock. I slid my mouth off my hard nipple. “Did you pop that little red pill?”

He winked at me. The experimental super Viagra Mrs. Hiragawa, Pam’s mom, procured from her pharmacy was now for sale. It could give a man the ability to fuck and fuck for hours. With so many women in the house, Clint had to take it to keep up with us.

I shifted forward, still sucking on my nipples, savoring the flavor his cum. I grabbed his cock, soaked in my pussy juices. I straddled his waist, lifting his dick and lowering my cunt to him. I pressed my snatch against him.

“That’s it,” Clint said, smiling. “Slide that hot cunt down my cock. You need it, Zoey. You crave it. you want to ride me and go wild.”

I whimpered around my nipple as I slid my cunt down his cock. I groaned as he filled me. This pleasure shot through my body. My back arched as I sank down his dick. I swallowed his dick. His girth slid into me.

I took my brother into my cunt.

My back arched. I sucked hard around my nipple. My pleasure shot down from my nipple. I suckled on it. I nursed on him. My hips wiggled around his cock. I stirred him up. My pussy clenched around his dick. I savored him being in me.

“Show me that passion,” Clint groaned. “Work that cunt up and down my cock. Show me how you’re going to please your customers.”

I whimpered as I rode up his cock.

He grinned at me, keeping his hands behind his head, letting me do all the work. I loved it. I massaged my brother’s dick. My hips wiggled back and forth. I stirred around him. My hips undulated while my cunt clenched around him. Then I slammed down him, my clit bursting with sparks.

This hot pleasure surged through me. I nursed around my nipple, the flavor of his cum lingering. His jizz ran down my face. I whimpered. My nipple ached. I worked my hips faster. I lifted, my toned thighs flexing, my brassy hair spilling around my face.

“Damn, Zoey,” groaned Clint. “That’s it. Massage my cock. You want my cum spurting into you. Don’t you, you dirty, nasty slut?”

I groaned, slamming down his cock. A wave of incestuous rapture shot through me.

“You’re just a slutty sister,” he groaned. “You just want your brother’s cum dripping out of you. When you’re massaging those naughty women, caressing them, you’re going to be thinking about my cock. My cum.”

My nipple popped out of my mouth as I groaned, “Yes!” I stared down at him as I slammed down his cock. “I’m going to be thinking about this huge cock! My brother’s big fucking dick!”

It would be hot. I shuddered, my pussy clenching around his dick. My tits heaved before me as I threw back my head. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. My brother’s cock felt amazing in my pussy. This wicked heat billowed through me.

My orgasm burst inside of me.

My cunt convulsed around his cock. I massaged him as I bucked and gasped. He groaned, his expression twisting with rapture as I shuddered atop him. My breasts slapped together. Stars burst across my vision. My passion burst through my body.

“Give me that cum!” I moaned. “I want it leaking out of me!”

Clint grinned at me as my pussy writhed around his dick. The pleasure rippled through me. His cock twitched. Then he erupted in me. My brother’s incestuous cum fired into my snatch. I groaned, the pleasure surging through me. I gasped in passion.

I savored it. He grunted. His face scrunched up. The passion spilled through me. I moaned and shuddered on him. Lee whimpered. I could feel the envy from her. I leaned over my brother, stroking his chest as my orgasm peaked in me.

“Thank you, Clint,” I purred. “We’ll keep Lee in line.”

He winked at me.

I buzzed a few minutes later as I left my brother behind, his cum running down my thighs. I was wrapped up in a robe, my nipples rubbing on my terry cloth fabric. I headed downstairs to get a glass of water. I glanced out the sliding glass door and smiled.

My nieces and nephews were out running around while Melody and Pam watched them. My hand absently rubbed at my belly. I’d never had my brother’s child. Stefani kept pressing me, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to be a mother. Clint never pressured me.

“Hey, Yunie,” a bright voice said.

I turned and smiled at my girlfriend. She called me Yunie because of my unicorn tattoo I had on my pudenda. “Hey, Dandi.”

Stefani grinned at me. She had a dandelion tattoo. Her bright-red hair spilled about her face. Her green eyes burned. “So? Did your pussy melt your brother’s heart?”

I snorted. “He said yes. More massaging time for us.”

“Hot,” Stefani said as I nodded, glancing back out the window at the little rugrats running around the backyard.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

A week later, the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor was open for business.

I arrived with Stefani, eager to do this. The remodeling was done. It looked classy inside the waiting room. Lee was sitting at the receptionist desk. We made her wear a dress. I was pretty certain she had a remote controlled vibrator or butt plug in her, something my brother could activate with his cell phone while he was at college.

“This is going to be wild!” Stefani gushed. She shuddered, her face bursting with pleasure.

We’d been lovers since high school. Before my brother even started his harem. Stefani and I got naughty. We took each other’s virginities with dildos. We did wild things that her uptight family did not approve of. Not that Stefani cared.

When she learned my brother was fucking me, she was down with it. She thought it was hot. She eagerly joined us in bed. It was hot when we’d eat each other out after he’d fucked us, licking his cum out of each other.

“Oh, god, Yunie!” my lover quivered. “I can’t wait to massage a woman until she cums.”

“I doubt we’ll get to do that today,” I told her. “The clients have to be comfortable with it. Have to make them feel like this is a safe place.”

“It is!” Stefani gasped then threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.

I shuddered against her. She was dressed like me, in a silk robe, our bodies naked beneath. I shuddered, my nipples poking against the cool fabric. A wave of heat rushed through me. Tingles raced through me. My tongues danced around in her mouth, caressing hers. She gripped me tight, holding me to her body.

We were going to make money here. No more stripping. No more shaking our asses at horny guys. Now we could massage sexy, beautiful women. My pussy clenched, wishing I had a load of my brother’s cum to leak out of me. It would be so hot to have. I held her. I clutched my lover to me, kissing her with hunger.

The door opened. The bell chimed.

“Oh, my,” a woman said.

I broke away from Stefani and turned to see an older woman, a brunette with short, curly hair. She was my mother’s age or a little younger. A mature beauty in a loose, pink dress, the California sunshine spilling around her before the tinted door shut.

“Oh, my,” the woman repeated. Then she glanced at the sign listing our massages. Her cheeks went red. “This is… just like the sign seems to imply.”

“Hi,” I purred, breaking away from my girlfriend while Lee straightened up at her post. “Welcome to the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor. I’m Zoey, one of the masseuses.”

The woman’s eyes flicked to me. She squirmed. Then she glanced at the sign listing our massages, services, and their prices. “When I saw your add, I just couldn’t believe that this was… real. That what it implies was… but… I mean…” She quivered. “You really offer… vulva massages?”

“Of course,” I said. “Lee, get over here so I can demonstrate.”

“Yes, Mistress Zoey,” Lee said. I blinked at that. Had Juana ordered Lee to speak like that? Clint had given us Lee, so technically she was serving as our sex slave while working here.

The woman blinked at that as Lee stood. My bratty half-sister wore a sleeveless dress that clung to her round body. She wasn’t that lithe tomboy any longer. Motherhood had put some curves on her body, but she still had that elfin face at twenty.

“Bend over,” I told my half-sister.

Lee did and I flipped up the short skirt, the purple cloth revealing her naked rump. The woman gasped. Lee’s shaved pussy was on display between her legs, her pussy lips peeking out her tight vulva. I could see the end of a butt plug buried between her butt-cheeks, a little light blinking.

A Bluetooth vibrator.

I massaged along her slit, feeling her juices, making my sister quiver. I massaged her hot flesh, loving it. Her cream flowed. Her clit grew hard and her cuntlips grew engorged. The naughty slut whimpered.

“See, we just do this,” I said. “Just stroking around your pussy lips. No penetration. But this is a place that needs relaxation, too. It relieves so much stress to stroke around your pussy lips, massaging your vulva and pudenda.”

“Oh, so no deep tissue massages or anything?” the woman said, her cheeks flaming. She quivered. She had this look in her eyes like she couldn’t believe that she was seeing this.

“Oh, this?” I asked and thrust my fingers into my little sister’s pussy. The woman had no idea Lee and I were related. That we were committing incest right before her eyes. Lee whimpered, her cunt squeezing down me. “Well, prostitution’s illegal. We can’t charge for this sort of service. Of course, if you and your masseuse just happen to decide to take things further, well, we’re all consenting adults.”

“Oh, my,” the woman repeated again. She glanced at the massages. Her lips moved as she read them.

“I like the blindfold massage,” Lee whimpered, her pussy squeezing around my fingers as they kept pumping in and out of her. “You don’t know where they come from. Just massaging you from every direction.”

“Mmm, Nuru massage,” said Stefani. She came up and pulled my robe open to show off more of my breasts. “Just imagine this sexy beauty, covered in slippery oil, massaging your entire body at once. Just rubbing on you. It’s a treat that every woman needs.”

The customer swallowed. She rubbed her hands together, a wedding ring flashing on her finger. I bet her husband didn’t know how to please that fine body. Most men didn’t seem to know, or care, about giving a woman pleasure. My brother had inspired a lot of guys he knew to please women, especially their mothers, sisters, and daughters.

But there was only so much he could do.

The woman licked her lips. She rubbed her hands together. I could see it in her eyes: she was on the verge of surrender or flight. She trembled. I pumped my fingers faster and faster in and out of my sister’s pussy. What would she choose?

Would she flee out the door, or would she surrender to the promise of passion?

My pussy burned. My cream ran down my legs. I shuddered at the tension in the air. My nipples throbbed. Stefani groped my tits while Lee whimpered. Her hips wiggled, stirring around my fingers in her cunt’s depths.

Then the woman glanced at me. Her brown eyes were glassy. She licked her plump lips. Her eyes glanced down at my fingers plunging into my little sister’s cunt. The woman drew in a deep breath, her breasts swelling her blouse.

“I… I will take the nuru massage!”

“Great!” Lee moaned. She pulled away from me, her pussy sliding off my fingers. “Let me just ring you up, Mistress.”

“Mistress?” the woman moaned.

Lee grinned. “We’re here to serve you.” My sister winked. “If you need any sort of service, well…”

The woman shuddered as Lee licked her lips.

“I will get the room set up,” I told the woman. “Lee will lead you back when you’re all set.” Then I sucked my sister’s juices off of my fingers. The woman quivered as I savored my little sister’s tangy treat.

I shuddered at the incestuous thrill. She had no idea the things we were doing. It was incredible. My heart hammered and my own cunt was on fire. Juices dripped down my thighs as I sauntered to the massage room, leaving behind the reception room, heading down a small hallway. I passed the doors, Juana and her sister Carmelita already working with clients according to the locks reading “Occupied” in bright green.

I headed into my room, a nervous thrill ran through me. My first paid customer. I had been going to massage school all year to prepare for this. I had my license and I was ready to please women with my hands.

To give them such a naughty treat.

I readied the nuru, a thick, slippery oil made from seaweed. It had a neutral smell. It was an amazing thing. It coated your body and made everything so slick. I warmed it up in a small microwave, getting it up to room temperature. I lit candles and a sandalwood incense stick. The aroma filled the room as I waited for the woman to arrive.

I surveyed the room. My massage table was rolled into the corner. For this, I had inflated an air mattress. It was easier using it for this form of massage than a traditional table. There was a small triptych for the client to disrobe behind. There were towels on a shelf, though this massage required us both to be naked. Still, giving her the illusion of privacy when stripping naked would help to alleviate her nervousness.

A moment later, there was a knock. Lee then opened the door, a bright smile on her face. “Now Zoey’s going to make you feel incredible. Trust me, she’s got magic fingers.”

“Yes, I noticed,” the blushing housewife said as she entered the room, her body trembling.

“Well, enjoy,” Lee purred. She winked at me then closed the door.

A shudder ran through me. “Well, uh…” I flushed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”

“Olivia,” she said, her hands clutching the strap of her purse as she shifted. Her wedding ring glinted in the candlelight. “Olivia Wright.”

“Well, Olivia,” I said, “just strip naked behind the partition, then lie down on your belly on the air mattress, and we’ll get started.

“Oh, okay.” Her cheeks blushed. “Naked? My panties and bra, too?”

“You don’t want to ruin them,” I said. “The oil’s going to be going everywhere.” I winked at her as I stirred my finger through the bowl of the nuru gel.

She swallowed then darted behind the screen. She hung her purse from the corner. I shuddered as I heard the sound of clothing rustling. I bit my lip, picturing her naked body, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. She was a gorgeous woman. I knew from making love with my mother and aunt the delights of a mature beauty.

My tongue flicked across my lips as she draped her blouse over the triptych, covering the picture of blossoming orchids, a rainbow of beautiful hues. I took a deep breath, my nipples poking hard against the silk robe. Her skirt appeared. I could see the top of her head shifting.

I almost whimpered as her bra came next, the cups were a light beige and trimmed in an exciting amount of lace. Her head vanished, and I could hear the glide of cloth sliding down skin. I clenched my hands, a hot thrill ran through me.

Her panties joined her bra, pale pink.

Her head peeked around the side. Her eyes were wide. Her cheeks were red. “No towel or anything?”

“Olivia,” I purred, unbelting my robe and opening it, “I’m going to rub my body into yours.” I felt her eyes on my young, toned body. I worked out every day to stay lithe and limber, fit and trim. My big breasts heaved as I slipped the silk off my body, revealing myself to her. “You have to be naked for that. Trust me. There’s nothing sexual about a nuru massage.”

She swallowed, her cheeks red. She knew I was lying, but she grasped at it to soothe her nervousness. She sidled out from behind the partition, her right arm covering her tits, a dark-pink nipple peeking past her fingers, her left hand covering her pussy, cupping her mound. Brown hairs peeked out around the sides. She looked so vulnerable. Her lips plump. Her nose bold. Her cheeks red. She had a cute dimple in her chin.

I sauntered to her and took her right hand, pulling it away from her round breasts. They were lovely, a little sag, but still beautiful. They jiggled as I led her away from the triptych. I stared into her eyes and kept smiling.

“It’s just us girls,” I purred. “Relax.”

She swallowed. “Okay.”

When she reached the air mattress, she slipped down on it. It crinkled and the vinyl squeaked against her skin. Her ass was bubbly and cute. Her legs were lithe. She had a faint tan, this poor woman needed to get more sun, but it was only on her legs and arms. She wasn’t out in her bathing suit drinking in the California rays last summer.

I knelt by her. She had her head resting on the purple vinyl mattress, her eyes locked on me. I grabbed the bowl and moved it closer. Then I dipped my fingers into the clear gel. I pulled them out. Nuru gel was so sticky that it spilled down in a solid sheet from my hand. I brought it to my breasts, letting it spill over me. I groaned at the warm contact of the gel on my nipples. I spilled it down my belly towards my shaved pussy.

“You have a unicorn tattoo,” the woman said. Then she squeezed her eyes shut.

I smiled, glancing down at my white unicorn prancing along my shaved pudenda. “Mmm, I do. You can look. I don’t mind.”

Her eyes opened. She shifted on the air mattress as my hands coated my body. I worked the gel into my flesh. I shuddered, rubbing my stomach, sliding my hands down to my pubic mound. I brushed my unicorn, caressing the tattoo’s horn. The warm gel dribbled across my pussy lips. My hand spread it to my thighs. It coated me. I glistened, feeling the thick layer of the naughty substance adorning my body.

Covered, I moved over her. The air mattress dimpled beneath my slick knees. I leaned over her, my hands rubbing her back. “I’m just going to press my body into yours,” I purred. “This is an ancient, Japanese massage method. Just relax, okay?”

“Okay,” she whimpered as I pressed my tits into her back.

She groaned at the contact of my large, pillowy mounds and hard nipples. My buds throbbed. Pleasure rippled through me, shooting down to my pussy. I pressed my weight down on her, settling my crotch against her rump, feeling her pleasing curve. I nuzzled into her ear, nudging aside her hair.

“Just relax and enjoy,” I purred.

I slid my breasts up and down her back, lifting my ass up in the air. My nipples throbbed as they caressed her supple skin. I coated her in the slippery gel. There was almost no friction. My boobs glided across her flesh with ease.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter, drinking in the tingles from my nipples. I pressed my pussy into her ass every time I slid my tits up her back. For a moment, my clit rubbed against her bubbly butt, giving me a quick taste of passion.

Then I slid back down her, caressing her with my boobs. I shuddered, the tingles racing through my body. My nipples twitched and throbbed against her back. This wicked heat built and built inside of me as I massaged her.

“Oh, this is… this is nice,” Olivia purred. She shifted beneath me, squirming her shoulders.

Massaging my nubs.

“I told you,” I purred, settling my weight on her. This time I massaged her rump with my slick groin. I ground my clit against her ass, my hips wiggling. I nuzzled into her ear again, licked her lobe. “Just relax and let my body take away all your strain.”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned, trembling beneath me. Her hips wiggled, rubbing her rump into my clit.

Sparks flew through me.

I shuddered, loving this naughty massage. Heat rippled through my body. I bit my lip, my cunt growing hotter and hotter. These wonderful sensations rippled through my body. My heart hammered in my chest. My nipples throbbed against her back. I ground on her, massaging her. I loved the feel of her beneath me.

My passion built and built, but this was just a preview. The true delight was about to begin.

“Now,” I purred, lifting my burning body from her flesh, her back coated in the slick gel, “roll over. It’s time to do your front.”

“Oh, wow,” she whimpered. “Really. That… that…”

“Don’t you want me to relax you?” I asked, my gel-coated tits swaying above her. She looked at me over her shoulder, shifting on the air mattress. I grinned at her, my brassy hair falling about my face. “Don’t you want to achieve that… climatic moment of relaxation.”

She let out a groan. The sexy, married woman turned over. Her breasts jiggled, gravity pulling them into two plump mounds. Her nipples thrust hard. She licked her lips as she twitched. I grinned at her and pushed my right leg between her thighs, pushing them apart.

Then my left leg slid in.

I lowered myself down to her body, my pussy burning. I stared into her brown eyes as my breasts kissed hers. My slick belly rubbed against her flat stomach. My pubic mound pressed against hers. Her ticklish bush caressed my shaved pudenda. My pussy lips and clit drank in the sensation.

“Oh, my,” she gasped as I wiggled my hips, grinding my clit against hers. “I… I…”

“Mmm, just enjoy the massage,” I told her, staring into her eyes as I squirmed my body against hers.

I tribbed her.

The married woman shuddered beneath me as I rubbed our pussies together. My slippery nipples slid across her breasts. They brushed her hard nubs. Sparks burst through me. The hot embers landed in my molten pussy, joining the heat churned by my clit rubbing into her pussy lips.

Her silky pubic hair teased the shaved folds of my pussy as I flexed my ass. I ground into her, massaging her bud. She gasped and moaned, pleasure spilling across her face. She squirmed beneath me, increasing the delight.

“Mmm, yes, yes,” I purred. “Don’t you just feel more and more relaxed.”

“I feel something,” the woman groaned. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Just enjoy it,” I purred, staring into her eyes. This intimacy built between us. I shuddered, grinding on her pussy. My forehead pressed against her temple. My nose brushed her. I felt her breath washing across my face, hot and excited. “Enjoy your massage.”

“Yes!” she whimpered, her hips moving. Her pupils dilated, her eyes growing so dark.

Her hands found their way to my back. She stroked me as we tribbed. Our clits and pussies rubbed together. I shuddered, massaging her. I kept staring into her eyes as I brought us both closer and closer towards that shuddering moment of pure relaxation.

She groaned. She gasped. She quivered beneath me. My pussy grew hotter. My juices leaked out of me. Did she feel the heat of my passion? Did she feel my cream dribbling out of me and coating her juicy twat? Her silky pubic hairs rubbed against me now while her slippery body squirmed beneath me.

Her hands moved down my back.

“Oh, Zoey!” she gasped, trembling beneath me. Her hands grabbed my ass. She squeezed me, pulling me tight. “I’ve never… never had a female masseuse. This… this…”

“But you’ve always wanted a woman to… massage you,” I purred, grinding my clit against hers.

“I’ve thought about it!” she moaned. Her fingers bit into my rump. “I’ve been getting more and more curious and… and… Yes!”

She achieved relaxation.

Her body quivered beneath mine. Her pussy felt hotter. Her juices bathed my clit. Our nipples kissed, throbbed. Her lips found mine. She kissed me with hungry passion. I shuddered against her, trembling atop her.

My clit brushed hers.

Sparks exploded.

I joined her in relaxation. I trembled atop her. I squirmed and groaned, grinding into her. My tongue dueled with hers. My lips moved atop hers. This was so wild. I shuddered as we both groaned and gasped. I dueled with her. I caressed her, feasted on her. Our tongues darted together. They danced and dueled.

We pleased each other.

It was incredible to feel. Waves of rapture washed out of my spasming pussy. My juices gushed out of me. I trembled on her, groaning in the kiss. She whimpered beneath me, fingers gripping my rump as we both trembled through our orgasmic rapture.

She broke the kiss, her eyes wild. She whimpered as she squirmed beneath me. Her tongue darted over her lips. Her eyes danced around. She rubbed her nose against mine. I grinned at her, loving the passion in her eyes.

“Oh, Zoey!” she moaned, still squirming, rubbing our pussies together. “I want… I want…”

“What?” I asked. “You want us to do some consenting behavior?”

She nodded her head.

“I know what you want,” I purred, shifting on her. I could feel the passion brimming in her. I turned around on her body, the nuru gel slicking the way.

The air mattress groaned beneath us as I turned all the way around, straddling her head, my large breasts rubbing into her flat stomach. I stared down at her soaked bush. It half-hid the thick folds of her pussy. I grinned as I smelled the mix of our pussy juices on her. Her spicy cunt mixed with my tangy twat.

My mouth watered.

“Oh, my,” she groaned as she stared up at my shaved pussy.

I leaned down to give her a wicked tongue massage. Maybe we should add that to the list. Just licking a woman’s entire body. It would be hot. I groaned, salivating, then buried my face into her furry muff.

I licked through her folds, my tart juices mixed with her spicy musk. I soaked her when I came. The married woman squirmed beneath me, Her breast rubbed into my belly while my nipples throbbed against hers. Her breath caressed my pussy as I plunged my tongue into her spicy depths.

I only tasted her.

She groaned and quivered beneath me. Her hands grabbed my rump again. She pulled me tight against her. A tremble raced through her body. A throaty groan rose from her lips. Then the married woman took her first lick of a woman’s pussy.

My pussy.

I shuddered atop her as her tongue brushed over my clit then teased the folds of my pussy. I moaned into her snatch, my tongue buried deep in her. I wiggled around in her as she dove in for a second lick. A third. She caressed my pussy.

“That’s good,” she groaned. Her tongue fluttered through my folds. “Oh, Zoey, that’s really good.”

“Mmm, it is,” I purred and then sucked on her pussy lips, her soaked pubic hair tickling my face.

She shuddered beneath me, her fingers biting into my rump. She thrust her tongue into my depths, stirring it around in me. I groaned. My eyes fluttered as the heat billowed through my body. I shuddered on top of her, my eyes blinking fast.

This was an incredible delight that swelled through me. Her tongue stirred me up. She caressed my pussy lips, her fingers digging into my rump. I groaned into her snatch, licking and nibbling. I teased her pussy lips and clit.

She squealed when I sucked on her bud.

“Zoey!” she moaned between hungry licks. “Ooh, yes, yes. I like that. That’s great.”

Her lips found my clit.

We sucked on each other, her bold nose rubbing into my pussy folds. I quivered atop her, another wonderful orgasm building and building in the depths of my cunt. I squirmed atop her, grinding my pussy into her face.

My juices flowed out of my snatch as she nursed on my bud. She sucked and nibbled, copying me. I taught her how to love cunt. I circled her clit with my tongue. I teased her with my fluttering caresses. She quivered beneath me, her breasts rubbing against mine.

I plunged my tongue into her spicy depths.

Her tongue buried into my twat.

I nibbled on her labia; she nibbled on mine.

We loved each other. Her spicy cream filled my mouth over and over. I gulped down her pussy juices, savoring this married woman. Her fingers dug into my rump, holding me tight while our slippery bodies squirmed together.

Her nipples rubbed into my belly. Mine ached against her stomach. I whimpered; she groaned. Our tongues caressed the other’s snatch. We teased each other. Drove each other wild. Her licking grew bold, frantic.

Her tongue fluttered over my folds.

“Oh, yes, Olivia!” I moaned, trembling on her. “Just like that. I’m going to… to…”

“Cum?” she asked. “Make me cum, Zoey! I’ll make you explode!”

“Yes,” I whimpered, my fingers moving.

I thrust two digits into her twat. She gasped, her married pussy clenching down around my digits. I felt so wicked and wanton. Her husband had this beautiful woman. He should be loving her. He wasn’t. What a pity.

My fingers pumped in and out of her twat. I buried them again and again into her. I plundered her pussy. She quivered beneath me. She whimpered and groaned. Her passion surged around me. It was incredible to feel her pussy soaking my fingers.

“Zoey!” she gasped then sucked on my clit.

“Cum!” I moaned. “Let yourself go!” I licked her bud and jammed my fingers deep into her pussy.

Her orgasm burst through her. Olivia gasped beneath me. Her tits rubbed into my belly while her pussy convulsed around my fingers. I plundered her married depths, licking up her spicy cream that gushed out around my digits.

This wicked thrill shot through me. She moaned around my clit. My ass clenched beneath her fingers. Then I joined her in ecstasy. The pleasure swept through me. Hot winds of rapture that slammed euphoria in my mind.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, loving giving my first professional massage. “Olivia!”

“Zoey!” she gasped, squirming beneath me. “Oh, my! Oh, my, this is amazing!”

She licked at my pussy, gathering the cream flooding out of me. More gusts of searing winds swept ecstasy through my body. Her cunt writhed around my fingers. I lapped up her spicy passion, quivering on her, shuddering, loving her.

Then we collapsed. We panted and groaned. I shuddered, rolling off of her and onto the tiled floor. It was cool beneath me. The air mattress shifted and groaned as she shuddered. I stared up at the ceiling, my body buzzing from my bliss.

“That was amazing,” she groaned. “Ooh, I have to try your other packages. I wish I could stay. I have to pick up my daughter from high school.”

“Maybe… you should bring her… here,” I said, my body buzzing. “Enjoy a mother-daughter massage.”

Olivia shuddered. “You mean… You would…”

“Massage her,” I purred, sitting up. “Show her the delights that only a female masseuse can give. You know, make sure she’s tried it all.”

Olivia licked her lips, her eyes glassy. “Maybe…” She swallowed, a strange gleam appearing in her eyes. “Maybe I will.”

I smiled. I hoped she did. My first massage was great. I was glad Juana had this idea. I couldn’t wait for my next client. Especially if it was Olivia with her daughter. I bet she was just as sexy as her mother.

Maybe I could teach a little incest, too.

To be continued…
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A week later, and Olivia had yet to come back with her daughter.

It was a shame. I had a great time massaging my first client and giving her such an intimate and delicious massage. Working at The Lady’s Touch massage parlor was exciting and fun. I had some great delights seducing clients into lesbian sex or just giving them what they wanted under the guise of a sensual massage. I gave them titty massages, vulva massages, nuru massages, blindfold massages, and even just regular massages. They didn’t all end in actual sex, just some teasing fun, but many times they did.

Still, Olivia was my first intimate massage, and you always remember your first time.

I was glad that Juana, a dominating lesbian who was a close friend of my family (so close that she lived with us, and Clint, my brother, had bred her and her sister-slave), had come up with the idea of this massage parlor. My girlfriend and I both leaped at the chance to get out of stripping and find another job.

I hummed as I cleaned up after my last massage, my body buzzing from the fun. I didn’t get off, but my customer did. I rubbed her vulva while she gasped and shuddered, her eyes wide with shock. She was a cute, Black woman with round breasts.

The door opened behind me.

“Do I have another client, Lee?” I asked, turning and expecting to see my young half-sister Lee. She worked as the receptionist.

Instead, I found my brother, Clint, standing there.

He had a huge grin on his face. He was a man a few years younger than me. His eyes flicked around the room, nodding his head. His dark hair and chiseled chin made him nearly a spitting image of our dead father. Clint had stepped up to take care of the family when Dad passed away. He made us all into his lovers, sex slaves, and sisters with benefits. Well, I was the only sister with benefits.

It was exciting fucking my brother.

“This is a nice setup, Zoey,” he said, nodding his head.

“You shouldn’t be here,” I said as his eyes flicked to me in my lilac, silk robe that clung to my naked body beneath, my nipples hardening. “Only women are allowed in here.”

Clint waved his hand dismissively as he stepped before me. “Just wanted to stop by and say hi. I had a light load of classes today.”

I swallowed, a strange rush shooting through me. “Still…” My large breasts rose and fell. My heart pumped fast. “Our clients think this is a safe place for only women.”

His hands pulled open my robe. I shuddered as the silk slid across my nipples. Tingles shot down to my pussy. My cunt clenched as the heat washed through me. I whimpered, my brassy hair sweeping around my face. My breasts swayed as I trembled as his hands slid in and grabbed my hips. They slid up the sides. He caressed me as he went higher and higher.

I whimpered. Groaned. His hands cupped my breasts, squeezing them.

There was just something about my brother that made me weak in the knees and hot in the pussy. I never could say no to him. Not since he first took control of the family. He gave me the choice, he always did, but so long as I chose to live with the family, he was in charge of my body.

His thumbs slid over my breasts. His thumb brushed over my nipples. Tingles raced down to my pussy. I shuddered and groaned. He pressed into my nubs, pushing them into my areolas. Pleasure clenched and shuddered. My pussy grew juicier and juicier.

“This is quite the nice setup you got,” Clint said. He massaged me. Teased me. He had a hungry look in his eyes. “I like it. Things are going great.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. He teased me. Twisted my nipples. My pussy clenched. Juices trickled down my veins. My robe caressed my rump.

He leaned down and engulfed my nipple. I gasped and clenched my fists as he sucked on my nipple. His lips sealed around my nub. Pleasure shot through me. His tongue caressed around my areola. He played with me, his hands squeezing my chest.

Incestuous fire burned inside of me as my brother nursed at my aching nipple. His fingers dug into my large breasts. His lips popped off between sucks, making these naughty popping sounds. I groaned as his dark eyes stared up at me.

“Clint!” I groaned. “Oh, wow, Clint. That’s… That’s… Damn, that’s nice.”

His lips popped off my nipple. He spun me around. I gasped as he bent me over my massage table. No foreplay. He knew I needed to be fucked. My robe swayed. My tits jiggled before me. My hands planted on the table’s padding. His fingers dug into my ass, causing my toes to curl in my slippers.

He flipped up my robe. His hands grabbed my ass. He squeezed my rump. He kneaded me. I shuddered as his fingers dug into me. I shuddered, biting my lower lip. My heart pounded in my chest. Blood pumped through my veins.

His zipper rasped. I bit my lip. I could hear sounds coming from the next room, a woman groaning as she was massaged to her orgasm. We told our clients men didn’t come here, and now my brother was here. It was so naughty.

I shuddered as his cock nudged into my pussy. He pressed it up into my twat. He shoved his dick into me. He buried into me. I groaned at the hot plunge of his shaft. He filled my cunt with his thick shaft. I whimpered and groaned. Pleasure swept through me, this incestuous rush of delight. My tingles raced through me. His balls smacked into my clit.

My pussy clenched around his girth, worshiping my brother being in me. I groaned as he drew back and then thrust into me. He slammed to the hilt in me. He buried over and over into me. He slammed into my depths. He buried over and over into me.

“Damned,” he growled as he pumped his cock into me. His hands slid up my body. He squeezed my breasts. He kneaded them. He twisted my nipples as he plowed into me.

“Enjoying your pussy massage?” I asked, squeezing my cunt around his dick. My hips undulated around his shaft. “Huh? You like my pussy massaging your cock.”

“God, yes,” he growled, his hips thrusting forward. His crotch smacking over and over into my rump. He buried into my pussy hard. My sheath squeezed around him. “Work those hips, Zoey.”

I threw back my head, groaning, my hips wiggling. I massaged my brother’s cock with my pussy. My tits heaved and bounced around His dick buried into me. His crotch smacked my rump over and over. Juices spilled down my thighs.

He grunted and growled as he plowed me. The massage table rocked as my brother buried into me. Pleasure spilled through my body. His dick stimulated my cunt as he buried again and again into me. My fingers dug into the sheet covering the bed. My breasts bounced, my nipples aching as he twisted them. He tugged on them, stretching out my nubs.

He kissed my neck. His stubble rasped against my skin. I groaned with every thrust. He fucked me hard. His hands squeezed into my tits. Pleasure built and built in me. This incestuous rush surged through me as I massaged my brother with my pussy.

“I want you to reach your peak,” I moaned. “I want you to spill your release in me. I want to relax you.”

“Such a loving sister,” he groaned, his crotch smacking into me. He filled me up. The pleasure rippled through me. My juices spilled out of me and rolled down my thighs. “Goddamn, Zoey. Clutch my dick in that tight grip.”

My toes curled. I humped back into him. The tide of rapture rose and rose in me. It would soon drown me. I groaned, my cunt clenching around his cock. This dizzying heat swept through me. My fingers clenched into the bedding as he plowed hard into me.

I humped back into him. My pussy gripped him. The friction was incredible. He rammed hard into me. I squeezed around his girth, increasing the friction. The bliss. Tingles built and built in my cunt’s depths. My head tossed back and forth. I gasped and moaned.

“Cum in me,” I moaned, my orgasm swelling. I was so close to exploding on my brother’s cock. “Just spill it in me. Let me massage you into rapture.”

“Such a loving sister,” he panted, pumping hard and fast. He buried into my depths. His crotch smacked into my rump. “Goddamn.” His fingers dug in on my tits. He gripped me hard. “Deep massaging me. Shit.”

My brother’s cock buried to the hilt in my cunt. His balls smacked into my clit. Pleasure exploded through me. I came. My pussy convulsed around his dick, writhing, massaging him. The incestuous rapture surged through me. It burst through me. Stars exploded before my eyes. Darkness rippled around the edges of my vision.

“Yes, yes!” I groaned. “Cum in me! Spill that jizz in me!”

I gasped and groaned. My pussy spasmed around his cock. Juices flooded hot down my thighs. I moaned and gasped out my rapture. My cunt convulsed around his dick. He buried over and over into my snatch.

“Goddamn,” Clint groaned. “Your pussy… Fuck, you’re good at giving massages.”

“Then cum in me, Clint!” I moaned, my body brimming with waves of rapture, my pussy spasming around him. Waves of bliss swept through me. “Flood me! Give me your jizz!”

He buried to the hilt in me. His cock erupted. Hot spunk spurted into me. My head tossed back and forth. My eyes fluttered. Stars burst before me as my orgasm convulsed through me again. Rapture rippled through me as he fired all that fertile cum in me.

My pussy writhed about him. I gripped the sheets. I groaned and gasped as the pleasure spilled through me. Clint gripped my tits as he growled out in passion. His cum splattered into me. That wonderful rush of his jizz spurting into me.

It was incredible.

My pussy milked out the last of the cum from his dick. I shuddered. I quivered. I sucked in deep breaths. My body buzzed with rapture. The pleasure died into a delicious shake. Clint groaned, his voice full of satisfaction.

I loved that.

As he pulled his cock out of me, the door opened.

My pussy clenched as I threw a worried look, afraid it was a customer. Instead, it was Lee, our half-sister. The impish, black-haired, young woman had a wicked grin spreading across her naughty mouth. “Master, enjoying yourself.”

“Always,” Clint groaned. “You being a good girl working here, or do I need to punish you.”

“Good girl,” she said, her hands behind her back, her breasts jiggling. “Always, Master. You know that.”

Clint snorted.

“She’s been perfect,” I said. “We’d punish her if she misbehaved.”

Clint pulled out his phone. He unlocked it and pressed a button. Lee quivered. Delight sparkled in her eyes. She grinned, and I knew she had a butt plug, or vibrator, inserted in her asshole or pussy by Clint this morning, that just buzzed to life. Clint owned a collection of Bluetooth controlled sex toys. The massaging delight was her reward for being good. She would have to hide her arousal from the customers, fighting against it while submitting to Clint.

That gave my slutty half-sister what she craved. Humiliation, submission, and pain were what she craved. Her punishments were a denial of any sexual fun. Often, she’d have to watch Clint’s other sisters and women pleasuring him while she had to stand in the corner denying herself.

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned. “Mmm, and you have a customer, Mistress Zoey. She asked for you by name.”

“Oh?” I asked.

“Yes, a woman and her daughter.” Lee grinned. “The daughter’s cute. Like fourteen and adorable. Mother wants you to give the girl a massage. Show her daughter the delights only a female masseuse can deliver.” Lee arched her eyebrows. “You made an impression.”

“Is it Olivia?” I asked, my heart beating, my pussy clenching, full of my brother’s cum.

Lee nodded, her short, black hair swaying about her head.

“You can’t be here, Clint,” I groaned.

“It’ll be fine,” he said. “I’ll go out the back.” He smacked my naked rump. “You know I’m good at using the backdoor.”

Lee giggled.

I rolled my eyes.

“I’ll make sure Master isn’t seen, Mistress Zoey,” Lee said, her cheeks red now. She wiggled her hips back and forth.

“Enjoy,” Clint said.

I gasped, straightening, my robe falling over my ass. “Oh, I will,” I said. “I’m going to introduce a mother and daughter to some fun.”

Clint laughed, nodding his head. It was his goal to make incest legal. He was going to college to be a lawyer for that reason. He marched out, Lee following him. The door closed behind him. I closed my robes tight, my nipples aching. I clenched my pussy, trapping his cum in me.

Thank god I practiced my Kegels.

I lit some candles to fill the room with a soft, lavender scent and obscure the aroma of passion. I was just fluffing the pillow on the massage bed, my heart beating with excitement, when the door flung open.

“Here she is,” Lee announced, her cheeks even redder than before. Her hands rubbed her stomach as she grinned at me. “Zoey will take care of you.”

“Come on, honey,” Olivia said as she guided in a slender girl in a tank top and shorts. The girl was fourteen or fifteen, pale and trembling. She had her mother’s cute chin and plump lips, but her nose wasn’t as bold. She had a lighter shade of brown hair, gathered in a ponytail that swayed down her back. “Zoey won’t hurt you.”

“I’m just going to relax you,” I said. “It’ll be fun.”

“I guess,” the girl said, looking down. She rubbed her hand against her other arm, stroking up and down it.

“Trust me,” Olivia said. The married woman was a few inches taller than her daughter, her brown hair cut short in a cute bob. Her dark eyes sparkled while her nipples pressed hard against the front of the sundress she wore, leaving her arms bare. Her wedding ring glinted. “Zoey changed my life. I was so relaxed after the nuru massage she gave me.”

I smiled at the MILF.

“Nuru?” the girl asked.

“It’s a more… advanced technique,” I said. “I think a beginner’s massage is what you need.” I grabbed her free hand, pulling her from her mother. I gave her a big smile, loving how she trembled. “Now I want you to just slip behind the triptych, take off your clothes, and wrap yourself up in the towel.”

“All my clothes?” the girl asked. “Even my bra?”

“All of them,” I told her. “I use massage oil, and you don’t want to stain your pretty bra.” I smiled at her. “The towel will keep you modest, okay?”

She swallowed and nodded. She padded from me and headed behind the privacy screen, a three-panel triptych. Her mother came up behind me as we heard the rustle of her clothing. Olivia grabbed my hand and brought it to her skirt. She pressed it into her crotch, letting me feel the heat of her bleeding out of her. She shuddered, rubbing my hand into her groin.

“Excited?” I asked, a smile playing on my lips.

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, rubbing my hand into her crotch. “I’m so eager for Phillipa to be relaxed by you.”

“I can tell,” I said, pressing tighter against her crotch. “I was hoping you’d be back sooner.”

She rolled her eyes. “You know teenagers. She dug in her heels. I had to wear her down to get her to come.”

“I can hear you,” said Phillipa as she draped her pale-pink bra. “Jeez.”

Her mother giggled and released my hand, pulling me away.

I shuddered, this mother so eager for me to give her daughter the same treat. It was wild. My pussy clenched tighter, struggling to hold in my brother’s cum. A little bit had leaked out, dribbling hot down my thigh.

Would Olivia notice? What would she think?

Phillipa emerged wrapped up in the white, fluffy towel. It was big enough to cover her breasts and rump. She had pulled out her ponytail, the hair spilling down her shoulders. She padded to me, looking wide-eyed even as she tried to project this non-nonchalant attitude. Her cheeks had a touch of pink. She stopped before me, her bare toes curling and flexing.

“So…” she said.

“Lie facedown,” I said. “There’s a cutout for your head. Then I’ll readjust your head.”

She nodded while her mother gave her a supporting smile. The married woman’s hips wiggled back and forth, those hard nipples poking at her bra. Her daughter mounted the table. It shifted and groaned as she settled onto her belly, her face vanishing into the oval cutout. She would only be able to see the floor directly beneath her. She wiggled her hips, her rump flexing beneath the terrycloth.

“Okay, just going to readjust you,” I said, grabbing the top of the towel and pulling it down, exposing her naked back. “I’ll keep your butt covered, though I bet it’s cute.”

She gave a nervous giggle. “Okay.”

“No different than some sunbathing,” I said. “I’m sure you’ve untied your bikini top to keep from having tan lines.”

“All she did over the summer was lay by our pool,” Olivia said, cumming up behind me. Taking advantage of her daughter’s limited sight, the married woman grabbed my ass through the robe, squeezing me as I folded her daughter’s towel.

“Mmm, it paid off,” I said, staring at the golden-tan back of the teenager. “You look cute.”

Phillipa squirmed. Her embarrassment only made me wiggle my hips, my pussy clenching. Olivia’s lips kissed at my neck, her head pushing aside my hair. I adjusted the towel so it only covered Phillipa’s rump, leaving her legs and back fully exposed.

I grabbed my massage oil and spread it on the girl’s lithe back. She shifted while her mother massaged my ass through the silk robe. The married woman kissed and nibbled on my neck, her fingers digging through the cloth into my rump. My toes curled and relaxed in my slippers.

My hands spread the oil across Phillipa’s back. I dug my fingers into her flesh. I massaged her, my breasts jiggling beneath my robe. This was so exciting. It was hot having the mother playing with me as I ran my hands over the daughter. A naughty thrill ran through me as my fingers worked up and down the girl’s back.

Then Olivia knelt. I gasped as her hands pushed my thighs apart. I strained to hold in the cum in my pussy as the married MILF ducked her head beneath my robe. Her hair brushed the sides of my thighs as she nuzzled up to my shaved snatch. My fingers dug into Phillipa’s shoulders, massaging her muscles, as her mother pressed her mouth against my vulva.

“Oh, that’s nice,” sighed Phillipa at the same moment her mother licked through my cuntlips.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, this shudder of delight shooting through me as the MILF licked my brother’s cum out of me. “Just relaxing, right? Enjoyable.”

The girl let out a soft moan while her mother’s tongue fluttered through my folds. The MILF gripped my thighs as she devoured me. Did she realize she was eating cum out of my pussy? Did she just think my pussy was a little saltier than last time? Her tongue dug through me while my fingers worked down her daughter’s back.

I ran my hands up and down the fourteen-year-old girl as the mother’s tongue buried deeper into my pussy. It was hard not moaning. I wanted to. I wanted to let out my passion as the pleasure surged through me. The mother’s tongue caressed me. She lapped at me, teasing me.

She ate the incestuous cum out of my snatch.

“Mmm, you have such supple skin,” I moaned, my hands sliding up and down the girl’s back. I worked at her muscles as her mother devoured me. It was so exciting. “Just so smooth.”

“Thanks,” the girl purred. “Your hands feel nice. Mmm, yes, I like that.”

“Never been touched by a girl?” I asked.

“No,” she moaned.

My oiled fingers glided down the girl’s back as my orgasm swelled inside of me. Olivia’s tongue swirled through me. Her nose nuzzled into my taint as she devoured me. Her tongue stroked through my snatch. My hips wiggled back and forth, my ass clenching.

“I always enjoy being massaged by a girl,” I said. “It’s a gentler experience. Different from being with a boy.”

“Uh-huh,” the girl said as my hands reached her lower back. I was massaging at the slope of her ass, almost sliding beneath her towel. I brushed the beginning swell of her rump, massaging her. She shifted, her back muscles rippling. “It’s nice. You’re very relaxing.”

“Good,” I purred. “I know you’re mother’s glad I’m relaxing you.”

“Uh-huh,” Olivia moaned into my pussy. “Just let her please you, Phillipa. She’ll unwind you.”

“Yes, Mom,” the girl said.

I shuddered as I switched to massaging the girl’s legs. My own spread a little wider as Olivia’s tongue dove through my folds. She brushed my clit at the start of her every lick, caressing my bud. Pleasure flared through me. I worked my hands up and down the girl’s left thigh, my fingers digging into her muscles, relaxing the tension from her.

Phillipa spread her legs a little wider. I stared between her thighs at her trimmed, brown bush hiding her pussy. I shuddered at the naughty peak, my hands sliding up and down her legs. I dug my fingers into her flesh, kneading her. I worked my thumbs into her muscles as I climbed higher.

My toes curled as Olivia sucked and nibbled on my labia. Her hands gripped my thighs, digging into my flesh. I bit my lip, wanting to groan as I massaged her daughter’s nubile thigh. I reached up to the top of the girl’s leg. I came closer and closer to her pussy.

“So, any cute guys in your life?” I asked. “Or girls?”

“No,” the girl said. “Not really.”

“Just pretend your mother’s not here,” I said. “She’s preoccupied anyways.”

“Uh-huh,” Olivia moaned. Then she jammed her tongue deep into my cunt. She swirled around in me, stirring me up.

I neared the apex of Phillipa’s inner thighs. My knuckles brushed through her silky bush, grazing her vulva. The girl squirmed and shifted as I kept working her. She let out a little gasp as I caressed her again on accident.

“Um…” Olivia said as I shifted over to her far thigh, leaning over her and pressing my pussy into her mother’s hungry lips.

“Is something wrong?” I asked, digging my thumbs into her inner thigh. I brushed the edges of her vulva. The girl quivered and groaned. She wiggled as I worked my fingers. “Are you not liking it?”

“It’s just…” The girl’s rump squirmed. “I mean… you’re touching my… my…”

“Of course I’m touching you,” I said, sliding my hands away from her pussy as I worked down her thighs. The warmth of her underage passion lingered on my fingers while I savored her mother’s tongue licking me. My cunt clenched around my Olivia’s probing tongue. She wiggled it around inside of me. My knees quivered. “I have to touch you to massage you.”

“Yeah,” she said, squirming, drops of dew glistening on her silky, brown pubic hairs.

I smiled as I massaged her legs, the excitement building and building in my cunt. Her mother’s tongue licked and lapped through my folds, driving me wild. I couldn’t hold off any longer. My fingers dug into the meat of her thigh, kneading a knot in her muscle as her mother’s lips found my clit.

She sucked.

Her nose nuzzled the folds of my pussy.

Sparks exploded inside of me. I gasped at the surge of pleasure. My back arched, sensitive nipples pressing against the cool silk of my robes. I grit my teeth as the rapture washed through me. Waves of darkness spilled across my vision.

“Oh, Olivia,” I groaned, unable to stop me. “Oh, you’re being such a tease!”

“What is my mom doing?” the girl asked, squirming.

“Just… just…” I struggled to think as the pleasure burned across my mind. My fingers kneaded her muscles, working on their own as my body spasmed. “Oh, damn, that’s a good one! A good pic. So good.”

“Yeah, she likes showing off cat pics.”

“Yes, yes, I’m a big fan of pussy… cats, too!” I moaned, my snatch clenching. “Your mother just adores mine.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Olivia. “Her pussycat is just gorgeous. She’ll have to show you, honey.”

I quivered as my orgasm peaked through me. My eyes fluttered. I sucked in breaths, fighting more whimpers as Olivia licked and lapped through my sensitive folds. She gathered up my cream while my fingers worked down her daughter’s thighs.

I descended into the buzzing afterglow as I finished massaging Phillipa’s legs, my hips wiggling back and forth as Olivia’s tongue darted through my folds. She stirred me up. My breasts rose and fell, my head dizzy from the rapture.

“Okay,” I moaned. “Just roll over.”

“Um,” the girl said as her mother popped her head out from beneath me. Olivia licked her lips, sticky with my juices. “What about my… my…?”

“Boobies?” I asked her. “I’ve seen tits before. I’ve got a big pair myself. Don’t be shy. I have to massage your front, and that includes your chest. So just roll over.”

“Okay, she whimpered.

I lifted up her towel, flashing her naked rump. Her mother licked her lips again, quivering. Then the girl turned over, her bush a delicious, trimmed patch on her pubic mound. I could see a hint of her slit before I settled her towel down. Her small breasts quivered. They were cute, little mounds with the same shade of dusky-pink nipples as her mother.

Her hands covered them a moment later, hiding her erect nipples. Her cheeks were scarlet. She shifted on the bed, her dark eyes blinking. I smiled at her as I grabbed her wrists and gently pulled them away.

“I need to massage your chest,” I told her. “Don’t be ashamed. Your breasts are cute. Right, Mom?”

“Right,” Olivia purred. She licked her lips again. “They’re adorable, Phillipa.”

“Mom,” groaned the teenager in that embarrassed way.

I shuddered as I drizzled the massage oil up and down her body, letting it fall in the valley between her little hillocks. She squirmed, the amber liquid pooling across her tan skin. Her breasts were paler, as well as her crotch. You could see those tan lines.

They were gorgeous.

My hands started on her belly. She sucked in her breath and smiled. Then a chortle burst from her lips as I worked across her stomach. I felt her abdominal muscles twitching as she squirmed. A smile grew on my lips.

She giggled again, a squeal of girlish delight.

“Ticklish?” I asked.

She nodded, her thighs rubbing together. “I just feel… more sensitive.”

“That’s the wonder of a massage,” said Olivia, her cheeks as scarlet as her daughters. Her hands rubbed her own belly while her hips wiggled. I spotted a bead of her juices running down her thigh. She wasn’t wearing panties beneath her skirt.

Naughty, naughty.

My hands slid up the daughter’s torso to her breasts. “Let me work up here then.” I smiled. “Massage around your cute breasts.”

“Um… okay,” the girl said. “I really don’t have any strain there.”

“There is always some stress in the pectoral muscles,” I said. “Just because you have boobs doesn’t mean you don’t have muscles beneath them that need love.”

Olivia moaned, “Yes!”

She watched my hands with glassy eyes. I worked around her daughter’s small breasts, my fingers nudging the side of them. Phillipa’s nipples thrust hard from her areolas, discs no bigger than a nickel. The girl squirmed as my fingers caressed the sides of her tits, digging into her firm flesh.

Breasts were full of nerve endings. It wasn’t just the nipples that were sensitive. I read that women had the same number of nerve endings, on average, no matter the size of their boobs. So small titties had those nerve endings clustered closer together. You could stimulate more of them at once.

It made their breasts more sensitive to touch. To massages. And every guy with any experience knew the way into a girl’s panties was titty play. You get those nerves firing, and her pussy will ache for attention.

My fingers swept over her breasts, then I kneaded at the base of those firm titties. I glanced at the mother, both my hands squeezing her daughter’s tits. Olivia’s own hands wandered lower, rubbing at her pubic mound, almost cupping her pussy through her skirt.

“Um…” the girl whimpered. “You’re really… uh… You’re really touching my tits.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my fingers digging into her firm flesh. The oily pads of my digits climbed higher, almost touching her areolas. “I’m massaging the muscles beneath. I have to play with your tits. Your mother didn’t mind.”

“Not one bit,” moaned Olivia. “Just relax.”

My fingers brushed the girl’s areolas. She gasped as I stroked around them. Her nipples were so fat and hard. My fingers brushed them. My oiled digits rubbed them back and forth. Phillipa gasped, her eyes widening.

“Wait, wait!” she moaned, her body trembling. “Oh… oh… Mom, Mom! She’s playing with my nipples. I… I…”

“Shhh,” purred Olivia, her hands pressing into her crotch now. “It’s okay. She’s giving you a full massage. This is why you’re here.”

Olivia leaned over and captured her daughter’s lips in an incestuous kiss. Phillipa gasped into her mother’s lips. Her back arched. I twisted her nipples, playing and massaging them. A hot shudder ran through me as Olivia thrust her tongue into her daughter’s mouth. They swirled around, dueling and playing with each other.

My pussy clenched. It must be wonderful to kiss your own daughter. I didn’t have any children with Clint, his only sister he hadn’t bred. I licked my lips, watching Olivia love her daughter. The MILF groaned as she kissed her own flesh and blood.

The girl shuddered. My right hand abandoned her breast. I had to make sure this girl surrendered. She whimpered, still bewildered. My hand darted beneath the towel. I slid through her bush and cupped her pussy.

I rubbed her hot flesh. She moaned into her mother’s kiss. Her back arched again. Her thighs clamped around my hand, squeezing tight. I licked my lips as I massaged up and down her vulva. I caressed her, teased her.

“That’s it,” I purred. “Mmm, just relax. Enjoy the massage. Enjoy bonding with your mother.”

Phillipa whimpered. Her thighs squeezed tighter about my hand. Her own shot down to grab my wrist, gripping me with iron fingers. The other spasmed as her mother kept kissing her. My fingers caressed up and down her slit, parting her folds, brushing her delicious heat. I caressed over a hymen, teasing it as the girl shuddered into her mother’s mouth.

Her juices flowed. I loved it. My fingers caressed up to her nub, massaging her little bud. I stroked it. She whimpered. I caressed it in slow circles, her juices hot and sticky on my fingers. A tart musk filled my nose, different from my own passion. Not as strong as mine, a lighter tart scent.

I smiled, knowing Phillipa was tasting my juices on her mother’s lips.

“Just relax and enjoy,” I purred, rubbing my finger faster. Her hand tightened on my wrist, nails biting into my flesh. Her breasts quivered. My left hand twisted her oiled nipple, my digits gliding around the hard bud. “Mmm, love your mother.”

Her mother groaned and kissed her with hunger. Olivia didn’t relent. Her hand grabbed her daughter’s free breast, squeezing it. Phillipa moaned. Her mother’s fingers caressed the glistening mound, sliding up to that dark-pink nipple.

She grasped it.

Phillipa moaned.

Her thighs relaxed. Her fingernails stopped digging into my wrists. The teenager’s legs parted. She whimpered now. I caught flashes of her tongue brushing her mother’s. She kissed back, surrendering to the lesbian, incestuous delight.

I smiled, my pussy aching for another orgasm. I rubbed harder at her bud. I licked my lips, eager to taste a virgin pussy. How long had it been since I had a virgin cunt? Not since my girlfriend, Stefani, and I became lovers. Not since that first fumbling time before we took each other’s cherries.

I shuddered in delight, knowing my girlfriend was massaging another woman in this building, maybe making her cum, too.

Phillipa squealed. Her body spasmed on the table. Her hot juices bathed across my fingertips. I groaned in delight, loving the feel of her cream soaking my digits. I kept massaging her as she trembled through her orgasm.

“Mmm, yes, yes, that’s the relaxing delight we offer here,” I moaned, my hand working beneath the towel, diddling her.

Olivia broke the kiss, staring into her daughter’s eyes. “Are you cumming?”

“Yes!” the teenager moaned. “Mom, Mom, what’s going on? Oh, wow, I’m cumming, but… but…”

Her mother kissed her again. Their lips melted together. I shuddered and pulled my fingers from beneath the towel. I sucked on my sticky fingers while my free hand threw the concealing towel to the side, exposing a soaked, brown bush. I savored the light, tart musk of the teenager.

I had to lick her virgin twat.

I slipped out of my robe, exposing my busty body, then I mounted the bed. I smiled as mother and daughter were kissing each other. I paused, admiring the sight, this ache swelling in my belly. I rubbed my stomach as I watched them love each other.

Then I shook my head and stared down at that virgin, underage twat.

Licking my lips, I leaned over. My brassy hair spilled over Phillipa’s tanned thighs while my breasts pillowed against my legs. My arms hugged her legs, pulling her furred muff to my lips. I flicked my tongue across her folds, brushing her hymen and then grazing her clit.

Phillipa bucked and broke the kiss with her mom. She stared down my body in astonishment. “Mom, Mom, she’s eating my pussy.”

“Mmm, I know,” Olivia said, her fingers unzipping the back of her dress. “She ate mine last week. And I ate hers.”

“While she massaged you?” the girl groaned.

“Yes, and while she was massaging you,” the naughty MILF said, her round breasts coming into view as she slipped her arms out of her dress and wiggled the garment down her body. She came prepared. “I ate her out and made her cum. She tasted good. I wonder whose cum was in her.”

I lifted my head. “My brother. He’s the only guy I fuck.”

Olivia shuddered and licked her lips while Phillipa’s eyes goggled. “But… but… what about Dad?”

“Don’t worry about that,” the mother said as she climbed onto the table, straddling her daughter’s head. “Just copy what Zoey’s doing to your pussy on mine. Eat Mommy’s cunt. I’ve been thinking about this all week since Zoey put the idea in my mind. Just imagining you eating me.”

“Yes, yes,” I groaned, my lips pressed tight into Phillipa’s furry muff while her mother lowered herself, settling her own dark bush on her daughter’s lips. “I love eating my mother’s cunt.”

Olivia groaned as she settled herself on her daughter’s lips. This wave of naughty heat shot through me. My right hand darted between my thighs. As my tongue danced over Phillipa’s virgin twat, I buried all four of my fingers into my hot pussy.

There was no holding back. I plundered my cunt as I witnessed true incest between mother and daughter. Olivia gasped and shuddered, her round breasts swaying. The older woman ground her pussy on her daughter’s hungry mouth.

I loved it. My pussy clenched on my own fingers plunging in and out of my twat. I thrust them inside. This wave of heat shot through me. It was incredible to share in their incest. To facilitate this forbidden expression of love.

I grew dizzy just from the sight. My tongue fluttered through the daughter’s folds. I licked and lapped at her. I drank her virgin juices. My tongue caressed her labia and clit. I teased her. I licked through her pussy lips. This heat spilled through my body.

My hips wiggled from side to side. I thrust my fingers in and out of my twat. Hard plunges that stimulated my pussy walls. Tingles rippled through me. I moaned into Olivia’s underage twat. I lapped up her tart juices as they flooded out of her. I devoured her passion, licking up all the cream as the rapture built in my cunt.

“Yes, yes, lick me!” gasped Olivia. “Oh, this is so wonderful. That’s where you came from, honey! You came from my pussy!”

I smiled, loving the fact that she was getting off on her daughter. She ground on Phillipa’s face, the MILF smearing her hot cunt against her daughter’s hungry mouth. Phillipa moaned as she licked and lapped at her mother’s twat. The girl’s thighs squeezed around my face, holding me to her cunt as she feasted on her mother’s.

“Mom!” groaned Phillipa. “Oh, wow, Mom! That’s… that’s…”

“Uh-huh,” whimpered Olivia. “Eat me! Yes, yes, just like that. I’m going to cum! Oh, your mouth feels incredible. You’re making me feel amazing.”

The incestuous passion made my pussy burn hotter. My orgasm swelled through me. I plundered my fingers in and out of my cunt as fast as I could. I churned myself up, driving myself toward that explosive orgasm. I groaned, my cunt clenching around my four digits. This heat billowed through my body. A wave of rapture washed through my body.

I moaned, my heart pounding in my chest. Blood pumped hot through my body. I sucked on Phillipa’s clit. I nibbled on her bud while the girl whimpered into her mother’s cunt. The MILF moaned in delight, her boobs jiggling, her face twisting in pleasure.

“Oh, you’re going to make your mother cum!” she gasped. Her left hand fondled her daughter’s breast, wedding ring flashing. “Yes, yes, work that tongue into my cunt. Oh, Phillipa, baby! Yes, yes! Make me cum! Make your mother cum!”

“Do it!” I moaned between sucks on the girl’s clit.

Juices coated my lips. They trickled down my chin as Phillipa shuddered. She humped against me as she feasted on her mother. Her hands clutched her mother’s thighs, pulling her down. The girl feasted with an eagerness.

She threw herself into the incestuous, sapphic pleasure. It was such a hot treat to witness. I groaned, my pussy burning hotter and hotter. I wiggled my hips back and forth, this pleasure swelling and swelling inside of me.

My tongue fluttered around the girl’s clit. I loved it. Sucked on it. She squealed into her mother’s cunt as I nibbled on it with my lips. Her juices flowed stronger. Her tart passion coated my tongue. It was such a treat to experience.

My fingers clung to her thighs. I gripped her tight as she trembled.

Olivia squeezed both of her daughter’s tits now. The naughty mother kneaded those oily mounds. A wild look appeared in Olivia’s dark eyes. She threw back her head. Her round breasts heaved. She cried out in rapture.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she howled. “Oh, Phillipa, baby, I love you! You’re making me cum!”

“You taste so good, Mom!” the girl moaned.

“Lick up my juices!” the MILF panted. Her face twisted in incestuous rapture.

Then the daughter squealed. Her thighs clamped about my head as her tart juices gushed out of her virgin depths. I licked up the cream. My tongue flew up and down her folds. Her silky pubic hair rubbed against my cheeks and chin. Her musk filled my nose.

My cunt clenched down around my thrusting fingers. My four digits stretched my twat to the limits. Mother and daughter moaned in their shared rapture. The massage table creaked and groaned. My hips wiggled.

“Fuck!” I moaned. This envious delight shot through my body. My eyes fluttered. “Oh, yes, yes!”

Pleasure exploded in my cunt.

I howled my rapture into Phillipa’s twat.

My pussy convulsed around my four digits. I plunged them in and out of my twat. I stirred myself up. The rapture burned across my mind. My head tossed back and forth as the pleasure burned through my body. I groaned, my heart thudding hard in my chest. I sucked on the girl’s clit, moaning about it as my mind drowned in bliss.

“Oh, Phillipa, baby!” the MILF moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that was amazing!”

“Mom!” cooed the girl. “Ooh, Mom, you tasted amazing. That was hot. I can’t believe it.”

“Mmm, believe it,” the MILF purred.

I lifted my head, stars bursting in my eyes. I trembled, my tits heaving as my orgasm peaked in me. The MILF leaned over and seized my brassy hair. She kissed me hard while my fingers jammed deep into my cunt.

Olivia tasted her daughter’s pussy on my mouth. Her tongue darted around my lips as I kissed her. I whimpered in delight, sharing that incestuous treat with this sexy mother. My orgasm died into buzzing rapture, leaving me trembling and shuddering.

I wasn’t surprised when Olivia broke the kiss to bury her face in her daughter’s pussy.

I slipped off the table, my legs feeling rubbery. I grabbed my robe and left the mother and daughter to love each other, both feasting on the other with an incestuous hunger. Phillipa’s hand gripped her mother’s plump ass.

Dressed, I slipped out into the hallway. I padded down to the reception area. Lee twitched at her desk, her hips squirming, the vibrator still buzzing away inside of her. She looked up at me with glassy eyes.

“Don’t disturb the clients in Room 8,” I said. “They’re going to be a while.”

“Hot,” Lee said. “Mmm, there’s a woman in Room 6. She’s blindfolded and eager for her massage, though she’s a little disappointed that Carmelita isn’t available.”

“Oh?” I asked. Carmelita was Juana’s sister-slave. “Right, right, Carmelita’s taking their daughters to a doctor’s appointment.”

“I told the client I’d send in our next masseuse. She’s eager for it.” Lee winked. “You might just want to drop pretenses with her.”

I giggled. “Got you.”

I sauntered back down the hallway, loving my job. I passed Room 8, hearing the faint sounds of incest bleeding through the walls, then reached Room 6. I was about to open the door when Stefani emerged from her room with a happy woman following after.

I winked at my fiery-haired girlfriend. She winked back and ran her tongue across her lips, her tongue stud flashing. She was a wild one in bed. She smacked my rump as she passed, a hot flutter shooting through me.

I opened the door, my nipples on fire. The blindfolded client was already naked. This was a wicked massage we offered. The woman couldn’t see what we would do to her body. It aroused the senses. It was dim in the room to keep any light from bleeding through the sleeping mask she wore. The scent of lilac filled the air.

She purred in delight. “Are you going to play with me?”

There was something familiar about the voice. I frowned, staring at the woman. She had red hair that spilled about her head. Her breasts were round. She rubbed her belly, a wedding ring flashing on her hand.

A diamond flanked by two sapphires set in a platinum band, not a gold one. I knew that ring. Knew that hair. That voice.

That was Stefani’s mother. My jaw dropped. Stefani’s mother was a hardcore Christian. Her entire family was. My hips wiggled from side to side. This naughty heat poured through me. My hands clenched and relaxed.

Anger surged through me. Stefani’s parents hated the fact she was my girlfriend. They didn’t speak to her. My fingers clenched, aching to throttle the woman. Then an idea popped into my head. “How would you like two masseuses for the price of one?”

To be continued…
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I couldn’t believe the sight of the naked woman in the blindfold sitting on the massage table.

It wasn’t that she was naked, or that she was blindfolded, that had me shocked. It was who she was. Mrs. Armstrong, the ultra-Christian mother of my girlfriend, Stefani. The woman who disapproved of our relationship was coming to the massage parlor I worked at. The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor was a special place where our female clients could get special massages.

Titty massages. Vulva massages. Nuru massages, were we used our bodies to caress theirs. And if the client and the masseuse just happened to want to go farther, for no extra charge, and that farther delight just happened to end in sex, well, that was okay.

As long as we didn’t charge for it we skirted a gray area in the law.

I never thought Mrs. Armstrong would be a regular. She had come here several times, massaged by the submissive Carmelita.

“Ooh, I would like that,” Mrs. Armstrong said to my offer to fetch a second masseuse. “I need such a release today.”

I still couldn’t believe it, but I had this wild idea. It was utterly depraved. It was incredible. It was just such a wicked one. My pussy boiled as it swept through me. I hadn’t seen Mrs. Armstrong in years. She clearly didn’t recognize my voice.

I loved this.

“I’ll be right back,” I purred as I strolled out of the room.

My juices dripped down my thighs. My nipples rubbed against the thin silk of my robe. It was pastel and short, clinging to my upper thighs and hugging my rump. My brassy hair fell down my thighs as I rushed to the lobby where I knew my girlfriend would be.

I burst into the lobby, my younger half-sister Lee squirming as she manned the reception desk. She had a vibrator or a butt plug in her buzzing away, controlled remotely by our brother. My girlfriend, Stefani, was hugging her latest client. They broke apart.

“Oh, I needed that,” purred the client, an older woman with black hair. She beamed, her cheeks flushed. Then she spun around and sauntered out.

“Bye,” Stefani said, waving at her. My girlfriend was a fiery-haired redhead, a brighter shade than her mother’s darker red. Stefani whirled, dimples shining in her cheeks as she smiled at me. Her green eyes had a naughty glint, her nipples hard against her breasts. “Hey, Yunie.”

I smiled. While my name was Zoey, Stefani called me Yunie. We had been friends for years and had our own private nicknames. Yunie was short for unicorn, something I used to be really obsessed with. I even had a tattoo of a unicorn galloping across my pudenda above my pussy.

“You free, Dandi, because I want you to tag team a client with me,” I said. Dandi, short for Dandelion, was my nickname for Stefani.

“That blindfolded woman?” Lee asked, squirming back and forth on her chair. Her hands gripped the desk as she fought against her own orgasm. She could only cum with permission. Fighting her orgasms was something Lee loved. “Is she paying extra?”

“Oh, no, this is all my idea,” I said. I glanced at Stefani. “Well, you free?”

“What is going on?” my girlfriend asked, her voice a naughty purr. She sauntered toward me. Her breasts jiggled beneath her robe. “Huh? What naughty idea are you thinking about?”

“It’s your mother,” I said. “The blindfolded woman is your mother.”

Stefani blinked. Then she shook her head. “No way.”

“Yup, she’s a regular.”

“There’s no fucking way,” Stefani groaned. “My mother?”

“She’s been here a few times with Carmelita,” I told her. “She’s in there, naked, just eager to be ‘massaged.’”

Stefani’s jaw dropped.

“I know.”

My girlfriend shook her head. “Surely she recognized you.”

“She’s blindfolded,” I said. “I guess it’s her thing. Not seeing who’s massaging her.”

“Probably thinks it doesn’t make it cheating or homosexuality or something,” muttered Stefani. Then her eyes brightened. “Holy shit, she won’t know she’s committing incest with me.”

“Yep!”

“I’ll be right back!” Stefani gasped. She rushed out of the lobby.

“Oh, my god,” groaned Lee. “This is so hot. You guys are so lucky. I wish I could join in.”

“Nope,” I said, grinning at her. “Clint agreed to let you be our receptionist, not to have fun having sex all day.”

“I know,” she groaned. Her black hair swayed about her face. Her cheeks burned bright. “Ooh, I’m going to have such an orgasm when Master lets me.” She bounced on her seat, suddenly looking young again, that pixyish brat that Clint had to tame when he took over the family four years ago.

I winked at her, glad she was having fun.

Stefani burst back in with two sex toys in hand. In one, she gripped a strap-on dildo, pink and fleshy attached to a black harness, and the other was a strapless vibrator, a U-shaped, purple object where one end thrust into your pussy and the other end thrust out to fuck the lucky lady.

She shoved the strapless dildo at me. It was a naughty vibrator, the button controlling it on the bottom of the U. I shuddered as Stefani threw off her robe, her round breasts bursting into sight. Her dandelion tattoo on her shaved pudenda looked so bright and cheery. Her gold nipple rings glinted as she stepped into the harness. She drew it up her thighs, her tits swaying and bouncing.

I grinned and opened my robes, my nipples hard atop my large breasts. I spread my thighs apart and pressed the dildo’s bulbous end into my pussy. I groaned as it slid into my cunt. It was just such a treat. My snatch squeezed around the end. This delicious treat burned through me.

My hips wiggled back and forth. My breasts swayed and jiggled. My pussy clenched around the end. It was incredible to feel it thrusting into me. I gripped it, the purple end thrusting from my crotch, almost bumping the fleshy dildo Stefani wore.

“Well, shall we go ‘massage’ my mother?” asked Stefani, arching her eyebrows.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around the toy.

I grabbed Stefani’s hand and led her out of the reception room. We headed down the hallway and reached Room 8, passing the room where I left Olivia and her underage daughter making love. Now I would get to enjoy witnessing more mother/daughter incest this day.

It was a delicious delight. I loved eating out my mother’s cunt. I was so glad my sister would get that thrill.

My free hand rubbed my belly for a moment, a warmth flushing through me. Then I opened the door and we slipped inside. Mrs. Armstrong still lay on the bed, blindfolded, her hands folded over her belly. She was in great shape for a woman in her mid-forties. She had round breasts, a thick bush adorned between her thighs. She had fat, dark-red nipples and wide areolas that begged to be sucked and played with.

“Sorry for taking so long,” I purred. “Dandi and I are going to massage you.”

“Oh, yes,” Stefani said, lowering her voice to a sultry purr. “Yunie and I will take great care of you.”

“Oh, wonderful,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “I need this so much. The last few days have been so stressful. My husband…” She brushed her hand, adjusting her wedding ring. “And at church… I just need a release.”

I licked my lips. “So, maybe we should just start with a vulva massage,” I said. “Using only our mouths.”

“Oh, yes,” Stefani’s mother moaned.

Stefani shook her head. She glanced at me and mouthed, “Dyke!”

I nodded my head. Her mother wanted us to eat her out. This was hot. I shuddered, eager to share this pussy with the woman I loved. To devour her mother with her. I licked my lips. I headed to the massage table, the dildo shifting inside my cunt. I reached Mrs. Armstrong and mounted the massage table. Stefani joined me, the table creaking and groaning.

It was just such a delight. We made sure to buy tables that could support these sort of naughty actions. Nothing cheap.

I shuddered as I pressed my shoulder against Stefani’s. We leaned down, our cheeks rubbed together. They caressed each other as we leaned lower and lower. The scent of her mother’s tangy pussy, a scent so familiar to me, filled my nose.

My mouth salivated.

Our faces nuzzled into the silky bush. Mrs. Armstrong’s juices adorned her hairs. My tongue darted through the married woman’s cunt. I tasted the flavor of my lover’s mother. I groaned at this rush as Stefani’s tongue joined me, taking her first lick of her mother.

Her first taste of incest.

“Ooh, that’s nice,” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. “Ooh, two of you. And one of you has something…”

“Tongue stud,” Stefani purred and then licked again, her tongue caressing mine.

We stroked through her folds. We caressed her folds. Our tongues darted around each other as we caressed her. The delicious MILF’s juices coated my tongue. My lips. This was amazing. My cheek rubbed against Stefani’s as we devoured her mother’s twat.

This wild rush shot through me. It was heady as I shared in this incestuous moment. My cunt clenched around the dildo. My hips wiggled, brushing Stefani’s. I moaned in delight, savoring the tangy flavor as I “massaged” the MILF with my tongue.

“Ooh, you two are so relaxing,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. She slid her hands up her stomach up to her breasts. She squeezed her tits. Her groans echoed around the room. The bed creaked. “That’s nice.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted. “Just let us relax you. Mmm, you’re going to cum so hard.”

“I hope so,” she groaned, her hands kneading her breasts.

Stefani shuddered beside me. She let out a throaty groan. She pressed her lips tight against her mother’s pussy. Mrs. Armstrong gasped. Her back arched as my girlfriend thrust her tongue deep into her mother’s snatch.

My own cunt clenched around the dildo, gripping it. I knew how amazing it was to have Stefani’s tongue, with that naughty tongue stud, swirling around inside of me. Mrs. Armstrong gasped, not realizing it was her daughter eating her out and giving her this building, lesbian rapture.

I smiled and latched my lips around the MILF’s clit, sucking hard, my cheek rubbing on Stefani’s.

“Oh, my gosh,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “Oh, shoot, that’s good. Oh, yes, yes, get that tongue deep in my pussy. Oh, that tongue stud is naughty. Oh, I’m going to cum. And keep sucking my clit. You two are so naughty!”

My cheeks hollowed. I worshiped her. I sucked and nibbled on her bud. She trembled, the massage bed creaking. Stefani moaned beside me as her mother gasped. Mrs. Armstrong shuddered. Her hands kneaded my breasts. They dug into my tits. They twisted my nipples.

It was incredible. I was so glad I could do this. I stared up the blindfolded woman’s body. Her breasts heaved. Her tongue flicked across her lips. Her head tossed back and forth. She moaned and shuddered.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. I knew that sound. She just had her first incestuous orgasm.

And didn’t know it!

I sucked and nibbled on her clit as her tangy juices spilled over my chin. I licked and lapped at her. Stefani’s mother gasped and moaned. Her back arched. Her breasts heaved. Her head tossed back and forth as she screamed out in rapture.

“Oh, gosh, that’s good!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “Oh, yes, yes! Just… I need this! I need this so much!”

I fluttered my tongue against her clit. I sucked and nibbled. My pussy clenched around my dildo. My breasts jiggled. It was just such a treat. My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, brushing Stefani’s as we lapped up her juices.

Mrs. Armstrong’s back arched. She let out a final moan, and then she collapsed. She panted, mewling in delight, her cheeks flushed. She licked her lips. I smiled, knowing that she just had a wild time.

“So we have donned special massaging tools,” I purred, lifting my head up. “Ones designed to reach deep into your pussy and massage all those inner muscles.”

“Yes, they get stressed, too,” moaned Stefani. “Especially after orgasms. We recommend it strongly.”

“Oh, my,” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. “Ooh, that sounds like something I need.”

“And,” I said, grinning at Stefani, “we found it’s useful if our client keeps her mouth busy. It’s the only way to massage your tongue, you know. You have to use it on one of us.”

“You’ll have to give one of us a vulva massage with your tongue,” Stefani purred, her voice such a low and sultry delight. “Have you ever done that?”

“Once,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “With Carmelita last time. I… I had to… to… massage her back.”

“Why don’t you massage Dandi while I take care of your pussy,” I purred. “I’m wearing a vibrating model. It’ll be quite stimulating for you.”

“Yes!” Mrs. Armstrong gasped.

I glanced at Stefani and grinned at her. She kissed me hard. She thrust her tongue into my mouth while the tangy flavor of her mother’s pussy seasoned our passion. It was intoxicating to share this incestuous delight. To experience this rapture.

Our tongues danced together. We caressed each other. It was a wild experience. My heart pounded as she kissed me. Her tongue stud rubbed against the top of the roof of my mouth. It was such a hot treat.

Stefani broke the kiss and mouthed, “I love you.”

I winked at her.

“Now we just need you to roll over onto your hands and knees,” I said. “That way I can massage your body while taking care of your pussy.”

“Ooh, yes,” Mrs. Armstrong said.

She rolled over onto her hands and knees while Stefani slipped off the table and headed around to the other end, and hopped up on the front. She had this huge grin on her face. She grabbed her fleshy strap-on and pulled it up, giving her mother access to that tasty pussy. Stefani’s breasts quivered, her gold nipple rings gleaming.

“Mmm, just follow that tangy scent,” I purred as I stroked Mrs. Armstrong’s rump. I squeezed her ass, digging into her butt-cheeks. “Lower your head, and you’ll find her shaved snatch. Just massage her vulva while I massage your pussy.”

Stefani nodded her head. Her breasts jiggled. She whimpered and grabbed her mother’s dark-red hair. Stefani pulled her mother’s head down. My lover shuddered as she rubbed her mother’s face into her pussy. Mrs. Armstrong groaned and trembled as she nuzzled into her daughter’s snatch.

She licked. She tasted incest for the first time.

“Oh, yes, yes, just massage her,” I moaned, my pussy clenching around the vibrator. This was incredible. “Just lick that snatch. Just eat her. You’re going to feast on her until she explodes. Ooh, massage her.”

“Massage me!” moaned Stefani in that throaty voice. Her breasts jiggled. She grinned at me. I could see the joy in her eyes.

She was finally living out one of her fantasies. She had her mother feasting on her. I smiled, just watching her enjoy this. I was caught up in the beauty of their taboo love. Mrs. Armstrong had no idea she feasted on the product of her womb.

My hand rubbed my stomach as I watched, this ache swelling in me. This wonderful warmth. I groaned, my pussy juices dribbled down my thighs. I licked my lips, tasting that pussy, so similar to Stefani’s musk.

“Ooh, yes, yes, right there,” groaned Stefani. “That’s it. And Yunie, you got to massage her pussy.”

“Right, right,” I said.

I reached down the shaft of the dildo, finding the buzzing switch. I flipped it up. This pleasure surged through my body. The bulbous end vibrator hummed inside my snatch. Pleasure rippled through my cunt. I squeezed around the naughty toy, drinking it in.

“You hear that buzzing?” I moaned. “Mmm, that’s going to stir you up.”

“Yes, yes, stir it up!” moaned Stefani. “Pound her!”

I licked my lips. I brought the buzzing tip of the vibrator to Mrs. Armstrong’s married pussy. This prudish, Christian woman had frowned so much on my relationship with Stefani. Her parents had cut her out of their lives, and it turned out her mother was a secret lesbian.

I wanted to spank her for being a dirty bitch, but it was more fun watching her eat her daughter while I fucked her from behind. I pressed the tip of my dildo against the folds of her pussy. Her dark-red bush caressed the tip. She moaned.

“Yes, yes, massage my pussy!” she moaned. “Oh, gosh, yes, yes! Just massage me! I need it! I need it so badly.”

I thrust into her depths. The vibrator buzzed against my clit. It sent pleasure through my body. It rippled out of me. My heart pounded in my chest. I gripped her hips as I sent that dildo into her cunt. My crotch smacked into her rump. My breasts bounced before me.

I shuddered and Mrs. Armstrong moaned. She groaned into her daughter’s snatch while her hips wiggled back and forth. She shifted the dildo in her cunt and mind. It was this incredible rush. My pussy drank it in. It flooded through me. My fingers dug into her flesh. I whimpered and groaned. Rapture rippled through me.

My breasts swayed. I whimpered. The dildo churned my pussy up. It was a wonderful delight to feel that buzzing in me. I drew back the shaft. It emerged soaked in her juices. She moaned louder and louder, feasting on Stefani.

Stefani’s face twisted with her bliss. Her round breasts jiggled and the dildo she wore jiggled. She grinned at me. She flicked her tongue across her lips. “That’s it. Ooh, yes, yes, that’s it. Isn’t that a wonderful treat?”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “Ooh, you taste so good. Mmm, this is a wonderful massage.”

“Really dig your tongue in me,” Stefani panted. “Just like that. Ooh, yes, yes, you’re stimulating me. Oh, wow, that’s it. Work that tongue in me, you naughty, lesbian slut.”

“Mmm, such a slut for pussy!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned, her voice throaty.

Stefani beamed at me. I grinned back, knowing she would be having so much fun with her mother in the future. I was so happy for her. I couldn’t wait for the big reveal. I thrust back into her mother. I fucked her, pounded her. Gave her pleasure.

Mrs. Armstrong moaned. Her butt-cheeks rippled as I thrust into her again and again. Her hips wiggled back and forth. She undulated her hips. The end in my cunt moved inside of me. It stimulated me as it buzzed.

My cunt drank it in.

I slammed into her, my tits heaving. Pleasure rippled through me. This wonderful delight. My juices dribbled down my thighs. I groaned, my hands clenching and relaxing. This heat burned through my body. My eyes squeezed shut as this delicious rapture shot through me. I groaned and gasped, fucking her harder, faster. I buried my dildo into her pussy’s depths.

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “Ooh, massage my pussy. That’s amazing. I’m going to have another relaxing delight.”

“Going to cum like the lezzie slut you are!” groaned Stefani. She gripped her mother’s hair and rubbed the MILF’s head up and down. Stefani smeared her mother’s face into her own pussy, the fleshy dildo swaying before Stefani’s stomach. I loved the sight. “Yes, you are!”

“So hard!” Mrs. Armstrong groaned.

“Eat her,” I moaned, my tits heaving as I pounded the MILF. My cunt gripped the buzzing delight. “Yes, yes, just eat that snatch. You love it!”

“So good!” the MILF moaned as she ate her daughter. “She tastes so good. So hot. So silky.”

“Yes, yes, make me cum!” moaned Stefani, her voice throaty. She was keeping it up, hiding her identity.

It was so hot. My orgasm swelled through me, and not just from the buzzing delight. I rammed into her depths. I slammed deep into her cunt. The dildo shifted around inside of me. The humming bliss massaged me. It sent delight surging through me.

My clit twitched and throbbed.

My nipples ached.

My hands rubbed up and down her body. I stroked her sides. I caressed her. I massaged her. I slammed into her. I buried over and over into her. I rammed into her depths. I fucked her. The pleasure rippled through my body. It was incredible. It was this amazing treat.

“Oh, yes, yes, you’re going to make us cum, you lezzie slut!” I moaned, my hands finding Mrs. Armstrong’s tits. “That’s why you came here!”

“I’m addicted to it!” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “You masseuses are so sexy! I love it. Ooh, your pussy tastes so good, Dandi!”

“Just feast on me!” howled Stefani, her face twisting. “Oh, yes, yes, just keep licking me. Get that tongue in me. I’m going to explode in your mouth.”

“Yes!” I shuddered, my heart hammering in my chest. It pumped pleasure through my body. “You’re going to come back again and again. You’re going to love us making your body explode!”

“Gosh, yes!” she moaned, rocking back into my thrusts. “I’m so close!”

“Just suck on my clit and make me cum!” moaned Stefani. Her green eyes met mine, glassy as she stared at me. I could see it in her eyes, what she was thinking: My mother is about to make me explode.

“Make Dandi cum!” I howled, thrusting to the hilt in the married woman’s cunt.

“Yes!” moaned Mrs. Armstrong, the massage table creaking.

Stefani’s eyes widened.

She threw back her head and cried out her pleasure. I knew her juices were flooding her mother’s mouth. Mrs. Armstrong drank down the incestuous flood. I slammed into the married woman as I listened to her licking and lapping at my girlfriend’s pussy.

“Oh, my fucking god, yes!” howled Stefani.

Then Mrs. Armstrong gasped out in delight. She trembled. Then she moaned into her daughter’s pussy. Her juices gushed around the shaft and bathed my shaved snatch and thighs. That scent of tart cream filled my nose.

They were both cumming. Mother and daughter. It was such a beautiful sight. It was amazing to witness. I licked my lips, my breasts heaving as I rammed the vibrating dildo into Mrs. Armstrong’s cunt, the other hand massaging my depths.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled as my orgasm exploded through me. “You’re our lezzie slut!”

“I am!” the Christian mother moaned.

My pussy convulsed around the vibrating dildo. I squeezed her breasts as the shock wave of rapture slammed into my mind. Stars exploded across my eyes. Waves of darkness swept across my vision. My head swayed. I groaned, my nipples throbbing, aching.

This amazing delight burned through me. Juices spilled down my thighs. My cream flooded out of me. The massaging bliss sent pleasure through me over and over. I came again and again, drinking in this rapturous sight.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Stefani moaned, grinding her cunt into her mother’s mouth. Her dildo bobbed and waved above her. “Ooh, you naughty slut! We’re going to give you more bliss. I’m going fuck you, too!”

“I want that!” the blindfolded woman moaned. She wiggled her hips from side to side, stirring the other end of the vibrating dildo around inside of me. “I want you to keep massaging me.”

“And you have to lick Yunie’s pussy now,” groaned Stefani. “You have to devour her, too. This was all her idea.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned the MILF.

My pleasure peaked in me. I felt a rush of pure ecstasy as I realized Mrs. Armstrong would eat my cunt. I shuddered in delight. I wanted to enjoy this. I wanted to savor this moment. Stars burned across my vision. My breasts bounced and swayed. My tits jiggled back and forth.

I ripped the vibrator out of Mrs. Armstrong’s cunt. I gasped and moaned, my body buzzing. I yanked it out of my cunt. It was soaked in our juices as it buzzed around on the table. I groaned and shook my head, blinking as I came down from my orgasmic high.

Stefani grinned at me, arching her eyebrows.

I winked back.

“Mmm, roll over,” I told her. “I’m going to sit on your face and just drown you in juices.”

“Yes,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. She raised her head, her blindfold still secure, a black mask covering her eyes. Her daughter’s juices ran down her chin. Stefani had drenched her.

What a delicious sight.

“I don’t even know what you two look like,” moaned the MILF. “I love this blind massage. It’s just wicked, isn’t it?”

“Just wicked,” I purred, my body shuddering. “Mmm, you’re going to love this next part.”

“Big time,” Stefani said, adjusting her strap-on so the dildo covered her clit again. “I’m going to pound you hard while you eat my yummy Yunie. She’s just delicious.”

“Oh, yes, yes,” I groaned. “You’re going to feast on me. You’re going to devour me while getting fucked. Then we’ll take off the blindfold. Mmm, won’t that be hot to see who you’ve been loving?”

“Uh-huh,” the MILF moaned. She squirmed on her back. Her breasts jiggled and swayed. Her hands rubbed up and down her body, her wedding ring flashed.

It was so hot for Stefani to fuck the pussy that birthed her. My own cunt was on fire. I mounted the table and straddled Mrs. Armstrong’s face. I lowered my cunt to her mouth, eager for this bitchy woman to feast on me. She would repay all the grief she’d given my lover.

I grinned at Stefani as the shaved folds of my cunt pressed down on her mother’s mouth. I ground my snatch against Mrs. Armstrong. Her lips were hot on my labia. Then her tongue flicked out. A bold stroke through my pussy lips. No hesitation. My back arched as my breasts jiggled before me.

“Oh, yes, just like that, you little lezzie slut,” I moaned, squirming my hips and rubbing them back and forth across her mouth. “Just get that tongue in me.”

Mrs. Armstrong fluttered her tongue. She teased me. Caressed me. She sent such wild delights through me. I stared into my lover’s eyes as her mother devoured my cunt. I moaned, never wanting this to end.

Stefani mounted the table. She was reconnecting with one member of her bigoted family. I loved it. I shuddered as Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue darted through my folds. She licked and lapped at me. This heat surged through my body. I groaned, my tits bouncing and jiggling before me.

I shuddered, loving this moment. Stefani thrust a round pillow beneath her mother’s lower back, raising the height of Mrs. Armstrong’s pussy. My lover brought that thick, fleshy dildo to her mother’s cunt. She pressed into the folds, thrusting back into her mother.

“Oh, yes, that’s big!” moaned Mrs. Armstrong into my snatch. “Mmm, yes, yes, work that in and out of me.”

“Oh, I will, slut,” my lover purred, her eyes glassy with delight. “I’m going to fuck you hard.”

“So hard,” I groaned, trembling on the bed. My hair swayed about my shoulders. My hips wiggled back and forth. This naughty delight surged through me. “Pound her hard. Just fuck that dildo in and out of her cunt.”

My lover grinned at me. She drew back her hips and then thrust into her mother again. And again. She rammed that dildo into the MILF.

I loved it. My hips wiggled back and forth. I ground on her mother’s face. I savored Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue running through my folds. She brushed my labia and clit. Sparks burst inside of me. A new, delicious orgasm built in me.

I grabbed Stefani by the back of the neck, pulling her to me. I stared into her green eyes as she rammed her dildo into her mother’s cunt. My forehead pressed into my lover’s. We moaned and gasped, our noses caressing.

“That’s it, Dandi!” I moaned. “Fuck her! Fuck that lezzie slut! Just pound your dildo into her. Ooh, you love it.”

“So much, Yunie!” groaned my lover. “I’m fucking her so hard. This is the best. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“I know!” I groaned and then kissed her.

Her tongue, complete with a tongue stud, thrust into my mouth while her mother’s tongue plundered my pussy. The married MILF swirled her tongue around inside of me. She stroked me. She teased me. Pleasure rippled through my body. This wonderful heat fluttered through my cunt and then my flesh.

My hips wiggled back and forth, grinding my hot cunt on that MILF’s lovely mouth. Stefani moaned her incestuous bliss into my mouth as she fucked her mother. She thrust hard into her. I savored this moment. I loved her.

“Oh, your pussy is yummy!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “Ooh, I love it.”

Stefani giggled as she broke the kiss. “I knew you would. I love the taste of her. She’s the best.”

I smiled at her. I wanted to moan out, “Your mother is a freak! She’s devouring me.” I held back. I wanted to save the reveal for the end. So, instead, I groaned, “She’s got her tongue wiggling through me. Oh, she’s drinking all my juices.”

“Good, make her cum, Mo… Make her cum hard!” Stefani shook her head, her hips thrusting, pleasure crossing her face. “Oh, god, this is so hard to hold back.”

I grinned and kissed her again. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, muffling any outbursts she might make while fucking her mother’s cunt. I loved it, Stefani’s tongue stud rubbing hard around inside my mouth. I ground on her mother’s mouth, her tongue fluttering through my folds. She caressed me. Teased me.

I squeezed my lover’s breasts. I kneaded them. I tweaked her nipples and played with her gold ring. She moaned louder and louder into my kiss. The massage table rocked from the vigor of her strokes. She fucked her mother the way Clint pounded me.

Hard and fast.

Incestuous passion burned in the air. I was so glad Stefani could enjoy it. She groaned into the kiss. This wonderful heat surged through my body as Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue plundered into the depths of my cunt. My clit rubbed against her chin.

This wicked heat swept through me. My eyes squeezed tight. I loved this. It was incredible. Such wicked heat burned through my body. My hips ground from side to side on her. This delicious treat surged through my body.

I groaned, my tongue darting in and out of my lover’s mouth. My fingers twitched both her nipple rings. She gasped and broke the kiss. Her head snapped back. She whimpered. I could hear the passion in her voice.

“I’m getting closer and closer to cumming,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong into my cunt. “Oh, yes, yes. That dildo! That dildo is amazing! You’re churning me up!”

“Churn that slut up!” I moaned, my back arching. I tugged hard on my lover’s nipples. “I want to feel her cumming. I want her screaming into my snatch.”

“Yes!” my lover whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes! Take my girl-dick! Ooh, you’re going to be my lezzie slut. You’re going to be begging for it.”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, grinding on her mother’s mouth.

Mrs. Armstrong found my clit. She sucked on it. Her nose pressed into my folds as I gasped. Pleasure sparked through me. She moaned as she sucked, the humming pleasure massaging my little clit. I felt drunk as the pleasure rushed through me.

“Oh, yes, yes, you’re going to make me explode!” I moaned. “Keep sucking! Just like that! Oh, yes, yes!”

“Make her cum, Mom!” howled my girlfriend, thrusting forward hard.

Mrs. Armstrong moaned around my clit. She bucked on the table. Her hands grabbed my thighs and her fingernails bit in tight. My eyes widened, realizing she was cumming on her daughter’s dildo. Another incestuous climax rushed through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “You’re cumming! You’re our slut!”

“Our lezzie slut, Mom!” gasped Stefani.

I exploded.

My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of me. I bathed Mrs. Armstrong’s mouth. The married, cheating woman drank down my juices. She licked and lapped them up. She drew her tongue through my petals. My eyes widened as the heat burned through my body. This wicked passion had my heavy tits heaving.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Stefani moaned, hammering her mother’s cumming snatch. “That’s it! Lick up all her juices!”

Stefani buried her face between my breasts. I held her there as the pleasure rushed through me. My mind was drowned beneath the bliss. I groaned and shuddered, grinding my convulsing cunt on Mrs. Armstrong’s hungry mouth.

She licked up my cream. She devoured me as she moaned into my snatch. She made me feel incredible. I reveled in it. Stefani groaned into my tits. She shuddered and quivered. I knew she joined us in this wonderful rapture.

The three of us moaned through our orgasms. I was thrilled to share this incestuous delight with my lover and her mother. Stefani sucked and kissed at the inner slope of my left breast as she whimpered through her climax.

My own orgasm died, leaving my body buzzing. I was dizzy from it. So much pleasure today. My second incestuous threesome with a mother and daughter today. I loved this job. I was so glad that naughty lesbian Juana came up with this idea.

I had to eat her pussy tonight to thank her.

Stefani lifted her face. “Oh, that was the best.”

“Yes!” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong. “Ooh, you two are naughty.”

I grinned and slipped off of her. I stood on rubbery legs, my breasts jiggling. A dizzy rush shot through me. My head swayed from side to side. I blinked back the ripple of exhaustion fluttering through me. I stared at the MILF, her face twisting as Stefani drew out the thick dildo. It popped out of Mrs. Armstrong’s snatch with a wet plop.

The MILF moaned, her lips shiny with my cream. More had run down her cheeks to her dark-red, mused hair spilled over the massage bed. She was still blindfolded, her nose twitching. Her entire body shook.

“Oh, my gosh,” she moaned. “Ooh, you two are wild. Mmm, but why did you call me, Mom, Dandi?”

“D’oh,” said Dandi and ripped off the blindfold. She stared down at her mother. “Hey, Mom, didn’t know you were gay.”

Mrs. Armstrong’s reaction wasn’t what I expected.

Her eyes rolled back in her head. She let out a shuddering moan and then fainted. I blinked. I stared at the unconscious woman in disbelief. I glanced at Stefani and she burst out into laughter, shaking her head.

“Well, it was quite the shock,” Stefani said as she undid the strap-on harness. “Kinda old-fashioned, right? Victorian?”

“Yeah,” I said.

After a minute, Mrs. Armstrong groaned. Her eyes fluttered open. “What happened?”

“You passed out when you realized that you ate your daughter out and then we’re fucked hard by her, Mrs. Armstrong,” I purred, staring down at her.

“Oh, my god, Zoey!” the MILF gasped, covering her tits. Then her eyes widened. She scrubbed at her mouth with the back of her hand. “I was eating you!”

“And loving it,” I purred. “While your daughter fucked you.”

“Oh, no, no, no!” Her face twisted with passion, just not lust or love or affection. It was hatred. Her cheeks went flaming scarlet. “You two wanton hussies took advantage of me with your degenerate behavior.”

“Degenerate?” Stefani hissed, her eyes hardening. “Who was it eager to have her vulva massaged by two lesbians! Who rolled over and happily ate at my snatch while getting fucked from behind!”

Mrs. Armstrong slipped off the bed. “You tricked me. I came here to get an innocent massage, and before I knew it, you two Jezebels were licking me. You were touching me. You drove me to sin!”

“Drove you to sin?” Stefani shook her head. “Are you fucking kidding me, Mom. For God’s sake, you—”

CRACK!

I gasped as Mrs. Armstrong slapped my lover. Stefani took a step back, her face twisting with anger, a bright burn on her cheek.

“Do not take the Lord’s name in vain, you degenerate, filthy dyke!” hissed Mrs. Armstrong. She grabbed her panties and stepped into them with violence, her breasts jiggling. “I am your mother, and you gleefully did things with me. Perverted things. I don’t know where your father and I went wrong.”

“Don’t even spin that bullshit!” Stefani hissed, advancing on her mother. “You loved every moment of it. You worshiped my cunt. You made me cum hard, Mom! And don’t deny drenching both our faces with your pussy cream. You’re as much a dyke as I am! You loooooove pussy!”

Her mother went to slap her again, but Stefani caught the older woman’s wrist. I stood there, shocked by these events. I didn’t expect her mom to freak out like this. I expected her to embrace it. To love incest as much as we did. Everyone we knew was getting into incest.

It was amazing.

“This is a den of harlots and demons!” Mrs. Armstrong hissed, her words crazy, her hair wild. She stepped into her dress, pulling it up her body not even bothering with her bra. “You’re a disgusting, foul, nasty thing, Stefani! To think you would get off touching me! To make me do such sinful things! What sort of deviant whore does that?”

“One who loves pussy,” Stefani said, standing proud. “Get the fuck out of here, Mom. Go run back to Dad and your church and pretend you didn’t have the wildest afternoon of your life. That your pussy isn’t aching for me to fuck you hard again. I won’t. I won’t eat your snatch or pound your cunt or give you all that pleasure you crave. Fucking hypocritical bitch!” She grabbed her mother’s bra and hurtled it at the bitch.

“You’re not welcome here,” I added.

Mrs. Armstrong snorted. She shoved her bra into her purse and wheeled around. She marched out of the room. She slammed the door hard behind her. It boomed. I shook my head, my body trembling as the rage surged through me.

I looked at my lover and such a vile hatred burst inside of me.

Tears spilled down Stefani’s face.

I grabbed my lover and pulled her to me I held her. I rocked her. Her tears stained my face as she sobbed like a little girl. My heart broke. I thought I despised her family before, but now… I wanted to claw out Mrs. Armstrong’s eyes.

Stefani was the sweetest girl in the world. I loved her so much. I held her tight to me, stroked her hair, and whispered soothing love into her ear. I wouldn’t let her mother hurt her. I wouldn’t let her mother tear her down.

“You’re beautiful. You’re amazing. I love you, Stefani. Don’t listen to her. Don’t let her hurt you. She’s a bigot. A liar. She’s going to be miserable all her life pretending she didn’t love every second of it.”

“I just…” Stefani clung to me. “I just want her to love me.”

I closed my eyes. Tears rolled down my cheeks. “I know. I’m sorry. If I could make her…”

If I ever had a daughter, I would never make her cry like this. I would never tell her I despised her. Hated her. How could any mother do that? What was wrong with that bitch? If I wasn’t holding my sweet Stefani, I would have screeched in rage.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The next day, the protesters showed up led by Mrs. Armstrong. They held signs not just calling us out for being a lesbian massage parlor, because who cared about that, but because we were a brothel. A place where women could pay for sex.

I sent my brother the text while he was at college. This was a big problem.

To be continued…
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The protesters were outside The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor, holding their signs, accusing us of being a lesbian bordello. My arms were crossed as I glared out the glass door at them marching by, a group of mostly women led by Mrs. Armstrong.

That fucking hypocrite. She loved everything her daughter and I had done to her. The married, Christian woman was lying about who she truly was. That she wasn’t a dyke. Or at least bi. She came here yesterday for another massage appointment. She chose the blindfold massage. When I walked in, I found her already stripped naked and eager for it. When I suggested getting another masseuse, not telling her it would be her own daughter, she leaped at it.

She had no idea that Stefani, her daughter, and I worked here. She had used Carmelita the last few times. I thought it would be a great surprise. Stefani and I ate Mrs. Armstrong’s pussy and fucked her with strap-on dildos and vibrators. She devoured our cunts and reveled in the lesbian passion. When we pulled off the blindfold, she freaked out when she discovered her daughter had eaten her out.

She said such horrible things to her daughter, accusing us of seducing her into sin like she wasn’t there to have sex with her female masseuses. Now she was leading her church in protesting us. My hands clenched.

Our clients were canceling now. We were a new business. We didn’t need this. They were smearing our reputation. We couldn’t afford to take this heat. I wanted to go out there and claw out that bitch’s eyes. I spotted her, her dark-red hair swaying about her shoulders as she held her sign, shaking it with the words: “Lesbian Predators. Happy Endings Massages are Illegal.”

“Fucking puta bitch,” muttered Carmelita. She was wearing a pastel, silk robe like the rest of us, hers short and hugging her shapely body. Her golden-brown skin contrasted with the pink. Her dark hair fell around her face. She wore a collar around her neck with the words: “Mistress’s Cunt.”

Her Mistress, and younger sister, Juana stood nearby. She flexed her fingers, staring with a blank face at the window, her lower lip trembling. She looked paler than usual. The Lady’s Touch was her baby. She had come up with it, a place where we could massage women and, if they were willing, to have sex with them.

Not prostitution. They weren’t paying for the sex, but for us to massage them. That was it. Everything else was just consenting individuals enjoying each other. The escort loophole.

“Lesbian Whores go to Hell!” another sign read.

My nostrils flared.

“I can’t believe this,” muttered Stefani. She stood by me, her fiery hair sweeping about her head. Her breasts rose and fell. “My mother is a fucking pile of dog shit! She ate me out. She devoured my pussy and enjoyed it. I felt that tongue of hers fluttering through me to the root.”

“I know!” I hissed. My large breasts swelled my robe as I drew in a deep breath.

The phone rang. Lee, my half-sister, grabbed it. “Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor. How can I help you?” She paused. Her elfin face fell. She sighed, nodding. “I understand. Yes, yes, we hope this goes away soon. Okay. Bye.”

“Another cancel?” Juana asked.

“Another cancel,” Lee said, setting the phone down. She was our receptionist. I borrowed her from my younger brother. She settled down on her chair behind her desk. She leaned back, staring at the ceiling. “Stefani, your mother needs a spanking.”

“She needs a good fucking,” Stefani muttered. “Not that I would ever touch that cunt again.”

“Fucking puta!” snarled Carmelita. “Mistress, let me go out there and tell all those protesters just how she ate my cunt. The last time I massaged her, the moment I walked in she asked me to sit on her face. She begged for it. She didn’t care about the massage, she just wanted to eat my snatch.”

“They won’t believe you,” I said. “She’ll just claim that we’re lying to smear her and her fucking zombie church members will believe her.”

“And there’s my dad,” Stefani said, shaking her head. A man stepped up, older, tall, his hair dark. Mr. Armstrong had his own sign. He joined his wife. She gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “He’ll never believe that my mother’s a lesbian whore. I barely believe it.”

“Fuck,” I muttered. “This is all my fault.”

“No, it’s not,” Juana said, glancing at me. “I don’t see you out there protesting us.”

“I gave that puta lesbiana bliss,” Carmelita growled. “That woman loves pussy, Sister-Mistress. I want to hold her down so you can whip her ass.”

Juana smiled.

“Well, damn, this is a mess, isn’t it?” a new voice said.

I turned around to see my brother, Clint, stepping out of the hallway, Melody at his side. I blinked at the sight of him then realized he must have come in the back door, responding to my text. He was dressed in a pair of jeans and a tucked in t-shirt, fresh from college. Melody was dressed more conservative than usual. My blonde half-sister, and one of Clint’s girlfriends, wasn’t wearing her skinny jeans that clung to her hips or a skirt so short she could “accidentally” flash her pussy. She was an exhibitionist, so the conservative dress she wore, something perfect for church, was a shock. It was white with flowers, falling past her knees. She had a little, knit sweater over it, left unbuttoned. The purple added a splash of color.

“Yeah, it’s fucked up,” I said, my heart beating faster. Clint looked strong and confident. He had black hair swept back and a chiseled chin. He was strong, his t-shirt tight about his muscular torso.

“So we’re going to do something about it,” Clint said, a smile growing. “Take care of this problem.”

Melody nodded. She held up the sign she was holding low. It read: “Massages not Prostitutes! Lesbian Whores Go Away!”

I blinked at that. “You’re going to start protesting against us?”

Melody gave me a big grin. “It’s all Clint’s idea.”

“She’s going to be our inside woman,” Clint said. “We’re going to crack this and find a way to turn Stefani’s mother.”

“Awesome,” Lee said.

Melody gave Clint a hot kiss. Our half-sister thrust her tongue into his mouth as she shuddered against him. She was the mother of one of his children. His queen. She and Pam were the two of us sisters he loved the most, followed by our little sister Alicia. Melody broke the kiss and then sauntered back down the hallway, her heels giving her conservative skirt a delicious sway.

She couldn’t help herself.

“We are going to take care of Mrs. Armstrong,” Clint said, glancing at me.

“Yes, we are, Master,” Lee said, bouncing on her chair.

I smiled at my brother. This relief swept through me. Just seeing him made me think this would all work out. The knot in my stomach relaxed just a bit. I hugged him, pressing my large tits into his chest, and kissed my brother. I thrust my tongue into his mouth. His hands grabbed my ass, kneading them, pulling me tight to him. I wiggled my hips, his fingers kneading me.

He was a great man. He reminded me so much of our deceased father. I felt safe in his arms. This naughty thrill ran through me. My hips wiggled from side to side. His hands dug into my rump. I felt his cock hardening against me.

Clint broke the kiss. His eyes stared into mine. “We’re going to fix this.”

I smiled at my younger brother. “Thank you.”

“Ooh, there’s Melody!” Lee squealed.

I turned around and glanced outside. Melody was slipping into the crowd, sidling up to Stefani’s mother. They spoke for a moment, and then her mom gave her a warm embrace. After they broke apart, Melody brandished her sign, shaking it with the rest, looking like she belonged.

I shook my head at how easily she was in there.

Clint stepped back from me. His face grew tight. He looked around the room slowly. A deliberate scan. His gaze swept over Carmelita kneeling before Juana, the younger sister petting her slave’s hair. He passed Lee who was know kneeling on her chair. She was an adult now, but still acted like a bratty girl. Her short, black hair swayed around her head.

My stomach tightened again as I waited for Clint to unveil his plan. How would he fix this? How could he fix this? Those women were accusing us of being prostitutes. How long before the police got into this? Before the media found out? We didn’t need this level of scrutiny on us. Then they would find out we were committing incest.

That was illegal.

Clint’s eyes froze as he glanced up at the corner of the room. His brow furrowed. “You have cameras?”

“Only in here,” I said. “For security.”

“We wouldn’t want our clients thinking we were recording what was going on in the massage rooms,” said Juana. The eighteen-year-old had her head on straight. “We’re not idiots.”

“Lee, pull up all the footage of Mrs. Armstrong’s visits,” Clint said. “See if there’s anything we can use.”

Lee grinned, “On it, Master.”

Lee began clicking and typing on the computer. She had her tongue thrust through her lips. She had such a look of concentration. I’d never seen her like this before. It was almost like the expression she had when she was fighting off an orgasm, but there was no passion in her eyes. She was… actually putting effort into something that wasn’t fucking.

“Okay, I have her visits on the appointing calendar. So…” Lee smiled. “Ooh, so not yesterday, but three days ago when she had Carmelita massage her, they exchanged a kiss right here. Ooh, lot’s of tongue and ass groping. She has her hands beneath your robe, Carmelita.”

“That puta loves my ass,” muttered Carmelita.

A smile spread across his lips. He pulled out his phone and began texting on it. His dark eyes had this glint in him. I swallowed, shuddering. What would he use that footage for? Some sort of blackmail. That was a start, but would it be enough?

Lee’s phone beeped. She snatched it up and glanced at it. “Okay, Master, I’ll get everything on this list.”

“Text me when you’re there,” Clint said as Lee hopped off her seat, snagged her purse, and darted towards the hallway.

“I will,” the energetic girl shouted as she darted away, her hair swaying behind her.

“What is she buying?” I asked, a tremble racing through me.

Clint sat down on one of the waiting chairs, his cock bulging his jeans. “We have some time to kill. And everyone here looks like they need some stress relieved.”

“Yes,” Juana said. She turned her sister’s head, pulling her towards her crotch.

Carmelita didn’t hesitate to open her little sister’s robe and bury her face between Juana’s thighs. The Hispanic slut licked and lapped at Juana’s cunt. The younger girl threw back her head. She shuddered in delight, her robe parting open. Her small breasts came into view, her nipples puffy and hard.

I glanced at Stefani and arched an eyebrow. I knew I could use a distraction. This day sucked. I wanted to claw out Mrs. Armstrong’s eyes and fuck up her face. If I didn’t do something, I would march out there and get myself arrested.

Stefani licked her lips. She loved sharing my brother.

She grabbed my hand, squeezing it, then we knelt before Clint, my large breasts jiggling and bouncing beneath my robes. I stared up at my brother. He had a huge grin on his face, sitting like a king over us.

Our hands reached up his jeans. That rasping sound of our hands sliding over his jeans echoed through the room. It was a wicked sound that had me trembling. My pussy clenched as this wicked heat swept through my body.

Our hands reached his crotch, feeling his dick throbbing beneath him. He needed to be freed. Our hands unsnapped his jeans. The zipper rasped. Our hands tugged down his pants. He lifted his ass, smiling at us, eager for it.

His thighs were muscular. Hairy. I shuddered, touching him. My hands slid up my brother’s leg for his boxers. He was huge. Hard. Eager for this. I licked my lips as we drew out his cock. We grasped his big dick.

“Ooh, yes, yes, you nasty, pussy-licking cunt,” moaned Juana. “Get that tongue in there. Make me cum harder, slut. I want that tongue making me explode.”

Her passion made me shudder. Juices leaked down my thighs. I had nothing beneath my robes. My cream trickled down my legs. I shuddered as I swayed from side to side. My hands gripped my brother’s cock, Stefani’s joining me. We leaned forward, his cock throbbing and twitching.

Precum beaded out the tip. I licked my lips as we leaned in. My cheek rubbed against my girlfriend’s. Her silky skin felt warm against mine. Then our mouths pressed in this cock. We teased my brother, nibbling on the spongy crown.

“Damn,” Clint groaned. “We’re going to make everything right. Trust me.”

I shuddered in delight, whimpering. My tongue darted around the crown of his dick. We caressed him. His spongy crown felt amazing beneath our touch. He throbbed in our grasp. His precum spilled out as we pumped our hands up and down his dick. Our tongues lapped around his crown.

We brushed each other. Our lips caressing as our tongues touched each other. I shuddered each time our tongues slid around each other. My cheek rubbed against hers as we shared his cock. His salty precum. My hips wiggled from side to side, that heat dribbling out of me. This wonderful passion surged through me.

We sucked on him. We pumped our hands up and down his dick. We stroked him. Precum bubbled out of his dick. We worshiped his dick together. Loved him. Stefani’s lip slipped over his cock. Her cheeks sucked hard.

“Damn,” Clint groaned as my lover bobbed her mouth up and down his shaft.

“Mmm, love my brother,” I purred. “This is how your mother should have acted. Loving your mouth on her cunt. Thankful that we gave her pleasure.”

Stefani growled around my brother’s cock. She sucked hard. Her cheeks hollowed. His dick twitched in our hand. Then her mouth popped off, and she flashed an angry look up at my brother as I sucked his dick into my mouth.

“Hell fucking yeah, she should have!” Stefani hissed. “I ate that bitch’s cunt like there was no tomorrow. She gushed all over me and Yunie’s faces.”

Yunie was her nickname for me.

Her passion inspired me. I sucked hard on my brother’s cock. I bobbed my head, loving him. He groaned. A wicked shudder rippled through me as I blew my brother. His dick throbbed in my mouth. I sucked him. Loved him.

My tongue darted around his cock. I caressed him. Stroked him. He groaned as I pleased him. His hands clenched into the armchair rest. His eyes burned with his passion. I bobbed my head, sucking and loving him. His precum spilled into my mouth.

“That fucking cunt devoured me!” Stefani hissed. “I came so hard on her face, and she loved it.”

Clint grinned. “I love your passion, Stefani.”

I popped my mouth off my brother’s dick, moaning, “Yes!”

Stefani swallowed my brother’s cock. His face twisted with pleasure as she sucked. She bobbed her mouth, sucking with an angry fervor. I watched in awe, this incestuous thrill shooting through me as she bobbed her head. Her fiery hair danced about her shoulders. It caressed my face, a silky swipe that sent tingles racing through me. Her cheeks hollowed.

Then she popped her mouth off and I swallowed the tip. I tasted Stefani on my brother’s cock. It was incredible. A thrill. The naughtiest indirect kiss. I bobbed and sucked and worshiped him. I loved him. I sucked with all my might. My hand gripped his dick, bumping into Stefani’s.

“We’re going to make your mother understand who she is,” Clint growled as I loved him. “We’re going to make her see the light and take her in hand.”

“Yes!” Stefani moaned.

Clint grinned. “This is going to be wild.”

I popped my mouth off his dick, groaning, “If I was a mother, I would never treat our daughter like that!”

Stefani swallowed his cock, sucking on him.

“I would love her, Clint!” I hissed. “I would teach her such naughty things.”

“Yes, you would,” he said, grabbing my hair. He held my black locks in a tight fist. “Damn, Zoey, you would make an incredible mother.”

I shuddered while Stefani squealed. Her mouth popped off and I took over. I sucked him. Loved him. Then I let Stefani work her magic. We traded back and forth, the heat building and building between my thighs as we loved my brother.

Juana moaned in the background. She groaned as her sister feasted. Lesbian incest. A beautiful thing. Why couldn’t that bitch understand that? I sucked hard on my brother’s dick. This heat surged through me.

Then I popped my mouth off of his dick and passed it to my lover. She groaned and gasped as she worked her mouth up and down his shaft. Her saliva ran down his cock. I licked it up, tasting her on my brother’s cock. This heat built in me.

“Fuck,” growled Clint. “We’re going to fix your mother! Goddamn, Stefani.”

“Make him cum, Dandi,” I moaned, using my nickname for my lover. “Just make him explode.”

“Yes!” my brother groaned. “I’m almost there!”

Stefani popped her mouth off his dick. Our hands fisted him. Her hand caressed the spongy tip of his crown. It was incredible. His face twisted. We aimed his cock at us. I groaned, trembling, watching his slit beading with precum, the clear fluid spilling down his crown.

“Cum on our faces!” I moaned to my brother.

“Shower us!” whimpered Stefani.

“Zoey!” my brother growled. “Fucking Stefani!”

His cum erupted. Hot spurts of jizz exploded from his cock. It spilled over my face. His seed splashed across our features. A spurt landed on my tongue. That wonderful, salty treat soaked my tongue. I groaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. My tongue flashed across my lips, gathering up his jizz as more and more fired from his cock.

That wonderful spunk covered my face. That incestuous seed. Clint groaned through his pleasure. I loved it. He painted my face. It ran down my features. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. My breasts rose and fell in my chest. My pussy clenched. Juices dribbled down my thighs.

I groaned, my hips wiggling back and forth. My robes swayed around me. I licked my lips. That wonderful seed dribbled down my face. I groaned as my heart pounded in my chest. I leaned back, panting in delight.

Clint rose as the cum dribbled down me. He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me to my feet. I shuddered at the dominance. I let my brother do things to me. I submitted to him. I wasn’t his sex slave, more his sister with benefit. He was just a sexy guy. I just couldn’t help myself.

He was so powerful.

His cum ran hot down my features as he bent me over the receptionist desk. Stefani rushed around the other side, leaning over it, smiling. Her dimpled cheeks were smeared in my brother’s pearly jizz. She leaned over before me as Clint flipped up the short hem of my silk robe.

His cock smacked my rump.

I shuddered as Stefani kissed me hard on the lips. She thrust a tongue coated in jizz into my mouth. I kissed my lover and savored my brother’s seed on her tongue. My pussy clenched as Clint smacked my rump again. His precum flicked across my rump, feeling hot before cooling.

“Look at that ass,” Clint said. “Doesn’t she have a great ass?”

“Oh, yes,” groaned Juana. “I love her ass.” She let out a throaty moan. “Ooh, you want to make me cum again, puta?”

“I want to drown in your juices, Sister-Mistress,” purred Carmelita.

His cock slid across my rump. It smeared over my asshole. That hot coating of precum made me shudder. I shuddered at the feel of it. He nuzzled into my pussy. I whimpered into my lover’s kiss as he pressed into my cunt.

He slid into me. I shuddered. My pussy clenched around his cock. I groaned at that wonderful feel of my brother’s dick in me. He stretched out my cunt. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring him around inside my twat.

“Fuck, Zoey,” Clint groaned, his hands sliding up my body, caressing me through my robes. “You are feeling tight today.”

“Tension does that,” moaned Juana. “Relax your sister. Give her a massage.”

“A hard cock massage?” Clint chuckled. “I can do that. I love giving my women cunt massages.”

He drew back his cock, my pussy clinging to his thick shaft. I broke the kiss and moaned, “Yes! I need this! I fucked up.”

“You did not fuck up!” hissed Stefani. “Yunie, you gave my mother an hour of bliss, and she repaid us by being a bitch. This is all on her! And we’re going to make her pay!”

She kissed me hard. I shuddered as her mouth planted on my mouth. Her tongue thrust past my lips. It was incredible. My tongue darted around hers. I caressed her. This delicious pleasure surged through me. His cum ran down our faces, meeting in our kiss as he slammed into me.

He fucked me hard. He plowed into me. He fucked me with prowess. That cock slammed into me. My pussy clenched around him as that big, thick dick massaged my twat. Pleasure rippled through me. I moaned into my lover’s kiss.

“We’re going to teach your mother a lesson, Stefani,” Clint growled. “I promise you.”

She squealed into my mouth.

“Goddamn, this is going to be fun,” Clint grunted. His hands ripped open my robe.

He grabbed my large tits. I shuddered as he massaged them. He kneaded my big breasts. This wicked heat surged through my body. His cock drove hard and deep into me. He buried into me again and again. That wonderful rapture shot through me.

My pussy clenched around him. I gripped him. I held onto his dick and let him massage me. Every one of my brother’s thrusts into my cunt built and built my orgasm. This aching pleasure surged through me. I moaned into my lover’s mouth. Cum dribbled down my face as I loved her. I caressed her tongue.

This was a treat. A delight as my brother’s cock plunged into me. His balls, heavy with his incestuous cum, smacked my clit. I loved it. He thrust into me hard. My snatch gripped him. This pleasure burned through me. My eyes squeezed shut.

“Goddamn, Zoey!” groaned Clint. “We’re going to teach her! She’s going to love it! You’ll see! She’ll be a slut in truth! A fucking dyke! She’ll lick both your cunts with a smile on her face!”

I broke the kiss and moaned, “Yes!”

I knew my brother could fix this. He was amazing and—

His phone rang. He grabbed it, fucking into me at the same time, and grinned, “Lee, you at the store?”

“Uh-huh, Master,” Lee moaned. “I’m heading to check out.”

“Good, switch to Facetime,” he growled and hung up. He set his phone on the desk before us. He opened up the app for the Bluetooth vibrator as he fucked into me, fingers tapping.

My eyes widened. Lee often had vibrating dildos or butt plugs shoved into one or both of her holes. My brother could turn them on and drive her wild whenever he wanted. He selected one, told it to go on an increasing vibration, and set it on a one-minute timer before it would start. Then his phone beeped.

He tapped the Facetime app notification.

Lee’s face appeared, framed in it. She had a naughty look on her face. “Ooh, Zoey, you’re dripping in cum. Taking care of Master.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned to my half-sister as Clint fucked me. I stared down at it, watching her as Clint slammed into me. “You’re buying all the… the…” It was hard to think with that cock churning me. It was echoey where she was. It was clear she was in some sort of hardware store.

“Yep!” she said, a big grin on her face. “This will be so hot!”

“It will!” I moaned as Stefani licked up a line of cum off my cheek. Her tongue was hot.

Lee’s eyes widened. “Oh, Master… Ooh, you turned on my vibrator and… and… Oh, my.”

“I want you to cum, slut,” growled my brother. “Right there in the store. You’ve been a good girl. You deserve a reward.”

“Thank you, Master!” gasped my half-sister. “Oh, yes, yes!”

I grinned, watching a flush cross my half-sister’s face as our brother fucked my cunt. Lee’s hips wiggled back and forth. Her eyes grew glassy. She gripped her phone, moaning and groaning. She wasn’t fighting it.

My pussy grew hotter around my brother’s cock. This was hot. I licked my lips, watching the pleasure crossing Lee’s face. She beamed in delight. Her body trembled. She caressed her lips as her figure shook.

“Ooh, the vibrator’s buzzing faster, Master,” she moaned. “A few people are looking at me. Ooh, yes, yes, how high did you turn it up?”

“The max!” growled Clint, his thrusts growing faster. He slammed into me, his hands gripping my heavy breasts. “You’re going to feel it soon.”

“Ooh, I am feeling it!” she moaned. “It’s churning up my pussy.”

“Cum, you naughty slut!” I moaned. “Our brother’s cock is burying into me. He’s going to cum in me. Just flood me with all his seed.”

A hot thrill ran through me as I said that. My orgasms swelled faster. I wanted my brother’s cum in me. This yearning ache, more than just my desire to climax, built inside of me. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my pussy around my brother’s cock. I squeezed around him.

I humped back into him. Our flesh slapped together. I moaned, staring at the phone. Lee’s face twisted. She threw back her head, groaning like me. That vibrator must be buzzing at full speed in her cunt, driving her wild.

“Master!” she groaned. Her phone shook. “Oh, fuck, Master! I’m going to cum!”

“Me, too!” I moaned. “Sisters cum together!”

“Yes!” Lee groaned. “Oh, Zoey, yes, yes! I’m almost there! Master, Master! I’m almost there!”

“Cum, you naughty slut!” Clint growled as he buried into my cunt.

“Master!”

Lee’s shout was unmistakable. Her camera shook as I knew she was orgasming in the middle of the store. Her pussy must be convulsing around the vibrator buried in her twat. My snatch squeezed around our brother’s thrusting dick. Clint buried deep into my twat, his balls smacking my clit.

Pleasure burned through me. I quivered, my eyes widening. I flicked up to Stefani’s emerald depths. My lover grinned at me. She grabbed my hands and licked up more cum off my cheek. I whimpered as my orgasm swelled and swelled.

SMACK!

That wonderful sensation of his heavy balls striking my clit.

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Lee.

SMACK!

My pussy tightened. My brother’s dick massaged my pussy’s inner depths I couldn’t take it. As Stefani’s cum-coated tongue reached my lips, I came. My pussy convulsed around my brother’s dick. He buried into me. I whimpered, my tongue dueling with my lover’s as Clint fucked me hard. He pounded me with such passion.

This heat swept through me. I shuddered. Stars burst across my vision. My hips wiggled back and forth. I squeezed around his cock. My tongue fluttered around in his mouth. It was this wonderful heat that burned through my body.

My flesh spasmed and convulsed. Clint grunted. Lee moaned.

“Master!” she howled. “I’m cumming again! This vibrator! Oh, fuck, it’s amazing!”

“Go and check out, slut!” he growled. “Check out with your pussy spasming!”

“Yes!” Lee howled.

Clint buried into my convulsing twat. His dick felt amazing into me. His hands squeezed my tits. I moaned into the jizz-flavored kiss with my lover as my brother’s cock erupted. His hot cum spurted hot and fast into me. This wonderful heat burned through my cunt. My eyes fluttered. My body trembled.

Molten, incestuous seed flooded my cunt.

I broke the kiss with Stefani to squeal, “Yes, yes, yes! Flood your big sister’s twat! Ooh, Clint, you’re such a stud!”

“You are!” groaned Juana. The lesbian knew. She fucked Clint sometimes, and he also enjoyed her sex slave whenever he felt like it. “Oh, fuck, Carmelita. Nurse that clit! You’re my pussy-munching slave!”

I loved it. My mind melted beneath the incestuous rapture. My pussy writhed and spasmed about my brother’s cock, milking out every drop. I shuddered. I kissed Stefani so hard. Our tongues dueled together as my cunt wrung my brother’s balls dry.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Damn, Zoey, you were hot for it today.”

I whimpered, breaking the kiss. “I was. Ooh, yes, yes, you fired so much cum into me, Clint.”

I shuddered as he pulled out of me. This wicked surge shot through me, followed by a pang of regret. If only I wasn’t on birth control and…

I blinked at that thought. My head spun. I gripped the desk at the dizzying wave that shot through me. I squeezed my pussy tight, clamping it down to keep my brother’s jizz in me as I panted, my breasts swaying.

“Oh, my god,” Stefani moaned. “I fingered myself so hard while you fucked your sister, Clint. It’s so hot!”

Clint sank down into a chair, grinning at us. “Zoey, I need your phone.”

I blinked, my pussy relaxing. A trickle of his hot cum ran down my thigh. “My phone?”

“We need to move onto the next phase of the plan,” he said. “It’s going to be great. We’re going to teach Stefani’s mother her place, but we have to get her into position. We have to educate her.”

I shuddered, loving the masterful glint in his dark eyes. For a moment, it was like our father sat there. I trembled. I knew our father always wanted Clint to take charge of my sisters and me. He molded his son to do that, but Dad passed on before he could see it.

My eyes burned for a moment. I blinked them and then… My regret really swelled. I stared down at my stomach, my robe open. I rubbed myself, my large tits swaying. I imagined my stomach growing round and—

“Your phone, Zoey?” Clint said.

I blushed, shaking my head. “Sorry. Right. Where’s my purse?”

“Breakroom,” said Stefani. She was sinking down before my brother. She sucked his cock, soaked in my pussy juices, into her mouth.

I shuddered as Clint groaned. He ran a hand through her fiery hair. I hurried away, more of Clint’s cum running out of me. He pulled out his own phone, doing something on it as I vanished down the hallway.

I reached the break room and fished my phone out of my purse, nudging aside my birth control case. It held my monthly supply of the pill. I stared at it, biting my lip. I shoved that back deeper and grabbed my phone. I opened it and frowned…

My brother had sent me a video file. I hit play as I headed through and groaned. It was Mrs. Armstrong, her dark-red hair falling around her hair. She was being led into the reception area by a perky Carmelita.

“That was incredible,” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. “I can’t believe how much pussy juices gush out of you.”

“You made me squirt,” purred Carmelita. “Takes a rare woman eating my pussy to do that.”

“Mmm, it was just such a yummy snatch,” the married woman said, her wedding ring clear on the HD image. She cupped Carmelita’s face with that hand, leaning in and kissing the lesbian sex slave on the mouth.

They melted together, my lover’s mother grabbing Carmelita’s rump beneath her robe. I groaned, my pussy cum-filled pussy clenching as I watched the sight. The hunger. There was no denying she was a willing participant.

I shuddered and headed back inside as Clint was holding his phone in his hand, speaking into it. “Really? That’s her story?”

“Yeah,” Melody said, her voice tinny from the speakers. “She’s talking about how she thought a massage would be perfect, and thought women could be trusted. Then she got in there, and the horrible masseuses tried to molest her and rub her and propose doing more for extra money. Horrified, she ran out of there.” Melody made a retching sound. “Her husband was standing next to her, his arm around her shoulder, drinking it all in.”

“Yeah, my daddy’s a sap,” Stefani said, popping her mouth off Clint’s dick. “And my mother’s a fucking garbage heap! You can tell her I said that!”

Stefani sucked Clint’s cock back into her mouth with a hungry growl. She bobbed her head on it. Sucking, loving him. I shuddered as Clint said, “Just keep protesting, Melody. I want to hear how she reacts when she gets this text.”

I arched an eyebrow and handed my brother my phone. Then I looked over him as he paused. “What’s your mother’s cell phone number.”

Stefani popped her head off. “It’s 530-555-3953.”

Clint typed that in and then attached the video file to the text message and typed: “This is Zoey. I know you remember eating my delicious pussy. It would be a shame if your husband saw this.”

Clint hit send.

I shuddered, more of his cum leaking out of my pussy. I gripped the chair and then looked outside. One of the protest signs shifted. Clint held his phone in his hand, still connected to Melody. I could hear the protesters chanting through it.

“Ooh, her face just went white,” Melody reported. “What did you send her? This is hot. I have pussy juices running down my thighs. I just want to frig myself right here.”

“That would blow your cover,” Clint said.

My phone vibrated. I shuddered, eager to see the response from Mrs. Armstrong. “What do you want?”

A huge grin crossed my brother’s face. His fingers worked fast. He was skilled at texting one-handed. “Choose a hotel. We’ll meet there in two hours to discuss this, or this video goes out to the world. I’ll tag every single member of your church and your husband when I post this to social media. They’ll all see that you’re a naughty lesbian slut.”

I almost came when Clint hit send.

This wild surge shot through me. My pussy clenched. Molten cum dribbled out of me.

Melody chortled. “She’s leaving. She’s making some excuse to her husband. Ooh, what did you send her, Clint? It freaked her out. I’m so fucking wet!”

“You can come in,” Clint said, a big grin on his face. “Zoey’s going to have a hot date soon.”

I stared at my brother. “That video is incriminating for her. We’re going to twist her arm into recanting, aren’t we?”

“Oh, we’re going to do more than that,” Clint said, this wicked grin in his eye. “With what Lee is buying, we’re going to have quite the fun with her.”

Stefani moaned her delight, sucking so hard.

Clint grinned. “Mmm, you’re making a mess, Zoey. Why don’t you clean her up, Stefani.”

My lover popped her mouth off Clint’s dick. She shot her head up and grinned at me. Then she shifted over. I groaned as my lover grabbed my thighs. She gripped them as her head ducked between my legs.

“Oh, Yunie, we’re going to make my fucking terrible mother pay!” she squealed before she buried her head between my thighs.

I gasped as her tongue licked and lapped through my folds. This hot heat surged through me. She licked my brother’s cum out of my cunt. My eyes fluttered. I groaned, savoring the delight. My hips wiggled from side to side, grinding on her.

Her tongue darted through my folds. She caressed me. Loved me. I gasped, my heart pounding in my chest. Her hands gripped me. She thrust her tongue deep into my twat. She stirred it around inside of me, teasing me.

She licked out my brother’s cum as he moved behind her. I grinned at Clint. That naughty glint appeared in his eyes as he rammed to the hilt in Stefani’s cunt. My lover moaned into my snatch. She gripped my thighs, whimpering and shuddering as she feasted on the spunk in my twat.

I leaned back into the wall and savored this delight. My lover licked out all that incestuous seed. She feasted on me, teasing me. Her tongue brushed my labia and clit. She had such a wild look in her green eyes. My large breasts jiggled as I groaned.

Melody walked in from the back hallway already unbuttoning her conservative dress. “I felt like I was wearing a raincoat. I hate this dress!” She threw it off, baring her toned body, her round breasts jiggling. She rarely wore underwear. She cocked her hips, her hazel eyes bright. “Ooh, I see you’re having fun without me.”

Clint grinned as he thrust over and over into my girlfriend’s pussy. “You should have heard what I did to Lee.”

“She’s cumming at the checkout line,” I moaned, grinding on Stefani’s loving mouth.

Melody giggled. My half-sister ran a hand through her loose, blonde hair. She didn’t wear it braided any longer. Her tongue flicked over her lips, pussy juices dripping down her shaved flesh. Then she grabbed my breasts, leaned over, and sucked on my nipple.

I gasped at the naughty feel of my sister’s lip around my nub. She sucked with hunger, sending delight jolting down to my pussy. My twat clenched around Stefani’s probing tongue. My lover reached deep into me. She stirred around inside of me. It was this wonderful delight. I savored every moment of it. My head shook from side to side.

What a wonderful delight. My body trembled. The rush of heat washed through me. I wiggled my hips from side to side, grinding on her mouth. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest as I savored this amazing delight burning through me.

It was an incredible treat. My eyes widened. I bit my lip, groaning my enjoyment as my girlfriend feast on me and my sister nursed. I stared at Clint. My brother fucked Stefani harder, faster. He rammed his cock into her crotch, her butt-cheeks rippling.

“Oh, my god, your brother’s cock!” Stefani moaned into my snatch. “He’s churning me up!”

“Just enjoy your pussy massage!” I moaned, the pleasure rushing through my body. My head tossed back and forth. This heat surged through me. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. I whimpered, licking my lips.

He plowed into Stefani harder, faster. That wonderful cock must be driving her wild. She moaned into my twat, her tongue flicking through me. She searched for any more of my brother’s cum, swirling around in my twat.

I gasped and shuddered. I stroked Melody’s blonde hair as she sucked and nursed on my nipple. Her lips hollowed over it. I groaned. This wave of heat surged through my body. My cunt clenched. My head shook from side to side.

I loved the heat. The passion. The delight coursing through my body. The heat churned me up. It was this incredible passion. My pussy clenched around her naughty tongue. She fluttered in up through me then flicked my clit.

Sucked on it.

“Dandi!” I moaned, shuddering on her. My hands flexed. “Oh, yes, Dandi. Right there. Oh, my god, just nurse right there!”

She sucked hard on my clit. She loved my bud just like Melody loved my nipple. Both their sucking sent such jolts of rapture shooting electricity through me. My eyes fluttered. I whimpered, my hips wiggling back and forth.

Clint grinned at me as he plowed into my lover. “You’re going to cum so hard.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned.

“So am I!” Stefani whimpered.

“Fuck her, Clint!” I moaned, my hips undulating, grinding my hot snatch on my lover’s mouth. “I want her exploding. She needs a hard cum. She deserves it for having such a horrible mother!”

“We’re going to fix her cunt of a mother!” Clint growled. He thrust harder, fucking his cock over and over into my lover’s cunt.

“Yes!” I moaned, trembling.

My head leaned back. Melody suckled hard on my nipple, nursing from me. Naughty tingles raced through my body, ending at my pussy. My clit. Stefani nursed on that bud. My juices flowed. The heat billowed through me.

I came.

My pussy convulsed. Rapture rushed through me. I swayed, my boobs jiggling. My right nub throbbed in my sister’s mouth. My toes curled as the rapture rushed through my body. Stars burst across the room.

“Yes, yes, yes, bathe my face!” Stefani moaned. “And you, stud! Bathe my cunt! Fill me with cum!”

“Yes!” Clint growled.

He buried to the hilt in my lover’s cunt. I heard him growling, knowing he was flooding her pussy with his fertile seed. I shuddered, rubbing my stomach as I bucked through my orgasm. Stefani moaned into my snatch.

“Fucking, yes!” my lover groaned.

Melody popped her mouth off my nipple, her hazel eyes bright. “Ooh, we’re going to have so much fun with your mother, Stefani.”

“So much fun!” I howled, my mind melting from the rapture.

Then my phone chirped.

I had a text message.

Clint growled then ripped his cock out of my lover’s pussy. I trembled, my orgasm peaking in me. Stefani lapped at my cunt as my brother snagged up my phone, holding the purple case in his hand. His eyes lit up.

“Holiday Inn Express, downtown Sacramento, ask for Betty Jones at the front desk,” Clint read.

I smiled. “What do I do when I get there?”

My brother grinned at me. I knew it would be naughty. I couldn’t wait.

To be continued…
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My brother’s plan was naughty.

Mom drove me. She was part of the plan. She was a busty delight, wearing a low-cut blouse today that showed off her tits that were just as big as mine. I took after her. She hummed as she drove us into downtown Sacramento for our hotel tryst with Mrs. Armstrong.

I clutched my new purse on my lap as I squirmed on the passenger seat. A writhe of excitement and nervousness swept through me. There was a lot riding on this. At the minimum, we had to get Mrs. Armstrong to call off the protest of the massage parlor I ran.

But it would better to see Mrs. Armstrong punished for what she did to my lover, her own daughter.

Stefani was hurt by her mother’s rejection. For a time, when we had Mrs. Armstrong blindfolded and an active participant in her “massage,” Stefani imagined mending the relationship with her mother at least. Her parents were hardcore Christians, so to learn Mrs. Armstrong was a closet lesbian, or at least bi, was shocking.

We massaged her. Devoured her. Fucked her with strap-ons. Mrs. Armstrong loved it and still rejected her daughter. She must be full of such hate and self-loathing to turn on her daughter. To try and destroy our massage parlor after we gave her such bliss.

“It’s going to be fine, Zoey,” Mom said, her bleached-blonde hair sweeping around her shoulders. “Okay. Your brother’s plan will work.”

“How much do you know about his plan?” I asked, my hands stroking the purse Lee bought today.

“He’s keeping it close to his vest,” Mom said. “I think he’s having fun. Melody probably knows. And Pam was rushing around the house when I was getting ready, looking just bubbly.”

I nodded. Melody and Pam were the closest to Clint. My brother enjoyed all his sisters, and Mom and our aunt, and I in different ways. We were more like siblings with benefits, enjoying fucking each other, while Melody and Pam were his lovers, Alicia his little girl, and Lee his sex slave. Mom was another sex slave, serving first our father than now our brother.

“He has something more than what we’re doing,” I said. “Right? He wouldn’t have given me this purse if he didn’t plan more.”

Mom shrugged.

She took a turn as we headed through downtown Sacramento. The hotel was ahead. Mrs. Armstrong was waiting for us. Two hours ago, Clint had sent her the security footage from the massage parlor showing the married woman kissing Carmelita, another of the masseuses. It was clear that Mrs. Armstrong was a willing participant. It would ruin her life if that footage came out.

So why did my brother want more?

My fingers slid down the side of the purse, the fabric indenting until I hit the spy camera. I stroked it. You couldn’t tell there was a camera by sight, but it was in there. I shuddered as my heart pounded. I had to be perfect.

Mom and I had to be perfect.

“You ready, honey?” Mom asked as she pulled up to the front of the hotel, a valet sauntering up to our car.

I nodded my head. I pulled out my phone and made sure it was hooked up to the camera via Bluetooth. I could see Mom’s hip in her light-blue dress. My phone was streaming it back to Clint at the massage parlor. I imagined him, Melody, Stefani, Lee, Juana, and Carmelita staring at the computer, watching the fun.

“How’s it coming in?” I asked.

“Looks good,” Clint answered. His voice whispered in my ear. I had a Bluetooth earpiece, another thing Lee bought. It was as small as they came and hidden by my brassy hair. “Picture’s clear.”

“Good,” I said. “We’re here.”

I slipped my phone back into my purse and stepped out of the car. Mom sauntered around. She was still beautiful. Now that I was in my mid-twenties, she was often mistaken for my older sister rather than my mom. She hooked her arm with mine, a big smile on her face.

I shuddered as we headed inside. The doors opened for us. My nerves squirmed. The purse swayed off my shoulder, rubbing against my side. My large breasts bounced in the light and airy dress I wore, sleeveless, a scoop neckline that showed off my lovely breasts, the skirt almost pleated as it swayed around my thighs.

The concierge smiled at us. “We’re friends of Betty Jones,” I purred. “She should have left hotel keys.”

“Of course,” the concierge said, a discrete tone to her voice. Hotels prided themselves on this sort of discretion. I imagine she knew we were having a wild afternoon. What did she think of three women hooking up at a hotel?

Did it make the concierge wet?

She was a cute woman, her black hair sweeping about her shoulders. She looked like the type of woman who needed a massage. If I had my normal purse, I would have handed her one my business cards for the parlor.

“Enjoy your stay,” the concierge said, a throaty tone to her voice.

I winked at her while Mom giggled.

A short elevator ride later, we were heading down the third-floor hallway and arrived at Room 317. I slipped the keycard into the door. The lock whirred, the sound twisting my stomach. The light popped on green above the brass handle.

I opened the door and sauntered in, confident and in control.

“Ooh, this is going to be great,” Lee cheered in my ear. “Make her your slut!”

“Quiet,” Melody hissed in the background.

SMACK!

“Sorry, Mistress,” Lee moaned.

I knew she had a red handprint on her rump.

I couldn’t respond because Mrs. Armstrong was standing before one of the two queen-sized beds. She looked so tense, terrified. She wore her conservative dress, a cream-white hue and adorned with golden designs that swept around her body. It hugged her body even as it showed no cleavage. Her dark-red hair swept about her pale face, her green eyes staring down at her hands. She rubbed them together, her breasts rising and falling.

“Hi,” she said, her voice tight. She looked up and frowned. “You brought your… mother.”

“Afraid I would have brought your daughter?” I asked, anger burning through me. She made Stefani cry. This bitch made my girlfriend’s heart break. My hands clenched. “She wants nothing to do with you now.”

“That’s fucking right!” Stefani hissed in my ear. “Tell her that I think she’s a big flaming pile of horse shit!”

“I brought my mother to prove something to you,” I said. My mother understood me. She accepted me. She wasn’t a hypocritical bitch that needed to have her eyes clawed out. “So pay attention.”

I set my purse on the entertainment center, right next to the TV, the camera aimed at the bed.

“Looking good,” Clint said in my ear. “I can see the bed. Just keep the fun there.”

This was getting difficult having them talking in my ear while staring at this bitch. Mrs. Armstrong swallowed. She glanced at the bed then back to my mother and me. Mrs. Armstrong’s cheeks grew scarlet, a flush spreading down to her neck.

“So… you want me to stop the protest?” Mrs. Armstrong asked.

“That’s a given,” I said, my anger boiling my blood. “You’re going to go to them and tell them you overreacted. You’d never had a massage before, and when they started rubbing you, you misunderstood. We’re not a bordello. We don’t offer happy endings.”

“But you do,” she said. “You…” her cheeks blushed. “I went there for that. When I learned about it, when the first time I came for a massage, it was clear that was what you offered.”

I shook my head. “You are disgusting. You know that? You shitted all over Stefani for her relationship with me, and then there you went and cheated on your husband with women.”

Mrs. Armstrong looked down. “I’m weak. I try to fight my sin, but…” She rubbed her hands together. “I will do anything to keep that footage out. I will stop the protest. I’ll tell them I misunderstood. Okay. I promise. Just don’t share that video. Is that enough? Do I have to apologize to my daughter?”

“She won’t accept it,” I said.

“Fucking right I won’t!” Stefani hissed. “Really give it to her.”

“She wants nothing to do with you. She hates you,” I growled. “I don’t blame her. What type of mother says those things to her own daughter? You hated her for the very thing you were. Why are you such a terrible person? Some fucking Christian you are. You’re full of hate. Bile.”

Mrs. Armstrong swallowed, her cheeks pale.

“If I had a daughter, I would never do that to her!” I continued, my anger flaring. “I would never make her feel like I hated her. Despised her. I would give her what she wants: love! I would support her. Accept her. I wouldn’t sneer at her. I wouldn’t eat her pussy out and then pretend I hated the taste of her. I wouldn’t cum on her mouth and pretend it wasn’t some of the best sex in my life.”

“You tricked me,” Mrs. Armstrong said as she hunched her shoulders. “I didn’t know it was you and Stefani. I’m not into…”

“Incest?” I asked. My smile grew. “You feasted on your daughter with delight. Don’t pretend that you didn’t love what your daughter and I did to you.”

Mrs. Armstrong didn’t answer, her cheeks blushed, her nipples hard.

“Yeah, you’re wet right now. Fucking hypocrite. You want Stefani here eating your pussy again, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer, her right hand rubbing against her left arm.

“You need to get her to agree to come back to the massage parlor,” Clint said.

I drew in a breath. Right. “Not only are you going to stop the protest, but once a week, every Saturday morning, you’re also going to show up at the massage parlor for a massage. Not with Stefani or me. You can have Carmelita give you all the massages you want.”

“What?” she blinked, her body shuddering.

“You can come in the back way to hide your presence,” I said, “but you will do it. You will pay us full price. You can have sex with Carmelita if you want. We just want you there, giving us money, making up for the business you cost us.”

She bit her lip. “And if I don’t?”

“That footage of you and Carmelita isn’t going anywhere,” I said. “We have it. We can release it at any time. You don’t show up, you better be in the hospital dying.”

Mrs. Armstrong nodded. Her dark-red hair flowed about her face. She looked much like Stefani. I could see my friend’s features in her. It was subtle. In the cheekbones and eyes, a hint in the nose and lips. But the differences were there, too. A pointier chin, higher forehead, and a rounder jawline.

“So that’s it?” Mrs. Armstrong asked. “Anything else?”

“You’re going to watch as I make love to my mother,” I purred. “You’re going to watch until your so horny you can’t resist joining us. No touching your pussy. No masturbating. If either of us sees you so much as grope your tits, we’re going to release the tape.”

“Perfect,” Clint said in my ear. “Just remember, don’t call our mother ‘Mom’ once you start making love to her.”

“Do you understand?” I asked, staring at Mrs. Armstrong.

“You think I’ll… join in?” she asked.

“I know you will. You’re a fucking dyke-slut with a horny pussy.” I shuddered. “Your cunt is on fire. I can see the signs. You think it’s hot my mother and I are about to make love. You’re getting off on incest. I bet you’ve been thinking about eating Stefani nonstop.”

“Mmm, I’m going to lick every bit of my daughter’s body,” Mom moaned. “I’m going to worship her.”

“Ooh, this is hot, Yunie,” Stefani said in my ear, using her pet name for me.

“So hot,” Melody purred.

Mom hugged me from behind, her hands sliding up to grope my breasts through my dress. I didn’t have a bra on beneath. Mom squeezed and kneaded into my big boobs. I shuddered. My nipples ached and throbbed, my pussy growing hotter.

“I’m going to lick every inch of my daughter’s body,” purred Mom, the incestuous rush shooting through me. “You ready to see the fun begin?”

Mrs. Armstrong just swallowed, her hands clasped tight before her stomach.

“Say it,” Mom said. “Tell us to make love, or that video gets released.”

“Cheryl,” Mrs. Armstrong said to my mother, “I… I want to watch you make love to your daughter. Please… please start the fun.”

I shuddered in delight. This was amazing. I didn’t know what Clint would do with this footage. I couldn’t wait to find out. I would enjoy every bit of it.

Mom’s lips kissed at my neck. She nibbled on me. My tongue licked across my skin. My body shuddered. Mom squeezed my breasts, her body pressed tight against me. Her lips nibbled up to my neck to my ear. She caressed my earlobe.

I whimpered. It was incredible. She kneaded me. She groped me as she guided me to the bed. I didn’t fight her, swaying with her. It was a delight to experience. My brassy hair danced about my shoulders. Her fingers dug into my flesh.

She pushed me down on the bed. I groaned as the mattress creaked beneath me. I rolled over on my back, my breasts jiggling. My thighs rubbed together. This wonderful heat swept through my body. My nipples ached as Mom followed me down with hunger in her dark eyes.

Our lips melted together.

The incestuous rush shot through me as my mother pressed her busty body on mine. Our mouths worked together, loving each other while the camera and Mrs. Armstrong watched us. I shuddered, my cunt burned. Our tongues danced together. It was this amazing delight. Our hips ground against each other.

My hands slid up her back, finding the zipper to her dress. I drew it down as she groped my breasts through my dress. My pussy clenched as the heat rushed through me. My thighs rubbed together, my clit throbbing, juices flowing.

Mom broke the kiss, rising. She panted, slipping her arms out her dress sleeves. I pulled it down, exposing her large breasts. She didn’t wear a bra. She had a tattoo on her left breast, a triangle with the letters C, C, and V in each point. One C, at the top of the triangle, for my father Clint. The other C for my mother, Cheryl, and the V for my Aunt Vicky. It was a symbol of my mother’s submission to my father.

Since his passing, my brother had taken over dominating them, giving the two women what they craved.

My hands grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them, loving them. These were the big boobs I nursed from as a baby. I sat up and latched onto her nipple. I sucked on it. My lips sealed around it. Her nub felt amazing in my mouth. Fat and hot and delicious. I sucked hard on it as Mom moaned, her hands running through my brassy hair.

Mrs. Armstrong whimpered as she watched.

“Damn, this is hot,” Melody purred. “Clint’s got Lee sucking on his cock. Carmelita is eating Juana’s pussy. Ooh, this is delicious.”

I shuddered, glad my family and friends were enjoying the sight. So was Mrs. Armstrong. I nibbled on my mother’s nub, loving it. Her hands slid down to the shoulders of my dress. She reached behind me and unzipped the back of my dress. I sucked hard on that nub. My cheeks hollowed as I loved her.

Mom’s hands caressed my back. Her fingernails swiped up and down me. I shuddered as she pulled my dress down my body, slipping it off my shoulders. My breasts jiggled as they came free. My bare nipples rubbed against her belly as my dress bunched around my waist.

“Mmm, I’m going to lick every inch of you, Zoey,” purred my Mom.

“Enjoy it, Yunie!” Stefani moaned. “Oh, damn, this is hot. Melody! Let’s finger each other!”

“Yes!” my half-sister moaned.

Mom pushed me down, my mouth popping off her nipple. I could hear my lover and sister pleasing each other, my brother groaning as Lee blew him. Their passion echoed in my ear as Mom pushed me down onto the bed. My breasts pillowed into two lovely mounds.

I shuddered as Mom grabbed my tits. She kneaded them. Her fingers dug into me. I groaned as my hands thrust my dress off my hips. I squirmed as Mom’s fingers slid up my breasts, almost kneading them. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest as I slid off my skirt. I kicked it to the floor as Mom leaned down.

She sucked on my nub. Her lips latched onto my nipple. I shuddered as this pleasure rippled through me. I whimpered and groaned. My eyes squeezed shut as she nursed on me. My pussy clenched. My thighs rubbed together. My clit throbbed as my mother loved me.

“Oh, damn,” I moaned, wanting to call her Mom. “Ooh, yes, yes, that’s it. You like the show, don’t you, Mrs. Armstrong?”

“I…” The woman shuddered. She bit her lip.

“Yeah, you love it,” I groaned as Mom’s tongue fluttered around my areola. This treat shot through me.

Mom’s tongue darted around my breast. Her hands squeezed my tits. She loved me. Her breasts rubbed into my stomach. I shuddered as her nipples caressed my belly. Heat rushed through my body. My thighs locked around her torso, grinding my shaved snatch against her abdomen.

The pleasure rippled through me. This wonderful delight. Mom moaned. Her tongue licked across my breast. She dipped into the valley between my tits. Her mouth smooched and kissed. She nibbled across to my other tit, climbing it, my left nipple aching in anticipation.

“Oh, yes, yes,” I groaned. “You love watching us, Mrs. Armstrong. You just want to join the fun. You’re a naughty dyke-slut, aren’t you?”

Mrs. Armstrong just moaned.

“Ooh, you’ll say it!” I moaned. “You’ll admit to what you are.”

“Yes,” Stefani hissed in my ear. “Make that bitch suffer! Make her dive into your cunt and feast upon your twat.”

“Yes!” I moaned to my lover. “Oh, I will do that.”

Mom glanced up at me, her eyes sparkling. Her bleached, blonde hair fell about her face. Then she grinned and sucked on my nipple. I gasped and shuddered. My back arched. Her breasts rubbed into my stomach as she sucked on my nub. Her hands squeezed my tits.

I groaned as she nibbled on my nipple. My squirmed and humped against her, the camera rolling, that bitch watched me. I ground my cunt into her stomach. Her dress rustled about her waist as she loved me. She moaned about my nipple. That humming delight stimulated me.

“Ooh, I bet you wish you were sucking on my nipple, Mrs. Armstrong,” I moaned. “I know how much you loved eating my cunt.”

Mom popped her mouth off my breast. She turned, looking at the MILF. “Yes, Ruth. How much did you love eating her pussy? I bet you savored it. Do you want to eat mine?”

Mrs. Armstrong groaned, her hands clutched tight, her knuckles white.

I smiled as Mom rose. She pushed her skirt off her hips, exposing her rump. She wiggled her hips and her dress fell down to her knees. She worked the cotton fabric past her legs, shifting, her big boobs dancing while Mrs. Armstrong’s green eyes watched with smoldering heat.

Mom threw her skirt to the side. She wasn’t wearing panties beneath her skirt. She had a black bush, showing off her true hair color. It was a delicious sight, her pubic hair wild and naughty. Clint wouldn’t let her shave it.

“Don’t you want to eat this cunt?” Mom asked as she bent over me, shaking her rump at the married MILF. “Come on, Ruth. If I had any idea you were a carpet muncher, I would have been enjoying you for years.”

Mrs. Armstrong moaned. She licked her lips. Her hands crept up to her boobs.

“I’d watch where you touch yourself,” I purred. “Those hands are getting close to your boobies.”

“Oohs, show us those titties,” Mom groaned, her body shaking. Her swaying breasts swung over my tits. Her nipples brushed across mine. Nipples sparked. This treat shot through me. My cunt clenched each time. “Come on, Ruth. Get naked. We know you’re a horny dyke.”

“Just a pussy-licking slut,” I moaned. “You ate me with such passion.”

“That cunt ate me like she was a pro!” hissed Stefani. “Ooh, Melody, that’s nice. Right there. Get your finger in me right there.”

I shuddered at the fun I heard in my ear. Mom pressed her tits into mine as we watched Mrs. Armstrong reach behind her. The married woman’s cheeks burned. The flush melted down her throat. Her breasts pressed against me. My nipples ached as hers kissed mine.

Mrs. Armstrong unzipped her dress. She slipped her dress off her shoulder. The MILF worked it off of her. She swallowed, her hands pressing her dress down her shoulders. Her breasts jiggled, her white bra cradling her breasts, nipples poking at it.

“That’s it,” I purred as her dress fell down around her thighs, her panties the same boring white. “Take it all off. Mmm, you have such a sexy body. I had fun playing with it. You purred like a kitty cat stroked by her mistress when I fucked you with the vibrator.”

“Show us those lovely tits,” moaned Mom, her bush pressing into my cunt. I shuddered. Her silky bush stroked the shaved folds of my pussy. This pleasure shot through me. “Let’s see them, Ruth. You know you want us to love them.”

“Get naked right now, you fucking dyke!” I moaned. “Strip it off. Stop pretending to be embarrassed. You’re a lezzie slut! My pussy-eating whore!”

Mrs. Armstrong moaned. Her hands shoved down her panties. Her breasts jiggled in her bra as she rolled her panties down her thighs. Mrs. Armstrong’s bush was a lighter red than her hair. Her juices stained her. She stepped out of her panties, her breath quickening. Her hands slid up her thighs, caressing her flesh.

Her touch rose higher and higher, nearing her pussy as she straightened. I shuddered, Mom’s pussy grinding into mine. Her silky bush caressed my clit. Pleasure rippled through me. Waves and tingles made my body shudder. I whimpered and groaned, humping against her.

My thighs gripped her waist, pulling her bush and twat tight against me. We tribbed as Mrs. Armstrong almost touched her pussy. She came so close to caressing her twat. Her fingers grazed her inner thighs, almost caressing her vulva. Then she slid up through her bush and caressed her stomach. She reached behind her, unhooking her bra.

“Yes, yes, show us those titties, slut,” Mom moaned, grinding against me. “Mmm, I want to see them. I want to suck on them. You know you want that, Ruth.”

“Oh, Lord,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. She slipped the straps off her shoulders.

“Is she getting naked?” Stefani asked. “We can’t see her.”

“Ooh, you look so hot,” I moaned as the married MILF pulled off her bra, her wedding ring glinting. “You’re all naked, Mrs. Armstrong. Ooh, yes, yes, your nipples are hard. Your cunt is wet.”

“So wet,” groaned Mom. “Just like mine.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, Mom’s juices soaking through her bush to my twat. I shuddered. My pleasure rippled through me. My clit ached and throbbed. I humped against her. “Oh, yes, yes. I’m so fucking wet.”

Mom kissed me. She thrust her tongue into my mouth as she tribbed me. Our hips rubbed together. We caressed each other. Our clits brushed together. Sparks shot through me. My pussy clenched. Our tongues danced together. I loved her. She loved me.

The camera recorded it all.

Mrs. Armstrong whimpered. I could feel her eyes on our pussies rubbing together, Mom’s silky bush caressing my shaved twat. My back arched, pressing my tits into my mother’s breasts. My heart pounded. My blood pumped through my veins.

Mom nibbled on my lower lip. Her hands stroked my sides. My blood burned as the pleasure built in my pussy. My clit drank in the silky caress of her bush, the hot kiss of her pussy lips. Our bodies writhed together. My hands stroked her back as we loved each other.

“Oh, Lord,” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong. “I… I…”

I heard a wild moan from the married woman. In a moment, she was on the bed. I shuddered beneath Mom, hearing Mrs. Armstrong groan. My mom’s eyes widened. She broke the kiss and let out a shuddering moan.

“Oh, yes, Ruth, lick my pussy! Ooh, you got your tongue deep in me.”

I shuddered, smiling, knowing Mrs. Armstrong was feasting on my mom. I trembled beneath my mother. Then I gasped as the MILF’s tongue flicked down and brushed my pussy lips. She lapped her tongue through my cunt. She fluttered her tongue fluttered through my folds. She nibbled on my pussy lips.

“Ooh, you nasty dyke-slut!” I gasped as her tongue thrust into me. “You’re just a cunt-munching whore! Yes, yes, get that tongue in me. Polish my twat. You’re so pathetic! Such a lying, hypocritical cunt.”

“Your husband has no idea that you’re a naughty lesbian,” Mom moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, lick my twat!”

Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue flicked up and down through both our pussies. She lapped back and forth between Mom and me. I shuddered, her tongue brushing my clit. Sparks flew through me. It was an incredible treat. I groaned, my eyes fluttering as the married MILF devoured us both.

Our incestuous juices must be mixed in her mouth. She was tasting us both. Her tongue stroked me. She licked and lapped at me. Mom squirmed atop me, grinding her clit and bush into my twat. I shuddered. This wonderful treat surged through me. I whimpered and groaned. This amazing heat washed through me.

My head swam as the delight shot through me. Every flick of the MILF’s tongue across my labia, every grind of my mom’s pussy against my clit sent pleasure rippling through my body. My cunt grew hotter and hotter. I came closer and closer to exploding.

“Damn, she’s just going to town on your pussies,” moaned my girlfriend in my ear. “She is such a filthy, disgusting whore. Look at her.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Ooh, Mrs. Armstrong, yes, yes, just thrust that tongue into me. You love my pussy.”

“It’s so good,” she whimpered. “I’m so weak. I can’t help it.”

Her tongue thrust into my cunt and swirled around inside of me. I shuddered and gasped. My breasts pressed into Mom’s as I stared into her face twisting with pleasure. She shuddered atop me as Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue flicked from my twat up to my mom’s.

Mom squealed into my kiss. She broke it, her face twisting with pleasure. Her pussy ground into mine as she squirmed in delight. I smiled, knowing Mrs. Armstrong was driving us both to our orgasms.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “Make us cum! You’re our nasty, little pussy licker, aren’t you? You just want to feast on us!”

“I do!” the MILF moaned. “Your pussies taste so delicious.”

I smiled at Mom and kissed her again. She thrust her tongue deep into my mouth. My hips ground against her. This wicked heat rippled through me as Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue fluttered between our folds. She sucked on my clit and Mom’s at the same time, moaning, gasping.

I couldn’t take much more of this. It was intoxicating. The MILF was just a slut. It was incredible how she devoured me. I groaned and gasped as she moaned into my clit. My bud buzzed. I stared into my mother’s dark eyes.

“I know,” she moaned. “Oh, I know. I’m going to cum! Cum with me!”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my heart trembling. “Mrs. Armstrong, keep doing that, you fucking slut! Yes!”

I came.

My mother shuddered.

My pussy convulsed as the MILF’s tongue flicked up and down between our twats. Mom whimpered, her face contorting in bliss. Stars danced around her face as the waves of delight washed out of my spasming twat.

Mrs. Armstrong moaned, feasting on us. I clutched my mom to me. I kissed her, sharing this wild, incestuous moment. We were loving each other the way a mother and daughter should. The way Mrs. Armstrong should have loved Stefani.

My body trembled. My big boobs pressed into my mom’s pillowy mounds as that nasty, married bitch devoured our cream gushing out of us. My eyes squeezed shut as the rapture surged through me. This was incredible. Amazing.

I loved my mother. She was perfect. I wanted to be just like her.

My orgasm hit its peak. I shuddered through those final moments of delight. Mom whimpered into my lips, her body bucking. She broke the kiss and let out a final gasp before she rolled off of me, panting, groaning.

I stared down my body as my orgasm died. My gaze fell on Mrs. Armstrong dripping in the combined pussy juices of my mother and me. They ran over her chin and cheek. They coated her. The MILF panted, her breasts rising and falling as she stared at us.

“Yes, yes, that’s so fucking hot!” Stefani moaned. “Is she dripping in your cream? I can only see her nasty cunt. Her bush looks soaked and… Clint! Clint, fuck me!”

“Damn, our brother is fucking your girlfriend hard, Zoey,” Melody moaned. “You turned our brother on. Ooh, I’m licking your pussy extra nice tonight as a way of thanks.”

I just shuddered, staring at Mrs. Armstrong. Her green eyes were wild. “I bet you need a cum, slut.”

“I do,” she moaned, crawling up my body. Her round tits, smaller than mine and my mother’s, swayed. “I need it so badly.”

I grabbed her nipple and twisted it so hard. “So why did you lie to all your fucking friends? Why did you try to destroy us?”

“Because…” She shuddered, her face twisting, verging on the edge between pain and rapture. “Because I was afraid I would come back. That I would be lost. Not just lesbian sex, but… but incest. What we’re doing is wrong. I should be better than this.”

“Better than a conniving, lying, married whore who loves pussy?” I demanded. “There’s nothing wrong with licking pussy, but trying to destroy your daughter? You’re pathetic! You’re not good enough to eat my pussy any longer. You’re only good enough for my asshole.”

Her eyes widened. “What.”

“Yeah, you nasty, lesbian whore.” I twisted her nipple, loving the way she sucked in a breath. She shuddered and groaned. “I want your tongue in my asshole. I want you licking it. Loving it. You’re going to be my fucking anal slut. You don’t ever get to touch my pussy. My cunt’s too good for you. Get that tongue in my asshole.”

“Ooh, yes, yes,” moaned Mom. She shuddered then rolled off the bed. “Do that, Ruth. Lick her asshole.”

The married woman shuddered then she nodded her head. Her tongue flicked across her lips. “Are you eager to eat my asshole?”

“I…” She trembled, breasts jiggling. “I am a lying, disgusting hypocrite! I was so ashamed that I wanted to keep having sex with my daughter, that I had to destroy you. I’m so sorry. I am nasty. I’ll lick your asshole. I’ll eat you and make you cum.”

“Yes!” hissed Stefani in my ear. “Make her eat your butt-hole. Ooh, Yunie, your brother’s cock is slamming into my cunt. He loves this.”

“Fucking hot,” growled Clint. “You’re perfect, Zoey. You and Mom are doing amazing.”

I released the MILF’s nipple. I rolled over on my stomach beneath her, my boobs pressed into the bed like I was about to get a massage. I pulled a pillow down, resting my cheek on it. Then I wiggled my hips.

I groaned as Mrs. Armstrong nuzzled on my spine. Her tongue flicked out through the groove of my back as I watched Mom open her large purse. She dug something out, bent over so I could stare at her bubbly ass and her black bush soaked in her juices. Her pink pussy lips peeked through the dark strands.

I whimpered as I watched her digging through her purse. It was such a mom purse, the type that carried everything in it. Wet wipes, her wallet, snack bars, pens, pencils, makeup, keys, Q-tips, cotton balls, band-aids, and, to my delight, a set of anal beads.

I shuddered as she produced those. They were pink, the first one the size of a marble, the last one bigger than a golf ball. She licked them as she watched Mrs. Armstrong smooching her way down my spine.

“That’s it,” I moaned as the MILF moved lower and lower. Tingles raced up my back. Her silky hair caressed my hot skin. “Get down there and eat my asshole.”

“Mmm,” mom purred around the anal beads, sliding them into her mouth. She had skill. She tilted her head back, deep-throating the beads to get the last ones in her mouth. Her lips slid over the beads, sealing around them like they were a dick.

My mom was awesome.

She pulled them out, leaving them dripping in her saliva. She sauntered to the bed as Mrs. Armstrong’s hands grabbed my rump. Her lips reached the small of my back. She parted my asscheeks and flicked her tongue into my butt-crack.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter as her tongue caressed down through my crack. I purred in delight, wiggling my hips. This wicked heat burned through me. This was so hot. I couldn’t believe this was happening. It would be incredible. I was looking forward to the cunt doing such naughty things to me.

“That’s it!” I moaned. “You’re almost to my asshole. You’re going to love it, aren’t you, whore?”

“Just feast on it!” she moaned.

“That’s it, you fucking piece of flaming trash!” hissed Stefani. “Ooh, her hips are wiggling back and forth. She’s excited. My mother is an ass-licking lezzie-whore!”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, loving the passion in my lover’s voice. I could hear Clint’s flesh slapping against Stefani’s. He fucked her hard.

“What’s Mom doing?” Melody asked. “No, Lee, I didn’t say stop licking my butt-hole. Get that tongue in me.”

I shuddered, smiling.

Mom sauntered towards the bed, brandishing her anal beads. As Mrs. Armstrong played with my asshole, she was going to get her own anal treat. I smiled, my nipples throbbing against the bed. I shuddered, the MILF reaching my asshole.

At first, she kissed it. She worked her lips against my puckered sphincter like it was her lover’s mouth. Her fingers clenched into my rump. I shuddered in delight. My pussy clenched as this heat shot through me. It was incredible. Her tongue danced around it.

“Shove that tongue into her asshole,” purred Mom. “Just like this.”

Mrs. Armstrong gasped into my asshole. I knew Mom was pushing the anal beads into the married slut’s bowels. Mrs. Armstrong whimpered and moaned. She kissed my sphincter with more aggression as I knew Mom worked those beads in one after the other.

“That is the perfect shot,” groaned Clint.

“Mom’s asshole is swallowing the beads,” groaned Stefani. “Look at that slut enjoy it! Ooh, she’s wiggling her hips, Yunie. Is she moaning into your asshole?”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, savoring the passion of Mrs. Armstrong’s purrs and groans. “Now she’s licking my butt-hole. She’s swirling her tongue around my sphincter.”

“Rim her,” moaned Mom.

Mrs. Armstrong rocked forward, gasping into my butt-hole. I bet Mom had shoved in that last anal bead. The thick one. My asshole clenched while Mrs. Armstrong moaned. Her tongue swirled and caressed my sphincter. She teased it, sending naughty tingles melting to my cunt.

Then she worked her tongue against my back door. I groaned as she pressed it into me. She fluttered it around in me. This wicked heat surging through me. She gasped and moaned as she pressed her tongue against my anal ring.

“Yes!” I gasped. “Get that tongue into my asshole.”

“Mmm, please her,” Mom moaned. “And I’ll give you a treat, you nasty, fucking slut.”

Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue wiggled against my asshole. My sphincter parted. I groaned, my back arching. Velvety delight rippled down to my pussy as the MILF’s tongue penetrated into my anal sheath. She thrust it as far as she could reach into my depths, tasting my sour bowels.

“That’s it!” I moaned. “Oh, yes, I bet you love the taste of my dirty asshole.”

“Of course she does,” purred Mom. “She’s an anal slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” groaned Stefani. “Oh, Clint, isn’t my whore-mother such an anal slut? My mother is a fucking cunt! Ooh, look at her. She’s got those anal beads buried all the way in her tight asshole.”

“Yes, she does!” growled Clint, his voice tighter. “You’re going to cum watching your mother being an anal slut.”

“I am!” squealed Stefani. “On your big dick, Clint! God, I love your cock!”

“Fire your cum into her,” moaned Melody. “Ooh, this is fucking hot.”

It was.

I groaned in delight as the MILF’s tongue swirled through my asshole. My eyes fluttered. The heat burned through me. This delight surged around inside my bowels. It was incredible. Amazing. A treat to enjoy. I bit my lip, my butt-cheeks squeezing about her face as she fucked her tongue in and out of my anal sheath.

Her fingers dug into my butt-cheeks. She feasted on my asshole, driving me nuts. I was going to cum just from her devouring my ass. It was incredible. My nipples throbbed as I squirmed on the sheets. My pussy clenched.

“Mmm, you’re going to make her cum, slut!” moaned my mother. “Then I’ll give you a treat. You’re going to love it.”

“Yes,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “I want a treat.”

“Yes, you do, Ruth,” Mom moaned. “Mmm, wiggle that ass. And look at that cunt. You’re dripping wet. Your juices are running down your thighs, whore.”

“Such a whore!” I moaned. “An anal whore! An asshole-loving fiend. Damn, you got that tongue so deep into me.”

“So good!” she groaned.

Her tongue stirred me up. The stimulation melted to my pussy. I was on fire. I couldn’t take much more. Stefani, Clint, and Melody were moaning in my ear. They were watching us, having such a good time witnessing the married whore embracing her anal, lesbian desires.

I groaned, my clit throbbing. Her tongue was amazing. She stimulated my bowels. My face contorted as the pressure in my pussy built and built. The heat swelled in me. My girlfriend’s mother devoured my asshole.

“Fucking anal whore!” I hissed. “Just a little more.”

“Cum, Yunie!” moaned Stefani. “Let’s cum together. Your brother’s dick is stirring me up. I want his cum firing in me.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “I’m going to cum! I’m almost there.”

“Me, too!” groaned in my ear.

Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue thrust deep into my bowels. Her fingers clenched into my rump. My body bucked as my orgasm exploded in my cunt. My pussy convulsed, juices gushing out of me. I screamed out my rapture.

“I’m cumming, Yunie! Oh, yes, yes! I’m cumming on your brother’s dick!”

“Mrs. Armstrong! You nasty slut!” I howled. “Oh, fuck, yes! Don’t stop licking me!”

“You made her cum,” my mother moaned.

I heard the anal beads ripping out of Mrs. Armstrong’s bowels. A staccato beat of wet plops. The MILF moaned into my asshole as the pleasure swept through my body. Stars burst across my vision as ecstasy drowned my mind.

“She’s squirting!” Stefani howled. “She came from that. She’s squirting so much cream.”

“Ooh, you’re a messy one,” moaned my mother. “Such an anal dyke if you came from that.”

“I am!” Mrs. Armstrong howled. “An anal whore!”

“Fuck!” Clint grunted.

“Yes, yes, flood my cunt, Clint!” howled my girlfriend.

“Lee!” squealed my half-sister.

I groaned as my orgasm rippled through me. This wonderful heat burned through my body. My asshole convulsed around Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue as she thrust it back into me. She swirled it around in me, gasping, moaning.

It was so incredible. The camera recorded every minute of the slut loving us. Feasting on us. It was wonderful. We had her confession in all its perverted glory. I trembled and shuddered on the bed, my orgasms melting my mind.

“You are such a disgusting, filthy thing!” I moaned. “Mrs. Armstrong, you should be sucking your daughter’s toes and begging her forgiveness. Now get the fuck out of here. I’m done with you. I want to make love to my mother without your diseased cunt around.”

“Yes,” Mom moaned.

SMACK!

“Get your dress and panties and get out of here!” hissed Mom. “I have to love my daughter the way a mother should.”

“Love it!” my girlfriend groaned, her voice throaty.

I watched as my mother grabbed Mrs. Armstrong and shoved her towards the door naked. She thrust her out of the hotel room. The MILF pounded on the door, naked in the hallway. I laughed as Mom winked at me. She sauntered back, grabbing Mrs. Armstrong’s dress and purse.

“Not these panties or bra,” Mom said, shaking her head. “She should wear better than this.”

I laughed. “You’re the best.”

Mom wrenched open the hotel room door, threw the dress in the bitch’s face, and then slammed it shut again.

I smiled at Mom and asked, “What other toys do you have in there? I’m sure our family would love to watch more.”

“Yes!” squealed Melody.

Mom winked at me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Three days later, things were back to normal at the massage parlor. The protest ended within an hour of Mrs. Armstrong being thrown out of the hotel room. Melody had slipped back out to join the protesters and heard her pathetic lies and apology to her church friends.

Her husband bought all her sobbing words. He hugged her like a beta cuck and told her what an amazing woman she was to recognize her mistake.

God, Mr. Armstrong was pathetic.

Our clients started to filter back in. Things weren’t fully back to our first week in business, but the heat was dying down. Luckily, the protest didn’t gather any support beyond a few fringe Christian sites. No police ever showed up to ask questions.

It was Saturday morning. I stretched my back as I sat beside Clint in his car. It was a comfortable Lexus. My phone beeped. I grabbed it as Clint glanced at me. He wore a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, looking relaxed and somehow dangerous all at the same time.

It was a text from Lee: “She’s arrived and with Carmelita in room 3.”

I nodded to Clint.

He started up the car and drove us around the corner onto a residential street. Three houses down, he pulled into a driveway I hadn’t been at in years. The Armstrong residence. A nervous shudder ran through me as I climbed out of the car.

Clint led the way, marching up to the door with purpose, a tablet clenched in his hand. He reached the door and hammered it hard.

“Yes?” a man’s voice asked. “Can I help you?”

“Mr. Armstrong, it’s Clint Elliston,” my brother said.

The door opened. “Clint?” my girlfriend’s father said. “And… Zoey. Um, can I help you?”

“Do you know where your wife is?” Clint asked.

“She started some book club,” he said. “They’re going to be meeting every Saturday.”

“You sure about that?” Clint asked as he swiped the screen of the tablet, turning it on. The video I recorded in the hotel room was already loaded. Clint turned it to face the man and tapped the screen.

The video began playing.

Mrs. Armstrong’s punishment wasn’t over. Not yet.

To be continued…
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I loved the shock in Mr. Armstrong’s eyes as he witnessed what a lying bitch his wife was.

He was aghast as he watched his supposed faithful, Christian wife getting wild with my mother and me. The slender man trembled in his doorstep. His hand shook as he stared at the tablet held in my brother’s hand.

Clint’s plan was well underway.

My brother and I stood on the Armstrongs’ porch. On the tablet’s screen, you could see Mrs. Armstrong, recorded by the hidden camera in my purse I’d set up on Clint’s orders, feasting on my mother’s and my pussy. We were tribbing each other as she ate our pussy. She licked up and down our twats, feasting on us with a hunger that was incredible. She moaned as she devoured us.

I shuddered as I remembered this amazing delight from a few days ago.

“This… this…” Mr. Armstrong looked up at Clint. There was no color left in the man’s face.

“Right now, your wife is at The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor,” said Clint, his voice powerful. He wasn’t a skinny man. My younger brother had strength. The domination to have claimed every woman in our family, plus others, into his harem.

Even me. I was his sister-with-benefits. Not a lover or a sex slave, but someone who loved her brother’s cock, a change of pace from the lesbian delights I normally enjoyed with Mr. Armstrong’s daughter, Stefani, and other women.

“She’s at that lesbian massage parlor she led the protest against,” Clint continued. “That’s where she is right now. She’s there, getting teased. Touched. Pleasured.”

Mr. Armstrong trembled. “Why are you showing me this?”

“I want to know what you’re going to do about it,” Clint said. “Are you going to be a man? Are you going to rule your wife? You’re a Christian, Mr. Armstrong. You’re supposed to be the head of your household. Look at your wife. Look at how wanton she’s become. Time for you to take charge of your wife.”

The man swallowed. “I don’t… She… This is…”

I shook my head in disgust.

“It’s okay, Mr. Armstrong,” Clint said, thrusting the tablet into my hands, my moans coming out of the cheap speakers. I turned it off as Clint continued, “I’ll teach you. Let’s go.”

“Go?” the weak man said.

“Yeah, go,” I said, taking his hand and pulling on him. “Let’s go take care of your wife.”

Mr. Armstrong stumbled after me on the walk from his front door to his car. It was Saturday morning, the sun was out, his neighbors doing their yard work, standard suburban activity. Mrs. Armstrong pretended she fit in. A perfect wife. A pillar of her church.

A closet lesbian who shunned her daughter for loving me.

My blood boiled. I squeezed Mr. Armstrong’s hand, almost crushing it. He winced as I marched to Clint’s car. I pushed the older man towards the rear door. He slipped into the back seat, his eyes distant. He looked utterly rocked. His wife had betrayed him.

The cunt had to pay.

I slipped into the passenger seat as Clint drove. Mr. Armstrong made strangled noises as we drove through our town, heading towards The Lady Touch Massage Parlor. It was the brainchild of a family friend. Juana was a dominating lesbian who, with Clint’s help, turned her older sister into a sex slave. Carmelita was Mrs. Armstrong’s favorite masseuse.

She was taking care of the cheating bitch right now.

Clint didn’t take us to the front of the massage parlor, but to a small parking lot behind the building. It was the rear entrance. We couldn’t have men being seen entering our lesbian massage parlor. It was a safe place for women to be free to enjoy themselves.

Lee opened the back door and beckoned us inside. My little sister had a huge grin on her face, making her look even younger, a child with her hand in the cookie jar and not caring that she was caught. Her short, black hair swayed about her face.

My brassy hair swayed as I stood up, my nipples aching atop my large breasts. Clint wrenched open the car’s back door and hauled out Mr. Armstrong. The man looked dazed. He stumbled as Clint pushed him to the door.

“Wow, Master,” Lee said, staring at Mr. Armstrong, “what did you do to him?”

“Truth sucks sometimes,” Clint said, his voice hard. He believed a man should take charge of his family. It was a philosophy our deceased father shared. He had raised Clint, molding him subtly to be ready to take charge of his sisters. With the premature loss of our dad, Clint had to step up to take charge of every woman, especially our mother drowning in grief.

“Mr. Armstrong,” Lee said, “your wife is with one of our skilled masseuses. Your wife’s a regular, you know.”

“I.. I…” Mr. Armstrong said.

Lee led the way. I smiled as we passed Room 3 on our way to Room 4. I glanced at the door, hearing the faint moans coming from the room as Mrs. Armstrong enjoyed herself. I smiled as we went into Room 4.

It was set up differently than normal. We had a large TV in here hooked up to a computer. There was a security camera feed. We had added a single spycam to Room 3, something just for today. We didn’t normally record our clients.

We wanted them to have privacy.

On the screen was Mrs. Armstrong climbing onto the massage table. Carmelita was lying on her back, her Golden-Brown skin contrasting with the married woman’s paler skin. Mr. Armstrong groaned as he watched his wife lick her lips and lean her head down.

“Mmm, yes, yes,” moaned Carmelita, her round breasts jiggling. She had a landing strip leading to her shaved pussy. “Get down to there and exercise that tongue. You were so mean to us. After all the pleasure I gave you, you tried to destroy us.”

“I’m sorry,” said Mrs. Armstrong. “I just freaked out.”

She pressed her face into Carmelita’s cunt. She licked as Mr. Armstrong groaned. He stared at the screen, watching as Carmelita shuddered. Mrs. Armstrong had her tongue jammed in the Hispanic slave’s pussy. It was incredible to watch. The MILF’s round tits swayed beneath her. Her auburn hair spilled around her head. Her rump was gorgeous.

I wanted to spank that ass.

“What is going on?” Mr. Armstrong said.

“That’s a live feed of what’s happening in the next room,” Clint said. “Your wife is in there, getting her weekly massage. You can hear her through the walls.” Clint picked up a remote and hit the mute button. Through the walls, you could hear the faint moans continue on.

Clint unmuted it.

“Why are you doing this?” Mr. Armstrong groaned. “Why punish me?”

“Punish you?” Clint demanded, anger rising. “I want to inspire you to take charge. Your wife tried to destroy this place because she’s a hypocritical cunt. She freaked out because she enjoyed the things she does here. She writhed and shuddered and came over and over, and she loved it. And you know why?”

Mr. Armstrong shook his head.

“Because you weren’t a man,” Clint growled, jamming a finger into Mr. Armstrong’s chest. “You didn’t give your wife what she needed. It takes more than just being a milquetoast provider for your family. You have to give your wife the pleasures she needs. You have to be strong. You have to be the man of the house. When she’s bad, you have to correct her. When she’s good, you have to reward her. Love her.

“Make her cum.”

“Do you make your wife cum?” I asked.

He swallowed.

“That’s what I thought,” Clint said. “She’s found a way to cum, and she loves it. So you have a choice. Be a pussy, stay in here, and watch her soil your marriage, or go in there and take control of your wife. There’s no divorce for Christians, right? There’s no getting away from her. That’s a sin your wife’s committing. You have to take control of her.”

His back straightened. I smiled as Clint molded the man. My brother knew what to say. I could see a spine forming in Mr. Armstrong for the first time. It was amazing to witness. His fists clenched. His eyes were on the screen.

“It’s your duty to take charge of her,” Clint said. “Your responsibility as the head of the household, as a Christian husband.”

It was an amazing delight to witness my brother work. It was incredible to see Mr. Armstrong becoming a man before my very eyes. He was kind of sexy now. I mean, nothing like my brother, but when a man had confidence. When he possessed a spine and wasn’t a beta-male wuss whose wife would rather have a stranger diddle her twat, it was a sight to behold.

“So are you going to just stand there and watch your wife eat pussy, or are you going to do something about it?” Clint demanded.

“Do something about it,” growled Mr. Armstrong.

He marched out of the room. He wrenched open the door. I loved it. I trembled in here as Mr. Armstrong marched down the hallway. I stared at the screen, Mrs. Armstrong feasting on Carmelita’s cunt, making her moan. The door crashed open. Mrs. Armstrong’s head snapped up.

She froze. The color drained from her face.

“Todd!” she gasped, her hands covering her naked tits, pussy cream dripping off her chin.

“What is going on here, Ruth?” Mr. Armstrong growled.

I shuddered in delight, following Clint out of the room, my pussy itching. Stefani appeared. My girlfriend had a huge grin on her lips. She grabbed my hand as she headed into the room to watch the fun, my lover almost bubbling with excitement.

“Make that pile of flaming shit pay, Clint,” Stefani said.

My brother flashed her a confident smile. I was so wet right now. I wanted to just mount my brother right now. I wanted to ride his cock. I needed him in me. I wanted his cum spurting into my pussy. I rubbed my belly, aching for his seed to spill into me.

I was in the middle of my cycle. I hadn’t taken the pill in days.

“What is going on here, Ruth!” demanded Mr. Armstrong as we reached the door. A naked Carmelita slipped out, a big grin on her face. She winked at us and licked her lips. She was loving this plan, too.

The protest almost destroyed her sister-mistress’s dream. This massage parlor was all Juana’s idea. She poured her soul into it.

“Huh, Ruth?” Mr. Armstrong demanded. “You claimed this place molested you, but here you are, doing things to that girl. You were… were… eating her pussy like a dyke!”

“Todd, I…” Mrs. Armstrong shuddered. “It’s this place. They’re blackmailing me.”

“Because you were cheating on me!?” Mr. Armstrong roared. “Because you were eating Zoey’s pussy and that other woman’s? Whose else pussies were you eating? How many other women are you cheating on me with?”

Mrs. Armstrong hunched over as she trembled on the bed. Her face was lowered. Tears were forming in her eyes. Her shoulders shook. Then the tears fell down her cheeks. She sobbed as her husband marched on her.

“Well, Ruth?” he demanded. “You claim to love me, and what are you doing?”

She just kept sobbing. Her face flushed now. Her breasts jiggled as she tried to hide them. She was hunched over, looking so pathetic. It made me wet. I gripped my brother’s hands, grinning as I witnessed her pain.

She caused my lover so much grief. This cunt hurt Stefani so much, and now she was going to pay.

“Look at me, Ruth, and speak to me,” Mr. Armstrong said. “I want answers. You’re my wife. You swore to be faithful to me before God, and look at what you’re doing! No wonder our daughter fell into sin!”

Mrs. Armstrong flinched.

“You have to discipline her,” Clint said. “Spank her.”

Mr. Armstrong’s strength sagged out of him. He glanced at Clint with this helpless look on his face. His anger was propelling him, but now he had to do something. Not just yell at her. He clearly didn’t know how to handle a woman.

Clint had spanked me a few times. Especially that time when he learned I was working at a strip club and hiding it from the family. He had been furious to learn it. He gave me a choice: to be spanked and take my punishment, or to leave the family.

I was glad I took it.

“You do it like this,” Clint growled. He marched forward and grabbed Mrs. Armstrong and hauled her off the massage table. She gasped, stumbling, her auburn hair flying around her face. Her breasts bounced as Clint spun her around.

“Wait, what?” the MILF gasped as Clint bent her over the massage table. He pinned her down with his strong, left arm. His biceps bulged and flexed. He might be a college student studying law, but he was still strong.

He worked out. He was a man.

CRACK!

His hand landed hard on her rump. I groaned, my pussy clenching beneath my skirt. Without any panties beneath my loose dress, my juices had no obstruction. They leaked out of my shaved twat and trickled down my thighs as I watched that bright, red handprint forming on her rippling butt-cheek while she cried out in pain.

“What?” she gasped.

CRACK!

That sound made me shudder.

“A wife doesn’t cheat on her husband,” growled Clint. “She respects him. Obeys him. Loves and supports him! And in exchange, he will take care of her.”

CRACK!

“She’s not a whore. Not a slut. Not a bitch who makes her daughter cry.”

CRACK!

“Yes,” I moaned, trembling.

CRACK!

Mrs. Armstrong shuddered on the massage table. She gasped and shuddered, her back arching as he kept her pinned down. Her dark-red hair flew about her face. Real tears fell down her cheeks. Tears of pain, not those fake ones she tried to use to get her husband’s sympathy.

CRACK!

“A real wife loves and obeys him. That’s what a good, Christian woman does, right?”

CRACK!

“Yes!” sobbed Mrs. Armstrong as she shuddered on the massage table.

CRACK!

“So what does that make you?” demanded Clint.

CRACK!

“A… A… a whore!”

CRACK!

“That’s right. You’re a fucking cheating whore! A bitch who revels in her sin behind her husband’s back!”

CRACK!

This was so hot. Mr. Armstrong watched with wide eyes as Clint disciplined his wife. That sound of smacking spanks echoed through the massage room. My hips wiggled from side to side, my large breasts jiggling in my dress. It was sleeveless, held up by an elastic band around my tits. My nipples throbbed.

CRACK!

This was so hot. I hoped Stefani was masturbating hard in the other room or getting eaten out by Carmelita as she watched this amazing moment. I couldn’t look away as Clint showed Mr. Armstrong how to be a man.

CRACK!

“Do you understand, Mr. Armstrong?” Clint demanded. “How to treat your wife?”

He nodded.

Clint shifted to the side. “Well?”

smack

It was such a limp-wristed spanking. I shook my head in disgust as Mr. Armstrong pulled back his hand. He swallowed as his wife shuddered on the massage table, her ass a bright red. The woman whimpered.

“What was that?” Clint demanded.

CRACK!

“This is how you spank a woman.”

CRACK!

“Look at her moaning. Listen to her accepting her discipline. She knows she’s a slut. That she deserves this.”

“I do,” the woman sobbed, tears spilling down her cheeks. Pain burned in her voice, but something else. Something I heard in Mom’s or Lee’s or Aunt Vicky’s voices when Clint spanked them.

Pleasure.

CRACK!

Mrs. Armstrong was growing aroused. Her bush was soaked with her juices. I could see her plump pussy lips peeking through those dark-red curls. Her excitement dribbled down her thighs, overflowing her bush.

CRACK!

“Do you see?” Clint growled. He then shoved his hand between Mrs. Armstrong’s thighs. He rubbed the married woman’s cunt before her husband. “Have you ever seen your wife this wet?”

Mr. Armstrong shook his head.

“When a woman knows she deserves to be spanked, when it comes from a strong man, she can’t help her reaction,” Clint said. “Her body responds. The pain fuels her anticipation of pleasure. She needs it, and you’ve denied it to her. She’s found it from other sources. Not from you. If you were a man, she never would have cheated on you. My women don’t cheat on me.”

“No, they don’t,” I moaned. Melody was horrified when she almost did, which she came so close to with another boy. It devastated her that she had flirted so close with infidelity.

She needed to be disciplined hard that night.

CRACK!

“Try again,” Clint growled.

Smack.

My brother growled in disgusting, shaking his head.

CRACK!

“Make her moan!” Clint snarled.

CRACK!

“Make her beg for your cock!”

CRACK!

“Listen to her. She needs it. She needs a man to fuck her.”

“Right, slut?” he growled.

CRACK!

“I… I…” The woman shuddered. “I need something. I’m so turned on. It hurts, Todd, but… but…”

CRACK!

“Beg for it,” my brother growled. “Beg for a man to fuck you! I know you love cock as much as pussy. You’re a whore, aren’t you?”

CRACK!

“I am!” she moaned. “I’m a slut. A dyke-whore. A cunt! I need it! I’m such a terrible wife! I need a man to fuck me! I need something! Anything!”

CRACK!

The zipper rasped. Not Mr. Armstrong’s. He just stood there watching stunned. Clint pulled out his cock. My pussy clenched hard as my brother thrust his dick into Mrs. Armstrong’s cunt. My lover’s mother gasped in delight as Clint’s big shaft filled her. Her flaming butt-cheeks rippled.

The woman’s back arched. My hand plunged beneath my skirt, sliding up my airy dress. I found my sopping pussy. I stroked my shaved lips as I watched my brother fuck the MILF right before her husband. He just stood there, watching as his wife moaned and bucked and savored being fucked.

“This is what your wife needs!” growled Clint as he buried again and again into the married woman’s twat. “She needs a man to fuck her. To control her. She’s wild. She’s a sinful cunt.”

“Yes!” I hissed, thrusting two fingers into my pussy. “Fuck the bitch!”

I churned my cunt up to a froth as Mr. Armstrong watched my brother cuckold him. The older man swallowed, his cheeks growing red. I loved it. He was so pathetic. The man had disowned Stefani for loving me as much as that cunt gasping on my brother’s cock.

He deserved this as much as that slut.

My fingers frigged my cunt. The heel of my hand ground against my clit. Pleasure surged through my body. My twat squeezed around my pussy. Juices soaked my hand. My tart aroma filled my nose as I loved my cunt.

“Yes, yes, fuck her like a man,” I moaned, my brother’s jeans sliding down his ass. He thrust into the married MILF, his dark-blue boxers clinging to his cute butt. “Pound the slut.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned, delirious with joy. She humped her cunt back into my brother’s strokes. Her tear-stained face twisted with passion as she tossed her head. “Pound me! Oh, my god, this is incredible.”

I thrust a third finger into my cunt. I shuddered as I stretched out my own cunt. A delirious rapture rippled through me. Every time I buried my fingers into my cunt, my orgasm built and built inside of me. My pussy drank it in. This wonderful delight fluttered through me.

My brother pounded her while her husband watched. Clint was such a hunk. His muscles flexed beneath his t-shirt as he fucked her. His balls smacked into Mrs. Armstrong. His crotch spanked her cherry-red ass. The massage table creaked and rocked as he pounded her.

My cunt squeezed around my fingers. The friction was incredible. This pleasure was incredible. My toes curled in my sandals. I glanced back at the camera, knowing my lover was watching the fun. She was having a blast seeing her mother bucking on my brother’s cock.

“Are you going to cum on my dick, slut?” growled my brother as he buried into the MILF’s married twat.

“Yes!” she moaned, her voice throaty with bliss. “I’m going to explode.”

“While your husband watches?”

“I can’t help myself!” she moaned. “I’m so weak. And it feels so good. I’m sorry, Todd. But… but… His cock is amazing.”

Mr. Armstrong groaned. He squeezed his cock through his sweat pants. Beads of sweat ran down his forehead. He watched another man fuck his wife. Watched my brother turn Mrs. Armstrong into his whore.

My brother was amazing.

I squeezed my breast through my dress. I massaged my large tit as my fingers plundered my cunt. Pleasure rippled through me. My nipples ached. I pinched my right nub through the fabric. I rolled it. I twisted it. I tugged on it. This was a hot delight.

“Fuck her,” I moaned. “Pound her! Make that whore cum!”

“Yes!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “I’m getting there. What a cock! I didn’t know a dick could make me feel this! Oh, yes, yes!”

Mr. Armstrong groaned as he watched his wife bucking into my brother. Mrs. Armstrong’s pants and moans grew louder and louder. I could feel it. She was building towards her orgasm. I tugged down on my dress, popping out my large breasts. I squeezed my tit directly, my fingers digging into my pillowy mound.

“Cum on my brother’s cock, whore!” I howled.

“Yes!” squealed the married MILF.

My brother groaned as the MILF squirmed on the dick. Her hair tossed. It was clear that she was a cumming hard. Cumming like a whore. It was incredible to watch. My brother slammed into her cunt, fucking that spasming whole.

My thrust my fingers deep into my cunt. My clit throbbed against the heel of my hand.

I joined her.

“Yes, yes, flood that slut!” I moaned as my pussy convulsed around my fingers.

“Do you want my cum, slut?” my brother demanded while waves of rapture rippled through my body. Stars danced before my eyes. “Huh, you married whore? Do you want me to cum on in your pussy?”

“Yes!” the cumming MILF howled.

“Cum in her!” I moaned, my mind drowning in waves of ecstasy.

Pleasure rippled through my body. Juices gushed out of me. I drenched my hand as I trembled through my bliss. I whimpered and moaned as my brother buried to the hilt in the married MILF. He growled, his face handsome twisting.

He fired cum into her filthy cunt. He spilled his seed into her married twat while her husband watched. I loved it. My orgasm intensified. The pleasure surged out of my pussy. Darkness washed across my vision.

“Yes, yes, yes, flood that whore!” I moaned.

“Fill me!” howled Mrs. Armstrong. “Fill my cunt!”

“Your dirty, cheating cunt, whore!” growled Clint.

“Yes, yes, fill my dirty, cheating cunt!”

“Ruth,” her husband croaked as he witnessed my brother’s cuckolding.

My brother shuddered a final time. Then he ripped his cock out of her cunt, her pussy juices dripping off his shaft. I shuddered, my orgasm peaking. I quivered on the edge of my orgasms as my brother’s white cum dribbled out of that dripping pussy.

“Now you do it!” my brother growled. “You be a man, or I’ll keep your wife as my fucking bitch. I’ll make her my cock-loving whore. She’ll be collared, pierced, and on her knees worshiping me day and knight. I’ll give her to my friends. We’ll take turns using her slattern holes. Her pussy. Her asshole. Her cock-sucking mouth! Or you can be a fucking man and take control of your wife!”

With a wild, primal growl, Mr. Armstrong rushed forward. He pinned his wife down like my brother had. I trembled, watching in awe at the fierce look passing across the man’s face. It was… sexy. I shuddered at the sight.

SMACK!

“Todd!” Ruth gasped as her butt-cheek rippled, a brighter spot forming on her rump. “Oh, Lord, Todd!”

SMACK!

“I was such a bad wife!”

SMACK!

“I was such a terrible cunt!”

SMACK!

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!”

SMACK!

“I cheated on you because I was weak!”

SMACK!

“No!” growled Todd. “This is my fault!”

SMACK!

“I was weak! I wasn’t the man you needed!”

SMACK!

“I failed you, too!”

SMACK!

“I won’t!”

SMACK!

“I’ll control you!”

“Yes,” I groaned, trembling.

My brother grabbed my hips. He shoved me onto the massage table beside the couple. My big breasts heaved. I trembled, my pussy juicy. My brother knelt behind me, pushing my thighs apart. I shuddered as he exposed my shaved pussy, my short skirt sliding up my legs. I whimpered, my brassy hair swaying about my face.

SMACK!

I glanced up at the camera as my brother kissed up my thigh, his stubble rasping on my sensitive skin. I knew my lover was in the room, my sweet Stefani. I winked at the camera, hoping she was cumming. That she was getting off hard on what was happening.

SMACK!

“Damn, Zoey,” my brother groaned. “You are soaked. Did you cum hard?”

SMACK!

“You have no idea,” I moaned. “You have no fucking idea. Holy shit, I exploded on my fingers when you fucked her.”

My brother buried his mouth into my pussy. I gasped as he gave me what he needed. He loved making his women cum. He didn’t think it made him less of man to go down on us, because he knew that he gave us pleasure. That he controlled the rapture flooding our bodies. When we cried out in ecstasy, it was because of him.

SMACK!

His tongue churned me up as Mr. Armstrong disciplined his wife. It was incredible. I watched his hand falling on her rump, making her moan and gasp. He cracked his hand all around her butt-cheeks and thighs while my brother’s cum dribbled out of her.

SMACK!

“Clint!” I moaned, trembling in delight. This was such a hot thing to witness. My body was on fire. My cunt clenched as waves of delight shot through my body. “Oh, Clint, I love you! I love my sexy brother.”

SMACK!

His tongue jammed into my cunt. He churned it around inside of me. He stroked me, teased me. He drove me wild. His eyes stared up at me, dark and hungry. I grabbed at his short, black hair. I gripped him as he feasted on me.

He looked so much like Dad.

SMACK!

My moans mixed with Mrs. Armstrong’s groans. My body trembled, the pleasure rippling through me. My brother’s tongue whipped through my cunt. He stimulated me. He fluttered his tongue through my flesh and gave me such rapture.

SMACK!

I trembled, my big boobs jiggling as he feasted on me. He devoured me. It was incredible to share this moment with my brother. My eyes kept flicking to the small camera. I felt Stefani watching me, loving this wicked, incestuous sight.

“Damn, Zoey!” growled Clint. “Your naughty cunt is just begging for it, right?”

“You have no idea!” I moaned. “I want your cock. Your cum!” I trembled, my breasts jiggling as I squirmed, my pussy juices flowing into his mouth.

SMACK!

“I want to explode on your cock!”

He grinned at me, my pussy cream coating his lips. “You will. When I’m ready.”

He sucked on my clit. I gasped at the jolt of pleasure surging through me. My eyes squeezed shut. My back arched, my breasts thrusting forward. They bounced together, so soft and pillowy. As big as our mother’s tits. My toes curled as my hair danced about my face.

SMACK!

Clint flicked his tongue back to the folds of my pussy. He teased me while Mrs. Armstrong whimpered beside me. Her whorish moans flowed around me as I enjoyed my brother’s hungry tongue exploring my pussy.

SMACK!

“You’re going to be my whore!” snarled Mr. Armstrong. “I’m going to control you!”

SMACK!

“Yes!” the slutty wife moaned. “Yes, yes, yes!”

SMACK!

I shuddered, my pussy clenching around my brother’s probing tongue. He thrust it into my depths and stirred it around. He gave me such wonderful delight. This amazing bliss flowed around me. I savored it. My eyes fluttered as the rapture swelled and swelled in me.

His tongue licked me everywhere. He caressed my folds. He stroked my clit. His lips nuzzled at my labia. Nibbling, teasing, driving me towards my climax. My fingers dug through his short hair, gripping him like a lifeline keeping me tethered to reality.

I would float off into ecstasy if I didn’t.

My pussy clenched as his tongue swirled around my clit. Then he latched his lips onto my bud, sucking.

“Clint, yes!” I gasped, this wonderful pleasure surging through me. “Oh, damn, Clint.”

SMACK!

“Todd!” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong.

SMACK!

“Make her cum by spanking her ass!” I hissed. “She sounds so close. She’s a fucking whore!”

SMACK!

“I am!” the MILF hissed.

SMACK!

I loved those sounds. My brother sucked hard on my clit while his hands moved. I gasped as he slid his fingers up my thigh and found my shaved folds. He nudged around the entrance to my cunt then plunged two fingers into my depths.

I gripped them, reveled in them. My body trembled as he nursed on my bud. My brother wiggled his digits around inside of me, teasing my silky flesh. They were thicker than my fingers. Rougher. Better.

“Clint!” I groaned as he ripped them out and slid them down. “Oh, you’re such a wonderful brother. Do it! My asshole!”

SMACK!

My brother thrust two thick digits into my asshole. My anal ring swallowed his pussy-lubed fingers with ease. That rough, velvety delight surged through me. My back arched, breasts bouncing before me. My eyes squeezed shut.

I exploded.

“Clint!”

SMACK!

My pussy convulsed. My asshole writhed about his fingers. Juices bathed my brother’s face. His tongue fluttered over the folds of my pussy as the incestuous thrill shot through me. I bucked and groaned, stars bursting before my eyes.

SMACK!

This was incredible. This was amazing. The rapture rushed through my body. I bucked and heaved, the massage table creaking. My brother drank my cream. He loved it. His fingers fucked in and out of my asshole as he feasted on me.

SMACK!

“Todd!” squealed the MILF. I knew that sound. She was climaxing. “Oh, my Lord, Todd!”

“You’re cumming,” he groaned. “Just from being spanked. You’re such a slut, Ruth.”

“I can be your slut!” she moaned. “I need a man to fuck me again! Clint’s busy. Be that man, Todd! Please, please, be my man and my husband!”

I shuddered through my orgasm as a fastener popped and a zipper rasped. I shuddered as Mr. Armstrong pulled out his respectable-sized cock. He thrust it into his wife’s cum-filled twat, experiencing my brother’s sloppy seconds.

I came harder.

“Clint!” I howled as the incestuous rush shot through me. “I need your cock in me. Your cum! I need you fucking me! Please!”

Clint ripped his fingers out of my asshole and rose. His cock thrust out from his boxers. They were still bunched around his waist. I groaned, shoving them down as he lined up, freeing his balls to swing into me. I gripped them, squeezed them.

Felt them full of the cum I wanted.

My brother buried into my pussy. I released his balls so they could smack into my flesh as I rejoiced at being filled by his cock. His big dick filled me. This amazing rapture shot through my body. Delight burned through me. My eyes fluttered. I groaned as I savored my brother being in me.

It felt so right.

“Clint!” I hissed, my tits heaving. I ripped up his t-shirt, wanting to see that sexy body of his.

I threw his shirt to the side and rubbed at his muscular pecs. He worked out. So fit and strong. I shuddered as my brother plowed into me. He was such a man. His women would never fuck another guy in front of him.

They would never fuck another cock.

My pussy clenched around his dick as he buried into me. He slammed hard. Deep. He fucked me with vigor. His balls slammed into my taint as he fucked me. My breasts heaved as his arms went around me. He pulled me closer.

He kissed me with tart-stained lips.

I melted against my brother, my pussy clenching around his cock as I savored the taste of my pussy on his lips. What a delight to experience. A wondrous gift to enjoy. I shuddered against him, my breasts rubbing into his flesh. This wicked heat surged through me. My nipples throbbed against him. Tingles raced through me. My cunt clenched about him.

Wonderful bliss surged through me. This amazing delight that had me shuddering against him. My tongue darted through his mouth. He plowed me hard. Fast. He reamed me again and again. His cock filled me to the hilt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “Oh, Todd, I wished you’d fucked me like this before! I wished you’d pounded me. Oh, Lord, I love this!”

“Fucking slut!” he growled.

SMACK!

“I am!” she moaned. “I’m so sorry! Fuck me! Pound my cunt!”

I shuddered at her passion. Her husband used her hard while my brother enjoyed me. Clint growled into our kiss, his hands grabbing my ass. He squeezed tight. My nipples throbbed against his hairy, muscular chest. Tingles raced through me as I breathed in his manly musk.

The salty scent of a man who worked. That delicious aroma. I could almost feel my ovaries releasing my monthly egg to be fertilized.

My tongue danced with my brother’s. I clung tight to him. My thighs squeezed around his waist. I humped my hips against him. I stirred around his girth, savoring every moment I could with it. This was incredible. It was amazing.

Our tongues danced. It was a wild treat. A delight. My nipples ached against him. I felt so loved in his strong arms. Stefani was my girlfriend, the woman who owned my heart, but she could never make me feel quite as sexy as being in my brother’s arms.

She would agree. We both loved fucking Clint.

It was sexy. Deliciously wrong. My brother’s cock was in me. Fucking me. His heavy balls pounded my snatch. Pleasure rippled through me as he buried over and over into me. It was an incredible experience.

Rapture. Ecstasy. Bliss. Euphoria.

All those words could hardly describe what I felt. Joy. Happiness. Vindictive satisfaction.

So many emotions boiled through me as I clung to my brother. His tongue swirled through my mouth. He growled as he thrust into me. I shuddered and loved it. My cunt squeezed around his dick. It was a delight to experience.

Heaven.

I broke the kiss, panting. My heart pounded in my chest as I stared into his eyes. “Yes, yes, Clint, I need it. Your cum.”

He grinned at me. “You’re going to get it. I’m going to fill you up.”

“Yes!” I whimpered.

I glanced over at Mr. Armstrong. He fucked his wife almost as hard as Clint drove his dick into me. My brother plunged his cock into my silky depths. My cunt clung to him, increasing the friction as he pulled back, building another orgasm in the depths of my cunt. My clit throbbed when he buried into me, his pubic bone grinding on my little bud while his wiry pubic hair massaged my shaved pussy.

It was incredible.

Amazing.

I squeezed my pussy around his dick. I reveled in this moment as he buried again and again into me. He plundered me. It was a treat to enjoy. This delicious passion. My cunt clenched in ecstasy around his cock.

“I’m going to cum!” I moaned.

“Yes, yes, me, too!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned, glancing at me. “I’m going to cum, too, Zoey!”

“Fucking slut!” I moaned. “Mmm, first you were my dyke-slut now you are your husband’s whore!”

“I am!” she moaned, her face scrunching up. “Oh, Todd, yes, yes! Fuck me!”

“Cum in her!” growled Clint, burying his dick into me.

“And cum in me, Clint!” I gasped. “ I want my brother’s seed in me.”

He stared into my eyes and I nodded. Understanding flashed across him. He kissed me hard as he buried into me. He knew what I wanted. What I was finally ready for. His dick slammed to the hilt inside of me.

My clit drank in the force of the impact. My pussy absorbed the silky friction of his cock caressing my sheath. The sensation swirled through my core, feeding my impending rapture. I squeezed my eyes shut, my body trembling.

He drew back, stimulating me more.

I came.

My pussy convulsed as his dick buried in me again. Those rippling waves of rapture shot out of me as I squealed in delight. The passion surged out of me. Stars burst across my vision. My head swayed. I bucked and groaned. I loved it so much.

It was the best.

I milked him as he pumped into me. My pussy was so hungry for what his heavy balls held. Incestuous bliss shot through me, but it could be even better. I just needed one more thing sweeping through my body.

“Cum in me!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned.

I groaned into my brother’s lips, begging for him as he fucked me, keeping my orgasm alive.

“Flood me with your cum, Todd!” she purred. “I need it.”

“Yes!” Todd growled. He slammed into her and I heard him grunting. “Take it! You’re my whore!”

I shuddered as I knew he was cumming. A moment later, my brother buried into me. He grunted into our kiss. His cum spurted hot into me. My eyes widened as I felt his incestuous seed flooding my fertile pussy.

I broke the kiss and howled, “Yes, yes, give it to me! I love you, Clint! I need it!”

“Zoey!” he growled as his dick spurted more and more jizz into my convulsing twat. His hands squeezed my ass, gripping me. “Damn!”

I glanced at the camera as my pussy wrung his cock dry. I shuddered against him knowing that Stefani was watching this magical moment. Her mother and father groaned beside me as Clint spilled the last of his jizz into me.

“Goddamn, Zoey,” Clint growled. “That’s what you need.”

“Hopefully,” I gasped, feeling his seed in me. So warm and delicious.

“You’ll get it,” he whispered. “Trust me.”

I nodded then gasped as he ripped his dick out of me. I felt so empty. Beside him, Mr. Armstrong pulled out of his wife’s pussy. The man panted, his cock going soft. He looked flushed, wild, and shocked like he couldn’t believe this was reality.

“Now,” Clint said, grabbing a fistful of my brassy hair and pulling me off the massage table, “you have your woman suck your dick clean.”

I fell to my knees before him on the linoleum tiles, my big breasts heaving. His cum flooded out of my pussy as I didn’t hesitate to suck his half-hard cock into my mouth. I sucked my tart juices off of him, shuddering in delight.

Mrs. Armstrong gasped as her husband yanked her off the table. She grunted as she leaned on her knees. Then he gripped her head and forced his cock into her mouth. He groaned as his wife sucked her tangy juices clean off his cock.

“She’s never done this,” Mr. Armstrong said. “Never sucked on my cock. I had no idea. Oh, wow.”

Clint grinned. “You have a lot to learn.”

“You can… teach me?” the older man asked. “How to… to…”

“Be a proper husband? How to keep your wife from straying?” Clint grinned. “We can start the lessons. $100 a session.”

“Deal,” the man groaned.

I loved it. My brother would teach Mr. Armstrong how to make his wife into his sex slave. Mrs. Armstrong would receive more punishment. She would be put in her place. I couldn’t wait. I knew Stefani would love it.

My brother was awesome.

I shuddered as I nursed on my brother’s cock, loving the feel of his cum inside of me. More of him leaked out, but I knew enough remained in me. His little sperm worked through my womb, swimming up to my Fallopian tubes where my ripe egg waited.

No more pill. No more birth control. I was finally ready for motherhood. I wouldn’t be a bitch like Mrs. Armstrong. I wouldn’t ever make my daughter cry in despair like that cunt made Stefani.

I would treasure my daughter.

Or my son.

I would be the best-damned mother ever.

To be continued…
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The Armstrongs would be here in an hour for their second lesson from my brother, Clint. It was two weeks since that wonderful Saturday morning when my brother showed Mr. Armstrong what sort of wife he had. Two weeks since she was spanked and fucked and shown to be a cuckold. Clint was having fun teaching Mr. Armstrong to control his wife.

The first lesson was on how to safely tie up his wife and dominate her without hurting her. Mr. Armstrong had to learn to control his wife. It was hot seeing Mrs. Armstrong trussed up in ropes. It made my pussy wet just thinking about it.

“Got it, Yunie,” my girlfriend said, bursting into our bedroom. It was my childhood bedroom, but now we both shared it. It was a little cramped, but that was life in Clint’s harem. Despite owning three houses, things could get crowded with his children darting around. “Ready!”

I nodded my head, a heat fluttering through me as my girlfriend thrust her hand into the cloth, reusable shopping bag. She ripped out the item she bought. A rectangular box, not much bigger than a toothpaste container.

Only it wasn’t holding toothpaste. It was a pregnancy test.

I was late.

A nervous flutter thrust through me as I rose from the bed, my nightgown fluttering around my thighs. The days of the family going naked were over. The children could be wandering around. It made having sex a bit more difficult. Luckily, the third house was only for us to play in, kept locked to keep the little ones out.

“Let’s go, Yunie!” Stefani said, using her pet name for me. “Come on! Let’s find out if your preggers.”

“Preggers?” I asked as my redheaded girlfriend seized my arm and pulled me towards the door. “Is Lee rubbing off.”

She grinned at me.

I stumbled out of my bedroom. The door to the master bedroom was closed and I could hear faint moans coming from there, Clint having fun with someone. People moved downstairs. With so many people around, there was always noise in the house.

Stefani, her pink nightgown swaying about her lush thighs, thrust open the bathroom door. It was remodeled a year or two ago. Clint had a larger shower installed instead of the bathtub that used to be here. He had also beefed up the hot water heater. It was hard to run out, and we were able to take showers with multiple people comfortably.

It did, however, make it cramped in the rest of the space.

Stefani pulled off her nightgown, baring her naked body. She had a wild smile on her lips as she turned to face me, her hair swaying about her shoulders. Her breasts appeared, round and delicious, her nipples pierced by gold rings. My eyes flicked up and down her body, noting the flushed gleam to her shaved pussy. The tattoo of a dandelion was on her pubic mound. It looked happy, almost like it was smiling.

“Come on,” she said, then ripped at the cardboard box’s end with her teeth. She spat it out into the trash can as she dug out the pregnancy test. “Get naked and in the shower.”

I blinked at that. “Um… What?”

“D’oh, you can’t pee on the floor.”

“I can pee into the toilet, Dandi,” I pointed out, using my pet name for her.

She winked at me.

“What are you up to?” I asked as I drew up my nightgown, exposing my shaved pussy. A wet itched formed in my depths as the silk cloth caressed up my body. My hard nipples drank in the delight of it made. I shivered.

My brassy hair spilled about my face as I took it off, dropping it on the floor. My large breasts swayed. They were large and pillowy. My back arched. I rubbed my lower back while my toes flexed, a sudden nervous swell sweeping over me.

“Let’s do this,” Stefani said, such joy bursting on her youthful face. We were in our twenties, but she still had that girlish face I fell in love with when we were in high school.

She seized my hand and pulled me into the shower. I stepped over the sliding door’s track and onto the slip-resistant flooring (Clint wanted no accidents). It was a fancy shower with sprays on all three walls, able to bathe you from every direction if you wanted. The floor was wet and water still beaded on the wall’s tiles from someone’s shower. Stefani knelt before me, a naughty grin on her lips.

She thrust the pregnancy test between my thighs right beneath my pussy. There was an absorbent tip.

“When you’re ready!” she declared.

I bit my lip.

“Well?” she asked after a moment.

“Trying,” I said. Despite the fact my bladder was full, the pee just didn’t want to flow. My toes flexed against the rubbery floor. I swallowed, straining.

“Don’t you have to pee?” she asked, this naughty glint in her green eyes.

“I do,” I said, my voice strained. “It’s weird when you’re standing there.”

“Just think I’m Lee or your aunt,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “You don’t have a problem peeing in their mouths.”

“I’m used to peeing in their mouths,” I said. My half-sister Lee and her mother were both humiliation sluts. They loved being pissed on, getting off on the shame. Lee happily drinks Clint’s, Pam’s, and Melody’s piss on a regular basis.

“Well, how’s it much different to pee on a stick?” she asked.

“It just is,” I said, growing annoyed. I strained harder. It was so embarrassing. My girlfriend was right there, holding the applicator to my pussy. She had this look on her face. There was so much pressure on me.

What if I was just two days late? That didn’t mean I was pregnant. I was only off the pill for little more than two weeks. There was no guarantee that my brother had bred me. It could take time. I wanted to be an awesome mother. I wanted to raise my child with love and understanding.

Stefani darted in and sucked on my clit. I gasped as her tongue swirled around my bud. My toes curled as the pleasure surged through me. My bladder clenched as she sucked. I felt so full of pee. I whimpered.

“I’m going to piss!” I gasped, unable to stop it with her sucking.

She popped her mouth off. “Good! Let it flow, Yunie!”

I groaned as it started. The piss spurted from me, splashing yellow on the end of the pregnancy test. It bathed the absorbent end before splashing on my inner thighs, hot and exciting. I groaned, my toes flexing as the tingling, near orgasmic-pleasure rushed through me.

Then, to my shock, Stefani darted her head in, her mouth open. I gasped as I couldn’t stop peeing now. It was flowing out of me in a wild gush. My girlfriend latched her mouth onto my urethra, her lips pressed into my labia.

I peed in her mouth.

“Dandi!” I gasped, my entire body shaking as she gulped down my piss. I could hear her gulping it down. This hot, naughty, depraved rush shot through me.

She sucked at my urethra as my pee flowed out of me. My urine filled her mouth. Her eyes were glossy as they stared up at me. My breasts swayed as she gulped down my urine. She drank it down as I groaned.

My bladder emptied fast. It felt even more intense as I pissed into her mouth. I grabbed the shower bar, gripping it with a deathly clench. I moaned as this strange rush of pleasure flowed through me. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. This wild thrill rippled through me.

My piss slowed. A few last spurts splashed into her mouth. Her tongue darted around my urethra, licking at my folds. Pleasure fluttered through me as she stroked me. My moans echoed through the shower as she lapped me clean, her tongue stud hard against my sensitive petals.

“Oh, my god, Dandi!” I gasped, my large breasts heaving as my girlfriend’s tongue darted around my labia. “Yes!”

I was so turned on now. My eyes fluttered as my back arched. Her tongue thrust into the depths of my pussy. She stirred around inside of me. She teased me. Loved me. She drove me wild with the hungry swipes of her tongue.

She darted it around inside of me. Her nose brushed my clit. Her tongue stud rubbed against my silky flesh. My back arched. My tits heaved as her tongue swirled through me. She teased me. She drove me wild. This wild heat shot through me.

Juices flowed out of me. I stared down at my lover as she feasted on me. Her eyes were glossy. My cream flowed. She moaned, her left hand gripping my ass, her right arm pressed into my tit. She still clutched the pregnancy test as she ate me.

“Oh, damn, Dandi!” I moaned, my voice echoing through the shower stall.

It was so hot. Her tongue was teasing me, driving me wild. She ate my pussy with such skill. Her tongue stud caressed over my folds. The contrast between her soft tongue and hard piercing made me shudder.

She brushed my clit.

I bucked, gripping the shower bar as the pleasures shot through me. My clit sparked bliss through my pussy. My orgasm built fast. My eyes fluttered. Stars danced before me as my girlfriend sucked on my bud again.

“Oh, damn, yes, yes!” I moaned, brassy hair flying around my face as it tossed back and forth. “Eat me! Oh, Dandi, you’re such a wicked slut. Oh, yes, yes!”

She nipped my clit and made me buck. My breasts swayed and shook as my orgasm built faster and faster. She was so naughty. Then her tongue darted back into my pussy, soaking in my depths, her hard tongue stud massaging me.

Teasing me.

“Fuck!” I howled.

“Cum, Yunie!” she moaned into my pussy. “Flood my mouth.”

“I already did!” I gasped as she swirled her tongue through me again. She brushed my naughty bits. My body heaved.

I came.

My moans echoed around us as my pussy convulsed around her pierced tongue. I bucked and heaved as the pleasure surged through my body. It spilled hot through me. A wave of gushing rapture that inundated my mind with bliss.

It was incredible. Amazing. My body bucked as my cunt convulsed with such fervor. I whimpered and groaned. My eyes fluttered. My hips wiggled back and forth. This amazing heat surged through my body.

“Yes, yes, Dandi!” I moaned.

My moans echoed around the bathroom. I clutched to the shower bar. My eyes fluttered. This delicious treat burned through me. My cunt convulsed as the juices gushed out of me. I whimpered as she licked them up.

My orgasm peaked. I held there for a moment, floating on bliss.

Then it passed.

“Damn, Dandi,” I moaned, stepping back and leaning against the tiled wall, my hot flesh contrasting with the cold surface. “What was that?”

“Mmm, I just wanted to try drinking some pee,” Stefani said as she stood up, her face smeared in pussy juices. “I don’t want to be like my mother at all. I don’t want to hide any of my desires from you. I always wanted to try that, and I’m glad I did. It was hot. A little bitter, but it was kinky, wasn’t it?”

I nodded my head. “I never… knew you wanted… that.”

“It’s been building in me for a while,” she said, a big grin. “Ooh, you came hard. You found it hot, didn’t you?”

I nodded my head, another wave of dizzying euphoria sweeping over me. This was incredible. Just a wicked heat to enjoy. My hips wiggled back and forth. I groaned, struggling to catch my breath as the pleasure bled out of me.

Then I noticed what was in her hand.

“What’s the results?” I gasped.

Stefani’s green eyes widened. Her round breasts jiggled as she raised up the test, twisting it in her hand. She stared at the test’s plastic window. Then she glanced at me, her look reserved. I bit my lip, my hips wiggling from side to side.

“Well?” I asked, this nervous twist rippling through my stomach.

“I’m sorry, Yunie,” she said, her voice falling.

“Oh, well, just means I get to fuck Clint more.”

“Yeah, he does like fucking his pregnant sisters,” she said nonchalantly.

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry that your preggers,” she said, a naughty grin playing on her lips. “Gonna ruin your figure.”

“You bitch,” I groaned.

She giggled then she kissed me, her lips tasting of my tart pussy. Her tongue darted into my mouth. She swirled it around. Her round breasts pressed into mine as this amazing joy surged through me. I was going to be a mother.

I was going to have my brother’s baby.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Two hours later, after the entire family celebrated my pregnancy and Clint looking as proud as a rooster strutting through the hen house, it was time for the lesson. I was excited about it, still bubbly from the wonderful news. My hand rubbed at my belly as I trooped through the backyards. All three of our houses were joined together, open, allowing us to stroll through. Some of the children were playing in the sandbox, watched by my mother and Ms. Hiragawa, Pam’s mother.

“This is going to be fun,” Melody said. My half-sister, the only natural blonde in the family, walked beside me. Her blonde hair fell loose while the warm, autumn sun shone down on us. “I have some fun toys in here.”

“Huh?” I said, blinking. “Toys?”

“You are in that happy pregnancy daze,” Melody said. “I remember when I found out I was pregnant with Clint’s child.” She smiled. “That was a wonderful day. I was just giddy. I could hardly focus on my classes the next day.”

“Yeah,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. “But we need to be ready. Focus.”

“Yep,” she said as we reached the back door of the third house. Clit had bought a few years ago. The first two houses were owned by our father. He bought one for my family, and the other for Aunt Vicky. That was back when no one realized that Melody and Lee were his kids, a fiction maintained to the world.

Clint was trying to undo that stigma of incest. To make it legal. California was open in some ways, since everyone thought Melody was his cousin it was okay for them to have sex, but for Alicia, Mom, Aunt Vicky, and myself it was very much illegal.

Not that we cared. We loved it. We were happy.

Melody punched in the code on the back door. It didn’t have a key lock. Clint set it up to keep the kids from getting inside until they were mature enough. We headed inside the play house. It was like a regular house, but there were heavy hooks set in the ceiling that various things could be hung from. Everything from sex swings to manacles to ropes for suspension play.

“What do you got?” I asked and Melody winked at me.

My sister had a playful streak to her that was a little bit like Lee, only Melody wasn’t a humiliation slut. She was dominant, one of Clint’s two queens. She and Pam were his lovers. His girlfriends. His wives if he could get his dream of having bigamy legalized. Melody had that tomboy streak in her. When they were kids, the two were inseparable, each other’s best friends.

We stripped naked as we chatted, my curiosity piqued at what was in that bag. My half-sister was a beauty, her breasts round and beautiful. She was shaved, Clint preferring his women bare, and glistening. She smiled at me, her hair swaying loosely around her face. She didn’t wear it braided any longer. Her back arched, her breasts jiggling.

Clint arrived a few minutes later, pulling off his t-shirt and showing off his muscled body. Melody threw her arms around his neck, giving him an enthusiastic kiss, his hands gripping her ass. I smiled at the display.

I wished Stefani was here, but Clint didn’t want her throwing off the dynamic. Yet. She would get her chance to get back at her parents. She earned it.

Melody broke the kiss, panting. “Let’s do this!”

Clint shoved down his pants and his hard cock popped, thrusting from him. The doorbell rang. I sauntered to the door, naked and unashamed. The carpet was soft and plush beneath my feet as I moved through the living room. The couch was scotchgarded and there was no end table to get in the way. I reached the door, checking through the peephole to see who it was.

Our guests.

I wrenched open the door and hissed, “Get your slutty, skank ass in here right now, cunt!”

Mrs. Armstrong shuddered then gasped as her husband smacked her rump. “You heard her, slave. Get in there.”

“Yes, dear,” Mrs. Armstrong said, her voice throaty. The closeted dyke was becoming a model sex slave for her husband.

“And strip that dress off,” he added, striding in. There was more of a spine to Mr. Armstrong. He was coming along, learning to dominate his wife. But was it enough? He still seemed… hesitant.

I shuddered as Mrs. Armstrong swept by, her auburn hair bouncing. She bit her lip, her green eyes shining. She pretended to be a perfect, Christian wife, but she had kinky desires. She tried to destroy the massage parlor I worked at because we provided extra delights for our all-female clientèle.

Delights the bitch claimed to hate but secretly craved.

“Has she had an orgasm all week?” Clint asked, his voice strong. Melody was pressed against him, her hand idly stroking his cock, her hazel eyes bright.

“No,” Mr. Armstrong said. “Right, slave?”

“Right, dear,” Mrs. Armstrong said, her hands already unbuttoning the frumpy dress she wore. “I’m so horny, dear. I want to cum and cum. May I cum?”

Clint gave a slight shake of his head.

“Not until I tell you,” Mr. Armstrong growled. He was a slender man, tall and with a weak face. He was weaselly.

“Yes, dear.”

Clint smiled as the MILF stripped off her dress. She revealed that she was naked beneath, her breasts round and plump, her nipples dark red, thrusting from wide areolas. Her tits jiggled as her hair swept off of her shoulders.

Melody broke from Clint and grabbed her bag. She pulled out a fleshy dildo attached to a harness and thrust it into my hands followed by a pair of anal beads. I smiled, recognizing the same pair that my mom used on Mrs. Armstrong in the hotel room.

“Bitch, put this on me,” I said thrusting my fleshy dildo at the MILF.

Mrs. Armstrong glanced at her husband. “May I, dear.”

“Yes.”

She darted forward towards me, her round breasts jiggled. She reached me, her green eyes glossy. She fell to her knees before me, taking it. I shuddered at my mastery over this bitch. I loved how eager she was to please me. I felt her eyes on my pussy.

“You want to eat me, don’t you?” I growled. “You want to feast on my on my cunt!”

“I do,” she moaned. “I’m a wicked wife. My husband has to control me.”

I stepped into the harness. I shuddered as she pulled it up my thighs and drew it up my flesh. I groaned as she pressed the dildo into my clit, her hands tightening the harness. It was incredible to feel it rubbing on my sensitive bud. It sent this wid rush through me as she adjusted it, sending pleasure through me. My cunt clenched. My toes flexed and throbbed.

Then she ducked her head in and licked my pussy. My girlfriend’s mother fluttered her tongue through my folds. She caressed me. Her tongue stroked me. My eyes squeezed shut as this bliss rippled through my body.

It felt incredible. She gave me this teasing delight. It was wonderful to feel.

“You naughty slut,” I groaned. “Just a pussy-loving dyke. Mr. Armstrong, your wife is a carpet-munching whore!”

“She is,” Mr. Armstrong said. “Enough of that, slave.”

“Yes, dear,” she moaned, pulling her mouth from me, her eyes glossy and her lips gleaming with my cream.

“You’re here to be a faithful wife, not to indulge your depraved desire for pussy,” he growled.

I rolled my eyes. There was nothing wrong with it, but he was still mired in his own beliefs. However, it was clear he liked it. He was already hard, his little cock tenting his slacks.

“Have you been using her?” Clint asked.

“Using her?” Mr. Armstrong asked.

“Yes,” Melody asked as she pulled a naughty dildo out of her bag. It was green and segmented, almost looking like a caterpillar, with a hooked tail. It was designed to wiggle instead of buzz. “Has she been satiating your little dick?”

“She’s given me blowjobs, and I’ve fucked her, but I’m not letting her cum,” Mr. Armstrong said. “We’ve been having a lot more sex.”

“Because you’re being a man,” Clint said. “So let’s see if she’s learning. Your wife can’t cum until you let her.” My brother smiled. “I’ll let you know when that’s time.”

“And we’re going to do such naughty things to you,” Melody said, turning on her vibrator. It undulated, my pussy clenched.

“Suck on my dildo,” I hissed then I popped the anal beads into my mouth. I sucked on them, letting them slide through my lips.

The woman sucked on the tip of my dildo. She bobbed her head, whimpering. Her lips sealed around the toy’s sculpted crown. She moaned, her mouth sliding up and down it, her green eyes glossy. As she worked her mouth up and down the dildo, its base rubbed into my clit.

It was an incredible treat to enjoy. My pussy clenched as the heat surged through my body. My hips wiggled from side to side as the massaging pressure on my clit made me groan. My back arched as this delight shot through me.

My half-sister grinned at me as she brought the dildo to Mrs. Armstrong’s pussy. She thrust it into her cunt. The wiggling toy buried deep into the woman. She gasped. Her eyes widened as she felt it squirming in her pussy. I knew that toy.

The tip was twisting and turning inside of her, its blunted point massaging against her pussy’s walls. The thick shaft torqued in her, caressing her, teasing her. Melody flashed me a wicked grin. She pumped her dildo in and out of the MILF’s cunt, fucking her.

Mrs. Armstrong groaned around my dildo.

I popped the anal beads out of my mouth and grinned at her. “You like that, slut? You like sucking on my dick while getting fucked?”

She whimpered around it.

“I bet you just want to cum,” I purred. “Just show us that you’re a selfish cunt. A bitch that just wants to satiate herself all the time.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, she just wants to cum. She’s dripping wet.” Melody thrust the dildo deep into the woman. Mrs. Armstrong groaned again. Melody licked her lips. “She’s going to cream. This dildo will drive her wild.”

“Show us that you’re a filthy cunt!” I groaned, grabbing Mrs. Armstrong’s fiery hair. I held tight and thrust my dildo into her mouth. I buried it into her. I fucked her hard. I pounded her mouth. My clit throbbed. “You’re just a selfish whore!”

“Mmm, so selfish,” Melody moaned. “You just care about your own pleasures, slut.”

Melody grabbed the MILF’s ass and squeezed. My sister’s hazel eyes stared at me. They shone with delight as she thrust the dildo in and out of the MILF cunt. I shuddered as she slobbered on the fake cock while pleasure rippled through me.

Melody bit the MILF’s ass. Not hard, but she left fading teeth marks. She shuddered, churning her up, driving the MILF wild. I could hear the bitch moan. She sucked hard on the dildo. I could tell that she wanted to cum.

And couldn’t ask.

I grinned, thrusting the dildo hard into her mouth as Clint came up behind Melody. Our brother stroked his cock, a big grin on his face. He winked at me. He had such dark eyes. Handsome eyes. His muscles rippled as he fell to his knees behind our sister. He smacked Melody’s rump with his big dick.

Then he slid the tip down.

“Clint!” Melody moaned as our brother fucked his cock into her cunt. She jammed the dildo deep into the MILF.

“Mmm, tease that bitch,” Clint growled, his hips drawing back and then slamming into my sister. He filled her with his cock. I heard the slap of flesh. “Make her want to cum. But if she does…”

“She’s going to be punished,” growled Mr. Armstrong.

A panicked look crossed Mrs. Armstrong’s face. She sucked harder. She moaned, drool running down her chin. She shuddered, her body trembling. I loved it. I gripped her hair, my tits heaving before me as I fucked the dildo in and out of her mouth. Every thrust pressed that dildo’s base into my clit.

Clint grunted as he pounded Melody. My sister panted, twisting the vibrator in the MILF. It wiggled away in the bitch’s twat. I drove my dildo deeper into the slut’s mouth. I would bury it down her gullet. It would slam down her throat and fill her.

I groaned at the delight of using her. I pounded her. Fucked her. I buried the dildo down her throat. I loved the way she gurgled on it. She moaned, her words muffled by the toy. My pussy juices spilled down my thighs as my heat burned.

“Damn,” Melody moaned. “Ooh, Clint, yes, yes, drive me to my orgasm. I’m going to cum so hard!”

“I bet this bitch wants to cum hard!” Clint growled, his hands gripping our sister’s tits. He squeezed them as he pounded her.

“Do you?” gasped Melody, pumping that vibrator in and out of the MILF’s cunt.

I ripped my dildo out of the MILF’s mouth. She gasped and shuddered, drool spilling over her lips. I smacked the fake cock into her face, not hard, just enough to splatter her with saliva. I hissed, “Huh? Do you want to cum.”

“Yes, yes!” the MILF gasped, rocking back into my sister’s thrusting dildo. Her back arched. Her face twisted with rapture. “I want to. Oh, yes, I want to cum. May I, dear! May your nasty, filthy, cheating wife enjoy herself?”

Clint shook his head.

“No,” Mr. Armstrong said, his voice throaty.

“Will you disobey?” I demanded, smacking her forehead again. Then I slapped her cheek. “Huh?”

“I’ll be good!” she moaned, her face twisting with pleasure. “But it’s so hard. This dildo is driving me wild. It makes me want to explode. Oh, oh, yes. Dear! Dear! Please, I need to cum!”

“Not until I tell you!” Mr. Armstrong growled. “You swore to be faithful and obedient! You swore it in your vows to God! I’m going to make sure you keep them!”

“Yes, yes, yes, dear!” she howled, her body shaking.

“Oh, damn, I’m going to cum so hard!” Melody moaned. She rocked back into our brother’s thrusts. “Oh, Clint, yes, yes! Fuck me! Pound me. Ooh, I want to explode on this dick. I can cum when I want!”

“Yes!” Clint growled and fucked her harder.

I smacked the bitch’s cheek, the rubbery shaft rippling from the impact. She stared up at me, her eyes wide. “You don’t deserve to ever cum again for being such a terrible mother!”

She shuddered.

“But I want to,” she moaned. “I know I was wicked. I am wicked. Just a dyke-slut. Let me cum, dear! Please, please! I need it!”

“No,” he growled. “You’re so pathetic. I thought you were such a good and loving woman. But you want to eat Zoey’s cunt, don’t you?”

“I do!” Her nose twitched. “She smells so good. Tart and delicious.”

“Do it!” Clint growled. “Press that pussy into her mouth, Zoey.”

“Yes!” squealed Melody.

I shoved my cunt against Mrs. Armstrong’s lips. The dildo thrust over her forehead, twitching and dripping with her saliva. I sucked on the anal beads again, tasting the plastic, as her tongue buried into my cunt. I groaned, trembling, the living room full of moans.

The vibrator buzzed away in her cunt, making her whimper into my pussy. She licked and fluttered her tongue through my twat, driving me towards my orgasm. Melody’s face twisted in rapture. She rocked back into our brother’s thrusts, savoring his cock.

The cock that had bred me.

I shuddered as Mrs. Armstrong licked her tongue through my aching pussy. It was such a treat to feel. She swirled her tongue around inside of me. She thrust it deep into my cunt. She feasted on me with such hunger, her eyes desperate.

“I’m going to cum!” I moaned. “I’m going to experience all that bliss you can’t, bitch!”

“Yes!” Melody hissed. “Oh, damn, Clint! Fuck me harder!”

“My queen!” he growled and plowed into her with force.

He fucked her with all his passion. Their flesh slapped together. He made her gasp and moan out in delight. My sister’s face twisted in passion. She wasn’t fighting it. She surrendered to the incestuous bliss fluttering over her.

“Eat my pregnant cunt and make me cum!” I moaned. “Ooh, get that tongue deep into my cunt. Feast on me. You nasty whore. Ooh, yes, yes. I’m going to be such a better mother than you!”

I came.

My climax swept over me fast. Sudden. I was gasping, moaning. I gripped her hair with my free hand, the other clutching the anal beads. The pleasure surged over me. Wave after wave of rapture shot through my body.

“You’re pregnant?” Melody gasped. “Our brother bred you?”

“Yes!” I moaned, my tits heaving as the rapture rushed through me. Mrs. Armstrong licked out my pussy cream. She feasted on me. It felt incredible to feel her tongue lapping at my folds. She ate me with such a desperate hunger as my orgasm burned through me. “You’re going to be a father, Clint! Again!”

“Yes!” he growled and slammed hard into Melody.

“Clint!” gasped my half-sister. “Yes, yes, flood me! Fill me with your cum!”

I shuddered, the vibrator humming away. The air smelled of hot pussy. My tart musk mixed with sweet delight. My nose breathed it in as my body bucked and writhed. My pregnant cunt spasmed, convulsing with joy as my lover’s mother ate me out.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned. His face twisted with passion.

“Clint!” squealed Melody. “I love you! I love my king!”

“My wild queen!” groaned Clint. “Goddamn.”

I shuddered as my orgasm peaked. I released my grip on the MILF’s hair. I stumbled back, panting, the dildo swaying before me. The MILF trembled. I could hear the vibrator wiggling around in her cunt, the other end thrusting out of her. Melody didn’t hold it. She was shuddering in Clint’s arm, her head twisted.

They kissed with passion. I smiled, watching their incestuous love as I came down from my orgasmic high. I wanted Clint to repel incest laws and make bigamy legal. I wanted him to marry Melody and Pam and even Alicia, our little sister who was also his little princess. She was the third closest to him.

Hell, I wanted him to marry our mother, our aunt, Lee, and even those two twins who lived up the street raising Clint’s children with their hot, Japanese mother.

I wanted to marry him. With Stefani. We could all be his wives. It would be so hot.

“Damn,” I moaned, dizzy.

“I need to cum!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “The dildo… Dear, dear! The dildo is driving me wild. I don’t want to be a selfish cunt any longer. I don’t want to be a dyke-slut. I want to be your faithful and obedient wife. But… but…” Her face twisted with rapture. “Please.”

Clint’s hand shot out and, while still kissing my sister, ripped the toy from the MILF’s cunt. Mrs. Armstrong groaned and collapsed on the floor, the dildo buzzing beside her, wiggling and squirming, soaked in her juices.

I smiled at the sight. My body buzzed. I wanted more fun. I wanted to push this bitch to her limits. I wanted to have a wild time. An idea popped into my head.

“Bitch,” I hissed, sinking down onto my back. “Come ride my dildo reverse cowgirl style. I want to see that ass. I’m going to thrust these anal beads into your rectum and make you explode. I know how much you love that.”

Mrs. Armstrong whimpered.

“Do it,” her husband hissed, sounding so wimpy like he was out of control. He was masturbating in the corner, jerking his little cock.

Mrs. Armstrong stumbled to her feet. She reached me and went to straddle me facing forward, her tits heaving. She grabbed the dildo, guiding it to her pussy. I could see her cunt looked raw and flushed through her bush.

“I said reverse!” I hissed. “Turn around.”

“Sorry,” she groaned, her face flushed.

She twisted around, her gorgeous ass coming into sight. She grabbed the shaft and guided it to her pussy. She sank down on it, whimpering as her pussy engulfed my shaft. I groaned, my clit still sensitive from my orgasm.

The pressure felt even better. Sparks flared through me.

Clint whispered to my half-sister. Melody nodded and purred in delight. She rose to her feet and clamped a hand over her pussy. Clint’s dick bobbed, covered in her juices. She darted over to me and then grinned as she straddled my head, pulling her hand away as she lowered her shaved twat to my face.

Clint’s cum poured out of her pussy before she reached my mouth. Her pussy lips were more developed than they had been at sixteen, the first time I ate her out. It coated her labia and then a drop fell and landed on my mouth.

Salty cum sweetened by her yummy cunt.

My half-sister settled her sloppy twat on my mouth. I groaned and flicked my tongue out through her lips. I shuddered, feasting on her creampie. She shuddered over me, her ass clenched before my eyes. She wiggled from side to side, letting Clint’s cum spill out of her.

“Mmm, thrust those anal beads into her ass,” Melody moaned. “And you, slut, ride that dildo. I want you gasping and moaning and cumming. You know you want to cum.”

“I do,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned as she rose up the shaft. It shifted on my clit. “I want to cum so badly.”

She slammed down it, grinding the dildo’s base into my clit. Pleasure sparked through me. I moaned into my sister’s pussy. I thrust my tongue deep into her sweet depths and scooped out more of Clint’s wonderful cum. At the same time, I pressed my anal beads forward. I was blind, working by feel.

Mrs. Armstrong rode my cock. She moaned and gasped, my clit throbbing and aching. Pleasure spilled through my body. I moaned my joy into my sister’s sloppy cunt as I slid the anal beads’ tip around the MILF’s asshole.

I found her crack.

“Now go down,” Melody moaned. “Ooh, Zoey, lower! Lower!”

I moved the tip down as my body trembled. My tongue fluttered through her folds, licking up more of the salty jizz pouring out of her cunt along with her sweet cream. Melody grabbed my big boobs, squeezing them as I moved the anal beads.

“Right there!” gasped Melody. “Oh, no, you moved away. Okay, go a little lower and… Darn it!”

It was hard. Mrs. Armstrong rode me, working up and down my fake cock and make my pussy burn with the heat sparking from my throbbing clit. I had to work by feel, sliding the anal beads’ tip up and down the moving crack.

I felt a divot.

“That’s it!”

Thrust.

Mrs. Armstrong groaned as I felt her asshole engulfing the anal beads. I shoved them forward, feeling each time a bigger and bigger orb reached her sphincter. There was more resistance with each one. I thrust harder, driving each bead into her asshole.

“Yes, yes, her asshole’s swallowing them!” moaned Melody. “Ooh, Zoey, this is so hot. She’s going to cum!”

“No!” the MILF moaned. “Not without your permission, dear!”

“Not yet,” Clint said.

“No,” her husband growled.

I shuddered at Clint’s mastery of the situation. My brother was a hunk. I gripped the anal bead’s end, a ring my finger was thrust through. I could pull them out at any moment, giving the MILF a sudden burst of pleasure as she rode my dildo.

“You’re going to cum so hard,” Melody moaned. “Ooh, just like I am. My sister’s tongue is deep in my yummy snatch.”

“I bet you taste good, Melody,” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong. “Oh, dear, I have to cum. This dildo. Oh, god, this dildo!”

“I think we’ve heard enough of her whining,” Clint said. “Let me shut her up. Suck my dick clean. Taste Melody’s cunt, bitch.”

I groaned as I heard the married MILF sucking on my brother’s cock before her husband’s eyes. She was cuckolding him again. Mr. Armstrong groaned as he watched. I moaned into Melody’s pussy, the pleasure building and building in my pussy.

Mrs. Armstrong rode the dildo fast and hard. She was driving me towards a screaming orgasm. I shuddered, my toes curling as the heat surged through me. This was incredible. It was such a delight to experience.

My tongue darted through Melody’s folds. I searched for more of Clint’s incestuous seed. I couldn’t find any more salty drops. I whimpered in disappointment while the MILF moaned around Clint’s dick. His cock was in her mouth.

“Yes, yes, fuck her mouth,” hissed Melody. “Ooh, I love watching my king use a bitch. And your wife is a bitch, Mr. Armstrong.”

“She is,” the weak man groaned. “She’s sucking your cock clean, Clint.”

“You’ll have to punish her for that,” Clint groaned. “For licking Zoey’s cunt and sucking my dick without your permission.”

“Yes!”

I whimpered in delight. My pregnant pussy clenched. I was so close to cumming. I gripped the ring at the end of the anal bead, so ready to yank it. The MILF rode the dildo, working it in and out of her cunt, teasing me. My toes curled. The pleasure flowed through me. This wild heat burned in the depths of my twat.

I was so close. I was almost there. A little more, and I would explode.

The MILF slammed her pussy down my dildo. My clit throbbed and ached. I thrust my tongue deep into Melody’s twat. She groaned atop me, her fingers massaging my big boobs. The pleasure tingled down to my pussy.

A few more drops, but enough.

As Mrs. Armstrong rose up the dildo, I squealed in orgasmic rapture into my sister’s cunt. My pregnant pussy convulsed. Pleasure shuddered through me. I trembled on my back, my heart pounding rapture through my chest.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, stars bursting before my eyes.

“Ooh, Zoey’s cumming just the way you want to!” gasped Melody. “Oh, you naughty bitch. You’re going to cum sucking my brother’s dick clean of my pussy. You love it!”

Mrs. Armstrong moaned.

My body bucked. My arm yanked.

I ripped the anal beads out of Mrs. Armstrong’s asshole as the pleasure bathed my mind in ecstasy.

I felt each bead pop out of her sphincter. In two heartbeats, I had yanked them all out of her bowels. The MILF squealed in rapture. Hot cunt juices gushed down the dildo and soaked my cunt. I gasped, my clit throbbing. New rapture exploded through me.

I set off her orgasm.

“She’s cumming!” I howled. “The selfish bitch is cumming!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Melody gasped, grinding on me. “She is. She’s cumming hard and… and… Zoey!”

My sister’s incestuous juices flooded my face. They bathed me. I drank them down. I licked up that sweet delight seasoned with some salty cum that must have flowed out of her from deeper in her twat. I drank it down, my eyes squeezing shut as I savored this moment.

“Fuck!” Clint growled. “Your wife is a whore. She can’t even follow simple directions.”

“Have to punish her!” Mr. Armstrong groaned, his voice throaty. Was he cumming?

“Yes!” Clint growled.

Melody spilled off of me, lying on the ground, twitching beside me. I blinked, watching Mrs. Armstrong’s back. Clint was over her, fucking her mouth. I trembled as my orgasm peaked. I held at the pinnacle of rapture while staring into my brother’s dark, hungry eyes. I breathed in deeply, the air perfumed by my sister’s musk.

My orgasm died.

Clint ripped his cock out the married MILF’s mouth. I could see him fisting himself. His face twisted with pleasure. Then he growled. The MILF gasped. I could tell he was splattering her face with his cum, her head shaking.

“Just a filthy, nasty, married slut!” Clint snarled, bathing her face in his hot seed.

“Yes!” I moaned, the MILF squirming on the dildo, massaging it into my clit. “We’re going to have to punish you.”

“You’re in so much trouble, slave,” growled her husband. “You just let another man cum on your face.”

“I’m sorry, dear!” the MILF howled. “I’m just so weak. I love it. I love cumming!”

I shuddered as my pleasure died into buzzing bliss. I heard movement and just noticed Stefani watching, a big smile on her face. I shuddered in delight and knew that the next part of the lesson would be wild.

Mrs. Armstrong was a naughty slut. Again.

To be continued…
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Cum dripped off Mrs. Armstrong’s face. My brother’s cum.

A shudder rippled through my body. This was so hot. Melody, my half-sister, and I made the MILF cum. She wasn’t supposed to. Her wimpy husband, being trained to be her dominant master by my brother, had given her orders.

I was surprised she held off from cumming as long as she did. Mr. Armstrong wasn’t the most dominating man even now.

“How shall we punish her?” Clint asked Mr. Armstrong. “She came, she sucked my dick without your permission, and she licked Zoey’s cunt.”

I loved it. Clint just rammed his cock into her mouth while she was riding my strap-on dildo. I licked my lips, Melody’s sweet pussy juices coating my mouth and cheeks. She tasted so good. I loved the incestuous flavor.

“Well?” Clint asked again. He was such a strong, young man. Tall, his hair dark, his body muscular. He must have taken one of those super Viagra pills because he was still hard, his dick thrusting hard before him. He stood over the MILF, her lush face dripping with cum. His seed fell down onto her round breasts.

I loved his cum. He had bred me with that incestuous seed. It was so hot. I only found out today.

“Uh…” Mr. Armstrong was a slender man. He was still holding his cock, jerking it off as we played with his wife.

As Clint used her mouth.

“Be a man,” Clint growled. “She came. She indulged in her pleasures.” A smile grew on Clint’s lips. “She sucked on my cock.”

“Spank her,” Mr. Armstrong said. It almost sounded like a question.

I rolled my eyes.

Melody giggled as she pressed against Clint, her round breasts swaying. She had loose, sandy-blonde hair spilling around her flushed face. I made her cum hard. She held our brother the way a lover would. She was his first sister. One of the two of us he loved the most.

“That’s it?” asked Clint. “Just spank her? We’ve already done that.”

I nodded my head. Clint spanked her hard and then her husband took it up as punishment for her being a lying cunt. She came to the lesbian massage parlor I worked at, founded by our friends Juana and her sister-slave. After enjoying our services, she’d freaked out when she realized her daughter had made her cum.

She almost destroyed the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor with her selfishness.

She hated Stefani, her daughter and my lover, for being in a lesbian relationship with me. Then she came to our massage parlor multiple times. Clint had convinced Mr. Armstrong that his wife was a cheating, dyke whore because the wimpy guy wasn’t a strong husband giving her what she needed.

Control and pleasure.

“She needs more than being spanked.” Clint grinned at Melody. She winked a hazel eye. “Bondage.”

“Um…” Mr. Armstrong said. “Well, I have the rope in the car you had me buy. I haven’t tied her up since last week.”

This was the Armstrongs second lesson Clint had given. Last week, he taught Mr. Armstrong how to safely tie up his wife without hurting her.

“No, we need more than that,” Clint said. “Let’s go to our dungeon.”

“Dungeon?” squeaked Mrs. Armstrong.

“Does your wife have permission to speak?” Clint demanded.

“Quiet, whore,” Mr. Armstrong said, his voice cracking. “You… you don’t speak right now. Not after sucking his cock.”

She flushed and lowered her head, more cum dribbling off her cheeks. She wiggled her hips. I rolled my eyes, my hands playing with the harness of my strap-on dildo. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Stefani peeking into the living room. We were in the third house our family owned.

The play house.

“You have a dungeon?” Mr. Armstrong croaked. His face was pale.

“It’s in the basement,” Clint said, nodding his head over his shoulder at a short hallway. There was a door there.

Mr. Armstrong marched towards it, passing Clint. My brother sighed, shook his head, then grabbed Mrs. Armstrong’s dark-red hair in a firm grip. She gasped as my brother hauled her to her feet and dragged her after her husband, the woman half-bent over.

Pussy cream dripped down her thighs.

I smiled at Stefani as Mr. Armstrong opened the door and headed down the stairs, Clint following, dragging the man’s wife like she was his personal sex slave. Melody sauntered after with a sway to her rump.

I winked at Stefani and followed, my fingers undoing the harness of the strap-on soaked in the MILF’s juices. I dropped it on the ground and, as I headed down the stairs, I saw Stefani snag it up. I giggled as she licked at her mother’s juices off the dildo.

She was eager to join the fun.

My large breasts jiggled with each step. They swayed back and forth, the thick carpet on the stairs muffling our footsteps. Clint made sure there was the most comfortable flooring for us to play on. This house saw us having sex everywhere. None of the kids were allowed in here.

At least, not until they were mature enough.

I reached the bottom and entered our dungeon. Pam, my half-Japanese sister, waited. You would never know she was actually one of our family members, but our father, like Clint, had a thing for Asian women. My mother and Aunt Vicky would bring him sexy, Far East beauties for him to enjoy.

Both my mom and aunt were good sex slaves to both my dead dad and Clint.

“I knew she would break,” Pam said. The petite, Japanese woman wore a black corset about her torso, lifting her round breasts into two delicious mounds. Her dark-brown nipples thrust out hard. She wore her hair in a French braid, falling black down her back, a few errant strands tumbling down her porcelain cheeks. A bubbling laugh burst from her lips, full of her amusement.

“I have plenty of delights to use on her to punish her,” said Pam. She motioned to a table where she’d set out a variety of wicked delights.

“Darn,” muttered Mr. Armstrong as he stared at the massive butt plug sitting beside the other items. Clothespins, clover clamps, vampire gloves, a Wartenberg wheel, several leather straps, two paddles (one with holes drilled through the polished wood), a pair of flails (one with thick leather straps and the other fine, thin tails), a whip, a coil of red rope, handcuffs, and a spreader bar.

“What do you want to use on her?” asked Clint as he pushed Mrs. Armstrong down on her knees. Pam came up to him, pressing against his side, her eyes bright.

“I don’t know,” Mr. Armstrong said. He picked up the Wartenberg Wheel. It looked like a pizza slicer except the wheel had small, blunt teeth that would roll across your skin. It was a medical device to check nerve function.

It felt wicked rolling across your flesh.

“This is… I mean…”

“Fine,” Clint growled. “A man shouldn’t hesitate. He needs to be in control. Make decisions.” He snatched up the red rope. “Watch.”

Mrs. Armstrong gasped as he pushed her down onto belly, her breasts flattening on the ground. Her hips wiggled from side to side. He pulled her arms behind her back and bound her wrists together. She shuddered as he wrapped them up, braiding the rope around her arms as he worked higher and higher.

“Oh, wow,” groaned Mr. Armstrong as he watched Clint work with skill.

Melody hugged Pam from behind. She nuzzled into our Japanese half-sister, cupping Pam’s tits. She moaned, wiggling in delight, melting into Melody’s embrace. The two loved each other as much as my brother.

My pussy clenched as Melody pinched Pam’s nipples.

Clint pulled Mrs. Armstrong up into a kneeling position as he went to work on her body. He wound the rope around her stomach, then did a complicated braiding to wrap the rope up her belly, the red cable beautiful against her pale skin. He then looped the rope around her tits. He squeezed her mounds with the rasping hemp.

Mrs. Armstrong moaned as first her right tit then her left were wrapped, her breasts jiggling, looking swollen. Her nipples were hard. Cum dribbled down her face. She licked her lips, tasting the cum. She whimpered, her body shifting, kneeling there as Clint finished his knots.

Stairs creaked behind me.

Clint glanced up and smiled. “Well, if your father can’t decide how to punish your mother, what do you think?”

I threw a look behind me to see Stefani peeking around the corner. She blushed. What, did she think we wouldn’t notice her? She stepped out naked, her round breasts jiggling, her fiery hair sweeping around her shoulders. She had a sleek stomach that flowed down to her shaved pussy, her dandelion tattoo looking so hot on her pubic mound.

“You’re being naughty, Dandi,” I purred. I loved the pet names we had for each other.

“I have, Yunie,” she said, winking at me.

My hands idly brushed my unicorn tattoo on my shaved pubic mound.

“Well, let’s see,” said Stefani. “How to punish my bitch of a mother… Hmm…”

Her father gaped at her, his hand covering his hard cock. Her mother squirmed, staring down, her cheeks going scarlet, making my brother’s cum really stand out. Stefani had a saunter to her steps, juices dripping down her thighs.

“How should I make you suffer for being such a hypocritical dyke, Mother?” hissed Stefani. She grabbed a Paddle. “Maybe I should spank your ass until it’s black and blue?”

“Mmm,” moaned Melody, her fingers pinching Pam’s nipples. Both their eyes watched with molten lust in them, Pam’s slanted and dark.

“Hot,” whimpered Pam.

“Or should we whip you?” Stefani asked. “I’m pretty good at the whip. I can raise welts across your ass. One for every time your tongue licked through my pussy.”

“What?” asked Mr. Armstrong.

“Oh, Daddy, Mommy ate my pussy and loved it,” purred Stefani. “She had her tongue deep in me. She feasted on me. Oh, she’s a pussy-licking fiend.”

“Yes, she is,” I purred.

Mr. Armstrong swallowed. “Why is my daughter here?”

“She’s not supposed to be,” Clint said, giving my lover a hard look. “But she’s a concerned party. She was hurt badly by your whore-wife’s actions. She has every right to punish her.”

“She ate my pussy, Daddy, then called me a freak,” hissed Stefani. “She pretended she didn’t love the taste of my cunt. She feasted on me.”

“Oh, yes, she did,” I purred.

Mr. Armstrong swallowed. “Well, honey, I’m sorry. Your mother is… is a whore. She shouldn’t have eaten your pussy at all. She should have been a faithful wife.”

“I should have,” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong. “I’m trying. I just…”

“You need to be a man, Daddy,” said Stefani. She picked up the vampire glove. It was made of fine, black leather, the palms and fingers covered with fine needles. “Now this is naughty. If you’re not careful, you can draw blood. It scratches. Lee always howled when Clint rubs her with it. The way she cums with it…” My lover shook her head. “No, no, this isn’t right.”

She passed the clover clamps, a type of nipple clamp with springs. When you tugged on the chains at the end, they tightened, squeezing the nubs harder. She brushed the massive butt plug, shaped like a smooth Christmas tree that flared nearly as wide as my wrist. She touched it, rocking it, before she moved to the box full of clothespins.

“Mmm, these,” she said, picking it up. “Shall we decorate her, Yunie?”

I smiled at her and sauntered over, passing the MILF, my brassy hair dancing about my shoulders. My pink nipples throbbed. Once, I’d let Melody clamp one. It hurt and yet felt exciting. It wasn’t for me. I wasn’t a pain slut like Mrs. Armstrong clearly was.

I took one from the box and opened it. It was a regular wooden clothespin. The spring snapping the jaws back shut when I released them. Mrs. Armstrong trembled, her bound tits looking so swollen. So in need of being decorated by them.

Stefani and I knelt before her. We both reached for her breasts, for her mother’s hard nipples. Just as we were about to clamp her nubs, Clint said, “You’re not even going to say it’s okay, Mr. Armstrong?”

“Okay?” the weak man said.

“They’re about to play with your wife,” Clint said, “and you’re not objecting? Are you just going to let us do whatever we want to your wife?”

“Well…” The man swallowed.

I clamped Mrs. Armstrong’s left nipple as Stefani snapped her clothespin on the right. The wooden jaws pinched both pink nipples, compressing them. Mrs. Armstrong gasped. Her back arched. She let out whimpers, pain and pleasure crossing her face.

“Whoops,” I said. “Should we take them off, Mr. Armstrong?”

“Yes, should we, Daddy?” Stefani asked, her eyes smoky.

“It’s okay,” he said. “She needs to be punished and… and… I’m sorry if she said the things she said, Stefani. After all… The things your mother has done.”

My girlfriend and I grinned at each other. Then our hands darted into the box and pulled out the clothespins. We attacked her mother. We clipped them on her breasts, pinching her skin. Her mom moaned, her green eyes wide. Her head threw back as the clothespins swayed while her swollen breasts jiggled.

One after the other, we circled her tits. She moaned louder and louder. Her face contorted. I breathed in deeply, inhaling tangy musk. Her mother dripped juices as we applied more and more of them. I’d heard Lee or my mother making noises like this, that mix of pain and pleasure.

Agony and rapture.

“You like this, don’t you, Mother?” hissed Stefani, clamping a clothespin on her mother’s upper tit.

“It’s… it’s…” The woman’s face contorted. “It feels… It hurts, but… but… It feels… It makes me… I…”

“You love it,” I purred, clamping another clothespin on her tit. They swayed. There were dozens of them per breast. “Don’t you? You’re just a naughty slave that loves the pain.”

Mrs. Armstrong whimpered and nodded her head.

“Do you see, Daddy?” Stefani said, her hand grabbing another clothespin. She pinched this one on her mother’s stomach between lengths of red rope crisscrossing her torso. “Mommy’s just a submissive whore.”

“She is,” groaned her father. “She just needs to be controlled, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, I do,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “I’ll just be wanton. I want to eat our daughter’s pussy. I lied. I loved it. I was just shocked. I felt I should hate it. I was ashamed she knew I loved pussy. I’m such a hypocrite. Yes!”

I clamped a clothespin on her belly, pinching the toned skin. She shuddered, whimpered. We went lower, working down her stomach, adding more and more clothespins to decorate her body. We were heading to her auburn bush.

My girlfriend grinned at me as she darted her hand down between her mother’s thighs with another clothespin. She nudged through her mother’s pubic hair and found thick, engorged labia covered in pussy juices.

She clamped her mother’s cuntlip.

“Oh, my Lord!” gasped the MILF, her clothespin-studded tits bouncing. Her swollen breasts looked so delicious, her skin stretched taut. Her dark-red hair danced about her contorting face. “Oh, that hurts! Oh, yes, yes, punish my disgusting pussy! I’m such a wicked mother! A whorish wife!”

I grabbed another clothespin. Grinning at my girlfriend, I found the MILF’s other labia. I clamped it. She gasped and bucked, her juices running down the clothespin, soaking the wood. The tangy passion swelled, my own cunt aching with delight.

“Mmm, that’s hot,” moaned Stefani. “Don’t you think, Daddy? Isn’t she such a beautiful whore?”

“Yeah,” groaned her dad.

“But she needs something else. Daddy, fetch that butt plug for me.”

Mr. Armstrong obeyed his daughter. He grabbed the thick, black cone and rushed it over to his daughter, his cock bobbing before him. It was so small compared to Clint’s. My brother watched, standing beside our sisters as Melody played with Pam’s tits.

Their three eyes on us were so hot. My pussy was on fire.

Stefani smiled as she moved around her mother. I followed, wanting to watch the fun. The MILF moaned and whimpered. Stefani licked the tip of the butt plug. Her tongue danced around the end of the rubber cone. She soaked it in her spit before she grinned at me.

This was so hot. I parted her mother’s asscheeks, exposing that puckered asshole.

“Mmm, Mommy, I couldn’t help noticing how hard you came from the anal beads,” Stefani purred. She lowered the butt plug to her mother’s crack. “You’re going to love this, aren’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” the woman moaned. “Stefani!”

Her back arched, her arms wiggling against the bonds. The rope rasped as her daughter drilled the butt plug into her asshole. I shuddered, watching that tight, brown anal ring swallowing it as Stefani pressed it deeper and deeper into Mrs. Armstrong. She groaned as her asshole stretched wider and wider.

It was so hot to witness. Stefani drilled it deeper. Her mother moans grew louder. They were throaty and passionate. Mrs. Armstrong’s body wiggled back and forth. Her moans echoed through the dungeon. Everyone watched her.

“Oh, Lord, that’s huge!” the MILF whimpered. “Oh, that’s so big. She’s stretching me out, honey. Our daughter’s stretching out my asshole! It’s incredible.”

“Are you… are you going to cum?” groaned Mr. Armstrong.

“Yes, yes, yes!” the MILF howled as Stefani thrust it harder.

I groaned as the massive butt plug vanished into her mother’s asshole. Her hole squeezed shut around the stem, the knob nestled between her butt cheeks. Her mother’s body bucked and heaved. Pussy juices gushed down her thighs, coating the clothespins in her cunt cream. That tangy passion filled my nostrils.

Her moans echoed through the room. It was so incredible. I loved it. My pussy clenched as Mrs. Armstrong kept proving how much of a pain-slut she was. It was incredible. I once thought this woman was the most prudish cunt on the planet.

She was a kinky whore.

“Ooh, Daddy,” Stefani purred, standing up, “looks like Mommy disobeyed you again. She didn’t ask permission to cum, did she?”

“No, she didn’t,” groaned her father. He stroked his cock again, staring at his wife with such lust in his eyes.

“She’s just a whore,” moaned Melody, pinching our half-sister’s tits.

Pam whimpered in agreement while Clint had a big smile on his lips. He had his arms folded across his muscular chest, not stroking his hard cock like a desperate wimp. He controlled his desires. He wasn’t a slave to them.

Stefani rose and headed to the table. She grabbed both of the flails. She grinned at me, her breasts swaying. “Well, Yunie, thin or thick?”

I stared at the two flails. The thick one had broad strips of leather wider than two of my fingers combined. The other had dozens of thin strips, almost as fine as a whip. One produced a thudding slap and the other a stinging kiss.

“The thick one,” I purred.

“Mmm, you are thicc in all the right places,” my girlfriend purred, staring at my curvaceous body with hungry eyes.

I winked at her.

She handed me the thick one. Then she grabbed her mother and hauled her to her feet. The bound woman gasped. She stumbled, her round breasts jiggling. Her clothespin-studded tits looked so swollen and ripe. Just perfect to enjoy.

“Now stand there, Mommy,” Stefani purred, taking such delight in this, “and let us punish you for cumming without Daddy’s permission. Or mine.”

“I’m sorry, Stefani honey,” she groaned. “I shouldn’t have, but… The butt plug feels amazing in me. I’m such a slut! And the clothespins… They hurt so sweetly.”

Stefani grinned. Her arm swung.

SWISH! CRACK!

The thin straps striped her mother’s rump with dozens of red lines. Her mother’s back arched. Her auburn hair danced around her head as she whimpered and groaned, that throaty sound of a slut who loved being punished. Mrs. Armstrong wiggled her hips.

She didn’t retreat.

I drew back my arm and swung the flail.

SWISH! THUD!

The thick straps landed heavily on the woman’s rump. She jumped and gasped. Her back arched.

Her arms bound behind her pulled against the ropes. She made this amazing sound of pain and pleasure.

SWISH! CRACK!

More stripes blossomed.

SWISH! THUD!

The impact shuddered through the MILF, her ass jiggling, glazing red.

SWISH! CRACK!

The sounds were so exciting. Pussy juices ran down my thighs as we punished her.

SWISH! THUD!

We alternated. We struck her over and over, driving her wild.

SWISH! CRACK!

“You’re just such a whore, aren’t you, Mommy!” moaned my lover.

SWISH! THUD!

“Yes, you are,” I moaned, watching those scarlet asscheeks jiggling.

“I am!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “I deserve this. Keep spanking me, Stefani honey! Punish your mother! I was so wrong! I was so jealous that you were open to your desires. That you loved another woman the way I always wanted!”

SWISH! CRACK!

“When I had the chance to do it anonymously, I leaped at it!”

SWISH! THUD!

“I loved it! And then you showed up!”

SWISH! CRACK!

“I was so ashamed that you knew I was a lezzie whore! After the way I treated you, I reacted badly!”

SWISH! THUD!

“I’m so sorry, Stefani honey! I’m a whore! A slave to my desires! I have to be controlled or I’ll just be such a filthy, disgusting slut!”

“Yes!” Stefani hissed and slammed her flail into her mother’s ass.

CRACK!

The sound was the loudest yet. Her mother threw back her head and gasped out in pain. It was incredible. I trembled, watching as my lover’s tits heaved.

“You’re such a whore!” hissed Stefani!

CRACK!

I gasped as Pam hugged me from behind. I felt her corset against my blouse, her breasts rubbing into my tits. Her nipples caressed my nubs. Her arms went around me as I watched Stefani whip her mother’s ass.

“You made me feel like I was a disgusting thing!”

CRACK!

“Like I wasn’t good enough to be your daughter!”

CRACK!

“You’re better than I am!” moaned her mother. Her voice was throaty. Tears fell down her cheeks. “Keep spanking me. I deserve it. I love you, Stefani. I don’t hate you. I hate myself for how I treated you!”

CRACK!

I shuddered as Pam kissed at my neck. Her lips nibbled on my flesh, feeling so naughty. Her left hand cupped my large tit. She kneaded me as the cracks hissed through the air. Then her hand shoved down to my pussy. I felt something hard in her hand. Something round.

A clit vibrator.

It buzzed to life as she pressed it into the folds of my pussy. Pleasure sparked through me. I groaned as my sister massaged my clit. She pressed the vibrating delight into me. My clit drank it in. My pussy, primed by the naughty fun, burst into overdrive.

SWISH! CRACK!

Pam rubbed her little toy in circles on my clit. The buzzing delight assaulted my bud. Pleasure surged through me. My toes curled. My breasts jiggled, her hand squeezing my left tit. She nibbled up to my neck, teasing me with her lips while my pussy juices dripped down my thighs.

SWISH! CRACK!

“Mmm, she’s just so beautiful, isn’t she?” Pam whispered in my ear. “Your lover.”

SWISH! CRACK!

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my heart pounding in my chest. “Just amazing. I love her.”

SWISH! CRACK!

Stefani winked at me.

“I love her so much, Pam,” I groaned, my hips undulating as my half-sister massaged my clit and gave me such pleasure. My body rushed towards my orgasm. I couldn’t fight it. Not with that buzzing delight massaging my most sensitive bud.

SWISH! CRACK!

Stefani looked so passionate. Her fiery hair danced about her shoulders as she drew back her arm. Her firm tits heaved. Her golden nipple rings glinted in the light of the dungeon. She slammed the flail down hard.

CRACK!

Her mother’s butt-cheeks rippled.

I groaned as my lover cocked back her arm again. I wiggled my hips, feeling Pam’s ticklish pubic hair on my rump. Her leather corset creaked as she ground against me. She pressed the clit rocket hard against my aching nub while her fingers found one of my nipples.

SWISH! CRACK!

She twisted my nub.

“Pam!” I moaned, my toes curling. “Yes, yes, Pam, I’m going to cum!”

SWISH! CRACK!

“Mmm, cum,” purred Pam. “Just enjoy yourself. Mr. Armstrong is.”

SWISH! CRACK!

The pathetic man fisted his cock as his daughter did his job for him. Stefani was wild. Beautiful. Perfect. My body trembled. The pleasure swelled through me. I groaned, my heart racing in my chest. I couldn’t handle this any longer. I bit my lower lip, this wild passion surging through me. It built and built, threatening to drown me.

SWISH! CRACK!

My eyes fluttered. My cunt clenched.

SWISH! CRACK!

I exploded on the buzzing vibrator. My head threw back as I trembled in Pam’s loving embrace. My Japanese sister sucked on my neck and twisted my nipple. Wave after wave of rapture rippled out of my cunt.

SWISH! CRACK!

“Yes, yes, Pam, you’re amazing!” I moaned. “Oh, my god, yes, yes!”

Stefani turned, the flail held low in her hand, tails swaying around her right thigh. She watched me, her green eyes hot as I trembled. I bucked and shuddered, my pussy convulsing. Waves of rapture washed out of me. They inundated my mind.

“Ooh, Yunie,” groaned Stefani, the flail slipping from her fingers. Her thighs gleamed with her cream. Her juices ran down her thighs. “Isn’t she gorgeous, Mommy?”

“Yes,” whimpered the trembling whore. Mrs. Armstrong’s entire ass blazed red. Her bound body twisted, her clothespins jiggling on her tits as she squirmed around to look at me. “yes, she does.”

“Don’t you just want to eat her up,” Stefani moaned as Pam kept the clit rocket pressed on my sensitive bud.

“Uh-huh,” the MILF whimpered.

The pleasure soaked my mind. The ecstasy washed out of my pussy. My tart passion filled my nose. That wonderful musk filled my every inhalation. My eyes fluttered as my heart pumped rapture through my veins.

Stefani groaned then threw herself at me. She seized me, pulling me to her and ripping me from Pam’s embrace. Our breasts came together as her lips captured mine in a wild kiss. I melted against her, our nipples brushing. Our mouths worked with wild passion, tongues dueling.

I felt everyone watching us, especially her mother. Mrs. Armstrong panted and whimpered, envying her daughter. I grabbed Stefani’s rump, pulling her tight against me. My hands kneaded her flesh as I savored the delicious flavor of her mouth.

Our hips wiggled, shifted. We pressed our pussies against the other’s thighs, legs half-entwined. Her skin felt so hot against my twat. Pleasure rippled through me. I groaned into her mouth, my hands massaging her rump while hers stroked my back.

“Aren’t they beautiful?” Melody purred.

“Mmm, they are,” Pam said. “Inspiring.”

I heard my half-sisters began kissing, loving each other the way I loved my Stefani. My clit throbbed against her, drinking in fresh delight, driving me towards my orgasm. I wanted to cum so badly. I wanted to writhe in my lover’s embrace.

I wanted to feast on her and feel her devouring me. A wild, wicked delight. My heart thundered in my chest. I wanted it so badly. To just fall to the floor and devour her. She would taste so delicious. Tangy, like her mother.

I broke the kiss and stared into Stefani’s feverish, green eyes.

“Yes, Yunie, let’s do it!” she moaned before I could say it. “Let’s sixty-nine.”

“God, I love you,” I moaned, my heart beating so fast. My fingers kneaded her rump.

“That’s so sweet,” moaned Pam. “They’re so hot together.”

“Mmm, they are,” Melody purred. “Want to join them?”

“You know I love eating your pussy.”

I shuddered as Pam and Melody were already sinking to the floor, Pam ending up on top of Melody. My two half-sisters were so eager for each other. They twisted around, Pam planting her furred muff on Melody’s hungry mouth.

“Damn, they are beautiful,” Clint said, awe in his voice.

“Yes, they are,” I said.

“Yunie, let’s eat each other!” moaned my girlfriend. “You got to cum, but I haven’t! My pussy is on fire!”

“Oh, I’m going to make you explode,” I said, pulling my lover to the floor.

I settled on my back, my breasts piling into two plump mounds. Stefani squirmed atop me, her nipples rubbing into my nubs. Her nipple ring caught on my left nub, teasing me as she squirmed. My pussy clenched, heat surging through me.

Then she spun around on me, our tits rubbing against the other’s stomach. She threw her leg over me so her pussy hovered right above my head. Her labia spread open wide, her pink depths exposed to my hungry gaze.

A drop of tangy passion landed on my lips.

I moaned as I licked it up, her aroma filling my nose. I seized her rump and pulled her down. Her pussy melted to my face. My tongue lapped through her labia while she buried her face into my cunt. Her tongue darted through my petals, teasing me.

It was incredible.

She darted through my folds, licking me with such hunger. She squirmed on me as my tongue attacked her clit. She needed to cum, and I wanted to make her explode as fast as possible. Then I was going to take my time with her.

Tease her. Love her.

“Yunie!” she squealed into my pussy as I sucked on her clit.

“Oh, my, Zoey, you’re loving my daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned, such envy in her voice.

“Always!” I moaned, trembling on the ground. My hips wiggled back and forth.

My tongue darted around Stefani’s sensitive, pink nub. Then I sucked on it. My hands kneaded my lover’s rump as she squirmed atop me. Her tangy juices soaked my lips. They spilled down my chin. My eyes stared at her taint and her asshole winking between her butt-cheeks.

I loved the sight.

She moaned into my pussy. Her tongue stirred around inside of me. She teased me. Drove me wild. It was an incredible treat to enjoy. I groaned, savoring this passion surging through me. It was incredible. I whimpered out in delight. The rapture burned through me. My body trembled on the carpet.

“Yunie!” gasped my lover.

“Are you going to cum?” Mrs. Armstrong asked. “Are you, Stefani honey?”

“Yes!” she howled. “I’m so hot. I… I… Yunie!”

Her wonderful cream gushed out of her pussy and bathed my face. I lapped up the delicious flood. I groaned, savoring every moment of drinking her tangy delight. My tongue danced over her pussy folds. I teased her. Drove her wild. She whimpered atop me, grinding back and forth on me. Her hot cream ran over my cheeks and chin.

It was incredible. A wild treat that I was lucky enough to enjoy. I moaned into her cunt. I worshiped her as I savored her wild flavor. My tongue danced over her folds, licking up her cream as she squealed into my cunt.

“Yunie! Yunie! I love you! You’re the fucking best! Oh, my god! Ooh, yes, yes, lick up my cream.”

A shadow fell over me as I did that. Clint dropped to his knees, holding his hard cock. I stared up at his dick as he lined up at Stefani. I pulled my mouth from her pussy, gasping, panting. My tongue flicked out, licking at his shaft.

“Fuck her!” I moaned. “Breed her! We have to be pregnant together!”

“Yes!” my lover moaned into my pussy. She thrust her tongue into my twat.

Clint rammed his dick into her cunt.

I watched my brother’s big cock vanish into my lover’s pussy. His balls slid over my face. I sucked on them for a moment before they drew back. His cock emerged covered in my lover’s tangy cream. I licked him, savoring the flavor. He slammed in again, his hairy nutsack caressing my face.

I smelled his manly musk. I moaned, licking his balls as he fucked my lover. She moaned into my twat, feasting on me, driving me wild while my brother pounded her. Clint grunted and groaned, fucking her hard.

“Pam!” whimpered Melody in the background as the rapture shot through me.

“Yes, yes, Melody! I love you!” gasped Pam.

Their passion mixed with the sounds of Mrs. Armstrong whimpers and the rhythmic slapping of Mr. Armstrong jerking his cock. Why didn’t he use his wife? Why didn’t he just take her instead of watching us like a pathetic man?

Stefani nibbled on my labia, driving the question from my mind.

Pussy juices dripped from my lover’s pussy as Clint rammed into her. He buried his cock over and over into her pussy, churning her cunt cream to a froth. It glistened like a pearly foam on the edges of her labia.

I licked it up.

My tongue danced around their flesh. My lover and my brother united in passion. I loved it. I tasted her tangy passion on his cock. I sucked on his balls. They were full of the cum that had bred my pussy.

And would breed Stefani’s.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck her, Clint!” I moaned. “I want you cumming in her.”

“Ooh, breed me!” my lover moaned into my twat.

Her fingers found my pussy lips. I gasped as she thrust three of her digits into my depths. She filled me. I moaned out in delight. My legs trembled at the sudden intrusion. Her fingers pumped in and out of me while her tongue flicked against my clit.

She drove me wild. She caressed my bud, teasing me. The passion surged out of me. I trembled on the floor, my heart racing in my chest. Clint grunted as he drove his dick again and again into my lover’s depths.

“Yes, yes, fuck her, Clint!” I moaned. I sucked on his balls for a moment before they drew back. “Make her explode.”

“Yes, yes, I want to cum on your big cock, Clint!” Stefani moaned. She rocked back and forth, her tits sliding against my belly.

She thrust her fingers in and out of my pussy and sucked on my clit. She moaned with wanton passion. I could feel her pleasure building and building in her. She was cumming closer and closer to her orgasm.

Just like me.

Her fingers teased me. She stretched out my pussy. She drove me wild. I sucked on her clit, nibbling on it while Clint thrust forward, his balls smacking into my forehead. He grunted and groaned, plowing her hard.

“Damn!” growled Clint.

“Cum in her!” I urged, my orgasm swelling. Stefani’s fingers reamed me.

“Yes, yes, cum in my daughter!” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. “Breed her!”

“Darn that’s wild,” whimpered the wimpy Mr. Armstrong.

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, my pussy clenching on Stefani’s fingers. “Do it, Clint!”

“Give me that cum and breed my pussy!” howled Stefani.

Her tangy juices gushed out around my brother’s dick and bathed my face in her hot passion. I reveled in it, licking at her flesh as Clint drove his cock into her. His balls slipped over my mouth. My lips latched onto his nuts.

I felt them tense and then twitch.

My brother growled as he flooded my girlfriend’s fertile depths with his jizz. I shuddered, loving this moment. My pussy clenched down on Stefani’s fingers. She moaned about my clit, her body bucking atop me.

I joined them in rapture.

I moaned around my brother’s balls as he flooded her pussy. Ecstasy burst in my cunt. My pussy spasmed around Stefani’s fingers. My body bucked, my aching nipples rubbing into her belly. Pleasure washed over my mind.

Stars danced before my eyes as the bliss filled me. I drank it in as I trembled beneath my lover. I sucked on my brother’s nutsack as he basted her cunt with all his jizz. I loved this moment. My two half-sisters moaned in the background, all of us cumming.

“Oh, Yunie, yes!”

“Dandi!” I whimpered as her fingers pulled out of my pussy. “Did my brother fire a lot of cum into you.”

“So much,” she panted. “I hoped he did it. I hope I’m preggers like you.”

“Me, too,” I moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes,” whimpered Mrs. Armstrong. “That would be so hot.”

Stefani shuddered on me then gasped as Clint ripped his cock out of her. Before I could bury my face into her twat and lick up my brother’s cum, she stood up, pulling her pussy away from my hungry mouth.

I whimpered as I stared up at her, watching her pussy drip with Clint’s cum. I truly hoped that he’d bred her this time. I wanted us pregnant together. Both of us growing my brother’s child. I didn’t know if we’d have daughters or sons. Maybe one of each. I wanted them to be lovers. To share their passion the way their mothers had.

My lover seized her trembling mother by the hair. Stefani yanked hard on the MILF, forcing her mother’s face into her cum-filled twat. My lover threw back her head as her mother took a lick. I could see Mrs. Armstrong’s jaw moving, the muscles in her face working as she devoured her daughter’s fizz-filled pussy.

“She’s reveling in incest, Daddy,” Stefani said, glancing over her shoulder. “Are you going to stop her?”

“I… I…” He swallowed.

“If you don’t, I’m going to piss in her mouth,” Stefani moaned. “She’s going to drink my urine and… Mommy! Ooh, she wants it. Her tongue’s dancing around my urethra. She’s such a wicked slut.”

I trembled, licking my lips coated in Stefani’s tangy cream. It was a similar flavor to her mother’s cunt. A little lighter. Not as matured. Delicious and wonderful. I watched as Stefani stared at her masturbating father.

“Well, Daddy, you going to stop me?” she asked.

“N-no,” he groaned.

A smile grew on Clint’s lips as he stood over me, his arms folded across his broad chest, watching the sight. I shuddered and my eyes widened. He wanted this moment. I flicked my gaze to my lover. She arched her back, her face straining.

Then she let out a long, slow groan.

She pissed in her mother’s mouth. Urine spilled out the corners, the yellow running down her mother’s cheek as she soiled the woman. Mrs. Armstrong shuddered, her bound arms twisting as she pressed her mouth tighter.

She drank her daughter’s urine and moaned. Mrs. Armstrong welted ass clenched, the black knob of her butt plug peeking out. She whimpered with wanton passion as she drank more and more of my lover’s piss. I remembered peeing in Stefani’s mouth earlier that morning, how it felt as the piss streamed out of me and into her mouth.

“Damn,” Melody whispered in the background.

“Mmm,” Pam purred, her voice throaty with satiated bliss. The type brought by one sister making another cum. “What a slut.”

“Yes!” gasped Mr. Armstrong.

He came. His cum splashed on the carpet. A few weak spurts as his knees buckled. He was so pathetic for cumming while watching his daughter use his wife. Stefani had utterly dominated her mother. My lover’s body bucked. She groaned and came again.

I licked my lips, savoring that tangy musk staining my mouth as I watched my lover tremble through her orgasm. She held her mother’s auburn hair. Mrs. Armstrong’s jaw licked and lapped, drinking her daughter’s cream and piss.

“Oh, Daddy, I don’t think you’re strong enough to control Mommy,” Stefani moaned, glancing at her father. “You have to give her to me. I’ll keep her in line. I’ll make her into a good wife and mother. She’ll be my mommy slave and your perfect wife. What do you say?”

“I… I…” He swallowed. “You’re right. I just can’t do it. I tried… but I’m not Clint. Please, please, you have to keep your mother from being such a sinful whore.”

“Yes!” Stefani moaned in triumph, her eyes flashing to me, such delight in them.

I grinned. My brother had arranged this all. I smiled as I witnessed the completion of his plan. I trembled, eager to experience the delights of my lover’s new mommy-slave. Things were about to get wild. I rubbed my belly, hoping the naughty MILF would massage me when I was nice and round, eating my pregnant pussy,

Drinking my piss like a good mommy-slut.

I loved my family.

To be continued…
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“You are going to be such a good, little masseuse, aren’t you, Mommy-slut,” my girlfriend said, a husky tone in her voice as I pulled my car into the back lot of the Lady Touch Massage Parlor.

“Yes, Daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong said, her voice submissive as she sat in the backseat.

We’d just picked her up from her home. We got to own her during the day. She was our sex slave. Well, technically she was Stefani’s sex slave, but my lover was more than happy to share her mommy-slut with the entire family. We used Mrs. Armstrong, enjoyed her, and then returned her to her husband for the evening. We didn’t want to break up their marriage.

It was hot making her go to church with her husband, to pretend to the world that she was his demure and faithful wife while we made her our whore. The last few weeks had been naughty. It was just such a treat.

It was all my brother’s doing. Clint had manipulated everything, convincing the wimpy Mr. Armstrong that we needed to control his wife and keep her from being a complete whore. The supposed uptight woman was a slave to her lusts.

Now she was a slave to ours.

I stepped out of the car onto the gravel of the back lot and stretched my back. I shuddered, my fingers flexing. My hips wiggled back and forth as I closed the door. My lover sauntered around the vehicle, a wicked grin on her face as her mother climbed out, her auburn hair sweeping around her face. Mrs. Armstrong wore her modest dress like usual. You would never know she was a sex slave. Even the choker she wore didn’t look unusual.

It was a gold plate on a chain that fit snug about her throat and read, “Devoted Mommy.” It was so innocent. I bet the women at church admired it, not knowing it was her slave collar, proof that Stefani owned her.

I unlocked the rear door of the shop. The massage parlor opened in an hour. Lee, Juana, and Carmelita would be along soon, but we were here a little early to teach Mrs. Armstrong. We wanted her to work here.

To give wanton massages.

“What if someone I know comes here,” Mrs. Armstrong said as we slipped inside the parlor.

“Well, then they’ll know you’re a lesbian whore, too,” Stefani said. She smacked her mother on the rump. My lover’s green eyes were bright, her pierced nipples pressing hard against the stretchy, material. Her breasts jiggled. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Yes, Daughter,” said Mrs. Armstrong, her cheeks blushing.

I smiled and opened the door. I smacked Mrs. Armstrong’s rump as she passed, her brown skirt molding to her ass for a second. I could feel she didn’t have any underwear underneath. She wasn’t allowed to wear any undergarments.

The moment she was inside, her fingers went to the buttons of her dress. She worked them down, popping the buttons through the eyelets. She bit her lower lip as she exposed more and more of her round breasts. They were the same size as her daughter’s, but softer.

Would Stefani’s grow larger now that she was pregnant, too? We just found out yesterday. Clint had definitely bred her that day we broke Mr. Armstrong and got him to agree to make Mrs. Armstrong our slut.

Mrs. Armstrong stepped out of her dress, folding it up, her naked breasts jiggling. Her cheeks still had that delicious blush. Juices gleamed on her dark-red bush. She wiggled her hips back and forth, her thighs rubbing tight.

“Mmm,” I said, sauntering to the parlor’s employee breakroom, my fingers pulling up the hem of my halter top. I bared my large tits, my brassy hair falling around my shoulders. “We’re going to teach you to be the best masseuse, Mrs. Armstrong. You’re going to be loving all our customers without getting paid.”

“Eating their pussies,” moaned Stefani.

“Licking their assholes,” I groaned.

“Drinking their pee,” said Stefani. “Oh, wait, you only get to drink our pee.”

Mrs. Armstrong let out a low, throaty moan. She hadn’t known about that perversion until Stefani pissed in her mouth two weeks ago, but she’d loved it. The older woman was such a slut. She wanted it all. She craved wicked passion.

I unsnapped the button to my shorts. I thrust them down along with my panties, my pussy freshly shaved by Lee this morning. My naked breasts swayed as I folded up my clothing and slipped them into a cubby. Stefani stripped beside me, her dandelion tattoo coming into view, bright and sunny on her pubic mound. Her pussy lips looked so juicy and engorged, her clit peeking out.

I licked my lips, aching to feast on her.

Her pierced nipples gleamed as she grabbed her masseuse robe. We wore these pastel, silk robes that were often doffed when we were alone with our clients. We had many regulars that came here just to have naughty orgasms, though a few women only wanted to be massaged.

We slipped out and headed to a massage room. I lit an incense stick as my redheaded lover stretched out on her belly on the table, her rump wiggling back and forth. Her toes flexed and curled. Her head vanished into the oval cutout at the top of the massage table, padded to provide comfort for her.

“I’m going to rub all over your body, Daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong purred as she pulled out the massage oil. “I’m going to relax you.”

“Good,” she said. “I’m super preggers. I need it.”

“You’re not super preggers,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re not even showing. I’m not even super preggers.” I was starting to have morning sickness. It wasn’t bad, just some nausea in the morning that some saltine crackers helped settle.

“I’m super preggers, Yunie!” my lover said, her rump clenching. “I need to be pampered.”

“Of course, Daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong said, spreading the massage oil.

“Okay,” I said, moving around the other side of the bed, my large breasts swaying. “I want you to really work those fingers into her muscles. Don’t be timid. You’re not going to hurt her. And pay attention to what you’re touching. You can feel where there are knots in the muscles.”

Mrs. Armstrong nodded. The married sex slave pressed her hands into her daughter’s back. She massaged the flesh, working her digits into them. Stefani moaned in delight. I watched the MILF work, my pussy itching as she stroked her daughter’s flesh.

Mrs. Armstrong’s green eyes had a glossy passion in them as she massaged her way across Stefani’s back, my lover groaning and cooing the entire way. My pussy dripped juices. It was so hot watching the mother pleasure her daughter.

Massages were such intimate acts. The rubbing of a person’s exposed flesh formed a naughty connection. I bit my lip, my fingers itching to rub my cunt as Mrs. Armstrong went lower and lower, working in circles. I gave small corrections from time to time, having her put more pressure here, to work a little more vigorous there.

“Listen to Stefani’s breathing, to the sounds she makes,” I said, my nipples throbbing. “You can tell if she likes it or hates it. Moderate your actions. Adjust yourself. If she coos, work there more. Relax her.”

“Yes, yes, relax me,” moaned Stefani, her voice already a little drowsy. “Mmm, that’s good, Mommy-slut.”

“I’m glad, Daughter,” panted the MILF.

She slid lower and squeezed her daughter’s rump. I smiled, watching the MILF massaging my girlfriend’s rump. The MILF licked her lips, her fingers digging into those juicy butt-cheeks. Stefani’s asshole flashed and winked as her asscheeks parted. Her pussy gleamed between her thighs, her juices dripping out of her.

The smell of her tangy musk, a similar flavor to her mother’s twat, wreathed the air. I breathed it in, my heart pounding. My tongue flicked across my lips as the MILF’s fingers dipped into her daughter’s butt-crack. Digits stroked down the crevasse. She caressed her daughter’s asshole, rubbing it.

Mrs. Armstrong bit her lower lip while Stefani moaned in delight.

“Just slide into her asshole,” I said. “You hear her. She loves it. You have to know your client and what she wants.”

“Yes, Zoey,” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. She pressed a finger into her daughter’s asshole. I watched that anal ring swallow the digit.

Stefani whimpered as her mother’s finger went deeper and deeper. My lover’s rump clenched, butt-cheeks squeezing about her mother’s digit. Mrs. Armstrong pumped her finger in and out of her daughter’s asshole, teasing her, making her coo.

“You have another hand,” I said, “so keep massaging her. Caress her legs, her rump, even her pussy.”

“Yes, Zoey,” the MILF moaned. She shuddered, her wedding ring flashing on her left hand as she massaged down my girlfriend’s thigh, leaving gleaming, oil-coated skin behind.

My pussy clenched. My cunt was on fire, wanting to touch myself. I bit my lip. My hips wiggled back and forth. Juices dripped down my thighs. This heat burned through me. My breasts jiggled and shook, swaying before me. My nipples ached.

I pinched them.

Pleasure shot down to my cunt. I moaned while Stefani whimpered. She squirmed as her mother fingered her asshole. Mrs. Armstrong plundered her daughter’s asshole, the MILF’s left hand sweeping back up her daughter’s thigh to brush Stefani’s plump vulva.

“Mommy-slut!” gasped Stefani as her mother massaged her hot flesh.

I loved it. Mrs. Armstrong rubbed her fingers up and down her daughter’s slit, caressing her, massaging her twat. I licked my lips in delight, loving the sounds my lover made. Pussy juices ran down my thighs. My fingers twisted my nubs. Electricity shot down to my cunt.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Mmm, listen to your daughter. You’re getting her all nice and juicy. You’re pleasing her. Getting her excited.”

“I am,” the MILF moaned. “Mmm, she loves it.”

“Yes, she does,” I said, licking my lips. “So what are you going to do now? You can hear her passion. What does she want?”

“To cum,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “My Daughter needs to cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Stefani gasped.

“Then let’s roll her over and start ‘massaging’ her front.” I licked my lips, eager to start.

The MILF pulled her fingers from her daughter’s pussy and out of her asshole. Then Stefani flipped her over onto her back, her round breasts bouncing. Her nipple rings flashed. Her nubs were pink and delicious. She rubbed her thighs together, her clit throbbing.

“Start with her breasts,” I moaned. “Just massage those tits. Keep her on edge. Make her feel amazing.”

“Yes!” Stefani moaned, her voice feverish.

Mrs. Armstrong’s hands seized her daughter’s breasts, the diamond wedding ring flashing. She promised to be faithful, but she was our naughty sex slave. It was so hot. I reveled in it, my thighs rubbing together. My clit throbbed and ached. My juices leaked down my thighs.

The MILF squeezed her daughter’s tits. She massaged them, working her fingers into those lush tits. Stefani moaned as her mother’s digits climbed up to her pierced nipples. Oiled fingers massaged those beautiful boobs.

“Oh, that’s it,” groaned Stefani. “Oh, Yunie, she’s getting good at this. She’s such a titty slut.”

“I am, Daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong groaned. “You’re breasts are just gorgeous.”

She ducked down and sucked on a pierced nipple. Stefani gasped. Her body trembled, gleaming thighs rubbing together. The massage table creaked as she moaned. I twisted my nipples as I watched the sight, my tongue licking at my lips.

The tangy scent of hot pussy filled my nose, mother and daughter mixing together. A hint of my own tart passion seasoned that delight. My hips wiggled back and forth. My tongue licked across my lips. My toes curled.

Mrs. Armstrong nursed on her daughter’s nub. Stefani gasped and shuddered. The MILF massaged both boobs as she loved her daughter’s nipple. The MILF’s lips sealed tight. Stefani’s face contorted. Her head tossed back and forth.

“That’s it,” I moaned. “Massage those titties. You’re getting your client’s pussy so wet. I can smell her.”

“Yes, yes!” moaned Stefani. “Yunie, my preggers pussy is on fire. I’m so ready for my orgasm. Ooh, this is incredible. You’re doing such a good job, Mommy-slut.”

Mrs. Armstrong moaned as she sucked on her daughter’s nipple.

I wiggled my hips back and forth. I twisted and tweaked my nipples. I pulled on them. My pussy was on fire. This was so hot. Mrs. Armstrong would be our lezzie slave. We would make her please so many women. She would eat all these pussies for us.

She would make us so much money.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, releasing my nipples. “Let’s get down to massage her pussy. Let’s drive her wild.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Stefani. “Massage my cunt! I’m on fire!”

Mrs. Armstrong popped her mouth off her daughter’s nipple. She groaned and then slid her oiled hand down her daughter’s stomach. She reached Stefani’s shaved pubic mound. The MILF thrust her daughter’s legs apart, Stefani’s pussy lips spreading open. Mrs. Armstrong licked her lips as she moved to mount the table.

I smiled in delight as Mrs. Armstrong settled between her daughter’s thighs. I joined her. I mounted the table beside her, my body pressing against the MILF. She glanced at me, her green eyes burning with lust for her daughter.

“You joining the fun, Yunie?” Stefani asked, arching an eyebrow.

I winked at her. “Just showing your mother how to massage a pussy with her tongue.”

“I think she knows how to do that.” Stefani shuddered, her hands sliding up to squeeze her oiled tits. “Mmm, I think someone just wants to eat super pregger pussy.”

“Why not?” I asked. “You love eating mine.”

Stefani laughed, a rich and wicked sound. “I do! Ooh, show my Mommy-slut how to eat my cunt.”

Our heads moved down together, our cheeks rubbed together. The heat from her pussy brushed my face right before we nuzzled into her pussy. The MILF and I nuzzled into Stefani’s hot flesh. Our tongues flicked out together.

I loved it. Feasting on my girlfriend’s pussy with her mother at my side.

Tangy juices coated my tongue. That wonderful flavor had my taste buds melting. I stared up at her as our tongues darted up her flesh. I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I teased her. Pleasured her. She gasped and moaned, shuddering on the bed. Her legs flexed.

It was so exciting to enjoy. Our tongues brushed as we pleasured Stefani. I caressed Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue amid her daughter’s flesh. We made her gasp and shudder. Her back arched, her tits jiggling.

I sucked on my lover’s clit while her mother thrust her tongue deep into her twat. We teased her, making her shudder on the bed. Her fingers tugged on her nipple piercings as we pleasured her. We caressed her juicy labia.

“Oh, my god, you’re both eating my preggers pussy!” she moaned. “Oh, Mommy-slut, I’m carrying your grandchild! Ooh, yes, yes! You love it! You love eating my bred cunt, don’t you?”

“I do, Daughter!” groaned Mrs. Armstrong. She latched onto her daughter’s clit. Her cheeks hollowed.

I licked down to Stefani’s pussy’s entrance. I darted into my lover’s cunt. I swirled around inside of her. I caressed her, stimulated her. I enjoyed the delight of feasting on her. I thrust my tongue into her depths. I fucked my tongue in and out of her cunt.

I darted around inside of her. I loved her. I made her moan. I made her gasp. I swirled my tongue around inside of her twat. Her tangy passion soaked my tongue. Coated my lips. She gasped louder and louder. My cunt clenched, juices spilling down my thighs.

“Oh, my god, you two are driving me wild!” gasped Stefani. “Oh, Mommy, eat my bred pussy! Ooh, yes, yes! I’m going to explode. Ooh, do it! Make me cum!”

“Yes, yes, cum!” I moaned. I thrust my tongue into her depths.

Stefani bucked. The massage table groaned. Her breasts jiggled and swayed. Her pussy clenched around my tongue. She moaned and gasped. Her passion echoed through the room. Her face twisted. Then she cried out in ecstasy.

Tangy juices gushed out of her. They bathed my mouth. Her mother’s mouth. Mrs. Armstrong and I licked and lapped at Stefani’s yummy twat. Our tongues fluttered through her cunt as she bucked. My pussy clenched. I was loving it. She was cumming so hard.

“Oh, my fucking god!” moaned Stefani. “Oh, yes, yes! Yunie! Mommy-slut! Oh, you love my pregger pussy!”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned between licks.

Our tongues lapped at Stefani’s cunt. The massage table groaned as she trembled. She bucked through her orgasm. My pussy was on fire. My cunt burned. I had to get off, too. I needed to cum. My pregnant pussy needed to be pleased.

Juices spilled down my thighs as I licked at Stefani’s cunt with her mother. Mrs. Armstrong moaned as she devoured her daughter’s cumming twat. I lifted my face, juices dripping down my chin. My large tits swayed as I let the MILF feast.

“Ooh, I need to be massaged next, Dandi,” I said. “Pussy massage.”

“Have to give my mother more practice,” whimpered Stefani. “Right, Mommy-slut?”

“Yes, Daughter,” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “I have to be ready to please your customers. I’ll be such a good masseuse. I’ll eat all their pussies and lick their assholes.”

Stefani grinned at me. “Oh, she’s going to be perfect.”

“Yep,” I said, my body trembling. “Oh, damn, I am just on fire. Let’s switch places.”

“But she’s going to make me cum again,” Stefani moaned. “I’m pregnant. I need all the orgasms I can get.”

“Then you can sit on my face while your mother eats me out,” I told her, licking my lips. “I’ll give you all the cums you need.”

“You are the fucking best,” she moaned. Then she gasped. “Oh, damn, Mommy-slut!”

“Did she suck on your clit?” I asked.

She nodded her head, her eyes squeezing shut. “Oh, Mommy-slut, you have to stop. You have to practice on my Yunie. My sexy unicorn needs to have her pussy licked.”

I smiled at Stefani and leaned over the table. I kissed my lover, my heavy breasts pressing into her tits. She tasted her pussy juices on my lips. Her tongue thrust into my mouth as her mother kept feasting on her. I could hear the naughty licking and feel my lover trembling and twitching.

I broke the kiss. “Now get your greedy butt off the table so I can have some fun.”

“Ooh, greedy butt!” she moaned. “I should make you lick my asshole. It needs loving, too.”

“Maybe you should.” I kissed her again then broke away. “Now get moving, or I’ll have Clint spank your naughty ass.”

“He wouldn’t,” Stefani said. Then she giggled. “No, he would. But you wouldn’t do that to me. I’m delicate because of my preggers condition.”

“You’re two weeks pregnant,” I said. “I think you can handle getting spanked.”

“Nope. Delicate.” She rubbed her belly, my brother’s child growing inside of her.

My hands rested on my own stomach.

Mrs. Armstrong lifted her cream-stained face, her green eyes looking dazed, a happy smile spreading wide. She beamed at me, her hands sliding up to grip her round tits. She licked her lips as Stefani wiggled off the table.

“Mmm, going to show me everything you learned?” I asked as Stefani slipped off the table. “Huh, Mrs. Armstrong. Going to be that married slut we all know you are?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “I’m going to feast on you. I’m going to devour you. I’m going to massage you with my tongue. My fingers.”

“Mmm, don’t forget to massage her asshole,” said Stefani. “My unicorn likes it up the butt. It’s why it took her so long to get knocked up by her brother.”

“Oh, yes, nothing like a hard cock fucking my asshole.” I grinned at Mrs. Armstrong. “You love my brother’s cock up your ass, don’t you?”

“Oh, I do,” she moaned. “He’s so big and powerful. Nothing like my husband. If I married a man like him, why, I never would have thought of eating pussy.”

Stefani laughed. “You are such a cunt, Mommy-slut. I am going to love owning you. Ooh, I’m going to treat you like the fucking whore you are for the rest of your life.”

Mrs. Armstrong had this happy look on her face. She didn’t have to pretend to be an uptight Christian. She didn’t have to hide who she truly was around us. She had found freedom in being our sex slave.

It was so fucking hot.

My cunt grew hotter as I sank down onto the massage table. My hips wiggled from side to side to get comfortable as I slid into place. Juices dribbled out of me and ran down to my asshole. I felt the MILF’s eyes on my cunt, staring at me with hunger.

“Get to massaging my unicorn!” moaned Stefani.

“Yes, Daughter!” groaned the married MILF.

Her hand grabbed my thigh, her wedding ring flashing. She leaned down, her red hair spilling around her hungry face. Then she pressed her face into my cunt. I gasped as the married MILF licked my twat. My lover’s mother ate me. Her tongue darted through my folds. She stimulated me. Pleasure rippled through me.

Her tongue darted up to my clit. I groaned as she brushed my bud. My body trembled. My toes curled. My breasts jiggled as I trembled. She fluttered her tongue through me. This was incredible to enjoy.

It was just such a wonderful treat. I moaned as her hands slid up my thighs, caressing me as her tongue darted around my clit and fluttered back to my folds. She caressed me, licking up all the juices flooding out of me.

Then she thrust her tongue into my depths. Her tongue fluttered through me, massaging me. My breasts jiggled. This amazing rapture shot through me. My back arched. I gasped and moaned, savoring every bit of this.

“Your mom is a pussy eating fiend!” I moaned.

“I know,” she said and smacked her mother’s ass. “Make her cum! Ooh, I love it!”

“Yes, Daughter!” the married MILF moaned into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my folds, teasing me, driving me wild.

Then my girlfriend sauntered to the head of the table, her pierced nipples flashing atop her swaying tits. She had such a wicked grin on her face. I licked my lips, eager to feast on her pussy and asshole. To make her cum again while I experienced the delight of her mother’s tongue feasting on my cunt.

Stefani mounted the table. She threw a leg over me. That juicy pussy gleamed over my head. I grabbed her hips, a greedy hunger seizing me to eat more of her pregnant pussy. We were bred together. We would have our children only weeks apart. They would grow up so close.

We would be the best mothers. Not like that cunt eating my pussy. We would love our sons or daughters. We would nurture them, accept them, and love them.

I pulled Stefani down. Her pussy planted right on my lips. That tangy passion flooded my mouth before my tongue could even dart out. I licked through her twat the way her mother ran her tongue through mine.

“Mmm, yes,” groaned Stefani, shifting around, grinding her twat on my face. “Mmm, yes, yes, my unicorn is hungry.”

“My dandelion is pregnant,” I moaned, my hands clenching into her thighs. “I have to feast on her.”

As my tongue ran across her folds, I groaned as Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue darted through my labia. This wicked delight surged over me. I shuddered, squirming on the floor. I moaned into Stefani’s cunt, enjoying her mother’s lapping hunger.

The MILF gave me such a teasing treat.

I whimpered and shuddered, squirming back and forth as the heat rippled through my cunt. The MILF’s hands shoved beneath my rump. She gripped me. I groaned, loving the feel of her hands gripping my asscheeks. She massaged me as she thrust her tongue deep inside of me.

The door opened.

“Found them!” Lee called. “Ooh, they’re being naughty, Master.”

I shuddered. Master… My brother was here.

“Yes, they are,” Clint said. “Good job. You can have an orgasm.”

“Thank you, Master!” Lee moaned, her voice getting throaty. “Could you… turn the vibrator to max and… Master!”

I didn’t hear it buzzing, but I knew Lee had one of her favorite remote control vibrators churning away in her. She gasped and moaned as Clint’s footsteps moved through the room. I was surprised he was here.

“Don’t you have class?” Stefani moaned. Then she gasped. “Yunie, ooh, yes, yes, jab that tongue into me.”

“I have a late morning,” Clint said. “Thought I’d stop in and check on your slave’s progress.”

“Ooh, she’s being such a good Mommy-slut.” Stefani wiggled her hips from side to side. Then she leaned back, her pussy sliding across my lips followed by her taint. Then her asshole pressed wrinkled and sour on my mouth. “Just eager to please. She hasn’t had an orgasm all weak, right?”

“Of course not!” moaned Mrs. Armstrong. “I’ve been good. I won’t even let your father touch me. He’s just masturbated to my naked flesh.”

“Good!” moaned Stefani. “That’s what I want to hear and… Ooh, Clint, yes, yes, feel free to use my slutty mommy. She was just telling me how much she loves your cock.”

I shuddered as I pictured Clint unveiling his dick. My brother had such a beautiful cock. Every female member of the family—well, not his daughters so far since they were just toddlers or infants—loved his dick.

As I licked my girlfriend’s asshole, I heard clothing rustling. I shuddered as Mrs. Armstrong jammed her tongue deep into my pussy’s depths while her fingers massaged my rump. She squeezed my rear hard, gripping me as I feasted on my girlfriend’s sour sphincter.

“Fuck my slutty mother’s cunt!” Stefani moaned, grinding her asshole on my lips. “Ooh, you have to breed another Armstrong woman.”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Breed Stefani’s Mommy-slut!”

“Master can’t pass that up,” groaned Lee from the corner, her voice throaty with delight.

My half-sister sounded like she was in heaven. I wanted to join her.

Mrs. Armstrong’s fingers crept into my butt-crack. As I rimmed her daughter’s asshole, she quested for mine. I groaned into Stefani’s sphincter at the wicked touch at my backdoor. The MILF’s fingers danced around my puckered opening the same way my tongue danced around Stefani’s.

The table rocked as Clint mounted it. We had sturdy massage tables just for this sort of fun. Mrs. Armstrong moaned into my cunt, her tongue wiggling through my depths. I knew why. Clint had his dick against her pussy.

She rocked forward and moaned. Flesh slapped flesh.

My brother fucked the married slave’s cunt.

“Yes!” Stefani hissed. “Fuck my Mommy-slut’s cunt and breed her, Clint!” Stefani wiggled atop me, rubbing her asshole into my mouth.

I sucked on her anal ring while the pleasure flooding through my flesh from my pussy. It was so hot hearing my brother fucking the MILF. He pounded her, slamming into her cunt while she feasted on me. Her finger jammed into my asshole, the velvety delight surging through me.

My tongue probed against Stefani’s sphincter. I wiggled it inside as Clint’s cock plundered over and over into Mrs. Armstrong’s pussy. He grunted and groaned, fucking her hard. I shuddered, my tongue wiggling past Stefani’s asshole.

I popped into her sour bowels.

“Oh, Yunie!” groaned Stefani. Her bowels clenched on my tongue. Her pussy juices leaked down from her folds to my lips, mixing with the sour flavor of her asshole. The tangy flavor enhanced my excitement.

Mrs. Armstrong’s finger plundered in and out of my bowels, teasing me while her tongue fluttered over my folds. She licked and lapped at me, moaning as Clint plowed into her. She rocked forward with his every thrust, pressing her lips tighter into my twat for one wonderful moment.

Her tongue fluttered against my clit. Then she sucked on it. I gasped into my lover’s asshole. My tongue twitched around inside of her. I fluttered in fast circles, teasing her. Her moans echoed through the room as her bowels clenched about my tongue.

It was such a wonderful delight to fuck my tongue in and out of her asshole. Her tangy juices kept dribbling down, pooling on my chin. She squirmed from side to side, her moans growing louder and louder.

My right hand gripping her thigh slid up her flesh, coming closer and closer to something naughty.

“Oh, Clint, fuck my Mommy-slut!” hissed Stefani, her bowels clenching around my tongue. “Ooh, I want you flooding her cunt with your jizz. Just flood her. Leave her dripping. That will be so hot.”

“So fucking hot!” I moaned in delight, my body buzzing. I fucked my tongue deep into Stefani’s cunt as my hand came closer to her twat.

She grabbed it and shoved it up to her pussy. She pressed my fingers into her cunt as she moaned, “Ooh, Yunie, yes!”

Her fingers pressed two of mine into her cunt. I shuddered, licking her asshole while her juicy twat sank around my digits. She shuddered atop me, squirming. I groaned, my tongue darting around inside her asshole, teasing her as the pleasure flooded out of me and into her mother’s hungry mouth.

It was such a wonderful, wanton delight to enjoy. This wicked heat that had my heart beating in my chest. I groaned in delight, my head tossing back and forth as the heat swept through me. I licked my girlfriend’s asshole as her mother fingered my bowels. Mrs. Armstrong’s tongue plundered my cunt. The pleasure swelling and swelling inside of me.

My cunt clenched around the MILF’s tongue. My toes curled.

Clint slammed hard and fast into the MILF. She moaned into my cunt. Licking me. Lapping at my juices. I moaned into Stefani’s twat. I thrust my fingers into her pussy’s depths. Her juices soaked me while my tongue swirled around in her sour bowels.

“Damn,” Clint groaned. “Your cunt’s just hungry for my cum.”

“It is!” moaned the MILF. “May I cum, Daughter? I haven’t cum in a week. I need it. I’m so horny! I even want my husband to fuck me with his little cock. I just need it!”

“Once you milk out every drop of Clint’s cum,” my lover moaned, her pregnant pussy squeezing around my fingers. “Then you can cum!”

“Yes!” the MILF moaned.

“Goddamn, her pussy just got tighter,” groaned Clint. “She wants my jizz bad. Your mother’s a fucking slut. A married whore who can’t control herself.”

“She can’t!” moaned Stefani. “Right, Mommy-slut?”

“I need my sexy Daughter to control my whorish lusts!” whimpered the MILF. Then she sucked on my clit.

I gasped as my cunt exploded. Rapture burst through me. My body bucked on the massage table. The stars burst across my vision. Juices gushed out of me as the waves of ecstasy washed through my body.

I thrust my tongue deep into my lover’s bowels and my fingers buried to the hilt in her juicy cunt. The pleasure rippled through me. The MILF sucked and nursed on my clit. Sparks burst through me as the rapture swept out of my pregnant pussy.

“Ooh, my unicorn is coming!” Stefani moaned, bucking atop me. Her pussy squeezed on my fingers. “Oh, damn, yes! You did good, Mommy-slut. Now make her brother cum. Do it!”

“Yes, Daughter!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned, her voice sounding feverish with need.

I fucked my fingers in and out of Stefani’s cunt. My tongue swirled around in her asshole as the pleasure melted through my mind. Mrs. Armstrong’s finger probing into my bowels kept me cumming. She stirred it around inside my anal sheath as she lapped up my cream.

The massage table creaked and groaned. Clint fucked the MILF with hard strokes. He buried into her again and again. He fucked her with all his passion. I could hear the strength of his flesh impacting hers.

It was incredible to hear.

It had me feeling dizzy. This incredible rush of passion that surged through my body. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. Mrs. Armstrong sucked on my clit again. She moaned with frustration. I could hear her fighting off her orgasm as my brother fucked her with hard, passionate strokes.

“Cum in her!” hissed Stefani, her pussy molten around my fingers. “Do it!”

“Yes!” my brother growled. “I fucking will. I’m going to make that wimpy husband tell the world my child’s his. He’s going to know every day that his wife would rather have my cock in her cunt than his!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Stefani.

Her pussy convulsed around my fingers. Hot juices gushed out around my digits and flooded down her taint to my tongue plundering her sour asshole. That tangy treat seasoned the naughty flavors. My body bucked.

I came even harder.

I rimmed my girlfriend’s asshole, dizzy with the strength of my orgasm. The waves swept through me. They drowned my mind with passion. My asshole convulsed hard around Mrs. Armstrong’s fingers. She moaned around my clit as Clint slammed into with his passion.

“Fuck!” Clint groaned. “Take it, whore! When you see your husband, you tell him that I bred you! That he’s going to raise my child! That he’ll never fuck your cunt until your nice and pregnant!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Stefani howled.

“I will!” Mrs. Armstrong moaned. “Daughter, I can cum now, right? His jizz is firing in me!”

“Cum!” my girlfriend howled, her pussy convulsing so hard around my plunging fingers.

We were all moaning, the massage table swaying. I shuddered, the pleasure rippling through the room. It was so incredible. I trembled through my bliss, hearing my brother grunt as he bred my lover’s married mother.

Even Lee was gasping in the background. My half-sister sharing in this rapturous moment.

I loved it. I loved my family.

My orgasm peaked. The bliss died into buzzing delight. I groaned as Stefani slipped off of me. My lover staggered, grabbing the counter to keep from falling over. Her red hair fell about her flushed face. She whimpered, biting her lower lip.

“Oh, my god, yes, you’re going to be an excellent masseuse,” moaned Stefani. “You’re going to shadow me all day. Watch me please the clients. Learn every wicked trick.”

“Yes, Daughter,” mewled the MILF, her wedding ring glinting on her fingers as she lifted her head, her choker shiny about her neck.

She groaned as Clint pulled out of her. He marched over to Lee, grabbed her black hair, and thrust his dick into her mouth. He didn’t ask. Didn’t order. He just took her. Used her. My half-sister sucked with such joy bursting across her face.

She loved being used.

“Oh, damn, I could just lie here all day,” I moaned.

“You have customers to please,” said Stefani. “We got to make this popular. Babies are expensive.”

“Well, we can use Christie and Hikaru’s cribs,” said Clint as Lee sucked on his dick. Those were his eldest daughters. They were both three, little terrors that ran through the house. “And we should have baby clothes that could fit them. Clinton has outgrown his.”

Clinton was his son with our mother. He was both my half-brother and my nephew. Our family was… interesting. At two-and-a-half, Clinton was the next oldest, followed closely by Lee’s daughter Amber then Alicia’s twins, Aaron and Cassandra. Aunt Vicky had yet to conceive, she was having fertility issues, and Clint had held off breeding Mrs. Hiragawa. Of occurs, that didn’t count his other children with Juana, Carmelita, and the Mihara family. Twin Japanese daughters and their mother whom Clint had bred.

“I guess we have to be responsible,” I said, rolling off the table. “Our family is growing and growing.”

Clint grinned, nodding his head. “Yeah, I better get this law degree finished at some time.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “You have to make bigamy and incest legal. You have a lot of women who want to marry you.”

“I’ve kept in touch with Senator Reenburg,” Clint said. “And his wife is helping me draft some things. I’m going to have a summer internship at her law office next year.”

“Good,” I said. I stretched again. “Shame there’s not time for me and you to have some fun, but I don’t think the clients would like me dripping with cum.”

Clint laughed and shook his head. “Probably not.” Then he groaned. “Damn, Lee, that’s it. You’re doing good.”

I left my brother to enjoy his blowjob. I had to help get the massage parlor set up. We opened in fifteen minutes. I hummed, so glad I had my life. It was incredible, and it would only get better once my child arrived.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I clutched my pregnant belly as I stood in the bathroom. My belly was so swollen. I was only days away from my due date, my son feisty and active. He was going to be a powerful man like his father. I just knew it.

Stefani stood beside me, her arm sliding around my waist. Her breasts, swollen with her milk jiggled while her round belly nudged mine. She had a glow about her as she carried my brother’s daughter.

“Mmm, hurry up,” I moaned. “I got to pee.”

“You always have to pee,” Stefani purred and then leaned in to kiss me.

Mrs. Armstrong, her own belly swollen with my brother’s daughter, crawled up to me. She was eight months along. I don’t know if Clint bred her that morning in the massage room or not, but it was close to that day.

She nuzzled her face into my pussy. I shuddered and then groaned as I relaxed my bladder. My piss flowed. I groaned into the kiss with Stefani. Our lips worked together, tongues dueling as the urine streamed out of me.

A wonderful, delicious tingle raced through me. I let out such a throaty groan, feeling almost dizzy from the sensation. My toes curled against the bathroom floor. Mrs. Armstrong moaned as she sucked out my piss.

My flow didn’t last long. I pissed so much that my bladder just never got really full. Pity.

Stefani broke the kiss as her mother smacked her lips. “Now me, Mommy-slut!”

“Yes, Daughter,” purred the pregnant slave.

She crawled sideways, her large tits, heavy with her milk coming in, bounced and jiggled. I smiled, rubbing my belly as the slave nuzzled her face into her daughter’s pregnant cunt. Stefani threw back her head, her face scrunching up.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned as her piss streamed into her mother’s mouth. “Ooh, that’s good. You wicked whore. Drink it all. Oh, my god. I love it!”

My pussy grew juicy. I smiled, enjoying the passion crossing my lover’s face. She whimpered and then she let out a groan as her piss, too, ended far too fast. She panted, tits rising and falling as her mother pulled her mouth away.

“That was delicious, Daughter,” Mrs. Armstrong moaned.

I opened my mouth to say something when the doorbell rang.

I sighed. The day was done.

Stefani and I waddled down the stairs with the MILF trailing after us. It was so awkward being so front heavy, but worth it. I hoped my son would enjoy his two half-sisters. I had such dreams that he would love Stefani’s daughter and turn Mrs. Armstrong’s into their piss-drinking slave. It would be so wild.

At the base of the stairs, Mrs. Armstrong grabbed her blue maternity dress. She pulled it over her naked body, her head popping out, her auburn hair falling in lustrous waves. Her choker gleamed bright around her neck, proof of who she really belonged to as opposed to that wedding ring on her finger.

She opened the door. Mr. Armstrong stood there. Stefani smiled. She took her mother’s hand, holding her tight, as they went through their ritual. “Now, I don’t want you letting Daddy touch your pussy at all. No asshole either. If he needs to get off, you can give him one handjob but only if you feel he begs enough.”

“Yes, Daughter,” she said. You never knew what Stefani would allow her slave to enjoy. Sometimes she’d let her father even fuck her mother’s pregnant pussy, but often it was handjobs and blowjobs if he was lucky.

Other times, he just had to masturbate.

“Now you take care of yourself,” said Stefani. “Rub that lotion into your belly. I want to limit stretch marks. I want you to be a hot grandmother when my daughter’s born.”

“Yes, Daughter.”

Stefani nodded then handed her mother off to her father. “Night, Daddy.”

“Night, honey,” he said and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. Then he led our Mommy-slave off.

Stefani closed the door and grinned. “He’s so hard. He’s going to want more than a single handjob, and he won’t get it.”

“You’re such a bad daughter,” I said, pulling her to me. Our pregnant bellies came together. “Making your father raise Clint’s daughter while lying to the world and claiming the child as his own.”

“I know,” she purred. “Mmm, your brother really knows how to do revenge properly. They both love it.”

I smiled and leaned in, kissing my lover on the mouth while my son squirmed inside of me. Soon, Zane would be born. Then would come his half-sister Daisy followed by his half-sister Judi. I hoped he would have fun with them both.

The END
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Avalon Young – July 2033

I stared at the clock on my nightstand. I sat there in my nightgown, rocking back and forth. It was 11:59.

It was almost midnight.

I was giddy with delight. I licked my lips, my heart beating like I’d run a marathon. It was almost time. I was about to turn fourteen. My bed squeaked and groaned as I rocked on my knees. My toes curled. I couldn’t wait. It was almost time.

I was so ready. Daddy and Mommy had always promised that fourteen was the time that I could have fun. That I could do wicked and naughty and adult things with them. I was so excited for this moment.

“Come on,” I moaned, staring at the clock. It just had to change. Those numbers just had to switch. “Change!”

Why wouldn’t it change? Surely it had been longer than a minute. I mean, how long was a minute. My eyes began to water as I focused on those red, digital letters. I refused to blink until it was my birthday. I whimpered. My hips wiggled back and forth.

“Just change and—”

12:00

It was midnight. I was fourteen.

I leaped off my bed and ripped my nightgown up my body, my fiery hair swayed and bounced about my head. I threw it off and whirled around. I raced for the door. My round breasts bobbed and swayed. The mirror on the door caught my reflection, my face freckled, my nose cute, my green eyes bright. My nipples poked hard ahead of me and my slit—my freshly shaved pussy—gleamed with my girlish, virginal excitement.

I was fourteen!

I threw open my door and shouted, “Daddy! Mommy!”

I darted down the dark hallway and raced towards the door at the far end. I was so giddy with excitement. I reached the door and threw it open onto my parents sleeping in their bed. I flipped on the light as they groaned.

“It’s Midnight! I’m fourteen, Daddy! Mommy!”

My mother pushed off her sleeping mask. She was a younger woman than Daddy, youthful and beautiful. She had hair as bright-red as mine, the covers slipping off her round breasts as she sat up, her nipples dark-red. She blinked at me and smiled.

“Come on,” she said, patting the bed between her and Daddy.

Daddy sat up, his hair also red, though he had a touch of gray in it, the silver peppering his hair. He was still fit for being so old, twice Mommy’s age. He sat up, his hands rubbing at his face. The tattoos of the dull-green, Chinese dragons wrapped around his arms seemed to wiggle in flight. He yawned, his goatee surrounding his opening mouth.

“I’m fourteen!” I gasped as I darted to the bed. I jumped as high as I could, my hair flying, and then landed on the bed between them. My breasts bounced as I scampered between them. “It’s time! You both promised.”

“We did promise,” Mommy purred, glancing at Daddy across my body. “Mmm, and you’re just such a succulent thing, aren’t you, Avalon?”

I nodded my head.

“Just gorgeous, little Ava,” Daddy said, smiling at me. He licked his lips as his hand rested on my stomach.

This wicked heat ran through me. Daddy had touched me before—hugs, helping me down a ladder, normal stuff—but it had never felt so sexual. So adult and naughty. I squirmed on the bed, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. His fingers were strong. His hand stroked up my stomach, his thick digits sliding closer and closer to my breasts.

I gasped as Mommy went straight for my right tit. She cupped it, squeezed it. She smiled. “Mmm, young and firm. You are so gorgeous.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. I was getting so juicy between my thighs. “This is all so exciting.”

“Better than touching yourself?” Mommy asked, her thumb sweeping out over my breast and brushing my pink areola. I groaned in delight.

Mommy’s blue eyes stared at me, her dainty nose twitching. She had fewer freckles than me, just a light dusting across her cheeks. She was so beautiful. Mature and wonderful. I hoped I was as sexy as she was when I was her age.

Her tongue flicked around her tongue as she leaned forward. As her mouth descended, Daddy’s hand reached my left tit. He squeezed my breast. His hand groped me, kneaded me. I gasped at his touch. His fingers dug into my breast.

I stared into his green eyes as Mommy’s mouth engulfed my nipple. She sucked on my nub. My eyes widened as this amazing pleasure surged down through me. I groaned, my cunt clenching as this wicked heat flowed from my nipple and filled me.

Especially my cunny.

“You like that?” Daddy asked.

I nodded, whimpering at the pleasure shooting through me.

“Of course you do. You have your mother’s and grandmother’s sensitivity, don’t you?”

I nodded again. I groaned as Mommy sucked on my nub. My nipple throbbed. My thighs rubbed together, my pussy growing juicier and juicier. Every time Mommy sucked, this jolt of delight shot through my body. Daddy caressed my other nipple with his thumb. He massaged me. This wonderful delight rippled through me.

I groaned and gasped. My juicy twat grew wetter and wetter. My toes curled. This wicked heat washed through me. My rump wiggled back and forth. Mommy nursed with hunger as he manipulated my nub.

“Yes, you’re just going to be a firecracker like your mother,” Daddy said. “Happy birthday, little Ava.”

I beamed at him. “Best birthday ever.”

He leaned over and sucked on my other nipple. I gasped as his goatee rubbed against my sensitive flesh. His wiry hair caressed my areola. He sucked harder. He nibbled on me. It was so different from the wonderful delight that my mommy gave me. He sucked with more power. More force. His hand squeezed my tit, fingers digging into my breast as he loved me.

Both my parents sucked and nibbled on me. I groaned, squirming between them. Mommy’s breasts jiggled beside me, her nipples brushing my arm. Daddy’s muscular chest rubbed into my other side. I bit my lip, staring at the blanket covering him.

I pushed it down as he sucked on my naughty nipple. My thighs rubbed together as my excitement mounted and mounted. I thrust the blanket down farther and groaned at the sight of his cock thrusting hard from his dark-red pubic hair.

I grabbed his shaft as he sucked on me. This incestuous rush shot through me. I gripped the cock that had slid into my mother’s pussy and impregnated her with me. I stroked him, pumping up and down his cock. He groaned around my nipple, sucking with such hunger, his goatee rasping against my flesh.

Mommy nursed on my other nub. She nibbled and flicked her tongue around my nub, making me squirm. My hand darted down her stomach as I fisted Daddy’s cock. I brushed across her shaved pubic mound. I pressed between her thighs and cupped her pussy. My fingers slid up and down her slit, teasing her.

She was as wet as I felt.

Mommy moaned around my nipple. She sucked harder, her mouth so warm and wet, then she darted her tongue around my nub. Naughty delight rippled through my body. I groaned, my head tossing back and forth. I whimpered. I bit my lower lip as I stroked her and fisted daddy.

“Oh, you’re both making me feel so juicy,” I whimpered. “So adult.”

Daddy growled around my nipple. He sucked hard around my nub. His dick throbbed in my hand. The dick that made me. The dick that would take my virginity. I shuddered as I thrust my fingers into Mommy’s pussy.

I came from her. From here.

Mommy groaned around my nipple. Her pussy squeezed around my digits. I thrust them in and out of her, loving the feel of her. Her silky sheath clung to my fingers. My hips wiggled back and forth. My other hand pumped up and down Daddy’s big cock.

“Ooh, Daddy, you’re so hard for me,” I groaned. “You’re going to make me into a woman.”

Daddy popped his mouth off my nipple. “I’ve been waiting for this since we found out you were a girl growing in your mother’s womb.”

Mom’s hand slid down my stomach and crossed my shaved pudenda. My thighs parted to let Mom cup my cunny. I gasped as she touched my virgin flesh. This hot, incestuous wave of rapture shot through me as Mommy stroked me.

Her mouth popped off my nipple. “So have I. Ever since Dr. Wilson showed me you on the ultrasound. We knew we would love you. That it would be beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful,” Daddy said. He always told me that, complimenting me, showering me in praise. It made me feel so warm normally, but tonight, it made me feel like such a woman. I was ready. “I love you, my little Ava.”

“You’re just so gorgeous,” Mom said, her digits rubbing up and down my slit while my fingers pumped in and out of her cunt, her juicy flesh squeezing around me. “You’re going to be a woman soon.”

“And bred?” I asked. “Can I have your baby, Daddy? Your daughter?”

“Yes,” he growled and then he kissed me.

I gasped as his goatee rasped against my lips and chin. He kissed me like I was a woman. His daughter-lover. I shuddered as his tongue thrust into my mouth. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, Mommy’s fingers rubbing up and down my cunt. Her digits danced around my flesh, brushing my clit. Pleasure sparked through me.

My toes curled. My legs squeezed about her hand while my fingers plundered her pussy. Mommy groaned. Then she sucked on my nipple again. Her tongue swirled around my areola between her naughty suckles.

This wonderful pleasure built and built in me. Better than my own masturbation.

I kissed Daddy with hunger. My clit ached and throbbed. My legs spasmed. Her thumb rubbed against my bud while her fingers pressed on my hymen. This wonderful pressure built and built in my cunny. I was about to have my first orgasm from another person.

Daddy growled as he kissed me. My hand squeezed his cock, gripping his girth. His tongue explored my mouth. I trembled, lying there as my parents played with my body. Mommy’s thumb rubbed harder and harder into my clit.

She massaged my bud. The sparks of pleasure shot through me. My fingers pumped deeper and deeper into her twat. She felt so wonderful and juicy around me. She moaned as she nursed on my nipple, her passion buzzing around it.

All these sensations shot through me. I whimpered into the kiss. My body twitched as the pressure built and built in my cunt. My legs trembled. The bed creaked beneath me as my parents loved me.

My parents loved me!

That thought sent me over the edge into incestuous rapture.

I came.

It was so intense. Pleasure howled out of my convulsing cunny. My fingers jammed deep into Mommy’s pussy. My hand fisted up and down Daddy’s cock. I gripped him, squeezed him. His dick pressed into my hip, his precum rubbed against me as the waves of ecstasy washed through my body.

My tongue dueled with Daddy’s as the bliss shot through me. The bed creaked as I bucked and moaned. Mommy sucked hard on my nipple, adding splashes of delight to the rapture burning through my body. It was incredible.

Her tongue danced around my nub. Her thumb massaged my clit. This wicked heat rippled through my body. My toes curled as I loved this pleasure consuming me. I groaned into Daddy’s kiss as the pleasure drowned me.

Daddy broke the kiss. “Is Mommy getting you ready?”

I nodded and whimpered, stars bursting before my eyes. My hand gripped his cock, fisting up and down him.

“Are you ready to lose your virginity?”

I nodded again, unable to speak as this pleasure rippled through me. My fingers trembled inside Mommy’s pussy.

Mommy popped her mouth off my nipple. She smiled at me. “You’re going to love it. Your daddy made my first time just as special. He’s amazing.”

“I know, Mommy,” I finally managed to say. My thighs squeezed around her hand between my thighs.

She smiled at me. “Mmm, then let’s make you into a woman. I hope your daddy breeds you right off the bat.”

“Me, too, Mommy!” I moaned.

Mommy pulled her fingers from my pussy. They were coated with my juices. I breathed in and smelled this tangy scent. My passion. She held them up to Daddy’s lips. He smiled at her then sucked on her digits.

She whimpered in delight as he sucked on her digits, her wedding ring glinting in the light. Daddy’s lips hollowed as he tasted my underage cream. I shuddered in wicked delight. Then I pulled my fingers from her pussy. I brought my digits to my lips.

I popped them into my mouth. I groaned at the taste of my mommy’s spicy cunt. My tongue danced around my digits while I sucked on the cream of her pussy. The pussy that birthed me. This was so amazing. So wicked.

Mommy popped her fingers out of Daddy’s mouth. “Does she taste good?”

“So good, Michelle,” he groaned. “Damn, our daughter is one sexy, naughty, little minx.”

Mommy beamed. “I did good?”

“So damned good.”

I trembled as Mommy leaned over me to kiss daddy on the mouth. I shuddered as their tongues dueled and played. Their lips worked together, Daddy’s ticklish goatee rasped and rubbed against her. My body trembled as this amazing delight surged through me.

I bit my lip as I watched their love. I wanted to share in it.

Mommy broke the kiss and then she grabbed a pillow. She fluffed it and smiled down at me. “Lift that cute tush, honey. Let’s make this perfect for you.”

I eagerly did. She slipped the pillow beneath me. I groaned at the fluffy feel on my naked ass. My hips wiggled back and forth. My cunny dripped with excitement. Daddy rose and moved over me. His dick thrust hard out before him.

Mommy sat beside me, her hands pulling my thighs apart. I groaned as her hand touched and stroked me. She caressed me. This wicked thrill shot up me as she exposed my pussy to Daddy’s hungry gaze.

“You are just so beautiful,” Daddy said as he settled between my thighs.

“You’re so handsome,” I groaned, my heart racing. The surge of heat rippled through me as I stared at Daddy’s cock with such hunger. Such delicious lust.

Mommy’s hand cupped my pussy again. I gasped as her fingers parted my outer folds. This wicked heat rippled through me as I felt so exposed. My pussy was on display. My body shuddered. This wild heat roiled through me.

“Do you see her hymen?” Mommy asked. “Our daughter kept herself intact just for you.”

Daddy grinned down at me. “Such a precious gift. The best gift a daughter can give her father.”

“Yes,” Mommy groaned, staring at Daddy with such love in her eyes.

This warm, delicious, gooey delight rippled through me. I groaned, my pussy clenching as I stared at Daddy. His chest rose and fell as his gaze flicked down to my nubile body. He was so strong, a coach. He kept fit despite his age. I flexed my toes, wiggling back and forth as his cock came closer and closer to my pussy.

Mommy’s other hand grabbed Daddy’s cock. She held me. She brought Daddy towards me. She kept my pussy lips parted while she brought us together. I trembled, my stomach twisting with this nervous, incestuous passion.

“Make me into a woman, Daddy!” I moaned. “Into your lover.”

Daddy smiled. “Damn, I am just so lucky.”

Mommy pressed Daddy into my pussy. She rubbed his cock up and down my virgin slit. He brushed my clit. Pleasure sparked through my body. I groaned, my toes curling. I trembled, my heart racing. Pounding. This was happening. It wasn’t a dream.

I was finally old enough to join my parents in bed.

Mommy pressed Daddy’s cock into my hymen. I shuddered at the feel of Daddy. His tip was so thick. I knew he could fit in me. Mommy was my age when they first made love. I could take it, too. I could love my daddy.

“I’m so ready to be loved, Daddy,” I moaned, trembling. I stared into his green eyes. They were the same shade as mine.

“Love our daughter,” Mommy said and released his cock.

Daddy thrust.

My eyes widened. My hymen stretched and stretched. My body trembled as my maidenhead flared with pain. I groaned. It hurt. I whimpered. Then my cherry popped. This sharp flash of agony shot through me.

Then pleasure followed.

Daddy’s cock slid into my pussy. His dick pressed into my pussy, massaging my naughty flesh. I gasped as the rush of incestuous rapture surged through me. My cunt squeezed around his dick as he plunged deeper and deeper into me. My breasts jiggled, as big as Mommy’s. His cock pressed to the hilt in me.

His wiry pubic hair rubbed at my pussy lips. I shuddered. My cunt squeezed around his cock, gripping him. I whimpered. My tongue darted across my lips. My heart raced through me. My thighs squeezed around him as he filled my pussy.

“Mommy! Mommy!” I gasped.

She stared down at me, her blue eyes so bright, her red hair falling about her face. “I know. I felt that same delight. He’s filling you to the hilt. He’s reaching so deep into you. He’s making you feel amazing.”

“He is, Mommy!” I gasped, my body trembled, this wild heat rippled through my body. “Oh, yes, yes, Mommy! He’s so big!”

Mommy cupped my face. She leaned over and kissed me. Her lips were so much softer than Daddy’s. There were no rough whiskers. Just wonderful softness. I groaned, my pussy clenching around Daddy’s cock as Mommy kissed me.

“That is beautiful to witness,” Daddy groaned. My hips wiggled back and forth. I groaned, my pussy clenching about his dick. It was this amazing rapture. I shuddered, my hips dancing around his cock. “You’re amazing, honey. Both of you. This is the daughter we made, Michelle.”

Mommy broke the kiss. She rose and smiled. Then she glanced down at me. “Yes, she is. Ooh, I am so glad that she’s so eager for this. That she wants you.”

“I want you, too,” I groaned. My tongue darted around my lips. “I can love you as Daddy loves me.”

Emotion misted Mommy’s eyes. “Do you mean…?”

“I want to eat your pussy, Mommy, while Daddy fucks my cunny!”

Tears of joys actually spilled down her face. She looked so happy. My own eyes burned. I blinked against them. I shuddered, my breasts rising and falling. My pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock. I wiggled my hips, stirring around him, my clit throbbing against his bush.

“I love you, Avalon,” Mommy gushed.

“I love you, too!” I gasped. “I love you both. Ooh, you’re in me, Daddy! And Mommy, sit on my face! I want to eat your pussy!”

“Just a budding, little muff diver,” Daddy said, chuckling.

“For Mommy!” I moaned. “And our daughter, Daddy. When she’s fourteen, I’ll eat her pussy and get her ready for you.”

“Lucky Daddy,” Mommy purred, winking at him. She then threw her leg over my head. She straddled me.

I groaned as her pussy lowered to my mouth. I salivated at the sight of her hot twat coming lower and lower to my mouth. I breathed in her spicy musk as her shaved pussy descended. The hole that birthed me pressed against my mouth.

My pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock. My tongue flicked out, tasting her spicy delight straight from the source. Her cream spilled into my mouth. I lapped at her. I caressed her, nuzzled into her. This wonderful treat surged through me. It was incredible to enjoy.

Then Daddy drew back his cock. My pussy squeezed around him as I moaned. This incestuous rush shot through me. My cunny clung to his twat. I thrust my tongue into Mommy’s pussy. I danced around her twat, churning her up as Daddy stimulated my snatch.

Waves of incestuous delight rushed through me.

“Little Ava!” groaned Daddy as he rammed back into me. His cock filled me. His balls smacked into my flesh. They were heavy with his seed.

My fertile pussy was so ready for him.

My tongue darted through Mommy’s folds as Daddy’s cock thrust into me over and over. My cunny clung to him. This amazing pleasure rushed through me. My thighs gripped him while my hands clutched onto her thighs.

He thrust hard into me. Daddy groaned as he loved me. Mommy gasped as I ate her out. She rubbed her hot flesh onto my mouth as this amazing treat swelled through me. I loved my parents, my pussy clinging to Daddy’s cock. My tongue devoured Mommy’s pussy.

“Oh, Michelle,” groaned Daddy. “Oh, damn, our daughter was just as tight as you.”

“Wonderful,” she moaned. “Ooh, she’s eating my pussy. She’s licking me. She’s devouring me.”

I thrust my tongue deep into Mommy’s cunt. I swirled around inside of her. I caressed her. Her spicy juices coated my tongue, soaking my taste buds in her incestuous passion. My fingers dug into her thighs. I gripped her as she squirmed on me.

“Yes, yes, Avalon!” Mommy groaned. “Oh, you’re amazing.”

“You are,” groaned Daddy, his heavy balls slapping into my taint. His cock buried into me again and again. “Damn, Little Ava! Oh, fuck, yes!”

“Breed our daughter!” Mommy moaned, her hands grabbing my breasts. She squeezed my tits. She dug her fingers into my mounds. “Breed her! She needs her daddy’s seed in her.”

“I do!” I moaned. My tongue thrust into her depths. I swirled it around inside of her. “Oh, yes, yes! Daddy! Mommy!”

My orgasm built in me with every hard plunge of Daddy’s dick into my cunt. The pleasure rippled through my body. My cunny clung to Daddy’s cock. This hot bliss rippled through me. I nibbled on Mommy’s pussy lips. My tongue lapped through her folds as the bliss swelled.

I was coming closer and closer to cumming on Daddy’s cock. He was in me. We were united, one flesh just like when Daddy created me inside Mommy. I trembled, moaning, gasping. My hips humped forward as his cock rammed into me.

My clit throbbed against the brush of his wiry pubic hair. Pleasure surged through me. My thighs squeezed around him. My pussy clenched around his cock. The silky friction stimulated me. I trembled, moaning into Mommy’s spicy cunt.

“Breed our daughter!” Mommy groaned, her fingers grabbing my nipples. She twisted my nubs. Twerked them. She teased me with her wicked touch. “Do it, Daddy!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I whimpered.

“Little Ava!” Daddy groaned, his cock burying into my depths. His balls smacked into my flesh, heavy with his cum.

“Cum in me!” I moaned into Mommy’s twat. “Oh, yes, yes, cum in me! Just flood me!”

“Flood our daughter!” Mommy groaned as she squirmed her shaved flesh across my flesh. Her juicy twat smeared on my mouth. “Breed her!”

“Yes!” snarled Daddy. He rammed hard into me, filling me with his cock.

My pussy rejoiced.

Incestuous rapture rippled out of me as my orgasm exploded through me.

My cunny spasmed around Daddy’s cock as he drew back through my sheath. I moaned my bliss into Mommy’s twat. My body bucked on the bed. My pussy writhed with bliss, celebrating the incestuous love I was sharing with my parents.

My tongue darted through Mommy’s folds, fluttering, teasing her. Stars burst across my eyes as this naughty pleasure surged through me. It rushed through my body and drowned my mind. Ecstasy flooded my thoughts.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I howled into Mommy’s pussy.

“Yes, yes, cum in her!” Mommy moaned as her juices gushed into my mouth.

I drank her spicy juices as Daddy’s cock thrust into my cunt. He filled me over and over. Pleasure rippled through me. My twat spasmed around his cock. I gripped him. This pleasure surged through my body.

“Breed our daughter!” Mommy howled.

“Yes!” growled Daddy.

His cock rammed into deep into my convulsing cunny. His balls smacked into my taint. Then his jizz fired into me. This wonderful heat rippled through me, my orgasm intensifying. I groaned as the pleasure spurted over and over. It filled me. This amazing delight. It rushed through my body. I shuddered, my body trembling, my cunny writhing around his cock.

Stars of delight shone brighter across my vision. I came harder as Daddy flooded my body with his incestuous seed. My pussy milked his dick. I wrung him dry as I trembled. I moaned into my mommy’s cunt. I gripped her thighs as she squirmed on me.

“You’re breeding our daughter!” Mommy whimpered. “Yes, yes, yes! I love you!”

I heard them kissing. Their lips smacking. They loved each other, and they loved me. I savored it. I groaned as I massaged her thighs. My tongue darted around through her pussy as my cunny milked out the last of Daddy’s cum.

My orgasm died.

Mommy slipped off of me. She sank down on the bed beside me. “Mmm, did you love that?”

“Of course I did, Mommy!” I moaned, my lips sticky with her pussy juices. “It was amazing.”

Daddy groaned as he pulled out of me. His face was flushed, his eyes bright. He settled down on the other side of me. He cuddled up and kissed me, his whiskers scratching my juicy chin and lips. I shuddered against him.

“Happy birthday,” Mommy said. “Alexa, lights off.”

The lights turned off, plunging their room into darkness. “Did they have smart rooms when you were my age, Mommy?”

“They did, but they were rare,” she said, her hand stroking down my body to cup my breast.

“Mmm, when I was a kid, Clap On was big,” Daddy said.

“That was so long ago,” I said. “Like the eighties or something.”

“Or something,” Daddy said. He kissed my cheek.

“Will you tell me a bedtime story?” I asked, my parents cuddling up to me. I wasn’t ready to sleep. I had daddy’s cum puddling in my pussy, my rump still elevated to keep his seed trapped in me. My cunny marinated in all the incestuous jizz.

“Aren’t you a little old for that?” Daddy asked with some amusement. “I thought you were a woman now.”

“But I’m still your little girl, right?” I asked, trembling.

Mommy giggled. “You always will be. Right?”

“Yes, you will,” Daddy said, his hand reaching across my belly to grab Mom’s hand. They held each other as they snuggled up to me. “What do you want?”

“How did you and Mommy first meet?” I asked.

“You know that,” Mommy said. “He was there for my birth. Just like he was for yours.”

“Oh, right,” I said, frowning. I had heard my friends stories’ about how their parents met. “I forgot. Well, what was the first time like when you made love?” I asked. “I want to know details! I’m old enough.”

Mommy laughed. “That sounds like a wonderful bedtime story. Why don’t you tell it, Daddy?”

“Sure,” Daddy said. “It was nearly fifteen years ago…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Harrison “Harry” Young – September 2018

It was nearly midnight as I headed down the hallway to my bedroom. It was so lonely in there. I held the tumbler of whiskey in my hand, the glass rattling. I dreaded going into my room. Another night of sleeping without Rachel beside me. Two years, and her ghost still haunted me.

It was stuffy in the house. The AC had broken just in time for the heat to linger into early October. I took a sip of my whiskey, the burning liquor almost soothing as it poured down my throat to my stomach. I carefully opened my daughter’s door to check in on her like I always did.

I turned it slowly, my dick tenting my pajama bottoms. I tried to pretend I was just making sure she was safe, but since she turned fourteen, I was noticing how much Michelle resembled her mother. The same blue eyes, the same delicate smile. I knew this was wrong, I did, but with those rumors floating around the high school I coached soccer and taught PE at, I couldn’t get them out of my head.

Did Clint Elliston really fuck his sisters? He was open about screwing his cousins, but did he also enjoy that delicious Alicia, his little sister? She was as precocious as my own daughter. Had he fucked his older sister, Zoey? She’d played on my girl’s soccer team two years ago. Or what about his aunt, my colleague Vicky Samuels who taught history? Had he taken his own mother to bed?

Incest…

The school buzzed with rumors about it. How could I not think of Michelle in that way no matter how wrong it was? My heart beat in my chest as I pressed the door open. The hallway light fell on her as she slept on her belly, her windows open. The breeze rustled her curtains.

I groaned at the sight of her nightgown. It had slipped up to exposed her panty-clad bum. The pale-pink fabric cupped her cute tush. She had just the start of womanly curves, just budding into femininity. Fourteen and precocious.

I groaned and took another sip of my whiskey. My cock begged for me to slip into the bedroom and touch her. To love her the way I’d loved her mother. My dick throbbed in my pajama bottoms as I couldn’t look away from that perfect rump.

“You’re going to go to hell,” I muttered to myself while this insidious thought whispered: Clint fucks his family. They all love him. How did he do it? Why can’t you?

My daughter shifted. My stomach tensed. I prepared to close the door and flee as her leg curled up, showing off her panties molding over her young pussy. Around the edges of her gusset, her fiery bush peeked out, hairs curly.

Fourteen and precocious. My heart raced in my chest. I could just walk into there and love her. Peel off those panties and…

I closed the door as softly as I could, my heart racing, then I fled to my bedroom. To my lonely bed. I slammed the door shut behind me. I trembled, staring around the room past the dark furniture to the picture of my wife on the nightstand, looking so beautiful. It was a pic of her at fourteen, dressed up in her first formal gown, purple that complimented her sandy-blonde hair. I was beside her, looking so proud.

Our first school dance.

“Do you hate me?” I wondered as I stared at the picture. “For wanting to love our daughter? Or do you want us to be happy? Can we be happy?”

Clint was happy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I was bleary eyed the next morning at school. I don’t remember sleeping at all. After I finished off my whiskey, I just lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, listening to the house groaning as it settled, to my daughter shifting on her bed as she slept in her innocence.

She had no idea her father was a pervert.

This had to end. I had to do something about it. I had to speak to Clint Elliston.

The next morning I watched the dark-haired youth, in his senior year of high school now, as he sauntered down the hallway like he owned it. Girls glanced at him, whispering, giggling. They all knew the rumors. He’d knocked up two girls last year, his cousin Melody and this girl named Pam. They were both his girlfriends. California let you marry and fuck your first cousin, so he could be open about it.

Did he fuck his little sister, Alicia? The sophomore girl followed him around like a puppy in her little girl dresses.

“Hey, Coach Young,” Clint said, grinning at me. “Can’t wait for practice to start up. We’re going to take down the state tournament this year.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Uh, could we talk in my office.”

Clint shrugged. He was an athletic, young man, his shoulders already filling out. He had a man’s look about him despite being seventeen. “What do you need?”

“Uh…” I glanced around at the crowded hallway. “Not here. Not here.”

“Okay,” he said, a serious look on his face. He glanced at his watch. “I have an appointment.”

“During your lunch period?” I asked him.

Clint winked at me. It was so brazen. I heard rumors of him using Vicky’s classroom. That he had orgies there that his aunt sometimes participated in. My dick throbbed hard. It couldn’t be true, right? But the way he walked ahead of me, not a care in the world.

“How are your, uh, children?” I asked.

“Doing great,” he said then yawned. “Fussy the last few nights. I had to rock both Hikaru and Christie for two hours last night before they fell asleep. But, you know, just seeing them in my arms, how beautiful they are…”

“Yeah, it’s worth it,” I said, remembering when Michelle was a babe that small. How she had grown. Blossomed…

We passed into the athletic center, students in gym were moving about, the girls in their tight shorts and tank tops smiling at Clint. He nodded at a few of them. They giggled and whispered to each other, probably about his cousin Lee.

Did he really fuck her up the ass in the boy’s restroom?

My office was accessed from inside the boy’s locker room. We headed inside, the room empty. Our footsteps echoed on the way to the door. It wasn’t a large office. The walls were covered in a few posters of my favorite soccer players as well as some educational posters on sports injuries and how to take care of them. I took my seat at my desk, the chair groaning.

“So, what’s up?” Clint asked as he took a seat.

“I’ve heard… rumors,” I said, swallowing. My heart raced. I glanced at the photo of Michelle on my desk taken just at the start of the year, fourteen and smiling as she prepared to go rafting down the American River.

“That I’m fucking my sisters?” Clint asked. He didn’t even flinch. He leaned forward, his eyes flicking to the photo of my daughter. “You want to fuck her, don’t you? Michelle.”

My blood ran cold. My stomach roiled. Sweat broke out across my body as he stared at me, his dark eyes intense. I shifted in my chair, my mouth going dry. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. I struggled to swallow.

“This was a mistake.” I stood up. “What you do with your sisters is your own, and—”

Clint grabbed my wrist as I went to move around my desk. He stood up, too, his eyes serious. “I can help you.”

“What?”

“There’s nothing wrong with wanting to love your daughter,” he said. “To satiate your desire for her so long as she wants it, too.”

I swallowed.

“So you have to know if she wants it,” Clint said. “You have to seduce your daughter, discover what she craves, how she can love you back. Does she want you to be her daddy, her lover, or her master.” Clint’s smile grew. “You want her to be your lover, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I croaked, my heart racing. “More than anything. I want to love her. She looks so much like her mother.”

“That can’t be it,” Clint said. “You can’t just make her a proxy. You have to love her for her.”

I swallowed. “How will I know?”

He shrugged. “You’ll have to figure that out.” He let go of my wrist. “Now, to seduce her, you have to awaken herself to her femininity. She has to start thinking of herself as a woman around you. As something desirable. Beautiful.”

“Okay,” I groaned.

“You need to be affectionate,” Clint continued. “Touching her, brushing back her hair, hugging her, planting kisses on the cheeks. Shower her in compliments. Let her know she’s beautiful.”

“She is,” I groaned. “Gorgeous. As pretty as her mother was at that age. As her mother was…” The words choked off. Rachel only improved over the years.

“Good, let her know,” he said. I could see an idea kindling in his dark eyes. “Take her shopping.”

“Shopping?”

“Shopping,” Clint said. “Buy her some new clothes, ask her to model them. To show off how pretty she is.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Dad,” Michelle said as I came up to her. She put away her phone and stood up from the bench out front of the school, wearing a jean skirt and pink leggings, a pink blouse with ruffled sleeves clinging to her petite body. She had budding breasts, small and delicious.

I hugged her. She stiffened for a moment then hugged me back. My hands were on her lower back. I wanted to slide down to cup her rump. Instead, I stroked her as I stared down at her. Her blue eyes twinkled in question.

“I think you need some new clothes.”

Delight burst in her eyes. “I do!” Then she frowned. “Why?” She gave me an inquisitive look. “You never like taking me shopping.”

“Because you’re doing good in school,” I said, releasing the hug. I brushed back a strand of fiery hair from her face, caressing her cheek and loving the silky feel of her skin in the process. “My beautiful daughter deserves a reward.”

The way she blushed when I said beautiful was amazing. Her entire face transformed. Her blue eyes twinkled as she squirmed in this coquettish fashion. She groaned, “Daddy,” with embarrassment and joy.

“You are,” I said. “You are a gorgeous, young woman. Just as beautiful as your mother was at your age.”

“Really?” she asked, her eyes growing dewy.

I cupped her chin, my thumb stroking her cheek. “Really.” The feel of touching her made my dick so hard. “Ready?”

“Yes!” she said.

“I want you to buy a few pretty outfits and let me see them,” I said. “I want to see how gorgeous my daughter is.”

She clung to my arm, nodding in delight. Her eyes were so bright as we strolled to the car. She was such a precious thing. My heart pounded heat through my veins as I escorted her to my car. She felt so much like her mother.

Was I just thinking of her as a replacement for her mother? Was this just grief driving me towards this precious, beautiful girl?

My heart pumped such warmth through me as she broke away from me. She had a glee that Rachel lacked. A zest. My daughter bounced by the passenger door, her red hair flying about her as she waited for me to unlock the car.

She hopped in, pulling on her seatbelt as she shifted in the seat. Her eyes sparkled with such delight. I slipped in, studying her. She was her mother, but there were differences in the cheekbones. The ears. The hair color. Not blonde, but a bright red like me.

The way she glowed right now, I knew this would work.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young, July 2033

“Oh, that’s so romantic,” I said, trembling between my parents in the dark. “Did Mommy look pretty in her new clothes?”

“As pretty as you,” Daddy said, stroking my stomach with his warm hand. My pussy clenched, swimming with his cum.

“And what about you, Mommy?” I glanced at her, seeing her shape in the dark. “Did you have any idea that Daddy wanted to make love to you?”

“No idea,” she said. “I didn’t have an inkling that our daddy saw me as anything other than his daughter. It never even crossed my mind. I was just starting out at school. I didn’t really know about the rumors about Clint. Everyone knew my father was Coach Young, so they watched what they said around me.”

“So you didn’t know that this Clint was fucking his sisters?”

“Nope,” said Mommy. “I was just excited that Daddy was paying attention to me. He seemed happy that day. For the first time I could remember. He was so sad when your grandmother died. The house was so somber. I did my best to try and brighten things up, but he never seemed to notice. Then he did. I was so eager for it. It wasn’t that wet, juicy excitement, not yet, but I was starting to feel so womanly. I was responding. Just like your daddy thought I might. I had all these wicked ideas bouncing around in my head.”

“What happened when you reached the clothing store?” I asked as I grabbed Mommy’s breast. I brought it to my lip and sucked hard on her nipple.

“Well,” Mommy said. “I decided to buy a bit more adult clothing. I was feeling womanly and…”

I happily nursed at her nipple as I listened to the best bedtime story ever.

To be continued…
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Melissa Young – October 2018

I was nervous in the changing room. My fourteen-year-old body quivered as I stared at the outfits before me. They were all so much more adult than I was used to wearing. When Daddy said he wanted to take me shopping, I was so shocked. He never wanted to take me shopping, but when school got out, he’d offered to take me.

He said I was beautiful and pretty.

It sent all these butterflies through my stomach. It made me think of Daddy as a man. Not just as my father, but as a man who liked women. Liked my mother. He said I looked as pretty as Mom did at my age. They were high school sweethearts. They had grown up together. Loved each other. He was so sad after mom passed away a few years ago.

I slipped off my top and sat it carefully on the bench. My small breasts jiggled in my purple bra with white polka dots on it. My flaming hair swayed in the mirror’s reflection. I grabbed a halter top. I pulled it on, trembling at how naughty it was. It showed off so much flesh. There were only spaghetti straps that went over my shoulders and…

I could see my bra. The top of the cups peeked out and the straps were thicker than the halter top. I bit my lip. It was designed to be worn with a different type of bra, like a strapless demi bra. I didn’t have one of those.

Should I take my bra off?

I gnawed on my lower lip in indecision. Daddy was outside the changing room. He wanted to see how beautiful I was. This strange, hot itch formed between my thighs. It was this wild heat. I groaned as I could feel Daddy waiting to see me.

I pulled off my halter top and then, in a flash, darted my hands behind me. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I undid the fastener and slipped off my bra. My small breasts came into the view in the changing room mirror on the back of the door. They jiggled. My nipples were hard.

It wasn’t cold in here…

I grabbed my halter top and pulled it on. I drew it over my head and torso. A tingle raced through my fourteen-year-old body as I finished donning it. This pleasure tingled out of me. I adjusted the top, my breasts cradled in the outfit’s cups. My breath quickened. I couldn’t believe I was wearing this.

I pulled off my long skirt, my purple panties with the white polka dots felt so innocent for what I was going to be wearing. I swallowed as I grabbed the black skirt I picked out for this outfit. I stepped into the skirt. I dragged it up my thighs. It was so short. It fell barely halfway down my thighs and hugged lower on my hips. I zipped it up.

“Am I really wearing this?” I whimpered. My fingers played with my skirt’s hem. There was this strip of exposed flesh, my stomach on display. “This is—”

“How’s it going in there?” Daddy asked. “I bet you look pretty.”

“It’s going… fine,” I said, my voice tight. My heart fluttered faster and faster. My breathing quickened. My cheeks burned, spotted with dusky freckles.

“I’m eager to see how beautiful you are,” he said.

Beautiful? I wanted to be beautiful.

I trembled, my stomach writhing and squirming. I grabbed the doorknob. My chest felt so tight. I opened the door and stepped out before my father. He was a tall man, his hair as red as mine, his goatee a darker shade of fire. He stood tall, broad-shouldered. He was a PE teacher and coach at my high school. His eyes flicked up and down my body. They widened.

“Is it too much?” I asked, trembling before him.

“Lord, no,” he said. He cupped my chin, lifting my head. “You are as beautiful as your mother. You just look so pretty. Radiant.”

My cheeks burned hotter as this pleased delight rushed out of my nethers. That hot itch grew more. It was so naughty. I shouldn’t be feeling like this around my father. I was so aware of my hard nipples and the fact I wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Turn around,” he said while his hand slid from my chin across my cheek to push back my hair behind my ear. His touch left tingles in his fingers wake. “Let’s see how gorgeous you are.”

“Daddy,” I whimpered, that warmth growing more. I was happy and embarrassed and confused all at the same time.

I turned around, his hand moving to my shoulder. He touched me as he stared down at me.

“That skirt looks great on you,” he said. “It really makes you look cute. It fits you perfectly. Really makes your… your butt look great.”

“Daddy!” I groaned as I kept turning around. My breasts rose and fell as I completed my circle and faced him.

“Yes, you are just beautiful,” he said.

I felt so daring now for pulling off this outfit. My butt looked cute? That was amazing. What about my breasts? I wanted to ask Daddy that, but it was far too embarrassing. His hand was still on my shoulder, his finger slightly stroking me. This warmth rippled through me.

He leaned down and kissed me on the cheek as his hand stroked down my arm. His lips were so warm. I trembled, my heart fluttering faster and faster. This amazing treat surged through me. I wanted to turn my head…

Why was I feeling anything like this for my daddy?

“Let’s see how beautiful you look in your next outfit,” Daddy said.

“That’s so cute that you’re putting on a dress show for your father,” the salesgirl said. She was a few years older than me, her black hair framing her round face. “And you do look so pretty in that. It fits you.”

I headed into the changing room. I closed it behind me. I whimpered. I felt so… so juicy. I was dressing so daring. I had to stop thinking that Daddy was seeing me as more than a pretty girl. He was just being a loving father. The guilt burned hot through my guts for these taboo feelings. I pushed them down as I peeled off my halter top.

My breasts came into view again. There was a faint flush creeping down my breasts. My nipples were so hard. I bit my lower lip. I groaned as I grabbed the scoop-neck blouse. I pulled it on as fast as I could. It fit tight, the material stretchy. It had a plunging neckline that showed off some of my cleavage and…

I should have put on my bra first. I could wear it with this top. The material, this shimmery pink, felt so amazing on my nubs. They poked at the front of the fabric. It was so thin, it molded to me. Though it completely covered my tits, it still managed to show off more of my breasts than the halter top.

I felt practically naked without the bra.

I bit my lip. This strange, wicked, daring sensation seized me. My pussy clenched as this wild thrill shot through me. I unzipped the skirt and dropped it down my thighs. I would buy both of these outfits. I grabbed the pair of pure-white shorts I chose for this fun blouse. I slid it down, feeling how tight it was. It was stretchy, molding to me.

I worked it up my hips, my braless breasts bounced and jiggled. My heart beat faster and faster. I pulled it up higher and higher. I drew it over my hips. I wiggled, feeling it seating so tight against my rump. Hugging it. I fastened it.

I bit my lip as I adjusted it. I looked over my shoulder at me at the mirror, seeing it hugging my rump and…

I could see my panties. It was so tight, it molded to my underwear. I swallowed. Should I buy a thong? I had never thought of buying one of those, but now… with these shorts… I swallowed. It would be so naughty.

Daddy could see how cute my butt really was in this.

“I’m eager to see your next outfit, Michelle,” Daddy said.

“Okay,” I groaned, my voice squeaking.

I could do this. Daddy wouldn’t realize how sexy I was. He would just see me as his daughter. He was just being supportive. My heart beat so fast I thought it would erupt. Heat surged through my flesh from my naughty pussy. I grabbed the doorknob, twisted it, and stepped out.

“Oh, my,” Daddy said, his eyes flicking up and down me. “You look just perfect. Wow.”

He grabbed my shoulders, pulling me closer. His hands slid down my arms, past the short sleeves, to grip my bare arms above my elbows. His thumbs stroked my skin as he stared down at me. My breasts rose and fell. The fabric was outlining them. I was practically naked.

“You are just…” He shook his head like he was speechless. “Wow.”

“She is looking so cute,” said the salesgirl.

I smiled.

His hands stroked down my arms to grab mine. He squeezed them, smiling at me. He was such a handsome man. This nervous energy in my stomach squirmed more. My skin felt so tight. That juicy heat built and built between my thighs. My panties felt so juicy.

“Now turn around,” he said. He had this rumbling bass. Was his voice sounding deeper? It was… masculine.

I turned around and felt his eyes on my rump. I wished I took off my panties so there were no visible lines. His hands released mine. He grabbed my hip, working me. Then his hand stroked across my rump like he was adjusting something.

“Yes, you are just as gorgeous.” He had a catch to his voice. Something deep and gravely. “Just like your mother. God, Michelle, you are perfect.”

I kept turning around as the taboo tingles increased. I turned to face him, staring up at him. His eyes were so green. This strange desire to kiss him seized me. I wanted him to lean down and claim my lips. I felt like such a woman right now. I had never felt these feelings before. I had noticed cute boys at school. I had experienced a small, hot flutter through my body before, a little tingle in my pussy, but it was a nebulous heat.

This…

This felt so immediate. So present. So burning. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I shouldn’t feel these emotions for my father. My heart raced. I lifted my head. My tongue wet my lips. I wanted him to just claim me. To forget that he was my father.

What was wrong with me? I shouldn’t feel this for my father, but… but…

His hands gripped my shoulders again, his hands were so large. So strong. He leaned down and kissed my forehead. Not my lips. I felt the heat searing across my temple. He broke it, smiling at me again as I swooned.

“How would you like to go to dinner,” he said. “Pick out a nice outfit. A dress. We’ll go to a fancy restaurant.”

Like a date?

No, no, he was just being a good father. “Okay.”

“And maybe some underwear to go with it,” he said, smiling. “You know, whatever you feel like wearing. To make yourself feel pretty. Because you’re gorgeous.”

I would buy that thong. I would. My heart raced.

“Okay, Daddy,” I said.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young – July 2033

I trembled in bed between my parents, my mouth latched onto my mother’s nipple. I had just turned fourteen an hour ago when midnight struck. The moment it did, I’d darted into bed with my parents, waking them up. I was so eager to lose my virginity.

Daddy’s cum leaked out of my pussy. It felt so naughty in me.

I suckled on her as Mommy said, “I had to buy that thong,” she said. “I felt so wicked and naughty. I was so eager for that dinner and so scared of what I was feeling.”

“You were so gorgeous,” Daddy said.

Mommy was also my sister, though I rarely thought of her that way. She was my Mommy, Daddy’s first daughter. I sucked harder on her nipple. I grew up knowing the truth, Mommy telling me that when I was fourteen Daddy would make me into a woman. He would love me and make me feel special and I would get to do adult stuff like Mommy did.

I popped my mouth off of Mommy’s nipple. “What happened at Dinner?”

“Mmm,” Mommy said, her hand stroking my own round breast. I had bigger tits than Mommy did at my age. Her finger reached my areola and circled my nipple, sending naughty tingles through me. “I think Daddy needs some relief. Why don’t you suck on his cock while I take care of you?”

I licked my lips. “Ooh, do you need relief Daddy?”

“Of course,” he said. It was dark in the room, but my eyes had adjusted. He was so handsome and fit. He still coached and taught PE at the high school I would start in a month-and-a-half, though he was getting close to retirement. That kept him in shape. Kept him sexy. “Hearing your mother talk about those days… I am so hard.”

I smiled and licked my lips. I shifted on the bed between them. I crawled between my daddy’s legs. I felt them around me, strong and hairy. I rubbed up them and leaned over his crotch. I stared down at his cock. It thrust up over his belly.

I groaned, my pussy clenching. More cum leaked out of my pussy. I hoped Daddy had bred me. I licked my lips as I grabbed the cock that had deflowered me. Loved me. The cock that had created me in my mother’s womb.

His own daughter, like me.

I was his second generation daughter, and I hoped I would give him a third generation. I wanted to raise my own daughter and watch her lose her virginity to our daddy. It was just an amazing thing.

I lifted his cock to my lips. I smelled the tangy musk of my pussy. That wonderful scent. It made my mouth water. I licked at his shaft. I lapped up the throbbing girth, gathering up all that delicious cream that came from my cunny. It was this amazing treat.

“Ava,” Daddy groaned as my tongue reached the tip of his cock. I swirled around his crown. “Just such a loving daughter.”

I smiled up at him, wiggling in delight. I was so ready for this. It was just so naughty to do wicked things with my parents. My mouth engulfed the tip of his cock. I sucked on him like I’d always wanted, his cum leaking down my thighs. Hot and sticky and wonderful.

All these wonderful, incestuous delights rippled through me. My cheeks hollowed. I bobbed my head and sucked hard. I loved my daddy. It was so amazing. This was all my dreams come true. I’d waited all my life for this moment.

“Oh, Avalon, you’re such a good daughter,” moaned Mommy. “I remember the first time I sucked your Daddy’s cock. Look at you go. You’re so much bolder than I am.”

“She’s a little firecracker,” Daddy said. “Like your mother.”

I never met my grandmother, but she sounded amazing. Daddy and she fell in love when they were my age.

Mommy moved behind me as I loved Daddy’s cock. I sucked on him. I bobbed my head, worshiping every inch of this delicious dick I could fit in my mouth. My heart pounded in my chest. This wild, wicked desire surged through me. My hips wiggled from side to side. This wicked, wanton, wild lust rippled through my body.

I shuddered when Mommy grabbed my rump. Her fingers dug into my butt-cheeks. I felt her breath on me as I sucked on Daddy’s cock. My toes curled. My hips wiggled back and forth. It was this amazing delight.

“Mmm, Daddy, we made a beautiful, little girl,” Mommy purred. “This pussy is just succulent. She’s still so tight after you broke her in, and she’s dribbling with juices.”

“She was as tight as you,” groaned Daddy. “As tight as your mother.”

“Such a wicked father,” Mommy moaned while I nursed on his cock.

“And you’re not a wicked mother?”

Mommy giggled. “I am your daughter. Why be surprised?”

“Michelle,” he groaned. “And my sweet Ava. Damn, I’m lucky.”

I groaned as Mommy’s tongue ran up my thigh. It was incredible. She licked up the cum running down my leg. This wicked tingle raced ahead of me as she licked Daddy’s jizz off of me. Our daddy’s jizz. It was amazing to experience this taboo passion.

My cum-filled cunny clenched as she came closer and closer. Her hands gripped my thighs. She reached my shaved pussy. She fluttered her tongue around my vulva, licking at my cream. It was this amazing, delicious treat.

I loved it.

I moaned and whimpered and sucked on Daddy’s cock. I bobbed my head as Mommy’s tongue darted around my pussy slit. She licked up all of Daddy’s spunk. She stimulated me. Her fingers dug into my rump.

She fluttered her tongue through my folds. She licked and lapped at me. I swirled my tongue around Daddy’s cock. She caressed my delicious twat. Pleasure surged through me. She devoured our Daddy’s cum out of me.

“Mmm, our little girl tastes so good with you in her,” Mommy purred.

“You’re making her suck so hard,” Daddy groaned. “Damn, she’s just hungry for it.”

“Why wouldn’t she be hungry for your cum?” Mommy licked my pussy then smacked her lips. “It’s incredible.”

I wanted to lick Daddy’s spunk out of Mommy’s pussy. That would be so wild.

Her tongue fluttered through my folds again. Her tongue darted through me. She licked the cum flowing out of me. Her lips were on my pussy. Precum spilled over my tongue as I nursed on his dick. I sucked on him.

I bobbed my head faster. I wanted Daddy to cum in my mouth. I stared up his body. His face twisted in pleasure. He groaned and growled, making all those naughty sounds. Mommy’s fingers dug into my ass as she feasted on me.

Made me feel so good.

Mommy’s fingers dipped into my butt-crack. She pressed her fingers into the crevasse and caressed me. She worked down lower and lower. I gasped as she found my asshole. Mommy wiggled her tongue through my pussy as she stroked towards my asshole.

Her finger found my sphincter, caressed it. I whimpered about Daddy’s cock. My entire body shuddered as these naughty rushes rippled through me. My pussy clenched on Mommy’s tongue. She stimulated me with that wonderful touch.

Then she thrust her finger into my asshole.

I squealed.

“What did you do to her?” Daddy groaned. “Oh, damn, that’s incredible. She’s sucking hard.”

“I have a finger wiggling into her tight asshole,” Mommy groaned. She sucked on my labia, sending a naughty tingle through me. “Mmm, she’s so hot and delicious. You’re going to love fucking this hole.”

My bowels squeezed on her finger. Such a wicked thrill shot through me. I was so focused on losing my cherry and being bred, I hadn’t thought of anal. It was this amazing treat. Delight shot through me as I imagined Daddy back there.

Mommy thrust a second finger into my asshole. She worked her fingers in and out of my depths. I groaned. This amazing treat surged through me as she licked at my pussy. My orgasm swelled and swelled as she did such naughty things to me.

I sucked harder on Daddy’s cock. I worshiped him. Incestuous rushes rippled through me. Two different delights. My asshole drank in the feel of her fingers pumping into my bowels. It was this incredible treat to experience.

She latched onto my clit. The feel of her lips made me squeal. She sucked and nibbled. Her lips sealed around my bud. This amazing treat rushed through me. My eyes squeezed shut. My breasts jiggled as I sucked on Daddy. I nursed on his cock.

“Mmm, finger our daughter’s asshole,” growled Daddy. “Damn, she’s sucking so hard.”

“She wants her daddy’s cum,” Mommy purred.

I did.

My hand found Daddy’s hairy balls. I massaged them, stimulated them. They felt so delicate and yet were full of all that baby-making cum. I sucked hard on him, feeling them twitch. Daddy groaned, that wonderful precum spilling over my tongue.

“That’s it, little Ava,” he groaned. “Damn, I’m going to shoot off in your mouth.”

“Make your Daddy cum,” Mommy purred. “Just make him explode.”

She pumped her fingers in and out of my asshole. I felt more and more relaxed with every plunge. She was stretching me out as her tongue swirled over my bud. The pleasure swelled in my juicy cunny. The velvety delight in my asshole melted down to my hot pussy. Sparks burst from my clit, feeding my flames.

Her nose nuzzled into the folds of my cunny. I wiggled my hips back and forth, grinding on her hot lips. I massaged Daddy’s dick. I sucked with all my passion. This amazing heat surged through me as I nursed on Daddy’s cock, swallowing his yummy precum.

“Yes, yes,” Daddy growled. “Oh, sweet Ava, yes!”

His cock twitched.

His cum fired into my mouth.

Hot jizz spilled across my tongue. I shuddered at the taste of him. This salty, wonderful, delicious treat. It swirled around in my mouth. It coated my teeth. I gulped it down. I swallowed my Daddy’s delicious seed.

“Sweet Ava, you’re amazing!” he groaned. “I love you!”

Daddy loved me. Heat rippled through me, a joyful wave.

I gulped down his cum while Mommy sucked on my clit. My pussy clenched. My asshole squeezed about her fingers. She thrust them in deep and fast. I whimpered, the pleasure building and building as I swallowed all that jizz.

My orgasm exploded through me.

Incestuous rapture surged through me. My pussy convulsed hard. Juices gushed out of me. My bowels spasmed around my mommy’s fingers. I sucked out the cum from Daddy’s dick as the pleasure burst through me. Sparks exploded across my vision.

It was incredible.

Amazing.

My parents loved me.

Their incestuous passion created me, and I wanted to create my own daughter with Daddy. I shuddered, the pleasure washing through me. I massaged Daddy’s balls. I sucked out the last of his cum as I squealed in delight.

“Oh, damn, you are just delicious,” Daddy growled. “You are such a sweet daughter.”

“She is,” moaned Mommy. “Mmm, so much yummy pussy cream. I’ve been waiting to eat you out.”

I popped my mouth off Daddy’s cock. I shuddered and moaned, “I’ve wanted this so much. This is amazing. This is the best birthday of all time!”

Daddy chuckled while Mommy kept licking at my pussy. My orgasm kept rippling through me. Her fingers pumped in and out of my asshole. She thrust a third finger into my bowels, making me gasp. She stretched me out even more.

“Mommy!” I squealed. Stars burst before my eyes. My mind drowned in the incestuous rapture.

My hips wiggled back and forth. My hot bowels rippled around her digits. I gasped and moaned. Her tongue kept lapping at my cunt. She kept making me feel amazing. I loved it. I loved my parents. I squealed out as loud as I could.

I collapsed my head on Daddy’s firm stomach. I whimpered against him as Mommy loved me. It was so wonderful. Her fingers reamed my asshole. Her tongue lapped at my cunt. I hit this amazing plateau of rapture.

My orgasm hovered there.

Then my pleasure collapsed into buzzing bliss.

“Oh, what a yummy daughter we created, Daddy,” Mommy moaned. “Mmm.”

“Yes, we did,” Daddy said.

I managed to crawl up Daddy’s body and lay down with my back to him. Mommy moved up and snuggled into me from the front. Daddy rolled over onto his side, spooning me from behind. I felt his half-hard cock rubbing my asshole as I trembled through my orgasm.

My parents shared a kiss as my head snuggled into Mommy’s breasts. Her tits were so soft and round. I hugged her tight as I drifted through my orgasm. This amazing, delicious, wonderful joy filled me. I felt so light, I could float away.

They were sharing my pussy juices. They were tasting me. I nuzzled into Mommy’s nipple and sucked on her. I wished she had milk. That would just be incredible. I nursed on her nipple as they kissed, wiggling my hips.

Then I popped my mouth off. “Daddy?”

“Mmm?” he asked, his cock throbbing against my rump.

“What did you think when you saw Mommy?”

“I was scared,” he said. “This was a big step. I wanted her, but what if she didn’t want me. Clint gave me the advice, it sounded great, but what if it didn’t work. Plus, I was wrestling with whether or not I loved your Mommy or just was seeing your grandmother in her.”

I sucked happily on Mommy’s nipple as he talked.

“As I watched her pick out the clothing, I noticed a trend. It gave me hope. I paid attention to how she moved. While she had been a shy girl, there was something about how she was acting that was new. She was blossoming. I was seeing her becoming a woman and, well, Rachel never would have chosen that halter top. That pink blouse.”

I could almost hear the smile in Daddy’s voice.

“That blouse…” he groaned, his cock twitching against my rump. “It was clear she hadn’t put on her bra back on after trying on the halter top. My cock almost tore out of my pants right there. It molded to her small breasts. They were these cute, little titties. Her nipples were poking at the fabric. And those shorts… I could see her panty lines on her rump.”

“That was so embarrassing,” Mommy said, her hands stroking my hair. “I could feel your eyes on my rump, seeing my panties. It’s why I bought that thong.”

“I didn’t know that,” Daddy said. “I just knew how sexy you looked that night.”

I sucked hard on her nipple. I swirled around her nub. My lips sealed around it. My cheeks hollowed as I loved her.

“You didn’t say I looked sexy,” Mommy purred.

“I wasn’t sure I could,” he said, his hand stroking my thigh up to my hip. I felt his chest against my back, and his cock… Daddy was growing harder. I wiggled and groaned as his dick pressed between my butt-cheeks. I nursed on Mommy’s nipple as I loved my incestuous bedtime tale.

It was so naughty.

“When you came out in that evening dress,” Daddy groaned, “my heart nearly stopped. It was incredible. That short, black skirt swaying about your thighs, the way the sequins glinted on your bodice, how supple your exposed back looked. It was so clear you weren’t wearing a bra that time too. My heart almost stopped.”

“I felt so grown up,” Mommy moaned, her hand joining Daddy’s as she stroked my hip. I squirmed, so excited by this wicked bedtime story as Daddy’s cock throbbed between my butt-cheeks. I squeezed around him. “A woman for the first time.”

“You were a woman,” Daddy said to Mommy, his voice throaty.

I could feel their love. I was so glad I could share in it.

I hugged Mommy tighter, my hands grabbing her rump. I sucked on her nipple, my tongue exploring her little nub. My own breasts rubbed into her body, my nubs tingling. My pussy felt so wet and juicy from my orgasm.

A new heat built in me.

Daddy’s cock rubbed on my asshole. It was this wonderful experience. I trembled on the bed I wiggled and squirmed, sliding my butt-cheeks up and down Daddy’s cock. His shaft nestled into my crack, feeling so thick and warm there.

“The salesgirl thought it was so cute,” Daddy said. “She had no idea that I was lusting for you.”

“What if she did?” asked Mommy. “What if she knew you were a Daddy wanting to love his daughter.”

“Then, I guess I was lucky she didn’t say anything.”

“Maybe she loved her own daddy,” purred Mommy. “Incest was starting to spread. Clint and his harem were making ripples through the school. She could have been a senior there. A girl neither of us knew.”

“Maybe,” Daddy said. “It would be hot if she was.”

“Mmm, I bet,” Mommy said. “Daughters loving their daddies is the most beautiful thing in the world. Right, Avalon?”

I popped my mouth off her nipple and moaned, “Right, Mommy.” I grinned at her. “Daddy’s cock is so hard. He’s nestled in my butt-crack.”

“Oh, is he?” In the dark, I could see the smile playing on Mommy’s lips. “Well, that’s because he has both his sexy daughters in bed with him. What daddy wouldn’t be hard right now?”

“Damn,” Daddy groaned. “You are just as sexy as your mother and grandmother, Ava.”

I beamed at him. I turned, twisting my body, to look at him over my shoulder. His lips claimed me. His goatee scratched on my lips. I shuddered, tasting something faint and spicy. My pussy cream from when Mommy kissed him.

Mom shifted as Daddy kissed me. His tongue darted into my mouth, swirling around. His hand tightened on my hip. Mommy twisted, her breasts pulling away from me. The nightstand drawer rattled open. I heard her rooting around in there.

What was she getting? A vibrator?

I knew that one of my gifts downstairs on the kitchen counter, waiting for morning, was a vibrator. She questioned me all week to figure out just the perfect sex toy to get me. I shuddered, wanting to play with my new toy with her.

I broke the kiss with Daddy, turning to see Mommy reaching past me. She handed whatever she grabbed to Daddy. Curiosity shivered through me. I wiggled as Daddy’s cock twitched between my butt-cheeks. This excitement surged through me.

“So, Daddy, you almost had a heart attack when you saw me step out of the changing room in my little, black dress?” Mommy asked.

“Yes,” Daddy groaned. “My face was on fire. The salesgirl was standing there and all I could think about was kissing you and how terrified I about the consequences.”

“I can’t imagine you ever being terrified of anything,” I said.

“Well, I wasn’t terrified of tonight because I knew you wanted me,” Daddy said to me. “But your mother was a different story. She had never shown any signs of desiring me.”

“I didn’t until that day. I remember how you stared at me when I stepped out and how badly I wished you weren’t my father so we could do things.”

“I’m so glad you did things,” I said. “That’s why I’m here. You got pregnant right away, didn’t you?”

“Maybe,” Mommy said.

Daddy’s cock pulled out from between my butt-cheeks as he shifted. I heard the pop of a lid uncapping. I frowned, wondering what Daddy was up to. Part of me wanted to look, but another part of me trembled, anticipating my birthday gift.

“That’s so beautiful,” I said. I nuzzled into her nipple. “I hope your little sperm is swimming to my little egg right now.”

I did the count. I should be ovulating right now. Lucky me.

I latched onto Mommy’s nipple again. She gasped and then hugged me, her right arm sliding beneath my body. She grabbed my butt-cheeks and parted them. I shuddered, feeling my asshole so exposed.

Then I gasped as Daddy’s finger pressed between my parted asscheeks. His finger was sticky with something. It was coated in this cool gel and… It was lube. My eyes widened as he found my sphincter, rubbing against my naughty back door.

I moaned around Mommy’s nipple and sucked so hard.

“Are you ready for your Daddy to break in your last hole?” Mommy asked, her fingers digging into my butt-cheeks.

I squealed like I was seeing my favorite boy band in the world.

“Mmm, she wants it, Daddy.”

His lubed finger pressed into my asshole, slipping in with more ease than Mommy’s. My pussy clenched at the intrusion. This wicked delight rippled through me. I groaned around Mommy’s nipple, trembling on the bed. This was so exciting. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My heart pounded in my chest.

Waves of heat rippled over me. I squirmed. My heart thudded in my chest. This wonderful passion surged through me. I whimpered and groaned, my heart racing. His finger probed so deep into me. He pushed into my depths, stretching out my wicked asshole.

He thrust a second lubed finger into my butthole.

“Damn, she is tight back here,” Daddy said.

“Mmm, yes,” Mommy said, her fingers digging into my rump, keeping me spread wide. “She’s going to love your cock in her asshole.”

“Of course,” he said. “She’s your daughter.”

“And your granddaughter,” Mommy purred. “Such a filthy, old man.”

“Such a wanton, sexy daughter,” he groaned.

They kissed again, sharing in their love as Daddy’s two thick fingers pumped in and out of my asshole. I felt the tip of his wet cock rubbing into my upper thigh as he worked, lubing my asshole, getting me ready for this wonderful delight.

Then he ripped his fingers out of my bowels. This incredible heat shot through me. I groaned, my heart racing. I trembled as my asshole felt so empty and so sticky. The lube was cool inside of me. I wiggled my hips.

I moaned around Mommy’s nipple as her left hand left my butt-cheek. Then Daddy’s cock moved. My eyes widened, realizing she was guiding Daddy’s dick to my asshole. She was bringing him to me. I had the best parents in the world.

“Love her, Daddy,” Mommy purred when she pressed the tip of his cock into my asshole.

“Yes,” Daddy groaned.

He pressed forward against my lubed asshole. I sucked harder. My cheeks hollowed as I loved my Mommy’s nipple. I moaned and squealed around her nub as my anal ring stretched and stretched. Daddy’s cock was so much bigger than his two fingers.

Than Mommy’s three digits.

“Damn, Michelle,” he growled. “Oh, damn, our daughter’s asshole.”

His cock’s tip popped into my bowels. This wonderful, delicious groan shot through me. I shuddered at the wonderful feel of his dick sliding into my asshole. He went deeper and deeper and deeper.

The pleasure rippled through me. I moaned around Mommy’s nipple as this burning, velvety heat filled my bowels. He groaned as he pressed deeper. He filled my anal sheath. My cunny clenched, my asshole squeezing about his dick.

The friction increased.

“Oh, fuck, yes, Ava!” he groaned as his ticklish bush reached my butt-cheeks. “Such a good girl.”

My mouth popped off Mommy’s nipple. “I took him all, Mommy! I took every inch of him.”

“Of course you did,” Mommy purred, her blue eyes sparkling. I could see them well enough in the dark.

I had green eyes like Daddy, but she had Grandma’s eyes.

“Fuck our little girl’s ass, Daddy!” Mommy moaned.

“Yes,” I gasped. I had to make Mommy feel good, too.

I shoved my hand between her thighs. I found the shaved folds of her pussy. I rubbed at her hot flesh. I pumped up and down her juicy folds. She moaned then gasped as I sucked on her nipple again while thrusting two digits into her cunt.

She trembled on the bed while Daddy drew back his cock. My asshole clenched to him, the heat melting down to my bowels. It was this incredible treat. Then he slammed into me. His balls swung, smacking into my taint.

Incredible bliss shot through me. That wonderful, amazing, delicious pleasure. My eyes squeezed shut. I groaned. My heart hammered in my chest. This amazing pleasure surged over me. This wonderful treat that only my daddy’s cock could give me.

Even in my asshole.

“Avalon!” Mommy moaned, her left hand stroking my hair. “Oh, yes, honey. Finger Mommy’s cunt. Ooh, you came from there. Yes, yes, I love feeling you back in me.”

My fingers pumped in and out of Mommy’s cunt. I teased her. Loved her. She moaned and gasped, her passion echoing through the room. I loved it. I sucked hard on her nipple. My mouth latched on, my cheeks hollowing. My tongue danced along her bud. She groaned and gasped. Her passion echoed through the room.

I pumped my digits faster and faster in and out of her cunt. I teased her juicy flesh. Her pussy squeezed around me. I sucked and nursed on her. I loved her nipples with all my passion while Daddy’s cock pumped in and out of me. This wonderful pleasure surged through my body. My heart raced.

Daddy thrust harder. Faster. He rammed into me again and again. I groaned, my body trembling on the bed. His bush smacked into my rump, tickling me as he buried his cock into my asshole again and again.

“Damn, little Ava!” he groaned. “Oh, damn, that feels good.”

“Mmm, is our daughter’s asshole wrapped around your cock making you feel amazing?” Mommy purred.

“You know it, Michelle!” He thrust deep into me. “Damn, that’s amazing. I’m such a lucky father.”

He was.

I sucked so hard on Mommy’s nipple and fingered her juicy twat as Daddy fucked me. I thrust my digits into her hot pussy at the same rate Daddy plunged his hard cock into my bowels. His lubed shaft teased me. Velvety friction burned through me, increasing the growing pressure in my pussy.

My orgasm built and built. This wild, wicked, wonderful delight swelled in me. My bowels clenched about him. My heart beat so fast. His cock pumped fast and hard into my asshole. This pleasure rippled about my flesh, melting into my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Daddy groaned.

“Oh, fuck our daughter’s tight ass! Fuck her, Daddy! Pound her!”

“I’m going to explode in her!”

“Yes, yes! Cum in our little girl’s bowels! We made her, Daddy! She’s our incestuous miracle!”

Pleasure surged through me. I thrust a third finger into Mommy’s cunt. My thumb massaged her clit. I shuddered between my parents. My bowels squeezed down around Daddy’s plundering cock. He pounded me so hard.

His cock reamed me. He pumped it into me harder. Faster. My bowels gripped him. The velvety fire blazed hotter and hotter, feeding my growing orgasm. My fingers plundered Mommy’s cunt. Her pussy squeezed about my three digits while her clit throbbed beneath my naughty thumb.

“Yes, yes, suck on my nipple! Nurse for me!” Mommy shuddered. “Oh, Avalon, you’re going to make Mommy cum, too! You’re going to make us both cum!”

“Such a loving, little girl!” Daddy panted, his balls smacking into my taint. “Ava! My sweet Ava!”

His cock rammed to the hilt in my bowels. I shuddered as his cum fired hot into my rectum. That amazing, wonderful, delicious pulse of hot jizz pumped into me again and again. I gasped around Mommy’s nipple at that amazing experience.

I came.

My incestuous pleasure rippled out of my pussy. Juices gushed out, soaking my thighs. I bucked on the bed between them. My bowels milked Daddy’s erupting cock. I sucked so hard on Mommy’s nipple. I massaged her clit and fingered her twat as the rapture screamed through me.

I popped my head off her nub and gasped, “Daddy’s cumming in my butthole, Mommy!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her pussy squeezing around my fingers. “That’s it, Daddy! Cum in our little girl!”

“She’s perfect!” Daddy groaned, his cock burying to the hilt in me. He filled me up. It was this wonderful pleasure. “Damn!”

His cock spurted hot and fast. He filled me to the brim with his cum. It was this incredible passion. I groaned, dizzying heat surging through me. My bowels milked out every drop of his passion as the rapture burned through my mind.

I bucked. I quivered.

Mommy’s pussy spasmed around my fingers. Her juices soaked my hand as stars danced through the dark bedroom. They celebrated our incestuous love. I whimpered in wonderful delight, my asshole milking Daddy’s cock dry.

“Oh, damn, Michelle, we made something special with Avalon,” panted Daddy.

“We did,” Mommy gushed. Her left hand cupped my face. She tilted my chin and kissed me hard while her pussy spasmed around my fingers.

We were both cumming together. Mother and daughter. Both Daddy’s lovers. He made us both. Our tongues dueled as the pleasure peaked in me. Daddy groaned, his arm going around us both, holding us.

I felt so loved.

I broke the kiss, Daddy’s cock going soft in my asshole. I shifted on the bed, hugging Mommy tight to me. She held me and purred in delight. Then she and Daddy traded a short kiss. Daddy groaned and Mommy sighed.

“So,” I said, squirming, “what happened at dinner? With your pretty dress?”

“That’s going to have to wait for another bedtime story,” Mommy purred, her voice sounding sleepy. “Your mom and dad need to get some rest.”

“Mmm,” Daddy groaned, his voice equally as sleepy.

It hit me then. I hadn’t been to bed at all. I had a long day hanging out with my friends, anticipating tonight. My eyes closed. I was held between my parents, feeling so loved. I had Daddy’s seed in my pussy and ass, and the taste of him still lingered in my mouth.

Best birthday gift ever.

I couldn’t wait for my next incestuous bedtime tale.

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – September 2033

It was my first day of the ninth grade and I was horny. I had my suspicions why, my hand rubbing at my belly as I snuck through the hallway. My heart beat fast. I felt so wicked. I should be in class, but…

It was all so boring. There were better things to be doing than sit in class. I had this itch in my pussy that I needed to scratch, and there was only one way to do that. My heart pumped hot blood through my veins.

A teacher stepped out of a classroom. I put on a bright smile and nodded to the teacher, a woman in a bronze blouse. She gave me a smile, assuming I had some reason to roam the hallway during the middle of class.

I wanted to whistle in delight as I moved across the campus. Since my daddy worked here, I felt like I knew this place already. I had come here as a child all the time. Maybe that was why I found the first day boring.

Or maybe it was because I was horny.

Could I use that as an excuse as to why I was skipping a class? “Sorry, but I had to be fucked by my daddy because I was just too horny?”

I grinned as I said that aloud, my hands rubbing at my belly. This wicked heat surged through me. It had been a month and a half since I’d lost my virginity. It had been a wonderful summer break. I skipped in delight, my hair fiery hair swinging about my face. My skirt swished.

I reached the athletic building. I felt real wicked as I sneaked into the boy’s locker room to find my daddy’s office. If I knew his schedule, he should be in his office. He didn’t have a PE class to teach right now. I licked my lips as I entered this forbidden room.

It felt so naughty. Boys changed here. I bet they would love to have a nubile, fourteen-year-old girl wander in here while they were showering. They would all like to do naughty things to me. Too bad for them, I was a daddy’s girl through and through.

I reached the door to his office. I could hear a chair creaking in there. I smiled and then I pulled off my top, baring my round breasts constrained in a purple bra decorated with white polka dots. My breasts jiggled as I reached behind me. I unhooked the fastener. I dropped it down to the ground. My titties were out, in the boys’ locker room.

A wicked heat rushed through me. I wiggled back and forth, just so aching. I needed to do such naughty things. I wanted to have a pussy full of cum before my next stop. I dropped my bra. I imagined a boy wandering into the locker room and finding a girl’s pile of clothing out here. I’d bet he’d wonder who my daddy was fucking.

Me!

I unzipped my skirt and dropped it down my thighs. My matching panties hugged my crotch. I thrust my thumbs into the waistband. I stretched out the elastic band then shoved my panties down, baring my shaved pussy.

Mommy did that for me before my first day of school. She was the best. I was glad that we were both Daddy’s little girls. I wanted to have my own incestuous daughter. A third generation bred by daddy. I would raise her to love her daddy, waiting for her to turn fourteen so she could lose her virginity to him. He’d be old, but I knew he could get it done.

I stared at the door, knowing this was where Clint had given Daddy the advice to seduce Mommy. If he hadn’t, I wouldn’t be here. That was so amazing. This naughty rush shot through me. Then I realized that I never had my bedtime story finished.

How did their date go?

I was about to burst into the door and enjoy Daddy when a wicked idea appeared in my mind.

I scooped up my clothing and darted from the door. I stashed my clothes behind a bench. I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my socks. I ran into the shower area and turned one on. The hot water sprayed over me. I shuddered as it landed on my naked flesh. The spray coated my fourteen-year-old body.

I hummed as I ducked my head under, letting the water soak my red hair. My nipples tingled as the spray splashed on them. My rump clenched. My hips wiggled from side to side. It ran down my body to my pussy, coating my flesh. It was just a treat.

The door to Daddy’s office opened. “Who’s showering?”

I trembled as I heard him emerge. His footsteps approached the shower area. My pussy clenched. This hot rush shot through me. I ran my hands up and cupped my breasts, squeezing them. His footsteps paused. I knew he was looking at me.

“Ava?” he asked. “What are you doing here?”

I glanced over my shoulder at Daddy. He had on the tight, white t-shirt that coaches always seemed to wear and blue shorts. His chest was broad. He had red hair, a shade similar to me, though he had speckles of gray mixed in there. His green eyes flicked up and down my body.

I giggled and squeezed my titties, my hips wiggling as the water rolled over me.

“Ava?” Daddy asked, approaching. “You should be in class.”

“I bet you always wanted to fuck a girl in here,” I said, my heart pounding. “Well, here I am.”

“God,” he groaned. “Your mother never did anything like this.”

“My mother was a sweet and innocent girl who didn’t have two depraved parents that turned her into a sex fiend,” I said. I spread my legs apart and leaned over. “Mmm, come enjoy me, Daddy. Get naked and let’s have fun.”

He groaned, but I knew he could see my juicy pussy. He knew I had a dripping hole that needed his cock. He just had to saunter up and do something about me. I placed my hands against the shower wall, the water flowing down my back to my rump.

With a growl, he ripped off his shirt, his chest broad and muscular. He kept in such amazing shape. Then he thrust his shorts down, taking his boxers with them. His hard cock popped out. My pussy clenched. I wanted that big shaft in me. I wanted my daddy to fuck me so hard.

“You can’t be doing things like this, Ava,” he groaned. “You’re going to get us both in trouble.”

“Today is special,” I moaned. “It’s my first day of high school. That’s special. A Daddy should enjoy his nubile, naughty daughter in the shower on a day like that. So come get naughty with me.”

He peeled off his shoes and socks, then stalked forward. His green eyes, the same shade as mine, burned on me. I smiled in delight. This was so hot. I was so happy I got to enjoy this. I bit my lip as he came closer and closer.

Daddy fell to his knees behind me. I groaned as he grabbed my rump. Then his face nuzzled into my pussy. I gasped as he just ate me. I leaned forward, arms bending as the water fell down my back. Daddy’s rough whiskers rasped on my sensitive vulva.

“Ooh, do I taste different, Daddy?” I groaned as his tongue lapped through my folds.

“Different?” he asked. He took another lick. “Not really. That same tangy delight of my sexy daughter.”

I smiled. “Mmm, okay. Just keep licking me. Ooh, yes, yes.”

He jammed his tongue so deep in my incestuous pussy. He swirled it around, teasing me, driving me just bananas. I gasped and moaned, wiggling my hips, grinding my hot snatch on his face. His whiskers felt incredible. They teased me. Caressed me. Made me feel so wild.

I trembled and groaned. His tongue thrust into my folds. I gasped as he swirled around inside of me. I shuddered, savoring the wicked feel of his tongue darting through me. He lapped at me, teased me, made me feel like I was precious.

“Oh, Daddy, I love you!” I moaned. How could I not love my hunky daddy when he ate my pussy like this?

“Ava, you’re going to get me in so much trouble,” he panted. “Damn.”

“It’ll be worth it,” I moaned. “Just eat my naughty, schoolgirl cunt. Mmm, yes, yes, feast on me. Whenever you need pussy, Daddy, I’m here.”

“What a little hellion you are,” he groaned and then licked his tongue up through my pussy to my asshole.

I gasped as he rimmed my sphincter. That was so naughty of him. The water poured down my back, making me shudder. My breasts swayed before me, drops beading on my pink nipples. I groaned, my butt-cheeks clenching about his face. I reveled in his rasping whiskers caressing my silky skin.

His hand stroked up my right thigh. I shuddered as he reached my pussy. He stroked through my hot flesh, teasing me, His finger pressed between my folds, sending all these naughty flutters through my body.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I groaned. “Ooh, you’re just so amazing. Mmm, don’t be afraid. Jam that tongue in my butt-hole. Eat out my schoolgirl ass. You’re such a pervy coach!”

“Damn,” he groaned and then thrust two of his fingers into my pussy.

I gasped, my head snapping up. The shower spray rained on my face. The water poured down to my neck and sheeted over my breasts. My nipples drank in the sensation as his digits pumped in and out of my juicy twat.

“You want to fuck that hole, don’t you!” I moaned. “Yes, you do. You want to fill my pussy full of all your cum!”

“Goddamn, what a teasing brat,” he groaned and thrust his tongue into my asshole.

“Yes!” I moaned in delight.

Daddy’s tongue wiggled through my asshole. He swirled around inside of me while his fingers buried over and over into my pussy. He felt so incredible. My body shuddered as my orgasm swelled so fast.

My juicy twat gripped his digits. The friction built and built, making me shuddered. My breasts jiggled, water flicking from my nipples. I moaned into the shower’s spray as Daddy’s tongue made my asshole feel so good. So naughty.

The heat melted into my cunt full of his fingers. My eyes squeezed shut as he plundered my rectum. His fingers pressed deep into me. I gasped and moaned, my voice echoing through the boy’s locker room. We could get caught at any moment.

Wonderful.

This naughty delight surged through me. He fucked his tongue in and out of my asshole, stimulating me. It mixed with the silky friction of his fingers in my twat. He buried so deep into me, making my underage body tremble.

“Daddy!” I squealed and came.

Stars burst across my vision. Kept my eyes squeezed shut, the water splashing on my face as I bucked and cried out. The pleasure rippled out of my pussy. Waves of incestuous passion that spilled through my body. It crashed into my mind. My asshole convulsed around his tongue, naughty tingles joining the fun.

He plunged his fingers in and out of my writhing cunt. He stirred up my twat with those naughty digits, sending more and more waves of ecstasy to drown my mind. My entire body felt so warm, bubbling with the taboo thrill.

“Daddy!” I howled. “Fuck my pussy! I want your cum in me. I want you leaking out of me!”

“Yes!” he growled and rose.

I shuddered as his fingers ripped out of my still-climaxing pussy. My convulsing flesh felt so empty, so in need of being full. I whimpered and threw a look over my shoulder, my eyes snapping open to focus on Daddy.

“Fuck my schoolgirl cunt, Coach Young,” I purred in a coquettish voice. “Mmm, you’re just so sexy, I had to sneak in here and seduce you. I’m fourteen and fertile.”

“My little Ava!” he croaked. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

“But you’ll go out exploding in my underage, schoolgirl pussy!” I moaned. “Fair trade!”

“Yes!” he growled and buried in me.

My spasming twat rejoiced. Another incestuous rush of bliss surged through me. My pussy convulsed harder around his cock burying to the hilt in my flesh. His balls smacked into my clit. That wonderful impact sent a shudder of rapture through me, my orgasm intensifying.

Daddy’s cock was in me, fucking me at school. What a wonderful way to start my high school career. My pussy spasmed around him. My hips wiggled. I stirred my pussy around his dick, my flesh writhing and spasming.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled as this wicked passion rippled through me. “Oh, Coach Young! Such a bad man. Taking advantage of me while I was showering.”

“You came into the boy’s locker room, you little tease,” he growled, slamming his huge dick into me.

The dick that started me in Mommy’s womb.

“Just a cock-teasing, little slut,” he growled, thrusting into me hard. His hands slid up my wet body as the shower sprays fell on my tits now. I arched back into him, his hands caressing higher and higher. “You wanted this!”

“I did!” I moaned, squeezing my pussy around him. “Oh, yes, yes, Coach Young! Fuck me! Fuck my naughty cunt! Ooh, ram into me! Show me how to be a woman! Yes, yes!”

The roleplay only enhanced my orgasm. It was nonstop bliss rippling through me. Every plunge of Daddy’s cock into my hot flesh kept it alive. I groaned then gasped as his hands swept up to my round breasts.

He gripped them.

Squeezed them.

I squealed in delight as his fingers brushed my nipples. Twin jolts of delight electrified my body down to my convulsing pussy. My cunt spasmed harder around Daddy’s cock. I worshiped his dick slamming into me.

It was the best thing in the world. It was amazing. I groaned, my eyes fluttering as he rammed into my spasming depths over and over. He kept me cumming. Kept the incestuous celebration bursting through my youthful body.

“Such a pervy coach!” I moaned. “Ooh, just fucking your underage student so hard.”

“When she’s a slutty, little brat, I will!” he growled. “I’ll fuck any girl that comes into the boy’s locker room and shakes a cute ass at me.”

“What would your daughter think, Coach Young?” I gasped, my body trembling, my mind melting under the waves of pleasure.

“That she should sneak in here and enjoy her Daddy’s big cock!”

“Yes!” I howled, my pussy convulsing around his dick. “She would love it. You could breed her like you’re going to breed me!”

“Fuck, Ava!” he snarled and pounded me.

Our wet flesh slapped together. This stinging impact of his crotch smacking into my rump echoed. His fingers dug into my breasts, gripping them tight as he fucked me like an animal. My body responded. I loved it.

My daddy was a stud.

I howled out as my orgasm intensified. Waves of ecstasy drowned my mind. It was so hard to think, to keep playing that wonderful game as the pleasure just kept coming. Climax after climax burst through me as Daddy plundered my pussy.

He slammed so deep into me.

So hard.

His heavy balls smacked into my clit. Pleasure burst from each impact, feeding the euphoria devouring my body. The hot water soaked my tits held in his heaving hands. Water ran down to tickle my clit. My butt-cheeks rippled and my cunt spasmed around his dick.

“Cum in me!” I howled.

“My little Ava!” he growled.

His cock buried to the hilt in my spasming depths. His cum fired into me. Hot blasts of jizz that made me shudder and gasp. Stars burst before my eyes. I groaned as I felt the spurts of his incestuous seed flooding me.

My pussy milked him. Darkness devoured my vision. I swayed beneath the intensity of this moment. I groaned and gasped as my cunny wrung daddy dry. He groaned, squeezing my tits as he spurted the last drops into me.

“Damn, Ava,” he groaned. “Oh, damn, that was amazing.”

“Mmm, I’m glad you enjoyed fucking me, Coach Young. Such a bad, bad man.”

“So bad,” he groaned. He held me, nuzzling at me. “I just want to keep holding you, but the period will be over soon. You have to get out of here before the boys arrive.”

I sighed. “You’re right. Only you and mommy can see my delights. They’re just for you two.”

I turned around in his embrace, his cock popping out of my pussy. I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him while clenching my cuntlips closed, not letting any of his jizz escape. I trembled, buzzing from the intensity of all my orgasms.

He held me tight for one glorious minute, our tongues dueling, his lips tasting of tangy cream, then he broke away from me. I panted, wanting to just fall to my knees and suck his half-hard cock into my mouth. But the boys were coming.

And I had another stop to make.

I dressed quickly as Daddy did the same. With a pussy full of cum, I rushed out of the locker room. My wet hair clung to me as I hurried through the halls. I felt energized. That was the best thing in the world. I crossed through the campus, heading to my next stop. I was such a wicked girl to do this.

I felt like I owned this campus. I wanted to teach here. This was where my parents’ relationship started. At this school. If it wasn’t for that Clint guy fucking all his sisters here, I’d never have been born. This place was special.

I reached the school’s nurses office and headed in. It was a small room, two beds with a privacy curtain around each. At a desk, Nurse Wilson sat, her light-brown hair falling in a loose mass around her face. She was Mommy’s age, still looking cute as she wore her flowery hospital scrubs. Her daughter, Heaven, was in my grade. She glanced up at me with curious eyes.

“It’s… Avalon, right?” she asked. “Your Coach Young’s daughter.”

“Yep,” I said. “I need a pregnancy test. Do you have one?”

The nurse arched an eyebrow at me. “Well, I see your father didn’t waste any time, did he?”

“Nope,” I said. I lifted my skirt and shoved down my panties. “See.”

Nurse Wilson blinked as she stared at my shaved pussy. “Um, I see. At school? Well, I can’t be one to complain. I had my fun at this campus, but you know it takes longer than a few minutes to know if you’re pregnant. It could take hours for the sperm to even find your egg. Sometimes, fertilization happens days later after you had sex.”

“Oh, I’ve been having sex for over a month,” I said. “Ever since I turned fourteen!”

“Uh-huh,” the nurse said. “You’re going to be a naughty girl, aren’t you?”

I grinned at her.

“Your poor father.” She shook her head. Then she stood up and headed to a counter, a wedding ring flashing on her left hand. She opened a drawer and pulled out a rectangular box. She handed it to me. “Just pee on the end, and we’ll find out.”

“Is it accurate?” I asked.

“Very,” she said. “There’s a special hormone that you produce while pregnant. It shows up in your blood and urine very early on. In fact, we can tell how pregnant you are by how much of it is in you, but that test just detects for it.”

“Ooh, neat,” I said. “Thanks!”

She shook her head. “You know not everyone approves of what you’re doing. You should be careful about who you show this sort of stuff.”

“But I thought you and your brother…” I grinned at her. “Right? Daddy mentioned that.”

A smile grew on Nurse Wilson’s lips. “Yes, my brother and I have been lovers since I was your age. And, well, he knocked me up at that same age. So I hope your Daddy bred you.”

“Me, too,” I said and darted for the door.

I so hoped I was. I wanted to be bred right off the bat, but two weeks after losing my virginity, my annoying period came. It should have come five days ago and hadn’t. So I hoped, hoped, hoped I was pregnant with Daddy’s child.

With his daughter.

I sat on the toilet, thrust the pregnancy test between my thighs. I shuddered and then I pissed on the end of the stick. I groaned as my urine flowed out of me. I leaned back. It was such a wicked delight to take this test.

My excitement mounted.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Michelle Young

“So, what’s this I hear about you skipping class?” I asked my fourteen-year-old daughter when she darted up to my car. Students were streaming out of the main building. They all looked so young. I didn’t remember the kids looking so young when I was a student here falling in love with my father. I was picking up Avalon since there was soccer practice he had to coach.

Avalon gave me a wicked grin. Her round breasts jiggled in the tight, pink blouse she wore. Her fiery hair swayed around her face. She had our father’s green eyes, not blue like mine, but other than that, she looked a lot like me. She had my nose and ears, my chin.

“Well?” I asked.

“I’m pregnant!” she said and then opened the back door of the car and climbed in.

My jaw dropped. “Already, you little minx?”

“I wasn’t as fast as you, Mommy,” she said and, to my shock, pulled off her panties. She dropped the purple, polka dot underwear on the car’s floor, her legs spreading wide. Her pussy had fresh cum leaking out of it. “When I told Daddy, he just had to pump me full of cum. Soccer practice is starting late.”

“He fucked you twice at school?” I asked. I’d heard about their shower romp in detail. I remembered being too terrified of doing anything at school. “What a precocious thing you are. And what are you doing.”

“Why, I want my mommy to lick me clean,” she said. “Mmm, come eat my bred pussy full of Daddy’s cum.”

This wanton lust shot through me. I groaned. There were people around the parking lot. We could be discovered. I mean, things had changed in the fourteen years since I started high school, but it still felt so wild to do this.

Such a risk, but…

My little girl was pregnant. Daddy had bred her like me. I couldn’t help myself. I climbed into the backseat. I grabbed her thighs. I leaned over and inhaled. The salty scent of Daddy’s cum and my daughter’s tangy pussy mixed in my nose.

“You are such a bad girl,” I moaned.

“I know, Mommy,” she said, not a hint of guilt in her tone.

I buried my face into her shaved, sloppy twat. I thrust my tongue into her juicy cunt, scooping out her tangy juices and our daddy’s yummy cum. This was my daughter’s bred pussy. I licked and lapped at her flesh.

It sent such a wicked thrill through me. My granddaughter and my half-sister grew inside of Avalon. It was incredible. I ate her pregnant, cum-filled twat with such hunger. My daughter moaned, her slender thighs gripping my head. She clung to me, rubbing her pussy against my lips.

My tongue darted through her folds. I licked her. I lapped at her. I gathered up her cum. This wonderful delight surged through me. My pussy clenched, soaking my panties. I was such a wicked mommy for letting my daughter have her way.

I loved spoiling her.

“Oh, Mommy, yes!” she moaned, leaning against the back door. Her hands squeezed her breasts through her blouse. “Mmm, people are moving through the parking lot.” She giggled. “They have no idea you’re lapping at my pregnant cunt.”

I slid my arms around her legs. I lapped at her. I tongued her. She gasped and moaned, her pussy humping against my mouth. She smeared her cunt against my hungry lips, soaking me with the incestuous mix of our daddy’s cum and her juices.

Her moans echoed through the sedan. The seat creaked beneath her as she trembled and squirmed. Her breasts jiggled in her top. Her eyes squeezed shut. She licked her lips and then groaned again, my tongue darting to the depths of her pussy.

I licked and lapped out her jizz. Voices echoed just outside the car. A mother talking to her kid. They could notice our wicked, incestuous fun. They could find me eating out my daughter’s pussy. I whimpered, that wicked heat surging through my body.

I groaned and feasted harder. She whimpered as the talking grew closer. They were nearby. I wrapped my arms around her legs. I pulled her pussy tight against my mouth. I thrust my tongue deep into her bred cunt. I attacked her. Lapped at her. I loved her.

A car door opened closed. Tires crunched as the car backed up, its electric engine quiet.

We escaped this time.

“Mommy! Mommy!” she moaned, her youthful face twisting with pleasure. “Oh, yes, Mommy!”

“Mmm, such a wicked, little girl!” I moaned. “Seducing your mother with that pussy full of your daddy’s cum.”

She whimpered and groaned. Her pregnant pussy humped against me. She gasped as my tongue darted through her folds. I loved her. Worshiped her. I savored every bit of her juicy, tangy passion as I quested for all of our daddy’s cum.

My pussy soaked my panties as she moaned. I wanted to touch myself, but I was just so focused on pleasing my daughter. I wanted to make her cum. My tongue darted into her bred depths. My tongue swirled through her sheath.

“Oh, wow, Mommy!” she moaned. “Ooh, clean my pregnant pussy. Yes, yes! I love you, Mommy!”

“I love you, too,” I groaned. My heart pounded in my chest. “Mmm, your pussy taste so good full of Daddy’s cum.”

She giggled. “Can you taste I’m pregnant?”

“Mmm, your pussy does taste a little naughtier,” I told her. Then I thrust my tongue into her depths.

She gasped. Her back arched as bliss burst across her face. Then she humped and ground her pussy against me. She gripped my face with her sultry thighs. Her hands squeezed my breasts. She kneaded them. I groaned and feasted on her.

I thrust my tongue into her pussy. I wiggled my tongue through her folds. Though I’d run out of cum to eat, it was still a delicious, incestuous treat to enjoy. I fluttered my tongue. My nose brushed against her clit. Her breasts jiggled.

I lapped up to her clit and nibbled on it. She gasped. My hands grabbed her rump. I squeezed and kneaded her. Her body bucked. Her moans echoed through the car. Her head tossed back and forth, her fiery hair dancing about her face.

“Mommy, Mommy, yes!” she gasped.

Tangy pussy cream flooded my mouth. I reveled in the taste. I gulped all the juices down as she bucked against me. Her head tossed back and forth. Her fiery strands danced around her flushed cheeks. Her thighs squeezed around my head.

“Oh, yes, yes! I’m pregnant! Mommy! Mommy! I’m going to be a mommy!”

I pulled my face from her pussy, my own cunt on fire. I panted as I stared at her flushed beauty. I grinned at her. “I am so happy that you’re pregnant. This is wonderful news.”

“Thanks, Mommy.” She leaned back against the seat. “Ooh, you eat pussy so well.”

“I love it,” I told her. I sat up, my heart racing. I was starting to get worried about being caught with her.

“Mom,” Avalon said, giving me a hard look, “you know, you never did tell me how it went.”

“How what went?” I asked. I grabbed my purse to grab a wet wipe. I had pussy juices and cum dripping down my face.

“Your dinner date with Daddy. I never got the next part of the story. You and Daddy never told me. You promised to.”

I smiled. “Mmm, well, you were having so much fun playing with your new toys the next day.” I bought her a wand massager for her birthday. She loved using the thing. “So, tonight, we’ll tell you a new bedtime story!”

“Yay!” she squealed.

I slipped into the front seat and set the car to drive us home. She joined me in the passenger seat and said, “I’m pregnant and getting a new bedtime story! This is such a wonderful day! High school is awesome.”

I rolled my eyes, “Wait until the homework starts piling up and we’ll see how much you like it.”

She blinked. “Let’s not talk about that. Let’s just focus on getting ready for my bedtime story, okay?”

She sounded so grown up and so childish all at the same time. A catch filled my throat. She was growing up. She was going to be a mother. Tears burned in my eyes for a moment. I blinked them back as she babbled about the fun she had with her Daddy when she told him about being pregnant.

What a naughty girl.

The rest of the afternoon and evening passed in a blur. I drove Avalon home, made dinner, and then we ate as a family. Avalon was bouncing with excitement, pregnant and horny and eager to hear about that magical evening.

Three times, we had to make her sit her down and work on her homework. She was lucky not to be in trouble for skipping class, but she had a note from Nurse Wilson. Jenny was a good friend of mine. We had bonded near the end of our freshman year when we were both round and pregnant, bred by a family member. Her mother had been my gynecologist.

Finally, it was bedtime.

Avalon was waiting for us, naked and nubile, squirming on the bed, her round breasts jiggling. She had such a feverish light in her eyes. I turned off the light, slipped out of my robe, and sauntered naked to the bed. Daddy pushed off his shorts and joined us. We slipped around our daughter.

“I was so nervous as I got ready for that night,” I told my daughter. She latched onto my nipple and suckled like a baby. I groaned, my pussy clenching at the wicked heat that surged through me. “I had to be perfect. My makeup. My hair. It felt like a real date even though he was my father. I felt guilty about these emotions, but he’d awakened me to what a handsome man he was.”

“I was sweating bullets waiting for you,” Daddy said. “And then you came down the stairs…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Coach Harrison “Harry” Young – October 2018

My stomach twisted and writhed. I wanted this night to be perfect. I wanted to guide her towards being my lover. I was certain I loved Michelle for herself, and not because she was replacing her mother. My chest felt so tight. I was ready to move on. To have happiness again.

Even if it were illegal. My underage daughter…

I’d be crucified if the truth ever came out, but I didn’t care.

The stairs creaked. My heart beat exploded into a wild gallop as my gaze shot to the stairs. The rustle of clothing. Then her feet appeared. She wore heels. I’d never seen her wear heels. They were black, a single strap around her ankle. Only two inches, but they were breathtaking. More and more of her slender legs appeared. Her thighs were lush and sleek.

Then her black skirt appeared. It had a shimmer to the cloth. It swirled about her legs and then clung to her hips. My heart pounded, my cock twitching. The cloth cupped her small breasts. They had a firm jiggle to them, the cloth hugging them. It was clear she wore no bra. The cloth covering her breasts narrowed to thin straps that went around her neck and tied into a knot, the only thing holding up the dress. Her shoulders were bare, her red hair falling down to kiss her pale skin. Dangling from her ears were diamonds. Her mother’s earrings. I’d given my daughter all of Rachel’s jewelry after she passed.

All save for my wife’s wedding band.

I groaned as I saw her face. She looked so adult. Her makeup had transformed her form my little girl into a woman. Fourteen but gorgeous. My heart wanted to fall out of my chest. I swallowed, the heat pumping through my veins. My stomach roiled. This was really happening. My little girl…

She stopped before me, staring up at me with this expectant look on her face. “Do I…?”

The trepidation in her voice made my heart ache. “Oh, Michelle, you’re breathtaking. You look like a woman.” I grabbed her arms, pulling her close. My thumbs stroked her silky, warm skin. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to just plant my lips on her. “I can’t believe how amazing you look. You’re gorgeous, honey. You’re a beautiful woman.”

This wonderful, innocent blush crossed her cheek. She had no idea what I wanted to do to her. How I wanted to pin her to the wall and kiss her. Love her. I wanted to hold her in my arms and never let her go.

How could I tell her? How could I let her know the depths of my feelings without frightening her? I didn’t want to scar my daughter. I felt like such a beast for wanting to ravage such a young, innocent creature. Virginal. Sweet. Delicate.

I beat down my lust. “Shall we?”

I offered my arm, my black evening jacket over it. I hadn’t worn it in years. It was a little tight, but it fit. She took it, her fingers delicate as they clasped my wrist. She smelled radiant, this sweet, flowery perfume. I breathed in and…

It was her mother’s favorite scent, Chanel Coco Mademoiselle Eau De Parfum. It must have come from the bottle I bought right before Rachel passed. The scent tingled my nose. I fought back the tears.

“Do I really look beautiful?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Honey, you are radiant.”

“Like Mom?”

I hesitated. “Honey, your mother was a beautiful rose, and you… you’re a blossoming tulip. You’re both gorgeous, but you’re not your mother. You are your own woman. I’m lucky to have had you both in my life.”

She beamed at that. Then she leaned up and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

I felt the heat of her lips on me the entire way to the restaurant. I wanted to keep reaching over and touch her. To caress her legs as she sat beside me, trying to look so adult and yet… there was this hesitation in her. She wasn’t completely sure of herself. She was hovering on that wonderful line between maturity and innocence.

I couldn’t help myself. I casually put my hand on her knee, feeling her warm skin. I squeezed her. “You are just gorgeous.”

“Daddy,” she said, her voice strained. “You don’t have to keep saying that.”

“Sorry,” I said, my thumb stroking her skin, getting her used to my touch. “I’m just realizing that you’re a woman. That my little girl has blossomed into a beautiful flower.”

A flower I wanted to pluck.

She smiled at me, bright and innocent. She had no idea what I wanted to do to her. That this wasn’t just a father complimenting his daughter. My chest was so tight on the drive to the restaurant. I kept my hand on her leg and the other on the steering wheel.

We arrived at the restaurant, a cozy, Italian delight that had been my wife’s favorite restaurant. I slipped out of the car and hurried around. I opened the door and took Michelle’s hand. Her bright-red cheeks dimpled as she smiled. She let out a giddy giggle as I took her arm.

“I always wanted to come here,” she said. “Mom always talked about how she loved it when you took her here. Made her feel special.”

“She was special,” I said. “So are you. You deserve this.”

She pressed closer to me, clutching tight to my arm.

We entered the restaurant, our reservation waiting. The maître d didn’t bat an eye. My daughter looked so grown up, so he must have assumed she’s my date and not my daughter. That sent a wicked thrill through me.

“Follow me, Mr. Young,” the maître’d said, a bright smile on his face.

He led us through the restaurant. My daughter clung to my arm, trying to act adult even as I could feel her girlish energy animating her. We passed other couples eating their dinner, enjoying their evening. We moved through the restaurant to the back where a cozy table lay. The maître d lit the candle in the center then nodded to us.

The place had a dark, romantic atmosphere.

A nervous squirm ran through me. Was it too much? Would she realize it?

“This is amazing,” she said as I held out the chair for her.

I smiled, my eyes falling down her cleavage as she sat down. I felt like such a perv, but she was mouthwateringly gorgeous. My cock ached in my slacks. I wanted to adjust myself as I headed around the small table.

I sat across from Michelle. I couldn’t help but stare into her face lit by the dancing candle flame. She had a big grin on her face. She looked around, drinking it in. She sat straight, her little breasts cupped in her black dress.

“This is so amazing,” she said, looking around. “I can’t believe we’re doing this, Daddy.”

“Me, either,” I said, my mouth so dry. “You can get whatever you want. No matter how expensive.”

Her eyes lit up. She glanced at the menu for a moment. “I don’t even know where to begin. Mommy used to say that you’d order for her. That it was, um, fun when the guy did it for his date. And, well…”

“Sure,” I said, smiling at her. “I know just what to get you.”

She smiled again and then her blush seemed to spread down her neck. She glanced at the wine glass, her fingers playing with it. Her digits were so delicate, her nails painted an elegant red. The hue matched her lipstick.

Striking.

I wanted to reach across the table and take her hands. The tightness in my chest grew and grew. She was gorgeous. I didn’t care that she was my daughter. That she was underage. She was perfect. The candlelight danced in her blue eyes.

“Um, if you want, you can have some champagne,” I said. “I won’t tell anyone.”

She giggled. “Neither will I.”

We shared a smile. It was so natural, like she’d been my lover all her life. My blood pumped so hot through my veins. Our eyes connected. Was it my imagination? Did I feel this magnetic pull to her? Did she feel it? My hands flexed, wanting to take hers, to say the words beating in my heart.

Then she looked away.

She glanced around at the others. I took a deep breath. I needed to control myself. She thought I was just being a sweet father. I couldn’t start reading more into it. I had to go slow. She was just blossoming.

If I rushed her, I would bruise her petals.

“This is wonderful,” she said, her eyes sweeping around. She glanced at the wall beside us, noticing the carving on the trim. “I feel like I’m your date, not your daughter.”

“Yeah,” I said. “You could pretend, you know. That we’re on a date.” Was that too far?

She licked her ruby-red lips. They were so bright. So kissable. “Okay. I think that sounds fun. I mean… I feel so grown up and…” She looked down at her dress. “I can’t believe I’m wearing this. It’s so… so sophisticated.”

“It fits you,” I said. “You’re becoming a woman. You are just radiant.”

Her eyes lit up. She beamed at me. God, I wanted to kiss her. Just grab her hands. Say those words. She had to hear them. I couldn’t be a coward. I had to ease her in, and those words… They might just do it.

They worked on her mother.

“Thank you,” Michelle said. “For this dress. For this evening. I just…” She swallowed. “I’m just so glad to see you smiling again.”

“It’s hard not to when I have such a wonderful daughter.” My hands reached across the table. I had to do this. I took her hands. I gripped them. They felt so warm. Her fingers clenched about mine. Her eyes widened. “You are special, Michelle.”

“Daddy,” she said, her blush deepening. She squirmed. Her breath quickened, her small breasts rising in her blouse. The diamond earrings she wore glinted. “You’re wonderful, too. I just…” She swallowed, shaking her head. “This is a special evening. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” I took a deep breath and squeezed her hands. “I just love you so much. You know that?”

My heart thundered against the pressure squeezing about my chest as I waited for her answer. What would she think? That I was just being her father, or would she realize I meant more. That I wanted this to be a date for real.

I wanted to kiss her. To love her. I wanted to hear her answer.

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – September 2033

I trembled as Mommy rubbed the wand vibrator up and down my pussy. I loved the birthday gift she bought me, the buzzing end of the massager humming against my entire pussy at once, sending wicked sensations through me. It made listening to my parents talk about their first dinner date even more naughty.

I was on the edge of my seat (figuratively). “What happened when Daddy said that he loved you?” I asked. My stomach squirmed with excitement, my clit aching as it drank in the vibrator’s massaging pleasure. “What?”

It was so exciting. I was in bed with my parents as they continued telling me the story of how they entered into their incestuous delight. I wasn’t the only daughter in bed with Daddy. My pregnant pussy clenched. I had found out that Daddy had bred me. The third generation of incestuous love.

They were telling me about this amazing dinner they had when Mommy was my age. Fourteen and just awakening to her sexuality. She was dressed up in an elegant, black dress and wearing grandmother’s earrings and perfume. I never knew my grandmother. She passed away a few years before Mommy and Daddy fell in love.

“I was so scared,” Mommy said. “It sounded like Daddy meant he loved loved me. But I couldn’t believe it. I kept thinking that it meant something else, but I was so in the moment that I was about to risk it. I was about to tell him I loved him right there in the restaurant.”

I shuddered, the humming wand vibrator pressing tight into my pussy as she spoke, her eyes distant. “So you said it?”

“The waitress interrupted us,” Mommy said. “She broke the spell right before I was about to say it. I was just so embarrassed. I pulled my hand away as the waitress asked for our drink orders. Daddy was so stiff. My ears burned. I began to think I was wrong. He was just being a loving father. My doubt was undermining my desires. Fear was keeping me from saying anything. When the waitress brought back the champagne, I grabbed my glass and gulped it down. I’d never had alcohol before. It was a mistake.”

“Oh, no,” I gasped, my hand grabbing Daddy’s cock as I trembled, my orgasm building and building. I stroked him. This was the cock that made Mommy in grandmother, that made me in Mommy, and had made my little child growing in me. “That dumb waitress.”

“The dinner was great,” Mommy said, turning the wand vibrator so its thick tip pressed into pregnant cunny. My labia throbbed and ached. I shuddered, my toes curling. My heart pounded, pumping bliss through my veins.

“It was,” Daddy said. “But awkward. We both felt it. We were both afraid that we were misinterpreting the other, weren’t we?”

“Uh-huh,” Mommy groaned. “The waitress really frightened me. What if I had blurted out that I loved my daddy before her?”

“Yeah,” Daddy said, his cock throbbing in my hand. “I was just playing it safe, realizing that I was in a public restaurant with my underage daughter. If someone realized that… So we just made small talk. About school and stuff.”

Mommy nodded, rubbing the wand massager’s tip into my pussy in circles, brushing my clit. My body trembled with the pleasure surging through me. I whimpered, my hand stroking Daddy’s cock faster and faster.

“How did you get past that?” I asked, wanting to know even as I came closer and closer to my orgasm.

Mommy pressed against me, her red hair spilling over her face. Her round breasts snuggled against my side. She pulled the massager from my pussy, leaving my cunt shockingly aching for sensation. My toes curled as I whimpered.

“Why don’t we take care of Daddy’s cock,” Mommy purred. “He looks like he’s getting too hard. Then we can tell what happened when we got home.”

“What happened?” I asked, my excitement surging through me.

“Let’s just help him out,” Mommy said. “Why don’t we both give him a blowjob? Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

I nodded. “Can I use your wand massager on you, Mommy?”

Her eyes lit up. “Of course you can. You know Mommy loves her wand massager.”

Daddy burst out into laughter. “Oh, yes she does. The naughty minx fell in love with her first one when I bought it for her fifteenth birthday. The first time she came with it, she squirted. She panicked and thought she peed herself.”

Mommy and Daddy both laughed no.

“That sounds like a fun bedtime tale,” I said, sitting up.

Mommy opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out her wand massager. Hers had a blue tip and looked a little bigger. She reached down and plugged it into the power strip next to mine. She grinned and handed it to me.

As I moved between Daddy’s thighs, I turned on Mommy’s wand massager. The tip blurred into a fuzzy, gray bar, humming away wildly. I licked my lips. Mommy joined me between Daddy’s thighs. She was beautiful, twice my age and still hot. Her breasts were round like mine, her hair the same beautiful shade of red. Only her eyes were blue, unlike the green I shared with Daddy.

He grinned down at us, his hair red, too, though he had gray. He was still fit, still coaching and teaching PE at my high school. She gave me a hot kiss on the lips, her tongue dancing over my lips. Then she broke the kiss and said, “Ready?”

“Let’s make Daddy cum!” I moaned.

“She’s definitely our daughter,” Mommy said, glancing up at him. “A Daddy’s girl.”

He chuckled. “Yes, she is. Though she’s gotten into more naughty fun at school than you ever did and it’s only been her first day of high school.”

I gave a wicked grin.

Mommy and I leaned our heads down as we shifted our wand massagers. I shoved mine up between her thighs. Mommy gasped as I found her pussy. I pressed the buzzing toy against her cunt and stroked up and down her flesh.

Then Mommy found mine.

My pussy celebrated the pleasure of the wand massager. That amazing buzzing teased my pussy lips and clit again. I groaned as I nuzzled into the tip of Daddy’s cock. I flicked my tongue out as the humming bliss surged through me.

Mommy joined me. Her lips pressed into the other side of Daddy’s cock. Her tongue and mine danced over Daddy’s crown. We brushed each other as we did. My hips wiggled back and forth as I rubbed Mommy’s cunt with the vibrator and she did the same to my juicy twat.

Daddy groaned. “Mmm, just a pair of naughty daughters. Both so beautiful.”

I beamed at him. My cheek rubbing against Mommy’s. Her tongue danced over his cock, swiping up his bead of precum. I flicked out across his slit, gathering the next bead. The salty flavor melted across the tip of my tongue while the pleasure rippled through me.

“We’re both so wicked, aren’t we, Daddy?” I purred.

“Yes, you are,” he groaned, his eyes flicking from Mommy to me.

Our massagers rubbed up and down each other’s pussy. Mommy pushed the massager tighter against my pussy. The pleasure surged through my cunt. Our lips nibbled on his cock, brushing each other, almost kissing. His precum spilled over our mouths. Our tongues caressed each other.

Then I slipped my mouth over Daddy’s cock, groaning about it as the wand massager brought me closer and closer to cumming. We caressed each other as we pleased him. I pressed the vibrator hard into her cunt while my pussy lips drank in the buzzing bliss. Rapture rippled through each of us. My toes curled.

I groaned around Daddy’s cock. My tongue darted around his dick. Her head bobbed up and down. I sucked on him while Mommy kissed and nibbled at the corner of my mouth. My hips wiggled as the massager buzzed against my pussy.

My labia throbbed. My clit ached. My orgasm swelled.

“Mmm, that’s it,” moaned Mommy, her voice throaty. “Yes, yes, that’s it. Blow your daddy. Make him cum.”

“Make your mother cum,” Daddy groaned, his cock throbbing in my mouth. “You’re such a naughty daughter.”

I was.

“Mmm, you are,” Mommy purred, pressing the wand massager into my clit. My little nub throbbed.

My pregnant pussy clenched.

I popped my mouth off Daddy’s cock and moaned, “Your turn, Mommy! Let’s love Daddy and make him cum!”

“Such a sweet daughter,” Daddy groaned. “Little Ava…”

I beamed at him as Mommy sucked Daddy’s cock into her mouth. She moaned around him and worked her lips up and down him. Her hips wiggled and rubbed against my thigh. I shuddered, my juices flowing out of my shaved pussy. The cream ran down my thighs. My breasts swayed as Mommy bobbed her head, her red hair brushing my cheek.

I licked my lips, my toes curling. That amazing vibrator brought me closer. Stars danced on the edge of my vision. I whimpered and groaned while Mommy sucked hard and loud. I rubbed the wand massager up and down her pussy, her juices running down the shaft to my hand gripping the handle.

Mommy popped her mouth off. “Your turn, Avalon.”

I engulfed Daddy’s cock with my greedy lips. I sucked on his dick. My cheeks hollowed. His cock throbbed in my mouth. The pleasure rippled through me. I whimpered and groaned. My tongue danced around the head of his cock.

I came.

My pregnant pussy convulsed. I squealed around Daddy’s cock as the wonderful pleasure rippled out of my twat. Stars exploded across my vision as the waves of ecstasy spilled across my mind. It tingled over my thoughts. I whimpered. I sucked. My tongue danced around his crown.

“Ooh, our daughter’s cumming,” Mommy moaned. “Her juices are gushing out of her.”

“Such a wicked daughter,” groaned Daddy. “She’s sucking so hard.”

“Uh-huh,” Mommy purred. She nibbled on my ear. “That’s it. Mmm, keep rubbing me. I’m going to join you soon.”

The wand massager kept rubbing against my pussy. I held her vibrator against her pussy as the buzzing bliss assaulted my cunny. I kept cumming. The pleasure surged through me. Stars burst before my eyes. I groaned, my juices gushing out of me. Soaked my thighs. I sucked so hard on Daddy’s cock, his precum spilling over my mouth.

I popped my mouth off his dick, unable to contain my moans. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Mommy engulfed the tip of Daddy’s cock. She sucked on him as she kept rubbing the wand massager against me. My birthday gift sent wave after wave of rapture through me. My entire body trembled.

“Mommy! Mommy!” My pregnant pussy spasmed harder. My labia and clit drank in the vibrations, transforming them into bliss. “Oh, my god! Daddy, Daddy! I keep cumming.”

“And you look so beautiful doing it, Ava,” he groaned.

“Are you going to cum?” I asked him as Mommy sucked with such hunger.

“Your mother is an expert at making me cum,” he groaned.

“Isn’t every daughter an expert at making their daddy cum?” I asked him through the delirious flood of bliss shooting through me.

Mommy popped her mouth off Daddy’s cock. I darted down and engulfed him as she moaned. “Yes, daughters are skilled at it. Make your daddy cum. Make me cum. Oh, my god, Daddy! Daddy! Our little girl… Yes!”

Juices gushed down the wand vibrator and soaked my hand. Mommy cried out in bliss. She must have squirted. I shuddered, both our toys humming loud, buzzing against our pussies. My pregnant twat kept convulsing, driving me wild.

I sucked so hard on his dick, drool running down my chin. My breasts swayed from side to side as I trembled. My body rubbed against Mommy as I sucked. Daddy groaned. His cock throbbed in my mouth while Mommy groaned beside me.

Daddy grunted as another orgasm burst through me. So much incestuous bliss fired through my cunt. Stars burst before my eyes. I groaned and whimpered as this amazing rapture roared through my body. It was the best thing in the world. It was truly wondrous. Stars burst before my eyes. This awesome bliss burned across my mind.

I sucked on Daddy’s cock.

I whimpered around it.

“Cum, Daddy!” Mommy howled as she trembled beside me.

“Little Ava! Michelle!” Daddy groaned, his face twisting.

Hot cum spurted into my mouth.

That wonderful, incestuous seed filled my mouth. It splashed across my tongue and swirled around. That wonderful taste had me shuddering. My breasts swayed. My pussy clenched. Heat billowed through me as I came again on the vibrator.

I gulped down Daddy’s thick cum. I swallowed it. That wonderful passion spilled down my gullet to my tummy. It felt incredible to swallow it. My heart pounded hard and fast. An amazing treat. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure surged over me.

“Yes, yes, swallow all of Daddy’s cum,” Mommy moaned. “Just drink it down. Mmm, it’s so good.”

So good!

My pussy convulsed as the wand massager pressed so hard into me. Juices gushed out of me again. Another wonderful orgasm surged through my body. My cunt juices gushed out of me. They spilled over the toy as I sucked out every drop of Daddy’s cum.

“Damn, little Ava,” he groaned, staring down at me with those green eyes.

Mommy pulled the wand massager from my pussy. I did the same as I popped my mouth off Daddy’s cock. I panted, cum running down my chin. Mommy darted over and licked up at the cum from my chin and found my lips.

I kissed her. I savored sharing Daddy’s seed. I wished I hadn’t swallowed most of it. We could pass it back and forth. Then we’d be such naughty sluts. I groaned as she broke it. Then I threw myself down beside Daddy, snuggling into his side, rubbing my round breasts into his chest. My body trembled. My pussy clenched, heat rippling through me.

Mommy cuddled up behind me. She hugged me, nibbling on my ear. I smiled, feeling so loved right now.

“So, what happened when you got home?” I asked. “Or did anything spicy happen at dinner.”

“Nothing spicy happened at dinner save your mother got a little tipsy.”

Mommy giggled, her breasts rubbing into my back. She had such hard nipples but soft breasts. It was so wonderful to feel. She stroked my side as she said, “I was so nervous and the waitress kept feeling my glass when she came by. I felt amazing but also scared, and then we came home. Daddy was helping me to the house because…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melissa Young – October 2018

I clung to Daddy. I still squirmed with embarrassment from almost blurting out my feelings, but it was a fading. Why did that waitress have to walk up right then? Or maybe it was a good thing because if I had misread Daddy’s words… I felt so bubbly despite the burning at the tip of my ears.

I stumbled, frowning. My head felt so light and my feet didn’t seem to want to work. “I can’t remember how to walk, Daddy.”

He chuckled. “I should have cut you off the champagne. You might be drunk.”

I giggled again, clinging to him. That felt nice. I had my arm around him as my feet kept tripping up on each other. It was so funny. I laughed louder. We reached the front door as this warmth settled from my stomach lower and lower.

We were finally home. Alone.

This wicked tremble raced through me. He unlocked the door as my heart beat faster and faster. The giggling stopped as I felt the weight of the empty house around us. These trembles raced through me. I held onto his arm as he headed to the stairs.

To our bedroom.

I felt so dizzy as I clung to him. The world seemed to spin around me. Only Daddy felt real. Solid. He was so strong. I felt the muscles of his arm through his suit jacket. I felt my little, black dress rustling around me. My mother’s diamond earrings swayed, brushing my neck. My naughty thong felt wet. I was so hot down there.

I wanted Daddy so much, but he just saw me as his dumb daughter. I knew it. He was just giving me a treat, and I was thinking to much. He didn’t see me as a woman. I was his little girl. He would be horrified if I tried anything.

But the way he held my hand across the table, the candlelight painting his face…

The look in his eyes…

If that dumb waitress hadn’t shown up…

“Michelle,” Daddy said, his voice rumbling through my thoughts.

“Yes, Daddy?” I asked, staring up at him.

“We’re, uh, at your door,” he said, his voice soft.

I blinked and stared at the door before us. I blushed at it. I grabbed the doorknob and twisted it. I opened it, my bed waiting. What if Daddy was to come in with me? My body ached to tell him that. I felt so warm right now. So bubbly.

I turned around to face Daddy. “Thank you for the evening.”

“I had fun,” he said, his hand resting on my shoulder. His thumb brushed my bare skin. A hot flush rippled through me. My nipples throbbed and ached. “You were a wonderful date.”

Date?

My heart thundered. Then I remembered that we were just playing that we were on a date. All make believe, but I wanted it to be real. I stared up at him, wobbling on my heels. He was so handsome. His green eyes stared at me, his face strong, chin square. He filled out his chest. My virgin pussy clenched as I wanted to just kiss him.

We were alone.

My bed was right behind me.

I just had to throw my arms around him.

Do it.

Please, do it.

This tension surged through me as he cupped my face. His thumb stroked my chin. “You are so beautiful.”

Did he want me?

I wanted to kiss him. I knew I would regret it. He would recoil. He would stare at me in shock. He was just being a good father. He wanted me to be confident about myself. Good fathers didn’t think of their daughters like I thought of him.

Incestuous lust and burning shame roiled through me. I trembled there. If he did want me, he would be leaning down to kiss me, but he was just standing there. Staring at me. He must think I’m so weird. Why won’t he kiss me?

I should kiss him.

It would change everything.

I licked my lips.

“Daddy…” I said, the tightness squeezing about my chest. My toes wiggled in my shoes. “I… I…”

Just kiss him. Don’t be scared.

What if he rejected me? What if he hated me?

His head lowered. I trembled. He was going to kiss me. This was it. He was going to do it. I lifted my lips, ready for it.

He kissed me on the forehead. “Good night, Michelle.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon – September 2033

“What!” I exclaimed. “You kissed her on the forehead!” I couldn’t help but burst in. “She wanted you, Daddy!”

“I know,” Mommy said. “But I’m sure he had his reasons. I was reeling though…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Michelle – October 2018

My emotions recoiled as he finished the planting the kiss on my forehead. He didn’t love me. He did just see me as a daughter.

“Good night!” I gasped in shame and bolted into my room. I slammed my door shut in his face.

Tears suddenly spilled down my cheek as I stumbled to my bed. I kicked off my heels and sank down on it. I didn’t know why I was crying. Was it in shame for what I wanted, or because I’m such an idiot for not kissing him first. For not letting Daddy know just how much I loved him and allowing him to think I was just his daughter.

Now it was clear how he saw me. Just his little girl. Nothing more.

These emotions were burning inside of me. Tonight could have been so magical if I just told him how I felt even with the waitress there. I had my chance to make him see me as a woman, and I blew it. I fell onto my back, my pussy burning and itching. I shuddered, the dress rustling around me. My breasts jiggled, nipples throbbed.

That heat between my thighs swelled…

I groaned as I closed my eyes. I pictured how this night would have gone if I had the courage to tell Daddy. If he actually loved me as a woman and not as his daughter. If he was a pervert like me. I had to be a pervert, didn’t I?

I wanted my daddy to love me. That was wrong, wasn’t it?

My hands slid up my thigh as my crying stopped. I imagined Daddy standing over me, staring down at me with such hunger in his eyes. The way a man stared at a sexy woman. My fourteen-year-old body trembled with that fantasy.

“You are such a gorgeous woman,” he groaned in my mind’s imagination. “Just as beautiful as your mother. Such a sexy, little girl.”

“Daddy,” I moaned as my hand slipped beneath my skirt. I climbed higher, pushing up my black dress. My other hand found my breast, kneading it through the thin, silk blouse, the triangular cloth that cupped my little titty.

I squeezed and pinched my nipple. I groaned as my fingers climbed higher and higher up my thigh. My pussy clenched as I imagined it was Daddy’s hand. This naughty tingle rippled out of my virgin flesh and spilled through my aching flesh.

My hand reached my thong. That naughty, thin strip of cloth that vanished between my butt-cheeks. I wanted to be so pretty. So sexy. “For you, Daddy,” I whimpered as my fingers slid up and down my thong, brushing my swollen vulva. “I wanted to be sexy for you.”

My fingers pushed aside my thong. I rubbed up and down my hot flesh. My silky pubic hair caressed my fingers while my juices soaked my digits. I groaned at the wonderful delight rippling through me as I imagined Daddy was touching me.

“This is how much I love you,” Daddy whispered in my mind. “I want my little girl to cum so hard. Daddy wants you to feel like a woman.”

I whimpered, my virginal flesh clenching. My fingers slid faster and faster up and down my pussy. My other hand pinched my nipple through my dress. I twisted him. My bedsprings creaked beneath me as I trembled. My legs twitched.

I squeezed my eyes shut as I pictured Daddy standing naked over me, imagining what his dick looked like. I licked my lips, seeing it thrusting out from his crotch as he fingered me. He rubbed up and down my flesh in my fantasy.

“Daddy!” I whimpered again.

My finger stroked up and down my virginal slit, brushing my hymen. I found my little clit. I stroked it. I caressed my bud. My toes curled. My pleasure surged through me. My little nipples ached. I pushed my bodice to the side and found my naked nub. I twisted it. I pulled on it.

The pleasure shot down to my virgin pussy. I stroked myself. I rubbed faster and faster. That wonderful heat in my pussy swelled and swelled. I felt so good right now. My incestuous desires burned through me. I groaned and gasped.

I twisted my nipple. My juices coated my fingers. I was so wet as I imagined Daddy leaning down now. His fingers were giving me such pleasure. His lips sucked on my nipple. This wonderful pleasure shot through me.

This incestuous lust.

I groaned and gasped, my fingers dancing on my clit. My fantasy burned so hot in me. “Daddy! Daddy!”

My dress rustled as my body trembled. I masturbated towards my orgasm so fast. It had never come on me in such a rush. I whimpered. I bit my lip as I pictured Daddy stroking me. Caressing me. Doing such naughty things to me.

“I love you so much, Michelle,” he groaned. “I want to take your virginity like I took your mother’s.”

“I want that, Daddy!” I mumbled, my pussy feeling feverish.

“I want to worship your body. You’re my sexy daughter. I can’t resist you any longer.”

“Take me!” I gasped.

My pussy convulsed.

I came.

Juices flooded out of my virgin flesh, soaking my fingers. Incestuous bliss rushed through me. I gasped and moaned as the ecstasy swept through my body and reached my mind. I gasped as it drowned me in rapture.

I whimpered and moaned. It was so intense. Masturbation had never felt this good. Daddy burned in my thoughts as I thrashed on the bed. I bucked and spasmed. My legs thrashed before me. The heels of my feet drummed on the bed.

“Daddy!” I gasped as my pleasure carried me higher and higher.

I hit this wonderful peak of ecstasy. I drifted there. I felt so warm. So delicious. I felt so loved. Daddy was with me. I could feel it. He was loving me in my fantasy, and it was the most beautiful thing in the world.

Feeling so warm and blissful, I relaxed into the passion. Into dreams full of naughty delights.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melissa Young – September 2033

“I think it was the champagne,” I said, my pussy so wet as I remembered that pleasure. “I passed out from my masturbation. When I woke up, it was the next day.”

“But… but…” Avalon looked back and forth between me and our daddy. Her youthful breasts jiggling. “You both wanted it and… and…” She squirmed. “Oh, my god, that’s so frustrating.”

“Your mother was drunk,” Daddy said. “I had to be sure of what she wanted. I couldn’t take advantage of her. That’s why I kissed her on the forehead. That’s how I knew I loved her for sure when I made that decision. If I was just using her, I would have kissed her hard.”

Our daughter shuddered and then she threw herself atop our daddy. She squirmed on him and showered his faces in kisses. “That’s so romantic!” she moaned. “You and Mommy love each other so much.”

I smiled as our little girl kissed all over his face, her lips smooching on his chin and cheek and his lips. She squirmed on him, rubbing her breasts into his chest. I took Daddy’s hand, squeezing it. Just thinking about that night reminded me how much I loved him. I was hurt. I felt so much shame, but when we did come together, it was magical. It was worth it all.

And it was so much better than if he had done it while I was half drunk and my emotions were all over the place. I smiled at him as Avalon smooched all over his face. They were both just so beautiful and wonderful.

Then Avalon lifted her head, a wicked grin on her mischievous face. She glanced at me, green eyes bright. “Daddy’s getting hard. His cock is rubbing into my pussy.”

“Mmm, what father wouldn’t get hard with his naughty daughter grinding her shaved twat on his dick,” I answered.

Avalon giggled, a wicked, throaty sound. “Mmm, maybe I should do something to help him out. He’s so hard and throbbing. I bet he could use some loving.”

“A naughty girl riding up and down his cock?”

Avalon gave a wicked grin. “Like I used to ride his knee as a girl, bouncing up and down on him.”

I laughed, remembering that time when she was a small child. The innocence of it all. Now she wanted a far, far naughtier type of riding. “Mmm, that sounds like fun,” I purred, my heart thundering in my chest. “And what about your poor mother?”

She blinked at me.

“How am I going to have my naughty pussy taken care of?” I sat up. “I’m so wet right now remembering masturbating to our daddy. I’m just dripping.”

Avalon sat up, rubbing her shaved twat on our daddy’s cock. She slid her pussy up and down his girth as she moaned, “Why, you can ride his face, Mommy!”

“Mmm,” I said. “But haven’t you had his cock enough today? How many times did he fuck you at school?”

“Twice!” she said. Then she bit her lip. “Do you want to ride his cock, Mommy?”

“You know I do. I need Daddy’s cock in my pussy, too.” I grabbed my daughter’s nipple and tweaked it, making her giggle. “You forget, I’m also his horny daughter. Unlike you, I don’t have Daddy hanging around the bank for me to sneak off and fuck.”

“True,” she said. “Okay, I’ll ride his face, Mommy, and you can enjoy his cock.”

“Good,” groaned Daddy. “Just so long as one of you rides my cock.”

“Oh, is our daughter’s teasing getting too much for you?” I asked.

“Huh, Daddy?” Avalon asked, her pussy rubbing circles on his dick’s shaft, coating him in her incestuous juices. I caught the tangy musk of her scent. It filled my nose.

I shuddered.

“Yes!” he groaned. “Two teasing daughters might kill me.”

“And if I have a daughter?” Avalon asked, her eyes bright.

“Dig me an early grave,” he groaned.

“But you’ll die happy and surrounded by sexy daughters!” Avalon said. Then she darted up our daddy’s body, her cute rump shaking, and straddled his head.

I smiled as I moved into position. She was facing away from me, her cute rump clenching as she smeared her hot flesh across our Daddy’s face. I licked my lips at the wicked sight, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

She had such a delicious ass. So bubbly and cute. She was a sexy fourteen-year-old girl. She turned around to smile at me, giving me a profile of her round breast. We had the same bust size, and I had to get pregnant to get tits as big as hers.

How big would they be when she was nursing?

I licked my lips as she said, “What are you thinking about, Mommy?”

“Just how beautiful you are and how you’ll become more radiant over the coming months.”

“Mmm, when I’m all big and preggers?” she asked, her ass flexing as she humped against our daddy.

“Your mother and grandmother were both radiant when they were pregnant,” Daddy groaned into our daughter’s pussy.

I couldn’t wait to see Avalon like that.

I straddled Daddy, grabbing his cock. Nearly fifteen years, I had loved this cock. I didn’t mind sharing him at all with our daughter. He had an amazing cock. I hoped Avalon had a girl so I could see my granddaughter grow up and ride this dick.

Maybe Daddy would start his great-great-granddaughter. That would be hot.

I raised up on my thighs and held his thick shaft pointing up. I stared at my daughter’s flexing back and cute rump as I lowered myself down and down onto his cock. I shuddered at the wicked feel of his crown nuzzling into the folds of my pussy.

My back arched as I pressed my cunt down his dick.

My incestuous flesh engulfed my daddy’s cock. I whimpered in delight as my pussy slid farther and farther down his shaft. I savored it, going slow, loving how he moaned into our daughter’s cunt. His dick twitched inside of my juicy embrace.

“Ooh, is Mommy taking your cock, Daddy?” Avalon asked, looking down at his face. He would be staring up her nubile body, past those round tits, as he feasted on her. “The way you’re moaning.”

“Yes!” Daddy groaned. “She’s wrapped around me. She feels amazing. Just like you do, little Ava.”

My daughter trembled and wiggled her hips, rubbing her pussy into his mouth.

The sight was so hot. I couldn’t look away. I was transfixed by her cute tush flexing as I rose up Daddy’s cock. My pussy clung to his shaft, the pleasure surging through me. My round breasts jiggled as I reached the pinnacle of his dick, my hips undulating back and forth.

Then I slammed down Daddy’s cock.

I gasped as I took him to the hilt. My pussy engulfed every inch of his dick. My clit burst with pleasure. The rapture shot through me. It was this incredible treat to experience. I groaned and gasped, the pleasure rippling through my body.

“Damn!” he groaned into our daughter’s pussy. “Melissa!”

“I love it when you’re in me, Daddy!” I moaned. “It never stops feeling amazing!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned Avalon, her hips undulating, her rump clenching and relaxing.

Her little asshole winked at me as I worked my pussy up and down our daddy’s cock. I licked my lips, naughty ideas percolating through my mind. My breasts bounced before me as I rode Daddy’s cock, my pussy gripping him.

The pleasure radiated through me. My twat gripped his shaft as I enjoyed every bit of this. It was incredible. The pleasure surged through me. I shuddered and then groaned as I slammed down his cock again. I took him to the hilt.

My pussy clenched on his cock as Avalon moaned louder. I leaned over, her asshole beckoning me. I was such a wicked mommy and naughty daughter all at the same time. I was so happy to enjoy all the incestuous delights of our family.

I was so glad that the first woman I ever made love to was my little girl.

“Oh, Daddy, yes, yes, suck on my clit!” moaned Avalon. “Oh, Mommy, Daddy’s loving my nub.”

“He’s good at that,” I moaned, working my pussy up and down Daddy’s cock. My twat clung to him. The pleasure radiated through me. I groaned and gasped, my hips working from side to side. My pussy squeezed about him.

“Yes, he is!” moaned Avalon.

“It’s easy when my daughter’s pussies taste so good,” Daddy growled, voice muffled by Avalon’s twat.

“Mmm, we do taste good!” my daughter moaned.

“Yes, we do,” I panted, my breasts swaying beneath me. I grabbed my daughter’s butt-cheeks, prying them apart.

“What are you up to, Mommy?” Avalon asked, a note of mischievousness in her voice. “Wanting to play with my dirty asshole.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, licking my lips. “I want to lick you, too. Our daddy can’t have all the fun.”

I pressed my face between my daughter’s butt-cheeks while rocking my hips. I worked Daddy’s cock in and out of my pussy. My orgasm built and built in my juicy depths. I nuzzled into Avalon’s sphincter, her butt-cheeks pressing on the sides of my face.

This felt so wonderfully naughty.

My tongue darted out and licked across her sphincter. She gasped, her back arching. Her wicked moans echoed through the bedroom as I tasted her sour musk. My pussy clenched on Daddy’s cock as I rimmed our daughter’s backdoor.

“Ooh, Mommy’s being so naughty, Daddy!” gasped Avalon.

“She’s wicked that way!” he groaned.

“Daddy!” she squealed. “Yes, yes, work that tongue in and out of my pussy.”

My daughter sounded like she was in heaven. My body rocked, my nipples rubbing into Daddy’s muscular chest. Tingles raced down to my pussy gripping his cock while my tongue darted around my daughter’s folds.

I licked and lapped at her backdoor. Her sour musk coated my tongue. My lips sealed over her sphincter. I sucked hard. She gasped and shuddered. Her passion echoed through the room, such a wicked sound to hear.

I loved it.

I tongued her. I swirled around her sphincter, rocking faster and faster on Daddy’s cock. My orgasm built inside of me as I enjoyed this wicked, naughty, kinky pleasure. It was such a treat to revel in. A wonderful passion that would have me exploding in rapture. I closed my eyes, my pussy clenching on his dick while my heart thundered in my chest.

I swirled my hips, dancing around his cock. My pussy clenched about him. I whimpered and groaned. I thrust my tongue against her backdoor. She gasped as her anal ring relaxed. My tongue buried into her anal depths.

“Mommy!” she squealed. “Oh, yes, yes. Both your tongues are in me. You’re both stirring me up.”

It was so beautiful to hear. My fingers clenched into my daughter’s butt-cheeks. I massaged them. I held them tight. My tongue wiggled around inside of her asshole while my pussy clung to Daddy’s cock.

I rocked faster. Daddy grunted. He groaned. I whimpered. I moaned. Avalon gasped. She panted. The pleasure built in all of us. We were all coming closer and closer to our shared, incestuous passion. I groaned as I wiggled my hips as I clenched my cunt around Daddy’s big dick.

The stimulation was incredible. I moaned into Avalon’s asshole as my pussy drank in the wonderful feel of Daddy’s cock. My clit rubbed into his pubic hair. His thick bush caressed my labia. Delight rippled through me as my tongue swirled through my daughter’s sour asshole.

“Oh, yes, yes!” gasped Avalon. “Oh, that’s amazing! Oh, Daddy! Oh, Mommy! I’m going to cum.”

“Don’t hold back!” growled Daddy.

“Let yourself go!” I moaned, encouraging my daughter.

I thrust my tongue as deep into her sour asshole as I could reach. Her bowels squeezed around me. I rocked my hips, working my cunt as fast as I could up and down Daddy’s dick. My own orgasm swelled the pressure building and building me towards heaven.

“Suck on my clit, Daddy!” whimpered Avalon. “Yes, yes, just like that. Oh, I love you both. You’re both so… so… Yes!”

Her butt-cheeks clenched around my face.

Her asshole writhed around my tongue. I enjoyed the wonderful delight of her orgasm rippling her sour flesh around my tongue. I groaned as her passion burst from her lips and echoed through the room. I whimpered, my own bliss rising and rising.

I slammed down Daddy’s cock.

My clit ground into his pubic bone.

Pleasure erupted through me.

Incestuous waves of rapture rushed through my body. My pussy convulsed around his dick. Daddy groaned into our daughter’s pussy as my cunt massaged his cock. His shaft twitching inside of me and then his hot seed pumped into my body.

His cum flooded me. That wonderful delight sent my orgasm surging higher. Stars burst across my eyes. I moaned into my daughter’s asshole as she squirmed. Her back arched. Her red hair danced about her shoulders.

“Daddy! Mommy! Yes!”

“My beautiful daughters!” groaned Daddy, his cum spurting into my pussy. He filled me up. I loved it.

I could still make Daddy feel amazing. I could still love him. I savored that delight as his cum flooded me. So much jizz swam inside of me. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing against his chest. Avalon groaned.

“Oh, I love you both!” she moaned and then rolled off of him.

Our daughter collapsed on the bed, panting, trembling, her breasts jiggling. She had such a big smile on her lips, her green eyes glossy. She stared up at me as I trembled through my orgasm, my pussy milking out the last of Daddy’s cum.

I leaned over and kissed her. I shared the flavor of her sour asshole with her as Daddy panted. I trembled against my daughter, loving her so much. My pussy’s convulsions slowed. Stopped. I came down from my orgasmic high.

I broke the kiss and purred, “You’re such a beautiful miracle, Avalon. That’s why I named you that. Something that shouldn’t exist, but does because your daddy and I united our flesh. We didn’t care that it was illegal and that society would think it was wrong. We just loved you and you’re that proof.”

Avalon beamed at us.

“That was beautiful, Michelle,” Daddy groaned.

I smiled at him then kissed him, letting him taste our daughter’s asshole. I loved him so much. My pussy clenched on his softening dick. I savored it, my body buzzing. I broke the kiss and felt lateness of the hour. We had work and school in the morning.

I rolled off of him, his cum leaking out of my pussy, and settled down on the other side of our daughter. Avalon’s eyes closed, her flushed face relaxing. She was already drifting into her dreams. I gave her a kiss on the lips and snuggled up against her.

“Alexa, lights off,” Daddy said, plunging our room into pure darkness.

“She’s so beautiful,” I whispered to Daddy. “You bred her.” I place my hand on my daughter’s belly. Still flat. She wouldn’t be showing for months. I couldn’t wait.

Daddy’s hand lay over mine. “You know, I was outside your door. I heard you masturbating.”

I shuddered. “You did?”

“I couldn’t help myself. I pulled out my cock and pleasured myself as I listened. It took all my self control not to go in there. But I knew then that you loved me. I just had to arrange for it to be while you were sober. To make it perfect. I came when you did. I coated your door in spunk.”

I blinked at him. “I had no idea.”

“How did you seduce her, Daddy?” Avalon murmured.

“Later,” I told her. “You’re pregnant, and you need to get all your sleep. That has to wait for another bedtime.”

She mewled in protest then rolled over and buried her face between my breasts. She clung to me as her breathing slowed again. Then Daddy put his arms around both of us. He held both his daughters in his strong arms.

I smiled and closed my eyes. I felt so loved as I drifted off to sleep, remembering that wonderful afternoon surrounded by all those wildflowers. I dreamed of the past. I couldn’t wait to tell my daughter all about losing my virginity and conceiving her.

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – January 2034

“I hear you’re making friends with my daughter,” Dr. Wilson said as he wielded over the 4D ultrasound to the bed.

“Yes, Heaven’s great,” I said as I sat on the hospital bed, both my parents with me. They were on the other side of the bed from my OB/GYN. Mommy held my hand, a bright smile on her face framed by her red hair. “She’s hoping to get bred by her brother. They practice a lot during lunch.”

Dr. Wilson, a man my mommy’s age with light brown hair and blue eyes, smiled. “That runs in the family.”

I giggled. He was “married” to Nurse Wilson at my school. They were brother and sister. Heaven was their daughter while Devin was his son with his own mother. That was so naughty. So Devin was both Heather’s half-brother and her uncle. Just like mommy was also my half-sister. Of course, my baby was both my child and my sibling.

Dr. Wilson pulled up the front of my hospital gown to expose my flat belly. His gloved hands rubbed gel across my belly. Then he brought the probe to my stomach and we all glanced at the screen. Mommy squeezed my hand as…

A 3d image appeared of my child. It was so lifelike. You could see my baby’s little fingers curling, eyes closed. The doctor looked at the screen as he manipulated the probe, shifting the view of my baby. I shuddered, tears beading in my eyes.

My baby was right there, looking so whole and real. I wanted to reach out and touch the screen. Mommy squeezed my fingers tight. Daddy leaned over the bed to stare at our child. He made this sound choked with emotion. It was a miracle we made inside of me. A union of our bodies.

Proof of our incestuous love.

“So, want to learn the sex of your child?” Dr. Wilson asked.

I nodded, the tears building and building. My heart felt so squeezed.

“You are having a daughter. Congratulations. She looks healthy. Development is right on track for 18 weeks.”

As he talked, I just stared at the screen. Daddy’s hand found my knee, squeezing me while Mommy held my hand. I could feel all three of us staring at the miracle. The third generation of daughters bred by Daddy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melissa Young

Later that day, I couldn’t get the image of my granddaughter out of my mind. The 4d ultrasound was so much more realistic than the black and white ultrasound from fifteen years ago. It stayed with me after we left Dr. Wilson’s office and returned home. It was the same clinic I went to, though then the Dr. Wilson had been his mother. She’d handed over her practice to him when she retired.

I had to get it out. I found it in my closet, sat on my bed, and stroked the white cover, a cherub face in the center.

Trembling, I opened Avalon’s baby book. The first thing in there was a picture of the ultrasound. My finger touched her image. She was so small back then, just growing inside of me. Tears burned in my eyes as I remembered that day, the pulse of the ultrasound, my nervousness as Daddy held my hand. Dr. Wilson had a big smile on her face as she moved around the ultrasound.

She had been pregnant with Devin then, not that she was showing. She and my friend Jenny were both pregnant a month earlier than me, bred by James, the current Dr. Wilson. My finger caressed Avalon’s figure, tracing her head and down to her little hand curled up before her.

“Is that me?”

I looked up to find Avalon at the foot of the bed, her fiery hair sweeping about her youthful face. Fourteen, as young as I was when this ultrasound was taken. She wore a pair of plaid boy shorts that clung to her hips and a tank top, her round breasts stretching out the cloth, nipples poking at the fabric and the start of her baby bump swelling the cloth. She started showing two weeks ago.

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s you. You were such a cute baby even then.”

Avalon climbed onto the bed. She had her own baby book for my granddaughter, an image of the 4D ultrasound placed in hers. The technology had existed when I was young, but it wasn’t standard equipment yet.

“You know,” my daughter said, leaning against me, “you and Daddy never told me how you actually got together.”

“Didn’t we?” I asked, staring down at the ultrasound of her. “Surely we did.” We were telling her about that months ago. It had all been so exciting with her being pregnant. We had to buy so many new things.

Why did we give away most of Avalon’s baby stuff?

“Nope,” she said. “You told me about your dinner date, but not about how you and Daddy actually did it the first time.”

“Hmm,” I said. “What will you give me if I do?”

My daughter gave me a serious look. “I’ll fuck you with my strap-on, Mommy.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at Avalon’s seriousness. Her green eyes were so bright, her lips so cute. She loved her strap-on. It was a gift from Heaven. The Wilson girl was a sweet thing. Though the two had only met at the start of the school year, they’d become fast friends. The girls had declared since they were both born in the summer, and that was so far away, they should celebrate their birthdays and get each other gifts.

Avalon bought her a sexy pair of lingerie to wear to really inspire her brother to breed her. Heaven gave Avalon the bright pink dildo that came complete with a purple harness. The dildo was segmented like a caterpillar’s body, the end curving up to a blunt hook that felt amazing pumping into you.

Daddy loved it when we used it on each other.

“Deal,” I said. “Go tell your daddy it’s bedtime.”

“He’s watching the game,” Avalon said.

“He can pause it and finish watching it later,” Mommy purred. “Tell him he’s getting lucky tonight.”

Avalon gave a wicked giggle. “He gets lucky every night. He has two horny daughters he has to keep happy.”

I joined my daughter in naughty laughter. I threw my arms around her neck and kissed her hard. She was such a treasure to have in my life. My tongue thrust past her lips. It swirled around in her mouth while she trembled against me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young

Daddy liked watching his football live. The 49ers were playing against those nasty Seahawks and he was into it. That was until I darted naked before him, bent over, and wiggled my rump and pregnant pussy at him.

“It’s time to tell me a bedtime tale. Mommy says you can watch your game later.”

He groaned at the sight of me. “Bedtime tale?”

“How you and Mommy finally did it!” I groaned. “Now let’s go.”

That worked.

Now I was kneeling between Mommy’s thighs. She had her legs parted, her shaved pussy gleaming with her excitement. Her breasts rose and fell as she looked at me. She was just such a sexy thing. I wanted to just do such naughty things to her.

“Doesn’t Mommy just look so naughty, Daddy?” I asked, my pussy clenching and aching. I was buzzing on the high of seeing my daughter.

She needed a name. Nancy? Clarissa? Shauna? Vanessa? Rachel after my grandmother? Linda? Kylie? Shannon? Flower? Faith? Rita? So many choices. I had no idea how I would choose, and it was so hard to think about it when there was Mommy looking so hot and sexy on the bed.

“What do you think we should do with her?” Daddy asked, kneeling beside me on the bed.

I grabbed his cock and absently stroked the shaft that had created me and Mommy and my unborn daughter. I hoped my child would be bred by him. In nearly fifteen years, my daughter would be my age. I hoped she would want to be bred by her Daddy.

“We could do such naughty things,” Daddy continued, his cock throbbing in my hand.

“Uh-huh,” Mommy groaned, her hands sliding up her body. “Once you’ve given me such pleasure, then you’ll get your bedtime tale. So, you better make it wonderful.”

“Let’s play with her boobies!” I declared.

Mommy grinned. Daddy groaned in agreement.

I released Daddy’s cock to grab Mommy’s right breast. I squeezed her while Daddy’s larger hand wrapped around her other breast. Her fingers kneaded into her breast. It felt incredible. I purred in delight, my pussy growing hotter and wetter. I licked my lips as I leaned down.

My lips latched onto my mother’s nipple. I sucked it into my mouth and nursed on it like I had as a baby. She shuddered, her face twisting. Her blue eyes grew brighter as she squirmed on the bed. Daddy leaned over beside me, his short hair shifting. As red as mine but speckled with gray.

“Oh, you are both spoiling me,” Mommy moaned as Daddy latched on and sucked, too.

We both were nursing on her. Our suckling sounds echoed around us. Daddy’s whiskered cheeks hollowed as he sucked and nursed on her. My hips wiggled from side to side. Juices dribbled down my legs. My thighs rubbed against each other, growing so juicy as my pussy heated up.

My tongue danced around her nipple. I caressed her areola. I played and nibbled and had so much fun with her hard nub. She gasped, her body wiggling from side to side. My lips nursed on her nipple. I suckled and loved her. This wonderful passion surged through my body.

“Mmm such a loving daddy and a naughty daughter,” Mommy moaned. Her hand stroked my face as I nursed, brushing back my fiery hair. “Oooh, you are both making me so wet.”

I felt so naughty as I nursed on her. I sucked harder, with more passion. Her hand slid down to my chin. She caressed my neck. Her hand moved lower and lower, finding my swaying, round breasts. She squeezed my left one, fingers digging into my flesh.

I dug into hers.

She groaned and smiled. “Oh, yes, you are both spoiling me tonight.”

My lips popped off her pink nipple. “Enjoy, Mommy!”

Daddy’s hand grabbed my rump as we nursed on Mommy. His fingers squeezed my left butt-cheek. His strength felt so wonderful on me. I groaned as I nursed on Mommy’s nipple. I swirled my tongue around her nub. I loved the delicious feel of her. This amazing treat surged through me. My cunt grew hotter as they touched me.

I suckled with relish on Mommy’s nipple while her fingers slid down my breast, almost milking me. My tits would grow bigger as I came closer and closer to my due date. I would have tits bigger than Mommy. I couldn’t wait until I was lactating.

Her fingers found my nipple. She pinched me. She twisted my nub. I groaned around her hard nipple while she played with mine. My hips wiggled, Daddy’s hand roaming my rump. Tingles raced through my body. My skin felt alive.

“Oh, yes, yes, you’re both loving me,” she moaned. “Ooh, Daddy. Mmm, you know what I like.”

My mouth popped off. “He’s had so long to love you.”

Mommy smiled. “Yes, he has.”

Daddy suckled with hunger. His lips engulfed her areola. It was impressive to watch. He growled as he made her twitch. I loved it. My hand slid down her stomach as I watched, reaching for her juicy pussy.

Mommy twisted my nipples as I came closer and closer to her cunt. I slid over her shaved pubic mound. Then I slipped down to cup her vulva. I rubbed up and down her wet folds. Her incestuous juices coated my fingers. I caressed her pussy lips. I stroked her, making her moan.

A hunger surged through me. I licked my lips. I had to do something really naughty to her now. I had to enjoy her.

I scooted down her body as I stroked her pussy. Mommy’s blue eyes fell on me. She arched her eyebrow and then gave me a sultry smile. She knew what I wanted. I had to eat the pussy that birthed me. I had to revel in my love for my mommy.

“What a sweet girl we made,” Mommy said while Daddy’s hand slid up from my rump to stroke my back.

Daddy released her nipple and stared down at me as I settled between my mother’s thighs. Daddy’s hand grabbed my fiery hair. “Yes, she is. Just so sweet.” He pulled me down to Mommy’s pussy. The spicy aroma filled my nose. I breathed in her musk. That wonderful delight sent a heady rush through me. “Enjoy, little Ava!”

Then Daddy shoved my face into Mommy’s shaved twat.

“That’s it,” Daddy said. “Please your mother. She deserves it.”

“She made me,” I moaned. “I love you, Mommy.”

She beamed down at me over her heaving breasts.

My tongue darted through her folds. I licked and lapped at her juicy pussy while Daddy leaned down and kissed her with passion. His tongue thrust into her mouth. They melted together, their lips working together. Her right hand cupped his face, stroking him.

I loved the sight of them. My tongue darted through Mommy’s folds. I licked and lapped at her. I feasted on her with such hunger. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. My cunt dripped juices down my thighs. My cream brimmed with wild lusts, tickling me.

“Oh, yes, yes!” Mommy moaned, breaking the kiss with Daddy. “Ooh, our little girl is just feasting on me.

I groaned as this heat swept through me. I made mommy feel amazing. My tongue thrust into her pussy’s depths. I fluttered my tongue through her cunt. Her spicy juices soaked my lips as she groaned. Her pussy clenched around my cunt as my tongue probed deeper into her.

I feasted on her, reveling in the wonderful delight of her pussy juices while Daddy moved down the bed, his hand sliding from my hair to my back. A wicked heat rushed out of my pregnant pussy as he shifted lower and lower.

“Mmm, you pervy Daddy,” moaned Mommy. “You’re going to eat out our little girl, aren’t you?”

Daddy grabbed my rump and squeezed. “You know me too well, Michelle.”

“Well, I remember what you did to me that day in the field,” Mommy said.

Part of me wanted to press her for information right now, but the other part of me felt Daddy’s hands squeezing my rump and his breath caressing my juicy pussy. He was right behind me, about to eat my cunt out.

I kept eating out mommy.

My cunt squeezed tight. This wonderful heat washed through me as my tongue darted through her folds. I darted my tongue through the folds Mommy’s pussy. I feasted on her, licking, lapping, so eager for Daddy to do the same to my pussy.

His tongue nuzzled into my petals. I groaned at the rough feel of his whiskers on me. He caressed me while I squirmed. I moaned into Mommy’s pussy. I devoured her, teasing her clit Mommy while Daddy loved me. His tongue felt amazing as he slid through my folds. He drove me wild. Pleasure radiated through my body.

This wicked and wonderful passion surged through me. My heart pounded in my chest. My fingers clenched and relaxed. It was an incredible pleasure to feel. He fluttered his tongue through my folds, driving me wild with his hungry pleasure.

“Daddy!” I moaned into Mommy’s pussy, my lips soaking in her spicy juices.

“Mmm, eat our daughter’s pregnant pussy,” Mommy groaned. “Ooh, she needs it, doesn’t she?”

“Yes!” growled Daddy. His tongue lapped through my folds. I gasped at the wild delight. This heat surged through me. “Yes, she does.”

I groaned in wonderful delight. My eyes squeezed shut as his tongue slid through my folds, stroking all my naughty places. He teased me. Drove me wild. I groaned, wiggling my hips. I rubbed my pussy into his hungry mouth. His tongue lapped through my folds. It was an incredible treat. I shuddered as he caressed me. Drove me wild.

My hips wiggled while my tongue probed through Mommy’s yummy pussy. Her round breasts jiggled as she squirmed and groaned, humping against me. Her face twisted in passion while her moans echoed through the room.

“Avalon!” she moaned. “Oh, Daddy, our naughty daughter is going to make me cum.”

“Good,” Daddy growled into my pussy.

His tongue brushed my clit.

I gasped in delight.

Then he licked up through my pussy folds while my tongue found Mommy’s bud. I stroked her clit nestled in her folds as Daddy’s tongue flicked past my vulva to my taint. His hands pulled apart my butt-cheeks and his tongue found my sphincter.

I gasped against Mommy’s clit as Daddy rimmed me. His tongue danced around my wicked hole, sending velvety ripples of delight washing down to my cunt. I groaned and squirmed, humping back against him as he feasted on me. He did such wicked things to me. He teased me. Loved me. He had me shuddering and groaning and whimpering in delight.

It was such a naughty thing to experience. My heart pounded in my chest. Waves of passion washed out of my asshole to my juicy pussy. I groaned around Mommy’s clit, humping back into him. I nibbled on her bud as he did such wicked things to my asshole.

“What are you doing to our daughter?” Mommy moaned. “Oh, Daddy, she’s sucking so hard.”

“I’m eating her asshole out, “Daddy said, his fingers digging into my rump.

“That would do it.” Mommy smiled down at me. “Ooh, keep sucking just like that. You’re going to make me cum.”

I did. I sucked on her bud while his tongue swirled around my asshole. I groaned, my hips wiggling back and forth. I shuddered as the heat surged and melted through me. My heart pounded in my chest. The rapture surged through me. Juices ran down my thighs.

His tongue pressed against my asshole. My anal ring surrendered to him. His tongue popped into my bowels. It swirled around and caressed me. My back arched. My butt-cheeks squeezed around his face. I whimpered and groaned. His touch was electrifying. It was amazing. His fingers dug into my rump while I nursed on Mommy’s clit.

Her juices soaked my lips and stained my chin.

“Yes, yes,” Mommy panted. Her eyes fluttered. “Just like that. Ooh, yes, Avalon. You’re such a loving daughter.”

I nipped her clit.

Mommy groaned and gasped. Her body shuddered. Spicy juices flooded out of her as she bucked on the bed. Her thighs squeezed about my face as she cried out her rapture. Her breasts heaved as her head tossed back and forth.

I licked up her cream while Daddy’s tongue probed into my asshole. His hands stroking my rump moved away. Fingers trailed along my butt-cheek, tracing the bottom curve until he stroked his fingers between my thighs. He touched my pussy. As Mommy came, Daddy rubbed up my slit to my clit.

He massaged my little bud.

My head threw back. I gasped out in rapture as Daddy massaged my clit. His naughty finger teased my bud. I groaned at the feel of him. This heat surged through me. I wiggled my hips back and forth. The juices spilled out of me as I feasted on Mommy.

“Daddy! Daddy!”

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” Mommy moaned with me. “Our daughter… She’s amazing!”

Daddy growled into my asshole as the pleasure rushed through me. My bowels rippled around his probing tongue. My juices gushed out of my convulsing, pregnant pussy. This wonderful pleasure surged out of me, spilling through me.

Stars burst before my eyes.

They shone so bright as I loved my Mommy’s pussy. I lapped up all her cream as Daddy frigged my clit. My juices kept flowing out of me as the waves of pleasure flooded through my mind. I reveled in the rapture.

“Mmm, yes,” Mommy panted, her pleasure passing. “You got my pussy nice and ready for your strap-on.”

I gasped. I’d forgotten that in my room.

“I’ll be right back!” I shouted as I rolled to my right, ripping Daddy’s tongue out of my asshole. My entire body still shook and shuddered from the power of my orgasm. I lurched to my feet as I sprang from the bed. “One minute!”

I almost crashed into the door, my legs feeling like rubber. So much delight buzzed through me. Then I was out into the hallway and darting to my bedroom. I burst in, rushed to my dresser, and ripped open my top drawer. Nestled amid all my panties, bras, and frilly socks was the strap-on dildo Heaven gave me.

Such a wicked friend.

I held out the harness before me and stepped into it. I smiled as I worked the vinyl up my thighs, the dildo bobbing and swaying before me. My pussy clenched as I drew it higher and higher. My hips wiggled back and forth.

I groaned as I pressed the dildo’s base into my clit. I pulled on the straps, tightening the vinyl about my waist, holding the segmented dildo in place. I stroked it, feeling the bands that led up to the curving hook.

It felt so wild inside of you.

Strapped on, I whirled around, my tits heaving and the dildo bobbing. It massaged my clit as I raced back to my parents’ room. I burst in to find Mommy kneeling on her hands and knees, wiggling her curvy rump at me.

“Come fuck your Mommy hard!” she moaned. “Mmm, I need that dildo in me. I need to cum again. Then you’re going to get the hottest bedtime story yet!”

“Yes!” I cheered.

I threw myself on the bed while Daddy stroked his cock, watching with his hungry, green eyes. He was so sexy, a man matured to his prime. He had such virility. I just knew that in about fifteen years, he would have the stamina to take my unborn daughter’s virginity.

I pressed the dildo into Mommy’s juicy pussy. The hooked tip vanished into her folds as I slid in slowly. The base rubbed into my clit, sending wicked sparks through me. I groaned as I went deeper and deeper into her pussy, her labia swallowing more and more of the wicked toy. She groaned, her back arching.

I slid deeper and deeper. The dildo massaged my base as she swallowed more and more of it. Daddy moved in behind me. I grinned, my pussy on fire. This naughty harness left my pregnant cunt open and ready to be fucked.

“You two look so hot,” he groaned. “Both my daughters loving each other.”

“We are, Daddy,” Mommy moaned, stirring her hips around the dildo. That massaged it into my bud.

I drew back my hips and gasped as the tip of Daddy’s slick cock pressed into my butt-crack. He wasn’t stroking his cock when I returned but lubing it for my butt. I groaned as he slid his shaft down and found my sphincter. To keep pulling the dildo out of Mommy’s cunt, I had to impale my asshole onto Daddy’s dick.

I loved my family.

“Daddy!” I groaned as my asshole, relaxed by his rimming, swallowed his lubed cock. The slick shaft slid into my bowels. Daddy’s arms went around me. One hand grabbed my tit, squeezing and kneading, while the other hand rubbed at my baby bump, stroking the slight curve of my belly.

He thrust into me.

I gasped and squeaked as the force of his thrust rammed my dildo deep into my Mommy’s pussy. My crotch smacked into her rump right before daddy spanked my ass. I gasped, my tits jiggling in his hand and my clit drinking in the feel of the massaging base.

“Daddy!” I gasped, my bowels squeezing around on his withdrawing cock, the velvety friction sending waves of heat to my juicy pussy. Cream spilled down my thighs as I chased his cock, sliding the dildo back out of Mommy’s twat.

“Oh, Avalon, yes!” Mommy groaned. “I love that tip. Ooh, fuck me! Ram it into me.”

Daddy slammed his hips forward, smacking into my rump and burying me deep into Mommy’s pussy. It was incredible. Sparks flared from my clit, meeting the heat melting out of my rump. My pregnant cunt drank in both delights, growing hotter and hotter.

My hips matched Daddy’s wonderful rhythm. My bowels gripped his cock, squeezing about him as he fucked me hard and fast. He buggered me. He slammed into my bowels. The heat rippled around me. My heart pounded in my chest as the wonderful fires surged out of me.

My hips wiggled back and forth. I groaned at the heat surging through my body. It was an incredible passion. I shuddered, my eyes squeezing shut as he buggered my asshole and I fucked Mommy’s cunt with my dildo.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Oh, Mommy! Daddy’s being so wicked!”

“Mmm, he’s just fucking your wicked, little asshole hard, isn’t he?” Mommy moaned, staring at me over her shoulder as she rocked back into my thrusts.

“Yes!” I squealed, my bowels clenching around Daddy’s thick dick. His lubed shaft pumped hard and fast in and out of my asshole, driving me hard into fucking Mommy. “Yes, he is!”

“You just have such a tight, naughty asshole, little Ava!” Daddy groaned, his fingers digging into my jiggling breast while his other hand massaged my baby bump.

My pink dildo buried into Mommy’s shaved cunt over and over. Her pussy lips swallowed the segmented bands while she moaned and gasped. Her curvy rump rippled with the impact of my crotch into her flesh.

I shuddered, my bowels clenching around Daddy’s cock. I loved the feel of him in me. He rammed into me over and over. He filled me to the hilt with the amazing passion of his cock. Loving my parents was the best thing in the world.

I reveled in our incestuous love.

We were united as a family. And soon, we’d grow larger.

His cock rammed deep and hard into my bowels. My dildo buried to the hilt in Mommy’s cunt. She gasped and moaned, rocking back into my thrusts. Her butt-cheeks rippled. Daddy’s dick massaged my bowels. Sparks flew from my clit. Daddy’s fingers found my nipple and twisted the aching bud.

All these wonderful sensations built and built in me. My orgasm swelled faster and faster. My hips pumped with the frantic pace Daddy set. My hands stroked Mommy’s flesh, her skin hot and silky beneath my touch. Daddy massaged my pregnant belly.

“Mommy! Daddy!” I moaned.

“Oh, yes, Daddy, fuck our little girl! Pound her asshole! She’s driving the dildo so hard into my pussy! I’m going to explode.”

“Yes, yes,” growled Daddy. “I want both my daughters cumming. I want to feel your asshole writhing about my cock, little Ava!” He twisted my nipples, shooting electric passion down to my molten cunt. “I want to hear you screaming out in ecstasy on our daughter’s toy, Michelle!”

“Yes, Daddy!” Mommy and I moaned together.

Daddy rammed his cock into my asshole’s depths. The smack of our flesh echoed followed a heartbeat later by my crotch slapping Mommy’s rump. My clit burst with pleasure. Velvety friction sent a wave of heat washing to my cunt.

It was too much.

I exploded in incestuous delight.

I cried out in wordless pleasure as my asshole spasmed around Daddy’s cock. Stars burst across my vision as I trembled between them. Daddy grunted. He drove his cock deep and hard into my writhing bowels while Mommy rocked back into my dildo, fucking her pussy up and down the pink toy.

“Yes, that’s it!” growled Daddy. “My sweet, little Ava!” He twisted my nipple as the pleasure rushed through me.

Juices gushed down my thighs while the ecstasy burned through my body. It swept through my mind like a firestorm of rapture. I gasped and groaned as Mommy moaned. She slammed back into me, impaling her pussy down the dildo.

“Avalon, honey, yes!” Mommy howled. Her head tossed back and forth. I felt hot juices bathing my vulva, squirting out of her cunt. “She did it, Daddy! Our daughter is amazing.”

“She is!” Daddy groaned and rammed his cock into my asshole.

SMACK!

My rump jiggled as hot cum spurted into my bowels. Daddy’s incestuous passion flooded my anal sheath. His fingers rubbed at my curving stomach. My asshole writhed around him. I worked out his wonderful spunk. My head swam with the dizzy lust. It was incredible.

Daddy twisted my nipple as my asshole milked his cock. So much of his wonderful spunk filled my bowels. I trembled, holding Mommy’s sides while I rubbed my back into Daddy’s strong chest. He groaned and grunted, filing me. Loving me.

My orgasm peaked in this moment of wonderful, incestuous passion. We were all united. It was incredible.

For one moment, the three of us were cumming together. It was beautiful.

Then Daddy spurted his final blast into my tight sheath. Mommy whimpered. My orgasm died to dying coals. I shuddered as Daddy pulled out of me. I pulled my dildo out of Mommy, my asshole aching. Though I was buzzing from my rapture, a new excitement built in me.

It was story time.

I ripped off my dildo, rolling the vinyl harness down my slender thighs. Mommy took it from me as I sank down on the bed, Daddy stretching out on my right, Mommy on my left. Daddy’s cum leaked out of my asshole as I snuggled between them. Mommy set my strap-on beside the clock on her nightstand then cuddled up against me. I trembled as Daddy was on the other side of me, his hand absently rubbing my baby bump.

I had a daughter growing in me!

“So what happened after that night?” I asked.

“I woke up the next day with a headache and feeling so embarrassed,” Mommy said. “I didn’t want to leave my room at all. I really thought that I had misread everything about the night before. Daddy had left the house early, so I was all alone. I thought he had abandoned me.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “That’s horrible.”

“Really?” Daddy asked. “Sorry to make you feel that way, I was just running some errands.” He glanced at Mommy’s right hand and the ring she wore there. I frowned at that. It wasn’t her wedding ring, which had a big, white diamond on it instead of that little pink one.

“I just wanted to melt away. I thought I could never face your father again,” Mommy said. “I kept replaying it over and over in my mind, how close I came to blurting out I love you. After the forehead kiss, I was convinced Daddy just saw me as his daughter. Nothing more. I was resolved to just pretend that it was nothing and try to forget these wicked lusts I had for him.”

“You can’t do that,” I said. “Daddy’s so sexy.”

“I know,” Mommy said. “It’s why I started masturbating when I took a shower.”

“With the shower head?” I asked.

“Oh, we installed that after you were born,” Mommy said. “I was just using my hands. Anyways, I felt guilty again after cumming and threw myself down on the bed. Then Daddy came up and asked if I wanted to go hiking the next day. It was a Sunday. I thought about saying no. Being around him was so hard, but…”

Mommy smiled and glanced with such love at Daddy.

“But…?” I asked, squirming between them, incestuous jizz leaking out of my aching asshole and making a wonderful mess between my butt-cheeks.

“But he just had this look in his eyes, and I knew I would hurt him if I said no,” Mommy said. “I didn’t think anything naughty would happen, but he was finally coming out of the grief of your grandmother’s death. So I resolved to push down my lust and just be a supportive daughter. However…”

“I had other ideas,” Daddy said. “I was planning a seduction. Sunday morning came, and we were out early…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Harrison “Harry” Young – October 2018

There was a tension in the car as we drove into the Sierra Nevada. The temperature remained warm and pleasant, a good day to go for a hike. It was Sunday, two days after our date. The memory of my daughter’s moans as she masturbated in her bedroom echoed through my mind.

Those sweet sounds. The way she gasped my name.

Clint’s plan had worked. I had awakened my daughter into being a woman and let her think of me as a man. She looked so cute as she sat beside me in her khaki shorts, her legs lithe and golden. She had on a tank top. She sat awkwardly. If that waitress hadn’t shown up, I was certain now that Michelle would have answered my declaration of love as her own.

That she wouldn’t think that it was just a father being sweet to his daughter.

Our date had gone a little wrong. Flustered by the emotions, my daughter had a bit too much champagne. I was fairly certain it was her first time drinking, and she was not prepared for it. She was more than a little tipsy when I got us home.

I could tell that she wanted me as she stood before her bedroom door. It took all my self-control not to kiss her right there. Not to thrust my tongue in her mouth as I pushed her into her bedroom and made such sweet love to her.

I wanted her to be sober. To be thinking straight. No regrets. No recriminations. If my daughter didn’t want me, then it was better if I just swallowed my emotions. Better that I suffer than to hurt Michelle.

She glanced out the window, squirming. We were up early, but she wasn’t the sort of teenager that slept in. She rose with the dawn, energized in the morning to do things like clean the house. When I told her yesterday that we should go for a hike, she was eager for it.

Hiking was something our family did a lot. When her mother, Rachel, was still alive, we walked all over the nature trails in and around Sacramento and the nearby Sierra Nevada mountains. Where I had in mine today was a special place.

The road wound as we entered the foothills. My heart beat faster and faster. I was so eager for this. I knew where to go. My daughter frowned when I made the turn. She glanced at me and asked, “We’re not hiking the Truckee trail?”

“No, no, this is a smaller trail. Not as well known. Not many people go here. It’s a little remote to get to.”

She gasped as the road stopped being paved and became a pothole-ridden dirt road. I had to slow us down as we headed drove down the forestry access road. She grabbed the handle above her door. She held it as the car rocked around, her small breast jiggling.

A bright smile crossed her lips. She squirmed. It did feel like we were on an adventure as I navigated us through the backroads of the Sierra Nevada. The mountains slopes passed us, tress golden with their falling leaves. The sun rose over the shoulder of a peak, spilling warm across the valley. We passed a cliff, a plunging fall on our right. She leaned against the window, staring down at the valley below.

Finally, after an hour, we arrived at the trailhead. There was a small gravel parking area beside a wooden sign carved with some information about the Red Juniper Trail. There was another car parked here.

I popped the trunk and climbed out, my hiking boots crunching on the gravel. Michelle was already opening up the back of the trunk and pulling out our backpacks. They weren’t the full packs for a long hike, but enough to hold food and emergency supplies for us both.

You couldn’t take chances up in the mountains.

Then she spotted a picnic basket. She pulled it out. “Where did you get this?”

“Your mother and I used to bring that along on our hikes,” I said.

“I don’t remember Mommy ever bringing this on any hike,” she said.

“Not on the hikes we took you on,” I said, winking at her.

My daughter stared at me. There was this look of hope in her eyes for a moment, her cheeks burning. “Oh. Those type of hikes.”

“You know, our first time was on one of those hikes,” I said. “I’m fairly certain that we made you on another one.”

Her cheeks went scarlet as she pulled out the basket. She glanced at me, her body shifting. I could feel her wanting to say something. This tension wrapped around us. It was magnetic, pulling me to my daughter.

I held out my hand to her. “Shall we get going?”

She nodded and took my hand. She gripped me, her body trembling. I stroked the back of her hand as we headed for the trailhead, the backpack’s weight comfortable on my shoulders. She looked so cute, her red hair spilling about her face, her blue eyes, the same hue as her mother’s, bursting with excitement.

Her hand was so warm in mine. Almost burning.

Michelle and I walked in silence. We could both feel it. That we were stepping beyond our father and daughter relationship. The deeper into the mountains we went, the farther we were from the rules of society. The laws that said it was wrong for my daughter and me to love each other didn’t exist up here amid nature.

Only instinct.

Birds chirped in the air as we followed the narrow trail as it went up and down the contours of the land. It bent and wound. The trees came close. We passed a rock outcropping that thrust up above us, water trickling down the front of the rock and vanishing into the mossy, muddy ground at the base. Flecks of pyrite glinted in the stone, gleaming almost like gold in the sunlight.

It was beautiful, but my daughter eclipsed it.

Her smile grew and grew as we walked. She gripped me as she licked her lips, pink and plump and beautiful. Her body was slender and lithe. Hiking while erect was uncomfortable, but I couldn’t help my excitement. I was so close to my daughter.

After about an hour, a couple was coming at us down the trail, a young man and Black woman, her hair pulled back into a fuzzy ball at the nape of the neck. The guy was White with a dark goatee and designer sunglasses.

“Morning,” I greeted in the polite way of strangers passing strangers in the wilderness.

“Morning,” the woman said, a bright smile on her dark lips. “Beautiful day, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is,” I said, squeezing Michelle’s hand.

“Gorgeous day for a hike,” the guy said. “One of our favorite trails.”

“Yeah, it’s a special one,” I said.

“Out with your daughter?” the woman asked. “Hi, sweetie.”

“My date,” I said. “Showing her my favorite trail.”

“Oh,” the woman said, her voice growing neutral.

Michelle glanced at me, her cheeks rosy pink, this look of joy in her blue eyes. “I’m older than I look.”

“Yeah, I had a friend like that. Looked like she was a kid when she was twenty-five.” She glanced at me with an almost accusatory stare. She didn’t approve at all. “Well, uh, enjoy your hike.”

“You, too,” I said, keeping my tone cool. I wasn’t ashamed of loving my underage daughter.

The couple headed down the trail as Michelle glanced at me. “You’re… date?”

“Of course,” I said. “What else would you call going for a walk with a cute girl at your side? Why else do I have a picnic basket.”

Her cheeks went from pink to red. Then she pulled her hand from mine. My heart tightened as I feared I misread the entire situation Friday night. That the moans I heard of her masturbating were just because she was drunk and not because she wanted me.

Then she hooked her arm around mine and pressed against me. “I… I like being your date, Daddy.”

“Me, too,” I told her, savoring the feel of her on my arm, the presence of her against me.

I was impatient to get to our destination, but I didn’t want to rush us. I didn’t want us tired. We only had another thirty or so minutes to go. She held the picnic basket in one hand, her other arm clutched tightly about mine. There was an energy about her. Infectious. Bubbly. We could both feel it.

Those words had changed everything.

Then I noticed a furrow in her brow as we passed an outcropping of rock that looked climbable. She stared up at it to the flat top and the gnarled juniper bent over it. Then she looked ahead. “Is there… a field of wildflowers ahead?”

“Uh-huh,” I said.

“You and Mommy took me here when I was a child, didn’t you?” she said, looking up at the outcropping. “I climbed up that and felt like I could see everything, and there…” She pointed at the old stump on the side of the trail, broken off and jagged, not from a tree cut down but by one that had collapsed from the disease. “The field’s just around the bend.”

“Yep,” I said as this eagerness shot through her. You could see the flowers through the trees, the mountain meadow that was our destination.

“You and Mommy told me this was your special spot. Where you proposed to her.” She glanced at me as we passed the stump.

“I did propose to her here. And a year later, after we were married…” I grinned at her.

Her breathing quickened as the trees fell away and we stepped onto the meadow. The flowers spread out, a riotous carpet of purples and reds and greens and yellow. She trembled against me, her eyes wide as I led her out into the field, leaving behind the trail that kept going to the other side.

The flowers whisked around us as we headed to this little divot my wife and I found. You couldn’t tell that there was this depression until you were almost on it. in it, you felt alone, in your own little paradise of passion.

Your own Eden.

We reached it, and I led her down into it, the trail vanishing. Anyone walking down the trail would have no idea we were here. Michelle bit her lip then she broke away and bent down. She snapped up a purple flower and brought it to her nose. She inhaled it, her nostrils twitching. She had this look of awe on her face as she whirled around to stare at me, her eyes shining with such joy.

I smiled at her. She looked so beautiful. So wonderful. Such a delight. My heart pounded in my chest as I slipped off my backpack. She tucked the flower behind her ear as I pulled out the blanket and spread it out on the soft ground cover. She turned to me, her purple flower clashing against her red hair.

Her mother did the same with flowers she plucked, her blonde locks spilling around her face.

My breath caught for a moment.

“We made you right here,” I said as Michelle came to the blanket. “You are just so beautiful, Michelle. That night at the restaurant, when I said I loved you, I meant it. Not as a father, but as a man.”

“Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice tight. “I… I…” Tears spilled down her cheeks. She seemed incapable of speaking as she stared at me with such joy in her eyes.

I knew I hadn’t read this wrong. I knew my daughter loved me. That she cared for me, wanted me. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the small jewelry box I purchased yesterday. I snapped it open, showing off a gold ring with a small, pink diamond set on it.

“This is a promise ring,” I said. “I know we can’t be open about our relationship, but this is proof that I love you. You can wear this and look down at it and know that I care for you. That I want you to be my woman. My… my lover.”

Her small breasts rose and fell. I sank to my knees.

“You are as beautiful as your mother,” I said. “You’re an angel we made, and I don’t care if society thinks that this is wrong. I know what I feel for you. What has been developing in my heart.” I held out the promise ring. “I want to love you, Michelle.”

I trembled, staring at her, waiting for her response. What would she say? How would she react? I knew she loved me, but was she ready for this? Was I going too fast? Her breasts rose and fell in her tank top.

Her eyes were shiny.

Pressure squeezed my chest as I waited for her answer.

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – January 2034

“Why didn’t you ever take me to this field?” I asked, a tremulous whine to my voice. I trembled on the bed between my parents, Daddy’s hand on the swollen swell of my belly. His touch felt at once naughty and wonderful against my baby bump.

Daddy sighed. “A forest fire destroyed it not long after.”

“Oh,” I said. Tears suddenly touched my eyes. That was so sad. It was such a special place for our family. Mommy was created there with Daddy and grandma, and then I was conceived there.

“But it lives on in our memories,” Mommy said, her hand joining our daddy’s on my belly. She had such a soft smile on her lips, her fiery hair spilling around her face.

The smile on her lips made me shudder. I had to find out what happened next. “So Daddy gave you the ring…?”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melissa Young – October 2018

I trembled as Daddy knelt before me in the little valley within the field of wildflowers. The Sierra Nevada mountains loomed around us, peaks kissed with snow. My heart beat faster and faster. This was really happening. Daddy really loved me. I hadn’t made a fool of myself Friday night at the dinner. I hadn’t misread my daddy.

This week was magical. I had awakened to these feelings for Daddy. The way he’d acted had opened my eyes to how handsome he was. That he was a man as well as my father. At fourteen, I was becoming a woman as well as his daughter. A woman that had needs, too. A desire for passion. He held the promise ring before him, a band of simple gold with a small, pink diamond on it.

I held out my hand before him, my slender fingers trembling. “I… I love you, too, Daddy.”

His hand took mine, holding it steady. I shuddered as he slipped the ring on my right hand. I felt the cool metal against my skin. A hot tremble rippled through me. My heart pounded hot blood through my veins as the ring seemed to tether me to Daddy. It was a physical manifestation of the burgeoning passion.

Tears burst out of the corners of my eyes and fell down my cheeks. I shuddered at the feel of it, trembling with delight. A warm breeze rippled across the field and caressed over my body clad in my tank top and hiking shorts.

“It’s beautiful, Daddy,” I moaned as he rose.

His hands cupped my face and lifted my gaze. Through blurry vision, I stared at Daddy. He looked handsome, his chin chiseled. His red hair looked so powerful. His green eyes seized mine. I gasped as this hot tingle rippled through me. His head lowered. His lips neared.

He claimed mine in an incestuous kiss.

I groaned into his kiss, my arms throwing around his neck. His fingers stroked my tear-soaked cheeks as our lips worked together. He was so strong. His stubble rasped against my lips, letting me feel how masculine he was. I whimpered, feeling like such a princess finally claimed not by my prince, but by my king.

My Daddy-king.

I clung to him, kissing him with such intensity while this naughty heat erupted between my thighs. My virgin pussy warmed with intense delight. My body trembled as I clung to him, my arms tightening about his neck. His tongue thrust into my mouth. He stirred it around inside of me. His whiskers rasped against my lips and cheeks while I breathed in the manly scent of him.

His hands moved from my cheeks as I swayed. My legs trembled, my knees growing weak as the heat swelled in my pussy. Juices soaked my panties. His hands slid down my side, his thumbs sweeping over my small breasts, nudging my hard nipples.

I gasped at the electric tingles shooting from my nubs.

My pussy clenched in aching delight.

I broke the kiss and swayed, blinking my eyes. “Daddy…”

His smile grew. “My little Michelle. You have grown up into a beautiful woman.”

My cheeks warmed with a blush.

“I have to love you,” he said as he pressed me down to the blanket he’d spread out for our picnic.

For our lovemaking.

I didn’t fight him. I sank down to it with him. I leaned back as his hands pressed up my tank top. I whimpered, his touch strong and rough with exciting callouses. The fabric rolled up and up my body. His thumbs caressed me as he went higher and higher.

I lifted my arms over my head. He pressed the fabric higher, exposing the sports bra I wore that cupped my small breasts. He threw it to the side, letting it fall on the flowers. I trembled, my breasts rising and falling. My toes flexed and curled. My nipples ached as I squirmed.

He stared down at me with such hunger in his green eyes. He saw me as a woman right now. Not his cute, adorable daughter, but a sexy, delicious vixen he wanted to ravish. A wanton moan burst from my lips.

“Daddy!” I moaned in aching need.

He thrust up my sports bra, his strong hands cupping my breasts. He massaged my tits with his thumbs, sliding up towards my throbbing pinnacles. I shuddered and trembled at the feel of him touching my naked boobs. He brushed my small areolas than my little nubs.

My nipples flared in delight.

“My little girl,” Daddy groaned in awe as he leaned down.

I gasped as his hot lips engulfed my nipple. He suckled hard. I whimpered in wondrous delight. I squirmed on the blanket as he sucked. His tongue danced around my areola. He caressed my nub. My fingers clenched and relaxed. My stomach clenched. My cunt grew hotter and hotter.

It was incredible. Every time Daddy suckled, my twat swelled with aching need. The pleasure shot down to my pussy. My juices leaked out, soaking my panties. I stared up at the blue sky. It spun over me as the heady rushes surged through my body.

“Daddy! Daddy!” I moaned out to the mountain air. My legs twitched. “Oh, Daddy, I love you!”

It was so wonderful to say it out loud. It was even hotter to do it with Daddy loving my nipples. He sucked on one while his fingers found the other. His digits twisted the nub. I gasped and spasmed. My toes flexed in my boots. It was incredible.

Daddy’s green eyes stared up at me. They swam with delight.

His hands slid down my body as he kissed over to my other nipple. His whiskers rasped across my small mound. I groaned as his hungry lips sucked at my flesh. He climbed my other tit, the rough caress of his stubble surging tingles across my skin. He engulfed my other nipple.

I gasped and spasmed. He sucked on them as Daddy’s fingers found my shorts. He stroked across my waistband to find the snap of my shorts. I groaned at the loud pop of my fastener coming undone. My zipper rasped.

Daddy’s hand pressed into my shorts.

I shuddered as he caressed over my panties. He reached lower and lower to that molten heat between my thighs. Pleasure burst through me. My toes curled. My head tossed back and forth as his hand rubbed up and down my pussy. He stroked me and pressed my panties into the juicy delight of my virgin flesh.

I gasped as the pleasure rippled through my body. My ass flexed. I wiggled back and forth. Daddy suckled hard on my nipple as he pressed my panties into my virgin pussy. He rubbed the cotton up and down my hot flesh.

“Oh, Daddy!” I gasped, new delight surging through me. The cotton rasp of the panties against my hot vulva felt so much better than my fumbling fingers when I masturbated. “I love you so much, Daddy.”

He popped his mouth off my nipple. He grinned up at me as he diddled my pussy. I gasped as he pulled his hand out of my shorts. He held up his digits. My eyes widened at the juices gleaming on his fingertips.

“Yes, honey, that’s your passion,” Daddy said. He rubbed his thumb and forefinger together. “You’re that wet.”

“Daddy,” I whimpered in embarrassed delight, my cheeks burning.

Then he popped his fingers into his mouth. He sucked on that wonderful passion. His cheeks hollowed as he groaned like it was the tastiest thing in the world. My small breasts rose and fell. I bit my lower lip as he sucked his fingers clean.

“Mmm, you taste as good as your mother,” he said. For a moment, a flash of grief flicked through his vision.

I missed Mom. She’d been taken from us so soon, but I was here for Daddy now. I would love him in her place. He was such a wonderful man. I knew he made her happy, and he would make me happy now, too.

“I love you, Daddy,” I said, knowing he could see the truth in my vision.

He smiled as he grabbed my shorts. “I love you, too, Michelle.”

He yanked down my khaki shorts until they bunched around my ankles. I trembled as he lifted my foot. He pulled on my shoelace. It whisked before he pulled off my boot and heavy sock. My naked toes curled. He quickly undid my other boot and yanked it off. My shorts followed.

Then my panties.

He drew them off next. I trembled as my panties spilled down my thighs. I was naked now. Everything exposed. He could see my little, red bush covering my virgin twat. A wicked thrill ran through me. We were in our own, little paradise. The flowers swayed around us, caressed by the same gentle breeze that spilled over my body. My nipples throbbed.

My panties came off. Daddy thrust my legs apart. I whimpered at the hunger in his expression. His green eyes glowed. He leaned down. This nervous thrill rippled through me. My heart beat against the pressure clenching about my chest as his head lowered and lowered.

I felt his heat breath caressing my virgin flesh.

His lips nuzzled into my bush.

“Daddy!” I squealed at the first contact of his mouth against my virgin pussy.

His tongue flicked up the folds of my vulva. I shuddered as his tongue climbed higher and higher. He dipped into my folds and brushed my clit. This marvelous burst of passion exploded in the depths of my twat. My rump clenched. I whimpered and my eyes fluttered.

His hands gripped my thighs and pulled me against his mouth. His tongue fluttered out again and again. I gasped, my hands clenching together beneath my breasts as he devoured me. Pink glinted, drawing my eyes to my promise ring.

Tears burned in my eyes. I was Daddy’s. He loved me.

Pleased me.

His hands gripped me as his tongue dove through my twat. His tongue lapped up and down my flesh. He teased me. Caressed me. He gathered my juices as they flowed out of me. He brushed my hymen.

The depths of my pussy clenched, eager to be penetrated.

“Daddy!” I moaned, crying out with the need to be taken hard for the first time. “Oh, Daddy! Daddy!”

I couldn’t say anything else. The heat rippled through me. His tongue stroked my hot flesh. He brushed my clit. My body trembled each time. He swelled an orgasm in me. A great ballooning of passion. It was something that would drown me. A more powerful passion than anything I had experienced during my self-loving.

I stared down into his green eyes as his lips latched onto my clit. He sucked on me. I gasped, my back arching. My pussy clenched as the heat swelled through me. My head tossed back and forth. My fingers rubbed at my tits. I massaged them as Daddy loved me.

My orgasm screamed closer and closer. This wonderful, incestuous rush that would drown me. I groaned, my back arching. I humped against him. My clit throbbed in his mouth. Stars burst across my eyes as I hurtled towards this amazing peak.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I howled.

I came.

My pussy convulsed.

My virgin flesh quivered in delight as the incestuous rush of bliss surged through me. This aching need filled me. My twat wanted to be filled with something huge as my head tossed back and forth. My hair danced around my face.

The blue sky spun over me. The flowers rustled around me. The wind caressed my body. I squeezed my thighs around his face, his whiskers rubbing into my flesh. His tongue lapped at my folds. He caressed me. He stroked my flesh as he devoured me.

“Oh, Daddy, I love you!” I howled. “I need you! Please, please, I need you in me! I want to be your woman, Daddy!”

Daddy rose and ripped off his shirt. I shuddered at his muscles rippling across his chest. He was a coach, fit and handsome. He grinned at me as my eyes traveled down his body to the bulge in his shorts. This wicked heat rushed through my body as I stared at it.

I wanted to see him.

His cock.

Daddy’s big, throbbing cock.

I bit my lip as he unsnapped his shorts. My pussy, still twitching from my orgasm, clenched at the sound. The zipper rasped. He shoved them down, exposing his boxers tented by his dick. His cock throbbed. My heart beat faster and faster.

“Daddy!” I groaned as he thrust his boxers down and unveiled his prowess to my virgin eyes.

I shuddered at how large he was. My pussy ached to be filled by the very shaft that had created me in my mom’s womb. My heart fluttered. His cock bobbed before him, precum beading at the tip of his dick. His balls swayed as he pushed down his boxers.

“Oh, Daddy,” I groaned in awe. “You’re big.”

He grinned at me. “Your mom said something like that.”

“When she was lying here?” I asked, surrounded by all these beautiful flowers.

He nodded.

I smiled. I could feel Mom staring down at us from heaven. I glanced up at the blue sky. I hoped she was happy that I was loving Daddy in her place. That I would take care of him. He wouldn’t be sad any longer. I would make him so happy.

As Daddy loomed over me, I grabbed his shoulders and pulled him down. I was so ready. My legs were spread wide. I was open and vulnerable. I was ready to be penetrated by my daddy. To be loved by him. His green eyes filled my vision as his cock nudged against my pussy folds.

I shuddered at the feel of him against my hymen.

“I’m ready, Daddy,” I said. I was so ready. He was so sexy. “Make me your woman, Daddy.”

“Gladly,” he groaned.

He leaned down and kissed me hard. I groaned, tasting this spicy delight on his lips. That was my pussy juices. They tasted so good. Daddy must have just loved eating me. I savored the wonderful feel of his rasping stubble against my lips and cheeks. I slid my arms around his torso, hugging him. His strong chest pressed into my little titties.

He felt so big and strong above me.

So powerful.

His cock pressed against my hymen. I groaned at the feel of his dick pushing and pushing on me. My cherry stretched and stretched. This flare of pain grew. I whimpered into the kiss. My eyes squeezed shut and—

My cherry popped.

His cock slammed into my pussy. I groaned as his dick filled my twat. I shuddered, my cunt squeezing around him as he stretched me open and open. My fingers dug into his back as he filled me up with his wonderful shaft.

His balls rested against my flesh. I had taken every bit of my daddy into me. I felt so complete. It was like I was born to take his cock. Created to be united with him. Incestuous passion surged through me. My nipples throbbed against his chest. I gripped him tight as I loved him.

Then Daddy moved.

My eyes widened at the wonderful friction of his cock sliding out of my pussy. My twat clung to his shaft. Pleasure rippled through me as he rammed back into my depths. This wonderful passion surged through my body. My nipples throbbed and ached. My fingernails bit into his back as he plunged into me again and again.

I gripped him as his cock thrust into me over and over. My pussy clung to him. This pleasure rippled through my body. It was incredible to feel. My tongue danced around his as I whimpered beneath him.

It was incredible.

Delicious.

Amazing.

His balls smacked into my rump. He drove his cock into me over and over. He churned up my deflowered pussy with his cock. This rippling pleasure surged through me. My twat clung to him. His balls smacked into me over and over. That wonderful sound echoed through the air.

The wind rushed over us. The flowers rustled around us. The blue sky wheeled overhead.

The world celebrated our incestuous passion.

It had finally happened. Daddy was in me. His big cock pumped in and out of my pussy. The pleasure built and built as I whimpered into his kiss. My tongue darted around inside of his mouth. My fingernails bit into his back as he drove his cock deep into me. His balls smacked against my rump.

He broke the kiss and groaned, “My little Michelle,” he panted. “You’re so grown up now. You’re such a sexy woman.”

“Daddy!” I moaned in delight, my pussy clenching around his cock. The friction increased. A heady rush of pleasure rippled through me. “Oh, yes, I love you! You’re so sexy! Daddy! Daddy!”

“So hot and tight,” he groaned. “So delicious. My sexy, little girl. Damn, you’re as tight as your mother.”

I beamed at him.

My little hips wiggled and humped against him. My clit throbbed as it rubbed into his thick bush. My legs squeezed around his waist. The pleasure built faster and faster. My eyes fluttered. My fingers scratched at his back as he hammered me. His balls smacked into me, heavy with his seed.

The seed that created me in Mom’s womb.

Would we make a baby?

I wanted that so much. I wanted to be his entirely. My pussy clenched around his cock, the friction bringing me closer and closer. I humped into him. The pleasure built and built into me. I groaned as he buried hard into me.

I came.

My pussy convulsed around Daddy’s cock, celebrating our union.

My cunt spasmed around his dick. This amazing rapture surged through me. My hips undulated, stirring around his cock as my flesh convulsed. Pleasure drowned my mind. Stars burst across my vision as I clung to him.

“Daddy! Daddy!” I moaned. “Please, please! I need you!”

“Michelle!” he groaned, thrusting harder and faster. He rammed his cock into my convulsing depths. His cock speared into me again and again. It felt so incredible. “My darling Michelle!”

His eyes filled my world. They burned with his passion as he rammed into me. My twat convulsed around him. I wanted him spurting in me. His cock rammed deep into me. He filled me to the hilt with his dick.

His jizz spurted into me.

Hot blasts of cum spurted into my depths. His seed filled me. I clung to him and writhed through my rapture. My pleasure hit this amazing peak as more and more of Daddy’s passion spilled into me. I felt him in me.

“I love you, Daddy!” I howled out for the entire world to hear.

I wished I could tell everyone about our incestuous passion. This was amazing. It was the best thing in the world. I whimpered beneath Daddy as the world spun around me. He held me. Loved me. Kissed me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Coach Harrison “Harry” Young

My daughter’s pussy milked my cock dry.

It was so incredible. I kissed her as she whimpered beneath me. Her body felt so lithe and small. The wind rippled around our body, the flowers smelling so sweet. I broke the kiss and stared down at my daughter. Her blue eyes shone with the same hue as Rachel’s.

I didn’t know if my wife would have approved, but I hoped she did. I hoped she watched and saw how special this was. I didn’t take advantage of Michelle. I made sure of her feelings. I gave her what she craved.

She gave me what I needed.

“I love you, Michelle,” I said, staring into her blue eyes. “I would marry you if I could.”

She beamed at me. “I know. I love you, too, Daddy. I’m your wife, even if we can’t tell anyone.”

“My wife,” I said, breathing it in. My daughter felt so amazing beneath me. So tiny and yet so passionate. She brimmed with exuberance. I leaned down and kissed her.

This was our special spot now, too. A place I shared with Rachel. Life stirred in my cock. I was eager to make love to my daughter again and again.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young – January 2034

Tears spilled down my cheeks. This was such an amazing thing to hear about how my parents finally had sex. How they had crossed into that wonderful world of incest. I was so happy since I started joining them in bed.

Their hands stroked my baby bump. My incestuous daughter grew in me. Daddy had started his third generation. I wanted her to grow up and make love to him, too. That would be so sexy. My parents held me. They nuzzled into me.

“Thank you for telling me this,” I moaned. “It was the best bedtime tale ever.”

Mommy, her blue eyes brimming with tears, smiled at me. “I’m so glad we could tell you. It was wonderful to remember that day. We made you there. Daddy bred me right off the bat.”

I found myself smiling and sniffling all at the same time. “That’s so beautiful. Ooh, I wished I could have made love to Daddy there.”

“Me, too, little Ava,” Daddy said. He leaned in from the other side. He kissed my lips, claiming them.

Mommy nuzzled in from the other side, her tongue licking up my salty tears of joy. I shuddered at it, her hand wandering lower and lower, sliding off my baby bump to brush the shaved flesh of my pubic mound.

Then my pussy.

I groaned into the kiss with Daddy as Mommy’s fingers caressed my pregnant twat. She caressed up and down my folds. She stroked my naughty pussy lips and brushed my clit. Wicked pleasure sparked through me.

My hands twitched. My fingers flexed and curled. The itch to do something naughty grew and grew in me as Mommy’s deft touch stroked up and down my pussy lips. My toes curled at the hot touch caressing me. She brushed my clit. She stirred around it, teasing me.

I whimpered and moaned, my tongue dueling with Daddy’s as my hands darted to the side. I brushed Daddy’s rippling abs and Mommy’s smooth stomach. My hands slid down both their flesh, reaching for their naughty bits. I brushed through Daddy’s wiry bush and Mommy shaved pudenda to grab his cock and cup her pussy.

My fingers thrust into her juicy depths while my hand pumped up and down his shaft. His dick and her cunt had made me, and now, in my naughty pussy, a new member of our family grew. The incestuous thrills shot through me.

I couldn’t wait to raise my daughter to be a daddy’s girl, too. I would tell her such wicked bedtime tales about her parents and sexy grandmother.

I giggled, breaking the kiss as the pleasure flowed through me. I pumped my hand up and down Daddy’s cock while fingering Mommy’s juicy pussy. “Our family rocks!” I declared, Mommy’s digits rubbing my clit. “It’s the best family in the world.”

“I know,” Mommy said. “Mmm, you’re going to be such a sexy mother.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “And you’re going to be such a hot grandma. Ooh, my daughter’s going to be just like me.”

Daddy groaned. “I don’t know if I can survive two of you, little Ava.”

I beamed at him. “Good thing that little, red pill exists.” I winked at him. “You’re going to need it. When our daughter’s fourteen, she’s going to be wanting your cock as much as Mommy and me.”

“Mmm, yes,” Mommy moaned, her pussy squeezing around my fingers. Her own digits thrust into my pregnant pussy. “You have to feel how wet our pregnant daughter is. She’s soaking my fingers.”

Daddy, his cock throbbing in my pumping grip, thrust his hand down between my thighs. His thick digits joined Mommy’s. I gasped as he thrust a pair into my twat, stretching out my pregnant pussy. I whimpered, stroking him faster as they both plunged in and out of me. They stirred me up, teasing me.

“She is excited, isn’t she?” Daddy asked Mommy.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “What girl wouldn’t be in bed with her parents and hearing such sexy bedtime tales.”

“Mmm, yes,” groaned Mommy. She leaned her head close and nuzzled her nose against my cheek. “Such a wicked, little girl, aren’t you, Avalon?”

“Yep!” I moaned, my pussy clenching down on both their fingers.

They plundered them in and out of my pregnant twat while my hands pleased them. Daddy’s cock throbbed and twitched in my grip, his precum flowing out and lubing my stroking hand. At the same time, my fingers plunged into Mommy’s juicy cunt. I loved the feel of her hot twat around me. She gripped me as she loved me.

Daddy nuzzled into the other side of me. He thrust his fingers deeper into my pussy than Mommy’s did. He sent such delight rippling through me. I groaned and squirmed on the bed as his whiskered cheeks rubbed on my face. His lips nibbled on the side of mine. Mommy’s came in from the other side.

The three of us kissed as we loved each other.

Such a wicked and wanton family.

My nipples throbbed as their fingers churned up my pussy. I thrust a third digit into Mommy’s cunt, her juices soaking me. I whimpered and shuddered between them. Mommy’s breasts rubbed on my left side, Daddy’s strong chest on my right.

He groaned as his cock throbbed in my hand. More and more of his precum flowed out of his dick. It was such a naughty thing to feel. It made me tremble. My pussy clenched around both my parents’ probing fingers, the friction building and building in me.

We were loving each other the way a family should.

Our tongues caressed each other as we shared our three-way kiss. The bed creaked as all of us squirmed and groaned. My passion mounted, and I knew so did theirs. I fisted Daddy’s cock and rubbed my thumb in fast circles against Mommy’s clit. Her hot twat squeezed around my three digits while her two fingers, joined by Daddy’s, plundered my pregnant twat.

I broke the kiss, moaning, “Mommy! Daddy!”

“Mmm, are you going to cum, little Ava?” Daddy groaned into my ear, his voice husky and low.

“Are you?” Mommy asked. She licked my other lobe and nibbled on it.

I let out a whimpering moan, unable to speak as the pleasure built and built in me. I gasped, my entire body tensing as the delight reached that peak in me. My pussy clenched about their fingers, increasing the friction to that wonderful height.

I exploded into incestuous passion.

My fingers thrust deep into Mommy’s cunt while my other hand furiously pumped away at Daddy’s cock. I bucked between them. The bed creaked as my petite body thrashed. My round breasts heaved as I whimpered and moaned.

“Daddy!” I gasped. “Oh, Mommy, yes!”

“That’s it!” Daddy groaned, thrusting his fingers in and out of my cunt faster than Mommy did.

“Ooh, yes, yes, enjoy yourself,” Mommy cooed into my ear. She bit my lobe, her pussy clenching on my digits.

Then her flesh spasmed around them just like my cunt did around their digits. She joined me in rapture. She experienced those same heavenly waves of delight that washed out of my pussy. My body thrashed between them as stars exploded across my vision.

“Little Ava!” Daddy grunted.

His cock erupted. Hot cum spurted over my swelling belly. It bathed my little baby bump in the very seed that had started my daughter in my womb. I trembled on the bed, my toes curling and relaxing. My head tossed back and forth as Daddy bathed my pregnant stomach in his cum.

“Oh, Mommy!” I gasped. “Daddy’s spurting on me!”

“Mmm, he is,” she moaned, her pussy convulsing around my digits. Her juices soaked my hand. “But you know where he’d rather spurt his seed?”

“In one of his daughter’s pussies!” I howled, fisting Daddy’s cock, wringing him dry as my orgasm peaked.

“That’s right,” purred Mommy. “Ride him. He took that little, red pill. Thank god for Super Viagra.”

“Yes!” Daddy groaned.

I grinned as I sat up, his cum running over my baby bump and dribbling to my pussy. Mommy and Daddy’s fingers slid out of my still-spasming cunny. My orgasms rippled through me, dying down, but not wholly forgotten. I threw my leg over Daddy’s waist, straddling him.

His eyes stared up at my round breasts. They were already growing larger than Mommy’s tits. I shuddered as I pressed my pussy against Daddy’s cock. Mommy smiled while taking Daddy’s right hand. She pulled his pussy-soaked fingers to her lips and sucked on them.

Daddy groaned in delight, his dick throbbing against my hungry twat.

I reached down and grabbed him. I stared down my body, my breasts heaving, the slight swell to my stomach dribbling with cum. I raised my body up with my thighs and guided his aching shaft to the entrance to my pussy.

I felt that familiar cock and smiled in delight. I impaled myself down his dick and groaned, my breasts bouncing before me. It felt so incredible to take him in me. He filled me to the hilt. My eyes fluttered in delight.

“Daddy!” I moaned as the rapture rippled through me. I felt so complete with him in me. My pussy was bred to take his cock. Grandmother was the first, and she made Mommy who made me. I wished I could have met Grandma Rachel.

“Mmm, ride him,” mommy purred. She leaned in and licked up at the cum staining my baby bump.

I shuddered at the feel of her tongue sliding up my skin. She licked up Daddy’s cum while his still-hard cock throbbed in my bred pussy. I rose up his shaft, my cunt clinging to him. The pleasure rippled through me, sliding through my body, filling me with such delight.

I gasped as Mommy’s tongue probed into my bellybutton. She scooped out some of the jizz from there. I slammed my pussy down Daddy’s cock. My clit rubbed into his wiry pubic hair. His bush tickled my labia, sending such wicked delight through my body.

“Yes, yes, I love your cock, Daddy!” I howled at the top of my voice, the bed creaking as I raised myself up his cock again. My thighs flexed as I rode him, my breasts heaving. “It’s the best.”

“Yes, it is,” Mommy groaned. Her tongue lapped up more cum, savoring it. Then she rose, jizz on her lips, and cupped my face.

She kissed me hard.

Mommy thrust her cum-coated tongue into my mouth, sharing our daddy’s wonderful seed. This heady thrill rushed through me. My cunt clenched around Daddy’s cock. I slammed down him over and over, the silky friction rippling through me as I snowballed his jizz back and forth with mommy.

I hoped to do this with my daughter someday.

My pussy clung to daddy’s cock. I rode up and down him, my hips dancing from side to side, stirring around his big dick. I kissed Mommy as she shifted over. She straddled Daddy’s face, his moans growing muffled by her pussy.

She squealed into my kiss. I knew Daddy loved her.

I broke the kiss and stared into her blue eyes. Such passion swam in them. We rode Daddy together, sharing him. Loving him. Our arms went around the other’s neck, our forehead’s pressed tight as we had this unbreakable bond.

We were both our Daddy’s lover.

It was so hot to share this with her. “I love you, Mommy.”

“I love you, Avalon,” she groaned, her voice breaking with emotion.

We kissed again, our tongues dueling. We feasted on each other’s lips as we rode Daddy. Our breasts brushed together, nipples caressing as I worked my pussy up and down Daddy’s thick cock. The amazing shaft stimulated me.

Brought me closer and closer to cumming.

My orgasm built in me as I kissed Mommy with such hunger. Daddy groaned, his cock loving the hot embrace of my bred pussy. Mommy’s lips devoured mine. I could tell Daddy feasted on her with such passion. He loved her pussy, drinking her wonderful juices.

This incestuous rush surged through me, driving me towards another orgasm. I clung to Mommy, loving her as I loved our daddy’s dick with my juicy pussy. My cunt clung to his thick shaft as I worked up and down him.

“Damn!” Daddy groaned into Mommy’s twat. “Our daughter, Michelle!”

Mommy broke the kiss and moaned, “I know! Oh, god, she’s such a naughty minx. Ooh, yes, Daddy! Eat my pussy!”

I grinned as she arched her head back. Her breasts swam at the bottom of my vision. I ducked down and suckled on a pink nub, wishing she lactated. Drinking her milk would be so hot. I nursed hard while my pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock.

I slammed down him harder. I rode him as fast as I could while moaning around Mommy’s hard nub. I loved the feel of her in my mouth. I climbed towards my orgasm faster and faster. I squeezed my eyes shut as I reveled in sharing my love with my parents.

“Avalon! Daddy!” moaned Mommy. “Oh, yes, yes, you two are driving me wild.”

“Cum, Michelle!” Daddy groaned. “I love it when you drown me.”

So did I.

I sucked so hard as Mommy gasped. Her body shook. I knew she was giving Daddy what he craved. My bred pussy clenched his dick. I slammed down him, my clit throbbing while Mommy bucked. I wanted to join her in rapture.

She held me to her breast as she cried out her orgasmic passion. Her moans echoed through our bedroom. I sucked hard on her nipple. I nibbled on it, loving every bit of her nub. My tongue danced around her areola as my orgasm swelled and swelled.

“Avalon!” gasped Mommy. “You naughty, little girl.”

I popped my mouth off and moaned, “I am!”

I exploded with incestuous passion.

My pussy convulsed around Daddy’s cock. My flesh writhed as I bucked on him. I groaned and gasped, the bliss surging through me. My tits heaved, brushing Mommy’s. We clung to each other, pressing our tits tight now as we both shared incestuous passion.

Daddy made us both climax.

“Cum in our little girl!” Mommy moaned. “Do it, Daddy! She needs it.”

“Yes, she does,” Daddy groaned as I bucked and bounced on his cock, working my writhing cunt up and down his shaft.

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered, my mind drowning in orgasmic bliss. Cumming on my daddy’s big dick was the best.

My flesh spasmed around him. His dick throbbed as Mommy kissed me. She thrust her tongue into my mouth, muffling my moans. Our nipples throbbed as they rubbed together, adding sparks to my orgasm while new waves of delight washed out of my cunt.

Daddy groaned into Mommy’s snatch.

His cock erupted.

My orgasm intensified as his jizz spilled into me. New surges of passion rushed through me. I bucked and groaned on the bed as the delight burned through my body. Waves after rippling waves of ecstasy washed over my mind.

I loved my family.

I clung to Mommy as my pussy milked Daddy’s cock. His cum flooded my pregnant twat. I shuddered, my hands darting down to rub my baby bump. I couldn’t wait for my daughter to feel this amazing bliss. To lose her cherry to her Daddy’s amazing cock.

I had this flash of her, a red-haired beauty who looked like me and Mommy blended together. She had blue eyes, like Mommy, and freckles like me. She would be so sexy and naughty and delicious. She would cry out in delight.

As I came down from my orgasmic high, I broke my kiss with Mommy and moaned, “I want to name my daughter Vanessa!”

It just felt right. I could see her. I knew she would be so happy. I couldn’t wait for her to grow up and be ready for Daddy’s cock.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vanessa Young – May 2048

My heart beat so fast as I stood before my parents’ door. It was past midnight. I was fourteen now, but… This was such a big step. Was I ready for this? Was I ready to become a woman? I knew Mommy wanted it. She was so feisty and fierce and fearless. I bit my lip, my red hair swaying down my back. It was still in a braid.

I was too nervous to undo it when I went to bed a few hours ago. I hadn’t slept a wink. I kept staring at the clock, watching it countdown to slowly midnight.

I gave the softest knock on my parents’ door. A little rap. I swallowed and held my breath. The house felt so silent. I could hear the clock downstairs ticking away. It was one of those old-fashioned ones with gears in it. It wasn’t even hooked into the house’s agent.

The bed creaked.

I let out a whimper. I wanted to just run away. I wasn’t ready for this.

The door opened and my mother and grandmother were both their standing naked. They were both beautiful, Mommy’s round breasts still firm and ripe while Grandmother’s had a little bit of sag. She had a mature face, her blue eyes so bright while Mommy’s green eyes had a playful look in them.

“So, it’s midnight, huh?” Mommy asked.

“You’re just like your mother,” Grandmother said with a fond tone.

“I’m…” I swallowed. “I’m scared. I’m not sure I’m ready, Mommy.” Tears brimmed in my eyes. “Is that bad.”

Mommy gave me a soft smile. She cupped my face. “Of course not, honey. You don’t need to feel pressured. You have to be ready for it.”

That helped. Some of the tension around my heart relaxed. It wasn’t squeezing me with as much terror. I wasn’t as afraid of losing my virginity to Daddy. I could feel him in at the bad, watching me. He wasn’t saying anything. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me. I loved him. Trusted him.

But losing my virginity was such a big step.

“Do you want a bedtime tale to help relax you?” Mommy asked, slipping her arm around my body. She pulled me close to her. I felt her round breast pressing into my side.

“That would be nice,” I said as she led me down the hallway.

“You’re such a good mother, Avalon,” Grandmother said as Mother led me to my bedroom.

Once, it was Mommy’s bedroom, and before that, it was Grandmother’s. They both loved Daddy. We were all sisters, too, though it was weird to think about that.

Mommy opened my door and led me to my bed, the pink sheets thrown back. I sank down on the bed and Mommy slipped beside me. She lay on her side, her breasts jiggling as they piled together. Her nipples were right before me.

Feeling nervous, I found myself latching onto her nub and suckling like I was a baby. I gasped as a squirt of rich, creamy breast milk filled my mouth. I whimpered at the hot, sweet treat. So different from cow’s milk. I didn’t like that type of cream, but Mom’s…

I found myself suckling with hunger.

Mommy cooed and stroked my hair down to my braid. “Mmm, you haven’t nursed from me since you were a baby. Do you like that I still lactate? Your daddy and grandmother love it. They made sure I kept lactating all these years. Isn’t that naughty of them?”

I whimpered around her nipple, nodding my head.

“So, what story would you like to hear?” Mommy asked.

I popped my mouth off her nipple and moaned, “You and Daddy’s wedding day.”

Mommy smiled, her green eyes twinkling. I had grandmother’s blue eyes. “Well,” Mommy purred as I latched onto her nipple again, “that was a naughty day. I was still pregnant with you, nice and round…”

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – May 2048

Vanessa, my now fourteen-year-old daughter, suckled at my breast. It was just after midnight. She was now fourteen. I stroked her red hair, still in a braid. I groaned at the feel of her hungry nursing, loving this. It had been so many years since I weaned her as a baby. Not it was so naughty. My milk flowed into her mouth. It squirted into her mouth. My cunt squeezed. I rubbed my thighs together. I groaned, the pleasure rippled through me.

I gripped her hair as I calmed her down. She was scared of losing her cherry. She didn’t have to have sex with Daddy. I wanted her to, but I wouldn’t push her to. It had to be her choice. Daddy would never take advantage of her.

She wanted a bedtime tale to calm her down.

I trembled, her arms wrapped around me. “My wedding day to Daddy was such a special day. I was so excited. I wore this amazing, white dress that hugged my pregnant belly.”

Her blue eyes, the same hue as my mother and Grandmother Rachel, stared up at me. Her lips sealed tight about my nipple as she squirmed in my embrace. She was so beautiful. She was gorgeous. My precious daughter. Daddy and I had come together to make her.

“My wedding dress really showed off my breasts,” I said. “They were nice and round, bigger than your grandmother’s. She said that with pride. My skirt was short and…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young – May 2034

The organ played as I stepped out into the back of the church in my wedding dress. We’d rented it from an understanding pastor. I trembled as my wedding dress rustled about me. It clung to my pregnant body. My breasts, swelled larger than Mommy’s, jiggled in my blouse. I held my bouquet of flowers before me, resting them against the swell of my pregnant belly.

I was about to pop.

I was eager to marry Daddy and Mommy. I didn’t want to wait until after I gave birth. I wanted to be theirs before that wonderful day. I trembled as the small audience, a collection of understanding friends, all stared at me. Clint’s harem dominated their own section. I beamed at them all as I advanced down the aisle at a stately pace.

My short skirt showed off all of my thigh-high stockings. They whisked with my every step. My veil tumbled about my face. I felt so beautiful. Fourteen and getting married to my parents. It was such a wonderful day.

Mommy and Daddy waited at the altar. He looked so handsome in his tux. Tall and broad shoulder. His red hair, dotted with gray, was combed back. He held Mommy’s hands as he stared at me with his green eyes. Mommy wore her own white wedding dress, though her bodice wasn’t nearly as daring as mine. Her veil wasn’t falling over her face.

I was glad she fit in it since they married. I remembered their wedding day, bouncing in the pew, excited to be their flower girl. Now I was joining them. My heart fluttered. My entire body trembled as I reached them.

I handed off my bouquet to Heaven Wilson, my friend smiling in her blue dress. She clutched it, a promise ring on her own finger. You couldn’t tell, but she was pregnant with her half-brother’s baby. That was such a beautiful thing.

Then I took Daddy’s and Mommy’s hands. We formed a triangle. I trembled with my excitement. My hands squeezed both their hands. Daddy’s grip was strong and Mommy’s grip was gentle. She stroked the back of my hand. Heat rushed through me.

“What a beautiful sight,” said Minako Mihara. She was dressed like a Shinto priestess in a white kimono-like blouse that tucked into red, skirt-like pants. They were voluminous. She stood tall and delicate, her black hair pulled back, her face delicate. “We are gathered here to celebrate the love of this family.”

I shuddered, squeezing both my parents’ hands. Mommy had tears in her blue eyes. They beaded along the corners and gathered on her eyelashes. Daddy’s were misty and had a huge smile on his face. I was so glad to join them. My heart beat faster and faster while Vanessa shifted inside of me.

My little baby was as eager as me.

I hardly heard what Minako was saying. Stuff about love and marriage and the beauty of incest. She called upon her sibling gods, Izanagi and Izanami, to bless us. I was just so overwhelmed by all of this, that joy flitted through me. My eyes flicked from Daddy’s handsome expression to Mommy’s beautiful face, the world gauzy through my veil.

My dress rustled around my body. My breasts swelled the bodice. I squeezed both their hands as my excitement mounted. I held them tight as this heady situation rippled through me. I was dizzy, and they were my anchors. I was going to be their wife forever. I was going to join their family.

Then my parents broke away from my hands. I blinked as Daddy turned to his best man. Clint stood there in his own tux. He was a handsome guy, not as old as Daddy, but strong, possessing the sort of confidence of a man who knew his own worth. He needed that confidence to possess his own harem of gorgeous wives, most of whom were his sisters. Clint handed over a pair of rings. Daddy handed one to Mom, my heart beating.

I trembled as Mommy and Daddy took my left hand together. I whimpered as they both held their wedding bands, each one ready to slip on me. My heart beat faster and faster. Suddenly, I could hear everything Minako said.

“Harrison Young, with this ring, you symbolize your desire to love, cherish, and honor your daughter and take her to be your wife,” she said, her voice ringing. “It is a symbol of your binding promise to always be her loving daddy. To treasure and cherish her, to protect her, and to discipline her when she’s naughty, until death do you part.”

“I do,” Daddy said. I trembled, tears beading my eyes now as he slipped on a slender, gold band with a pink diamond on it. So similar to the one Mommy wore. The ring slipped over my finger. I trembled, this dizzying wave of heat shot through me.

“Melissa Young, with this ring, you symbolize your desire to love, cherish, and honor your daughter and take her to be your wife. It is a symbol of your binding promise to always be her loving mommy. To treasure and cherish her, to support her, and to nurture her when she needs your motherly affection, until death do you part.”

“I do,” Mommy said, her voice quivering as she slid a thicker, gold band over my finger, pressing it against Daddy’s ring.

“Avalon Young, will you love, cherish, and honor your parents and take them to be your husband and wife,” Minako said, her voice growing stronger. “Do you swear always to be their nubile daughter and to always love your parents. To treasure and cherish them, to love them, and to always give them your passion, until death do you part.”

“I do!” I declared in a ringing voice, both my parents’ hands clutching mine.

“Then with the blessing of Izanagi and Izanami, divine brothers and sisters wedded through incestuous love, and…” she said. I was having trouble focusing on her words as my excitement swelled. This was all so much. I was Mommy’s and Daddy’s bride now. “…declare you man and wives. You may kiss your daughter-bride.”

Mommy and Daddy both lifted my veil. I trembled. My breasts jiggled in my pearl-studded bodice as I stared at them. I was so happy. This surge of joy rushed through me. My heart pounded excitement through me. My nipples tingled. My pregnant belly jiggled. I couldn’t breathe. They were leaning over me. Daddy’s strong hand cupped my chin.

They both nuzzled into me. They kissed me. Their lips pressed against mine. The three of us were united. I threw my arms around both their necks. I kissed them with such hunger while our friends cheered behind us. They were all celebrating our passion. They were all so excited to witness our incestuous wedding.

It was all so amazing. Our tongues caressed each other. I swayed, my fiery curls brushing Mommy’s red hair. Tears seasoned our three-way kiss with passion. It was all so incredible. I loved them so much.

Then they broke the kiss and we were married. A giddy rush shot through me. A dizzying sway shook my body. I clutched to Daddy as I felt so dizzy. The cheers were all around us. I blinked away the tears as I faced them all.

Heaven beamed at me, still clutching my bouquet. Her promise ring looked so beautiful on her finger. I couldn’t wait for her wedding day. I smiled back as I took Daddy’s left arm. Mommy was on his right. Together, we walked down the aisle. Rice showered us. I giggled as the grains tumbled around us, the organ playing again, celebrating our marriage.

The reception was a blur. I had a blast even with my ankles swollen from my pregnancy. I danced with Daddy and Mommy, with Clint and Pam and Cheryl and Alicia and even Sam. Both of the Mihara twins spun me around. I danced with Heather and her half-brother. With their dad, Mr. Wilson. Juana Carmelita squeezed my rump as we danced while her sex slave sister watched on her knees.

I ate wedding cake. I tossed the bouquet and Cassandra Elliston caught the flowers. The younger girl giggled and glanced at her twin brother, Aaron, with this twinkle in her eyes. It was a magical evening. I didn’t want it to end.

But I was eager for what came next.

Our honeymoon was going to have to wait. I was too pregnant to travel, and once Vanessa was born, it would be a while before we could go on our romantic vacation. A mommy-daddy-daughter delight would have to wait.

I swayed with passion.

I was giddy when it was finally over. When we headed not to home, but to a fancy hotel suite. I was so excited for that, too. It made me feel so adult and grown up, not just a little fourteen-year-old girl. I trembled when we swept into the hotel, my veil rustling and my dress swaying, Mommy and I clinging to Daddy.

We were already checked in, Daddy had done that earlier, and swept through the lobby to the elevator. It was late, but I beamed at the few people around. I was so excited. I showed off my hand, trembling with excitement, as we passed them, my ring glinting.

“I love you so much,” I moaned in the elevator.

Mommy smiled at me. She took my hand, squeezing me. “You turned out even better than I could hope, Avalon. You know that.”

“Mom,” I groaned, this embarrassed delight shooting through me.

“You’ve given me a few gray hairs,” Daddy said, his hand on my hip, “but it’s been worth it.”

“I didn’t get you fired,” I said, smiling at him. We’d had a lot of fun at school.

“Yet,” he said with a fond tone.

I winked at him.

The elevator reached the top floor. I was so giddy for it. The honeymoon suite. Did the hotel know that they were renting it out to an incestuous, three-way wedding party? Would they care? I didn’t know. It made me feel so naughty as we slipped out, Mommy and I clinging to Daddy.

“Let’s go,” I moaned. “I want to have my first time as Mrs. Young.”

“Mmm, you’re going to cum so hard on your husband’s cock,” Mommy said. “Our husband’s cock. You’re going to scream your pretty head off.”

I beamed at her. “Just like you do, Mommy.”

We both giggled as we headed down the hallway, clinging to Daddy. Our mirth echoed before us. I felt drunk, not that I was since I was pregnant, giddy on this moment. My head swayed. My hair danced around my head. It swept across my shoulders, rustling with my veil.

We reached the hotel room door. Daddy produced the keycard and waved it before the sensor. The lock whirled and then he was pressing us inside. I shuddered as we ventured into the bridal suite. I gasped at the flowers decorating the rooms. Bright, red roses were in vases, filling the air with such sweet scent. The large bed awaited, the creamy-white cover almost seemed to glow in the light.

I felt like I drifted to the bed. I was so excited. My parents’ hands were caressing me. They touched me and drove me wild. They pushed me down onto the bed, Daddy kissing me. His strong lips claimed mine. His whiskers rasped against me.

It was such a delicious treat. I whimpered against them. My tongue thrust into Daddy’s mouth as my skirts rustled. It was all so incredible. My heart raced faster and faster. We were such a naughty family. My hands gripped my belly. I rubbed the swell.

I hoped my daughter would be Daddy’s third wife. It would be so amazing.

“Mmm, aren’t you just a pretty thing?” Mommy purred. “Such a sexy bride. You’re just glowing.”

I whimpered into Daddy’s mouth.

Mommy tugged down on my low-cut bodice. My large breasts popped out, my nipple sore and aching. I was so close to my due date. I groaned as Mommy latched onto my right nub. She suckled on it, the pressure rushing to the tip of my nipple.

Then something squirted out of me.

My pregnant pussy clenched. I broke the kiss with Daddy, gasping in shock as I stared down at Mommy’s lips popping off my mouth. She blinked in surprise and then she grinned and licked her lips in delight,

“What?” panted Daddy.

“Her milk is coming in,” Mommy said and leaned down to suckle again.

I gasped as my breast milk squirted from my nipple and flooded Mommy’s mouth. I whimpered, this amazing rush shooting through me. My body, my veil rustling about my face. The delight tingling sensation down to my pussy. My toes curled in my toes. My heart pounded. Bliss spread through me as Mommy feasted on my new milk.

Daddy licked his lips as he trembled. His green eyes burned with such fire. He pushed me down onto the bed. I stretched out on my back, my excitement mounting. My little panties grew wet. The satin felt so sleek against my flesh. My head tossed back and forth, my veil rubbing against the bed.

Daddy slipped out of his tux and draped it over the foot of the bed. I smiled as he unbuttoned his shirt. I licked my lips, loving the sight of his muscular body coming into view. Mommy suckled harder at my breast, my milk squirting into her mouth. My cunt squeezed as naughty tingles rushed through my body.

He peeled off his shirt. His chest rustled. I whimpered and groaned. My thighs rubbed together. I shuddered. My mother kneaded my breast. She massaged me and worked out that wonderful milk. It squirted into her mouth. It flooded her.

“You are such a beautiful angel,” Daddy growled. He stood up and unzipped his slacks. I groaned as it fell down his thick thighs, his cock stretching out his dark boxers. “Just radiant, little Ava.”

Mommy groaned about my nipple.

“Daddy!” I moaned. “Ooh, you’re so sexy. Come and love me. Make your wife cum.”

Wife! I was his wife and his daughter. It was the best delight. My heart beat faster and faster. It surged through me. My fingers twitched in anticipation as Daddy knelt between my thighs. I shuddered as he slid his touch up my white stockings, pressing the nylons into my flesh.

Tingles of heat raced up my thighs. It reached my pussy. It set fire to my nethers. I groaned as that wonderful delight rippled through me. I whimpered as he came closer and closer. Daddy’s hands went higher and higher. He brushed my bare thigh and reached my skirt. He pressed it up. The fabric rustled.

His hands reached my panties.

“Daddy!” I whimpered as he drew down my satin panties.

This strange, virginal tremble raced through me. Though we’d been making love for months and months, this was such a special night. It was the first time Daddy would take me as his wife. I was just like Mommy.

“I love you, Daddy,” I moaned.

Mommy froze in suckling at my nipple. Her eyes flicked up to me, her blue eyes smoldering. They brimmed with delight. She nursed again with hunger. My milk squirted into her mouth. I gasped at the pleasure. The rapture surged through me.

Daddy pulled my panties past my knees and down my calves. My dainty feet pressed together. He pulled them off. He pressed the panties into his nose, inhaling. He breathed in my scent, clearly reveling in it.

“Mmm, what a delicious aroma,” he groaned. “You’ve been eager for this.”

“All night!” I moaned. “Ooh, come and eat me! Yes, yes, that’s it.”

Daddy leaned down. He kissed at my inner thigh. His rough whiskers rasped against my flesh. I gasped at this rush through me. Then his lips found my shaved snatch. I groaned as his tongue lapped out and brushed me. They flicked through my folds.

Daddy teased me.

His hands gripped my thighs. His tongue lapped through my labia. His whiskers rasped on my hot, pregnant flesh. He devoured my pussy. He feasted on me with all his hunger. My pregnant flesh reveled in this wonderful treat. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. I squeezed my thighs tight against his stubbly face, gripping him.

“Mommy, Mommy!” I moaned. “Oh, my god, Daddy’s eating me!”

Mommy popped her mouth off my nipple. Her lips were stained with creamy milk. They looked so sweet and delicious. I shuddered at the sight of her. My head tossed back and forth as the pleasure surged through me. Daddy’s tongue teased me while Mommy smiled.

“Of course he is,” she said. “He loves eating his cute bride’s twats.”

I beamed at him. “Our husband’s a horny man, isn’t he?”

“Oh, yes,” she said. “He seduced both his daughters.”

“I did the seducing,” I groaned. Then I shuddered. “Oh, Daddy, yes, yes, right there.”

He nibbled on my pussy lips, his whiskers brushing my clit. Pleasure shot through me as I reveled in the change in our family. No longer their daughter. No longer their little girl. I was their bride now. Their wife.

His tongue caressed through my pussy folds. He teased me. He sent such wonderful pleasure surging through me. I humped against him. Mommy leaned down and captured my lips in a hot kiss. I tasted that wonderful flavor of my breast milk.

It was such a sweet treat. So different from any other milk. I loved it. I kissed her with hunger. I trembled, my pregnant belly heaving. My wedding dress rustled about me. I whimpered in delight as they pleasured me.

It was such an incredible treat. I was their bride.

Daddy sucked on my clit. He thrust fingers into my pussy. They pumped into my twat, stirring me up. I gasped into Mommy’s lips. My eyes squeezed shut as the bed rustled. All the excitement of this special day rushed through me. It was so incredible. My head was dizzy. Exhilaration brought me closer and closer.

Daddy feasted on my pussy. My husband devoured me.

My husband!

That thought surged through me. My incestuous bliss rushed through me. It surged down into my pussy. It rushed through my body. I humped against him as I rode this rising tide of delight. It was an incredible bliss to experience.

I came.

I moaned into Mommy’s lips. My hand brushed her stomach, rubbing at the silk of her wedding dress. We were two sexy brides. I loved her. Waves of rapture surged through me. Juices gushed out of me and bathed Daddy’s lips

My body spasmed. Stars burst across my vision as Daddy feasted on me. He licked and lapped at me. He rubbed his stubble into my hot flesh as I came. Rapture rippled through me. This amazing rapture burned through me.

Mommy broke the kiss. “That’s it. Let it out. Let our husband know how much you love him.”

“Mommy!” I moaned. I stared into her eyes. “Our husband… Our daddy… It’s so good. Oh, yes, yes! I’m exploding!”

“That makes me so wet,” Mommy moaned. “You’re my sexy wife now, Avalon. You’re gorgeous. I’m so happy!”

I beamed at her as my body trembled through my rapture. “You’re an angel, Mommy. You’re so beautiful. I want to be as hot as you when I’m old.”

“Old?” She arched an eyebrow, a wicked gleam burning in her blue eyes.

I winked at her.

Daddy pulled his face from my pussy. It dripped down his chin. He rose, naked and handsome. His dick thrust hard before him. It pulsed and twitched. I shuddered at the sight of him. Mommy reached across my body, her breasts swaying in her bodice.

She pulled him towards my cunt. She pressed that amazing dick that made us both into my pussy. My daddy-husband stared down at me. His chest rose and fell as Mommy rubbed him against my flesh. He nudged my clit. Pleasure sparked through me.

It was incredible.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I moaned. I bit my lip. “Ooh, this is going to be great.”

Mommy nodded. Then she leaned down at whispered, “And while our husband is making love to that sweet, pregnant pussy of yours, what are you going to do for you mommy-wife.”

I grinned and licked my lips.

Mommy laughed, as sweet and wonderful sound. It echoed through the room. She purred, “Good thing I’m not wearing panties.”

I gaped in shock. “I wore panties.”

“Maybe your mother is naughtier than you are,” she purred, her blue eyes twinkling.

“Maybe.” I licked my lips again, eager to eat out my new bride’s pussy. The fact she was my mommy-sister only made this hotter.”

Mommy’s skirt rustled as she rose. Daddy had a huge grin on his face like he was the luckiest man in the world. And of course he was. He was married to his pregnant daughter while his other daughter was eager to get wild.

That made me the luckiest girl in the world.

My daddy-groom rammed his dick into my cunt. His cock stretched my pregnant pussy. My twat squeezed around him. I groaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. Stars burst across my vision. I whimpered as the pleasure rippled through me, my twat still sensitive from that first orgasm.

Daddy would give me more.

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” I moaned, my pregnant belly shifting from the force of his thrusts. I gripped it through my wedding dress, fingers sliding across the pristine white, loving my fertile swell. “Love you, Daddy! Mommy!”

Such joy burned in his green eyes, his strong jaw smeared in my naughty juices.

“My little girls,” he said, grunting as he thrust. “Damn, you’re both beautiful. My two daughter-brides…”

“Always!” Mommy moaned as she moved into place.

She held up her skirt, silky rustling. Her wedding veil swayed with her fiery hair, the contrast of hues delicious. I groaned as she straddled me. I could just make out her pussy lips in the dark shadow between her thighs. Shaved and beautiful.

She lowered herself. To me. I licked my lips, so hungry for this moment. I groaned as she settled down on my face, her spicy musk filling my nose. That heady scent made me shiver. I licked my lips, eager to feast on her.

Mommy’s pussy pressed on my mouth.

“Avalon!” she groaned as her incestuous twat smeared across my face.

I thrust my tongue into her as her cunt as skirts fell around us. Darkness settled around me. My pregnant pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock as he rammed his dick over and over into me. He grunted, the bed creaking with his every thrust. His belly brushed my round stomach.

The sounds were muted as I feasted on my mommy-bride’s twat. My tongue ran through her folds, her spicy cream coating my tongue. I loved the taste of her. My hands darted beneath her skirt to slide up her stocking-clad thighs. I rubbed at her flesh, gripping her as she wiggled from side to side on me.

“Oh, our daughter-bride is eating me, Daddy,” Mommy moaned. “She’s got her tongue so deep into my pussy.”

“Yes!” Daddy growled, thrusting hard into me. His balls smacked over and over into my flesh. A rippling heat washed through me. I savored it. I groaned, my twat squeezing down around Daddy’s cock. He held me tight. It was a wonderful thing. I groaned, my head dizzy from this wonderful pleasure surging through my body.

Over and over, he rammed his big cock into me. He plunged it into my pussy. He drove me wild. I groaned, my head dizzy from the force of his thrusts. His hard cock reamed me. He filled me with his dick over and over again.

I moaned into Mommy’s pussy, my pregnant twat reveling in my daddy-groom being in me. I whimpered, trembling, my wedding veil rustled while Mommy’s skirt wished around me. My tongue attacked her twat while her hands massaged my pregnant belly.

She rubbed at my belly, caressing me. I trembled, squirming. It was all so amazing. Such a wild rush. My pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock, increasing the friction. I never wanted this to stop. I wanted our wedding night to last and last and last.

“Damn, our new bride is hot tonight,” Daddy groaned as his cock rammed into me. My thighs hugged his waist. My pregnant belly quivered.

“Is her twat squeezing around your dick?” Mommy asked, her hips grinding back and forth. “Huh? You like fucking your naughty daughter-bride hard?”

“So damned hard!” Daddy growled.

He pumped harder. Faster. He buried to the hilt in me again and again. That heat built and built in me. It carried me higher and higher. I loved it. I reveled in it. I whimpered into Mommy’s cunt as Daddy buried his dick deep into my twat.

I shuddered and moaned. My tongue darted through Mommy’s cunt. I stroked her pussy lips. Her clit. I feasted on every bit of her I could reach. I teased her. Stroked her. I made her gasp and moan. She made the sweetest, wickedest sounds.

I loved them. I reveled in them. Her juices coated my mouth and tongue. They were such a wicked treat to enjoy. A wonderful passion to experience. I groaned, my tongue dancing over her pussy lips. I couldn’t wait to make her explode. To hear her gasp and shudder.

“Mommy! Daddy!” I moaned. “Love you!”

“Ooh, yes, yes, Avalon!” Mommy gasped. “Such a wicked bride. Jam that tongue deep into me. Oh, Daddy, yes! She’s loving me!”

“She’s a horny thing,” Daddy grunted. “Damn, my little Ava… You’re so hot. So tight. I’m going to explode in you.”

“Yes!”

I thrust my tongue deep into Mommy’s twat. Her spicy juices surged through me. My thighs squeezed about Daddy’s waist. I gripped him as this rapture surged through me. I panted and groaned, my head tossing from side to side. I whimpered out my delight. My heart pounded so fast in my chest, pumping hot blood through me.

Mommy’s hands slid off my stomach to find my breasts. I groaned as she squeezed my large boobs. She sank her fingers into my soft, lush tits. My nipples tingled as she brushed them, shooting delight down to my pregnant cunt. My twat squeezed around Daddy’s cock, increasing the friction. The pleasure. It was such a wonderful treat.

A remarkable delight.

I squealed and shuddered. My pussy danced around Daddy’s cock. He felt so wonderful about me. This amazing treat that had me aching and shuddering. My cunt throbbed, pulsed. The heat built faster and faster. It was driving me towards an explosion of such wonderful passion.

“Oh, Avalon!” Mommy moaned, her fingers digging into my tits. “You were such a beautiful bride. My daughter… I love you!”

Her pussy gushed juices into my mouth. That wonderful flood of her spicy, incestuous passion bathed my face. I groaned, my body shuddering as her cream poured into my mouth. I made my mommy-bride cum. I gulped them down, reveling in the flavor of her delicious twat. It was a heady rush. I squirmed on the bed, groaning, quivering, loving it so much.

Daddy hammered my pussy as Mommy gasped out her rapture. Her hips wiggled, rubbing her twat across my face. I thrust my tongue into her depths. I fluttered around in her, feeling her passion rippling.

“Daddy!” moaned Mommy. “Our little bride… Oh, my god, our little bride has driven me wild!”

“Good!” snarled Daddy. He thrust hard and deep into me. He buried his cock deep into my twat. “Damn, she’s tight. She’s hot.”

“Cum in our baby girl!” mommy howled. “Cum in our daughter-bride!”

I kept lapping at her as she kept cumming. My own orgasm was just moments away. Her fingers pinched my nipples while Daddy’s cock plundered my pussy. My pregnant belly heaved as I moaned, gripping Mommy’s thighs.

Daddy buried into me. “Little Ava!”

My daddy fired his first load of cum into my pussy as his wife. A hot ripple of delight washed through me. My pussy convulsed and writhed about Daddy’s cock. I milked him as the pleasure rushed through my body.

It was incredible.

Such a delight.

A wonderful treat.

My twat spasmed and writhed about him, the orgasmic treat surging through my body. My eyes squeezed shut. Stars burst across my vision in the dark universe created by my mommy-bride’s wedding skirt. I whimpered and groaned into her pussy as I trembled there, my heart screaming in my chest, pumping hot blood through my veins.

“Damn!” Daddy grunted as that wonderful cum spurted into me. “Oh, yes, yes, Avalon!”

“She’s perfect!” Mommy howled. “Our daughter-bride is wonderful.”

We were united. The three of us. A wonderful family bound by incestuous love. It was amazing. I savored it. I was so glad Mommy and Daddy found the courage to love each other. To create me so I could create Vanessa.

Soon, we would be four.

That thought carried me to such a height of rapture, my pussy convulsing so hard. I screamed out my rapture into Mommy’s pussy as the contractions rippled through my pregnant cunt. I massaged Daddy’s cock as ecstasy consumed me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vanessa Young – May 2048

“I came so hard on your daddy’s cock,” Mommy purred. “Ooh, it was wild.”

I shuddered, my pussy so hot as I suckled on her breast. I had drained her right nipple and was working on her left. Her milk tasted so good. It was sweet with this melony aftertaste, like cantaloupe. It sent this heady rush through me.

I rubbed my thighs together as I popped my nipple off Mommy’s nub. “And I was born not long after?”

“Two days later,” Mommy said. “My perfect, little angel. We were all so happy.”

I smiled even as the itch surged in my pussy.

Mommy’s hand with a delicate casualness slipped between my thighs. I almost didn’t notice it with my attention focused on the juicy heat in my pussy. It was so demanding. So aching for any sort of stimulation. Then I realized where she was going. I groaned as her hand climbed up my thigh, nearing my juicy twat.

I smiled in delight as Mommy touched my vulva. She pressed her fingers into my twat. She rubbed up and down my hot flesh. I groaned with feverish delight. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure rippled through me.

“Mommy!” I groaned at the incestuous touch on my virgin pussy. Someone else was touching me. My mother was touching me!

“Mmm, yes, doesn’t that feel nice?” Mommy purred. She stared into my eyes, that deep green she shared with Daddy. “Doesn’t that just relax away all your fears.”

I nodded my head. I let out a little whimper. It felt incredible.

“If…” I swallowed. “If I gave Daddy my virginity, would he marry me, too?”

Mommy nuzzled closer, her fingers dancing over my pussy lips. She brushed this wicked point. Pleasure burst from it. I gasped, realizing that was my clit. It sent such a heady thrill through my body. My toes curled.

“Do you want to be his bride?” Mommy asked. Her nose rubbed against mine. “Huh?”

My cheeks burned. “Maybe.”

“What do you think?”

“That Daddy loves all his daughters.” I swallowed, my thighs squeezing around Mommy’s hand. Her touch felt incredible. Better than my own fumblings. Already, delight swelled in me. “Would the ceremony be like that? Would I marry you and Grandma?”

“Yep!” Her fingers slid up to my clit. I gasped as she rubbed it. “We’re a family. We share everything.”

I groaned at those words. My body trembled on the bed. My heart beat faster and faster. I shook my head from side to side. Stars rippled through my vision. My toes curled and relaxed. I licked my lips, tasting the lingering breast milk.

“I like that,” I whispered. “That we’re a family. We’re special.”

“Well, not as unique as we once were,” Mommy said. “But, yes, of course. Your Daddy is a stud. You hear him, don’t you? Fucking us.”

My cheeks burned. I nodded my head.

Mommy laughed. “Bet you’ve rubbed a few out thinking about joining us.” Her fingers stroked my clit. “Touched yourself right here.”

I nodded my head again.

“Perfect,” she purred. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the mouth. Not a hot kiss with lots of tongue, but also not a motherly kiss. I whimpered against her as she pushed me over onto my back, moving with me.

Her fiery hair fell about our faces as she nibbled on my lower lip. Then she broke it, her plump breasts rubbing into my small tits. Her nipples brushed mine. Though my breasts weren’t large, my nipples were almost as fat as Mommy’s.

“Mmm, I’m going to relax away all your fears, Vanessa,” Mommy said as she slid down my body, her breasts dragging over my flesh.

“I… I’d like that, Mommy,” I groaned, realizing what she was doing as her heavy tits slid over my stomach. Her nipples were so hard.

“Of course you would,” Mommy said, “you’re my daughter. You might not be as bold as me, but I bet you get as hot as I do.”

“I wish I could be as bold as you,” I said.

She froze, her hands just starting to push my thighs apart. “Oh, honey, no. You are cute being shy. Be yourself, don’t try to be others. We all love you. Even if you don’t want to join us in bed, that won’t change. It’s your choice. We’ll support you no matter what.”

My eyes suddenly stung with emotion. “Thanks. That’s… I mean…”

“I love you, Vanessa.” Mommy stared at me with his greedy glint in her eyes. “Now I’m going to prove it.”

Her hand pushed my thighs apart. I gasped at the feel of my pussy on display. It was right there for her to enjoy. I groaned as she leaned down and nuzzled her lips right into my twat. I groaned as she licked through my flesh. Her tongue attacked me. I shuddered, my heart racing. This wicked thrill ran through me as she lapped at my virgin twat.

Her tongue caressed over my hymen and brushed my clit. I gasped as my mother’s soft lips nuzzling into that sensitive bud. This was even better than masturbating or her fingering me just moments ago.

She sucked. She licked.

She made such a wonderful passion surge through my flesh.

I squirmed on the bed. My head tossed back and forth. I groaned and gasped as her tongue caressed me over and over. This wonderful delight burned through me. I groaned. My heart raced as the pleasure surged through me. I whimpered, humping against her. My thighs gripped her head. I humped and shuddered, loving the feel of her nuzzling into my twat. She gave me such bliss.

“Mommy! Mommy!” I squeaked. I writhed on the bed. I squirmed, grinding against her hungry mouth.

Her tongue darted through my folds and brushed my clit again and again. This wonderful heat built through me. I licked my lips and squirmed. I stared down my body as I humped against Mommy. My small breast jiggled while her green eyes stared up at me. They glinted from my nightstand lamp.

“Mommy!” I groaned. My heart beat faster and faster. I shuddered, gripping her face with my thighs. “Oh, yes, yes! That’s… That’s… That’s the best!”

“Isn’t it?” she asked. She licked her lips. “Mmm, Vanessa, you taste so good, too. You know that?”

“I think so,” I said. “I mean…” My cheeks warmed.

“I like sucking my fingers clean of pussy cream, too,” she said. “It’s just usually your sexy grandma’s not my yummy daughter’s.”

“Mommy!” I gasped as she ducked back down and lapped at me again.

I squirmed on the bed. What did Grandma taste like? What did Mommy? My tongue darted over my lips as Mommy lathed my virgin pussy with her tongue. She licked and lapped across me. I squirmed, humping against her. My thighs gripped her face as the pleasure built and built in me.

It was an incredible rush. I shuddered, my heart screaming in my chest. My blood pumped hot through my veins. I groaned at these incredible sensations Mommy gave me. Everything felt so focused. So sharp. Mommy was bringing me to an incredible orgasm.

It was such an act of love.

I stared down my body and met her green eyes. They brimmed with such passion as she feasted on me. Her tongue licked and lapped up and down my folds, exploring my labia, brushing my clit, playing with my hymen.

Her eyes were the same color as Daddy’s. They burned with such passion for me.

It was intoxicating.

My fingers pinched my nipples. I twisted them, adding more sensations to the rapture building and building between my thighs. I whimpered, tugging on my nubs. Little sparks of pleasure fed the fires Mommy created.

“Oh, Mommy,” I moaned. “Oh, Mommy, yes, yes! I’m going to cum!”

“Mmm, bathe Mommy with all your virgin delights!” she moaned. “Ooh, I love how tart you taste.”

Her tongue attacked the shaved folds of my pussy again. She nibbled on my labia. Then she fluttered through my pedals and found my clit. She danced around it. She suckled on my naughty bud. Pleasure spiked through me.

I gasped.

My fingers tugged hard on my nipples as she nursed on my clit. The pleasure swelled faster now. It wouldn’t be much longer. I felt it swelling and swelling in me. I whimpered and groaned, grinding against her face.

“Mommy! Mommy!”

“Don’t hold back!” she moaned between sucks on my clit.

Her lips latched around the throbbing bud. She suckled hard. I gasped as the rapture surged through my body. I groaned, my breasts jiggling, my fingers pinching my nipples hard. I quivered on the brink of eternity.

Mommy nipped my clit.

The gentle brush of her hard teeth against my sensitive bud set me off. The bliss detonated deep inside of me. An explosion of incestuous rapture, more intense than any masturbatory climax, sent waves of ecstasy washing through my body.

“Mommy!” I howled.

“Yes, yes, bathe me, Vanessa!” Mommy moaned.

My pussy juices seemed to be gushing out of me. They squirted as I shuddered on the bed. Mommy’s tongue lapped up my tart cream. It was incredible. The waves kept cumming. The incestuous bliss kept bathing my mind.

It was fantastic.

I loved it.

I bucked and groaned on the bed. I humped against her as my cream spilled out of me over and over. My head tossed back and forth from the rush of bliss. My body heaved, the bed creaking as I cried out in wordless pleasure.

Mommy lifted her mouth from my twat. She stared down at me, my pussy cream dribbling down her cheeks. “Oh, Vanessa, you’re gorgeous. You’re perfect, you know that. No matter what, I love you.”

“I love you, Mommy!” I gasped, riding my orgasm to its peak. I hung there, trembling. “I’m ready! I’m ready to make love to Daddy!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Harrison “Harry” Young

I rolled off my first daughter, my cock sliding out of her pussy. Michelle was still so beautiful. She’d aged to a mature delight. Skin care products, healthy eating, and exercise had kept her firm and fit even if her tits weren’t as pliant as they once were. They still had a decent amount of perkiness to them. Her nipples were hard, her pussy tight, and her passion delicious.

Of course, I wasn’t any spring chicken. My heart beat fast as it pumped excitement through me. Thanks to that red pill, and healthy living, I managed kept up with both my daughters. I was eager to see if I could handle a third. Vanessa was such a delicious girl. Shy and demure, how Michelle was before she blossomed.

The door creaked open and my other two daughters entered. Avalon and grown into a beautiful woman, her breasts large and swaying. She’d lost her childish mischievousness but now her face held such a ripened delight, her lips plump and naughty.

Vanessa was just such a sight to behold, blushed and breathless, her small breasts rising and falling I loved the long braid of hair she wore. It was such a sexy sight to see her hair pulled back to show off all of her girlish delights. Her blue eyes, the same shade as my first wife’s and Michelle’s, had a glossy gleam.

I noted the pussy juices gleaming on Avalon’s face. My bold daughter had had her fun.

“I’m ready, Daddy,” Vanessa said, stepping forward with a little nudge from Avalon. “I want to make love to you.”

I smiled and patted the bed beside me, Michelle purring in delight.

To be continued…
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Vanessa Young – May 2048

I trembled as I came to my parents’ bed. Grandma’s pussy was leaking Daddy’s cum. She was still a beautiful woman, her hair a wonderful shade of fiery red, her breasts round and plump. She had a toned body; Daddy made sure we were all in good shape and exercised. He was a retired PE coach. Daddy was beside her in bed, his hair an iron gray.

He was such a sexy man. So strong considering his age. He was older than Grandma. He was her daddy, too. And Mommy’s daddy. And mine. I shuddered at how wonderful our family was. I wanted to have his baby, too.

His daughter for him to breed.

Daddy took my hand when I reached the bed, Mommy behind me. I trembled, my small breasts quivering as he drew me onto the mattress. My virgin pussy clenched. His hand was so strong. He stared at me with such passion in his green eyes.

Grandma took my other hand with a gentle touch. “It’s okay, Vanessa,” she said, her thumb stroking the back of my hand. “We just want you to be happy. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

“That’s right,” Mommy said. She grabbed my rump and squeezed it. “Don’t force yourself. We want you to have no regrets.”

“I don’t have any,” I said, still nervous, but I was buzzing from the orgasm Mommy gave me.

“Okay,” Daddy said, smiling. I was his third daughter to come to his bed. “Look at that. Isn’t that a beautiful sight? Your grandmother’s pussy leaking my cum.”

I nodded my head. She had shaved her pussy. It was leaking out of her, her pussy lips thick like Mommy’s. She was so gorgeous. She smiled, her cheeks smooth. Her eyes were blue, like mine. They sparkled. She didn’t look like a Grandma, but a hot, mature woman.

“Oh, it’s more than beautiful,” Mommy said. “It’s yummy.”

I nodded and licked my lips.

Mommy hugged me from behind, her large breasts pressing into my back. She nuzzled into my ear, her nipples hard. They poked against my skin, feeling so naughty. She licked my ear and purred, “Your daddy wants to eat you out first. So why don’t you devour your Grandma while he does it.”

I shuddered at how wicked that sounded.

Mommy let me go, and I crawled between Grandma’s thighs. Everyone was moving around on the bed. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. Juices leaked out of me. They dribbled down my thighs as I shuddered. I leaned down, licking my lips. The heat rose in my cunt. My heart beat fast in my chest, surging hot blood through my veins.

I leaned down and smelled the spicy musk of Grandma’s pussy mixed with the salty scent of cum. My nose twitched. It was such a delight. My mouth watered. My hands rested on her thighs. I felt the warmth of her skin.

“It’s okay,” Grandma said. “Just relax and enjoy yourself. You can’t mess it up. I’ll enjoy it.”

Mommy straddled Grandma’s face and nodded at me. “Yes, she will. I love eating her out full of Daddy’s cum.”

I pressed my head down to Grandma’s twat. I nuzzled into her hot flesh. My tongue flicked out and dove through her pussy. I gathered up this wonderful, salty delight. I groaned at the flavor. This amazing treat. It melted across my tongue. It was incredible.

Salty and spicy.

Grandma vulva and pussy lips felt silky smooth. Her labia felt so amazing on my tongue. I licked again and again. My hands tightened on hers as Grandma moaned into Mommy’s pussy. I stared up her body, Grandma’s smaller breasts jiggling while Mommy’s large tits swayed. Her green eyes smoldered as she watched me.

“That’s it,” moaned Mommy. “Eat her out. Ooh, she loves it. She’s moaning into my cunt.”

That emboldened me. I could hear Grandma’s muffled moans. Her thighs flexed beneath my hands. I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I buried into her depths. I swirled around inside of her. My hands gripped her rump. I massaged her. I squeezed her butt-cheeks.

I scooped out Daddy’s cum from Grandma’s pussy. I lapped up that wonderful treat. I fluttered my tongue around inside of her. She was so warm. Her spicy pussy juices coated my tongue. My lips. I moaned, pressing into her.

“Oh, you are just getting into it, aren’t you?” Daddy said. His hands grabbed my rump. He squeezed my butt-cheeks. He massaged me. “Just loving feasting on your Grandma’s pussy, huh?”

“Yes,” I squeaked, this nervous twist rippling through my stomach at Daddy’s touch. He was so strong. His hands felt rough as they stroked over my rump.

“She’s loving it, Daddy,” Mommy moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side. She ground herself upon Grandma’s mouth. Mommy’s breasts swayed back and forth. “Mmm, just feast on her. Make her cum. She tastes so good.”

“Ate her out already, huh?” Daddy chuckled. “Your mommy always did want to be a bold thing.”

“I devoured her,” Mommy said, sounding proud.

Daddy squeezed my rump again. I felt his breath on my pussy. I shaved it fresh. I trembled as Daddy’s lips nuzzled into my virgin flesh. I whimpered as he licked me while I licked Grandma. This wonderful wave of bliss surged through me.

I squeezed my eyes shut as the bliss swept through me. I groaned as his tongue fluttered through my pussy lips. My hands squeezed Grandma’s thighs. I whimpered as the pleasure surged through me. My hips wiggled from side to side as Daddy licked at my virgin twat.

He swiped over my hymen, brushing my maidenhead. His whiskered cheeks felt incredible on me, so different from Mommy’s smooth flesh. Juices flowed out of me, and he licked them up. I whimpered into Grandma’s pussy as this delight flowed through me.

I thrust my tongue into Grandma’s pussy, licking out all that wonderful cum that was in her. Daddy’s seed. Soon it would be in me. Maybe it would start a child. Another generation bred by daddy. I whimpered, scooping out his salty jizz.

“Ooh, eat her out, Daddy,” Mommy moaned, her hips wiggling back and forth. She ground her pussy on Grandma’s face. “Devour my baby girl. We made her!”

“Yes, we did,” Daddy said, sounding proud.

A hot ripple of joy flooded me.

I moaned into Grandma’s pussy as Daddy devoured me. His tongue lapped up and down my vulva. He brushed my little clit. Pleasure surged through me. My cunt squeezed tight. This incestuous heat rushed through me, making me feel dizzy and loved. I ground on his face, wiggling my hips back and forth.

I fluttered my tongue through Grandma’s folds, stroking her. She whimpered, her breasts shaking. She feasted on Mommy’s pussy as I devoured hers. We were all moaning and gasping. Mommy grasped Grandma’s tits, groping them.

My orgasm built and built. I loved this wonderful delight. Daddy squeezed my rump. He massaged me. His fingers dug into my butt-cheeks. Pleasure surged through me. I groaned, my lips nuzzling into Grandma’s pussy.

I licked and lapped at her twat as Daddy ate me.

We were all moaning and gasping. We were all shuddering. My tongue caressed her hot flesh. I wiggled around inside of her. I couldn’t find any more of Daddy’s cum but there was plenty of her spicy juices.

They were amazing to taste. I reveled in them. My tongue fluttered through her folds. I caressed her. I pleased her. Daddy did the same to me. I whimpered, this amazing pleasure built and built. My cunt squeezed tight. Juices leaked out of me and spilled into his mouth.

He growled as he feasted on me. His fingers dug into my rump.

I trembled and whimpered. “Daddy!”

“Cum!” Mommy moaned. “Just let yourself go. Surrender to the pleasure! Your daddy wants you to drown him in your cream.”

“Yes!” Daddy growled.

He latched onto my clit.

I squealed and found Grandma’s clit. I sucked on her bud. I nibbled on her. My tongue caressed her as I whimpered. The pressure in the depths of my cunny grew. The pleasure swelled and swelled my impending orgasm. It felt so wonderful. I couldn’t hold back.

Didn’t want to hold back.

“Daddy!” I whimpered around Grandma’s clit.

“Cum on his mouth,” moaned Mommy. “Oh, yes, yes, cum on her face! Drown her like I’m going to… to… Yes!”

Mommy’s tits heaved as she clearly orgasmed. I stared at those heaving tits, nipples beading with her yummy milk. Grandma’s thighs tightened around my head as she licked up Mommy’s juices. It gushed out of her and splashed into Grandma’s mouth.

I joined Mommy in climactic rapture.

My pussy convulsed. Pleasure rippled through my body. My cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out of me. They spilled into Daddy’s hungry mouth. I squealed around Grandma’s clit as the pleasure surged through me. Stars burst across my eyes as I whimpered in delight. It was incredible.

Daddy was making me cum. He was giving me such wonderful bliss. It was the best thing in the world to experience. It was an amazing delight. I groaned and gasped, the incestuous rapture surging through my body.

Stars danced before my eyes.

“Daddy! Daddy!” I moaned.

“Oh, Vanessa!” Grandma whimpered.

Her spicy juices flooded my mouth. They bathed my lips. As the pleasure roared through me, her cream spilled over my lips and down my chin. I licked and lapped at that hot flesh. My tongue darted through Grandma’s folds as Daddy lapped up my juices.

“Vanessa, honey!” Daddy groaned as he devoured me.

My virgin pussy convulsed. The bliss surged through me. It was incredible. I wanted to be penetrated. My pussy ached. It was this itch deep inside of me. I wanted him in me. As the pleasure smothered my mind in ecstasy, I needed more.

“Daddy! Daddy! Make me a woman!”

“Yes, yes, make our baby girl into a woman, Daddy!” moaned Mommy. “You’re the best lover, Daddy! You made Mommy and me so happy.”

“So happy!” Grandma moaned.

I could hear how happy they were. I knew they were. Our family had this amazing energy. We were all united in our love for our daddy. He was the patriarch of the family. He cared for us all. He protected us all.

And now he would make love to all of us.

I licked up and down Grandma’s pussy as the pleasure peaked in me. I shuddered as Daddy lifted his face from my pussy. I whimpered. I rubbed my face against Grandma’s cunt. Her juices coated me. I breathed in her spicy musk. It was incredible.

“Oh, Vanessa, you’re going to love becoming a woman,” Mommy moaned. “You’re going to melt in delight when Daddy’s in you. He’s going to breed you.”

I shuddered. “I want that! Please, please, knock me up like you knocked Mommy and Grandma and Great-Grandma Rachel up.” All the shyness I’d felt, the fear, was gone. I was ready. “I want your baby, Daddy. I want a piece of you, too.”

Daddy squeezed my rump. “Vanessa, I would be honored. I love you.”

I turned around to face him, my small breasts quivering. We knelt there, his cock throbbing before him. His chest was still muscular despite his age. He had such a strength about him. He was handsome even with wrinkles across his face.

He grabbed me and pulled me to him. He kissed me with hunger. I moaned as I tasted the tart flavor of my own pussy on his lips, merging with the spicy delight of Grandma’s twat already staining my mouth. I whimpered as his cock rubbed into my stomach, throbbing hard. He pressed me against his chest. My nipples throbbed against him as I trembled in delight.

My tongue darted around in his mouth. I played with him. His hands grabbed my rump. He pulled me to him. I shuddered at feeling his cock throbbing against me. This was wonderful. I clung to him, loved him.

I could kiss him for eternity.

“Aren’t they just beautiful together?” Grandma said.

“I know,” Mommy said. “I’m starting to tear up.”

“That’s not stopping you from donning your strap-on.”

“Well, I’m also horny.” Mommy laughed. “But they are gorgeous. You know I’ve wanted this since before I made love to Daddy. To have my own daughter love him like I did. To have that thrill you did.”

“It’s a beautiful thing,” Grandma said. “Just like you. Mmm, you going to use that on me?”

“Yep.”

I shivered, the bed moving. I had a glimpse of Mommy out of the corner of my eye, her large breasts heaving as she pulled on her strap-on. I’d heard of it. She loved using it on Grandma. I trembled as I saw the purple shaft bobbing before her, thrusting from a harness.

I broke the kiss and moaned, “Is that the same strap-on from when you were my age?”

“Same dildo,” Mommy said. “Different harness. I broke the original.”

“So eager to fuck me, she yanked too hard and tore the strap,” said Grandma. “You were about two or three Vanessa.”

I shuddered.

“Don’t worry,” Mommy said, grabbing her fake cock. “I’ll fuck you with this, too. But your daddy gets your first time, doesn’t he?”

“He does,” I said, nodding. I shuddered in Daddy’s arms, his cock throbbing against my stomach. “I want him to make me into a woman. Right now!”

“Right now?” Daddy asked. “I mean, it’s late.”

I blinked at that. I glanced at the clock. It was late. Almost 2 in the morning, but I was fourteen now. I was so ready to lose my virginity. I didn’t want to wait for morning. What if I changed my mind? What if I got shy?

“Daddy?” I asked, feeling nervous now.

“Don’t tease her,” Grandma said. Her hand stroked down my back. “Trust me, your daddy is just messing with you. He wants to take your cherry. He’s been waiting for this day.”

Daddy grinned at me.

I gave him a playful smack on the shoulder. “That’s mean, Daddy. Maybe I don’t want to let you pop my cherry.”

I thought I would tease him back, see that look of disappointment flick across his face. Instead, he kissed me. With hunger. I groaned as he pressed me back on the bed, his tongue darting into my mouth. I shuddered at his strength. His power. I felt so wonderfully helpless beneath him as he settled on top of me. His whiskers rubbed on my cheeks. I groaned, my body trembling from my orgasm when he’d eaten out my pussy.

He broke the kiss. “You don’t want me to pop your cherry, huh?”

I whimpered as his hand cupped my small breast. He squeezed my little titties. I squirmed beneath him. I felt his cock pressing into my shaved flesh, his shaft rubbing on my naughty bits. My clit throbbed as he ground his dick into me. Pleasure rippled through me.

I stared into his eyes, those green depths. They were so powerful. I felt the strength of his passion, his cock so hard against me. It was incredible. I whimpered at the strength of him. His shaft rubbed up and down my pussy.

“Don’t want to feel my cock sliding into your pussy, do you?” he asked, his thumb massaging my clit. Pleasure stirred through me.

My toes curled. I whimpered at the feel of him. It was a delicious thrill as he stared down at me. My pussy drank in the feel of his cock rubbing against me. My virgin cunt squeezed. Juices leaked out of me, lubing the glide.

“Daddy,” I whimpered.

“Huh?” he said. “I know your mother would love to feel my cock sliding into her.”

“Oh, I would,” Mom said as she pressed Grandma down beside me. Grandma’s round breasts jiggled. “I would love to have his cock in me.”

“Daddy,” I groaned again, squirming on the bed. Ripples of pleasure washed through me. “I… I want you to. I was just teasing you.”

“Were you?” he asked, humping against me. “Huh. What a naughty daughter I have.”

“You should spank her,” Mommy said, mounting Grandma, the dildo thrusting before her.

My eyes widened. I shook my head. “I haven’t been bad, Daddy. I’m sorry.”

“Oh, honey, your daddy is still teasing you,” Grandma said. Her hand found mine. She squeezed it. “Just relax. He’s an amazing lover.”

“Yep,” Mommy said. She winked at me. “Ooh, I’m going to fuck your Grandma so hard while you become a woman.”

“Yes!” Grandma moaned, squeezing me. The dildo was sliding into her pussy, filling her up. Grandma’s face twisted in delight.

I wanted that.

“Daddy, please,” I moaned, my thighs locking around his waist. “Please, please, I want you in me.”

“Popping your cherry?” he asked, massaging my nipple. Pleasure rippled through me. Juices flowed out of me.

“Yes!” I nodded my head. “Please, please, Daddy. Won’t you do that for me? Won’t you slide into me.”

He grinned at me. “You’re just perfect, Vanessa. I love you.”

I shuddered as he kissed me. His tongue thrust into my mouth. It was an amazing delight. A wonderful treat. I groaned into our incestuous kiss. His tongue darted around inside of me. I gripped him tight as my small body trembled beneath him.

Still massaging my nipple with his thumb, his other hand reached between us. I shuddered as he shifted his cock. I gasped when I felt his dick sliding down my pussy folds. I shuddered at the feel of him caressing me. Sparks burst from my little clit.

His dick found the entrance to my pussy. He pressed right there on my hymen. I felt that wonderful pressure. That amazing delight. My maidenhead stretched and stretched. I whimpered into the kiss, feeling pain.

Grandma’s hand squeezed mine.v

My family was all here. Mommy, Daddy, and Grandma. They all loved me. None of them would ever hurt me. I knew I would feel such pleasure. I relaxed into this, trusting Daddy. His strong lips were on mine. His thumb massaged my clit.

His cock popped my cherry.

I squealed in delight as Daddy’s cock buried into my pussy. My twat spread wider and wider, stretching to accommodate his huge dick. My body trembled, my pussy clinging to him as he penetrated deeper into my depths.

He entered my untouched flesh.

Daddy was in me. Filling me. I was a woman now. Just like he’d made Mommy, Grandma, and even my great-grandmother into women. He loved us all. I clutched to him, my fingers clawing at his back as his cock filled me.

Pleasure rushed through me.

Daddy broke the kiss. He stared down at me, his green eyes brimming with his passion. I smiled at him as my pussy clenched around his cock. He was so deep in me. I was born to take his cock in me. To be stretched open by my Daddy.

It felt so right.

I was made to enjoy him. “Daddy, I love you.”

“My little Vanessa,” he groaned, his cock twitching in my pussy. “You’re perfect.”

“Daddy!” Grandma moaned, her fingers squeezing my hand. “Oh, Daddy, love her. Give her all the bliss you gave Mommy and me and our Little Avalon.”

“Yes!” Mommy moaned, her hips pumping away. She fucked Grandma hard, their breasts rubbing together, her green eyes smoldering. “Fuck her, Daddy! Pound our little girl’s pussy. Cum in her! Breed her!”

“Yes!” I gasped, seeing how wild Mommy was. She was pumping away so fast. “Do that to me, Daddy! Fuck me like Mommy’s fucking Grandma.”

“Mmm, you are your mother’s daughter,” Daddy said.

I smiled up at him then I groaned as he moved. His muscles clenched around his dick. I clung to him. The pleasure surged through me. This amazing heat rippled through my flesh. I groaned out in delight, clawing at his back as he thrust into me. He buried his cock deep into my twat. It was incredible. I whimpered, clutching to him as Daddy moved on top of me.

He pumped away at me. He thrust hard and deep into me. His dick filled me over and over. It was such a treat. A wonderful delight to experience. I whimpered and groaned as he plowed into me. He buried his cock again and again into me. My deflowered flesh clenched around him, pleasure rippling through me.

My thighs held him. I clung to him. I stared into his eyes as he rammed into me again and again. His cock was amazing. It was a delight to experience. I whimpered and moaned as he thrust hard and fast into me. It was a treat to feel his dick pumping in and out of me.

It was incredible.

“Daddy!” I gasped.

“She loves it!” Mommy moaned, pounding Grandma with the strap-on.

“Yes, she does,” Grandma moaned. “Ooh, Avalon, just like that. Fuck Mommy’s pussy. Mmm, you’re such a sweet girl.”

Grandma clung to my hand as we both writhed beneath our lovers. Our family member. Incestuous delight rippled through me. I groaned as the pleasure buried deep into me. Daddy rammed into me. My pussy clung to him, drinking in the friction.

It swelled my orgasm. It was incredible. Better than getting eaten out. Definitely better than my own masturbation. My twat clung to Daddy’s cock. I gripped him as he buried into me again and again. His balls smacked into me. He filled me over and over.

“Daddy! Daddy!”

“Yes,” he growled. “My sweet Vanessa. You feel incredible. So tight.”

“Mmm, make him cum, honey!” Mommy moaned, her hips thrusting down, burying her dildo over and over into Grandma’s pussy. “Make our daddy cum with that tight, little cunt of yours!”

“Your so naughty, Mommy!” I moaned, the bed rocking, creaking from our passion.

Daddy thrust faster. Harder. I groaned as he pumped his cock into my twat. My flesh clenched around me. I groaned and squeezed around him. My pussy clung to his dick. Pleasure surged through me. I whimpered and moaned. My nipples throbbed against his strong chest. His weight felt amazing on me.

Comforting.

His nose nuzzled into mine. He kissed me. I groaned at the feel of him sliding into me. It was incredible. This wonderful delight. It was such an incredible passion. I groaned and gasped, my cunt holding Daddy tight.

His every thrust brought me closer and closer to erupting. To that moment when his cum would spurt into me. I clung to him, whimpering and moaning. My fingernails clawed his back. The bed creaked as he hammered into me.

“Daddy!” I whimpered. “Oh, Daddy!”

“That’s it,” he growled. “Don’t fight it. Embrace it. I can feel how much you love it. You were made for this, honey. You were born to be united with me.”

“I was!” I gasped, my thighs squeezing tight around him. My cunt clenched around him. “I was born to love you, Daddy. I love you. I want you to cum in me. I want to have your baby! Please, please, Daddy!”

He rammed into me. He buried hard. It was incredible. Such powerful strokes. I whimpered, my pussy clinging to him. The silky friction built and built my orgasm. I came closer and closer to erupting. I would explode on his cock.

It would be amazing. Stars danced before my eyes. My fingernails clawed at his back. I gripped him. I shuddered beneath him. My pussy clung to him. I drank in the friction of Daddy’s thrusts. His balls smacked into me.

“Look at her,” whimpered Mommy. “Look at her. She’s about to cum.”

“She is,” Grandma moaned. “Oh, she’s a beautiful girl. You and Daddy made something special.”

“So did Daddy and you,” Mommy said.

They kissed beside me, their bodies writhing together, building towards that same pleasure I felt growing in me. Daddy grunted and groaned. He moaned. That must mean I made him feel good. That he loved my pussy as much as Mommy’s and Grandma’s.

I clutched Grandma’s hand. I clung to her as my orgasm swelled. I couldn’t take much more of this wonderful delight. The pleasure swelled and swelled inside of me. This amazing rapture surged through me. I groaned, the sensations sending me screaming towards that amazing bliss. I whimpered and groaned, my pussy squeezing down on Daddy’s big cock.

Daddy slammed into me. His pubic bone rubbed against my clit. My pussy clung to his dick. I squealed beneath him. I stared up into his green eyes. I saw the passion burning in them as he drew back and thrust in again.

“Oh, Daddy!” I whimpered. I felt it. I was moments away.

“I love you,” he groaned and rammed forward.

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” I gasped as he buried into me.

I came on my daddy’s cock. On the dick that created me in Mommy’s womb. Pleasure exploded inside my cunt. My pussy writhed around his shaft as he pumped in and out of me. The waves of incestuous bliss rushed through my body.

“Oh, Daddy!” I howled. “Oh, yes, yes, Daddy! That’s amazing!”

It was incredible. The bliss surged through me. My cunt rippled about his dick. My thighs clung to him, the pleasure bursting through my body with his every thrust. I trembled beneath him, my small breasts rubbing into his chest.

His cock slammed hard into me as he moaned, “Vanessa!”

“Cum in her, Daddy!” moaned Mommy. “Spurt all your jizz into her. Flood her!”

“Yes, Ava!” he growled.

“Love her, Daddy!” Grandma moaned, her voice throaty. Was she cumming, too? “Breed her.”

My pussy convulsed harder. Another orgasm, bursting with ecstasy, swept through me. I bucked beneath daddy, clinging to him. My cunt writhed around his cock. His dick buried into me. He filled me to the hilt.

His cum fired into me. Daddy bred me.

“Vanessa!” he groaned.

He flooded me with all his spunk. I whimpered and groaned beneath him, my pussy milking him. The delight surged through me. Stars danced before my eyes as more and more of his incestuous seed filled me.

“Give me a baby, Daddy!” I howled as my climatic rapture burst through my body. It was the best. Incredible.

I was one with my Daddy, just like all the women who came before me. Mommy, Grandma, and Great-Grandma Rachel. They all had had this delight. This wonderful pleasure. They felt Daddy’s seed fire into them and quicken new life in their wombs.

I kissed Daddy hard. My tongue darted around inside his mouth. Beside us, Mommy and Grandma moaned their pleasure, kissing and loving each other. We were a family. We were united in wild passion.

Daddy fired a final blast of cum into me, groaning into our kiss. I felt so full of his cum. He brimmed in me. This was the best birthday of my life. It was an incredible passion. A delight that rippled through me.

Daddy panted as he broke the kiss. He rolled off of me, his cock sliding out of my pussy. I groaned at the feel of him popping out of me. It was just perfect. His seed was in me. I gasped as Mommy grabbed a pillow and shoved it up beneath my rump.

“That’s to let the cum pool around your cervix and make sure you’re bred,” she said as she slid out of Grandma’s pussy.

“Thank you,” I said and then blinked as Mommy moved between my thighs. “Um, are you going to eat me out?”

“I want to give you another orgasm,” she said. “Get your cervix spasming in the puddle of cum pooling against it. You know, make sure his sperm is getting to your egg.”

I blushed. “You know a lot about this.”

“I think she’s just making things up because she wants to lick my cum out of your pussy,” Daddy said, cuddling up beside me.

Mommy winked at me.

I giggled in delight. I was so glad I had this amazing family. I turned my head and kissed Daddy while Grandma slipped up to my other side. She cupped my breast and leaned over, sucking a nipple into my mouth.

Then I groaned as Mommy nuzzled into my pussy. Her tongue licked through my folds, gathering up the jizz that was inside of me. My body trembled, my breasts jiggling. The pleasure flowed through me.

I was surrounded by my family. I was so happy. I broke the kiss with Daddy and moaned, “When are we getting married?”

“When your nine months pregnant,” Mommy said, lifting her face. “It’s a tradition in this family.”

“It is?” Grandma asked. “I wasn’t pregnant when I married Daddy.”

“It’s a tradition now,” Mommy said and then buried her face back into my pussy and licked.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Harrison “Harry” Young – October 2050

Damn prostate.

I slipped out of bed as quietly as I could, not wanting to disturb my three daughters slumbering away. Most nights, I had to get up at least two times to piss. I sighed as I slipped out, feeling my age. That was easy with three horny daughters, especially Avalon. Her sex drive only seemed to have increased since Vanessa joined our bed two and a half years ago.

I grabbed a robe, belted it on, and made the lonely trek to the bathroom like I’d done so many times before. Light bled from downstairs. Someone had left the kitchen light on. The house’s operating system should have shut it off at this time.

I’d have to look into that in the morning. I hoped it wasn’t getting a bug.

“Smart homes,” I snorted. That was something I never imagined having when I was Vanessa’s age. But that was a different century. A different millennium. I burst into the bathroom and sighed as I stood over the toilet and released my urine.

My toes flexed. Tomorrow would be a good day. I was eager for the marathon. I’d run it every year. Avalon and Vanessa were racing with it, though Melissa was giving it a pass. She was getting some soreness in her hip joints and had switched to swimming for her exercise.

I had both my knees replaced and my right hip. I was eager for it.

Toilet flushing, I stumbled out and paused at my son’s bedroom. After three daughters, I had a boy. I creaked open the door, staring at the toddler sleeping in his rocket ship bed. We had to buy whole new items for him. No hand me downs. I didn’t mind the expense.

He would grow up to be a fine, young man. Maybe I should make a sister. I never wanted more than one child, my first wife Rachel not wanting to contribute to overpopulation. Maybe I should break that rule with Vanessa. See if she couldn’t make a sister for Harry Junior to love.

My dick twitched at that idea.

I closed the door and padded down the hallway. I reached my bedroom. As I opened the door, the light from downstairs shed enough illumination to allow me to see the three generations of daughters I’d bred. Vanessa was cuddled up to Melissa on one side of the bed while Avalon was on the other, her hand reaching towards my spot. They took turns on which two could sleep beside me.

I paused, drinking in their beauty. I was a lucky man. They all looked so peaceful. I didn’t have the heart to wake them up. I could make a daughter in Vanessa another night. She was a young and fertile sixteen now.

I doffed my robe and closed the door behind me with a gentle touch. I worked across the room and slipped into bed like a thief. Avalon murmured. She pulled herself to me, pressing her large, soft breasts into my side.

“Daddy,” she mewled in that half-sleep way she did.

I kissed her forehead. Melissa’s hand brushed my hip as she slept holding Vanessa, my youngest daughter sleeping with her back to me now, her face pressed into her grandmother’s breasts. I idly ran a finger down Vanessa’s spine before I close my eyes.

I drifted off to sleep. Into dreams.

I found myself standing in a familiar field of wildflowers. One that hadn’t existed in the real world for decades. It was here that I first made love to Rachel and later our daughter, Melissa. I’d wanted to take Avalon here, but the wildfire had destroyed it.

“There you are,” Rachel said.

My first wife sat on a picnic blanket spread out in the little dell, that private valley that hid us from the sight of any hikers moving through the trail at the other end of the field. She was naked, looking as lovely as the first time I took her here. She had the same blue eyes as Melissa and Vanessa, her hair blonde, swaying in the breeze.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she said, shaking her head in mock exasperation. She patted the ground beside her.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just…” I frowned. Why was I late?

“You had our daughter to take care of,” she said. “And my granddaughter and great-granddaughter.” A smile crossed her lips before she let out an amused giggle. “I never imagined you for such a pervert, Harry.”

My cheeks warmed. There had always been that lingering guilt in me when I wondered what Rachel would have thought about Melissa and me. It had faded after a while, but sometimes, especially when I thought of the first woman I’d loved, it would come back.

“You’re not mad?” I asked, approaching the blanket. “That I’d seduced our daughter?”

She patted beside her. I sank down and studied her youthful face. She took my hand, and I noticed that the liver spots around my knuckles were gone. My skin looked smooth. I stared down my chest and saw no gray hairs. I looked like I did when I was young.

“You made our daughter happy,” Rachel said. She leaned her head against mine. “And she made you happy. How could I be mad about that?”

I found my arm slipping around her shoulders. It felt so familiar. It had been so long since she’d died, and yet it felt like just yesterday that we’d cuddled together. There was a long time when I thought she would be the only woman I would ever love.

“I miss you,” I said. “I wish…”

“That I could have been a part of your pervy harem?” She laughed. “Oh, I’m not sure the living me would have been okay with that, but…” She smiled. “Perspective can change your views on things.”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Mmm, you knocked up my daughter, granddaughter, and great-granddaughter.” She shook her head. “You are a randy thing.”

I gave her a proud smile.

She laughed. “Such a cocky man. That’s the smile you had on your lips after you made me cum the first time.”

“Right here,” I said. “I remember you convulsing around me.”

“And I remember how scared I was until my period came.” She shuddered. “I thought I was too young to have a baby. Our daughter, on the other hand, well, she didn’t have that problem.”

“None of them did.”

Rachel laughed again, such a naughty sound. “Mmm, and I know you liked breeding them.”

“I can’t deny that.” I smiled as I turned to her. I stared into her blue eyes. “I never stopped loving you, though.”

“I know.” She leaned in and kissed me.

Her lips were sweet. I groaned as I savored it, a heady rush surging through me. That young fire burned through my veins. She whimpered against me. Her hand pressed onto my chest, curling through my chest hairs.

“Mmm,” she purred when she broke our kiss. “I missed you, Harry. I love you.”

I smiled. I stretched out on my back, Rachel cuddling up beside me. A perfect, blue sky spread out before me. I held her and smiled. This was a wonderful dream. I idly stroked her shoulder, her hand caressing my chest.

Fingers twined through my chest hairs. Her lips nibbled against the side of my jaw. I turned to her and found her eyes. They were the same color as the sky. Just as deep and intense. I stared into them, seeing eternity spreading out before me.

I kissed her again with hunger. I hadn’t been with my wife in so long. I rolled on top of her, staring into her blue eyes, and slipped into rapture. I loved Rachel once again. She quivered beneath me. I felt so light. I could just float away.

It was perfect.

Peaceful.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vanessa Young – February 2063

My wedding ring flashed, the pink diamond glinting as I pumped my hand up my son’s cock. He was fourteen now, just turned it only an hour ago. He was pounding on my bedroom door the moment it turned midnight, the scamp waiting in the hallway. He groaned beside me on the bed, his chest rising and falling as I stroked his dick faster.

“Mmm, and that’s how your father took my virginity and made you,” I purred, telling him such a wicked bedtime tale.

Harry Jr. groaned. His chest, filling out into a man’s strength, rose and fell. His dick, as impressive as his father’s, twitched in my hand. He stared at me with those intense, green eyes, his red hair swaying in a tangled mess.

“Mom,” he groaned, his voice deeper now. He was growing up so fast. “Oh, Mom. That story was hot!”

“Mmm, that’s it,” I purred, stroking his cock for the first time. “Cum for Mommy. Show her how grown up you are.”

“Shit!” he cursed, his cock twitching.

He erupted.

I smiled in delight as his hot cum splattered my round tits. They’d filled out since that day nearly fifteen years ago when Daddy had taken my virginity and turned a shy girl into a woman. Now I was turning his son into a man.

I loved the feel of Harry’s cum splattering my breasts. They spilled over my curves. His cum ran down my stomach, painting my flesh. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. It had been so long since I had a dick in me.

Only dildos and fingers for nearly twelve years. The drought ended tonight.

“Oh, that’s a big load,” Mom said as she stood nearby filming it. She was streaming it to Grandma in her hospital room. “Mmm, Harry, you’re turning into such a man, aren’t you?”

“I am, Grandma,” Harry said, panting. He sounded so proud of splattering me with his cum.

“You are so much like your father,” I said, savoring the jizz dripping down my tits.

“I am?” Harry asked.

He never really knew our father. Daddy had passed away in his sleep when Harry Jr. was two-and-a-half. Old age had caught up to him. We buried him beside Great-Grandma Rachel. I had a dream that night that they were making love in a field of wildflowers.

I liked to think they were there still, watching over us.

“Yes, you are,” I said, nuzzling into my son’s cheek and kissing him. “Mmm, you’re just as sexy as him. You make me just as wet.”

With a bold hand, he shoved it between my thighs and rubbed me. I shuddered at the masculine touch. His fingers were rough and strong, sliding up and down my wet folds. I whimpered, my pussy clenching.

“Mmm, he’s still hard,” Mommy said. “No pill needed. That’s youth for you, huh?”

I giggled. “He’s eager, Mom. Ooh, he’s rubbing hard. He wants to slip in me.”

“I do!” Harry groaned then thrust a pair of fingers into my twat. I gasped, squeezing down on him. “So bad. I want to make love to you, Mom.”

“And I want you to make a baby in me,” I moaned as he thrust his fingers in and out of me. “A sister. You have to carry on the family tradition. Your own daughter to breed and love and marry. Just like your father.”

Harry Jr. beamed at me then kissed me with his hungry mouth. I closed my eyes and shuddered in delight. It was time to make my son into a man.

To be continued…
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Avalon Young – May 2048

“Aren’t they beautiful, Mom?” I asked, holding my phone to film my daughter, Vanessa, and her son. They were on the bed, his cum spurting and splashing across Vanessa’s breasts and stomach. Emotion misted my eyes at the incestuous sight.

“Yes,” Mom said. She was watching the feed broadcast from my phone to her tablet. She was in her hospital bed, a smile on her face. Her wonderful, red hair was gone, lost to the treatment for her bone cancer.

I was worried she was going to join Daddy and Grandma Rachel soon, but I was glad she could watch this. My grandson, Harry Jr., had just turned fourteen. He was a handsome, young man. He looked so much like Daddy, but with this boyish beauty. He had this enthusiasm. He panted and groaned, licking his lips.

I was so wet as I watched him and Vanessa love each other. They were going to make a baby, hopefully, a sister-daughter for Harry to love and marry and continue on the family tradition. I smiled thinking that.

I hoped Daddy was watching from up in heaven.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vanessa Young

My son sucked on my nipple with hunger. I groaned, glancing at Mom filming. She still looked sexy, her fiery hair spilling around her head, her breasts large and soft. My hand squeezed my son’s still-hard cock. He was so eager for it.

So was I. I hadn’t been with a man since Daddy passed away twelve years ago. My son sucked with hunger. I shuddered at the hungry suckles. He was such a good boy. His tongue felt amazing on my nipple. He swirled around my nub between his nurses. My pussy clenched, the heat washing through my body.

I was so excited for my son’s first time. For taking his virginity, and his seed. I would make him into a man, and he would make me into a mommy a second time. I shuddered, my pussy growing hotter. His cum ran down my stomach.

“Oh, such a good boy,” I groaned. “Ooh, Harry, you’re just like your dad. Mmm, that’s good.”

Mom moved closer, filming the fun, streaming this to Grandma. My cunt clenched, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My thighs rubbed together. My clit throbbed and ached. His every suck sent pleasure zapping down to my twat. His hand squeezed my tit as he sucked. He growled with his hunger.

I shuddered on the bed. This was incredible. He popped his mouth off my nipple. He panted, staring at me. His young face held so much of Daddy in his features. The jawline, the full lips, the green eyes.

He made me so wet.

“Mom,” he groaned, licking his lips. His hand shot down to my crotch. He squeezed my thigh, his fingers pressing in between my legs, reaching for my shaved pussy. “Can I eat your twat before I fuck you?”

Mom giggled.

He glanced at her and grinned. “Her pussy tastes good, right, Grandma?”

“Oh, yes,” Mom purred. “I love eating your pussy, Vanessa.”

“She’s good at it,” I said, my heart pounding heat through my veins. “And of course you can. Your dad was good at it, too. I bet you’re a natural.”

“Then stretch out, Mom, and let me do it,” he said, such command in him. I wanted that strength from him. He would be the head of the next generation of our family.

I leaned back on the bed, my breasts jiggling. I shifted, his cum coating my stomach. I played with it, stirring his jizz around with my finger. I spread my thighs for him, exposing the pussy that birthed him.

He licked his lips as he stared between my thighs. I knew he had seen pussy before. He had found porn on the internet. His green eyes stared at my cunt with hunger. Juices leaked out of me, dripping down to my ass and soaking the bed.

My breasts rose and fell as his strong hands planted on my thighs. He caressed up and down them, his hands feeling so much like his father’s. They were large, his fingers strong. He let out a growl. My fourteen-year-old son darted his head down.

He pressed his mouth into my pussy. His tongue flicked out. The pleasure surged through me as he licked and lapped at my twat. His tongue darted through my folds. He lapped at me, licking at my cunt. His clit brushed mine, sparks flaring.

“Look at him go, Mom,” my mom said to Grandma, leaning closer. “Mmm, he’s a stud.”

Harry seemed to be encouraged by that. He licked harder, lapping at me with such a hunger. I gasped, trembling beneath him. My breasts jiggled. Whimpering, I swiped up the cum on my belly and brought it to my lips.

I popped it into my mouth. I sucked on it, moaning at the flavor. My cunt clenched, the heat surging through me. I tossed my head as his tongue brushed my clit. He swirled around it. His hands stroked up and down my thighs as he feasted on me.

“Doing good?” Mom asked me.

“He’s his father’s son,” I moaned, trembling, savoring a man licking me. My son! This was so exciting. This must be what Daddy felt like when I came to his bed. That thrill of my offspring loving me. Of showing my child the pleasure of sex.

“Mmm, he looks like it,” Mom said. “That’s it, Harry, honey. Make your Mommy cum. She deserves it.”

“I will, Grandma,” Harry said. He thrust his tongue deep into my twat.

I gasped. My tongue flicked across my lips. My mouth itched. I was feeling good, but what about my son? I wanted to do such naughty things to him. I wanted to love him all night. I humped against him, this desire swelling and swelling in me.

“Let me suck your cock,” I moaned.

He lifted his head from my pussy, my juices glistening on his lips. “But… I mean… You haven’t cum…” Then he smiled. “You want us to sixty-nine?”

“Mmm, yes. Don’t you want Mommy sucking on your big dick while you eat her pussy.”

He nodded. This boyish eagerness crossed his lips. “How do we do it?”

“You stretch out on your back,” I said. “I’ll be on top. It’s easier for Mommy to be on top with you.”

“I like being on bottom with her,” Mommy said. “Feeling her weight on me as she licks at my pussy, her twat planted on my face. It’s such a treat.”

“I bet,” Harry said.

I sat up, my body trembling with delight. He stretched out on the bed, his body lanky. He was filling out with the same strength as his father, but he wasn’t quite as broad in the shoulders. He was taller, though.

I crawled up his body, my breasts swaying. Then I spun around, threw my right leg over his head, and lowered my body down to his. His hands grabbed my ass. I gasped as he yanked my pussy the last few inches down to his lips.

“Harry!” I moaned as he sucked right on my nub, his nose nuzzling into the folds of my pussy. “Mmm, that’s good. Ooh, Mommy likes that.”

I wiggled from side to side, grinding my cunt on his hungry mouth. The pleasure surged through me. His tongue flicked through my folds. I trembled, my hair spilling down my face as I stared at his throbbing cock thrusting from his fiery bush.

I grabbed my son’s cock. I licked my lips. I had created this dick inside of me. Daddy had started him in me. I shuddered as he licked at me. Harry was a union of Daddy and me, a product of our incestuous love.

I sucked on his cock. My mouth engulfed him. I bobbed my head, working my lips up and down his dick. He groaned into my twat as my cheeks hollowed. I loved him. My son tasted amazing, his precum spilling over my tongue.

I wiggled my hips back and forth, my nipples rubbing into his stomach. I sucked on him with hunger. I loved my big boy. His hands massaged my rump. He kneaded my ass. His fingers dug into my flesh, pulling me tight against his hungry mouth.

“How is she?” Mom asked. “I taught her to suck dick. Is she doing good, honey?”

“So good, Grandma,” Harry groaned into my pussy. He thrust his tongue deep into my cunt.

I moaned around his dick. My passion hummed around his cock. I sucked hard. My tongue danced around his crown. I gathered his salty precum while his tongue rooted through me. He swirled around, teasing me.

I cupped his balls. I massaged him. His nuts felt so swollen as I kneaded them. They were full of his cum. The cum that would breed me. My lusts surged through me. My cunt squeezed around his tongue. I whimpered about his cock as the bliss rippled through me.

The bed creaked as I shuddered atop him. My orgasm surged towards me. My son was bringing me to that wonderful climax. I craved it. I wanted it so badly. I sucked with such passion. My cheeks hollowed as I loved him.

“Damn, Mom!” he groaned. “Oh, damn, that’s good.”

“Mmm, are you going to cum in your mommy’s mouth?” Mom asked, leaning over us. “Huh?”

“Getting there.”

His balls twitched in my hand. I wanted that jizz in me. I bobbed my head with hunger. With such alacrity. I hungered for my spunk. His tongue fluttered through my folds. His lips brushed my labia. My clit.

He sucked on it.

I gasped, bucking on him. My nipples rubbed into his stomach. I felt his strength. He wasn’t as soft as Mom. He was turning into a man. His fingers dug into my rump. He sucked hard on my clit. He loved it.

I loved him.

My pussy clenched. My orgasm swelled and swelled. Stars danced before my eyes as I came closer and closer to exploding. I wiggled from side to side. My son was such a delicious treat. An amazing stud. I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me.

“Mom!” he moaned.

He licked my clit.

I exploded.

I growled around his cock. I sucked hard on him as the pleasure surged around me. Stars increased, dancing with sparks. Juices gushed out of me. I bathed my son’s face as I moaned hard. I sucked on him. I nursed on him, hungering for him.

Waves of bliss surged across my mind. It spilled over my thoughts, drowned me. My body trembled on him. He licked at me. He lapped at my cunt, stimulating me while growling. His fingers my flesh squeezed tight.

“Mom!” he groaned.

His cock twitched.

Hot cum spurted into my mouth. I moaned as I savored fresh cum filling my mouth. It was so incredible to taste again. That amazing flavor of incestuous spunk. It spilled over my tongue. I gulped it down, the thick cream warming to my belly.

“Are you cumming?” Mom asked. “Are you flooding your Mommy’s mouth with that hot seed.”

“Fuck, I am!” Harry groaned into my twat.

My orgasm intensified as I drank my son’s cum. It was incredible. He kept spurting. So much jizz. This wonderful treat. It left me dizzy. I felt this heady rush ripple through me. Stars danced over my eyes.

My hips wiggled from side to side. My cunt clenched and spasmed. His tongue flicked through my folds as I sucked out the last of his cum. Then he panted and groaned. I felt his body shuddering beneath mine.

I loved him.

I popped my mouth off his cock. “Ooh, did you like that? Did you like Mommy sucking on your cock.”

“It was awesome, Mom!”

I smiled at his enthusiasm. I rolled off of him and turned around. I cuddled up to my son. He looked at me, my pussy juices staining his lips. I smelled my tart cunt cream. I shuddered as he cupped my face and kissed me with hunger.

I loved the feel of his tongue. Mom leaned over us. She filmed it for Grandma. I shuddered as I tasted my twat on his lips. My tongue darted through his mouth. We dueled, loving each other. The bed creaked beneath us.

Exhilaration pumped through me.

I wanted to make a baby with him so much. I wanted to be bred by my son. This was incredible. I gasped as this surge of bliss shot through me. His hand stroked my side up to my tit. He cupped it as we kissed.

I broke the kiss and smiled at him. “Mmm, how is this so far?”

“Awesome,” he said, green eyes sparkling. “A few of my friends told me how hot it was fucking their moms.”

“Mmm, their mommies made them into men.” This hot rush ran through me. “But did they breed their mothers?”

“No,” he said. “They were just getting taught. You know, so they could enjoy other girls and treat them right.”

“Some people have to breed out of the family,” Mom said. “But you’re going to put a daughter in your mother, aren’t you? Huh, going to give me a great-granddaughter. I want to see you marry her.”

“Grandma,” Harry groaned, his cheeks going red. “That’s so far in the future. I just want to enjoy tonight.”

“But you do want to breed me, right?” I asked, his hand squeezing my breast. “You want to slide your cock into my pussy and fill me with all your seed?”

His cock swelled hard again. It pressed into my belly. I felt him throbbing.

“Mmm, you’re getting so hard,” I said, staring into his green eyes. “You want it, don’t you? You want to breed your mommy’s cunt.”

“Yes,” he groaned. “It sounds so hot. I want to mount you. Fuck you. I want to make you my woman.”

“And make your own wife in my womb?” I asked. “A daughter-wife for you to love?”

“Uh-huh,” he panted, his fingers digging into me.

“You feel like you’re getting ready,” I moaned, my pussy aching for it. I just came, but I needed more.

“Is his dick hard?” Mom asked. “No using the red pill, huh? Mmm, advantages of being fourteen.”

“I’m so hard, Grandma,” he said. “I can breed Mom. I got the lead for it. I’m going to fuck her hard.”

“Good,” Grandma moaned.

I wrapped my arms around my son and pulled him close. He kissed me again. I shuddered at his passion. His cock rubbed hard into me. He kneaded my tit. Our tongues dueled. He pressed me onto my back, mounting me.

This strange, almost virginal ripple of anticipation shot through me. I was almost nervous of this moment. He kissed me hard. His tongue darted into my mouth. Our tongues dueled as his cock rubbed into my cunt. My juices flowed, coating his shaft. His dick throbbed against me.

“Breed your mother,” moaned Mom. “Oh, Mom, they’re going to unite. Can you see.”

Harry broke the kiss with me. He stared into my eyes. He looked a little nervous now. Boyish. This was his first time. He tried to hide it with a big grin. “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he boasted. “I’m going to make you cum.”

“Mmm, I know,” I said, my hands stroking his back. I loved his bravado. It sent a ripple through me. He was growing up so fast. “Just slide that big dick into me. It’s going to be great.”

He shifted as I stared into his eyes. I witnessed the anticipation building in him. His cock nudged into the entrance of my pussy. I quivered while this look of awe crossed his face. He pressed forward, my labia spreading and spreading, welcoming my son back into me.

I trembled as his dick slid deeper and deeper into my cunt. I groaned, my snatch squeezing around his dick. The pleasure rippled through my body as he filled me. His eyes widened as he slid to the hilt in me.

“Mom,” he groaned, looking at once boyish and manly, flicking between the two as his cock throbbed inside of my twat.

I cupped his face and kissed him. I loved him with such hunger. It was so wonderful to have a real cock in me again. Not fingers. Not plastic or rubber dildos. A thick, fleshy, hot shaft that would pump me full of incestuous spunk.

To breed me.

It was what my body was created for. I wasn’t too old. I was in my prime. I shuddered as he pumped away at me. His cock thrust into my cunt again and again. He plundered me. This amazing pleasure that surged through me.

My twat squeezed about his dick as he pumped away. He thrust hard and fast. There was this frantic energy to it. I shuddered, my pussy clenching about his cock. I kissed my son with hunger, welcoming his cock in me as he pumped faster and faster.

I broke the kiss, my clit throbbing. His face twisted in delight. His eyes were wild. He slammed into me. His cock buried deep into my cunt again and again. He filled me to the hilt. The bliss rippled through me.

“Mom!” he panted, balls slapping into my cunt. “Oh, Mom, you’re hot! Oh, damn, this is even better than I thought.”

“Mmm, are you going to fill Mommy’s pussy with your cum?” I cooed, stroking his face as he rammed into me. His chest rubbed into my breasts.

“Oh, Mommy, yes, yes!” His strokes were so hard. “You’re so hot. So silky. I can’t believe how amazing this feels.”

I smiled, my pussy clenching around him. This heat surged through me. I rocked beneath him, my hips bucking to meet his strokes. His balls smacked into my taint. They were just so heavy with his spunk. His dick buried into my cunt. The pleasure rippled through my body with every stroke.

His green eyes burned with passion as he buried into me. My twat drank it in. The friction was incredible. My son was on me. In me. He pleasured me. He kissed me hard. He thrust his tongue into my mouth. I shuddered beneath him, my thighs gripping him.

“Mmm, what a cute ass you have, Harry,” Mom purred. “Just slam that cock into her. Breed your mother.”

I loved the audience. I had this amazing treat. Our lips melted together. His hands stroked my sides. The pleasure surged through me. It built so fast. This was so incredible. My son was fucking me with frantic strokes. I could tell he wasn’t holding anything back.

Couldn’t.

This was his first time in pussy. He was driving himself towards that explosion. He would become a more patient lover. I would teach him, ready him for our daughter, but for this time I enjoyed his boyish enthusiasm.

I loved my son.

His dick slammed deep into me. He groaned into our kiss. His body shuddered atop me. Then his hot cum spurted into my fertile pussy. That hot, incestuous seed erupted into me again and again. Stars burst across my vision. My body shuddered beneath him. My nipples throbbed against his chest.

He broke the kiss, howling, “Mom!”

“He’s cumming in me!” I gasped, staring at my mother. My pussy convulsed. My orgasm exploded through me. “He’s breeding me!”

“Yes!” Mom moaned, trembling, her large tits swaying. Her green eyes burned.

Spurt after spurt of hot cum exploded into my cunt over and over. That wonderful delight filled me. I shuddered. My fingers gripped my son’s face. I trembled beneath him, my cunt writhing about his erupting dick.

“I love you, Harry! Mommy loves you!”

The waves of pleasure swarmed through my body. It rippled over me. I gasped as the rapture surged through me. My cunt spasmed hard around him. This pleasure exploded through me over and over.

My son and I were united. One flesh again.

I kissed him. I loved him. His jizz spurted a final time into me. The pleasure kept rippling through me. He groaned into the kiss as my pussy wrung him dry. His seed filled me. He puddled his essence against my cervix.

I hoped he bred me today. And if he didn’t, well, we’d have plenty of time for that.

“Oh, Mom, isn’t this beautiful?” my mom said to Grandma.

I shuddered at this, kissing my son. His dick felt amazing in me. I held my son tight as we loved each other. His weight felt incredible on me. It was almost like I had Daddy back. I squeezed my eyes shut, a tinge of grief rippling through me.

He couldn’t replace Daddy. He didn’t need to. Harry was my son. He was his own man. I would love him in a different way. I would savor him, train him. I would ready my son for our daughter. I hoped we had a daughter.

I wanted his daughter.

I broke the kiss and whispered, “I love you, Harry.”

“Love you, too, Mom,” he said, his green eyes shining. “That was incredible. I mean… Wow. My friends told me what it was like, but… I had no idea. Damn.”

Mom giggled. I heard a smack and my son jolted. “You did good, champ. But it’s my turn to tag in.”

“Tag… in…” Harry asked.

“I think it’s a wrestling thing,” I said, shrugging. “Your grandma is into some weird things.”

“Nothing weird about wrestling,” Mom said. “Now what do you say I don my strap-on and we have some real fun.”

“I was having fun, Mom,” I said. “Mmm, my boy gave me such pleasure.”

Harry grinned at me.

“Sure he did,” Mom said. “But there can always be more.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Avalon Young

I might be a grandmother, but I still felt young. Though I was worried for my mother—the hip pain she’d been feeling for years had turned out to be bone cancer—tonight was special. She was watching from her hospital bed, witnessing the magic of our family.

I set my phone on its dock, the camera aimed at the bed. I ducked my head down, staring into the screen. “Enjoy the show, Mom.”

“I am,” she said, her voice sounding stronger than it had for days.

I winked at her. Just knowing she was watching made this naughtier. I was eager to have a threesome with my grandson and daughter. I sauntered across the room, Vanessa lying on her back now, her hand clamped over her pussy, trapping in her son’s cum.

She wanted to be breed.

I wanted her to be knocked up, too.

Another incestuous generation. Daddy would be so proud. I liked to think of him in that field of wildflowers. Vanessa had that dream the night he died. It was such a beautiful thing. I didn’t know if it was true or just a coincidence my daughter had it, but it gave me peace.

I hoped Mom would find her way to that wildflower field.

I pushed down those thoughts. This was a night of celebration. I felt my daughter and grandson’s eyes on me. My breasts swayed. I was still in great shape. I kept myself fit just like Daddy wanted. I bent over, wiggling my naked rump at them, my pussy on display.

I loved being a tease. I remembered the fun I had when I was Harry’s age. Teasing Daddy at my high school. I did such naughty things, risking getting him fired by screwing him in the locker rooms, his office, empty classrooms. The more and more pregnant I’d become that first year, the more and more I wanted his cock in me.

Would Vanessa be like that with Harry? I shuddered, imagining her showing up at his high school for hot trysts. Letting everyone see that he’d bred her and made her so wet she had to have his cock in her twenty-four seven.

Well, Vanessa wasn’t me. She was still a shy girl in some ways. Her confidence had grown as she aged, but she wasn’t adventurous.

“Mmm, we’re going to have so much fun fucking your mother,” I told Harry as I pulled out my favorite strap-on. The long, pink shaft was still as shiny as ever. It had been polished in pussies for so many years. I whirled around. “Huh?”

Harry grinned. “I want her pussy, though.”

“Oh?” I asked, seeing this strength in him. He’d never been so forceful with me. “Want to make sure you’ve bred your mommy?”

“Yep,” he said. His hand went to her belly. “I want to put my daughter in her belly.”

Vanessa shuddered at his touch. Her blue eyes, the same color as my mother’s, found mine. They had such a bright gleam in them. An excited shiver raced through her as he rubbed her flesh. She licked her lips, her hands rubbing at her sloppy cunt.

“Mmm, I don’t mind fucking your mother’s asshole,” I purred as I donned my strap-on. I stepped into the harness, the fourth one for this toy. They did break when you fucked as hard as I did. I pulled the vinyl up my legs, shivering at the contract. “Your mother loves it up the ass.”

“Once she’s pregnant,” said Harry, “then I’ll fuck her up the ass.”

Vanessa shuddered. She smiled at her son. Her wedding ring flashed as she reached out and took his cock. She stroked him hard, her hand gliding up and down his glistening dick. She was still Daddy’s wife. She didn’t plan on marrying Harry, but she would be his lover.

As for me, Daddy was enough. I still had Vanessa to be my lover. I would share her with my grandson and, hopefully, my granddaughter in about fifteen years. I would still be eager to have fun when she was old enough.

I glanced at the phone and bit my lip.

“Mmm, Mommy will ride your cock day and night until she’s bred,” Vanessa purred. She threw her leg over my grandson, straddling him. Her hand pulled from her pussy. Cum dripped out of her snatch, running down her thighs. One drop landed on the tip of his cock she held.

He groaned.

I licked my lips as I adjusted the harness traps, pressing the base of the dildo against my clit. I couldn’t look away from my daughter’s cunt lowering and lowering until she brushed my grandson’s cock. He was also my brother and my nephew.

Our family was so wonderfully fucked up.

Vanessa groaned as she slid her pussy lips over his cock. I shuddered as I watched that magical moment of my daughter and grandson uniting into one flesh. Vanessa’s back arched, her fiery hair sweeping down her back. Her cute ass clenched.

God, she was such a sexy thing. Twenty-nine and hot. In her prime. She and Harry were going to have so much fun together. They were going to love each other. I was so glad I could share in it.

I grabbed the lube out of the drawer and coated the dildo. I stroked up it as my daughter rose up his cock. Her pussy left his dick gleaming with fresh juices. Her hips wiggled, her cute ass jiggling before she slammed down him, impaling herself again.

She threw a naughty look over her shoulder, a bewitching smile on her face. “Come on, Mom. Mmm, I want that dildo in my asshole.”

Harry grabbed her butt-cheeks and, to my utter delight, parted them. “Yeah, Grandma. My mom needs a cock in her ass. She’s a bit of a slut.”

“Harry!” Vanessa groaned. “What a thing to call your mother.”

“I’ve heard you call Grandma a slut before,” he said, his fingers digging into Vanessa’s rump. “You’re a slut-mommy who loves being fucked in the ass by Grandma’s huge dildo.”

“That does sound like something you’ve said,” I purred, advancing on the bed with my dildo coated in lube. “I am a big slut for my daughter, Harry, honey. I love fucking her up the ass. Your mom would ride Great-Grandma Melissa’s dildo while I fucked mine hard into her ass.”

“Damn,” my grandson groaned. “Come on and fuck her ass. My mommy-slut needs it.”

“Mmm, I’ll be your mommy-slut,” moaned Vanessa. “You’re just as sexy as your daddy.”

Harry Jr. was definitely getting there.

I slid onto the bed as Vanessa looked over her shoulder at me. She smiled again, her blue eyes twinkling. She wanted it. I glanced down at her asshole exposed by her son’s grip. His fingers held her apart, that wrinkled hole just aching to be fucked by my dildo.

“Mom,” she moaned. “Hurry up. I need it bad. I have my son’s cock in me. He’s right, I’m going to be such a slut for him.”

I winked at her. “Good.”

I pressed the lubed dildo between the cheeks of her ass, sliding down to her sphincter. The base massaged my clit already. That wonderful delight shuddered through me. My cunt clenched, drinking in the delight.

I found her hole. I pressed forward. My arms went around my daughter, grabbing her tits. They were a little sticky with my grandson’s cum. I kneaded her tits as she groaned. The dildo massaged my clit as it vanished into her asshole.

“Oh, Harry, your grandma’s sodomizing me!” she moaned. “Ooh, she’s filling me up the way your cock’s stuffing my pussy.”

“Mmm, we’re going to make her cum together, aren’t we, Harry, honey?” I purred, squeezing my daughter’s plump breasts.”

“Yes!” groaned Harry. “Come on, Mom, ride me.”

My grandson thrust upward, making his mother gasp. Her back arched into my breasts. My nipples throbbed against her flesh. I shuddered at the contact. It was such a wicked thrill. This naughty heat surged through my body. I bit my lip, my nipples throbbing against her flesh.

I squeezed her tits and pressed my pillowy breasts into her back. I pumped my hips, working the dildo in and out of her asshole as she rode her son. Her moans were so sweet to hear. Such wicked sounds. Incestuous bliss rippled through me, flowing from my clit every time I thrust forward.

The dildo’s base massaged me.

I nuzzled into her ear and whispered, “Mmm, you’re going to cum so hard on our dicks, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mom,” she moaned, a quiver to her voice. Her hips swiveled, moving my dildo. The base massaged my clit in circles as I pumped in and out of her. “I’m going to explode on you both. I’m going to milk my son’s balls dry!”

“Not going to be an ounce of sperm left in him,” I moaned, my crotch smacking into her bubbly rump. “You’re going to drain him.”

“Every drop!” she moaned. “Ooh, Harry, until I’m pregnant, I want your cock spurting in my pussy day and night!”

“Yes, Mom!” he panted. “Damn, work that pussy up and down my cock. That’s such a hot feel.”

Vanessa purred in delight. “Yes, it is.” Her head turned to glance at me over her shoulder. “I love it, Mom.”

I kissed her, hugging her tight as I sodomized her ass with my dildo. Hard strokes that reamed into her deep. I shuddered, my clit throbbing and aching from the force of my strokes. I buried into her bowels again and again.

My clit loved it.

Sparks flared every time while my tongue danced with hers. I could taste the faint flavor of my grandson’s cum. A ripple of delight shot through me. I drove my dildo hard into her asshole as she rode my grandson.

She moaned into the kiss. Her body trembled in my embrace. My fingers dug into her tits, massaging her. Loving her. Our tongues dueled. Harry grunted. The slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the room while the bed frame creaked.

“Damn,” Harry groaned. “Oh, damn, Mommy-slut. I can feel how much you want my cum. You want me spurting into you. Just flooding your pussy!”

“Yes!” Vanessa moaned, breaking the kiss. Her body shuddered as she stared down at her son. “ I do!”

She leaned over him as she worked her pussy up and down his dick. Her back fell away from my tits. They swung before me as I pounded her asshole. I stroked her harder, my hands sliding from her breasts to caress her side.

She kissed her son. They moaned together. Her back arched, her red hair swaying about her. I loved it. I drove my dildo hard into her asshole, my crotch smacking into my daughter’s flesh. My heavy tits heaved.

I scooped up my right tit, cradling the pillowy boob in my hand. I lifted it, bringing my nipple to my mouth. I suckled, missing my breast milk. I lost it after daddy passed away. I’d dried up when we were lost to our grief.

I shuddered as my sensitive nipple throbbed in my mouth. I loved the feel of it as I thrust my cock into my daughter’s asshole hard and fast. I fucked her with vigor, moaning about my nub. The pleasure shot down to my pussy.

My orgasm grew and grew.

Every stroke flared passion from my clit.

My little nub throbbed against the dildo’s base. It drank in the feel. I groaned, drunk on the delight of fucking my daughter’s asshole while she kissed her son. I thrust harder, faster. My pussy dripped juices.

I moaned around my nipple. The hums sent ripples of delight through my flesh. I groaned louder, sucking harder. My right hand squeezed my tit that I nursed on. The fingernails of my other hand scratched down my daughter’s back.

“Oh, Harry, yes!” Vanessa moaned. “I’m getting there. You and your grandmother are driving me wild.”

“Good!” Harry growled. His eyes flashed up at me from over my daughter’s shoulders. “Fuck her harder, Grandma. Let’s make her explode!”

I popped my nipple out of my mouth. “Like the mommy-slut she is!” I moaned, thrusting hard and fast. “Cum, Vanessa!”

“I’m getting there,” she groaned. “Oh, god, I am. Your shafts are filling me up. Ooh, my son’s so big, and Mom… I love your dildo pounding my asshole. Yes, yes, keep thrusting into me.”

I fucked her hard, my tits bouncing before me. The sparks of pleasure fed my orgasm faster and faster. I was getting closer and closer to that wonderful moment. She squirmed atop her son, working her pussy up and down his dick.

He grunted and groaned. She panted and moaned. I loved it. My hair danced around my shoulders. I glanced to my right, at the phone recording this all. I winked for my mother watching us. A wave of heat shot through me.

“Mommy! Harry!” squealed my daughter.

“Yes!” Harry gasped.

My daughter must be cumming. I slammed my dildo into her asshole while she writhed atop her son. The pleasure surged through me. My cunt clenched. I drew back the dildo, needing just a little bit more stimulation on my clit to melt into rapture.

“Fuck, Mom!” grunted Harry.

“Yes, yes, I love your jizz spurting into me!” my daughter howled as I slammed back into her bowels.

I came.

“I love being bred by my big, strong son!”

“Yes, yes, breed her!” I gasped as my pussy convulsed. Waves of ecstasy washed out of my cunt and through my body.

“I am, Grandma!” groaned Harry. “Oh, yes, yes. Her pussy’s milking my dick!”

“Good!” I moaned, dizzy with lust. The pleasure was incredible. It rippled out of my pussy.

Cream gushed hot down my thighs. The bliss drowned my mind. Stars danced before me as my mind rode the waves of ecstasy. Each one crested higher and higher, carrying me into such rapture. My big boobs heaved before me as I swayed.

“Vanessa! Harry!” I moaned.

“Oh, Mom! I love you!” my daughter panted. “I love you and Harry!”

“Yes!” I gasped, my orgasm peaking. Dying.

“Mom, you are such a slut!” groaned Harry. “That was incredible. I think you drained my balls.”

“Mmm,” my daughter purred, panting as she trembled on him.

Panting from the delight my orgasmic bliss, I slid my dildo out of my daughter’s asshole. I shuddered as she lay collapsed on my grandson. They were kissing, loving each other. I smiled at the intimacy they had. I crawled off the bed, my limbs still shaking from the pleasure I’d just experienced.

I picked up the phone. “You still with us, Mom?”

“That was beautiful,” she said. “You three are having so much fun.”

“I wish you were here,” I said, crossing the room, leaving my daughter and her son to their dwindling passion. It was getting late.

I was feeling it. My body didn’t like late nights any longer.

“I wish I was, too,” Mom said. “Now you should get some sleep.”

I laughed. “That’s what I was going to say to you.”

“I’m still your mother.” She gave me a happy smile. It broke into a yawn. “Mmm, I think I’m going to sleep, too. I know I’ll have naughty dreams.”

“Night, Mom,” I said, smiling at her wan face. She looked so old now. The last few months… “I love you.”

“Love you, too,” she said, her voice sleepy. Then the screen went black.

I closed the door to the master bedroom. It wasn’t my room any longer now. I was surrendering it to my daughter and grandson. I padded down the hallway to my new room. It was a guest bedroom. I wanted Harry and Vanessa to be able to have their own place. I knew I would join them for fun, or Vanessa would come to my bed.

When Mom recovered, she would sleep in here with me.

I slipped into it, stripped off my dildo, and fell onto my bed. The sheets felt cold. I rolled over onto my side and stared at the picture of my wedding day. Fourteen and pregnant, clinging to Daddy. Mom was on the other side, so young and beautiful. Only twenty-nine. A woman in her prime.

I drifted off to sleep and fell into dreams of the past while the future was being created down the hall.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vanessa Young – September 2048

Dr. Wilson had a sad smile on her face, an echo of grief that I felt as she moved the ultrasound around my belly. She was my mother’s best friend. Heaven Wilson had been a great help to mom the last few days. I had hoped Grandma lived long enough to see the ultrasound of her second great-grandchild. The continuation of our family tradition.

Despite the grief of losing Grandmother, hope surged through me as I stared at the image of my child. The image looked so lifelike. My baby twitched as she lay on her side, her eyes closed. I could see my baby’s tiny fingers balled up into a little fist.

“Wow,” Harry said as he looked at our child. He leaned over, staring at the screen.

“I know,” Dr. Wilson said. She pushed up her small reading glasses, her hair gray. “I had the same reaction when I saw my twins. My brother was so thrilled. He had this look of pride on his face.”

Heaven had inherited the practice from her father who got it from her grandmother. They’d been our family’s gynecologists, understanding about incest when it was stigmatized. That was such a weird thing to think about. The past was so bigoted.

“Okay,” Dr. Wilson said, smiling.

“What’s the sex?” Mom said. She leaned close. “Is it a girl?”

“It is, Avalon,” Dr. Wilson said. She smiled at Mom and then at my son. “I hear you’re going to be marrying your daughter.”

“I want to,” Harry said, squeezing my hand. “I mean, she’ll have to want it. And that’s a long time.”

“It’ll fly by fast,” Mom said. “Trust me. The older you get, the faster time goes.” She sighed and I knew she was thinking of Grandma.

I stared at the screen, at my daughter. Dr. Wilson moved the probe around my stomach, shifting the image of her. I couldn’t wait to raise her with my son and see her marry my son. I wanted my daughter to love him like I’d loved my daddy.

“Just love her,” I whispered to my son. “Every day. Even when she aggravates you. Even when she’s such a brat you just want to tear your hair out.”

“I wasn’t that bad,” he said.

Mom laughed. “Oh, Harry, you have no idea. Your mother was an angel, but you… Well, she still loved you anyways. And that’s what you have to do.”

“But we’ll be here,” I said. “Together.”

Mom nodded. “Family’s important, Harry. Don’t ever forget that.”

I knew my son would. I smiled and remembered the dream I had last night. It was Daddy with Great-Grandma Rachel. They were in the field of wildflowers. Grandma Melissa was with them. They all looked young and happy. Grandma and Great-Grandma were making love, something they never had the opportunity to do in life.

Daddy watched them.

I knew that one day, my mother would join them in the field and so would I. Years from now, hopefully many, I would pass on, but it wouldn’t be the end of our family. Harry and my daughter would start their own line. They would continue on our tradition, loving each other.

Tears beaded my eyes as joy rushed through me. Immortality wasn’t found in great deeds, but in seeing your child growing in your womb and knowing she would grow up and have her own family. On and on and on, a chain stretching from the beginning of time to the future.

I squeezed my son’s hand and took my mother’s. I was just one link of our incestuous love. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

The END
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Session 1 with Mercedes Daniels

The click-click of the metronome echoed through my office.

I sat cross-legged on my chair, my skirt riding up enough to show the tops of the beige, thigh-high stockings I wore. I had my e-ink tablet on my lap, ready to take notes as my patient sat on the cream-colored loveseat across from me.

Mercedes Daniels looked nervous, not surprising. The fifteen-year-old girl had black hair that fell shoulder-length, framing her girlish face. She had a touch of rebelliousness in her expression as she sat there, legs pressed tight. She wore a pair of skinny jeans and a red halter top, a leather choker about her neck. She had her arms folded beneath her round breasts, almost hugging herself. A nose piercing glinted.

Patient is trying to put up a facade of indifference, but her anxiety bleeds through.

“What are you writing?” she asked.

“Just my initial impressions about you,” I answered. Honesty was always the best policy with a patient.

The girl looked around my office. Her eyes flicked to my shelf of books on various psychology topics to my desk where my computer sat and several pictures in frames of my family. You couldn’t see the pics from this angle. Then her gaze darted over to the most unusual thing in my office.

“Why is there a bed?” Her eyes snapped to me. “That’s weird, right, Dr. Elliston?”

“Weird?” I asked, jotting down another note. “Why?”

“I mean, why do you need a bed?” The girl’s cheeks tinged pink. “I mean…”

“It’s for cuddle therapy. If you are comfortable enough, we’ll do it. It’s one of the reasons I only take female patients.”

“Oh,” she said. “I guess…”

“So, why are you having problems with your mother?”

“She’s a complete bitch!” She tightened her arms, hugging herself tighter. Tension tightened her face.

“Why do you think that?”

“Because I’m hot and she’s jealous.”

I arched an eyebrow at that. Sexual rivalry? I wrote down. “And she’s not attractive?”

“Well…” Mercedes licked her ruby lips. “She doesn’t have my tight bod, you know? I mean, look at me. I’m not old.”

Patient is definitely in sexual competition with her mother, I wrote down. Parents are still married. 

“Does your brother have any opinion on this?” I asked.

“What, Doug?” she asked, her face blanching. “Why would he?”

Not in competition over her brother’s affection. Electra Complex? Or does her mother have a lover? Maybe there is a male friend of her mother’s that Mercedes is attracted to and whom she subconsciously thinks her mother is interested in. 

“Is your mother a flirty woman?” I asked, keeping my voice clinical.

“Um, no,” she said. “What do you mean, that she’s like cheating on my dad or something.”

“I didn’t say that. Some women are playful. With your father, for instance.”

Her expression tightened at that.

The father. I smiled, an excited ache rippling through me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 3 with Mercedes Daniels

“And how were your the last two days?” I asked, the soothing click-click of the metronome echoing through my office. Mercedes hugged a pillow to her chest. She wore a skirt today with fishnet stockings and a belly shirt, her lipstick a soft pink.

“Bad,” Mercedes muttered. “Mom threw a fit over my nose piercing.”

I jotted that down on my e-ink tablet. It was a remarkable device. It was like writing on a notepad, only I had an unlimited number of pages. “Why did you get your nose pierced?”

“Because I could.” Her face tightened. “It’s none of her business.”

“You live in her house. You’re still her child.”

“She’s just jealous that she doesn’t have one.” A vicious smile crossed the teenager’s lips. “She knows she can’t get one at her age without looking weird.”

“Why do you assume your mother is jealous of you and, instead, doesn’t want what’s best for you?” I asked, recrossing my legs. My dark thigh-high stockings whisked together. Clint loved to see me in them.

“Because, Dr. Elliston,” she said.

“Just because?”

She shrugged.

Patient doesn’t understand the true source of her issue with her mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 7 with Mercedes Daniels

“This is a little weird, Dr. Elliston,” Mercedes said.

“On the bed?” I asked as we lay stretched out atop the comfortable bed atop the dark comforter.

She nodded.

My hair spread black across the pillow beside me. Mercedes was beside me, stretched out stiff in her white pants and her blue, scoop-neck blouse. Her nose piercing glinted. I slipped my arm beneath her shoulders and pulled her against me.

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “We’re clothed.” I gave her a wicked smile. “When you’re more comfortable, we’ll do it in our underwear. A friendly cuddle. It’s relaxing.”

“Underwear?” she gasped, her eyes darting to my silky blouse cut low to show off my round breasts, my skin a pale-olive delight. Was she wondering what sort of lingerie I had on underneath?

It was lacy and delicious. Clint had chosen it for me. He loved to see me in dainty things.

“Now, about your father,” I said.

Her pupils dilated. Her cheeks blushed red as her breathing quickened. She asked, her voice tight, “What about him?”

“We haven’t spoken about him at all,” I said. “You’ve been avoiding him. What does he think about your fights with your mother? About her ‘being a bitch’?”

“He’s on my side,” she said, her voice now becoming breathy.

“Does he argue with her?”

She shifted partly onto her side, her breast brushing mine through our clothing. “No, but I can tell. He likes me more.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 1 with Jill Daniels

“Just relax,” I said. “I’ve had 9 sessions now with your daughter, and I think it’s time that we talk.”

“Oh, sure,” Jill Daniels said. She was a brown-hair woman with the same plump lips as her daughter. She kept herself in good shape. She wasn’t overweight, though she had a definite curviness to her body that her daughter lacked. Jill wasn’t dressed to show it off, but in comfortable clothes, mom jeans and a thin, pink sweater with a white collar. “You have a larger office than I thought for a therapist.”

“I know,” I said, shrugging. “But I like it.”

“And the bed?”

“Cuddle sessions. For people who have trouble accepting intimacy. It’s a friendly gesture.” I smiled at her.

“Oh, sure, Dr. Elliston.” Her eyes flicked to my wedding ring. “How long have you been married?”

“Five years, though we were dating longer,” I said.

“Children?”

“A daughter. Hikaru.” I smiled in delight as her face tightened. “Hopefully, my relationship will go better than yours is.”

“I just don’t understand what happened with Mercedes. It was like the moment she grew tits, she saw me as the enemy.” Jill shook her head, her brown hair dancing about her face. “When she was younger, we got along so well.”

“She’s becoming a woman,” I said. “You know how that can be. Did you ever get jealous of your mother?”

“What?” Her brow furrowed. “Over what?”

“Anything. Perhaps you saw her as a rival. You know, many girls, when they’re younger, fantasize about marrying their fathers. They often, subconsciously, are attracted to men like him.”

“Don’t they say that about boys?” she asked, her hand playing with her wedding ring. “That they marry their mothers. Symbolically, of course.”

“Of course,” I said and wrote down on my e-ink tablet, Attraction to her son? “How is Doug handling this. Your son. He’s two years older than Mercedes, right?”

“Seventeen,” she said and beamed with motherly pride. “He’s a good boy. Like his father. He’s turning into quite the handsome man. The girls are after him. Makes me worry.”

“Oh?”

“You know girls. They can take advantage of a good boy. String him along, get him to buy things before they dump him for someone else. Or admit they’re cheating on him with a bad boy or something.”

“Did you ever cheat on your husband with someone?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Of course not.”

“You’ve thought of it?”

“Who hasn’t thought of that? You’re married. Surely you fantasize about other men.”

“Other women, actually.” I smiled at her. “But we’re talking about you. Your daughter has a reason to be angry at you, and I’m just trying to understand it.”

The color drained from her face. “Does she… think I’m cheating on her dad?”

“No, no. I was just curious about it.” I leaned forward. “You’re protective of Doug, so what about your husband. Ever worry about him straying?”

“No. We have a good marriage.”

“Sexually satisfying?”

“I guess. I mean, we usually have sex once a week.” She shifted. “I mean, it’s not as intense as it used to be when we were younger.”

“When he was a hot, young stud like your son?”

Her cheeks brightened. “Doug? Why would you say that?”

“Well, he’s becoming popular with the girls, right? That’s what you’ve said. They’ve noticed that he’s handsome. That he’s strong. I bet it makes more than a few of them excited.”

“I…” She blushed. “I’ve never thought of him quite that way.”

I smiled and jotted down, Incest is always the best solution to family dynamics. 

“I think we should meet once a week on Fridays after I’ve had my three weekly meetings with your daughter. That way we can work on getting you both to a point where you love each other and can share things.”

“Truly?” she asked.

“Mmm, I think sharing is the best solution for your family. We’ll need your husband’s and son’s help.”

“I’m sure they would,” she said, leaning back.

“So, has your son been having sex with any of the girls?”

She shuddered and squirmed. I loved her reaction. The way her breath quickened. Now that she was seeing her son not as a boy but as a man, things would shift. She would think back to her younger days.

“Probably,” she admitted. “It’s not like with Mercedes. He’s a guy. I’m not as worried about him.” She swallowed. “Why are we talking about him? I thought this was about my daughter.”

“This is about your family. I have to understand everything to be able to help you all heal.” I gave her a direct look. “Don’t you want to be closer with your son?”

“And my daughter.”

“Mmm, we’ll get there.” I leaned forward. “Trust me. This is what I do for a living. Your family is going to be transformed once I’m finished with you.

The hope in her eyes was delicious. I couldn’t wait for my therapy to run its course. It would be amazing. I flicked my eyes to the bed. A few more sessions, and I would have her daughter cuddling to me in her lingerie, and then…

My pussy clenched. I loved being a therapist.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 10 with Mercedes Daniels

“See,” I said as she cuddled up against me, her light-beige hand resting on the pale-olive skin of my stomach, her fingernails painted a bright red. I wore a pair of purple panties and a matching bra, both decorated in a spiderweb of lighter lilac lace, creating a wicked pattern. She had on a black bra and thong, her body youthful. Her skin was warm and soft. “Isn’t this nice?”

“Yeah, Dr. Elliston,” she said, her leg slipping over mine, letting them intertwine. It pressed her knee between my thighs.

A little higher…

“So why do you think your mother is jealous of you?” I asked, my hand idly stroking down her back.

“This again?” Mercedes’s face tightened. “I thought you were going to help me? Why am I coming three times a week if not for that?”

“I am.” I stared into her brown eyes, a tingle racing through me. “Why do you think she’s jealous?”

She shrugged.

“Is it because you’re attracted to your father?” I leaned closer to her face, our noses almost touching. The intimacy between us made me shiver. “That you want him.”

“Of course not!” she gasped, pulling away from me.

“It’s okay,” I told her. “I’m not here to judge. Just relax. Let’s talk about the fight you had with your mom…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 11 with Mercedes Daniels

There was a tension as Mercedes cuddled up to me in her white bra and purple thong. I had on a soft pink bra and matching panties, both trimmed in lace. My hand rested on her lower back. She lay on her side, her breasts pressed against my side, nipples hard.

“Did you masturbate thinking about your father?” I asked.

Her brown eyes widened. Her nose twitched, her nose ring glinting. “How do you know that, Dr. Elliston?”

“You’re realizing it, aren’t you?” I stroked her cheek with my finger, my nails manicured and painted with a clear coat. “The real reason that you’re arguing with your mother. When you claim she’s jealous of you, it’s projection. You’re jealous of her. Of what she has with your father.”

Her plump, lower lip quivered. She had a purple lipstick on it, something garish, that only a teenager could get away with wearing.

“You want to have her place in your father’s bed,” I said. “They still have an active sex life, don’t they?”

“If I did it with him, it would be incest,” she whispered, her voice tight. “It’s not allowed.”

“What if it was?” I ran my fingers to the edge of her lip. My hand on her lower back slipped a little lower, brushing the top of her panties. “What if you could have sex with your father and there would be no consequences?”

“I think… I think I’d like that,” she whispered. “I kinda wish I didn’t let my boyfriend take my cherry.”

“Incest is a treat,” I purred, thinking of Clint. My brother and my husband.

Mercedes gasped. “How would you know?”

I winked at her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 12 with Mercedes Daniels

“This is weird being naked,” said Mercedes, her round breasts quivering as I slipped into the bed beside her, my arm going beneath her body. I pulled her close, her tits pressing into my side, nudging into the slope of my naked, left boob. Her nipples were hard.

So were mine.

She had a landing strip of black hair that led down to the shaved folds of her pussy. She had a tight slit. I had a black bush that contrasted with my pale-olive skin. My nipples, a rich dark-brown, thrust hard as my excitement mounted.

“But isn’t this fun?” I asked, my hand sliding down her lower back to rest right above her rump. “The intimacy.”

“I guess,” she said, the click-click of the metronome echoing in the background. Such a soothing sound.

“Now, incest.” I peered into her brown eyes. “You want it.”

“Yes!” she hissed, her cheeks blushing scarlet. “It’s just… It’s scary. You don’t understand. I can’t do anything about these feelings.”

I slid my right hand down my body. Her eyes followed my fingers as they crossed my stomach and reached my black bush. My digits slid through my silky bush. I pressed through it. I reached my juicy pussy lips. I was so wet, and not just because I was excited. I thrust two fingers into my cunt, a delicious wave rippling through me.

“Dr. Elliston,” gasped Mercedes. The teenager’s eyes widened. “Are you…?”

I winked at her and then pulled out my fingers. They were coated in pearly cum mixed with my cream. I held them up above our faces, the tart scent of my juices mixing with the salty scent of Clint’s spunk.

“Who did you fuck?” she asked, eyes wide in curious shock.

“My brother,” I said. I glanced to my desk. From here you can see the picture of me in my wedding dress, clinging to Clint in his tuxedo. It was a legal marriage. He was a tall man, handsome normally, but gorgeous in the pic. I didn’t have all the wedding pics on my desk.

Like the one that showed his other wife, though only in a spiritual sense since bigamy wasn’t legal in the United States.

“That’s not just my husband in the pic,” I purred. “That’s my brother.”

“But he’s White and your Japanese,” said the girl, staring at me.

“So is my father,” I said, turning back to Mercedes. “The same father as Clint’s.”

The girl stared at me in awe.

I smiled and pressed my fingers against her lips. I smeared the mix of incestuous juices across her pink mouth. Her tongue flicked out, cleaning it up and brushing my digits. A shudder rippled through my body. She trembled against me.

“That’s the taste of incest,” I purred. “Want to hear a story about my life.? About some of the fun my brother and I get up to?”

She nodded.

“Well…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

An hour earlier…

Lamai Demir lay on her back, a sleeping mask over her eyes, noise-canceling headphones on her head, and a vibrator in her pussy. The buzzing mixed with the click-click of the vibrator. She trembled on the bed, listening to the ASMR track playing.

The autonomous sensory meridian response was caused by low sounds that stimulated the nervous system in relaxing ways. Lamai’s skin was goose-pimpled. I stood naked over her save for my thigh-high stockings. Clint loved me in thigh-highs, and it made me feel so naughty. My pussy had a juicy feel to it.

My door slipped open.

I threw a look over my shoulder and frowned. Minako Mihara, my receptionist, should know not to interrupt a session and…

“Clint,” I gasped as my half-brother and husband slipped in. He wore a pair of black slacks and a dress shirt, a dark tie dangling down the front. “Aren’t you supposed to be with a client?”

“Canceled on me,” he said and loosened it as he advanced on me. His eyes fell on my naked body. “When Minako told me what was going on in here, well…”

I shuddered at the silk whisk of his tie coming undone. My pussy clenched as his eyes flicked over me. “You shouldn’t be in here. I have a patient.”

“She doesn’t know I’m here,” he said as he reached me. He cupped my chin. “My beautiful Pam… My queen… I just had to enjoy you.”

“What about Melody?” I whimpered. “Won’t she be jealous?”

I winked at her. “Not with the cum I’ve already left in her pussy. She has quite the smile on her face. I fucked her against her office window. Anyone could have seen her.”

I shuddered, knowing how much my sister-wife loved that.

My hands went down to his slacks. I worked at his leather belt while he unbuttoned his shirt. I trembled, saying, “We have ten minutes before her session finishes.”

“So I can eat you to a screaming orgasm, or I can fuck you hard,” he said as he opened his shirt, showing off his muscular body. “You’re choice.”

“Fuck me hard,” I moaned. “I want your cock in me.”

He grinned at me as I undid his pants. I thrust them down his thighs, his cock tenting his boxers. I stroked him, my pussy clenched. I ached to feel him in me. That incestuous thrill of being united with my own flesh. The father of my beautiful daughter, Hikaru. My hands groped him through his underwear.

“I want your dick fucking me hard,” I moaned. “Please, please, Clint. You know how much I love it.”

“Of course I do,” he said, stroking my face. “You’re my sister.”

“Mmm, we’re all sluts for you, aren’t we?” Would my daughter be a slut for him when she grew up? I thought of my next patient, Mercedes. I was guiding her to seducing her father, awakening her to the realization that she had the hots for her daddy. I wanted to spread the joys of incest.

“Bend over her,” my brother said, his voice strong, commanding. That voice that had his harem of sisters loving him, our mothers serving him as his slaves, the host of other women who’d submitted to his passions made me tremble.

“Yes,” I groaned, my pussy utterly dripping with excitement.

I turned around and bent over Lamai. I stared down at her dusky flesh. She had that beautiful skin of East Asia, a darker shade than my Japanese heritage. Her breasts were full and large. Right now, she was imagining her son loving her. I hoped she would make her seduction soon.

I planted my hands on either side of her and wiggled my ass at my brother. My pussy clenched, my juices soaking my bush. One bead dripped through and ran down my thigh. I shuddered at this sensation while a wicked thrill raced through me.

I gasped as his cock nudged into my upper thigh. That thick, hard dick. Precum smeared across my flesh as he moved his tip towards my pussy. He pressed between my thighs, finding my silky bush. I whimpered as he brushed against my cunt. He slid his cock up and down my pussy.

“Clint,” I moaned, staring down at Lamai. Her face twisted in pleasure as the vibrator hummed away in her. She whimpered and moaned, her nose twitching. Her large breasts rose and fell.

Her nipples were hard and dark brown.

“My queen,” growled Clint and rammed into my pussy.

I shuddered as he filled me. That wonderful dick slammed into my cunt. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. His cock filled me like it always had. I squeezed my pussy down on him, massaging him as he slammed into me. His balls smacked into my bush, brushing my clit.

I gasped at the spark of pleasure mixing with the rush of bliss. My hips wiggled back and forth. I stirred around his dick inside of me. My twat massaged him as I reveled in being filled with him. We came from the same flesh. His DNA flowed through my veins.

“Clint, Clint!” I groaned, my round breasts jiggling. My fingers clenched into the sheets as he drew back and slammed into me.

“Damn,” he groaned, his crotch smacking my rump. I felt the kiss of his wiry pubic hair. “This makes you wet, huh? Getting fucked around your patient?”

I nodded my head, my twat squeezing around his dick.

He gripped my hips in his strong hands. He might be a lawyer, but he still had that strength. That will to drive his cock into my pussy. His dick slammed to the hilt in me over and over. His cock buried into me again and again. I shuddered in delight. My twat squeezed around his shaft. This amazing treat rippled through me.

His crotch spanked me as he fucked me. His every thrust sent delight surging through me. My hair danced around his face. My hips wiggled from side to side. I massaged him. Pleased him. His dick buried over and over into me.

It was such a treat. An amazing delight.

I squeezed my twat around his dick. I whimpered, my fingers digging into the sheets. My moans echoed, mixing with my patients. Lamai squirmed as she was lost to her incestuous fantasy while I enjoyed mine for real.

“Pam!” he groaned, his hands sliding up my body. “My lovely queen.”

“Yes!” I gasped, my cunt squeezing tight about him. “Oh, yes, yes, ram that dick into me. Slam hard into my twat.”

“I am!” Clint panted. “Damn, that pussy… Work that cunt around my dick. You want it.”

“I do!” A hot shudder ran through my twat. “Oh, yes, yes, Clint! I want to have your cum in me for my next client.”

“Oh?” he asked.

“She’s fifteen and has the hots for her daddy!”

“Shit!”

He thrust harder, churning me up. I trembled, loving being united with my brother. My cunt clenched down on his dick. I whimpered, my hair swaying about my face. My breasts bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts.

His hands slid up and grabbed my breasts. He squeezed them. Kneaded them. His fingers dug into my flesh. I shuddered, loving this amazing treat. This wonderful passion surged through me, bursting from my growing orgasm.

His fingers brushed my nipples. Pinched them. Teased them. I gasped, pleasure jolting down to my cunt. My juicy pussy grew hotter. My twat gripped his plunging dick. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring him around. The friction built and built my bliss.

“Look at those tits,” he groaned. “They’re so big, aren’t they?”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered, licking my lips. I stared down at Lamai’s nipples.

“Bend down and suck on one.” He twisted my nubs, a shudder rippling through me.

“Yes!”

I darted my head down, obeying him almost as fast as Lee or my mom would. My hair draped over my client’s body. She gasped and trembled, her blindfolded head tossing from side to side. I latched onto her fat nipple.

Sucked.

“Tai!” Lamai gasped as I sucked hard on her. My tongue danced around her nipple. I nibbled on her. “Yes, yes, Tai! Let Mommy love you!”

She bucked and shuddered. I knew she was cumming, the vibrator driving her wild. Mine own swelled as I nibbled on her nub. Clint grunted. He slammed hard and fast into me. He buried over and over into my cunt.

“Goddamn, she’s cumming hard, isn’t she?” he groaned.

I whimpered around Lamai’s nipple.

“Your turn,” Clint said, his right hand darting down from my breast to my stomach.

To my pubic mound.

He slid through my bush and found my clit. He rubbed at my bud. I squealed around Lamai’s nipple. The pleasure surged through me as Clint slammed to the hilt in my cunt. He filled me with his huge cock. His finger danced on my bud.

My entire body trembled. My twat squeezed down on his thrusting cock. The friction swelled. I sucked hard on my patient’s thick nipple. I whimpered. Clint’s fingers danced on my clit as his cock filled me again and again.

I came.

Juices gushed out of my pussy around his dick. They bathed my thighs in my passion. My cunt rippled around his dick. I writhed in celebration. I moaned and gasped around my patient’s nipple while Clint buried into me.

“Goddamn, Pam!” he groaned. “I love feeling my queen’s pussy spasming around me.”

Joy surged through my orgasmic bliss. The pleasure washed into my mind. It smothered my thoughts. My cunt spasmed hard around his dick. I hungered for him. He slammed into my twat over and over, sending wave after wave of ecstasy rushing through my mind.

Stars burst across my vision.

I sucked hard.

Clint groaned.

“Pam!” he snarled, fingers pressing hard on my clit. Sparks burst inside of me. His cock buried to the hilt in me.

His cum fired into my depths.

Those amazing spurts of jizz flooded me. Spurt after hot spurt of cum filled my twat. My pussy spasmed around his cock. I milked him as the pleasure rushed through me. This wonderful bliss burned through my mind. I whimpered, my body trembling as the juices gushed out of me. They spilled down my thighs.

It was a wonderful flood of hot passion. I whimpered in delight. My cunt convulsed and spasmed around his amazing cock. I loved this moment. It was the best thing to experience. My brother’s jizz filled me.

“My beautiful queen,” groaned Clint. His fingers squeezed my tits. “I needed this. I love you, Pam. Damn, I wish I had more time for you.”

I popped my mouth off the nipple of my squealing client. I straightened, my pussy still rippling around his cock as my orgasm died. His arms hugged me. He pulled me into his embrace. I turned my head. Clint kissed me over my shoulder. His lips melted against mine. Our tongues danced together.

Clint broke the kiss. He glanced down at Lamai. “She’s into it. She came hard.”

“She wants to be with her son,” I said.

“Is she ready for real fun?” Clint asked, his dick still hard in me. Had he taken one of my mother’s little, red pills? Super Viagra was out of the testing phase and almost had FDA approval. It took forever, but soon it would be available beyond a few sources.

However, it let Clint keep up with his family.

“Huh?” he asked, squeezing my breasts. “Is she up for some real fun?”

I trembled and swallowed. “I think so.”

I broke away from him and reached down to Lamai. I pulled out the vibrator from her pussy. She whimpered and groaned, her body flushed. There were only two minutes left on her timer, but we had time before my next patient.

I pulled her headphones to the side. I heard the ASMR recording saying, “Mommy, I love you so much,” the whispering voice of the young man said. It was sexy. Deep. Clint’s voice. “I want to be in you again, Mommy.”

“Are you ready for some really taboo roleplay?” I purred. “I have a cock for you to fuck. Just pretend it’s Tai’s.”

She shuddered, whimpered. “A cock, Dr. Elliston? Who?”

“My brother’s.”

She gasped. “The one you told me about?”

I licked her ear. “Mmm, that’s the one. He just fucked me while you were trembling. My pussy is full of cum. Would you like to taste our incest while he’s fucking you? Would you like to taste the proof that our forbidden passion is possible? Just imagine that I’m Tai’s girlfriend. They just fucked. You caught them, and now… Now they have to please you. Share with you.”

“Oh, yes!” Lamai moaned, her large breasts rising and falling. “You can be Olivia.”

“Enjoy,” I whispered and placed the headphones back on her.

“Damn, that was hot,” groaned Clint. “I love watching you work with your patients. You have a skill.”

I blushed and smiled at him. “Thanks.”

“Sit on her face. Let her lick all my cum out of your twat.” His pussy-soaked dick throbbed. “You want it, don’t you?”

“You know I do,” I panted. “Remember Catherine?”

I smiled. “Was she the one who wanted to lick her husband’s cum out of her sister’s pussy?”

“Not just her husband’s cum,” moaned Pam. “She wanted her sister gangbanged and then she wanted to lick it all out.”

“Did she?”

“That’s patient-client confidentiality,” I said as I nodded my head.

“You are such a wicked therapist,” Clint groaned.

I giggled. I was.

I straddled Lamai, Clint’s cum leaking out of my pussy and staining my bush. I straddled the older woman’s face. She was my mother’s age, her body still sexy. I loved making my mother, one of our sex slaves, lick me clean after Clint had finished in me.

I pressed my twat down on Lamai’s face. She gasped and twitched. Then her tongue licked out. I shuddered as she teased out the incestuous mix of my brother and me. It was such a wonderful thrill. Her tongue parted my folds. She teased me. Caressed me. Heat washed through me. My head tossed back and forth, my silky hair dancing across my shoulders.

I wiggled my hips back and forth, grinding on her face. My spunk spilled into her mouth. It poured down out of my cunt. The incestuous passion filled her mouth. I grabbed her tits. I squeezed those lush mounds as her tongue darted into my twat, scooping out my brother’s jizz.

“She’s hungry for it,” Clint said, mounting the bed, his chest rising and falling. He had a mat of dark chest hair.

I shuddered at how sexy he looked. I nodded my head and shuddered. My hand shot out and grabbed his dick. I gripped him, stroking him and loving the feel of him in my grasp. His dick throbbed and pulsed, lubed with my cream.

I pulled him towards Lamai’s pussy. “Fuck her hard. Let her know how amazing incest can be.”

“I won’t let you down,” he told me, his dark eyes catching mine.

I never knew our father, but he was said to look like Clint. If I had met the older one first… I could get why a daughter, like Mercedes, wanted to be with her daddy. Clint had that paternal strength. That dominance. My pussy melted on Lamai’s lips.

“I love you,” I moaned as I pressed him into Lamai’s silky bush. “Fuck her hard. Pound her.”

He winked at me and thrust.

Lamai moaned into my cunt, her head moving. The outside of her noise-canceling headphones rubbed against my calves. Her passion made my pussy feel amazing. I had another orgasm building and building in me. Her tongue lapped up his jizz. She cleaned me out as she lived her fantasy.

Her moans hummed around my folds, teasing me. I gasped, squirming on her, my breasts jiggling before me as I watched Clint’s cock pumping in and out of her pussy. He buried to the hilt in her. He plunged his dick into her again and again.

He fucked my patient. Gave her what she needed. He always gave me what I needed.

His hands found my breasts. He hefted them. Kneaded them. I shuddered, my passions melting. I threw my arms around his neck and leaned in. I kissed him with hunger. I felt the strength of his lips, the shadow of his stubble.

He growled into our kiss, fucking my patient hard. Lamai churned my pussy up as she licked out all my cum. She feasted on me while the pleasure surged through me. My hips wiggled from side to side. I ground on her. Savored this moment.

It was incredible.

The pleasure built and built in me. That wonderful delight swelled. I trembled, on the verge of exploding out of me. I groaned, my tongue dueling with Clint’s. His fingers dug into my breast as he slammed into the mother hard.

“Olivia!” moaned Lamai, still imagining I was the object of her jealousy: her son’s girlfriend. “Ooh, you taste good full of my son’s cum. Ooh, my baby boy pumped so much into you, but he’s going to give me more! He loves me more!”

Clint broke the kiss and grinned at me. “Lucky kid.”

“Mmm, he will be when I unleash her on him,” I moaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. “She’ll devour him.”

“Damn!” he grunted. “I went into the wrong field.”

“You went into the right field!” I panted, rubbing my nose against his. “You’re doing great work.”

He kissed me hard again. I felt his love. He slammed his dick to the hilt in her. She moaned, her tongue churning up my pussy. I whimpered, my hips grinding my twat on Lamai’s hungry mouth. Her tongue danced around inside of my snatch. She teased me. This amazing bliss built and built in me. This hot passion that would have me exploding in rapture.

My brother’s tongue danced in my mouth. His fingers played with my nubs as my patient pleased us both. Her pussy was massaging my brother’s cock. She’d make him explode. He’d pump his cum into her depths.

A heady shudder ran through me.

I built closer and closer to my orgasm. With every heartbeat, I surged towards that amazing explosion. It was this hot bliss. It would have me screaming in joy. My tongue danced with Clint’s as we shared this amazing moment.

I couldn’t wait to share all my patients with him.

I was such a pervert. Clint had changed me when he seduced me into his incestuous harem. He had broadened my appetites in such wonderful ways. My hand drifted down his chest as I shuddered, my pleasure building and building. I scratched at his muscular pecs, moaning louder.

Clint broke the kiss and snarled, “You going to cum on her face?”

“Yes!” I gasped. “So hard.”

He grinned. “You love it, molesting your patients.”

I nodded my head. “You know it. You know what I love. What I am.”

“One of my two queens,” he groaned. “My wife.”

I smiled, my eyes brimming with tears of joy. I kissed him again. I savored my brother’s strong lips as Lamai’s licking sent me hurtling towards my orgasm. She’d cleaned out his spunk but she still feasted on me. Her tongue lapped across my clit.

“Mmm, yes, yes, Tai! Fuck Mommy! I’m going to cum on your cock!” My patient nibbled on my clit. “And you, you little skank, oooh, I had no idea pussy tasted so good. Maybe I’ll let you fuck my baby boy just so I can lick him out of you. So I can clean up his messes like a good mommy.”

Clint broke our kiss and groaned, “Damn, she’s a pervy mom. I love it.”

I winked at him then gasped as she sucked on my clit.

My pussy clenched as the pleasure surged through me. My back arched, my breasts jiggling in Clint’s grip. The rapture surged through me. Then I exploded in ecstasy. My orgasms slammed through me.

“Clint!” I whimpered.

He kissed me again as I came on Lamai’s lips. My juices gushed out of me. They dumped down her throat. My hips wiggled back and forth. I danced on her, teased her. This rapture shuddered through me. He slammed hard into her, the bed rocking as I quivered.

Ecstasy burned across my thoughts. My tongue dueled with his while Lamai’s danced through my folds. She licked my pussy, drinking the juices that gushed out of me. She whimpered and moaned while I groaned and gasped.

I climbed higher and higher.

“Tai!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, son!”

Lamai bucked on the bed. Clint broke the kiss and gasped, “Damn! Her pussy is sucking at me.”

“Flood her!” I howled, my orgasm climbing to higher and higher peaks. “Give her what she craves! Give her that taste of incest!”

He buried to the hilt in her. I saw the rapture twisting across his face. He grunted, his jizz pumping into my patient’s cunt. My brother looked so hot as he came. I cupped his face, staring into his eyes as we shared Lamai.

“Goddamn, I love you, Pam,” he growled as her pussy milked his dick.

I shuddered, my orgasms dying now as joy suffused me. “I love you so much. I’m so glad we found each other.” I pressed my forehead into his. “I’m so glad to be yours. I love you, Clint.”

We kissed again while Lamai squealed in delight. I buzzed in rapture, trembling from the wild bliss my brother and I just shared. It was such a delicious treat. A wild delight. I groaned, my heart thundering in my chest.

We fell apart not long after that. Lamai dressed with a smile on her face, nodding to my brother as he lounged naked in my chair. I shuddered. I had twenty minutes before my next client. Mercedes Daniels and her jealous need. I loved it. I was seeing both her and the mother.

They were an interesting pair.

“Before you go,” I whimpered. “Can I have more cum in my pussy.”

He arched an eyebrow at me.

“For my next patient. I just had an idea.”

My brother and husband grinned at me. “I’m always eager to give you what you need.”

I shuddered in delight. I loved him. Loved our family.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 12 with Mercedes Daniels

“That’s insane,” Mercedes gasped when I finished telling my story of my afternoon romp with my husband and brother. “You touched your patient. You let your brother… fuck her?”

I cupped Mercedes’s breast with my cum-stained and pussy-soaked fingers. I kneaded her firm, teenage flesh. “Sexual therapy is important.” I leaned towards her. “There’s a reason I only take female clients.”

I kissed the fifteen-year-old girl on the mouth.

To be continued…
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Session 12 with Mercedes Daniels

I kissed my patient, Mercedes Daniels, with hunger, my body burning from telling her about my earlier romp with my husband. My brother. Clint had come in here and fucked me and my previous patient, a naughty mother I was guiding into seducing her son.

Mercedes Daniels shuddered as I pressed atop her naked body. We were cuddling on the bed in my therapist office. Over the course of the last eleven sessions with her, I had guided her into this naked therapy.

Now she moaned into my lips. She kissed me with passion as I settled on her, my round breasts pressing into hers. The sixteen-year-old girl squirmed beneath me, her thighs rubbing into my legs. She trembled and shuddered, whimpering. Our nipples brushed.

Sparks flared.

I broke the kiss, my silky, black hair spilled around my head. I rubbed into her nose as she panted, her black hair spread over the pillow. Her pierced nose twitched. She panted, cheeks red. She licked her lips.

“Mmm, want a better taste of incest?” I asked her.

She whimpered. “What sort of therapist are you, Dr. Elliston?”

“The best kind,” I told her. “The type that makes you cum and helps you enjoy your life.”

“Yes, I do want a taste,” she groaned.

I smiled. I couldn’t wait for her to seduce her father. While she was doing that, I would work her mother into seducing her brother. Incest was the best. Her family needed to become closer. To be united.

I turned on top of her. My breasts rubbed into her skin. I settled down on her. I straddled her face and lowered my cum-filled pussy towards her mouth. Clint had pumped me full of his cum. He always loved me.

I pressed her thighs apart and stared at her pussy. A landing strip of black hair ran down to her shaved twat. Her pussy lips were tight, a hint of her inner lips peeking out, pink petals blossoming. I groaned in delight and buried my face into her pussy.

I fluttered my tongue up and down her twat. She shuddered and groaned. Her hands grabbed my rump. She pulled me down to her mouth. She pressed my pussy into her lips. She licked out without hesitating, her tongue darting through my folds.

“Not your first time eating pussy, huh?” I asked, not shocked.

“At a few parties,” she said. “You know, girls doing naughty things to impress the boys.”

“Mmm,” I said, filing that nugget away.

She thrust her tongue into my twat, lapping out my brother’s cum. I groaned, savoring the delight of feeling her scooping out Clint’s jizz. This rush of naughty delight rippled through me. My nipples rubbed into her flat stomach. The teenager ate me with delight.

I pressed my lips into her underage twat. My tongue fluttered through her tart pussy. I gathered her cream. I lapped at her. My tongue pressed into her folds. I explored her silky petals, lapping at her, making her moan into my cunt.

“Dr. Elliston!” she groaned. “You’ve done this before.”

“I love pussy,” I panted. “I’ve eaten out all of my sisters’ cunts.” And my mother’s, but I didn’t want to bring that up.

“You’re so naughty,” she moaned, fingernails biting into my rump.

Her tongue dove deep into my twat. She fluttered her tongue around inside of me. Then she swiped Clint’s cum out of my pussy. She scooped it out. I moaned into her twat. I fluttered up and down her folds, savoring her tangy delight.

My bed creaked and groaned. We moaned, feasting on each other. The pleasure rippled through me. Her lips brushed my clit as she plundered my twat. She loved the taste of the incestuous cum inside of me.

I whimpered, loving my job.

I nibbled on her pussy lips.

Her clit.

She groaned into my twat. My nipples ached against her flesh. The naughty girl wiggled her tongue around inside of me. She moaned with what sounded like frustration. Her tongue seemed to be straining inside of me, reaching as far as possible.

“Damn it,” she groaned.

“No more cum in me?” I asked.

“No more.” She squirmed beneath me as I fluttered against her clit. “Mmm, but you do have a tasty twat, Dr. Elliston.” Her tongue caressed up my slit. “Ooh, yes, let’s do it.”

She fluttered her tongue around my clit. She caressed it. I shuddered on the bed, her breasts rubbing into my stomach. I savored the hard points of her nipples. I latched onto her bud, nibbling on it with my soft lips.

She bucked beneath me. Mercedes groaned. My patient whimpered as she swirled her tongue around my clit. Pleasure burst through me. Delight flowed through me. She nibbled on my bud, teasing me, too.

The pleasure rushed through me.

I squeezed my eyes shut and whimpered in delight. My pleasure swelled and swelled faster and faster. Her tongue caressing me was just a hot delight. Her fingers dug into my rump. We lapped at each other. Feasted on each other.

Our tongues dueled and danced across each other’s pussies. It was incredible. A delight. Our hips wiggled from side to side. I ground on her face while I reveled in her tart, young cream. My pleasure surged higher and higher.

We both groaned. We both shuddered.

“Dr. Elliston!”

“Mmm, let’s cum!” I panted. “Oh, yes, yes!”

I sucked on her clit. Her lips sealed on my bud. We both trembled. We writhed on the bed as my orgasm swelled. It tightened in the depths of my pussy. I whimpered, stars dancing before my eyes as I hurtled towards my climax.

She spasmed beneath me.

Mercedes’s tart juices bathed my mouth.

I drank them in as her squeals around my clit hummed around my bud. This amazing pleasure exploded through me. My orgasm detonated. My pussy convulsed. Cream gushed out of my cunt. It spilled out of my twat and soaked her face.

“Yes, yes, Dr. Elliston!” she moaned. “Oh, my god, you taste good!”

“So do you!” I whimpered between licks.

We lapped at each other as we writhed through our orgasms. She squeezed my rump. I bucked on the bed. It creaked beneath us. Her breasts rubbed into my stomach. My nipples ached against her belly. My tongue danced across her twat. We loved each other. Feasted on each other.

Then we collapsed into panting delight. I felt amazing, buzzing from the enthusiasm of her licking. Making love to a teenager was always such a joy. I turned around and pressed into the girl’s body. My breasts rubbed into her form.

I kissed her. I tasted my own tart delight, a stronger flavor than hers. Our tongues dueled for a moment, my hand sliding up from her pussy. I cupped her breast. I squeezed her tit. My fingers dug into her flesh.

“Mmm, I want you to start seducing your father,” I told her.

“What about Mom?” she asked, looking away. “He loves her.”

“Once he sees you as a woman…” I leaned in had nuzzled into her ear. “You’re a girl. You know how to show off your body. Press against him. Kiss his cheeks. Let him feel the swell of your breasts. The hardness of your nipples…”

She trembled as I whispered my advice.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 2 with Jill Daniels

I had such a delicious time with Jill Daniels’s daughter yesterday. I savored the flavor of eating her pussy as I stared at the older woman. Her daughter had much of her look, though Jill had curly, brown hair. She had plump lips and large breasts.

“Do you ever masturbate?” I asked, sitting on my chair, my legs crossed.

She blinked at me. “Masturbate?” She glanced away, her cheeks spotting. “Of course.”

“Do you think your daughter does it?”

She squirmed, her hands clasped over her lap. “Probably. What does—”

I raised my hand and gave her a comforting smile. “Who do you think she imagines when she’s pleasuring herself.”

The mother swallowed.

“Her father?” I asked.

She gave me this sharp look. A shudder rippled through her body. Then she nodded. “Maybe.”

“Who do you think about?”

Her cheeks went bright scarlet. “Movie stars, usually. Jason Momoa a lot. The Rock.”

“How about your son?” I leaned forward. “When he masturbates, is it possible that he’s thinking about you?”

She shuddered. “I don’t understand.”

“I think you need to understand your daughter is a woman,” I said, moving on. “You’re a woman, so you should understand the sort of desires she has.”

“You think…” The mother swallowed. “Is she jealous of me because of her father?”

I nodded. “She might be a little… flirty with him for a while. Let her. It’s important for her to test out her sexuality. It’s natural for a woman to compare herself up to her mother. To see if she measures up. She’ll soon realize your husband isn’t interested and move on.”

“Oh, okay,” Jill said. “I guess I can see that. And then she won’t be such a bitch to me?”

“Something like that,” I said.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 14 with Mercedes Daniels

“Still nothing?” I asked Mercedes as we cuddled up naked on my office bed.

“Nope,” she said in irritation, her naked breasts jiggling. “I felt him get a little hard, but he seems to be bemused by me. Not turned on.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my finger sliding down her firm stomach. “Getting hard is a good start. And your mother?”

“She’s acting weird,” Mercedes said. “It’s like she doesn’t see me as a threat. I’ve done a few… blatant things before her to attract Daddy’s notice, and she just acted like I was a little girl. That it was amusing. It’s annoying.”

“I bet it is,” I said. “But lucky for you, if she doesn’t see you as a threat, you can be even bolder.” My finger reached her landing strip. I slid down to her vulva. I slid my fingers up and down her pussy folds. “Mmm, how’s that?”

Mercedes grinned. “Hot.”

I leaned in and kissed her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 3 with Jill Daniels

“She’s really flirting with Martin,” Jill said, shaking her head. Her curly, brown hair swayed. “It’s blatant.”

“And how is it affecting you?” I asked.

“My husband and I are having a lot of sex,” she said. “It’s clear my husband is getting turned on and it’s confusing him. I kinda understand that.”

“Because you’re starting to think about your son?”

“Oh, god,” she groaned, her cheeks going red.

“Have you masturbated to him?”

She gave a shy nod. “I know it’s wrong.”

“Have you tried to attract his attention?” I asked, glancing at her blouse. It was more revealing than she had worn the last two times. “Dressing sexier? Hoping he’ll notice your cleavage.”

“How do you know that?” she gasped, hugging herself. It pressed up her breasts into a lush mound of cleavage. “It’s like your a witch.”

“I’m a therapist,” I said. “And you’re a woman. It’s only natural. At the unconscious level, you’re a female responding to a virile male.” I leaned closer. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 16 with Mercedes Daniels

“I blew him,” Mercedes said the moment she walked into my office. I was already naked and waiting for her on the bed.

“Your dad?” I asked as she peeled off her blouse, revealing her breasts trapped in a racy, black bra.

She nodded as she unhooked it. Her breasts came into view, that pale delight of a White girl. My brother had a thing for Japanese girls like me, while I had a thing for Caucasian ladies. My sisters were all milky-pale and silky. They made me so wet.

“Tell me about it,” I said as she kicked off her shoes and unbuttoned her jeans.

“It was two days ago,” she groaned. “Saturday, and…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mercedes’s Daniels tale…

My mom and brother weren’t home. She’d taken him out shopping of all things. I was glad because this was my chance. I had this wicked idea. I wore a flirty, pleated skirt that swirled around my thighs and a tube top that clung to my breasts. No bra. My black hair swept down my face as I found him on the recliner watching college football.

“Come on,” he groaned. “Don’t let those fucking pussies sack the quarterback. Get your act together.”

“Daddy,” I purred, sauntering to him. “Can I ask some advice?”

He glanced at me and froze at the sight of my smooth midriff and bouncing breasts. I reached his recliner and plopped down on his lap, my legs thrown over the chair’s arm. He tensed. He was a tall man, his hair dark. He had a goatee that made him so sexy. His shoulders were broad. His tattoo on his arm peeked out of his sleeve, the bottom of a spade and a dragon’s tail coiled about it. It was his army unit.

“What, Mercedes?” he asked, some color spotting his cheeks. I could feel him swelling hard.

I wiggled.

“Well,” I said, leaning over to him, almost pressing my breasts into his face. My nipples throbbed. “On blowjobs. Do guys really like them?”

He spluttered, his cock throbbing beneath him. “Well, I mean…” He glanced around, this wild look in his eyes. “Um, I mean… this isn’t the sort of thing a father tells his daughter.”

“I thought we could talk about anything,” I said, sliding my arms around his neck. I almost pressed my breasts into his face. His cock throbbed hard. “I want to learn how to give a good one.”

“Mercedes,” he groaned. “What are you saying?”

“I think you know what I’m saying.” I gave him a big smile, his dick twitching beneath my rump.

His eyes were shocked, and I could feel at this moment I had him. He wanted this, but he couldn’t cross that line. He needed me to help him along. I grinned at him and then slid down his body. My weight on the extended part of the recliner closed it. I slid down to the floor and ended up on my knees before him, my hands busy.

“Mercedes!” he groaned as I pulled down on his sweat pants. “What has gotten into you.”

“This!” I moaned, pulling out his hard cock.

It was thicker than I expected. A man’s cock. Not those boys that I’d allowed to sleep with me in the past. He had none of their insecure swagger, the posturing to convince you he was a man. He didn’t have to do that.

He was a man.

I gripped his cock. I pumped up and down on it. His cock twitched in my hand. I leaned in and licked my lips. I hungered for it. Salivated for it. I opened my mouth wide and swallowed the tip of my daddy’s dick.

I dove into the world of incest in truth.

Daddy groaned. His eyes widened as my lips sealed over his cock. I had him in my mouth. His hands grabbed the armrest. His face twisted as I bobbed my head. I worked my mouth up and down his shaft, sucking, nursing, loving him.

The chair creaked as he shifted. My breasts jiggled in my boob tube. My tits swayed from side to side. I sucked his cock. His dick throbbed in my mouth. His precum spilled over my tongue. I swirled around his spongy crown.

It was incredible.

I was loving my daddy.

Dr. Elliston was so right. This was what I craved. Why I was always fighting with my mom. I wanted this cock. I hungered for it. He groaned, his face twisting in bliss. His chest rose and fell. The game echoed behind me, the crowd cheering.

It was like they were urging me on.

“Dammit, Mercedes,” he growled. “This… This… Shit.”

His hand grabbed my hair. For a moment, I felt him pulling on my hair, about to rip my mouth off his dick. I kept sucking. My hand stroked the base of his cock. He groaned and the pressure relaxed. His hand rested on my head as he surrendered to it.

He loved it.

This was incredible. It was a treat. My tongue darted around his cock. I sucked on him hard. I whimpered and moaned, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. I shoved my left hand down my body and between my thighs. As I nursed on him, my fingers slid up and up my inner thighs. I reached the gusset of my thong.

I shoved the narrow cloth to the side and caressed my hot flesh. The pleasure rippled up my cunt. My toes curled. I groaned around his dick. I sucked him hard. His shaft throbbed in my mouth. The precum spilled over my tongue. He throbbed in my mouth. He felt incredible.

I plunged my fingers into my cunt. I thrust them into my twat. I drove them into my sheath over and over. My tongue danced around his cock while my juicy pussy squeezed around my fingers. I plundered myself and loved him.

“Mercedes,” he groaned. It was the best sound in the world.

I stared up at him. This wicked passion surged through me as I churned up my twat. I thrust my fingers into my cunt again and again. My pussy clenched them. My juices ran down my wrists. The heel of my hand rubbed on my clit.

Pleasure sparked through me as I nursed on his dick. He groaned and growled. His recliner creaked. His back arched. His fingers tightened in my hair. I was bringing him closer and closer to erupting. To exploding in my mouth.

“Oh, shit, Mercedes!”

His cum fired into my mouth.

At the first taste of incestuous passion, my cunt exploded into orgasmic bliss. My daddy’s salty seed flooded my mouth. He groaned with each eruption. I swallowed his spunk. I gulped it down, load after load of passion. It spilled down my throat to my belly.

Waves of pleasure rippled through my body. My fingers churned up my convulsing twat. Juices squirted out. Daddy’s recliner creaked as he shuddered. I gulped down his seed, sucking hard on his dick.

It was such a delicious treat. I whimpered, my orgasm rushing through me. Daddy groaned, breathing heavy as I nursed out the last of his jizz. I loved it. I made him cum. His eyes flicked down to me.

I popped my mouth off of him and rose, my tits bouncing. “Oh, Daddy, I love you so much.”

His eyes were on me. I grabbed the hem of my boob tube. I peeled it up, dragging it over my round tits. Just as my breasts popped out, Daddy letting out a groan of awe at my teenage perkiness, the front door opened.

“…good buy,” Mom was saying.

“Shit!” Daddy groaned and drew up his sweat pants. “Oh, shit.”

“Fuck,” I muttered, shoving down my boob tube. I spun around and found Mom entering with shopping bags, my brother right behind her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 16 with Mercedes Daniels

“I hugged Mom with his cum on my lips, and she had no idea,” purred Mercedes, her finger rubbing up and down my pussy lips. Her firm, teenage breasts pressed against my side. “It was such a rush.”

“Sounds like it,” I purred.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 17 with Mercedes Daniels

“It’s backfired,” Mercedes said the moment she walked into my office for her Wednesday session. “He’s avoiding me.”

“He’s embarrassed,” I said, lounging naked on my bed. I didn’t have any fear of doing this. My secretary, one of the naughty Mihara twins, wouldn’t let me get caught. “That’s only natural.”

“Being embarrassed?” Mercedes seemed to deflate. “Of me.”

“Of his desires. He needs time to adjust to incest.” I smiled at her. “You just have to be patient with him. His lusts are growing, and those always win out. Trust me.”

“You sure?” she asked. “I had him alone last night and when I suggested I could blow him again, he fled to the bar.”

“If he hasn’t relented over this weekend, we’ll try something a bit more… direct.” I patted the bed. “Now, come here and let me relieve some of your frustration.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 4 with Jill Daniels

“I keep thinking about my son,” Jill Daniels said. She lay on the bed with me, fully clothed. There was some space between us. “It’s so wrong, but…” She licked her lips. “I took him shopping to buy him some clothes and I found myself modeling some outfits for him. Daring outfits. I couldn’t stop myself. He seemed to think I looked great.”

“I understand.” I stroked her arm, sliding up to the hem of her short-sleeve. She shivered, glancing at me. I smiled at her. “There’s a video I want you to take home and watch.”

Her brow furrowed.

“It’s homemade porn,” I told her. “It stars my husband and my mother-in-law.”

Jill’s eyes widened. “You don’t mean…?”

I nodded.

“A son loving his mother is a beautiful thing,” I told her, my finger stroking down to her hand. “I want you to watch it and tell me what you think for our next session.”

“Oh, my god,” she panted, her breasts rising. Her cheeks were scarlet.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 19 with Mercedes Daniels

“He went fishing all weekend with his friends,” muttered Mercedes. She was cuddled against me, worry in her eyes. “Mom was locked in her bedroom, too. The house felt so empty. This sucks. I’m so horny. All I could think about was Daddy, and he was out fishing and drinking with his friends. He’d rather be with them than making love to me!”

“I have a feeling you need more than my touch to get off today, don’t you?” I asked her, my finger sliding around her nipple.

She nodded, her face twisting with passion.

“You need a man right now.” I pinched her pink nipple. She gasped, her nose twitching, piercing flashing. “Don’t you?”

“Yes!” she hissed. “Not any of the boys I know. All day at school, they were all trying to act like they weren’t boys, but they are. I need my daddy.”

“Well, there are other ways you can have some incestuous fun,” I said. “My husband could show up.”

“Your half-brother?” she asked.

“The man who not only has fucked me but all our sisters.” I nuzzled into her ear. “We share him. Alicia, Lee, Zoey, and Melody.”

“Oh, my god,” she groaned. “Yes, yes, I need a man. I want to see you to together.”

I smiled and rose, my round breasts swaying. I sauntered to my desk, feeling her eyes on me. I glanced at the photos on my desk as I grabbed my phone. There was a wedding photo of Clint and me. I didn’t have one with Melody and her wedding dress here in my office. I was his legal wife, but we married Melody in a spiritual sense that day.

One day, it would be for real.

Other pics had my daughter Hikaru. She was growing up fast. She and Christie, Melody’s daughter, were building a sandcastle in one, both smiling. In another, they were being chased along with Amber by Clint’s first son, Clinton.

I sent the text. She’s ready. Just like I thought she’d be.

Love you, he answered.

I shuddered as a moment later, the office door entered and my brother sauntered in. He wore his dress shirt, his tie already off and the top few buttons were undone. He moved with confidence, a suave smile on his handsome lips. His hair was short and dark. His shoulders broad, his strength obvious.

“Damn,” groaned Mercedes. She half set up, her round breasts jiggling.

Clint grinned at the sight of the teenage girl as he stopped before me. He cupped my cheek, stroking me with his thumb. As I melted into his touch, he whispered, “Pam, you have outdone yourself.”

“I’m your queen,” I said. “One of them. I have to find treats for you. I’ve been enjoying her enough.”

He smiled then captured my lips in a kiss.

I melted against him, pressing my naked form into his half-open dress shirt. His other hand slid around my waist and cupped my ass. He squeezed with such possession. He knew he owned my rump. My body. My nipples throbbed against the silk of his shirt. His tongue danced with mine. I whimpered against him.

His fingers dug into my butt-cheek as my pussy grew hotter and hotter. I could feel Mercedes watching. Salivating. I shuddered and broke the kiss with him. My fingers attacked the buttons of his shirt as he looked at her.

He didn’t say a word and she still shuddered. “Oh, my god, Dr. Elliston, your husband is a hunk. He’s really your brother?”

“He has a lot in common with our father,” I said. “He likes Japanese girls.”

“Has he banged your secretary?”

“Not only have I banged her,” Clint said, “I took her and her twin sister’s virginities.”

“Oh, my god,” groaned Mercedes. “I’m so wet right now.”

“I’ll make you wetter,” Clint promised as I slid off his shirt then attacked his belt and slacks.

I knelt down before him, feeling Mercedes watching me be a good woman. I wasn’t one of Clint’s sex slaves, but that didn’t mean it didn’t make me wet and juicy to serve him and be submissive. Especially in the bedroom. When it came to other decisions, I could argue with him. When Melody and I united…

I opened his slacks and shoved them down along with his boxers. I groaned as his cock popped before me. It took all my self-control not to just lean in and suck on him. To nurse on his dick. My mouth salivated for that treat. It was an incredible delight.

I ignored it.

Mercedes purred.

I peeled off his slacks and boxers, taking his shoes off in the process. Last, I removed his socks then rose and pressed against him. His arm went around my waist as we stared at the nubile, sixteen-year-old girl.

“Ready?” I asked him, my voice throaty.

“Yes,” he growled. “Yes, I am.”

I shuddered as we sauntered forward. His hand squeezed and kneaded my rump the entire away. We reached the bed and Mercedes had this look of pure lust in her youthful eyes. She stretched back, boldly parting her legs.

Her daddy was going to enjoy her body once I was done with their family. I licked my chops as Clint and I slid onto the bed. We moved between her thighs. She shuddered, her body trembling. I loved the whimpers she made. All those naughty sounds.

Together, Clint and I lowered our heads. We were going to feast on her pussy. His whiskered cheek rubbed into my face. The tart aroma of Mercedes’s pussy filled my nose. Clint growled like a hungry wolf.

“Oh, my god!” gasped Mercedes as we nuzzled into her twat. “Together? That’s so hot. Ooh, I can see a family resemblance. It’s there in your faces. It’s subtle… Oh, my god, this is so hot!”

Our tongues darted through her folds. We licked at her, teased her. She gasped and groaned. Her head shook from side to side. This wanton heat rippled through her. It was a treat to enjoy. Our tongues darted over her pussy folds. My tongue brushed by Clint’s as we licked and lapped and stirred her up. The whimpers she made were incredible.

They had my pussy dripping with excitement. Juices ran down my thighs. My breasts swayed as my tongue lapped and licked through her pussy lips. Clint’s tongue licked fast. He plunged into her teenage depths, making her gasp.

“Holy fucking shit!” the girl groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that’s good. Damn!”

“Mmm, I bet it is,” I purred and then flicked my tongue up to her clit.

As I flicked at her, I shoved my hand down between my thighs. I thrust two digits into my sopping depths. I let them marinate in my juices as my tongue darted over her folds. Clint growled beside me, swirling through the girl’s cunt.

I ripped my fingers out of my cunt and brought them to her taint. As I nibbled on her clit, my soaked digits slid between her butt-crack and found her asshole. I rubbed my cream into her sphincter, massaging her.

“Mmm, I like a finger up my ass when getting eaten out!” groaned Mercedes. “I have to teach my daddy that.”

I popped my mouth off her clit, thrust my finger into her asshole, and purred, “You will. Trust me.”

“I hope so,” she groaned. “Oh, damn, your brother knows how to eat pussy.”

“I’ve had lots of practice,” Clint said.

I nodded, pumping my finger in and out of her asshole. I pressed a second into her asshole. Her anal sphincter stretched. She gasped as my two digits, greased by my pussy cream, plundered into her velvety bowels.

Her breasts quivered as she moaned. Clint’s tongue bathed up and down her entire pussy. He devoured her, feasting on her. She humped her shaved folds against him. Her back arched and her face twisted in bliss.

“That’s it,” I whispered into my brother’s ear. “Mmm, you’re going to make her cum. I love watching you make girls cum.”

Melody was the exhibitionist, but I was the voyeurist. Watching was exciting. Hearing my patients tell me about their incestuous experiences, to hear the joy in their ears, made me so wet. I couldn’t wait for Mercedes’s tale with her daddy.

Or Jill’s tale with her son. All weekend in her bedroom, huh? Perfect.

I ripped my fingers out of her asshole and shoved them down my body. I buried the dirty fingers into my snatch as I nibbled on Clint’s asshole. I soaked my fingers then brought them back to the teenager’s tight sphincter.

I thrust them deep into her. I shuddered, my nipples aching. More pussy juices ran down my legs as I plundered her asshole. Her bowels squeezed around my digits. She shuddered and humped against Clint’s feasting.

“Make her cum,” I whispered. “I want to hear her moan. I want to see that look of bliss on her face. You know I love it, Clint. You always give me what I need. I love you.”

“Oh, my god, what are you whispering to him, because he’s really eating me now.” Mercedes shuddered.

“Just telling him how much I love him.” I smiled up her body. “Before I even knew I was his sister, I loved him. Melody groomed me, you know. Our other sister. She wanted to make him happy and brought me to him. It was magical.”

“And now you’re grooming me for my daddy!” gasped Mercedes. “I love it! You’re such a wicked therapist. Oh, yes, yes, you’re brother’s going to make me cum.”

“Good!” I moaned, thrusting my fingers in and out of her asshole.

I leaned down and fluttered my tongue up and down her slit, gathering up her tart delight and brushing Clint’s tongue. The sixteen-year-old girl’s moans grew louder. Her breasts heaved. She was coming closer and closer to that orgasm.

I ripped my fingers out of her asshole and re-soaked them in my cunt. I shuddered at the depraved feel of them in me, dirty from her bowels. I quivered, my cheek rubbing into Clint’s. His stubble caressed me.

I thrust three fingers into her asshole.

“Holy fucking yes, Dr. Elliston!” she gasped. “Mr. Elliston! You’re both so amazing.”

Clint latched onto her clit and sucked.

“Cum for him!” I moaned, pumping my three fingers, squeezed tight by her bowels, deep into her. “Explode!”

Her face twisted in rapture and then she gasped. I licked at her folds as her juices gushed out. She bathed our mouths. Her asshole convulsed around my three digits. I loved the feel as Clint and I lapped at her twat.

We feasted on her.

Loved her.

Her head tossed back and forth. Her breasts heaved together. Her moans echoed through the office. I bet Minako heard her gasping. I bet my wicked receptionist was texting her twin sister, her mistress, all about it. A heady rush shot through me.

“Yes, yes, you and your brother are awesome, Dr. Elliston!” the teenager moaned.

I rose and smiled at her. “Mmm, she’s all ready for you, Clint.”

He pulled his mouth from her pussy and turned his head. He captured my lips in a kiss. Mercedes’s underage passion seasoned our mouths. Our tongues dueled. I melted into it, my passion burning. I pulled my fingers out of her asshole and found his cock as I dueled with him. I stroked him, reveling in my brother’s throbbing girth.

He broke the kiss and whispered, “You are the best, my queen.”

“What would Melody say?” I asked him.

“She’d agree.” His grin grew. “Shame she couldn’t be here to join us.”

“You’ll make it up to her. Aren’t you going to make her cum at the King’s tomorrow night?”

He winked at me.

“Oh, my god, are you going to fuck me now, Mr. Elliston?” the panting teenager asked.

“Yes, I am,” he said. “How badly do you want that.”

“So fucking badly. My daddy went fishing this weekend and didn’t take me.”

“Maybe he wanted to catch some fish,” Clint suggested, a smile playing on his lips.

“I’d rather he catch some pussy,” she moaned. “Oh, god, that was corny. Just fuck me. I need a dick in me.”

As Clint moved into position, I grabbed a pillow and shoved it beneath Mercedes’s rump. The girl lifted her hips to help me. As she settled down, I pressed the tip of Clint’s cock into her juicy pussy. I rubbed it up and down.

The girl cooed then gasped as I pushed Clint’s dick lower, down her taint to nuzzle at her asshole. Lubed with my juices, Clint pressed forward. I shuddered, watching my brother’s cock pushing at her brown anal ring.

It parted around his girth.

“Oh, damn,” she groaned. “Anal?”

“I got you ready,” I said as my brother’s cock dominated her sphincter. Her asshole surrendered.

He slid into her.

My pussy melting, I moved down the bed and straddled her face. I pressed my cunt onto her whimpering mouth. Her hands gripped my thighs, her bright-red fingernails contrasting with my pale-olive skin. Her tongue thrust into my twat.

Clint rammed to the hilt in her asshole, groaning as he bottomed out in her. I threw my arms around his neck and leaned forward. I kissed my brother as he plundered the teenager’s asshole. My pussy drank in the flutter of her tongue.

We used the girl.

It was incredible.

Clint kissed me with hunger as he fucked her asshole. The entire bed creaked. It groaned as he thrust into her depths. He plundered her bowels. He fucked her hard as our tongues dueled. I shuddered, grinding my juicy pussy on the girl’s hungry mouth.

Mercedes feasted on me. She moaned and whimpered and groaned into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my folds, brushing my clit, stroking my labia. I kissed Clint harder, grinding on her. His hands stroked my sides, caressing me as he fucked her.

I broke the kiss and moaned, “Mmm, that’s it, Mercedes! Use that asshole! Make my brother cum hard.”

“Yes, Dr. Elliston!” she groaned. “Oh, my god, this is the best therapy for frustration ever!”

I smiled in delight as I wiggled back and forth. I ground on her mouth. Clint’s face twisted with pleasure. His hands tightened on my hips as he plundered her asshole. He slammed hard strokes into her. My asshole tingled.

I shuddered and then I leaned back, releasing my hold on Clint’s neck. Mercedes whimpered as I shifted on her. My pussy slid past her lips as I reached behind me to brace myself on my extended arms. I pressed my asshole against her mouth.

“Rim me!” I moaned. “Ooh, rim me as my brother sodomizes you!”

“Yes, Dr. Elliston!” she moaned.

Her tongue darted around my asshole. I shuddered at the wicked feel of her enjoying my anal delight. My pussy clenched, exposed to my brother’s gaze. He had such a big grin on his lips. His right hand slid down to my pussy. His fingers stroked me.

Penetrated me.

“Clint!” I gasped as his two digits sank to the hilt in me. They plunged so deep into my twat while the girl’s tongue danced across my asshole.

“Enjoy her,” he growled. “I know I am.”

“Yes!” I panted, my body trembling.

He stirred up my pussy. He plundered my cunt while her tongue darted around my asshole. He teased me. My head tossed from side to side. My hair danced around my shoulders. This wicked passion surged through my body.

I whimpered and groaned. My breasts jiggled and heaved. His fingers thrust into me at the same rhythm he hammered her asshole. He plundered her bowels with hard strokes. He buried deep into her depths, making her shudder and groan.

Her tongue danced across my asshole. The delight melted to my pussy stuffed with my brother’s fingers. I gasped, my breasts jiggling as my orgasm built faster and faster. Her tongue felt so naughty. So wicked.

I needed more.

“Press that tongue into my asshole!” I moaned.

“Yes, yes!” growled Clint. “Make my sister cum! She’s my queen! She deserves all the orgasms she can receive!”

I beamed at my brother.

Mercedes’s tongue pressed at my asshole. My eyes widened as she wiggled it around. Then she thrust it into me. I groaned as she penetrated into my rump. That wicked tongue buried into me. It was incredible to feel. My body quivered from the intrusion. It sent such a wicked and wild sweep of bliss through my flesh.

I ground on her. I wiggled back and forth. Her tongue plundered deep into my asshole. That amazing treat filled me. My eyes widened. I groaned. My heart pounded in my chest. The pleasure built inside of me as she swirled her tongue around my asshole. This amazing treat met the delight of Clint’s fingers plundering my cunt.

My head tossed back and forth. My hair danced over my shoulders. I whimpered, my cunt clenching and relaxing on Clint’s digits. This wonderful bliss swelled and swelled inside of me. They both teased me.

“Oh, my god, yes, yes!” I hissed. “Wiggle that tongue inside of me.”

“Damn, you are a sexy thing, Mercedes,” snarled Clint. “Make her cum. Make my wife cum. She’s changed your life! Show your appreciation.”

The girl moaned. Then she did something so wonderfully naughty. She sealed her lips around my asshole and sucked. The wicked sensation sent pleasure shooting through my body. My back arched, breasts heaving.

Clint ducked down and sucked on my nipple. The sensations all spilled through me. My cunt clenched down on his probing fingers. My asshole tightened around her wiggling tongue. They both gave me such delights.

I came.

My pussy cream gushed out of me as I cried out. “Clint! Clint! Yes, yes! I love you!”

He growled around my nipple, thrusting hard into the girl’s pussy. Her tongue swirled through my convulsing asshole. The waves of pleasure swept out of my spasming twat. Stars burst across my vision.

“Mr. Elliston!” she whimpered and bucked.

“Shit!” he snarled, lips popping off my nipple.

Juices gushed out of her twat. She squirted, splashing my brother’s stomach as he drilled his cock into her bowels. He buried into her and I could see the pleasure bursting across his face. As my orgasm peaked, I witnessed his rapture.

“Flood her asshole!” I gasped.

“He is, Dr. Elliston!” Mercedes moaned. “Oh, my god, I’m cumming so hard!”

The air filled with the scent of her tart passion. I shuddered and trembled. Clint ripped his fingers out of my cunt as he snarled. He drew back his cock one final time and then rammed to the hilt in her, filling her bowels with his seed.

“Goddamn,” he panted. “Mercedes, your dad’s going to be a lucky man.”

“He will be!” she moaned.

Trembling, I slipped off of her and panted, “And this is what you need to do to love him.”

Her eyes, glossy with her orgasm, stared up at me. She whimpered, trembling on Clint’s cock as I told her my plan for the Daniels house this coming weekend. Well, part of my plan.

I couldn’t wait to hear about it on next Monday.

To be continued…
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Session 5 with Jill Daniels

“Thanks for coming in today,” I said to Jill Daniels, smiling at the mother of Mercedes. Normally, I saw Jill on Friday after my session with her daughter and not on Monday.

The woman nodded. She lay on the bed beside me. I was working her towards my cuddle therapy. I loved the look in her eyes. She had this wild gleam. Almost haunted. She was realizing things about herself. Things she didn’t think she was capable of feeling.

“So, how was the tape?” I asked. I’d heard from Mercedes that Jill had spent all weekend in her bedroom while her husband was out fishing. “Enjoy it?”

Jill shuddered, her cheeks going red. “It was the hottest thing in the world, Dr. Elliston.” She glanced at me, licking her lip. “That was really your husband and his mother?”

I smiled, remembering filming the naughty, amateur porno that I’d given Jill to help her get the hots for her son. “Yes, it was,” I said. “It was fun to make.”

My thoughts drifted.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Nine weeks earlier…

I held the digital camcorder in my hand as I stood in the kitchen of our third house. We owned three of them in a row on our block, the fences knocked down to link the backyards. We lived in the first two houses while the third house was off limits to our kids. They were too young to see the things that went on in here.

My mother-in-law and sex slave, Cheryl Elliston, stood at the sink. She wore a light-blue dress spotted with flowers. It was a rather conservative dress, something a housewife would wear. She had an apron over it. She was humming, doing the dishes. Her dyed-blonde hair swayed about her shoulders. She stood taller than me, almost Clint’s height. Her large breasts swelled the front of her blouse, the apron stretched over it.

Clint strode in wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I shuddered at the sight of him. I smiled at the hungry look in his face as he stared at his mother. Normally, she was his sex slave. He mastered her, claiming her when she’d been drowning in grief after her husband, our father, had died.

I’d never known our father.

Clint came up behind his mother and grabbed her rump through her dress. She stiffened, her back arching. She shuddered and said, “What are you doing?”

Normally, she didn’t question him. She would melt into his touch and become playdough in his hand, but right now she played her role. I wanted this therapy tape ready to help my patients accept that incest was okay. No, that it was something they should enjoy.

“Clint,” my mother-in-law repeated, shuddering as he leaned in and nuzzled into her dyed-blonde hair. He went to kiss at her neck and her shoulders rolled, rebuffing her.“Clint, you can’t do this.”

“Why not?” he groaned. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Mom.”

“That’s exactly why,” she groaned, her hands turning off the faucet. He kneaded her rump as he nuzzled into her neck. He kissed at her skin. She shuddered. “You’re my son. This is wrong.”

“I don’t care,” he said. “I know you’re not getting enough. You’re frustrated. In need. I can give you what you crave. I can give you the pleasure you’re missing out.”

“Clint,” she whimpered as he squeezed her rump. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t I, Mom?” His right hand slid around her hip, caressing her body through her dress. He slid up her stomach. His hand climbed higher and higher, vanishing beneath her apron. He reached her large breast, cupping it. squeezing it.

I shuddered, fighting against the heat gathering in my pussy. It rippled out of me. I rubbed my thighs together. My naked breasts swayed. I wanted to moan in delight as I watched Clint knead his mother’s breast.

“Don’t I know just what you need?” he growled as he squeezed her tit. “You are frustrated. Horny. You have a body that deserves to be worshiped. Mom, I’m here for you.”

“But it’s wrong,” she groaned. “Your father, he’s—”

“He’s not here,” he said. “He’s never here. But I am, Mom.” Clint turned her around and cupped her face. Her cheeks burned red. Her brown eyes darted around. His free hand cupped her breast through her apron and dress again. “Let me love you.”

“Clint,” she groaned, squirming. “This is wrong. Incest.”

“It’s love,” he said.

Pussy juices ran down my thighs as she whimpered. Blood pumped through my veins. It flowed hot. My fingers quivered and twitched. This was driving me wild. I wanted to join their incestuous passion. The way his mother shuddered, how her lower lip quivered, had me aching.

“Let me love you, Mom,” he said, leaning in. “Let me worship you. You deserve it, don’t you?”

“I… I…” She shuddered. “Clint, please, we can’t go down this road.”

“Why not?” he asked.

“I… I don’t know,” she whispered, her eyes closing. “People say it’s wrong.”

“Who cares?”

Clint kissed her. I shuddered and my cunt clenched. This heat rippled through my body. It flooded through my flesh. My pussy burned with excitement as mother and son kissed. Their tongues danced together. My mother-in-law whimpered against her son. She trembled as he kissed her hard.

His hands roamed her body as he loved her. She surrendered into it. She kissed him with awakened passion. She moaned. He growled. I fought the urge to masturbate. I wanted to join them. To feel them loving my body. I flexed the fingers of my hand not holding the camcorder.

His hand grabbed the hem of his mother’s skirt. He pulled it up. He drew it higher and higher. He raised her dress up her thigh, exposing more and more of her. She whimpered into the kiss. She shuddered against him, their tongues flashing.

He broke the kiss as he pulled her skirt up and over to expose the mauve panties she wore. His hand slid down and cupped her pussy through her panties. Her eyes widened. Her lower lips quivered in delight.

“Clint,” she groaned.

“You’re so hot and wet, Mom,” he said, grinning. “You want this, don’t you? We’re here. Alone. No one has to know. We can love each other. It doesn’t matter that you birthed me.” His fingers thrust her panties to the side. She gasped as his digits slid through her dark bush. “You want me back in you.”

“Clint,” she whimpered. “This… I…”

“Mmm, let me show you how much I love you, Mom.” Clint grinned at her as he sank to his knees. His left hand held her skirt and apron bunched over her waist. His right hooked the front of her panties, threatening to pull them to the side. “Let me worship you and give you the pleasure you deserve to experience.”

“Oh, god,” she groaned as he worked off her panties. He exposed her dark bush, revealing her true hair coloring. Her breasts rose and fell in her bodice. Her bleached-blonde hair swayed about her blushing cheeks.

He rolled her panties down her thighs. Clint shoved them down past her knees. They fell to her feet. She stepped out of them with her left foot, the dainty cloth clinging to her right. Clint pressed her thighs apart, her feet shifting. He nuzzled towards her pussy, inhaling deeply.

“Your passion smells incredible, Mom,” he growled.

My pussy clenched. My free hand slid down my naked body. I caressed over my belly and reached my black bush. I slid my fingers through my hairs and found my pussy lips. I stroked myself as Clint buried his face into his mother’s twat.

My mother-in-law gasped. Her back arched. Her mature and beautiful face twisted in pleasure. She then groaned through clenched teeth. Her hips wiggled as Clint feasted on her. I moved closer, rubbing my twat as I filmed my husband and brother feasting on his mother.

I squatted down. He danced his tongue across her folds. He stroked her while she moaned. Her head tossed back and forth as he devoured her. His left hand held her skirt and apron out of the way while his right slid up her thigh.

“Oh, my god, Clint,” she groaned. “You’re… you’re…”

“Eating your pussy, Mom?” he asked, pulling his lips away. They were gleaming with her incestuous pussy juices. “Huh, Mom?”

“Yes!” she moaned, her breasts swaying. “Oh, Clint, this… this…”

“Is what you need,” he said and buried his face back into her twat.

“My wonderful son!” she moaned as he ate her.

I stroked my pussy as I squatted there, my fingers caressing my cuntlips. I focused the camera on her twat as he drove his tongue through his folds. He lapped at her. He devoured her with passion. He made her moan and gasp.

I panned the camera up a few times to catch her expression of incestuous passion. Then I returned to Clint pleasing her. His fingers slid through her bush as he ate her. She gasped as he penetrated her with two thick digits.

I plunged two of my own into my twat. I thrust them into my depths. I loved watching them. My hot pussy clenched squeezed around my fingers as I witnessed their incest. It was so hot. He as reaming her cunt and flicking at her clit.

“Oh, yes, yes, Clint!” moaned his mother. “You’re such a good son. I… I… I need this. Oh, god, I need this. It’s been so long.”

“You’ll never be frustrated again,” Clint growled. “I love you, Mom!”

He plunged his fingers fast into her snatch. He sucked on her clit. His words made her shudder. She groaned and gasped. My pussy clenched down on my own fingers. I fought my whimpers, my hand gripping the camcorder. I fought hard to keep it focused.

This was so hot.

Her juices ran down his hand. Her moans echoed through the kitchen. She bucked and moaned. Her breasts heaved beneath her dress and apron. Bleached-blonde hair swayed over her shoulders, caressing her blushing cheeks.

“Clint!” she howled as she came. Her incestuous pleasure spilled across her expression. “Oh, my god, Clint! Clint!”

He thrust his fingers hard and fast. His tongue darted through her folds. He sucked and nibbled on his mother’s clit. Her body bucked as her pleasure rippled through her. She whimpered and moaned. Her face twisted.

“Clint, I love you! You’re such a good son.”

I shuddered and stood up on unsteady feet. It was time for the real fun to begin.

Clint ripped his face from his mother’s twat and stood. He kissed her with his lips stained in her pussy juices. She melted to him, kissing him back with such hunger. Her hands stroked his chest through his shirt while his hands moved.

He untied her apron from around her neck. It fell down between them. His hands moved. He found the zipper of her dress. He dragged it down. It rasped. He broke the kiss and pulled the dress off her shoulders, exposing her mauve bra. Her breasts quivered in it, large and constrained.

My pussy clenched down on my fingers as Clint and unhooked her bra. He took it off and dropped her bra on the floor. Her large breasts spilled out, her dark-red nipples thrusting hard. Clint’s hands cupped her tits as he kissed her again. She whimpered.

Her hands darted down to his crotch. She squeezed his girth through his jeans. Their tongues danced together. They loved each other. Her fingers undid his fastener. The zipper rasped. She reached in and seized his dick. She pulled him out.

She broke the kiss and moaned, “Clint, please, I need you. I need my son to love me.”

“Yes!” he growled. He seized her hips and lifted her up. He set her down on the counter, pushing her thighs apart.

She pulled him to her pussy, her character utterly surrendered to their incestuous passion. I captured that moment of his cock nuzzling into her pussy. She rubbed his cock’s tip into her folds. He teased her. She whimpered and moaned into their kiss. Her left arm hooked around his neck as she guided him right to her entrance.

She released his cock. He thrust into her.

He slammed into her to the hilt . He sank into her. It was incredible to watch this wicked and naughty sight of a son returning to the hole that had birthed him. My mother-in-law moaned in delight into the kiss, her body shuddering.

She broke the kiss and leaned back on the counter. Her breast jiggled as he drew back and slammed into her. Her thighs gripped his waist, her panties hanging off her right ankle. Pleasure crossed both their faces.

I frigged my pussy hard and fast as I watched their incestuous love. Clint fucked his mother hard. He gave her what she needed. Her breasts bounced and heaved as he plunged in and out of her cunt. He fucked her with passion.

“This is what I need!” howled my mother-in-law. “Oh, Clint, I love it!”

“Mom!” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “Don’t fight it. Surrender. I want you cumming on my dick.”

“Yes!” she moaned.

Clint was perfect. My brother-husband plowed my mother-in-law hard. He fucked her, reveling in her incestuous passion. His balls smacked into her flesh. He rammed into her depths over and over. His dick buried into her.

I recorded every moment of their passion. Their moans and gasps. Her tits heaved. His tight ass clenched as he thrust forward. His dick plunged deep into his mother’s cunt. His shaft emerged drenched in her passion, gleaming in her juices.

“Clint! Clint!” she moaned. “My strong son! I love it! This is what I need! I don’t care if it’s wrong! I just want to love you!”

“Yes!” he growled. “Fuck what others think! Embrace our passion!”

He buried into her hard. Fast. Her face twisted. This was it. I recorded the moment her body bucked. I witnessed the sexy beauty cumming on her son’s cock. She howled out in rapture, her tits heaving.

“Clint! I love you! You’re my sexy son! I want to enjoy you whenever we can!”

“Yes!” he growled, pumping hard. “Damn, Mom, I can feel your passion!”

“I want you to cum in me!” she moaned. “Spill your seed in me. Flood my pussy! Oh, you’re such a sexy man!”

She threw her arms around him and kissed him. Her breasts pressed into his chest. He groaned and rammed hard into her. He buried to the hilt in her and growled into her lips. My pussy clenched as I witnessed him cumming in her cunt.

They both moaned. They both trembled as they held each other. They loved each other. It was so hot. My pussy ached for an orgasm. I pulled my digits out of my twat, not wanting to drive myself over the edge into passion.

Clint broke the kiss with his mother. “See?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Mmm, that was amazing. I need more of this.”

He winked at her, his hand fondling her heavy breasts. Then he pulled back, letting me get a shot of his cum leaking out of her pussy, proof that mother and son had united their passion. That they had combined them into something wicked and beautiful.

“And cut!” I cried, turning off my camera. “Oh, my god, that was so hot, slut!”

“Thank you, Mistress,” my mother-in-law moaned, slipping back into her true role as our sex slave.

“You came hard,” Clint said, grabbing her tit again. “Just a nasty, little Mommy-slut.”

“You pleasured me, Master!” she moaned. “It felt so weird, but it was hot pretending…” She shuddered as he rubbed her thumb.

I set the camcorder on the side as Clint glanced at me. His eyes flicked up and down me. “You didn’t cum, Pam?”

“No,” I groaned. “I wanted to, but I didn’t want to ruin the movie. It was hot. My patients are going to melt when they watched this.” I had a patient named Lamia who I was certain was infatuated with her son, Tai. I was almost to the point where I could get her to admit she wanted to make love to him.

“All those naughty mommies learning that their sons can give them such naughty delights,” Clint said. He took my hand and pulled me to him. His pale skin contrasted with the dusky-olive hue of my Japanese origin. “But they also should learn about the joys of their daughter-in-laws.”

“Well, that might be another tape,” I said, licking my lips. “I bet Melody would love to star in that one.” I liked watching—it was so hot—but Melody, my sister-wife, was the exhibitionist.

“We can practice now,” Clint said, his dick still hard. “You could bend over and clean up that naughty Mommy-slut’s cunt. She’s been bad. She made a mess in her twat.”

“So bad,” whimpered my mother-in-law. “Mistress, I made a mess in my cunt. Will you clean me out?”

My mouth watered.

I grabbed Cheryl’s thighs. I leaned over, and my mother-in-law’s spicy musk filled my nose. A hint of salty cum seasoned it. That wonderful scent of hot cunt. I groaned in delight, my nose breathing in that delicious aroma.

“Oh, Mistress, you are such a loving soul,” Cheryl moaned as I kissed up her thighs. Her skirt, bunched around her waist, rustled. “Thank you.”

“Mmm, my pleasure,” I moaned, bent over, my pussy on fire. I licked up her thigh. I reached her cunt.

I nuzzled through her cum-soaked bush. My brother’s jizz leaked out of her pussy. That wonderful mix of their incestuous passion coated my lips. My tongue darted through her folds. I licked at her, lapped at her. I savored the wonderful flavor of my brother’s salty cum spiced by her ream. Her silky pubic hair rubbed on my face, coating me with jizz.

Her legs were over my shoulder. She squeezed me. Her large boobs quivered over me as I lapped up their incestuous cream. My tongue darted around her cuntlips. I licked it up. I savored the flavor spilling over my tongue.

“Oh, Master, your sister is such a treasure!” Cheryl moaned. “Yes, yes, she’s a wicked delight.”

“Don’t I know that,” Clint growled. He pressed his cock into my ass. I felt the juices soaking his crown. The same juices I licked out. “One of my two queens.”

I quivered and groaned as my tongue darted through her folds. I teased her. Loved her. I caressed up and down her folds as Clint dipped his dick down between my butt-crack. He slid down and down my crevasse until he nuzzled against my asshole.

I groaned as he pressed into my bowels. I whimpered into my mother-in-law’s cunt. My tongue darted into her folds as my anal ring stretched and stretched. My sphincter surrendered to his cock. I whimpered as he buried into me.

His dick slid deeper and deeper into my bowels. I whimpered, clenching down on his cock. It was such a hot treat. This amazing passion that surged through me. I shuddered as he went deeper and deeper. He filled me to the hilt.

“Oh, my fucking god, yes!” I moaned as he drew back, sliding out of my bowels. He massaged my anal sheath.

Then he slammed into me. He buried to the hilt in me. This wicked heat surged through me. His heavy balls smacked over and over into my pussy. I fluttered my tongue through my mother-in-law’s cunt. I scooped up his cum. I lapped it up, exploring around through her pussy.

My tongue scooped it up. I loved his cum as he pumped his dick in and out of my asshole. He rammed hard into me. Deep. His cock plundered my bowels. He filled me again and again. I whimpered in delight. It was incredible. I shuddered, my anal sheath clenching about his dick. He pumped away over and over.

“Clint!” I whimpered, his hands stroking my body, my round breasts swaying.

He pounded my asshole hard. He rammed his cock to the hilt in me again and again. His balls smacked hard into my flesh. That wonderful delight swirled through me. I wiggled my hips back and forth. My asshole gripped him.

“Shit, yes!” he grunted. “Feast on that Mommy-slut. She has such a dirty cunt! She needs you to clean her, Pam! Clean my mom’s naughty twat!”

“Yes, yes, Mistress!” moaned Cheryl. “Please, please, clean me!”

The sex slave trembled. Her furry bush rubbed into my cheeks and chin. I thrust my tongue deep into her cunt. I fluttered through her sheath. I caressed her. Feasted on her. Clint reamed my asshole as I plunged into her twat.

He plundered my bowels. He fucked me hard. Fast. His cock slammed into me. That wonderful pleasure built and but in me. I moaned into my mother-in-law’s cunt. I groaned into her as my brother fucked me hard. He pounded me with powerful strokes.

“Damn, Pam!” he growled, his hands stroking my sides. Fire rippled across my skin, a wonderful addition to the passion Clint churned in me. “Clean my Mommy-slut. Mmm, I know you love it.”

“Of course I do!” I moaned, my bowels clenching around his dick.

That wonderful pressure increased. My tongue fluttered up and down my mother-in-law’s cunt. I savored the passion. Her spicy juices soaked my lips and chin. I couldn’t find any more cum, but I still feasted as my orgasm built.

The slap of balls on my taint and pussy lips echoed through the kitchen. I whimpered, the pleasure building faster and faster. I came closer and closer to that amazing orgasm. I would explode. My asshole would spasm around my brother’s cock.

I wiggled my hips, stirring my brother around inside of my bowels. He stimulated me. He teased me. The heat burned through my body. My juices leaked down my thighs. My cunt grew hotter and hotter.

“Shit!” I moaned. “Clint, Clint!”

“I want to feel that asshole cumming on my dick,” he growled. “I want my queen milking me. Show me your passion, Pam!”

His hands slid up my stomach and found my tits. He massaged them. My bowels clamped down on his cock. This pleasure surged through me. I gasped into his mother’s twat. I squeezed my hand around her boobs as he played with my breasts.

It added that last bit of spice to my pleasure.

I came on my brother’s cock. My body trembled. My asshole clenched and relaxed. This heat surged through me. It was this amazing treat. This wonderful passion. I groaned as he reamed me hard and fast. He buried to the hilt in me. As my flesh convulsed around him.

My cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out as the pleasure bathed my mind. I moaned into my mother-in-law’s cunt. I latched my lips onto Cheryl’s bud. I sucked on her clit. She bucked on the counter, her breasts heaving over my head.

“Master!” she groaned, her voice quivering. “May I cum on your wife’s face?”

“No!” he growled. He slammed hard into my asshole. “Not yet.”

“Yes, Master!” gasped Cheryl.

I sucked on her clit, making her moan and gasp. Her head tossed back and forth while the pleasure raced through me. Juices flowed down my thighs. My mind boiled as Clint hammered my bowels, plunging into my velvety anal sheath.

“Shit, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, Clint, cum in me! Give me that jizz!”

“My queen,” he growled, squeezing my tits. “Love you.”

He buried to the hilt in my bowels. His cum erupted. Hot spunk fired into my asshole. I moaned around Cheryl’s clit. I sucked as I trembled. Pleasure rippled through me. Stars burst to life before my eyes as my asshole milked my brother’s cock.

“My feisty, delicious, naughty queen,” growled Clint. He squeezed my breasts as my asshole drained his balls.

I panted and stared up at my mother-in-law. Her face twisted in rapture. She looked in the need of cumming. I sucked hard on her clit as my pleasure peaked in me. Clint fired that last blast of cum into my bowels.v

“Now you can cum, Mommy-slut,” he growled.

“Thank you, Master!”

Cheryl came at her son’s command.

Her pussy juices gushed over my face. I reveled in her spicy flood. Her mature cream bathed my mouth and cheeks. I licked up and down her folds. I savored her passion. I reveled in it as I came down from my orgasmic high.

This was the best idea I’d had in a while. I couldn’t wait to hear one of my patient’s reaction to the video I’d made.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 5 with Jill Daniels

“You want your son?” I asked Jill Daniels. Her curly, brown hair spilled over her brown hair. I slid against her body. We both wore bra and panties. I savored the contact of our skin. “You want to make love to him.”

She nodded, her brown eyes glossy. “He’s been paying attention to me.”

“Perfect, here’s what you do this weekend,” I purred.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 21 with Mercedes Daniels

Friday was here, and I was excited as I slipped naked into the bed with Mercedes Daniels. The fifteen-year-old girl had this bright look in her brown eyes. Her nose ring glinted. Her round breasts pressed into my side. Her leg rubbed against mine, slipping over it, almost hugging my thigh.

“You ready for this weekend?” I asked her, my heart pounding in my chest.

“This is so exciting,” the teenager groaned. Her nipples poked at me. “I can’t believe it. I’m going to do it. I’m going to seduce my daddy into going all the way. He’s not going fishing. He’s going to be home. I just hope Mom won’t be in our hair.”

I smiled in delight. “When I see her in an hour, I’ll make sure she’s out of the house. Give you plenty of time to make love to your father.”

“Thank you,” the naughty girl moaned. “How are you going to do it.”

“Why”—I gave her a naughty grin—“I’m going to tell her that it’s important to your therapy that you spend time alone with your father this weekend.” I nuzzled my nose against her. “Just like I told her not to be bothered if she found you flirting with your father.”

“You are the best therapist in the world,” she moaned, her hand slipping up to cup my tit. “Mmm, my dad is paying you to teach me to seduce him.”

“And other things,” I said as she leaned down and engulfed my nipple.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 7 with Jill Daniels

“I’m so glad you could come in on Monday,” I said as I slipped into the bed with her. She cuddled right up to me, her large breast constrained in a cream-color bra. “How did the weekend go?”

“I did just what you suggested,” she purred. “I told my husband that he needed to spend time with our daughter for her therapy so I was taking our son out to pick blackberry’s for the day.”

I smiled. I couldn’t wait to meet with Mercedes in an hour to find out what happened on her end. My pussy was soaking wet. “How did Doug take it?”

“My son was eager for it.” Jill shuddered. “You know we’d been flirting all week. I’d been dressing sexy for him. I know I shouldn’t. I know it’s wrong—I mean, I love my husband—but Doug… He’s like Martin when he was younger. When we fell in love and… and…”

“It’s even hotter that he’s your son,” I said, my hand stroking her hip. I rolled onto my side, my bra-clad breasts pressing into hers. I stared into her eyes. “What happened while you were out picking blackberries?”

“Well…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jill Daniels tale…

“Do you think I’m beautiful?” I asked my son as we arrived at the blackberry bushes. It was this secluded spot. You could hear the freeway, but you couldn’t see anything in this little dell. We had privacy. The blackberry bushes climbed the hill, all heavy with their berries. I held my pail in hand as I grinned at my son.

He glanced at me in the short tennis skirt I was wearing and the tight tank top. It modeled to my tits. They swung heavy without a bra, my nipples poking at the fabric. His eyes flicked up and down. “I think you’re gorgeous, Mom.”

I smiled. I could see the interest in his eyes. Dr. Elliston was right. My son had it bad for me. All week, I could feel the sexual tension building and building. I loved Martin, I did, but our son was just so handsome. Doug stood tall, seventeen and filling out into a man. He had his father’s smile, rugged and hungry. He had the sides of his head shaved and his hair buzzed into a flat top.

I couldn’t fight this incestuous desire for my son. I watched that video Dr. Elliston gave me over and over last weekend, and more than a few times this week when I was alone in the house. I had worn out my dildo.

I needed the real thing.

“You’re not just saying that, right?” I asked, grabbing the hem of my skirt.

“Of course not,” he said, giving me a hungry grin. “You’re beautiful, mom. You are still rocking it.”

I bit my lip. “You’re turning into a handsome, young man.” My fingers drew up my skirt slowly. “And, it occurred to me that you must have all the girls after you.”

His cheeks went a little red. He was still a boy. “Mom… I guess I do all right.”

“You can do better than all right if I teach you…” I took a deep breath, drawing my skirt up enough to flash my panties. This was it. The plunge. “If I teach you to please a girl. If you… if you know how to eat pussy, then you’ll make her happy.”

His jaw dropped. I stood there frozen, thinking this was a mistake. That I had misunderstood his looks. The naked desire I thought I witnessed in his eyes. I was embarrassing myself. Dr. Elliston was wrong and—

“Mom,” he growled and then he was before me. So strong and tall. His chest rose and fell, the tight fabric of his t-shirt stretched across his youthful body. I gasped as he fell to his knees right before me. He shoved his hands up and hooked my panties and yanked them down in a single pull.

I was utterly exposed.

I gasped as he buried his face into my twat. My dark-brown pubic hairs spread across his face as he licked at the hole that had birthed him. My back arched as his tongue darted through my petals. He tongued me. He plunged it deep into me and swirled it around. I groaned, my head tossing back and forth. This wicked pleasure surged out of me.

“Oh, my fucking god,” I gasped, forgetting everything I’d planned on saying. How I was going to guide him. Tell him where to lick.

I just grabbed the sides of his head, holding on for dear life as his tongue fluttered through my folds. He feasted on me with aggression. With pure hunger. My son devoured my cunt and sent pleasure through me.

My body bucked and heaved. I shuddered and ground my pussy on his mouth. My hot cuntlips slid across his whiskered lips. His powerful tongue dove through my folds. Wild licks. He lacked skill, the finesse his father had gained over the years, but his youthful enthusiasm made up for it.

He grabbed my rump. He squeezed me hard. He pulled me tight to his hungry mouth. My tits heaved in my tank top. A breeze rustled the blackberry’s as my son devoured my cunt. He thrust his tongue deep into me.

“Oh, my god, yes, yes!” I gasped, my hair tossing back and forth. “Doug! Oh, you’re making Mommy so happy!”

The feel of his tongue darting through my folds felt incredible. This amazing bliss that shot through me. It was a delight. A pure bliss for me to enjoy. I groaned as his tongue lapped at my cuntlips. I gasped and moaned, my head tossing back and forth.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, that’s incredible. That’s what I need. You’re amazing, Doug! Oh, you’re making Mommy so happy!”

His strong fingers dug into my rump. He growled his excitement into my pussy. I shuddered on him, grinding my pussy lips on his mouth. My head tossed from side to side. The delight surged through me. My body bucked on him.

My moans burst from my lips as his tongue found my clit. He darted around my bud. His fingers tightened on my rump, kneading me as he nibbled on my clit. My cunt clenched, aching to be filled by him.

“Fingers!” I gasped, finally remembering to teach him. “Mommy needs some fingers in her pussy! Please, please!”

“God, yes!” he growled. He slid his right hand down my rump. He reached across my taint and found my pussy lips.

I groaned as he pressed two fingers into my pussy. They wiggled inside of me as his tongue darted around my clit. I groaned at the stirring sensation. Martin never wiggled his fingers while in me. It was nice. Naughty.

My son was such a stud. My fingers clutched to the side of his head as the incestuous bliss built and built in me. My curly, brown hair swept over my mostly bare shoulders. My breasts heaved in my striped tank top. My nipples ached as my hunky son brought me closer and closer to that amazing orgasm.

My first taste of forbidden bliss.

He pressed his fingers deeper into me. I groaned, my cunt squeezing around him. This was so wild. So naughty. I was a wicked wife and mother. I loved it. The pleasure rippled through my body. I hurtled towards my orgasm.

“You’re going to make Mommy cum!” I moaned. “Please, please! You’re such a strong son. Love Mommy’s clit! Fuck her pussy with your fingers!”

“God, yes!” he groaned. “I’ve thought about this so long. You’re so hot, Mom. Let me see those tits!”

I released his head and grasped the hem of my tank top. I ripped the cloth up, my heavy tits spilling out. They swayed. They weren’t as perky as they were when I was Mercedes’s age, but they were still lovely.

He stared up at them and groaned around my clit. He sucked so hard. His fingers jammed deep into my cunt. The pleasure rippled through my body. I groped my tits. I massaged them. Squeezed them. The pleasure surged towards my explosive release.

My hair danced around my shoulders. I couldn’t take much more. My cunt clenched down tight around his digits. I drank in the incestuous friction. It was the best thing in the world. I loved my son feasting on my cunt.

“Yes, yes, Doug!” I moaned. “That’s it! Yes!”

This amazing rapture shot through me. It was this incredible bliss. I came. Incestuous rapture shot through my body. Every nerve ending I possessed blazed with ecstasy. I threw back my head and howled out my pleasure to the blue sky.

“Doug! Mommy loves you!”

My twat convulsed around his fingers. My juices gushed out. He licked at my quivering flesh. He gathered up my pussy juices. My body swayed. My ass clenched beneath his left hand’s squeezing grip. I swayed, growing dizzy.

My fingers dug into my tits.

“Mom,” he growled, pulling his mouth from me. “I… I…”

“Yes!” I howled, the world spinning around me. “I want you! Mommy wants you to make love to her!”

It was so hot calling myself mommy. I didn’t know why, but it made my pussy melt even more. He ripped his fingers out and rose. I shuddered and slipped down to my knees and then onto my back. I wiggled out of my skirt bunched around my waist and trembled there naked.

He peeled off his shirt.

I groaned at the strength of his body. He was filling out. I shuddered at the sight of his chest hair. His cock tented his shorts. He shoved those down along with his boxers. I groaned as his cock popped out, thick and hard.

“Mommy made that cock in her womb,” I moaned, my hands caressing my inner thighs. I spread my legs wider. I slid my fingers down to my pussy lips. I parted them, pleasure tingling through me. “Right in here. I want you back in me.”

“I want that, too, Mom!” he groaned and fell on me.

He kissed me as I felt his strength on me. I tasted my tart pussy juices on his face. I shuddered beneath him, my tits rubbing into his chest. My nipples throbbed against his strength. The shadow of his whiskers felt so rough and manly.

I trembled as his hand reached between us. His cock nudged against my pussy lips. This was it. I was going to do something incestuous with my son and cheat on my husband. I shuddered, savoring this moment.

Doug was a part of Martin. He was a mix of my husband and me, of our love. And now that love was expanding. It was encompassing my sexy son. I kissed him with hunger and then groaned as his cock speared into my depths.

My pussy welcomed my son back home.

I clutched my thighs about him, trembling beneath him. My nipples throbbed into his chest. I squirmed, the grass caressing my back and rump. Tickling me. I whimpered into the kiss, my tongue dueling with my son’s.

His cock drew back.

My pussy clung to him. Sensitive from my orgasm, my flesh quivered around his dick. I moaned when he thrust back into me. He filled me over and over. I clutched to him, so glad I had him. I wanted to love him forever. I always wanted to feel him in me.

I never wanted to stop making love to my son.

He broke the kiss and groaned, “Mom! Goddamn, this is incredible.”

“Yes, yes,” I moaned. “Mommy loves it.” I stroked his back as his cock plunged into me. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. “Mmm, love Mommy. Fill her with that cock. With your cum.”

“Shit!” he groaned and thrust harder.

My pussy clenched around him. I shuddered beneath him. My breasts rubbed into his chest as he plunged into me over and over. His cock buried to the hilt in me. It was an incredible delight. An amazing passion to enjoy.

I felt drunk on this moment. Dizzy with the delight of his cock thrusting to the hilt in me. I shuddered, humping against him. His dick filled me over and over. It was incredible. My pussy gripped him hard.

Our tongues dueled. It was a treat. A wonderful passion to enjoy. His tongue caressed mine. Our lips worked together. I clenched about him as he drove his dick into me. He filled me again and again. My nipples throbbed against his chest.

I reveled in the incestuous delight of him.

He grew in me.

Now he was in me. Pleasing me.

His cock pumped in and out of my pussy. He thrust over and over. My nipples throbbed as my orgasm built so fast. Sensitive from my first one, my second orgasm arrived swiftly. His dick massaged my cunt. My silky flesh drank in the friction.

I broke the kiss and whimpered, “Doug! Oh, Doug, you’re such a strong son. You’re making Mommy feel amazing.”

“Shit, you’re making me feel amazing, Mom!” he panted. His dick plowed into me. His balls smacked into my flesh. I writhed beneath him, matching his strokes. “You’re incredible.”

“Better than those girls you date?”

“So much better,” he groaned. “You’re my mother.”

I beamed in delight and kissed him. My tongue darted around inside of his mouth. He rammed to the hilt in me. He filled me over and over. It was such a treat. A hot passion. It surged through me. I shuddered beneath him.

His crotch smacked my clit over and over. Sparks flared. I whimpered into the kiss, crushed beneath his strength. I felt so womanly in my son’s arms. So desired. He thrust hard and fast into my juicy pussy.

The stimulation rippled through me. I quivered. Came.

My pussy convulsed around his cock. He thrust faster into me as the pleasure rippled through me. I shuddered beneath him. I moaned and bucked, the rapture spilling through my veins. They blazed through me, igniting me.

The pleasure was delightful. I moaned, my tongue dueling with his. I caressed him as he plundered me hard and fast. My orgasms spilled from one to the other. I bucked beneath him, writhing in passion as he grunted.

He broke the kiss, stars dancing about his handsome, young face. “Damn, Mom. You’re…”

“Cumming?” I asked. “Mmm, Mommy’s love cumming on their strong son’s cocks. Yes, yes, keep fucking me.”

“I’m going to cum in you,” he grunted, thrusting harder into me, driving into my writhing flesh.

My thighs tightened about his waist. “Good! Spill your seed into Mommy’s depths. Do it!”

“Yes!” he snarled, pumping hard. Fast. “Shit!”

I gasped as hot cum spurted into me. My son’s incestuous seed flooded my spasming pussy. My orgasm intensified. The rapture swept through my body. I bucked beneath my son, rubbing my tits into his chest as the pleasure devoured me.

“Mom!” he moaned.

“Yes, yes, Mommy loves you!” I gasped.

It was amazing. Wonderful. It was the best thing in the world. I howled out in delight as my son spilled all of his seed in me. That hot cum spurted over and over. I held him tight, my nipples throbbing in his chest.

He grunted, face twisting in pleasure. Then he gasped as he spilled the last drops of cum in me. My pussy convulsed around him, milking him as the waves of pleasure carried me to the heights of my ecstasy. I floated there as Doug kissed me.

He felt so wonderful atop me. I gripped his ass, squirming beneath him. As my orgasm died, I wondered how soon he could get hard again. I needed him fucking me over and over. I needed to make love to my son again and again.

I was such a wicked wife and mother. Dr. Elliston had corrupted me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 7 with Jill Daniels

“He fucked me two more times,” Jill panted, her breasts pressing into mine as she stared into my eyes, her face flushed.

“Perfect,” I said, my hand sliding down her stomach to her panties. Her eyes widened as my fingers dipped inside her waistband.

“Dr. Elliston?” she gasped as I shoved into her panties. My finger slid through her bush and found her soaked pussy.

“Mmm, it’s time for the next phase of your treatment,” I told her and kissed her. The married woman shuddered, so turned on by her tale of incest she melted into my lips without resistance. My fingers caressed her labia.

Thrust inside her juicy depths.

When I saw Mercedes next, I would have her mother’s pussy juices on my lips.

To be continued…
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Session 7 with Jill Daniels

Jill Daniels gasped as I fingered her pussy. I had my hand pressed inside her panties as she lay on her back upon my cuddling bed in my office. The sexy MILF was one of my patients. I’d just listened to her describe having sex with her son for the first time, turning us both on.

“I’m going to eat you out,” I whispered in the brunette’s ear, my pussy on fire. “It’s time to start working on your relationship with your daughter. That’s the point of being here.”

“What?” she moaned, her pussy squeezing down around my fingers probing into her depths.

“Close your eyes,” I purred. “You’ve enjoyed one child, now it’s time for the other.”

She whimpered, staring at me. I licked my lips as my fingers pumped in and out of her cunt. I jabbed my fingers deep into her pussy, her flesh squeezing around me. My tongue licked her earlobe, my own pussy getting hotter.

“Dr. Elliston,” she whimpered.

“Close them,” I whispered. “Oh, Mommy, I’m going to eat you out.”

She shuddered and then closed her eyes.

In a girlish voice, I said, “I just want to love you, Mommy.” I moved down her body between her thighs, my fingers sliding out of her twat. “To feast on you. It’s going to be great, Mommy.”

I pulled out my fingers from her pussy and then pulled the gusset of her panties to the side as I settled between her thighs. I had this hunger inside of me. I wanted to devour her. I leaned down, inhaling the tart scent of her pussy. My mouth watered. My silky, black hair spilled down around her thighs as I nuzzled into her cunt.

She gasped as my mouth made contact with her married pussy. Her son had fucked this pussy over the weekend. She’d had her first taste of incest. I wanted to make her family so close and united. My tongue darted through her folds, lapping up her cream.

My hands wrapped around her thighs. I held her tight and thrust my tongue deep into her cunt. I fluttered around inside of her. I enjoyed it. This amazing passion. I savored the flavor of her twat. I feasted on her.

“Oh, Mommy, I love your pussy,” I whimpered. “You taste so good.”

“Oh, god, Dr. Elliston,” the MILF whimpered.

“It’s Mercedes, Mommy,” I purred. “Your daughter. I’m loving you.”

She gasped as my tongue darted into her twat. I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I swirled around inside her cunt. My nose rubbed against her clit. I devoured her with hunger. My tongue caressed her as my pussy grew hotter and hotter.

I slid my tongue through her folds. I licked and lapped at her. I thrust my tongue into the depths of her cunt. I buried to the hilt in her pussy. I swirled around, stroking her walls. She tasted amazing. I could eat her all day.

“Mercedes,” the MILF moaned. I shuddered as she called out her daughter’s name. “Oh, oh, Mercedes. I’ve never had a woman eat my pussy.”

“You taste so good, Mommy,” I moaned, loving this roleplay. I’d eaten my own mother’s pussy. It was such a treat.

I licked up to her clit. I latched onto that cute bud and sucked hard on it. My fingers slid up her slit. I caressed her and then thrust into her depths. I pumped in and out of her cunt. I buried my digits over and over into her depths as I sucked on her. I nibbled on her. I loved the feel of her. My tongue darted around her clit.

This was just such a delicious treat.

Her pussy clenched around my digits. I nibbled on her clit. I sucked hard on it. Her little bud felt amazing between my lips, spongy and silky all at the same time. Her pussy squeezed down on my digits. I buried into her cunt faster and harder. I swirled my tongue around her bud, stroking her.

“Mercedes!” she gasped, her back arching. “Oh, yes, yes. This is… I’ve never… You’re teasing me. Oh, my god, yes!”

Her pussy convulsed around my fingers. Her juices gushed out. I licked and lapped at her tart cream. I savored the MILF cumming while pretending I was her fifteen-year-old daughter. It sent such a rush of naughty heat through me.

I breathed in that wonderful musk, growing drunk on it as I devoured the cream gushing out of her. My pussy soaked my panties. My cunt burned. I wanted to touch myself, but I resisted as I buried my fingers deep into her cunt.

“Mercedes!” she whimpered. “This… I…” Her eyes fluttered open. “Dr. Elliston, what was this? Why are you pretending to be my daughter? Why are eating my pussy? What is going on?”

“Mmm, I’m making your family close.” I smiled at her. “You don’t have to feel guilty about cheating on your husband. You weren’t the only one to enjoy one of your children this weekend.”

She gasped and I shuddered. It was time to get to work.

“My daughter and my husband had sex?” Jill said, her eyes shocked. “He cheated on me?”

“You cheated on him with your son,” I said.

“Well, that’s different,” she said, shuddering. “He’s like a younger version of him and… Oh.”

“Oh,” I agreed, smiling. “And Mercedes’s is a younger version of you. She’s got all your desires. All your passions. Why wouldn’t she be attracted to the man you love? Just as you see your husband in your son, she sees a husband in her father. You are both the same. It’s time to mend fences.”

Jill bit her lip. “What are you saying?”

“That I want to change up how therapy is working.” I licked at her pussy, making her shudder, my own cunt on fire. “We’re going to reach through to your daughter. You and her are going to be so close, sharing the men in your lives. Your family will be happy.”

“How? She hates me.”

I smiled at her. Love and hate were so close to each other. “That’s what we’re doing. We’re fixing it.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 22 with Mercedes Daniels

After Jill Daniels left, it was time for my appointment with Mercedes. The fifteen-year-old girl darted into my office with a look of joy on her face, her nose ring glinting. Before she could even strip naked, like I was, I cupped her face and kissed her with her mother’s own pussy juices on my lips.

I thrust my tongue into her mouth. I swirled it around inside of her. I caressed her. I teased her, my pussy growing so wet giving this beautiful teenager a taste of motherly incest. A preview for the harmony I would create in her family.

Mercedes shuddered when I broke the kiss. I smiled at her and asked, “How did it go?”

She beamed at me. “it was amazing. I didn’t let Daddy escape me. He…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mercedes’s Daniels’s story…

“Okay, we’re off to pick blackberries,” Mom said, holding my brother’s hand. Doug was eager to go pick blackberries with that annoying bitch. But it was perfect. It was time to have sex with my daddy. “We’ll be back in a few hours.”

“By,” Daddy said, the look crossing his face was almost horror. He glanced at me wearing a pair of short shorts that hugged my ass and a belly shirt that cupped my round and youthful breasts.

I winked at him.

The front door closed. Footsteps retreated. Daddy swallowed. He still felt guilty for that blowjob I’d given him two weeks ago. He’d been avoiding me ever since. No longer. I wouldn’t let him get away. He would be mine.

“Well, I, uh, need to get going, too,” Daddy said, heading for the door.

I hooked his arm and stopped him. “You are not going anywhere. I want you. It is happening, Daddy.”

“Mercedes!” he gasped. “What we did… We can’t do it again.”

“Oh, we can,” I said. “And we’re going to do more.” I released him and grabbed the bottom of my belly shirt. I pulled it up. My breasts popped out, round and firm. His eyes bulged as he stared at my tits. “Mmm, see how young and firm these are.”

He groaned, a gurgling sound. It was so hot the way he stared at my titties. He couldn’t look away.

“Touch them,” I purred as I unsnapped the fastener of my short shorts. “Feel them. They’re perky and delicious, Daddy.” I bounced on my heels, making my boobs jiggle.

His hands drifted to my tits almost like they had a mind of their own. I gasped as he touched my round tits. He squeezed them, his fingers digging into my flesh. I groaned and shoved my shorts and panties off my hips. They fell down my thighs to my feet. I stepped out of them as he kneaded my teenage breasts.

“Mmm, aren’t those nice, Daddy?”

He groaned again. It was like I’d rendered him speechless. I loved it.

I grabbed his wrist and pulled his right hand from my tit down my body. He felt so pliable. I shuddered as I pressed his fingers into my pussy. I groaned at the incestuous contact with his thick digits. I rubbed them up and down my shaved folds. I savored the feel of him. My juices flowed, coating his fingers.

“Feel that?” I whispered. “How wet I am Daddy. For you. My pussy is yours, Daddy. Love me.”

“Mercedes,” he croaked.

His fingers thrust into my twat. I shuddered at the feel of him invading me. His other hand squeezed my tit. He massaged me. This heat rippled through my body. I groaned, drinking in the feel of his touch. His fingers pumped deep into me, filling me up.

But there was something bigger I wanted inside of me.

I backed up from him, groaning as his fingers popped out of my twat. His hand released my breast. He stared at me, looking stunned. His eyes flicked up and down my fifteen-year-old body. I turned around, letting him see my rump.

As I sauntered away, I said over my shoulder, “I’ll be waiting in my room for you.”

I left the living room and hurried to the stairs. I darted up them, my tits heaving. This had to work. He had to come. He had felt my pussy. How wet I was for him. My incestuous lusts couldn’t wait any longer. Dr. Elliston was somehow behind my mom going to pick blackberries with my brother. My naughty therapist had given me the opportunity to love my daddy.

I would take it.

I reached my room and stretched out on it. I spread my legs, the juices dripping out of me. They soaked down to my rump. I shuddered, squirming on the bed. The heat roiled through me. It was this incredible rush. My heart pounded in my chest. This wicked heat surged through me.

I waited. The tension squeezed around my chest. My fingers grabbed my nipples, twisting them. I needed the stimulation to fight my nervousness. I whimpered, my stomach squirming. He had to succumb. I needed him. He had to come up here and claim me.

He moved.

His footsteps thudded through the house. They pounded up the stairs. I shuddered, feeling him coming. I glanced at my open doorway, pinching my nipples hard. The pleasure shot through my body. My cunt clenched.

Daddy burst into my room looking like a wild beast. He stared at me, this dark-haired, gorgeous man. His goatee surrounded his strong lips. He looked fit beneath his t-shirt and jeans. A strong man. Powerful.

“Ravish me, Daddy!” I moaned, feeling his desire for me.

He snarled and sprang at me. In a flash, he mounted the bed, the springs squeaking as he pressed my thighs further apart. My shaved pussy felt on display, my labia parting, showing off my pink depths.

He buried his face between my thighs. His goatee rasped on my pussy lips. I gasped, the scratching whiskers teasing me. They were bristles, rough and naughty. It was so different from a boy or Dr. Elliston going down on me.

This was a man feasting on me. My daddy.

Pleasure exploded through me as his tongue dug through my folds. His strong hands shoved beneath my ass to grip my rump. He squeezed me hard as his tongue darted into my folds. He thrust his tongue hard into my cunt. He swirled around inside of my depths. His whiskers pressed into my inner lips.

I gasped and squirmed, grinding on him. I drank in the wiry caress of his goatee. It was incredible. Pleasure flowed through me. His tongue whipped up my cunt. My breasts jiggled as I grabbed his short, black hair. I held him tight, whimpering, groaning.

“Daddy!” I gasped. “Oh, Daddy! Daddy! Yes, yes, eat me! Feast on me!”

He growled and lapped at my pussy.

He brushed my clit over and over. He caressed my bud, sending pleasure burning through me. I squeezed tight about his head. His whiskers rubbed against my folds and clit as he thrust his tongue back into my cunt. He buried deep into my pussy, swirling it around inside of me.

He teased me. Feasted on me.

It was incredible. My daddy was finally loving me. Finally feasting on me. He was giving me all the pleasure I’d craved. The rapture that I wanted. The bliss that would make me explode. I shuddered in passion. My heart pounded in my chest. The bliss surged through my body.

“Daddy, you’re going to make me cum!”

“Good,” he snarled. “That’s what you want! You’ve been teasing me, driving me wild. You naughty girl! Prancing around the house. Making me fucking hard.”

“I wanted you to use my body to satisfy yourself!” I moaned. “To fuck me, Daddy! I’ll love you so much better than Mommy!”

His hands gripped my ass, fingers digging into my flesh. His tongue thrust into my cunt. He swirled it around inside of me. I gasped in delight. I humped against his hunger. Those amazing whiskers. His tongue.

The pleasure swelled so fast. He found my clit. He sucked on it with his hungry lips. My twat squeezed tight. I gasped, my orgasm building and building. Sparks exploded through me. My bud throbbed in his mouth.

“Daddy!” I howled. “Oh, fuck, Daddy, I love you! You’re amazing! I’m going to cum! I’m going to… CUM!”

My orgasm exploded through me. This wild detonation of incestuous rapture. It surged through my body. Wave after wave of ecstasy drowned my nervous system. My mind. I swam in the currents of bliss. They buffeted me.

Daddy licked at my cunt, drinking the juices gushing out of me. My bed creaked and groaned as I spasmed on it. My fingers dug into his hair. My tits jiggled as the darkness devoured the edges of my vision, swallowing the world.

It was so intense. It was amazing.

“Mercedes,” he snarled, his whiskers rubbing against my sensitive folds. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, my body bucking through the pleasure. “Fuck me, Daddy! I want you in me!”

He rose. I trembled, abandoning my pussy. My cunt kept spasming as the pleasure rushed through me. Through lidded eyes, I watched him pull off his shirt, exposing his muscular body. I whimpered at how sexy he was. His hands shot down, unsnapping his jeans. The zipper rasped.

I whimpered.

My orgasm died as he ripped out his cock. It thrust hard before him. That big, thick dick. He was like Clint, Dr. Elliston’s sexy brother. I licked my lips. I hadn’t had sex with any of the boys at my high school since I realized what I truly wanted.

I needed this.

Daddy pounced on me. His heavy body was over me, his cock nudging at my pussy. He growled as he rammed his cock into my cunt. I gasped, my back arching. My tits jiggled as he filled me. A rush of bliss shot through me. I whimpered, squirming beneath him. My breasts jiggled as he filled me. I squeezed down around him.

He was in me. My daddy’s dick filled me. I gasped and whimpered, my pussy squeezing around his dick. He drew back and then slammed into me. He buried into my cunt hard. He fucked me, his face twisting in rapture as he pounded me.

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” I moaned, my orgasm building already. It was so amazing to have him in me. His cock fucked me. The cock that had started me in my mother’s womb. “Oh, yes, Daddy! I’ve wanted this for so long! Isn’t it amazing?”

“This is what you want?” he growled. “Huh? Me fucking you.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Pound me, Daddy!”

I savored it. His cock thrust deep and hard into me. His powerful strokes buried into me again and again. I whimpered, my cunt clenching about his dick, drinking in the friction of his hard thrusts. I threw my arms around his neck. I held him tight and pulled him down.

I kissed him, his goatee soaked in my tart juices. I whimpered at the rasping feel on my delicate lips and nose. I breathed in my musk as his dick slammed into me. His strong chest crushed my small breasts. My nipples throbbed and ached.

Our tongues danced together as he plundered my cunt. He fucked me with passion. He buried deep and hard into my twat. It was this amazing rapture. His cock rammed into my cunt. He filled me to the hilt again and again.

Daddy pounded me.

He fucked me.

The headboard smacked into the wall.

I loved it. I writhed beneath him, being fucked hard by him. My fingernails clawed his back as he drove me towards another orgasm. My pussy clenched about him, drinking in that friction. That amazing bliss. I would cum so hard on him. I would explode over and over.

It would be the best. Incredible. I squeezed my cunt down around his cock. I whimpered as he drove into me. He fucked me so hard. He loved me. He gave me what I craved. His heavy balls smacked into my taint.

They were full of his seed.

I wanted him flooding me.

“Daddy!” I whimpered, coming closer and closer to that moment. That hot rush of bliss surging through me. “Oh, Daddy, I’m so close!”

“Good!” he grunted. “You’re going to cum so hard, aren’t you?”

“God, yes!” I gasped, squeezing my thighs around his back. “Yes!”

He buried into me hard. His pubic bone crushed my clit. His wiry bush caressed my labia and bud. The pleasure sparked inside my cunt. The rapture surged through me. I came on his dick. My pussy convulsed.

“Daddy!” I squealed.

This wonderful explosion of bliss rushed out of my cunt. This amazing delight. It had me gasping. Moaning. Shouting out in rapture. His cock plunged over and over into my convulsing twat. He grunted as he buried into me. He filled my pussy over and over.

“Yes, yes, that’s it!” I moaned. “Daddy, cum in me!”

I writhed beneath him, holding him tight. My pussy massaged him. The pleasure rippled through me. The sparks burned through my mind. It was incredible. My thoughts blazed with ecstasy. They consumed my thoughts.

“Cum in me, Daddy! Please!”

He pulled away from me as I reached the pinnacle of my orgasm. I gasped as he broke from my embrace. His cock ripped out of my cumming twat. I blinked in shock as I stared up at him, his dick thrusting hard before him, throbbing and aching. My pussy felt so empty without his cum in me.

“Daddy?” I whimpered.

I gasped as he flipped me over onto my hands and knees. My breasts swayed. I shook my head, my mind blazing with my dying rapture. I opened my mouth to say something when his cock slammed into my cunt from behind. My entire body rocked forward from the thrust.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I hissed as his pubic hair caressed my pussy lips and ass, his balls smacking my clit. He drew back and rammed back in. “Oh, yes, yes, fuck me hard.”

“You want this, huh?” he demanded, his strong hands stroking my sides. “My dick fucking your pussy? You want to be a slut!”

“Your slut, Daddy!” I moaned, loving it. His cock rammed hard and deep into me. He filled me over and over. It was such a great experience. “Oh, my god, I’m your slut! Pound me hard, Daddy!”

He hammered his cock hard into my cunt. He fucked me with passion. His dick buried again and again into my twat. That amazing cock filled me. My cunt squeezed around his dick, holding him tight. He massaged my depths. He stimulated me.

The pleasure built in me again as he fucked me from behind. I climbed towards another climax. His crotch smacked my butt-cheeks. I rocked back into him, sliding my pussy down his thick cock as he rammed into my juicy cunt. My snatch clenched on him, tits swinging beneath me.

His hands stroked me. They roamed my body as that amazing cock drilled in and out of my juicy pussy. My orgasm swelled so fast. Cream ran down my thighs. He churned my wicked cunt to a froth with his amazing dick.

My daddy was in me. He belonged here.

“Oh, yes, yes, Daddy!” I gasped. “Oh, you’re amazing. I’m going to cum again on your cock! You’re such a stud!”

His hands slid up my body and seized my tits. He squeezed them hard. “I want to feel your slutty cunt spasming about my dick again. You want my cum, huh?”

“Spilling into me, Daddy!” I moaned. “I love you!”

“Then milk my cock!” he snarled, pounding hard. His balls smacked my clit over and over. Sparks burst, almost setting off another fire. “Come on, do it!”

“Yes!” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around his dick. The pleasure built and built. That wonderful, explosive passion. I whimpered, my head swaying from side to side. I couldn’t take much more of this. He felt incredible.

I would cum so hard on him. I would explode. It would be an amazing rapture. This wondrous bliss surging through me. His cock drilled into my depths. He filled me again and again. I whimpered, my eyes squeezing shut.

Daddy plowed hard into me. He filled my cunt. The sparks burst from my clit. It ignited a fire in my cunt’s depths.

I blazed.

My pussy convulsed around his amazing dick. Incestuous heat rushed through my cunt. I gasped, my fingers digging into the bedspread. I moaned out my delight. Juices gushed out of my twat. The tart scent filled my nose.

“Do you feel how much I love your cock, Daddy?” I howled.

“Yes!” he snarled and buried to the hilt in me. “I can feel it. You’re cumming so hard, you naughty slut!”

“Oh, fuck, yes! So hard, Daddy! Cum in me! Give it to me!”

He buried into me, his fingers squeezing my tits. He snarled as he unleashed his cum. His jizz spurted hot into me. Blast after blast of his spunk splashed against my cervix. My convulsing twat milked him. I whimpered, the pleasure surging through my body. It was incredible.

A heady rush.

My mind blazed with ecstasy. The flames consumed my thoughts as my twat spasmed around his dick. I whimpered and groaned, my fingers clawing at the bedspread as I wrung his cock dry. He grunted as he spilled his seed in me.

“Mercedes!” he panted. “Oh, my god, that was incredible.”

He pulled out of me. I shuddered and rolled over onto my back. I stared up at him. His chest rose and fell. He looked so sexy. So handsome and strong. My body trembled. Heat rippled through me. Mom and Doug would be gone for hours. We could have so much fun.

“Did you like fucking me, Daddy?” I asked in this coquettish voice. His cum leaked out of me as I sat before him. His half-hard cock swayed before my face coated in my juices. “Huh?”

“You know I did,” he growled.

“Are you mad at me for seducing you?” I asked. I shoved a hand down between my thighs. I drew it up, coated in my juices.

“Angry at myself for succumbing,” he said. “You’re my daughter.”

“Mmm, and that just made it hotter,” I said. I brought his cum to my lips, tasting his salty seed mixed with my juices. “You made me, Daddy.”

“Your mother and I made you,” he said.

“I was born to love you,” I said. “You fit perfectly in me. You were the best fuck I’ve ever had. Better than all those boys.” Than even Clint Elliston, though he had been a stud. But there was something just special about my daddy. “You made me cum hard.”

I scooped up more cum as he watched me, his eyes hungry. I loved it. He wanted me again. He loved Mom, but my body would steal him away. He would crave my underage flesh. He would love me more as he enjoyed all of my flesh.

“Jesus,” he said, shaking his head. “I can’t believe this. How long have you wanted this?”

“All my life,” I answered. Dr. Elliston helped me to recognize that. It all made sense to me when I realized I had feelings for my father. Why else was I so rebellious with my mother. She stood in the way of my happiness. “Mmm, did you enjoy it, Daddy. Did you enjoy fucking my tight pussy?”

“You know I did,” he growled. “This has to stop. Your mother—”

“Isn’t here!” I smiled at him and grabbed his cock. I stroked him, soaked in my juices. “I am. She’s out doing boring things. She doesn’t have to know about this.” I pumped my hand up and down his dick. “It’s our secret. Just something fun for you to do with your daughter.”

I could see the hunger in his eyes. He wanted me.

“Mmm, we can do other things,” I said, leaning in. “You’ve enjoyed my mouth.” I licked the tip of his cock, savoring the mix of my tart juices with a lingering bit of cum remaining in his slit. “And my pussy, but I have another hole.”

“What?” he groaned as my tongue darted around the crown of his cock.

“Mmm, ever enjoyed a girl’s asshole?” I asked, his cock throbbing in my hand. “Let me get you hard again, and then you can enjoy such a wonderful delight.”

“Fuck me,” he groaned.

I giggled. “Daddy, that’s what you’re going do to me.”

I winked at him and then sucked the tip of his cock into my mouth. My tart flavor melted across my tongue. I sucked on him. My hand cupped his balls. I massaged them as I nursed on his half-hard dick. He pulsed. Throbbed.

I would breathe life back into him. He stared down at me, his chest rising and falling. His cum leaked out of my pussy, soaking my bedspread. Some leaked down my taint to my asshole. My backdoor tingled, eager to feel this big dick plunder me.

I had to be his slut. I had to show him that I was better in bed than my boring mother. Did he ever fuck her doggy style like he’d just done me? Had he ever rammed his cock into her asshole? Did she suck his cock clean after he fucked her cunt?

I would do all these things and more.

I would love him with my body.

“Mercedes,” he groaned as his cock throbbed and swelled in my hand. I sucked on him. My tongue danced around his cock. It was incredible to enjoy. This amazing rush surged through me. He grew stiffer and stiffer. “Damn.”

I popped off of him, my hand stroking up his pussy-soaked dick. “Mmm, yes, yes, you’re getting hard. You want to fuck my tight asshole, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He stared down at me. “You are just a little whore, Mercedes. Where did we go wrong with you?”

“Oh, Daddy, I’m perfect and you know it.” I winked at him. “If I wasn’t, then I wouldn’t do this to your cock.”

I sucked the tip into my mouth. He groaned as my tongue danced around him. I teased him. Loved him. He throbbed in my mouth. He felt incredible. I sucked on him, my pussy clenching. The ache swelled in my depths as I loved him, cleaning off the last of my pussy juices.

I wanted to keep sucking him, but if he came in my mouth, he couldn’t fuck my asshole. I wanted him to experience every bit of me. With a low groan, I pulled my mouth off his dick. I panted, my breasts rising and falling. I stared up at him.

“Let’s get my ass ready, Daddy,” I purred. “You don’t want to hurt your little girl.”

“how do you even know about this?” he muttered.

I rolled my eyes. “The internet. D’oh. Now, there’s a bottle of lube in my nightstand drawer.”

“Lube?”

“I wanted to be ready,” I moaned, stretching out on my back. “Get my asshole nice and ready for your dick. I’ve never had a guy back there. It’s the only cherry hole I have for you. It’s yours, Daddy. I’m yours.”

He groaned, his fully-hard dick throbbing.

As he reached over to open my drawer, I shoved a pillow beneath my rump, elevating my hips. I hugged my legs to my torso, my knees bent. My nipples rubbed against them as I squirmed, my asshole feeling so exposed.

“What is this?” Daddy asked. He pulled out my silver vibrator. “Where did you get this?”

“Internet,” I said. “Thanks for paying my allowance to my PayPal account! Makes things easy to shop online.”

“Damn,” he muttered. He grabbed it. “Your mother has one like this.”

I blinked at that.

“She loves it when I do this.” He turned it on by twisting the base. I gasped as he plunged it into my pussy. It massaged my cum-filled depths. I shuddered, my asshole clenching. My toes curled. I hugged my tits tight to my chest as the toy buzzed away inside of me.

“Daddy!” I whimpered as it churned away in me.

He pulled out the bottle of Pink Passion, the lube in there dyed its namesake’s color. I shuddered as he popped open the top and smeared it on his fingers. With the vibrator churning up my cunt, I groaned and whimpered, eager for him to get my asshole ready.

He rubbed his fingers against my sphincter. He coated my backdoor in the lube. I trembled, my pussy squeezing down on the buzzing toy. It was incredible, teasing me. Massaging me. The pleasure rippled through my body, making me whimper.

Then I gasped.

“Daddy!” I groaned as his first finger penetrated my bowels. I had never felt anything like it before. He reached into my depths. He went deeper and deeper into me. I groaned, my asshole clenching down on his finger. “Oh, wow, Daddy!”

He grinned at me. “So you like that, huh?”

I nodded my head as he worked his finger in and out of my tight bowels. My virgin asshole clenched about his digit. This velvety heat merged with the vibrator buzzing away in my cunt. I shuddered, whimpered. Groaned. My eyes fluttered as this amazing heat rippled through my body.

I squirmed, holding my legs tight to my chest. My nipples rubbed into my lower thighs. I squirmed as he plundered me. The vibrator teased me. It was incredible. Better than I could hope for. My bowels grew looser and loser around his plunging finger.

Daddy squeezed lube around my asshole as he kept reaming me. Then he pressed a second lubed digit into my bowels. My anal ring stretched wider. I gasped at how strange it felt. This wonderful, naughty sensation.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” I groaned, my heart hammering in my chest. “Ooh, you’re going to give me such a treat, aren’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” he grinned, thrusting his finger in and out of my asshole.

“Daddy!” I whimpered. “Oh, Daddy, yes, yes.”

My asshole squeezed around his digits. He worked them in and out of me, teasing me, driving me nuts. I loved it. I groaned and squirmed on the bed. I wiggled back and forth, letting him use me to his heart’s content.

He squeezed more lube as he relaxed my asshole. He brought me closer and closer to an orgasm. The vibrator teased my pussy walls. They drank in the buzzing delight. The sensation of his fingers penetrating my bowels mixed with the bliss the naughty toy gave me.

I was going to cum.

“That’s it,” he said, pumping his digits in and out of me. “You’re getting nice and lubed for daddy’s cock.”

“I am!” I whimpered. “Please, please, Daddy, I want you in me so much! I want to cum on your big dick reaming my asshole. Oh, I’m ready! I’m so ready.”

“The vibrator’s doing its job,” he said as he pressed a third finger against my asshole.

“Daddy!” I gasped as he jammed it in hard.

My asshole couldn’t resist it. He sank his three digits deep into my bowels. I groaned, my breasts jiggling. This wonderful heat rippled through my body. My head tossed back and forth. I groaned, stars dancing before my eyes. What a wonderful delight. A treat to enjoy.

“Daddy, daddy, yes!” I moaned as his fingers buried deep into my bowels. “Oh, that’s good. That’s amazing. Yes!”

My pussy clenched down on the vibrator. I came.

Wonderful waves of bliss washed out of my spasming twat. My asshole writhed around his plunging fingers. He worked them in and out of my bowels as the pleasure washed through my mind. Gentle passion that had me trembling. Groaning.

He smiled at me. “That’s it,” he said, ripping his fingers out of my asshole. “You’re ready, aren’t you?”

“So ready,” I moaned, my body bucking through my orgasm. My pussy clenched down hard on the vibrator. It kept buzzing away in me. Driving me wild.

“You’re going to love this,” he said, coating his cock in the pinkish gel. I caught a whiff of the strawberry flavoring. It was an edible lube. I licked my lips, eager for him to penetrate me. “You’re going to explode on my cock.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whimpered as he pressed his dick against my asshole.

I felt the thick tip rubbing at my relaxed sphincter. The orgasm and his digits had readied me. I shuddered as he pressed forward. My asshole stretched and stretched. He was thicker than his three fingers. I groaned as my anal ring swallowed his cock. That velvety delight surged through me as he sank into me, the vibrator buzzing away in my cunt.

It was incredible. I closed my eyes shut against the wave of bliss washing out of my bowels. It was so strange to be penetrated in my ass. It was this hot, twisting sensation that had my pussy squeezing down on the vibrator. A velvety friction rippled from my bowels, mixing with the growing delight humming in my pussy.

“See,” he said, sliding deeper and deeper into my asshole. “You’re going to love it, Mercedes.”

“I’ll love everything with you, Daddy,” I moaned as he leaned over me.

I gasped, feeling his wiry pubic hair rubbing into my taint and shaved twat as he buried his cock into me. He leaned over me. I stopped holding my legs and let them slip around his waist. I pulled him tight, to me.

I kissed him.

His goatee, soaked in my tart juices, rubbed on my lips. I kissed him hard as he pumped his cock in and out of my bowels. This wasn’t the wild, animalistic fucking from the first time. This was slower. He was making love to my asshole.

I shuddered, my virgin hole gripping his dick. I kissed him, my tongue dancing with his. It was incredible. I held my daddy tight, my body moving with him. The vibrator buzzed away, pressed deeper into my cunt by his crotch. It was almost buried to the hilt in me, my labia almost swallowing it.

The pleasure surged through me. I groaned and whimpered, my body squirming beneath him. The pleasure built and built in me. He thrust hard into me. He buried to the hilt in me. It was incredible. A joy to feel.

His dick pumped away in my asshole as we kissed. Our tongues dueled as he penetrated my bowels over and over. It was incredible to enjoy. My asshole clenched on his lubed cock, drinking in the velvety glide of his dick. The vibrator teased my pussy.

Could he feel it?

I broke the kiss and moaned, “Can you feel the vibrator buzzing away in me?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “It’s making your asshole feel incredible.”

I shuddered and beamed at him. “Oh, Daddy, thank you! Ooh, you’re filling up my asshole. I love this. I love you.”

“Love you, too.”

As he kissed me again, my heart burst into frantic beats of joy. My hips undulated, stirring my bowels around his cock. The pleasure built and built in me. I climbed towards another pinnacle of rapture as he sodomized me.

My daddy’s cock reamed my asshole over and over. Our tongues dueled. They danced together. His goatee rasped on my lips and cheeks as I loved him. My bowels gripped his dick, drinking in that wonderful, burning friction.

The vibrator drove my pussy wild. My inner walls felt almost numb from the buzzing. The sensitivity built and built. I clawed faster and faster to that orgasm. I whimpered into the kiss, trembling beneath him. My thighs clutched to him. I caressed his back as he drove into me.

I broke the kiss and whimpered, “I can’t take much more! The vibrator’s driving me wild.”

“Good,” he groaned, his pace increasing. His cock plunged deep and hard into my bowels. “Let me feel you cumming on me again.”

“Yes, Daddy!” I moaned.

The vibrator and his dick drove me towards that orgasm. His balls smacked into my butt-cheeks as he buried into me. My nipples throbbed against his chest. I shuddered and whimpered. His cock felt amazing. I loved it.

Loved him.

He drove to the hilt in me. I whimpered, the buzzing and the velvety friction swirling together. The pressure in the depths of my cunt pressed on the barrier. It couldn’t hold. It broke. My orgasm burst through me.

“Daddy!” I squealed and kissed him.

My bowels convulsed around his dick. My pussy spasmed around the vibrator. Juices gushed out around the toy, spilling down my taint to his cock reaming my asshole. I whimpered, the tsunami of rapture sweeping through my body.

I savored the incestuous ecstasy inundating my body. I clutched Daddy tight. I thrust my tongue into his mouth as my bowels convulsed around his dick. He thrust hard into me. Fast. I whimpered, the pleasure burning through me. It was incredible. I gasped and moaned, lost to this wicked pleasure.

He grunted into the kiss and buried to the hilt in my asshole. He kissed me hard as his cum fired into my bowels. I shuddered, giving him something Mom never would. I surrendered every bit of my body to my daddy.

And he loved it. Loved me.

He kissed me with hunger as his cum spurted into my asshole. Triumph surged through me as I loved him. My mind drank in the rapture rushing out of my pussy and asshole. My holes writhed and spasmed, my cunt teased by the vibrator while my bowels wrung Daddy dry.

He spilled his passion into me and I knew I had him. He was mine.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Session 22 with Mercedes Daniels

“I beat her!” Mercedes declared as she finished her tale. She lay on the cuddling bed with me. She’d stripped naked while telling it then joined me on the bed. Her firm titties pressed into my round breasts, her pale skin contrasting with my light-olive hue. Our nipples kissed as she pressed her thigh against my pussy. My clit throbbed against her silky left. “I won!”

“No, you didn’t win,” I told her. “That’s not the point of this.”

“Sure I did,” Mercedes moaned, humping her wet pussy against my thigh. We ground on each other. “I seduced Daddy away from her. He’s mine now.”

“No, what you did was expand the love in your family,” I said. “The point of this therapy is to heal the relationship between you and your mother.”

She frowned.

“You see, your mother is learning to see you as a woman.” I nuzzled my nose against hers, my clit throbbing on her thigh as I ground against her. “No longer a child but a woman with passions. Desires. She knows all about your lusts for your daddy.”

“What?” she gasped. “No, she doesn’t. Daddy and I were having fun all weekend. On Sunday, he fucked me when she and Doug went to pick blackberries again. She had no idea. If she did, she wouldn’t let me alone with him.”

“Mmm, you need to stop seeing this as a competition,” I said. “She’s not a rival. She’s someone you love. Someone you care for. Someone that can give you pleasure.”

Mercedes stopped humping against me. Her blue eyes blinked. “What?”

“You tasted pussy on my lips when you first walked in, right?” I asked. “Whose was it?”

“Why, it was your last patient, right?” Her eyes widened. “Wait, that was my mother?”

“Do you think you’re the only girl I have sex with on this bed?” I asked her. “Your mother tasted delicious, didn’t she?”

“Well…” Mercedes said, squirming.

“From now on, we’re starting joint sessions with you and your mother,” I said. “It’s time to bring you together. Now, when you get home and see your mother, I want you to tell her what you did with your father and she’ll tell you what she did with your brother while they were ‘picking blackberries.’”

Mercedes’s jaw dropped. “What? Mom and Doug? They’ve been fucking?”

“See, your both women with desires,” she said. “Now it’s time to bring it all out in the open and love each other.”

“No fucking way,” Mercedes groaned.

I sighed. She was going to be difficult.

To be continued…
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Group Session 1 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

“Mercedes, honey, please, strip naked,” Jill Daniels cajoled her daughter. The older woman, a sexy MILF with curly-brown hair and large breast, was already naked. She had her thighs pressed tight together like she was hiding her pussy, but she seemed open about the rest of her nudity. Her breasts jiggled as she smiled at her daughter. “We’re here to help each other and mend our relationship.”

“I’m here because you made me come,” said Mercedes, the teenager glaring at me. She folded her arms, her nose ring glinting. Her short, black hair almost bristled. “You’re supposed to be my ally, Dr. Elliston.”

“I am your ally,” I said. “Now, please, Mercedes, strip naked. It’s time for you and your mother to come together and get past your issue.”

“Strip naked,” muttered Mercedes. “Fine. I’ll strip naked. She can look at my body and see how much better it is.”

“I’m not jealous of you,” Jill said.

Mercedes pulled off the tight, baby doll t-shirt. Her black hair swayed as she threw it to the ground, her round breasts jiggling in the red bra she wore. It was wild and racy and hooked in the front. She unfastened it.

“That’s a fun bra,” Jill said, giving her daughter a hopeful smile.

“It’s more than fun,” muttered Mercedes. I had a feeling I knew whom she’d bought it for. She dropped it on her t-shirt as she went for her skinny jeans. She kicked off her shoes and unzipped her jeans. They hugged her, the material stretchy. She wiggled it down, her panties a red thong with lace around the gusset dipping down between her thighs. Then she shoved down her thong and peeled it down, exposing her shaved pussy.

Jill let out a relieved sigh.

“What?” Mercedes demanded, glaring at her mother. “Huh?” She stepped out of her panties and faced her mother naked, thong gripped in her hand.

“I just was afraid you had other parts pierced,” said Jill. “I’ve read that it can be risky to pierce your clitoris or labia.”

“If I get my clit pierced, it’s my business,” Mercedes hissed.

“Okay, okay,” I said, taking the thong from Mercedes, my own round breasts swaying. “We’re all naked. Exposed. I want you to look at each other and see that you are both women. The same.”

“I’m hotter and younger and tighter,” muttered Mercedes.

“Mmm, but your mother was just like you once,” I said. “Hot and young and tight. And now she’s matured into this sexy beauty. It’s good for you to see, Mercedes. In two decades, you’ll be looking like this. Hot and sexy, a MILF with your own children. You’re both women, Mercedes. Women with passion. Now, did you do your exercise?”

“She won’t talk to me,” Jill said. “I wanted to tell her about her brother and me, and to hear about her and her father, but she just hissed at me all weekend.”

“He’s mine!” hissed Mercedes.

“Oh, honey,” Jill sighed. She shook her head.

“I let Daddy fuck my asshole,” Mercedes declared, throwing her words in her mother’s face. The girl took a step closer. Her round breasts bounced. “I gave it to him willingly. He fucked me up the ass with my vibrator buzzing away in my pussy. That’s how much he’s mine.”

Jill smiled and said, “That’s fun. I like doing that with your father. He enjoys thrusting toys in my pussy while fucking my asshole. I have this one vibrator whose tip rotates. It’s incredible to feel in me when your father’s sodomizing me.”

Mercedes’s jaw dropped.

“Oh, you make it sound like I’ve never even sucked his cock,” continued Jill. “Like we only did the missionary position. Have you ever sucked his cock after he fucked your ass and tasted it.”

“What?” Mercedes gasped.

“Oh, honey, you have so much to learn.”

Mercedes sucked in a deep breath. “Doesn’t matter. He still loves me. He snuck into my bed last night. While you thought he was…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mercedes Daniels story…

My bedroom door creaked open. I sat up in my bed, the covers falling off my naked body. My round breasts swayed as Daddy closed the door softly behind him. My heart beat fast. I wasn’t sure if he would be able to come tonight.

“Shhh,” he said, his finger to his lips. “Your mother’s about to take a shower.”

Footsteps padded down the hall. I shuddered, realizing Mom was just outside the door. She had no idea that Dad was in here, peeling off his t-shirt. I kicked off the covers, my thighs flashing. My heart pounded in my chest. This was so naughty to do it while that bitch was in the house. To steal her husband from her and make Daddy mine.

My pussy clenched. This heat surged through me. My breasts jiggled from side to side as I watched him strip. My brother’s bedroom door opened. I heard Mom saying something to Doug. Then he answered her.

Daddy’s jeans came down, his cock stretching the front of his boxers. I licked my lips, hungry for it. He unveiled his cock. It thrust out hard before him. He made me with that dick. I loved it. My pussy grew hot. Juices leaked out of my fifteen-year-old depths, eager for him to be in me.

Mom said one last thing to Doug before she padded back down the hallway. I shuddered as Daddy approached me. Music came from my brother’s room as the bathroom door creaked open. I trembled, knowing that if we weren’t quiet, we’d be caught.

Daddy’s strong hands cupped my chin as the shower hissed on. Mom would have no idea that Daddy was in here making love to me. His whiskers rubbed on my mouth as he kissed me. He thrust his tongue into my mouth.

He swirled his tongue inside of my mouth. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. This wonderful heat surged through me. My heart pounded in my chest as he pressed me down onto the bed. He mounted me.

I wanted to spend more time with him. I wanted to revel with him, but my thighs spread wide, knowing we had no time for foreplay. My pussy leaked juices, running down to my rump and soaking my ass. My breasts jiggled as he pushed me down on my bed. His cock nudged into my inner thigh as he leaned over me.

My bed creaked.

It was such a loud sound. Such a naughty one. I whimpered, my tongue dancing with his. My brother’s music drifted through his bedroom wall. I bet he was in there jerking it off to porn, hiding the activity with his obnoxious rock music.

Probably spanking his cock to some hot, young thing like me. Mom may have fucked him, but he couldn’t have enjoyed it. She was old. Not young and hot and tight like me. My hand grabbed Daddy’s cock and pulled him to my cunt.

I shuddered as I pressed this thick dick into my twat. I whimpered as I rubbed him up and down. I nudged my clit. Pleasure burst through me. My toes curled. My heart pounded in my chest. He pressed it into my cunt and rammed it into my twat.

I whimpered into Daddy’s mouth.

He entered me.

He was in me. It was incredible to feel Daddy’s dick in me. I slid my legs around his waist. My bedsprings creaked as he drove into me. His balls smacked into my taint. My arms went around his torso, pulling him tight. My breasts rubbed into his strong chest.

Daddy broke the kiss and groaned, “Mercedes. Shit.”

“I know,” I whimpered, trying to keep it down. It was hard with his cock pumping away into my cunt. He slammed his cock hard and deep into me. My clit throbbed, drinking in the pleasure of his cock.

His shaft plundered hard and fast into my cunt. He churned me up. We couldn’t take much time. It had to be a fast and hot delight. My body writhed beneath my daddy. My hips wiggled, grinding my clit against his pubic bone. The pleasure flowed through me. This hot rapture surged through my body.

It was incredible. My eyes fluttered. This wonderful pleasure danced through me. I squeezed around his cock. His dick plowed into me. My nipples throbbed. I rubbed my nose against him as he plowed into me hard.

“Oh, Daddy,” I whimpered, fighting against this wonderful delight. “Fuck me, Daddy! Love my pussy!”

“Such a delightful pussy!” he growled.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, squeezing around his dick. The pleasure surged through me. The ecstasy built inside of me. My clit sparked with delight. “You’re going to cum in me. You’re going to go back to her bed with my pussy cream on your dick and your balls emptied by my hot cunt!”

“Shit, Mercedes!”

He thrust harder. My bedsprings creaked louder. I whimpered, my fingernails clawing his back as the pleasure surged through my body. My cunt gripped him. The silky friction rippled through my body. I gasped and moaned. I bucked into his thrusts. This delicious pleasure surged through my body.

It was amazing. A treat to enjoy. The pleasure hammered through me. This wild delight that swept through my body. I whimpered, squeezing my pussy down on his dick. I couldn’t take much more. It was so hot fucking him beneath my mother’s nose.

She was taking a shower while daddy fucked me hard. He loved me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed in Daddy’s ear, his whiskered cheek rubbing on mine. “Cum in my pussy. I want your jizz leaking out of me all night long. Just pooling in my twat. This is amazing. Fuck me.”

My clit ached and throbbed. The pleasure surged through my body. I whimpered. My nipples rubbed into his chest. My pussy clenched about his dick. It was such a treat. He buried hard. Fast. My orgasm swelled faster and faster.

His dick hammered me. His balls smacked into my taint. That heavy smack of his nuts echoed through my room. I whimpered, my toes curling. He was driving me to that orgasm. I wanted it to last longer, but Mom could finish her shower at any moment.

This was so hot. So naughty. She had no idea I had Daddy’s cock in me right now. It was amazing. I humped against him and gasped as my orgasm exploded through me. My pussy convulsed around that thick dick plundering me.

“Daddy!”

Pleasure rushed through me. Rapture slammed into my mind. Incestuous bliss rushed out of my body. This amazing delight flooded through me. I squealed as the pleasure danced through my body. It was incredible. I bucked and shuddered on the bed. The pleasure burned through my flesh. I whimpered, my cunt writhing around his cock.

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” I moaned. “Cum in me.”

“Mercedes,” he growled, his arms hugging me to his torso. He pulled me tight as he rammed his dick into me. “Shit!”

His cum erupted into my convulsing pussy. I clamped my jaw shut to keep from howling out in rapture. Waves of explosive rapture slammed into my mind. Stars burst before my eyes. My cunt writhed and spasmed around his dick erupting in me.

I milked him. He grunted, his arms tightening around me. I loved being in his strong embrace. I kissed and sucked at his neck as I whimpered through my orgasm. Stars burst across my eyes. His cum fired into me. A final spurt of jizz that left me dizzy.

“Oh, Daddy, that was amazing,” I moaned. “I want you to stay in here. I don’t want you to leave.”

“I can’t,” he panted as he relaxed his hold on you. “If your mother finds out, she’ll kill me.”

I wanted to tell him that she already knew. I was supposed to tell her all about Daddy and me, but I didn’t want her to know. I didn’t want to hear about her taking advantage of my older brother. I couldn’t believe Doug fucked her and never once hit on me.

I was his hot and sexy sister. He wasn’t Daddy, still a boy, but he was cute. If he should be lusting after a family member, it should be me. Not that old hag. I kissed Daddy hard, thrusting my tongue into his mouth as I savored him for as long as I could.

Soon, he’d have to leave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Group Session 1 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

“See, he loves me,” Mercedes said, tossing her head. Reconciling mother and daughter was not going as well as I’d hoped, but it wasn’t surprising. Mercedes was stubborn. “He doesn’t need you at all.”

“Oh, honey, I suggested that he have a talk with you,” Jill told her daughter. “His eyes lit up. I gave him an excuse to go have sex with you while letting him know I was about to take a shower. So while he was loving you, your brother was fucking my ass in the shower.”

Mercedes jaw dropped.

“Mmm, thanks for distracting your father for me,” Jill said. “I had a lot of fun. Doug…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jill Daniel’s Story

My son had this eager look as he slipped into the bathroom. His music played, covering the sounds of his movement. I knew my husband was in there with Mercedes. It was hard to feel jealous of my daughter when I set it up to enjoy Doug’s cock. I was addicted to my son. He was my husband but young and virile.

Doug closed the bathroom door, the shower hissing, steam boiling out of it. It spilled around my naked body as he pulled off his shirt and shoved down his shorts. I shuddered at the sight of his young, strong body. Pure lust for my son surged through me.

The same lust my husband felt for our daughter. I bet he saw her as a younger version of me, a chance to relive those heady days when we were young and dumb, teenagers fucking each other’s brains out.

Pussy juices soaked my bush.

“Mmm, we don’t have much time,” I said, tossing him a bottle of lube. “Lather up and come enjoy Mommy’s asshole.”

Doug grinned at me, his brown eyes gleaming. His young body quivered. Seventeen and rock-hard. He had the sides of his head buzzed short, called a fade, and a flattop. His hair was brown like mine, not black like my husband. Other than that, they could be brothers.

I slipped into the shower, my asshole aching. I wanted to do something kinky and wild. I loved anal. My husband and I did it all the time. I wanted to feel how good my son would be fucking my asshole. The shower sprayed on my large tits, massaging my aching nipples. My breasts swayed from side to side, water running down my body.

I savored the warmth raining on my tits as I waited. It soaked me. It rippled down my stomach, and drenched my bush before running over my pussy lips. I watched my son lubing his thick cock. He pumped up and down his hard cock. He coated his cock, making it gleam.

My asshole ached.

He set it down and stepped into the shower. His cock bobbed as he slid the glass door shut. He groaned as I wiggled my ass at him. He grabbed my butt-cheeks, kneading my plump rear. I loved his powerful touch.

“Fuck, Mom, you are so hot,” he groaned.

I smiled. It made me feel so womanly that my son thought I was hot.

His strong hand pried my left butt-cheek apart. He pressed his cock into my crack. I gasped as she slid it down to my asshole. He nudged into my sphincter. My eyes fluttered. I whimpered. My heart pounded fast and hard. His lubed cock pushed against me.

I gasped as my anal ring surrendered to my son. That amazing moment happened. That wonderful sensation when my sphincter parted and allowed his cock to pop in. That first inch always sent a hot shudder through me. My cunt clenched as he slipped deeper and deeper into my bowels.

He slid his left hand up my body to cup my breast. He squeezed it, the water pelting my nipples. I whimpered as more and more of his lubed dick entered me. His bush rubbed into my rump as he bottomed out in me. I shuddered.

“Doug!” I moaned. “Oh, Mommy needs this so much. Fuck Mommy hard.”

“Oh, yes,” he groaned. “I’ll pound you. I’ll make you cum, Mom.”

“Such a good son! Mommy loves you!”

My bowels squeezed down around his dick plunging into me. I shuddered, both his hands now squeezing my tits. His cock hammered me. His crotch smacked into my rump. He buried into me. He fucked me hard and fast.

It was incredible. That velvety heat melted down to my pussy. My cunt drank it in as my son hammered me with his youthful passion. He cupped my tits. He squeezed my breasts. His fingers dug into my tits. His strong grip held me tight. It was such a wonderful thing to enjoy. Just the best thing in the world.

I gasped as he pinched my nipples. He squeezed my nubs. He twisted them, my bowels clenching down around his cock. I whimpered, my back arching as he drove his cock deep and hard into me. It was an amazing delight to have him plundering me. He fucked me hard and fast. He pounded me.

“Mom!” he groaned. “Damn, your ass is tight.”

“First time?” she asked. “Mmm, those girls don’t know what they’re missing out on. Anal is amazing. Yes, yes, fuck Mommy’s asshole!”

He pounded me hard and fast. He rammed his cock into my sphincter. He buried deep into my flesh. He filled me. It was an incredible delight. An absolute treat for me to enjoy. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest.

His crotch smacked into me. I gasped, my arms flexing and bending, absorbing the impacts of his balls. The pleasure surged through me. It was a wonderful treat that burned through my body. I gasped, my heart pounding in my chest.

This was amazing. My orgasm built faster and faster. He twisted my nipples. I groaned, my bowels squeezing around his dick. He buried into me. He plowed hard into my depths. The heat built in my cunt. It swelled.

“Mom!” he groaned.

“Are you going to cum in Mommy’s asshole?” I whimpered. “Are you going to fill Mommy’s asshole with all that yummy cum.”

“Yes!” he groaned.

He plowed deep into me. Hard. He thrust to the hilt in my ass. My eyes fluttered as the heat surged through me. A wild delight rushed through me. An amazing treat to enjoy. A passion that had my heart pounding in my chest.

“Do it!” I moaned. “Thrust your dick into my asshole hard! Make Mommy cum on that big dick!”

He twisted both my nipples, then he did something wonderful. His right hand darted down my belly. His fingers slid with the water running down my body. He plunged through my bush and found my clit. He rubbed my nub.

“Yes, yes, you know how to please a woman!” I howled as my incestuous orgasm exploded through me.

My bowels writhed and spasmed about his cock. This pleasure rushed through me. I groaned, bucking in his embrace. Stars burst before my eyes. This incredible rapture surged through me. It was amazing. A treat for us both to enjoy. I whimpered again and again, loving this delight.

I groaned as he hammered me. My pussy cream mixed with the water spilling down my body. My passion gushed out of me as my son fingered my clit. He buried to the hilt into my asshole. His cock filled my spasming bowels.

“Oh, my god, I love you, Mom!” he groaned as his cum spurted hot into me.

I had that amazing treat. My bowels convulsed around his dick. I milked him. I wrung him dry as he groaned. Our passion echoed over the spray of the shower. My eyes fluttered as his jizz filled me. He pumped me full of all that cum.

“Oh, yes, Doug, honey!” I moaned. “Mommy loves her big, son!”

I bucked a final time, my orgasm peaking. My bowels wrung his dick dry. My back arched, rubbing into his strong chest. He kissed at my neck. I whimpered, shuddering as he loved me. I mewled in delight as my orgasm faded.

“Mmm, that was amazing,” I moaned. “But you need to skedaddle before we get caught.”

“We have to do this again,” he groaned. “It’s so hot having sex with you when Dad’s in the house.”

“Naughty boy,” I purred and then gasped as he pulled out of me.

His cum leaked out of my asshole. I floated on my bliss as he dried off and dressed. Then he quietly opened the door and slipped out. I smiled and shut off the shower. I dried off and pulled on my robe, belting it about me.

My daughter’s door creaked opened. My husband was done with his “talk.”

I shuddered and exited the bathroom. My husband was just slipping into our room and pulling off his t-shirt. I padded down the hall, our son’s cum leaking out of my asshole. I shuddered as he turned. He was still a strong man and he had just pleased our daughter.

“Good talk with Mercedes?” I asked as he stripped down to his boxers. I could see the front was slightly wet. She must have soaked him with her cream.

“Yeah,” he said, his face flushed. “Great talk.”

I bet it was.

He stretched out on the bed and, feeling randy, I knelt down by his legs him. I tugged down on his boxers. “Good, you deserve a reward for being such a good father.”

The panic on his face was priceless as I exposed his dick. I could smell my daughter’s pussy juices on him. I’d had sex with Dr. Elliston, eaten her pussy, grown to like the taste of cunt. This incestuous rush shot through me. Mercedes smelled tart.

“I haven’t washed it,” my husband said in a panic. He knew I would taste our daughter on him.

I engulfed his cock into my mouth. He was soft, but I would get him hard again. I sucked, loving the taste of our daughter. This kinky rush shot through me. My cheeks hollowed as I cleaned off our daughter’s incestuous cream from his shaft.

“Fuck,” groaned my husband, relaxing.

I was such a wicked wife and mother.

His dick swelled harder and harder in my mouth as I sucked him hard. Our son’s cum leaked out of my asshole beneath the bathrobe. My tits swayed, my aching nipples rubbing into the fabric. I shuddered, my passions going wild.

I’d loved one member of my family, and now another. My son and now my husband. My heart thundered in my chest. I wanted to make him cum as hard as our daughter had. I wanted him to make me cum as hard as our son had.

We made our children. It was so hot that we were enjoying them. Loving them.

“Jill,” Martin groaned, his chest rising. On his shoulder, I could see his army tattoo, his unit insignia. He was such a strong man. I remembered when he was in the uniform at nineteen. How sexy he’d looked then…

I sucked harder.

“Damn, Jill,” he panted, his chest rising and falling. “What has gotten into you lately?”

I popped my mouth off. “Therapy. It’s making me want even more sex. To love my family.”

“Shit,” he groaned as I pumped his cock up and down his dick. “I guess I shouldn’t be complaining.”

I rose and opened my robe, my large breasts coming into view along with my wet bush. He couldn’t see my ass and the cum leaking out of me. Our son’s cum. This wicked thrill shot through me as I cupped my breasts.

His eyes fell on them. I could see the lust in them. “Mmm, are my tits still beautiful?”

“Yeah,” he groaned.

“I know they’re not as perky as our daughter’s. They’re not as firm as they used to be, but…”

He swallowed. Then his hands cupped them. Squeezed them. “They’re still great, Jill.”

I smiled as he fondled them. I shifted forward, straddling him. I grabbed his cock and guided it up between my thighs. I pressed the tip into my bush. I rubbed it back and forth. His grip tightened on my tits.

“You’re not just saying that, right?” I asked, my voice smoldering. “You still like the feel of my tits? Of my pussy?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “Jill, you’re still gorgeous.”

“As hot as our daughter?” I asked him. “Mmm, it’s okay to look at her. She’s growing into such a minx. Just like I was at her age, right?”

“Yeah,” he panted. “She’s beautiful, but… You’re my wife. I love your tits. Your body.”

“My pussy?” I engulfed an inch of his cock. It had just been in my daughter’s cunt. This wild rush surged through me.

“Yes,” he groaned.v

I slid my pussy down his cock, enjoying the shaft that my daughter just had. My asshole clenched, forcing out more of our son’s cum. I felt it trickling down to my taint as I bottomed out on my husband’s cock.

He groaned, his chest rising and falling. His hands kneaded my tits as I took every inch of his wonderful cock. I loved this dick. It was familiar. Together, we’d made our children. I licked my lips, smiling at that thought. I rubbed my hands up and down his chest.

“Mmm, you like the feel of my pussy wrapped around your dick, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned, his chest rising and falling. “Shit, Jill, you feel great.”

“Mmm, it’s going to get better,” I purred and slid up his dick.

He groaned while I whimpered. His cock stimulated my pussy. I was still buzzing from having sex with our son. We had such a naughty family. I stroked his chest, massaging him as I slammed down his cock. I took him to the hilt. My breasts jiggled and bounced in his grip.

He massaged my tits as I worked my pussy up and down his cock, enjoying the shaft my daughter just had. It was an incredible treat. A wicked passion that sent rapture shooting through me. I groaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. A hot rapture burned through me.

“Jill!” he groaned. “Fuck, Jill.”

“Mmm, yes, yes!” I purred. “Fuck indeed. You love my pussy wrapped around your cock, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” he panted. “Shit, work that pussy. Slide it up and down my dick. Ride me.”

“You’re going to cum in me?” I moaned. “You’re going to fire all that jizz in me. Maybe you’ll start a new baby in me.” Maybe Doug will.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers squeezing into my tits. “You’re not… taking your pill?”

“No,” I moaned. I’d stopped after “picking” blackberries with Doug. “I want one more baby!”

I worked my pussy up and down his dick. I slid fast and hard. My cunt gripped him. This heat rippled through my body. I groaned, my tits heaving. His hand kneaded them. He teased me. This pleasure surged through me. I whimpered, my cunt clenching about him. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring his cock through my twat.

My pussy gripped him. My orgasm built faster and faster as I rode him. This wonderful bliss shot through me. It would be such an amazing orgasm. I would explode so hard on my husband’s cock. I would milk him.

Just like my daughter had.

That thought swelled my orgasm faster.

“Damn, Jill,” my husband panted. “You are wild tonight.”

“Just want you to know how amazing I am,” I moaned. “How much I love you. Your cock. Oh, yes, yes!”

More and more of our son’s cum leaked out of me. I felt it dribbling down to my bush. It was so wicked. I rode him faster, my fingernails scratching at his chest. His hands squeezed my tits hard. His face twisted in rapture.

I knew it wouldn’t be long before he was cumming in me. Spurting all that wonderful spunk into my depths. I quivered, my heart pounding in my chest. My pleasure built and built. I screamed towards my orgasm.

“Oh, yes, yes, I’m going to cum so hard on your dick!” I moaned. “I’m going to explode on it. Isn’t that hot?”

“Uh-huh,” he groaned. His fingers found my nipples, twisting them.

“Oh, that’s it,” I panted. “Mmm, yes, yes!” My cunt clamped down on his dick as I impaled myself all the way down his cock.

My clit ground into his hips and pubic bone.

Sparks flared through me. I gasped as my orgasm burst inside of me. My cunt convulsed around my husband’s dick. A rush of bliss shot through me. I loved the incestuous delight that rushed through me. He groaned as my pussy writhed about his dick.

“Jill!”

“Cum in me!” I howled, the pleasure drowning my mind. It was as good as with my son. “Flood me, Martin!”

He pinched both my nipples hard. He growled and then thrust his hips upward. He bounced me on his dick, my convulsing twat sliding up his dick and then slamming back down him. I gasped as another orgasm exploded through me.

He erupted.

My husband’s spunk fired hot and thick into me. He filled me to the brim. I groaned as the rush of bliss shot through me. I collapsed forward on him, kissing him hard, my robe swaying and rustling about me. He held me as I savored his jizz pumping into me.

I loved my husband. Our children. I wanted us to be a happy family. I hoped Dr. Elliston’s plan worked. We had our first joint session tomorrow, and Mercedes seemed to hate me even more since she’d seduced Martin.

I broke the kiss and moaned, “I love you.”

“Love you, too,” he panted, his hands squeezing my ass through my robe.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Group Session 1 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

“You blew him after he made love to me?” Mercedes spluttered at her mother, her tits jiggling. “And then you fucked him? That’s… You…” She shook her head. “Doesn’t change anything. He still loves only me. He just did that to keep our secret. He fucked you and said he loved you because he doesn’t have a choice.”

“Doesn’t he?” asked Jill. “He enjoyed me last night. He wasn’t faking it. And…” She spread her thighs apart and revealed why she kept them so tight. The base of a florescent-green dildo thrust out of her cunt. She grabbed it and drew it out. Her pussy cream glinted on it along with streaks of pearly spunk. It popped out of her. More cum leaked out of her, staining her brown bush.

Her daughter stared at the dildo. “Whose cum is that? Doug’s? Did you fuck him before coming here?”

“Your daddy’s,” Jill purred. “Right before I came here, we made love.”

“But he’s at work,” Mercedes protested.

“I called him, told him I needed my husband in me, and he came over on his lunch break. He was eager for it.” Jill shuddered. “He fingered my asshole as he made love to me. It was beautiful. I clutched him tight. I came as hard on his cock as I do on your brother’s.”

I grabbed the dildo from Jill. I moved to Mercedes, holding it up before her. “Look at that. That’s your parents’ love mixed together there. Their sexual fluids. They made you together, and they both love you.”

Mercedes’s nostrils flared as she inhaled. Her nose piercing twitched.

“Mmm, that’s good, right?” I asked. “Your mother’s cream and your daddy’s spunk. They love you both. One of them has had sex with you, and the other one wants you.”

Mercedes shivered.

I pressed the dildo closer to Mercedes’s lips. “Go on, lick it up. Taste the flavor of your daddy’s cum mixed with your mother’s cream.”

The teenager whimpered.

“You can share your father with your mother,” I whispered into her ear. “You can love him together. You don’t have to fight with your mother. You can regain that relationship you used to have. Only it’ll be naughtier now. You can eat her pussy like you ate mine. And hers is full of your daddy’s cum.”

I licked her earlobe, my breasts pressing into her arm.

“Doesn’t that sound perfect. You can share your daddy. Your brother. You can love each other as a family and be happy. Doesn’t that sound better than expending all that effort on hating your mother? Arguing with her. Imagine instead of all those negative emotions, the pair of you simply ate each other out. That you share naughty, incestuous orgasms. All you have to do is surrender to your desires.

“Take a lick.”

Mercedes squeezed her eyes shut. Then she darted her head down. She licked at the dildo. Her tongue lapped at the shaft. She licked up her mother’s cream and her father’s jizz. This rush shot through me. My cunt squeezed tight. My nipples ached. I wished my brother and sister were here to see this.

Clint and Melody would love this.

“Now go love your mother,” I purred, slipping the dildo into Mercedes’s hand. “Do it.”

Mercedes moaned and darted forward. She surrendered to her incestuous love. She gave up her hate and did something far, far more productive. She fell to her knees before her mother and buried her face into that cum-matted bush.

Jill gasped in delight, her breasts heaving as her daughter feasted with noisy passion. The sexy MILF ground her pussy on her daughter’s hungry mouth. I smiled, my pussy on fire as I witnessed their incestuous passion.

“That’s it,” I moaned as I watched them. “Love your mother.”

I drifted to my desk as they indulged in their passion. It was just a delight to witness. I walked around my desk and smiled at my wedding picture. I looked so beautiful in my white dress beside Clint in his tux. You’d never know we were brother and sister. My mother was Japanese, and I inherited much of her looks. Her pale-olive skin, her delicate cheekbones, her epicanthic folds giving me slanted eyes, and her sleek-black hair.

There were other photos taken that day of Melody. California didn’t allow bigamy, yet, and so I was the one who legally married Clint. Though Melody was officially his first cousin, and she could legally marry him in this state, she told Clint it should be me.

Of course, spiritually, she married him that day, too. And me. She wore her own matching dress and we stood together before Kimiko Mihara who performed the ceremony, invoking the blessing of the more permissive Shinto spirits upon us.

I opened my desk drawer and pulled out the double-headed dildo I kept in here. Melody had given it to me, saying, “I tested this out with Zoey, and it’s amazing. Your clients are going to love it. Good luck with your practice.”

The double-headed dildo was long and pink, looking like it was made out of jell. Both ends were shaped like realistic dicks, nice and thick. It had a partition in the center. It was almost like a strap-on dildo without the harness. The partition would rub into my pussy lips and clit, massaging me as I fucked my partner.

Or when she fucked me.

Melody and I broke it in upon my cuddle bed in my office with it while Clint jerked off on us. Our brother coated us in cum before he fucked us both. It was a wonderful afternoon. Six months later, and my practice was going great.

I shuddered as I inserted the dildo into my pussy, my cunt clenching about the thickness filling me up. I whimpered as it stretched out my juicy twat. I wanted to share in their lesbian incest. I wanted to revel with mother and daughter as they loved each other.

Jill gripped her daughter’s black hair, pulling hard, pressing her daughter tight into her cunt.

“Mmm, how is she?” I asked when I sauntered back to them, my dildo swaying before me, my twat gripping the other end. It felt delicious in me, naughty delight rippling out of my snatch. It massaged my pussy walls, teasing me. It was an amazing treat that would have me cumming.

“She’s devouring all of her father’s cum out of me,” the MILF moaned. Her large tits jiggled. “Ooh, she’s got her tongue so deep in me. She’s loving me.”

“And you, Mercedes?” I asked as I fell to my knees behind the teenager. The dildo smacked into her rump. I shuddered as it shifted in me. “How is eating out your mother.”

Mercedes moaned. She turned her head, looking at me over her shoulder. “She tastes great. Especially with Daddy’s cum in her depths.”

“Mmm, it is a treat, isn’t it,” I purred. “I love eating my brother’s cum out of a woman’s pussy. Especially one of my sister’s. It’s the ultimate incest, isn’t it?”

“Yes!” she moaned and turned her head. The naughty, fifteen-year-old girl returned to licking her mother’s pussy.

I made this happen. It was delicious to witness. I slid the tip of my dildo across Mercedes’s rump, moving it lower and lower. It slid down her crack, not penetrating it, but just following it lower and lower until I was at her taint.

Her pussy.

My cunt drank in the shifting dildo inside of me, the partition rubbing on my labia and clit. I shuddered as I slammed into Mercedes’s. She moaned into her mother’s cunt. I spanked into her rump. I slammed hard into her. I buried to the hilt in her twat.

The pleasure rippled through her body. My cunt squeezed around it as I fucked her. I slid my hands up her body. I squeezed Mercedes firm, round, young tits. I pressed my breasts into her back. I kneaded her nipples. I pinched them. I slammed deep and hard into her.

“Eat your mother’s cunt,” I moaned. “Love her! Show her how much you love her. Revel in it.”

“Yes, yes, love Mommy’s pussy!” Jill’s face twisted. Her large, soft tits jiggled as she shuddered. They smacked together. “Mmm, you’re going to make Mommy cum so hard! Yes, you are!”

“Good!” I panted. “Make her cum. She birthed you. Raised you. Loved you. Repay her. Give her an amazing orgasm.”

Mercedes moaned into her mother’s twat.

I buried hard into her. I fucked her with all the passion I could muster. I twisted hard on her nubs. I squeezed and nibbled on her neck. My nipples rubbed into her back as I pounded her with the strapless dildo, the partition massaging my clit. Sparks flared.

It was wonderful. I shared in their incestuous passion. I hammered Mercedes’s cunt, my pussy heating up with passion. Jill moaned, her body shaking as she ground on her daughter’s mouth, coming closer and closer to her incestuous reward.

“Make your mother cum,” I moaned, my heart celebrating in joy. “I want her to drown you in her cream. You’ll love it. Love her.”

“Yes, yes, Mommy loves your tongue whipping through her folds,” panted Jill. Her tits heaved and bounced. They swayed together. “Ooh, suck on Mommy’s clit. You’re such a wonderful daughter! Mommy loves you!”

This hot ripple surged through me, a preview of my orgasm to come. It was so hot hearing them share their incestuous passion. My cunt clenched down on the dildo, my climax swelling as I fucked Mercedes. I tweaked and twisted her nipple.

Jill gasped. The MILF shuddered. Her breasts bounced and swayed together. Her face contorted with rapture as she squealed out in orgasmic passion. I loved the sound of their love echoing through the room. It was incredible. It made my cunt burn.

“Mommy’s cumming!” she moaned, singing out her rapture. “Oh, yes, yes, you made Mommy cum! You’re amazing!”

I buried my dildo into the teenager’s twat. I fucked her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her cunt as she feasted on her mother’s passion. Mercedes whimpered and trembled, loving her mother’s pussy. I held her tight, breathing in her mother’s tart musk.

“Yes, yes, you’re doing so good,” I moaned. “Now it’s your turn to cum, Mercedes.”

“Oh, yes, honey,” Jill moaned. She stepped back, pulling her twat from her daughter’s face. Then she fell to her knees and cupped Mercedes’s face. “Mommy wants you to cum on Dr. Elliston’s dildo.”

I groaned as mother kissed daughter. Their lips melted together. I slammed hard into the daughter’s cunt, my clit sparking. Mercedes whimpered into her mother’s kiss. Then her body trembled. Her back arched into my breasts.

I knew she was cumming on my dildo.

Mother and daughter shared their newfound incestuous love. Their tongues dueled. Mercedes squealed and I wondered what her mother’s fingers were doing. Was Jill fingering her daughter’s clit, massaging it and giving the girl more bliss?

I hoped so.

“Yes, yes, this is what you need!” I moaned, burying hard into Mercedes’s cunt. My clit sparked against the double-headed dildo’s partition.

I joined their celebration of love.

My pussy convulsed around my end of the dildo. My flesh writhed around it. Juices gushed out, soaking my thighs. The scent of my passion filled my mouth. This wonderful bliss flooded through my body.

This celebration of sharing incestuous passion with a mother and daughter. I whimpered, little fireworks detonating before me. My mind drank in the ripples of rapture. I hugged Mercedes tight as we both trembled through our orgasm.

I hit that wonderful peak of rapture. I floated there, sharing in their passion. Then I descended into buzzing bliss.

“Mmm, Dr. Elliston, you have worked some naughty magic on our family,” Jill said.

“Uh-huh,” panted Mercedes. “I guess… I guess I was being childish. This was a lot more fun than fighting.”

“Yeah,” Jill said.

“So, I’m going to get a tongue piercing. Imagine that licking through your pussy, Mom.”

Jill shuddered. “I guess I could be persuaded to even pay for that. I’m sure your daddy will enjoy it, too.”

“Mmm, yes, I bet he would,” I said. “Now it’s time to make your family whole. Your father and brother need to know about it. They have to enjoy you all. Together.”

“As a family,” purred Jill.

“Here’s what I want you two to do,” I said, eager for our next group session. If I was right, it would be the final one.

To be continued…
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Group Session 2 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

It had been a week since I’d seen Jill Daniels and her daughter Mercedes. I was eager to hear how it went. They were both smiling as they walked in and began stripping off their clothes, joining me being naked in my office. If this worked out, this would be our final session. It made me so hopeful as Mercedes bounced with excitement, the fifteen-year-old girl stripping off her baby doll t-shirt, her round breasts coming into view.

Her black hair swayed about her youthful face. She had a big smile on her lips. Her piercing on her nose glinted as she twitched her nose. She then wiggled out of her skinny jeans, shoving them down with her panties, a landing strip of dark hair leading down to her pussy. A tight and yummy slit.

“So, I take it that things went well?” I asked as Jill Daniels began undoing her blouse, popping square buttons through her bronze blouse, her large breasts held in a soft-gray bra, her large tits jiggling. She had curly, brown hair that swayed about her face.

“Yeah, things went well,” Jill said.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Mercedes said. She bounced on her feet. Her round breasts heaved. “Who wants to go first, Mom? The last week has been awesome.”

Jill smiled as she undid the front clasp of her bra. Her soft breasts spilled out as the cups parted. She had hard pink nipples thrust from her nubs. Her areolas were wide and lovely. I wanted to suck on them. “Let me go for first, Honey.”

“Fine,” Mercedes said and darted to me. The fifteen-year-old girl pressed her nubile body against me, her pale-beige skin contrasting with my pale-olive hue. “It was awesome!”

Jill unfastened the mom jeans she was wearing, saying, “So I followed your suggestion…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jill Daniels story…

“You are really bringing another woman into our bed?” my husband asked as I led him blindfolded up the stairs by the cock, my large breasts swaying and bobbing.

“Mmm, happy birthday,” I said, my hand stroking his cock. My pussy was so wet for this.

“It’s two weeks until my birthday,” Martin said.

“This just works out,” I lied. “Are you complaining.”

“I guess not.” He shook his head. “Really, another woman.”

“You think I’m lying?” I asked.

“I guess I’m just stunned.”

I giggled as I led him higher. He slid his hand up the banister. He was a tall man, fit and muscular. On his upper arm, he had a tattoo of his army unit, a dragon coiled around a spade. He had a goatee, his face strong.

I was so excited for this. My pussy was so juicy.

We reached the hallway and headed down to our bedroom. I had gotten Doug out of the house by promising him a wild treat. He had gotten a preview of it when I gave him a delicious blowjob. I loved sucking my son’s cock. His dick was as nice as his father’s.

The door to our bedroom was open. Mercedes was in there. She wore a red ribbon tied about her breasts. A nice, thick bow in the center. She rubbed her thighs together. She had a juicy cunt. She licked her lips, shifting her hips.

I brought him to the bed, Mercedes looking like a hungry kitten. She sat up, staring with hungry eyes at her father’s cock. Her nose ring—I was growing used to that—glinted as she moved. Her short, black hair swayed about her. Her youthful breasts shifted, the ribbon rustling. I brought her father right to the foot of the bed.

“Enjoy,” I told him as I hugged him from behind, rubbing my tits into his back, my head resting on his head. “And don’t take your blindfold off.”

I couldn’t see Mercedes, but I could hear her. My husband sucked in a breath and then groaned as the sloppy sounds of sucking echoed through the room. She put her all into it. The wonderful noise of the blowjob echoed through the room.

“Damn,” groaned my husband, his chest rising and falling. My nipples ached and throbbed. My hands slid up and down his torso, caressing him. “Oh, damn, you really brought someone to our bed.”

“Mmm, I know,” I said, my pussy juicy. I rubbed my crotch into his ass, humping him. “Does she feel good?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Damn, she’s sucking hard. She’s enthusiastic.”

I broke my embrace and slid around him to press my breasts against his side. I glanced down at my daughter sucking on her father’s cock. This was the first time I’d seen her with her father. She bobbed her head up and down his dick. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard. I rubbed my tits against my husband, my nipples aching. I stroked his chest, watching our daughter love him.

Mercedes stared up at me, joy in her eyes. She wiggled her naked rump as she knelt there. My husband groaned, his face twisting. She loved her daddy’s cock. I put my hand on her head, stroking her as she loved Martin.

His face twisted. “Damn, she’s enthusiastic. Who is this? One of your friends?”

I didn’t answer. I just stroked through her hair. My nipples rubbed against his side. His hand slid around me, grabbing my ass. He groped my rump. He pulled me tight against him. I ground on him. My clit ached and throbbed. Pleasure surged through me.

“Fuck,” he panted.

“Yeah, you love that,” I told him. “You love her mouth sucking on you. She’s so enthusiastic. She wants your cum spurting into her mouth, doesn’t she?”

“Yes,” he growled. “Damn, she’s hungry.”

I leaned in and kissed at the side of his cheek. I humped against him, grinding my cunt on his thigh. The pleasure surged through me. This heat surged through me. It built. It was just a naughty delight. He had no idea Mercedes sucked on his dick.

“Damn, that’s good,” he panted. “Who is it?”

“Just enjoy,” I told him. “Are you going to cum in her mouth?”

“Getting there,” he said. “This is hot. The blindfold… Damn. And she’s enthusiastic.”

My hand tightened in our daughter’s hair. “I bet she is. She’s a naughty thing, isn’t she? Just a slut for your dick.”

Mercedes moaned her agreement.

“I’d say,” panted my husband. “I’m getting there. This is so fucking hot. I’m going to cum in her mouth.”

His body tensed. I loved it. My juicy pussy drank in the feel of his muscular thigh. The pleasure rippled through me. Mercedes sucked harder. She bobbed her head. She moaned and whimpered. Her eyes squeezed shut.

I could feel it was approaching. That moment of release. I scratched at his back, caressing him as his head threw back. His hand joined me on our daughter’s head. He squeezed over mine, holding her. He fucked her mouth.

It was time.

“Mmm, is that a familiar mouth on your cock, honey?” I asked him.

“What?” he asked, his face twisting. “Shit, that’s good.”

“Is her mouth familiar?” I pressed my bush against his thigh, my pussy hot and juicy. “You know, a mouth that sucked your cock recently.”

“What are you saying?” my husband asked as Mercedes sucked hard.

“Does that mouth feel like our daughter’s?”

That set him off. He growled, his chest tensing. The sucking started as he grunted. Mercedes swallowed. She moaned as she gulped down his cum. I stared down at her. I loved this heat surging through my body. My nipples tingled.

My cunt clenched. I felt so wicked, naughty delights rushing through my body, as my husband dumped his jizz into our daughter’s mouth. My fingers scratched down his back. He growled. His head tossed from side to side. He snorted through his nose.

Then he ripped off his blindfold. “Holy fucking Christ.”

“Mmm, been enjoying our daughter lately?” I asked him, grinding on him. “Fucking her.”

Mercedes popped her mouth off and leaned back on the bed, her titties jiggling, constrained by her ribbon. She had cum on the corners of her mouth. She squirmed on the bed, spreading her thighs, showing off that shaved snatch of hers.

My husband stood stiff. He looked a freight train was barreling down on him, frozen in fright. I stroked his chest. He looked at me, panic in his eyes. It wanted to giggle at him. He was a little freaked out by it.

“Unwrap your birthday gift,” I told him. “Enjoy her. Don’t be scared. I’m not mad. I’ve had sex with her, too.”

“Mmm, Mommy has a yummy pussy.”

“Jesus,” my husband said and then he moved forward. He fell onto the bed. The bedsprings squeaked. His hands slid up her thighs. He caressed our daughter’s flesh. She groaned, her body trembling. Her breasts jiggled. “Goddamn, Jesus, you really mean it.”

“That I’m as perverted as you?” I asked. “Yes. Enjoy her.”

He grabbed the tie of the bow and pulled. It whisked and came undone. Her breasts appeared. Her tits jiggled. She had such round, succulent breasts. Perky and young. She moaned as her father grabbed her boobs. He squeezed them. Massaged them. His thumbs slid across her nubs.

He leaned down and sucked her nipple into his mouth. He nibbled on her nub, feasting on her like a beast. I stretched out on my side. I smiled at the sight, my breasts piled together. I loved the way he sucked on her nubs. He growled, squeezing them, unleashing all his lust upon her.

It was so hot to watch. My cunt was on fire.

“That’s it,” I moaned. “Mmm, just feast on her. I want you to just enjoy her. She’s going to be such a good little slut for you. She’s going to love you, and so am I.”

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy,” Mercedes moaned. “Ooh, happy birthday.”

“Not my birthday,” growled Martin. “Your mother’s just a pervert.”

I laughed. “That’s right. I just wanted to have a threesome with you and our daughter.”

I nuzzled in and sucked on her other nub. I nursed on my daughter’s tit with my husband. She gasped and groaned. He squeezed and kneaded her boob as I sucked on it. Mercedes gasped. Her face twisted with pleasure.

Her body trembled. I loved the sounds she was making. Her pants and moans were so hot. Her hand shot down to me. She grabbed my breast. She squeezed it as she whimpered. Her fingers dug into my flesh.

It was so hot. She whimpered and moaned. “Oh, yes, Daddy! Mommy’s sucking so hard on my nipple. Did you know she’s such a slut?”

Daddy popped his mouth off my nub. “That’s your mother you’re calling a slut.”

“And?” she asked. “Mommy’s a big slut. The way she licks my pussy… Mmm, she’s a pussy-slut.”

I popped my mouth off her nub. “I am a big slut,” I told my husband. “I’ve realized that. I love it. Now fuck our daughter’s cunt. I want to watch your dick pumping into her twat. I want to see you sliding into her. She’s our daughter. We created her, and now you’re going to fuck her hard.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” my daughter moaned. “Fuck me while Mommy watches. I want you to pound me hard. Like you always do, Daddy. You always fuck me so hard.”

“Shit, what happened to this family?” Martin asked.

“Aren’t you glad that we’re getting along?” I asked her. “That we’re not fighting.”

“This is how you patched up your relationship. What sort of therapy was I paying for?”

“The best,” Mercedes said. “Now fuck me. I’m so wet. Just slide that cock into me. Just ram into me.”

I rose, my tits swaying. I threw my legs over her head. I straddled Mercedes as I stared at Martin. I settled down on our daughter’s mouth. Her face nuzzled into my cunt. Her tongue darted through my pussy lips, licking me with hunger. I grabbed my daughter’s tits, squeezing them as Martin watched.

“What are you waiting on?” I asked. “Get your dick in her. Slide into her cunt. Fuck her hard.”

“Jesus,” he said, sitting up. He was watching me squirming on our daughter’s mouth, grinding on her. Mercedes thrust her tongue deep into my cunt. I shuddered, and my back arched. My breasts jiggled and swayed. “This is real?”

“Don’t act so prudish,” I said. “You’ve been fucking her.” I licked my lips. “Now get your cock in her. I want to watch you fucking her.”

Martin rose. I loved the ripple of his pectoral muscles as he grabbed my daughter’s thighs. He was as hot as our son. I shuddered as he pressed his dick into our daughter’s cunt. He went right for her hole with such precision.

He rammed hard into our daughter. I shuddered as his dick slid into her cunt. I loved the way her pussy lips spread around his cock. That was amazing to witness. To see his dick slide into our daughter was so hot.

I groaned and squirmed on my daughter’s mouth. She whimpered into my cunt. Her hands grabbed my thighs. Her fingernails dug into my flesh as her daddy entered her. It was the best thing in the world to witness.

“Oh, my god, yes,” moaned Martin. “She’s so tight, Jill. Shit, maybe I shouldn’t say it.”

“No, no, enjoy our daughter’s tight, hot, young cunt,” I moaned, grinding on her. “I have. Mmm, fuck her hard. Fuck that dick into our daughter’s underage cunt. Pound her fucking hard. I want her cumming. Exploding.”

“Yes!” Martin groaned, thrusting into her.

Mercedes moaned into my twat. Her tongue flicked through my folds. I shuddered and groaned. She fluttered through me. She nibbled on my cuntlips. My breasts heaved as I ground on her, my pussy getting hotter and hotter.

I grabbed my husband’s shoulders, staring at where his cock penetrated our daughter’s cunt. It was the greatest sight. His cock emerged covered in her cream, frothy streaks of pussy juices generated by his hard thrusts. He churned her up. He had made her in me. We brought her into the world together.

Now we used her for our pleasure.

I groaned, grinding my hips from side to side. I ground on my daughters lips. I smeared my pussy on her mouth. She moaned and licked and feasted on me as her daddy pleased her. My orgasm built and built, swelling in me.

“This is so hot,” I moaned. “Oh, my god fuck, our daughter, Martin.”

“Damn,” he groaned. “Who are you?”

“Your slutty wife!” I moaned, my arms sliding around his neck now. I leaned in and kissed him. His goatee scratched at my face. I shuddered on my daughter, whimpering into his lips.

His hands caressed my body as he fucked our daughter. He found my large tits. He squeezed them. Massaged them. I groaned and whimpered as we kissed each other. It was a hot delight. Mercedes’s tongue caressed through my cunt. Her nose nuzzled into my taint as she fucked me with her tongue.

He grunted and groaned. He fucked our daughter hard, his hands digging into my tits. His balls smacked against Mercedes’s taint with meaty thwacks. My orgasm built and built. It was so hot. So wild. I was so glad to have this. It was the best thing in the world. It was an amazing treat. I couldn’t wait to explode. I would flood our daughter’s mouth with my cream.

Martin broke the kiss and grunted, “Shit.”

“Yes, yes, pound her,” I moaned. “Pound our daughter’s cunt.”

His hands squeezed my tits, so strong and powerful. “She’s going to explode. She’s such a slut for my dick. Our daughter begs for it.”

“I do!” our daughter gasped. “Such a slut for your big dig! Fuck me hard! Pound me! Make me explode!”

He slammed hard into her and then she bucked. She squealed into my pussy. Her fingers dug into my thighs. She scratched at me. I shuddered and groaned, squirming on her face as she whimpered into my twat.

“She’s cumming on your dick!” I whimpered to my husband. “She’s going to explode on your dick. Milk you!”

“Yes!” gasped my husband. “Her pussy is going wild!”

I shot my right hand down from around my husband’s neck and pressed on my daughter’s crotch, feeling his cock slamming into her. I shuddered at the feel of his dick penetrating her, stretching out her pussy. She whimpered and spasmed.

“Cum in her!” I moaned. “Flood your cum into her. Fire into her and soak her!”

“Yes!” he snarled.

My husband slammed into our daughter. He didn’t pull back his cock. He grunted and growled. His dick was spurting into her. I was feeling him flooding our daughter’s cunt with his incestuous seed. I trembled.

Came.

My pussy convulsed. My juices gushed out of me. My cream flooded my daughter’s mouth. Stars danced before me. Passion surged through my body. My head tossed from side to side as I howled out in rapture. I gasped out in delight, my daughter lapping at my cream.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, the incestuous thrill tingled my whole body. I pressed down on my daughter’s crotch, feeling my husband spurting in her. The warmth. The heat. The pleasure.

“Goddamn,” Martin groaned, his face twisting. “Shit, that’s good.”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered.

The pleasure carried me higher and higher. I soared into such wonderful heights of ecstasy. I groaned, my tits heaved as my orgasm hit the pinnacle of rapture. I whimpered, my pussy convulsing a final time. I loved it. I savored cumming with my family. With sharing my daughter with my husband.

Martin panted, his hands kneading her tits. His thumbs swirled around my nubs. It was such an incredible experience. I loved it. I nuzzled up to my husband and kissed him, my body buzzing with my bliss.

“Mmm, what is going on?” asked my husband. “Jesus.”

“Why, we’re bringing our family together.” I stared at my husband. “You’re not the only one sleeping with one of our children.”

His forehead furrowed.

“Mercedes is a hot and young version of me, so I get why you were so attracted for her.” I rubbed into his nose. “Because our son is as sexy and hot as you.”

“Jesus,” he groaned. “You and… Doug.”

“Mmm, and I want you to join the fun.” I nibbled on his lip. “Family love. You and Doug get to enjoy me and Mercedes all you two want. We’re your women.”

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“I love you,” I said. I kissed my husband. I thrust my tongue into his mouth. I squirmed atop Mercedes, loving this moment, wanting my entire family to be together. For Mercedes and I to share the two hunky men in our lives.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Group Session 2 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

“God, it was so hot,” Mercedes said, her hand rubbing at my pussy on my right side. She caressed me, teasing me. Her fingers slid up and down my cunt, her digits nimble and teasing. They made me feel amazing. Her digit brushed my clit.

Sparks burst through me.

“Mmm, it was,” Pam moaned. She pressed her large tits into my side. She caressed up to my right breast. She kneaded my tit. She nibbled on my ear. “Martin had a great ‘birthday’ gift.”

“He enjoyed me hard,” Mercedes said. “They both did. And the next day, Mom and I pounced on Doug. He didn’t know what hit him.”

“Oh?” I purred, eager to find out. My pussy was just so juicy and delightful. “Tell me.”

“Well, we found him and…”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Mercedes Daniel’s Story…

Mom and I burst in on Doug in his bedroom as he lay on his bed playing on his phone. His jaw dropped as we surged at him, my naked tits bouncing. He bolted upright before we reached him, this look of shock on his face.

“Jesus, Mom and… Mercedes?”

“What?” I asked, stopping at the side of his bed, staring at my brother. He was a younger version of Daddy, but he didn’t have that sexy goatee. He was boyish, youthful, on the verge of being a man. He was cute. I guess I could see why Mom liked banging him. “You think Mom’s the only one that’s got the hots for you.”

“Well, I mean…” He shifted on the bed, the shock fading from his face. “So, you and Mom, huh?”

“Big time,” I told him. “Mmm, you think you up for it? Can you handle Mom and me?” I grabbed his shirt and pulled it up his body.

“Mmm, can you?” Mom purred. “Will Mommy’s big, strong son have enough to enjoy both of us.”

I rolled my eyes at what Mom said. It was corny, but my brother loved it.

“I’ll fuck you both right here, right now,” he said. “Damn, you got nice titties, Mercedes.”

“Mmm, finally get to see them in the flesh, right?” I asked. “You’ve been staring at them for so long, haven’t you?”

“Both your tits,” he said, glancing at Mom’s swaying tits as she pulled own his jeans.

I grinned at that. Mom did have some lush and beautiful tits. Doug and I both could appreciate that. I licked my lips as his dick swelled in his boxers. I threw his t-shirt to the floor and joined Mom as she pulled them off. We knelt on either side of him, our hands grabbing his cock.

“Mother-daughter blowjob incoming!” I exclaimed.

He snorted with laughter. “God, you’re a dork, Mercedes.”

“I’m about to suck your cock with Mom. Is this really the time to insult me?”

He grinned and then grabbed my ass. He squeezed it, and I smiled. I leaned down and gasped as Mom had already beaten me to his cock. Her lips sealed over the top. She sucked on him, her hand pumping up and down his dick.

“Mom!” I gasped, grabbing the base of his dick. “We’re supposed to share.”

She popped her mouth off and winked at me. “You were bickering with your brother. So…”

“Slutty Mommy,” I said and gave her a quick kiss on the mouth. She moaned.

My distraction complete, I darted down and engulfed the head of my brother’s cock. I sucked hard, loving the feel of him in my mouth. He groaned, his chest rising and falling. His precum spilled over my tongue. It tasted good. An incestuous treat.

I swirled my tongue around him, caressing him, loving every bit of him. I could grow to like sucking on my brother’s dick. My cunt blazed with juices. They ran down my thighs. I wiggled my hips back and forth, my heart pounding in my chest.

I sucked hard on him. Loved him. He groaned, his chest rising and falling as I blew him. His hand squeezed my rump. I liked that. I wiggled back and forth, his fingers dipping into my crack. I shuddered as he teased me.

He was such a naughty brother.

“Okay, you were complaining about me hogging him, and now this?” Mom said.

I popped my mouth off. “Well, I thought you’d want to let your daughter enjoy this cock like a good mother.”

“I’m a greedy mommy,” she purred. “We can share.”

I grinned and nuzzled into my brother’s cock, kissing one side. Mom did the other. We’d shared Daddy like this last night. It was so hot. It was naughty doing it to my brother while his finger probed against my asshole.

I groaned as he penetrated his digit into my asshole while my tongue danced across the crown of his dick. My bowels squeezed around him. The heat surged through me. He pumped his finger in and out of me. He plundered my bowels. I groaned, loving the feel of his cock in my mouth. I bobbed my head, sucking hard.

He groaned. I whimpered. I loved his finger thrusting in and out of my bowels. He teased me. It was an incredible sensation to enjoy. My pussy spilled juices down my thigh. Every thrust gave me more and more bliss.

“Damn, you two are hot,” groaned Doug. “When did you two start…?”

“Loving each other?” Mommy asked. “Mmm, well, therapy’s been going well.”

“Why do you think Mommy seduced you?” I asked. “Doctor’s orders. We’re growing closer as a family.”

“Jesus, I love it,” he groaned. “You keep licking on my cock, and I’m going to cum all over your faces.”

“Promise?” I asked, winking at him.

He winked back.

I giggled and then gasped. “Mom! Stop hogging his dick!”

She sucked on him one more time before she popped her mouth off his cock. “Don’t give me an opening. I love this dick.”

“Such a bad mother,” I purred and then leaned down and licked at him, loving the taste of her saliva.

My tongue darted around his cock. His finger stirred this wicked heat in my asshole. It melted down to my cunt. My juices dripped down my thighs. I shuddered, loving that naughty feeling. My tongue brushed Mom’s. That sent naughty thrills racing through me.

Doug’s dick twitched and throbbed. Mom stroked his shaft while I just held the base, feeling his heartbeat pulsing up his shaft. I loved his groans. The way his finger reamed my asshole. His precum bubbled out.

“Mmm, cum all over our faces,” I panted. “Just coat us in your jizz. Mommy and I are the family sluts.”

“Yes!” Mom moaned. “Do it. Coat us all with your seed. Show your sister what a strong, young man you are.”

“Fuck, yeah, I will,” Doug said and thrust a second finger into my asshole.

Mom groaned and I realized I wasn’t the only one getting her asshole fingered. I loved it. I sucked on the side of his spongy crown, his dick twitching against my lips. My bowels clung to him, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

Doug groaned, his fingers so bold as he thrust them with power into my asshole. He churned me up. It was incredible. I whimpered and groaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. Juices ran down my thighs, coating my silky flesh.

“Shit, keep doing that,” he groaned. “Keep nibbling on my cock. I’m going to cum on both your faces.”

“Mmm, do it!” I moaned. “Yes, yes, just spurt on our faces.”

“Shower Mommy and your hot sister in your jizz!”

My tongue caressed the tip of his dick. He twitched. Groaned. He jammed his fingers deep into my bowels. The heat was incredible. It surged through me. I whimpered and then gasped as his cock erupted.

Hot cum shot up between Mom and me.

My brother’s hot seed splashed across our features. He showered us in his spunk as he groaned and grunted. I felt the eruptions fire up his cock. I loved it. My mouth opened wide, tasting his salty load. The flavor melted across my tongue.

It was almost as good as Daddy’s.

“Shit, Mercedes!” he panted. “Mom! Damn, you two are such sluts. I love it.”

“Mmm, we are!” Mom moaned as his cock kept erupting. “Just coat us in your jizz! Mommy loves it.”

“I fucking love it!” I moaned, the spunk dripping down my face.

I darted over his cock and licked and lapped at his face. My tongue drew over him. I teased him. Caressed him. It was incredible to do. This wonderful delight that had me aching and shuddering. My juices spilled hot down my thighs. My tongue rasped over her face. I nibbled at her cheeks. Her tongue bathed mine.

“That is the hottest thing in the world to watch,” Doug said.

I burst into giggles, staring at Mom. She understood, joining me. Daddy had said the same thing last night.

“What?” Doug asked.

“Woman thing,” Mom said and then licked up a line of cum off my chin to my lips.

Our mouths melted together. We swapped the jizz back and forth while Doug groaned. His fingers pumped in and out of my asshole again. I shuddered, whimpering into my kiss with Mom, my hips wiggling from side to side.

I broke the kiss and glanced at my brother. “So, can you get it up again?”

“Of course I can,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you so hard.”

“Good,” I said. “Let’s go. Daddy’s waiting.”

“What?” Doug asked, blinking.

“Did you think you were getting all the pussy in this house,” Mom asked. “You have to share with your father. I’m still his wife.”

“And I’m his little girl!” I sprang off the bed. “Let’s go. I want you and Daddy to fuck me together.”

“Fuck, yeah,” Doug groaned and burst off the bed.

I giggled as I raced out of his bedroom, my tits heaving before me. I reached the stairs and raced down them, my eager brother chasing me. I glanced back to see his cock bouncing before him. I shuddered, my pussy on fire, juices running down my thighs.

Daddy was waiting downstairs naked, his hands at his side, looking a little nervous. He looked up, and I grinned at him. I rushed at him to kiss him, but he put his hand up against my collarbone pushing me back. I blinked as he recoiled.

“What?” I asked.

“You have your brother’s cum on your face, honey,” said Mom.

“Oh, right,” I said. “Sorry, Daddy.”

Mom threw me a towel that she’d brought down, her face already wiped clean. She was always prepared. Must be a mom thing. I snagged the towel and wiped at my face, cleaning off the last of my brother’s cum.

“I’m so ready to be fucked by you both,” I said and straddled Daddy on the couch.

“Here’s the lube for your sister’s asshole,” Mom said. “Put on a good show for Mommy. Fuck your sister hard.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me hard!” I moaned as I grabbed Daddy’s cock. I stared into his eyes. “You ready to share me with your son?”

“Yeah,” he groaned.

“Then it’s Mommy’s turn. You in her asshole, Doug in her pussy. I’ll be masturbating so hard.” I pressed his cock into my cunt. “Does that make you hot? Sharing your daughter and wife with your son.”

“Little bit,” he groaned.

“I love you, Daddy.” I kissed him and impaled my pussy down his dick.

It was so incredible to feel my daddy in my pussy. It was just the best. I shuddered, my cunt engulfing his cock. I could hear a wet sound in the background as I slid my cunt up and down Daddy’s dick, my nipples rubbing into his cock.

Mom purred in delight. The recliner creaked as she settled down. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her sit with her legs thrown over the armrests, fingering her brown-furred muff. I shuddered, wiggling my hips as I worked up and down Daddy’s cock. He kissed me, groaning as my pussy caressed his dick.

Loved his dick.

Then Doug’s cock pressed between my butt-cheeks, coated in the cool lube. I shuddered, impaling myself down Daddy’s dick. My brother’s tip slid down and found my asshole. He groaned, a hot tingle racing through me.

I broke the kiss with Daddy and moaned, “Don’t be a pussy! Ram that dick in me.”

“Fuck your sister!” Mommy panted, frigging herself hard.

“Do it, son,” Dad grunted. “Slam to the hilt in her.”

Doug obeyed. v

I gasped as his slick cock slammed against my asshole. My sphincter surrendered to his shaft. He slipped into my bowels. I shuddered as he buried into me. His crotch smacked my rump. I shuddered, both my holes full of incestuous dicks.

Such joy burst through me. I had my brother’s and my daddy’s cocks in me. I was such a lucky brat. I wiggled my hips from side to side. I groaned, my bowels clenching around Doug’s dick as he drew back. I followed him, rising up Daddy’s shaft, the dual frictions melting my cunt.

“Oh, Mommy, you’re going to love this,” I moaned. “I know how much of an anal slut you are.”

“I am!” she panted. “Ooh, I’m fingering my asshole and pussy at the same time. Fuck your sister, Doug! And, Mitch honey, cum in her. I know you love flooding our little girl’s pussy.”

“Yes, I do,” Daddy groaned. “Ride my dick faster, Mercedes. Don’t hold back. You love it.”

“I do love it!” I moaned, my pussy clenching around his dick while my bowels squeezed around Doug’s thrusting dick.

It was incredible. A treat to enjoy. I moaned and gasped, my hair dancing around my shoulders as I rode Daddy’s dick and was fucked hard by Doug’s. My older brother reamed me. He fucked me hard. He drove his cock to the depths in my bowels.

It was an incredible delight. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my daddy’s cock around in my pussy. My twat clenched about him. This heat rippled through me, flowing from my cunt and meeting the fire burning in my asshole. It was an incredible delight. Both my holes filled with incestuous dicks.

“Yes, yes, fuck my ass! Enjoy my pussy!” I moaned.

“Mmm, please your father and brother,” Mom moaned, her tits shuddering as she watched. “You look so sexy pinned between them.”

“I feel so sexy!” I moaned, experiencing the lust of both the men in my family.

My nipples throbbed against Daddy’s chest. My pussy worked up and down his cock, rubbing my tits into his muscular torso. I hugged him tight and kissed him again. His hands stroked my thighs while Doug reamed my asshole. My older brother’s lubed cock plunged hard and fast in and out of my bowels.

He gave me such delight.

I trembled, loving it. My heart pounded in my chest. This heat surged through me. It was such a hot passion to enjoy. I whimpered, clenching my bowels around Doug’s dick and my pussy around Daddy’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit!” Doug grunted. “Damn, Mercedes, you’re fucking wild. You love it. Your ass is fucking tight.”

“Cum in your little sister’s ass!” moaned Mom. “Both of you, flood my little girl’s holes. Give her what she craves.”

Daddy growled into my lips and then he thrust up.

I gasped as I slammed down his cock and met his upstroke. My clit burst with pleasure. I bounced up his cock. My pussy drank in the silky friction. He kept thrusting up into my cunt. I stopped riding him and just let both the men in my family fuck me.

Both their strokes were powerful. Incredible. My orgasms built faster and faster. The velvety and silky frictions surged through my nethers. My climax drank them in, swelling and swelling. My nipples throbbed.

Daddy broke the kiss, growling, “Damn! I’m going to flood your cunt, Mercedes!”

“Do it, Dad!” snarled Doug. “Let’s give the little whore what she wants.”

“Your cum!” I howled and hit that wonderful moment.

As Daddy and Doug both thrust into my cunt and asshole, my orgasm exploded through me. My hole spasmed around their dicks. The waves of ecstasy slammed through my body, tidal waves surging into my mind and drowning me in rapture.

“Oh, my god, yes, yes!” I howled, the stars dancing before my eyes. “Mommy, cumming on both their cocks is incredible. You’ll love it.”

“I will,” she moaned, bucking. “Ooh, you look so sexy on their dicks. You’re such a hot daughter. I love you, Mercedes.”

“Love you, Mom!” I howled, the two dicks plunging hard and fast into my convulsing holes. “Love you, Daddy! Doug! I love you all! Our family is awesome.”

“Shit!” Doug groaned, slamming hard it into my bowels.

His cock exploded into my writhing asshole. He pumped my bowels full of his hot jizz. My eyes closed. The sparks shot through me. That wonderful heat rippled through my body as I kept cumming, Daddy’s dick thrusting up into my spasming pussy. I groaned, my head tossing from side to side. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing into Daddy’s chest.

“Mercedes!” Daddy howled and seized my hips, pulling me down his dick.

As Doug spurted his last blast of cum into me, Daddy erupted. I gasped, my pussy convulsing around his dick. He filled me to the brim with all his jizz. I whimpered and moaned, my head tossing from side to side as all that wonderful, amazing spunk filled my holes. It was wonderful. Incredible.

“Mommy, yes!” I gasped. “You’re going to love this!”

“I know!” she moaned, trembling on the bed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Group Session 2 with Jill and Mercedes Daniels

“And it was just awesome,” Mercedes groaned, her fingers plunging into my cunt. “They both came in me and then It was Mommy’s turn. I got to watch them fuck her. I fingered my cum-filled asshole and pussy while they did.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled and came on Mercedes’s finger, my nipple throbbing in Jill’s hungry mouth. She sucked so hard as the pleasure surged through me.

It was our final session. I knew now they didn’t need my help. I had brought another family together and healed them through incest. It was such a rush. I shuddered through my orgasm, my legs spasming and twitching, the pleasure burning through me.

I loved my job. I loved being a therapist for all those who needed to learn the joys of rapture. Stars burst across my vision as that sensation of satisfaction rolled through me. There were others that needed my help.

I couldn’t wait to spread the message that incest was amazing. Clint and Melody were fighting the legal battle to change the world, and I would do the social.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Six months later…

I pushed the shopping cart through the store, glancing at the items. I had a list of things to buy for the family. With one as big as ours, we were always needing food. Children could be ravenous. Our family was large and wonderful. Clint was such a wonderful father to his children. I loved watching him wrestle with them. They would laugh and giggle as he tousled with them.

I smiled, thinking about having another child. We had to be careful. If Clint’s harem had as many children as we wanted, we’d be devoured by the horde. We all worked it out when we could go off our birth control and have a child. Only Lee had gotten away with getting pregnant without permission, the naughty brat.

He spoiled his sex slave sister. She was always getting punished and loved every moment of it.

I rounded the corner and blinked as I spotted two of my old clients. Jill and Mercedes were shopping. I smiled to see them both in maternity dresses, their stomachs round. Mercedes had a smile on her face as she chatted with her mother.

“Well, hey there,” I said, smiling at them. “What a delicious treat to see you two.”

“Dr. Elliston!” Mercedes said. Her black hair was longer than it had been. Her nose piercing flashed. “Oh, wow, it’s great to see you.”

“Please, call me Pam,” I said as I headed to them, leaving behind my shopping cart. I embraced both women, hugging them to me. “I’m so happy to see you pregnant.”

“I know,” Jill said. “It’s so wonderful. Dr. El… I mean, Pam. We’ve been having such a close family. Martin and Doug are staying happy.”

“We swap them,” Mercedes said. She grinned at me. Her tongue flashed and I saw a sliver stud she didn’t have. “Doug’s getting to be as good a fuck as Daddy.”

“Mmm, but he’s got that youthful stamina to make up for it,” said Jill.

I put my hands on their bellies, stroking them. “So which one bred which of you?”

“We’re not sure,” said Jill. “I’m hoping Doug bred me.”

“And I hope I’m carrying Daddy’s,” said Mercedes, a big grin. “That’s what we’re going with because it doesn’t matter. They’re both our family. They’re both the men we love.”

“That’s wonderful,” I said, my pussy on fire. Incest was so hot. I wanted that second child from my brother.

I gasped when I felt Mercedes’s child kick. She smiled, too, and pressed her hand over mine, shifting me to feel it stronger. I missed that. Carrying my daughter, Hikaru, had been a magical moment.

I’d talk to Clint when I saw him.

“You’re child’s rambunctious,” I said.

“My daughter,” she said. “Mom’s having a boy. I’m going to make sure my daughter didn’t become jealous of me and her daddy. I’m going to make sure she has no reason to.”

“That’s wonderful,” I said. “I bet your daddy will enjoy her when she’s old enough.”

“Mmm,” Jill purred, stroking her belly.

I was so glad I ran into my patients. Sometimes, I never heard from them again after I nudged them into incest. It was wonderful to see the Daniels were prospering. I buzzed as I walked out of the grocery store, my head looking around.

Clint pulled up with his black SUV. He climbed out of the driver seat while Melody hopping out of the passenger seat, her sandy-blonde hair swaying about her face. She smiled at me. They were up at the next store buying supplies form the home improvement store. Clint did all the work around our house. He was skilled with his hands like Dad.

“There you are,” Clint said as he came around. He swept me up in a hug and kissed me. I shuddered, loving when he did that. He always made me feel like he hadn’t seen me for hours instead of just thirty minutes ago. “Mmm, you are looking gorgeous.”

I glanced at Melody. “You sucked him off in the home improvement store, didn’t you?”

Melody winked at me, a big grin on her face. “Right there in the plumbing aisle. One of the employees caught us. It was so hot. Want to finger my cunt on the drive home?”

“Always,” I told my half-sister and wife. She had an identical wedding ring on her hand to mine. I couldn’t wait until bigamy was legal so she could marry Clint official. “Let’s get these groceries in the car so I can take care of your hot cunt.”

“So hot,” Melody said and lifted her skirt right there, flashing her shaved twat.

“And you’re just going to make me drive with a hardon,” Clint said, shaking his head in mock suffering.

“I suppose we’ll have to help you out when we get home,” Melody said, winking at me.

“Mmm, I could use a cock. I wouldn’t mind another baby.” I glanced at Clint, arching an eyebrow. “Ready to breed your sister again?”

He squeezed my ass. “You can convince me.”

Melody and I laughed, so glad we were in our incestuous family. Clint job as a lawyer would pave the way for us to have bigamy legalized. Incest legalized. It would be amazing for him to marry our entire family. Our mothers. Our sisters. Maybe one day our daughters. It would be wonderful.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

In the back of a black car, a man snapped pictures with a telephoto lens. His partner had her cell phone pinned to her ear by her shoulder while she wrote down notes on a legal pad. He half-listened as he snapped a pic of Clint Elliston hugging his wife, Pam Elliston. At their side stood his cousin, Melody Samuels.

“Okay, thanks,” the woman said and pulled her phone away.

“Your contact at the State Department?” the man asked.

“Yeah. They have no records of a George Philip Samuels ever applying for a visa. He’s not Canadian like it says on Melody’s and Leann’s birth certificates.”

“Still doesn’t prove that they’re Clint’s sisters and not his cousins.” In California, first cousins could have sex and even marry. Sisters, even half-sisters, could not. “He could have crossed the border with his driver’s license. No one cared back then.”

“True,” the woman said. “We’ll have to catch him with Zoey or Alicia. No getting around him there.” They were Clint’s “official” sisters. The names on the birth certificate’s for both women’s children were another Canadian they couldn’t locate.

The man shook his head as Clint climbed into his black SUV, his wife and cousin slipping into the back. “His entire family. That’s fucked up.”

“We’ll nail his ass,” the woman said, flashing a vicious grin.

The END
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December 17th, 2026 – Detective Nelson Tucker

I snapped pictures with a telephoto lens, aimed at the targets of my current investigation. From the backseat of our unmarked car, I could see him, Clint Elliston hugging his wife, Pam. He was a tall, young man in his twenties, dark hair, wearing jeans and a t-shirt. He stood before a black SUV. His wife was shorter, a petite, Japanese woman with sleek, black hair.

Beside them stood his “cousin,” Melody Samuels. I had my suspicions on the sandy-blonde woman and her true relationship to Clint.

The young man had pissed off people in Sacramento. Powerful people with his rhetoric, his desire to change laws and upend relationships. Bigamy. Incest. He wanted to make both legal in not only California but the entire country.

“Okay, thanks,” my partner, Detective Sunny Salvage said, lowering her cell phone. She slipped it into her jacket pocket. She was young to be a detective, only twenty-three, a rising star in Sacramento P.D. She glanced back at me, her round face peering through the gap between the driver and passenger seat. She had a legal pad in hand.

“Your contact at the State Department?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she answered. “They have no records of a George Philip Samuels ever applying for a visa. He’s not Canadian like it says on Melody’s and Leann’s birth certificates.”

“Still doesn’t prove that they’re Clint’s sisters and not his cousins,” I said. I had my suspicion, but in California, first cousins could have sex and even marry. Siblings, even half-siblings, could not. “He could have crossed the border with his driver’s license. No one cared back then.”

“True,” Sunny said. She glanced out at the SUV where our target stood talking with Pam and Melody. “We’ll have to catch him with Zoey or Alicia. No getting around him there.” Those two were Clint’s “official” sisters. The names on the birth certificate’s for both women’s children were another Canadian they couldn’t locate.

I shook my head as Clint climbed into his black SUV, his wife and cousin slipping into the back. “His entire family,” I growled. “That’s fucked up.”

“We’ll nail his ass,” Sunny said, flashing a vicious grin.

She was young but bloodthirsty. I loved it. I took another picture as my partner started our car. I set my camera down as she backed our car out of the space. We would follow him at a discreet distance. Eventually, he would fuck up.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, set on silence. I pulled it out and swiped the screen, seeing it came from communications. “Detective Tucker.”

“Detective Tucker,” the cool voice of the communication officer reported, “you have a message. Identification has tracked down the person who took the photo. Texting you the information.”

I smiled. “Thanks.” I hung up. “New plan. We have a lead.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 3rd, 2017 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

The day was warm. I grinned as Zoey arched her eyebrows at me as I led her to this small alcove outside our high school. It was by the main HVAC unit, drawing in air to keep the school inside warm or cold. No one came back here.

“We could be doing this inside,” said Zoey, my older sister. She was a busty girl with brassy hair, a year older than me.

“You’re about to graduate,” I said. “We’re not going to have much time to have fun outside of school.”

“Or inside,” she said. “Where we won’t get caught.”

“But it’s such a nice day,” I said, giving my big sister a grin. The last six months had been wild. At the start of my junior year of high school last September, I had to change my family’s life. I had claimed all the women in my family into an incestuous harem. It started with Melody. I thought she was just my cousin then, but it turned out she was my half-sister.

When we discovered our mothers, who were sisters, were lovers, it changed everything.

Melody and I dominated our mothers, then we seduced Alicia, discovered bratty Lee was a masochist, found out that Pam was our long-lost sister, seduced her mother, and lastly invited Zoey to join the fun. I had a different relationship with each of the women in my harem. I loved Melody and Pam as my girlfriends, Alicia was my special princess, Zoey was my fuck buddy (along with her best friend), and my mom, Aunt Vicky, and Lee were my sex slaves.

“You know you want to take off your top, give our brother a titty fuck, and have fun out here,” Melody said. Her sandy-blonde hair fell in a braid down her back. She wore a maternity dress, her pregnant belly swollen with our first child. She was almost due, two weeks away, and looked so hot with her hands holding her belly.

“You’re the exhibitionist,” said Zoey.

“You’re the stripper,” countered Melody with a big grin on her face.

Learning my older sister was a stripper and not working at Dairy Queen had been a surprise. I was angry at her for keeping it from the family. She had agreed to join the harem and obey, not as a sex slave but as someone following the rules.

“That’s just for money,” Zoey said. She looked around as I sat on the chair I had Lee set out ahead of time. I’d have to give her a reward for doing a good job. Maybe I’d shove a vibrating butt plug up her ass and send her to school with it buzzing away.

“And this is for fun,” Melody said and then pulled off her maternity dress. Her round belly came into view first, ripe and swollen with our daughter. Next, she revealed her tits as she pulled the dress over her head. Those beautiful, seventeen-year-old breasts were plump and round, looking firm, her nipples bigger than they were six months ago when I first made love to Melody. I grinned at her pregnant beauty. My queen squeezed those perfect breasts, wearing only a thong. “Get those tits out and love our brother.”

Zoey rolled her eyes. “Fine.” She looked around. “It is kind of hot.”

“Kind of?” Melody asked as her hands slipped down her round belly. She caressed over her pregnant stomach and reached down to her thong. She peeled it off, exposing her shaved twat, her pussy lips tight and juicy. She wiggled her body, her stomach swaying, her firm titties jiggling. “It’s fucking hot!”

“Yeah,” Zoey groaned, staring at our pregnant sister. “Fine. Let’s have some fun. I’m about to graduate. You’ll have to find another busty sister to give you a titty fuck at school.”

“Maybe there’s another one out there,” said Melody. “A busty, Japanese sister. That would be hot.”

I smiled. Our departed father had claimed both our mothers as his sex slaves. Mom and Aunt Vicky knew he had a thing for Japanese girls. They found him lovers. There might be more sisters out there, but we only knew of Pam. We were lucky to have found her and her mother, Mrs. Hiragawa.

Zoey pulled off her belly shirt, revealing her large tits constrained in a leopard print bra. Her brassy hair spilled about her lush and beautiful face. She had a hungry look on her eyes, her hips swaying in her low-riding jeans. Her thong peeked out, red and exciting.

“Cute bra,” said Melody, her hands fondling her tits.

“Bought it last week,” said Zoey as she reached behind her. “Stefani chose it.”

“She has great taste,” said Melody, licking her lips.

Zoey winked as she undid her bra next. She had the biggest tits in the family, larger even than our mother’s. It was hot watching her large breasts coming into view. They were soft and beautiful, swaying with her every moment. I could see why she made money stripping.

I had hot sisters.

She licked her lips and arched an eyebrow at me as she squeezed her fingers into her tits. She kneaded them, squeezed them. My dick throbbed and ached as she sauntered to me. Her hips swayed from side to side, clad in those tight jeans.

“Mmm, I’m going to give you such a hot titty fuck,” she purred. “Your cock’s going to be molten between my titties. I’m going to work them up and down. I’m going to make you cum so fucking hard, bro.”

I grinned at her. “Big talk. You better deliver.”

“Or you’ll spank me?” she cooed as she sank down before me. “You’ll bend me over and spank my ass until I beg for your forgiveness.”

“I like the sound of that,” purred Melody. “You have a hot ass, Zoey. It should be red more often.”

Zoey’s smile played on her sultry lips. “I’m not Lee. I don’t fuck up. When I give a titty fuck, my brother is satisfied.”

“Do it,” moaned Melody, her eyes smoldering. “Give our man the most amount of pleasure you can!” She squeezed her tits hard. Her fingers massaged her breasts, sliding up to her pink nipples. She latched onto those hard nubs and squeezed them.

Zoey ran her hands up my jeans to my crotch. Her fingernails rasped across the denim. The scrape was incredible. My dick throbbed at the feel. I smiled as she reached my hardon’s bulge. She squeezed my cock. She massaged me. Teased me. She stroked up and down my shaft, teasing me.

She massaged the tip through my jeans. My dick throbbed and ached. My balls were full of cum that would fire out of me. She grinned at me and licked her lips. She had such pouty lips. Then her fingers unsnapped my jeans.

The zipper rasped as she drew it down. She opened my fly, her hand reaching into my jeans to pull out my cock. I groaned as she tugged down my pants and boxers. I lifted my ass, helping her out. My hard dick came into sight, kissed by the warm, late spring sunlight.

“God, I love that cock,” Melody moaned. She squeezed her nipples. “Anyone could come across us, Zoey. Isn’t it hot? We could get caught loving our brother.”

“Mmm, we could,” Zoey said. “God, you two have my head all screwed up. I’m so wet, you know that?”

“Perfect,” I said. I grabbed a fistful of her brassy hair. “I want to feel those big tits sliding up and down my dick. I want you to make me cum.”

“Yes!” Zoey hissed, her breasts jiggling.

“Ooh, go for it,” Melody moaned, her right hand sliding down from her tits to her stomach. She stroked across her belly, touching her swollen roundness. She was heavy with my child, proof of our incestuous love. She reached lower, heading for her shaved cunt.

As Zoey lifted her tits, Melody reached her pussy. My half-sister fingered her twat, hazel eyes smoldering. Zoey piled her tits around my cock. Her huge breasts swallowed my shaft. Her soft boobs felt amazing on my dick. She squeezed around me, a big grin on her face.

She slid her tits up and down my dick. Her hard nipples rubbed into my stomach. Zoey gave me such a sultry look as she worked her tits up and down my cock. She massaged me. The precum leaked out of me, staining her soft flesh.

“You like that, huh?” she asked. “You like your big sister’s huge tits on your cock. Mmm, yeah, you like it. You’re a pervy brother making your big sis fuck your dick out here.”

“Such a perv,” moaned Melody, her fingers plundering her bred pussy. Her left hand squeezed her tit, massaging it. “Ooh, yes, look at him just loving what you’re doing.”

“You’re tits are amazing, Zoey. Any brother would want his busty sister to do this.” I peeled off my t-shirt. “Damn, I’m going to cum all over your tits and face.”

“Yes,” Zoey hissed, her hands squeezing her breasts tight around my cock. “You know I want that. You know I want to have your jizz showering over me.”

The pressure on my cock felt amazing as she worked those lush tits up and down my cock. She felt amazing. My cock throbbed and ached in the grip of her tits. Her breasts massaged me with their pillowy softness. They teased me, sending pleasure through me.

My dick throbbed as her tits swept over my spongy crown. My cock twitched and throbbed, the pressure building and building every time her tits slid up my cock. Her nipples rubbed into my stomach, twin bullets. Her cheeks flushed scarlet. Her brown eyes smoldered.

“You’re going to cum all over my big tits, aren’t you?” Zoey asked. “All over your big sis’s tits.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melody hissed, pussy juices spilling down her thighs. “Oh, damn, make him cum. I love watching him cum. It makes me so hot.”

I grinned at her. “God, you are such a sexy queen.”

Melody grinned at me, her fingers plunging deep into her cunt. “And you, my hot king, need to cum on her titties so I can lick them clean!”

“Yes!” I groaned. “I want that. I want to watch you lick them clean while riding my dick. I want my queen happy.”

“Good, because I’m carrying another of your princesses,” she moaned.

Zoey squeezed her hands tighter around my cock. She worked her tits faster and faster. She then ducked down and sucked on the tip of my dick for a moment. It was such a delight to experience. I groaned, my chair creaking as I arched my back into it.

The pressure built and built in my balls. She sucked for brief moments before her silky tits engulfed my dick. That massaging pressure built and built the ache at the tip. I was coming closer and closer to erupting.

I would spray my jizz across her face. It would rain down on those lush tits. I would coat my big sis with my seed. I groaned, holding tight to her brassy hair. My balls tightened. My cum boiled in the depths of my nuts.

“Fuck, Zoey,” I groaned as her lips sucked on my cock again before popping off. A hot shiver ran down my dick to my balls. “I’m going to cum on your face.”

“Do it!” Melody moaned. “Just flood her face. Coat her with all that fucking jizz. It’ll be so damned hot. Oh, my god!”

My pregnant half-sister shuddered. Her body trembled, her round tits and swollen belly shaking. Juices gushed down her thighs. I shuddered, my dick throbbing and twitching, on the verge of erupting. Zoey slid her tits up again, engulfing my dick.

Massaging my tip.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled. “Zoey, you fucking busty, beautiful sister! Love you!”

I exploded.

My cum fired out of my dick. Hot spurts erupted from the spongy tip. My creamy seed spilled over her face, coating her features in my spunk. I growled as the pleasure slammed through my body. The stars burst before my vision, dancing around her face as I basted her cheeks and forehead. Cum splashed down onto her tits.

The pleasure peaked in me. That wonderful moment of incestuous rapture. I groaned through my teeth, reveling in the pleasure of jizzing on my older sister in the middle of the school day. I panted, slouching in the chair.

“Damn, you are an amazing sister,” I panted.

“Yes, she is!” Melody moaned. She ripped her fingers from her pussy and walked towards us in that cute way pregnant women moved. Her swollen, teenage belly thrust out before her, smearing her cunt cream across her stomach. “You took that little, red pill.”

Thanks to Mrs. Hiragawa, one of my sex slaves, I had access to an experimental form of Viagra. It worked even better than the blue pill. Let a guy keep going and going. My dick was hard. It was a necessary drug to keep a harem of my horny women satiated.

“Of course,” I said as Zoey stood up. She rose, her tits and face coated in cum. It ran off of her.

Melody swiped up the cum off her half-sister’s face. She popped my jizz into her mouth, suckling hard on it. She shuddered. When she finished, she said, “Cum is important to a pregnant girl.”

“Lies,” Zoey said. “You’re just a horny bitch that loves our brother’s jizz.”

“Big time!” Melody stopped in front of me, her cute ass right before my face. Her blonde hair fell in her braid down her back. I grabbed it and tugged her back.

My pregnant half-sister sank down onto my cock. She groaned as her hot pussy nuzzled into it. Then she impaled herself down my dick, engulfing me in her incestuous twat. Her flesh felt incredible about me. That wonderful delight engulfing me. It was amazing.

The best delight ever.

I loved being in her twat. She squeezed around me with that wonderful pussy, her cunt taking every inch my dick. She gripped me. It was an amazing delight to enjoy. I slid my hands around her, stroking her pregnant belly. Our daughter grew inside of her.

This was so hot.

I kissed my lips against her shoulders. I nibbled on her skin as she beckoned to Zoey. Over Melody’s shoulder, I watched my older sister deliver those lush and heavy tits to Melody. My half-sister moaned and lapped my jizz off those big breasts.

My dick throbbed inside Melody’s cunt. I loved the feel of my pregnant queen around me. She wiggled from side to side as Melody lapped my cum off Zoey’s big tits. Her pink tongue licked up my jizz. I groaned at the hot sight as she licked to Zoey’s nipple, cleaning off a large glob of my pearly cum. Then she sucked.

Zoey cooed.

The fastener of a pair of jeans unsnapped. Zoey’s face twisted in delight as Melody’s right arm moved. I smiled, hearing clothing rustling then Zoey groaned. Her back arched. Melody sucked on the nipple and fingered our big sister.

“Goddamn,” I groaned, my dick throbbing in Melody’s hot cunt. I gripped her hips and worked her up and down my dick. She felt incredible around me. Her cunt squeezed about my shaft. This amazing delight gripped me. I groaned, holding her hips.

I pumped her up and down faster. I worked her bred twat on my dick. She moaned around our sister’s nipple, loving her. Then Melody’s head moved. She panted, licking up more cum. Zoey’s face, dripping with jizz, twisted in pleasure.

“Ooh, you fucking beauty, yes!” panted Zoey. “Work those fingers in and out of my cunt. You are one naughty sister.”

“I know,” Melody moaned. “Mmm, bring that face down to me. I need more cum.”

Zoey lowered her head. I couldn’t see, but I could hear Melody’s wet lapping. Her pussy clenched around my dick as I worked her up and down. I gripped her, pumping her bred cunt up and down my shaft.

The pleasure built and built in my nuts. It was incredible to enjoy. An amazing pleasure. Hot blood pumped through my veins. My balls tightened. I loved the feel of her cunt, savoring the silky grip of her pussy. She massaged me as I pumped her cunt up and down the shaft. My arms flexed. She wasn’t as light as she used to be.

She had our daughter growing in her belly.

My sisters were kissing now. They must be sharing my cum. They were both moaning. Melody’s cunt squeezed around my cock. Her pussy slammed down my shaft. I lifted her up and growled as the pleasure engulfed my dick over and over.

My balls drank in the sensations, feeding the pressure. Every time I lifted her up and she slid back down my cock, the pressure at the tip of my dick increased. My spongy crown throbbed. It would explode into her cunt. It would spurt into her pussy. It would flood her.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re just so hot. I’ll fucking explode in you.”

“Good,” moaned Zoey. She glanced over Melody’s shoulder at me, her face now covered in far less cum. Melody had been hungry. “Flood our sister’s cunt. Give her bred pussy all that cum she craves.”

“Yes!” moaned Melody. “I want it in me. I want to feel my king’s seed in me through the rest of my classes.”

“God, you’re a naughty queen!” I panted, my hands tightening. “Squeeze that cunt down my dick. I want to explode in you. I want to spurt my jizz into you. I want to baste your cunt.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Flood my cunt. Fire that spunk into me.”

My sisters kissed again. They moaned, both groaning. Melody fingered Zoey while I worked her twat up and down my dick. My half-sister’s amazing pussy milked me. I came closer and closer to exploding in her cunt.

It would be amazing. A hot, silky pussy that would make me erupt. She gripped me. Held me. She massaged me. It was the best passion to experience. I groaned, my hands tightening on her. My arms burned from the exertion.

I pumped through the fatigue, needing to cum in my sister’s bred twat. Both of them were moaning louder and louder. They were kissing with such enthusiasm. Melody’s cunt grew hotter and hotter around my dick. That silky flesh teased me.

Pleased me.

Loved me.

She slammed down me. Her cunt engulfed my dick. As I lifted her up, her orgasm rippled through her cunt. Her pussy convulsed and spasmed. The pleasure shot down my cock as her bred twat massaged me.

“Shit!” I groaned.

Melody squealed into our older sister’s lips. I pumped her convulsing pussy up and down my dick. The pressure built swifter at the tip of my cock. I groaned, squirming in the chair. My balls were ready to flood her. To give her what she needed.

Zoey broke the kiss and stared at me over Melody’s sister. “Flood her! Fire all that jizz into her! Goddamn, do it!”

“Yes!” Melody howled, her pussy spasming with such hunger around me.

I impaled my sister’s cunt down my dick. Her wonderful flesh rippled around me. She teased the tip of my cock. It was such a treat. An amazing delight. I groaned as my cum fired out of my dick. My balls erupted and basted her twat.

I flooded her with all my spunk. My cum boiled into her pregnant pussy. I gripped her and filled her with hot jizz. Her flesh convulsed harder. The chair creaked beneath me as she squirmed on my lap, milking my cock.

“All that cum!” moaned Melody. “Holy shit, I love it. I fucking love this pleasure! Clint, you are a fucking stud! Goddamn, I love being your queen!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Zoey. “Such a stud and… Ooh, Melody, yes. Your fingers! Your thumb! Shit!”

Zoey’s face twisted with pleasure. We were all cumming together. Our passion echoed through the small area, rising over the hum of the HVAC unit. I groaned as my sister’s pregnant pussy drained my balls.

My hands swept out to stroke her belly. Her due date was coming soon. My daughter with Melody and my daughter with Pam would be born within days of each other. I couldn’t wait to have my first two children born.

I loved my incestuous harem. I would never give up loving my sisters, my mother, my aunt, and any other women that wanted to join the fun.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Tad Blake

“Goddamn,” I muttered as I leaned over the roof, watching as Melody slid off Clint’s cock. I heard rumors she was secretly his sister, and this confirmed it. Zoey definitely was. The busty senior still had his cum dripping off her face.

It was one of the hottest things I had ever seen. My dick throbbed as I thought of my own sister, Erica. What would it be like to have her pussy wrapped around my cock? To cum on her face? To breed her like Clint had bred Melody.

He was a stud. Already a legend. He had his cousin Lee willing to do anything for him. I’d seen her masturbating in public on his orders. Melody and Pam were his girlfriends, both so pregnant they looked about to pop. Now his older sister, Zoey, was giving him titty fucks.

Did that mean he fucked his little sister Alicia, too?

“Goddamn,” I groaned, so hard I wished my little sister was here. What would it be like to get it on with her? To sink into her?

The thought burned through my mind. It blazed hot. I wanted to find out. I wanted to have the courage to be like Clint and enjoy my sister. I squeezed my cock through my jeans as I watched his sisters getting dressed.

“Ooh, I love going to class with your cum filling my cunt, stud,” Melody said, her pregnant belly thrusting before her.

“God, isn’t our sister a kinky one?” Zoey asked, covering her breasts with her bra.

“And I wouldn’t want my queen to be any other way.”

Clint was the luckiest fucker in the world.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

December 17th, 2026 – Detective Nelson Tucker

I knocked hard on the door, pounding on it with vigor. My knee ached from climbing the three flights of stairs to get to his apartment. In my mid-forties, and everything was falling apart. I struggled not to pant because spry Sunny hardly looked more than pink-cheeked from the exertion.

“Tad Blake!” I demanded and pounded again, shaking the door hard. We stood on the other side of it, not before it.

“Yeah, yeah,” a guy muttered as he came to the door. “Who is it?”

“Sacramento P.D.! Open your door!”

“Fuck,” he muttered. I heard a chain unlatching then he opened the door. A man in his mid-twenties stood there in a sweatshirt and sweatpants, a bottle of green beer held in his hand. He had black hair, blue eyes, and a goatee, a shade of stubble following his jawline. “Yes? Something, uh, wrong.”

“We need you to come with us. Have a few questions?”

The man’s face paled. “About?”

“Just come along, sir,” Sunny said, her voice hard. With her sunglasses on, she looked older, more intimidating.

“Yeah, let me grab my wallet,” he said, trembling.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

September 7th, 2017 – Tad Blake

“Can’t we wait until we get home?” my sister said. We were in the dark gymnasium. Class was over and the school was emptying. “It’s ten minutes away.”

“Because it would be hot to do it here,” I told her, pulling her to me. Erica felt so lithe in my arms. Such a cutie. She excited me. School was back in session. After witnessing Clint with his sisters last June, I had to have Erica.

I seduced her over the summer and took her cherry. It was wonderful being inside my sister. We’d been fucking like rabbits every day while our parents were at work. I fucked her in every room of our house, pumping my jizz into her mouth and pussy.

I was hoping to start her on anal soon.

“We have an hour before Mom gets home,” Erica said. “We could do it on the couch. I know how much you like doing it there.”

“But wouldn’t it be hotter doing it in here,” I told her, stopping on the blue exercise mats. Our voices echoed through the empty room. It was cavernous, surrounding us in privacy. “At school.”

“Like Clint does with his sisters?” Erica asked, her eyes glinting with the light spilling from the far end of the gym.

“Exactly,” I told her, cupping her face. I brushed back her bleached-blonde hair. It seemed to almost glow in the shadows, catching the light. “Aren’t you hotter than Melody or Alicia or Lee?”

A smile played on her lips for a moment. “Still, we could get caught. I don’t want to lose you. I love you, Tad.”

“We won’t get caught,” I said. “No one’s here. Everyone’s gone home. We can enjoy each other. Have fun at school. Get wild like Clint does. You’re a better little sister than his, right?”

“That’s not going to work,” she said.

I slid my right hand from her face to her shoulder and then down to her breast. I cupped her round tit through her tight blouse and bra. I felt her hard nipple as I kissed her. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, feeling her tremble.

I knew I had her. I would do such naughty things to her. My body ached to rip off her clothes and unveil her nubile beauty to the world. I would feast on her. Make her cum so hard. Clint wasn’t the only stud.

I would show him that I was just as dominating.

My hand slid down her side. I reached the hem of her shirt and then slid back up. This time, however, I was beneath her blouse. She shuddered and groaned as I caressed up her naked belly, climbing higher and higher. I reached for her breast. I was going to do such naughty things to her. My finger reached the bottom of her bra.

I pushed beneath her cup. She groaned, her arm going around my neck as I pushed up her bra. Her round tit filled my hand. I squeezed it, loving the feel of her in my hand. My finger rubbed across her nub, massaging her, teasing her.

She shuddered as I pinched and rolled her nipple. Her kiss grew so liquid and naughty. Her fingers tightened, gripping the back of my shirt. My dick throbbed. I wanted to do such naughty things to her. I wanted to devour her.

I broke the kiss. “Well?”

“Fine,” moaned Erica. “I can’t say no to my sexy big brother.”

“Mmm, you’re just my little sister-slut, aren’t you?” I asked, pinching her nipple.

“Oh, god, Tad, you make it sound icky when you say things like that,” she moaned. “I love you, that’s why I do things with you.”

“And I love your juicy pussy.” I pressed my forehead against hers. “I’m going to eat you out right here. I’m going to make you scream your head off. How does that sound?”

“Wonderful,” she breathed. “Oh, but I can’t scream. We’ll get caught.”

“Who’s going to find us?” I swept my gaze out at the gym and the dark bleachers. “There’s no one in here but us.”

“Fine,” panted Erica. “Ooh, this is exciting. It’s making me so wet.”

“Let’s find out,” I said and then ripped my hand out from beneath her top. I grabbed the hem of her blouse and pulled it over, revealing her dark bra shoved over her round tits. The light flooding through the gym highlighted the curves of her breasts, leaving dark shadows between them. Her nipples puckered hard, pink and exciting.

I fell to my knees and unsnapped her jeans as she peeled off her bra and dropped it on the mats. I yanked down the tight pants she wore, exposing her dark panties. The details were hard to notice in the shadows between her thighs, but I could smell her spicy musk bleeding through.

My mouth salivated. This hunger filled my nose. I wanted to press my nose into her panties and breathe in her scent. But it would be hotter if she didn’t have them on at all. I kept yanking her jeans down to her feet, pulling hard.

“Tad!” she gasped. “Not so rough. I—” She squeaked and fell onto her back, her jeans coming off in my hands.

“Erica?” I asked. “You okay?”

“Yes,” she groaned. “I fell on tumbling mats, but you don’t need to be so aggressive.”

“Sorry, you’re just so fucking sexy,” I groaned.

“You better eat my pussy well,” she told me. “I need an apology for being dropped on my butt. This is supposed to be romantic, not re-creating our childhood roughhousing.”

“Well, at least I know you won’t be running crying to Mom,” I said, sliding my hands up her bare thighs. “Not when you’re panting from all the orgasms I’m going to give you.”

“Hearing a lot of promises,” she purred, squirming. “I want to cum and cum. I love cumming on your mouth, Tad. Love you.”

“You can cum on my mouth whenever you want,” I said, my fingers reaching the satin fabric of her panties. I hooked the thin waistband and tugged them down.

She was shaved now, something she started doing for me over the summer. I loved just making out the folds of her pussy in the light flooding from the far end of the gym. I paused to admire her snatch. Her tight cleft. Her little clit peeking out. Her juices beading on her plump vulva.

Her spicy musk made me salivate. I slid my hands under her rump and pulled her to me. She gasped then groaned because I’d pressed my mouth into her cunt. I licked and lapped at her, rubbing my smooth cheeks into her face.

I’d shaved my goatee for her. She didn’t like it rasping on her pussy.

“Oh, my god, Tad!” she moaned, her voice echoing through the room. “Ooh, yes, yes! You’re such an amazing big brother. Every little sister needs her big brother to love her cunt!”

“Yes!” I growled, wishing I had more than one sister. If I did, then I could have a harem of sister-sluts to fuck. It would be so hot.

At least I had Erica to enjoy.

I thrust my tongue into her cunt. I swirled around inside of her, licking, lapping, teasing her. She gasped and shuddered, her thighs locking about my head. She gripped me tight. She humped her cunt against me, rubbing her hot flesh on my hungry mouth.

Her spicy juices spilled over me. I licked them up, reveling in the taste of them. They melted on my tongue, such a delight to enjoy. I flicked up to her clit, brushing her bud. She gasped, her breasts jiggling before me.

“Oh, yes, yes, Tad!” she moaned. “Oh, that’s good. Mmm, you know what you’re doing. Ooh, yes!”

My tongue plundered her cunt. I had spent the last month-and-a-half eating her cunt at least once a day. I knew what my sister liked. I couldn’t get enough of her incestuous juices. It was so wild to enjoy my sister-slut.

My lips sealed on her bud. I sucked on her while my fingers kneaded her rump. My thumb slid across the lower swell of her butt-cheek. I brushed her taint, wet with her juices. I slid higher until my thumb was rubbing at the bottom folds of her cunt, right above her tight hole.

I thrust my thumb into her cunt, my dick throbbing in my shorts and boxers. She gasped, her pussy clenching about my digit. I pumped my thumb in and out of her twat. My little sister whimpered and moaned, her body shuddering on the mat.

I licked around her clit. I sucked on her bud. I savored how she trembled. She humped against me, grinding her hot pussy on my flesh. Her juices flowed, coating my lips and mouth. I loved the taste of her. The feel of her.

She was so exciting.

So delicious.

“Damn,” I groaned. “You’re so wet.”

“You turn me on!” she moaned, trembling. My thumb slid deep as possible into her juicy twat, her cream soaking around it. “Oh, yes, yes, just like that. Ooh, you are going to make me cum!”

“Good!” I groaned, my dick aching. I wanted to fuck her so hard. To be in my sister at school.

I nibbled and sucked and loved her clit. My tongue darted around her bud. She shuddered, breasts jiggling. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter around my thumb. She squeezed and released me, her head tossing back and forth.

I flicked my tongue against her clit. She gasped, her back arching. Boobs heaved. Her thighs tightened about my head. She gripped me as she cried out in rapturous delight. Her pussy convulsed around my thumb.

Juices gushed out.

“Yes, yes, Tad!” she groaned. “I love it when you make me cum! Oh, god, big brothers are so sexy!”

I lapped up the cream gushing out of her. That wonderful, incestuous treat for me to devour. I licked it up, my tongue fluttering around the folds of her pussy, gathering up every drop I could while my dick ached more and more.

I had to be in her.

I had to fuck her at school. I had to be just as cool as Clint.

I ripped my thumb out of her cunt and lifted my face from her twat. Pussy juices ran down my chin. I ripped off my own t-shirt and threw it off into the dark. Then I unsnapped my shorts. My sister’s eyes gleamed with wet passion as she stared at me, rubbing her thighs together.

“Oh, yes, yes, fuck me!” she moaned. “Ram that dick in me. I love you, Tad! I never want to stop loving you.”

“Yes!” I groaned and thrust down my shorts. I peeled them down along with my boxers. My cock popped out, the tip aching to be in my sexy sister.

I wanted to breed her. She was scared to go off her birth control pills, fearing our parents’ reaction. I didn’t care. I just wanted to master my sister-slut. To parade her around school pregnant and let everyone know what a stud I was.

Goddamn, she was just perfect little sister-slut.

I mounted her, eager to be in her. She grabbed my cock and pulled me to her pussy. I shuddered at the feel of her hot flesh against my dick’s tip. She rubbed me up and down. The pleasure surged down my shaft to my balls.

I kissed her hard, letting her taste her spicy cunt, as I thrust into her incestuous depths. I entered my little sister. She moaned into the kiss, her arms hugging me tight. Her fingernails bit into my back, showing me how much she loved my dick.

I loved her pussy. So much.

I sank to the hilt in her, my balls resting against her taint. She squeezed her twat down around me, her hips wiggling from side to side. I savored being in her, soaking in her juices. She squirmed beneath me.

Then she broke the kiss and panted, “Please, please, I need to cum again. You have to move. You have to fuck me hard.”

“Yeah!” I groaned and drew back.

“Tad!” she gasped, squeezing her cunt around my dick. Her pussy held me tight as I pulled back farther and farther. Then I slammed into her. I filled her to the brim with my dick. “Yes!”

I kissed her hard. I thrust my tongue into her mouth as I pumped away at her tight, young pussy. Fifteen and delicious. Her pussy held me tight. My balls pumped away at her. I thrust into her again and again, reveling in the bliss of her pussy around my dick.

She massaged me. Teased me. She held me in her tight embrace as I buried hard and deep into her cunt. My tongue darted around inside her sweet mouth. Her fingernails scratched at my back as she humped back into my thrusts. Her hips moved, meeting my rhythm.

My heavy balls smacked into her flesh. They made such a wicked sound. The echo rippled around us. I loved the wicked sound. I thrust into her cunt. I buried hard and fast. I pumped into her hard. I filled her to the hilt with my cum.

I broke the kiss, panting, “Erica! My sexy sister-slut!”

“Yes!” she moaned, not caring about those demeaning words. Once I was in her, I could call her whatever I liked. “Oh, you’re going to make me cum! I love cumming on your big dick!”

“Mmm, let me feel that tight cunt ripple around me!” I panted, thrusting into her depths. I rammed hard. Deep. I buried to the hilt in her. “I want you cumming, my little whore.”

“Tad! Tad! Love you so much! Keep thrusting into me. Ooh, your dick is stretching me out.”

I kissed her again, hungry. Her breasts rubbed into my chest. Her pussy clenched around my dick. The silky pressure of her tight cunt brought me closer and closer to exploding into her. I wanted to pump her full of my jizz.

Our passion echoed through the empty gym. It reverberated, haunting moans of incestuous passion. My balls smacked hard into her flesh. She gripped me tight. Hard. She clung to me. It was an incredible delight to experience.

I was lucky to get to enjoy it.

Her tongue darted around inside my mouth. She kissed me with such passion. Her pussy gripped me with hot silk. My little sister was so sexy. I couldn’t take much more of being in her at school. Anyone could catch us.

She gasped, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. Her pussy squeezed tight about my dick as I rammed into her. The friction swelled. That wonderful bliss almost overwhelmed me. I groaned, thrusting hard and fast into her as she trembled.

Her fingernails bit into my back.

Her pussy exploded in spasming passion around my cock.

I broke the kiss, staring down at her twisting face as her orgasm rippled through her body. She bucked beneath me, pressing her round breasts into my chest. Her pussy sucked at my dick as I buried over and over into her writhing folds.

“Yes, yes, you little sister-slut!” I gasped. “You want my cum flooding into you.”

“I do!” she moaned. “Oh, Tad! Oh, I love you! Give it to me! Flood me with all your cum! Yes!”

I buried hard into her, the pressure hitting that wonderful peak. I erupted. My cum fired fast and hard into her cunt. My jizz flooded her. Fired into her. It was incredible. Spurt after spurt of amazing jizz erupted out of me and into her twat.

I groaned, my heart pounding as I pumped her full of my spunk. Her pussy writhed around me. She gasped and moaned, bucking beneath me. My balls unloaded into her as the pleasure slammed into my mind.

“Oh, yes, Tad!” she cooed, holding me tight. “I love it when you cum in me!”

“Goddamn, you’re the best sister in the world!” I groaned as her pussy wrung the last drops of my cum out of my balls.”

“I know,” she said, hugging me tight, her cunt still rippling around me as my pleasure died into heavy breaths.

I savored being in her for a minute or so before rolled off her, panting from the joy we just shared. The naked gym mat felt cool against my hot, sweaty back. My dick throbbed, softening. My sister’s juices soaked me. She groaned and rolled into me. She kissed me with hunger.

“Tad,” my little sister panted. “Oh, my god, it was fun, but we can’t do that again at school.”

“Why not?” I asked her. “It was hot.”

She bit her lip. “I don’t want to get caught. You’re not Clint. We’ll get in trouble. I just know it. I love you, and I don’t want anything to ruin what we have.”

“Will you do anal?” I asked her, my hand sliding down her back.

“Yes,” she moaned as I cupped her ass. She pressed her tits against me. “I will. Just let’s get out of here. A janitor or someone could walk in here. We’d be screwed.”

“Isn’t that what we just did?” I asked her.

“Ugh, don’t be a smartass now.” She sat up. “Where’re my clothes?”

I grinned as I watched her moving around. I would get her to have more sex at school. I just knew it. I would have such a wild time with her. I couldn’t wait to pound her in the middle of the cafeteria or something. To be bold like Clint. It would take time, but I knew Erica would come around.

She was such a sexy sister.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I fought my delight as I watched Tad and his little sister Erica get dressed. Tad was a senior like my Master, Clint, while Erica was a sophomore like Alicia. Though one with an actual pair of boobs. I was getting boobs. I rubbed my belly. I wasn’t showing with Clint’s child yet—I only at four months—but I would start soon. I couldn’t wait to be paraded around the school, my brother showing off that he had bred me with his hot dick.

I kept my phone recording the pair as they exchanged a final kiss and then headed out. I was so glad I snuck behind the bleachers when I noticed Tad leading off his sister. I had a nose for naughty, kinky sex.

My hot brother was inspiring so much incest.

I knew I would be in trouble for being late, but when I showed my Master the hot incest video, I was certain he would forgive me. Oh, he would still spank me for being late, but he would let me cum. We would watch the video together. The whole family, maybe. All of us loving and shuddering and watching the hot delight.

My pussy dripped juices. I never wore panties. I scrambled to my feet to rush out of the school and get home. Tonight was going to be so hot!

To be continued…
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December 17th, 2026 – Tad Blake

I squirmed in the backseat of the unmarked cop car. Detective Salvage was driving, the young woman looking fierce with her mirrored sunglasses and pink lips. Her partner was much older, a shadow of whiskers about his face, his brown hair graying. He had the look of an experienced investigator.

The type of man who didn’t fuck around.

Why did they want to speak with me? Had my sister talked about what we did in high school? I hadn’t seen Erica since she dumped me on graduation day and told our parents how I had “molested” her. Like she hadn’t been an active participant in our incestuous fucking. She just didn’t like being a slut. She wanted love.

Dumb bitch.

Why didn’t she want to be my slut? Clint had sluts. He paraded them around his school. Our senior year of high school, he strutted around like he owned the place. He fucked his women all over the campus. Especially that slut, Melody.

My parents had kicked me out of the house. The last nine years had sucked because my cunt of a sister didn’t know her place. If she thought to get me in trouble…

Why else would the cops want to speak with me?

I sweated as they drove us into downtown Sacramento. I chewed on my inner cheek. I rubbed at my jeans, my heart pounding in my chest. Blood howled through my veins. My fingers flexed and relaxed.

“What’s this about?” I asked for the tenth time.

Detective Nelson gave me a grin. “Relax, relax. You’re not in trouble. We just want to ask you a few questions. That’s all.”

Right. I bet that was what the cops always said. I leaned back, remembering the best day with my sister. It was in September of my senior year. She let me fuck her in the gym, our first time at school. I thought she was willing to be my slut.

I just wanted to be like that asshole, Clint.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

September 7th, 2017 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I held my two infant daughters in my arms. They were both three months old, so beautiful in their swaddling. Hikaru, my daughter with Pam, was cradled in my right arm, a white blanket with purple flowers wrapped around her, her skin possessing a slight olive tinge to it, her hair silky black. In my other arm, I held Christie, my daughter with Melody. She yawned as she shifted in her pink swaddling blanket.

“My two, lovely princesses,” I said, rocking them, my voice adopting that high-pitched cooing sound, that gentle volume of voice that everyone used with babies. You can’t help it. I smiled. It was always such a joy to hold my daughters. “Yes, you are. Did you have a good day with Auntie Zoey and Auntie Stefani?”

Hikaru squirmed a bit.

“Yes, you did. I just know you had a great time,” I said. I leaned down to kiss Hikaru on the forehead. “And I love you, too, Christie.” I gave her a kiss. They were miracles. Pam and Melody had given birth nearly at the same time, my half-sisters bringing our daughters into the world. “Love you both. You’re such beautiful princesses.”

“Yes, they are,” sighed Melody. “Ooh, school is so annoying. I’d rather be home with them.”

Pam nodded. She already had her blouse open and her maternity bra unfastened to reveal her round breasts, dark-brown nipples beading with her milk. Melody, likewise, was topless, cupping her breasts, ready to nurse our daughter.

“Looks like your dinner is ready,” I cooed. “Yes, you’re going to love your meal, aren’t you? You’re just like your daddy.”

Melody giggled. “Oh, definitely.”

I didn’t want to hand over my daughters. It was so wonderful to hold them, but they needed their dinner. I handed Hikaru off to Pam, smiling as she cradled our daughter to her breast. Melody scooped Christie out of my arm and kissed our daughter’s forehead before bringing her to a nipple.

I leaned back, watching my “wives” nurse our daughters. We weren’t legally married, yet. I couldn’t legally be married to both of them. I would have to choose one day. It sucked. I should be free to marry who I wanted and as many of them as I wanted. What was wrong with bigamy? With incest?

I should be able to love who I wanted. I hated it. I wanted to change things. At my school and in the world.

I watched Pam settle down on the chair in the nursery, a big smile on her face as she breastfed our daughter. Melody hummed as she rocked gently in place. Becoming mothers had transformed my half-sisters. My two queens were so beautiful.

Downstairs, I heard the front door opened. I stiffened. “That better be Lee.”

“She’s been a naughty girl,” cooed Melody in that singsong voice to our daughter. “Yes, she has. She’s just a brat. Yes, she is. Your Auntie Lee is a naughty girl. Your daddy’s going to have to punish her.”

I sighed. I didn’t want to leave, but I had to deal with Lee. I slipped out of the nursery, leaving behind the two cribs, the pair of mobiles I’d made, and the walls decorated with balloon wallpaper, colorful and fun. I closed the door and trooped down the stairs. Lee, that fucking brat, had vanished after classes were up. Didn’t answer her texts. Held us up from leaving school before I decided to leave her.

I found her kneeling in the doorway naked, her clothing piled around her. She was four months pregnant but you couldn’t tell save her breasts were large now, rounder. She knelt there, her black hair in a pixyish bob around her mischievous face, her phone clenched in her hand. Even kneeling, she had an energetic excitement in her, wiggling back and forth, her breasts swaying.

“Where were you, slave?” I demanded, stopping in front of her. I pulled off my shirt, throwing it down. She stared up at me, this naughty gleam in her eyes.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

I held out my phone and said, “Master, I was recording Tad Blake fucking his little sister in the gym.” I hit play, showing him where I started recording, showing the brother and sister kissing. “I followed them and was hiding beneath the bleachers while they fucked. It was hot. I knew you’d want to see it. I couldn’t let you know because I couldn’t make any noise and ruin the moment.”

Clint stared at me, his chest bare. He was a muscular guy. Maintaining the house and working out had kept him in shape. He unsnapped his jeans and shoved them down, his cock tenting his boxers. He was always hard these days since he was around all us sexy women related to him. Only Mrs. Hiragawa and Stefani weren’t family.

But they were part of the harem.

“You didn’t ask for permission,” Clint said as he shoved down his boxers. His hard cock popped out before my face. “You held us up. We wasted time looking for you.”

“I’m sorry, Master,” I said. “I made a judgment that you would like to see this.”

“Oh, I would,” he said, smiling. “Set your phone down, march outside, and lie down on your back. You need to be punished.”

“Yes,” Master,” I said and stood up. The “P” word made my pussy so wet. My cunt was on fire. I loved being punished. Humiliated. I savored being spanked and whipped, pissed on and denied my orgasms. If he wanted to discipline me in public, I would cum so hard. I had masturbated in my locker room before all my friends, letting them know I was a slut. I had taken his dick up the ass without lube in the boy’s restroom while they watched.

I loved it.

I headed for the kitchen and the back door. We owned two houses with a joined backyard. Clint wanted to get a third house. We were working on it. A fuck house for when the babies got beyond infants.

He caught my arm, squeezing. “I didn’t say the backyard.”

I shuddered in delight. My cunt melted. I whirled around and marched to the front door. I wrenched it open. There was a large chestnut tree in the front yard, shading it from the warm, September sun. I shuddered as I stepped off the porch. Any of our neighbors could come across me naked. It made me so wet.

I sank down onto the lawn like he ordered, facing the porch. He marched out after me. I couldn’t believe it. Right here in the front yard. This was ballsy. Clint was so powerful. The last year since he created the harem had been awesome.

I rubbed my belly. I hoped I had a daughter who would become a sex slave just like me. A submissive daughter to her hot and sexy daddy. My cunt clenched as Clint stepped between my thighs, his hand holding his cock.

“Spread those pussy lips apart, cunt,” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, hoping everyone in the neighborhood witnessed me obeying my half-brother. My master. I parted my cuntlips, exposing my pink, bred depths to him. He aimed his cock at me.

Right here in public? How lucky was I?

The yellow stream gushed from his cock. The hot flow of urine splashed on my cunt, filling up my pussy. I groaned at the heat of it. I shuddered and trembled. I could feel my cunt swimming in his piss. It spilled over my pussy, soaking my shaved vulva in hot urine.

It was so nasty. So humiliating. So wonderful.

He looked so dominating as he pissed on me like the filthy cunt I was. A nasty, wicked, naughty sister-skank who needed to be urinated upon. To be covered in his hot and steamy pee. He changed the angle, the yellow liquid splashing across my stomach, drawing nearer and nearer to my tits.

The air was full of the salty, acrid aroma. I licked my lips, whimpering in delight. My cunt was on fire, and not because it was swimming in his hot urine. His yellow stream reached my breasts, bathing my round tits in his piss. My nipples throbbed because he was hosing me down like the dirty bitch I was.

“Yes, yes, Master,” I moaned. “I’m so naughty. Pee all over me. I’m your nasty slave!”

He brought the stream higher, his face twisting as he forced out more piss. I opened my lips and let his hot urine pour into my mouth. It sizzled on my tongue. It spilled over my lips and chin. It soaked in the hollow of my neck. My breasts jiggled as I gulped down that wonderful liquid.

It was my brother’s urine. My Master’s pee.

I reveled in it.

If I rubbed my clit, I would cum so hard. His stream spurted, dying, splashing across my belly and between my tits. I swallowed that hot piss, letting it fill my stomach. My cunt pooled with more of his piss, soaking to my cervix.

“Masturbate,” he said as he finished. “Finger that nasty cunt.”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned. I could tell he was happy with me despite pissing on me. He had to punish me for disobeying, but he was giving me pleasure, too. He wanted to watch this video. I knew the entire family would watch Tad fucking Erica tonight.

Who needed to watch Jeopardy when you had incest home vids!

I thrust my fingers holding my cunt open into my piss-filled depths. I soaked my digits in his urine. His piss spilled out of me, running down to my asshole and soaking my rump. I moaned, trembling. A car drove past.

Did our neighbor see us? Did they notice me writhing naked on the grass?

I hoped they did. I hoped Mrs. Lynch was watching us. I hoped Mr. Carson spotted me. Mr. and Mrs. Valentine ogling me. I wanted them all to see me being a dirty and nasty slut. I thrust my fingers hard into my piss-filled cunt, my orgasm building and building.

Clint fetched the hose. It had a spray nozzle on. The type that adjusted it from hard to soft. I shuddered and trembled on the ground. I whimpered, my fingers squelching as they plunged into my juicy cunt. I shuddered as he advanced, a bead of water dripping from the end of the hose.

“You are such a dirty slut,” he said.

“I am, Master!” I groaned, thrusting my digits faster and faster. My orgasm swelled. I rubbed on my clit. “May I cum?”

“If you can,” he said and squeezed the handle.

The spray of water splashed on my tits. I gasped at the stinging cold. The stream hit with power, pressing into my breast. My nipple drank in the powerful flow, pushed into my tit. Pleasure sparked as the icy water spilled over my urine-soaked body.

I exploded in rapture.

The stream of water hurt on my tits. Stung. The pain felt incredible, feeding the hot pleasure in my cunt. I bucked on the lawn, writhing in the piss-soaked grass. The water spilled over me, chilling me as the waves of rapture surged through me.

Hot passion spilled through me. I whimpered and moaned, stars bursting before my eyes. I shuddered, cunt clenching and spasming around my fingers. The water struck my right tit, a spray of icy droplets raining onto my face.

I shivered and bucked, my cunt on fire. It was explosive. I gasped and moaned, my head tossing back and forth. My cunt clenched and spasmed. The pleasure rippled through me. My pussy convulsed around my digits. I frigged myself so fast and hard.

“I’m a dirty, filthy slut who needs to be hosed off!” I howled at the top of my lungs. “Just a nasty cunt! Disgusting! Spray me, Master! Clean me!”

He watched, his cock hard, as he sprayed down to my belly. The water spilled over me, washing away his piss. I shuddered on the ground, my cunt spasming faster and harder. The waves of rapture surged through my body. Another orgasm burst through me as the cold water spilled over my shaved pubic mound and washed around my vulva.

“Oh, my god, Master,” I howled, my mind drowning beneath the rapture. “Yes, yes! Oh, fuck, hose me off! Drench me. I’m such a nasty fucking slut! Your whore-sister!”

The stream moved down to my pubic mound. The water spilled over my pussy. The cold shock felt incredible on my labia. It enhanced the bliss. Then the stream sprayed on my cuntlips itself. The stinging pain sent another explosion through me.

“Master!” I howled.

My pleasure spasmed through me over and over. I tossed my head, so many waves of rapture surging through me. My cunt convulsed around my digits. I pumped them in and out so fast. Stars burst across my eyes. Darkness washed around me. I gasped and moaned and cried out as my mind melted.

“Nasty slut! Fucking cunt! I’m so dirty! That’s what I am! Yes, yes, yes! I’m so sorry for being a disgusting skank! I love you for hosing me down! I love you so much, Master!”

He smiled at me as another orgasm exploded through my cunt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

Amusement filled me as I stepped out onto the front porch, my little sister writhing in passion as Clint hosed her down. Lee was my full sister, a brat who made such a wonderful sex slave. I shuddered, wishing I was as naked as they were instead of just in the tank top I threw over my breasts and a tight pair of shorts.

“I think she’s clean,” I said. “She’s howling her head off. I think she’s cumming too hard for this to be a punishment now.”

Clint glanced at me, focusing the stream on my sister’s cunt as she fingered herself. “She’s a filthy slut.”

“Yes, she is,” I said. “Mmm, and you’re all hard. You need a blowjob. Stop hosing her off. I have some milk left over. So does Pam. We want to nurse you.”

Clint smiled and released the handle. The spray stopped. My little sister kept writhing and moaning, her face twisting. She trembled on the ground. Her toes twisted and shuddered. Her legs spasmed across the sodden lawn.

“Come on, slut,” I said. Pam emerged from the house, a towel in hand. I snatched it from her and threw it at her. “Dry off so you don’t make a mess, you filthy cunt.”

“Yes, Mistress,” my sister said with such delight in her words. She started vigorously rubbing her body as she popped to her feet with lithe energy. “Don’t want to be filthier than I already am.”

I snorted. “You’re the filthiest person I know.”

“I am,” she said with this dreamy smile as she rubbed the towel up and down her dripping breasts. “Thank you for noticing, Mistress. That makes me so happy.”

I rolled my eyes and then headed inside. I popped off my tank top, exposing my round breasts. I had more milk than my daughter needed. I’d read a woman produced as much as was demanded of her tits, and with Clint being such a hungry man for it, I was producing it by the buckets.

Pam slipped out of her dress and smiled, her lithe, Japanese form appearing. She was such a hottie. I got why my dad got hard for Asian girls. They were sexy. Graceful with that olive tone to their skin. Black hair, delicate features, those submissive, dark eyes. She made me so wet.

I wiggled out of my shorts then popped down on the arm of the recliner, my naked rump loving the feel of the fabric. Pam took the other side, her hands kneading her tits. Milk beaded at her dark-brown nipple.

I leaned over and sucked on her nub. I groaned at the flavor of her creamy breast milk filling my mouth. I loved her as much as Clint. She was my girlfriend. I would love for her to be my wife. It would so hot to be married to her and Clint. Legally, he could marry either of us. We weren’t “sisters” on our birth certificates. The world didn’t even know Pam was related to him at all.

Clint strolled to us, his cock bobbing hard before him. He was all strength and channeled power. He’d pulled our family together in the wake of our father’s deaths. His mother, my Aunt Cheryl, had been particularly lost without her master. Clint had stepped up and took his mother in hand, giving her some of the domination back that she missed. Not the love, but the strength.

Our mothers would forever love our father, but they had found peace being Clint’s sex slaves.

“Come here,” I said, patting the chair. “Just sit down and let us nurse you while that nasty girl gives you a blowjob.”

“Best blowjob ever, Mistress!” Lee said, bouncing around Clint. Her round breasts heaved. She rose up on her toes and came down. “Ooh, I’ll suck all the cum out of him. I’ll guzzle it down. It’ll be so yummy and hot.”

I smiled and shook my head. She was such a naughty thing.

Clint sank down on the chair between us, his arms slipping around our waists. I shuddered as he slid his hands around to our stomachs. He thrust down. I spread my thighs apart, surrendering to my brother. I groaned as his fingers slid through my pubic hair, reaching lower and lower. I groaned as his digits found my shaved pussy. My sandy-blonde hair swayed in a braid down my back as he rubbed at my hot flesh.

His head turned and latched onto Pam’s nipple. She groaned, her back arching as he nursed with hunger on her nub. He gulped down the same breast milk that coated my lips. It was such a wonderful flavor. Sweet. Melony. An aftertaste like cantaloupe. I licked my lips, whimpering as he rubbed his fingers up and down my pussy.

“Master,” moaned Lee. “I’m going to suck all the jizz out of your balls, Master! Just drink it all down like your piss.” She engulfed Clint’s cock with a hungry mouth.

“You peed on her in the front lawn,” Pam gasped. “Oh, Clint, that’s bad.”

“Hot,” I moaned, wishing I had joined the fun. “Lee, remind me to piss on you in public sometime.”

My little sister flashed me a thumbs up, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She bobbed her head up and down our half-brother’s cock. She slurped and made such wicked sounds while I trembled. Heat rippled through my body as Clint’s fingers slid up and down my slippery twat.

He nursed with the same hunger that Lee sucked on his cock. They both made naughty sounds. Pam stroked his hair, this look of delight on her porcelain face. Her slanted eyes fluttered, dark with her pleasure.

His fingers found the hole to my cunt and thrust into me.

“Oh, yes, Clint,” I moaned, my twat squeezing around him.

His fingers plundered into my cunt. He thrust them so deep and hard into me. He stirred them around. It was an incredible delight. My hips wiggled back and forth. My breasts jiggled and swayed, the milk building inside of me.

“Mmm, he’s such a hungry man,” moaned Pam. “Yes, you are, my king. Drink it all down. I love nursing you.” She kissed the top of his head then rubbed her face into his short hair. She breathed in. “Love you.”

“Yes,” I groaned, my cunt squeezing down on his digits. He fingered us both, those wonderful digits plunging into my cunt. My twat clung to him. My juices soaked him. “Love you so much. And you…”

I shot my hand down and grabbed the back of Lee’s head. I shoved her down his shaft.

“You get that mouth down his cock. I want you deep-throating my king, slut!”

Lee squealed in obvious delight as I shoved her mouth down his cock, forcing her to swallow every inch of his cock. It was such a hot delight. My cunt squeezed down on his fingers. I pushed her lips into his thick bush.

I held her down, loving in her moaning and groaning. Clint growled around Pam’s nipple. I could hear him suckling with such hunger on her nub. Pam stared at me over her head, this look of joy in her eyes.

“Yes, yes, Clint,” she cooed. “Ooh, you’re such a wonderful man. Do you know that? I say it all the time, but it’s true. You make me so happy.”

“Yes,” I hissed. “And you, you little whore, you need to make him happy. Make him cum.”

I pulled on her hair, a tight fistful, and hauled her mouth up his shaft. She moaned in pain followed by a whimper of pleasure. Her lips slid up his cock. I shuddered, Clint’s fingers thrusting hard into my cunt as I pleased him. I pulled my sister-slave to the pinnacle of his cock and then shoved her back down again.

As Clint plunged his two thick fingers into my cunt, I fucked our sister’s mouth up and down his dick. The submissive slut moaned her delight. Her ass wiggled back and forth. She had such a spankable rump.

Clint ripped his mouth from Pam’s nipple and turned his head. He grinned at me. “Just working that slut’s mouth up and down my cock, huh?”

“It’s my job to make sure you get your pleasure,” I told him, delight rippling through me from his thick fingers thrusting into me. “That’s your queen’s job.”

He winked at me then ducked his head down. I arched my back, thrusting my nipple at his descending mouth. He latched onto my left nub and sucked with hunger. My milk squirted into his mouth. My cunt tightened on his fingers.

“Clint!” I moaned as he thrust his digits in and out of my cunt. He gave me such delight. This incestuous pleasure that had me trembling and groaning. I bit my lip and then gasped as he pumped his digits faster and faster in and out of my cunt. He stirred me up.

My body drank in all the bliss.

“Oh, Clint, yes!” I moaned. “Ooh, that’s good. Just ream those fingers into my cunt and drink my milk.”

“All her wonderful milk,” Pam moaned. “Oh, Clint, yes!”

What had he done to her? Was he playing with her G-spot?

I found out a moment later. A third finger thrust into my cunt, stretching me out even more. My juicy hole clenched down on him. I whimpered, my milk flowing into his hungry mouth. I felt the liquid squirting out of me, sending jolts of delight down to my cunt.

My orgasm built and built with every thrust of his three digits into my snatch. I panted, the pleasure rippling through me. I released Lee’s hair, letting her bob her head as the pleasure built and built faster and faster inside of me.

“Goddamn, stud,” I moaned. “Ooh, you suck with such hunger. I love it! I love nursing you, Clint.”

“Mmm,” Pam purred in agreement, her face twisting with pleasure.

Lee sucked with wet passion. Clint nursed with noisy gulps. My nipple throbbed as the milk fired into his mouth. It felt so much better when he nursed from me. I felt so close to him. I grabbed the wrist of his hand as he fingered me, his digits thrusting so deep into my cunt.

Then Clint’s thumb joined the fun.

I gasped as he rubbed my clit now with his thumb. Sparks burst through me. I gasped and moaned, my nipples squirting milk into his hungry mouth. The pleasure surged through me. My cunt squeezed down on his fingers thrusting into my juicy depths.

I couldn’t take much more of this. Pam whimpered, receiving the same delight to her pussy that I did. My hand tightened on Clint’s wrist. I squirmed on the armrest of the chair. My breasts jiggled, especially my right not being nursed on.

Clint gulped down my milk. He suckled hard and I gasped as no more squirted out. He’d drained my tit and switched to the other. He latched onto my nipple with hunger, nursing on the one my daughter had mostly drained.

“Oh, yes, yes, Clint!” I moaned as he sucked out the gulps. My orgasm swelled fast. “I love you! You’re such a stud! Fuck!”

My pussy convulsed and spasmed around his fingers. The incestuous pleasure surged through my body. The heat danced through me. Hot winds of rapture gusted through me. The bliss swelled through my body. I bucked and quivered on the chair’s armrest. My tits heaved. It was amazing.

A treasure.

The pleasure howled through my mind as he drained the last of my milk from my tit. My back spasmed while my pussy writhed around his wonderful fingers. I soaked him with all my jizz. I loved every moment of it.

“Clint!” I gasped. “You stud! Goddamn, I love you!”

He popped his mouth off my nipple and kissed me. He thrust his tongue into my mouth, tasting sweet with my breast milk. I reveled in the flavor. I kissed him hard. My tongue darted with his, sharing that wonderful bliss.

God, I loved my brother. I wouldn’t let anything mess this up. I savored his attention. His love.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Hiragawa

Clint broke his kiss with Melody, his three digits plundering my cunt. I was so close to cumming. I stroked his head as he turned to stare at me, his three fingers thrusting deep into my pussy. I shuddered, sparks flaring from my clit. They burned through me.

He nuzzled into my right nipple. He sucked hard on my nub. He latched on and suckled from me. He’d drained my left nipple already. I wouldn’t have much left in my right, but he gulped it down. The pleasure shot down to my cunt.

“Clint!” I howled as I came.

He growled around my nipple, suckling hard on my nub. He nursed while the waves of wondrous bliss shot through me. My pussy rippled around his cock. My mind drowned in the bliss. I savored it, stars dancing around my eyes.

“Oh, Clint, I love you so much,” I moaned, sliding my fingers through his hair. He kept growling.

“Oh, yes, slut, swallow all that cum,” Melody hissed, her fierce face twisted in passion. “Ooh, drink my king’s cum.”

“Yes!” I whimpered, my body trembling as the pleasure soared through me.

Clint’s fingers thrust deep into me. Another wave of pleasure shot through me. It reached this amazing peak. I quivered, trembling at the pinnacle of my rapture. I savored this bliss carrying me a little higher. I hung there.

Then I panted, my orgasm dying away into euphoria.

Clint nursed the last of my breast milk away. I shuddered and smiled, my nub throbbing and feeling extra-sensitive as my climax faded. He popped his mouth off and darted his mouth up. He kissed me hard, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. I savored my own breast milk flooding my mouth. I kissed him hard, snowballing it back and forth, the sweet flavor slowly melting through my mouth.

“Mmm, you did good, slave,” said Melody. “But you’re going to have love Pam and me now. You know that?”

“Of course, Mistress,” panted Lee. “Put my filthy tongue and naughty fingers to use!”

I broke the kiss with Clint. “I don’t want a filthy tongue anywhere near my pussy.”

“Well, Clint did just give her mouth a washing with jizz,” said Melody.

“Oh, well, in that case,” I said, grinning at my sister-girlfriend. “She can run her tongue anywhere on my body she wants.”

Melody winked at me. Then she slid off the chair. Clint pulled his fingers from my pussy as I followed her. Our brother licked at both his digits, savoring our flavors. I shuddered as he mixed them, reveling in the bliss.

“Get us wet and ready for our man and make him hard,” Melody moaned, pulling me to the floor on top of her. “Now, slave!”

I grinned as I settled atop my girlfriend. Her breasts were round and firm, a little bigger than mine. I loved them rubbing together. Both my nipples were still sensitive from nursing Clint. They sparked with pleasure as I rubbed mine into hers.

She grinned at me, this naughty glint in her eyes. I groaned as she grabbed my ass and pulled me tight against her pussy. My furred muff rubbed into her shaved twat. She whimpered, her hazel eyes closing for a moment.

I knew how much she loved to feel my silky bush on her wet pussy lips.

I grinned at her and undulated my hips. It was such a delight to trib with her. Her hands kneaded my rump, fingers digging into my flesh as my clit found her hard nub. Sparks flared. I whimpered as I stared into her eyes.

“Get to licking their cunts, slave,” Clint growled. “I want you making my women cum.”

“Yes, Master!” Lee moaned with such excitement.

I heard her scampering around behind us. Then she was between our thighs. Her hands grabbed my thighs right before they met my rump. Her breath rippled through the curls of my bush. Her nose pressed into my pubic hair and brushed my pussy lips. Melody gasped beneath me a moment before Lee’s tongue flicked into my pussy lips.

I trembled atop my half-sister as Lee licked us. She feasted on us. The incestuous delight ran through me. I loved that my father was such a big perv and had fucked my mother all those years ago and brought me into this world. I was thankful to be a part of the harem, to have Clint’s baby.

Lee’s tongue darted through my folds. She licked and lapped at us, going from Melody’s pussy to mine and then back down again. She brushed our clits as they rubbed together, teasing them. Sparks flared each time.

“That’s it, you nasty slut,” panted Melody. “Lick us up. I want your tongue making us cum, or you’re going to be denied orgasms for a week.”

“I will never let you down, Mistress!” Lee moaned. “Not when it comes to orgasms! Neither of you. My sister-Mistresses will explode.”

“Yes, they will,” Clint said, watching us.

I loved it when he just supervised, witnessing his sisters writhing together in passion. He would be getting hard, ready to fuck us with that big cock of his. It was such a treat to be his. I whimpered, my hips wiggling from side to side, grinding on my sister’s cunt.

Our clits brushed and rubbed and caressed each other. Every time made me whimper. It built a passion in me that would have me exploding in rapture. I groaned, my head tossing back and forth as this aching pressure built and built and built in my cunt.

Lee’s tongue darted with agile grace between my pussy and Melody’s. My submissive sister caressed my cuntlips and brushed my clit. Her fingers squeezed and kneaded my upper thighs, gripping me as she moaned her delight.

“Oh, they taste so good, Master,” Lee moaned. “Their juices are all mixing together. Melody’s so sweet and Pam’s so tart and now they’re both sweet and tart. I can’t tell them apart. Their cream’s all swirled around.”

“Yes!” hissed Melody. “And you love it, you little skank.”

“So much!” panted Lee. “Ooh, Clint, yes, film it. Are you going to show it to the family with my movie tonight.”

“We’re having movie night?” I gasped, trembling on top of Melody, our nipples kissing together.

“I caught Tad and Erica fucking!” moaned Lee. “Got it all on my phone! We’ll download it and burn it to a DVD and watch it on the TV. It’ll be so hot!”

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned and kissed Melody.

That did sound so hot. I liked watching. I understood why Clint was standing around and staring at us, getting hard, anticipating the fun to come. It was such a thrill. I could rub my pussy and watch Clint and Melody fuck in the parking lot at school or in our bedroom.

It was so hot.

I ground my pussy harder onto Melody’s rubbing our clits together as Lee licked us. I kissed my girlfriend with such passion. Our tongues dueled as the incestuous lust built and built inside of me. Lee’s tongue and Melody’s body trembling beneath me brought me closer and closer.

We were pressed skin to skin. Breast to breast. Nipple to nipple.

Sparks burst as our hard nubs rubbed together, joining the delight brewing in my cunt. I kissed her with such passion. Her fingers dug into my rump. She held me tight, clutching on me as we both trembled together.

“Oh, Master, they’re getting so hot,” moaned Lee. “I ‘m going to make them cum hard.”

“Get them nice and wet for my cock!” Clint growled.

Our brother paced around us, watching and filming us. I shuddered and groaned as Melody humped beneath me. She whimpered into the kiss. My pussy swelled with my orgasm. I was so close to another beautiful burst of pleasure.

Lee latched onto both our clits, sucking on our buds, her nose rubbing into the folds of my pussy.

Melody broke our kiss and screamed. “Lee, you nasty brat, yes!”

She bucked beneath me and exploded in her orgasm. I could tell from the joy on her face, the bliss in her hazel eyes. Her fingers bit hard into my rump as she whimpered beneath me. Our nipples rubbed together as she spasmed.

My clit throbbed in Lee’s mouth.

“Oh, yes, yes!” I gasped. “That’s it. That’s perfect! Clint, she’s obeying you. I’m cumming!”

The wonderful pleasure burst in my depths. It washed out of me. Through me. I groaned, my pussy juices gushing out to anoint my bratty sister’s face and spill down to Melody. I rubbed into her, grinding on her.

It was incredible to enjoy. To savor.

I kissed Melody hard. I thrust my tongue into her mouth. My tongue danced around with hers. I loved how she tasted, the naughty flavor of making out with my half-sister. She held me tight while the pleasure rippled through my body.

“Take over filming, slave,” Clint growled.

“Yes, Master!” moaned Lee.

“You can finger your twat, but you better not ruin the shot,” he ordered as she moved away from us.

“I won’t! Thank you, Master.”

I gasped as I felt him falling between my legs. His hard cock smacked into my rump. Precum splattered from the tip. I shuddered as he rubbed his dick down into my crack. He slid past my asshole to find the lips of my pussy.

My amazing brother rammed his cock into my pussy that was still convulsing from my orgasm.

I squealed into the kiss with Melody.

He groaned as he filled me to the hilt with that amazing cock. I squeezed around him. I held him tight. His hands stroked up and down my sides as he drew back, his shaft stimulating all those deep places fingers couldn’t reach.

I broke the kiss and stared into Melody’s eyes. “Our brother is in me!”

“Yes!” she squealed in delight, trembling beneath me. “That’s hot!”

Clint slammed back into me. He pumped away at me a few times before he ripped his cock out of me. I knew it was coming, but I still felt so empty without him. I whimpered, wanting his cock back in me. Melody gasped beneath me. Her eyes lit up in delight as he slammed into her. He filled her to the hilt, burying his dick deep into her cunt. His bush rubbed into my twat through mine, tickling my pussy lips.

Melody moaned and gasped, fingernails biting into my rump because he pumped away at her cunt with hard strokes. Clint growled, enjoying her pussy. My own ached to be filled. I knew it was coming, anticipated that wonderful moment I would be complete again.

My sister groaned in disappointment moments before Clint slammed his cock into me.

“Yes!” I howled, squeezing down on him. I felt so complete when my brother was in me. My body matched his. We were meant to be together. All of his sisters were meant to be loved by him. I trembled, my cunt clenching and relaxing around his cock while he pumped away hard and fast at me.

“Damn!” he groaned as he ripped out of my cunt and buried back into Melody’s.

“Yes!” she moaned.

“You’re both so hot and tight!” Clint growled. “You’re both amazing. God, I love you both.”

“We love you, Clint!” I squealed, my pussy clenching down on him when he rammed back into me.

“We’re your queens!” moaned Melody. “Always! We will always be yours! Oh, my god, that’s good. Just keep fucking that big dick in and out of my cunt. Hammer me hard and fast.”

He did. He pumped his cock to the depths in me. He slammed that big, thick dick into my cunt. He buried over and over into my snatch. It was the best. What I craved. What I needed. My cunt gripped him as he slammed hard and fast into me.

He delivered unto me such heaven before he was back into Melody’s cunt. I was so empty and yet so happy for her. We shared our brother’s cock. The three of united in love and passion. I kissed her hard, our tongues dueling.

“Ooh, fuck them hard, Master,” Lee moaned, her voice throaty. I could hear her masturbating away, frigging her naughty cunt as she watched. “It’s so hot seeing your cock burying into their cunts.”

“Yes!” gasped Clint. “Damn, you two are fucking amazing!”

He went back and forth. Every time he was in me, he brought me closer and closer to my orgasm. His dick stimulated me. Incestuous bliss surged through my body. I trembled atop Melody, groaning, gasping, on the verge of erupting so hard on his cock before he rammed back into Melody.

My orgasm would be perfect. Just the best thing in the world.

His dick slammed into me. I rejoiced to have him in me for those wonderful heartbeats. I kissed Melody, loved her. I was so glad to share with her. We squirmed together, writhing and shuddering beneath him.

His cock buried hard and deep into my pussy for a few strokes. Then he was ramming hard and fast into Melody’s. We trembled, moaned, and kissed each other as we shared his cock. I was on the verge of my pleasure.

My clit ground into her hard bud.

My nipples kissed her swollen nipples.

Pleasure burned through me.

Clint rammed back into my cunt, groaning, “Pam! God, I love you!”

My pussy went wild about his dick. His cock pumped in and out of me as I came. My twat spasmed around him, sucking at him. I wanted his cum firing into me. It would be so hot. Such a wild thrill. I whimpered, trembling as the bliss surged through my body.

Rapture burned through my mind. Melody squirmed beneath me. She needed his cock back in her, but Clint was fucking my convulsing pussy, reveling in the pleasure my twat was generating for his dick.

“No, no, Clint,” I moaned. “You have to fuck Melody, too!”

“I will!” he groaned and then ripped out of me. He slammed into my half-sister’s cunt. He delivered onto her the same bliss he gave to me. “I love you, Melody!”

Melody exploded beneath me.

Her body bucked and spasmed. She squeezed her eyes shut as our brother gave her rapture. I trembled in delight, my own bliss burning through me. Clint groaned as she moaned. Her eyes shot open, her fingernails biting into my ass.

“Fucking yes, Clint!” she groaned. “You’re such a stud! My brother is a fucking stud who makes me cum!”

“Yes!” Lee squealed in her own orgasmic delight.

“Fuck,” growled Clint and then he ripped out of Melody.

Hot cum bathed my pussy. Our brother erupted on our twats, coating my bush and soaking my cuntlips. I shuddered, reveling in the hot delight running down my snatch to my sister’s twat. My orgasm hit a wonderful peak.

“I love you both!” Clint moaned as he spurted more and more jizz on us. It was amazing. Stupendous. “You’re both my sexy queens.”

“Love you, Clint!” I howled as my orgasm peaked.

Then we were all just panting and groaning. Melody and I kissed while Clint’s cum ran down my pussy to Melody’s. I felt so amazing right now. Clint panted behind us while Lee whimpered. I didn’t want to get up.

I just wanted to lie here forever.

From the baby monitor, the sounds of one of our daughter’s crying began. Instantly, the other one joined them. My nipples throbbed with motherly need to go up there right away. Clint rose from us, leaving us dripping in his cum, and said, “I got them. Lee, clean up your sisters.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, still masturbating.

Clint grabbed his jeans, pulling them on before he headed upstairs. I smiled as I glanced at the baby monitor. I could hear the door to the nursery opening and Clint entering. His voice was so gentle as he spoke.

“And what has my little princess all riled up?” he asked. “Oh, I see. Naughty, naughty Christie. We’ll get you all cleaned up.”

I loved how amazing of a father he was.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

December 17th, 2026 – Tad Blake

I slouched down into the seat across the desk in the heart of the police station. The two detectives sat down across from me. They left the door to the “interview” room open. It was there, inviting like I could just leave. I tapped my foot on the ground, aching to just bolt out of here. I knew it had to be my bitch of a sister trying to get me in trouble again.

I’d stayed away. Just like she wanted. Not my fault she thought I loved her. I thought she was happy being my slut.

The younger detective faced me. Her round face made her appear youthful though her mirrored sunglasses gave her a robotic cast. Something alien. She opened a manila folder and pulled out a single picture. She placed it before me.

I frowned at it. Clint Elliston in his black graduation gown, his little sister Alicia sitting on his lap. She wore a pink, girlish dress, like something a child would wear to church. She looked younger than fifteen and you couldn’t tell she was pregnant in this picture by the way the dress fell down her body from beneath her breasts. Beside Clint, Melody sat, her graduation gown open, showing off her naked breasts. Clint’s hand cupped her pussy, clearly fingering her while she had her head thrown back in rapture.

By the end of our senior year, Melody was wild. She was having sex all over the school. Clint had some sort of blackmail on the principal, probably had to do with Mrs. Umayyah running her daughter and other girls as prostitutes by then. Clint was in on that somehow.

“Did you take this picture?” Detective Savage asked as she slid it towards me.

“Yeah,” I said, glancing up. “You want to know about him fucking his sisters, right? Is that what this is about?”

The older cop grinned at me as he leaned back in his chair. It was a vicious grin, a wolf eager to sink his teeth into the rabbit. That pressure on my chest relaxed. Clint had gotten what he wanted. All his sisters were his sluts.

Not fucking fair.

“What do you want to know?” I asked, ready to cooperate.

To be continued…
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December 17th, 2026 – Detective Nelson Tucker

Excitement rushed through me at what Tad Blake had just said. He knew about Clint Elliston’s incestuous relationship with his sisters. I wanted to nail that pervert. I sat across from Tad in the interview room at my precinct in the Sacramento Police Department. My partner, a young woman named Sunny Salvage, sat beside me. She had a great poker face, her mirrored sunglasses hiding any excitement.

“What do you know about Clint and his sisters?” I asked.

Tad, a slovenly man in his mid-twenties, grimaced. He tapped the picture before him. It was from Clint’s high school graduation. He was in his cap and gown, his younger sister Alicia sitting on his lap. She looked like a little girl instead of a high school student herself. Beside Clint sat his “first cousin” Melody. Her gown was open, her naked body on display, Clint’s hand between her thigh clearly fingering her in public. On paper, they were cousins, but rumors buzzed that she was really Clint’s half-sister.

Apparently, the deceased Clinton Elliston Sr. had been screwing his wife’s sister, Melody’s mother. We couldn’t find any existence of Melody’s father, a supposed Canadian.

“He’s probably got his dick in Alicia here,” said Tad. He tapped her. Alicia was Clint’s sister for certain. “She liked to sit on his lap and play a little girl, letting her skirt hide the fact they were having sex.”

Disgusting. His own sister? And in public?

“Any proof?” I asked. You couldn’t see that they were having sex, just that he was fingering his “first cousin.” That was legal in the State of California. They could marry and have children, too.

“No,” said Tad. He leaned back in his chair. “But Alicia is six months pregnant in this picture. Everyone at our high school knew he was the father of her child even though she claimed it was some Canadian boy she met and who had gone back home before she knew she was pregnant. A one night stand.”

“Yeah, we’ve heard that one before,” said Sunny, her voice tight. “Tell us about this day.”

Darkness flashed across Tad’s face. Pain. “It was our graduation day. A fucking terrible day.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 23rd, 2018 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

“I am so proud of you, Clint,” my mom said. She had just given birth to our son, Clinton Ellison III, a few days ago. She looked so sexy right now. She’d rebounded fast from her pregnancy thanks to some herbal remedies from Mrs. Hiragawa’s pharmacy. Mom’s breasts were a little bigger. They were now the same size as Zoey’s. Milk beaded at her nipples.

I loved breast milk.

“Your father would be so proud, too, if he were here,” Mom continued as she advanced on me, her large tits swaying. Her fat, dark-red nipples looked so delectable decorated with her creamy milk. “You’re graduating. Oh, Clint…” Her eyes misted with tears as she reached me. Her hands slid down my black graduation gown. It was open. I was naked beneath it, my cock hard.

“And would he be thrilled to have you congratulating me naked?” I asked, my hands hefting her heavy breasts. I squeezed them.

Milk squirted from both nipples, splashing on my bare chest.

“Mmm,” she purred, leaning down. Her dyed-blonde hair swept over her cheeks. “Your father would want me to be happy. I know he’s happy watching us from heaven.” Her tongue licked up my chest, gathering her milk. A tingle raced over my skin. “He’s waiting for me and Vicky up there. He’s glad that you’re taking care of us.”

I stared down at her. She was a submissive woman who was first tamed and dominated by my father when they were teenagers. She had proven her devotion by delivering her younger sister, my Aunt Vicky, to Dad. They both became his slaves. They bore tattoos proving it. They had a triangle tattooed over their hearts, a C in the top corner, a V and C in the lower corners.

“And you’ve done such a good job taking care of us, Clint,” Mom purred. “You’ve been such a hunky son and strong Master to us.”

She had been drowning after Dad’s death. Dominating her had saved her from her drinking and depression. She had come back to life serving Melody, Pam, and me. Her hungry eyes stared into mine, her fingers biting into my shoulders.

“Master, may I show you how proud I am of you?” she moaned. “Your Mommy-slut wants to love you. You’re such a hunky and strong and powerful son. You make your Mommy-slut so wet.”

My hands squeezed her tits. I loved digging my fingers into her breasts. They were so soft and delicious. “Granted, slave.”

She purred in hunger and pushed me back. I hit the edge of the bed behind me and sank down on it. Mom mounted my thighs. Her large breasts swayed before my face as her hands slid down my muscular chest to my rippling abs.

“God, you make your Mommy-slut so wet,” she moaned. “Your Mommy-slut’s so hot and aching for you. You’re such a sexy son. God, your Mommy-slut wants you in her pussy.”

“Whenever you want it,” I said, grinning at her. “I’ll give my Mommy-slut the pleasure her horny cunt needs.”

She lowered herself down to my cock, guiding my tip to her pussy. Her brown bush caressed the tip. She was one of my few women I let have pubic hair. I liked the contrast of her dyed hair not matching her carpet. The silky hairs caressed my crown. Pleasure rippled down my shaft.

Then her cuntlips engulfed the tip of my cock. Incestuous heaven surrounded my dick. My mother slid lower and lower down my cock. She moaned, her back arching as she sank her cunt down my dick. Her moans echoed through the bedroom, a wanton sound of a woman getting the itch in her snatch scratched by a big dick.

Her son’s dick.

“Master!” she moaned as she bottomed out on my cock. “Oh, your Mommy-slut loves her big son’s dick in her. It’s where you belong! Back inside your Mommy-slut’s cunt!”

“Yes,” I growled and nuzzled my lips against her breast. I latched onto her nipple. Her fat nub felt amazing in my mouth. I suckled on her.

Her milk squirted into my mouth. She moaned, her cunt squeezing around my dick. She wiggled her hips from side to side. She stirred her twat around my cock in a slow, mind-numbing undulation. Her pussy gripped me. Then she slid up and down my cock. Not fast. Slow.

She took her time, savoring my cock while I enjoyed her milk and pussy.

That hot, creamy breast milk flowed into my mouth. My mother’s milk. I drank this as a babe from her tits, and now she was nursing me again while riding my dick. My hands grabbed her ass. I squeezed her rump and suckled hard.

I gulped down her milk. The creamy treat flowed down my mouth. I suckled and nursed on her with hunger. Her milk splashed against the roof of my mouth. That sweet delight, with a cantaloupe aftertaste, poured down my throat. It warmed my stomach, the heat flowing to my cock held in her juicy cunt.

“Oh, Master, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, your Mommy-slut is so happy to nurse you again!” Her cunt slammed down me then gripped me as she slid back up. The friction transformed into bliss that flowed down my dick. “Your Mommy-slut loves suckling you again! You’re in your Mommy-slut’s pussy and nursing from her tits!”

Her throaty passion echoed through the room. She slammed down me again. She engulfed my cock over and over in her delicious, tight cunt. I had come from this pussy, just like my two sisters and now my first son. I had bred my own mother and now enjoyed her milk.

I loved it.

My fingers dug into her rump. I squeezed her ass and lifted her up my cock. She whimpered. My cheeks hollowed as I nursed. She impaled her cunt down my dick. Her pussy massaged my shaft over and over. The pleasure spilled through my body. An amazing heat that rippled through my veins. Her hips wiggled from side to side. She stirred around me.

Teased me. Loved me.

It was a delicious treat to experience my mother in every way. I gulped down her breast milk. My dick throbbed in the incestuous grip of her cunt. My balls tightened as she slammed down me. Her pubic hair rubbed against my stomach as she rose up my long cock. Her cream dribbled down my shaft and soaked my balls.

My fingers dug into her flexing ass. Her moans sang around the room. I stirred such passion in my mother. My incestuous sex slave worshiped me with her cunt. With her sweet breast milk. I gulped it down. I loved it.

“Oh, my god,” Mom moaned. “Your Mommy-slut loves your dick! Loves nursing her strong son! Your Mommy-slut wants to cum on your cock.”

I ripped my mouth off her nipple and moaned, “When I cum, you can have all the pleasure you want, Mommy-slut.”

“Thank you, Master!” she moaned and slammed down my cock.

I shifted my head over and latched onto her other nipple. I suckled hard on it. The milk fired into my mouth. That hot and creamy treat. Her breasts jiggled, her left rubbing into my cheek as I nursed from the right. My fingers slid into the crack of her ass. My digits slid lower and lower until I found her sphincter.

I thrust my middle digit into her bowels.

“Master!” she squealed, her pussy squeezing tight about my cock as she impaled herself down it. “Oh, Mommy-slut loves everything her strong Master-son does to her!”

Her asshole gripped my digit. I fucked it in and out of her bowels. My orgasm built and built. I gulped down her milk as I teased her. The heat around my cock swelled. Her juicy, incestuous twat massaged me. I suckled with hunger on her nipple.

She slammed down my cock. She engulfed me again and again. My cock erupted. I fired my incestuous seed into my mother’s cunt. The pleasure slammed through me. I growled around her nipple as I suckled as hard as I could.

“Master!” she howled and joined me in rapture.

Her pussy engulfed me to the hilt as my cum erupted into her cunt. My hot jizz fired into her convulsing twat. My mother’s snatch milked my cock. Spurt after spurt of my seed pumped into her. It spilled into my mother while her juices gushed out around my shaft.

Her passion bathed my balls. She trembled on my lap. Her pussy writhed around my cock. Her asshole massaged my finger pumping in and out of her. I growled around her nipple. I suckled as hard as I could. Her milk squirted into my mouth as my jizz squirted into her pussy.

“Oh, Master, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Your Mommy-slut is so proud of you! You’re graduating! I love you so much!”

I ripped my mouth from her nipple. I kissed my mother as her cunt milked out the last of my cum. The pleasure peaked in me. My body buzzed with bliss as I thrust a tongue laden with her sweet cream into her mouth. My tongue darted around inside of her mouth. Our lips worked together.

“Don’t you two look beautiful together,” Melody sighed. My queen watched us from the doorway wearing her graduation gown. It was open to show off her naked body beneath.

Pam, her cap perched on her head, peered over Melody’s shoulder. My Japanese half-sister smiled. “Yes, they do.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

After seeing Clint and Aunt Cheryl having sex, I was on fire. Of course, we had to get going to our graduation. Pam, Clint, and I were all graduating from high school. No more having fun at this school. We were off to college. The entire family was heading to the Golden State Arena in downtown Sacramento where it would be held. I sat beside my daughter in her car seat on the ride. She had to face backward since she was only a year old. She looked so beautiful.

“Your mommy and daddy are graduating today,” I told her. She yawned and looked up at me. I smiled. “One day, it’ll be you. And your daddy and I will be so proud of you.”

When we arrived, my mom took my daughter, Zoey took Pam’s, and Aunt Cheryl had her new son cradled in her arms. He was so cute, too. A third generation of Clinton Ellistons. I bet he would grow up into a sexy man like his father.

Clint, Pam, and I headed into the waiting area with the rest of our graduating class. We nodded to our classmates. They were all excited. So was I. I was horny, too. My pussy burst with passion. I found a chair and sank down on it. With a casual gesture, I opened my robe.

Everyone in our school knew I was an exhibitionist slut. I bared my naked body, round breasts coming into view. I shuddered, my blonde hair falling down my back in a thick braid. I spread my legs, flashing my shaved twat at Clint and everyone else.

They had all seen us fuck. Clint and I had a little hiccup in our relationship a few months ago. I got a little jealous of all the time he was giving to other girls. The Mihara twins, Mrs. Umayyah and her cadre of schoolgirl prostitutes, and more. I almost cheated on Clint. It shocked me at how my jealousy had skirted the line.

Clint had adjusted things. He paid more attention to his sisters, especially Pam and me, and I had found myself more devoted to him than ever. I saw what I almost gave up, what I almost ruined, and vowed to let nothing ever destroy us again.

“Feeling frisky, Melody?” Clint asked as he sauntered over.

“Uh-huh,” I said. I bit my lip. “You know me. When we’re in a crowd, I’m always feeling frisky and naughty.”

He sank down in the chair beside me and boldly shoved his hand between my thighs. The other students were watching us. I shuddered in delight, my eyes flicking across the room at them. Tim Yates nodded to me. Brothers and sisters, sons and mothers, daughters and fathers were all having so much fun. Coach Young had found love with his daughter thanks to Clint. I helped Becky Yates seduce her brother. Tad Blake, who was watching us, had fucked his sister.

Lee had filmed them a couple of times.

I shuddered as Clint rubbed his fingers up and down my pussy. My milk-laden breasts jiggled. I arched my back, loving every moment of his digits caressing my twat. His fingers felt amazing. He brushed my clit. Teased my labia.

Thrust into my cunt.

He plunged his digits deep into my snatch. I savored the pleasure. My half-brother’s digits felt amazing. It was a wondrous delight to experience. My twat squeezed tight around his digits. Pleasure rippled through me. I groaned and squirmed in my seat. This awesome pleasure surged through my body.

“Look at Melody,” someone in the crowd whispered.

“Of course, the slut’s getting fingered.”

“Damn, Clint is lucky to have all those sisters.”

“Is she really his sister?”

“I hear Clint’s dad had a thing for sisters, too. He and Melody are definitely not cousins.”

It made me so wet. I beamed at the audience. Pam watched, surreptitiously masturbating. She had pulled her right arm into her robe. It moved beneath her black gown. Her fingers caressed her twat the way Clint’s stroked mine. She was such a voyeur.

She liked to watch, and I loved to be seen. We were the perfect pair to be Clint’s girlfriends. No one suspected she was our sister. That made it so hot. My cunt squeezed down on Clint’s digits. I whimpered and shuddered.

My chair creaked beneath me as I moaned, “Oh, god, Clint, you’re such a stud. You’re going to accept your diploma with my cunt juices on your hand.”

“Go Melody!” whooped Tad, his eyes hungry. He was probably thinking of doing things with his younger sister. He pulled out his phone and started texting. I wonder to who? His sister? Was he organizing his own hot fun before the ceremony?

“You’re such a slut, Melody! I love it!” shouted Svetlana.

I winked at her, my breasts jiggling. I squirmed and jiggled. My breasts bounced. Milk trickled from my nubs, the hot milk running across my round tits.

“God, Clint, you are so lucky. I wish I had a sister!”

“Make that whore cum!”

“Mmm, I am such a whore!” I moaned. “Clint’s whore!”

“She’ll cum,” Clint said, his voice a confident growl. He pumped his fingers in and out of my cunt while his thumb rubbed at my clit. He stroked me. Teased me. The pleasure surged through me. I groaned, my cunt clenching around his digits. “Won’t you?”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I moaned, my orgasm building faster and faster. “So fucking hard!”

Pink flashed in the corner of my eyes. To my shock, Alicia appeared. I didn’t know how our little sister got into the back area, but there she was. She wore a pink dress that made her already petite and girlish frame seem even younger than fifteen. The skirt started right beneath her breasts, falling in pink delight down her body. She had layers of petticoats beneath. It hid her growing pregnancy.

She was six months, her belly nice and round, but you couldn’t tell unless you looked carefully at her.

Her glasses flashed on her cute face, her light-brown pigtails flowing behind her. She darted up, turned around, and mounted his lap. She squirmed around, her hand reaching behind her to adjust her skirt. She let out a whimper. Clint a groan.

The little slut just sat down on his cock. That was how she conceived her twins with Clint. Right in the cafeteria, she’d pretended to sit on his lap like she always did. Right now, she looked so innocent perched on Clint’s lap.

You’d never know she had a cock in her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

It felt so wonderful to slide my pregnant pussy down Clint’s cock. I giggled with girlish delight to be impaled on my big brother’s cock. He groaned. Melody shuddered beside us. My big sister trembled, breasts jiggling. Milk gleamed as it ran white down her tits.

“Oh, cupcake, how naughty of you to be here,” Melody moaned, her voice throaty with pleasure.

“I just had to wish my big brother good luck,” I moaned, squeezing my cunt around his cock. I felt so naughty to be sitting on his lap. For him to be in me. My hands rubbed at my belly. I was so round. I would have my big brother’s twins. A son and daughter.

It would be so amazing.

A smartphone flashed as Tad snapped a picture of us.

I beamed. No one could know I had my pregnant pussy around my big brother’s cock. I clenched and relaxed my cunt. I had worked so hard on my Kegels to pleasure his dick this way. It was so hot to pretend to be a little girl sitting on her big brother’s lap while actually having sex with him.

We’d done it in the mall. On the Ferris wheel. At the movies.

“Damn, my little princess,” panted Clint. My brother wrapped his arm around me. He cupped my belly. Our twins grew inside of me. It was so wonderful. “Work that naughty, little cunt on my dick.”

“Mmm, you are such a hot slut, cupcake,” Melody purred, her voice soft. “Our brother’s going to make us cum.”

His digits plundered in and out of Melody’s cunt. It was incredible to participate in. I squirmed, stirring my cunt around his cock. I massaged him by clenching and relaxing. He groaned, savoring my pregnant twat while I reveled in his cock reaching so deep into me.

I whimpered. My back arched. My small breasts jiggled beneath my dress. I squeezed down on his shaft. This wonderful passion surged through me. I whimpered, staring out at all the students watching us. I bet they knew what I was doing.

Pam did.

My Japanese half-sister watched us as she masturbated beneath her graduation gown. She looked so hot. So naughty. I smiled at her, giving her all my girlish charm. She shuddered and bit her lower lip. Her arm moved faster beneath her robe.

She pleasured herself with vigor.

I clenched and relaxed my twat on my big brother’s cock. The stimulation rippled through me. My pregnant pussy quivered around him. I could already feel that wonderful orgasm building and building inside of me. This wonderful explosion of bliss which would consume me. It would be incredible. I would explode in delight.

In quivering rapture.

“Damn, princess,” groaned Clint, his free hand rubbing over my pregnant belly. “You are such a naughty and sexy and wicked little sister.”

“Yes, she is,” moaned Melody. “Oh, my god, Clint, this is so hot. Cupcake, you’re such a treasure. Oh, yes, yes!”

Melody threw back her head. Her body spasmed. I watched her breasts heaving, milk bubbling from her nipples. She moaned while the seniors around us cheered. They loved her. I loved her, too. My cunt grew hotter. My pregnant pussy massaged Clint’s cock as I watched my older half-sister cum.

Melody’s blonde braid swayed behind her. She gasped and moaned. She bucked on her chair. Her legs kicked out. Her eyes squeezed shut. She moaned my big brother’s name, crying out in delight. A huge smile crossed her lips as she hit the peak of her orgasm.

“Oh, Clint, thank you,” she panted. “I needed that.”

“I bet you did,” Clint said and kept fingering her.

“Ooh, you are such a stud!” She trembled. “Make me cum again.”

“Oh, do it, big brother,” I said and bounced on his lap like an excited girl.

My pussy slid a few inches up and down his cock. I groaned, savoring the stimulation of his shaft. My pregnant cunt massaged my brother’s dick as I clapped in excitement. He groaned as I pleasured him.

I was so close to my own orgasm. To that wonderful delight. Clint nuzzled into my hair. He nibbled on my ear. My glasses slipped on my nose. My pigtails danced as I pleasured Clint’s dick. This hot pleasure rippled through me. My breasts jiggled, nipples throbbing.

“Big brother,” I whimpered softly. Everyone was focusing on Melody as she moaned and gasped. She spasmed through another orgasm. “Oh, yes, big brother.”

“Let me feel that pussy spasming around my cock, my sexy, little princess,” Clint cooed, his voice soft. I barely heard him.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, I will.”

My orgasm built and built as I bounced on his cock. The friction of his dick inside of me was incredible. It was such a delight. It was incredible. My head tossed back and forth. My pigtails swayed. My cunt squeezed around his shaft. My pregnant pussy brimmed with desire.

“Oh, fucking yes, Clint!” howled Melody. “This is how a stud makes a woman cum!”

“Yes,” I whimpered and joined her.

Clint’s cock sent me over the edge. My pregnant pussy convulsed and spasmed. That wonderful heat rippled through me. This was incredible. It was the best delight in the world. Waves of bliss surged through my body. I whimpered, fighting not to show the ecstasy surging through my flesh.

Clint grunted. His cock erupted his incestuous seed into my bred depths. He pumped that wonderful cum that started our twins. He filled me with it. I whimpered, my pleasure increasing. I bit my lower lip, heat burning across my face.

Pleasure burned through my mind.

My big brother’s cum flooded my spasming pussy. My cunt milked him. My toes curled in my Mary Jane shoes. My legs kicked. Spurt after hot spurt of his spunk fired into me. It was so wonderful. I treasured every blast, eager for the next bit of fun to come.

“You’re such a goddamn stud, Clint!” Melody howled.

“And you’re such a slut, Melody!” a girl yelled. “I love it! You’re so brave!”

“Yes,” Pam whimpered, her own body trembling as she joined us in cumming.

“Melody! I wish you were my sister!”

“You’re a fucking stud, Clint!”

“You are, big brother,” I moaned as my orgasm peaked. My pussy milked out the last of his spunk into my cunt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Tad Blake

My sister appeared at the door to the waiting area. I was so hard from watching that lucky bastard Clint. When Alicia appeared and clearly mounted his cock while he fingered Melody, the sight had caused my blood to boil. I needed my sister. I wanted Erica on my cock.

The last year had been incredible. I had my own sister-slut. I fucked her every chance I got. She loved my cock. I pumped my jizz into all three of her holes. She always protested when we did it at school, but I always convinced her.

And now I wanted to convince her to fuck me here.

“What?” she asked, this wary look on her round face. Her bleached-blonde hair spilled down to her shoulders. She folded her arms beneath her breasts, stretching tight her purple blouse over those tits.

“I want you,” I said, grabbed her arms. “I’m so fucking hard for you. I want to get my diploma knowing your sitting between Mom and Dad full of my cum.”

She took a deep breath and shook her head. “No.”

I blinked. “No?”

“There are people around,” she said. “We’ll be seen.”

“I know,” I groaned. I pulled her hand down to my cock. I pressed her into my girth. “That’ll make it hot.”

She ripped her hand away from me. “You just want me for sex.”

I blinked at that. “Well, yeah, you’re my slut.” I grinned at her. “You’re my sexy sister-slut. I know you love squealing—”

She slapped me. Hard. My head snapped to the side. My cheek stung. I blinked against it. I tasted blood. I gaped at her while rubbing my tender face. What was this? She loved my cock. She loved being my slut. She said it all the time.

Anger surged through me. I grabbed both her arms in tight grips. “I don’t know what has gotten into you, but you’re at least going to suck my cock. I need to fucking cum.”

“No,” she hissed. “Let me fucking go, Tad!”

“You’re mine!”

“I’m not just a thing!” She struggled. “I thought you loved me, but you don’t, do you?”

I gaped at her. “Don’t you find it hot that you’re a thing? An incestuous fuck toy for me to play with? I thought you loved being my slut!”

“I loved you!” she snarled. “But not any longer. Let me go!”

“I’ll prove that you’re my slut!” I growled, squeezing her arms. She winced and gasped as I pressed her down onto her knees then fumbled to open my robe and pull out my cock. “You’re going to suck it and love it!”

As I reached in to pull out my cock, her head slammed forward. I gasped as she headbutted my hard cock and balls. Pain flared. My hand slipped. She burst away from me and backed up. “I’m telling Mom and Dad what you’ve been making me do, you bastard!” Tears beaded her eyes. “I hate you!”

She turned and fled as I staggered to the side. I grabbed the doorway to support myself, groaning.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

“Did you do it, Princess?” I asked. Right now, I had to call Alicia princess. She changed how I had to address her from time to time. All payback from when I was a bullying bitch to her. I needed a strong Master to take me in hand.

Thank god Clint had done it. I had bugged him, called him Lint, drove him wild until he seized me by the scruff of the neck and showed me why I was such a brat. I was a masochistic slut who needed dominance and humiliation, punishment and pain.

“Yes!” Alicia said, her voice echoing through the restroom. She hurried back to the handicap stall where I waited. The graduation ceremony was about to start, but it would be boring speeches. “Everyone was distracted by our big brother fingering Melody that I milked his cock dry without anyone noticing.”

“Ooh, what a naughty princess,” I moaned, licking my lips. “Do you need to be cleaned up.”

“I do,” she said, a hungry glint in her eyes. She opened the handicap stall and slipped in. “On your knees, slut!”

“Yes, Princess,” I moaned and did just that, so eager to serve her.

Alicia lifted her skirt. It had layers of lacy petticoats sewn to the inside to give her outfit a frilly delight. She exposed the round swell of her belly. She had a gentle curve that descended right down to her shaved twat. Cum and pussy cream coated her plump pussy lips.

The scent of her fresh pussy filled my nose mixed with the intoxicating aroma of our brother’s cum. I loved Clint’s jizz. Master had the best spunk in the world. Well, I had only ever had his spunk, but I knew nothing could top it.

I grabbed her pregnant belly, loving the round swell of it, and pressed my face into her bred twat. Her hot, shaved lips rubbed against my face. My tongue lapped out. I slid through her folds. My tongue fluttered back and forth, teasing her.

She finished pulling off her dress. She hung it from a hook on the back of the stall door and quivered, naked and delicious. My tongue plundered deep into her cunt. I lapped out the wonderful jizz brimming in her.

“Oh, yes, yes, clean me out, you nasty skank!” she moaned, her voice girlish and naughty all at the same time.

“Yes, Princess!” I moaned and did just that.

I scooped out more and more of our brother’s spunk flavored by her fresh pussy. She groaned, her back arching. I couldn’t see her little titties thanks to her baby bump, but I knew they were jiggling. They’d grown plumper in the last month.

Just like mine had when I had Amber. Mrs. Hiragawa was watching over my daughter with Clint while I was busy. I hoped Amber would become her daddy’s sex slave when she was fourteen. That would be hot.

Just like it was hot to lick my half-sister’s cunt full of our brother’s cum.

“Ooh, you nasty slut, yes!” she moaned, her body trembling. Her pigtails danced around her head.

My tongue fluttered through her folds. I stroked her belly while I feasted on her. I quested around in her twat for more and more of our brother’s cum. I searched out every drop of it I could find. She tasted so good. Her pussy melted on my tongue. It was a treat to enjoy.

A delight to experience.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “Ooh, Lee, this is so naughty. You’re such a filthy, disgusting slut who loves eating cum out of your sisters’ pussies!”

“I am!” I moaned. My tongue wiggled around inside of her, searching for more of Clint’s cum. I failed. “But you’re all out of jizz.”

“Well, a good thing for you I’m pregnant. I have another treat for you.”

My eyes widened in delight. I latched my mouth right on her urethra. I’d given birth three months ago. I knew just what a baby did to a girl’s bladder. You always had to pee. I sucked hard on her, eager for that nasty treat.

Alicia moaned. Her pregnant belly quivered in my hands. Hot piss squirted into my mouth.

The acrid delight mixed with the lingering flavor of salty cum and fresh cunt. I gulped it down. The piss warmed down to my belly as more and more streamed into my mouth. Alicia moaned. Her urine flowed out of her.

I swallowed it as fast as I could. I couldn’t get my dress dirty. It was a special one. I couldn’t spill a drop of my pregnant sister’s piss. My cunt burned. I clutched to her baby bump as I ignored my own cunt.

Only Clint, Melody, or Pam could give me permission to cum. I had to suffer with a hot and itching pussy as I serviced Alicia.

“Yes, yes, drink all my pee!” Alicia moaned in her girlish voice. “Oh, you’re such a disgusting and filthy creature.”

I was. I gulped down another mouthful of the salty, acrid piss.

“Just drinking my pee! Ooh, and in an hour, I’m going to have to pee in your mouth again.”

My cunt clenched. The ache to masturbate swelled. It was its own torture. I savored it. I drank the last of her piss. I was a filthy, nasty, depraved slut. Pussy juices ran down my thighs beneath my skirt. I groaned and then licked at Alicia’s twat.

“Mmm, yes, use your tongue as my toilet paper,” she moaned. “Get every drop of my pee up. You love it.”

“I do, Princess,” I moaned. “Pregnant piss tastes the best!”

She giggled in delight then gasped as my tongue found her clit. I swirled around her bud. I nibbled and sucked and played with her clit. My own begged to be loved. I denied myself. I would be a good girl today.

Pussy juices ran down my chin. Fresh cream soaked my mouth as I sucked on her bud. I nibbled on her clit with my soft lips. She squirmed, her moans echoing through the bathroom. I could hear the commencement speech in the background as I pleasured her clit.

My tongue licked and lapped at her cute bud. I swirled around it while my right hand slid down her pregnant belly. I followed the curve down to my lips nursing on my clit. I brushed her folds. Found her entrance.

I thrust into her bred depths.

“Lee!” she moaned, her hot, pregnant cunt squeezing around my fingers. “Oh, you know just what I need.”

I did. I curled my fingers, sliding my digits across the top of her twat. I searched for that special spot. I would make her explode. It would be incredible. She shuddered and moaned. Her head tossed back and forth.

Then she squealed in rapture.

I’d found her G-spot.

I massaged the bundle of nerves. My cunt blazed with heat. I sucked on her clit and moaned with frustrated lust. Drinking piss and eating creampies always turned me on so much. I would be squirming through the entire graduation ceremony.

It would be such sweet torture. I would savor every unbearable minute of it. When Clint let me cum, I would explode.

“Oh, my fucking god, Lee!” Alicia moaned. These days, she always grew a potty mouth when she was turned on, shedding that cutesy persona of hers. “Yes, yes! You’re such a slut! Oh, fuck! Yes!”

Her pussy convulsed around my fingers. Hot juices gushed out, bathing my hand. I sucked hard on her clit, loving her moans and gasps. They echoed around the room. My pussy dripped juices down my thighs.

This was so hot. So exciting. I drank her cream. I licked and lapped around my fingers buried in her spasming twat. Her moans echoed through the bathroom. She savored the bliss I wished I could enjoy.

She was so lucky to cum whenever she wanted. She wasn’t a brat like me needing her big brother to control her.

Well, maybe I was lucky, too. I got to drink piss, be spanked, and be fucked so hard by Clint. I loved being a slut.

Alicia panted as she came down from her orgasm. She smiled at me. “Thank you, slave, for your service.”

“You’re welcome, Princess,” I panted.

I didn’t bother cleaning up. I had pussy juices on my face as we headed back to the stage. The boring commencement speech was still droning on. I sat with my family and took my infant daughter Amber from Mrs. Hiragawa.

Amber mewled. I knew what she needed. My nipples ached. I didn’t mind breastfeeding in public. I didn’t care if anyone witnessed me being a mother to my brother’s daughter. I wanted them all to see the incestuous proof of our love.

I hummed in delight as I watched the graduation ceremony. Clint looked so handsome. He was such a stud.

I was glad to be his sister-slave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

It was incredible to cum in my little sister’s cunt. I buzzed with that pleasure all through the commencement and Svetlana’s valedictorian speeches. My thought drifted to the party I’d attended last week at the Reenburg household. Mr. Reenburg was a politician whose son and daughter went to my high school. Even better, Sean’s mother was my mother’s boss. Mom worked as a paralegal to Mrs. Reenburg. She was a lawyer.

Having her and her husband’s help would be amazing.

Luckily, I knew for a fact that Sean, the son, wanted to seduce his mother. He’d been bugging me to let him speak to my mom to get advice on getting Mrs. Reenburg in bed, but I kept telling him she was on maternity leave.

I wanted Sean to fuck his mother all on his own.

If the Reenburg family stepped into incest all on their own, then they would be even more motivated to help me realize my dream of legalizing incest.

I was going to be a lawyer for that reason. Melody and I had talked about it. We would both go into law and work at getting incest legalized from different avenues. Pam wanted to be a counselor and help people understand the joys of it. She had this kinky idea of only taking female clients and get daughters to love their daddies and mothers to love their sons.

She was a wicked thing.

Finally, it came time to get our diplomas. This pride surged through me as I shuffled in the queue. Pam was before me and Melody behind me, her cunt juices perfuming my fingers. They were alternating boy and girl, reading off names and handing the “fake” diploma, just for show for the ceremony, to the recipient.

“Pamela Hiragawa,” the principal said. He handed over the diploma to my half-sister and shook her hand. “Congratulations.”

I slipped a note card to a woman standing by the principal and she handed it to him so he could get my name right. Not that he needed it. He glanced at me and shifted. I had blackmail on him—he liked underage pussy, enjoying Mrs. Umayyah’s teenage whores—so I was certain he was glad to see me go.

“Clinton Elliston the Second,” he read and handed me my diploma. We clasped hands. “Congratulations.”

I felt this surge of triumph rush through me. I had completed a stage of my life. I could feel the sun warm on the back of my neck as I marched across the stage. In the crowd, I spotted Mom and Aunt Vicky with Lee, Zoey, Alicia, and Mrs. Hiragawa. Beside them were the two Latina sisters and the Mihara twins with their sexy mother. All five of them were pregnant with my children, the Campo sisters weeks from their due date and the Mihara women sometime in early August.

Above it all, I felt my dad watching me. My incestuous harem had begun with a dream. Maybe it was really Dad giving my ass a kick so I could make my move on Melody and discover the truth of our family. Maybe he really was watching over us, happy that I was taking care of his two sex slaves. I hoped he was proud.

I missed him so much.

I walked with my back straight as I entered the back area where those who’d already graduated waited. Tad Blake looked like he’d swallowed month old mayonnaise but everyone else was happy. Pam threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard.

“Melody Samuels,” the principal said in the background. “Congratulations.”

My tongue danced with my half-sister. One of my two queens. I kissed her hard, my tongue dancing with hers. My hand slid down her gown to cup her ass through it. My dick throbbed and ached with need.

“Mmm, celebrating without me?” purred Melody.

I didn’t even break my kiss with Pam. I just reached out with my right arm, snagged my other sister, and pulled my first love into my embrace. Melody and I had been in love since we were kids. We had started the harem together. I hadn’t treated her as well as I should a few months back, but we’d straightened things out.

She joined the three-way kiss. The two sisters I loved the most. My two queens. Our tongues danced together. My two women tasted so sweet. Their bodies pressed against me. I knew together we would change the world.

We would make incest and bigamy legal.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

December 17th, 2026 – Tad Blake

Remembering that day eight years ago still burned in me. My sister had rejected me. I should have owned her body the way Clint owned his sisters. It was so fucking unfair. He had four sisters who were his sluts. Plus Pam, his mother, his aunt, and a dozen other girls I knew. The Mihara twins and the Campo sisters had his babies, and Juana and Carmelita where fucking lesbians.

He made a pair of lesbian sisters into his sluts!

All I had was Erica. One sister. She should have been begging to suck my cock that day, to take my cum in her pussy. Instead, she got hung up on ‘love.’ It didn’t exist. It was just hormones driving us to fuck. Love was just how girls rationalized giving their bodies to a man and becoming his slut.

She was married now with a guy she ‘loved,’ or so I heard. She had two squalling brats with him. Daughters both. I hadn’t seen her since that day. She’d told my parents and they had disowned me. My dad had punched me and said I was lucky he wasn’t having me arrested. They threw my clothing on the lawn and told me never to set foot near them again.

Fuck them all. I didn’t need them.

I stared down at the picture I’d taken that day. Clint looked so smug fingering one sister while another rode his cock. He was so brazen. Thought he was untouchable. But now the police were on his ass.

And I got to help them nail him.

“What else do you know about Clint’s relationships with his sisters?” asked Detective Savage. She leaned forward, her mirrored sunglasses reflecting my face. “Any proof that Melody or Leann are actually his sisters and not his ‘cousins.’”

“Naw,” I said. “But I saw Clint getting a titty fuck from Zoey before. She’s his sister. He came all over her face.”

“Any proof?” the older detective asked. He had that grizzled look. The cop who was “one day away from retiring and was too old for this shit” kind of vibe. “More pictures.”

“Naw,” I said, shifting. “I wish I did. There were a lot of rumors about Clint. He was fucking the Mihara twins and the Campo sisters, too. There were lots of talk about his aunt.”

“Vicky Samuels?” asked Detective Tucker. He leaned back in his chair.

“Yeah. Supposedly, her classroom was like a bordello.” He grinned. “I’d investigate her. Sex with students. I bet there are some teachers who know about it. Maybe they can get you that proof you need. You know, really nail Clint for being a pervert. I mean, what type of sicko fucks his sister?”

“Yeah,” Tucker said. He wrote on his notepad. “Let’s just start from the beginning. When did you first learn that he was fucking his sisters?”

I nodded and began telling everything I knew of those two years of high school. I could tell the cops would be tearing into that slut Ms. Samuels next. Maybe they’d catch Mrs. Umayyah and her ring of teenage prostitutes she was running, too. She pimped out her own daughter.

They all deserved to suffer.

To be continued…
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April 23rd, 2019 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

The backyard party at the Reenburgs’ home was well underway. Their large house, verging on a mansion, had an impressive yard. Lights were strung across the bushes, lighting it up as twilight fell upon the world. It was a warm, April evening, the sky clear. Like when I’d done at the Reenburgs’ party last summer right before graduating from high school, I had brought my mom as my date.

I had my reasons.

She looked great, her bleached-blonde hair falling in a mass of curls about her lush face, her large breasts stretching out the red party dress she wore, her shoulders bare. The skirt was short, her toned thighs on display. You could just see the top of the tattoo on her right breast.

Maria Reenburg, the daughter of the family, was with her brother. She was holding two babies in her arms, a big smile on her face as she spoke with her brother. I knew for a fact that Sean Reenburg, the brother, was the father of both children. One was Maria’s child the other their mother’s.

Mrs. Reenburg was talking with a group of women. The powerful, Sacramento lawyer was my mother’s boss and had discovered the delights of incest last June when she’d been seduced by her son. Her husband, a state senator, was schmoozing at the other end of the party, talking with some of the most powerful members of the State of California.

It was why I was here. Senator Reenburg had sex with his daughter from time to time, though he usually just watched his son fucking his wife and daughter, cuckolded by the younger man. Either way, he was involved in incest and my key to spreading my desire to make it legal.

“There he is,” Mom whispered, nudging my arm.

I turned in the direction my mother motioned and smiled at the older man, his hair gray, leering at one of the waitresses. The caterer had brought a group of young men and women to serve the guests food and drink, all in sober, black pants and long-sleeved, button-down shirts. I smiled and guided my mother towards Lyle Coburn.

Just the man I was here to see.

On the way, I noticed another of the guests. Mrs. Umayyah looked delicious in the silver party dress, something far more daring and revealing than the Arab wife used to wear before my harem had corrupted the high school teacher into deviant sex. Her large breasts rose and fell in the dress, the fabric contrasting with her dusky skin. Beside her stood her daughter, a seventeen-year-old slut Mrs. Umayyah pimped out at my high school.

Leyla looked scrumptious in the red dress that left her back bare, her ass cupped by the tight skirt. Her round breasts filled out the slender triangles of her dress that cradled them. She had a smoky look in her eyes as she caught my attention.

I winked at her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

I winked back at Clint, a wet heat rippling through my pussy.

“He’s making contact with the client, Mom,” I purred to her, loving the attention we were getting from the men at the party.

“Wonderful,” my mother said. A year-and-a-half ago, she had trained me to be her daughter-slut. She had molded me into a teenage whore and pimped me out to teachers and students at my high school. It had been so hot. I loved it. Daddy had taken over by the end when he realized Mom was just as much a whore as me.

I loved fucking Daddy. He was my favorite. I’d given birth to his baby last year.

My friends had joined the fun, too. My best friend, Kimmy Myers, had become my brother Jalal’s personal whore. He would give her to his friends whenever he felt like it and she loved it. They were in love, and I knew they’d be married soon.

“That must be Mr. Coburn,” my mother said, her eyes falling on the old man Clint was going up to talk to. He had gray hair and looked in his fifties. Not too bad looking, either. He wore a tux and looked good in it.

A wet heat rippled through me. I stared at the older guy. I had a thing for fucking men who were old enough to be my daddy. It made it so hot. I was such a naughty, Arab slut. A bad, sinful Muslim whore. I pressed against my mother and moaned, “I’m going to suck his cock and fuck him so hard.”

“You know you are,” Mom said, pushing closer to me. “We’re going to have such fun.”

Clint shook the man’s hand, his mother on his arm. He had turned his entire family into his harem. That was hot, too. They weren’t sluts like I was. They only fucked one man: Clint. I fucked them all then came home to Daddy to give him the money I made as his little whore. He’d spank me and fuck me and love me.

My pussy dripped juices down my thighs as I waited for Clint to get through all the small talk with Mr. Coburn. I had no idea what Clint was up to with this guy, why he wanted this guy to experience my delights and my mother’s service.

I really didn’t care. I just wanted to fuck for money. Getting paid to have kinky sex was the best rush ever.

Finally, Clint waved us over.

I slipped my arm around my mother’s waist, and we sauntered to him. I put on such a big smile, my hair sweeping around my face. My short skirt clung to my thighs and ass. My breasts jiggled in the small triangles cupping them and led up to the strings that tied behind my neck.

“Look at that,” Clint said to the guy. “Mother and daughter. They are quite the treat, sir.”

The old man looked at us with abject lust. “They do look like they’re mother and daughter. They really are?”

“Really,” Clint said. “Isn’t that right, ladies?”

I flashed him a sultry smile. “Oh, sir, my mommy and I would love to get to know you better. We’re always looking for a strong man to keep us from being naughty. If we don’t, why, the things we get up to together.”

“My daughter is just a little harlot,” Mom added, her voice husky. “She’s not wearing any panties at all. See.” Her hand darted down and pulled up my skirt enough to flash my shaved twat at him.

The guy groaned.

“Seventeen,” Clint added. “Seventeen and needing a strong man to look out for her.”

“Why are you doing this?” Mr. Coburn asked.

“I want us to be friends, sir,” Clint said. He clapped a hand on the man’s shoulder. “You can’t say no to underage twat, can you?”

“Mmm, my daughter has a tight, juicy pussy that you’ll love,” Mom moaned. Her hand slipped over my shaved pudenda before her fingertips slid down to my juicy vulva. I gasped as she rubbed my cunt, an incestuous thrill rushing through my body. My toes flexed in my tight, stiletto heels.

“Goddamn,” groaned Mr. Coburn. “You are the type of friend I like, Mr. Elliston.”

“Enjoy them, sir,” Clint said and released the older man’s shoulder. Then he took his mom’s arm and strolled off.

Mr. Coburn slipped an arm around my waist and my mother’s, sliding between us. I shoved my skirt down and pressed against him. He leered down at our tits while his hand slid down to cup my rump.

“I’m told we can use Mr. Reenburg’s study,” purred Mom. “He’s such a wonderful host, isn’t he.”

“That cocksucker’s in on this, huh?” he asked as we headed for the house.

“He’s a great friend of Mr. Elliston,” Mom said.

I opened the sliding glass door and we headed inside. Music played through the house. There were a few staff in here, but they hardly noticed a powerful man leading off a pair of hot women. They probably knew we were whores, but they wouldn’t know we were mother and daughter.

We were soon in Mr. Reenburg’s private office. Mom closed the door behind us and locked it. I shuddered as Mr. Coburn was on me in a flash. He kissed me with hunger, pressing me against the wall. His hands went to my teenage breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them. I shuddered in delight, kissing him with hunger. His tongue thrust into my mouth. I whimpered against him. My nipples throbbed in my dress as his hands pawed them.

He broke the kiss and groaned, “You are such a treat. Seventeen?”

“Mmm, does that excite you?” I asked, his hand sliding beneath my dress to cup my naked breast. My nipple rubbed hard. My hand cupped his cock. I squeezed him. “Oh, it does, doesn’t it? You’re all hard and in need of relief.”

“Damn, I am,” he groaned. “My days are so boring. Tedious. Just dealing with arguing assholes. I need this.”

“You’ve earned this, sir,” I moaned. “And so have I. Ooh, Mommy, he’s huge. He’s going to make our pussy feel incredible.”

“Mmm, you know I love a big, hard cock in my cunt,” Mom purred.

The guy grinned at me. Every guy loved it when you called his cock huge even if it was average. I didn’t care about his size. He was big enough to make me cum. His hand squeezed about my breast while I unzipped his slacks. The zipper rasped. I shoved my hand inside the pants and boxers. I found his cock, squeezing him directly through the slit.

He kissed me again, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. I groaned as this powerful, old man kissed me with passion. His dick throbbed in my hand. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing. My pussy burned, drinking in all the wicked sensations. I whimpered into his mouth while silk rustled.

“Mmm, let’s get this jacket off of you, Sir,” purred Mom.

Her hands pulled on the tux jacket. The older man broke the kiss and pulled his hand from beneath my dress. The cloth was disturbed by his withdrawing hand, my teenage titty left exposed, my brown nipple hard and aching. My nub had grown larger during my pregnancy, no longer small, but fat. Mom slipped off his jacket and draped it over the chair.

Mr. Coburn and I both noticed she was naked at the same time. Her large tits swayed before her, the same dusky-brown skin that I had. Her nipples were brown and hard, as thick as mine but her areolas were larger. She had a shaved pussy, her cuntlips thick and plump, engorged with her arousal.

“Damn,” groaned Mr. Coburn as the sight of her. “Look at those tits. They’re gorgeous.”

“Even compared to her teenage titties,” asked Mom as his hands went for those big mounds. He squeezed and cupped them. His fingers dug into them, kneading them and playing with them.

“They have their own charm,” he said.

I grinned and began unbuttoning his shirt, my one exposed breast jiggling. Mom attacked his pants. They fell off of him, revealing white boxers covered in blue pinstripes. His cock thrust out of his boxers, poking at Mom.

He stripped off his shirt, forcing him to release Mom’s tits. He turned to me as we pulled his shirt down his arms. Once off, his hand went for my tit, pulling my right boob out, too. My dress fell between both breasts. He stroked a thumb over my nipple. He was down to his boxers and undershirt.

“Mmm, sir, you are so big,” I moaned, grabbing his cock. “I have to suck him, Mommy.”

“Oh, yes, you do,” she moaned and grabbed his undershirt, drawing it up his body. He was in decent shape, looking sexy for a guy his age. My pussy clenched.

I slipped to my knees before him. I licked my lips as I hooked the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down. His cock bent then sprang free, bouncing before me. Precum splattered my face. I giggled and grabbed his dick.

I engulfed the crown with my hungry mouth.

“Damn,” he groaned, pleasure crossing his face as he experienced my teenage mouth sucking on his dick. My tongue danced around his tip. “She’s a hungry one.”

“My slutty daughter loves sucking cocks,” Mom purred. She hugged him from behind, rubbing those big titties on his back. Her hands ran up and down his pale chest. “Just enjoy that hot, young mouth sliding up and down your cock. You’ve always wanted this delight, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he groaned, his cock throbbing in my mouth. “Shit, her tongue…”

“She’s skilled, isn’t she?” Mom nibbled on his ear. “Mmm, she’s just a cock-sucking whore. A slut like her loves cocks.”

I did. I savored them. Having a dick in my mouth was the best. I sucked on his cock and bobbed my head. I sucked hard. My tongue danced around him while I slid my lips up and down his shaft. He groaned, his chest rising and falling beneath Mom’s stroking hands.

My right hand fisted the lower half of his cock while my left found his balls. His wiry, gray pubic hairs tickled my hand. I kneaded them. I played with them. I sucked hard. My cheeks hollowed as I loved this hunky, sexy man. He made my cunt burn and blaze. My pussy was on fire. My hips wiggled back and forth. The heat swelled and swelled in my twat.

It was such a treat to enjoy his cock and his salty precum. I swallowed it. I sucked and nursed hard. My cheeks hollowed. I bobbed my head. I worked my lips up and down his shaft. He groaned. Mommy purred, massaging his chest.

“You’re going to flood my daughter’s naughty mouth, aren’t you?” she asked. Her fingers found his little man nipples and twisted them.

His cock twitched in my mouth. “Yes!”

“But what if she wants your cum on her face?” Mom licked his ear. “My daughter’s such a whore, she loves being covered in cum. How does that sound?”

“Shit!” whimpered the old guy, his chest rising. His balls twitched in my hand.

“Yeah, you want to see my daughter dripping in your cum. Theeeen I’m going to lick her face clean. We’re going to share your jizz.”

The look on his face made my pussy clench. He smiled like he’d won the lotto. I loved this. I sucked hard. My cunt dripped cream down my thighs. My breasts jiggled as I squirmed. I fisted his dick, massaged his balls, and sucked hard on his cock.

He panted and groaned. I could tell he was getting closer and closer to cumming. His precum stained my tongue. The salty flavor brought me closer to the edge. I wanted him to explode against my face.

I ripped my mouth off his cock and moaned, “Cum on my face, sir!” I fisted his dick hard and fast, my hand sliding over his spit-soaked shaft. “Just erupt on my face so my mommy can lick me clean. We’re both such sluts.”

“We are!” Mom moaned. “My husband pimps us out. He loves fucking our daughter after we pay him what we make.”

“Holy shit!” groaned Mr. Coburn. He exploded in my face.

Hot cum sprayed across my features. That wonderful passion spilled hot jizz over my face. Thick lines of his passion painted me. It ran over my cheeks and chin. He splattered my forehead. It dribbled down past my nose to my lips. That salty seed penetrated my mouth.

I stroked him, feeling each eruption splattering my face. I loved it, my pussy clenching. Something almost like an orgasm rippled through my body. Juices soaked my thighs. I felt amazing. This rush of bliss washed through my flesh.

“Yes, yes, coat her face!” groaned Mom. She peered over his shoulder. Her eyes were burning hot as she stared down at me. “Ooh, you coated her. So much passion, Mr. Coburn. Mmm, what a man you are. You drenched her.”

“Jesus, I did,” he groaned, staring down at me. The cum dribbled down to my throat. One drop landed on my naked breast.

“Thank you for drenching my daughter,” Mom said as she moved around him. She fell to her knees beside me. “I’m going to lick her clean while you get hard to fuck her. I know you want to be buried in her underage cunt.”

She licked up my throat, gathering up my jizz. Her pink tongue sliding over my skin made me shiver. She crossed my chin and reached my lips. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, coated in spunk. I groaned at the flavor of his salty jizz as we shared our incestuous passion.

Mr. Coburn moaned at the sight of us kissing. He stared down at us, his hand grabbing his softening cock. He stroked himself, watching us snowball his cum back and forth. I felt so wicked and wanton.

Mom broke the kiss to lick across my chin. She moaned as she gathered up the spunk, cleaning my face. She was such a wonderful mother. My hands grabbed her big boobs. I squeezed and kneaded them as she lapped up the cum. I was so glad she trained me to be her slut. It was such a delight to be his.

Her hands slid around my shoulders and beneath my black hair. She untied the knot holding my dress up. The cloth between my tits fell away while she kissed me again. She thrust more of that yummy, salty cum into my mouth.

Mr. Coburn groaned.

He watched us with such hunger. Such a shock. It was all his kinky fantasies coming to life. A mother and her daughter sharing his seed. I loved it. Mom’s tongue dueled with mine as we traded his jizz back and forth.

Sadly, that wonderful cum melted into our saliva. Mom broke the kiss and purred, “It’s getting you hard again, isn’t it, sir? Watching me do this?” She licked up my other cheek. “You taste so good on my daughter’s face.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “You love it. You’ve always wanted to cum on a teenage slut’s face, haven’t you?”

“God, yes,” he panted, fisting his cock. Life was breathing back into his dick. I bet it had been so long since he recovered so fast.

Mom licked and lapped and dragged her tongue across my cheek. She teased me. My heart pounded in my chest as she cleaned my face. She licked everywhere, up the bridge of my nose, across my temple, at the hollow beneath my ear. I trembled and whimpered.

When she kissed me, I savored that salty cum.

Then mom pressed me onto my back. I stretched out, my breasts forming into two firm mounds. My dress clung to my thighs. I spread them, aiming my shaved, underage cunt right at his cock. He stared at me. He groaned, fisting his hard cock.

Mom straddled my face. Her shaved pussy hovered above me, that tangy scent filling my nose. I breathed it in. The incestuous aroma made my mouth water. She lowered her cunt and planted it right on my mouth.

I loved it.

She ground her twat on my lips. Her juices flowed into my mouth. She wiggled her hips from side to side, her cream soaking me. She pressed her mouth on me. She teased me. It was such a delight. I was having so much wild fun. I whimpered and thrust my tongue into her cunt.

Mom slid a hand down my right thigh. A shiver ran through my body. Her fingers came closer and closer to my pussy. She reached it and stroked up and down my pussy lips. She rubbed at my hot flesh. I whimpered into her cunt. My tongue thrust into the depths of her snatch.

“Here’s your chance for seventeen-year-old pussy,” Mom moaned. “Mr. Elliston wants us to make you happy. Just slide that cock into her cunt. Penetrate that underage snatch. Fuck my daughter hard while she eats me out.”

“I love my mommy’s pussy!” I moaned. “But not as much as I love a big cock fucking my cunt. Just ram into me. Fuck me hard.”

Mom spread my pussy lips apart. “Just slide into her pink and fuck my daughter!”

“Yes!” groaned Mr. Coburn.

He fell to his knees between my thighs. He lifted my hips and then he pressed his cock into my cunt. I moaned into Mom’s pussy as he rammed into mine. His cock felt wonderful sliding into my silky depths. I squeezed around him, gripping him with my tight snatch.

He pumped away at me while I groaned into Mom’s pussy. My tongue darted through her snatch. I licked and lapped at her. Her juices filled my mouth. I fluttered my tongue through her snatch, licking at her tangy juices as Mr. Coburn groaned. His cock throbbed inside of me.

Then he pulled back.

“Jesus,” he groaned, my pussy clenching around his cock. “That’s incredible.”

“Nothing like tight, hot, young cunt wrapped around your cock,” Mom groaned.

“Nothing,” he groaned in agreement as he pumped away at my cunt.

He slammed into my pussy, fucking me hard. He buried into my pussy again and again. His balls smacked into my taint. I squeezed around his dick. The pleasure rippled through my body. I wiggled my hips from side to side, stirring his cock around in me.

I moaned into my mother’s cunt as I devoured her. I feasted on her snatch. I licked at her cunt. I dragged my tongue through her pussy lips. I flicked through her, savoring the taste of her incestuous juices. The cock plunging into my cunt inspired me to feast on her. To give her as much pleasure as the client gave me.

“Yes, yes, fuck my slut’s cunt!” Mom moaned. She shifted on me, leaning forward. “Look at you go. You’re just fucking her hard! You’re pounding my whore daughter with that big cock of yours.”

“So hard!” he groaned. “I’m going to cum in her!”

“Yes!” Mom wiggled her hips, smearing that hot, tangy cunt on my mouth. Her plump ass clenched before me. “Do it, Mr. Coburn. Cum in her cunt. Explode in her.”

“I will!” he moaned.

“Mmm, enjoy that tight, hot, underage snatch!” she moaned.

I heard the wet sounds of kissing. I shuddered, my snatch squeezing around Mr. Coburn’s cock. He kissed my mother while fucking me. I swirled my tongue through her pussy, my orgasm building and building. My cunt clenched around his dick burying into me. This heat surged through me.

I loved it. I groaned, savoring that amazing bliss burying into me again and again. This delicious pleasure surged through my body. I humped against him. My hips wiggled and stirred his cock around me. My breasts jiggled from the impacts of his crotch against my pubic mound.

“Mom, Mom, he’s fucking me so hard!” I moaned into her snatch.

Mom broke the kiss and moaned, “Cum on his cock, Leyla! Do it!”

She grabbed my nipples and pinched them. She twisted them. Pleasure shot down into my cunt. My snatch squeezed around his dick. The pleasure rippled through me. He slammed into me. My clit burst with pleasure.

I exploded in rapture.

“Yes!” I moaned, groaning into her cunt.

My pussy spasmed and convulsed. My body bucked. The pleasure rippled through my flesh. Wave after wave of bliss swept through me. Stars sparkled before my eyes. I thrust my tongue into Mom’s cunt, swirling around in her as the pleasure drowned my mind.

“Oh, god, she’s cumming!” moaned Mr. Coburn. “Her pussy’s sucking on my cock.”

“Then give my little slut your cum!” she gasped. “Cum in my daughter’s cunt!” She twisted my nipples.

He groaned and erupted in me.

My pussy convulsed around his spurting cock. My twat welcomed his jizz. I squealed into Mom’s pussy, the pleasure rushing through my seventeen-year-old flesh. My body trembled. I bucked as the rapture shot through me. I whimpered and moaned into her cunt.

Then Mom joined us.

Pussy juices gushed out of her cunt and bathed my mouth. That tangy delight soaked my face and drowned my taste buds. My cunt rippled around Mr. Coburn’s cock while I bucked and shuddered through my orgasmic delight. I whimpered and moaned into Mom’s twat. I licked up her cream.

“Yes, yes, you’re flooding my daughter-slut!” Mom moaned.

“She’s so hot. So tight!” Mr. Coburn grunted. “Yes!”

He fired that last spurt of jizz into my cunt. That final splash of jizz. It felt amazing. My orgasm hit that wonderful peak. My entire body burned. I loved being a teenage prostitute. I was so glad my mother turned me into a slut and pimped me out.

And I was thrilled when Daddy stepped in and took over. We were both his whores now.

“Mmm, that was delicious,” Mom purred. “You loved it, didn’t you.”

“Yeah,” groaned Mr. Coburn.

“And you have a daughter, don’t you,” Mom continued. “Tammy, right? She’s fourteen.”

“Yeah,” he said, his dick throbbing.

“Mmm, that’s a delicious age to enjoy.” Mom squeezed my breasts. “I’m great at turning teens into sluts. I could help train her. You could have this delight at home whenever you want it.”

Mr. Coburn let out a strangled groan.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Elisabet Reenburg

I finished nursing my new daughter, Natalie, and burped her. I had given birth to my son’s daughter a month ago. Having my third child was wonderful, and knowing it was my strong son’s only made it better. He had taken over the family, my husband little more than a cuckold getting off on his wife and daughter becoming his son’s women.

“She’s so cute,” said Representative Natasha Murphy. She was a friend of mine. I helped her win her first election to the U.S. Congress.

“Just a darling,” I said. Burped, I set my daughter down into the crib beside my bed. A second crib lay beside it for my granddaughter Siona. Maria, my first daughter, had given birth to Sean’s child within days of me. We had been bred at the same time. It was amazing.

Natasha didn’t comment on why there were two cribs in the master bedroom. She knew my daughter had a child, but maybe it didn’t click on her mind why her baby would sleep in here. It was 2019, hardly a scandal for a seventeen-year-old girl to a child. She made up some lie about meeting a guy at a party and not really knowing him.

“You’re brave to have another child at your age,” Natasha continued.

“Oh?” I asked as I drifted over to the balcony door. I stepped out into the cooling, night air. The party was going on below. In the shadows of a small grotto made by bushes, something naughty was going on. “Because of the risks. I had a great doctor. Recommended to me by my paralegal. She’s very understanding of women in my situation.”

“Pregnant in her forties?” she asked.

I smiled at him. Dr. Bernice Wilson was someone who understood a woman being bred by her son. After all, she was in a menage relationship with her son and daughter herself and had borne him a son named Devin. “Basically.”

“Still, you’re glowing,” she said. “You look just radiant, and you’re in great shape. Better than last time I saw you, and you just had a baby.”

I threw a look over my shoulder at her as she swept up holding a flute of champagne. I missed alcohol, but if I drank, it would end up in my breast milk. “There’s a reason I’m so happy.”

“Oh?” she asked.

“I took a lover.”

Natasha gasped and then rushed the last few feet to me. She had this broad grin on her face. She took my hand and squeezed it. “That’s so wicked of you. Mmm, and he’s a younger man. The father of the child.”

I winked at her. “He’s definitely a younger man.”

“Someone I know?” Her voice had an excited, husky quality to it. “Is it that cute secretary your husband hired. I’m surprised he didn’t go with another bimbo.”

“No, no, it’s my son,” I said.

Natasha’s jaw dropped. “What?” She pressed closer. “You have to be joking. Your son.”

I took her hand and squeezed. “Trust me, it is delicious. Decadent even.” Then I nodded down to the alcove. “Look at them.”

Natasha gasped as she spotted the naughty fun going on below. Clint had his face buried between his mother’s breasts. Cheryl’s bleached-blonde hair tumbled about her face. She quivered on the ground. Like me, she was a mother who had her son’s child. When Sean seduced me, Cheryl had been on her maternity leave. It was last June, right at the end of the school year.

“You’re not going to distract me with some trophy wife and her young lover,” Natasha said. “You and Sean? Really?”

“Oh, it’s incredible. Incest is incredible.” I hooked Natasha’s arm and pulled her close to me. “Look at them. That’s my paralegal, Cheryl. You’ve met her.”

“Vaguely,” Natasha said. “A few years ago. She was married to that handsome man. The one who looked like a construction worker but was suave. I swear he was hitting on me with his wife on his arm.”

“That’s her,” I said. “He passed away a few years ago. His son is a lot like him. He knows how to take a woman and make her feel great.”

“Yes, yes, suck on Mommy’s breast,” drifted up from below. I couldn’t have timed my line better.

“No way,” Natasha whispered, watching Clint moving down his mother’s naked body. He was nude, too. A strapping, handsome man, young and virile. He had dark hair like his father. He thrust his mother’s thighs apart. “That’s really her son.”

“Yes, he is,” I said.

“Yes, yes, eat Mommy’s pussy!” Cheryl moaned as he feasted on her. From up here, we could hear her passion above the noise of the party. Her thighs squeezed around his face. Her large breasts jiggled. The passion twisted off her face.

She did a good job pretending we weren’t here.

Natasha quivered beside me, watching the incestuous passion unfolding beside me. My pussy burned, soaking my thong. I would need Sean in me before the night was done. I wanted my son to eat me out like Clint was devouring his mother.

“She’s going to cum on his mouth,” whispered Natasha.

“Because incest is the best sex you’ll ever have,” I whispered. “Having your son back in your pussy feels right. He came from your flesh and when he returns, you cum so hard.”

“Oh, my god,” whimpered Natasha.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Cheryl. “Oh, Clint, you’re so good. You’re going to make your mommy cum!”

“Imagine Bryce between your thighs,” I said. “He’s sixteen now. Just the perfect age to love you for hours. Teenage boys can fuck and fuck and fuck. They can keep up with your libido. It’s perfect.”

Natasha Murphy glanced at me, her eyes shocked and yet brimming with desire. She glanced back at Cheryl and Clint. I smiled, and let her soak in her desires. That itch in her pussy would grow and grow and grow.

When Clint Elliston told me his plan to get incest legalized, I thought he was a fool. It would never happen. But he had passion. Drive. And he had a plan. All it took was that little nudge. Once the idea wormed into your mind, the taboo and forbidden nature of it made you crave it.

We all coveted what we couldn’t possess.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

Clint devoured my cunt with such hunger. My orgasm built faster and faster. It was so hard not to look up at the balcony where Elisabet and Representative Murphy watched us. I moaned, struggling to remember I was just a mother tonight.

Not my son’s devoted sex slave.

Clint devoured my cunt. His tongue licked and lapped through my folds. He teased me. The pleasure rippled through my body. I groaned and squeezed my thighs around his head. I held him tight. I humped against him. The pleasure washed through my body. My large breasts jiggled and heaved.

“Oh, yes, yes, you’re making Mommy feel so good!” I moaned. I grabbed his dark hair. The alcove made by the thick bushes ringed us. We were shielded from the party, but not from the second-floor windows and balcony. “Yes, yes, just make Mommy cum.”

“I want you to drench my face. Then I’m going to fuck you so hard. I’m going to pound that cunt hard!”

“I love it when you’re back in me!” I moaned, shuddering.

Clint sucked on my clit. I came on my Master’s mouth. The pleasure surged through me. My large breasts heaved as I bucked on him. My pussy juices gushed out. I squirmed and groaned, holding him tight to my pussy. The waves of pleasure washed out of my body. I moaned in delight. My head tossed from side to side, grinding against him.

The waves of pleasure washed through my body. I glanced up at the balcony for one moment, Representative Murphy staring down with such intense eyes as she witnessed my son delivering bliss to me. I loved this.

“Yes, yes, you’re making Mommy feel so good!” I moaned.

“I have to be in you, Mom!” Clint growled.

I groaned as he reared up my body. He was over me. On me. He kissed me. I groaned, tasting my spicy juices on his mouth. My arms wrapped around my strong son. I pulled him down to me. He settled between my thighs. His cock pressed into my cunt. I quivered as I loved how he felt against my pussy.

Then he thrust into me.

His cock plunged hard and deep into my cunt. The bliss surged through me. My pussy squeezed around him. His dick filled my snatch. I loved it when he was back in me. I felt so complete. For a moment, it was like I had my husband back. They were so similar.

I knew my husband was happy that Clint had stepped up and saved the family. He always wanted his son to dominate his daughters. If he hadn’t passed on, he would have started Clint on that wonderful education. But Clint had done it anyways.

I shuddered as Clint’s thick cock pumped away at me.

I moaned into the kiss, holding him tight. The watchers faded away. The sounds of the party dwindled. My attention focused wholly on my son pumping away at me. On him fucking me. He thrust his cock in and out of me. He slammed to the hilt in me again and again.

I loved it. My twat gripped him. His dick buried hard and deep into me. He thrust with power. With force. My cunt gripped him. This wonderful pleasure swept through me. I clenched my twat tight around him. I held him with my juicy pussy as he buried into my snatch with powerful strokes.

His balls smacked again and again into my balls. He filled me up with his hard strokes. With those powerful plunges of his cock into my incestuous depths. His strong chest rubbed against my bountiful breasts. My nipples throbbed.

He broke the kiss and growled, “Damn, Mom, you’re going to make me cum!”

“Yes, yes, I love it when you flood me!” I groaned, wanting to call him Master. My fingernails clawed his back. “Fill me with your seed.”

“Keep squeezing that tight cunt around me,” he panted, driving his cock to the hilt in me. “You’ll get it, Mom.”

His every thrust had me moaning. His dick filled me. Stimulated me. My orgasm built faster and faster. I climbed towards that explosion of bliss. It would rush through me. I would feel incredible while bucking beneath him.

His cock buried into me with powerful thrusts. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. My breasts jiggled even though they were crushed against his chest. His tongue thrust into my mouth. He claimed me again even as he buried with hard force into my cunt. He churned me up.

I loved it.

Loved him.

My Master pumped away hard at me. He fucked me with such powerful strokes. I whimpered and groaned beneath him. The pleasure surged through my body. I clawed at his back. His dick pistoned deep and hard into me. He filled me over and over. The pleasure rippled through my body.

I came closer and closer to that powerful explosion.

That incestuous rush at being united with my sun. My clit throbbed every time he buried into me. His pubic bone ground on my bud. Sparks flared. My pussy clenched around his withdrawing cock. He groaned into my mouth.

Then he slammed hard into my cunt and massaged my clit again.

My fingernails clawed his back. I trembled beneath him. My Master buried into me with hard strokes. Powerful plunges. His cock reamed me again and again. I reveled in it. I savored the bliss of him taking me hard and fast.

I would cum and cum and cum on his big dick. It would be the most incredible delight in my life. I squeezed my cunt around him. My orgasm built faster and faster. I hurtled towards the bliss of my climax.

I would spasm around him.

I would cum so hard. The bliss rippled through my body. I moaned and gasped into his lips. I bucked beneath him. The pleasure surged through my body. My eyes squeezed shut as the bliss swelled and swelled inside of me.

Clint buried to the hilt in me.

I exploded.

“Damn!” he groaned, breaking the kiss with me. “You’re cumming hard on my cock, Mom!”

“Yes, yes, I love cumming on your cock, Clint!” I panted, waves of ecstasy washing through my body. My pussy spasmed around his thrusting dick. “Mommy loves your dick! Cum in me! Please, please, fill me with your seed! I love you so much!”

“Love you, Mom!” he groaned and plowed into me.

My son erupted. His hot cum fired into my pussy. His jizz basted my twat. It was incredible to experience. I spasmed beneath him, my cunt milking his cock. Stars danced around his handsome face twisting with his passion.

He spurted again and again. I loved it when he filled me. I savored every naughty eruption. He basted my cunt with his jizz. Every mother needed this experience once in her life. If not more. His seed washed my cunt walls.

“I love you!” I whimpered.

“Love you,” he growled and then rose. He ripped out of my cunt, his dick dripping in my juices. “On your hands and knees, slut!”

“Yes, Ma… Clint!” I moaned. I glanced up at the balcony. They were gone. “Yes, Master! Fuck your Mommy-slut’s asshole hard!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I grinned and said, “You know just what I want.

“I’m your mother,” she purred as she rolled over and wiggled her plump ass at me. My cum dribbled out of her pussy and matted her dark pubic hair. The watchers at the balcony must be gone, or she would be in trouble for calling me Master.

No point in overloading the representative on just how kinky the relationship between my mother and me actually was. Baby steps.

I thrust my cock between my Mommy-slut’s butt-cheeks and found her sphincter in a minute. I knew all my women so well. My two queens, Melody and Pam; my little princess, Alicia; my older sister, Zoey, and her girlfriend, Stefani; and my sex slaves, Mom, Aunt Vicky, Mrs. Hiragawa, and my bratty Lee. I knew what they all craved and how to make them all cum.

My cock penetrated my mother’s asshole. She gasped and groaned. Her back arched as my dick slipped into her bowels. She groaned through her clenched teeth as my cock penetrated deeper and deeper into her anal sheath, her velvety grip squeezing about my cock.

“Yes, yes, fuck your Mommy-slut!” she moaned, her bowels squeezing around me. “Ooh, that’s good. You’re so big and thick.”

“And you’re so tight,” I growled. I seized a fistful of her bleached-blonde hair. “You’re going to make me cum so hard, aren’t you, Mommy-slut?”

“Yes! All my holes are dedicated to making my big, strong son cum hard!” She wiggled her hips, stirring that wonderful asshole around my dick. “Fuck your Mommy-slut, and you’ll cum even harder, Master!”

I drew back my cock through her anal sheath, loving the feel of her tight asshole, then I rammed back into her. My balls smacked into her taint. Her butt-cheeks rippled. The pleasure shot up my shaft. That wonderful bliss that would make me explode. I loved it.

I pumped away hard and fast. I buried into her anal sheath with powerful strokes. I used my Mommy-slut entirely for my pleasure. Just the way she wanted it. She moaned and gasped, her bowels clenching around my cock, increasing the friction.

And my pleasure.

“Damn, you got a tight ass, Mommy-slut!” I growled, slamming hard. My next orgasm built fast, the tip of my cock sensitive from my first eruption. “You’re going to drain my balls!”

“Your Mommy-slut will, Master!” she moaned, rocking back into me. “Oh, yes, yes, pound your Mommy-slut’s dirty bowels! Thank you! Thank you for using your Mommy-slut, Master! Ooh, Mommy’s big, strong son is sodomizing her with that huge cock!”

I groaned, gripping her hair tight. I held her fast as I plundered her. I loved every moment of it. I pumped away hard and fast. The pleasure surged through me. The bliss rippled down my cock. I panted as I used her.

Every thrust brought me closer and closer to that moment. Her asshole gripped me. Massaged me. She whimpered, squeezing down around me. I clutched at her hair, pulling hard as I rammed my dick deep into her bowels.

She moaned. Whimpered. Her passion echoed around me. It was incredible to listen to. It inspired me to thrust so hard into her. To fill her up with my cock again and again. I loved every moment of it. The pleasure burned through my body. My balls slapped into her taint with hard smacks.

“Let me feel that ass cum on my dick, Mommy-slut!” I snarled. My left hand shot down and seized her breast. I squeezed her hard. “Do it, whore! Cum on your son’s big cock!”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

I buried into her and she gasped. Her flesh rippled around me. She obeyed me like the good slut she was. My sex slave’s bowels rippled around my dick. That wonderful, convulsing flesh sucked at my thrusting cock. The pressure in my balls swelled.

I rammed into my mother and erupted.

Hot cum spurted from my shaft. It flooded her bowels. I threw back my head and growled through the pleasure. Every blast sent rapture slamming into my mind. That incestuous rush of spurting my jizz into my submissive mother’s asshole.

“Master!” she howled, her anal sheath milking my dick. “Yes, yes, yes! That’s incredible. Oh, Master, yes! Your Mommy-slut loves you!”

I shuddered, drawing back and slamming my erupting cock one last time into her bowels. Her flesh rippled around me. She drained my balls dry. I groaned as my orgasm hit that wonderful peak. Then it died into bliss.

“Oh, thank you for using your Mommy-slut’s asshole, Master,” she cooed.

“You’re welcome, slut,” I panted, ripping my cock out of her asshole. “Get dressed. We need to get back to the party and schmooze.”

Once we were dressed, I felt incredible as I escorted my mother out of the bushes, both of us flushed and panting from the incestuous fun we had. I spotted Representative Murphy talking with her son who was hanging out with Sean Reenburg. The way the MILF placed her hand on her son’s shoulder made me smile.

Those seeds were planted.

Then to my delight, Leyla sauntered up in her red party dress, her hair tousled. She stopped by me. “Mr. Coburn is eager to have his daughter trained. My mom’s working out the details with him right now.”

“Perfect,” I said.

“Mmm, Master, that’s wonderful,” Mom said. “You’re really going to do it. Make this all legal.”

“We’ll see,” I said. My first year of college was nearly over. Things were progressing in that direction. Today was a good start.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

January 23rd, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

A month after interviewing Tad Blake and learning all we could of Clint Elliston’s high school antics, we’d finally found a teacher who was willing to talk. We had to be careful. Clint had friends, and if word came out that we were looking into his high school, it could tip him off.

We wanted him unaware of our activity for as long as possible.

So we had to look at teachers who’d quit or been fired. We posed as investigating allegations of fiscal waste at the school, probing the teachers to see what would come out. Most didn’t know much, and when we asked if there was anything strange going on at the school that could explain why money was being wasted, they didn’t offer any.

Until we spoke to one teacher on the phone. When Kassia Jeffery said, “I didn’t see any money issues, but there was sex,” I perked up. “Lots and lots of sex.”

“With who?” I asked, sitting up at my desk in the precinct.

“Teachers, students, all of them. It was disgusting. Rumors of incest. Prostitution. I couldn’t believe it. I tried to report it, but it was all covered up and I was put under pressure to shut up.”

“Would you care to be interviewed about that?” I’d asked her, my heart racing. Blood pounded hot through my chest.

“Yes, it’s why I quit. Den of degenerates.”

“When can we meet?” I asked her, excited for this break in the case.

To be continued…
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January 26th, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

Three days later after making contact with Kassia Jeffery, my partner and I had a chance to meet with her. She was back in town and willing to talk about her time teaching at Clint Elliston’s high school. When we went after the bastard, we had to have a mountain of evidence. He had powerful friends. We didn’t want him slinking away.

“You mind if I smoke?” Kassia asked as we sat down at her kitchen table. We were in her apartment in Fresno. The Black woman was tall and though she had a fierce face, there was a nervousness about her.

“It’s your house,” I said. I shifted in the wooden chair and adjusted my notepad before me. I clicked record on the digital recorder sitting in the middle of the table. “This is Detective Nelson Tucker with Detective Sunny Salvage of the Sacramento Police Department interviewing Kassia Jeffery on January 26th, 2027.”

As I spoke, Kassia smacked the bottom of her pack of smokes to knock one out. She grabbed it with her lips and with practice ease, she lit her cigarette with her lighter and took a long, slow drag of it. My partner pulled out a vape pen from the pocket of her trench coat. She puffed on it, filling the air with a strawberry banana flavor.

The smell of the acrid smoke from Kassia filled my nose when I breathed. I missed smoking. The urge filled me as I shifted in my seat. “So, Kassia, what was it like to work at Burnett High?”

She took another puff on her cigarette. She stared at me, her eyes growing hard. Angry. She straightened and blew out the smoke. “I was a sub for the school district. How you start out. Then I had the chance to fill in for a teacher that had health issues. Cancer. I took over teaching her class for the winter semester of the 2019/2020 school year. I was excited. This was a good sign that I was getting out of the subbing phase and getting a full-time job in the school district. If I did my job well, I might even get this position full time. I wasn’t sure.”

“Okay,” said Sunny. “On the phone, you mentioned that you noticed things.”

Her face tightened. “At first, things seemed normal, but after maybe a month or so, this would be around late February or early March, I noticed students having sex. I caught a pair, and I tried to have them disciplined, but the principal just laughed it off as hormonal teens. I started paying more attention and realized there was a sexual undercurrent to the school that shocked me. I was hearing rumors of all sorts of things. Especially incest.”

“Incest?” I asked. “From whom?” I held back wanting her to bring up Clint. I didn’t want to put ideas or have the witness try to make me happy by twisting her story to what I was looking for. It was better if it flowed naturally from them.

“Yeah.” She shook her head. “Brothers and sisters were getting friendly. Too friendly. I was hearing of a dozen different couples like that. I’d catch them making out like they weren’t related. I saw a girl giving her boyfriend a blowjob in the bathroom. Then I started hearing rumors about Mrs. Umayyah running her daughter Leyla and other girls as prostitutes.”

That confirmed something Tad mentioned. “Do you have any proof.”

“No, but once I saw Leyla coming out of the principal’s office looking disheveled and had this look in her eye. Like a girl who’d just gotten laid. It smelled of sex in his office and he looked flushed and distracted when I went in. It was useless complaining to him. It was obvious many of the teachers were having sex with the students. Some of those students were their sons or daughters.”

“So the principal was in on this,” I said, shocked to hear this. All at a high school? Was this guy still running it? “And that was…”

“Principal Ian Carver,” she said, her voice twisting in disgust.

“So did you try to go over his head?” I asked. “Talk to the authorities or the police?”

“I tried to talk to the school board, but they didn’t seem interested.” She took another drag of her cigarette. “They claimed I was making up stories, but I had my suspicions about them. I think they were getting bribed with underage flesh. When I caught another pair of brother and sister fucking, I demanded to know why they would do something like that. They shrugged and mentioned someone named Clint Elliston.”

“Oh?” I asked. By the time she worked there, Clint had graduated.

“They talked about him like he was a legend. Neither had met him, but they had heard about him. Clint Elliston, the guy who fucked all his sisters. This girl named Alicia, supposedly his sister, told everyone about it. She was a senior though she looked like she was four or five years younger. Freshmen were being told about how awesome incest was and encouraged to seduce family members. And it wasn’t just Alicia. She had an aunt that taught there. Vicky Samuels. Her class was across the hallway from mine. She seemed to be encouraging her students, too. Mentoring them in incest.” Kassia shook her head. “Can you believe that shit?”

“No,” I lied. “You have any proof that Vicky Samuels was up to anything sexual.”

“She was always having ‘lunch meetings’ with her niece, Alicia,” said Kassia. Then, one day, she had visitors. They weren’t students at the school.”

“How could you tell?” Sunny asked.

“They were older. Like twenty or so. And I heard them talking about how it felt weird to be back in the halls. It was odd. Then I heard one of the girls call him Clint. The name stood out to me. That rumored name. Here he was. This young man walking with a blonde on one arm and this Asian girl on the other. They went into Vicky’s classroom for one of those ‘lunch’ meetings.”

“You know the date?” I asked.

She stood up and headed to a battered bureau standing against the wall behind her. She opened the top drawer and dug around through some junk. She pulled out a spiral notebook and opened it. She flicked through and stopped. “May 17th.”

“2020?” Sunny asked.

“Yep. I wrote it down in my lesson planner. I listened at the door and I heard things. It sounded like they were in there with Vicky and he was talking about breeding her.” She sneered. “Something about, ‘I want to breed you in your classroom like the teacher-slut you are.’ Something like that. And Vicky said, ‘Yes, Master, fuck my naughty cunt and breed me.’ Master!” She angrily stabbed her cigarette into her ashtray. “She called him master!”

I glanced at my younger partner. Sunny pulled out a collection of pictures of guys and girls and spread them out. “Can you find the three people here.”

Kassia sorted through them, looking at them. She pulled out the picture for Clint, Melody, and Pam. I smiled. This was good. Melody was Vicky’s daughter and Clint was her nephew. This was provable incest. Unlike with Melody, I couldn’t prove she was his sister and not his cousin. Tell us everything you remember of that day.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

May 17th, 2020 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I strode through the halls of my old high school. It had been two years since we’d graduated from here. I had Pam and Melody on my arms, my two girlfriends staring around at the halls. It was surreal being back after two years of college.

“Like we’ve never been gone,” Pam said. Her eyes darted around, her hair pulled back into her French braid. “I mean, those are the same posters, right.”

I glanced at the posters on the wall with the school’s mascot encouraging students to treat each other with respect. “I think,” I said. “Feels weird.”

“Mmm, remember when you fucked me right there,” Melody said, nodding to the drinking fountain nook. “Just pumping away at my cunt while I was bent over to drink.”

I chuckled. “That was fun.”

Pam let out a purring sound. “It was. I stood right there and while everyone was focused on you, I rubbed my pussy through my skirt pocket and had a wonderful orgasm.”

I laughed as we walked. I shifted the bag I held in my grip and shook my head. We headed up the stairs. “It feels good to be back. This is going to be fun.”

“I know I could use a break from classes,” Melody said, her face twisting. “Ugh, I swear I don’t want to hear another lecture on post-modern theory of this or that. Let’s just fuck.”

I laughed as we made it to the second floor. A passing teacher, a tall Black woman with a mini-afro, glanced at us. I nodded at her then said to Melody, “Things were simpler when we were students here.”

“They were definitely wilder, Clint,” Melody said.

The woman looked over her shoulder at us as she turned to her classroom across the hallway from my aunt’s. She was a teacher I didn’t recognize. Someone new who’d come along since we’d graduated.

“Good day,” I told her as I headed to Aunt Vicky’s classroom.

“Hi,” she said stiffly. Then she opened her door.

I pulled away from Melody to open the door for my aunt’s classroom. My queens swept in, Melody shooting me a wicked grin. Her legs flashed in the short jean skirt she wore, her round breasts jiggling in her belly shirt. Pam wore a light dress with flowers on it, sleeveless and with a scoop-neck blouse. Her thigh-high boots looked sexy on her.

I smacked her ass and she giggled.

Once the door was closed behind me, I stared at my Aunt Vicky waiting. She fell to her knees before her desk in her low-cut, silk blouse and tight pencil skirt. Her black hair fell about her mature and lovely face. She was two years younger than my mother, just as busty and gorgeous. She was once my father’s sex slave before he passed away.

Now she was mine.

“Master,” she moaned in ecstasy. Her hands were already going to the buttons of her blouse. “This is a wonderful surprise.”

I grinned at her. “I thought it would be great to breed my teacher-slut at school.” He looked around. “We had a lot of fun in here.”

“We did, Master,” she moaned. “Oh, my god, please, please, breed your naughty teacher-slut’s nasty cunt!”

She ripped open her blouse. She had no bra on. Her large breast swayed before her, her nipples dark-red and fat. They puckered hard from her wide areolas. She had a triangle tattooed on the inner slope of her left tit. In the top corner was printed a C while a C and a V were in the bottom corners.

My mom had the same tattoo. The top C was for Clint, but not me. My Dad. Mom and Aunt Vicky were his. I was just keeping them in line. A caretaker for a pair of submissive sex slaves who needed a strong man to dominate them. The one they loved was gone, but I was here.

“You nasty slut, get naked faster!” Melody snapped at her mother. “My stud wants you naked so he can fuck that cunt of yours. He’s going to pound you hard and pump you full of cum!”

“Yes, Mistress!” Aunt Vicky moaned. She hopped to her feet, this look of lust shining in her brown eyes. She looked a lot like Melody. The same round face and ears though their hair was different. Melody was the only blonde in the family.

My aunt-slave unzipped her skirt and shoved it down, sliding it over her thigh-high stockings. She had no panties, her pussy shaved, her labia thick and lovely. She trembled as she returned to her knees naked, her hands gripping the back of her head, her spine arched to thrust her lovely tits out. Pussy cream ran down her thighs.

“Oh, god, she’s horny to be bred by you, stud,” Melody said as she sauntered forward. Her jean skirt hugged her ass. She loved wearing tight, skimpy clothing and showing off her body. She grabbed her mother’s hair and yanked her head up. “You’re dripping for your nephew to breed that juicy cunt, aren’t you, Mommy-slut.”

“Yes!” Aunt Vicky purred, her voice liquid passion. I had bred every woman in my family but her and Zoey. I wasn’t sure I’d ever get to knock up my older sister. She didn’t seem to want my child though she loved watching the kids. They were growing up so fast. My oldest children from Melody and Pam were running around the house.

They made having our adult fun more difficult. We had to set up the third house as a no-children allowed zone.

But I wanted more. I wanted all my women to give me at least one child. A joining of our incestuous flesh.

“Yeah, you’re going to love being bred, you fucking slut,” snarled Melody. Then she spat in her mother’s face.

Aunt Vicky moaned in delight as the spittle ran over her features. “Please, please, Master, breed my nasty cunt. I don’t have to cum, I just need your jizz to spill in me.”

I grinned and began stripping. I pulled off my t-shirt and threw it down to the floor. I kicked off my shoes, my cock hard. Aunt Vicky stared at me, the spit reaching her upper lip. She licked it up, tasting her daughter’s saliva. She’d be enjoying a lot more of Melody’s fluids.

I unzipped my jeans while Pam pulled off her dress. My Japanese half-sister had nothing on underneath. Her round breasts swayed. They were plump and delightful, her nipples a dark olive-brown. Her hips had a lovely shape to them, her bush dripping with her excitement.

I glanced at Melody. “You’re still dressed?”

She laughed. “I got a little distracted. Mmm, look at her. My mother is just quivering to be bred by you stud.”

She grabbed a fistful of her mother’s hair and pulled. Aunt Vicky stood and allowed herself to be manhandled. Melody spun her mother around and bent her over so her ass aimed at me. Then Melody slid down to her mother’s ass to her pussy. My blonde half-sister parted Aunt Vicky’s folds.

“Look at that pussy. You’re going to slide in her and breed her. She’s going to be your pregnant mommy-slut.”

“Yes!” Aunt Vicky moaned, shuddering as her daughter’s fingers slid up and down her silt. “Please, please, just slam that cock into me and breed me.”

“First things first,” I said as I thrust down my jeans and boxers. My cock came out hard. “We’ve got to get you ready to be bred.”

“Yes!” Melody moaned. She slammed three of her fingers into her mother’s cunt, her thick labia squeezing about my queen’s digits. “Ooh, Mommy-slut, you’re going to love it. I know just how much a slut you are?”

Aunt Vicky groaned and shuddered. Her hips wiggled back and forth. “You know me so well, Mistress.”

Melody pulled her fingers out of my aunt’s pussy and licked them clean with delight on her face. She reveled in the taste of her mother’s cunt. My dick throbbed. I missed having Aunt Vicky’s class to have fun in. College required a lot more time, and I had my children, and keeping care of the house. It was good to have an afternoon of uninhibited fun.

Alicia wanted to be here, but I wanted to have something special with my queens today. I’d make it up to my princess later.

I pulled out the rope and grinned at my aunt. “Lie spread eagle on your desk.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

My daughter stripped as I cleared my desk off, setting a stack of papers on the floor out of the way. My large breasts swayed. The long length of red rope in my nephew’s hands made my pussy drip. This was the perfect way to be bred. Melody’s round, ripe breasts came into view followed by her shaved pussy. She never wore underwear if she could get away with it.

How else could she flash her naked body?

Both my daughters were such perverts in their own way. Melody an exhibitionist and Lee a masochist like me. It made me so wet and juicy. I laid down on my desk, the smooth surface cool against my hot back. My pussy dripped.

I would finally give my new master a child. My sister gave him a son. I hoped to give him a daughter. Would she be an exhibitionist or a masochist? Or maybe she’d be something different. Who knew. I couldn’t wait to find out.

Clint advanced. His muscular body looked so mature, shoulders broad. He looked so much like his father. I missed him. Clint Sr. had claimed my sister and me, introduced us to incest, and bred us both. I wanted to grow old with him, but fate had other ideas.

Thank god his son was as sexy as him. The one other man I could give myself to and not feel like I was betraying the Master of my Heart.

“Look at you,” he said as he walked around the desk, staring at my quivering body. “Just ready to be bred by your nephew. What sort of filthy, nasty, disgusting woman wants that.”

“A whore!” I moaned, my pussy clenching. “A wanton and horny slut that needs her dripping pussy fucked over and over. By you, Master! I need you to breed me! You can do anything to me! I’m yours!”

He pinched my nipple. I squealed in delight. He growled, “Yes, you are.”

The pain was exquisite, making my pussy clench. I loved the pain. The humiliation. The more shame, the wetter I would be. I was such a whore to enjoy this. A depraved cunt who panted for her nephew’s cock.

And my daughter’s pussy.

Clint grabbed my legs at my knees and pulled my ass to the edge of the desk. My legs hung off the edge. My cunt was right there to be fucked. Clint stared down at my cunt with lust in his eyes. He was so hard. He was going to fill me with his cum.

He knelt down and bound my right ankle. He pulled the rope tight. The rough fibers bit into my flesh. I groaned, my toes curling. He pulled it tight, binding it to the desk leg. He worked, using the same long rope to anchor my left leg to the desk, pulling them far apart. My pussy was on display.

“Mmm, there’s the cunt my stud is going to breed,” Melody said. She had her hands behind her back as she sauntered up. She leaned over and spat right on my pussy.

I moaned at the feel of her hot spittle melting into my cunt juices. “Thank you, Mistress, for getting me wetter for my Master’s cock to breed me.”

Melody smiled then she revealed what she held. A pair of clover clamps. They were a style of nipple clamps that had springs and little chains. When pulled, the clamps would tighten even more, increasing the wonderful pain on my nubs. They were so much fun to wear.

She leaned over me, opening and closing her clamps. Clint seized my left arm and yanked it over the edge of the desk, tying up my wrist. The rope bit into my skin. I whimpered as the clamp came closer and closer to my nipple.

My daughter clamped me.

“Oh, yes!” I moaned at the surge of pain squeezing around my nipple.

The jolts of pleasure shot straight down to my cunt. I squirmed and groaned on the desk. It rubbed into my back. I shuddered at the pinching pressure. My fingers flexed. My three bound limbs pulled on the tight ropes while my large breasts jiggled.

“She liked it,” Pam moaned. She sat on a student desk, her legs spread, her fingers rubbing through her thick, black bush. “Ooh, put on the other one. She’ll love it. Your mother is such a kinky slut.”

“I know,” purred Melody. She spat on my left nipple. I gasped at the hot spittle. It ran over my tit as she lowered the clamp. “You made Lee and I both into such horny girls, didn’t you.”

“I did, Mistress,” I moaned. “And with your father’s lusts in you, too, you were doomed to be kinky like me!”

Melody laughed. “So true, Mom.”

She clamped my saliva-soaked nipple.

I gasped at the wonderful pain. My body bucked. Clint seized my right arm and yanked it down as I trembled. My cunt clenched. My pussy juices dribbled out of my snatch to my taint and asshole. My daughter smiled down at me, her blonde hair gathered in twin braids today that fell off her shoulders. Her round breasts swayed.

“You’re going to be bred and pregnant with my stud’s baby,” moaned Melody. “You know how hot that makes me.”

“Yes!” I moaned. Clint yanked the rope taut and bound my final limb to the desk. There was no escape for me. “Because it makes me drip. I’m your mother. My cunt is just as hot and horny and aching as yours.”

“Mmm, yes,” Melody moaned. Then she climbed onto the desk, her round breasts swaying. She crawled over me and straddled my head. I groaned at the sight of her cunt. I stared at her tight snatch. That wonderful, juicy pussy lowered to my mouth. “See, Mom! See how much of a horny slut I am!”

“Yes!” I gasped right before my daughter pressed her incestuous twat right on my face. Her sweet juices soaked my lips and poured into my mouth.

My tongue fluttered through her folds. I licked and lapped at her cunt. I slid my tongue through her wonderful folds. She shuddered, her rump clenching. I stared at her butt as I feasted on my daughter-Mistress’s delicious cunt.

She groaned and seized the clover clamp chains. She pulled on them.

The clamps squeezed harder. I gasped as the pain surged through my nipples. She stretched out my tits. I moaned into her cunt. I reveled in the delicious agony throbbing through my tits and down to my cunt. I thrust my tongue into her pussy, swirling around in her as she gave me such wonderful torment.

Then I felt something amazing. The hard tip of my nephew’s cock pressed against my pussy lips. I whimpered as he slid his cock up and down my slit. I shuddered as he nudged my clit. Pleasure sparked through me. My body bucked from the bursts of delight. My breasts jiggled. This wild pleasure shot through my flesh, meeting the pain.

Melody released the clamps.

My breasts sprang back and jiggled, the clover clamps waving atop my nipples. The throbbing pressure relaxed, the pain almost fading under the rush of endorphins. Then Clint slammed his cock into my cunt.

My nephew filled me with his thick shaft. My toes curled. My fingers flexed. All four of my limbs bucked against the restraints. Rope fibers burned into my skin as his dick filled me. Then he drew back, my pussy clenching to him, and he rammed back into me with a powerful plunge. His balls smacked into my taint.

“Yes, yes, breed your slutty aunt!” moaned Pam. She had a throaty tone to her voice. She would be watching, getting off on the sex, fingering her twat as I was bred.

“Yes, yes, plow my Mommy-whore!” groaned Melody. “Thrust that dick into her cunt. Churn her up!”

“He is!” I whimpered into my daughter’s cunt. My tongue fluttered through her folds as Clint pumped his cock hard through me. “Yes!”

“Breed her!” Melody moaned and pulled on my chains again.

The pain shuddered through me. My pussy squeezed down on Clint’s cock. The pleasure swelled in my cunt. That heat surged through my body. I feverishly ate my daughter while my flesh fed on the agony and ecstasy. They were both so close to each other. They blended together.

Where did one begin and the other end?

My pussy gripped Clint’s cock. I held him tight as he plowed into me. He thrust his dick hard into my snatch. He fucked me hard while my daughter tugged on the nipple clamps. The pads squeezed my nubs. They throbbed. My body bucked, pulling on the ropes.

I moaned into Melody’s sweet cunt. Her juices soaked me. More and more of her cream soaked my mouth. My tongue licked her everywhere. I brushed her clit. Her labia. I thrust into her depths, swirling around in my daughter’s twat.

I reveled in feasting on my flesh and blood. I created her in my womb, and now she gave me such exquisite agony.

“Yes, yes, you are such a depraved and filthy slut!” moaned Melody. “You love it when I do this!” She tugged hard on my nipple clamps. My cunt squeezed around Clint’s cock, increasing the friction. The pleasure.

“I am!” I howled. “Your mother is such a filthy and disgusting and nasty slut! She loves the pain and the humiliation! Hurt me! Pull on the clamps! It’ll make me get bred by my nephew! Your half-brother’s going to put a new baby in me!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned Melody, jerking on the chains over and over, the pressure squeezing and relaxing about my nipples. “Breed her, stud! Pump my Mommy-whore full of your cum. Make another daughter for her to love!”

“Yes!” growled Clint. He slammed his cock deep into me. “You better be bred, whore. In two weeks, you better piss on that pregnancy test and show that you’re carrying my child! I’m going to fuck you so much. Fill you with all my cum! You’ll be dripping with it, your womb soaking in my seed!”

“Yes, Master!” I howled, trembling. “May I cum?”

“You can cum all you want today!” he snarled. “I want you bred.”

He buried deep into me. I shuddered, my orgasm building. I was so close to it. I swirled my tongue through my daughter’s cunt. I stared at her cute rump flexing before my eyes. Her back arched as she moaned her pleasure.

Then she came first.

Her sweet pussy juices gushed out of her cunt. My daughter drowned me in her cream. I reveled in it. I gulped down her delicious passion. My pussy clamped down on Clint’s cock as my pleasure swelled.

My daughter yanked on the chain. My nipples exploded in wondrous pain. I was so close to cumming.

“Mommy-whore!” howled Melody as she squirmed on me.

Then something new gushed out of her cunt.

She pissed in my mouth.

The acrid flavor of her urine mixed with the sweet flavor of her cunt. I groaned at the taste of her piss. Her flow squirted in to my mouth, splashing against the back of my throat. I gulped down the nasty fluid. It warmed down to my stomach.

I came.

My pussy convulsed around my nephew’s thrusting cock. I bucked and moaned as he plowed into me. I swallowed more and more of my daughter’s hot piss. I savored the humiliation of drinking her salty urine. She quivered over me, pulling on the clover clamps.

Waves of agony and pleasure rippled through my body. My mind drank in all the sensations. I moaned and bucked, my arms and legs pulling on my restraints. It was incredible. My daughter’s piss soaked my mouth. She shuddered atop me while my nephew fucked my cumming twat.

“Breed her!” Pam moaned. “Breed that filthy whore, Clint! I love watching you knock up women!”

“Yes!” growled Clint as he rammed into me. He buried to the hilt in my cunt. “You’re going to have my child, whore!”

His cock erupted into my nasty twat.

I moaned, gulping down the last of my daughter’s piss as my nephew pumped his breeding seed into me. My fertile pussy spasmed around his shaft. I quivered through my orgasm. My nipples throbbed as the clamps pinched them. The rapture surged out of my pussy. Stars burst across my eyes. They danced and played while my mind melted.

“You’re going to be my pregnant whore!” growled Clint as his seed fired into my pussy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Hiragawa

“Your turn,” panted Melody as she slipped off her mother’s mouth. My half-sister flashed me a huge grin, her hazel eyes sparkling with delight. “The nasty slut came while drinking my piss.”

“It was so good!” whimpered Ms. Samuels. “And Master flooded my cunt.”

“Fun’s not over yet, slut,” said Clint. He pulled out of his aunt and grinned at me. He’d taken one of the special Viagra pills my mother supplied through her pharmacy. She was so happy right now, finally pregnant with Clint’s child. She would give birth in a few months to my new sister.

And my new niece.

I shuddered as I mounted the table, my pussy juicy from my masturbatory orgasm. Watching was so much fun, but it was also a treat to enjoy fucking. I climbed on the table and straddled Ms. Samuels. I faced the opposite direction from Melody. I stared into the MILF-slave’s eyes as I lowered my cunt down to her hungry mouth.

“Eat me, whore!” I moaned, planting my bush right on her mouth.

“Mmm, grind that twat on her face,” Clint said. He was behind me. I heard him crawling over the desk. His hands grabbed my rump as I did just what he said. I rubbed my furred muff onto his aunt’s face. She licked through my folds, gathering up my pussy juices. “Feed her, honey. She loves pussy juices.”

“And piss,” Melody said. She watched with this eager delight on her face. “Drown her!”

“I will!” I moaned, shuddering as the slut thrust her tongue into my cunt. She swirled it around inside of me, teasing me.

Clint’s strong fingers pried apart my butt-cheeks. I groaned as he pressed his cock into my naughty crack. Soaked by his aunt’s cunt cream, my brother’s cock had all the lube necessary to fuck my asshole. I shuddered as he pressed against my tight sphincter.

Thrust.

“Clint!” I gasped, my pussy squeezing around Ms. Samuels’s probing tongue. “Yes, yes, I love it when you slide into me!”

“My Japanese queen!” he groaned. His hands slid around my body, cupping my round breasts.

More and more of his cock sank into my asshole. He’d broken me in years ago. In this very room. Ms. Samuels had groomed me to be his lover. She awakened desires in me and then gave me to her nephew. It was so hot. That was before I knew I was his sister.

It was fate that we came together.

I groaned as his hands kneaded my tits. He squeezed them as he drew back and then slammed into my asshole. He filled me with his cock while I ground on his aunt’s mouth. Her tongue darted through my folds, teasing me, driving me wild.

I moaned atop her, savoring the hot plunge of Clint’s cock penetrating my bowels. He pumped into me again and again. He slammed to the hilt in me while Melody watched us. She rubbed at her shaved cunt, her eyes glossy.

“Damn, Pam,” groaned Clint as he pumped his cock in and out of my asshole, “you’re fucking tight today.”

“It’s just so hot to help you breed your aunt!” I moaned, my bowels clenching around his cock. “Oh, yes, yes, Clint, ram that cock into my asshole. Ooh, you’re pressing me down on her naughty mouth.”

“Is she licking your cunt?” His fingers found my nipples. He gently played with them, twisting and teasing them. No pain for me, just pleasure. “Is that nasty whore licking and lapping at your pussy?”

“Mmm, she’s got her tongue deep in me.” I quivered in his strong arms. His muscular chest rubbed into my back as his thick dick rammed into my bowels over and over. “Oh, you two are going to make me cum.”

“Yes!” hissed Melody. She squeezed her right breast with her left hand while fingering her pussy. “Drown her! Drown my Mommy-whore with all your fluids! Humiliate the bitch so she’ll cum harder and be bred by our stud!”

I shuddered and nodded, wanting that. My bladder was full. We’d drunk so much water before coming here. I squirmed, my asshole squeezing around my brother’s cock. He pumped into me hard and fast. He rammed to the hilt in my bowels again and again. His cock slammed forward, driving that dick into me. It was so incredible. The pleasure rippled through my body, the heat flowing from my asshole to my cunt.

Ms. Samuels’s tongue plundered my cunt. She flicked through my folds. The naughty slut brushed my clit. I gasped, my bowels squeezing around my stud’s cock. Clint grunted and slammed his dick into my anal depths. His thick bush rubbed into my rump, tickling me.

I drank in all the sensations. I stared down at Ms. Samuels’s brown eyes molten with her passion. Her tongue darted through my folds. She did such wicked things to me. She buried her tongue deep into me. She stirred around in me, teasing me, driving me wild.

I squirmed on her as I moaned and gasped. “Clint! Clint! The slut’s licking my pussy! She’s going to help me cum!”

“I love it when you cum on my dick,” he groaned. His fingers twisted my nipples. Pleasure sparked from them, shooting down to my cunt.

“Yes, yes, I’m going to prime you!” I moaned, squeezing my bowels down on his dick. The velvety friction swelled. The heat warmed my cunt. “I’m going to prime your cock!”

Ms. Samuels’s tongue darted through my folds. I hurtled towards my climax. This was so hot. I undulated my hips, stirring my bowels around my brother’s cock and grinding my clit on Ms. Samuels’s soft lips. She latched onto my bud.

Sucked.

I squealed as my orgasm burst through me. My asshole writhed around Clint’s cock. He groaned as he plunged hard and fast into my bowels. My pussy spasmed. Juices gushed out of me while Ms. Samuels kept sucking and nursing on my clit.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. The pleasure surged through my body. I gasped and moaned, my bowels dancing and convulsing around his cock. He slammed hard into me, groaning.

Twisting my nipples.

“Piss in her mouth!” Melody hissed. “Piss in my Mommy-whore’s disgusting mouth! Use her, Pam!”

“Oh, god!” I whimpered, my orgasm shooting through me.

It was so easy to piss while cumming. I just relaxed my bladder as I spasmed through my orgasm. My piss gushed out of me. I gasped, my asshole spasming harder around Clint’s cock. He groaned as he buried into my massaging bowels.

Ms. Samuels drank down the urine streaming out of my urethra. The pleasure shuddered through me. I arched my back into Clint’s chest. My body convulsed. Waves of ecstasy washed through my flesh, surging through my nervous systems. Stars danced before me.

“Drink that nasty piss, whore!” snarled Clint. Then he ripped out of my asshole. “Fuck!”

I groaned as he moved on the desk. I spasmed, my piss spurting into his aunt’s mouths. She gulped it down. Clint’s feet hit the ground with a smack. He grunted, the desk shifting. I threw a look behind me to see his dirty cock buried in his aunt’s cunt.

“Yes!” he snarled as he came in her pussy, primed by my asshole.

“Breed her!” I howled in delight, my body bucking through my orgasm. My urine petered out. Died. “Oh, yes, yes, Clint!”

I loved being one of his queens. My spine arched, my braid dancing down my back as my orgasm peaked. Ms. Samuels sucked out the last of my piss. I panted, feeling so good from using the naughty slut.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

“Fuck,” I groaned as I ripped my cock out of Aunt Vicky’s cunt. My cum spilled out, dribbling down to her taint along with her pussy juices. I was still hard. Still full of cum thanks to that super Viagra.

That little red pill made it possible for me to survive having a harem of horny women.

I pressed my cock against my aunt’s asshole. With her ass resting at the edge of the desk, I could just thrust up into her and fuck her. Just liked I planned. I wanted to dump one more load in her just to be sure. I wanted more anal delight. I thrust into her sphincter. Her bowels swallowed my cock with ease. I slid into her velvety depths. She wasn’t as tight as Pam, but still amazing.

Pam slid off the desk and stumbled into Melody. My two half-sisters kissed. They looked so different. You’d never know they were related. That was what made Pam so exciting. Not why I loved her, she was just so sweet and caring, but it was hot. No one even suspected we were related.

I watched my two sisters kissing as they sank to the floor. They were loving each other as I fucked my slut. I slammed into her asshole hard. I pounded her bowels. Her tight flesh reveled around my cock. Her large breasts jiggled, the clover clamps flashing as they swayed atop her tits. Both had a dark-red nipple pinched between their pads.

I seized the chain and yanked.

“Master!” my bound aunt moaned. She stared at me, her eyes wild with lust and pain. Her breasts stretched as the pads squeezed harder on her nipples. “Yes, yes, yes, fuck my asshole and breed me!”

She licked her lips glistening in pussy cream and urine. Her bowels clenched around my cock. She gripped me as I fucked her hard. Her bowels clenched around my dick. The pleasure was intense. Insane. It was incredible to feel her squeezing around me.

“Damn, slut!” I growled, tugging hard on her nipples. “You’re getting tighter the harder I squeeze.”

“The more it hurts, the more I crave your cock, Master!” she moaned, her breasts stretching. She bucked on the desk, the ropes grinding around her limbs. “Yes, yes, yes! Thank you for this passion! For your cock and seed! Fuck my asshole and breed me!”

“I’m going to ram my dirty cock into your pussy again!” I growled. “First Pam’s ass then your filthy hole!”

“Oh, god, Master, you spoil me!” she howled.

I panted and groaned, pulling hard on her chains. I maintained the pressure, loving the sight of her tits distending. The heat of her bowels increased. She squeezed so tight about me, massaging the tip of my cock.

I buried into her hard and fast. I slammed into her bowels with all my passion. I pumped away hard into her asshole. This pleasure rippled through my body with every last plunge into her. With every thrust, I came closer and closer to erupting.

To breeding my slutty aunt.

I released the chains. Her breasts slapped back with an elasticity. They bounced and jiggled, waving the nipple clamps. She howled and shuddered. Jizz ran out of her cunt and spilled down to my dick plundering her bowels. I slammed my cock to the hilt in her asshole.

Her velvety flesh squeezed me. Massaged me. I was getting so close to my orgasm. My balls swelled with another load of cum. I slammed to the hilt in her, my heart pumping bliss through my veins. Stars danced before my eyes.

“Master! Master!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, fuck my asshole until you’re ready to dump your cum in my nasty cunt! My pussy will bathe your dick and wash it clean as you knock me up!”

“Mmm, that sounds hot!” Melody moaned. She was tribbing with Pam now, the pair sitting with their legs entwined, grinding on each other as they leaned in for a kiss.

I shuddered at the sight of them, watching them as I fucked my aunt’s bowels. The pressure in my nuts rose. My dick throbbed. I was so close. I seized her nipple clamps again. I held them tight, giving little tugs.

Flashes of pain that had her squirming.

She moaned and gasped. Her mature face twisted. Her velvety flesh massaged me. I couldn’t take much more of this. I slammed to the hilt in her and felt the cum boiling. I was there. Nothing could stop me from erupting.

I ripped my cock out of her asshole with a loud snarl and slammed my dirty shaft into her cunt. I yanked hard on the clover clamps as I exploded in her pussy. My jizz fired out of my dick in powerful pulses.

“Master!” she howled and joined me.

Her pussy spasmed and writhed around my dirty cock. She polished my dick as I pumped her cunt full of my incestuous seed. I grunted with each blast, the pleasure slamming through my mind. I groaned, my blood pumping hot and fast through my veins.

Stars burst across my vision. My sisters moaned in the background. I bred my aunt with my filthy cock. The ropes rasped on the desk. Against her flesh. She bucked hard, her nipples stretching out. Her moans echoed through the classroom.

“Fuck, yes!” I snarled as she wrung my cock dry. “You’re going to have my child! Yes, you are, slut!”

“I will, Master!” she moaned, her pussy still writhing about my softening cock.

I released her clamps. Her breasts snapped back, her nipple swollen. I ripped out of her, my cock softening. A new pressure rose as I brought my wet cock to her lips. She turned and latched on, sucking off her pussy juices and my cum.

I pissed into my aunt’s mouth.

I let out a long, slow groan as my bladder drained. After my orgasm, pissing felt incredible. I smiled as that shuddering warmth ran through me. It was almost like cumming. My aunt gulped it down, swallowing my piss with hunger.

“Oh, my god, piss in my mom’s mouth!” moaned Melody. “I’m going to cum, Pam!”

“Yes!” she gasped, the pair undulating together. They kissed and shuddered as I spurted my piss into my aunt’s wanton mouth.

She gulped it all down and sucked on my cock to get out every last drop. I panted as I pulled my cock away. I felt like a billion bucks. I had bred another of my women. I just knew it. I went to my bag and pulled out the thick, fleshy dildo. I advanced on my aunt, grinning at her as she fluttered her eyes.

I thrust the thick dildo into her cunt. “There,” I told my aunt. She panted, her face smeared in pussy cream and some piss. “That’ll keep my cum in you all day.”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned as I bent to untie her.

Three loads soaking her womb had to mean I’d bred her. If not, I’d have to punish her and then do other naughty things to her make sure she had my baby. I was ready for another child. Mrs. Hiragawa’s baby was coming soon. My newest daughter.

Being a father was rewarding. I wanted to raise my children right. Teach my sons to be strong men and make sure my daughters were guided down the right paths. Some would be submissives and others dominants.

In ten or eleven years they’d be old enough to join the fun however they wanted. Would my son dominate his sisters? Would some of my daughters want to be my lovers or my sex slaves? I had no idea.

I couldn’t wait to find out. Either way, I’d love them all.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

January 26th, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

“I quit at the end of the year,” Kassia finished. “I was just disgusted with it all. Vicky Samuels had rope marks on her wrists and ankles for a few days after that. She didn’t hide them but was proud of them, giddy. I heard her talking in the teacher’s lounge about how she hoped she was bred by her nephew. I couldn’t take it. Moved to Fresno and took a job at a school that isn’t insane.”

Sunny glanced down at her notepad. “And you’re certain it was May 17th and not say, June 17th or April?”

“Nope.” She turned her notebook around. “Wrote it in my margins. See, it’s my May 17th lesson plan.”

I exchanged a glance with my partner. Nine months later, Vicky Samuels had her third daughter Phoebe. We thanked Kassia and told her we’d be in touch. Once outside, Sunny was bursting in excitement. Her youthful face exploded as she hurried down the stairs.

“We can use her testimony to get the court order to find out if Clint is Phoebe’s father or not,” said Sunny. She looked up at me from the base of the stairs as I descended slower, my knee throbbing. “We’ll prove she wasn’t knocked up by this ‘mysterious’ Canadian. We are going to nail him.”

“Yes, we are,” I said. DNA tests would be the incontrovertible truth that he was committing incest. Once we proved one child was his, we could test the others and find out he was fucking both his sisters and his mother. We might even be able to prove that Melody and Lee were his sisters and not his cousins.

This case was getting interesting.

To be continued…
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January 28th, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

I strode into the Sacramento Superior Courthouse with my partner, Sunny Savage. She had a march to her step like she was going into battle. In a way we were, the battle to take down that bastard Clint Elliston. He thought his perverted ways could continue. To flout propriety. This investigation was getting bigger by the day.

Once we hit him, we could hit so many others. The administration of his high school, other members of his family, and who knew who else would be swept up in our net. This was a major corruption case as well as sexual crimes.

At the metal detectors, we pulled our ID and badges, flashing them to the sheriff officer manning the security point. He nodded, opening the small gate that bypassed the metal detectors. We strode fast, heading up to Ed Thomas’s office. He was a senior prosecutor. Experienced and sharp.

The perfect guy to bury Clint.

My trench coat swept as we hustled down the halls. We reached the third-floor office and knocked. “Enter!”

Ed Thomas had a large office, his desk covered in paperwork. He had a table to the right, buried in more paperwork that looked like it was in the process of being assembled into a case. A young paralegal was there, moving things around, glancing at a checklist.

“Nelson,” Ed said, grinning at me. He had graying hair, his hairline retreating swiftly. “You salty old mutt, they still letting you run around.”

“Still bumpers that need chasing,” I said. “Got one that belongs to a real asshole.”

“Yes, yes, I have those notes around here,” he said, glancing at his desk.

“Got a big case going on?” I asked.

“That pollution case with Tyler Metalworks,” he said. “Goddamn nightmare of paperwork.” He chuckled. “Going to be interesting.” He glanced over at my partner. “She’s young.”

“You’re just old,” Sunny answered.

“Ain’t that the damned truth,” Ed said. “Well, let’s hear this warrant you need.”

“Just you here?” I asked as I took a seat at his desk. “I thought there was another prosecutor on the case.”

“She’s getting a massage,” he said. “You’re an hour early, right?” He glanced at his watch. “Thought we were meeting at noon.”

“Did I say that?” I frowned.

“Doesn’t matter,” Ed said. “I need a break from staring at all this bullshit. We’re in discovery, and as you can see, they buried us in paperwork.”

Sunny glanced at the stack of boxes, the type that held reams of paperwork, in the corner. She winced.

“Yeah.” Ed grinned. “They’re trying to hide something in all that mess. Can’t wait to find it and bury their asses.”

“We got a real prick that needs burying,” Sunny said. She opened up her satchel. “We have a sworn witness statement here.” She handed it over. “This woman puts Clint Elliston in a sexual encounter with his aunt nine months before she gave birth to her last child.”

“That’s the one with the three kids by some Canadian you can’t prove exists?” Ed asked, scanning the paperwork.

“Yep. Just get us the warrants, we’ll draw blood from Clint, Vicky Samuels, and her daughter Phoebe. We prove his daughter and that’s incontrovertible proof that Clint’s committed incest. Then we just have to start testing other children. Like his mother’s fourth child, Clinton Elliston III.”

“Wait, she has two sons named Clinton?” Ed said. “Jesus, not even trying to hide that, is he?”

“Nope. Then both his sisters, Zoey and Alicia, have three children with fathers we can’t track down. Further, we have a statement from another witness who saw Clint and Zoey having sex, and we have a photo where it’s possible he’s having sex with Alicia. Though it’s inconclusive.”

“Right, right, this is a mess,” he said. “But I’m not going to get a blood draw warrant.”

“What?” Sunny gasped. She leaned down. “We got the fucker, let’s get him.”

“We have a hearsay statement,” he said. “She didn’t see anything.”

“You know that’s bullshit,” I growled. “Hearsay’s allowed if it’s statements made by the principal that show them in a bad light. Don’t fuck around with me.”

“It’s slim. She says she never knew Clint. How do we know that it was him.”

“She picked him out of a photo lineup,” Sunny said. “Along with Pam Elliston and Melody Samuels. They were with him that day.”

Ed leaned back. “It’s still a bad idea to do this. If I get a blood draw warrant, the first thing he’ll do is have his lawyer do an immediate stay. He interned with Elisabet Reenburg. You know her. She’ll have us spending three or four months dealing with her motions and appeals. She’ll challenge this on so many grounds. She might even win. This will give Clint time to work with his friends. Get me more. Real proof that I can spring on him at once. Hard evidence that doesn’t require us alerting him until we’re ready to bury him.”

“Fine,” I growled, frustration rippling through me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

January 29th, 2021 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I held my two eldest daughters, both three-and-a-half-years-old, to my chest. Hikaru and Christie felt light as I cradled them in my arms, but they were groaning fast. They were my two daughters born from Pam and Melody. Hikaru was tuckered out from the long wait, but Christie seemed rested. She parted her hair around, a fine down of light-brown silk that fell about her face.

“We’re going to meet your new sister,” I said as marched down the hallway. “Doesn’t that sound fun.”

“Another one?” Christie asked. Her face blanched. “I want to be your only daughter, Daddy.”

“Well, don’t you have fun playing with Hikaru?”

“Me and Hikaru then,” she said, her words adorable.

“What about Amber?”

“She’s okay. But she’s young.”

I chuckled. “Not that much younger than you. And Cassandra or Reina?”

Christie’s face blanched. “They’re babies.”

“So babies are bad?” I asked her, arching an eyebrow.

She nodded her head.

“Mmm, but you’re their big sisters, which means you got to look out for them. You and Hikaru. That’s your job.”

“I don’t wanna have a job,” she said.

“A lot of people have that idea,” Melody said, walking at my side. A smile played on her lips.

“Some jobs are fun,” said Zoey. My big sister marched down the hallway. She was getting out of the stripper business. This summer, she was going into business with the Campo sisters. They were opening up a massage parlor. Women only. It sounded positively naughty.

I heartily approved.

“What about you, Amber?” Lee asked. “Do you want a job?”

My third oldest daughter, Amber, tottered after her mother holding her hand. She was adorable in her pink frock, her dark-brown hair gathered in two small pigtails. She was sucking on her thumb. She popped it out and said, “No!”

“See, see!” said Christie. “I don’t want a job, Daddy. I want to play.”

“And you can play with your new sister,” I told her as we rounded the corner.

Christie’s little face twisted in disgust. “Not if she’s a baby. They’re boring. They just cry and sleep and poop.”

“I remember when you were a baby,” Melody said. “That does sound right.”

Alicia giggled. She was carrying one of our children, our daughter Cassandra while her twin, little Aaron, stumbled on his stubby legs, holding Alicia’s hand. My youngest sister still looked adorable, but her schoolgirl look was muted now. She was in college, growing up. But she would always be my little princess even if she couldn’t quite pull off that adorable look any longer.

“Here we are,” Mom said. She had come to get us. She had been in there with Aunt Vicky while she was giving birth to my daughter. She was holding our son, Clinton III. He was sleeping in her arms, holding her tight. My firstborn son. I hoped he would be my heir.

I wonder how many sisters he would have in his harem. If I had my way, he wouldn’t have to hide the fact that he was loving all his sisters. He would be open about it, leading the submissive ones around by leashes, marrying the ones he fell in love with.

I just hoped he left a few for his old man to enjoy when they were old enough.

Mrs. Hiragawa held my now second-youngest child. Reina was six months old, cradled in her arms sleeping. Pam’s mother looked so radiant holding our daughter. She was an amazing mother. All my women were great mothers.

All save Zoey.

When would she let me breed her? She wasn’t my girlfriend or my princess or my sex slave. She was my fuck buddy. I couldn’t order her to be bred like I did with Aunt Vicky, and she seemed to have no interest in it, much to her girlfriend Stefani’s chagrin. They walked holding hands.

Mom shouldered open the door to the maternity room and revealed Aunt Vicky on her hospital bed. She looked exhausted and yet radiant. She was nursing our daughter Phoebe. The look of motherly delight on her face was incredible to see. Christie leaned forward. Hikaru stirred on my other side and looked up. She rubbed at her sleepy eye and then gasped.

“A baby, Daddy!” she said, twisting in my arm.

“That’s your new sister. She’s Phoebe,” I said, this feeling of awe falling on me that I always felt when meeting one of my children for the first time. A tingle raced through me as I came to the bed. My sex slave looked up and had shiny eyes.

“Isn’t she beautiful, Master?” she asked. “She’s a hungry one. Takes after her father.”

I smiled.

Clinton stirred. He lifted his head from my mother’s shoulder and had this serious look on his face. At two, he was rebelling more and more at being held by my mom. He squirmed in her arms and then glanced down at his sister. He stared at her and I wondered what he was thinking.

Would Phoebe be one of his women one day?

“Makes you think, huh?” Stefani said, nudging Zoey. “About our own.”

“I’m good,” Zoey said. “Nothing stopping you.”

“I don’t want to go through that on my own. We’re doing it together, Yunie.”

“Daddy,” Christie said, squirming, “how can Phoebe be your daughter if you’re not married to Aunt Vicky. Can’t only married people have babies.”

“I’m not married to your mother, am I?” I asked her. “And we had you.”

Her brow furrowed. This look of confusion crossed her face. “You’re not married to them? Don’t you love Mommy and Mommy Pam?”

“Of course I love them,” I said, the words prickling at my thoughts. “It’s complicated, honey.”

“That’s a big word.”

“Yep.”

I found myself stepping back from the bed and allowing my women to sweep in around Aunt Vicky. Lee picked up Amber so she could see better. The sight pushed down my daughter’s words. I held the two girls and smiled at my family around me. This was something worth fighting for. Worth changing the world so we didn’t have to lie about anything.

Then I could marry all my women, especially the two I loved the most. Incest and bigamy. Why did the world have to think this was wrong? Who cared who I loved? I wasn’t forcing my sisters. They were all consenting.

Why couldn’t we be allowed to make it official?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

I shuddered as everyone surrounded me. The last time I had a child, the family was smaller. Clint had looked much like Clinton, the same age as him, and my Master had been held in my sister’s arms. Clinton even had that same serious expression Clint had at two. Back then, the first Clint, the man whom I still love and whom I missed, held Melody and Zoey in his arms like my Master did now with his eldest daughters.

Bubbling joy shot through me as the children all began to babble, talking about their new little sister. Phoebe was such a delight. I was so glad to have one last daughter. I glanced at young Clinton and hoped he would be as good a big brother as my Master.

My Master had to succeed in legalizing incest. Our family was too beautiful to be considered illegal.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

Christie’s words still echoed through my mind that evening. My mom was with Aunt Vicky, keeping her company, while the rest of us took the children home so they could get some sleep. I was feeling antsy, so I got out the rope.

Lee was always a delight to tie up. She kept herself limber and in great shape. She loved running, her body leaned and lovely. I went with a bright-red rope to contrast against her skin, a deep scarlet that would look beautiful.

“Ooh, yes, that’s tight, Master,” Lee cooed as I worked the knot.

Shibari, Japanese rope bondage, was a work of art. There were always new ways I discovered to wrap them about her body. Tonight, I had her legs bound at the ankles and then spread wide at the knees. They were thrust over her head. Her arms behind her and bound down her back. I wrapped the ropes around her breasts, squeezing them tight, and had two going around her pussy lips, pulling them open and revealing her pink depths. Her juices dribbled out of her as I worked.

“I like this pattern,” Pam said, smiling as I worked the braiding weave of rope up Lee’s back to finish up the binding. “And the legs being spread wide. That’s a nice touch.”

“She’s going to be dripping pussy juices on us all night,” Melody said, this gleam in her eyes.

“I figured you’d like that,” I said, grinning at my blonde queen.

“Mmm, all night long,” said Lee with this happy contentment.

I didn’t know how she could sleep tied up, but she could. She was happily confined and dripping wet. It was amazing how different we could all be. We had the same father and our mothers were sisters. Melody and I were dominants, Lee was a masochist submissive, Alicia a pampered princess, and Zoey just liked having fun.

How would my children turn out?

“You’re ready,” I said, attaching the right part of the bondage thick hook dangling from a heavy-duty rope that was hung from an eye bolt sunk deep into the ceiling joist. It could hold three times Lee weight without issue.

I hauled her up, pulling on the rope, sliding her higher and higher. She gasped as she lifted off the bed. The rope creaked and swayed, turning slowly. She turned, her hair swaying around her face. She squirmed as she reached the peak. A naughty chandelier to dangle over us.

“How’s that?” I asked as I secured the end of the rope to another hook set in the wall with a bowline hitch.

“Just perfect, Master,” she said with a soft sigh. “Mmm, I feel amazing.”

“I bet you do,” I said. Already a drop of cunt cream fell onto the bed. “It’s not biting into you in any places. No tingling.”

“Circulation feels fine,” she said, wiggling her fingers and toes. “No pinched nerves.” She smiled at me. “Just a hot cunt and that wonderful abrasion all over my skin. Ooh, I’m going to be striped for days.”

“Good,” I said as she rotated around. I grabbed her head and turned her, I planted a hot kiss on her mouth. I plundered my tongue past her lips, dancing with hers.

Pam turned off the lights and then I pulled the covers back. I slid into the bed and my two women followed, Pam snuggling up on my left, Melody on my right. I stared up at Lee as she slowly creaked above, her eyes gleaming in the dim light coming through our bedroom window. The rope was almost black against her pale flesh.

“Phoebe was so cute,” said Pam. “Mmm, you make cute babies, Clint.”

“Wanting another one?” I asked.

“If we weren’t in college,” she said. “But I do. When things are more settled. It would be nice to have a second one of your children.”

“More rugrats to run around the house,” said Melody, a big grin on her face.

“You can breed me whenever you want, Master,” Lee said. “Say the word, and I’ll stop taking the pill.”

“Or just forget again?” Melody asked slyly.

“I’m forgetful sometimes,” Lee said with that faux innocence.

“Furniture is supposed to be quiet,” I reminded her.

“Right, Master,” she said. “Sorry. I just like being bred. You could do it against my will. Just pin me down and ram that dick into me from behind and pump me full of your cum so I’ll be your pregnant slut that you—”

“Lee.”

“Right, sorry, Master,” she said.

“Maybe we should put a vibrator in her cunt,” said Melody.

“Then I won’t be able to sleep,” Pam said. “I’d have to hear that buzzing away all night.”

“Hmm,” I said, staring up at Lee. She slowly turned above us, creaking back and forth. The sound was comforting. The personification of domination. I studied Lee while Christie’s words echoed through my mind. They resonated again and again.

“Should we get married?” I asked my two women.

“Bigamy’s not legal yet,” Melody said. She pressed against me, her breasts round against my side. “I thought you wanted to wait until then.”

“Maybe…” I stared up at the ceiling. “I could marry one of you legally and both of you spiritually like Dad with our mothers.”

“So you’d be marrying Pam, huh?” Melody asked.

Pam stiffened beside me.

“I didn’t say it would be Pam,” I said carefully.

“She’s the one to marry though,” Melody said. “No rumors that she’s really your sister. No one outside the family has any idea about it. There would be no issues. I’m still your cousin. Might look weird to outsiders.”

“You’re not mad?” I asked, still studying Melody.

“No,” Melody purred and then she straddled my body. She rubbed her shaved pussy on my cock. She rubbed her snatch up and down my shaft. She slid up me. Her juices soaked me. “I get to be the mistress. Mmm, you can fuck me in public. Let people see you screwing someone that’s not your wife.”

“Are you going to make me into a cuckqueen?” Pam asked.

“A what?” I asked.

“You know, a female cuckold,” Pam said. “The one watching in the corner while the wife gets nailed, only it’s my husband nailing this trollop who’s enticing him with her beautiful body. And I just have to sit there in the corner, fingering my pussy, watching you drive your cock in and out of her pussy. You’ll fuck her so hard.”

“Oh, god, yes,” moaned Melody. “You have to marry her.” She ground her juicy pussy on my cock. She coated me in her cunt cream. She slid her snatch up and down my cock faster, her pussy felt amazing on me. Her clit rubbed pressed hard on me, this delicious bump. “Then I’ll fuck you. We’ll make her watch as I make you explode.”

“Oh, yes, yes, make him explode,” moaned Pam. She pulled away from me and boldly thrust her fingers between her thighs. Her round face twisted with pleasure. Her plump breasts jiggled. She slammed her digits deep into her cunt. “Fuck my husband. Ooh, give him all that pleasure.”

“Yes!” hissed Melody, squirming on me. She pressed into my chest, her breasts soft against me.

“This is hot,” whimpered Lee. “Wait, sorry, Master. I’ll be quiet.”

“So hot,” groaned Pam. “Slide that twat down my husband’s cock. Ooh, just engulf him with that slutty cunt!”

“Such a slutty cunt,” moaned Melody, her juice soaking me. I loved the feel of her nipples on my chest, the plumpness of her breasts. “I’m going to engulf your married cock in my pussy. I’m going to massage you. I’m going to slide up and down your cock. Ooh, you’re going to erupt in me. You’re going to explode in me.”

“Am I?” I asked. “Can you make me cum harder than my wife can?”

“God, yes!” Melody moaned. “Look at her. Mmm, she’s just so wet for you to fuck my pussy. She’s masturbating like the little cuckqueen she is.”

“Yes, yes, I just want to watch you fuck her, honey,” Pam whimpered.

Damn, this roleplay was getting hot. My sisters were delicious. I grabbed Melody’s ass. I squeezed her rump, my fingers digging into her tight ass. I slid her pussy up my cock, her breasts rubbing into my chest. Her labia slid against my shaft. Her clit brushed across the tip before her cuntlips nuzzled against the crown. She wiggled her hips, staring down at me.

Then she slid her pussy down my cock. She engulfed me with her incestuous twat. This incredible, silky heaven slid around my shaft. I groaned, my fingers gripping her asscheeks. I held her tight as she took more and more of my cock into her cunt. My half-sister took every inch of me.

“Ooh, yes, you’re fucking my husband now,” moaned Pam. “Look at you, just taking his cock like a nasty whore.”

“Mmm, but I’m the whore that’s fucking your husband,” panted Melody, her cunt clenching around my cock. “Ooh, he’s so big. Such a huge cock I get to fuck while you just get to watch.”

“Uh-huh,” Pam moaned, her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy.

I smiled at my Japanese sister, loving the lust reflected in her dark eyes. She was so gorgeous. All my women were. I groaned as Melody slid her pussy up my cock. She gripped me. She held me tight. Her snatch massaged me. Teased me. She undulated her hips, stirring her amazing twat around my cock.

There was nothing like being in the pussy of a woman related to you. Sister. Mother. Aunt. All delicious.

Her lips kissed at my cheek. She licked me with her hot tongue as she swiveled her hips. She stirred her incestuous passion around my aching cock. She slammed down my shaft, engulfing every inch of my dick. Her nipples rubbed against my chest. The pleasure surged through me, warming my balls.

She rocked on me, her ass flexing beneath my hand. Melody moaned and panted. She gripped me tight in her silky heaven. Her breasts rubbed into my chest as she worked her pussy up and down my cock. She gave me such bliss. She spilled pleasure through my body.

The rope creaked above.

I glanced up at Lee. I loved the sight of the rope bound about her body. The red cords were wrapped around her round breasts, squeezing them into jiggling mounds. She watched with lust in her eyes. A drop of pussy juices fell from her cunt, splashing on my hand.

“Oh, yes, yes, I’m going to make you explode in front of your wife,” purred Melody in my ear. “You’re going to fire all that juicy cum into me, aren’t you.”

“Yes!” I growled.

“Cum in her cunt, honey!” whimpered Pam. “Ooh, yes, yes, I love watching you. It’s so hot. Fire all that jizz into her.”

Melody moaned, rocking faster. I helped her, pulling on her ass and then slamming her down my cock. Her breasts massaged my chest, those hard nipples sliding over my skin. I loved the feel of her on me. Around me. My cock throbbed, the pressure building and building at the tip.

She was bringing me closer and closer to the point of eruption. To spurting into her juicy snatch. I would pump into her cunt. Just flood her with all my incestuous seed. Pam whimpered beside us. She bit her lower lip, both hands now between her thighs.

They were rubbing and fingering and pleasing herself. My Japanese half-sister groaned. Her eyes watched us with such lust. Her breasts trembled together. The wet plunge of her digits echoed beside us.

“Oh, damn,” I growled. “I’m going to fire so much jizz into her cunt, honey. I’m going to flood the slut with all my seed.”

“Do it!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, do it, dear! Make me utterly into you cuckqueen!”

“Then I’m going to make you lick your husband’s cum out of my cunt!” Melody moaned, her pussy squeezing down around me.

“Yes!” Pam squealed and then she came.

It was a sight to witness. I couldn’t believe she was beating us to that moment of explosion. She bucked on the bed, her spine arching. Her breasts heaved and jiggled together. Both her hands rubbed feverishly at her cunt. She moaned and gasped.

Melody worked her pussy faster, her hips swiveling, stirring around my cock. She massaged me, whimpering as we both watched Pam writhe through her orgasm. My dick throbbed in Melody’s cunt. The pleasure built and built in my balls.

“Damn,” Lee muttered. “She’s getting off on that. I love it.”

“I know!” I growled. “Look at you, honey, just getting off on being my cuckqueen!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Pam.

“Oh, god, I need you to cum in me!” moaned my half-sister. She slammed her pussy down my cock. “I need that jizz in me, stud!”

Her pussy went wild around my cock. That silky, delicious snatch spasmed around my shaft. Her snatch milked me. Sucked at me. I groaned, my balls tensing, bathed by the hot juices gushing out around my dick.

“Fuck!” I snarled and erupted.

My hot cum fired into my sister’s pussy. I basted her with my jizz. She squirmed atop me, her pussy writhing around my dick. Her delicious flesh milking me made every spurt of my seed send ecstasy slamming through me.

Stars burst through the darkness. I bucked beneath her, thrusting up and shifting her cumming pussy around my cock. Her hungry cunt worked on me. Eruptions of my jizz fired into her pussy. My spunk splashed into her pussy, soaking her in my cum.

“Oh, damn, yes,” I growled. “Make her lick your cum out of you. Make my wife lick you clean.”

“God, yes,” Melody moaned as her pussy wrung out the last of my cum.

My orgasm peaked and then died.

In a flash, Melody was sliding off of my cock. Her pussy popped off as she crawled off of me. She rolled Pam onto her back then pivoted. Melody threw her left leg over Pam and straddled her head. She sat up straight, pressing her pussy right onto Pam’s face.

“Lick out all your husband’s cum from my pussy!” moaned my blonde half-sister. “Oh, yes, yes, see how much he came in my cunt. Mmm, clean me up, you naughty cuckqueen!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Hiragawa

I loved this fantasy.

My half-sister’s shaved twat ground on my face. She rubbed the hot folds of her pussy into my mouth while our brother’s cum poured out of her and into my mouth flavored by her sweet juices. They were incredible. I flicked my tongue out. I ran through her cuntlips, lapping, licking, and feasting on her.

They felt incredible against my tongue.

I fluttered my tongue up and down her slit. I danced through her folds. I caressed her. Teased her. I darted my tongue through that wonderful and juicy snatch. I feasted on her. It was incredible to do. Her cunt tasted just amazing. Hot spunk dribbled out of her and flooded into my mouth.

She ground her pussy on my lips. My tongue darted through the depths of her pussy. I flicked up his salty cum and her sweet cream. Her breasts jiggled above me. She grinned as she stared down at me.

“Mmm, yes, yes, see all that cum your husband fired into my twat?” she purred. “How much he loved my cunt.”

“Yes!” I moaned, this cuckqueen fantasy rippling through me. I was studying psychology and sexual paraphernalia. It was so exciting learning about the science behind kinky behavior that our family delved into.

I loved to watch, and this cuckqueen fantasy just fed on my voyeuristic delight while adding this strange, almost masochistic rush into it. This humiliation that only intensified my orgasm while I was masturbating. For a moment, it was like I was watching my husband being taken from me by another woman, witnessing the pleasure they shared.

I came so hard.

“He fired so much jizz into you,” I groaned. I fluttered my tongue up and down her slit. I licked at her. Lapped at her. I loved every moment of it. She rotated her hips. She ground her hot twat on me. She shuddered, smearing her pussy up and down my folds. “Feed it to me.”

“God, that’s hot to watch,” groaned Clint. “Fuck, just feed her all that jizz.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Melody. “Lick all that jizz out of me. Ooh, you’re just such a slutty cuckqueen. Feasting on your husband’s cum marinating in my pussy. He loved my cunt better.”

That sent another wicked thrill through me. I shuddered and thrust my tongue deep into her pussy. I was strangely submitting to this. It was such a delicious roleplay. My tongue darted through her folds, lapping at her, devouring every bit of cum out of my half-sister’s cunt.

The incestuous mix of their juices fed this wild hunger in me. I fluttered my tongue up and down. I swirled through them. They were gasping. Moaning. The bliss flowed through me. I wiggled my hips from side to side, my thighs rubbing tight, my pussy on fire.

It was so hot eating her.

My pussy was on fire. I needed a cock in me, but I was too busy licking her cunt to ask for it. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds. I teased her. Licked her. I feasted on her while she moaned and squeezed her tits.

“Oh, yes, yes, you little cuckqueen!” moaned Melody. “Damn, that’s it. You’re getting me clean.”

“Just lapping all my cum out of you,” Clint said. “What a nasty, little wife she is.”

“Yes!” I squealed and bucked, wanting to marry my brother so much.

I slid my tongue through her folds, not finding any more of his cum. That was always the sad part of eating a creampie but it also meant I got the full enjoyment of eating my sister’s incestuous twat. Now I just had her sweet juices to enjoy.

They were wonderful.

I brushed her clit. Stroked her labia. My fingers, sticky with my cunt cream, grabbed her rump. I massaged her as she ground on me. She gasped and moaned, gripping the headboard as she ground on me. Lee panted above us, the ropes creaking.

“Damn,” growled Clint. “That’s it, just devour her. Feast on her, honey. I love it. Lick my mistress’s cunt clean!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Melody. “I’m cumming on your slut-wife’s mouth, stud! Oh, god, yes!”

Sweet cunt cream flooded my mouth. The hot cream gushed out of her. She flooded my mouth. Filled me up again and again. This was incredible. A rush to enjoy. My body bucked and trembled. The bliss rippled through me. My eyes fluttered as I licked up her pussy cream. I wiggled my hips from side to side, rubbing my thighs together.

My tongue kept stroking her, cleaning up all those wonderful juices. Her moans echoed through hour bedroom. Clint watched us with hungry eyes. I knew he would fuck one of us before we all fell into sleep.

Which one? His mistress or his wife?

This was such a naughty game.

“Oh, damn, that’s good,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes! I love it. Oh, my god, I love it so much! Just drink all my pussy cream!”

“So good!” grunted Clint.

He ripped Melody off of my face. She gasped as she landed on her back. He was kneeling. The top of his head brushed Lee’s thighs. If he rose his head up all the way, he could feast on her pussy while fucking us. It looked like he was going for Melody again.

I was the cuckqueen tonight. No cock for me, but that was okay. It was so hot getting to watch.

“Let me put it in, Honey,” I moaned and slid around. I straddled Melody, bringing my trimmed bush to her hungry lips. “Let me slide your cock into your mistress’s pussy. I know you love her cunt more than me.”

Clint’s head shot up. He had this look on his face. Concern. He met my gaze, and I could see he was about to ruin the fantasy by saying something wonderfully romantic. I smiled at him and winked. He relaxed, knowing it was just part of the game.

Tomorrow night, we’d be back to being his sister-lovers. His incestuous queens. Tonight, I was reveling in this fantasy.

I grabbed his cock, still wet from Melody’s pussy. As Melody slid her tongue through my cuntlips and sent such a wonderful wave of delight through me, I grabbed a pillow. I shoved it beneath her rump, forcing her to lift herself up with her legs.

“Now you have to fuck her asshole,” I moaned, pressing his cock past her pussy. I had to go by feel because I couldn’t see. I slid him past her taint, my hand caressing her skin. I felt the edge of her sphincter and knew he was on target. “You have to pound your whore in the asshole and cum hard. I know she’ll make you explode.”

“God, you’re such a loving wife,” Clint said, staring at me with hunger in his eyes.

I winked at him.

He rammed into Melody’s asshole. She moaned into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my depths. I gasped and arched my back. My head snapped up and I came face to face with the grinning, mischievous Lee. She licked her lips and arched her eyebrow at me.

I grabbed her head and kissed her hard on the lips. I thrust my tongue into my sister-slave mouth while grinding on our other’s sister’s lips. Lee whimpered, her tongue caressing mine. Melody groaned into my cunt. The bed rocked as my husband fucked her.

“Damn,” growled Clint. He thrust hard and fast. “What a view. You got a dripping pussy, slut. Just such a nasty cunt. I bet you could use some stimulation.”

Lee moaned into our kiss. The ropes creaked. Her entire body twitched, shifting her mouth against mine.

I held her head tight, kissing her as Clint devoured her cunt and fucked Melody’s asshole. The bed rocked as the four of us loved each other in our own perverted ways. Incest blazed between us, uniting us.

I rubbed my furred muff into Melody’s hungry tongue. I savored her exploring my twat. She feasted on me with that naughty tongue. I kept kissing Lee, savoring the sweetness of her mouth. The ropes creaked as she squirmed and ground her cunt on my face.

The slap of flesh on flesh echoed through our bedroom. Clint growled into Lee’s cunt. I bet he had his tongue thrust into her pussy like Melody’s was in me. Just swirling around, stimulating the little brat the way bliss was rushing through my body.

Only I could cum all I wanted.

I broke the kiss with Lee and stared into her brown eyes. “You wish you could cum, don’t you?”

“God, yes, Mistress Pam!” she moaned. “Ooh, Master’s got his tongue deep into my pussy.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, my husband is feasting on you while your sister is devouring me.”

“I hope she makes you cum so hard, Mistress Pam,” Lee groaned. “Oh, god, because Master is going to make her explode with his cock. He is fucking her so hard. Hear them?”

“Yes!” I gasped as that smack of flesh on flesh echoed through the room.

“Her asshole feels amazing, honey,” growled Clint. “And your pussy tastes delicious tonight, whore.”

“I’m so glad my nasty, slutty cunt is pleasing you, Master!” she moaned. “Eat me! Devour all my juices out of me while fucking Mistress Melody’s asshole!”

“God, he’s fucking me so hard!” whimpered Melody. “I’m going to explode on him. Ooh, yes, yes, ram that dick in me.”

She thrust her tongue back into my pussy. My pleasure built and built as my orgasm hurtled towards me. What a wonderful and wicked night. I was so glad to share this wild experience. I ground my cunt on Melody’s hungry face, the pressure building and building. I was moments from that explosion of rapture that would send me over the edge.

That delicious burst of ecstasy that would have me trembling and heaving. My breasts jiggled and swayed. My pussy ached. My cunt clenched around Melody’s probing tongue. My clit rubbed into her chin. As her lips moved, she massaged my bud.

“Fuck!” growled Clint. “I’m going to flood that tight asshole.”

“Oh, god, do it!” hissed my half-sister into my pussy. “Shit!”

Melody bucked beneath me, her turn to cum first. She moaned into my twat. Her passion vibrated around my pussy lips. Then she latched on my clit. I gasped and kissed Lee hard. I squealed into her mouth as I came.

My pussy juices gushed out of me.

Waves of rapture washed through my body.

The pleasure flowing through me had me shuddering and groaning. Stars burst across my vision. I wiggled my hips from side to side, feeding Melody all my cunt cream. Lee whimpered into my lips, shuddering and twitching.

Fighting the orgasm she couldn’t have without Clint’s permission. She wasn’t like Melody and me.

“God fucking damn, yes!” growled Clint. “Take it, Melody!”

“Oh, I love it when you flood me!” gasped Melody.

I broke my kiss with Lee to howl, “Me, too! Oh, my god, you’re making her feel so good, Clint! Trust me!”

“I do!” he growled.

I shuddered, dizzy on this pleasure. My rapture carried me to this wonderful height. I hung there, Melody licking at my cunt while my mind whirled. I had to write a paper on this. The Psychology of the Cuckqueen. There wasn’t much research into it.

I loved my family. They inspired me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

As my women snuggled up to me, I stared up at Lee. Was it time to actually marry my women? We were still in college. But it would be great to do it. To make it official. It had to be at the right time. The right place. I wanted to marry them both, but I was moving into a new world. Through the Reenburgs, I was meeting more and more of the powerful people of California.

Discreetly, some of them were indulging in incest. One of them had even let his daughter get trained by Mrs. Umayyah. He now had his own slut daughter to please him. He would be a useful man to have in my pocket.

But more work needed to be done.

Sleep was a long time in coming as I stared up at Lee bound and dreaming above me, her face twitching.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

September 13th, 2021 – Leann “Lee” Samuels

I liked my new job. Master was right to make me work at the Campo sister’s massage parlor. Those two naughty dykes, Zoey, and Stefani were having so much fun teasing their clients and driving them wild. Sometimes I got to play.

But most of the time I had to suffer in the reception area, not getting to have any of the fun while knowing they were giving their female customers “happy ending” massages. It made me squirm and shudder. I bit my lower lip as the vibrator churned away inside of me.

Master was playing with the settings. He was at college, probably bored for a moment and wanting some fun. He could even be watching me on the security cameras. He had access to them on his phone through a simple app.

I glanced at the one in the corner and smiled.

DING!

I shivered and then glanced at my computer, seeing what was coming up. There was a messenger app opened. My mom had sent me a massage, asking if Clint had turned on my vibrator, too. We were both suffering together.

She was off maternity leave and back teaching high school history. Phoebe was eight months old and just so adorable. All the children were growing up so fast. I squirmed on the chair, the vibrator humming away driving me nuts.

I would be a good girl. I wouldn’t cum. Not one bit. I would save up all this sexual energy. When Master slid his cock into me and said those magic words, I would explode on his dick. I would orgasm so hard I’d black out.

It would be wonderful.

The front door opened, chiming the bell. I looked up and smiled to see a Hispanic woman walking in. She was middle-aged but took care of herself. A delicious MILF with a rocking body in a business skirt suit and a ruffled blouse. Her skin had a delicious, golden-tan hue to it, her black hair pulled back in a sexy bun.

“Welcome to the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor,” I purred. “You must be new. I’m Lee, the receptionist, and I’ll take care of you.”

“Oh, yeah, my friend, Olivia Wright, recommended this place. She told me it would help me relax.” The Hispanic woman played with her wedding ring with a nervous tick.

“Marital problems?” I asked.

“Not for long,” she muttered. “But, you know, it’s so stressful bringing it to a close. I could really, really use a massage.”

“Well, what did Olivia say about our service?” I asked. I knew Olivia. She was one of our very first customers. She had a sexy daughter. The pair both enjoyed having a “couples” massage that always ended up with mother and daughter pleasing each other.

“Just that your masseuses were skilled at helping a woman relax,” she said. “That this is a special place.”

“Well, it is,” I said. “We only take on female customers, so we’re skilled in what you need.” I glanced at my schedule. “Juana is free. We have some options, including the full relaxation package. Or you can have a nuru massage or a soap massage.” I smiled at her. “That’s where the masseuse uses her body covered in soap or this wonderful nuru gel that makes her quite slippery.”

“Her, uh, body?” the woman asked, looking shocked.

“It’s Japanese,” I said. “Very relaxing. And, of course, we have the vibrating massage.”

“What?” the woman asked, sounding almost scandalized.

“Yeah, we use a wand massager to run over your sore muscles and other problem areas,” I said, my cunt clenching on the vibrator humming away inside my pussy. “It’s sooooo relaxing on certain spots. You’ll love it.”

“Well, uh, sure,” she said. “I’ll take that one.”

“Okay,” I said, starting typing. “What’s your name?”

“Cruzita Gutiérrez.” She shifted her purse on her shoulder. “I need this bad.”

“Mmm, I know what you mean,” I panted, my pussy on fire. It was incredible holding off my orgasmic release. “But you’ll be in good hands here! Olivia is one of our favorite customers. She and her daughter come in all the time.”

I couldn’t wait to hear Cruzita moaning. I loved watching the video feeds of the massages.

To be continued…
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September 13th, 2021 – Cruzita Gutiérrez

“Cruzita?”

I lifted my head to see the Hispanic girl coming out of the cloth curtain that cut off the waiting room from the back hallway. She wore a lilac, silk robe about her petite figure. She wore her dark-brown hair short, framing her face. She couldn’t be more than eighteen, and wore a bright smile on her face.

“That’s me,” I said in Spanish. “You’re my masseuse.”

“Yes, I am,” she answered back in the same language. Then she switched to English to say, “She’s all checked in, Lee?”

“Yep,” the receptionist said. She appeared to be kneeling on her chair, leaning over and wiggling her hips like a little girl. She was young, too, her face elfin and cheeks rosy. Her computer had a faint, humming sound coming from it. “She’s ready to go. Give her a good time, Juana.”

“Always.” Juana turned to me and switched back to Spanish to say, “Come on back, pretty lady.”

She held back the curtain for me as I stood. My friend, Olivia Wright, had recommended this massage parlor. She said the Lady Touch Massage Parlor had done wonders for her and her teenage daughter. It was the best stress relief in town.

I was desperate for it.

“So, first time, huh?” Juana said, this naughty gleam in her eyes.

“First time,” I agreed.

“Getting a massage, or just coming to my establishment?”

“Both.” I swallowed. “Your establishment.”

“This was all my idea. My sister and I, along with a few friends, put it together.” She opened a door to a room and motioned me to enter. “Come on, pretty lady, I’ll take care of you. Mmm, you’re going to love having your massage cherry broken.”

Her eyes flicked over my form and this strange sensation rippled through my body. It was like she was staring at me the way a man did a woman. I blushed at the thought. Was she a lesbian? I didn’t have a lot of experience with lesbians. Or maybe I was just reading too much into an innocent glance.

Olivia had recommended the place.

The room was lit by scented candles. They burned happily along the counters on both sides of the room, dancing warm light everywhere. The soothing scent of cinnamon filled my nose. I shuddered at that scent. In the center of the room lay a massage bed, a sturdy structure with a padded bed that held an oval cutout at one end that looked perfect for a bed. On one counter lay a back massager, plugged into an outlet.

“Well, pretty woman, let’s get you naked,” said Juana. Her hands boldly darted to the suit jacket I wore over my blouse and pencil skirt.

“Naked?” I gasped as she drew off my charcoal blazer.

Juana gave me this strange look. “Did you think you’d be clothed?” She hung my blazer from a coat rack to the right of the door. “How am I supposed to massage you, pretty lady, if your clothes are in the way?”

“I guess so, but…” I looked around as she came back to me and untucked my blouse from my skirt. Her fingers worked the buttons. “Shouldn’t I strip myself.”

“Oh, it’s just the pampering we offer here,” she said, her fingers undoing button after button. A tension squeezed about my heart. This nervous squirm writhed through my stomach. “Relax, pretty woman, we’re both ladies. It’s no different from the locker room.” She paused. “Unless you think I’m going to molest you.”

“Molest?” I gave a nervous laugh. “No, no. My friend said this place is amazing.”

Juana winked at me as she finished unbuttoning my blouse. She opened it, revealing my round breasts held in a bra. I was still in great shape despite being in my forties. My figure slender. My work had a small gym next door, and I used it on my breaks.

“You look like you’re a woman in need of pampering,” she said. “Your job?”v

“Yeah,” I said, “but…” I stared down at my wedding ring glinting on my left hand. I twisted it.

“Ah, hubby driving you wild?”

“Not for much longer.” I drew in a deep breath. It hurt. “Divorce should be final in a few months. California makes you go through a waiting process before they’ll finalize it. You know, a last chance to see if you can reconcile.”

“But you don’t want to?”

“He doesn’t like the hours I work. I’m never home, he claims. So he started fucking the girl next door. She’s barely older than our daughter. Eighteen, so she’s barely legal.” Anger flared through me. “And it’s hard on Laurita. She doesn’t want it to happen, and I can’t tell her that her father is a peckerhead piece of shit, now can I?”

“Then you need this,” Juana said with absolute sincerity. She slid her fingers along the waistband of my pencil skirt and found where it zipped up on the side. It fit my body. “Only thing better than one of our massages is getting fucked hard by a hottie on a one night stand.”

“I have no idea how to do that,” I muttered. “I married my high school sweetheart.”

“Sorry it didn’t work out,” she said. “But I’ll make you forget all about him.” She knelt down before me and tugged off my skirt. I shuddered at her kneeling there. It was such a… submissive act. She stared up at me with this bright gleam in her dark eyes. Her hands worked my skirt down my thighs, her fingers brushing my skin. We had nearly the same shade of brown.

I stepped out of my skirt and trembled. There was something different about this girl. The way she acted. She was young, but she moved around me with such confidence. She had a strange, commanding presence. Like she was used to getting her way. Not spoiled. It was something else.

My skirt folded, she returned to me and stood a few inches in front of me. She smiled as she reached behind me. I shivered at how intimate it suddenly became. Her fingers followed my bra’s band around to the clasp. Her small breasts were only inches from touching mine as she unhooked it. She fumbled for a moment, her weight shifted.

By accident, our breasts, separated by our clothing, pushed together. My nipples burst with a tingling sensation that rippled across my skin. An electric current that ended up at my pussy. My cheeks warmed at the awakened heat.

“There we are, pretty lady,” she said and leaned back, pulling away my bra straps. She slipped the cups off my breasts, exposing my round tits. They weren’t as firm as they used to be. But they still had their shape, my nipples thick and dark brown.

And hard.

My cheeks warmed with embarrassment. I hoped she didn’t notice. Or, at least, didn’t comment.

She added my bra to the pile. I shivered and went to go the bed, fighting the urge to cover my breasts. A locker room. Just like at the gym. Stripping naked wasn’t a big deal there. We were all women.

Only the locker room wasn’t lit by scented candles and I was stripping myself here.

“Hold up, pretty lady,” she said, grabbing my wrist. “You still have your panties and shoes on. You need to be naked.”

“My panties, too?” I gasped as she slipped to her knees before me again. That submissive-seeming act, but she stared up at me with authority. This was her massage parlor. Like a judge in a courtroom, she ruled here.

“And shoes,” she purred, grabbing my right foot and lifting it. I shuddered at how intimate it was for her to slowly pull off my three-inch pumps, her hand caressing my foot in the process. I shivered, the heat growing between my thighs.

“Cute feet,” she said as she drew off the other shoe, her finger following down my sole, stroking the bottom of my foot. This strange tingle raced through me. I shivered, my breasts rising and falling with my breathing.

What was this place? If Olivia hadn’t told me this was the stress relief I needed…

“And now the panties,” she said, her hands sliding up my thighs, just a light graze. Her touch electrified my skin. I swallowed. It was her job to touch me. I just had to relax. Nothing strange or unusual about a masseuse touching her client.

She slid her hands over my cream-hued panties, touching the satin. “These are so cute, pretty lady.”

“Thanks,” I said. Juana hooked them and then tugged them down.

Slowly.

She worked off the cloth while my cheeks burned. Kneeling, her head was at the same level as my pussy. She exposed my black bush. The panties slid over my plump butt-cheeks. Then they were down my thighs. The way she stared at me, I had this strange idea that she wanted to feast on me.

The nervous writhe in my stomach increased. I wanted to flee. I wasn’t into women. I didn’t want her to do that to me. I squeezed my eyes shut. Of course, she wouldn’t do that. This place couldn’t do that. My friend didn’t send me to some strange bordello masquerading as a massage parlor.

A woman’s only massage parlor.

“There you are,” she said as she tugged my panties down my thighs. Her knuckles caressed my skin, generating heat that rippled through me. My pussy drank it in. I hoped she didn’t notice anything. Over the cinnamon, I caught a faint, familiar scent.

Cheeks flaming, I stepped out of my panties. She rose and carefully folded them before adding them to the pile of clothing. I moved to the bed even as I considered fleeing from here. I sat down on it, squirming. I was too nervous. This wasn’t relaxing me. It was just stressing me out. I was on my lunch break. I didn’t want to waste it.

“Lay down on your belly,” she said, picking up the back massager. Its white end was as thick as a soda bottle and ended in a round column. Like a wand. She turned it on and it buzzed, the end fuzzing along the edges. “Put your head in the cutout. It’s to support you and let you feel comfortable.”

“Okay,” I said and obeyed.

As I moved into position, she also grabbed a dark-amber bottle. She brought it over to the bed and hummed, almost drowned out by the vibrator. I stretched out on my back, glad to hide my breasts. I shifted into position and placed my head in the cutout.

“You’re going to love this, pretty lady,” purred Juana. Her voice had a sensual cadence to it.

I gasped as she drizzled the oil across my back. She spread it in a long, sinuous line. I shuddered at her touch. Then her hand spread it across my skin, her fingers kneading and working. They felt… relaxing. Skilled. Her touch held purpose.

A professional.

My nervousness slowly faded. I breathed in the relaxing cinnamon. She moved her hand down my lower back closer and closer to my plump ass. She paused and then drizzled the liquid across my butt-cheeks. Her hand slid over my rump, fingers digging into my flesh. I let out a little groan. That felt nice. Not in a sexual way, but just to have my muscles massaged.

“Mmm, there you are,” she purred and then pressed the back massager right between my shoulder blades.

I gasped at the humming vibration massaging my skin. My fingers flexed. My toes curled. A soft sigh escaped my lips. It felt incredible on my skin. It wasn’t just vibrating, it was warm. A soothing heat that mixed with the buzzing touch.

I closed my eyes and relaxed into the massage. Juana worked it in slow circles, spreading out across my oiled back. It caressed my muscles. Teased them. She moved it over my shoulder blades. She pushed my hair back to work it against my neck. Her free hand kept stroking my lower back, hardly noticeable as she worked the amazing toy.

I groaned.

Sighed.

Enjoyed it.

She moved the massager around my back, knowing just where to pause and really let it work into my flesh, pressing into knots of tension. They relaxed away. It was incredible. I could just let her do this all day. The buzzing heat drew all my attention. I was vaguely aware of her hand massaging my rump.

Didn’t care about it one bit.

The buzzing moved lower and lower. She slid it over my spine. I gasped when she found this knot halfway down. My back arched, pressing my breasts into the table. She dug the wand massager there, working on it.

Her fingers dipped into my crack. I didn’t care. I just loved that massager. I whimpered.

“Mmm, pretty lady, right there, huh?” Juana asked. “All that stress from your dickhead husband. What a little bitch for cheating on such a beauty.”

“Yes,” I moaned.

“And you’ve been working all those long hours. They’ve been taking their toll on you. Draining your spirit. I can tell. Just let me massage it all away, pretty lady.”

“You’re doing so good,” I moaned, the vibrating warmth moving lower and lower. I gasped when she reached my tail bone. “Oh, that’s good.”

“Yes, yes, you have a lot of tension there. I got you, pretty lady.”

Her hand slid down my rump through my crack. Her finger brushed my taint and almost my pussy before she was stroking her oiled hand down my thigh. I didn’t mind. I just moaned, lost to the delight of the back massager working away my tension. My toes curled, feet twitching.

Her hand slid up and down my thigh, spreading the oil with her massaging touch. She dug into my muscles, a small delight compared to the relaxing buzz off the massager. It moved over my rump now, following wherever hand had touched.

She worked it in slow circles on my right butt-cheek, pressing it into my plump flesh. I whimpered and moaned. I could almost fall asleep enjoying this. Her hand massaged my legs, moving from thigh to thigh as she worked the massager.

She slid it over my butt-crack. The rounded, buzzing tip pressed between my asscheeks for a moment. My asshole puckered, but the humming tool didn’t touch it. Then she was massaging along the other side of my rump.

“Oh, yes,” I sighed, her hand digging fingers into my inner thigh. “That’s good.”

My legs parted to let her work while that hot massager soothed everything away. I was in heaven. It worked lower across my butt-cheek, following the dipping curve. Then it slipped between my thighs.

It pressed against my pussy.

I gasped at the buzzing heat rubbing at my vulva through my bush. Sparks burst from my clit. The vibrator moved onto my inner thigh. The contact with my pussy was a brief touch. Accidental. I shuddered, my labia aching, wanting it to return.

My cheeks burned at that impulse. I forced it down, but the tingling remained in my pussy. I couldn’t stop thinking about how great that felt as she worked the back massager up and down my inner thigh. When she slid up it, coming closer to my twat, I half-hoped she would touch me again.

What was wrong with me? I couldn’t want that. She couldn’t do that. It was an accident.

I struggled to focus on the massager and not that horny itch forming inside of me. How long had it been since I’d gotten laid? Nearly a year? Just masturbating while my husband slept on the couch, banished there because we were going through our separation.

I had no time to date. Or even to find a stranger. Too much work. Too much stress. Laurita needed me to be a mom through it all.

But here…

“Okay, pretty lady, roll over,” Juana said. She pulled the wand massager from my thigh. Almost to my pussy.

I groaned and did. I rolled over, my body tingling. My breasts swayed, nipples hard. My pussy had that wet itch. I settled on my back. She produced a round pillow that slid beneath my neck and cradled my head in cotton softness.

She smiled at me, her robe clinging to her petite body. She squeezed out the golden liquid on my belly and between my breasts. Her hand spread it over me, making my golden-brown skin gleam in the dancing candlelight. I shuddered as her touch slid up upward and between my breasts. She coated my upper chest and clavicle in it, fingers massaging my pectoral muscles around the edges of my tits.

She gave me a smile as her oiled hand trailed down my stomach towards my hips. For a moment, I had this weird urge for her to follow the V of my pelvis towards my pussy. The heat rippled through me.

She wouldn’t do that. The idea of a lesbian bordello, a happy-ending massage parlor for women and not men, had latched onto my brain. But it was a ridiculous idea. Women didn’t pay for sex. Men did.

I closed my eyes as her hand stroked my thigh, massaging my quadriceps muscle. The back massager became a belly massager. I gasped as it hummed around my stomach. A ticklish delight rippled through me as she lightly worked it into my abdomen. Not as much pressure as my back.

I let out a sigh and decided to ignore my naughty pussy. Just concentrate on that buzzing delight moving in slow circles around my stomach. Juana knew her skill. The young masseuse slid the buzzing toy higher and higher up my body to the base of my ribs. Right beneath my breasts.

“So breaking up with hubby, and no time for dating,” said Juana. “You poor thing. That doesn’t sound like the best situation.”

“I’m sure it’ll get better once the divorce is finalized and I can move on,” I answered.

“A pretty lady like you needs to be pampered,” she said, the massager moving around the outside edge of my right breast, the buzzing lightly grazing my boob.

I let out a sigh of agreement as the massager reached my upper chest, working across my pectoral muscles and just edging around my tits. That felt so good. My breasts jiggled from the buzzing. The wand brushed against my mounds.

That felt really good.

I sighed as the buzzing climbed up my right breast. It spiraled up it, digging into my flesh. I shifted on the table, this smile spreading on my lips. Tingles raced through my body as the humming warmth spiraled to the pinnacle of my breast.

Pressed on my nipple.

My eyes shot open. I gasped as the humming massaged right there at the aching pinnacle of my breast. My pussy drank in the buzzing sensation. I gasped, my cunt clenching. This wicked heat swept through my body. I gasped and shuddered.

She shouldn’t be doing this.

“Mmm, just relax, pretty lady,” Juana said as she massaged my nipple. Her tongue flicked across her lips, wetting them. They were pink and glossy. Her cheeks were dark and flushed. I shuddered as her brown eyes reflected dancing candlelight. “Just enjoy.”

I should be telling her to stop, but it felt so good. My body was so relaxed. I just wanted to lie here and let myself melt away. The buzzing massaged my nub. My fat nipple drank it in. My pussy clenched, the pleasure surging through me.

My juices flowed. I grew hotter and hotter. I squirmed on the bed, my heart pumping heat through my veins. This wonderful passion swept through me. My thighs pressed tighter, taking the pressure off my aching clit.

Then the buzzing left my nipple. I whimpered in disappointment.

The massager pressed against my left nub. I gasped at the burst of pleasure, the return of aching rapture.

My body trembled. Hands clenched. My naughty pussy drank in the electricity zapping from my nipple. The wand massager arced bliss through my body. It sent the pleasure surging through me. It was incredible. I moaned and gasped, squirming on the bed.

“There you are, pretty lady,” purred Juana, her hand massaging my inner thighs close to my pussy. Tantalizingly close. “I know what you need.”

“This…” My mind rippled. This was verging on prostitution. On illegality. I didn’t request this. But… but… Consenting adults… Like an escort service. I paid for a massage. What came after… “I…”

“Shh,” she said and then she pulled the massager from my nipple.

It all happened so fast. The buzzing delight plunged between my thighs and pressed against the aching folds of my pussy. Her head snapped down and hot lips engulfed my left nipple, replacing the humming delight with wet, sucking pleasure.

I bucked on the bed, gasping at the burst of rapture exploding through me.

I came.

Hard.

My pussy convulsed as the wand massager rubbed up and down my hot flesh. My thighs relaxed, parting. Pleasure rushed through my body and melted my mind. This incredible surge of bliss that had me writhing and moaning. Juana sucked on my nipple. Her lips sealed on it, adding another burst of delight.

My moans echoed through the massage parlor. They reverberated around. My juices gushed out, bathing the buzzing delight on my cunt. The surges of ecstasy slipped through me. This bliss went beyond any orgasm I had in years.

Maybe in my life.

The vibrating shaft of the massager rubbed up and down my cunt, teasing my clit and labia. Stimulating them. Juana sucked with hunger on my nipple. The pleasure surged through my body. I gasped and moaned, drinking in the amazing rapture that swept through my body. I trembled on the bed, orgasm after orgasm flooding through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, unable to control myself. My breasts jiggled. Juana kept latched onto my left. “I keep cumming!”

She shifted the massager, no longer rubbing the long side into my pussy, but the round tip. She pushed it against my labia. The warmth and the vibration melted into my cuntlips. My clit burst with sparks.

My juices gushed out of me.

My twat spasmed and writhed. The waves of ecstasy swept through me. Drowned me. My mind melted as my pussy lips struggled to engulf the end of the wand massager. Sadly, it was too thick for my snatch to swallow.

“Mother of God!” I howled. “Blessed Mary and the Saints above!”

Her tongue danced over my nipples. She stroked me, sending such rapture plunging to the euphoria sweeping out of my cunt. I couldn’t stop cumming. It was incredible. My pussy lips grew numb from the vibrations.

My head tossed back and forth on the pillow. My body trembled and writhed through the ecstasy this naughty, young woman gave me. Her eyes caught mine, gleaming with passion as I spasmed through my ecstasy.

Then she pulled the massager away. Her lips released my nipple.

“Oh, shit,” I groaned, my head lolling. “Juana… What did you do to me?”

“Relaxed you,” she purred.

I couldn’t believe my friend came here. That she brought her sixteen-year-old daughter here. Did Olivia receive these same “extra services”? They had to be extra. It couldn’t be prostitution. I couldn’t have broken the law.

Just two consenting adults.

It was insane to think otherwise. I panted and moaned, my eyes fluttering. I squirmed on the massage parlor bed, my breast jiggling as I came down from my multiple orgasms. They weren’t a myth. Juana had just given them to me and…

Juana slipped onto the massage bed. She straddled me. I stared up at a shaved pussy descending to my mouth. Her tight tush filled my vision as she settled her hot pussy on my face. Then she leaned over as her tangy juices soaked my mouth. Her stomach rubbed into my throbbing nipples. Her small breasts pressed into my oiled belly. Then her hair fell over my thigh while her mouth…

Her mouth nuzzled into my pussy and licked.

I gasped as her tongue flicked through my folds. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had done this for me. Go down on me. Her tongue licked with agile grace, stroking my pussy lips still tingling from my orgasm.

Her hips wiggled from side to side, grinding her pussy on my mouth. Her juices soaked my lips. Her shaved vulva felt so warm. Almost hot. I breathed in her musk. This strange exhilaration shot through me. I had never thought of doing anything with a woman.

I licked.

She moaned.

My tongue felt stiff as it slid through her labia. Hesitant. This nervousness rippled through me as I licked again. I was such a novice at pussy licking, and she clearly had such skill. She flicked her tongue up and down my folds. She fluttered against them. Brushed my clit. Stroked my pussy lips just right while I felt like my tongue just flailed.

“Mmm, that’s it, pretty lady,” she purred, rubbing her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy on my mouth. “Just feast on me. Don’t think. Just enjoy.”

I did. I relaxed.

Her tongue stroked up and down my vulva. I did the same to hers. She tasted good. I had no idea pussy could have such a wonderful flavor. A bit salty but mostly this tangy delight. My hands grabbed her rump. I squeezed her. Massaged her. I felt so wicked as I danced my tongue up and down Juana’s pussy.

She wiggled her hips from side to side, smearing her hot cunt on my mouth. Her tongue feasted on my pussy. I whimpered and moaned, my fingers digging into her tight tush as she pleased me. She built me towards another orgasm.

I hoped I did the same to her.

“Oh, Juana,” I moaned. “Ooh, you’re such a pretty girl.”

“And you’re such a pretty lady,” she moaned. Her tongue thrust into my pussy.

I gasped at how incredible that felt. Her tongue darted around inside of me. She swirled and stirred and drove me wild. I groaned, my tongue returning the favor to her. I drove it into her pussy. I reveled in her hot cunt cream spilling over it. The silky walls clenched down around me. Her juices soaked me.

Trickled into my mouth.

I feasted on her as the pleasure built and built inside of me. I squirmed on the bed. She wiggled her hips from side to side. She smeared her cunt cream on my mouth. I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I plunged my tongue deep into her twat as hers danced through mine.

We loved each other. Gave each other the most intimate of massages.

“Pretty girl!”

“Pretty lady!”

The bed creaked. My pleasure swelled faster and faster. Her tongue fluttered across my clit. I gasped, my fingers biting into her tush. I found her own bud. I sucked on it, my nose nuzzling into her shaved folds. Every inhalation was filled tangy bliss.

Her lips sealed on my clit. We nursed on each other. I groaned at the delight rushing through me. My fingers gripped her ass while my body trembled. I squirmed beneath her, my nipples rubbing into her belly.

Her tongue caressed my clit in a fast circle. Sparks flared.

I came.

I squealed around her clit. The pleasure rushed through my body. I bucked, savoring my first lesbian experience. My lips nibbled on her bud as the ecstasy drowned my mind again. A gentler pleasure than before, not as intense as the massager but just as delicious.

Even more intimate.

She groaned and then her juices bathed my face.

Tangy cream gushed out of her. Our tongues licked and lapped. We gathered up each other’s juices. We feasted and licked and shared in our mutual orgasms. The bed creaked as the pleasure swept through me.

Incredible bliss.

Wonderful joy.

“Pretty girl!” I moaned. “Juana!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned. “Oh, pretty lady, you are such a treat. Mmm, I’m glad you came in.”

“Me, too!” My orgasm hit that wonderful peak. I trembled beneath her, savoring hanging at the pinnacle of my pleasure.

Then I descended into buzzing bliss.

Juana slipped off of me and I caught a glimpse of her naked body. Her breasts were small, nipples puffy. She smiled at me as she drew on her lilac robe. “Pretty lady, you spend all the time you need gathering yourself. I’d love to stay, but…”

“Other women need your touch,” I moaned.

She winked at me as she belted her robe. I shuddered as she sauntered out of the room.

I wanted to just lie in here, but I had to get back to work. Things were heating up. I had to go through so much paperwork, sifting through it to find what I needed. I felt up to it now. Relaxed for the first time in what felt like a decade. Not a mother or a wife with a cheating husband.

A woman.

I dressed quickly and sauntered out of the room and down the hallway. I slipped through the curtain. Lee the receptionist had flushed cheeks and I swear the humming in her computer was even louder than last time. A faulty fan or something. She squirmed like she had something in her panties itching at her.

“Have a wonderful day,” she said, beaming at me. “I hope you cum again.”

I paused. “Next week, same time? Can I have Juana again.”

Lee did a few mouse clicks. “Got you down. Wand massage again? Or would you like to try something different?”

“Surprise me,” I said and then swept out of the parlor.

I grabbed my phone and texted my friend. “I really needed that. Juana worked miracles on me.”

I was ready to face a tedious afternoon of paperwork.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

October 19th, 2021 – Delilah Vincent nee Midgley

I frowned at the noise I heard coming from my son’s door. It was cracked open, like he’d failed to shut it all the way so it would latch. It was an old house. The doors were all of and could open if they didn’t close properly. I peered inside, wondering why the bed springs were creaking. I could just see him and…

My fourteen-year-old son was naked on his bed and stroking his cock. I gasped at the sight of him. I should have realized it. He was a growing boy. Of course, he would do that. It just never crossed my mind that he could do that.

Now I stared at him. At his hand pumping up and down his cock. His thick, long cock. My jaw dropped at how hung Ian was. He dwarfed his father. My cheeks burned. I shouldn’t be watching him, but…

I was in awe at his girth. His length.

This wicked, taboo heat burst to life in my cunt. I should look away. I shouldn’t be watching this at all. It was wrong. I needed to give my son his privacy. I needed to walk away. His face twisted in pleasure.

He groaned.

White cum spurted from the end of his cock. I fought my own gasp at seeing his youthful seed firing up into the air and splattering on his chest. It soaked him. Coated him. He trembled on the bed, his toes curling. He tossed his head from side to side, growling through his clenched teeth.

My pussy exploded with lust.

I fled down the hallway to my bedroom. I almost tripped on my husband’s golf clubs that he’d left out. Again! I threw myself on my bed, shoved a hand into my jeans, and cupped my pussy. I rubbed myself with feverish heat, the image of my son’s huge, young cock erupting blazing through my mind.

I exploded in seconds.

The rapture rushed through my body. I whimpered and groaned, spasming through the forbidden fantasy of my son’s cock. My pussy ached for him to be in me. To cross that forbidden line no mother should.

“Ian!” I whimpered as I hit the peak of my pleasure.

The guilt hit me the moment I finished cumming. I couldn’t ever do that again. It was wrong. I was his mother. Why had that perverted thought filled my mind at all? I felt so dirty that I immediately took a shower and struggled so hard not to think about him sliding open the curtain and joining me.

That night, when my husband badgered me into sex, I thought of our son’s big cock filling me instead of Arthur’s. I came hard, much to my husband’s shock and my own. Ian’s dick blazed in my mind.

How could I turn into such a wicked mother so fast?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 3rd, 2022 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

It was time to marry Pam (officially) and Melody (unofficially). We were about to graduate from college. Stefani and Zoey had just given birth to my children, along with Stefani’s mother. She’d gone from an uptight Christian to a lesbian whore to a sex slave who’s wimpy husband needed me to teach him how to handle her.

The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor had opened up a lot of fun for my harem. Zoey and Stefani loved working there.

“How can I help you?” the polite woman, a blonde in her forties, asked. She kept herself in good shape, wearing a dark business suit skirt and matching blazer, her pink blouse peeking through the V-neck collar. She moved behind the counter of jewelry.

“Wedding ring,” I said, Lee clinging to my arm. I pressed the button on my phone’s screen. She gasped and quivered, the vibrator now churning away in her pussy. I slipped my phone into my pocket.

“Oh, is this the lucky girl?” asked the woman. “Lots of couples shop together for them these days.”

“Naw, this is just Lee. She’s my sex slave,” I said.

I loved the way the saleswoman fought her surprise and kept a smooth and professional manner.

“He’s marrying my sister,” Lee added, a big grin on her face. “Plus Pam.”

“Not legally,” I added. “Just a spiritual wedding, you understand.”

“Of course,” she said and I saw something shift in her expression. Greed. She had the chance to sell two engagement rings today. “Here is our selection. We have a wide variety of cuts, bands, and even gemstones.”

“Let’s find the perfect one,” I said, guiding Lee towards the counter. I pushed her before me and pressed into her from behind, rubbing my cock into her ass.

Lee leaned over the counter with her elbows, gawking and pushing her tight tush back into my cock. Her hips wiggled from side to side, rubbing against me. Pleasure tingled through my body. My hands grabbed her skirt and slowly dragged it up them.

“Please don’t lean on the counter,” the woman said as she pulled out keys and unlocked the sliding door.

Lee jerked her elbows off. Her right hand darted behind her as I kept lifting her skirt. The naughty minx rubbed at my cock through my jeans. She grabbed it and squeezed me. I fought a groan as she stroked up and down my girth.

Meanwhile, the saleswoman, Nadine, reached into the display and pulled out a tray covered in black felt with all the rings spread out on it. She then set aside another tray, smaller. “Take your time.”

“Thanks,” I said as my zipper slowly rasped down.

I had Lee’s pantie’s hiked as I looked over her shoulder at the rings. They were all so gorgeous. Gold, white gold, rose gold, and platinum bands. Diamonds of various cuts and sizes. Some had smaller stones embedded in the band, so tiny they were almost grains of sands. Sapphires, rubies, emeralds, pearls, yellow gems I didn’t recognize, and even pale-purple amethysts.

As I studied them, Lee pulled my cock out. My shaft pressed into her butt-cheeks. Her left hand would pick up rings, holding them up for my inspection. I shuddered as her right carefully slid my cock down her butt-crack.

My sex slave sister was such a naughty delight.

I fought the urge to groan at the feel of her unlubed sphincter. A masochist, Lee savored sex mixed with pain. Fucking her asshole without even spit would give her that mix of pleasure and burning ache she craved.

I had the pleasure of sodomizing my little sister beneath the saleswoman’s nose.

“How about this one, Master?” she asked, holding up a diamond flanked by two yellow gems.

I pushed on her asshole. Her little rosebud spread and spread. I took my time, not rushing it. I savored the way her anal ring surrendered to my cock. She engulfed me in her velvety embrace. Her hand trembled for a moment as I penetrated into her bowels.

“Those are yellow sapphires from Bangladesh,” the woman said. “And notice the cut on the diamond. A superb choice.”

“Put it to the side,” I groaned at the pleasure of my sister’s asshole engulfing my cock.

An incestuous thrill surged through me. I went deeper and deeper into her asshole while the saleswoman talked about gems and cuts and metal content of the bands. The heat rippled through me. I sank deeper into my half-sister’s asshole. The vibrator buzzing in her cunt massaged my cock, adding a spicier thrill to this moment.

I bottomed out in my sister’s asshole. I had every inch of my cock in her. I savored that tight embrace. Her velvety heat squeezed around me. She wiggled her hips with her excitement, stirring her sheath around me while the vibrator churned up her cunt and massaged the tip of my dick.

“Now this tray has some beauties on it,” the saleswoman purred, lifting up the next felt tray. “I love this platinum band with the rose diamond.” She held it up while I enjoyed my sister’s asshole.

“Mmm, imagine sliding that onto my sister’s finger,” moaned Lee, her bowels squeezing around my cock. “Oh, Master, it would fit just perfectly.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned and set it aside.

My hand slipped into my pocket. I pulled out my phone. I swiped the screen on and turned up the vibration. Lee’s asshole squeezed down hard on my cock while she gasped, “Ooh, ooh, I like this one!”

She snatched up a ring, at random I was sure, and held it up while the vibrator churned up her cunt. The buzzing felt incredible around my cock, massaging me, teasing me. I grunted my agreement, not really caring as I savored the sudden surge of pleasure rushing through my body.

“Such a good choice,” purred the saleswoman. She said it to every ring Lee picked up. “A favorite of mine. Princess cut diamond to make her feel like your special lady.”

“She’s that,” I panted, my dick aching in Lee’s asshole. She squirmed from side to side, moving her bowels around my cock just enough to massage me. And that vibrator…

The pressure swelled in my balls.

I savored the heaven of my half-sister’s submissive asshole as we searched through the rings. I found more possibilities while I enjoyed the wonderful bliss of my sister’s asshole. It was so hard not to fuck the little slut’s asshole. To drive her wild.

I turned up the vibration again.

I could just hear the faint humming of the toy now. Lee’s bowels squeezed hard around me. She trembled even more, squirming, teasing my cock. The pleasure was incredible. The rush of surreptitious, incestuous sex was delicious. I enjoyed every moment of it.

Nadine pulled out the next tray. She cocked her head. “Do you hear that?”

“Hear what?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

“I don’t hear anything,” whimpered Lee. She squeezed and relaxed her bowels around my cock, her anal Kegels giving her such skill with her asshole. She massaged my cock. “Huh, Master?”

“Nothing,” I said. “How are you holding up? Getting bored?”

“I’m just so excited I could burst,” Lee moaned. “This is amazing, Master. All these rings are driving me wild.”

“Don’t hold back,” I said. “If you find something you love, let me know!”

“Yes!” she hissed. “Oh, I will, Master. I’ll let you know… like… like… This one!”

Her voice rang out through the jewelry shop as she snatched up a ring with a clear diamond flanked by smaller rubies. It gleamed in the air as her asshole convulsed and spasmed around my cock. The pleasure surged down my shaft as she massaged me.

“It’s just perfect!” she moaned, her body trembling with orgasmic pleasure. “Oh, Master, let me know if it’s perfect!”

“I think it is!” I groaned, that urge to cum building and building.

“Yes, yes, let me know, Master!” she moaned. “Ooh, and it has a mate!” She snatched up an identical bad with a pink diamond flanked by yellow sapphires. Same platinum band, both rings gorgeous.

“That’s it!” I growled and erupted into her asshole. “That it!”

“Yes!” Lee howled, my sister’s bowels milking my erupting cock. “We found them!”

“Such… enthusiasm,” Nadine said as I fired blast after blast of my incestuous seed into my sister’s asshole.

“Uh-huh,” I grunted. “When you know! You know!”

The pleasure surged through me. My sister’s asshole milked my cock. Every eruption sent pleasure surging through me. The exhibitionist thrill of illicit, incestuous sex burned through my mind. My dick spurted over and over.

Lee trembled. My sister-slave’s delicious bowels felt incredible. The pleasure melted my thoughts. Stars burst. I breathed heavily while she whimpered. The vibrator’s stimulation added the perfect mix of delight and passion.

The perfect accent to my bliss.

“I’ll take them!” I gasped. “They’re perfect for Melody and Pam.”

“Wonderful,” Nadine said, beaming as my orgasm peaked in me.

I felt like a million bucks. I didn’t care about the price at all. Not when I had the perfect engagement bands for my sisters. They would both squeal in delight. It would make them so happy. I couldn’t wait to marry them. Even if it wouldn’t be legal.

Yet.

I would change that. Fix this world. Why couldn’t a man marry his sisters? Marry as many women as he wanted? Why did the government get to stand in the way of our pursuit of happiness? Gay marriage was legalized. The traditional take on the institution had been overturned. It was a right to let us love who we wanted.

I couldn’t wait to argue it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 2nd, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

“Fuck,” I growled.

How did this case peter out? Other than two witnesses, who the prosecutors said wasn’t good enough, we had come up with nothing else. We were running into dead ends to prove that Clint was fucking his sisters. That he had children with his mother. His aunt. Corruption, sexual impropriety, prostitution. There was so much to hang on the bastard and those around him.

It had to be perfect because of his friends. Powerful friends. Politicians, high-priced lawyers, who knew who else. He had networked effectively. It pissed me off. I leaned back in the small room in the bowels of the Sacramento Police Department’s headquarters.

“There has to be something,” I snarled at Sunny. Some angle we haven’t checked.

“What about his wedding to Pam,” said Sunny. “He was supposed to have spiritually married Melody at the same time.”

“You want to get him on bigamy? He’s not using this relationship with Melody in his tax filings or anything else. It’s shaky grounds.”

“No, no, not bigamy.” Sunny leaned forward. My young partner had this eager look in her eyes. “It was in June of 2023, right?”

I shrugged.

“That was four years ago.”

“And?” I grunted.

“Think, Nelson. You don’t just throw a wedding together. There are event planners, the space they rented, caterers, wedding photographers. He had his entire family there. You think that nothing happened? That he didn’t enjoy himself with his sisters? The ones we can prove are his. Zoey and Alicia. And his mother, too. And his aunt. That’s all illegal incest. He might be able to fuck Melody and Lee all he wants since they’re ‘officially’ his cousins, but the others… We just need something. A photo snapped. Eyewitnesses who can testify. The more preponderance of evidence we have, the harder it will be for him to wiggle out from under it. All his powerful friends in the world won’t save him them.

“Start making the calls,” I growled, energized. Sometimes a case was a marathon, but that didn’t mean you couldn’t sprint in the middle of the race to catch up some ground.

To be continued…
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June 25th, 2022 – Melody Samuels

“Ooh, that’s nice,” I whimpered as my older half-sister massaged my rump. Her oiled fingers dug into the meat of my ass, working in slow circled.

“You like that?” Zoey asked. Her fingers bit deep.

“Yes!” I gasped at the sensation, my nipples throbbing against the massage bed I lay, my face pressed into a padded cutout. I could see the floor below. My moans echoed through the massage room at the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor. “I sooooo need it. School has been kicking my ass lately.”

“Poor you. College must be such a difficult thing. Sitting on your butt all day long.”

“Mmm, good thing I have a big sis that can massage away all that stress,” I moaned. Then I smiled as Zoey worked her magic on my rump. “Oh, that’s good.”

“Just let me take care of you,” Zoey said, her fingers parting my butt-cheeks.

Her face pressed between them. I gasped at how she nuzzled between my asscheeks. She licked and lapped and swept her tongue around my sphincter. She teased me. I whimpered, wiggling on the bed. My breasts and nipples throbbed on the table. She rimmed me.

I almost quipped that she was giving me a special “sisterly” massage, but I knew that rimming a butthole was pretty standard at this kinky massage parlor. While I was at college all day, Zoey was getting paid to “massage” women as intimately as possible.

She was good at it.

My older sister danced her tongue around my asshole. I sighed in delight and squirmed on the table. My nipples ached and throbbed. The pleasure surged through my body. I whimpered and moaned. My toes curled.

This felt so wonderfully naughty. She licked and lapped at me. Her tongue darted around my asshole. Then she pressed against it. This incestuous thrill raced through me. This naughty heat that had my heart pounding in my chest. I groaned, loving how she touched me. Teased me. Drove me wild with her tongue’s kinky licking.

“Oh, god, you’re going to relax away all my stress,” I whimpered as she thrust her tongue against my tight anal ring. “Mmm, yes, yes, you are.”

“I am,” she moaned. “Now just relax and enjoy this.”

I gasped as her tongue pressed past my anal ring. It surrendered to her and sank into my depths. She swirled it around in me. My butt-cheeks clenched down on her face. I whimpered and moaned, so glad Clint suggested I come here and be pampered.

I didn’t know what he was up to, but I was so thankful for it.

“I could get used to coming here for this,” I moaned. “Zoey, ooh, just swirl that tongue around inside of me. Stir me up. You’re going to make me explode. You know that?”

“Uh-huh,” she panted and thrust her tongue back inside of me.

As she did that, her hand shifted. She reached down beneath the bed. While I trembled there, getting my ass feasted upon, she grabbed something. I heard rustling. I groaned as her naughty tongue danced and swirled through me. It was incredible. The pleasure built and built, faster and faster.

She pressed a shaft against my pussy. I shuddered as she rubbed the cylindrical end of a metallic dildo up and down my pussy lips. I smiled, my nipples throbbing against the massage table. I licked my lips, my eyes opening in delight. I stared down at the floor through the cutout, candles dancing around the room.

“Yes, yes, shove that in me,” I moaned.

Her tongue danced around inside my asshole so she didn’t answer me. Not with words. She pressed the toy against my clit, rubbing it in slow circles. She had the skill to find my bud when she couldn’t see. I shuddered, my toes curling.

CLICK!

The toy hummed to life.

I gasped as the dildo became a massager. My clit twitched. I gasped, bucking at the surge of pleasure racing through me. The vibrator buzzed against my naughty bits. My asshole squeezed around Zoey’s tongue buried to the hilt in my bowels. She swirled and danced it in me in slow circles.

“Oh, god, that’s good,” I moaned. “Mmm, you’re just driving me wild, you know that?”

“Good,” she purred. Her lips sealed on my asshole. She sucked.

I moaned.

The pleasure surged through me. It was this incredible passion to experience. A hot delight. My body squirmed as my older sister gave me the best incestuous massage ever. She rubbed the dildo up and down my pussy lips. She teased me, my labia drinking in the buzzing bliss.

She jammed the vibrator into my cunt’s depths.

I bucked, my pussy squeezing around the humming toy. The massage grew so much more intimate. The inner flesh of my cunt drank in the relaxing buzz. Pleasure rippled through my body. My toes curled. Stars danced before my eyes.

She swirled it around inside of me, pressing it into different parts of my silky depths. I gasped, the humming building and building my incestuous delight. My older sister danced her tongue around inside of me. She swirled and sent such amazing bliss flowing through my body.

Incredible bliss. My cunt squeezed down on the toy. She pumped it faster and faster in and out of me. She twisted it. My snatch drank in the wild bliss. My flesh clung to the wonderful shaft of massaging metal.

“Oh, my god,” I moaned, trembling. “Oh, Zoey, that’s great. Oh, yes, yes, keep doing that to me.”

“Massaging your naughty cunt with my fun toy?” she purred against my asshole. She licked my naughty back door.”

“Mmm, yes,” I groaned, my snatch squeezing and relaxing on the massaging delight pumping faster and faster in and out of my body. “Zoey, yes!”

My big sister rammed that dildo deep into me.

CLICK!

It buzzed faster. I gasped as the pleasure swelled. I trembled on the massage parlor bed, my incestuous pleasure building and building beneath the wicked and naughty passion my sister gave me. The bed groaned as I squirmed. I whimpered, biting my lower lip against the heat rippling through my body.

Against the hot passion that built and built inside of me. I panted and moaned. My eyes squeezed shut. It was an amazing bliss to experience. Her tongue teased me. Danced all over my asshole. I groaned as she pumped that big, thick vibrator in and out of my twat.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, hurtling towards my orgasm. “Oh, my god, Zoey! Keep doing that! I’m going to cum!”

“Do it, little sis!” Zoey hissed. She pumped the vibrator away at my snatch, massaging me in the most intimate way possible.

My cunt clenched down on the buzzing toy, my orgasm swelling. I hovered on the brink of ecstasy.

CLICK! CLICK!

She turned it up two settings. I gasped as it blazed away inside of me. The buzzing was incredible.

I exploded.

“Holy shit, Zoey!” I howled as my big sister gave me a powerful orgasm.

My flesh convulsed and spasmed around the dildo. Juices gushed out of my pussy and around that naughty toy. The humming drove me wild. Mighty waves of ecstasy sloshed through my cunt and spilled through my body.

It was incredible. I groaned, loving the way the bliss swept through me. It reached my mind. It drowned my thoughts in such a wild surge of writhing bliss. I whimpered and moaned, squirming on the massage parlor bed. My nipples throbbed.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” I moaned, my cunt convulsing hard around the buzzing toy.

Her tongue licked and lapped at my cunt around the vibrator churning it up. She drank my incestuous cream. Stars burst across my vision. The massage bed creaked beneath me as I thrashed through my bliss.

The toy kept humming away through me. One orgasm spilled into the next. My oiled rump clenched. Zoey’s tongue darted over my folds, adding her teasing touch to the buzzing of the toy massaging my inner depths.

“Zoey!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, my mind drowning beneath the bliss of what she did to me. “Oh, my god, that’s great! Zoey! Zoey!”

It was too much. I kept cumming. I couldn’t think. The incestuous rapture my big sister delivered to me was incredible. My nipples throbbed against the bed. I squirmed, rubbing my tits into the surface for that extra sensation while my pussy spasmed wildly around the buzzing toy.

I couldn’t think. I became ecstasy. My entire body heaved. I moaned wordless bliss. The buzzing toy swirled around inside of me. It did such wicked and naughty and amazing things to me. I loved it. I drank in the rapture. My pussy convulsed around that humming shaft of rapture.

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

The toy turned off. The buzzing ended so abruptly the lack of sensation shuddered through me.

I came again.

“Zoey! Oh, fuck, Zoey!” I moaned, my mind drowning.

“Mmm, I thought you’d like that,” she purred, the toy pulling out of my snatch. Her tongue danced lazily up and down my pussy as the pleasure flooded through me. I savored doing such naughty things with my sister.

I didn’t know why Clint wanted Pam and me out of the house, but this was an amazing way to spend my Saturday.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I strolled down the sidewalk in my neighborhood. I had two of my youngest children cradled in my arms. In my left, I held Zane, my two-month-old son from my older sister Zoey. In the other I held Daisy, the daughter Stefani gave me. The two had conceived on probably the same day. Stefani’s mother had my child around the same time, but Mrs. Armstrong didn’t live with us.

Her husband only brought her over to be fucked by me.

Beside me, my Aunt Vicky carried our one-year-old daughter Phoebe while on the other side of me Mrs. Hiragawa led the two-year-old Reina. My toddler stumbled behind her mother, holding tight to Mrs. Hiragawa’s hand. The gorgeous, Japanese MILF paused to pick up the girl and set her on her hip.

The nearly four-year-old twins from my little sister Alicia skipped before me. Aaron and Cassandra looked so cute adorable together, both holding hands. Besides them, my oldest son, Clinton, led my daughter Amber by the hand. They were also both four, children delivered by my mother and Lee respectively. And leading the way was my two oldest, five-year-old Hikaru and Christie, Pam and Melody’s beautiful daughters. They led the way, chatting.

I enjoyed the stroll. Children were a blessing. I would fight tooth and nail for my family. I loved them all. The two older women walking beside me where my MILF sex slaves. It was hot fucking Mrs. Hiragawa and Aunt Vicky. Back home, my Mommy-slave put the finishing touches on supper while Lee worked to get the house ready.

I left Alicia to supervise.

Excitement rippled through me as we crossed the quiet street of our neighborhood to the Mihara house. It seemed like only yesterday that Lee had burst in all excited about the Japanese twins who’d moved in down the street. My bratty, submissive sister had been eager to make me happy by fulfilling my fetish for Japanese girls.

Breeding not only the two twins but their mother had been a satisfying experience. They were honorary members of the harem, often coming over to indulge. After all, they lived just down the street from us.

Just being good neighbors.

Hikaru and Christie jumped up the steps together and reached the door. Christie craned her hand to hit the doorbell. The chime ran through the house as the rest of the children crowded the porch. Mrs. Mihara opened the door. The round-faced woman burst into delight at the sight of the children all gathered on her porch.

“Why, if it isn’t the terrors of the neighborhood,” she said in fond tones. “Come to make trouble in my house?”

“We are angels,” Christie said in haughty tones while Hikaru nodded her head, holding her sister’s hands.

“Is Junichiro here?” asked Clinton. He was fast friends with the only other boy in the neighborhood his age, my son from Mrs. Hiragawa.

“Hanako! Chiyoko!” Christie said and darted past Mrs. Mihara to greet my two daughters from the Mihara twins. I smiled at the sight of my daughters rushing together and giggling and laughing. Amber broke from Clinton to hover at the edge of them while my twins just held each other, looking a little afraid.

“Thanks for watching them,” I said, handing over first Daisy and then Zane to the Japanese MILF.

“Just remember your promise,” purred Mrs. Mihara, a saucy look in her eyes. “An entire day of you in bed with my daughters and me. We have a new sex swing in our bedroom we want you to help us break-in.”

“Deal,” I said, grinning. Summer break was almost upon us.

“It’s so much fun, Master,” purred Minako as she approached. “Minako is looking forward to being spanked in it by you.” The girl had blossomed into a young woman of refined beauty, like her mother. Her black hair fell down her face, her slanted eyes brimming with hunger. She still referred to herself in the third person.

I had no idea why, but it always made my dick hard.

“I’ll make that ass glow,” I said.

“Daddy, daddy, has she been bad?” Clinton asked, holding in his hand a toy he’d gotten from Junichiro. My two sons stared up at me. Though Junichiro had more Japanese coloring, their faces held echoes of me in the shape of their eyes and nose. “Is that why you have to spank Auntie Minako.”

“She has,” I said. “Even adults have to be spanked by the man of the house when they’re bad.”

Minako winked at me as she took Phoebe from Aunt Vicky while Mrs. Hiragawa set down our toddler. Reina tottered into the house and sat down by the cluster of girls who were engaged in serious whispers.

I smiled at the sight of most of my children in one place. All that was missing were the Campo girls.

I could have stayed there all day. My children were all special to me. I wanted to raise them right. I didn’t know how they’d turn out, but I liked Clinton leading around his sister Amber. Aaron broke off from his twin sister to join my other two sons, the three of them then darting off through the house, whooping and hollering.

“Master, we should get back,” Vicky whispered to me.

“Yeah,” I said and glanced at Mrs. Mihara. “Thank you.”

“Any time, Sir,” she said and smiled. “Maybe you’ll give my daughters and me more children.”

I winked at her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Hiragawa

I stepped out of the massage room, thoroughly satiated by Stefani and that thick, double-headed dildo she had. My pussy was as relaxed as the rest of me. The door across from mine opened and a flushed Melody appeared.

My half-sister and lover hooked my arm and groaned, “That was so fucking hot. How was your session.”

“I had Stefani,” I said as if that were all the answer needed. Zoey’s girlfriend, and honorary sister to our kinky family, knew how to make any woman melt into a puddle of pussy juices and scream her head off.

“Do you think we’ve been distracted long enough for whatever it is Clint has planned?” Melody asked, her sandy-blonde hair dancing around her face.

“We could always let them massage us more,” I said, leaning in. “I could watch Zoey and Stefani work you over.”

Melody gave a wicked giggle. “You would, kinky girl. Just sit in the corner and masturbate that naughty cunt while I explode in rapture.”

We stepped out of the hallway into the reception hall. A woman looked up hopefully then sighed. She was Hispanic, in her forties, and in great shape. I hoped I was a sexy MILF when I was her age, Clint a handsome man still pounding my pussy hard. Our children would be grown up by them. Maybe my daughter would join the harem.

Or maybe Clinton would claim her into his. The four-year-old boy already showed hints of domination with Lee’s daughter. Alicia’s twins would probably end up into each other. Those two were inseparable.

The future stretching out before us felt so long and yet so close, too. It was strange.

“Have fun,” purred Carmelita, the older of the two Campo sisters. They were honorary members of the harem, too.

“Do you know what our brother has planned?” I asked, giving her a suspicious look. Lee wasn’t here, so Carmelita had to play receptionist.

She just winked at me.

“Cruzita, you ready, mamacita,” Juana said behind me. She must have just stepped out of the back area. The Hispanic MILF bounded to her feet and grinned. She sauntered over to the younger Campo sister and the two shared a kinky kiss.

I hoped I would have that much fun when I implemented this idea I had. I would be a therapist one day. I wanted to help women embrace incest. It would be so hot. My mind danced with those ideas. I just had to get my degree and my license, then I would be in business. Melody and Clint would work on changing laws, but I wanted to do my small part to get incest more accepted with my patients.

Melody drove. Fast. She had a lead foot normally, but today she was eager to find out what Clint was up to. Before long we were pulling down our quiet street and into the driveway of the main house. We had three of them all side by side, the backyards connected. With our large family, it was a necessity.

Before we could reach the front door, it flew open and Alicia was there. Our younger sister was dressed like a little girl, her petite build just letting her get away with the look. She didn’t quite have that girlish figure she had in high school, but she still looked adorable in her pink frock and her brown hair in pigtails, her glasses perched on her nose.

“You’re here!” she squealed and threw herself at Melody and me. She hugged us both about the neck and planted kisses on our cheeks. “Daddy is so eager for you to have dinner with us.”

“Daddy?” I asked in amusement.

“What game are you playing at, Alicia?” I asked. She was Clint’s little princess.

“Game?” she asked with all the pure innocence she could muster. “I’m just so excited that you’re here. You both make my daddy so happy. And that makes me giddy. Oh, tonight is going to be so amazing.”

She bounced up and down, her pigtails dancing. Then she grabbed both our hands and dragged us into the house. None of the children seemed to be around. Delicious smells drifted from the kitchen as the adorable Alicia led us through the house. She had ribbons tied in her hair and her pink skirt swished around lithe legs. She had white ankles socks on and adorable, Mary Jane shoes.

I gasped when we stepped into the backyard. An awning had been erected in the center. Strings of white Christmas lights adorned it and led out in chains to trees and bushes. With the sun setting, it was glittering like our own private stars. Our mothers—mine, Cheryl, and Vicky—were all standing naked before us save for frilly maid aprons and black bow ties about their throats. They looked ravishing, especially my mother. She had a darker-olive tone to her skin, her black hair falling down her back. Her tits had grown larger since having Reina last year.

And she lactated now. All our Mommy-slaves did.

Clint was at the table set up beneath the awning, a white cloth around it, pink candles in a silver candelabra in the center. A bottle of champagne cooled in a silver bucket of ice. He rose, looking handsome and rakish in his black blazer and dark-blue, silk shirt, the top few buttons left undone. He had a hungry grin as Alicia flew to him.

“Daddy, Daddy!” She threw herself into him, hugging his tall and powerful frame. “They came! They’re here!”

“Yes, they are,” Clint said, staring at Melody and me with even more hunger than usual. My half-brother’s eyes raked across our flesh. My body, still buzzing from the rapture that Stefani had delivered, trembled.

“What are you up to, stud?” Melody asked, her eyes glancing around.

“Delivering the best dinner my two queens have ever eaten,” He said and held out his hands to us.

We each took one. He pulled us close, Alicia still clinging to his side. He darted in and kissed Melody first, claiming her lips. My pussy clenched beneath the light sundress I wore. I wished I had something fancier on all of a sudden. I wiggled my rump back and forth as I watched them kiss.

It reminded me of our cuckqueen roleplay we sometimes indulged in. That made me ache.

Clint broke the kiss and leaned into me. I groaned as my brother’s mouth seized mine. A wave of delight washed through me. My heart beat faster and faster. My hand squeezed his. I loved him so much. This dizzying heat swept through me.

“Shall we?” he asked when he broke the kiss. “Tonight’s dinner is going to be magnificent. Our mothers outdid themselves.”

“Thank you, Master,” Cheryl said, her bleached-blonde hair swaying as she gave him a bow, her heavy tits jiggling.

Clint held the chairs for both Melody and me. We sat down at the table across from each other, Melody’s lips playing in an excited smile. I was stunned. I didn’t know what to say. What to expect, but I had this hope.

This wonderful thrill that something amazing would happen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

“Master, Mistresses, and my young Lady,” Lee purred as she swayed out of the house, naked as our mothers, her round tits jiggling. My naughty sex slave held a tray with four bowels on it. I sat down in my chair and Alicia hopped onto my lap.

As Lee set the bowls of soup before us, a creamy and rich broth of homemade minestrone, Alicia reached beneath her skirt. My little sister, the youngest of them, knew just how to skillfully pull out my cock. She liked sitting on me this way. Any chance she could, she would be on my lap.

“Oh, Daddy, this is so exciting,” she said as she drew out my cock and lifted up her rump.

“Getting comfortable, cupcake?” Melody asked, a naughty glint in her hazel eyes.

“Yes,” Alicia said. “Daddy gets happy when I sit on his lap, but I have to do it just right to make it feel extra special for him.” She pressed her shaved pussy lips against my cock. Then she impaled herself down my shaft.

She was in college now, but you’d never know it from how she acted. Still my little princess.

I groaned as her tight twat slid further and further down my cock. I savored that hot cunt engulfing every inch of my hard cock. I loved the silky grip when she bottomed out on me. Her pussy clenched tight about me. Then she wiggled her hips back and forth. She stirred her pussy around my dick.

The pleasure was exquisite.

I loved being engulfed by my little sister’s pussy. No, tonight she was my cute daughter. I groaned as her light form shifted around on me. She stirred my cock through her incestuous depths. Her little voice squeaked and gasped.

“There, that’s perfect!” Alicia declared once she settled down. Then she grabbed her bowl that Lee had set down and brought the soup before her.

It wasn’t the easiest way to eat, but it was delicious. Melody had a big smile on her face while Pam had a twinkle in her dark, almond-shaped eyes. My Japanese half-sister’s pale-olive cheeks held a dark flush. Her nipples poked hard against her blouse.

“Have a delicious time at the massage parlor?” I asked, my cock felt incredible in Alicia’s cunt. She leaned forward to enjoy her soup, her pussy squeezing around me, soaking me in her incestuous juices.

“I want to go there when I’m old enough,” Alicia said. “Daddy won’t even tell me what goes on there. He says it’s adult.” She giggled, her pussy squeezing around my cock. “But I don’t know if I want to get old enough. I want to stay his little girl forever.”

“And you’re such a cute and adorable daughter,” Melody said. “Why, I bet you’re making your daddy feel so happy right now.”

“I hope so,” she said, her pussy squeezing and relaxing around me, her silky flesh almost rippling up and down me. She had been practicing her Kegels, the naughty minx.

“It’s always a treat to have my little princess on my lap,” I groaned.

“I bet, stud.” Melody took a bite of her soup. “Oh, Aunt Cheryl, you naughty whore, this is amazing.”

“I’m honored you love it, Mistress,” my mom said. “I made it with love.”

“And a few drops of our pussy juices,” Aunt Vicky said. She had a wicked gleam in her eyes, her naked breasts swaying. Like Mom, she had a triangle tattooed over her heart. Right now, they looked very much like sisters, nearly identical save for their hair color.

“I can taste it,” said Melody. “Mmm, that bit of love. But should little Alicia be tasting it.”

“Oh, when she nurses from me, I always make sure to smear some pussy cream on my nipple first,” my mom said.

“It’s to make her nipple soft and supple in my mouth,” Alicia said, playing innocent. Then she groaned and bounced on my lap, working her teasing pussy up and down my cock. “Daddy, Daddy! I love this soup. It’s so yummy!”

“Yes, it is,” I groaned, the pleasure surging through me.

We chatted through eating the soup. Soon, Lee appeared to clear that off and bring in the main course. Herb-crusted rack of lamb on mushroom risotto. It smelled delicious. The mischievous girl set down the plates before us. She leaned over and said, “I added a few drops of my pussy juices to yours, Master.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” said Alicia. “Aren’t Daddy’s maids such nice women? They always spoil me. Before bed, they rub me between my thighs and give me good feelings so I have happy dreams of Daddy.”

“How naughty of them,” Melody purred. She grabbed her champagne and sipped at it. “Stud, you really spoil your little princess.”

“I love to,” I said, my cock aching in her. Feeling her squirm and shift and massage me with her cunt had built that ache at the tip of my cock, but it wasn’t enough stimulation to have me erupting into her juicy twat.

Alicia knew her skill.

The lamb melted in my mouth. The herb crust complimented the savory flavor. The mushroom risotto added an earthy delight that complimented it. And my little sister’s pussy massaging my cock only made it sweeter. Our Mommy-Slaves moved around us, refilling our drinks. Alicia giggled as she sipped at her “bubbly juice.” Cheeks grew rosy. Melody’s foot brushed mine beneath the table, a saucy look growing in her eyes.

“I feel just a tad overdressed,” she said as Lee cleared away our main courses. “What do you think, slut?”

“That Mistress looks best in nothing at all,” Lee said, giving her older sister a hungry look. “Just naked and showing off every inch of her flesh.”

Melody laughed and popped up to her feet. She ripped off her dress, exposing her naked body beneath. Shaved pussy dripping with juices, her round breasts jiggling. She sat down, snatched up her champagne, and moaned, “Aunt Cheryl, remind me to make you cum hard for that delicious meal.”

“Your Mommy-slut helped,” said my mother, a look of pride and delight on her.

“You have such pretty boobies,” Alicia said. “I bet Daddy just loves them. He kisses mine all the time and tells me how cute they are.”

“Oh, cupcake, I bet they’re just adorable,” Melody said. “I wouldn’t mind kissing all over them.”

“Yay!” Alicia cheered and bounced on my cock.

I groaned, the pleasure surging up to the tip as her pussy gripped me. Then she slammed back down me, massaging me with that tight sheath of flesh. I groaned, my dick twitching and throbbing inside of her cunt.

“Careful bouncing on your daddy’s lap,” Pam said. She held her champagne flute in delicate fingers. “You might make him explode.”

“Oh, but I like when I bounce on him so much that he explodes and fires all his happiness into me!” Alicia cooed. She sounded so adorable, her tight snatch massaging my cock. “He loves pumping his happiness into me.”

“I bet he does,” Pam said. “He’s a dirty daddy. He fires his happiness into me, too.”

“And on me,” Melody said.

Lee returned, sweeping in from the dark yard. The sun had set fully now, the white lights illuminating everything. The naughty girl dripped in chocolate syrup while candied oranges were held on by the sticky chocolate to her belly and breasts and pubic mound. She stretched out on the table, her head towards me.

The chocolate syrup oozed over her body like she’d been gangbanged at the Hershey factory. The candied oranges looked so appetizing. Two were covering her nipples. A line of them ran right down to her pussy covered in more of the delicious syrup.

“Oh, my,” purred Melody. “What a delicious dessert you brought. Little sister covered in delight.”

“Enjoy, Mistress,” moaned Lee.

“I think I will,” Melody purred. She pulled off the candied orange closest to Lee’s cunt and slid it through the sex slave’s chocolate-drenched pussy lip. Lee shuddered. Melody held up her delight, a generous coating of syrup and cream on the end. Then she popped it in her mouth and moaned.

Alicia plucked one of the candied oranges off of Lee’s nipple, exposing a pink nub smeared in chocolate. Then my adorable, little princess twisted on my lap, sliding that hot, incestuous twat around my cock and thrusting the candied orange over her shoulder at me.

“Enjoy, Daddy,” she said while the pleasure rushed up my body.

I bit into the orange, groaning at the chocolate and tart citrus. The flavors melted in my mouth while my naughty princess leaned forward again, her pussy sliding a few inches up and down my cock. Her skirt rustled as she pumped that twat up and down, driving me wild.

I groaned as Pam dipped her orange between Lee’s thighs. The naughty caress of Alicia’s pussy working up and down my cock made me groan. As my sisters feasted on the sliced oranges, I surrendered to the bliss of Alicia’s juicy cunt.

She bounced faster and faster up and down my cock as she slid oranges across Lee’s body, scooping up chocolate. She popped them into her mouth, moaning and groaning, her pussy getting hotter and hotter. Her hips swiveled from side to side.

“Damn, that’s good,” I groaned.

“I know, Daddy?” whimpered Alicia. “It makes me feel so hot. I think I’m going to have such a wonderful rush of happiness if I keep doing this.” She leaned over, sliding her cunt to the tip of my cock as she snagged another candied orange. Then she slammed down my cock. “Yes! So yummy!”

“Mmm, just enjoy your dessert, stud,” Melody said, watching, a chocolate-covered finger pinching her nipple.

“Sweetest kind,” I growled, Alicia’s pussy massaging me. I grabbed her hips and worked her cunt up and down my cock. I pumped her pussy on my dick, loving the feel of her tight, juicy snatch massaging my aching shaft. The pleasure felt incredible. “Damn, that’s good.”

“Yes, yes, Daddy!” Alicia moaned, her voice so girlish, like she was my daughter.

I pumped her light body faster up and down my cock. Melody watched with delight. My sister pinched and twisted her nipple. Pam thrust a candied orange, the last one, deep into Lee’s pussy then pulled it out and popped it into her mouth. She chewed it slowly, savoring it like I reveled in the pleasure of Alicia’s cunt.

My little incestuous princess gasped and squeaked her girlish delight as I worked her cunt up and down my dick. I stirred her tight snatch around my cock. Our sisters and mothers watched the fun, witnessing me using Alicia’s cunt.

“Daddy, Daddy!” she gasped. “Give me the happiness! I love it when you pump your happiness in me!”

“Fuck, yeah, flood the little princess!” moaned Melody. She tugged on both her nipples. “Pump her full of all that salty happiness!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Alicia as I slammed her down my cock. Her pussy engulfed every last inch of my cock in her juicy snatch. I groaned at the feel of her. I slid her back up and threw back my head.

“Fuck!” I snarled as the jizz pumped out of my cock. It fired into her twat, flooding her. Spurting again and again. My dick twitched and throbbed. The pleasure rippled out of me.

“Daddy! I love your happiness!” Alicia moaned as I slammed her down my dick. Her pussy spasmed. Writhed.

Milked me.

I pumped my incestuous load into my little sister, my sexy princess. I groaned with each eruption. The pleasure slammed through my body while her tight twat rippled and writhed around me. She gave me all the bliss I loved. Craved. The rapture surged through me. I groaned, my dick unloading over and over into her.

Her flesh rippled around me. Hot and tight. That silky heaven brought me to the pinnacle of my rapture. Our mother watched, quivering out of the corner of my eye as I pumped my little sister full of all that yummy jizz.

“Oh, Daddy, that was incredible!” Alicia moaned. “Mmm, you filled me. You pumped me full of all your happiness!”

“Any time you need it,” I panted. “Daddy loves his little princess.”

“Yes, he does,” said Melody, a huge, naughty grin on her face. “What do you think, Pam?”

“That I want to be Clint’s little princess right now and feel all that happiness flood me,” groaned my other sister-lover.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

“Is it present time, Daddy?” Alicia asked, her face flushed, her light-brown hair dancing around her shoulders. She looked cute with her bushy pigtails. Her glasses slid on her nose. “Huh, Daddy?”

“Yes, it is,” he said.

“Presents?” Pam asked, sounding as intrigued as me.

I arched an eyebrow at her. I was curious, too.

Alicia hopped off Clint and ripped off her frilly frock in a single go. My eyes locked on her hairless, girlish twat. Clint’s incestuous spunk leaked out of her and ran down her thighs. I groaned at the sight, my cunt on fire.

“Oh, my,” gasped Pam. “Are those…?”

“Yep,” Alicia said. “They’re so pretty.”

My eyes ran up her body to the small nipple clamps on her nubs. That was strange. Clint normally didn’t do things like that to his little princess. Dangling from each was a platinum chain attached to platinum rings and…

My heart clenched.

A pair of engagement rings swung from her nipples. One had a clear diamond flanked by little rubies while the other had a pink diamond flanked by yellow gems. I couldn’t breathe. The blood rushed to my mind. Pam stood up and rushed around the table to stand by me, her hand on my shoulder. Her fingers dug into my naked flesh as Clint gently unclipped each ring from Alicia.

“You did good, princess,” he said, kissing each of her nubs.

“I’m so glad they’re going to be my mommies!” Alicia said.

“They have to say yes,” Clint said and then he knelt down before Pam and me. I rose to my feet, the awning swaying around me. I knew this was coming one day. I just thought it would be once bigamy was legalized, but… but…

This giddy delight rushed through me as Clint took My hand and Pam’s. He pulled them together, the three of us sharing a single grip, my fingers and Pam’s held tight in Clint’s grasp. The blood pounded into my brain. Giddy whimpers burst from my lips.

“I have loved you both for as long as I’ve known you,” Clint said, his gaze flicking from Pam to me then back to Pam. Then back to me. “It’s been longer with Melody, but that doesn’t mean I don’t love you any less, Pam. You’re both my sisters, my queens, the women I want to spend my life with as my wives. I don’t know if our marriage will ever be recognized by the world, but it will be real in our hearts.”

He held up the two rings in his other hand, their jewels offset from each other.

“This is my promise to you both to love you, take care of you, and protect you. Would you do me the greatest pleasure of not just being my sister-lovers but my sister-wives?”

“Yes!” Pam gasped. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Clint flicked his eyes to me. I tried to play it off, act like this wasn’t a big deal, but… but… Tears spilled down my cheeks as I squealed, “Clint! Stud! Yes!”

Then I was bouncing with Pam, both of us girlish and excited and quivering as Clint slipped he engagement band on my finger then Pam’s. The clear diamond and rubies sparkled on my digit. This giddy thrill rippled through me. A rush of exhilaration, almost intense as a mind-shattering orgasm, rushed through me. Stars burst across my vision. Waves of darkness washed around me. I whimpered.

“You can breathe,” Clint said as he stood up. He pulled us close to him. “It’s okay.”

“It’s just… I… This…” Then I kissed him.

Pam joined us. The three of us worked our lips together, Pam’s soft cheek pressing on mine as we kissed our brother. Our fiance. I trembled, giddy fireworks bursting through me over and over. I wanted to just shriek out to the sky.

“I know, it’s so exciting!” Alicia moaned. “You’re going to be my mommies! And I need you to lick out all of Daddy’s happiness from me! It’s your last dessert.”

I broke the kiss, my body still trembling. “Stud, did you arrange for us to eat out a creampie after you proposed?”

Clint grinned at us.

“Big perv,” I said and giggled. I glanced at Alicia sitting now on the table with her legs spread wide, that tight pussy bubbling with our brother’s cum. Mixed with our little sister’s pussy cream. A hot ripple ran through me. “You’re lucky you’re marrying a pair of pervs.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Pam said. She grabbed my left hand, her finger brushing my engagement ring—more fireworks detonated in me. “Shall we?”

“Let’s give our fiance a thrill,” I said and bent over, thrust my naked ass at Clint. I wiggled it back and forth. My cunt dribbled juices down my thighs as I nuzzled my right cheek down Alicia’s inner thigh towards that yummy cunt.

Pam squeezed my hand and joined me. Her face nuzzled in, too. Soon, I had her face rubbing on my left cheek. Then we reached out little sister’s cunt. Our lips pressed against hot flesh soaked in cream and cum. The incestuous mix of our siblings. My tongue licked out.

So did Pam’s.

Alicia made squeaking gasps of girlish delight over our perky breasts jiggling. She grabbed them and moaned. The fresh flavor of her cunt mixed with the salty flavor of Clint’s jizz. I savored the taste as I licked up and down my little sister’s plump vulva, brushing Pam’s tongue in the process.

Clothes rustled. Pam squealed. Flesh smacked flesh. Pam rocked forward, pressing her face into Alicia’s cock and twisting her head about. She rubbed her cheek against mine. I shuddered, realizing Clint fucked her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes!” groaned Pam, sounding like she was in heaven.

Then she gasped in aching need. Clint’s hands grabbed my hips. His hard cock plunged into my pussy soaked in my sister’s juices. Pleasure rushed through me, mixing with the giddy exhilaration of being Clint’s fiancee.

My pussy squeezed down on him. I licked faster at Alicia’s vulva, cleaning up all the jizz on my side. My hips wiggled, rubbing into Pam’s while stirring my twat around that thrusting cock. I loved him. Welcomed him.

He ripped out of me and made Pam squeal. She gasped and moaned. Her tongue fluttered fast. She brushed mine as I probed at Alicia’s slit, lips rubbing on lips, Pam and I thrust our tongues into our little sister’s sloppy twat.

“Oh, yes, yes, Daddy,” Alicia moaned. “My new mommies are licking my pussy clean. They love eating our happiness out of me!”

“Yes, they do!” Clint groaned and then plunged into my pussy.

I gasped in delight as he was back in me again. It felt so right to have Clint plundering my cunt. This was how the world should be. My brother’s dick in me. To be fucked by him, even if for only a few plunges before he went back to Pam.

My Japanese sister’s tongue twitched in Alicia’s cunt. We both scooped out our brother’s cum, feasting on that salty treat. I loved it mixed with Alicia’s fresh juices. Clint slammed back into my pussy, his balls smacking into my clit. Pleasure burst through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Fuck me, stud!”

“Fuck her, Daddy!” squealed the girlish Alicia. “Cum in them! Give them your happiness.”

“Give us yours,” Pam purred. Then her tongue flicked up and attacked Alicia’s clit.

The little girl gasped. Her pussy clenched around my probing tongue. I teased her snatch. I loved the way she trembled and moaned. Clint fucked back and forth between Pam’s cunt and my twat. He mixed our pussy juices together and brought me closer and closer to cumming.

As his fiancee!

I welcomed my brother’s dick over and over. I savored when he was in me and craved for him to plow back into me as he fucked Pam. We both moaned and gasped as we feasted on Alicia’s pussy, licking and lapping and gathering up all the cum.

Alicia gasped. Whimpered. Squeaked out her pleasure. Her little titties jiggled. She squeezed her thighs around our heads, pressing my cheek tight against my sister’s. Our tongues licked and lapped at her as Clint’s cock buried into my snatch for a few strokes only to return after drilling Pam a few times.

“That’s so good!” gasped Alicia. “I love my new mommies!”

Her moans burst out of her. Along with a flood of her pussy juices. They gushed out of her. A rush of her wild cream bathed my face. I moaned, opening wide as she squirted. She bucked on the table, her hips wiggling from side to side, coating us with all her naughty juices.

“Yes, yes, I love this!” she moaned. Her head tossed back and forth. “You’re such good mommies! Daddy! Daddy! Marry them! Love them!”

“That’s the plan, Princess!” growled Clint as he buried back into me.

I shuddered, gripping him, coming closer and closer to exploding. His dick stimulated me. I licked up Alicia’s flow of juices. I trembled on the verge of my climax. I whimpered, about to surrender to it when Clint ripped out of me.

Pam moaned and gasped. She rocked beside me. Her squeaks and gasps echoed through the air. Clint pumped away fast and hard at her. I knew the sounds of Pam’s orgasm. Her face twisted. Then her lips met mine, kissing me.

Clint plunged into my pussy. He surged me towards my climax. I kissed Pam hard as that thick, wonderful cock plundered my twat. Clint buried to the hilt in me. As he drew back, my snatch clung to his cock.

I surged over the edge into my orgasm. I squealed out in delight as I came over and over again. My pleasure rippled through me. My cunt convulsed and writhed around his dick. The pleasure shot through my body. It spilled delight through my thoughts.

I drowned in rapture.

“Fuck!” Clint growled and ripped out of my cunt.

Hot jizz painted my ass. I gasped, feeling the lines streaking across my butt and onto Pam’s. I kissed her hard, reveling in this. We would be marrying each other as well as our brother. Tears of joy burst from my eyes again.

I was going to be my brother’s wife. The man I had loved since as long as I could remember. Back when we just thought we were cousins. Kissing cousins. This was amazing. A wonderful rush of joy. Around us, our mothers clapped. Lee watched.

The harem celebrated our engagement.

I broke the kiss and moaned, “We have a wedding to plan!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 2nd, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

“I have the caterer,” Sunny said, bursting into the basement room where we worked on the case.

I looked up and grinned. “Really?”

“Yep,” she said, a look of pride on her lips. “Becky Yates of Yummy Passions Catering. She’s the owner along with her husband, Tim.”

“Let’s make an appointment,” I grinned. Finally, we had a lead.

To be continued…
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April 3rd, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

“Thank you for meeting with us,” my partner, Detective Sunny Savage said. “We really appreciate it.”

“Anything to help out the police,” said the black-haired, green-eyed young woman when she opened the door to her home. She had a bright smile on her face, though there was that nervousness that most people had with cops. In the background, a small child darted past in a superhero cape. “Come in, come in.”

Sunny went in first, keeping that patient smile on her face, her brown hair cut short. At twenty-three, she was young to be a detective, but she was sharp. Had good instincts. Her eyes darted around, noting the wedding photo on the wall of Becky and a young man who looked barely out of high school in it.

Becky led them through the house, giving a sigh at the spill of legos across the floor. “Eddie, you can’t leave your legos lying around!”

The young boy, this Eddy, didn’t answer.

She sighed and shook her head. “Sorry.”

I shrugged. “It’s okay.”

We were led back to a kitchen table and Becky immediately offered us glasses of iced tea. It took a few minutes to get her settled. I had my legal pad out. Sunny put out a tape recorder and hit play on it. “This is Detective Savage with Detective Nelson interviewing Becky Yates on April 3rd, 2027.”

“So, what’s this about?” Becky asked as she sat nervously at her table. She had her elbows resting on a padded, blue placemat, her iced tea cupped in both hands, condensation running down the outline. “Not sure why the police need to talk to me.”

“We’re investigating a murder that happened in June of 2023,” I told her, using a cover story. We wanted to be discrete so no chance of Clint getting warned and not to poison the well and lead Becky into the story we want.

Sometimes, to be helpful, eyewitnesses to crimes a few years old would start to misremember or manufacture memories to fit what we looked for. The older something happened, the easier it was for a person’s memories to change. Not consciously, but memories were not accurate at all.

“A murder,” Becky gasped. “Oh, my. In 2023.” Her brows furrowed. “I can’t think how I could be a help in that.”

“It happened near the Sun Bright B&B on June 24th,” Sunny said. “You were catering the Elliston-Hiragawa wedding that day.”

She gasped, her face going pale. “Oh, no. Really?”

“We’re hoping if you saw anything strange. Any unusual activities during the ceremony. Anything that didn’t belong.”

“Strange?” She bit her lower lip. “I don’t think so. It was a pretty normal wedding. My husband was the videographer. He should still have the raw footage he took of the ceremony.”

“Really?” I asked, my heart pounding fast.

“Oh, yes,” I said, smiling at him. “That’s one of the services I offer. You know, get as much of the wedding stuff ‘in house’ as they call it. Offer package deals. I’m also a florist and a wedding planner. I try to do it all.”

Casually, I said, “Could we see that.”

“Let me call him and get it for you,” she said brightly.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 24th, 2023 – Becky Yates

The public ceremony was over, and I was eager for the private one. No filming this. The kids, including my toddler Eddie, were collected up by a few volunteers. I squirmed beside my brother, clinging to him. I couldn’t help glancing down at my wedding ring.

We had the ceremony, but it wasn’t an official one. Obviously, California wouldn’t let us marry. But we had the same last name. We introduced ourselves to everyone like we were married, and they never suspected anything. Why would they? Brothers and sisters didn’t fake getting married. Things like that weren’t supposed to happen.

But they did.

And now Clint Elliston was marrying not one but two of his sisters, including the one that had brought my brother and me together. Melody, back when we were in high school, had seduced my brother and me into incest. There were some misunderstandings, my brother thinking Melody was into him and there were this kiss and a fight, but that was years ago. Melody and Clint had worked out their little rough patch while Tim and I had become lovers.

The B&B was owned by a politician, Representative Natasha Murphy, and she was someone else who knew the joys of incest. She found it with her son a few years ago. This was a safe place for our sort of people to hold weddings. No one would ever talk about what happened here.

My naked breasts rose and fell as my excitement built and built. I couldn’t help but stroke Tim’s cock. My brother had the same black hair and green eyes as me. He was a tall guy who still had that lean, swimmers build. My hand lightly pumped up and down his dick, keeping him hard as we waited for the “real” ceremony to begin.

We weren’t the only ones naked. Everyone was. Nearby, Mr. Umayyah sat with his wife, daughter, and stable of whores he ran. Leyla sat on her daddy’s lap, probably impaled on his cock. Their youngest son, Jalal sat with his wife, Kimmy. She was pregnant with their second kid, her belly swollen. It might not be his. He liked to pimp her out and watch her get naughty under his command.

Beyond them sat an old man I didn’t know. He had a young girl, eighteen or so, leashed and collared and kneeling before him. She sucked on his cock like an obedient daughter-slave. The Reenburgs sat in front of us, Sean with his wife and sister between him, his dad sitting nearby, eternally cucked by his son. The Wilsons were on my right, Jenny and her mother cuddled up to James, who had his hand between his mother’s and sister’s thighs, fingering them.

The air brimmed in anticipation. Clint and his sisters had transformed the school. The Campo sisters sat up front, the older Carmelita leashed and collared. The Mihara twins, not wearing their Shinto robes like during the “official” ceremony, knelt naked before the altar, their petite, Japanese bodies composed. Their mother, and lover, sat in the audience.

Clint and his best man, Coach Young, were waiting up there along with two grooms, friends of Clint from high school. All of them had learned incest from Clint, mentored into fucking daughters, like Coach Young, or sisters or mothers. It was all so exciting.

I tightened my grip on my brother’s cock.

The wedding party appeared. Alicia came out as the flower girl. She still looked girlish despite being a year older than me. She wore a pink, satin ribbon around her waist and had her hair in pigtails. She spread flowers as she moved up the aisle, beaming in delight. When she reached Clint, standing naked and muscular, she fell to her knees and kissed his cock.

Then she scampered out of the way, giggling.

The bridesmaids appeared, Clint’s other sisters. Zoey took the lead, her heavy breasts jiggling as she strutted with the sort of unconcerned grace of a woman used to stripping nude for the crowds. She had her arm hooked with Stefani, her girlfriend and lover.

Then came Lee, her hands bound behind her back by silk ribbons. She had clamps on her nipples and clit, each dangling the golden bands for the wedding rings. They glinted and swung as she took stately steps forward. I swear, I caught a glimpse of a butt plug nestled in her crack. You couldn’t tell from how she walked.

And then entered the brides. Pam and Melody, side by side. They wore white corsets that lifted their round breasts into a pair of jiggling mounds, nipples hard. Pam had the olive-tinge of an East Asian girl, her nipples dark-brown while Melody’s were a soft pink. They had thigh-high stockings and their pussies looked freshly shaved. They held flowers in their hands, whites and pinks. They moved with solemn grace, their veils covering their faces.

“Oh, this is going to be beautiful,” I whispered to my brother, so happy for Melody. She made this all happen with my brother and me. She helped Tim see me as a woman and not his bratty, little sister.

I wanted to mount his cock right here and now. I wanted to ride him and feel his cum in me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

My two brides looked gorgeous. This was the real ceremony. The official one where I married just Pam had come and gone. Legally, she was already my wife, but she didn’t feel like it. Not yet. Not when Melody couldn’t be included for the dumbest of reasons.

Now my sister-brides were approaching me. My cock throbbed at how beautiful they were. They seemed to float to me. All our friends and family were here, our mother-slaves sitting in the front row, naked like our audience. The influence I’d been building for the last few years was growing. Several powerful men and women were in the audience, introduced to incest through various methods.

A few more years, and the real work would begin.

It was hard to think about that with my sister brides taking their slow steps towards me while the wedding march played. They both smiled beneath their veils, Melody’s eyes looking liquid. Her bouquet trembled while Pam’s held steady. Pam had shaved for the occasions, and both their pussy lips gleaming, looking delicious. Their nipples hard. I just wanted to hug them both.

Then they were at me, handing off their flowers to Zoey and Stefani before they took my hands. They didn’t have our father here to give them away, which seemed like such a shame. I pulled them to me, Pam on my right, Melody on my left. They both reached down and grabbed my cock. They stroked up and down it, big smiles on their lips.

The Mihara twins both stood naked and regal. They were Shinto priestesses and performed all the spiritual weddings for those in the incest lifestyle. Their religion didn’t care about that sort of thing. They both had big grins on their identical faces. Their black hair fell down their backs, their small breasts perky, dark-brown nipples hard.

I could tell them apart only by how they acted. Kimiko, older by ten minutes, was the dominant of the two sisters. Minako held herself with a subservient air, not standing quite as straight, her arms behind her back the way a slave should stand, eyes a little downcast.

“We call upon Izanagi and Izanami to bless this wicked matrimony,” Kimiko said, her English nearly perfect, only slightly accented. I was glad their mother had come to America to work. Thanks to the powerful friends I made, I got them green cards and they were all working towards citizenship.

The two Mihara twins fell to their knees before me. Identical faces came together, slanted eyes staring up at me with hunger and passion. Melody and Pam gripped my cock, holding it out to the priestesses’ lips in offering.

“We accept this gift from the groom,” Kimiko moaned and then licked at my cock.

“A gift of his seed to shower us in his virility,” Minako whimpered. Then her tongue darted across the tip of my cock.

This was a departure from the ceremony, but the Mihara twins were honorary members of my harem. Like the Campo sisters. They could come and play with us whenever they wanted. I groaned, loving the way the twins’ tongues danced across my cock.

Behind me, moans came from the watchers. They were naked, free to love each other however they wanted. Some were monogamous with their incestuous partner or families, others were more free with their delight, sharing with those they love. The sounds of sucking, grunts and groans, the smack of flesh on flesh echoed.

Love was being shared.

My sisters’ naked breasts rubbed on my arms as the Mihara twins polished the tip of my cock with their hungry tongues. They licked out the precum, their eyes staring up at me with submissive lust. They ached to please me.

They sucked on the edges of my cock. They nibbled, lips soft and delicious. Their tongues slid out and around my dick. The pleasure felt incredible. I groaned, my dick twitching in my sisters’ soft hands.

“Mmm, just cum all over their faces, stud,” Melody whispered beside me. “Paint those little Shinto whores with your jizz.”

“Yes, yes, paint Minako’s face with your spunk, Master,” moaned Minako. She always referred to herself in the third person. “And upon Minako’s sister.”

“Coat us both, Master,” Kimiko whimpered. Then she sucked right on the tip, her pink lips wrapped around my dick.

Pleasure shot down my cock. I groaned as it twitched in her mouth. My balls swelled with my cum. She bobbed her mouth down my cock and brushed Pam’s fingers. Then she slid back up and popped off at the pinnacle.

Eager Minako darted forward and engulfed my cock, bobbing down my length. She sucked hard on the way up, my balls twitching and throbbing. Her mouth plopped off and Kimiko engulfed me. She sucked with hunger, bobbing twice. Teasing me.

“Lucky you,” purred Pam. “How many grooms get blowjobs from twins on their wedding day?”

“Not enough,” I panted. “Especially not when they’re cute, Japanese twins.”

“God, they are cute,” Melody hissed. “So cum all over their faces. Paint them, stud. I want to see them dripping with jizz the entire time.”

“Getting there,” I panted as Minako’s hungry mouth slid up and down my cock, her cheeks hollowing.

PLOP!

Then Kimiko had my dick in her mouth. The pleasure shot down my shaft as the twins passed my dick back and forth. They shared it with zeal, pleasing me, sucking hard and fast. The pleasure swelled and swelled in my nuts.

I couldn’t last long. Not with everyone watching. My chest rose and fell. I groaned as the pleasure hit that wonderful peak in me. The Mihara twins’ sucking pulled me to the edge. My dick twitched in my sister’s hands.

“Get ready,” Melody moaned.

“Cum on Minako’s and Kimiko’s faces,” moaned the submissive twin.

“Yes, yes, flood us, Master,” whimpered Kimiko. “Coat us.”

“Coat them,” Pam moaned and fisted my cock. She stroked up to the edge, brushing the crown soaked in the twins’ saliva.

“Fuck!” I groaned and erupted.

My jizz splattered the two twins’ faces. Ropy lines of my spunk painted across their pale-olive features. They both moaned, tongues thrusting out of their lips to gather any spunk that might land on them. My dick twitched and throbbed as Pam aimed my spurting dick.

The pleasure slammed through me. Hard and fast. My balls emptied in moments, leaving me gasping and panting, my fingers tingling from the rapture. My chest rose and fell as my cum dribbled down the twins’ faces.

“Thank you for this wonderful gift,” said Kimiko as she and her sister stood with grace, their small titties jiggling. “The gods are pleased with your offering.”

“As are Minako and Kimiko,” added the younger twin, such joy in her eyes.

Minako then went into her wedding ceremony again. It was different from a Western wedding. Lots of blessings were said and sake sipped out of a ceremonial cup. Three times my brides and I drank the rice wine.

A scroll was brought out that had my vows written on it. In Shinto, only the man made vows and then both he and the bride (or brides) signed scroll. It had the words written out in calligraphy, painted on in sweeping brush strokes to look as beautiful as Japanese characters painted in the same fashion. The Mihara twins held it while I clutched my brides’ hands.

The words came from my heart. “I, Clint Elliston II, swear to love, protect, and defend my sister-brides, Melody and Pam, and the rest of our family.” My thumbs slid over their fingers, brushing their engagement bands, the pink diamond on Pam’s, the clear on Melody’s. “To care for them always. To put their needs ahead of my own. We are flesh and blood united together to form something beautiful, something that I will cherish until my dying breath. Nothing shall keep me from loving you both. No law. No decree of men. No outdated morality. The rest of the world may call our love wrong, but I will never agree.”

Tears brimmed in both their eyes. I squeezed their hands, wanting to say more, to proclaim all these feelings inside of me. They were so complex, this love for my sisters. I was lucky to have them. To have all my women. I wish I could marry my entire harem. To legally call them my brides.

Behind us, passionate moans burst with the applause.

With a brush, we signed our names on the scroll.

“Izanagi and Izanami were the first gods to ever marry,” Kimiko said, her voice sterling. “They have heard your vows, Clinton Elliston. Let these gifts be tokens of your vows, the rings to symbolize the never-ending unity of your triumvirate marriage.”

Lee darted up, her hands bound, the butt plug humming away in her asshole. Pussy juices gleamed. The three clamps pinched her nipples and clit, the gold wedding bands swaying, the heavier dangling from her bud.

I yanked the first clamp off her right nipple. Lee gave a whimper of delight, her pink nipple slowly engorging, the impression of the jaws vanishing. I removed the ring and replaced the clamp. Then I seized Melody’s hand. She was the oldest of the three of us, if only by a few months.

“You’re mine, Melody,” I said. “I’ve wanted to do this since we were ten.”

“I thought you just wanted to fuck my brains out, stud,” she said, low so only my sisters could hear.

Pam giggled. Lee had a huge grin on her elfin face.

“And I already did that,” I said, sliding the ring on her finger, pressing it against her engagement band.

Then I yanked the clamp off Lee’s left nipple. She shuddered and whimpered and trembled then sighed as I replaced it on her abused nub. Her brown eyes had a glossy gleam to them. A naughty shimmer that matched the way she wiggled back and forth.

I took Pam’s finger. “I wish I’d known you as long as Melody. That you could have been a part of our family from the beginning, but I’m glad I found you.”

“My mom found her,” Melody said.

I gave her a look. She answered with a playful smile.

“I’m glad you found me, too,” said Pam. “No matter how it happened or how much like Lee Melody is.”

Melody gave a mock gasp of shock. Lee giggled.

I slipped the wedding ring onto Pam’s finger for the second time today. But this time it felt right. Official. Melody was here. Our true wedding. The one that counted in our hearts. Not the public one where we had to pretend that I had just married Pam while I lied about my love for Melody.

“Now,” Melody said. She ripped the clamp off Lee’s clit.

My sex slave sister gasped and quivered, her perky tits jiggling. Her hips humped the air and her face squeezed shut. I knew when she fought an orgasm. More pussy juices trickled down her thighs while Melody removed the ring then replaced the clamp.

“Oh, god,” Lee groaned, her entire body trembling. She shifted on her feet. “Master?”

“No cumming,” I told her. “It’s not your day.”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, the chains dangling from her clamped nubs swaying.

Melody and Pam both gripped my thicker wedding band and took my hands. “Well, stud, you did it. Bagged two sisters.”

“Big old perv,” Pam said, smiling. “I was so innocent until along came your family.”

“Our family,” Melody said.

“You awakened me to my true destiny,” Pam said with pride. “Fate brought us together for a reason. I’m eager to find it out.”

“We both love you,” added Melody. “Because we’re both just as big a perv as you are. We’re going to keep having naughty fun. Oh, the things I’m going to do to you.”

I grinned.

They slipped the wedding ring on my finger. It slid over my knuckle and felt cool against my skin. It glinted gold. I’d never worn a ring before. It felt strange. Important. I smiled as my thumb played with it.

“I’m going to hold you to that ,” I told Melody.

“Me, too,” Pam said as the pair then moved close to me, hugging me. Lee stumbled out of the way so the ceremony continued.

“In the names of Izanagi and Izanami, I declare you, Clinton Elliston, wed to these women. Pam Hiragawa and Melody Elliston are shorn from their families and bound to yours. The white they wear is the promise to be dyed in your traditions. To become your family without reservation. Kiss your brides. Love your brides!”

My brides moved before me, trembling, tears in their eyes, liquid diamonds clinging to their lashes. Ruby lips gleamed, cheeks rouged. I lifted both their veils, the gauzy material parting to show off their features. They both trembled, their shoulders touching.

I cupped both their faces and leaned in to kiss my two women, their cheeks pressed tight, eyes closed. I met them in a three-way kiss. My arms slid around their bodies, pulling them against my naked flesh. Hands caressed my chest and back.

Tongues flashed while the audience roared their applause behind us.

Melody broke the kiss first, her eyes twinkling. “Now, I made you a promise, didn’t I?”

“Make it naughty.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Samuels

I would.

Today, Pam legally married him. I was one of the witnesses who signed the marriage contract after the ceremony. It would be filed with the state. They would file their joint taxes while I was condemned to mark single on my 1040.

She would get to be his public wife. That was okay with me. I was his sister-mistress. This wild, kinky delight surged through me as I seized his cock and pulled him from Pam. Clint had a huge grin on his face. He looked so handsome, so much like our father. I wished I’d known that Uncle Clint had been my dad while he was still alive.

Emotions swirled through me. Excitement and love and lust and even sadness. Someone important to all of us wasn’t here to be with us. To sit with our mothers and own them. I blinked back those impending tears.

Maybe Dad was watching us from heaven, happy that his son had banged all his daughters.

“Mmm, I’m going to enjoy your husband’s cock, Pam,” I moaned, my pussy on fire. “I’m going to fuck him so much harder than you.”

“Oh, god, yes,” Pam moaned, following us. “Show me how you love my husband. How your pussy makes him feel so much better than mine.”

The Mihara twins, still coated in Clint’s cum, gaped at us. We had never brought our cuckqueen play into the open. It was something we only did in our bedroom, with Lee hanging from the ceiling never allowed to talk about it.

I doubted our mothers, our sisters, or the other honorary members of the harem like Stefani or her mother or the Miharas or the Campo sisters had any idea that we played out this fantasy. Only now it was real.

Pam was his wife in every way that counted. I wanted everyone to watch as I cuckqueened her on her official wedding day.

“Yes, yes, ride my husband’s cock!” Pam moaned, staring at us. She had her hand between her thigh, rubbing at her shaved pussy.

“Mmm, I’m going to make you explode way more than your wife ever can,” I told Clint as I pushed him onto the altar.

“Are you?” he asked, this big grin on his face. “Bold words.”

“Oh, Clint, you know I don’t say bold things, I do bold things!” I grabbed his cock. “Look at how big this dick is. Oh, Pam, your little pussy is wasted on this cock. It needs a real woman’s cunt to love it. My cunt!”

“Yes, yes, show me how much more my husband loves your pussy than mine!” Pam whimpered, her voice echoing through the small reception hall. Everyone was watching. I could hear them murmuring, seeing our naughty roleplay. “Make him cum so hard. I just want my husband to be happy.”

“What a loving wife you have,” I moaned to my brother. “Letting me steal your cock. I’m not going to let her ever have your dick again. It’s all mine.”

“Greedy slut,” Clint growled. He grabbed my hips as I straddled him. “You think your pussy is good enough for that.”

“Oh, you know it is,” I moaned, rubbing my shaved cunt lips into the tip of his cock. “You know that you’ll never be satisfied in any other cunt but my own.”

“She’s so much tighter than me,” panted Pam. “No loose cunt. That’s the pussy for you. Fuck him! Give my husband the pleasure I can’t.”

She thrust her fingers into her pussy. She churned them up while I shuddered, rubbing my cunt across Clint’s dick. Our brother stared up at me with hunger in his dark eyes. I pressed my labia over his cock. I swallowed his tip.

That wonderful pleasure sank into me. I groaned as I took more and more of his dick. I engulfed that massive shaft. My back arched. All our friends and family watched us. I could feel them staring at us while they fucked and loved each other.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I moaned as I sank down my brother’s cock. “My pussy was made for this dick!”

“Yes, yes, ride my husband,” Pam moaned. She leaned over the altar on her left hand, her right plundering her cunt. Her veil rustled about her black hair falling down her face. “Oh, honey, enjoy her pussy. I want to watch you cum.”

“I’m going to flood her tight cunt,” Clint growled. He cupped Pam’s chin. “Her pussy’s so tight. So amazing. I love it.”

“More than mine?” Pam asked, plundering her pussy.

“So much more,” he growled.

“Oh, my god, yes!” Pam moaned and came.

Clint pulled her down to his lips. She leaned over him, kissing him, trembling in her orgasmic delight. She squealed into his kiss while I enjoyed his cock in me. I clenched around him, breathing in the tart musk of her pussy juices. They must be squirting out of her thighs.

Then I seized her black hair and ripped her mouth from our brother. I stared into my sister-wife’s eyes. I grinned at her and then kissed her. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, tasting Clint on her lips. She kept moaning and squealing, her orgasm rippling through her.

I slid my cunt up his cock. My pussy gripped him. I held him tight, reveling in him being in my pussy. He felt amazing in my snatch. My flesh squeezed about my brother. I gripped him. Held him tight.

I slammed down him.

“Fuck, Melody!” he snarled. “Show my wife how to love my dick.”

I broke the kiss and hissed, “Yes, yes, watch, Pam! Watch how a real woman fucks her man.”

“I’m watching,” Pam moaned, still masturbating. “You’re so beautiful. Blonde and those perky tits!”

She leaned in and sucked on my nipple. I gasped, the pleasure sliding down to my cunt. My pussy gripped him. I slid up and down his cock. My snatch clenched about his dick. I worked my twat up and down him.

The pleasure swelled in me. Everyone could see me riding my brother’s cock as we played out our naughty fantasy. My pussy burned around him. Pam sucked with such hunger on my nipple. She nursed on me, her tongue dancing and swirling. She felt incredible. The pleasure swelled through me. It would make me cum so hard.

I couldn’t wait for that moment to erupt from me. For that wild pleasure to surge out of me. I slammed down Clint’s cock. My clit rubbed into his pubic mound. I ground into him, savoring the incestuous pleasure of riding my brother’s cock.

“Damn,” Clint groaned. “Pam, you’re sister is going to make me explode.”

Pam popped her mouth off my nub and whimpered. “Do it. Use her pussy. I know she’s better than me!”

“Tighter!” groaned Clint.

“Yes, yes, so much tighter,” whimpered Pam, her fingers plundering her pussy. “Oh, my god, my sister’s cunt is better than mine.”

She came again, the lucky girl. She trembled through her orgasm while I worked my pussy up and down my brother’s cock faster and faster. I slammed down him, taking him to the hilt, then I worked my way back up him. I clenched about him, loving the feel of his cock inside of my pussy. The pleasure rippled through my body.

I came on his dick.

My pussy writhed in celebration about my brother’s big cock. I whimpered and moaned, my twat writhing and spasming and rippling around his dick. There was such a wonderful thrill to this. This amazing bliss in cumming on my brother’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit!” I gasped. “Oh, my god, that’s the feel of a real pussy cumming on your cock, Clint! Not my sister’s twat! Mine!”

“Yes!” he snarled.

“Tell me her pussy feels incredible!” Pam moaned, her slanted eyes feverish with lust. She bucked and shuddered through her orgasm, still frigging her cunt with wet plunges of her fingers. “That she feels better than my cunt, my husband!”

“So much fucking better!” Clint growled. “She’s going to make me explode. She’s rippling about me.”

“Cum in her!” Pam howled.

“Yes!” I moaned, the pleasure flooding through my body. It drowned my mind. That wonderful bliss spilled across my thoughts. I groaned and wiggled from side to side. The bliss burned through me. My pussy hungered for his jizz.

He thrust up, bouncing on me on his dick. I slammed down his cock. He groaned and erupted. My brother—my husband!—fired his cum into me as our sister-wife trembled beside us. His jizz pumped into me. Hot and thick and wonderful.

Waves of pleasure washed out of my cunt. I bucked on him. My pussy writhed around that thick, erupting cock. The incestuous seed flooded me. I threw my arm around Pam’s neck. I pulled her to me as the rapture rippled through me.

“He’s giving me all his seed, sister! Your husband is flooding me!”

“Oh, god, yes!” she moaned and kissed me.

Our tongues danced and dueled as Clint pumped the last of his cum into me. He groaned and panted, watching us kiss. His hands stroked both our bodies, caressing us. Pam whimpered, trembling through her own pleasure.

We were sharing in our own kinky love.

“God, I love you both,” groaned Clint. “My two sexy brides.”

I broke the kiss and groaned, “You’re ruining our hot roleplay!”

“Yes, yes!” Pam whimpered. “I’m your little cuckqueen wife. You have to bang Melody over and over while I watch.”

“If I want to enjoy my brides on our wedding day, I will,” Clint growled. “You can play your kinky games later. We have our whole lives for it. Today, I’m pounding you both.”

“Clint!” Pam groaned. I swear she came again.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I was on Pam the moment Melody was off my cock. I pulled Pam to me. All our guests had witnessed her moaning out her fantasy, but I wanted to show them that I loved fucking both my women. Our family moved around us, Alicia riding our mother’s face, Zoey and Stefani sixty-nining, Lee and Aunt Vicky using vibrators on the other’s pussy.

I pulled Pam’s fingers from her pussy and pressed them into my mouth. I sucked on my sister’s delicious pussy juices off of them. I groaned at the taste of her. The wonderful flavor of her cunt. She whimpered and moaned, trembling in delight.

Then I threw her over the altar.

“Fuck her hard,” Melody moaned, cum dripping out of her pussy. “Fuck my sister-wife! Make her cum! She loves your cock.”

“I do,” Pam moaned, bent over, her pale-olive rump clenching tight. Then she spread her legs, flashing her shaved twat at me.

That was something I’d never seen on her before. I groaned at the sight of her juicy twat. My dick throbbed and twitched. I couldn’t resist pouncing on her. I plunged my cock to the hilt in my sister-wife’s cunt.

I groaned as I sank into her depths. This wonderful pleasure surged over my cock, the feel of her snatch. My dick throbbed and ached as I penetrated her. She groaned, squeezing her cunt down around my shaft. The silky heaven of her pussy had me moaning.

“Fuck!” I gasped as I drew back. “I love your pussy as much as Melody’s!”

“Yes, yes, you do!” Melody moaned. “Fuck our sister-wife hard! Love her!”

“Clint!” Pam whimpered, squirming on the altar while the orgy raged around us. I caught glimpses of incestuous passion. Coach Young fucked his daughter. Mrs. Umayyah whimpered as her son fucked her asshole. Elisabet Reenburg rode her daughter’s face while sucking on her son’s cock. Dr. Wilson and her daughter loved her son’s dick with their mouths.

On and on it went. All celebrating the incestuous union between my sisters and me with their own passion.

I fucked Pam hard. Melody pressed against me, her veil rustling over her blonde hair as I pounded Pam. I drove my dick deep into my half-sister’s cunt. Her incestuous flesh massaged me. Teased me. Rapture rippled over me as I fucked into her pussy again and again. I buried hard and fast into her. I pounded my sister-wife with all my strength.

Her moans echoed through the air. They rippled around me. I loved it. My dick slammed hard into her. Fast. I fucked her with strength and power. I buried my cock to the hilt in her cunt over and over. I reveled in every moment of being in her.

“Cum in her!” Melody moaned. Her hand caressed my ass, squeezing my butt-cheek. “Oh, yes, yes, just flood her. Fill her with your seed! She’s your wife!”

“She is!” I groaned, reveling in it.

Pam’s hot pussy squeezed around me. She moaned and whimpered. Then she gasped. Her pleasure burst out of her. Her pussy writhed and convulsed around my dick. The incestuous heat gushed over my cunt and splashed my balls.

I slammed into her convulsing depths. She sucked at me. Her pussy begged for my incestuous seed to flood her. I groaned, pounding her spasming snatch hard and fast. Pam’s moans echoed. Her butt-cheeks clenched.

“Cum in her!” gasped Melody. “Cum in our sister-wife’s cunt!”

“Yes!” I growled, holding Melody to me as I plowed Pam. “You’re both mine! Going to love you forever! Nothing will take you away from me!”

I buried into Pam’s cunt and erupted.

The pleasure rushed through me. Every blast of my jizz into her cunt sent the ecstasy slamming into my mind. It was incredible to feel. To experience. This wild lust fired through my body as Pam’s pussy milked me.

She worked out my cum as I hit that heavenly rapture. Melody kissed me. I groaned into her lips, stars dancing before my eyes. I spilled my last blast of jizz into my sister-bride’s cunt. I held my wife to me.

I loved my two queens.

I would make this legal. I would find a way to love them openly. To tell the world that we shared the same father and that didn’t matter one bit. It just mattered that we loved each other. Made each other happy.

Complete.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

The orgy raged around us. I smiled as I stared out at all our friends and family having fun. James Wilson had his doctor mother sucking his cock while he made out with his sister, Jenny. He was going to medical school, planning on taking over his mother’s gynecologist practice. Jenny would be his nurse. I could only imagine the wicked fun they’d get up to.

Becky Yates rode her brother’s cock, her breasts bouncing and heaving. She’d blossomed into a stunning woman from that fourteen-year-old waif that the bored Melody had molded into her brother’s lover. Tim grunted and groaned, happy with his sister.

That was such a scary day when that drama had happened, but Clint and Melody came out stronger for it. They both had to grow up a bit, to their shock.

The Miharas daisy-chained from sister to mother to sister to sister and back to mother. They ate each other with hunger, feasting and loving.

Stefani and Zoey played with Stefani’s mother. Mrs. Armstrong had a dildo gag in her mouth and was fucking her daughter’s cunt with it while Zoey spanked her ass. Mr. Armstrong watched like the good cuckold he’d become.

Sean Reenburg had his mother riding his dick while his sister was giving their father a blowjob. Mr. Reenburg rarely got such love and attention from his wife or daughter since his son had matured and taken over. When Clint finished law school, he planned on working for Elisabet Reenburg. She had powerful connections. So did her husband.

Mr. Coburn thoroughly enjoyed his daughter. A few years ago, Mrs. Umayyah had trained the then fourteen-year-old virgin into a daddy-slut. The collared girl bounced on the older man’s cock, working her pussy up and down him.

Another powerful person to know. Like Representative Natasha Murphy, who owned this B&B. The divorcee was pressed against the wall getting fucked hard by her son.

Beside them, Coach Young plowed his daughter-wife, fucking into her pussy with delight. They were the first couple the Mihara twins had married. Clint had been the best man. Well, it made sense since Clint had taught the older man how to seduce his daughter into incest.

It was so beautiful to witness. I was so glad so many people had discovered incest. When I started my career as a therapist, I was definitely going to help women discover incest. Daughters would love their daddies. Mothers their sons. Sisters their brothers. I would teach them to love it all. I was developing my techniques.

Already, I had seduced a few of my college friends into incest. Tiffany Mitchel gobbled her daddy’s cock while her mother fucked her with a strap-on. Rita Jenkins took two of her brothers’ dicks in her while the third stroked his cock, waiting for the chance to fuck one of her wholes. Zelda Murphy sixty-nined with her mother.

All these people made happy through incest. Just like me.

“You look gorgeous,” Clint said, sliding his arm around me, his cock wet with my mother’s pussy.

“I am,” I said. “Ooh, look, Juana is selling her sister’s cunt to Mr. Umayyah. Carmelita’s going to be so humiliated.” The sisters were lesbians, but it made Juana so wet to force her sister-slave to fuck guys.

And the humiliation of it made Carmelita cum.

“It’s a beautiful sight,” Clint said. His hand slid down to my ass. “Come on, Mrs. Elliston, I got my dick all nice and lubed.”

“With my mother’s juices?” I asked in delight.

He winked at me.

Mrs. Elliston! I was officially one now. Such joy surged through me. I was so lucky I was his wife. I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him with hunger, ready to be pounded by my brother-husband again and again.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 3rd, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

“Thank you,” Becky said to her husband.

“No biggie,” he said. Tim Yates walked into the house. “This about a murder, huh?”

“Yeah,” said my partner. Sunny didn’t betray a hint of her eagerness. “We’re working a cold case, trying anything to get it solved.”

“Didn’t even know anything happened out there,” he said. “You spoke to the owner?”

“Representative Murphy said she’d talk to her staff and get back to us,” I said. She was the Congresswoman representing Sacramento in Washington D.C. I wasn’t going to hold my breath for her to cooperate.”

“Well, here it is,” he said. He popped a thumb drive into the side of the TV. He used the remote to navigate through some files and then stopped on one. Elliston-Hiragawa wedding 6-23.

My eagerness surged through me. There had to be something on this tape we could use. Some proof that Clint was committing incest. Some little slip-up. My fingers flexed. If we had some tangible proof, then we could get those blood tests.

It was shot from the back with a handheld. He swept over the audience, everyone in their best. I recognized Clint’s mother and aunt, a few children. There were people I knew he was close with from the school. The infamous Mrs. Umayyah sitting with her husband and a group of young ladies. She was supposed to have run those girls as whores, including her own daughter, Leyla.

Then the groom and his groomsmen came out and took their places up front where instead of a priest, two Japanese women were there dressed in traditional garb. They both wore tunic-like tops and baggy pants that almost looked pleated. One had a white tunic and red pants, the other was all in Black. I didn’t know which one was Minako Mihara who officiated the wedding, a registered Shinto priestess.

Rumor had it, Clint was the father of their children and the one their mother had given birth to. All around the same time.

Oohs ran through the crowd. Out came Christie and Hikaru, Melody and Pam’s daughters from Clint. Only six, the cute girls spread flowers. My brow knitted. It seemed so prosaic. Pretty standard. Behind them came Clinton III, the child we believed Clint had fathered on his mother.

Why else would the woman name two of her sons Clinton?

The younger Clinton held a small pillow with the rings on it.

The bridesmaids marched up, Melody at the lead as the maid of honor in a pink dress, her blonde hair falling down her back. I wanted to offer comments on the tape, but I didn’t want to tip off the Yates to what we were really looking for.

“I don’t see anyone that shouldn’t have been there,” Becky said. “Do you, honey?”

“No, no,” he said. “I didn’t see anything I remember that was suspicious.”

After Melody came Lee, Alicia, and Zoey as the bridesmaids. They all wore the same pink dresses and looked radiant. Then the Wedding March played and Pam came, escorted by her mother. They moved up the aisle while everyone stood. Clint stared at his bride like any groom. Then she was at his side. The ceremony was strange, involving prayers to weird gods, sipping sake, and only Clint saying vows to Pam. Rings were exchanged. They kissed, and then they walked down the aisle to everyone clapping.

The video ended.

“That’s it?” I asked. “What about the reception?”

“Oh, we didn’t film that,” said Becky.

“You didn’t?” I asked and then groaned. Of course not. If they were going to do anything illegal, they wouldn’t want proof. “Pity. Were you at the reception?”

Becky frowned. “At the reception?”

“We just catered it,” Tim said. “You could talk to Representative Murphy. She hosted them. She’s good friends with Clint.”

Something we knew. She was one of the reasons we had to be careful. Her and Representative Reenburg, another congressman Clint was friendly with. The pair had connections. We couldn’t push things too far.

“Can we get a copy?” asked Sunny asked, her eyes shining with disappointment. It felt like another dead end.

“Sure,” Becky said. “I hope it helps you find the killer.”

To be continued…
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April 4th, 2027 – Detective Nelson Tucker

I leaned back in the chair watching the video of Clint’s wedding to Pam Hiragawa. My eyes studied it for the dozenth time. I had several pads of notes written on what I’d observed. There had to be something useful in it. Something we could grab onto. Every day, it felt like that bastard Clint was getting further and further from justice.

Protected by his powerful friends.

The small room, covered in our notes on the walls, felt stuffy. My shirt was rumpled. A layer of grime covered my skin. I needed to shower. To shave. Sleep. My eyes felt watery, but I just couldn’t bring myself to leave. Not when this case needed to be cracked open so damned wide the DA would have to do something about it.

A loud knock wrapped the door. I grunted something, my eyes staring at the TV.

The door opened. “Hey, happy birthday, Tucker.”

I grunted and looked up to see a bottle flying at me. I managed to grab it. I clutched a bottle of Johnny Walker Black, the whiskey sloshing around in it. I grinned at it and looked up to see Officer Nicholson in the doorway wearing his patrol uniform, blue jumpsuit, his heavy gun belt festooned with equipment from his sidearm to a taser, cuffs, mace, and more.

“So, this is what you detectives do, huh?” Nicholson said as he sauntered into the room, eyes flicking around. “Watching… Is that a wedding video?”

“Uh-huh,” I grunted. The last person I trained before moving onto detective was Nicholson. A sharp, young man. He was nearly thirty now with the stripes of a patrol sergeant on his shoulders. “It’s the life.”

Nicholson laughed. “I’ll say.” He looked around. “So this is the whispered case the mighty Nelson Tucker’s been working for the last year with nothing to show for it.”

“Yep.” My insides souring. “You here to bust my balls?”

“Of course,” he said, grinning at me. “Damn, you look like shit. When was the last time you went home.”

“Don’t remember.” I shrugged. “Ain’t nothing there.” I paused the video and looked up at him. “How’s it going on the street?”

“Shittily.” He leaned against the wall. “Playing catch and release it seems. I swear I arrest a guy at the start of my patrol and he’s back out on the street causing shit by the end of it. What’s the fucking point of humping it?”

I grunted. “Now your sister’s in the shit?”

“She’s as dumb as her brother,” Nicholson said, a smile crossing his lips. “She’s just out of probation. A boot no longer. She’s on solo patrol. Working out in West Sacramento.”

“Good to hear,” I said. “Easy beat.”

“It’s all the shit these days. She spends half her time covering other parts of the city.” Nicholson arched his back. “I’m thinkin’ ’bout movin’ on. Woodland’s got an opening for a patrol sergeant. Might try and swing it with them.”

“And get bored in the suburbs?” I asked.

He shrugged.

The door opened and my partner entered. Sunny Savage opened her mouth and then blinked at the sight of Nicholson. He gave her a nod and she responded with a flat one back, her youthful face a mask of stoic reserve.

“We need to change tactics,” I said to her, sitting up. “We’re being too damn cautious. We got to be aggressive.”

“What are you thinking?” Sunny asked, her words cautious.

I grinned and told her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

July 17th, 2023 – Cruzita Martínez

I was Cruzita Gutiérrez no longer. My divorce might be over, but I still needed the soothing relaxation from the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor. I came at least once a week to relax and enjoy myself, usually on a weekday.

But today was special. My daughter had just turned eighteen.

“Just relax and enjoy yourself,” I told her as she stood up to go back. “This will change your life. Just go with whatever Carmelita does.”

My daughter, Laurita, gave me a strange look. “What does that mean, Mom?”

I just winked at her. “Enjoy. Happy birthday, Laurita.”

“Mmm, I’ll take care of you, pretty girl,” Carmelita said, taking my daughter by the arm and leading her back. The masseuse had a similar shade of golden-brown skin to my daughter. A naughty tingle raced through me at the thought of Laurita having her first lesbian massage.

Or maybe it wasn’t her first one. It was the twenty-twenties. Kids were supposed to be getting up to all sorts of things that worried parents. I never thought Laurita was doing anything, but then did my parents know when I lost my virginity?

“She’s so cute,” said Lee, speaking English. She knelt on her receptionist chair, wiggling back and forth. I had come to learn a lot about her. She had a Master who utterly controlled her in some strange BDSM relationship. She probably had a vibrator in her buzzing away, unable to cum without his permission. “I hope my daughter’s that cute when she’s that age.”

“When she starts growing boobs, she’ll stop being so cute and become a bit of a nightmare,” I told her. “But Laurita mellowed out the last year.”

“I think her daddy can keep her in line.”

My usual masseuse, Juana, opened the door. She was Carmelita’s younger sister, a cute girl in her early twenties, dark hair spilling around a lovely face. Her eyes sparkled. In Spanish, she asked, “Mmm, you ready, pretty lady?”

My pussy went molten. “Mother of God, yes.”

I stood up, my pussy soaking my panties with my excitement. I never thought I would enjoy women so much. I didn’t consider myself a lesbian, but when I was here, it just felt so right to be touched by, and to touch back, a woman. To have that wonderful release that a good orgasm could bring.

Nothing more relaxing in the middle of a busy workday.

I followed Juana back. She had a big smile on her face as she took me into the very last door. I had never been in this room. It had a sign on it that read “Employees Only” on it. I gave her a curious look as she backed in.

“I just thought you’d like to watch,” she said and opened onto a small breakroom, the lights off. The wall to my right held a large pane of smoky glass that looked into the massage room where Carmelita was stripping my daughter naked.

“A two-way mirror?” I gasped. I had been in that room. The mirror room. It was an exciting place. It had mirrors on all four walls and the ceiling, reflecting everything that went on.

“Mmm, yes,” said Juana. “Sometimes we’re naughty and spy on our clients. Isn’t that just wicked of us?”

“Yes,” I said, my stomach lurching as I watched Laurita through the mirror. Her reflection spilled around the room, moving with her as Carmelita worked off her shorts.

“This is weird,” Laurita said.

“Mmm, this is just the sort of pampering service we offer,” said Carmelita. “Ooh, cute tattoo.” She stroked my daughter’s hip. I gasped, seeing a flaming heart inked there. When had my daughter gotten that? The thin waistband of her purple thong ran over the middle of it.

“Still,” Laurita said. “You do this to my mom.”

“My sister is her usual masseuse,” Carmelita answered, her breasts jiggling in the tight, silk robe she wore. It had a short hem that left her gorgeous thighs exposed. “She’s the one who strips your mom naked and rubs her hot bod.”

“Hot bod?” groaned my daughter. “She’s my mom.”

“And?”

“You do have a hot bod, pretty lady,” purred Juana as she untucked my blouse from behind. “Just watch your daughter getting massaged while I take you to heaven.”

I shuddered. This was so wicked. Felt so wrong. I trembled as Juana kissed at the back of my neck while her hands reached around my body to unbutton my blouse. My daughter was down to her bra and panties. Carmelita, still kneeling, tugged down the thong.

My daughter gasped in shock, grabbing her underwear for a moment. She gripped it, struggling to keep it from sliding down her body, but Carmelita tugged harder. She ripped the thong out of my daughter’s hand and down her lush thighs.

“Don’t want them to get stained,” purred Carmelita.

“Love using that line,” moaned Juana.

“Naughty lesbian,” I moaned as she finished unbuttoning my blouse.

I stared at my daughter’s rump. I hadn’t seen her naked in a decade. This strange heat rippled through me. Laurita had grown up. She had curves to her rump, though her ass was still tight with youth. Her body was tall and slender.

“Bra now,” said Carmelita. “Mmm, just relax.”

Juana pulled off my blouse and attacked my bra as I watched my daughter, now facing the mirror, being stripped of the last of her clothing. She had no idea I was seeing her body. She had a shaved twat, her plump vulva on display, her inner pussy lips hardly peeking out at all.

Did my pussy look like that at eighteen? I had thick lips now, wet lips.

Our bras came off at almost the same moment. My daughter stared at the mirror before her, not seeing me and my round breasts come into view, but I could see her small tits. They were perky little mounds, almost cones. Her nipples were small and hard. They looked like they could cut glass.

“Mmm, she’s cute,” Juana said. “Takes after her mother.”

I smiled at that. Juana unzipped my skirt and worked it down my legs. The scent of my arousal brushed my nose, a spicy musk. I groaned as her lips kissed at my plump ass left exposed by the wicked cut of my panties. They weren’t a thong, but they left the bottom half of my rear bare. I loved her mouth smooching and nibbling on my butt.

Carmelita put a blindfold on my daughter, a thick mask over her eyes. My daughter gasped while Carmelita purred, “Just relax. This is the massage your mother recommended. It’s a treat. Lets you focus on your body and on relaxing.”

“How kinky,” I moaned. “I never had a blindfold massage.”

“It’s something new we’re trying out,” Juana said. She hooked my panties and pulled those down. I groaned as the crotch came away from my pussy. I shuddered as the cloth rolled down my thighs. My hips wiggled back and forth. “Mmm, there’s that yummy snatch. Mother of God, but I love being your masseuse, pretty lady.”

“I bet you tell all the women you’re about to eat out that,” I said, feeling her eyes on my snatch as she worked my panties past my knees.

“Doesn’t mean it’s not true,” the horny lesbian purred. All four of the masseuses here were lesbians. Stefani and Zoey were even dating. They had been impregnated at the same time, both having a kid by the same sperm donor, or so that was my understanding. I couldn’t see them fucking the same guy.

Panties off, she pressed her face up between my thighs and nuzzled at my hot pussy. I heard my pubic hair rasping across her face. Then I groaned as she flicked her tongue out. She fluttered across my folds, licking and teasing my cunt.

It felt incredible.

While I watched my daughter stretch out on her back, blind and unaware that her naughty mommy could see her, I enjoyed Juana’s tongue caressing my pussy lips. She flicked up and down, caressing me, teasing me. I groaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. The pleasure rushed through my body.

“Oh, yes, yes,” I whimpered. “Show my daughter a good time.

The delight rushed through my flesh. My eyes were locked on Laurita. Carmelita spread the massaging oil across her back, stopping just short of her cute rump. I shuddered, my hands pressing on the two-way glass. I stared at my daughter. She had no idea she was about to be seduced. Carmelita’s hands worked down her back, stroking her, relaxing her.

It was incredible. Juana’s tongue stroked my pussy. She massaged my twat with her naughty tongue. She caressed my labia and clit, running back and forth. I groaned, trying to keep my passion quiet so my daughter wouldn’t hear her mother’s naughty sounds.

This was so wicked. I shouldn’t be doing this, but the taboo thrill of it rippled through me. It wasn’t like I was touching my daughter. What went on here was already illegal. I never should have gotten involved—it would be the end of my career if this got out—but I couldn’t help it. I loved coming here, paying for lesbian sex under the guise of a massage.

My daughter would learn that delight, too.

“Oh, her hands are coming closer and closer to my little mermaid’s cute ass,” I moaned. I hadn’t called my daughter mi sirenita in years, but now… Now I was feeling so wicked. A naughty mommy. “Ooh, yes, she’s going for it.”

My daughter stiffened for a moment as Carmelita’s oily hands swept out and cupped both cheeks of Laurita’s ass. Fingers dug into those tight buttocks, kneading her. Massaging her. I groaned, my pussy clenching around Juana’s tongue.

“My daughter’s shifting,” I whispered. “My little mermaid’s letting her do it.”

“Mmm, good,” moaned Juana. Her tongue fluttered back and forth through my pussy folds as Carmelita worked on Laurita.

She paused and then slipped out of her robe. Her naked body came into sight, round breasts swaying, nipples pierced by gold rings connected by a chain. It swung as she leaned in and rubbed at my daughter’s ass again, digging into her flesh, the masseuse’s thumbs sweeping down into Laurita’s butt-crack.

My breasts rose and fell. I leaned closer to the glass, my nipples brushing the smooth surface. It was hypnotic to watch. Juana didn’t devour my pussy to make me cum, but to keep me bursting with delight as I watched the seductive massage.

Carmelita’s hands slid down to my daughter’s thighs. She rubbed up and down her flesh, stroking her. I couldn’t hear what Carmelita spoke, but her lips moved. I imagined they were compliments. She parted my daughter’s thighs, staring down at her exposed pussy.

I couldn’t see my daughter’s twat, but Carmelita could. She worked her hands up and down my daughter’s thighs. My cunt tightened. I held my breath, wondering if the naughty woman would go for it. Would she touch my daughter’s pussy?

Her hands came nearer. Nearer. I couldn’t tell if she reached Laurita’s twat or not.

Then my daughter bucked and gasped, “What?”

“Sorry,” I heard Carmelita say.

“Oh, she’s pretending to have touched my daughter’s pussy on accident,” I moaned, my lusts surging through me. I pressed my boobs against the glass, my forehead on it. Both my hands stroked across it.

“Good,” Juana moaned. “She’s going to do it again. A little longer. Get your daughter used to the touch.”

“You sneaky bitches,” I moaned.

“Yes, we are.” Juana thrust her tongue into my twat and wiggled it back and forth.

My rump clenched as I moaned in delight, watching Carmelita spending a lot of time massaging my daughter’s inner thigh right before her pussy. She spoke again, too soft for me to hear. My daughter squirmed, her oiled ass clenching.

Carmelita must be rubbing on my daughter’s cunt over and over, stroking her hot flesh. I whimpered, this wicked heat surging through me as I watched Carmelita’s hand shift ever so subtly. My daughter’s legs spasmed. Her knees bent, feet coming up in the air for a moment.

She moaned.

“Oh, god, she’s masturbating my daughter,” I moaned. “Your sister’s rubbing her fingers up and down my daughter’s cunt.”

“Enjoy, pretty lady,” purred Juana.

I watched my daughter’s body tremble. Her rump kept clenching. Carmelita braced her left hand beside her, leaning over my daughter. The masseuse’s round breasts swayed while my daughter’s moans grew louder and louder.

“That’s it, pretty girl,” I heard Carmelita saying, her voice louder. Throatier. “Mmm, yes, yes, that’s it. Your mother told you to trust me.”

“I… I..” My daughter lifted her head from the cutout, the blindfold covering her. “She didn’t mean this?”

“Oh, yes, she did,” purred Carmelita. “She’s getting her pussy licked right now. In another room. Mmm, why do you think she comes here all the time?”

“Mother of God,” my daughter gasped. “Shit in milk! I can’t believe that but… but… Fuck, don’t stop. That’s so good.”

I shuddered, watching, entranced as Carmelita masturbated my daughter towards an orgasm. My little girl was a woman, receiving a woman’s pleasures. I brought her here for this, but I never thought I’d get to see it.

I savored Juana’s tongue licking and lapping at my pussy. My pleasure built and built with my daughter’s own bliss. I fought to keep my moans quiet. I could never let Laurita know that I watched this. My nipples rubbed on the cool class, my breath fogging the window before me as I panted.

Her moans were so delicious to hear.

I whimpered, loving every moment of this illicit show. It was so hot experiencing a tongue lapping through my twat while my daughter trembled towards her orgasm. I shuddered, watching every moment unfold, so eager for the explosive climax.

“Carmelita1” my daughter gasped. “Oh, oh, Carmelita.”

“That’s it, pretty girl,” the masseuse purred. She leaned over further and licked my daughter’s ear, breasts pressing into Laurita’s back. “Just explode. Like your mother is.”

“Yes,” I whimpered. I hurtled towards my climax.

My daughter shuddered on the table. She gasped and moaned, her pleasure bursting out of her as wordless gasps. I trembled, my pussy clenching around the tongue probing into my depths. Hot lips worked against my labia.

Laurita cried out in her climatic rapture. My daughter orgasmed before me.

“My little mermaid,” I groaned and joined her.

My pussy convulsed. Waves of rapture washed through my body. I groaned and gasped, stars dancing before my eyes. My body trembled, the cunt cream gushing out of me and spilling into Juana’s hungry mouth.

The masseuse licked them up as I whimpered. I watched my daughter’s ass arch up into the air. The masseuse bed she lay on creaked and groaned beneath her rapturous passion. My heart pounded with excitement as I witnessed the wild passion.

My daughter was so beautiful.

My orgasm hit its peak. I panted as I watched Laurita squirm and shudder. She bucked a final time and then Carmelita pulled her fingers away. She straightened and sucked off my daughter’s cunt cream. What did Laurita taste like?

I couldn’t think that. As I came down from my orgasm, I watched my daughter panting. She trembled on her back and then gasped as Carmelita said something. My daughter rolled over, her small breasts coming into view. Her tattoo faced me now, that flaming heart inscribed into her golden-brown flesh.

Juana stood up. “Mmm, pretty lady, let’s go.”

“Huh?” I gasped as she grabbed my arm and tugged. “What?”

She dragged me out of the room. I stared at my daughter as long as I could, panting and shuddering. Then we were in the hallway, both Juana and myself naked. Her small breasts quivered as she led me the few steps to the door to the mirror room. Juana put her finger to her lips, the international gesture for quiet.

She slowly and oh, so carefully opened the door.

I trembled as we crept into my daughter’s room. She still wore the blindfold, unaware that we’d entered. Carmelita looked up and smiled, her hands rubbing oil into my daughter’s firm breasts. She winked at me.

“Oh, pretty girl, your pussy tastes so good,” Carmelita purred. “I just have to eat you out.”

“Shit in the milk,” gasped my daughter. I never heard her curse so much in her life. “What is up with this massage parlor? Did my mom really bring me here and pay a lesbian to make me cum?”

“Yes, she did, pretty girl,” purred Carmelita, winking at me. She squeezed my daughter’s tits. “I bet she just had a great orgasm getting her pussy eaten by my sister.”

“That’s so crazy. You’re a bunch of whores here.”

“Yes, we are.”

I shuddered as Juana led me silently around my daughter’s massage bed. My heart pounded in my chest as I was brought to the end of the table. Laurita’s legs were parted wide, her pussy right there for me to see. I trembled, my reflections surrounding me. I could smell her spicy musk. It was so similar to my own, but softer. Sweeter.

“So, pretty girl, want me to eat you out and really make you cum?” Carmelita asked. “Give you a tongue massage.”

“Mother of God.” My daughter’s thighs squeezed shut and rubbed together, hiding her twat from my sight. “I do. Eat my clam, lesbian.”

“With pleasure, pretty girl,” Carmelita said. Then she let go of her breasts and moved towards us.

Juana pushed on my ass, pressing me against the massage table while my daughter’s thighs spread right before me. My eyes opened in realization of what they wanted me to do. They wanted me to crawl to my own daughter’s pussy and eat her out.

I couldn’t do that. It was illegal. Immoral. Incest. This was worse than the crimes of coming here. It violated nature’s law. That was my daughter’s pussy. My little girl’s cunt. She grew inside of me. Came from me.

“Come feast on my clam!” moaned my daughter. “Mother of God, I’m fucking soaked. I want to cum again.”

I found myself crawling onto the massage bed between my daughter’s thighs, my body shaking. Shuddering. I couldn’t believe these two sisters were driving me towards incest. I looked behind me and almost gasped in shock. Carmelita sank to the floor and pressed her face into Juana’s pussy.

They were lovers, too?

Juana winked at me.

It made me wonder about my friend. Olivia Wright had been bringing her daughter here for years. When she was underage? Did she and Phillipa have sex, too? Where they secret, lesbian lovers, reveling in the incestuous delight I was about to enjoy?

My hands slid up my daughter’s thighs. She squirmed, her face twisting. My heart pounded in my chest. It thundered, pumping hot blood through my veins. My breath quickened. This nervous flutter danced through my guts.

I leaned over, black hair spilling over my daughter’s thighs. Her spicy musk filled my nose.

“Stop teasing me and massage me with that tongue,” moaned my daughter. “Mother of God, I’m horny.”

So was I.

I licked my lips and then pressed my face into my daughter’s pussy lips. I’d eaten Juana out so many times during my “massages,” and enjoyed the other three masseuses from time to time when they had to pitch-hit for my favorite.

None of those times had ever been as hot as this.

I tasted my daughter’s barely legal passion. The incestuous flavor of her familiar juices. My tongue licked up her flesh. She gasped and shuddered as I caressed up to her clit. Her thighs tightened around my face.

“Oh, yes, lesbian! Ooh, lick my pussy with that hungry tongue. You like the taste of my cunt, don’t you? Yeah, you do. Get that naughty tongue in me, whore!”

My daughter had no idea who ate her twat out. I reveled in the dirty words she called me as my tongue fluttered up and down her folds. I drank in her spicy cream. I savored all these incestuous flavors. My tongue danced through her pussy lips. I caressed her. Teased her. I drove her wild. I loved how she gasped and moaned. How she whimpered and groaned.

I thrust my tongue into her depths. No virgin here. My daughter’s pussy accepted my tongue. She gasped and moaned, having no idea her mother’s tongue swirled through her depths. That she was engaged in naughty, incestuous love.

“Oh, yes, that’s it!” she moaned. “Mmm, you’re just a naughty, little dyke! Just feasting on my cunt! Mmm, just feel you go at it. Just devour me. So hungry for my pussy, aren’t you?”

I was.

I thrust my hands beneath her butt-cheeks. My pussy was on fire. I couldn’t answer her, just love her. My hips wiggled back and forth. I ignored my burning cunt and feasted on my daughter’s delicious twat. My tongue fluttered up and down her slit, caressing her pussy lips.

Teasing her flesh.

Her moans were so sweet. They sang through the air. Her thighs squeezed about my face. Her body bucked, humping against me. Her skin felt so silky on my cheeks while her hot pussy soaked my tongue. I scooped them up, savoring them.

I nuzzled up to her clit. I slid my lips over her little bud and sucked on it. My daughter made such a passionate gasp of bliss. She groaned and shuddered. She whimpered out in rapture. She bucked on the bed. Gasped. Moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, that’s it, you nasty lesbian! Ooh, suck on my clit!”

I did. I pleasured her clit. Nibbled on it. My tongue swirled around it. I showed her everything I’d learned the last few years coming here. My pussy cream ran hot down my thighs. I moaned around her bud, loving my little girl.

“Fuck, yes!” she moaned. “You’re going to make me cum.”

It was a hot delight to hear. To listen and experience my daughter’s pleasure. I abandoned her clit, wanting to lick her again. To be in her. My tongue thrust into her snatch and swirled around inside of her incestuous depths. Her spicy cream soaked it.

My fingers dug into her rump, holding her tight. I devoured my daughter with hunger. Her moans grew louder. Her juices hotter. They coated my lips and chin. I reveled in them. I loved every moment of her hot cream on my mouth.

The forbidden delight of her pussy.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she moaned and bucked, the massage table creaking. “That’s… That’s… Fuck, yes!”

Her pussy juices gushed out of her. They flooded my mouth. I groaned and drank them down. My tongue licked and lapped up her cream. I devoured the bliss flooding out of her. I savored every moment of her pussy juices gushing out into my hungry mouth.

My tongue fluttered up and down her hot cuntlips. I licked her up as her moans echoed through the room. In reflections, I watched her body tremble through her climax, blissfully unaware that her naughty mommy ate her out.

“Carmelita, you fucking lesbian whore!” gasped my daughter. “Mother of God, no wonder Mom comes here! Shit, this is incredible!”

My tongue licked up all the juices flooding out of her while my own cunt burned and shuddered. Her small breasts jiggled, those brown nipples so suckable. I wanted to do this to her again. To make her cum.

She panted as I lifted my face, her cream spilling down my features. I shuddered and slid off the table. Juana trembled through her own orgasm, her hand clamped over her mouth to keep from making noises.

Carmelita rose and said, “Mmm, our time is almost up.”

“That was amazing,” My daughter groaned. “Better than any guy going down on me.”

She was eighteen. How many guys had she had? Since the divorce, I had to let her take care of herself. I was busy working my job, my caseload worse than ever. But then motherly pride washed through me.

I gave her the best orgasm. As Juana and I slipped out of the room, that thought burned in me.

The moment we were in the hallway, I shoved my hand between my thighs and frigged my pussy. I gasped and moaned, cumming in a hot flash, my daughter’s juices soaking my face. I whimpered and moaned as the waves of bliss shot through me.

“I know,” Juana whispered. “Incest is the best. My sister and I have been lovers since high school. And we’re not the only ones.”

“Are Stefani and Zoey sisters?” I groaned.

“No, but the guy who knocked them up is Zoey’s brother. And Lee’s brother, too. He’s her master.”

“Oh, my god,” I groaned. I shouldn’t be learning this. “That’s… that’s…” My orgasm hit a wonderful peak of bliss. “Amazing!”

I trembled as I dressed and slipped into the waiting room. Lee had this naughty glint in her eyes. She had to know what was going on. She squirmed. A moment later, my daughter stumbled out, her tank top clinging to her perky tits.

“Mom, are you gay?” she asked when she stopped before me. “Is that why you and Dad divorced?”

“I’m not gay,” I told her. “Are you?”

She frowned.

“I just need to relax and this is easier than finding a man.” I winked at her. “Besides, there are no risks. No chance of getting pregnant. No one posting your nudes on the internet. You know why I divorced your dad.”

She scowled and nodded. She had a step-mom that was barely older than her now. “So, do you want to come back next week?”

My daughter smiled. “I think I do. Being blindfolded was wild.”

“Sounds like it,” I said, eager for another chance to play with my daughter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

September 19th, 2023 – Delilah Midgley

Maybe if I hadn’t seen my son masturbating my marriage might have survived. Maybe. But the more I thought about what I’d seen, my then fourteen-year-old son stroking that massive cock, the more obsessed I became. I grew more and more distant from my husband.

My son’s cock hadn’t come from Arthur’s side of the family. I didn’t know a cock could get that big. Ian packed a monster, and I wanted to enjoy it.

Now, sitting in my new apartment, the last box unpacked on moving day, I cracked open a bottle of wine. I was all alone, my son out with friends, and starting my new life. I poured myself a tall glass of the red and let the fruity flavor pour down my throat.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter as I squirmed. I closed my eyes and pictured Ian’s cock for the millionth time. I’d glimpsed him a few more times since that fateful day, wanting to do more than watch. But it was wrong. I was his mother. I brought him into this world. I couldn’t do that to him.

But that big dick… Thrusting hard and strong before him. He could slide back into my pussy. Return to his mother. Was that so wrong?

I knew it was, but the more wine I drank, the hornier and hornier I grew. Things like morality didn’t matter. Not with something as carnal and passionate as my desire for Ian. I would love my son. Teach him about how to please a woman. Let him enjoy every bit of my body. I’d gotten in shape. For him.

I hoped to feel his eyes on me. To notice my tighter ass and flat stomach. The toned thighs. He’d glance at me in my yoga pants and a sports bra as I prepared to do my exercises. Sometimes, I hoped he masturbated to me.

But he never grabbed me. Never fulfilled my fantasies of seizing his mom and taking her hard. He was a good boy. He would never do something so sordid and depraved. He wasn’t a dirty whore like his mother.

“I’d be your dirty whore,” I moaned, my body so warm. I tipped the wine bottle and frowned as only a splash dropped into my glass. I turned over until was upside down, watching the red wine drip out from the spout.

The neck wasn’t as thick as my son’s cock, but…

“Mmm, I’ll be such a dirty whore for you, Ian,” I moaned, my pussy growing juicier. I stared at my living room, all alone, the shelves covered in knickknacks. “Let me show you what Mommy can do.”

I stood up and gasped as the floor felt slanted. I shook my head and caught myself on the shelf, rattling my collection of glass figurines. I straightened and then peeled off my old t-shirt and threw it to the floor. My breasts heaved in my large sports bra. I unpinned my blonde hair from the bun I put it up in, letting it spill down to my neck.

“Your mommy’s a naughty, randy whore,” I purred, picturing Ian watching me.

I popped off my sports bra. My large breasts spilled out. Those big, soft, lush boobs that young men were obsessed with. I’d learned this word from another divorced friend of mine. MILF. Mother I’d Love to Fuck. I could be a MILF.

For Ian.

I lifted my right boob and sucked on my own nipple, nursing on it with hunger. Pleasure shot down to my cunt as I imagined my son watching me. My hips wiggled from side to side as I nursed. Delight sparked. My left hand slid down my flat belly to my sweat pants. I pushed them down, working awkwardly one-handed as I swayed to the fire in my belly.

I kept sucking and nursing, imagining all the naughty things my son would say to me. He’d stroke that massive cock, the muscles in his arms rippling. So turned on by his hot mommy. My pussy clenched, my poor panties a sodden mess.

I released my breast. It fell down and bounced before me. I saw it swaying in the reflection on the TV’s black screen. I shuddered, spotting my curvy form. I pushed down my panties, this wild heat building and building in me.

Naked, I threw myself on the couch, grabbed the wine bottle, and brought the narrow end to my pussy. I pressed the cool glass through my blonde bush and against my hot flesh. Ian burned in my mind. Tall, blond, athletic. A strapping, young man. Not fat. Not balding. He was gorgeous. His blue eyes stared at me.

I thrust the bottle into me, moaning, “Yes, yes, fuck your naughty mommy!”

The narrow neck reached deeper into me than my husband’s cock. I gripped the wider bottle, pumping it in and out of my naughty cunt. The pleasure rippled through my flesh. I squirmed on the couch, my boobs heaving.

“You like being back in your Mommy, don’t you?” I groaned. “Yeah, you do. You want to be buried so deep into your Mommy. You want to fuck her.”

I plunged the glass shaft in and out of my pussy. I groaned every time the shoulder widened to the body, my cuntlips stretching for a moment. But it was too thick for my snatch to swallow. I shuddered at the imperfect toy. I didn’t care. I was so turned on.

My son fucked me hard in my imagination. He squeezed my big titties. He loved them. He pounded me with passion. He didn’t hold back. He gave me such pleasure. My tangy musk filled my nose, my arousal growing with every hard plunge of my son’s cock into my cunt.

“Yes, yes, just like that!” I whimpered, my orgasm building and building with every thrust. I kept my eyes squeezed shut. “Fuck your naughty mommy!”

“You’re amazing, Mom!” Ian moaned in my fantasy. “Such a hot and tight cunt. You’re awesome. Love you!”

“Love you, too!”

My toes curled. My feet rubbed across the carpeted floor. I whimpered and groaned, the pleasure building and building in my cunt. Every thrust brought me closer and closer to my incestuous climax. Picturing my son over me, his muscles flexing as he pounded me, had me on fire.

That big dick of his stretched out my cunt. Fucked me better than his father ever had. He gave me pleasure. He knew how to love my pussy. I gasped and squealed, my cunt clenching around him tight. Hard.

“Fuck your mommy so hard!” I moaned. “Your big dick is giving your mommy such pleasure! Oh, yes, yes!”

“I love being in you, Mom! It feels so right. This is where I came from!”

“Yes, yes, and you can return to it whenever you want, Ian!” I moaned, jamming the bottle deep into my cunt, my pussy lips stretching around the widening neck. I kept pushing on the bottom, wanting to take as much in me as I could.

My left hand squeezed my tit. I dug my finger into it as I forced another inch of the bottle into my naughty pussy, my cuntlips stretching to engulf that wide shaft. I whimpered, moaned, the pleasure surging through me.

“Mom!” Ian groaned.

“Cum in your mommy!” I howled and climaxed.

My pussy convulsed and writhed around the bottle. Waves of rapture swept through me. I rode them as I masturbated to my incestuous fantasy. My son groaned in my mind. I imagined his cum firing into my cunt, filling me.

It was incredible. My body bucked on the couch. My moans sang through the air. I tossed my head, whimpering and groaning in delight. My pussy writhed around the bottle. The pleasure surged to the pinnacle in me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned as the door rattled. “Oh, my god, that’s so go—”

The front door opened, and I gasped out in shock, writhing in mid-orgasm, my pussy convulsing around the bottle harder as the fear shot through me. My son was home early. He told me he was going to be hanging out with friends after we finished unpacking. He stared at my naked form.

“Oh, my god,” I moaned in abject shame and embarrassment. I ripped the bottle out of my pussy as he turned away.

“Sorry, Mom!” he gasped.

I fled down the hallway, my cheeks burning with humiliation. I slammed the door shut behind me. Did he know I was thinking about him? Did he realize it? My entire body quaked. Such powerful embarrassment filled me.

“Sorry,” he shouted again. “I didn’t… I mean… I’m really sorry, Mom.”

“It’s okay,” I whimpered, wanting to just melt into a puddle and soak into the carpet. I hadn’t been this embarrassed since high school. “I shouldn’t… Not in the living room… I’m so sorry you had to see that.”

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “I guess everyone does… that.”

I groaned and threw myself on the bed. That was nothing like my fantasy. No Ian pouncing on me. No getting ravished. I didn’t know if I could ever face my son again. He saw me with a wine bottle in my pussy.

I buried under the covers and never wanted to crawl out again.

Only, I heard him in his bedroom. The bedsprings creaked. This rhythmic sound. My head lifted. I padded to the wall, pressed my ear against it, and heard heavy breathing. I bit my lip and listened to my son masturbating.

Was he thinking of me?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

July 9th, 2024 – Alysha Walsh

“Let’s go skinny dipping!”

The cry in the backyard at the pool party rippled over me. My friends and I burst into giggles. We were sipping wine coolers, buzzing on the drinks. I felt so naughty. Fourteen, at a party with no parents around, and now there were guys ripping off their trunks, their cocks popping out. Girls squealed in laughter as they jumped naked in the pool.

“Let’s go, girls!” one of them shouted, a buff, blond guy I didn’t know. “Let’s see those tops come off! Get those muffs out!”

“Oh, my god,” I gasped, giggling loud as another guy thrust down his trunks, his cock spring out half-hard. Then a girl ripped off her top. She was an older girl at my high school. She swung her flowery bikini top over her head like a lasso then dove in.

My eyes darted around and I gasped to see my brother, Jaiden. He had two years on me, tall and strapping, his deep-brown skin gleaming in the sunlight as he thrust down his shorts. I couldn’t believe he was doing it, his cock spilling out.

He proved the legend about Black guys right. A group of girls all moaned in delight. Guys groaned, knowing they were outmatched by his prowess. My eyes were locked on him, watching it twitch. Grow harder. Longer. I shuddered, this wicked heat building and building in me. What was wrong with me?

Why was I staring at my brother and his cock? This heat rippled through me. My heart fluttered. It was gorgeous. A naughty itch built in my virgin pussy. I clutched the half-drunk wine cooler in my hand, my blood on fire. It had to be the booze, right.

I wasn’t lusting for my brother’s dick. I couldn’t do that.

“Top off, Alysha!” my friend, Dominique, shouted. I gasped as my knots came undone and she ripped it away, exposing my tits to everyone. I froze, not sure what to do as guys wolf-whistled, staring at my breasts and…

My brother stared at my breasts. His eyes were locked on them while his cock reached its full girth, thrusting out before him. I shuddered as I saw the passion in his gaze. He licked his lips before he wrenched his gaze away from my titties and dove into the pool.

My pussy grew so hot as the image of my brother’s cock burned in my mind.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 9th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

My “little girl” skipped by in a tight white and pink frock.

Alicia giggled, her skirt flaring. She might be twenty-five, but she looked so much younger. I groaned as this heat washed through my dick. I was supposed to be working on the brief for the trust-fund dispute I had to be in court for next week to argue a motion.

“Damn,” I muttered and followed her out of my office. She wasn’t supposed to be playing in the main house. One of our kids could see us, and they were definitely old enough to start to understand things.

Her skirt fluttered as she vanished up the stairs. I followed after her, my feet pounding on the steps. She raced up them and reached the second floor. Then her footsteps rushed down to the hallway up to my old attic bedroom.

It was now my two oldest daughters’ room. They weren’t home. Alicia wanted to fool around in their girlish abode. That naughty minx. She made my dick hard. I chased up the stairs after her, taking them two at a time.

I burst into the girlish room, stuffed animals covering their bunk beds stacked against the only wall with enough ceiling clearance. Dolls were everywhere, scattered across the floor. Alicia leaned against one of the two windows. She bent over to it, her frock’s skirt riding up those tights. She wiggled her ass.

“Ooh, ooh, Daddy, look!” she said. “We have new neighbors.”

“What?” I asked, my dick lead in my jeans and boxers.

I unsnapped the fastener and reached the window. I pressed my hard cock into my little sister’s ass. I peered out and noticed the moving van unloading furniture. A young woman, not more than twenty with her black hair in a ponytail, was talking to the Hispanic movers. Another man, also black-haired and approaching thirty, carried a heavy box from the back of a Toyota Corolla.

“New neighbors!” Alicia squealed, rubbing her rump into my crotch. “Mmm, we’re going to have to find out if they’re our sort of people, Daddy.”

“Yes, we will, little princess,” I said. She liked to call me Daddy more and more than big brother these days like she used to eleven years ago when we first became lovers. Either way, it made me hard. “Mmm, you keep on eye on them, gather intelligence, while I do some poking around down here.”

I knew that the house had been for sale, I just didn’t realize it had sold already. I hoped we’d get some understanding neighbors. People who could appreciate the incestuous lifestyle. A young couple… Who knew what sort of kinky things we could lead them into.

As I hiked my little sister’s skirt, a hunger arose in me. Pam definitely needed to meet them. She had a talent for leading people to incest.

To be continued…
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April 9th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

My “little girl” wiggled her rump as I lifted up her pink frock and flipped it over her rump. Beneath, had on a pair of white panties with strips of ruffled lace across her rump. Her fresh scent bled through the cloth as she wiggled her hips back and forth.

“Daddy!” moaned my “little girl.” “Ooh, Daddy, you’re doing naughty things, aren’t you?”

“Doesn’t my little princess deserve naughty things?” I asked as I hooked the waistband of her panties. We were in my real daughters’ bedroom. Christie and Hikaru weren’t home, but we were surrounded by their girlish belongings.

I yanked down Alicia’s panties. I drew my little sister’s panties over her rump, exposing her cute butt-cheeks. I worked the panties down further and further, kissing first on her right butt-cheek and then her left. The fresh scent of her pussy grew stronger and stronger.

I exposed her twat. Shaved and juicy, her vulva beading with her juices. Just a hint of her pink, inner lips peeked out. My thumbs stroked up and down her plump, smooth flesh. I parted her slit, exposing her depths.

It had been so many years since I took her cherry and made my little princess mine.

She gasped as I pressed my mouth against her pussy. My lips rubbed against her hot flesh. My tongue flicked out as she bent over the window sill, her face pressed against the glass. She quivered as I flicked up and down her.

She stared down at the new neighbors moving in across the street.

Her hips wiggled from side to side, smearing her cunt against my hungry mouth. Her fresh juices coated my lips and chin. I loved the feel of her. My thumbs stroked her as I thrust my tongue deep into my little princess’s pussy.

“Oh, Daddy, yes,” she moaned, enjoying her roleplay. The older Alicia got, the more she liked to pretend to be my little girl instead of my little sister. “Mmm, stir that tongue around inside of me. Oh, yes, yes, you’re such a naughty daddy. I love these secret games we play. If my mommies knew we were doing this…”

I chuckled. “You know your Mommy Melody would be kneeling next to me doing this.”

I fluttered my tongue up an down Alicia’s pussy.

“But Mommy Pam?” gasped my little sister. Her rump clenched before my face, her butt-cheeks squeezing tight.

“She’d be kissing that cute rump,” I groaned and then thrust my tongue into her pussy.

Alicia giggled. “They’re such naughty mommies. I’m so glad you married them.”

One day, I’d marry Melody officially. I’d make bigamy legal. The campaign was already underway. We were gathering people to build up support to get a law passed in California, a voter-led initiative. Bigamy first. Then incest. It was a slow process. People had to be led towards change.

My tongue swirled into her depths. I stoked around in her pussy. I caressed her. I delved into her twat, loving the taste of her fresh delight. Her incestuous juices leaked out of me and spilled over my chin.

My fingers kneaded her rump. I squeezed and groped it, pulling her butt-cheeks apart as I feasted on her. More and more hot cream leaked out of my little sister’s twat. Alicia’s delightful juices coated my lips and tongue.

I loved every moment of feasting on her.

I would give her such a delight. I would make her cum so hard. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds. I brushed her clit. She gasped, butt-cheeks clenching beneath my kneading fingers. My thumbs swept out, dipping into her butt-crack.

I latched onto her little clit and rubbed a thumb across her asshole.

“Daddy!” she gasped, my thumb rubbing at her puckered hole. “Oh, Daddy, what are you doing to me? That’s so bad. You shouldn’t be doing that to your little girl!”

“Mmm, so I shouldn’t do this?” I asked and thrust my thumb into her asshole. Her anal ring parted, my thumb popping into her velvety depths.

“No, Daddy,” she gasped. “That’s a no-no place.”

“Isn’t your cunny one, too?” I asked and fluttered my tongue from her clit to her pussy. “Mmm, your daddy shouldn’t put his tongue in here, either.”

I thrust my tongue into her pussy’s depths. I sank my thumb deeper into her asshole while my tongue swirled around in her twat. Alicia’s moans echoed through my daughters’ bedroom. My dick throbbed in my jeans as I enjoyed her silky walls clenching around my probing tongue. Her hot asshole gripped my thumb.

Her moans grew louder. Naughtier. Her back arched. Her brown pigtails danced around the shoulders of her pink frock. Both her holes squeezed down on my probing appendages. Her juices tasted fresher. Hotter.

“Oh, Daddy, those are both no-no places!” she gasped. “You’re making me feel so…so… So naughty! You’re a bad, bad Daddy!”

“And you love it,” I groaned and sucked on her clit again.

Her asshole clamped down on my thumb. “I do, Daddy! I love being your naughty, little girl!”

Her pussy juices gushed out of her. Her fresh cream rushed out of her and bathed my face. I loved them. I reveled in them spilling over me. They coated my mouth and tongue. I licked and lapped at her vulva and pussy lips. I enjoyed every moment of her juices gushing out of her twat.

They tasted so good. Her pussy delight that coated my mouth. I drank her cream as her moans echoed through my daughters’ girlish bedroom. Her asshole writhed around my thumb. Her flesh spasmed on my tongue and thumb, rippling, writhing, feeling so amazing about them.

“My naughty little girl…”I groaned. “You taste so good. Fuck!”

“That’s a bad word, Daddy!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes, Daddy! You make my cunny feel so good. And my butt! You’re such a bad Daddy! I love you! Yes, yes! I love my bad Daddy!”

I rose, my thumb stirring around in her asshole. My left hand fumbled at the fastener of my jeans. I stood over her, staring out the window at the new neighbors moving in. The woman, in her early twenties and with her black hair gathered in a ponytail, was talking to the Hispanic mover carrying in a box.

“Are you going to love your bad daddy when he does this?” I growled and pulled out my cock. My hard dick thrust out at my little sister’s twat. I pressed right against her hot cunt. I rubbed up and down her snatch until I found her pussy.

“Oh, Daddy, you’re going to put your wee-wee in my cunny?” she moaned, sounding so girlish.

“Yes!” I growled and thrust into my little sister’s depths.

Her cunt still rippled with her orgasmic pleasure. She gasped, her back arching. Her pink frock rustled around her. I ripped my thumb out of her asshole and planted my hand on the window. I stared out at the new neighbors.

We’d have to be careful until we found if they were “our” type of people.

My little sister’s pussy gripped me as I drew back. I groaned, the girlish adornment of the room only enhancing how wicked this was. Dolls and stuffed animals were strewn on the bunk bed, an open closet full of dainty clothing. The walls painted a soft pink.

I reached around Alicia and slid my hands up to her small breasts. They weren’t as tiny as they were when we were in high school. I groped them through her frock as I drilled into her. I fucked my little sister hard. I pounded her.

“Daddy! Daddy!” she gasped. “Oh, you’re doing such naughty things to my cunny! If Mommy were here, what would she do?”

“She’d be licking at your cunt around my cock fucking you!” I panted. “We’d molest you together!”

“Yes!” she gasped and came again.

Her pussy rippled around my dick drilling into her. I groaned, loving the feel of her hot flesh around my cock. That wonderful delight convulsed around my cock. Her amazing cunt sucked at me. I groaned, squeezing and pinching her nipples through her dress, loving the feel of her pussy writhing around me.

Her moans and squeaks echoed through my daughters’ bedroom. I plowed hard into my little sister. Her pussy spasmed with such wild delight around my cock. Her flesh sucked at me. I buried hard into her, coming closer and closer to exploding in my little girl.

“Daddy! Daddy! You make my cunny feel so wicked! I want your stuff to fire in me!”

“My stuff?” I gasped, pumping into her.

“Your… your love, Daddy! I want your creamy love firing into me. You know I love it when you fill me with all your love!”

“Yes!” I growled, my balls smacking into her clit on every thrust into her pussy. “I’ll feel you with so much love. I’ll pump you full of it! How does that sound?”

“Like you’re the bestest daddy in the whole world!” she squealed. “Oh, Daddy, I love you so much!”

“I love you, too!” I groaned, driving into her writhing flesh. The ache built and built at the tip of my cock.

The husband appeared, black-haired like his wife. He said something to her. She nodded as she stared out at the neighborhood, admiring her new place. I drove my cock to the hilt in my little sister’s writhing pussy, her flesh sucking at me.

“Imagine what their kids would look like!” I growled. “When they’re old enough to play with their little girl!”

“Yes!” Alicia squealed. “They’d do naughty things to her little cunny and make her have all those good feelings. Like me! Oh, Daddy, give me your love!”

I drove into her and erupted. My cum pumped into my little sister’s incestuous depths. Her pussy spasmed harder. She moaned louder. I squeezed her tits through her frock as I pumped blast after blast of jizz into her cunny.

The pleasure slammed into my mind. The rapture surged over me. I groaned with each eruption. My cock spurted again and again. I flooded her snatch with my spunk. I pumped her full of all my jizz. It was an incredible rush.

“Damn,” I panted, leaning against her, I rested my chin on the top of her head, savoring being in her pussy. The pleasure flooded hot through me. “We have to see if they’re our type of people, Alicia.”

“Mmm, Mommy Pam will make sure they are one way or the other,” Alicia purred. “She loves doing that.”

I smiled. Pam’s therapy practice, focused exclusively on female clients, led many of them into incest. There was one late last year, a mother and daughter who were feuding because the daughter was jealous. She wanted her daddy all to herself.

Now, mother and daughter shared not only the man of the house but the son.

I wanted to stay in Alicia, but I had to get back to working on my legal arguments. I had court next week. And soon Hikaru and Christie would be home. It wouldn’t do to let them catch us in here. They were still a little too young to know about the fun things their dad did with their various aunts.

A few more years. Would they want to join the family fun?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

July 9th, 2024 – Alysha Walsh

I couldn’t get the memory of my brother’s cock out of my mind. It had my fourteen-year-old body on fire. My virgin flesh quivered when I came home from that wild party. And Jaiden had seen my little breasts, too.

Skinny dipping…

The backyard party had gotten so wild. I hoped no one noticed how much I stared at Jaiden’s cock. My big brother was hung. It was true what White girls giggled about Black guys. No wonder the skanks at his high school were all over him.

I’d would start attending that high school in the fall.

The moment I was home, I darted to my bedroom to finally masturbate. I loved masturbating, did it at least once a day, but I had never been so feverish for it. I burst into my bedroom, hoping Jaiden didn’t realize why I needed it so badly.

I tore my clothes off, baring my breasts. I closed my eyes, remembering the way he’d stared at my little titties as they were kissed by the sun for the first time. They were small and topped by nipples a darker shade of brown than my skin. I threw myself on the bed and wiggled out of my shorts and bikini bottoms.

I still felt the wine coolers burning through my veins, feeding these naughty thoughts about my brother.

“Jaiden,” I whimpered, my hands diving between my thighs. I rubbed at my hot cunt. My fingers worked up and down my feverish flesh. I stroked myself, reveling in the feel of my juicy, virgin twat. “You like looking at my titties, don’t you?”

I held that image of him, naked, standing at the pool edge, his eyes staring at me where I sat with my friends. He drank in the sight of my breasts while his big dick thrust out before him. My pussy clenched.

I stroked up and down my hot cunny, wanting my brother to be in me. I ached for my first time. If it were with him…

The heat blazed through me. I couldn’t believe how hot my twat was. My juices coated my fingers as I worked them up and down my slit. My wiry pubic hair tickled my digits. The tangy aroma of my twat filled my nose.

I tossed my head and groaned, “Look at my titties, Jaiden. My pussy! Oh, yes, yes, stare at me! Aren’t I hot?”

I must be. There had been other girls getting naked to go skinny dipping at the party. Other sluts with bigger tits. White girls that all the boys lusted after for their creamy skin. But he looked at my breasts. The one girl he shouldn’t be looking at.

My brother’s passionate eyes filled my mind. His cock throbbed hard for me. I squeezed my thighs around my hands rubbing at my feverish flesh. I gasped and moaned out in delight. My head tossed back and forth, the pleasure surging through me. It was incredible.

My cream spilled out of me. It coated my fingers. I brushed my clit. I gasped, “Jaiden!”

I came.

My body bucked on my bed as my orgasm burst out of me. So fast. So hot. It rushed through me, a tidal wave of ecstasy that swept drowned all my nerves. I knew he was my brother. We couldn’t ever have sex. It was wrong, but I wanted it so badly.

I lusted after it.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes!” I howled, bucking on the bed. My fingers stroked my flesh. “Jaiden! Stare at my titties! Look at me! Jaiden! Jaiden!”

My orgasm hit a feverish pitch. I squirmed on the bed, my dyed-blonde hair brushing my cheeks. My little breasts quivered. He burned in my mind, the sun gleaming on his dark skin, his strong muscles. Two years older than me.

A stud.

“You want my titties!” I moaned as my orgasm hit that peak.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jaiden Walsh

“I know you want my titties, Jaiden!” Alysha howled in her bedroom.

I groaned as I stroked my cock, picturing my little sister’s small and perky tits. Perfect breasts. I had never realized how beautiful my sister was, that she wasn’t more than a brat, until that moment when I glanced over to see her top being ripped off by her friend.

I hadn’t even realized we’d both gone to the same party.

I could see them, the sun glinting off her brown curves. Her nipples hard. I wanted to keep looking at them, but there were people around us. Girls lusting after my big dick. I couldn’t let anyone know I had the hots for my sister.

“Jaiden!” Alysha moaned, coming down from her orgasm.

I erupted on her door.

The pleasure shot out of me. My cock spurted over and over, basting her door with my jizz. I wanted to break in there and stare at her titties. The pleasure slammed through my body. I sucked in deep breaths, the rapture flooding out of me.

My cum basted her white door. It ran thick down it. I shuddered, stroking it out as she panted in there. My pleasure hit that dizzying peak. The mad urge to rip open her door and pounce on her filled me.

My hand released my cock. I went for the doorknob, ready to rip it open.

What was I doing? She was my little sister. Fourteen. Two years younger than me. I couldn’t go in there. It was incest. Shame burned through me for even lusting for her. what was wrong with me. I backed away as I heard her shifting on the bed. I pulled up my athletic shorts and bolted for the living room.

I threw myself on the couch and clicked on the TV, wanting background noise.

“…think that a man should be able to marry two women?”

“Or more,” a different man answered. “This is America, after all. Why shouldn’t people marry whom they love? The Supreme Court established it as a right in Obergefell v. Hodges, legalizing gay marriage. Those in the polyamory community deserve that same right to marry whom they love.”

“Well, Clint, that’s certainly a bold position. But it would mean rewriting marriage certificates. Updating tax papers.”

“So because it’s a hassle for bureaucrats, that’s why it shouldn’t be legalized? People have the right to marry who they want.”

“Even their sister?” the other man said, snorting.

“Why not? If they’re consenting. If they’re of legal age. What’s the harm? Why does society get to judge?”

I clicked the TV off, panting. Marry your sister…

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

March 15th, 2025 – Alysha Walsh

It had been months since the pool party. Jaiden stayed on my mind.

My brother burned in my thoughts. That cock set my pussy on fire. I knew it was wrong. I tried not to lust after him. I tried dating guys at my high school. White boys. Black boys. Asian boys. I’d go on a few dates with them, but while they were kissing me, one guy filled my thoughts.

The one guy I couldn’t have.

It sucked. Why did I have to be turned on by my brother? There were days I wished I’d never gone to that dumb party. That Dominique hadn’t ripped up my top or that idiot had started the whole skinny dipping thing. I could have been normal. Happy.

I found myself doing the dumbest things. Parading around the house in my panties and tight tank tops. Especially if our mom wasn’t home. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to feel his eyes on me again. To know that he wanted me.

He avoided me. Why wouldn’t he? I was his little sister. He wanted girls with tits. Girls he could fuck. He went through them. It seemed like he was partying with a different girl every Friday and Saturday, churning through the skanks and hos and all those girls who weren’t me.

Of course, it couldn’t be me. I had to move on.

It was the start of spring break. I rolled out of bed too early though. I was used to waking up for school, and I sucked at sleeping in. I stumbled out of bedroom wearing only the panties and tank top I’d slept in and stumbled out, socks whisking on the hardwood floors. Mom loved those. It was why we lived here.

I could hear her heading out the door to work, muttering about some idiot on TV. “Talking bigamy nonsense,” I heard her say. “Should smack that White boy in the head.”

The door closed before I reached the kitchen. I yawned again. I was so tired. I felt like a zombie. I should go back to bed, but now I was up. I wanted breakfast. I opened the cupboard, staring at the boxes of cereal. Shredded Wheat. Grape Nuts. Whole Grain Cheerios. I stared at them, wondering which I should choose.

My mind didn’t want to work. It was like when Grandpa let me try and drive his old car. A manual. I didn’t even think those existed out of movies. I’d kept trying to change gears and it kept grinding and grinding. That was what my brain felt like. I had to choose a cereal, but I just couldn’t make my thoughts move.

“Hey,” my brother grunted.

I just nodded. How late was I up? Masturbating to my new, shameful discovery. Incest porn. Stories written on websites about all manner of illicit things. They were so hot and naughty. Stories of big brothers and their little sisters desperate to love them.

The refrigerator opened. I kept staring at the cereal. I must have gotten two hours of sleep. My eyes felt so heavy. They were starting to close right there. My brother moved behind me, reaching past me to grab the cereal.

His crotch pressed into my rump.

I felt him. His cock hard.

This electric current shot through me. I gasped as suddenly I felt supercharged. My mind slipped into gear. I instinctively arched back into him, grinding my panty-clad rump into that bulge. To what I had craved.

I heard him breathing behind me. Ragged. Deep and throaty. His hand lowered down from the cereal box as I felt his girth. His passion. He knew I felt it. Liked it. I shouldn’t be doing this. I had to stop, but it was him. What I’d wanted all these months.

“Alysha,” he groaned, his hand resting on my shoulder. He brushed my bleached-blonde hair.

“Don’t,” I whispered, scared he’d pull away. I trembled there, not wanting to break this. His hand stroked at my bare skin beside the narrow strap of my tank top. He caressed me. Touched me. I kept grinding on him like my hips were possessed. My body blazed. Heat rippled out of my body. “Don’t stop me.”

Then his arms were around me. I gasped as my older brother nuzzled into my neck. He kissed at my feverish skin. He growled with hunger. I shuddered, the pleasure bursting through me. Then he spun me around in his arms to face him. I stared up at him. My boobs pressed into his torso, my nipples hard through my thin tank top.

“Can’t take your teasing any longer,” he groaned. “I tried. I tried so damn hard, but you… You just keep prancing around…”

He kissed me.

His lips claimed mine. My brother’s mouth was on me. I couldn’t think. I just melted against him. I felt that hardon pressing into my crotch. My pussy throbbed with this pulsing ache. It matched the wild beat of my heart. I worked my lips against him, trying to kiss him back with as much fervor.

He spun me around. I kept kissing him, clinging to him. He pushed me back against the stove. His tongue darted into my mouth. His hands grabbed my hips. He held them tight as his tongue swirled around mine. I whimpered into his mouth.

It was incredible.

His hands lifted me. He set me up on the stovetop. It was a glassware one, induction heating, no burner plates. A flat, smooth surface. I quivered as he kept kissing me, his hands on my naked thighs, stroking me. I whimpered, my fingers sliding through his short, thick hair.

A giddy thrill ran through me; my brother kissed me.

This was really happening.

Joy burst to life in my virgin pussy. My cunt clenched and relaxed. My tongue darted around in his mouth now, exploring him. I whimpered and moaned. This was a dream. Only better. I was awake. So awake and enjoying every moment of his tongue sliding around in my mouth.

His fingers slid up to my panties. He hooked his digits into the waistband. He tugged on them.

I wiggled from side to side, helping him remove them. I didn’t care that he was my brother any longer. No, I did care, and that was why I was so eager to let him take those off. We were hurtling down into incest. I wanted it so badly.

He broke the kiss. “Alysha!”

“Yes, yes, Jaiden!” I moaned, staring into his eyes.

He ripped my purple panties down my dark thighs. He slid them over my knees. He yanked them off and then pushed my legs apart. He stared down at me. What would he think when he realized I was shaved? I started doing that recently.

It made masturbation even better.

“Damn, little sis,” he breathed as he sank to his knees. “Clint was right.”

“Clint?” I moaned.

“This White guy. Gives talks about bigamy and incest. How you should be free to love who you want. He’s like banging his first cousin. Wants to marry her, but can’t.”

“Because they’re cousins?” I asked in confusion.

“Naw, that’s legal in California. He already got a wife. They both bang her. Like polygamy or some shit, but…” He stared at my pussy. “Love who you want. That’s what he says. I want to love you, Alysha.”

“Love me!” I moaned, trembling there. “I-I-I’ve been thinking about you since the party.”

He groaned, “Me, too.”

He buried his face into my pussy. I gasped as my brother’s lips rubbed into my shaved, virgin flesh. I leaned back into the wall, microwave over my head. I squirmed as my brother devoured me. I couldn’t think of any other word for it.

His tongue flew over my pussy. He wasn’t gentle. He was dominating. Powerful. My fingers slid through his short, woolly hair, gripping those tight curls. His tongue dug into my groove, caressing over my hymen to flick my clit.

Stars burst through my vision. My fourteen-year-old body quivered. My butt rubbed into the glass surface of the stovetop. My cunt clenched deep inside of me where no one could touch it. His tongue stroked up and down my labia.

I gasped when he brushed my bud.

His touch made masturbation pale in comparison. I shuddered and let him love me. I reveled in every moment of it. My ass rubbed against the stovetop. My butt-cheeks squeaked beneath me. I gasped and moaned, loving every second of his tongue fluttering up and down my twat.

Incest was amazing. My brother gave me such bliss. He stroked my petals. He feasted on my pink delight. I whimpered and then shuddered. My nipples throbbed, pressing against the thin material of my tank top.

I ripped it off.

“Jaiden!” I gasped. “Oh, my god, Jaiden! I’ve wanted this so much!”

He didn’t answer. He just stared up at me and feasted on me. Delivered to me the incestuous delight that I fantasized about. Craved. I groaned, my breasts jiggling. I slid my hands up to cup them. I squeezed my little breasts as my brother feasted on me. He gave me such bliss. Such rapture. I groaned as the pleasure rippled through me.

My thighs squeezed about his face. I held him as he stirred me towards my orgasm. His every lick and flick of his tongue gave me more and more pleasure. More and more delight. I gasped and moaned, reveling in the incestuous thrill.

“Jaiden,” I gasped. I loved saying his name. My big brother’s name. “Oh, Jaiden, yes, yes!”

He sucked with such hunger on my clit. He nibbled on it. The pleasure surged through me. I groaned, the bliss swept through me. It felt incredible. It was everything that I’d hoped for and more. My brother’s mouth felt amazing.

“I’m going to cum!”

He sucked harder on my clit. His hand stroked my thighs.

“Oh, Jaiden, I’m going to cum so hard!”

He wanted that. His dark-brown eyes stared up at me with hunger. He sucked on me. He nibbled and teased me. I groaned out in delight. The pleasure surged through me. My thighs rubbed on the sides of his face. My head rubbed into the wall as I trembled.

He fluttered his tongue on my clit. I whimpered. The incestuous delight built in my cunt. Deep in me. In that place I needed to be itched. By his cock. He was so big, and I didn’t care. I wanted my first time to be with him.

“Jaiden! Jaiden!” I moaned.

“I love hearing you moan my name,” he growled and sucked on my clit again.

I exploded in forbidden passion.

“Jaiden!”

My pussy convulsed. A wild spasm that had my tangy juices gushing out. He drank them up. He licked and lapped at them. His tongue dug through my folds. He teased me. Delivered such passion to me. It was incredible. I groaned, my heart pounding. My body bucked and shuddered as the rapture surged through me.

“Oh, Jaiden! Oh, yes, yes, I love it, Jaiden!”

Stars burst across my vision. The pleasure was more than I’d ever experienced. Incestuous rapture surged over my mind. Taboo bliss blazed inside of me. I quivered and moaned, squeezing my titties as I squirmed on the smooth stovetop.

“I need you, Jaiden! I’ve wanted your cock for months! I can’t wait any longer!”

He lifted his head from between my thighs, his face drenched in my cream. My orgasms still rippled through me as he seized me in his arms and pulled me to him. My ass slid right to the edge of the stove. My head ducked out from beneath the microwave. I threw my arms around his neck, my legs around his waist, and kissed him.

I tasted myself on him as I trembled, his strong, dark arms around me. His cock nudged at my inner thigh, just inches from my pussy. From penetrating me and making me feel amazing. I would climax so hard on his cock. I would savor every moment of his dick surging into me.

Fucking me.

Taking my cherry.

I didn’t care that this wasn’t a romantic spot. That we weren’t in bed with R&B crooning in the background. It didn’t have to be the perfect place to lose my cherry because it was with him. I burned for my brother to be in me.

To unite our bodies. We came from the same mom. My tongue danced in his mouth as his cock slid down my thigh and into my vulva. Into my virgin flesh. I quivered when he nuzzled into my pussy lips. Pressed against my hymen.

I kissed him with hunger. I thrust my tongue into his mouth, reveling in the tangy flavor of my twat on his lips. My body buzzed from my orgasm. I wanted him in me. Fucking me. I wanted to feel his cock slamming home in me.

He pushed on me with that thick cock. He was long. Hung. I knew it. I had no fear, though. It was my first time, but my brother wouldn’t hurt me. Not after that amazing orgasm he just gave me. He delivered rapture unto me.

I would repay him.

I broke the kiss and groaned, “Jaiden!”

“Alysha.” He stared into my eyes. They brimmed with all his passion. I quivered, so ready for this moment. He pushed and pushed against me. My cherry stretched and stretched.

Popped.

I gasped as my brother entered me. He tore through my hymen and filled me up. Inch after inch after inch of his cock slid into my deflowered pussy. I groaned out loud, quivering as my juicy flesh stretched to take him.

There was so much of him to take.

“Oh, my god, Jaiden! You’re in me!”

“Alysha!” he growled, the passion in him. He finally bottomed out in me. I couldn’t believe I’d taken all of him. I squeezed around him. It almost hurt, but I felt so good from my orgasm that I didn’t care. I wanted him to pump away in me.

He drew back. My flesh clung to him. I held him tight and shuddered. It was incredible to feel him in me. How big and thick he was. How much he filled me. Then he rammed back to the hilt in me. I gasped at the second time he buried into me.

All that cock stuffed in my little pussy.

My brother’s cock.

Such joy shot through me. I kissed him again, clung to him. I rubbed his naked back. My breasts rubbed into his muscular chest. He drilled into me with his thick cock. He buried into me again and again. He rammed hard. Fast. He pumped away at me, stimulating me. The pleasure surged through my body.

I loved how he rammed his cock hard and fast into my pussy. I shuddered at how much passion he gave me as pumped away at my twat. This wasn’t the slow love-making of my fantasies. This was the carnal passion of incest.

Of forbidden lusts unleashed.

I bucked into his thrusts. My fingers clawed his back. His every thrust sent me closer and closer to making me explode. It was incredible. A hot delight. I felt dizzy from the thrill of his cock plundering into my cunt over and over again.

He delivered such bliss to me. Such rapture. I savored it. My cunt squeezed around him. I held him tight as he buried into my cunt over and over again. I shuddered, loving every hot plunge of his cock into my naughty depths.

My brother was amazing.

I loved him so much.

I loved him being in me, stimulating me. I kissed him. Our tongues danced and dueled as my orgasm built and built again. Another burst of forbidden rapture delivered by his amazing cock plundering my cunt.

He thrust hard and fast. I clung to him, my nipples rubbing into his strong chest. Pleasure burst from my nubs in powerful sparks. Dizzying heat rushed through me. My head shook as the pleasure flooded through me. I groaned, my cunt squeezing around that thick and delicious cock plunging hard and fast into me.

I broke the kiss and gasped, “I’m going to cum, Jaiden!”

“Just moan my name when you do!”

“Jaiden!” I groaned, loving the hunger in his eyes. The delight. “Oh, Jaiden, I’m going to cum on your big, beautiful cock!”

“Yes!”

He thrust so hard into me. He filled me up. My pussy felt like it was made for his cock. We were siblings. So maybe it was. I squeezed around him, drinking in the girth of his cock filling me up again and again.

That wonderful delight surged through me. My cunt squeezed around him. I drank in the friction. My nipples throbbed against his chest. My thighs gripped him and my fingernails raked down his back. It was incredible to enjoy.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I gasped. “That’s great! That’s amazing! Jaiden! I-I-I… Yes!”

I came.

“Jaiden! Jaiden! Jaiden!”

My pussy writhed and spasmed around his cock plunging into me. This pleasure surged me to the top of the world. To howling heights of ecstasy that I didn’t know I could reach. My brother’s cock buried into my spasming, writhing, hungry pussy.

He drove that big dick into me again and again. My flesh burst with bliss each time. Ecstasy swept through me hot and fast. I moaned out his name over and over, drunk on the rush of my brother loving my twat. On his cock plunging into me over and over. It was incredible. A thrill. My pussy spasmed around his dick, aching for him.

“Alysha!” he growled, the sexiest sound in the world. “My Alysha!”

“Yours!” I gasped, cumming even harder. “Jaiden.”

My brother erupted in me. His hot cum pumped into me again and again. Spurt after spurt of incestuous jizz fired into my unprotected pussy. My cunt writhed and spasmed around him. My flesh milked him dry. I savored the delight. I reveled in the bliss of him pumping his seed into me. I loved it.

Stars danced before my eyes. I held him tight. I groaned, my pussy milking out every drop of his seed. He dumped it all into me. It was the best feeling in the world. It was an amazing delight. I savored every last moment of his cock spurting into me.

“Alysha,” he panted as my pussy drained him dry. His cum filled me. Brimmed in me.

I groaned and gasped, my head spinning. I felt dazed by the bliss. “Oh, Jaiden, this is going to be the best spring break ever.

He smiled at me and kissed me with passion. It finally happened. All my fantasies had come true. I had my brother’s love in me. His cock. His seed. I had him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 3rd, 2025 – Delilah Midgley

My feet ached from my long shift. My keys rattled in the lock. I opened the door and took two steps into the living room before I noticed my son on the couch. He snored, passed out. I blinked at the cans of beer lying around him.

Drinking again. He was barely eighteen. An adult now, but he didn’t need to be drinking in my living room and passing out in… in… He was wearing a pair of shorts and nothing else. The A/C wasn’t working in the apartment. My shitty landlord claimed it would be fixed tomorrow. His snores rattled the room as I stared at his boxers.

At my obsession.

I had fought it for years, this incestuous lust for my son’s big cock. He was hard. His dick swelled the front of his boxers. The slit every pair of boxers had was gaped open, revealing his fleshy shaft. He twitched and throbbed with his heartbeat.

I drifted to him, my purse falling from my hands. The soreness in my feet vanished. I fell to my knees before the couch. One of his arms had spilled off, fingers half curled, a can by it. He was strong. He had just gotten a job working construction. He was proud to help pay the bills.

My tongue flicked over my lips. I shuddered. I couldn’t do this. It was wrong. He was my son.

My hand reached out and slid into the slit. I felt his cock.

Stop this! You can’t do this! He’s your son! You’re his mother!

I pulled his cock out through the slit and stared at it for the first time since I walked in on him masturbating a few years ago.

This is wrong. It’s not too late. You can control yourself. You have to. Don’t be a bad mother.

I leaned in and opened my mouth wide. I salivated for his cock. I hungered for it. I pressed my lips against the tip. He throbbed in my grip. He kept snoring, oblivious to his naughty mommy sliding her tongue around the crown of his cock.

I tasted his precum. This heady rush shot through me. I squeezed my thighs together. My pussy burned as my tongue traced around his cock. I hated when his father, my ex-husband, made me blow him. But my son…

I would gladly blow my son.

My lips slid over Ian’s crown. I savored the texture of his thick dick. Not that little prick his father had. Oh, no, my son had a cock. I squeezed my eyes shut and enjoyed the feel of my mouth sliding down his shaft. That voice screaming a warning snuffed out as the lust surged through me.

I sucked on my son’s cock for the first time.

I committed incest.

My cheeks hollowed as I loved his cock with my mouth. I bobbed, working my head up and down. A few strands of my blonde hair escaped my bun and spilled down my face. They caressed my burning cheeks as I bobbed my head.

He kept sleeping as I gave him such bliss. My hand stroked his cock. I pumped up and down his thick base. He was so long. My pussy clenched, begging to be touched. I knelt there, squirming my thighs together as I loved him, scared he would wake up at any moment.

And excited for him to groan awake and love my mouth on his dick.

His precum tasted so delicious. His shaft throbbed in my mouth. He tasted incredible. His precum stained my tongue. I swept over him. I loved the way he twitched and throbbed in my mouth. I was such a naughty mother. Such a wicked, sinful, disgusting woman.

I molested my son. I loved his cock. I sucked with all my might. He groaned but stayed passed out. His cock twitched and throbbed in my mouth. My pussy approached a feverish boil. It was so exciting sucking on him.

Being such a naughty, naughty mommy.

The slurping sounds echoed through the living room. My clothing rustled, breasts jiggling in my bra. My drool ran down his shaft to my stroking hand. My tongue caressed him between sucks. He throbbed and twitched.

He groaned.

His cock erupted.

Hot jizz pumped into my mouth. I closed my eyes and savored the incestuous flavor of my son’s cum. Salty and thick. It was incredible. I hated his father’s seed, but I gulped down my boy’s spunk like it was ambrosia.

He came from me. I made him in my womb. My pussy ached for him to be in me again. I swallowed down every load of cum he had, my pussy on fire. I fisted up and down his dick, working out all the spunk.

I drained him.

I pulled my mouth off his cock and panted. “Oh, my god,” I moaned and shoved his cock back into his boxers. “What did you do, Delilah?”

I bolted to my feet and ran to my room. I threw myself on my bed, found my big dildo, and thrust it between my thighs. I didn’t take my panties off. I yanked them out of the way and rammed the shaft into my pussy.

“Ian!” I howled, crying out my son’s name as I came, the salty flavor of his cum strong on my lips. I bucked on the bed, shuddering through my orgasm. Stars burst across my vision. I whimpered and moaned, my head tossing from side to side. “Oh, yes, yes, Ian!”

The pleasure drowned me. I spasmed, my mind drinking in the ecstasy. My clothing rustled. I trembled through the bliss, my legs spasming. My body quivered. The bed creaked beneath me as I thrashed to my peak.

Then I collapsed into panting guilt. I had just molested my son. How could I do that? I couldn’t let that ever happen again. I had to be better. I was his mother. I rolled onto my side and held my pillow to my face.

Why was I such a terrible mother?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 9th, 2027 – Pam Elliston

The doorbell rang.

A young woman with black hair opened the door and a smile crossed her lips. She wore a pair of yoga pants and a tank top, her body looking fit and toned. Her gaze flicked back and forth from us, a questioning look in her eyes.

“Hi, we’re you’re neighbors!” I said. “I’m Pam and this is Melody. We live across the street.”

“Oh, hi, I’m Catherine,” the woman said then spotted the casserole I held, still piping hot. “Catherine Nicholson. Oh, you didn’t have to do that.”

“Nonsense,” I said as I handed her the dish. “Just be careful. It’s fresh. My mother-in-law made it. She’s a great cook.”

“Well, come in, come in,” she said and backed away. “Issac, look, our new neighbors have brought us supper. It’s Pam and Melody.”

Her husband appeared. He also had black hair, a tall and fit man in jeans and a wife-beater. He looked sweaty from unpacking. I frowned. There was something about him. He looked so similar to the woman. They had the same facial features. Cheekbones. Noses. Ears. They could be siblings.

Were they?

“I’m Isaac,” he said, grinning. “That smells delicious.”

“We’re just here to welcome you to the neighborhood,” I said. Excitement rippled through me. If they were brother and sister posing as a married couple… My pussy ached. Had we lucked out? “We want to get to know you. We like to know our neighbors.”

The young couple—the siblings?—grinned and nodded.

To be continued…
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April 9th, 2027 – Pam Elliston

My eyes drifted around the new neighbors’ house. I’d been inside of it before, but that was years ago before the last owners, the Austins, had moved out and headed for Phoenix. The house had been on the market for months then suddenly it had been sold. Now, a new couple had moved in.

A couple that looked so much alike.

Catherine and Isaac Nicholson were a young couple. She was in her early twenties, he in his late. They both had black hair, hers in a ponytail, and were fit. They were tall, Issac four or five inches than Catherine. She had a heart-shaped face while his was square and blunt, but there were similarities in the cheekbones, noses, and the ears. Both had attached lobes.

They looked related.

Catherine didn’t wear a wedding ring. Neither did her husband.

“We just hope you fit in with our neighborhood,” my half-sister and wife said. Melody had a big smile on her lips, her sandy-blonde hair falling down around her shoulders. “We’re a very close neighborhood.”

“My husband and his family have lived on this block all their lives,” I added, looking around.

“We have,” Melody said, glancing at the boxes.

“Oh, wow,” said Catherine. “Are you two sister-in-laws.”

“Cousins-in-laws,” Melody said and then frowned. “Is that even a thing?”

“Not sure,” I said and smiled. “My mother-in-law and her sister owned houses side-by-side. Their children grew up close.”

A smile played on Melody’s lips. “That’s an understatement.” Melody rolled her shoulders. “So, how long have you and Issac been married?”

Isaac, who was hovering nearby, said, “We’re not married.”

“Yet?” I asked, wanting to see how they would react. I was a therapist. I paid attention to people.

“Oh, no, we’re never getting married,” said Catherine. She glanced at Isaac. “I mean, we’re not even dating.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, that would be a little weird.”

This caught my curiosity. “Not dating? Yet you’re buying a house together.? Strange for roommates unless… One of you is just renting a room?”

“We’re brother and sister,” Catherine said. “You know, investing in the house together. The world is just so crazy. We found it’s better to take care of each other. Does that seem weird?”

“No, no, not really,” I said, fighting my smile. Melody glanced at me and she looked like she would melt with excitement.

“I think it’s great that you’re close to your brother,” Melody said. “We’re big believers in families sharing and caring for each other. I still live with mine. It’s the perfect place to raise my daughter.”

“Oh,” Isaac said, glancing down at her hand. “What does your husband think about you living with your family.”

She smiled at them. “I’m not married. Not legally.” She held up her hand. “This is more for show. Like a religious thing.”

I held up mine. “See, they match.” I put my hand, my skin as pale but with that dusky Asian hue to it. “Her spiritual husband is my legal husband. So I think he doesn’t have a problem living with his family.”

“Oh, wow,” Catherine said. “You and her share the same guy. Isn’t that a bit…”

“It can cause some friction,” I admitted. “Sometimes, but mostly we get along fine. It helps that we’re spiritually married to each other.”

“Yeah, being bi is a big help when sharing a man.” Melody took my hand and squeezed it. She leaned in and kissed me. They had no idea we were sisters. The blatant incest turned me on.

When we finished, Isaac had a shit-eating grin on his face. I smiled at him. “You and your sister have to come over for dinner. Say, tomorrow. Get to know our family and Clint, our husband. I think you are just perfect for our neighborhood. You’re not the only siblings that understand the value of a close family.”

Catherine glanced at her brother. She looked like she wanted to say something. She squirmed, her cheeks red. Her brother moved up beside her. He put a hesitant hand on her shoulder like he wanted to share an intimacy with her but was nervous. They hadn’t ever crossed that line, but the thoughts were certainly there.

How could it not be there when they both were young and attractive?

I would help their incest blossom.

“Dinner tomorrow would be perfect,” said Isaac, a big grin crossing his face. He looked eager.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 6th, 2025 – Delilah Midgley

Ian was passed out drunk again.

My son’s drinking was getting too much. It tended to be on Friday. I had no idea why he didn’t go out and meet a girl instead of coming home and drinking himself unconscious. He was such a handsome boy.

Strong. Working construction put muscles on him. Made my pussy wet. I should be harping on him more to stop drinking, but…

My purse fell out of my hand. When he was passed out, I could indulge in my sick and twisted desires for his cock. I was such a naughty mother. I drifted to him, my pussy soaking my panties. I didn’t hesitate any longer. There was no point. I couldn’t defeat my lusts.

I fell to my knees, brushing a can. My hands attacked his belt. I opened it, his cock looking already half-hard. He was young and virile. One night, I sucked him off three times in an hour, masturbating frantically between each time. He slept undisturbed, snoring away.

I unsnapped his jeans and pul—

“Mom,” Ian muttered.

I yanked my hands away, a surge of fear shot through me as I saw his eyes opening. He groaned and sat up, his belt flopping open. My heart pounded as this sick writhe rippled through me. I was moments from pulling out his cock and sucking at him.

I bolted to my feet, my shame burning through me. “Ian! You’re drunk! Again!” The words burst out of my throat before I could stop myself. I was such a terrible mother. I had to stop this. He almost caught me. “You have to stop!”

“Mom?” he mumbled and ran a hand through his face. “What?”

“Your damned drinking,” I snarled. That was why I was turning into an incest-obsessed freak. He kept giving me the opportunity to do it, It was all his fault. “I’m tired of it! I’ve told you it had to stop.”

“Just a few beers,” he muttered, his hand reaching for the twenty-four pack of Budweiser he’d bought. He shoved his hand in for one.

“Stop that!” I snarled and snatched the can out of his hand. This had to end. I couldn’t keep molesting my son. It was wrong. “I’m not going to let you drink on my couch. In my apartment. You’re an adult now, Ian! You have to start taking responsibility for yourself.”

“Huh?” he asked, leaning back.

“You can’t live here any longer!” The words exploded out of me before I could stop myself. I didn’t want to say them. His cock… I wanted his cock… But what sort of sick and twisted mother did that? “You have a job! You’re making money! If you want to get drunk, do it in your place! I’m tired of coming home to beer cans all over my living room.”

To your beautiful, amazing, hard cock ready for me to suck…

“Fine,” he muttered and stood up, swaying. His pants fell down.

His cock filled his boxers. I wanted him. I could just fall to my knees and love him. They bent, weakened.

“Don’t have to put up with this crap,” he muttered and yanked them back up. “Going over to Mark’s.” He fumbled with his belt and staggered to the door. “He’ll let me drink.”

“Good!” I shouted even as inside me I wanted to beg him to stay. I could take him to my bedroom. Let him sleep off his drunk and enjoy his body. I could kiss him everywhere. Play with his cock. Go all the way with him. “Get out of my apartment! Take your damn beers! I’m done!”

He grabbed his beers and stumbled to the door. “Fucking move out. Tired of living here. I’m a fucking man.”

“That’s right!” A big, strong, sexy man. Why was I doing this? I wanted him to stay. I wanted to be a sick and depraved mother.

My guilt rippled through me. It soured my stomach. He slammed the door behind him. My knees gave out. I sank down on the couch and pressed my face into my hands. I had to do that. I couldn’t keep molesting him. It wasn’t right. What I did was wrong. I needed help. I needed to stay away from temptation.

From my son. This was for the best. He was a man. He needed to find a girl his age. Not his mother nursing on his cock like a sex-mad whore. Then I could move on. Maybe meet a guy my age. Stop being obsessed with my son.

Over that big and beautiful cock. The cock I made.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

June 17th, 2025 – Cruzita Martínez

I loved coming to the Lady’s Touch massage parlor with my daughter. As far as I knew, she was straight outside of here. She had dated a few guys while attending UC Davis, the nearest of the many University of California campuses.

But every Saturday, we had our mother-daughter massage time. She didn’t know that while she was blindfolded by Carmelita, I snuck in to finish her off. After Carmelita massaged her gorgeous body, coating her in tanning lotion, I climbed between her thighs and ate her out.

It was such a rush devouring her pussy. For the last two years, I’ve been doing this. I knew it was wrong, but her pussy tasted so delicious. Juana and Carmelita Campo, the owners of the massage parlor along with another lesbian couple, had introduced me to incest. The sisters were lovers themselves.

“Oh, Carmelita, yes, eat me,” my daughter moaned. Laurita looked so delicious. She had a shaved pussy, her spicy musk filling my nose. Her small breasts quivered, gleaming in the massage oil. She wore a thick sleeping mask on, covering her eyes. “Devour me.”

“Gladly, pretty girl,” purred Carmelita. She was behind me. “You’re going to cum so hard.”

“Best part of coming here,” moaned Laurita. “My current boyfriend just can’t eat pussy as good as you can.”

I shuddered. My pussy clenched. I lowered my face to her shaved twat, my hands stroking her thighs. Behind me, my masseuse, Juana, grabbed my rump. She squeezed and kneaded it while nuzzling her face into my pussy. I felt my pubic hairs shifting moments before her lips found my cunt.

Her tongue flicked out, sliding through my folds. I moaned and then kissed my daughter’s twat. Her spicy juices soaked my lips. My tongue flicked out and slid through her folds. Laurita whimpered. Her body shuddered, her hands grabbing her oiled titties.

“Mmm, that’s it, pretty woman,” my daughter groaned. “Ooh, you’re just such a lezzie slut. I love it when you eat me out.”

So did I.

I felt so close to my daughter. My lips smooched over her pussy, kissing her puffy vulva and tight slit. It was such an intimate delight to feast on her snatch. My ex-husband and I had created her. I’d carried her in my womb for nine months. We were as close as two people could be. It felt so right to share this with her.

I just wanted the courage to tell her the truth.

My tongue flicked out and darted through her folds. I parted them while Juana’s tongue fluttered up and down my slit. I groaned in pleasure, wiggling my hips from side to side. It felt so good to be eaten out while I devoured my daughter.

My tongue slid around Laurita’s clit. She gasped, her back arching. Her fingers slid up her firm, small breasts to grab her dark-brown nipples. She moaned, her face twisting. She was a Latina beauty like me, looking so similar to how I did at her age.

“Oh, yes, yes, that tongue!” She twisted her nipples, stretched them out for a moment, and then her oily fingers popped right off. She shuddered and squirmed on the massage bed, her thighs squeezing about my head. “Yes, yes, play with my clit!”

I purred in delight and fluttered my tongue over her clit. Juana had her tongue probing into my pussy while receiving delights from her sister-slave. Carmelita, though older than Juana, was the sub in their relationship. Juana dommed her, ordered her around. It was so kinky.

Like sucking on my daughter’s clit.

“Yes, yes, that’s delicious!” groaned my daughter. “Ooh, nurse on my bud, you naughty lesbian!”

I sucked hard on her bud, loving the feel of her clit between my lips. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, my orgasm building as Juana fucked her tongue in and out of my cunt. She probed inside of me while my daughter’s spicy juices coated my lips.

My tongue swirled around her clit and then I kissed down her slit. I thrust my tongue to the depths in her cunt. It was incredible to feel her snatch around my tongue. I fucked it in and out of her. I probed through her. She groaned, squeezing her twat around my probing appendage.

“Yes, yes, tongue-fuck my cunt and make me cum!” my beautiful daughter moaned.

She had no idea that my tongue explored around in her cunt. That my hands stroked her thighs. I slid one around her leg and reached over her pubic mound. I crossed the fiery heart she had tattooed on her lift hip. My hand reached lower and lower, crossing her shaved pudenda.

I found her clit. I stroked it.

She gasped out in delight. She bucked and shuddered. Her pussy clenched about my tongue. She whimpered and groaned. Her moans echoed through the room. She ground her snatch on my hungry mouth. I licked her. Fluttered my tongue in fast circles inside her snatch. Her juices soaked my fingers as they danced on her bud. More coated my lips, feeling incredible as they dribbled down to my chin.

She tasted incredible.

My tongue swirled around inside of her snatch. I reveled in the flavor of her juices soaking my tongue. Her spicy cream soaked my mouth. I couldn’t get enough of them. I massaged her clit. My daughter’s moans grew louder and louder.

She was about to cum.

I was about to make my daughter explode.

My pussy clenched on Juana’s tongue. My orgasm built and built from her naughty caresses. Her finger sank into my butt-crack. She found my asshole and thrust two digits into my backdoor. My velvety bowels clenched around them, the heat melting down to my cunt.

My daughter trembled. She massaged her titties, moaning, her head tossing back and forth. My tongue wiggled deep into her hot cunt. I rolled her clit between my thumb and forefinger, loving the feel of her little pearl.

She had such a tasty clam.

“Yes, yes, yes, you naughty lesbian slut!” she moaned. “Mother of God, yes!”

Her pussy convulsed around my tongue. Her spicy juices gushed into my mouth.

I made my daughter cum. I joined her.

Juana licked at my climaxing cunt. Waves of pleasure washed through my body while my cream flooded out of my twat. My asshole spasmed around her probing fingers. I licked and lapped up my daughter’s spicy delight as she bucked on the bed. Her oiled tits heaved. Her moans echoed through the room.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, thrashing in the midst of her orgasm. Her hand shot up to her face.

She ripped off her mask.

I froze in the midst of my orgasm surging through me as she shot her gaze down. A huge smile crossed her lips while her pussy juices squirted out of her cunt again. She bucked and shuddered as she howled out, “I knew it!”

Juana kept devouring my pussy, licking up my cream as my orgasm intensified. My daughter caught me red-handed eating her pussy and stared down at me with feverish heat. She sat up on her elbows, her thighs holding me tight.

“I knew you were eating my pussy while I was blindfolded, Mom! Ooh, you’re such a naughty lesbian. I love it.”

I shuddered in shock and then I crawled up her body, my asshole sliding off of Juana’s fingers. My breasts swayed. She stretched out on her back, her brown eyes staring up at me. Her pussy cream dripped down my chin.

“When did you…?”

“Two months,” she said. “I was kinda scared to rip off my blindfold. When I started thinking it, I thought that couldn’t be it, but you always had this knowing smile when you looked at me. Like you’d done something to me.”

“You’re not mad?”

She cupped my face. “I should be, but it’s so hot. My mother eats my pussy.”

“I can’t help it. My little mermaid is such a cutie.”

She pulled my face down to hers. I kissed her, pressing my body into hers. In the background, Juana cried out in orgasmic bliss. My boobs rubbed into my daughter’s oiled tits. Our tongues danced together, her spicy cream seasoning our incestuous kiss.

This rush of delight rippled through me as I ground on her. She trembled beneath me, her hands stroking my body. My heart reveled in the thrill of kissing her. My tongue danced through her mouth. It swirled and fluttered around in her oral cavity.

Incest was amazing. I was so glad that I could share it with my daughter. To love her and revel in her beauty. I knew we were going to have even wilder times. Couples massages sounded so exciting here. My friend, Olivia, and her daughter thoroughly enjoyed them.

I knew this was illegal, but I didn’t care. I loved my Laurita too much to care about what society thought. Her pussy tasted too good to give up.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

August 23rd, 2025 – Elmer Bennett

The heat rippled through the house. It was a scorcher. The California sun sizzling outside. I headed upstairs, wanting to take a nap. A siesta. The Mexicans had the right idea with that one. Why be active when you were broiling? The AC didn’t seem to be doing a damned thing against it.

I rubbed my hand across my mouth, my goatee rubbing into my palm. I yawned into it and reached the second-floor landing. I took two steps forward when I heard a whimpering sound. Moaning. Feminine sounds.

My cheeks perked up in a moment. My wife wasn’t at home. Besides, she wouldn’t be making sounds like that if I wasn’t around. I rolled my shoulders as I crept forward. The floor creaked beneath me, but that didn’t make the sound stop. Was my daughter Candy watching a movie or something? Was it the love scene?

Her bed creaked as she shifted around. Her door was cracked open. Our house was older, built in the post-war boom. The thick carpeting on the floor combined with the old doors meant if you didn’t shut them firmly they could pop open at random. And if you didn’t hear it…

I reached her door. The sounds had to be something she was watching because…

I peered through the crack and my jaw dropped. My daughter lay on her bed, her jean shorts and panties hanging from her right ankle as that leg dangled off the side of the bed. Her garments swayed back and forth. Her hand was rubbing at her fourteen-year-old pussy, her black pubic hair spilling around her fingers as they slid up and down her twat. Her tank top was shoved up to expose a pair of round, perky breasts. She groped one, whimpering.

Holy shit. My daughter was masturbating.

My cock went hard in a flash. My breathing grew heavier and heavier. I stood transfixed by the sight of her fingers sliding up and down her twat. I could make out her folds. See her glistening juices. She was wet. Building towards her climax.

“Oh, yes,” she whimpered, her voice throaty with delight.

My hands flexed and relaxed. My chest rose and fell. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She was my baby girl. She couldn’t be masturbating. Blood rushed hot through my veins. Her tits were so perky. Like her mother’s had been.

Candy rubbed at the top of her pussy. Her clit. Her leg spasmed. Her jean shorts fell off her foot but her dainty, pink panties swung from her ankle. Her toes curled. She pinched a nipple, moaning louder and louder.

Holy fucking shit. She was about to cum. I was watching my daughter’s impending orgasm.

I rubbed sweaty hands across my tight t-shirt. It was dark blue, one of my old work t-shirts with the Sacramento Fire Department’s logo on the front. I swallowed as her body trembled. Her moans grew throatier and throatier.

Her body spasmed.

My dick throbbed.

Pressure squeezed around my chest as I watched her body trembling through her orgasm. Her underage breasts jiggled. Her moans echoed. She gasped and shuddered. A spurt of juices splashed around her hand. She squirted.

I breathed in and caught a hint of sweet pussy. A scent similar to her mother’s. My dick begged to be taken out. Stroked. Pleasured. My daughter’s hand fell from her pussy, giving me a clear shot of her slit peeking through her black bush.

“Oh, oh,” she groaned.

Shit. I couldn’t let her know I’d just watched her masturbate. I crept back from the sight, my heart pounding with hot blood through my veins. Sweat poured down my face. I reached the stairs and went down them as stealthily as I could, my hardon tenting the front of my jeans.

I hit the couch and turned it on. I went to the CNN streaming app and selected it from the others. It loaded while I sank down on the couch, panting. My cock was so fucking hard. I wanted to just stroke one out. My wife should be home soon.

Could I convince her to have a quickie?

“We’re joined today by Clint Elliston and his wife Pam and their girlfriend Melody,” the host, Tug Carson, said as the live CNN feed streamed to my TV.

The words spilled over me as the sight of my daughter’s pussy seared in my mind.

“Clint believes that he should have every right to also marry Melody,” Tug continued. “He’s lobbying for the State of California to recognize bigamy in the same way gay marriage was recognized a decade ago. He plans on suing the State to force the courts to intervene.”

“Well, why should the government have a problem with me being married to more than one woman?” asked Clint.

“Well, the point of marriage is to create a stable environment for the raising of children,” Tug said.

“That wasn’t the argument ever used in gay marriage,” said Clint. “It was all about love. And the right to have the same freedom to marry as a heterosexual couple.”

“A right you exercised when you married Pam.”

“He did,” the Japanese woman sitting beside the dark-haired, young man said. I’d heard about Clint. My coworkers at the fire station were buzzing about him. For the last year or so, he’d been talking about getting bigamy legalized. “But I’m a bisexual woman. Why can’t I be married to a man and a woman? It’s not just Clint that wants to have two spouses.”

“Two spouses?” Candy’s voice drifted through the room.

I glanced up to see my flushed-face daughter appear. She had inherited my black hair. The locks fell down around her round face. Her mother’s face save for my bold nose. She wore those jean shorts I saw dangling from her ankle and had pulled down her tank top. She wore no bra, her fourteen-year-old breasts jiggling freely as she scampered past to sit down beside me.

“That sounds wild,” my daughter said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“So this isn’t a Mormon thing?” Tug said and chuckled.

“Not at all,” Clint said. He had his wife on his right and his blonde girlfriend on his left. Both women wore dresses that left their toned legs bare, thighs crossed. They both had wedding rings on, I noticed. “Nothing religious about love. And I love them both. We’ve been dating since high school. We live together, but every year, Melody has to mark single on her taxes. Why does the government get to approve some relationships and not others?”

My daughter giggled, her legs stretched out towards me, her round breasts looking so perky. Flashes of her masturbating danced through my head. “Mom wouldn’t let you marry your girlfriend.”

“She wouldn’t let me have a girlfriend,” I said, her feet so close. She had on pink toenail polish. It was hard not to look up her legs to where her jean shorts clung to her crotch. When had she grown up?

“And is that the reason you believe incest should also be legalized,” Tug Carson said.

My daughter gasped. “What? Incest?”

“Why not?” Clint asked. His hand rested on the blonde’s thigh. “Melody is my first cousin. Now in California, we can legally get married and have children, but in other states, we’d be breaking the law by having a sexual relationship. Some states would let us have sex but wouldn’t let us marry. We’re both adults. Both consenting. What’s the harm if I wanted to marry one of my sisters if they agreed?”

“Or if I had a brother I wanted to marry,” Melody added. “Or even my mother. Love is love.”

“You should be free to love who you want,” said Clint.

I swallowed, my daughter’s feet rubbing against my thigh as she squirmed to pull out her phone from her pocket. She stared at it while her fingers typed rapidly. I swallowed, my thoughts were full of her masturbating. At how beautiful it was to watch her rub at her twat.

How amazing it would be to love her…

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

“You should be free to love who you want,” Clint said.

I trembled on my couch as he said those words. Tears filled my eyes. I hadn’t seen my son, Ian, since I kicked him out. I wanted to love him. I did. My body shook as I leaned back. Clint’s words were so powerful. So were Melody’s and Pam’s. They were so passionate about letting people have the freedom to love who they wanted.

“And what about pregnancies?” asked Tug Carson.

“Birth control,” said Pam. “And just because your related doesn’t mean your children will have problems. You can have yourself tested for bad genes that might cause issues. Make informed decision if you want to bring in a child.”

“Our daughter is healthy,” Melody said, smiling at the camera. “No defects.”

The tears fell down my face. I turned off the TV. I wanted Ian so much. I missed him every day. I drove him away because I was terrible, but… but… I wanted to love him. Through blurry vision, I found my phone. Found his number.

My thumb hovered over it, wanting to call him. To beg him to come home so I could love him. Confess to him what I’d done and how I wanted to do more with my strapping son.

I swallowed. He’d be horrified that I’d molested him while he was passed out drunk. Why would he want his mother? He probably had young girls that wanted him. He was so handsome. So strong. My hand shook, my stomach twisting and writhing.

I shoved my phone back into my purse. He’d just hate me more if I told him. He’d learn what a terrible person his mother was. I laid down on my side. My breasts piled together. My hips wiggled from side to side.

Why couldn’t I find the courage to love my son? To have Clint’s confidence to talk about it to the entire nation.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 9th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

“That’s why you got to show your work, Hikaru,” I said. “So we can know where you got your answer wrong.”

“But it’s so boring writing all of that out, Dad,” Hikaru said. She was ten like her sister Christie. They were growing up so fast. I couldn’t believe it had been over a decade since I started loving her mother. Both their mothers.

“You probably forgot to carry the two here,” Christie said. She shoved her work over. They were close, born only an hour apart. The same age. They were my first two children. “See.”

“I did?” Hikaru said. She had the glossy-black hair of her mother, her face not nearly as Japanese, but with that pale-olive hue. Christie’s hair was a vibrant brown. It had been blonde when she was younger but it had darkened as she grew up.

Melody remained the only natural blonde in the family.

I was sitting in my daughters’ room. It was a few hours after my naughty fun with my little sister Alicia. Now I was helping my two daughters on their math homework. I tried to do parenting with all my children a few times a week. It was difficult with so many of them. Of course, Christie and Hikaru were getting to the age where they could start taking care of the younger children, being big sisters to them.

The door opened and their mothers walked in, Melody hugging Pam from behind. They looked excited.

“Well?” I asked as Hikaru began going through her math work with Christie who whispered advice and help.

“They’re brother and sister,” Melody said. “Not married at all but not faking it.”

“Oh, they’ll be faking that they’re married once I’m done with them,” Pam said, a big smile on her face. “They’re perfect.”

“Yes, they are,” Melody purred, peering over Pam’s shoulder. “They’re coming over for dinner tomorrow. We can start easing them into our lifestyle. Oh, they’ll have such beautiful babies. They’re both cute.”

I glanced at Melody.

She gave me an innocent grin back. She was in a playful mood.

“Can you help your sister with the rest, Christie?” I asked, giving her a kiss on the head.

“Yeah, Dad,” she said. “Are you, mommy, and mommy Pam going to be doing sex stuff?”

“What do you know about sex stuff?” I asked her. “Has your Grandma Vicky been teaching that?” Vicky had retired a few years ago from teaching college. She with my mother homeschooled our children. It was easier than risking them blabbing in public school. My children from the Campo sisters and from the three Mihara women were also taught by them.

“She started teaching Christie and me health,” said Hikaru, her nose wrinkling. “Boys thingies look funny.”

“Does yours look like that, Dad.”

“You won’t think it looks funny in a few more years,” Melody said. “Now, we’re going to go do sex stuff. You two get your homework done or there’ll be no dessert for either of you.”

Christie rolled her eyes. I’d never seen her do that before. They were getting older. About to be preteens. What would it be like when they were hormonal teenagers?

Pam and Melody pulled me out of the room and then both slipped their arms around mine as we descended down the stairs from the attic room. We were heading to our bedroom, my wives both giggling like they were a decade younger, schoolgirls again.

They were excited.

The moment we were in my bedroom, they started ripping off their clothing. Pam’s blouse came off, her round tits heaving in her bra. Her black hair danced about her round face. She grinned at me, her slanted eyes sparkling.

“Our new neighbors are perfect to seduce into incest,” Pam moaned. “I’ll butter them up. Get them to admit their desires, then we’ll let them know about us. Let them know how beautiful it can be.”

“You are a master at it,” I said. How many women had Pam seduced into incest through her practice? We’d made a number of naughty videos that she used, roleplay scenarios with my mother or sisters. Alicia had played my daughter in one that had been so hot.

Plus, Pam invited me over to have sex with a few of them. There was one girl who’d been fighting with her mother… That had been a fun romp. Now she loved both her mother, father, and brother, the family bonded tight together.

“You’re an incest Picasso, Pam,” Melody said. She unfastened her bra, her tits spilling out. “Mmm, the way you lead people on. You’d make a great trial lawyer. I’d bet you’d trip people up on the stand and get them to admit to a bunch of crazy stuff.”

Pam wrinkled her nose. “I don’t know how you two stand all that legal crap. It makes my head throb.”

I shrugged. “It’s the best way to get incest and bigamy legalized. Another month, and we’ll be dropping the lawsuit. Start getting the courts involved.” I grinned. “We’re in the Ninth District. The most liberal appellate circuit in the country. If we can’t get it done here, it’s impossible.”

“Yes, yes, we’re going let the entire country know about the joys of incest!” Melody moaned as she wiggled out of her shorts and panties in one go. Her shaved pussy appeared, cuntlips thick and gleaming with cream. “Look at how wet I am. I’m just picturing that brother and sister over there thinking about each other, wanting to get wild. To bang.”

“Yes!” gasped Pam. “Like reading those fan letters we get.”

“I think Alicia masturbates as she goes through them,” I said. “I swear, some of those printouts she gives me to read have pussy juices stains on them.” When Alicia wasn’t pretending to be naughty, little girl, she was my secretary. She handled all the requests for guest appearances on news shows. She was turning into quite the PR champion.

Everyone in the family worked, whether it was Zoey and Stefani as masseuses down at the Lady Touch Massage Parlor or Lee as their receptionist, to Mrs. Hiragawa running her pharmacy, or Melody with her job at a high-powered law firm, we brought in the bucks. I worked for Elisabet Reenburg along with her son, Sean. We would change the world from that law office.

“Should we call someone up?” asked Pam as she pulled Melody onto the bed. “Someone to spice things up.”

I grinned as I watched my half-sisters writhing together. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and sent a text message. The two shuddered and shivered, staring at me with eager delight. They started tribbing each other as they wondered who I texted.

A soft knock rapped on the door then it opened and Pam’s mother swept in. Mrs. Hiragawa was a mature and sensual version of Pam. The older Japanese woman, one of my father’s old lovers, pulled off the simple sundress she wore to reveal her S&M wear beneath. A corset lifted her round breasts into two lush mounds while leaving her shaved twat exposed. She adjusted the glasses perched on her nose as she fell to her knees before me and unzipped my shorts.

“Master,” she purred and drew them down. “What do you require of me?”

“Get our man ready to fuck us!” moaned Pam. “I want him hard and ready to fuck our cunts, Mommy-slut!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Mrs. Hiragawa purred, eager to obey her daughter.

“Yes,” Melody moaned, rolling on top of Pam. Her shaved pussy rubbed into Pam’s trimmed bush. Their hips wiggled together, the pair tribbing each other.

I ripped off my t-shirt as Mrs. Hiragawa sucked my cock into her mouth. She stared up at me with such hunger in her slanted eyes. She had darker-olive skin than her daughter, who was half-Caucasian even if she didn’t look it. Mrs. Hiragawa bobbed her head, sucking hard on my dick.

My cock throbbed in her mouth. I loved the feel of her lips sliding up and down me as I stared at my half-sisters—my sexy wives—grinding together. I would make bigamy legal. And incest. I would marry all the women in my harem. My sex slaves. Zoey and Stefani. My little princess.

My daughters when they were old enough. The ones who didn’t want to marry one of their brothers, that was. I had to leave my sons some incestuous pussy to enjoy.

I studied Pam’s pussy and Melody’s. They were both off birth control. Ever since last December, Pam had wanted another child. I think we were ready to handle a second round of children being born.

Once it started, all my women would want to have another one of my children. So it would be another burst of babies all over the house. At least older children could help.

My dick throbbed in Mrs. Hiragawa’s mouth. She slid up and down my shaft, sucking hard. Melody’s ass flexed. She wiggled her hips, grinding her clit into Pam’s furred muff. They both moaned, both so excited.

“We’re going to seduce them into incest!” moaned Pam. “They’re going to be so hot when they bang.”

“They’re going to make babies!” panted Melody. “Incest babies! Those are just the cutest!”

Mrs. Hiragawa moaned around my cock, sucking hard like she agreed. Her tongue danced over my crown. I groaned, my hand sliding through her hair. I gripped her head, savoring how her mouth worked up and down my cock. She sucked and bobbed with hunger.

I would fire so much jizz into her mouth.

“Come breed us, bro!” moaned Melody. “You got to be ready for our pussies.”

“Yes, yes, my mommy-slut has you fluffed and ready to fuck us hard!” moaned Pam. “Just slide into my cunt covered in my mother’s saliva.”

“Ooh, that’s hot!” gasped Melody. “If my mom was home, I’d have her do that. Next time she sucks your cock, Clint, you have to slam it into my pussy coated in her saliva. It’s like she’s indirectly eating out my cunt!”

I chuckled at that. I glanced down at Mrs. Hiragawa. She stared up at me with all that lust and passion in her eyes. I pulled out of her mouth, my cock sliding out coated in her saliva. A line connected us, a thin strip of spittle that snapped after a moment.

“Thank you, slave,” I said. “For your reward, find Lee and make her eat you to an orgasm. You may have up to three and pee in her mouth if you like. She’s not to masturbate at all.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned and grabbed her sundress. “Please, breed my daughter and your sister. I want to be a grandmother again.”

I winked at her.

I marched to the bed as she rose and dressed in the background. The two women I loved most writhed together, their cunts stacked on the other, just begging of me to fuck them both. To pump my cum into them both and breed them.

I mounted the bed, my saliva-soaked dick bobbing before me. The neighbors across the street sounded perfect. Everyone who lived on our block new the value of incest. Pam had helped several families comes to grip with their love for each other.

“Fuck us, bro!” moaned Melody, wiggling her hips. “Breed your sisters! You’re such a stud!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Pam. “Breed us.”

I thrust a pillow beneath Pam’s ass, lifting both their cunts. Then I aimed my cock at her black-furred muff. Dripping in her mother’s saliva, I rammed to the hilt in her twat. I pressed into her, my bush rubbing into Melody’s shaved twat. Her juices soaked my bush while Pam’s snatch squeezed around my cock.

I pumped my hips forward. I buried hard and deep into my sister-wife’s cunt. I thrust away at her, my cock burying hard and fast into her hot flesh over and over. The pleasure rippled through my body. I drank in the wonderful experience of burying my cock deep and hard into my sister’s pussy.

Then I ripped out, adjusted, and plunged into a different incestuous twat.

“Oh, yes, yes, fuck her cunt hard, brother!” Pam moaned as my balls smacked into her furred muff. “Breed her! Ram that dick into her! I love it when you fuck her!”

“So do I!” Melody moaned, squeezing her cunt around me. “Damn, stud, you’re turned on! You really want to breed us.”

“I do!” I groaned. “I want more daughters!”

“Yes, yes!” Pam gasped. “We’ll give you daughters! We love giving our brother daughters!”

“It’s just the best!” Melody groaned, her pussy squeezing around me. “I want you to kno—”

I ripped out of her cunt and she broke off into a moan of disappointment. But I had another sister to love.

I buried into Pam’s pussy. My bush smacked into Melody’s cunt while Pam’s hot depths welcomed me. Her silky twat squeezed around me as I pumped away at her snatch. I thrust hard and fast. I buried deep into her. Hard. I fucked her, the pressure building and building at the tip of my cock.

Then I switched back to Melody’s pussy. She squealed in delight, her sandy-blonde hair dancing. She squirmed atop our sister-wife. Their moans echoed through the room. I plundered my sexy sister’s cunt.

Switched pussies.

Pam’s fingers scratched down Melody’s back. My Japanese sister moaned and gasped as I buried into her over and over. I fucked her with hard strokes. My cock plowed hard into her. Deep. I slammed into her fertile depths, her cunt squeezing around my cock.

I went back and forth between their snatches, reveling in the feel of both my sisters. Their pussy creams mixed together. It felt so right as I plowed into their cunts. I fucked them hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in them both, bringing us all closer and closer to that moment of eruption.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped my Melody. “Breed us.”

“Fire that cum in us!” whimpered Pam.

“I’m going to knock you both up!” I growled, thrusting away hard and fast. “You’re going to be big and round with my daughters together!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Melody howled as I buried into her cunt.

She came.

Her pussy writhed and spasmed around my cock. Her flesh convulsed with wild delight. I groaned as I buried deep and hard into her cunt. My back arched. I stroked Melody’s hips as I savored her pussy sucking at my dick.

Then I ripped out of her. Juices bathed me from her cunt as I fucked into Pam. I pounded her hard, loving the feel of her cunt squeezing around me. She whimpered and moaned. Her fingers grabbed Melody’s ass, gripping those cheeks tight.

“Clint! Clint!” gasped Pam, her pussy growing hotter.

“Cum on my dick!” I moaned.

“Yes, yes, do it!” Melody hissed. “Milk his cock! He has to breed us!”

“Breed us!” Pam gasped and came.

Her pussy writhed around my cock. It was incredible to feel her spasming flesh. I thrust into her two more times then switched and buried back into Melody’s still climaxing cunt. My blonde half-sister squealed. She bucked atop Pam as I reamed her convulsing flesh.

Then I was back in Pam’s orgasming pussy. I groaned as she sucked at me. They both wanted my cum. My balls tightened. I buried to the hilt in Pam and ripped out, shifted up, and found heaven in Melody’s spasming pussy.

She sucked at me.

“Fuck, yes!” I snarled as I pumped my cum into her pussy.

But I didn’t stay in her. A few squirts of jizz for her and then my dick ripped out of their twats. I wanted to plaster both their pussies in my jizz and buried into Pam’s convulsing cunt. Her pussy milked out the last of my jizz, my sperm flooding their bodies.

“Knocking you both up!” I moaned. “Your daughters are going to come from the same load of jizz!”

“Special sisters!” gasped Melody. “Oh, yes, yes, I want to give you more daughters!”

“They’ll be so beautiful,” gasped Pam. “Oh, Clint, I love you. You and Melody and our whole family. And we’re going to teach Catherine and Issac this joy.”

“They’ll make such beautiful incest babies, too,” panted Melody.

“Yeah,” I panted, pulling out of Pam’s cunt. “We’re going to change the world. I can feel it.”

Things were going great. We were making progress, recruiting more and more people to our cause. More and more politicians were taking the plunge into incest. It wouldn’t be long now. A few more years, and I would openly love my women.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Detective Nelson Tucker

My phone rang. I snatched it up and snapped my fingers to get Sunny’s attention. My partner sat up and wiped at her weary face. She grabbed her Styrofoam cup of shitty police coffee and took a sip as I answered it and put it on speaker.

“Hey, man, how’s moving going?” I asked, putting on a friendly tone.

“We’re moved in,” Isaac answered. “Just met the neighbors. Pam and Melody stopped by. Delivered us a casserole.”

“How thoughtful of them,” Sunny said.

“Catherine’s writing up the contact report. They went for it. The moment we admitted to being brother and sister, their eyes lit up. They looked like they won the lotto.” Isaac shook his head. “Creepy. They invited us over to meet their family. We’re having dinner with them tomorrow.”

“Perfect,” I said, grinning. This was it. There was no way Clint would be wiggling out of it. Not when he’d started to admit to all his crimes to my undercover officers. He was going down hard.

To be continued…
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April 10th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I woke up early.

We were having guests over for dinner so I wanted to get some more work done on my prep for court in a few days. A lawyer’s work was never done. And then there was more research to begin challenging the bigamy laws in California. I planned on using all the same techniques the gay rights attorneys had.

I left Melody and Pam sleeping and stumbled out naked. Just down the hall was a special room where four of our women slept together: Lee, my mother, Aunt Vicky, and Mrs. Hiragawa. Our four sex slaves. There were four remotes hanging on the door outside of them, each one labeled with a name.

I blinked, bleary-eyed. I swayed for a moment, my toes flexing into the carpet as I struggled to gather my mind. My bladder was full, pushing on me. I had to pee badly. I grabbed the one labeled Clint’s Mother from between the ones labeled Pam’s Mother and Melody’s Mother. The forth was labeled merely Filth. Lee had written that herself.

I hit the button on the remote I chose.

In the room, I heard a groan. The bed creaked. More murmurs. Stumbling footsteps. The door opened to reveal my mother’s sleepy face, her bleached-blonde hair matted and tousled. She was naked, her large breasts swaying. She focused on me. From between her thighs, a vibrator hummed away, activated by the remote in her hand.

“Good morning, Master,” she moaned. She pressed against me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, her boobs soft on my chest. “Do you need your Mommy-slave’s attendance.”

I grinned at her. “Don’t I always?”

She smiled at me, her brown eyes coming more and more awake. “Then you just let your Mommy-slave love you and take care of you.”

She sank to her knees, her large breasts dragging down my chest and stomach. She knelt before me and grabbed my cock. She seized it in a tight grip. She pumped up and down my girth, stroking me with a hungry look growing in her eyes.

She kissed the tip. Her tongue played with the slit for a moment. I groaned at the incestuous thrill that raced through me. In a few days, I’d be on one of the shows on Fox News. I was going anywhere I could get my message out. It was a shame I couldn’t talk about this delight.

Her lips slid over my cock. She sealed it, staring up at me as she lightly nursed. I ran my hand through her bleached-blonde hair. I gripped a fistful. The vibrator hummed away, stirring up her pussy. I sighed and relaxed my bladder.

My piss streamed out of me. A powerful rush. That almost sexual delight of pissing ran through me. I groaned out my exhilaration as my mother’s cheeks bulged for a moment, then she gulped down the bitter liquid. Submissive love shone in her eyes as she drank down my urine.

“God, yes,” I groaned, the pee flowing out of me.

I loved pissing in a woman’s mouth. A sex slaves willing mouth. My mother drank my piss, moaning around my cock. The stimulation added to the delight of urinating. It was over far, far too fast. The last urine was flooding into her. A shiver ran through me as the stream petered out in a few spurts.

She sucked hard, drawing out the last of it. She moaned, her hands gripping my thighs. Her tongue prodded at my slit like she was trying to work out the last of the urine trapped in my urethra. Then she just groaned.

And blew me.

Her head bobbed up and down, working her lips along my shaft. Her blonde hair rustled about her face. My Mommy-slut sucked me with hunger. Her fingernails bit into my hip. She sucked and slurped and loved me with all the hunger she could muster. Her head twisted from side to side. Her lips slid up and down my cock. The suction was incredible.

“Damn, Mommy-slave,” I groaned. “Just hungry for my cum.”

She nodded, moaning.

“Yeah, you want to guzzle your son’s jizz after you drank down all my piss, don’t you?”

“Of course she does,” Melody murmured.

My sister-wife padded down the hall, naked. Her sandy-blonde hair was a wild mess. Her round breasts bounced. In her mid-twenties, she was as sexy now as she had been that first day over a decade ago when we made love in my stuffy, attic bedroom.

“She loves drinking your cum like the filthy slut she is.” Melody stopped beside us. Her hand joined mine on my mother’s head. “Isn’t that right, Aunt Cheryl?”

My mom moaned, nodding her head. She sucked harder, nursing with hunger on my cock. She worshiped it. I groaned, my balls eager to unloaded their first blasts of cum for the day. Melody leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips, her tongue darting around inside of my mouth for a wonderful moment.

She broke it and studied the remotes. Then she picked up her younger sister’s, Filth. She pressed the button and a, “Yes!” hissed from the bedroom. An energetic scramble and then Lee appeared. My half-sister fell to her knees, such joy on her face while her vibrator buzzed away. “Good morning, Sister-Mistress!”

“Get that nasty mouth on my cunt right now, you piece of filth!” Melody hissed. “I want to drown you in piss and cunt cream.”

Lee looked like she was in heaven. She loved drowning in both. Literally. When she was rewarded, it was often to just have everyone in the family take turns pissing on her. She couldn’t wait for our daughter, Amber, to be old enough just so Lee could experience the depravity from her own flesh and blood.

Amber was nearly nine, so that was still some years off.

Lee pressed her face between Melody’s thighs. I watched them while enjoying my mother’s hungry, sucking mouth. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. She sucked with passion on me. With such wonderful hunger. My balls twitched and throbbed. The pressure was building and building in them. The delight swelled and swelled. It wouldn’t be long before I was cumming down my mother’s mouth.

Melody let out a long groan. The sound of her piss splashing into our sister’s slave mouth had the pressure building in my balls. I placed my hand on my sister-wife’s ass, giving her a squeeze. Melody smiled at me, her round breasts jiggling as she shuddered.

“That’s it, you nasty piece of filth,” hissed Melody. “Mmm, being a living toilet is all your good for. Yes, yes, drink up all that piss. You love it because you’re a depraved and disgusting whore. I should stake you out on the compost pile and just let you rot there. Damn, yes, drink it!”

Melody shuddered and ground her hips. Lee moaned, joy shining in her eyes. The more you humiliated her, the more she got off on it. I smiled at the delight in my sister-slave’s eyes as much as the passion in Melody’s groans. I loved all the women in my family in different ways.

I squeezed and kneaded Melody’s rump, my other hand gripping my mother’s hair. I thrust my cock forward, fucking to the back of her throat. She sucked the entire time. Her lips sealed tight about the base. She nursed with hunger as I drew back, my balls swaying.

“Fuck her mouth hard, stud,” Melody moaned. Her hand fell on my ass. She gave my meaty cheek a hard squeeze. “Just dump your cum down her throat. Drown your Mommy-slut in jizz while my sister-whore feasts on my cunt.” Melody gasped. “Ooh, just like that, you disgusting worm. Wiggle that tongue inside of me. Yeah, you know all about wiggling. I should make you mow the lawn today with your teeth. Just squirming on your belly and nibbling on it.”

Lee moaned and I swear she licked with more enthusiasm.

Melody groaned. Her head lolled back. A shudder ran through her body, jiggling her round breasts. Her hips worked from side to side, grinding her cunt on Lee’s face. I loved the sight as I fucked my mother’s mouth.

I thrust forward the hardest yet and rammed my cock down my mother’s mouth. She groaned as I buried down her gullet. She didn’t resist. She took me with ease. A trained whore. My father had broken her in. Made her and Aunt Vicky into sex slave whores.

They loved it. Loved him.

“Shit, yes!” I groaned, my balls resting on my mother’s chin. Every inch of my cock was buried to the hilt in her throat. “You like that, don’t you? Just like a big cock buried to the hilt in your gullet. Mmm, yes, that’s what you crave. You’re a fucking whore slut who just needs my big cock fucking into you over and over again, don’t you?”

My mother whimpered and sucked hard on my dick, loving my cock. She swallowed, massaging my shaft.

I gripped her tight and drew back. I slammed forward again. My balls smacked into her chin. The pressure grew in my nuts. They cracked over and over into her. I drove to the hilt in her mouth, loving the way she moaned about my dick.

The way she worshiped my cock. It was intense. Amazing. I savored every moment of it. I pumped away hard and fast at her. I pounded her mouth with my dick. I slammed into her with powerful strokes again and again.

She whimpered. Moaned. She sucked with hunger on my cock as it rammed into her. My hard strokes hammered her mouth. She whimpered and shuddered, sucking with hunger on me. Her tongue danced around my cock. She sucked and slurped on it. She nursed with all the hunger of a whore on my dick.

I loved it.

My hands slid through her hair. I gripped her. Held her tight. I pumped away with all the ferocity I could muster. I buried my dick to the hilt in her again and again. I loved every moment of feeling her hungry mouth around my dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, you fucking Mommy-slut!” I growled. My balls approached their boil as I rammed down her mouth, my hand squeezing her ass.

“Cum down her throat,” moaned Melody. Her undulating hip rubbed her thigh against mine. Her delicious breasts jiggled. She held a fistful of her sister’s hair, gripping Lee’s black hair in a tight grip. My sister-wife’s head arched back. “And I’m going to drown this fucking nasty sow with all my cum. Just a little pig greedy for my pussy.”

“So fucking greedy, Sister-Mistress!” moaned Lee. “See!”

Melody bucked. “You fucking whore! Do that! Oh, fuck, yes!”

“Shit!” I groaned, Melody’s hand kneading my butt-cheek as I slammed down my mother’s gullet.

The stimulation of her hot mouth and tight throat around my cock, especially the sensitive tip, surged over me. I groaned and erupted. My jizz fired out of me. Hot blasts of cum that pumped my spunk right down the slut’s fucking mouth.

I flooded her belly. I pumped her full of my jizz and loved every moment of it. I shuddered as my balls unloaded blast after blast of my spunk. The pleasure hit such powerful peaks in me. My chest rose and fell. Stars burst out of my eyes.

“Mommy-slut!” I snarled as I pumped it straight into her belly.

Her fingers dug into my hips. Her brown eyes stared up at me with depraved, motherly love. The incestuous delight of using my mother as a cum-dumpster surged through me. I panted and groaned. The rapture danced through my mind.

My balls fired out the last of the cum into her belly while she moaned about my dick. Trembling. The last spurt of jizz flooded down her throat. I groaned, panting. The pleasure burned across my mind. That euphoric buzz settled into my flesh.

“That’s what I needed, Mommy-slut. You can go back to bed.” I turned off the vibrator with another click of the remote. “No cumming.”

She slid her mouth off my cock while I turned to Melody. My sister-wife’s face twisted and twitched with her pleasure. I kissed her on the mouth, thrusting my tongue into her while my mother stood up and padded back into the bedroom’s darkness.

Melody groaned into my kiss. Her fingers dug hard into my butt-cheeks. I knew the signs. She came on Lee’s face, drowning our little sister-slave in pussy cream. Lee sounded like she was in heaven as she licked up the juices gushing out of my wife.

I savored this moment and then broke my kiss.

“Yes, yes, you little pig!” gasped Melody. “Fucking drink that cream. Ooh, you’re nasty tongue’s licking it all up. You’re just feasting on it, you nasty sow. Yes, yes, get that dirty tongue in me. Oh, god.”

“Sounds like a good one,” said Pam. My second wife stumbled up, rubbing the sleep out of her almond-shaped eyes.

“Morning,” I told her, slipping away from Melody. I cupped Pam’s face and kissed her. “Did we wake you.”

“Yes, but it’s okay. I have to prep for a new patient. Rachel’s getting jealous of the attention her husband’s giving her daughter.” Pam grinned. “Well, we’ll just see about fixing that little problem and getting her to accept that sharing her husband with her daughter will be even more satisfying.”

“You’re a wicked woman,” I said and headed back to our bedroom to get dressed.

“I am,” she purred. “Let’s see. I think I’ll go with my mother.”

She grabbed the remote and summoned Mrs. Hiragawa to drink her piss and provide the first orgasm of the day. It was a routine. The best way to start your day. It was invigorating and relaxing all at the same time.

I especially loved it when I had court.

I hummed as I dressed, eager for the dinner with our new neighbors. Brother and sister living together. I could watch Pam work her magic and bring the pair of them into incestuous sex.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

January 19th, 2026 – Elmer Bennett

I groaned as I worked my fifteen-year-old daughter’s panties around my cock. I moaned, addicted to the rush of using Candy’s panties as a masturbatory aid ever since I caught her pleasuring herself.

Maybe before I first learned about Clint Elliston and his mad ideas about free-love and incest, I wouldn’t have done this, but the man had awakened something inside of me. Something fed by my daughter’s nubile form. It drove me wild how she pranced around in next to nothing, suddenly so concerned with flaunting her body.

She had no idea what she did to me when she came downstairs wearing a pair of boy short panties and a tank top, her little nipples poking away. My wife didn’t have a problem with it, and it wasn’t like I could admit that I wanted to fuck my daughter.

I did.

God, I did.

I pumped those silken delights up and down my cock. I groaned. It wasn’t like I needed this. My wife, Rachel, wasn’t cold. We still had sex right before and after my tours. I was a fireman. I would spend two days living at the firehouse before getting two days off. I found myself bringing a pair of my daughter’s panties to the station in case I needed to jerk one off.

“Shit,” I groaned, pumping faster. These were fresh. Still warm when I pulled them out of the hamper. “You want to love your Daddy, don’t you?”

“Oh, Daddy, I do!” Candy moaned in my imagination. Her body was so young and nubile. A lolita temptress luring her poor father into the sin of her incestuous, underage flesh. She sat on the counter before me in my mind, legs spread wide, her pussy on display.

A juicy slit surrounded by her black bush, her clit hard. Her juices gleaming on the silken strands. She would grab my cock and pull me towards her. She would press me right against her snatch and smile at me.

“Yes, yes, just right there, Daddy!” she moaned. “That’s what I need. You got to love me. I’m your daughter. I need it. I need my Daddy to love me!”

“Shit, yes!”

I groaned and erupted into the silk, so turned on by my fantasy. The pink silk soaked up my seed. My white jizz bled through as my cock spurted over and over. I groaned, the rush of pleasure surging over me. Stars danced before my eyes.

“Daddy! Daddy! I love it when you cum in my panties!”

“Me, too!” I groaned.

“When are you going to cum in my pussy, though? I need you, Daddy. I want you. Can’t you tell by how I prance around nearly naked? How I flash my cute rump at you. I’m so horny for you, Daddy. I need your cock to slide into me.”

I groaned at that idea. My balls tightened. The idea of my daughter needing me to do that sent such a wild surge of lust through me. My last spurt of cum was powerful. I panted, aching for it. I loved my wife, I did, but Candy…

“Fuck,” I muttered and shoved her panties beneath the sink. I turned on the faucet, washing my seed off. “Why did that fucker Clint have to get on the goddamn television and make me think it was even remotely okay to lust for my daughter?”

I dropped the wet panties into the hamper and strode out of the bathroom, feeling guilty and elated all at the same time. I wished I had the courage to do as Clint suggested: to love who I wanted. But my wife would kill me. My daughter would freak out. I’d be fired from my job. Probably go to jail.

Too much to lose.

Better to try and forget it.

Rachel padded by and rubbed my belly as she passed. “You’re looking happy.”

“Oh, well, in a good mood,” I said. I should be lusting after her. Rachel wasn’t bad looking. She wasn’t as tight and toned as our teenage daughter, but she had the same round face as Candy. “Going to get that barbecue put in today.”

“Right,” she said rolling her eyes. “You’ll get halfway through it and then I’ll spend the next two months complaining about it.”

“Which means it’ll still be ready before summer.”

She rolled eyes and shook her head. Candy stepped out of her bedroom holding a pile of clothes in her hand, a pair of blue panties peeking out. She headed for the bathroom. I swallowed. Was she going to be changing her panties again?

“Hi, Daddy,” she said, smiling at me. “Glad you’re finally out of the bathroom. Got to shower and get over to Susan’s.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, trying not to track my daughter’s ass. Rachel was nearby. My cock was getting hard. If Candy was changing her panties again there would be another fresh pair in there.

I swallowed as she vanished inside the bathroom. She’d be changing into those light-blue ones when she came out. What was in there right now? I groaned and forced myself to head down the stairs. I had to stop jerking off in her panties.

I knew when I broke for lunch, I’d find an excuse to enjoy them. I was addicted to the rush of sliding them up and down my cock. It was as close as I could get to the real thing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

March 23rd, 2026 – Jaiden Walsh

“Finally,” I groaned as Mom headed off to work. “I thought she wasn’t ever going to leave.”

My sister, Alysha, was lying on her stomach on the couch playing on her phone. She wore a pair of boy shorts that hugged her cute rump, the plaid fabric looking great on her dark body. She smiled at me and wiggled it in invitation.

“Let’s get spring break started off right!” she moaned.

It had been a year since we’d finally hooked up. Last spring break, our attraction for each other had finally exploded. We were enjoying each other. Loving each other. Getting it on with each other. Who cared that she was my little sister. That it was incest.

That crazy White guy, Clint Elliston, said this shit was okay, and I knew I fucking loved it. No girl ever turned me on like my little sister. I had more than my share at high school, but then along came Alysha and I was lost to the joys of her pussy.

I pounced on my sister. I pressed into her back. I ground my cock into her, loving the feel of her rump beneath me. She groaned and squirmed beneath me. She thrust her phone on the counter as I nuzzled into her ear. I kissed and nibbled, loving the feel of her wiggling beneath me.

Teasing me.

Exciting me.

“Mmm, Jaiden,” she moaned. “God, I’m so wet. Spring break is the best. Shame Mom can’t go out of town for a week.”

“Or that we could,” I said. “I’d take you anywhere. Call you my girlfriend and fuck you hard. No one would know we were committing incest.”

“Ooh, I like how you think,” she moaned and then she squealed. “God, I’m so wet. And you’re hard.”

I pressed my cock into her ass. “How did you know?”

She burst into laughter. “Oh, I don’t know, there was a little sign.”

“Little?” I humped my hard cock into her rump. “You call this little?”

“Well…” She giggled. “I’ve never done it with other guys. Maybe you’re actually little.”

“Then your pussy couldn’t handle any other cock ’cause I stretch yo to the limits, sis, and you know it.”

“Fo’ sure I do,” she moaned. “God, I need my pussy licked.”

“What you gonna do for me?”

“Suck that big, thick, long monster you’re rubbing on my ass!”

“Oh, now you’re trying to flatter me after you belittled my dick.”

“I could never belittle it. I love it too much.” She groaned. “I want your dick in my mouth, big bro. Can you handle that?”

“Can you?”

Alysha giggled. “Let’s find out.”

I stood up and shoved down my shorts and boxers. My cock sprang out. It bobbed before me, swaying and twitching. Precum bubbled from the tip of my dick. She stared at me, still lying on her belly. I grabbed her and threw her over my shoulder.

“Oh, yes, yes, carry me off!” she moaned.

“Your ass is mine now!” I said, striding down the hallway with her nubile form on me. She was nearly sixteen now, her breasts pressing into my back.

Her hands grabbed my butt. “Ooh, and your ass is mine.”

I kicked in the door to my room—which was neater than hers, she had her clothes everywhere—and threw her down on my bed. She bounced, her straight weave of hair swaying about her. She and my mom both spent a fortune going to get their hair done every week.

But she was gorgeous with it.

My sister sat up and popped off her tank top, bearing her delicious, dark breasts. Her nipples, a deeper shade of brown than the rest of her, thrust hard, begging to be played with. Then she wiggled out of her boy short panties, those plaid delights unveiling her shaved pussy gleaming with juices.

“Mmm, one year of loving you,” she moaned, staring up at me with hunger in her eyes. “It’s been the best.”

“Yes, it has,” I said and mounted the bed. v

“Oh, you’re on top?” she gasped as my cock nudged against her right cheek.

“You just got to nurse,” I said as I lowered my head to between her thighs. Her tangy passion filled my nose. I groaned at that delight. My mouth salivated. I buried my face into her snatch.

Licked her.

She gasped as my tongue dove through her folds. I caressed her. Teased her. I licked and lapped up and down her twat. She groaned, squirming on the bed beneath me. Then her head turned. Her lips kissed at the side of my cock’s tip rubbing into her cheek. She flicked her tongue out.

“Mmm, all those White girls want your big, Black dick, but I get it,” she moaned between licks.”

“Any time you want it,” I growled and dove my tongue into her snatch.

She shuddered and then she sucked on the end of it. She nursed on my cock. She sucked hard on it. My balls tightened. I groaned into her twat. I rubbed my face into her hairless pussy while she danced her tongue around my dick.

My balls swayed, heavy with my load of cum. I would fire so much into her. Not her mouth. I wanted my first load to go into her pussy. To flood her bareback. I was glad she was on the pill. She would give me such bliss. The pleasure would be incredible. Intoxicating.

She nursed on my cock as I feasted on her. I devoured her cunt. I loved the taste of her. the feel of her against my mouth. Her hot pussy lips rubbed against me as she squirmed. She moaned around my cock the pleasure buzzing up it.

“Damn, sis!” I groaned. “You taste amazing.”

She nursed with hunger.

We were going to have an amazing week. Just fucking and sucking and loving each other between eight AM and six PM. While Mom was at work, we would play. No squeezing in quickies before she got home from work, no hooking up in unisex bathrooms at the mall. No fast BJ’s while Mom was in the shower or cooking dinner.

No risk at all of being caught. Our mother would kill us if she did.

I thrust my tongue into my sister’s cunt. She liked that, moaning as she sucked on me. My cock throbbed. My balls swayed, full of a load of cum just begging to slide into her. I would give her such a wicked delight. I would make her explode.

She whimpered. Groaned.

Alysha loved it.

Her hands grabbed my rump. Her fingernails dug into my meaty flesh. She sucked and slurped on my cock, dancing her tongue around it. The pleasure felt incredible. She brought me to the edge of cumming, but I held off.

I concentrated on pleasing her. Licking her. feasting on her. I loved every moment of it. The pleasure of devouring her cunt. Of swirling my tongue around inside of her and driving her wild. The sounds she made were intoxicating.

Stimulating.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I growled. And licked up her pink slit to her clit. I fluttered against it.

She moaned, fingernails biting into my rump.

I bathed her clit. I flicked and fluttered my tongue against her. I savored striking her with my tongue and making her squirm. She would cum so hard. I wanted to drown in her cream. I loved making my sister orgasm.

“Yeah, you’re going to explode for me, little sis! Just a firecracker waiting to detonate for your big brother.”

She moaned a “yes” around my cock.

I sucked on her clit. Nibbled on it. played with it.

She whispered around my cock, an amazing delight to experience. It was hard not to bust my load in her mouth. I danced my tongue around her bud. She clutched at my ass. The bed creaked. Her legs thrashed before me.

She gasped and moaned as she bathed my face in her pussy juices. Her cream spilled tangy out of her. I groaned and acted. I pulled my cock out of her mouth, letting her cry out in orgasmic delight. I moved down the bed, grabbed her hips, and flipped her over on her belly.

“Oh, god, Jaiden,” she whimpered. “The fuck you doin’ to me?”

“This,” I growled, hauling my teenage sister up by the hips. Her tight, perky booty faced me. Pussy juices spilled down her thighs.

I aimed my big cock at her hairless slit. Her dark-brown flesh surrounded that pink gash that spasmed and clenched with her orgasm. I rammed forward into her. She groaned into the pillow, hugging it to her face, moaning into it.

Her pussy convulsed around my cock. That wonderful, wild, spasming heaven of my little sister’s cunt. Her orgasm still rippled through her. Still consumed her. I fucked her hard. I pounded Alysha’s spasming twat and loved every moment of it.

“Oh, my god!” she moaned into her pillow. “Oh, fuck, Jaiden! I love your cock! We’re the same! Same flesh! Same blood! We’re loving who we want!”

“That’s fucking right!” I growled. That White dude had it right. You had to have the courage to love who you wanted.

And I loved my little sister.

Not just because I was fucking her in my favorite position, face down and ass up, but because she was exciting. Exhilarating. We were one flesh and blood. We came from the same womb two years apart. We had the same father. Mother.

My strokes pounded her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her again and again. She squealed into her pillow, howling her head off. Her multiple orgasms surged through her body. Her hips wiggled from side to side as I gave her the rapture she deserved.

“Don’t fucking hold back!” I grunted, gripping her hips. Her perky booty jiggled with every impact of my crotch into her. “Just scream that pretty, fucking head off! Don’t you see, sis, this is how things are supposed to be! Mom’s gone, so you can have all the pleasure you want.”

I held off cumming into her convulsing snatch. I wanted to just explode right now. To baste her twat with my cum. But I wanted her to enjoy this. Not since President’s Day had I got to fuck her this hard, without holding back, and that was last month.

Too fucking long. She needed this every day.

Her pussy’s spasming rippled around my cock, massaging me. It was heaven to plunge into her incestuous depths over and over. My hands caressed down her sides while she groaned into the pillow. She rubbed her face into it, whimpering, groaning. She squirmed, her snatch writhing around my cock.

It was heaven to feel that naughty sheath convulsing around me. Pure fucking heaven to enjoy. I loved every minute of it. Every last second of fucking my sister hard and fast. Her hips rocked back into me while her pussy sucked at me.

“Yes yes, cum in me, Jaiden!” she moaned.

“Going to fucking erupt in you!” I snarled, pumping into her hard and deep. “Just flood that twat with all my seed. How does that sound!”

“Like the best thing in the fucking world!” she gasped, her hips rotating. She stirred her spasming cunt around on my cock. “Oh, yes, yes, just like that. Oh, fuck, that’s incredible. Jaiden! Yes!”

Her pussy spasmed harder. Wilder. Her flesh sucked at me. It was getting so hard to hold off on spurting my jizz in her. In giving her what she wanted. That wild blasts of spunk that would have her gasping and moaning and crying her fucking head off in rapture. I buried into her depths, loving every moment of it.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “Fucking cum in me!”

“God fucking damn, yes!” I growled.

I savored all that wild passion of burying into her cunt. I pumped hard and fast at her. I rammed to the hilt in her. My cock erupted.

My cum fired into my sister’s cunt.

“Holy fucking shit, take my jizz, Alysha!” I growled.

It was heaven. My cock erupted into her hot pussy. Her flesh convulsed around me, milking me. The pleasure surged through me. This amazing rapture consumed me. Spurt after spurt of my cum flooded into my sister’s pussy. I never wanted this to end.

It was the best fucking moment of my—

“What in Jesus Christ are you two animals doing!” snarled our mother.

I threw a look at my door to see her standing there. A stout Black woman in her office clothes. She held a big, black purse in her hand that she stuffed full of her “thangs.” Fury burned across her face as she marched into the room.

“Jaiden Christopher Walsh!” she snarled and swung her purse at me, striking me in the chest. “You filthy animal! What are you doing to your sister!”

“Momma! I—”

“Don’t Momma me, boy!” she snarled and smacked me in the head with the purse. I raised my arms toward myself as she battered me away from my sister. I popped out of Alysha’s pussy.

“Momma!” Alysha gasped, grabbing my pillow to cover her breasts as she rolled over. “Wait, wait!”

“You filthy animal!” The purse fell as she snarled at me, smacking hard into my arms. I raised them to shelter me. “Didn’t I raise you to be a man, not a filthy beast? Huh?”

“Momma, it’s not—”

“You weren’t raping my little girl!” she snarled. “You filthy boy! Where did I go wrong with you?”

The purse smacked into my arms again and again. I couldn’t do anything but retreat back before her onslaught. She swung it hard, her face furious. The leather material smacked into me again and again.

“Lord, what is wrong with you! Raping your sister! Your little sister! You’re supposed to protect her!”

“He didn’t rape me, Momma!” Alysha sobbed.

“You get to your room right now! I’ll deal with you in a moment! As for you!”

SMACK!

“You filthy, disgusting rapist! I should call the police and have you arrested!”

SMACK!

“Police, Momma!” Terror rippled through me.

“You’re eighteen! A man!” Her lip sneered.

SMACK!

“A man! You’re just like that father of yours! Only he never raped my little girl, did he? Never took advantage of her!”

“Momma, that’s not—”

SMACK!

She hit my stomach this time and then swung lower. I thrust my hands down to cover my cock and balls. She crashed into my hands shielding them. Her face wild. Then her other hand joined it. She slapped my face and swung her purse.

“Momma, please,” Alysha said. “This is—”

“Child, you get your butt in your room right now!” she roared as she slapped and hit me.

Alysha fled, giving me a guilty look before she was gone.

“And YOU!” Such fury brimmed in my mothers’ words. “I want you out of my house! You are NEVER to set foot in it again! If you do—if you come near my little girl again—I’ll have the police arrest your ass. You can be another Black man rotting in jail for all I care! Rape my little girl!”

“But, Momma—”

“NO!” her voice rang. “I don’t want to hear another damn word from your mouth. No son of mine would rape his sister! So you’re not my son! You hear me! You can go live with that dead-beat father of yours! I don’t care! Go die in a gutter! And I swear, the Lord is my witness, that if you come sniffing around my daughter again, the police better get to you first! I’ll cut your balls off!”

I nodded, trembling. She would do it. I could see it in her eyes. I was eighteen. It was incest. Alysha was underage. The police would nail me to the wall in a heartbeat.

“Good! You have ten minutes to pack!”

She smacked her purse into me one last time and then marched out.

Trembling, my chest heaving, I gathered up my clothes. I threw them in a duffel bag, not even thinking. Terror filled me. I loved Alysha, but what good would it do if our mother sent me to jail. The woman had no mercy. She whupped me when I was a boy for the slightest thing. She’d have no trouble punishing me worse now.

I dressed and fled the house, not sure where to go. What to do.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

I glared at my mother when she entered. I wore a t-shirt and a pair of shorts I pulled on, Jaiden still leaking out of me.

“He wasn’t raping me!” I declared, trying to sound forceful. Not to flinch before her faze. “We love each other.”

“Is that what your rapist said to take advantage of you?” she demanded. She marched in. “Huh? Did I raise you to be a little trollop that gave it up to any guy who said those three words? Men lie when they say them. And your brother’s the worse for taking advantage of you.” Her expression softened. She moved in to hug me.

I pushed her away. “Don’t try and pretend to be my momma. You just called your son a rapist. I love him.”

“You’ll grow out of that,” she said. “I’ll stick you in therapy. Get you to understand how he tricked you.”

“He’s not Dad,” I muttered.

“No, he’s worse.” She gave me a hard look. “Now, you get in the bathroom, get cleaned up, and then we’re going to the pharmacy.”

“What?”

“I’m getting you Plan B. No way my daughter’s having an incest rape baby, you hear me.”

“I’m on the pill,” I muttered, anger seething in me. “You don’t have to do that.”

“Don’t have to do that?” she hissed. “You think I want to do this? I’m supposed to be at work. Thank the Lord I forgot my papers. I was in time to save you from your brother.”

“I didn’t need saving!” I shouted, almost screeching.

“Girl, you shout at me one more time, I will get a switch and whup your ass! Now get in there, get cleaned up, and if you say one peep!” She shook her finger before me, her body trembling with fury. “I will get you back on the straight and narrow. Your brother ain’t ruining you.”

I clamped my jaw shut, fear rippling through the anger.

My brother left the house while I was getting cleaned up. I wanted to cry. When would I ever see him again? Mother wouldn’t let me. That was clear. She’d put a leash around my neck to keep me from being “raped” by him.

Like Jaiden could even rape me. He’d only loved me. How could such a beautiful day go bad so fast? It wasn’t fair. I cried the entire way to the pharmacy, my mother shaking her head while she spoke on the phone to her boss.

“Family emergency. With my daughter. Yes, yes, I’ll be in tomorrow. Might bring my daughter in with me. Got to keep her out of trouble. She’s on spring break.” She paused. “Well, maybe I can get her to my mother.”

I groaned. Grandma was even worse. She’d make me cut the switch before she whupped my ass with it.

We reached Hiragawa Pharmacy, a local one in our neighborhood. It was run by this friendly, Japanese woman. There was a stack of fliers when I walked in with Clint Elliston’s face on them. It was about bigamy. Loving who you wanted.

I cried more. I just wanted that. I wanted to love my brother. What was so wrong with that? Why did the world have to be so stubborn and pigheaded?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

December 12th, 2026 – Cruzita Martínez

This was so naughty. My daughter had come to my work to surprise me. She’d brought me lunch and then slipped beneath my desk. Ever since she realized I’d been eating her out while she was blindfolded at The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor, our relationship had become even more intense.

She still dated guys at college, but she found time to love her mother. We were addicted to each other. When we went to the massage parlor, sometimes we didn’t even need Juana or Carmelita with us. We just massaged each other, rubbing oils on the other’s body and loving each other.

Just like she loved me right now.

She had her tongue buried deep into my pussy. She fluttered it up and down while I squirmed in my chair. It was such a risk to do it here. This was the heart of the justice system in Yolo County, California. The Superior Courthouse in Sacramento where I worked. It was my job to prosecute criminals.

And here I was breaking one of the oldest laws humanity ever had.

It was incredible to feel my daughter licking me. Loving me. It was such a rush. I whimpered, my eyes closed. My hands grabbed my armrest. Laurita’s naughty tongue fluttered up to my clit, swirling around on it.

“Oh, that’s—”

A hard knock banged on my door. I gasped as a moment later, Ed Thomas, a senior prosecutor, entered. I gasped, straightening, my hand almost knocking over the sushi my daughter had dropped off for me. He had a stack of file folders in his hand which he dumped on my desk.

My daughter went still between my thighs.

My heart pounded. Fear squeezed out all the lust and bliss that had been surging through me. I struggled to gather myself as Ed spread out the files. He looked at me, a serious expression on his face. Then his brow furrowed.

“You okay?”

“You just burst in,” I managed to say, straightening up. Laurita needed to stay quiet.

“Sorry, sorry,” Ed said, waving his hand. “This is important. We got a big case, but we have to keep it hush-hush. Right now, it’s me, you, and the detectives working on it. We can’t let it spread beyond us.”

“Okay,” I said, my heart pounding. I had to get him out of here. “I’ll look over the files. Let you know what I think.”

“Good,” he said. “This is going to be a big one. The guy we’re going after is seriously connected. This could potentially spin into major corruption charges. Politicians, businessmen, pillars of the communities could be going down if we get this guy. But if word gets out, we’re going to have a fire lit under our asses.”

“Then it won’t leak out,” I said, smiling. I could see the eagerness in his eyes. Jorge Valdez, the current DA, was retiring in a few years, and Ed wanted that job. Coming down hard on corrupt politicians was something voters loved. “Who is it?”

“Clint Elliston,” he said.

My stomach dropped out from beneath me.v

“You’ve probably heard about him. For the last few years, he’s been promoting bigamy and claims that even incest should be decriminalized. Consensual incest, anyways. He’s a proponent of love who you must and all that. He’s preparing to sue California and try to get our statues on bigamy overturned.”

“Okay,” I said, my heart racing now. Panic fluttered through me. Real terror. And more than just from my daughter hiding naked beneath my desk.

“It seems like he’s not just an advocate for incest, but an eager participant in the sordid act. We’re working on the theory that he’s had children with both his sisters, his mother, and his aunt. It’s possible that his two cousins are actually his half-sisters, too, and he’s had children with both of them. Detectives Tucker and Savage are on this one. We’re going to make sure they build a solid case before we go to the grand jury.”

I nodded, stunned. Terrified. Clint Elliston’s sister, one of the women he was being investigated for having a child with, was one of the four owners of the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor. If they brought him down, would there be records of my visits there?

I had to be careful. I couldn’t be caught warning the Ellistons, but I had to do everything to steer the investigation away from prosecuting them. I wasn’t going to lose everything for this guy. I swallowed.

“Let’s get to work.”

Ed grinned. “We’re going to nail his ass.”

Not if I had any say in it. I had to be so fucking careful, or I would be pulled down with Clint. Fuck.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 10th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

I squeezed my mother’s ass as she cooked. “Smells great.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said, smiling at me. “It’ll be ready soon.”

I opened my mouth to speak when the doorbell rang. Our guests were here. It was time to feel out our new neighbors and show them the delights that brother-sister incest had to offer. My dick twitched and throbbed, eager for the fun to begin.

Pam had us prepped on how to act. I smiled, loving to watch her work.

To be continued…
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April 10th, 2027 – Catherine Nicholson

My nerves had me trembling. Today was my first undercover assignment as a cop. I never thought it would be with my brother. But that was what made us perfect for this assignment. My hands smoothed down the skirt of the sundress. It seemed the perfect thing to wear. It was a nice Sunday afternoon.

“You can do this, Catherine,” I told myself as I stared at my reflection.

I snagged my purse and marched out of my room in the house the Sacramento Police Department had arranged for us to stay in. Right across the street from the target. I passed the surveillance equipment set up in the windows recording everything we could about the three houses across the street.

From the outside, they appeared as three different homes, but Clint owned all three of them.

I headed down the stairs where my brother awaited in a pair of blue jeans and a t-shirt. He was a fit and muscular guy, his hair buzzed into a flattop. He looked like he was in the military or a cop. I hope that wouldn’t make the target suspicious.

“You ready?” he asked me.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s do this.” I was as ready as I ever was. I had my cover story down, we were realty agents who had decided to buy the house as an investment. I hoped I didn’t get pressed on the details.

At least I didn’t have to fake the sibling part.

I snagged the bottle of wine we were bringing over to the dinner at the Ellistons. I still couldn’t believe we were walking into our target’s house already. We’d only moved in yesterday. Within an hour, Pam and Melody, Clint’s wife and cousin-lover respectively, showed up to invite us for dinner. They were feeling us out and had been eager to get to know us when they learned we were siblings.

It was a short walk across the street. My stomach roiled with every step. I had to be calm. Act normal. Just going to have dinner at the neighbors. People did that stuff all the time. They weren’t dangerous criminals.

Just degenerates.

Incest… How could any woman have sex with their brother?

My brother, Isaac, knocked hard on the door. “Remember to smile, Cat.”

I forced a smile that I didn’t feel. The pressure in my stomach grew. Then footsteps rushed up. The door opened and Pam and Melody were there. The two were as different as could be. Pam was Japanese, her hair black silk that fell loose down to her shoulders. She had a petite build, shorter and skinnier than the blonde beside her. Melody was taller, her hazel eyes flicking over me. Scrutinizing me. Her smile grew.

“Catherine! Isaac!” Melody said and threw her arms around me to give me a hug, pressing the wine bottle between us. “So glad you could make it.”

She broke the hug and then Pam embraced me, full of warmth. After she broke it, she smiled and took the wine bottle from me. “We’re all so excited to have you. It’s nice to have some new blood in the neighborhood.”

“Yeah, we’re a little excited, too,” my brother said.

I nodded. “We didn’t expect to have such friendly neighbors. It’s different.”

“Well, Clint likes to get to know our neighbors. Make sure things get along great on this block.” Pam said and then smiled as Clint Elliston strolled up.

He didn’t look the same as he did on TV. This wasn’t Clint looking smart in a suit. He wore jeans and a t-shirt, looking so normal. Not the monster who was advocating bigamy so he could marry his first cousin, who might be his half-sister, too. The man who thought incest should be legalized. That brothers and sisters should have sex with each other.

“Hi. I’m Clint.” He thrust his hand out at my brother.

“Isaac.” They shook, firm grips as they sized each other up. My brother stood tall, trying to be imposing.

Clint didn’t seem bothered by it. Far, far too confident. We were in his power. He turned his gaze to me, a suave smile on his lips. His eyes flicked up and down me, appreciating my body. I stood tall and fit, my toned legs showed off by the dress.

“And aren’t you just a beauty,” he said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Catherine.” He took the wine bottle and glanced at the label, nodding in approval. “Come in, come in.”

And just like that, we were inside, passing into the living room where more women awaited. I knew them all from the briefing. The women of Clint’s family. The ones he was all suspected of fucking. True incest with most of them.

“These are my sisters,” he said, motioning to the two of the younger among the waiting women. One was petite with glasses, wearing a pink dress. She looked young, like she was still in college, but I knew she was around my age, twenty-five. “Alicia and Zoey.”

Zoey looked her age. She had a boldness about her, emphasized by her halter top showing off her large tits. “And my girlfriend, Stefani.”

“Soon to be wife,” said Stefani. “She finally got around to popping the question.”

“Congratulations,” I lied to the redhead. I had to fake this. Be normal. I couldn’t act like I knew them.

“And my mom, Cheryl,” Clint said, motioning to the older woman with bleached blonde hair, “her sister, My Aunt Vicky, and my mother-in-law, Asuka Hiragawa.” The aunt had black hair and looked similar to her sister. And to her daughter, Melody. Asuka had darker skin than her daughter, Pam, but their resemblance was obvious. I wondered if they did things together. Incest things.

“And, lastly, my cousin. Lee.” Clint motioned to his other suspected half-sister. He had a child with her, too. She dressed in skinny jeans and a boob tube that clung to her round breasts.

“If you need anything just let me know,” Lee said. “I just want to make your night as amazing as possible.”

“Thanks,” I said, my nerves making me feel awkward. I supposed that was normal.

“We pawned off the kids on our neighbor so we won’t have them running underfoot,” Clint said. He motioned for Isaac and the pair wandered off.

“Kids?” I asked.

“Yes,” Melody said. “They’re getting so old. Clint has quite a few.”

“We’re polygamous,” said Pam, taking my other arm and leading me into the living room. “So Clint’s had more than his fair share of lovers. Plus, his sisters and our mothers have all had their own children. You know, liaisons that have just resulted in little miracles.”

Liaisons with Clint? Would they admit it? I had to be careful now. I couldn’t entrap them into incest, but I had to be ready together anything so we could use it against them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Isaac Nicholson

We stopped off in the kitchen where dinner was cooking. Clint set the wine bottle on the counter and then we headed outside onto the back porch. The three yards were connected. Children’s toys abounded, from several play castles and a sandbox to dolls and balls and Tonka trucks. There was also a picnic table and several swing sets.

“So, you and your sister living together, huh?” Clint asked. The evening sun was warm on us. It was a pleasant feeling.

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re reality agents. Seemed like a good investment. Good neighborhood.” I studied him, wondering where this was going.

“I get it,” he said. “There are advantages to living with family.” A smile spread across his lips. “She’s cute. Your sister. I don’t blame you at all for wanting to spend time with her.”

“What are you saying?” I asked, the tension squeezing around my heart. “I mean, I’ve seen you on TV, Clint. Right, that’s you? The incest guy?”

“That’s me.” He rolled his shoulders. “So you’ve heard me speak? Know what I’m about?”

“Yeah.”

“So I am the last person to judge you for moving in with your sister. Though, I’m a little surprised you’re telling everyone that you’re related. You could easily just let people think you’re married. Less questions that way.”

“We’re not like that.”

“I didn’t say you were.” He glanced at me. “You’re wondering, aren’t you?”

“Wondering what?”

“Do I fuck my sisters.”

I whistled. “You’re just upfront, aren’t you. You always say no on TV, right?”

“I’m not about to admit to a felony.” He smiled at me. “You don’t move in with your sister if you haven’t thought about it even if you haven’t done anything with her.”

Jesus, he was just going straight for it. “Naw, I’ve never thought about her like that. And I date. I have my share of women. Cat and I are just moving in together for the investment. You know, a partnership.”

“Right, right,” he said, a knowing smile on his lips.

“I’m serious. I don’t think of my sister in that way.”

“You did, once, didn’t you?” He gave me a knowing look. “When you were younger. A teenager. You noticed her growing up. Blossoming into a woman. How could you not with a cutie like that living under your roof with you.”

My cheeks warmed as memories rippled and roiled. Thoughts I hadn’t had in a decade or longer, things I had suppressed from my youth, stirred through me. I was shocked by just how much I remembered. Catching her changing, that brief glimpse of her breasts. How she would wear sexier clothing as she matured. The way she changed from an awkward adolescence that I’d ignored into a sexy, young woman.

I’d forgotten all about those moments. How I used to think about things with my sister. Jerk off to her. I couldn’t believe it. Now they were in my mind. Underneath my skin. I swallowed, my heart pumping wild blood through my veins.

“Yeah, you did.” Clint smiled. “It’s natural. Every brother has that moment when he realizes his sisters are sexual beings. That they’re not just those annoying girls he grew up with, but they’re hotties. Hotties who get your dick hard.”

“We don’t have to be talking about this,” I said, embarrassed. I should be getting him to talk about this, but…

I really had lusted for my sister when I was younger.

“You can have her,” Clint said, his voice a low promise. Seductive like a salesman promising you the world. “Sisters are the easiest. Especially little sisters. They want their brother. She wants you. It’s in her. Just like you want her. Just like you thought about her growing up, she also thought about you. How could she not with a young man in her life exciting her body? As she’s awakening to her body’s new-found desires, she has a hot guy just in the bedroom beside hers.”

I swallowed.

“Isn’t that right, Zoey,” Clint said. “Sisters want their brothers.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

I sat down on the couch between Pam and Melody. Cheryl and Vicky headed to the kitchen to work on dinner while Asuka, Alicia, and Lee settled down on other furniture in the living room. They were all focusing on me.

I swallowed, my cheeks warm from the scrutiny. I was being studied by the targets of the investigation. It should be the other way around. My mind reeled. They had talked about children. With Clint. What must that be like to have your brother’s child? Weren’t they afraid of birth defects? Recessive genes causing issues?

I had so many questions.

“I find it fascinating that you moved in with your brother,” said Asuka. The older woman had her legs crossed as she sat beside Alicia on the love seat facing us.

“I’d move in with mine,” Alicia said, smiling at me. “Just me and my big brother. It would be so exciting.”

“Yeah, she’d love it,” said Lee, a big grin on her lips. She sat cross-legged on the recliner. She squirmed like she couldn’t sit still. “She always clung to Clint growing up. His little princess.”

“I still am his little princess,” Alicia said. “You get it, right, Catherine. Isaac’s a handsome man. It must have been exciting growing up with him.”

“Well,” I said, swallowing. “I mean, I guess.”

“I do find it fascinating that you moved in with your brother,” Pam said. She put a hand on my knee. “I’m a psychologist. A counselor who specializes in family dynamics. I help women and those they’re related to understand each other. Come together and get closer.”

“Oh, well, my brother and I get along fine,” I said, squirming between the two women.

“I’m sure you do,” Melody said, smiling at me. “I mean, you two bought a house together.”

“Moved in together,” added Pam. “You don’t do that unless there’s something there.”

“What?” I shook my head. “Of course there’s not. We’re just siblings.”

“Mmm, you sure?” Melody asked. “You grew up with him. You spent all that adolescent time with him as you matured. As you came into your sexuality. I mean, I fell in love with Clint. We’re first cousins and grew up living next door to each other. He’s practically my brother. I knew him so well. My first fantasies were of him.”

Alicia nodded in agreement.

“It’s really, really not like that,” I said, squirming. They were coming broaching the subject of incest already. I wasn’t ready for this sort of talk about my brother. We might be undercover cops, but we truly were related. We had grown up together. “It’s just an investment. The house. That’s it. I mean…”

“What?” Pam asked, leaning into me.

I had to be careful here. Let them bring certain things up. My heart pounded. “Nothing.”

“You want your brother,” Alicia said, a big grin on her girlish face. “That’s it, isn’t it?”

“No,” I protested.

“Yeah, you do. He’s your big brother, right?” Alicia sighed, this dream look flitting across her face. “That’s so sexy.”

I swallowed; she was so open. “Have you… No, no, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t ask that.”

“Ask what? If Clint and I are lovers?” Alicia shuddered. “He took my virginity. He’s my big brother.” She gave a wicked grin. “Sometimes, he’s my daddy and I’m his little princess.”

I couldn’t believe how open she was, just talking about incest with me. My heart sped up faster. And no one else reacted like this was shocking. They all knew. Every woman in this room besides myself was having sex with Clint, but only Alicia was provably incest. Her birth certificate clearly showed that she and Clint were brother and sister. First cousins, like Melody and Lee, weren’t incest in California, but siblings were.

“I can help you and your brother accept your feelings for each other,” Pam said, her hand stroking my knee. “I sensed the attraction when we met yesterday. It’s subtle. I doubt you’re both truly aware of what is pulling you together.”

“It’s why you wanted to buy a house and live with each other,” Melody added.

“Smart investment,” I muttered.

“How many times did you masturbate to Isaac when you were younger?” Pam asked, her eyes penetrating.

I swallowed as a rush of memories flooded through me. “A… few times.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

I strode out onto the back porch, following the script Pam had come up with. I smiled at Isaac. He had this wild look in his eyes. He couldn’t believe this conversation with Clint was happening. That my brother could even be bringing up these things to him.

Not so quickly. Isaac knew who Clint was. Knew what he advocated for. And here Isaac was, living with his sister, walking that line, aching to toe over into those incestuous depths himself. He just needed a push.

I loved giving pushes. I did it all the time at the massage parlor I owned with Stefani and the Campo sisters.

“That’s right,” I told him. “Sisters think of their brothers all the time. Mmm, and we’re just waiting for our brother to be strong. To show us that he’s a man. Unless she’s gay, she craves it deep inside of her. Every woman has that in her. That desire to submit. To surrender. How can we not when every time we make love to a man, we have to spread our legs and let him mount us? Take us. Slide into us. Sex for a woman is bound in surrender.

“Just like sex for a man is bound in domination.”

Clint seized a fistful of my hair. I shuddered as he marched me out to a picnic table, holding tight. He bent me over, thrusting my ass out at Isaac. I shuddered at the feel of the wood beneath me through my halter top. I wiggled my hips, my pussy on fire.

“He had to punish me when he found out I was hiding being a stripper,” I moaned.

“Jesus,” Isaac said. Shock throbbed in his voice. “You’re just… Jesus.” And awe. A touch of respect. He wanted to do this to his sister. At some level, he wanted to bend her over and ram into her hard.

“Just do this to your sister,” I moaned as Clint reached around and unsnapped my jeans. He ripped them down my ass. “Bend her over the armrest of the couch. Your kitchen table. Hell, bend her over her own bed and show her that you’re a man.”

Clint ripped down my panties next, exposing me utterly to Isaac.

“Show her that you’re strong and that you love her,” I moaned as Clint’s hands gripped my naked ass.

He pressed his face into my shaved twat. Before this near-stranger, he ate me out. He showed him how a brother had to treat his sister. My pussy clenched as his tongue fluttered up and down my folds. I could feel his eyes on us. And Stefani. My lover watched from the house, no doubt rubbing herself.

“Show her that you want to give her pleasure!” I groaned. “The way to any sister’s heart is through eating her pussy like a man! Make her cum so hard she drowns you in pussy juices. Oh, my god, just like Clint’s doing to me.”

He was. He stirred my pussy up. The incestuous rush of his tongue fluttering up and down my folds sent a wild surge through me. This heat swelled in my cunt, stirred up by his strokes. His fingers dug into my ass while his whiskered cheeks rubbed into my hot flesh.

He thrust his tongue into my pussy’s depths. I groaned, my back arching. My nipples throbbed through my halter top. They drank in the texture of the wood beneath me. It was so incredible. My entire body shook. My cunt clenched. I groaned, shuddering from the wonderful delight rippling through my body as Clint feasted on me.

He licked me.

Lapped at me.

Loved me.

The pleasure surged through me. I groaned as he dug his tongue into my cunt. He thrust it in deep. He swirled it around. It was incredible. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. Blood rushed hot through my veins.

“You’re just… Jesus,” Isaac groaned. “That’s your sister.”

“I am his sister!” I moaned, staring at the shocked man watching. “And this is how my brother took control of me. He made me feel like a woman. He made me cum like no other. Not even my Stefani makes me cum like my brother!”

I loved the attention. I wasn’t as much an exhibitionist as Melody, who’d happily go around naked and masturbating, but Isaac’s watching awe built and built my orgasm. My brother devoured me. He licked me out with such hunger.

Such feverish licking and lapping.

His tongue plundered through me. He thrust it into my cunt. He swirled it around in my depths. My body shuddered. My pussy clung to his tongue. He stroked around in fast circles. He attacked. He gave me such delight.

He pleased me. My juices flowed. I gasped as his tongue brushed my pierced clit. He fluttered against that naughty ring through it as he licked up my tart delight. He battered it, flicking it up and down. It felt incredible.

“Oh, my god, I’m going to cum so hard on my brother’s mouth, Isaac,” I moaned. “Just detonate. This is what you have to do to that cutie. Your sister! Make her cum. You eat out her pussy, and even if she marries someone else, she’ll be sneaking off to have some incestuous delights with her big brother.”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Isaac muttered.

“I know,” Clint growled between sucks. He nipped my pierced clit. “It’s a treat having your sisters to play with. You’re going to want it.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Oh, my god, watch my brother make me cum!”

I was getting so close. I squirmed on the picnic table. My hips wiggled from side to side as my brother sucked and nibbled on my clit. He fluttered my piercing around with his tongue. The gold, threaded through my bud, stimulated my nerves from the inside.

My cunt clenched. My body bucked. I gasped and moaned. I couldn’t take much more of this. His fingers gripped my ass. He massaged them as his sucking on my clit detonated little sparks inside of me. Little fireworks.

A tease of the main show.

“Oh, yes, yes, Clint!” I howled.

And came.

My pussy convulsed with wild spasms. The pleasure raced through my body. Waves of passion surged through my flesh and set alight every nerve I had. I gasped and moaned. I cried out my ecstatic rapture as my pussy juices gushed out.

“Oh, fuck, yes, Clint!” I moaned. “Are you watching, Isaac? This is what you have to do to your little sister. Eat out her cunt! She’ll love you for it!”

“God, yes!” Clint moaned. He licked up from my clit and lapped up the juices gushing out. “Make your little sister cum, and you’ll have her love forever. Incest is amazing.”

“The fucking best!” I howled, bucking through my pleasure.

The incestuous rapture surged through me. It spilled over me. Drowned me. It was the best delight to experience. I loved every moment of bucking and writhing and spasming on the table. The juices gushed out of me. A wild surge of my cunt cream that rushed out of me and had me reaching the pinnacle of heaven.

“And the best part of eating your sister to a screaming orgasm,” Clint said as he rose. His jeans rustled. Zipper rasped. “It’s fucking her hard after she’s done cumming. Just slamming your cock into her and firing your cum into her cunt.”

“Where it belongs!” I moaned. “Your jizz belongs in your little sister’s pussy, Isaac!”

“This can’t be really happening,” Isaac muttered. “I mean, you’re just doing it.”

“I am,” Clint said. He pressed his cock right against my pussy. “The world says this is wrong. Illegal. That it’s taboo. A sin. A crime against nature. But it’s not. Incest with someone who consents, someone who loves you, is a beautiful thing.”

“We came from the same womb. Have the same father!” I shuddered. “We’re so much alike, which is why we’re made for each other. So are you and Catherine. Fuck her like this. Make her into your woman. Your slut. Your wife. It doesn’t matter. Just claim her!”

Clint rammed his cock into my quivering depths, filling me up with his big cock.

“Love her!” I howled, savoring my brother’s big dick in me. His balls smacked into my pierced clit. The impact sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

I squeezed around on him as he drew back. My pussy clung to him. His cock felt so amazing in me. That wonderful shaft filled me to the hilt. It was incredible to have Isaac watch us, to realize what he could be having with his sister.

This intimate connection. This union of their flesh.

My cunt clenched around on my brother’s cock. I rotated my hips, stirring around his dick in my pussy. He pumped away at me. He plowed into me hard and fast. He buried deep into my cunt. His balls smacked into me. He thrust with fast strokes. Hard strokes.

My cunt squeezed around him. The pleasure was exquisite. He rammed his cock to the hilt in me. He plundered my cunt. I groaned, the silky delight surging me towards my orgasm. I would cum so hard on this cock.

Isaac would witness it.

“Mmm, that’s it,” I groaned. “That’s how you fuck your sister, Isaac. Do you see how my brother fucks me? He’s not holding back. He’s pounding my cunt! He’s making me feel amazing.”

“Shit, I’m making her feel amazing?” Clint’s hands stroked up my back, caressing me through my halter top. “I have her pussy wrapped around my cock. She’s squeezing me. She’s massaging me. Her incestuous depths are hungry for my seed.”

“You can breed your little sister. She’ll love having your baby in her! I know I did! Once I got over being a stubborn idiot.”

“Holy shit,” Isaac groaned.

“Nothing like breeding your sister!” panted Clint, pumping away hard and fast at my snatch with that amazing cock of his. He buried to the hilt in me again and again. His balls smacked my pierced clit.

The pleasure surged through me. A wild bliss that would consume me. It would be incredible. I wanted it so badly. I squeezed around him, increasing the friction. I reveled in his hard strokes. The powerful way his cock plowed into me.

Hard.

Fast.

He pumped away hard at me. He plowed into me with power. With such wonderful delight. My hips wiggled from side to side. I savored how my cunt stirred around his thrusting cock. He filled me up. So big. So thick.

My orgasm swelled faster and faster. I hurtled towards it, ready to cum again. To milk my brother’s seed into my pussy. I squeezed down around him. The increased friction made him gasp. Thrust forward harder. He pounded me.

“Yes, yes, yes, watch me cum on my brother’s cock, Isaac!” I howled.

“This could be you!” Clint added, hammering me. “If you had the balls to claim your sister. She’s ripe and ready.”

“Pluck her!” I howled and came.

My pussy convulsed around his thrusting cock. My cunt writhed. Spasmed. Celebrated his dick plundering into me. It was incredible. A pure delight to experience. I groaned as the waves of ecstasy washed through my body.

“Make your sister cum this fucking hard!” I howled, my cunt sucking at my brother’s cock.

“Yes!” Clint pumped away hard and fast. “You’ll love it. You want to do this to her. Trust me. This is where the pleasure is found. She’s incredible. Amazing. Your cock is going to melt so fast. You’ll be spurting into her depths. Giving her your seed. Fuck!”

Clint rammed into my convulsing depths and erupted.

His hot cum fired into me. That wonderful seed pumped into my twat. Spurt after spurt of incestuous passion poured into me. My pussy convulsed harder. Wilder. My cunt sucked at him. I savored every blast.

“Fuck your little sister!” I groaned.

“Breed her!” Clint grunted.

“Oh, fuck, yes! Do that!”

“Jesus,” groaned Isaac.

“I know!” Clint panted as he pumped more and more of his incestuous seed into my pussy.

My pussy milked him dry. I loved every wonderful moment of it. The pleasure surged to the pinnacle in me. I hit that amazing peak. I hovered there as my brother leaned over me, panting. I joined him as my pleasure died down to incestuous bliss.

“Isaac, she’ll love you forever,” Clint moaned. “Trust me. Tame your little sister’s pussy. It’s why you moved in with her. You just need the courage to act. It’ll be easier now that you know it’s more than possible.”

“Mmm, yes,” I moaned, luxuriating in the afterglow of my incestuous orgasm.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

The women talked to me about incest. They whispered how much I would love it if I was just open to it.

“Nothing like when he bends you over and fucks you from behind,” Lee said. “Just pounds you. Having a brother do that is amazing.”

“You’re his cousin,” I said, my cheeks burning. My pussy on fire.

“Right, right,” I said. “I’m his cousin. That’s it.” She winked at me.

“Mmm, we’re just his cousins,” Melody said with a throaty purr. “The first time he ate me out had been incredible. I came so hard. I didn’t care what anyone thought.”

“You and your brother will be alone in that house, Catherine,” Pam added, stroking me. “No one will know what happens in there. It’ll just be the two of you getting naughty.”

“Oh, my god,” I said, so thirsty. “We should have opened that wine bottle.”

“Mmm, you don’t need the courage to do this,” Pam said. “You just have to remember that not everyone in society will judge you for doing what comes naturally to a woman: loving her brother.”

“I mean… I wish it were that simple,” I said, confusion whipping through me. They were so blunt about this. The plan was for the Elliston’s to try to seduce my brother and me into incest. They weren’t supposed to remind me that I had masturbated to my brother as a teenager.

More than a few times.

“We’ll be here to support you,” Pam said. “If you ever need anything, okay, Catherine?”

She squeezed my thigh.

“Okay, now that that’s out of the way,” said Melody, “want to look at baby pictures?”

I smiled. “I would love to.”

She reached over and pulled out her iPad. She turned it on and swiped the screen. There was a picture of Melody and Pam holding their daughters together, both wrapped in swaddling cloth. They were clearly in the hospital. Both women looked tired and happy at the same time.

“Little Christie and Hikaru,” Melody said. “They’re so adorable. Born only a few hours apart. They’re almost ten. They grow up so fast.”

She swiped the screen to show the two babies sleeping by each other. They were sisters, both Clint’s. She kept swiping through them, and all I could think about was that Melody and Clint were brother and sister. They all but confirmed that she and Lee were not his cousins. Which meant Clint’s father had been having a relationship with his wife and her sister.

No wonder Vicky and her daughters had lived next door.

After smiling at the pictures of Hikaru and Christie as they grew up, from shots of them in the bath to them riding their first bikes with and without training wheels, Alicia bounded up with pictures of her twins. Aaron and Cassandra were Clint’s children. With his sister. No doubts about it. The father on the birth certificate, the Canadian the two detectives working the case for the last six months couldn’t find, didn’t exist.

Lee showed off her Amber and Asuka her Reina. They were all beautiful children. Reina, now seven, looked like Pam in miniature. Japanese just like her, but with paler skin and the same shape to her face.

“Dinner,” announced Cheryl. Then she smiled. “Oh, baby pictures. You have to see my Clinton. He’s such a proper, young man. Just like his father.”

She had two sons named Clinton, and I was fairly certain why.

“I’d love to,” I said.

My brother had a wild look as he came in from outside with Clint and Zoey. The trio looked flushed liked they’d been running around. I found myself seated across from him at the dinner table. I kept glancing at Isaac. He was such a handsome man.

Tall. That flattop gave him a soldierly look. In a police uniform, he was dashing. A few of my friends had asked me to set them up on dates with him, wanting to be romanced by my hunky brother. Tall and strong. A protector.

This was just an act. We weren’t supposed to do anything together. Just get the Ellistons to incriminate themselves trying to show us incest was okay. That was it. I took a huge gulp of my wine, fighting off these feelings.

That was a mistake.

Dinner was a delicious roast, cooked to perfection by Clint’s mom and aunt. He praised both women and they practically gushed over him. They were attentive, too, making sure he got the best portions and almost fawning over him. Not that he acted like he was spoiled, but he enjoyed it.

I was the only woman sitting at the crowded dinner table he wasn’t fucking. And they all were fine with it, even his wife and mother-in-law. Asuka hadn’t been shy about admitting that Reina was Clint’s son with her.

The man must be insatiable to please so many women. To keep them all happy and smiling and chatting with each other.

My brother kept glancing at Zoey than at me. His cheeks red. He didn’t speak much as he dug into the food. The conversation was full of the family sharing their inside jokes, laughing about things they all knew together while Pam kept trying to draw out more information about us.

“Are your parents still alive?” was one of her questions.

“Yeah,” I said. “They’re divorced.”

My brother nodded.

“Oh, your poor mother.” Pam glanced at my brother. “Do you visit her?”

“Uh, not that often.”

“You should. A mother appreciates having her son in her life. Isn’t that right… Mom?”

She hesitated for a second like she wanted to address her mother-in-law, Cheryl, as something else.

Clint’s mother, her hair bleached blonde, nodded her head. “I’m so glad I have Clint in my life. It’s made things so bearable since my husband passed away.”

“He was a good man,” Vicky said, her eyes falling down.

“You should see her,” Cheryl said, putting her hand on my brother’s. “Cheer her up. I’m sure there are all sorts of things you can do for her.”

“And you, too,” Melody said to me. “Daughters can do things for their mothers, too.” She winked a hazel eye at me.

My cheeks burned. I knew Melody and Pam were lovers, they talked about it in interviews, but then I realized all the women at this table had had sex with each other, too. They crossed familial bonds. No wonder Clint kept his women satiated, they helped out.

And they wanted my brother and me to help out our mother.

“She doesn’t live close by,” I said, swallowing.

“And your father?” Pam asked. “I mean, I know you have a close relationship with your brother, but sometimes that father/daughter bond is a special one, too.”

My eyes bulged. “He, uh, moved out when we were young. Our mother raised us.”

“Never too late to reconnect,” she said. “If that’s something you and your brother want.”

My cheeks burned. She was talking about after I started having sex with my brother. And that wasn’t going to happen.

My eyes flicked to him. He was a handsome man. That chiseled jaw and…

I clamped down those thoughts. They couldn’t be allowed to blossom. I was his sister. It was illegal. We were police officers. It was our job to prevent crimes, not commit them ourselves. We only had to play at it.

Over the next few weeks, I would open up and start to ask for advice on how to seduce my brother. I couldn’t appear too eager. That was Martínez’s suggestion. The Hispanic DA, one of the two prosecutors on the case, didn’t want us to blow it by being aggressive. Of course, I don’t think she knew how aggressive the Elliston’s would be in seducing us into incest.

“Your sister is really cute,” said Alicia. “Lucky you.”

My brother glanced at her. She sat on the other side of him. “What?”

“You know, having a little sister to protect. It’s why you’re a soldier.” She smiled. “The haircut. Are you a reservist?”

“Yeah,” he said. A true statement. “I did two tours in Iraq before getting out. 10th Mountain. I returned to California when I got out.”

“I’m sure I know why,” Alicia said, a big smile on her face as she looked at me. “Take good care of her. Make her feel like she’s the most important thing in the world to you. She’ll love you for it.”

“My little sister has strong opinions,” Clint said, smiling at her. “Probably my fault. She’s my little princess. I spoil her mercilessly.”

Alicia beamed. “I’m glad I had twins. My daughter will always have her big brother with her. They came into this world together.”

She was hoping her children became lovers? This family was messed up.

And yet my pussy was so hot. It itched between my thighs. I kept eating the roast, trying to concentrate on anything but why I was dripping wet. I couldn’t really be attracted to my brother. Yeah, I was when I was going through puberty. Wasn’t that normal? You grew out of it. You moved onto liking people who weren’t in your immediate family.

Dessert was a peach cobbler pie with vanilla ice cream. It was delicious.

I offered to help with the dishes, but Cheryl, Asuka, and Vicky said they had it. “It’s our job,” said Cheryl. “We have to do our part in the family.”

Lee nodded, squirming in her seat. She hadn’t sat still the entire time. It was like she had ants in her pants. She was older than me, and yet squirmed like a little girl. At one point Clint pulled out his keys, playing with his car remote. Lee really started squirming after that.

“Have somewhere you need to be?” I asked her.

“No.” She smiled. “Just antsy. You know, I really, really want to have an orgasm, but has Clint given me permission?”

“Er…”

“He hasn’t.” Lee smiled at me. “So, you know, just got that urge that really, really needs to be unleashed in me.”

“Oh, well, I’m sure he’ll let you, uh, eventually.”

“I’m sure,” Clint said and then he played with his remote again.

“Oh, my god,” Lee gasped and bolted to her feet. “That’s… Please, Clint.”

“When our guests leave.”

Isaac was staring at her. Then he glanced at his watch. “Well, uh, maybe my sister and I should be going.”

“Oh, so soon?” asked Melody. “I was thinking we could watch a movie. Something inspiring.”

“No, no, we have that open house early in the morning, right, sis?” Isaac asked me.

“Right,” I said, catching on. He must want to get out of here bad, probably disgusted by being around these perverts. I was aroused.

“Let me go get you something,” Pam said as she stood up.

“Isaac, it was a pleasure to meet you,” Clint said.

“Oh, yes, definitely,” Zoey purred, the busty woman stretching. My brother glanced at her and then looked away.

“Er, I’m sure it was. Thanks for having us. You certainly gave me a lot to think about.”

“Don’t think, just do it,” purred Zoey.

My brother came up beside me. As we headed to the living room, I hissed, “What was that?”

“Clint and Zoey had sex. In front of me.”

My jaw dropped. “I wish we had some hidden cameras on.”

“Too risky,” he said. “We can’t…”

He trailed off as Pam came up to us. She held a slender jewel case, the type of homemade CDs or DVDs came in. She pulled me to the side and pressed it into my hand. It said, “Sibling Therapy 1” written in black marker.

“This is what you two should watch when you’re alone,” Pam said.

“What is on this?” I asked.

“Clint having sex with his sisters. Both Alicia and Zoey. It can show you the delights of brother/sister incest. Something, I think, you’ll appreciate.”

I swallowed. This couldn’t be happening. My sweaty fingers clutched to the jewel case. My body shook. My heart raced a mile a minute as I stared at the disc. My reflection shone in the silvery surface of the CD.

“Thanks for coming over,” Zoey said to my brother. “You made this a fun evening.”

“Yes, he did,” Clint said.

“It was so wonderful to meet you!” Alicia said right before she hugged me. I gasped at how friendly it was. “Be a good little sister to him. Don’t let him get out of doing something fun and naughty with you.”

“I’ll, uh, try,” I said, glancing at my brother.

He looked away.

All the other women hugged me. Zoey gave me some earthy advice, “Prance around in your underwear. Taunt him and drive him wild until he eats you out to a screaming orgasm. Trust me, it’ll be amazing.”

Stefani’s advice was even more direct. “Morning blowjobs are something every brother will treasure. Trust me, Clint loves them.”

I felt so disoriented when my brother and I stepped out on the porch. I felt eyes on us from the windows. I didn’t look back, but I did take my brother’s hand, my pussy on fire. My brother squeezed it, his cheeks red.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he muttered. “They were unreal.”

“You have no idea,” I said. “He really fucked his sister in front of you?”

“Yes. Ate her out and then pounded her from behind. The entire time he said I should do that to you.” He swallowed then hastily added, “Which I would never do.”

‘Right,” I said. “We’re not freaks.”

“No,” he croaked and adjusted his erection. “What did they give you?

“A video of Clint having sex with Alicia and Zoey.”

“Fuck me,” he muttered, almost tripping on the curb. “They just gave you that? Evidence of their incest.”

“They trust us,” I said, my stomach churning. “We’re brother and sister. They think we want to bang each other.”

“Ridiculous.”

“Yeah,” I said and forced a mocking laugh. My pussy was on fire.

“So, uh, we’re going to have to watch the video,” Isaac said, releasing my hand to pull out his keys from his pocket. “Catalog it. Right up a report and give it to the detectives.”

“Yeah,” I said, my pussy on fire. As we headed in the house to watch incest, I didn’t know what was going to be on there. What my brother and I would find.

Naughty advice echoed in my head.

To be continued…
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April 10th, 2027 – Pam Elliston

I watched Isaac and Catherine through the living room window, She held the DVD in one hand while her other clutched to her brother. I smiled. The odds of them having sex tonight was great. I had them on a fast course towards incest; a lot faster than I would at my therapy session.

But they had moved in together on the same street as Clint Elliston. That spoke volumes to me. It was there, in the back of their mind. I saw it. I didn’t need to awaken them to incest because they were already thinking about it. When Melody and I visited them the day before to drop off the casserole and welcome them to the neighborhood, I could see it in how they looked at us.

They were wondering about the very subject.

“That went great,” Clint said.

I turned around to my brother-husband in time for him to scoop me up and throw me over his shoulder. I gasped and then burst into giggles as he carried me through the living room and the rest of our family.

“Pam’s getting fucked,” Lee said, trembling from the vibrator buried in her pussy that had been buzzing away.

“I am!” I said, beaming at them all, my black hair swaying about my shoulders. My mother gave me a loving smile. Zoey already had Stefani eating her out, licking up the load of cum that Clint had fired in her. Our kids were over the Miharas’ all night. Things would get wild here.

“Cum,” Clint told Lee as we strode by her.

“Master!” she howled and surrendered to her lust. She fell back into a chair, gasping and moaning and shuddering.

Clint marched me up the stairs as I moaned, “They’re going to bang tonight, Clint. They’re going to bang each other so hard. We changed them.”

He chuckled.

“You’ll see. Tomorrow, they’ll try to hide it, but you’ll see.” I shivered, just imagining the brother and sister succumbing to their lusts for each other. Then I had to manipulate them into going for their parents. An estranged father needed his daughter’s love, and the mother needed her son’s passion.

It would be so hot.

Clint marched us to the master bedroom. I squirmed in delight, so excited by tonight. He threw open the door. He didn’t bother closing it. No hiding from our children tonight. We could be loud and noisy and have such a wicked time.

My hair flew as Clint dropped me on the bed. I shuddered, squirming, newly pregnant with our second child. My hips squirmed from side to side, the skirt to my dress fluttering up. Clint had such hunger in his eyes. His strong hands thrust my legs apart.

He stared down at my thick, black bush. I shuddered then flicked my eyes to the doorway. Our family crowded inside it. I smiled at the sight of them watching. Staring. Melody and Alicia at the front, our mothers behind them.

Melody winked at me.

Clint’s face buried into my bush. He pressed into my cunt. My half-brother and husband licked at my pussy. His tongue darted up through my pregnant folds. I groaned, loving the feel of him attacking me. My thighs gripped him. I held him tight, undulating my hips and grinding my face against him. I just loved the feel of him.

His tongue thrust into my pussy lips. He churned me up in a flash. I gasped and shuddered at the pleasure rushing through my body. My hands pulled at my dress, ripping it up my body. I had to get it off. Get naked.

I squirmed and shuddered, thighs gripping my brother’s head. Then I threw my dress off, my round breasts constrained by a bra. His dark eyes stared up my body as I did this. He licked and lapped at my cunt. He devoured me.

“Clint,” I groaned, shifting to reach beneath me, flexing my stomach to half sit up and unhook my bra.

“Just cum on his mouth, Pam!” Melody shouted.

“Cream Daddy’s mouth, Mommy-Pam!” Alicia cheered, bouncing like a little girl.

I flashed my half-sisters a big grin. “I will. Oh, yes, he’s got his tongue wiggling inside of me.

Bra unclasped, I slid the straps down my shoulders and threw it to the side. My round breasts came into view. My tits jiggled as I fell back down to the pillows. Clint feasted on me. He had his face buried in my black bush. His tongue swirled around in me.

It was amazing. I shuddered, my orgasm building fast. It had been exciting teasing Catherine. Opening her up to the ideas of incest. I shuddered, the pleasure rippling through my body. My hips wiggled back and forth, grinding on Clint’s mouth.

It was incredible. A delicious treat to experience. My brother feasted on my pregnant pussy. He’d bred me and Melody again. That was so exciting. I wanted to cum hard. My hips wiggled from side to side, grinding on his hungry mouth.

“Clint! Clint!”

“Mmm,” he groaned and flicked his tongue up to my clit. “You’re going to cum fast, aren’t you?

I nodded my head.

“Turned on by guiding those two into incest.” He flicked my clit again. The bud burst.

“So turned on!”

“Then show me!” He sucked on my clit.

“Clint!” I moaned. “Oh, Clint, yes, yes! That’s great. That’s amazing. Mmm, you’re going to make me cum!”

The pressure on my bud sent me screaming to my orgasm. I hit that wonderful peak. My hands grabbed my tits. I squeezed them as I shuddered. My pregnant pussy clenched down tight. His lips nursed.

I exploded.

I cried out in wordless pleasure. The rapture surged through me. Wave after wave of delight washed through my body. I bucked on the bed, juices gushing out of me. They bathed my brother-husband’s mouth.

“Oh, god, Clint!” I moaned.

“Go, Pam, go!” Melody whooped.

“Yeah, Mommy-Pam!”

“Oh, Mistress, you look so sexy!” my mother moaned.

“Yes, you do!” Clint growled, rising as my body trembled through the rapture surging through me.

His cock thrust out hard before him. It bobbed and twitched with his heartbeat. I stared at it and groaned, the pleasure surging to a wicked peak in me. I wanted him in me. Fucking me. I wanted him to mount me and pound me hard. It would be incredible. I had to feel that big dick slamming into me. I wanted to feel him ramming into me.

He crawled over me. He mounted me and thrust his cock deep into my cunt. Hard. I shuddered at the feel of his dick sliding into me. The big, thick shaft thrust into my snatch. I whimpered, my pussy squeezing down on him, still writhing and spasming. My pleasure still surging through me.

“Oh, god, Clint!” I whimpered, staring up at his face dripping in my pussy cream. The tart aroma filled my nose.

He grinned down at me, his cock soaking in my writhing cunt. He savored his handiwork, letting my orgasm ripple through me, massaging his cock while he just watched me. I trembled and thrust my arms up. I encircled his neck and then pulled him down to my mouth. He kissed me with hunger. His tongue thrust into my mouth.

I groaned into the kiss. I loved the feel of him. The taste. His tongue danced with mine. I groaned, closing my eyes and savoring that wonderful taste of him. Feel. My arms held him tight. My body shuddered beneath him, nipples rubbing into his chest.

My orgasm died down.

Then he moved.

His cock pumped away at my pregnant pussy. His big dick pumped in and out of me. I savored the celebratory passion of my brother driving his dick into me over and over again. The bed creaked while our sisters and mothers watched.

My pregnant pussy clenched on him. I kissed him with hunger. My tongue danced in his mouth. The pleasure surged through me with his every plunge. His pubic mound rubbed into my clit, massaging my sensitive bud. My cunt gripped him. Drank in the friction.

I loved it.

Loved him.

My sexy brother.

I ran my hands down his back, massaging his flexing muscles as he drilled his cock over and over into me. The pleasure was incredible. The rapture surged through my body. It was an incredible delight. The bliss that danced over me. I squeezed my cunt around his cock. I held his dick tight in my twat.

The pleasure surged through me. My hips wiggled from side to side. My fingers grabbed his ass, holding him tight. He pumped deep into my snatch. Hard into my cunt. He plowed into me with power. Force. He would make me cum.

And I would enjoy every moment of it.

My tongue danced with his. My pussy clenched around his cock as he buried into me again and again. He rammed to the hilt in me. He fucked me with strength and vigor. The bliss swept through my pussy with his every plunge. A wonderful passion that I was just so delighted to enjoy. I groaned and whimpered, my snatch squeezing around his girth.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, breaking the kiss.

“Are you going to cum again?” he asked.

“You fucking better believe she is!” Melody shouted.

“Are you going to make me cum again?” I moaned, staring up at him while my fingers stroked down his back.

He gave me a confident, cocky grin and rammed his cock to the hilt in me.

I shuddered at the feel of him burying into me. That big dick of his slammed hard. Fast. Just filling me to the hilt again and again. It was tremendous to feel. A wild delight. I groaned, clenching about him as he pumped away at me.

Hard thrusts. Powerful pumps. My clit throbbed. My snatch squeezed around him. I came closer and closer to my release. My hands stroked down his back as I moaned, “Right now, they’re watching the DVD of you fucking Alicia and Zoey. They’re witnessing brother and sister incest. It’s making them wet. Hot. They’re going to fuck!”

“Shit!” he groaned, his balls smacking into me.

“I know!” she groaned. “In a year, she’ll be having his baby. We’re changing the world. Slowly. Surely!”

“Love you!” Clint groaned and kissed me again.

His cock buried into my cunt while his tongue thrust into my mouth. I shuddered, savoring the feel of him in me. The friction sent me mover the edge. As he drew back, my cunt burst into rapture. My orgasm spasmed through me.

My cunt massaged my brother’s cock as he thrust back into me. My pregnant depths ached for his seed to pump into me. I gasped and shuddered, trembling in delight. The rapture burned through me. This wild ecstasy that rippled through my body.

Incredible delight.

Amazing bliss.

My cunt surged with rapture and ecstasy as he buried back into me. The bliss burned through my body. My cunt writhed and spasmed around his thrusting cock. Every moment sent more waves of rapture washing through my veins. Stars burst across my vision. I clutched him tight. I held him close to me.

He buried into me and groaned.

His cum pumped into me. I reveled in my brother’s seed filling me up. It was such a great delight. An amazing bliss. My breasts rubbed into his strong chest as I bucked beneath him. He grunted. Groaned. Filled me.

I reveled in our incestuous love and knew that another pair of brother and sister were hurtling to their own forbidden passion.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Isaac Nicholson

“Shit,” I muttered as I sat down on one end of the couch in the house the department rented as our “cover” home. I had a legal pad on my lap, pencil in hand. I was ready to take notes on the video. Analyze it. Heat pumped wildly through my veins. This growing terror grew in my veins.

The memory of Clint fucking Zoey before filled my mind. His own sister. Incest. Illegal, illicit, forbidden sex. They came from the same mother. Had the same father. Just like Catherine and myself.

My sister, my undercover partner on this assignment, sat beside me, her own legal pad resting on her thigh. She had hanged into pajamas. Flannel pants and a tank top. Her breasts were round and perky. The tattoo of a Chinese dragon biting its own tail, matching the one over my heart, peeked out amid her cleavage. She wore her black hair in a ponytail. A fit girl. Athletic. A few years a cop.

Just like our father.

“You ready?” she asked, not looking at me. She picked up the remote.

“No,” I muttered. I was not ready to watch incest. But it was our job. My old mentor, Detective Nelson Tucker, had given us this undercover assignment. He and Detective Savage had hit a dead end. A roadblock. They just couldn’t quite gather enough evidence for the DA to begin prosecution. Not against a man as connected as Clint Elliston.

If this DVD held what it promised, we had him.

I just have to watch it. Get through it. With my sister. My sexy sister. All those memories of beating off to her as a teenager flooded my mind. How I used to lust for her. And why not, she had blossomed into a gorgeous woman. Her nipples poked at her top. She was excited.

The DVD lurched into play.

It was of a little girl sneaking down the hallway. She wore a frilly, pink smock and knee-high white socks. Her head turned around to wink at the camera. It was Alicia Elliston, her glasses giving her face a mischievous quality. She wore her light-brown hair in ringlets that framed her features. She looked a decade younger. Maybe more.

She reached a door and opened it. A sleeping Clint appeared. The room was dark, but not enough that you couldn’t see. Alicia quivered there. She let out a whimpering moan and then crept into the room.

“I’ve wanted to suck my big brother’s cock so much,” she whispered, narrating to herself.

“Jesus,” I groaned, my dick on fire. I glanced over at my sister. She licked her lips and leaned forward, dark eyes glossy.

“This is my chance,” Alicia cooed. “I know he’ll love it. He’ll love me for it.”

Had my sister ever wanted to do that to me? What were her early masturbatory fantasies? She reached the bed and threw back the covers. She exposed Clint’s cock. A big, thick, throbbing slab that thrust out from his crotch. He twitched and throbbed, hard.

She grabbed him. My cock ached. I imagined Catherine ducking her head down with the same girlish enthusiasm as Alicia had for her brother. The girl didn’t hesitate to swallow his cock. She slid her lips over his dick.

“Got him,” said Catherine. “Look at her go.”

“Yeah,” I said, marking down the timestamp and writing: Alicia initiates blowjob with Clint. “This is…”

Catherine nodded. She squirmed, her thighs pressed tight. She leaned forward, watching Alicia suck her brother’s cock. My little sister looked almost studious as she watched the wild sight. The vein in her neck throbbed and pulsed.

God, she was so sexy.

I shook my head. I couldn’t be thinking these thoughts, but Alicia’s sloppy blowjob echoed in the background. I was a cop. I’d sworn to uphold the law. Not to break it. Not with my sister. An errant strand of black hair spilled down her flushed cheek, escaped from her ponytail.

“Little sister?” Clint moaned. “Oh, damn, what are you doing?”

Alicia popped her mouth off his cock, her ringlets swaying, the camera operator moving around to capture the joy on her face as she moaned, “I’m blowing my big brother’s cock. I’m loving you, brother, the way I always wanted.”

“You shouldn’t do this,” Clint groaned.

“Why? Because we’re related?” She licked his cock. “What’s so wrong with that? I love you. Don’t you love me?”

Catherine squirmed.

“Yes,” Clint said after a breathless pause. “I love you, little sister.”

Alicia beamed at him. “Then what’s the problem? We love each other. Why shouldn’t we enjoy each other? Who cares what the world thinks. I love my big brother! It’s none of their business if I do this!”

She engulfed his cock.

Catherine wrote down on her notepad.

I was supposed to be taking notes, not thinking about my sister. I looked to the screen, watching Alicia bob her head. My dick throbbed in aching agony. I wanted to be in Clint’s place. To feel Catherine work her mouth up and down dick.

“Fucker,” I muttered. Clint had screwed me up fucking Zoey before me. Putting these ideas in my head.

“What did you say?” Catherine asked, her voice distant.

“Nothing, Cat,” I muttered.

“Yeah, nothing,” she said, squirming. “She’s very… enthusiastic.”

I nodded. “Ever… sucked cock like that?” Then I groaned. “Sorry, I don’t know why I asked that.”

“I never have,” she said. “Never found a guy that turned me on that much.”

“Little sister!” groaned Clint. “I’ve imagined this so many times. You sucking me. Loving me. I can’t… I’m going to cum in your mouth.”

Alicia sucked so hard. So happy. She loved her brother’s cock. My chest rose and fell. I gripped my pencil and legal pad. My dick had never been harder. I wanted to sneak off and rub one out. My sister rocked now, her eyes locked on the screen.

Clint grunted. Groaned. “Little sister!”

Alicia popped her mouth off his cock and his cum fired into her face. A money shot. Incestuous proof that would send them both to prison. I wrote that down on my notepad watching as he basted her face. Witnessed the abject joy in Alicia’s eyes.

Catherine’s dark eyes danced in my mind, face dripping in my seed.

“Now your turn, big brother!” Alicia said and ripped off her smock, exposing her body that wasn’t nearly as girlish as her outfit. Firm breasts, curving hips. “Eat me!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

“He’s, uh, really eating her,” I said, watching Alicia grind on her big brother’s face. My pajama bottoms were soaked.

Why had I changed into this outfit? I told myself it was to be more comfortable. But my PJs? No panties? No bra? My nipples were so hard. My pussy so wet. This was turning me on. I rubbed my thighs together, my heart thundering in my chest as I watched the illicit, incestuous sex.

“Wow,” I said.

“Never had that?” my brother asked.

I shook my head slowly. I had never had close to a fifth of the passion Alicia experienced from her brother. This wasn’t fake. I could tell that she was in heaven, her little titties jiggling. She ground her snatch on his face.

“Not even from that Black guy?”

“He was the worst in bed.” I glanced at my brother, his cheeks flushed. He had a dark shadow of whiskers following the strong lines of his chin. His t-shirt fit tight across his chest. He was Clint’s age. My big brother… Strong and powerful.

The first guy I’d ever masturbated to.

“You ever make a girl scream like that?” I asked as Alicia kept riding her brother.

“A few.” He shrugged. “I guess. At least, they sounded enthusiastic and… Damn.”

“Big brother!” Alicia howled as she clearly came on her brother’s face. Juices ran down his chin, captured by the HD camcorder or phone recording it. Probably a phone these days. Her breasts quivered. “Love you!”

I swallowed. That passion… Was it because Clint was that good, or because they were brother and sister? Did incest make it hotter? I licked my lips and pressed my thighs together. My clit throbbed. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so turned on.

Alicia then threw herself off her brother’s face. She had so much perky energy. She spun around and straddled his cock. She lowered herself down and impaled herself on his incestuous dick with skill. She was a pro at doing this. Alicia engulfed him in a flash. She took every inch of him in her pussy.

Joy flashed across her face. She had her brother’s cock in her. Her head threw back as she moaned out her delight. She arched her back and rode him with such wild enthusiasm. She put her all into her loving her big brother’s cock.

“Jesus,” groaned my brother.

“Big brother!” Alicia howled.

“Big brother!” moaned through my mind, my pussy imagining Isaac’s in me.

I swallowed, studying him. “Have you ever…” My words trailed off, embarrassed. I almost asked if he’d ever masturbated thinking about me. “Never mind.”

“Yeah,” he croaked, glancing at me. Our eyes met. “I did. I have.”

“You don’t know what I meant,” I said, trying to break away.

“Did you?”

“Yes, yes, yes, big brother!” Alicia moaned in the background as this energy seized me. My brother’s question echoed in my mind, mixing with the fantasy exploding through my nethers. “Cum in me, big brother.”

“Cat?” he asked.

I nodded. My heart pounded. This had to stop. I had to leave. I couldn’t do this.

I leaned towards him.

Flee. Flee. This would be incest. I was a cop. I was investigating incest.

My brother scooted closer. So strong. So powerful. So handsome. Just like I imagined he was when I masturbated a decade ago.

You buried those desires because they’re wrong.

“There’s nothing wrong in loving your little sister, big brother!” Alicia howled. “Every little sister should do this!”

That treacherous cunt. She would be going to prison for this. So would my brother and me if we did this. If we were found out.

Who would know?

My brother’s strong hand cupped my face. His thumb stroked my chin.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I whispered.

“No,” he groaned. His other hand seized my face. He stared into my eyes. “No, we shouldn’t, Cat.”

“It’s wrong. Incest.”

“Uh-huh.”

He kissed me.

Alicia squealed in the background, cumming on her brother’s cock as I kissed Isaac. His whiskers rubbed on me. My pussy clenched as we crossed this line. It never should have been crossed. How could we ever go back and…? And…?

I was kissing my big brother. Isaac. Just like I’d imagined as a girl, only now he was a man. Grown up. So sexy. His fingers stroked me as they slid from my face. My arms went around his neck. I held my brother tight. I kissed him with hunger, my tongue dancing through his mouth.

Then his arms were around me. He was lifting me up. Standing. Holding me in his arms. His sister-bride. I groaned, clutching to him. My legs kicked and spasmed, toes clenching. This wicked heat washed through me. My tongue danced with his. I kissed him with such hunger. This was incredible. I loved every moment of our lips around each other.

He carried me away from the Ellistons’ incest towards our own.

The stairs creaked as I devoured my brother’s mouth. I never wanted to stop kissing him. Couldn’t. It was driving me wild. My tongue darted through around his. I quivered in delight, my pussy melting. He turned right, taking us to one of our bedrooms. It didn’t matter which.

He threw me down on the bed in that way a man did with a woman. Showing off that wonderful, masculine strength. I shuddered, bouncing, my ponytail whipping around my head. He ripped off his t-shirt. The Chinese dragon tattooed over his heart, biting its own tail to form a ring, had me shuddering. We had the same tattoo.

It was something our father had. It connected us. A closed circle. A brother and sister uniting in incest.

“Cat,” he groaned and ripped off my pajama bottoms.

He bared my shaved pussy. The tart aroma of my arousal filled my nose. His strong, rough hands thrust my legs apart. I quivered there, seeing the passion in his eyes. I whimpered, wanting him to do it. To eat me.

“Isaac!” I groaned. “I… I…”

“I know.”

He buried his face into my pussy and devoured me. His tongue licked and lapped at me. He thrust his hands beneath my ass. He gripped me, squeezed me. He held me tight. My thighs went around his head.

My brother feasted on my cunt. We crossed that forbidden line. I gasped, my breasts jiggling in my tank top as his tongue swiped through my folds. My brother’s tongue. He felt incredible. His whiskers rubbed on my shaved flesh. His tongue caressed me.

He knew what he was doing. How to please his little sister.

I whimpered and moaned, gripping him with my thighs. He attacked my cunt with a vigor. He devoured me like my incestuous twat was the greatest thing he’d ever eaten. He stared up at me with those dark eyes.

My eyes.

“Isaac!” I whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, Isaac!”

The pleasure rippled through my body. Every lick, every last lap, sent a ripple of pleasure through me. I was soaked. So wet. So hot. I couldn’t believe we were doing this. It was insane. The rapture surged through me.

I whimpered. Moaned. I hurtled towards my orgasm. As much as I wanted this to last, I was too excited. Too turned on by my big brother eating me. Because he was. My brother was devouring my pussy like a starving man.

“Isaac! Isaac!”

I loved saying his name. I cried out my big brother’s sexy name over and over. His tongue darted into my cunt, stirring pleasure that had me calling out for him. I squirmed on the bed, my breasts jiggling in my tank top, nipples throbbing.

“I’m going to cum, Isaac!”

“Shower me, Cat!” he growled, his strong hands gripping my butt-cheeks. He held me tight. He kneaded my rump as I squirmed and shuddered. “Drench me!”

“Yes!” I moaned, rising closer and closer to that orgasmic bliss. To that heady moment of my climatic explosion.

I wanted it to drown him. Consume me. It would be incredible. I whimpered. Moaned. I clutched my thighs about him as he flicked his tongue to my clit. He danced around it. Caressed it. My bud throbbed. Ached.

He sucked on it.

I exploded.

My incestuous rapture surged through my body. I came on my brother’s mouth for the first time. I bucked and howled, the bed creaking beneath me. The pleasure rushed out of my cunt and splashed into my mind. An ecstatic deluge that drowned me.

“Isaac! Isaac! Oh, god, I love this, Isaac!”

My big brother licked and lapped at my snatch. His eyes—my eyes!—stared up my body with such hunger in them. Such a thirst for my cunt cream. It was wild. Amazing. I squirmed on him. I ground my twat against him. My hips wiggled from side to side. I smeared my hot snatch on him. I loved him. Savored every moment of this wicked release.

It was incredible. Stars burst across my vision. My heart pounded in my chest. I ground my cunt against him. I savored every last bit of ecstasy that pumped through my veins. His tongue dug through my folds.

“Big brother!” I moaned as I rode through my orgasm. “Oh, my god, I have to suck you! I have to love you, big brother!”

I was lost. Devoured by this pleasure.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Isaac Nicholson

My little sister ripped off her tank top and her perky breasts popped out. The dragon tattoo swayed along the inner slope of her left tit, its serpentine body almost reaching to her areola. She smiled at me as she unsnapped my jeans.

“I’m going to love your cock,” she moaned, this wanton gleam in her eyes. “Just like Alicia did for Clint.”

“Fuck,” I said, my mouth soaked in her pussy juices. We were beyond sanity. The Ellistons had driven us into illicit incest. I wanted it all. To be in her. “Do it. Suck my cock then I want to be in you.”

“Yes!” she moaned and ripped open the fly of my jeans. She hauled down my pants, belt rattling. She dragged them off and then stared at my boxers tented with my cock.

Her tongue flew across her lips. Her hands shot up my muscular thighs. Her breasts pressed into my legs as she hooked her fingers into my boxers. She tugged, slowly, almost teasing. This wild gleam formed in her brown eyes.

Jesus, we were really doing this.

She worked down my boxers. I braced my hands on the bed and lifted my ass. My cock popped out of the boxers and bobbed before her face. She groaned, staring at it with such hunger. I’d never had a girl do that before. My little sister lusted for my cock.

“Isaac,” she moaned, abandoning ripping down my boxers, leaving them bunched around my knees. She seized my cock and lowered her head.

My little sister’s mouth slid over my cock. I groaned at the incestuous warmth of her mouth. I stared down my chest at her, leaned back on my elbows. Our eyes locked. They brimmed with such passion as she sucked.

I groaned. “Fuck, Cat.”

She bobbed her head, working with such enthusiasm at my cock. She stroked the shaft with her right hand, worshiping my dick just like I’d always imagined. She even had a ponytail. I seized her black hair, holding her as she sucked and slurped and loved me.

“Cat, yes!”

Delight shone in her eyes. She enjoyed sucking me as much as Alicia did her brother. My nuts twitched and throbbed. I was so turned on. I felt like I was eighteen and not twenty-eight. Her suction reached right down to my balls.

I groaned, grabbing the sheets, wanting to hold off, but after eating her out and lusting after her all this time, I was having trouble holding back. Her mouth felt incredible on me. I shuddered, my dick twitching. Throbbing. The pressure hit the peak.

“Shit, Cat, going to cum!”

She closed her eyes and sucked.

The suction hit my balls. She wanted my cum. I wanted to give it to her. I threw back my head and growled out my pleasure. It burst out of me, a wild rush of bliss that surged out of the depths of my nutsack and exploded into her hungry mouth.

I bucked on the bed. I groaned and gasped. Stars danced before my eyes. They twinkled and shone with such brilliance as my incestuous cum flooded my sister’s hot mouth. She sucked it down with zeal. She gulped down every last drop of my cum.

“Cat! Fucking hell, Cat!”

She swallowed the last of the wild spurts of my jizz. She ripped her mouth off of me, stroking me as she stared up at me with hunger. Drool ran down her chin. Her tongue flicked out to grab a few errant drops of my spunk.

“Sorry,” I panted. “I wanted to last longer, but… Fuck, I’ve wanted that since I was younger.”

“Me, too,” she moaned. “And you’ll last longer the second time, won’t you?”

She stroked me and I realized I hadn’t even gone soft. I felt like I was eighteen, able to go all night. I grinned at her and nodded. I tugged on her ponytail, drawing her up my body. She crawled over me, her breasts swaying with such entrancing beauty.

My left hand cupped her right tit. I squeezed it as she pressed her shaved cunt onto my cock. She ground against me, her eyes locked on me. She rubbed that wet twat up and down my dick, soaking me in her incestuous juices.

“Do it,” I groaned. “Ride me, Cat.” I squeezed her breast. “Show your big brother what you’re made of.”

“Mmm, I’m all grown up,” she moaned. “I was too scared to do this when I was a girl when I was just learning about masturbation. You know how hard I came fingering myself when you joined the army. Eighteen, in your uniform, and my pussy went wet the first time I saw you. I rubbed my fifteen-year-old twat until I came and came and came.

“Don’t have to hold back now,” I said.

“No,” she groaned and slid her pussy lips up to the tip of my cock.

She pressed those hot folds into the crown of my cock. I groaned at the feel of her slowly swallowing my tip. The delight of her cunt sliding lower and lower down my shaft. She took inch after inch of my cock. More and more of my dick slid into her cunt.

“Yes!” I groaned as my little sister swallowed my dick with her pussy. She bottomed out in me, rubbing her shaved twat into my black bush.

“Oh, god, Isaac,” she moaned. “We’ve really done it now.”

“Yes!” I groaned and didn’t care. “I love you, Cat.”

She shuddered and stared down at me. Then she worked her pussy up and down my dick. She sucked at me, her cunt massaging me as she worked up and down my shaft. I squeezed her tit and held her ponytail. Her tattooed, left breast jiggled. Passion burned in her eyes.

Sometimes, it was sexy to let a woman just ride you. Other times you had to pound her. Right now, I stared in awe at my little sister as she worked her pussy up and down my cock. She gripped me. Massaged me. She rode my dick with that silky snatch, teasing me. I groaned, reveling in her juicy pussy sliding up and down my cock.

She swallowed me. My little sister took my shaft to the hilt in her cunt over and over again. Her hot, forbidden flesh massaged me. My thumb massaged her nipple. I played with her pink nub, tightening her cunt on my dick.

“Yes!” she groaned, working her juicy snatch up and down my cock. “Oh, yes, Isaac.” She licked her lips. “I love moaning your name. Isaac. I’m fucking you, Isaac. I’m fucking my big brother!”

“Yes, you are!” I groaned, savoring her pussy working up and down my cock. The slide of her snatch massaging me. Sucking at me. “Ride me, Cat. Ride my dick, little sis.”

Her eyes smoldered. Burned.

My orgasm built in my balls. My incestuous seed wanted to erupt into her pussy. Her unprotected pussy. We were fucking without condoms. I’d never done that with a girl. It felt amazing. Her pussy caressed me directly. I savored the wonderful feel of my sister’s pussy sliding around. Teasing me. Massaging me.

What if I knocked her up?

My balls lurched. My cock throbbed. I released her ponytail to grab her ass. I squeezed her as she rode up me. She gasped, moving faster. Her breasts jiggled, one in my squeezing hand, the other free to bounce. Her eyes smoldered.

“Yes, yes, yes, Isaac!” she hissed.

“Cat! Work that pussy! My little sister’s pussy!”

“You’re going to cum in me, aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“Good! I want to feel you spurting in me. I want to experience your hot seed pumping into me again and again. Flood me, big brother. Flood my cunt with all your cum! It’ll be amazing! I’ll feel incredible!”

“Yes!” he groaned. “Shit, shit! Just keeping working that pussy up and down my dick. Damn, Cat! You’re hot. Tight!”

“You’re hung!” She scratched fingers down my chest. “Oh, my god, Isaac. Your cock was made for me.”

“Shit!” I groaned, my hand squeezing her ass.

She slammed her cunt down my cock. My little sister took me to the hilt. Nothing else mattered—not our job, our duty, what society thought was right and wrong—in that wonderful, sublime moment. Her pussy squeezed down around me.

Spasmed.

My little sister came on my cock.

Her head threw back. Her pigtail danced. She howled out in rapture as her cunt went wild around my cock. She massaged me. Teased me. Her hungry pussy sucked at my cock. The pressure surged up to the tip. Her cunt rippled around me.

“Shit!” I groaned.

“Cum in me!” she howled as she bucked and spasmed on my cock. Her head tossed back and forth.

“Yes!” I groaned, her pussy nursing on me. Hungry for my cum. “Shit!”

My heart thundering in my chest as I erupted into my little sister’s pussy.

I pumped my incestuous cum into her cunt. I reveled in the pleasure of her pussy milking my erupting dick. She gasped out in delight. Her fingernails clawed at my chest as my cum pumped over and over into her pussy.

I spilled into my little sister again and again. I groaned with each blast. The pleasure shot into my mind. Her cunt writhed around me with silky heaven. Her snatch reveled around my erupting cock. I loved it. Loved her.

“Cat!”

“Isaac!”

She fell across my chest and kissed me, squirming atop me as she milked out the last of my cum. I hit that wild plateau of rapture. I hung there, kissing her so hard as I savored this moment of absolute bliss.

Ecstasy.

And then I crashed into panting euphoria, kissing my sister as we came down from our orgasmic high.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

I rested my head on my brother’s chest. His cum leaked out of me. No condom. I’d never done that with a guy. My brother busted raw in me. It felt… good. Right. I shuddered. The Ellistons had fucked us up so fast. What was wrong with us.

“We can’t ever tell anyone we did that,” I said.

“Nope,” he said. “It won’t leave this house.”

“We can’t ever do it again.”

“We can’t,” he said even as I looked up at him. We both knew it was a lie.

I kissed him. We had made the biggest mistake of our lives, only it didn’t feel like it. We had committed one of the oldest sins known to mankind. We violated one of the most ancient and sacred taboos. As my brother rolled me over onto my back, I knew we would do it again.

And again.

His weight was on me. So strong and powerful. My breasts pressed into his chest, crushed by him. My legs parted, surrendering myself to him utterly. I offered up my pussy to his cock. To be penetrated by him. This was so wrong. We couldn’t do this again.

His dick was hard.

He slid into my cum-filled pussy.

We were such idiots. Why did we let ourselves get so easily corrupted? Why couldn’t we have been stronger? We should have been able to resist this, but we didn’t. We failed. We gave in to our basest lusts for each other.

It felt so right as my brother slid into my pussy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

April 11th, 2027 – Cruzita Martínez

My stomach writhed in knots when I learned the detectives wanted a meeting with us first thing Monday morning. Over the weekend, the two undercover officers had begun their operation against Clint Elliston.

They couldn’t have found something already. It had only been a weekend.

I hadn’t slept much. The last months had been terrible. I was a ball of stress. I kept going to The Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor even though I knew I should keep away. I needed massages. I needed lesbians licking my pussy.

My daughter licking my pussy.

But if I couldn’t have my daughter, I needed the Campo sisters massaging my body together. The three of us reveling in the taboo. And every time, I squirmed, wanting to find some way to tip-off the Ellistons about the investigation.

If I did and it came back to me…

I kept rationalizing myself that the massage parlor, on paper, was legit. There was no proof that anything illicit happened. They didn’t have cameras. Didn’t put anything on paper that made it sound like I was paying for sex.

Or having it with my daughter.

The investigation certainly hadn’t been focused on the massage parlor. Was I lying to myself? Probably. I was probably going to jail, too. Clint Elliston and his family were poised to rip apart the political elite of California and me with it.

“You look like crap,” said my boss, Ed Thomas. He was the lead prosecutor on the case. He planned to use this to become Yolo County’s new DA in a few years when our boss retired.

“Not sleeping well,” I muttered, my stomach rolling. I pulled a bottle of Tums out of my purse and popped a chewable antacid into my mouth.

“Hope you get better,” he said, a big smile on his lips. “The detectives say we’ve had a major break in the case.

“Great,” I forced myself to say, trying to put enthusiasm into my terror.

“We’re in here,” he said and motioned to Conference Room 6. We were in the bowels of the Yolo County Superior Courthouse in Sacramento where the prosecutor’s office was located.

Inside the room, a TV was set up on a cart, Detective Nelson fiddling with it. The younger Detective Savage had a vicious grin on her face. With her were the two undercover officers. It was my first time meeting them, but I recognized the brother and sister. They sat stiffly, nervous, both looking tired.

“Long night?” Ed asked.

“They were up all night reviewing the evidence they procured,” Detective Tucker. He hit play and there was a young girl in a smock running down a hallway. “We have Alicia Elliston here about to administer oral sex on her brother, Clint. Then he’ll give her oral sex after which the pair will have coitus. After, we have Clint and his sister Zoey also engaging in coitus.”

“Fuck me,” Ed said. “How did you get this?”

“They gave it to our undercover officers last night after a dinner party. Sergeant Nicholson also witched Clint and Zoey having sex and Officer Nicholson had an in-depth conversation with several women of the Elliston family. Lee and Melody all but confirmed they are actually Clint’s half-sisters and, further, that the female members of the family routinely engage in lesbian incest with each other.”

“This is excellent,” Ed said as Alicia began blowing her brother. “This is it. Let’s get the warrants drawn up. It’s time to take the fucker down.”

I was so fucking screwed.

To be continued…
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April 11th, 2027 – Isaac Nicholson

Catherine dragged me down the hallway. We were both in our uniforms, blue pants and shirts, gun belts on. We’d just left the DA’s office. We were in the Yolo County Superior Courthouse in the heart of Sacramento. She looked up and down the corridor. Now one was present.

She pulled me into the men’s room, this wild look on her face.

“What are you doing?” I asked my younger sister. She was a cop, like me. Twenty-five. Her black hair pulled back into a ponytail, her face cute with just a light amount of makeup on. “Cat?”

“Need you,” she moaned, pulling me to the last stall. The handicap one.

“Here?” I demanded.

“We’re screwing them over, and we’re not even better,” she said, this pain in her eyes. “We’re just as guilty as they are. What are we even doing?”

“Our job,” I groaned as she yanked me into the stall. I slammed it closed behind her. Locked it.

I cupped her face and kissed her hard on the lips. This was insane. We could get caught. We should never have crossed that line into incest. Clint fucking Elliston and his women had messed with our minds. Got us all aroused and then gave us that damning evidence to bury his ass. Now here I was, kissing my sister.

Was she trying to get us caught? I felt bad about turning them in after what we did, but it was our job. They broke the law.

We broke the law.

Were breaking the law!

I thrust my tongue into my little sister’s mouth. Our tongues dueled. Her fingers raked down my body to my belt. She fumbled at the fastener. She undid it, ripping my heavy belt holding my gun and gear on it. She let it hit the floor with a clatter, her lips so warm and sweet on mine.

Last night blazed through my mind. We’d swore to never do it again. Couldn’t ever do it again.

Her fingers ran through my hair. People could walk in and catch us. And as if thinking that had summoned them, the door creaked open. A man walked in as we kissed. My hands slid down, cupping my sister’s ass through her pants. I squeezed her. Groped her. The man let out a sigh as he pissed.

My sister kept her lips on mine as she shoved her hands to her own gun belt. Popped it open. Ripped it off. Dropped it to the floor. My hands squeezed her rump. I dug my fingers into her ass, my cock so hard. I humped against her.

My sweet little sister.

Her hands attacked my pants. She unfastened them. Zipper rasped. The man washed his hands, oblivious to the crime we committed. My sister shoved her hand inside my pants. She squeezed my cock. She held me tight, her tongue dancing with mine.

I loved it. I savored every moment of her kissing me. She shoved my trousers down off my hips, her hands grabbing my cock. She squeezed and kneaded me through my boxers, stroking me up and down. Pleasure flowed through me.

She groaned into our kiss.

The hand blow dryer whirled on. The hot air blew over the man’s hands. He dried himself off as my sister shoved down my boxers next. She stroked me in her hands then she broke the kiss. She slid down to her knees.

Sucked me into her mouth.

I fought the urge to moan her name, a bead of sweat trickling down my brow. I was so aware of the man drying his hands. Then he left. I let out an explosive moan, the pleasure surging down my cock. Her lips slid up and down the shaft, her warm, wet tongue dancing around it.

“Jesus fuck, Cat,” I panted, my chest rising and falling. The bulletproof vest I wore beneath my shirt felt so constrictive. “What has gotten into you.”

She popped her mouth off my cock. “This!” She licked the bottom of my cock up to the tip, sending a jolt of pleasure shooting down my shaft when she caressed the pink crown. “Or it will be.”

She popped up to her feet and spun around. She braced her hands against the wall over the toilet and wiggled her ass. It was cute even through the unflattering trousers she wore. I groaned and shot my hands around her.

The door opened.

I ripped at the fly of her pants. Fastener popped open. Zipper rasped down. I yanked her pants off her hips and down her thighs, not caring that we could get caught. No, that made this more exciting. I tugged down her pants then her white panties. I ripped those off hard and exposed that gorgeous ass and her shaved pussy.

Juices beaded on them. She was soaked. I wanted to eat her, but…

We didn’t have that long. We were on a break.

“Shit,” I groaned and lined my cock at my sister’s pussy. She looked over her shoulder, this wild delight burning in her eyes. She wiggled that ass, begging me to slide into her and fuck her hard. I was so ready for it.

I pressed my cock into the folds of her pussy. She bit her lower lip, stifling her moan as her labia spread around my dick. Those engorged petals swallowed my tip. My crown and then my shaft vanished into my sister’s twat.

In the courthouse.

Surrounded by judges, lawyers, cops, and juries.

Her tight, hot cunt squeezed about me. I shuddered as I went deeper and deeper. Her back arched. She didn’t moan, fighting to keep in her passion. I knew I was. Her silky snatch massaged me. My balls twitched. Delight burned in her hazel eyes.

I bottomed out in her and a second man entered the restroom, talking with the first. Their footsteps echoed. I shuddered, bottoming out in my sister. My black bush rubbed into her pale skin. Her juices trickled out onto my balls.

I drew back. Two people caught up in their illicit fucking. Two people too lost to their incestuous passion.

I thrust into her. Hard. My balls cracked into her flesh. My crotch smacked into her. My uniform rustled around me. My badge gleamed in the light, flashing up on my chest. My sister’s snatch gripped me as I pounded her. She lowered her head, letting out just the smallest whimper.

I grabbed her ponytail. I gripped her silky hair in a tight grip as I thrust my cock into her incestuous depths. The pleasure surged down my shaft. A taboo rush to do this in such a public way. A drug screaming through my veins, soothing that acidic guilt churning in my stomach.

We were no better than Clint and his women.

Her hips wiggled from side to side. She stirred her cunt around my cock, massaging me. The silky grip built and built the pressure around her cock. I squeezed my hand about her hair as I slammed into her, wanting to moan out all the words brimming in me.

To tell my little sister how hot her pussy felt.

How silky her twat was about my dick.

How much I wanted to cum in her.

Just spurt my jizz into her.

She rotated her hips. Her butt-cheeks jiggled from the impact. The bathroom door opened, closed. Men came in and out, oblivious to the crime we committed. To the wild incest blazing in the bathroom. My sister whimpered, keeping it low. Exciting. Clothing rusted. Flesh smacked flesh.

Her tart musk rose in the air.

The scent of her passion-filled my nose, driving my hips forward. The ache grew. Her cunt squeezed about my cock. The friction blazed in me. The wild heat that would have me spurting my jizz into her snatch. Just firing it all into her.

Blast after blast of spunk that would fill her to the brim. It was incredible to experience. To revel in this delight. I groaned as I pumped away at her. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. My sister’s twat brought me to the brink.

I slammed into her.

She clapped a hand over her mouth and squealed.

“Cat!” I groaned as her pussy convulsed around me.

Her hot cunt massaged my dick. Her juicy twat writhed and spasmed around me. I plunged into her, reveling in her passion. She moaned into her hand, muffling it from the man using the urinal. He could be a cop. Someone that should be arresting us.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I drew back, her pussy sucking at my dick.

She hungered for my cum.

My balls smacked into her clit. She moaned into her hand. I yanked on her ponytail, hauling her head back. With a growl, I erupted into my little sister’s hungry snatch. I spurted blast after blast of jizz into her twat.

It was incredible. A rush like no other. Surrounded by the justice system that would condemn us, I flooded my sister’s twat with my incestuous seed. No protection. No birth control. My raw cock unloaded into her juicy snatch.

She moaned louder. Her cunt spasmed harder.

“Yes,” I groaned, trembling there as the pleasure slammed into my mind.

My veins burned with our illicit passion. My balls tensed, unloading every drop into her. She groaned. Moaned. Her hand muffled her passion. She looked over her shoulder at me, her hazel eyes glossy with passion.

I spurted the last blast into her.

“Shit,” I muttered and stepped back. I almost tripped on my pants bunched around my ankle.

My cock popped out, my cum bubbling out of her twat.

“Mmm,” she purred, hand falling from her mouth. “I needed that.”

“Yeah,” I panted. “Shit, we can’t do this.”

“No, we can’t,” she said, and I knew we’d do it again and again. It felt too amazing. The best sex of my life. “Tonight.”

“Every fucking night,” I groaned and hauled up my boxers.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

I was so screwed. So damned screwed.

That thought screamed through my mind as I sat in Judge Coburn’s office. The stunned look on the older man’s face would have made his hair go white if it wasn’t already mostly there. He shifted and then glanced at the photo of his daughter, Tammy. He had her late in life. From his second wife, who died a decade or more ago.

“I just…” He looked up to me and then to my superior in the District Attorney’s office. “You really have this Clint Elliston nailed this badly, Ed?”

“That we do, your honor,” Ed Thomas said. He looked like a ten-year-old boy than a man in his forties. He had a grin ear to ear. This was the case that would win him election to the DA’s post in a year. It would bring national attention.

This case would ripple out through the world. It would snag up others outside of the Elliston family. Like me. My life was over. I was so fucked the moment the investigation reached the Lady’s Touch Massage Parlor and they realized I was one of the women who attended there. Someone would talk about the Campo sisters having sex with their clients.

And encouraging their clients to commit incest. Like they had with me and my daughter.

“You’ll get your warrants,” the judge said, his voice tight. “I’ll have my clerk draw them up and get them signed and to you as fast as possible.”

“Thanks, your honor,” said Ed, standing up and extending his hand. They shook.

“Your honor,” I said, my voice faint, my heart screaming.

Ed was all grins outside the judge’s office. “We’re going to do it, Cruzita. Going to nail him. Finally.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. For the last five months, I’d held onto a small hope that Clint had covered his tracks enough, but to just give the undercover cops the incriminating evidence last night… He was done. Blood tests would be taken to prove that the children were all his, and that they were all biologically related. Incest.

We found Detectives Tucker and Savage sitting in the conference room with the case files spread out before them. The other two cops, the undercover ones, weren’t here. Nelson looked up, his eyes blazing.

“Judge Coburn is ginning up the warrants as we speak,” Ed said, marching with confidence around the table. “We’re burying them today.”

Detective Nelson clapped his hands together. The much younger Detective Savage laughed in delight.

The door opened and the two undercover cops, a brother and sister in the department, strode in, the older Officer Nicholson adjusting his uniform, his face flushed.

“We got the warrants,” Nelson said, standing up. He thrust his hand out and shook Isaac’s. “You and your sister nailed their asses. Great job.”

“Thanks,” Isaac said. He looked like a man hit in the face with the full weight of history.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

I sat in my office at the small law firm I worked for, Reenburg Law. I was an associate to Elisabet Reenburg, an experienced and well-respected attorney in Sacramento. Wife of Senator William Reenburg and in an incestuous relationship with her son and daughter, a pair who went to my high school.

It was why I trusted Elisabet to help me legalize bigamy and incest. She had as much reason as me. Her third child was her son’s. If that ever got out, she would be finished. It would end her husband’s political career. Through their connections, I had expanded my contacts and lured other powerful men and women into incest.

A loud, ringing chirp burst out of my desk. My stomach roiled. I swallowed and pulled out the burner phone in there. I charged it up every few days. I had never used it. There was only one reason for anyone to send a message to me.

My hand shook as the fear rippled through me. A cold dread. It was a text from Mr. James. That wasn’t the person’s real name, of course. Just signed arrest warrants for you and your family on charges of incest.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I read the text from Judge Coburn.

A momentary wave of fear washed through me, a dread settling in. I fought against the panic. I had prepared for this day. Knew it would come eventually. I was too vocal about what I wanted. The change wouldn’t come easy. Those who feared it would stand up to oppose me. So I had planned for this day.

I stood up and disassembled the burner phone. I moved to the wall. The case files would be protected. Even if I was arrested, they couldn’t touch privileged communications between me and my clients. I slipped the phone in there. Elisabet would dispose of it later.

I drew my real phone, my fingers were already working on the group text to send out when I knocked on the door to Elisabet’s office. She muttered something. I opened the door to find her sitting at her desk, glasses perched on her nose. Her blonde hair spilled about her mature and lovely face.

“Clint, do you have that—”

“My family and I are about to be arrested,” I said. “Judge Coburn’s signing the warrants right now.”

“Oh,” she said, the color draining from her cheeks. “Okay.”

I finished typing my text and sent it to my family: What movie should we watch tonight?

I sat down across from Elisbet and waited for the police to come. This was a desperate plan, but if it worked…

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Elliston

I lifted up my phone from my desk and glanced at the text message from Clint. It was a group one, to all the women of the family.

What move should we watch tonight?

“Fuck,” I snarled. A shudder ran through me as I read the innocuous text. Bubbling fear rose from my stomach. My eyes flashed to the photos of my daughter, of Clint and me, and Pam and me sitting on my desk. My heart beat fast. My chair creaked in my office at the law firm I worked at.

I grabbed my drawer, pulled out the burner phone in there. I had never used it once. I sent out the text.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Ellison

“I just feel like my husband is so close to giving in,” Rachel Bennett said to me as she sat on my therapist couch. Not my bed. I wasn’t doing “cuddle” therapy with Mrs. Bennett.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked. Mrs. Bennet had come to me when she realized her husband was becoming obsessed with their daughter and that she thought her daughter was encouraging the attention. She didn’t know how to handle it. if it was just her husband, she would have been mad, but she believed it was the daughter’s fault more and more.

“He’s jerking off in her panties. He has to know that she’s leaving them out deliberately. She’s wearing three or four pairs in a day now when he’s home.”

“Have you been subtly encouraging him to act?” I asked. I had convinced her that not only was it normal for a daughter to want to have sex with her father, but it was healthy if they engaged in it. Both would have their self-esteem boosted. And if she wanted to join in, why, it was the twenty-first century.

“I have, but he’s scared. He’s a fireman.” Rachel shifted. “He’s terrified of getting caught.”

“I understand,” I said. My phone beeped. “Well, I want you to keep at it. In fact, the next time he goes to do it, catch him and slip off your own panties. Say he can use yours, too. Maybe together with your daughters. Prime him.”

“That is a fantastic idea,” Rachel said, a naughty glint in her eyes. It wouldn’t be long for her family until they took the plunge into incest. I could just feel it. There was nothing more satisfying than that. Like with Isaac and Catherine last night. I knew that brother and sister had crossed the line.

It was so satisfying helping others realize that.

As Rachel left, my phone chimed. I checked it. My blood went cold. My good mood evaporated. I drew in a deep breath. Our family had prepared for this day. Would it be enough?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Samuels

“Cleanup!” I shouted, leaping to my feet. “Cleanup! Right now!”

I had drilled for this. I pulled out the booking computer for the massage parlor and removed the hard drive. Then I pulled out the dummy one I prepared at the end of every day to be more innocuous and slipped it in. Two minutes, and the computer was starting back up.

“Cleanup!” I shouted, moving down the hallway. “Hurry, hurry! Every sex toy! Let’s go!”

Gasp burst from rooms. Juana Campo thrust her head out of one, her eyes wide as I strode by to grab a garbage bag from a supply closet. A large, heavy-duty one. She stared at me in shock. I normally wasn’t so forceful, I was a sex slave, but this was life or death.

“Move it!” I shouted. “Right!”

The Campo sisters, Stefani, and my big sister Zoey all launched into action. Clients were hustled out, sex toys were dumped into the bag. We were just a normal massage parlor that gave women relaxation. My stomach knotted. The moment we had it all, I darted for the back door, carrying my heavy load. It was such a shame. I opened the door to the back parking lot.

No cameras.

From here, I moved through an alley two blocks away, following a path I’d practiced. There was not a single security camera along this route. No one to see me. Behind a nursing home, I lifted up their dumpster, threw in the garbage, and then headed back to the massage parlor.

I took my post back at the receptionist’s desk, my heart screaming in my chest. This was it. I closed my eyes. Clint had drilled us on how to ask. Lawyers. Invoke our 5th Amendment rights. Say nothing. Lawyers. Invoke. Say nothing. The mantra echoed in my head as I waited for the police to come and arrest me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

“Come on,” I said to the three youngest children that were home with me. The rest were in school, but Judi, Daisy, and Zane (Clint’s daughters with Mrs. Armstrong, Stefani, and his son with Zoey) were only in preschool.

And they were already back from that.

“Hold hands,” I said, taking Zane’s. They were all born within days of each other. “That’s it. Just like that.”

They were nearly five. My heart pounded in my chest as I led them out of the house. I wished the others were home, including my twins, but there was no helping that. Hopefully, Elisabet could keep them out of the foster care system. We knew this was a risk. That this day could come.

Clint had a plan, but…

I held my head high as I led my nieces and nephew across the street and reached the Miharas’ house. I knocked on the door. I prayed that the Miharas wouldn’t be arrested. But it was impossible to know how far the ripples would spread.

This was our chance to show the injustice. It had to work.

Minako opened the door. The slender woman, my age, blinked in surprise. “Minako is shocked to see you.”

“It’s happening,” I said, handing over the children to her. “Take care of them for us.”

“Minako will,” she said. She always used her first name. Her sister never did, though. It was a quirk of hers. Normally, I found it cute, like how I liked to pretend I was a little girl, but right now I was terrified. I was an adult who knew the full might of the California legal system was about to batter into my family.

“Thank you so much,” I said. I darted in and kissed her on the lips.

She gave me a reassuring smile.

That done, I pulled out the burner phone from my pocket. I sent a quick text to the phone number programmed in there: Clint Elliston and his family are about to be arrested for incest. Will be brought to Yolo County Jail for booking within the hour.

My blood ran cold as I sent that message to a certain reporter. I thrust the phone into the trashcan at the end of the driveway and headed home to wait for the police to come for me. Inside, I sat down on the couch, closed my eyes, and drew in deep breaths.

I hoped this wasn’t the end. I didn’t want to give this up. I loved our family. Why couldn’t the world understand how amazing incest was. That it wasn’t wrong. We were all consenting human beings who loved each other.

It was time to show the world that.

I stared at the wall. My fingers rubbed at my smock. Then I played with my pigtails. The clock on the mantle ticked by the seconds. The sounds echoed through the empty house. My stomach grew heavier and heavier.

The cars pulled up outside. Heavy footsteps. The loud pounding on the door. “Sacramento P.D., open up!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

The patrol car pulled up to the Yolo County Jail to be greeted by the cameras. Three of my women had contacted reporters for three different papers, all using burner phones. I squirmed my shoulders, my hands cuffed behind me.

The police arrived an hour after I’d been tipped. They’d swept into the law office, shouting. Elisabet had argued with them. She’d mocked their warrant, but in the end, she couldn’t stop them from arresting me. They’d cuffed me and walked me out.

Just like they did now.

The burly police officer who drove me, an older man with a gray mustache and a bit of a gut, hauled me out of the backseat. The cameras flashed. Reporters called out questions as they mobbed around me.

“Clint Elliston, you’ve been accused of incest,” a reporter shouted. “Is it true?”

“I’m only guilty of loving those important to me,” I said, glancing at the cameras, saying the words that I had memorized and prepared. “You’ll see. We have done nothing wrong. What we have done is right and beautiful. And we’re going to prove it. My family is going to be found innocent!”

The tide of questions washed over me, but there was no more time to answer them. I was being taken into the jail. The door opened and closed, shutting out the reporters. I was booked. My fingerprints taken, mugshots taken. Throughout the process, I spotted my women. Melody and Pam. Alicia and Leann. Zoey. Even Stefani was arrested. Our mothers, too. My entire harem swept up. I didn’t know what evidence the had on us; it didn’t matter.

I would get the world to accept incest was right.

I wasn’t worried about us, but our children. Would they be pulled into the nightmare of the foster care system? I didn’t know. My heart hammered in my chest as our lawyers arrived, led by Elisabet Reenburg.

We had our team already assembled. Criminal law experts who believed in the mission. We were going to go to trial and prove to a jury that what we were doing might be technically illegal, but only because the law was unjust.

I had faith in the people of California. Incest was spreading. People were accepting it more and more. I had communications from fans saying my interviews opened them up to love their family members. Now I had an even bigger platform.

This trial would be watched across the nation. The world.

They brought me to an interrogation room. Elisabet Reenburg sat down beside me, her eyes fierce. She was ready to do battle. The war had begun. Across from us sat two detectives, an older man, hair graying, the shadow of whiskers clinging to his cheeks and chin. The other was young. Surprisingly young. Brown hair. Intense, hazel eyes.

“We just want to talk, Mr. Elliston,” he said. “Unless we can call you Clint.”

“Clint’s fine,” I said.

He nodded. “Now, before we begin, we have to Mirandize you. You’re a lawyer, so you know we got to cover our asses.” He smiled at me like we were friends. “So here’s the paperwork. You can read along with me.”

The interrogation had begun. I had my strategy fixed. I just hoped my women would hold up. I had embroiled them in this mess. I just hoped that they didn’t hate me when this was done. The next few months, few years, would be hell.

We were about to put our fates into the hands of twelve strangers.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Elmer Bennett

My daughter slipped out of the bathroom, a jaunt to her step. I didn’t know what weird phase she was going through, but she was changing her panties a lot. Must be some teenage girl thing. Either way, I knew there was a fresh pair of her panties in there.

Warm. Wet. Wreathed with her scent.

It had become an obsession of mine for nearly the last two years. I couldn’t help it. Clint Elliston’s interview about making incest legalized followed by catching my daughter masturbating had awakened something inside of me. This ravenous beast.

It was all I could do to keep him leashed up.

The panties were the best I could. I closed the bathroom door, locked it, and went for the hamper. I opened it up and pulled out my daughter’s newest pair. It was the lilac thong with the bow on the front and a T in the back. I brought the part that covered her pussy, barely wider than two of my fingers, and inhaled.

That wonderful scent of sweet pussy filled my nose. I groaned, my dick going hard in a flash. I inhaled it again and again. It was amazing. A dizzying rush washed through me. My cock throbbed harder and harder.

I unzipped my jeans. I pulled out my cock.

I took a final inhalation, my dick throbbing. I was fresh off a tour at the firehouse. Seventy-two hours away from home. From Candy’s panties. I wrapped the dainty fabric around my cock and pumped the cloth up and down my shaft.

My daughter burned in my imagination. I wanted to slide into her pussy. Just once. To feel her tight, underage flesh around me. She’d be tighter than her mother. Silky. Hot. I groaned, sliding my hand up and down the naughty underwear, rubbing the satin across the tip of my cock.

I groaned in delight, my daughter’s moans in my imagination. I would have such a mig—

The bathroom door opened. I whirled, shocked. I’d thought I locked it. My wife was there and I cursed, struggling to hide what I was doing. My pants fell farther down my legs, bunching around my thighs.

“Rachel, this isn’t—”

“You jerking off with our daughter’s panties?” Rachel asked. She closed the door behind her. “Mmm, what pair are you using.”

“I…”

She came up beside me, between me and the bathtub. “Oh, that pair. Mmm, Candy was so excited when she bought that.”

I swallowed.

“Here,” she said and, to my shock, my wife hiked up her black skirt and revealed a pair of maroon panties, cut high and with black lace. It, too, had a bow on the front. “That one doesn’t have much material to really wrap around your cock.”

“What?” I gasped.

My wife hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them off her hips. My eyes widened. Her brown hair swayed about her round face—the same round face as our daughter, their features so close—as she rolled her panties down her thighs. Then she stepped out of them and held them up. They swayed from the tip of her finger.

“Mmm, I’ve been wearing these all day,” she said and held them before my face.

I could smell her sweet musk on them.

“Rachel?”

“You think I haven’t noticed the stains on her panties, or how much time you spend in the bathroom after she’s been in here.” My wife brought her panties down to my cock. She wrapped them about my shaft, covering our daughter’s pair. “Mmm, now let’s get you off on her panties.”

“Rachel,” I groaned again, stunned by her sliding her hand up and down my cock. “What…”

She leaned in and whispered, “I’ve been masturbating with her panties, too. While you’re on tour. She doesn’t change that often, but I don’t mind. I rub them up and down my pussy thinking about you fucking her.”

My dick throbbed as she pumped both pairs of panties up and down my dick. The fabric felt different, hers sleeker than our daughter’s. The pleasure surged down my shaft as she stroked me. Caressed me.

“You… to our daughter’s?” I groaned.

“Yes,” my wife cooed. “Mmm, Dr. Elliston has helped me to understand it all. I don’t need to be jealous of our daughter trying to seduce you. I can join in the fun.”

“With her panties,” I groaned. “We can’t go further.”

“Right,” she moaned, stroking faster. “Mmm, you got a mother’s and daughter’s panties around your cock. Lucky you. You’re going to cum hard, aren’t you? Just soak our panties in all your seed?”

I nodded, groaning.

“Good,” she purred. “Then I’m going to put on our daughter’s and feel your jizz on her panties for the rest of the night”

“Damn,” I panted, my balls rising already. “That’s… Jesus, Rachel.”

“I know. Oh, god, I know.” She stroked her hand, the panties, up and down cock faster. She pumped away, massaging the tip in the wonderful silk.

She nuzzled into my ear as she did. She licked it, breathing heavily as she worked for her hand up and down my cock. The pleasure spilled down my shaft. My chest rose and fell, stretching out my t-shirt as she panted.

“Just imagine fucking her now,” she cooed. “I’m guiding you to her pussy. I’m pressing you against her. Mmm, won’t that be amazing when you slide into her? Won’t it feel fantastic when her twat is wrapped around your cock.”

“Yes,” I groaned, closing my eyes.

I pictured my wife placing my cock against Candy’s black-furred muff. I pictured her twat just as I saw it that day when she was rubbing herself. The way she whimpered and moaned. How she gasped and groaned. I would ram into her hard and fast. I would fuck her until she came.

And my wife would be beside us, watching. Just like Clint’s women did. They shared him. They loved it. And they loved each other. After I came in Candy, then my wife would lick her clean. She would feast on our daughter’s pussy.

“Fuck!”

I erupted.

Hard, fast pulses of cum fired from my cock, soaking into the fabric of the panties. I bucked and groaned, my balls twitching as they unloaded my jizz. Spunk bled through the fabric and then ran over the outside.

“That’s it,” my wife purred. “Cum in our daughter. Then I’m going to lick her clean. Just lap up all that spunk.”

“Yes!” I breathed, dizzy from the wild delight.

I panted as she pulled the panties from my dick. I swayed, the bathroom spinning around me. I grabbed the towel rack as my wife sat her cum-stained panties on the counter. She held our daughter’s, showing off the pearly spunk on them, some of my seed soaking into the gusset. Then my wife drew them up, wiggling her hips.

“Mmm, I’ve never worn a thong before,” she cooed. She shuddered as she planted them on her pussy, her brown hair pilling out around the narrow cloth, some of my cum on them. “Now I’m going to get dinner ready soaking in both your juices.”

She picked up her panties and licked my cum off the fabric before tossing them in the laundry basket. Then she sauntered off. I panted there, face flushed. My body shook from the excitement bleeding out of me. That was insane.

I drew up my pants and buckled on my jeans. I splashed water on my face. I stepped out, and a moment later, Candy burst from her bedroom. She had this wild look on her face. She clutched her phone in hand, her black hair swaying about her cute features.

“Dad!” she gasped. “You won’t believe it.”

“Believe what?” I panted, staring at her while naughty fantasies danced through my head.

My daughter turned the phone around. There was a picture of Clint Elliston being escorted by two cops. “He just got arrested. That incest guy. They say they have proof he’s having sex with the women in his family.”

“Yeah, uh, that’s illegal,” I said, needing to remember that. As sexy as my daughter was, my wife and I had to keep our lusts for her strictly to our roleplay.

“But isn’t Mom’s therapist his wife?” Candy asked.

“What?” I asked, shocked by that revelation. His wife… That meant Pam Elliston. She always promoted herself as an expert in sexual relationship therapy for women. I glanced downstairs where my wife was cooking dinner.

Just what sort of advice was my wife getting from Pam Elliston?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

I clamped my hand over my mouth as my brother devoured my pussy. He licked and lapped at me. We were at the county jail now in an unused interrogation room. This was so wrong. We could get caught at a moment’s notice.

That made it hotter.

We were so bad. Just as guilty as the Elliston’s. I shuddered, my hips wiggling from side to side, grinding on my brother’s mouth. His tongue dug through my folds. He licked me with hunger. Feasted on me.

I couldn’t get enough of him. It had been hours since we’d fucked in the courtroom bathroom. Clint was being interrogated. The other women in the family were in holding cells waiting for their turn. We loved each other as they did.

We turned them in.

Did our job. I had to remember that.

“Oh, yes, yes,” I moaned as my brother’s tongue dug through my folds. He caressed my labia and clit.

Then he sucked on it.

“Isaac!”

My voice echoed through the room, bouncing off the cinder block walls painted a soft beige. My eyes squeezed shut. I had one leg thrown over his shoulder, my weight balancing on my right foot. I ran my fingers through his buzzed-short, brown hair, massaging his skull as he feasted on me.

His lips nibbled on my bud. His tongue played with it. His whiskers rasped across my skin. It was incredible to feel. I gasped and moaned. My head shook from side to side. The pleasure surged through me. I whimpered.

Moaned.

My orgasm built faster and faster. People walked up and down the hallway. We were one moment away from getting caught. I bit my lip, my breasts jiggling beneath my bulletproof vest. My hips undulated from side to side.

I squeezed my eyes shut. The pleasure swelled in me. I came closer and closer to exploding. Every lick. Every suck and nibble. My brother’s whiskers rasped against me. I groaned. My snatch clenched. He was so amazing.

“Isaac. Oh, Isaac, I love you!”

He sucked hard on my clit. I threw my head back and screamed out my climax. My body bucked. My juices gushed out of me. They surged into his mouth. I bathed him with my passion. My fingers ran through his buzzed-short hair.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I panted.

He licked and lapped up my cream. He feasted on my passion. I trembled through my orgasm, loving every moment of it. I drowned in the bliss, the rapture smothering all my other emotions. I was free in this one moment.

Climaxing on my brother’s mouth. Not a cop. Just a sister committing wondrous incest.

His phone rang. He growled and ripped away from me. I slid my leg off his shoulder and panted there, naked from the waist down, my brother’s face dripping in pussy cream. It hit me that we were in the county jail. We were being so risky.

“Yes?” he growled when he answered it. “Uh-huh. Okay, we’ll be right there.”

“Fuck,” I muttered as we hung up. Our fun was over. “When we get a chance…”

“I’m fucking you,” he growled. “Even if we have to do it in the parking lot on the back seat of my patrol car.”

I smiled at him and looked around for my panties. The risk would be so great there. We were such hypocrites. Such terrible people. Already the pleasure was fading and the guilt was rising once again. I swallowed it down.

I had my job to do.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leyla Umayyah

The text message from Minako Mihara had launched my mother and me into action. Clint had been arrested. It was all over the news. The radios blared with it. I sat with my legs stretched out as my mother drove us through town, my father’s words echoing in my mind.

“Make sure he understands or we’re all fucked,” Father had said. He had been selling my body, and my mother’s, since high school. Since my mother trained me to be a slut and fell into the delights of prostituting me. My friends.

She had a thing for training young girls now. An expert at it. We had many clients, powerful men and women who had pain Mom to turn their sweet, young daughters into nympho whores. Submissive sluts were willing to do anything that their mommies or daddies or both wanted.

We were pulling into our first Clint’s house. It had been eight ago when we approached him at a party at the Reenburgs. We had seduced him with a mother-daughter incest show then Mom casually brought up his own daughter. How it would be perfect to mold her into a slut. He was a widower. An old man with a young daughter.

Clint had sent us to him for this day.

The sun had set when we pulled up. It had been hours since Clint’s arrest. I hoped he and his family were doing well in custody. His goals were laudable. As someone who thoroughly enjoyed fucking my father, mother, and brothers, I wanted incest to be legalized.

Mom parked the car and I slid out, wearing a tight mini skirt and a halter top that cupped my round tits. My hips swayed on my stiletto heels. My pussy burned, juices dripping down my thighs for the fun we were about to have.

Mom looked amazing in her leopard-print sheath dress. An Arab MILF with huge tits that bounced and jiggled with her every step, her ass swaying as she climbed the stairs before me. I let out a purring delight.

My mom had turned me into a slut, and I loved it.

Mom rang the doorbell.

The patter of feet rushed towards us. Then the door opened and Tammy Coburn stood there, her blonde hair spilling down to her shoulders. She wore a short, pleated skirt, the pink fabric dancing about her thighs, and a V-neck, purple blouse.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” she gasped and then fell to her knees in utter submission. “Leyla.”

Without missing a beat, the trained slut ducked her head under Mother’s skirt to nuzzle up and kiss at her pussy. Then the girl turned to me. Her head slid between my legs, her blonde pigtails brushing my inner thighs. Her head nuzzled up. She planted a kiss on my pussy followed by a quick flick of her tongue that slid through my folds.

Then she settled back on her knees and peeled off her blouse, exposing round breasts, her pink nipples pierced by heavy, gold rings. She stared up at us, ready to be given commands. Mother had molded her into such a submissive thing.

“We need to speak to your father,” Mom said. She grabbed one of the girl’s rings with a hooking finger and tugged. The girl squeaked in delight and bounded to her feet. Her breasts jiggled. She had such a wild look in her eyes. She quivered there, her hips wiggling from side to side. “Fetch him.”

The girl nodded, quivering. She gasped as Mother twisted the ring. Then she turned and darted off, her skirt flaring up to reveal she wore no panties beneath. I wouldn’t be surprised if she had a butt plug inserted into her asshole.

It was time for Judge Coburn to remember that they had dirt on him. He would be Clint’s judge and ally.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

“He’s stonewalling us,” Ed said as my phone beeped.

“He’s a lawyer,” I said. “We knew this would happen. That’s why we needed physical evidence.”

I pulled out my phone. Checked it. Hi, Mom, guess who just showed up. The Campo sisters. They want to give us a private massage session. How great is that? They say they have a business proposal, too.

My stomach sank. I glanced at the two-way glass to where Clint sat stoically, two hours into his interrogation. Here came the blackmail. I could come clean, lose my job, and maybe even go to jail. Even if I got probation, I’d lose my license to practice law. All my life’s work snuffed out.

Or I could let them blackmail me and maybe, just maybe, get away with it.

“What’s that?” Ed asked.

“My daughter needs to see me tonight,” I said. “It can wait a while.”

I’ll be there when I can, I texted my daughter. Won’t be soon. Be patient. Things are crazy.

We can’t wait for you to get here, Mom!

To be continued…
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April 11th, 2027 – Leyla Umayyah

Judge Lyle Coburn emerged from the back of the house wearing a robe. The older man’s hair had gone gray. His eyes narrowed at us with suspicion. Then he flicked down to his daughter kneeling before us, submissive the way my mother had trained her.

What a treat that had been. I’d helped Mother make Tammy Coburn into her father’s slut. The old man had paid us well to do that, horny to stick his cock in her tight, young cunt. She had become a perfect whore for him.

Mother was good at turning good girls into sluts. Look what she did to me.

“What are you doing here?” he demanded, his eyes flicking from my busty mother to me. We were both wearing tight dresses that showed off our bodies. Years of being whores for my daddy had given the pair of us the skills to look ripe and inviting without even trying.

We just did it.

“Giving your orders, your Honor,” I said and reached into my cleavage. I pulled out a thumb drive. Warm from my tits, I thrust it at him, the red body contrasting with my dusty fingers. “From Clint.”

“Orders?” he demanded, staring at it. “I don’t take Clint’s orders.”

“Of course you do,” I said and rested my hand on his daughter’s head. I stroked through her hair.

“We have all the evidence of you and your daughter,” said Mother. She slid her hands up and cupped her large tits through her blouse. “You should know that. You just follow your orders, and everything will be fine.”

“I can’t dismiss the charges,” he said, his face paling. “They’ll investigate me. Find out that we know each other. I should recuse myself from the case.”

“That would be bad for everyone,” I said. “Tammy, you don’t want your father getting in trouble, do you?”

“Of course not,” the girl gasped.

“See,” I said. “I’m sure you can do it, your honor. Clint’s got a plan.” I smiled at Tammy. “Why don’t we put on a show for your father. Something to remind him all about the delights he has from you. After all, you’re still his good slut, aren’t you?”

Tammy nodded, her blonde pigtails swaying. She was in her twenties now, but she still looked as cute as she did at fourteen. “I’m his slut, Leyla.”

“Yes, you are,” Mom cooed. “Mmm, why don’t you sit on that chair over there, your honor. Let you stare at your daughter’s lovely tits. Those nipple rings are gorgeous. You have impeccable tastes.”

The judge grunted.

His daughter giggled. “He’s getting grumpy, isn’t he?”

“Well, he’s getting quite the shock to his system,” I told her, holding out my hands to her. “That’s bound to make any man grumpy.”

Tammy took them, and I pulled them to her feet. I hoped Clint’s plan worked. If he went to prison, how much longer until the authorities learned about my father’s stable of teenage whores. Mother recruited new ones from the high school she taught at. Girls whose first customer was always their fathers. Get them hooked on their flesh so we could play with the girls as much as we wanted.

I helped Tammy to her feet and led her to the chair, her father watching us. My dress clung to my curvy body. I loved being a slut for my daddy. He always fucked me so hard and told me what a good girl I was after selling my body.

It was the ultimate proof that he owned me.

A few of my friends still did it, but some had “retired.” Still sluts, just not as much. Like Kimmy, who married my younger brother. She was his personal slut. He liked to pass her out for his own amusement and I just knew their daughter, when she’s old enough, would follow in her mother’s footsteps.

And my brother will have his own daughter to whore out.

So Clint had to triumph. He had to come out on top. He had to make the world, or at least California, understand about sex. That if it was between consenting people, what did familiar relations or age matter? Just so long as they wanted it.

I pushed Tammy down on the chair. My mother knelt beside me. I licked my lips as we pressed Tammy’s legs apart. Her shaved twat dripped with juices. And cum. She’d been fucked by her father. He had probably been using her to relieve his stress all night.

I wonder when he would breed her. If he did it fast enough, he could have a daughter/granddaughter to care for him in his retirement. A delicious way to end his final years with two sexy women as his sluts.

“Mmm, yum,” Mom groaned, leaning in with me. The old, faithful Muslim woman was long gone. She transformed into a whore thanks to spying on Clint and his antics in high school.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Nothing like a daddy’s spunk leaking out of his little girl’s twat. Just the best!”

Mom’s black hair brushed mine as we both leaned in and pressed our faces into the girl’s shaved twat. Cheek to cheek, my mother and I reached her cunt at the same moment. Our tongues flicked out, caressing up her tangy pussy lips to brush her pierced clit.

She gasped as we both flicked her gold ring, twisting it through her sensitive bud. She squirmed there, round breasts jiggling. Nipple piercings flashed as her head tossed back and forth. Judge Coburn watched us from behind, cloth rustling.

He took his robe off.

“Daddy,” she moaned. “Mmm, they’re licking you out of me.”

Salty cum mixed with tangy juices in my mouth. A wonderful combination. Our tongues danced and flitted up and down her slit. We caressed her. Teased her. We played with her juicy flesh while her father was reminded of all he would lose if he didn’t comply.

Mother and I caressed her. Teased her. Our tongues fluttered past the other’s as we licked up her pussy. She squirmed and moaned. More and more of the incestuous salty cum leaked out of Tammy’s cunt, dribbling out for us to lap up. She released her pussy’s clenching, no longer holding in her father’s spunk.

Kegels were important for a slut to practice.

I clenched my burning cunt as I thrust my tongue deep into her cunt. I licked and fluttered. I scooped it out. My tongue curled around in her snatch. I loved every moment of feasting on her. Tasting her. It was remarkable. A delicious treat.

My heart hammered in my chest. My hips wiggled back and forth, bumping into Mom’s. The judge panted behind us while is daughter whimpered in delight. Tammy’s face twisted as we licked more and more of her father’s cum out of her.

Then Mom latched onto Tammy’s clit.

“Mrs. Umayyah!” she gasped in delight.

I thrust my tongue into the girl’s pussy. My tongue scooped out the jizz brimming in her. I savored it. My pussy burned. Juices dripped down my thighs. I savored her tangy delight mixed with her father’s salty cum.

“Oh, Leyla!” The girl grabbed her tits. “Daddy! They’re making me feel so good! Isn’t that wonderful.”

“Yes,” he panted.

“Mmm, you’re getting excited. I’ll take care of you! When they’re finished.”

“Yes, you will, you nasty slut!” hissed Mom. “What are you?”

“A whore who fucks her daddy’s cock and does whatever he wants!” Tammy moaned. “He can piss on me! Spank me! Fuck me up the ass and make me suck his cock clean! He can breed me! Whore me out! Use me in any way he sees fit! Pierce me! Tattoo me! Make me walk naked through the streets holding a sign saying daddy’s whore on it!”

The girl bucked as she said those words. Then her juices gushed out. She came so fast. I groaned at the tangy flood mixed with her father’s spunk that rushed out of her pussy. She bathed my mother’s face and mine. Those wonderful, incestuous juices gushed out.

“I’m Daddy’s slut! Whore! Skank! I’m his daughter-ho!”

Tammy bucked through her orgasm, breasts heaving, nipple rings flashing. Her blonde pigtails danced around her head as she squeezed her thighs about our heads. She pressed my cheek into my mother’s while we feasted on her cunt together.

On those wonderful juices.

I closed my eyes, in heaven. My tongue and mother’s caressed each other, the sides of our mouths working together, then we were kissing. My mother’s lips soft and hot on mine, the tangy taste of Tammy’s pussy seasoning our passion.

We shared her juices while she moaned out her rapture.

I loved my mother for turning me into a whore. Letting my inner daddy-slut burst out of me. Being a lust-crazed slattern lurked in every woman. It just had to be channeled in the right way. To serve one man or many. To be dominated or even do the dominating. We just needed to be freed.

Mom broke the kiss and groaned, “Tammy, go sit on your father’s cock. He needs you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Umayyah,” the girl moaned. She threw her legs over the side of the chair and climbed out without disturbing us. Mom and I watched her rush to her father. She threw herself at him. Kissing him.

He staggered back, his wrinkled hands grabbing her youthful ass. She was the daughter of his second wife. She’d died in a car accident, leaving the judge with a daughter who could be his granddaughter.

She pushed him down on the couch and mounted him. I shuddered, turning to watch the beautiful sight of a girl impaling her cunt on her father’s cock. She slammed her pussy down that dick. She took the judge’s cock like a pro.

“Daddy!” she moaned, her back arching, her butt-cheeks clenching. “Oh, Daddy, yes, yes!”

I reached down into my bodice and pulled out the other item there. My phone. I turned it on and started filming the incestuous sight. I stood up to get a good angle, my thighs spread wide. I wore a stretchy dress over my curvy form, my round breasts jiggling for a moment.

The girl rode her father with enthusiasm. She worked her cunt up and down the cock that made her, pigtails dancing. She moaned and gasped, pressing her tits into his face as she so thoroughly enjoyed him. Frothy pussy juices streaked his cock, gleaming every time she rose up against him.

“Daddy!” she moaned. “I love you, Daddy! Mmm, yes, yes, you’re going to breed me this time, I just know it! If I’m not pregnant, I will be!”

I smiled, capturing it all.

Mom grabbed my calves. Her head thrust up between my legs from behind. Her hair caressed up my thigh. She pressed up beneath my shirt and planted her face right into my cunt. I shuddered as my mommy’s tongue slid through my pussy folds.

I groaned, savoring my mother’s fluttering hunger. She licked and lapped and caressed me. She drove me wild. Her tongue stirred through my folds. She teased me. Gave me such wicked delights. I shivered and moaned.

“Mom!” I panted.

“Daddy!” Tammy gasped.

“Shit!” groaned the judge. “Don’t film this.”

“I’m going to show this to Clint when he’s free!” I moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, just like that Mommy. You know what I love!”

My mother groaned into my twat. Her tongue thrust up into my depths. She swirled it around in me. I clenched down on her tongue. My hips wiggled back and forth. The delight had my toes curling. This wonderful rush of bliss threatened to consume me.

A wild passion that needed to explode out of me.

Her tongue darted through my folds. She caressed and teased me. My butt-cheeks clenched. This incestuous heat rippled through my body. I groaned, wiggling my hips from side to side, smearing my pussy lips on her hungry mouth.

She brushed my clit. My folds. She licked to my taint and then back down. She teased me as I watched that sexy daughter riding her daddy’s cock. The Judge’s fingers dug into Tammy’s ass, groaning and grunting.

He might be in his fifties, but he didn’t need Viagra. He just needed his tight, young daughter’s cunt riding his dick. I smiled, my orgasm building faster and faster as my naughty mommy licked me everywhere.

Then she sucked on my clit.

“Mommy!” I gasped, trembling.

Tammy threw a look over her shoulder at me, her father sucking on a nipple now. She grinned at me, not ashamed to be filmed. “Is your mommy making your pussy feel as good as my daddy is making mine?”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Let’s cum on them together. Let’s give our parents our incestuous passion!”

The girl nodded her head and rode her father faster. She worked that pussy up and down his cock with a wild intensity. She threw back her head, whimpering, groaning. My own orgasm built with every suck of my mother’s mouth on my bud. She teased my clit.

It pulsed. Throbbed. Sparks flared from that little pearl. My cunt clenched. Juices leaked out of me. I knew they spilled over my mother’s lips and ran down her cheeks. She was enjoying my tangy juices. Feasting on them as she nursed.

My cunt clenched.

Tammy moaned in delight.

She slammed down her father’s cock and bucked. Her blonde pigtails thrashed as she came on him. Her juices gushed out and bathed his balls. I grinned as he groaned. His wrinkled fingers squeezed her peachy ass.

“Tammy!” he grunted.

“You’re cumming in me, Daddy!” she gasped. Her pussy must be spasming hard around his cock, just milking out every incestuous drop of his seed.

The knowledge sent me plunging over the edge. I groaned and shuddered through my own pleasure. My pussy convulsed. I bucked and cried out in ecstasy. The bliss rushed out of me and gushed into my mother’s wonderful mouth.

I drenched her in my passion. The waves of rapture washed into my mind. My breasts jiggled in my stretchy sheath dress. My phone captured Tammy milking her father’s dick dry while I drowned in incestuous bliss.

The best sort.

The judge panted as he hit his peak of rapture. He stared at me. At the camera and groaned. “I can’t tank the case, Leyla. You have to tell him that.”

“Mmm, just follow your instructions,” I groaned, descending from the heights of my orgasm. “Clint has tasks we all need to carry out or this won’t work.”

I hoped his plan would work.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

My head throbbed. I was almost numb with dread after hours and hours of watching interrogations. Clint and the women of his family had all been questioned. Scores of detectives had tried all the tactics to get them to talk, but they had lawyers present. Ones who kept telling their clients not to say anything.

They ran through every technique. Clint and his women were lied to. “Melody has already confessed to everything,” was attempted on Pam. “That she’s his sister. That you have had sex with your mother.”

Pam didn’t break. None of them. Did. Not Leann. Not Alicia. Their mothers. Zoey. Stefanie. They were all ready for this. All coached. He had prepared his women for being arrested. He and Melody were lawyers, and she had gone into criminal law. Between her firm, Clint’s, and a third, they had a battalion of sharp attorneys shielding them.

But they didn’t need confessions. The lab reports would be back in the morning. All the children had been taken into custody, too. They were in a single foster home. Their blood had been drawn along with every member of Clint’s “harem.” DNA tests would prove how they were all related. Plus we had the DVD they gave the undercover officers, and their three houses were loaded with more evidence that was still being cataloged.

That would be the only thing they needed come trial, but… Confessions could always help.

Ed Thomas, my boss, was excited. He was already counting all the votes this prestigious case would get him for DA next year. He rubbed his hands together. All I could think about was my connection to Clint’s family through the Lady’s Touch Massage parlor.

My daughter and the Campo sisters, who were half the owners of the club, were at my home. Waiting for me. The blackmail was about to happen. Not only was my incestuous activities with my daughter on the cusp of being uncovered, but now I would be compelled to sabotage the case from the inside. I’d be risking worse criminal charges.

Real prison time.

I was so fucked. I didn’t want to throw my career away after fifteen years. I didn’t want to give up my life. I was happy going to get my lesbian massages and having sex with my daughter. We could become more, openly love each other. And if things changed…

I shook my head, thoughts drifting from fatigue.

“I’m going home, Ed,” I said. “We’re going to have their bail hearings tomorrow. We need to be ready. Sharp.”

“Mmm,” he said, staring at Clint sitting in the interrogation room again. His lawyer, Elisabet Reenburg, deflected questions again and again. She was tenacious and connected. The wife of a senator.

What incestuous deeds had Clint gotten her to do? She had three children, two adults, the other a child she had later in life. A mother could have a lot of fun.

“I’m going home, Ed,” I repeated.

“Oh, yes, fine.” He sighed. “They’re not going to break, are they?”

“No. They were ready for us. But we got them.” I put on that positive attitude and faked my confidence. “They’re going to jail.”

Ed grinned. “Enjoy what’s left of your night, Cruzita.”

Twenty minutes later, I was walking into my West Sacramento home. I bought it after divorcing my husband and being free from that cheating asshole. There was an unfamiliar car in the driveway next to my daughter’s. I sighed, fished out my key, and opened the door.

I found Juana Campo standing naked at my door, her body, her skin a similar golden-brown hue to my own, gleaming with oil. She was a short woman and yet had a dominating air around her. Though she was the younger of the Campo sisters, Carmelita was her bitch.

Her sister-slave.

“Good evening, Cruzita,” Juana said in Spanish. “You have such a lovely home. I’ve just been so eager for you to get here.”

I looked past her to my living room, searching for my daughter. For Carmelita. “Where are they?”

“Your bedroom. Your daughter got a little bored waiting, pretty lady.” She licked her lips. “We’re getting her nice and ready for you.”

I swallowed.

“After all, you want to savor every bit of time you have with her,” she said, pulling me inside and then dragging off my blazer. I didn’t fight her. “You’ve had a long, long day, and need your daughter ready to comfort you, don’t you?”

“What do you want?” I hissed. “I can’t save Clint. It’s too late for him.”

“We’re hurt at learning how involved in the case you were and you didn’t even warn us,” said Juana.

“If I did, and the investigators realized he was tipped off, it would fall back on me,” I said. “You know they’ll start digging into your establishment.”

“Already have,” she said. “You know that. Took our computers when they arrested Lee. They won’t find anything. We’re careful. Now, you don’t have to do anything that will get yourself caught. Just… follow some instructions. Warn his legal team of any pitfalls. I mean, communication between you and his lawyers, why, that’s normal, isn’t it?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Good, good,” she said, her fingers working the buttons of my rumpled blouse. She threw it opened. “What a delicious bra. I haven’t seen this one.”

I flushed. “It’s new. I’ve been… stress shopping.”

“And stress fucking that sexy daughter of yours?” Juana shivered. “I can’t wait until my daughter with Clint is old enough to give massages. I’m going to train her to dominate Carmelita’s daughter. Won’t that be hot.”

“Yes,” I hissed as she reached behind me to unclasp my wispy, gray bra cupping my tits. “You should eat them both out.”

“Such a pervy mom. I love it, pretty lady.”

“You and your sister corrupted me,” I groaned as she slid my bra off. “I wasn’t into women until you two touched me. If my friend had never recommended that place…”

“But she loves eating her daughter out, too,” purred Juana. Her hands cupped my breasts, massaging them. “Mmm, let’s get you naked and then to your daughter. Remember what we’re fighting for. That delight in there. Sharing it. No more hiding it.”

“He’s going to prison,” she said. “They might all go if he doesn’t cut a plea deal. But my boss wants him nailed.”

“Well, I have faith in Clint. He helped me dominate my sister. He taught me to be her top bitch. When our parents kicked us out, he took us in and helped us get on our feet. He invested in our massage parlor.”

I shuddered as she unzipped my skirt. Not a single one of his women had cracked tonight. That was unusual. With that many defendants, someone was always bound to want to serve themselves. Screw over others. No resentment among his women. He was fucking them all, and they were loyal to him. Even Juana here.

How many other friends did he have out there? He knew many rich and powerful people. Influential people. How far did his tendrils reach? Did he really have a way out of this, or was he just lying to Juana and his family?

Arrogant people could be so good at telling their lies that they started to believe them. They could string along scams for years knowing that one day they would collapse but still being unable to stop themselves from maintaining the lie.

My skirt fell off my legs. “And matching panties,” cooed Juana. Her fingers dipped into the gray thong I wore. If I knew I would be having this day, I wouldn’t have worn something so skimpy. She yanked it down off of me and breathed in deeply.

“Mmm, pretty lady, you need your daughter, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “So much.”

“Then let’s go say hi to her.” She rose and took my hand.

Juana led me through my house with the same bold confidence she had at her massage parlor. Her curvy rump swayed before me, her dark hair spilled down around her shoulders, little ringlets dancing around her side. Down the hallway. My bedroom door was open. Candlelight danced and flickered. My pussy clenched. I needed my daughter. My Laurita.

I shuddered as I stepped into the room to find Laurita being oiled up by Carmelita. The older Campo sister, her large breasts swaying, smeared the gleaming, sweet-smelling massage oil across my daughter’s golden-brown flesh.

I groaned in delight, drinking the sight of Laurita. She was tall and slender, her black hair loose and spilling over my pillows. Her small breasts rose and fell, her legs spread, her gleaming pussy aimed right at me, bald and tight slit. She had a tattoo of a flaming heart on her right hip coated in the glistening oil.

“Mom,” she said.

“My little mermaid,” I cooed, staring at her in hunger. My pussy clenched. “Oh, your mother has had a long day.”

“Big case?” she asked and then shuddered as Carmelita massaged her small breasts, kneading my daughter’s firm titties. Laurita bit her lower lip and sighed.

“The biggest,” I said, drawn to the bed by my daughter’s beautiful pussy. I had to eat her out. To remind me what this all was for.

Her.

I breathed in deeply, the sweet scent of oils unable to hide the spicy scent of my daughter’s pussy. I slide naked onto the bed, my round breasts swaying. My cunt burned with need. I breathed in her musk as I came closer and closer to her.

“You just relax, Mom,” cooed Laurita. “We have our masseuses here to relax us away. Isn’t that nice of them?”

“They’re just… dedicated to their friends,” I said. My daughter didn’t need to know the peril we were in. “Mmm, I’m going to eat you out. I need to feast on you.”

“Of course, Mom,” she said and giggled. “You know, I might bring my boyfriend one day. Would you like to have a threesome again? Enjoy some cock, too.”

I hesitated. “Is that wise? I mean…”

“Oh, well, he’s been fucking his mother since high school,” she said. “You know, inspired by Clint Elliston’s talks.”

That made me pause. Was his influence spreading?

“Come lick my pussy, Mom, while Carmelita massages my titties!”

Laurita’s words dragged me back to the naughty fun. I leaned my head down. My hands slid up her sleek thighs, stroking her. Then I pressed my face right into my daughter’s cunt. I thrust my tongue into her spicy depths. I fluttered around in her. I teased her. My tongue danced and fluttered through her wonderful folds.

I loved the taste of her. The wonderful, spicy aroma of my daughter’s pussy. I brought this sweet thing into the world. Now she gave me pleasure. She was such a sweet thing. So beautiful. Gorgeous. She was perfect.

And tasted divine.

I closed my eyes and forgot about everything. I just needed to focus on this delicious and spicy pussy right here. My daughter’s cunt. I had to lick and lap at her. Make her cum. Drown in her juices. I could forget about it all.

“Mom!” she groaned, her hips rotating. “Oh, yes, she’s just licking me.”

“Yes, she is, pretty girl,” Carmelita cooed, her fingers sliding up to pinch my daughter’s brown nipples.

Laurita gasped.

I fluttered my tongue up to my daughter’s clit. I caressed it. Teased it. I thrust my fingers into her pussy’s depths, two digits sliding into her silky walls. She gasped in delight, her twat squeezing around me. She whimpered and moaned, loving it.

The bed shifted behind me as I fingered my daughter and nursed on her clit. Then a rubbery tip rubbed into my butt-cheek. I shuddered, feeling the dildo sliding across my rump and then nuzzle into my twat’s lips.

Juana thrust.

I groaned.

This wonderful heat swept through me. I moaned into Laurita’s pussy as Juana fucked a dildo into me. A strap-on. Her crotch smacked into my flesh. I whimpered, my boobs jiggling. I jammed my fingers deep into my daughter’s twat as Juana drew back the toy.

“Yes, yes, fuck my mom!” gasped Laurita. “Ooh, and she’s got her fingers so deep in my cunt!”

“Of course she does, pretty girl!” Juana moaned, thrusting ahead again. She plowed that dildo deep into me. “She loves you. She would do anything for you, right, pretty lady?”

“Yes!” I moaned, my cunt clenching down on the dildo burying to the hilt in me. “Anything, Laurita!”

I fluttered my tongue against my daughter’s clit. I thrust my fingers in and out of her cunt. I teased her. I drove her wild. She whimpered and moaned, her body trembling on the bed. Her twat squeezed around my digits plunging into her cunt’s depths. She whimpered, her moans so sexy and cute.

I loved the sound she made. I reveled in them. My fingers thrust forward deep into her twat. I loved every moment of burying my digits into her juicy cunt. I enjoyed licking and lapping at her clit, too. Then I sucked on her bud.

“Mom!” she howled.

“Make that cute daughter cum, pretty lady!” Juana moaned, her hands sliding up and down my sides, fingernails lightly scratching me.

Shivers ran across my sensitive skin.

“Yes, yes, Mom! I want that! I want to cum.”

“Mmm, of course you do, pretty girl!” cooed Carmelita. “What daughter wouldn’t?”

“Yes,” I moaned and then caressed her clit. “Cum on my face, my little mermaid.”

She shuddered as I caressed her bud. I teased her. She gasped, her thighs squeezing about my face and her cunt clamping down on my digits thrusting in and out of her. Her moans echoed through the room. She gasped, quivering, Carmelita pinching my daughter’s nipples.

And the entire time, Juana fucked me hard. She buried her dildo into my snatch again and again. She hammered me. She rammed so hard into me. So deep. It was incredible. I groaned, clenching down on that amazing dildo as it reamed out my cunt. I wiggled my hips, working them from side to side as she fucked me with passion.

Hard thrusts that would make my mind melt.

Have me screaming my head off in rapture.

I licked and lapped at my daughter’s pussy, my tongue dancing around my fingers plunging into her snatch. Her pussy clenched around me. Her body trembled. She moaned then gasped as Carmelita ducked her head down and sucked on an oiled nipple.

“Yes!” my daughter howled as her pussy convulsed around my digits.

I savored the feel of my little girl’s twat spasming around my fingers. Her pussy rippled. Writhed. Her passion gushed out of her, spicy juices that my tongue was eager to lap up. I drank them, savoring them. I could drown in them.

I had to save Clint so I could keep licking and lapping at my daughter’s cunt.

Juana rammed the dildo into my pussy. My cunt clenched down around the toy, drinking in the friction and mixing it with the wild rush caused by feasting on my daughter’s cunt. I shuddered and then burst with my own orgasmic delight.

“Mother of God, yes!” I howled, my pussy convulsing around the toy.

“We’re both coming, aren’t we, Mom?” my daughter howled.

“We are, my little mermaid!”

I licked and lapped up her cream, the pleasure drowning my mind. The ecstasy flooded out of my pussy. I groaned through the pleasure. The stars burst across my vision. My daughter’s bucking slowed. Her orgasm died as mine hit that wonderful peak.

The Campo sisters would be here for us. To relax us from the stresses of this case. It would be hard, but maybe Clint could find a way to change everything. To get off from these charges. Perhaps I was deluding myself, so desperate to believe so I could keep enjoying my daughter’s beautiful pussy.

Her sexy body.

I even wanted to have a threesome with her boyfriend. I hadn’t had a cock in some time. And maybe we could meet his mother and we could share our children and watch their love blossom. Wild fantasies danced through my mind.

They were only possible if Clint Elliston won.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jaiden Walsh

I sat on the bus, my shift over. I was exhausted. My empty apartment awaited me. I hadn’t seen my sister in a year. Not since our mother caught us fucking and kicked me out of the house. She threatened to send me to prison.

Incest was illegal. I was Black, so the police would bury my ass.

I glanced at my phone, seeing all the news reports of Clint Elliston’s downfall. If that White boy couldn’t get away with it, what hope was there for me? I leaned back, my mind aching, missing my little sister. I wanted her back so bad.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

“How’s your homework going?” Mom asked.

“Fine,” I muttered, hardly able to look at her. I was still so pissed at her. And scared.

“You see who got arrested today?” she demanded. “Clint Elliston and his whole perverted family. That could have been you if I hadn’t stopped your—”

“I’m not in the mood to fight,” I muttered. “So don’t say anything bad about Jaiden.”

She glared at me.

“You don’t even care that we hate you, do you?” I slammed my book shut. “We were happy, Mom. All you had to do was let us love each other.”

“That wasn’t love! That was lust! Your brother is a filthy beast who preyed upon you! He lied to you and—”

“He’s not a loser like Dad!” I roared at her. “God, just get out of my room! I’m doing my homework. Okay!”

I couldn’t wait until I could move out. Find my brother. My mother could go to hell. They all could. I would have him. I didn’t care if society thought it was wrong. Or if Clint Elliston got arrested for it. We won’t be stupid. Won’t be blathering about legalizing incest to the world.

I’d have my brother’s babies and rub it in my mother’s face!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Catherine Nicholson

My brother ripped my pants down as I leaned over the very interrogation desk that Clint had sat at with his lawyer. Detectives Nelson and Savage had cleared out, leaving it free for my brother and me to use. We hadn’t had sex in hours.

We were addicted to it. To each other. I couldn’t get enough of him. I could ride his cock all day.

This was so risky. We could go home. His apartment. Mine. It didn’t matter, but we were here. At the county jail. In our uniforms. Cops from a dozen municipalities, sheriff deputies, corrections officers, and civilian employees could walk in on us. The cleaning crew could burst in on my brother lining his cock up at my pussy.

“Fuck me!” I hissed, wanting to drown out the guilt in me. My brother and I were no better than Clint and his women. Last night, they had trusted us. Showed us the passion Isaac and I could have. “Pound that cock into me.”

Isaac rammed hard into me.

I gasped in delight, my pussy clenching down on my brother’s cock. Footsteps thudded down the concrete flooring of the hallway, passing our room as he drew back. I savored the incestuous rush. The wicked delight.

This was my brother’s cock in me. His dick reaming me. Fucking me. Giving me all the bliss I could ever want. I groaned, clenching down on him. I reveled in his cock plunging over and over into my pussy.

He fucked me hard. Fast.

He rammed his cock into me with such passion. He gave me all the bliss that I needed and craved. I groaned, loving every second of him plowing into me. Thrusting hard. Fast. My nipples throbbed in my bra, trapped by my bulletproof vest and my uniform’s blouse.

“Fuck, Cat!” he groaned. “You’re so wet!”

“Hours!” I moaned. “It’s been hours of waiting and aching for you! Oh, cum in me, then take me home and fuck me some more!”

“Yes!” he snarled. “I might just fuck you in the back of my patrol car!”

“Ooh, that sounds hot!” I panted. “Right in the jail’s parking lot. That would be so hot!”

“Yes!”

He rammed so hard into me. I needed this so badly. My orgasm was building faster and faster. Every hard thrust of his cock into me united our flesh. We came from the same womb. Had the same father. His blood was mine.

We were one.

I squeezed down around him, understanding why Clint fucked all his sisters. Why they loved each other as a family. This was intense. A rush to enjoy. I shuddered as Isaac’s cock plunged hard into my pussy. Fast. Powerful strokes that had my pussy blazing with heat.

His balls smacked heavily into my clit. My bud burst with sparks. They showered through me. I groaned and gasped. My heart pounded faster and faster. My hips rotated from side to side, stirring around his cock. It was incredible to enjoy.

“Isaac!”

“Cat! I know! Let me feel that pussy spasming around my dick! Let me feel your passion!”

“Yes!” My cunt clamped down on my brother’s cock. I savored that wonderful and wild delight. My body trembled. The heat swept through my body as his dick rammed to the hilt in me. The friction set me off.

I came on my brother’s cock.

The wonderful waves of incestuous bliss washed out of my cunt. They inundated my mind, bathing my thoughts in euphoria. My twat convulsed and spasmed around his dick, sucking at him as he drew back.

“Give it to me!” I hissed. “Your seed!”

“Fuck, yes!” he growled and slammed into me.

His cum erupted. Hard and fast pulses of jizz that matched our wild fucking. My moans echoed through the room. They reverberated back and forth. My head swayed. Stars danced before my eyes. I trembled, my cunt milking his cock.

His seed filled me to the hilt. I quivered, enjoying every moment of his cum brimming in my cunt. I felt dizzy. A huge smile crossed my lips as I swayed there. I breathed heavily, quivering on his cock and floating on my orgasm.

I loved having my brother’s cock and cum in me.

I panted as my brother fired the last of his cum out into my pussy. I shuddered and then groaned as he pulled out of me. It was such a wild fuck. His cum leaked out of me. I couldn’t wait until we got home and could make love in his bed. Mine.

Didn’t matter which. I just wanted him to hold me.

We drew up our clothing fast. Now that the rush of fucking was gone, the possibility of getting caught swelled in us. I buttoned and zipped up my pants. I drew on my gun belt as my brother adjusted his. He looked so handsome, hair buzzed short, face flushed.

I cupped his rugged face and kissed my big, sexy brother. After we finished, I whispered, “Love you.”

He grinned at me.

We stepped out of the holding cell into the hallway like we belonged. We were just two cops exiting a room. No big deal.

“Crossed that line yet, Officers?” a purring voice asked. “Have a good, productive meeting?”

I jumped to see Clint’s lawyer, Elisabet Reenburg, saunter by. The older woman, a blonde cougar with long legs, didn’t even stop. She had a knowing way to her walk. My stomach curdled. She knew we were fucking.

Which meant Clint knew.

“Fuck,” my brother muttered.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Elliston

I slumped into the holding cell in the Yolo County Jail. Pam rushed up to me and hugged me fiercely. My sister came up next and my mom. They were all in this one. The others must be in the other holding cell for women or were still being interrogated.

My mind ached. I was sore, hungry, and thirsty. I had to pee, the damned detectives holding me in there on purpose, making me as uncomfortable as possible. It was clear they wanted me to break. To just confess.

“We know you’re his half-sister and not his cousin,” said the detective, a tall, Black man. He was one of a dozen or more that had descended on us. “That you’re having sex with your sisters. Your mother and aunt. I get it. It’s exciting. I can’t blame you for wanting it. I know it’s stupid that it’s illegal. I’m sure you just want to shout out to the world, let everyone know that it’s right. This is your chance.”

“Don’t comment,” Rex Carson had said, one of the partners at my firm. “I’m advising my client to remain silent.”

So I did. For hours.

“How did you hold up?” I asked them. “Lee.”

She drew her fingers around her mouth like she was zipping them up.

“Mom?”

“I’ve had more discomfort from your father in the dungeon,” she said. “I’ll be fine.”

“We’re not cracking,” Pam said. “Though their interrogation techniques were interesting. Ego up and reframing techniques were all being used, but there were subtle lies, too. That you had confessed. That it would go badly if I was the only one who didn’t talk. Effective if we were alone.”

“You don’t think anyone would have?” Lee asked.

“And let Clint down?” I demanded. “Or each other?” Only Stefanie worried me, but she loved Zoey. “We have our plan. Just focus on that.”

“And what about Clint?” asked Mom. She glanced at the cinder block wall. “He’s not going to have anyone with him in his cell. Not anyone he knows.”

“He’ll be fine,” Pam said with supreme confidence. “You’ll see. Tomorrow at our arraignment, he’ll be standing tall. We’re getting through this together. We’re a family. We just have to stick to the plan and trust things are going right.”

I nodded. My heart thundered in my chest. Worry for my daughter, all our sons and daughters, ate at me. They must be so scared. They would be in the State’s custody by now, even the ones Alicia dropped off at the Miharas. Even if we were released on bail, California wouldn’t let us come anywhere near our children. Social workers would talk to them. Try to get them to turn on us. See if we had done anything to them.

They were so young. We hadn’t touched them. Didn’t have sex in front of them. It was the one part of the plan that scared me. I had to believe this would work. Clint and I had discussed our legal strategy many times. What we had to do. We had Pam to guide us. We just had to navigate through a perilous forest full of landmines. Go around the wrong tree, and we’d be destroyed.

But if we found that right path, the right people to guide us, this was our chance to change everything.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Ellison II

I stared up at the ceiling of my holding cell, the bench hard and uncomfortable beneath me. I squirmed on it, my chest rising and falling. There were others around me, most trying to sleep, but a few were talking in the corners. Drunks. Petty thieves. A man who’d robbed a convenient store at gunpoint.

I ignored them as my mind raced. I should sleep, but I couldn’t. My thoughts wouldn’t let me. Worry rippled through me. When I decided to change society, to get bigamy and incest legalized, I knew I was risking my entire family. That I could be sacrificing them for my ambition.

I just wanted everyone else to have the same joy as me.

During my time in high school, I saw how incest spread. How my fellow students and teachers discovered the joys of loving those closest to them. Fathers and daughters. Brothers and sisters. Or sisters and sisters. Mothers and sons and daughters. Families loving each other.

It was so beautiful. Why shouldn’t the rest of the world have that same joy?

My women all supported me. We discussed it. Strategized for when this day came. I couldn’t believe how easily we stepped into the damned noose. Just gave the DVD to a pair of cops. They were really brother and sister, and Pam was certain they would engage in incest.

Still hadn’t protected us.

Was I an idiot for doing this? What if I failed us? We could have lived in secret.

Over and over and over my thoughts rolled. I had spread my message far and wide. I had shouted it to the world, now I had to wait for the people of California to come through for me. For twelve of them to understand. To see the injustice.

To do the right thing.

To be continued…



Incestuous Harem’s Passion

An Incestuous Harem Story







Chapter Eighteen: Incestuous Meeting

by mypenname3000

© Copyright 2019





Story Codes: Male/Females, Incest, Oral Sex, Creampie, Voyeurism, Exhibitionism, Interracial, Anal



April 12th, 2027 – Cruzita Martínez

“This is how much you’re recommending for bail?” Ed Thomas said as he stared at the brief. We were inside the courtroom, the judge about to appear.

“It’s the average amount for the charges,” I said, my stomach roiling. “I don’t think we can argue for the full amount given the non-violent nature of the charges.” My words were lies. I had orders to follow. This was one of them. Another was to tip off the media this morning. I trembled, waiting for Ed to tear into me. This was his case. He wanted to sink Clint and his family badly.

“The average,” muttered Ed. He looked over at the other table where a battalion of lawyers was crowded. Clint and his women filled the seats behind them, changed into nice clothing for the hearing. None were cuffed. They were whispering, shifting. Nervous looks flashed across them while Clint sat with rigid inflexibility. “They might get out on this.”

“And?” I asked. “They’ll have to surrender their passports. They won’t be able to leave the country. If they flee, well, that’ll give us an even bigger charge to levy at them. Really lock them up. And imagine all the press conferences you can give.”

He almost smiled. “Fine. It’s not like we have time to prepare arguments for the full amount. Since when did you play so fair?”

“Since I’m going up against half the lawyers in Sacramento,” I added. “They’ll rip apart the max. You want to lose our first hearing?”

“No.”

It was the next morning after the arrests. They were here to make their plea and receive for bail. Charges were filed. We interrogated them and got nothing, but the evidence from the house was damning. How Clint thought he was getting out of this without making a groveling plea deal, I had no idea. There was only so much I could do.

And so far, average bail.

“All rise,” the bailiff called, dressed in the khaki uniform, a large, Black man with a look that could intimate the most hardened criminal into silence, “the honorable Judge Coburn presiding.”

I stood up with everyone else in the court. The galley behind us was packed with the media. I was surprised to find them with their cameras. It wasn’t often that was allowed, but the judge must have made an exception giving the sensationalization of the case. He looked grumpy this morning, dressed in his black robes, his wrinkled face squinting. He was nearing retirement. Probably wanting to spend his days playing golf and finding himself another young trophy wife since the last past away a decade or so ago.

He sat down and grunted. His clerk handed him a docket as we all sat down. “Okay, let’s get this hearing done with. How are the defendants pleading.” He frowned. “Which one of you is speaking?”

“Me, your honor,” said Elisabet Reenburg. “I’m lead counsel for the family. It’s not guilty, your honor.”

The judge grunted, not surprised. “Then let’s move on to bail now. Ed?”

“Your honor, the state is asking for a bond of $50,000 for Clint Elliston and $25,000 for the remaining defendants. In addition, the State wants a restraining order on all defendants to have no contact with their children.”

“I see,” the judge said, jotting down notes. “And what do you have to say to that, Mrs. Reenburg?”

“Me, your honor,” said Elisabet Reenburg. “I’m lead counsel for the family. We have no problem with the no contact with children save we’d like a provision with supervised visits. We also request for the children to be placed with various family friends instead of into the foster care system. As for bail, that is an outrages amount. My clients are upstanding members of society. Pillars of the community. They are active with various charities. They are no criminals. They have not been charged with any violent crime. The State is being overly malicious with such a high amount for such a victimless crime.”

“Victimless?” demanded Ed, staring at Elisabet Reenburg.

The Blonde, mature woman faced him back with steely, blue eyes. “Victimless. After all, you have all of them being charged, so how can any of them be the victim? Unless you have further accusations?”

“Not at this time,” Ed said. “We think the bail amount is more than fair, your honor. The Ellistons are facing the disillusion of their family. We’re afraid they might seek to flee the country. They may have the capital to do so.”

“Capital? The Ellistons live moderately well, but they are not rich. Your honor, this is a burdensome bail amount. $25,000 for the majority of them. $50,000 for Mr. Elliston. That’s crippling. As the Supreme Court said in Stack v. Boyle, ‘defendant’s bail cannot be set higher than an amount that is reasonably likely to ensure the defendant’s presence at the trial’ and is thus a violation of their Eighth Amendment rights.”

“And what would be a fair amount, Mrs. Reenburg?” asked the judge, staring at her with hands folded.

“None.”

The judge arched an eyebrow at her. “None? I can’t give them no bail.”

“The minimum,” she said. “$5000 each.”

“That’s ridiculously low,” said Ed. “They can meet that easily. As it is, they have wealthy benefactors who might post the bail that we require.”

“That might seem like a small amount, but there are eleven defendants. That adds up fast.”

“Bail will be set at $5000 for all but Mr. Elliston whose will be $10,000. As for the children, that’s a matter for family court, but I will give them my recommendation. Court dismissed.”

“They’ll be out in the hour,” muttered Ed as he packed up. “$5000?”

“I know,” I said, shocked. I didn’t expect bail that low. Clint owned three houses. He could easily put one up as collateral with a bail bondsman to post those amounts. “Judge Coburn must be going senile.”

As I packed up, Elisabet Reenburg headed over to the table and leaned in, “Could we talk, counselor?”

I nodded.

As she headed down the aisle, I went to follow. Ed grabbed my arm and said, “If she’s shopping for a plea deal, hear her out but stonewall. I want them desperate. I’m not going to give them something simple. They have to pay. I want prison time for at least Clint.”

“Okay,” I said and then broke away.

I followed Elisabet through the galley, the media calling out questions to the Ellistons. Elisabet smiled and said her client would make a statement after making bail. Then we were out of the galley and I led her to my office. It was here in the superior courthouse. Prosecutors worked out of this building. At least we didn’t have to go far, and with the number of cases we had on our docket, that was a good thing.

The moment the door was closed, Elisabet cupped my face and pushed me back against my desk. I gasped in shock at what she was doing. There was a wild look in her eyes. “Aren’t you a sexy thing?”

“Elisabet?” I gasped; my ass pressed into the edge of my desk. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Yes, yes, you’re just ripe. My son is going to love you.”

“Love me?” I asked, confused.

“I’m bringing my son and daughter over to your house tonight. We’re strategizing how you’re going to help us.”

A flutter of panic washed through me.

“Now, now, we won’t have you do anything that will get you in trouble. No tanking the case. Just guiding it. Pointing your boss in the right direction. We don’t want you getting in trouble. We want you to be free, too. We want you to have that world where you can eat out that pretty daughter of yours whenever you want.”

A shiver ran through me. “You know?”

“Of course I know.” She pressed her lips on mine. She kissed me with hunger. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Her tongue brushed my lips. I opened wide, scared not to and also turned on all at the same time. Her perfume filled my nose.

My eyes closed as I kissed her. Her hand slid down my back, caressing me through my blazer. My pussy grew hot. My nipples throbbed. I found my own tongue playing with her. There was something freeing in surrender. They had me. I had committed incest. A lot. And they had proof. I didn’t want to go to jail for it. I wanted to keep doing it.

I loved eating out my daughter. I wanted to meet this boyfriend of hers who fucked his mother. I wanted to have a threesome with them. A foursome. Get his mom in bed and swap children. A fire burned through me.

Elisabet broke the kiss. “Mmm, I can’t wait to see you cum on my son’s cock tonight, Counselor. You’re going to look so sexy as he pumps you full of cum.”

I shivered. How far had this incest spread? Elisabet broke the kiss and said, “Now, let’s pretend we’re having a discussion on pleas. How desperate do you want us to sound.”

“Very,” I panted. “Ed wants to destroy you.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clint Elliston

The sergeant slid over the evidence back that had my personal effects in it. I opened it up and pulled out my wedding band, watch, wallet, pocket change, as well as a few receipts I didn’t care about. I slipped them into my pockets and then signed the itemized release form.

He nodded to the door. I marched to it. A buzz growled as it unlocked. I opened it and stepped into the lobby. My family waited. Alicia threw herself at me first, hugging me tight. She pressed her face into my chest, trembling in my arms.

“It’s going to be okay,” I said as my women moved around me. Zoey and Stefani held hands. I felt bad for Stefani. She wasn’t even committing incest as far as the authorities were concerned, but she knew about it. Participated in it. Pam and Melody hugged me around Alicia. Our mothers stood behind them, looking exhausted.

Guilt rippled through me. I put my women through so much. The interrogation yesterday had gone late. It felt like they would never end. I closed my eyes, wanting to apologize to them. If I never went public, never tried to change the world, we might have passed through life unnoticed by the authorities.

But I didn’t.

I had to be selfish.

“Don’t even think of apologizing,” Melody hissed in my ear. “We’re in this. We’re committed. We need you to be strong now, Clint. You’re the man. Be that.”

I gave a slight nod.

They broke away so I could hug Lee and her mother. Then my mother and Pam’s. Even Zoey and Stefani I swept up into my arms. No kisses. It didn’t feel right sharing off our intimacy in the lobby of the county jail.

Through the glass doors, I could see the media waiting. I took a deep breath and held out my arms. Pam took my right, her wedding ring glinting as she rested her left hand on my wrist, and Melody took the other. The rest of my women flowed behind me as we headed outside. Elisabet opened the door for us, giving us a nod of support.

All our lawyers were on our side. They all had something to gain from our victory. A few fathers who had nubile daughters. A young man who had a hot mother. A wife who enjoyed sharing her daughters with her husband while he shared her with their son. They would do everything to get us free.

So would I.

Our friends and supporters were out there. Politicians ready to pass laws if we could turn public opinion. We couldn’t run from these charges. There was no denying them. No excuse we could give. We had to gamble on one way out of this: jury nullification.

Twelve individuals we would have to convince that though incest might be illegal, it shouldn’t be. Twelve people we had to convince to acquit us even though we were guilty of breaking an unjust law. A moment when things could change. A flashpoint that would have our family at the center of it. Proof that there was no harm if it was consensual.

I had no idea if we could do it. Twelve people who would be drawn from the 115,000 registered voters of Yolo County. Twelve people who would come from different backgrounds. Different religions. Different views on sexuality. Who knew what sort of people we would get.

I stepped out before the media. The microphones were already waiting for me. Pam and Melody clung to me on both sides. I stood before the podium and gazed out the sea of reporters, cameraman, and photographers. Flashes burst from all directions. Even in daylight, it was dazzling.

“I have a brief statement to make,” I said, staring out at them. “Yes, the rumors are true. My lover, Melody, and my wife, Pam, are my half-sisters. We share the same father.” That had leaked this morning, Cruzita’s doing on my orders. “I love them both. I love all the women in my family.”

I boldly faced the cameras. Pam and Melody stood straight-back at my side. I felt my family around us. The TV was capturing this. Our public admission to incest. I let them record it. Let them show the world how normal we looked.

“We’re united. It’s consensual. Beautiful. And we believe that the people of California will see the truth in that. They will understand that there is a great injustice in our laws. Some might even wish to experience familial love. Bigotry about sex has gripped our nation for too long. We have been slowing escaping our puritanical past. Now it’s time to remove this stigma, too. Love is free. It can be shared between any groups of individuals, even if they’re your mother and father. Brother and sister. Why are we shackling those who only want to share their passion with those they are closest to? Thank you.”

The questions barraged us. The hired security pushed into the lawyers to clear a path for our women. Elisabet Reenburg led the way, smiling at the cameras. She reached the door and opened it. My women ushered in. I stood on the other side, making sure they got in. Lee had a huge grin on her face, drinking in the attention while Alicia appeared almost like a rabbit. I wanted to pull her into my lap and cuddle my little princess.

Elisabet slipped in then I gave a last look to the camera before sliding in after them. I slammed the door shut and pulled Alicia onto my lap. She pressed into me and started to cry. Her little body shook in my arms.

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered. “I just… This is… It’s all so overwhelming. Our children, Clint. Are we going to get to see them?”

“Coburn will make sure they’ll get to stay with our friends,” I said. “He knows how important that is.”

“So Leyla informed me,” Elisabet said, sitting across from me. “She and her mother gave him quite the reminder last night. They filmed it. it’s quite a… stimulating video to watch. The judge’s daughter is a passionate and submissive one.”

“Good,” I said, stroking Alicia’s light brown hair. “We’re going to get through this together. Okay? They’re going to find us innocent. Pam’s going to guide our jury selection. Cruzita understands her role in it.”

“I’ll make sure tonight,” Elisabet said, a large grin sliding across her face. “My son will enjoy her. She’s quite the looker.”

“Yes, she is,” said Stefani. “The Campo sisters just adore her and her daughter.”

“Lucky break for us,” Melody said. She closed her eyes. “Will we get the visitations? I want to see my daughter.”

I wanted to see all my children. The house would be so empty without them. This was the worst part of the plan. They were all so young, even the oldest. Would they understand why we disrupted their lives? Forgive us for this?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

“Why are we shackling those who only want to share their passion with those they are closest to?”

I glanced at the photo of my son, Ian. His smiling, youthful face hung on the wall. Handsome. Too handsome. The lust for him, the ones that terrified me, surged to the forefront. I closed my eyes, wanting to just suck on his cock once again. I loved doing it to him when he was passed out drunk. When he didn’t know what a terrible mother I was.

But…

Clint’s words echoed in my mind. His life was being destroyed. He would be going to jail for loving his mother. His sisters. I couldn’t do that to my son. I couldn’t take us down that road, but I wanted to. I missed him. I hated myself for driving him out of my life.

I wanted to call him. To beg him to come home. To confess to him that I loved him. That I wanted to make love to him. I wanted to lie beneath him, to feel him back in me. I closed my eyes on my couch, rubbing my thighs together. It would be incredible to be with him.

And so wrong. Clint was a fool. Look what incest got him. His life destroyed. Those of his family, too. I couldn’t do that to my son. I clicked off the TV and stared at the wall. I hadn’t seen him in two years. Not since he woke up just as I was about to blow him.

He’d almost caught me. He must hate me now for how I treated him. That was only right. He deserved to hate me. He should keep that fixed firmly in his mind. He should never be allowed near me. I couldn’t be trusted around my son.

I was such a terrible mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

“Mmm, look at this cock,” cooed Elisabet Reenburg.

She stood over my bed staring down at me as I lay naked on it. Her son, Sean, stood beside her. A tall man in his mid-twenties, with light-brown hair and a fit form. Muscular. He worked out. He had a gorgeous body. My pussy clenched. I hadn’t been with a man since before I divorced my husband. Since before I found out he’d been fucking the slut next door.

“I made this cock,” Elisabet continued. “And it gives me such pleasure. My son knows how to use it. you want this in you, don’t you, slut.”

“Yes,” I moaned. I had utterly surrendered to being Elisabet’s bitch. The Ellistons owned me. Why not enjoy it. Maybe, just maybe, Clint had a plan that would make this all work out. I didn’t see it. His press conference upon making bail torpedoed any chance he had of getting out of this without prison. “I want your son’s cock in me.”

“Of course you do,” Maria Reenburg said. The daughter was a year younger than the son, a blonde and nubile beauty with her mother’s blonde hair spilling around her sensual features. She looked like her mother, the pair almost sisters. She slid her hand up to my breast and squeezed it. “I’m going to sit on your face while my brother fucks you hard. Mmm, he’s good at it. Took my cherry.”

“He seduced me from my husband,” added Elisabet. “Now William just sits in the corner while a real man fucks me.”

“Mother of God, that’s fucked up,” I said as the daughter’s pale finger played with my brown nipple.

“Mmm, isn’t it?” asked Maria before she darted her head down and sucked on my hard nipple. The White girl sucked with hunger on my nub. I groaned, my pussy clenching as she suckled.

“¡Mierda!” I gasped, slipping into my native Spanish as the pleasure shot down to my dick. So far, our private strategy meeting was off to a delicious start.

“Yes, yes, beg for my son to fuck you,” Elisabet moaned. She and her son moved onto the bed together. He was aimed right between my thighs. They spread apart further for him.

“I want your son to fuck me so hard!” I moaned. “Please, please, share his cock with me.” This was so much easier than stressing. Than worrying. I just had to let them dominate me. Control me. Give me pleasure.

Then I would have my daughter. I would lick out cum from her pussy, cleaning up what her boyfriend dumped in her. Maybe he would be her husband. She would have a grandson for me to teach. For us both to teach when he grew old enough. Or a daughter who needed to learn how to please a woman.

I would be such a wicked grandmother.

“Please, please, led me your son and his big dick,” I moaned, staring at the White boy’s cock. “Don’t make me suffer.”

Maria sucked hard on my nipple while Elisabet cooed, “Well, he’s the man of the family. He fucks who he wants. That’s how he took me.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Take me. Fuck me! Please, Sean. I need a man. My ex wasn’t one. So fuck your dick into me. Pound me hard!”

Sean smiled and moved to the bed. He slipped onto it, his cock bobbing and swaying before him. He licked his lips, hunger burning in his eyes as he stared at my body. He moved closer, his mother stroking his cock the entire time.

“I love it when a MILF begs,” he said.

Maria popped her mouth off my nipple. “Mmm, it’s so sexy, Sean. Ooh, we should meet her daughter.”

“She’s got a boyfriend,” I panted.

“And?” Sean asked. “My mom has a husband.”

“Aren’t you a cocky one,” I gasped.

He grinned at me and winked. “You’re the one panting for my dick.”

Maria shot her hand down and shoved it between my thighs. She rubbed through my bush to find my hot flesh. Tingles raced through me as she purred, “Oh, she’s dripping for you, Sean. She wants your cock in her cunt bad.”

I gasped as the White girl parted my pussy lips with her thumb and forefinger. She exposed my wet depths for her brother’s cock. His sexy mother guided him to me. She hugged him from behind now, rubbing those big boobs of hers into his back as she nibbled on his ear.

“Fuck her so hard,” she cooed. “Mmm, just plow into her. Make her cum on that big dick of yours. She needs a cock in her. Make Mommy proud.”

“Yes!” I gasped, shuddering. My pussy clenched. Heat rippled through me. I so needed this. I had to be fucked hard by this stud. To feel his cock slide into my pussy. He would ram so deep into me. He would fill me up. “Bury that dick into me!”

He pressed his cock right against my cunt and winked at me. Then he pressed forward. I shuddered at the feel of him. My body trembled with joy. This wild, trembling, surge of lust for this stud about to ram his cock into my pussy.

It would be incredible. So amazing. His mother rubbed him up and down my slit while his sister held me open. She moved as she did, shifting around. Then she threw her leg over me. Her shaved pussy hovered over my face. Her pink inner lips blushed out of her plump vulva. A sweet musk filled my nose.

A new cunt to devour.

“Fuck her, bro!” she moaned and planted her pussy right on my face.

I gasped at the hot kiss of her flesh pressing on my mouth. My tongue thrust out into her sweet depths, sinking into her juicy depths. I swirled around in her. I caressed her. My tongue darted in rapid circles through her twat.

Then her brother rammed into my pussy.

His dick filled up my hot sheath. My cunt squeezed around his White cock. I moaned into his sister’s snatch as the pleasure rippled through me. This wasn’t a toy. No strap-on worn by Juana Campo. This was a flesh-and-blood cock in me.

Heavy balls smacked into my taint. I shuddered, clenching down on his dick. His shaft felt amazing in me. This wonderful slab of meat that would have me exploding in rapture. I moaned into his sister’s pussy then feasted on her.

“Oh, that’s it,” groaned Maria, the nubile thing squirming on my mouth. “Fuck her hard. Give this sexy, Latina MILF what she needs!”

“Oh, yes, she’s aching for this!” groaned Sean. “Her pussy is molten around my cock.”

“Good!” Elisabet moaned. “Ooh, honey, fuck her hard. I love watching your cock pump in and out of a slut’s pussy. And Cruzita’s our slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I moaned into the girl’s pussy. “Chica, you got a yummy cunt.”

“I know,” Maria purred. “And mamacita, I love your tits. They’re going to bounce as my brother fucks your cunt.”

“Yes, they will,” Sean promised and drew back.

I shuddered, my cunt clenching around his cock. My pussy drank in the friction as he drew back and back. My body shuddered, the pleasure flowing through me. It felt incredible to enjoy. He rammed back into me. That big dick of his plunged to the hilt in me. Balls smacked into my taint. They cracked against me, pleasure shooting through my nerves.

The waves of bliss were amazing. My cunt squeezed down around him. I savored his powerful plunges into me. Those hard thrusts that would have me cumming and gasping and crying out in rapture. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my pussy around his dick.

“Shit, yes!” Sean groaned.

“Mmm, fuck her hard, bro!” Maria smeared her sweet pussy up and down my lips, pressing her folds into my nose.

I breathed in her musk.

“Give Cruzita what she needs!” purred Elisabet.

“A hard orgasm!” I moaned, squeezing my twat around his dick ramming into me.

It was glorious to be fucked by a young stud. To be pounded. He didn’t hold back. He slammed into me. Each thrust sent a tingle racing up my nerves. I moaned into his sister’s pussy, my eyes staring at her tanned clenching before my face. Her blonde hair danced down her back as she rode my face.

Her sweet juices soaked my lips. They trickled into my mouth while my tongue stroked her folds. I licked from her clit to her taint. I caressed her. Teased her. I enjoyed every moment of feasting on her while her brother fucked me hard.

Her hands grabbed my jiggling boobs. She squeezed and kneaded them. Her palms slid over my nipples. She massaged them. Pleasure shot down to my cunt. My twat squeezed around her brother’s thrusting cock. That big, thick dick filled me up. Gave me such rapture to enjoy. I reveled in it. Savored every last moment of his dick slamming into me. He fucked me with hard strokes. Powerful plunges of his cock into my snatch.

It was intoxicating. I reveled in it. I savored it. My body trembled through my building orgasm as he pounded me so hard and fast. Then I heard kissing. Brother and sister making out as they shared my body.

“You two are so beautiful together,” cooed the mother. Elisabet’s throaty words echoed through the room. “Fuck the slut so hard, Sean. And cream her mouth, Maria.”

“She’s getting there,” I moaned, my own orgasm building.

I squeezed my cunt around the cock thrusting into me. Burying with hard and powerful strokes into my snatch. It was incredible. The pleasure built and built. My orgasm hurtled towards me with every stroke of that massive cock into my pussy.

He was huge. Amazing. He felt incredible in me. I groaned into Maria’s pussy. My lips found her clit. I sucked on her bud. She moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching before my face. That cute rump of hers begged to be devoured.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Elisabet moaned. “Fuck her so hard, son. Make her cum!”

Sean buried in me. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. His crotch struck my clit. Sparks flared inside of me. I gasped and groaned, the pleasure washing over me. My nipples throbbed against maria’s massaging palms. I squealed around her clit.

Came.

My pussy convulsed around Sean’s amazing cock. His dick plunged to the hilt in me. Sparks of pleasure shot through my body. I groaned, my twat squeezing about his shaft. The pleasure rushed through me. It was incredible to enjoy.

To experience.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Oh, my god! Cum in me!”

“Cum in her, bro!” Maria gasped. Then her pussy gushed juices. “Cum in her so fucking hard!”

I drank the flood of her sweet cream. I licked and lapped it up and she slammed his cock into my convulsing flesh. He reamed into me again and again. He filled me to the hilt. It was incredible. My pussy writhed around his dick, sucking at him.

“Fuck, yes!” Sean growled and slammed forward.

His jizz erupted into me. Powerful blasts of hot cum. I gasped into his sister’s juicy pussy. A man’s seed flooded me. Virile and powerful. I felt like such a woman. My twat spasmed with such hunger around his cock.

“Goddamn, she’s milking me!” snarled Sean.

“She needed a man to fuck her bad!” purred Elisabet. “My sexy son is just what she needed. Ooh, I’m going to lick her clean. Lap out all that yummy cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned. “I want that. Lick me clean. Devour all your son’s jizz out of me. It’ll be so hot.”

“So fucking hot!” Maria moaned, swaying. “Oh, mamacita, you are a pussy-licking slut! I love it! Almost as good as one of the Campo sisters.”

“Mmm, that good, huh?” Elisabet purred.

“That good,” Maria panted and then slipped off of me. “Oh, bro, will you fuck me now. I need a cock in me.”

“She’s such a needy brat, isn’t she?” Sean asked, grinning down at me.

“Aren’t little sisters supposed to be that?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Yes!” Maria cooed, wiggling her hips as she lay on her back.

Sean ripped out of me. He was still hard. Not surprising. That new form of Viagra was out. Something that lets men go for hours. The big red pill, it was called. Some said it made their dicks bigger, too.

He moved over to his sister, his hardon dripping with my juices. He pressed his cock between her butt-cheeks. She gasped as he rammed into her asshole in a single plunge. He stretched his weight on her. She squealed and shuddered beneath him.

“I meant my pussy!” she groaned as he rested on her, his cock buried in her asshole.

“Mmm, but your ass was looking so delectable,” he groaned and lifted his hips, sliding his cock out of her bowels before ramming back in.

“I do have a great ass,” Maria sighed in happy joy.

“Aren’t they sexy together?” Elisabet asked as she planted hands on my thighs. The busty MILF leaned over, her eyes sparkling, her wedding ring glinting on her thigh. “I love leaving our children with my husband so the three of us can have fun.”

“He’s such a great granddad,” said Maria. “Just dotes on both of Sean’s children.”

I shivered, not imagining what man could be such a cuckold. On TV, Senator Reenburg came off virile and strong, a dominating man who would take charge of Washington D.C. and make sure the government was run properly.

How could I vote for him again knowing his son had taken his place as the man of the house?

Of course, that thought evaporated when Elisabet’s lips pressed into my pussy. Her tongue licked through my folds to gather up her son’s cum leaking out of me. I gasped at the gentle touch after the hard fucking. My labia ached from the vigor of Sean’s strokes, that wonderful, almost raw feeling of being taken hard by a man.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed her tongue stroking up and down my labia, soothing me and cleaning me up all at the same time. She savored her son’s incestuous seed while he fucked her daughter beside us. Maria gasped. Moaned. Sean grunted. The smack of flesh on flesh rippled over me as I savored this utter surrender.

I was on Clint’s side. Utterly seduced into this. I groaned, savoring the pleasure that came from having my cunt being devoured. Elisabet thrust her tongue into my depths. She licked out her son’s spunk as it leaked out from deeper in me.

“Mmm, ram that dick into my ass!” gasped Maria. “Oh, bro, that’s it. You know how I liked to be fucked!”

“The way a bratty, little sister should be!” he grunted.

“Hard!”

I whimpered in agreement. The bed shook from the vigor of his strokes. He slammed his dick deep into his daughter’s bowels. The smack of flesh on flesh echoed through the room. My thighs gripped Elisabet’s head, holding her in place as she cleaned out her son’s spunk.

She sealed her lips around my pussy and sucked.

I gasped, bucking at the sudden sensation. My round breasts heaved. My eyes shot open, staring at her pale face nestled between my golden-brown thighs. Her nose pressed into my black bush while she drew her son’s cum out of the depths of my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped.

“Mmm, you’re going to make her cum, Mom!” Maria moaned. “She made me cum, so it’s only fair.”

“Just being a good mother,” grunted Sean as he pounded his little sister’s ass.

“Mamacita there knows all about being a good and loving mother.” Maria smiled at me. “I have to meet your daughter. Laurita sounds just delicious. I bet we can have wonderful threesomes with my brother.”

“She’s got a boyfriend,” I gasped, humping against Elisabet’s mouth.

“He’s free to watch my brother fuck us,” the blonde panted. “Ooh, yes, yes, bro. Keep drilling my ass like that. I’m going to cum hard! I want to feel that jizz firing deep in me!”

My own orgasm was building as Elisabet kept sucking on my cunt. My toes curled. My hands grabbed my round tits. I squeezed and kneaded them as I climbed towards that moment of explosive rapture.

Sean slammed faster and faster into his sister. His muscular rump rose and fell, flexing as he pounded her. She trembled beneath him, gasping, moaning. Then her face scrunched up and she howled in rapturous delight.

“Shit!” he groaned and rammed hard into her.

“Oh, yes, give me that cum, bro!” gasped Maria. “Yes, yes, yes! Flood me!”

I shuddered and then Elisabet stopped sucking on my pussy. Her tongue flicked to my clit and swirled around it. She stimulated my bud. My cunt must be empty of her son’s jizz. Now she was concentrating on my pleasure.

But the pussy sucking still had felt amazing, and now her tongue on my clit sent sparks showering through me. I gasped. Moaned. Then I bucked in delight. My orgasm burst inside my cunt. My pussy spasmed and writhed. Cream gushed out of me.

Rapture washed through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, Elisabet! ¡Mierda! That’s good. That’s so good.”

My head tossed and turned as she feasted on me. She devoured me as I spasmed through my orgasm. The pleasure rushed through me. A heady delight that had me gasping, moaning. Sean ripped his cock out of his sister’s asshole while I still trembled in climatic bliss.

He fucked his mother’s cunt with that dirty cock and I found myself licking cum out of Maria’s asshole. I sucked it out, savoring the sour flavor. Then we were swapping again. I rode Sean while mother and daughter sixty-nined, Maria enjoying the creampie in her mother’s pussy. It was a wild foursome.

Finally, we ran out of steam.

I trembled as the pleasure faded. Elisabet and her children were kinky. The blonde attorney snuggled up beside me as her children slipped from the bed. Her large breasts pressed into my side, her hand idly playing on my stomach. I stared at her. We were two mothers who loved our children. If I had a son, I knew I would be having sex with him.

Having his child.

“Now,” she cooed, her finger sliding up my belly, “we’re going to make a motion to have an expedited trial. You will sell it to your boss.”

“No one does that,” I gasped. “It’s insane. You’ll have less time to prepare like us.”

“My client wants to exercise their right to have a speedy trial. They want to get this over fast. They don’t want to drag this out.”

“Your client admitted today on live TV that he and all his family are committing incest. You’re going to lose.”

Elisabet smiled. “Just be prepared to help us get the jury we want.”

“You’re stacking the deck?”

“Hopefully,” Elisabet said, her finger tracing my nipple. “If we can get the right people into the jury pool and get them on the stand.”

“Clint is insane.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

May 29th, 2027 – Elmer Bennett

“Look what I’m wearing,” my wife, Rachel, Cooed. She hiked her skirt and showed her ass cupped in a frilly, pink pair of panties that was more lace than cloth. The flesh of her ass peeked out through the caps. She bent over and the crotch had a milky stain. “Familiar.”

“Jesus, I jerked off in those this morning,” I panted, staring at our daughter’s panties she wore.

“And I’ve been wearing them all day. My juices soaking in hers and your cum marinating together.” She bent over the stove further, wiggling her rump. “Just pull it to the side and fuck me.”

“Candy could get home from school at any moment,” I breathed.

“And?” Rachel wiggled her rump.

“Shit.” I glanced at the front door then back at my wife. I groaned. This was wrong. Why did my wife have to push this? She wanted me to fuck our daughter. But it wasn’t safe. Clint Elliston was going down for incest. It was all over the news. His trial was coming up soon, the media blabbing about him invoking his right to have a speedy trial as insanity.

Incest wasn’t safe to do. I couldn’t enjoy my daughter. I wanted to. I did. Rachel wanted me, which was even more fucked up. She was the girl’s mother. My wife. She shouldn’t want that, but she did. She burned for it.

I yanked the panties to the side and groaned at the sight of my wife’s shaved twat. That was something she’d started doing. Making her pussy look young and tight. I shuddered as I pressed my cock against her.

“Fuck me, Daddy!” she moaned in a girlish voice. “Mmm, just slide into your sweet Candy’s pussy, Daddy!”

“Shit!” I groaned and slammed into my wife. Her pussy engulfed me. I savored the hot, wet feel of her. I drew back and then slammed into her again and again. My wife’s pussy squeezed around me.

“Oh, yes, yes, that’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me hard, Daddy! Pound me!”

I rammed my dick into my wife’s pussy. She squeezed around me, her Kegels making her cunt nice and tight. A pleasure to ram in to. I buried into her snatch again and again. My balls smacked into her while I pictured it was Candy I fucked.

My sweet, young, underage daughter. I grunted, groaned. I slammed forward hard. Fast. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. I plundered her cunt with powerful strokes. Her pussy clenched around me. She gripped me. Held me tight. That pussy felt amazing in me. A wonderful treat to enjoy.

“You’re fucking me so hard, Daddy!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, getting lost to the fantasy. “Such a tight cunt, Candy!”

The front door clattered open.

“Don’t stop fucking me, Daddy!”

Footsteps reached towards us. I groaned, slamming into my wife as our daughter burst into the kitchen holding the male. I should stop fucking my wife, but she felt so tight. So hot. And there was Candy, about to see us.

“Daddy, you have jury duty and…” She stared at us. The mail slipped from her hands as I drilled into my wife’s pussy.

“Yes, yes, fuck me hard, Daddy!” my wife moaned.

Candy’s eyes widened. She mouthed what my wife just said as I drove into Rachel’s pussy. Her cunt squeezed around me while Candy swayed. Then she squeaked and darted away, her black hair flying behind her as she left the kitchen.

“She’s going to masturbate!” gasped my wife. “Masturbating imagining you fucking her!”

“Shit, shit, shit!” I growled and erupted in my wife, imagining Candy running her fingers up and down her shaved pussy. Caressing her hot flesh. Pretending I was fucking her and not her mother.

The pleasure slammed through my body. A dizzying shudder as my spunk pumped into my wife’s pussy. Her twat writhed around me. Her spasming pleasure surged through my body. Stars burst across my vision.

“Yes, yes, yes, pump me full of your cum, Daddy!” howled my wife as her twat milked me dry.

I wanted to do that for real. So badly. I leaned over the counter, my wife’s pussy spasming around my cock as my orgasm died down. It would be so easy to go up to my daughter’s bed. So easy, and it would be so wrong.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

“Goddamn fuck,” my mother swore in the background.

I rolled my eyes. What did that bitch have to get mad about now? I couldn’t wait until I was done with school. One more month, and I would be gone. I would be heading to my brother. He would hold me in his strong arms again. He would make such sweet love to me. Our mother couldn’t stop our happiness.

“Jury duty?” muttered my mother.

I rolled my eyes. “Just lie and tell them you can’t get out of work,” I said, not wanting to hear her rant. I was watching Judge Murray. “That’s what my friend Cindy’s dad did. Said it was a financial hardship.”

“I work for the county,” Mom answered. “So I have to go. There’s a law. The county will pay me, give me time off, so I have no excuse.”

“Great. You’ll probably end up on the Elliston case and send them to prison for the rest of their lives.”

“You want him to get off, don’t you?” she accused.

“You better believe it.” I clicked off the TV. I could stream this episode later when she wasn’t around. I stood up, my anger building. “You broke our family apart.”

“I was keeping it together,” she spat back. “Your brother’s the one who—”

“I seduced Jaiden as much as he seduced me!” I hissed back. “I can’t wait to move out and find him. Good luck ever seeing your grandchildren! Ever seeing me!” I marched down the hallway to my bedroom. “Summer’s almost here. Then I’m gone!”

I slammed the door shut.

For once, my mother didn’t come screaming in after me. I threw myself on the bed and hugged my pillow. How was Jaiden doing? He had stayed away, terrified of Mom sending him to prison. Well, I wouldn’t care. I would find him and we would be together. We could get away. Move to the East Coast. Escape that bitch.

I closed my eyes and thought about my sexy big brother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

I pulled my mail out of the thin box in the lobby of my apartment building. Bill. Bill. Credit card application. A reminder of my upcoming dentist appointment and…

Jury summons.

I groaned at the sight of that. I slammed my mailbox shut with a loud clang. One more thing. I wanted to just go up to my apartment, drink some wine, and masturbate to my son. Then I would stare at the phone and try to work up the courage to call him. To mend our fences.

To be the bad mother and seduce him. He was young. So handsome. And hung. He would make a wonderful lover, unlike his father. I just had to abuse his trust in me like I already had. Be a monster like that Clint Elliston.

I trudged to the elevator. Another night alone in my apartment. I wished I never caught my son masturbating that night. No, I wished I had the courage to slip into the room and teach him how to do it properly.

To be a bad, bad mother. God, I was such a selfish bitch.

To be continued…
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June 28th, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

The last month had been rough. I’d seen my children only twice on supervised, half-hour visits. I had a joyless social worker watching me like a hawk afraid that I would do something with them. They weren’t old enough to consent to do that stuff. They’d have to be least fourteen and willing.

At least our children were staying with various family friends who’d avoided trouble so far. Not the Miharas, sadly, who lived on our street, but the Reenburgs had several, the Wilsons, the Youngs, and Stefani’s parents. I didn’t like splitting up our children, but it was the best we could do.

At least they weren’t in the foster care system.

I sat on the jury table with my legal team, Pam, and Melody. The rest of our family weren’t here. It was voir dire. Jury selection. The panel was assembled and while Judge Coburn asked them questions to get a feel for their attitudes and to weed out any potential conflicts of interest, we were putting together our opinion of them as fast as possible.

The same thing was happening over at the prosecutor’s table. Cruzita was there with the lead prosecutor, Ed Thomas. The most experienced member of the Yolo County District Attorney’s office. A sharp man that wanted me buried so he could win the seat. He had ambition. From being DA, he’d go for the Attorney General of California, then push himself up into the national spotlight.

But he had poisoned words being whispered into his mouth.

My lead attorney, Elisabet Reenburg, already had it worked out with Cruzita. Text messages sent to her phone. Cruzita would just glance at her phone from time to time and know who to ditch and who to keep. It wasn’t perfect, she didn’t make the decisions, but it was better than nothing.

“I don’t like number 17,” I muttered, glancing at the Black woman who kept glaring daggers at me. She clearly hated me. Believed the rumors about me. I could feel her wanting to drive her thoughts into my mind.

“Yes, her animus is on full display,” Pam said. “We don’t want someone with such masculine energy on the panel with that level of outward manifestation. Now 12 is a father. I can see the conflict on him.”

“Yeah?” I asked, glancing at 12. He was a tall man, fit and buff, with a goatee of black hair surrounding his serious mouth. “Conflicted is good. Probably has a daughter.”

“Mmm, perfect,” Melody said.

Elisabet nodded. All our legal team was onboard with incest. We had a battalion of lawyers, many from the law practice where Melody worked. She’d recruited them over the years. They all had enjoyed the same forbidden fruits, motivated to get us off.

“21 is another good one,” said Pam. “A mother, but she has guilt written all over her. And 35 is perfect. He looks excited to be here.”

“We’re not getting 35 unless there are a lot struck,” said Melody.

I nodded my agreement. The jurors would go in numerical number. The judge had only dismissed two from the pool, and they were in the back end. We hadn’t given him any instructions for today other than to not interfere in our choices. We couldn’t afford it to look like he was tainting the jury pool in the eyes of a prosecutor.

“9, 10, 13 and… 3 are the ones we need to get rid of,” Pam said. She shifted their note cards around on the table. “I don’t like them at all.”

I nodded. We had five strikes, challenges to their membership on the jury. We didn’t have to give cause at all why we wanted them dismissed. The prosecutor had the same amount. If we’re lucky, we could get the DA to dismiss some of our big threats for us.

Elisabet casually tapped her phone on the table, hidden among all the note cards.

At the other table, Cruzita glanced at her phone and then swiped away the message. She had the most difficult job of all, but she was on board now, too. She was committed to incest, to enjoying her daughter as much as possible.

“Okay, Mrs. Reenburg,” the judge said. “Who does the defense want to strike first?”

“Your honor, jurors 5, 9, and 10,” she said with a ringing voice.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

“I want 2, 12, and 8 gone,” Ed said.

I swallowed. None of those were the ones that Clint wanted me to dismiss. Worse, one was a priority they wanted to keep. 12. The message, according to the code I’d memorized from Elisabet, was adamant that 17 had to be dismissed. “I don’t think 12’s a problem,” I said. “17 is a much better person to strike.”

“17?” asked Ed. He shot me a look in surprise. “Really? Did you see how she’s glaring with anger at Clint.”

“I don’t trust that level of anger,” I quickly said. “I mean, she’s got passion. That could be disruptive. We want a cool and calm jury.”

“No, we want passion. We want someone who craves justice as much as me. We’re keeping 17.” The firm tone in my voice made me sigh. Clint wouldn’t be happy. He had to convince the entire jury panel to vote him not guilty. If he didn’t, and even one person held out, it would be a hung jury. A few months from now, we’d be at this again.

“Then 6,” I said. “I don’t like 6. But 12 is going to be perfect. He has that look of a father.”

“Good point. Fathers are what we want. We’ll make him think of Clint preying on his children.” An evil grin crossed Ed’s lips.

I shuddered. Clint didn’t prey on his children. I didn’t prey on my daughter. It was mutual. Consensual and beautiful.

“Mr. Thomas, who’d you fine folks at the prosecutor’s table like to dismiss?” Judge Coburn asked.

“2, 6, and 8,” Ed answered in a ringing tone.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

“I don’t like 18,” I whispered.

“And we need to strike 17,” muttered Clint. “She’s going to be on the panel now.”

“Then let’s strike her so we can get 21 in,” Melody said. “I really like the look of her. She’s a mother and old enough for her son to be full-grown.”

“Yes, he’s a man now,” I said, studying the woman. She was blonde and busty, in her forties. She didn’t dress well or put on makeup. She was suppressing her sexuality. “She’s definitely struggling with something. An hour in my office, and I would have her admitting how she liked to spy on her son when he masturbated or fantasized about sucking his cock.”

“That is definitely something we can work with,” Melody said. My half-sister smiled at me.

I smiled back.”

“Mrs. Reenburg, I assume you and your battalion of colleagues have come up with your next choices?” the judge asked, something mocking in his tone.

Clint’s brow knitted tight. He leaned back in his chair, detecting the faint bitterness in the judge’s voice. We’d put too much pressure on Judge Coburn to remind him to follow orders. The man resented it. That could bite us in the ass.

I’d have to consider that.

“We’d like to strike 17 and 18,” said Elisabet.

“Objection,” Ed Thomas said.

“Fuck,” Clint muttered beneath his breath.

“The State will use one of its strikes to preserve 17,” Ed continued.

The judge nodded. He could overrule, but he wasn’t. Elisabet started an argument, but Coburn waved his hand. 18 stood up and walked off, but 17 was there. I glanced at the Black woman. She had a smug look on her face now.

She would definitely be a problem. My confidence in this plan plummeted.

“I thought Cruzita knew what to do,” hissed Melody. “I’m going to go to her house tonight and spank her for this.”

“It’s Ed,” Clint said, glancing at the lead prosecutor. The man didn’t hide his smile. He knew he’d won something at the cost of losing a challenge. All he needed was someone on the jury to be his mouthpiece when it came to deliberation. Who’d have the passion to assert the case? To browbeat the others? 12 could be it for us. I was certain, and maybe 21, but 17 would be it for him.

“Who would you like to strike in 17’s place,” Judge Coburn continued.

“Uh…” Elisabet glanced at me.

“11,” I said.

“We’ll strike 11, Your Honor,” she said, using our last challenge.

“If they strike one more,” Clint said, “at least we’ll get 21. If not, she’s an alternative.”

“We’re not going to get lucky and 17 gets sick or something,” Melody said.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

“I think we should strike 12,” Ed Thomas said. “Something feels off about him.”

I had to think fast. 12 was important. I couldn’t let him get struck. I’d already failed with 17. I didn’t think Ed would object to her dismissal and use one of our own strikes to preserve her. He’d sprung that on me. I could have talked him out of it. Given him two targets to strike. Make him think that 22, who could never make it on the panel now, was someone that we’d want while two others were bad.

“19,” I said, glancing at the man. He looked so normal, bored of course. What to say. “He looks like a pervert.”

Ed blinked. “He does?”

I nodded. “Women can tell these things. He’s a pervert. Probably enjoys incest porn on the internet.”

“The State will strike 19, Your Honor,” Ed said in a loud and ringing voice.

I sighed. 21 was in. and I managed to keep in 12. It was the best I could do. It would be up to Clint and his team to convince 17 during the trial. I didn’t see how. That woman had anger inside of her. This seemed personal to her.

The judge glanced down at his notes. “1, 3, 4, 7, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 20, and 21 are the primaries with 22 and 23 as alternatives,” the judge said. “Trial is set to start in two weeks. Jurors, you will be notified when to report. Keep your schedules open.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston II

We entered our home. It always felt so empty without any of the children running around. The rest of the family drifted in from various parts of the house, all with anxious looks on their faces. Today had been an important battle.

I put a big smile on my face. “We have a great panel,” I said to my mother as she knelt before me. Alicia then darted up and held me. “Got some promising jurors on it.”

“And 17,” Pam said. We now knew her name. Jonette Walsh.

“And we’ll convince her,” I said strongly. “We got in 12 and 21.” They were Elmer Bennett and Delilah Midgley. “And the others look good, too. 20 seemed like the type of old man who’d always wanted to enjoy his granddaughter when she’d come of age, like he’d wanted to love her mother before that. We’re going to do this.”

“That’s right,” Melody said, hands on hips. She stared out at our family. “Pam is going to guide us through this.”

“Yes, you are,” I said, glancing at my half-sister and wife.

Pam lifted her gaze. She swallowed while I put all the confidence into my look and smile I gave her. I had faith in her. She wouldn’t let us down. She was brilliant. An amazing therapist. She had guided so many women into incest.

Now she had twelve more strangers to lead down that path.

“Elisabet has the team researching into all fourteen of them,” I said. “We’re going to help Pam build up her dossiers on them so we can win them to our side over the trial.” I lifted her hand to my lips. Kissed it.

“That’s right,” Melody said. She moved in on the other side of Pam, taking our sister-wife’s other hand. “You’re amazing. Why we all love you.”

Everyone in the harem nodded. They were all naked, waiting for us. We all needed to unwind. We had the media perched on the street, wanting to catch glimpses of us. Heavy drapes covered all the windows, cutting off any natural light. We were living under siege, but we were together. United.

“We’re a family,” I told my women, “and we’re going to stay strong through this entire ordeal. We’re going to keep Pam strong, too. We’re going to give her all our love.”

“We will, Daddy,” Alicia said, thoroughly wrapped up in her age-play and daughter-play. She looked adorable in her glasses even if her body had developed too much to pull off the little girl’s look while naked. “We love you Pam.”

“You kick ass, Mistress!” Lee said.

“Yeah, you do,” Stefani added. She held Zoey’s hands. “We’re going to wrap this up before you and Melody gave birth.”

Pam glanced down at her belly. If we didn’t pull this off, the moment Pam and Melody’s babies were born, they’d be taken away from us, too. That put a time limit on this. I wasn’t about to let that happen. We couldn’t afford a hung jury.

“Mrs. Hiragawa, strip your daughter naked and lick her pussy.”

“Yes, Master,” the Japanese MILF said. Her round breasts jiggled as she darted forward, her glasses shifting on her nose. She looked so much like Pam. They could be sisters. Mrs. Hiragawa had aged beautifully.

Pam would, too.

Melody and I stepped away from Pam and watched her being stripped. My own mother grabbed my suit jacket and pulled it off of me while Mrs. Hiragawa unbuttoned Pam’s light-blue blouse. On the other side, Aunt Vicky stripped Melody naked.

I stood there as my mother removed my tie, shirt, slacks, socks, and boxers while watching more and more of my beautiful Pam being revealed to my eyes. Her creamy-olive skin, that delicious hue of a Far East beauty, always turned me on. Her black hair swayed in a French braid down her back, rustling as her mother pulled off the blouse.

Pam’s round breasts jiggled in a violet bra. Her mother pressed her own tits into her daughters as she reached behind to unhook it. Without pulling their boobs apart, Mrs. Hiragawa pulled the bra straps off of her daughter’s shoulders and then slipped the cups from between them.

Their breasts pressed naked together.

“You are so beautiful,” Mrs. Hiragawa said. “You’re going to save us, Pam.” She kissed her daughter on the mouth.

The entire harem groaned or sighed at the beautiful sight of a mother kissing her daughter. My cock, still trapped in my boxers at that point, throbbed hard. Melody groaned, her breasts already in view since she rarely wore bras. She cupped them while her mother knelt to finish undressing her.

Mrs. Hiragawa’s hands slid down her daughter’s back as their tongues dueled. My sister-wife trembled in her mother’s embrace, hips wiggling back and forth. The MILFs hands found their way to the hem of Pam’s gray skirt. Deft fingers found the fastener in the back. The short zipper.

The skirt fell away. A pair of violet panties clung to Pam’s delicious curves. Her mother thrust her hands into her daughter’s panties. I grinned at the sight of them making out with passion. Pam kissed her mother with aggression, her hands squeezing her mother’s rump.

“That’s so hot,” Stefani cooed. “Kiss me like that, Yunie.”

Yunie was Stefani’s nickname for my older sister Zoey.

The pair kissed hard, my busty sister’s big tits piled against Stefani’s round breasts. Alicia squirmed, her thighs rubbing together, her brown pigtails dancing. Melody watched with hunger, naked now, Aunt Vicky busy licking at her pussy.

Another mother and daughter enjoying themselves.

My mother kissed my asscheek from behind and stroked my cock. She pumped up and down it as I watched Mrs. Hiragawa kiss her daughter with hunger. With such love and passion. I savored my mother’s delicious hand.

We needed this break. This reminder that we were united in this situation together. Having 17, Jonette Walsh, on the panel was a blow, but we’d recover. Pam would find the key to the Black woman. She’d convince the woman to vote for us.

Somehow.

Mrs. Hiragawa broke the kiss with her daughter and sank down to her knees with all the grace of a submissive beauty. She hooked her daughter’s panties, a naughty glint in her eyes. My dick throbbed in my mother’s hand.

The Japanese MILF pulled down her daughter’s panties, unveiling a trimmed, black bush. Pam went through phases of when she shaved or not, unlike my other sister-wife who kept a bald pussy all the time.

A bald pussy her mother was currently feasting on.

Pam’s gorgeous rump came into view, curving and plump. I smiled at the sight of her. She glanced over at me and grinned back, delight shining in her slanted eyes. She was eager for the fun to begin. To have her mother devour her.

“Mommy-slut, go eat out Pam’s asshole,” I ordered. “And Lee, stop drooling and suck my cock.”

“Master!” my mother purred, releasing my dick.

“Can I drool on your cock, Master?” Lee asked as she darted over, a mischievous grin on her face. “It’s going to be hard to suck it without doing that.”

I shook my head at her, a smile playing on my lips. “Someone wants to be spanked.”

“Always,” Lee said in a breathy sigh before she fell to her knees before me, grabbed my cock, and swallowed it with hunger.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

The moment I stepped out of my panties, my mother pressed her face between my thighs. I closed my eyes and smiled. This was a joy that every daughter needed to feel from her mother. A joy every mother had to deliver to her daughter.

Did Jonette Walsh have a daughter? Where did that anger she directed at Clint come from?

I gasped as my mother’s tongue dug through my pussy folds. My pregnant twat clenched. I grabbed my belly. I wasn’t showing, yet, but I would be soon. I shuddered, savoring my mother’s tongue caressing at my pussy. She swirled through my folds. She licked me. She teased me. She pleased me. It was incredible to feel. My entire body trembled in delight.

Then Mrs. Elliston was behind me. Clint’s naughty mother grabbed my butt-cheeks and spread them apart. I was so thrilled to have the two wicked MILFs playing with my body. Mrs. Elliston’s face nuzzled into my crack. Her tongue went straight for my butthole.

I trembled as the two submissive mothers flicked their tongues over my naughty holes. What a treat to experience. My head shook from side to side. This wicked wave of delight washed through me that had my heart screaming in my chest. I would have such a huge orgasm.

I smiled over at Melody standing by me. She ground her pussy on her mother’s face, blonde hair pinned up in a bun. She pulled at the hairpins. Her locks fell down around her face, transforming her from professional to wanton in a single motion.

“Mmm, that’s it, Mommy-slut,” purred Melody, grinding her pussy on Ms. Sullivan’s mouth. “Just get that fucking tongue in me. Yes, yes, you’re going to drown in your daughter’s juices.”

“Yes, she is,” Clint groaned, our half-sister sucking away at his cock.

“Pam!” Alicia gasped. “Mommy-Pam, you’re going to do it! You’re so awesome!”

My little half-sister daughter rushed over to me, brown pigtails dancing. Her glasses looked so cute on her elfin face. She darted her head over and latched onto my right nipple. I groaned as she sucked with hunger. The pleasure surged through my body. It was amazing. A delight to enjoy.

My hips wiggled back and forth, grinding my twat on my mother’s mouth. Mrs. Elliston’s tongue danced around my sphincter. I groaned, savoring being pleased by three women. Alicia’s delicate fingers kneaded my tits.

“You’re going to cum hard!” Melody cheered. “God, you’re sexy, Pam.”

“Yes, you are,” Clint said, his voice deep rumble. “I want to watch you explode.”

“Oh, yes, I’m going to explode,” I moaned, wiggling my hips back and forth. “Just erupt. It’s going to be amazing. I’m going to cum so hard on our mothers’ tongues.”

He grinned at me, his muscular chest rippling as she drove his cock into Lee’s mouth. He held her by the side of the hair, not holding back. She gagged and gurgled as he buried his dick down her throat. Just the way she loved it.

“I want to eat that pussy, Dandi,” groaned Zoey. My black-haired, older half-sister sank to her knees before Stefani. The redhead had a big grin on her face as Zoey kissed the dandelion tattooed on Stefani’s pubic mound.

“I can’t ever say no to that, Yunie,” cooed Stefani.

Alicia sucked hard on my nipple as I watched Zoey bury her face into her lover’s twat. Stefani’s head threw back, round boobs jiggling as she enjoyed it. Her hips wiggled back and forth, grinding on Zoey’s face. My sister’s hands grabbed Stefani’s ass, clinging tight.

My pussy clenched on my mother’s probing tongue. Mrs. Elliston’s own wet appendage wiggled against my asshole. She drilled it past my sphincter and swirled around in my dirty bowels, moaning just how much she loved it.

All the women in our family were dirty whores, me included. I glanced over at our patriarch. Clint watched this all with lust in his eyes. That confident grin on his lips. I shuddered; my brother-husband was so damned sexy.

“Mmm, watch me cum on their mouths,” I cooed, my hands stroking down Alicia’s back. “While our naughty daughter sucks on my nipple.”

“God, yes!” he growled, hammering Lee’s mouth. His balls cracked into her chin. That heavy smack echoed through the room.

I smiled, my blood on fire. The pleasure rushed through my body. My hips wiggled from side to side. This wicked and wanton surge of lust shot through me. It fed the orgasm that would have gasping and moaning. I loved it. I would have the best climax of my life.

It would be incredible.

“Yunie!” Stefani moaned. “Ooh, you know what I love!”

“Mommy-slut! Fuck, yes!” Melody’s breasts bounced on the edge of my vision. “Hungry for my cunt cream! Ooh, such a wicked mother.”

“The best sort,” Stefani cooed. “Fuck, yes, I’m going to explode on you, Yunie!”

My orgasm built so fast. It swelled and swelled through me. This wild wave of desire that would burst out of me. My cunt clenched. The heat surged through me to the hilt. I groaned, my hair dancing around my shoulders.

The pleasure surged towards the very pinnacle of my explosive orgasm.

I would gush out so much juice. They would just squirt out of me and bathe my mother’s face. Mrs. Elliston’s tongue danced through my asshole and Alicia nursed with such adorable delight on my nipple.

All these sensations mixed in my cunt. They swirled in me, driving me towards that explosive orgasm. I would shake and shudder. I would gush juices. They would rush out of me. I whimpered, my eyes squeezing shut.

“Oh, yes, yes!” I moaned as my mother’s tongue brushed my clit. “Mommy-slut!”

My asshole clenched on Mrs. Elliston’s tongue. My fingers rubbed at Alicia’s supple back. I savored my mother’s hungry tongue darting around my bud. She stroked it. Teased it. Incestuous sparks rained through my cunt.

They ignited my orgasm.

The fires blazed through me. My pussy convulsed, releasing the wildfires to rush through my body and consume me. I bucked and groaned. My butt-cheeks clenched on Mrs. Elliston’s face as she rimmed my asshole.

“Holy shit, yes!” I groaned.

“So good!” my mother moaned. Her tongue licked through my folds, gathering up the juices that rushed out of me. “Oh, you taste so yummy, honey!”

I whimpered, nodding my head. This incredible rapture shot through my body. Stars burst before my eyes. The rapture slammed into my mind. My head swayed from side to side as my mother licked up all my juices.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Melody groaned beside me. “Drink up all that cunt cream, Mommy-slut! You better not miss a fucking drop! Yeah, that’s it. Mmm, that’s what you crave. God, you’re such a whore. Look at you. Just drinking your daughter’s cunt cream like it’s ambrosia! What sort of whore are you?”

“Your mommy-whore!” Stefani moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, the pleasure burning across my mind as my mother lapped up my cream.

“Goddamn, you are radiant, Pam!” Clint growled and buried his cock to the hilt in our half-sister’s mouth. I knew from how he growled that he dumped his cum straight into her belly. “Love you.”

“We all love you, Pam!” gasped Melody.

Alicia ripped her mouth off my nipple. She threw her arms around my neck and gasped, “Love you, Mommy-Pam!”

She kissed me with such enthusiasm. I held her tight, her firm titties rubbing into mine as I trembled through my orgasm. I reveled in that wonderful bliss that surged through me. It spilled over my thoughts, blazing hot and bright.

I reveled in it. This was amazing. I savored this outstanding rapture blazing through my mind. Stars burst across my vision. My hair danced around my shoulders. I hit the peak of my incestuous pleasure I hovered there.

Felt Clint’s hungry eyes on me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

Pam looked so beautiful as she swayed through her orgasm.

I pumped the last of my cum down Lee’s throat and then ripped my cock out of her mouth. I left her panting and shuddering as I advanced on my sister-wife. Pam glanced at me and smiled. She pushed her mother from her pussy.

“That’s enough, slut,” Pam commanded. “Stop licking my ass. Your son wants to love me now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” my Mommy-slut cooed. She pulled her face away from Pam’s butt-cheeks.

“I’m going to love you so hard,” I growled.

Her hands grabbed my dick. “Mmm, you got me all warmed up with our mommy-slaves. Now I need a cock in me.”

“Fuck her hard, stud!” Melody cooed. “Lee, fetch my strap-on. I want to fuck that ass of yours.”

We had to buy new sex toys. A decades worth of our collection had been taken as “evidence.”

Lee scampered off as Pam sank down to the floor. She spread her legs, her pussy lips gaping open surrounded by her black fur. Her pink depths gleamed with her juices. Her round breasts jiggled. She bit her lower lip, looking so cute on the floor.

“Can I sit on your mouth, Mommy-Pam?” Alicia asked in her wheedling, little girl’s voice. She had that down perfectly.

“Yes, you can,” Pam said. “Plant that sexy pussy right on my mouth!”

“Yay!”

Alicia’s firm titties jiggled as she sank down and dropped her lithe body onto Pam’s mouth. Our youngest sister had kept her petite frame through dieting and exercise, committed to being my little girl for as long as she could.

“Daddy! Daddy!” She grabbed my cock as I sank down to my knees between Pam’s thighs. “Mommy-Pam’s got her tongue in my cunny! It feels so good in me! And naughty!”

“Enjoy, princess,” I said.

“Yes, yes, enjoy, cupcake!” Melody cooed. “And there’s Lee. That was fast, slut. Someone wants to take a dildo in her asshole.”

“I do, Mistress!”

Alicia pulled my cock to my sister-wife’s pussy. The grin on my youngest sister’s face was adorable, her eyes burning with naughty fire. She pressed my cock against Pam’s pussy, silky pubic hairs caressing the sides.

“Right there, Daddy!” Alicia cooed. “That’s where your cock goes. Make Mommy-Pam so happy!”

“So happy!” groaned my wife, her voice muffled by our sister’s pussy.

Alicia released my cock as I thrust into Pam’s pussy.

I groaned at that hot plunge into the bred depths of her cunt. That incestuous heaven spilled over me. A wonderful treat to enjoy. I groaned, my balls smacking into Pam’s taint. Her thighs locked around me while she purred into Alicia’s pussy.

Then our mothers ducked down and latched onto both of Pam’s dark-brown nipples. She squealed, her pussy clenching around my dick as they suckled. My mom was on the left, her mom on the right. Their suckling rose in the air.

“Ooh, the Mommy-sluts are making Mommy-Pam moan into my pussy, Daddy!” Alicia’s eyes twinkled behind her glasses. “It’s so amazing and… Oh, gosh, her tongue’s sliding into me! Daddy! Daddy! Mommy-Pam’s tongue is in my cunny!”

“Just where it belongs!” I growled and drew back my hips.

Alicia nodded in serious agreement, her glasses shifting on her nose.

I slammed back into Pam, savoring her snatch wrapped around my cock. It was always a treat to enjoy. I savored that silky sheath. All my sisters felt different from our mothers and the other women in our lives. Each cunt was its own heaven full of blessings for me to enjoy.

Alicia’s hands fell on my shoulders. She ground on Pam’s mouth. Joy burned in my little sister’s eyes. She grinned at me, pigtails dancing. I grinned back as I thrust over and over into Pam’s twat. Her thighs gripped me, her hips shifting and dancing.

Alicia darted her head forward, her arms tightening around my neck. She planted a quick smooch on my lips. Then another. I shuddered as she rained kisses over my face, giggling and cooing as we enjoyed our sister.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Zoey gasped. “Dandi, get those fingers in my twat! Oh, that’s incredible! Oh, yes, yes, I’m going to cum on those digits!”

“Mistress! Mistress! Fuck my ass! Pound it so hard! Yes, yes, yes!” Lee gasped.

“You fucking know I will!” hissed Melody, her blonde hair dancing around her face, her round tits heaving. “I’m going to fuck you until you’re screaming your damned head off! Yeah, you little sister-slut! You nasty fucking whore! You love it! No fucking lube on this dildo! It must be burning in your asshole!”

“It’s on fucking fire, Mistress!” gasped Lee. “But I’m just a nasty, filthy, dirty pain-slut! Ass-fuck me faster! Ravish my bowels! Yes, yes, yes!”

I grabbed Alicia’s sides. I stroked her as she smooched across my face to my lips again. She whimpered and then kissed me on the mouth. I thrust my tongue past her lips. Her tongue met mine, dancing. She moaned as she loved me with such hunger.

The pleasure swelled in my balls. I thrust hard and fast into Pam’s twat. I fucked her with powerful strokes. I buried into her over and over again. I slammed to the hilt in her cunt. I reveled in her twat’s hot grip on my dick.

The pleasure spilled down my shaft. This wild pleasure that had me groaning. I kissed my sister with hunger. I plowed into my other sister’s twat with powerful strokes. My balls smacked into her taint. Her pregnant snatch squeezed about me. Massaged me.

“Oh, god, yes!” Pam moaned, her voice muffled by Alicia’s cunt.

Our mothers suckled with noisy hunger on Pam’s nipples. They fed more bliss to her pussy that squeezed around me. I wanted all my women to have all the bliss they craved. To be satisfied in every single way.

We had to prevail. Had to show the world the injustice of anti-incest laws.

I slammed deep and hard into my sister-wife’s cunt. I shuddered, enjoying every last stroke. Every plunge into her hot cunt. My balls grew tighter and tighter. I would fire so much jizz into her twat. I would baste her with all my seed.

Alicia kissed me harder. Her tongue danced with mine. She whimpered and groaned, climbing to her own orgasm. Lees gasps and moans echoed through the living room, flesh slapping flesh as Melody pounded the slut’s asshole with the dildo.

“Shit!” Zoey gasped. “Dandi!”

“Cum for me!” Stefani moaned. “Just do it! I love it when you cum!”

“Just keep rubbing my clit like that! Fuck! Fuck! Yes!” Zoey’s big boobs heaved out of the corner of my eyes. They smacked together, flesh rippling.

Alicia then ripped her mouth from mine. “Mommy-Pam!”

“Cum on her face!” I growled, thrusting so hard and fast. I drove my cock to the hilt in Pam’s pussy. I slammed hard and fast.

“Daddy! Mommy-Pam!” Alicia’s face contorted. Then she bucked, squealing in delight.

Pam purred. I smiled, knowing the delightful taste of Alicia’s fresh cunt. My sister-wife must be in heaven right now, just drinking up all that cream while taking my big dick in her pregnant pussy. I slammed hard into my sister.

Her twat welcomed me with climaxing delight.

Her snatch writhed and spasmed around my cock. Her wonderful pussy rippled around me. She teased me. It was the most incredible thing in the world. I groaned, savoring the feel of her flesh sucking at my cock. I came closer and closer to that moment of eruption.

Her pussy brought me to the brink.

“Fuck, Pam!”

“Cum in her, Daddy!” Alicia howled, squirming from side to side on Pam’s mouth. “Flood her!”

“Yes!” I growled and buried into my sister’s spasming twat.

I erupted. I fired spurt after spurt of hot jizz into her cunt. I basted her. The pleasure rushed out of me. It slammed into my mind. The pleasure blazed across my thoughts. I groaned with each eruption. I pumped my seed into her.

I savored it. Her pussy writhed. She sucked at me. She worked out every drop of cum brimming in my balls. I basted her twat. I loved it. Triumph surged through me. Every time I came inside one of my sisters or mother or aunt was a triumph. A defiance of those closed-minded bigots trying to destroy our lives.

“I love you, Pam!” I growled. “I love all my women!”

“Yes!” Melody howled, her tits heaving.

“Master!” Lee groaned, trembling, no doubt cumming on that dildo driving into her asshole.

“We’re yours, “Aunt Vicky cooed, masturbating on the couch. “We’re with you all the way.”

“All the fucking way!” Zoey purred.

I grinned, riding high on the euphoria. I ripped my cock out of Pam’s pussy and growled, “Who wants to lick her clean.”

“Me, stud!” Melody moaned.

“Then she’s all yours,” I said and grabbed Alicia. I threw her over my shoulders. “And you’re all mine.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alicia Elliston

I spun around before my big brother. I wiggled my tight rump at him as I stared out at the family. He was on the couch. Melody had already slid between Pam’s thighs, eager to lick her clean. Mrs. Hiragawa and Aunt Vicky were slipping into a sixty-nine while Zoey had our mother crawling over to lick her ass. Stefani held up a double-headed dildo.

“Fuck me with this, Lee,” Stefani cooed.

“Yes, Mistress Stefani!” Lee said.

“Ooh, Daddy, our family is amazing,” I cooed. The older I got, the more I wanted to cling to the fantasy I was a little girl. Even if my twins were getting so big. I tried not to think about them. I saw them the other day. They were happy staying with the Reenburgs.

“Yes, it is,” he said.

“And you’re going to fight to make sure that we stay together!” I said. “You’re going to win.”

“That’s right,” he said, full of such confidence.

Then he grabbed my hips and pulled me down. I gasped as he brought me right to his cock. I shuddered as my waxed-bare pussy, done by Stefani just the other day, nuzzled into his dick. My pussy swallowed him with ease. I sank down him, shuddering as my big brother stretched me out.

I sat down on him. My hands on my knees. He gripped my sides as I wiggled my hips, stirring his amazing shaft around in my cunny. The pleasure rippled through my body. I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut for a moment.

Then he lifted me up.

“Daddy!” I squealed, squeezing my twat around him.

“My little princess!” he groaned as he slid me to the tip of his long dick. Then he slammed me back down. “Fuck, that’s good!”

“You make my cunny feel so good!” I moaned, my pigtail dancing around my face.

He pumped me up and down his cock. I groaned, squeezing about his cock. I loved the feel of his dick in me. My pussy gripping his shaft, drinking in the friction. He was so strong, lifting me over and over again.

The pleasure spilled through my body. Little stars danced around the edges of my vision. They twinkled with such amazing brilliance. They were just so gorgeous. I could stare at them forever. I grinned in delight, my hips wiggled back and forth, stirring my twat around his cock. It was an amazing thing to enjoy.

And I knew I made him feel amazing.

He grunted, groaned, as he worked me up and down his dick. My pussy clung to him. I gasped, my firm titties jiggling. My butt-cheeks smacked into his thighs on every downstroke. His cock reached so deep into me.

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy!” I cooed. “You make my cunny feel so good.”

“He makes all our cunnies feel amazing!” Pam said, squirming on the ground as Melody feasted on her creampie.

“He does, Mommy-Pam!” I moaned, squeezing my twat around his dick. “Yes, yes, yes! Oh, he makes me feel amazing!”

“Ride him, little sis!” Zoey cooed, riding our mother’s face. Zoey’s big tits heaved while her hands kneaded our mothers’ large boobies. “Mmm, you look so cute and sexy.”

“Yeah, she does!” Stefani panted, humping against Lee as they worked the double-ended dildo in and out of the other’s cunt.

“Such a sexy princess!” Lee moaned.

I beamed at them, my orgasm building so fast. My big brother worked me up and down his cock. He slammed me down his dick and then dragged me up again. I groaned, my hair swaying from side to side. The pleasure stirred through me. It was incredible to enjoy. I bit my lip, reveling in every second of it.

Clint groaned. His hand tightened. I knew my pussy was driving him wild. He would be cumming in me any moment. Just firing all his jizz into my twat. I wanted it so bad. I loved it when he fired off all his cum into me.

“Daddy!” I gasped, squeezing my cunny around his cock as he slid me up and down his dick. “Give me all your passion! Love me, Daddy! Breed your little princess!”

“Shit!” he groaned and impaled me down his cock.

His dick reached so deep in me. I gasped, arching my back as he knocked on my cervix. Then he grunted. Hot cum spurted out and flooded against me. Feeling his spunk splash against the entrance to my womb sent me over the edge.

“Daddy! I love your cum in me, Daddy!”

He spurted blast after blast of cum into my pussy. He fired it into me over and over again. That wonderful bliss swept hot through me. It was amazing to enjoy. A wild rush. The pleasure blazed through my mind as more and more of my big brother’s incestuous spunk erupted into me.

My cunny milked him with hunger. I squirmed and groaned, my twat going wild around his dick. He panted as I wrung him dry. I hit my pinnacle of rapture. I hung there, panting, my little titties rising and falling as I gazed out at the living room.

Our family writhed together. Loved each other. There was nothing wrong with this. In a few weeks, when the trial started, we would show the world that. We would expose just how beautiful our incestuous harem was.

And we’d win. I just knew it! My big brother wouldn’t let us down.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

Jonette Walsh…

Would she ruin everything? Had I led my family into a trap? Had I failed us all thinking I could convince twelve strangers to vote us not guilty when we were. We broke the law—were breaking the law right now.

I closed my eyes as Alicia squirmed on my lap. Had I fucked everything up?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

I felt disembodied when I stumbled into my apartment. How did I get on his jury? Clint Elliston’s. I barely made it through selection. Number 21. Everyone with a number higher than mine was either an alternative or dismissed. I slumped down into my couch.

“Fuck me,” I muttered and stared up at the ceiling. Then I glanced at the picture of my son. If only incest were legal, I could be with him. I rolled over on my side. I wanted to grab my phone and call him. Invite him over.

Beg to suck his cock.

I shoved a pillow between my legs, my pussy on fire. I closed my eyes, my naughty fantasies playing out in my mind. If only incest were legal. Then I wouldn’t be a terrible mother. I’d be an awesome Mom.

“Ian,” I whimpered, picturing my son, and ground on the pillow.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

“I’m on Clint Elliston’s jury,” the text from my mother read.

I glared at it. “So you get to ruin his life, too? I thought I said don’t text me. I’m done with you. Jaiden and I are free!”

I had done it. School had been out for weeks. I had found my brother. He’d been scared, but we were two states away now. Alamogordo, New Mexico. That bitch couldn’t find us. No one had to know that we were brother and sister here. We lied, said we were married.

“Come home. We can talk about it. You can’t be doing well. Your brother is like your father. He’ll leave you high and dry.”

“Fuck you bitch!” I texted back. I glanced at the clock. Jaiden would be home any minute. I was going to welcome him in style. The way only his little sister could. “Never text me again! You’re not my mother!” 

I threw my phone down. I didn’t need her. I had my own life.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Elmer Bennett

“I’m on Clint Elliston’s jury,” I told my wife when I came home.

“Holy geez,” she said, turning around. She wore a sleeveless sundress, a picture of iced tea on the counter. “That’s incredible.”

“Yeah,” I said, guilt twisting in my guts. “I should have said… said I couldn’t be. You’re Pam Elliston’s patient.”

“Why didn’t you tell them that?” Candy asked.

“Because you’re Pam Elliston’s patient. They’re going to wonder about them. A sex therapist who helps women. I mean, look at you.”

She arched an eyebrow at me. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“That you want me to have sex with our daughter. Because of Pam.”

“She just helped me understand my desires.” Candy drew up her skirt to flash a skimpy, red thong. “Your daughter was wearing these earlier. She handed them to me. Told me she masturbated in them.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, falling to my knees.

“Eat me out then let’s go do it. It’s time. Your daughter’s ready. You have a chance to enjoy something amazing and help an innocent family escape persecution.” My wife wiggled her hips. “What do you say.”

I couldn’t hold out any longer. I leaned forward, breathing in her musk mixed with my daughter’s soaked into those panties. I tried to be a good man. I did, but the women in my life wanted to corrupt me.

And I wanted to be corrupted. The rest of the jury might despise Clint, but he’d have one ally even if he didn’t know it.

To be continued…
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June 28th, 2027 – Elmer Bennett

I fell to my knees before my wife, unable to resist the incestuous ache any longer. Both my women, my wife and daughter, wanted me to do this. Clint Elliston believed it was right, and my wife had come to agree with him through her counseling sessions with Pam Elliston. The temptation I’d had the last two years with our teenage daughter and her blatant flirting boiled through me.

I couldn’t resist. The last of my morality crumbled away.

I stared at the pair of pink panties my wife wore. Candy’s panties. Our daughter had masturbated in those and given them to my wife to wear. Over the last two years, I had developed a fetish for masturbating in my daughter’s used panties. My wife encouraged it when she found out.

She would stroke Candy’s panties up and down my cock. Then she started wearing them herself and pretending to be Candy. Now…

I pressed my face between Rachel’s thighs. I breathed in my wife’s sweet musk. It was such a similar scent to our daughter’s pussy. I could smell another sweet delight. My daughter’s pussy juices that soaked the crotch of these panties from her masturbation.

I groaned and then licked. My tongue flicked across the gusset of the panties, pressing them into my wife’s pussy folds. Her juices mixed with my daughter’s. An incestuous delight. I shuddered, my hands sliding around my wife’s hips to grab her ass. I gripped her rump. I squeezed tight, holding on and pulling her panty-clad snatch against my mouth.

“Oh, yes, yes, lick our daughter’s juices off those panties,” my wife moaned. “her breasts jiggled in her top. “That’s it. Be a naughty daddy. Enjoy the mix of our flavors.”

“So fucking good,” I groaned, gripping my wife in my strong hands.

My tongue licked and lapped at her. I pressed the panties into the folds of her pussy, soaking the material in her juices. I sucked at the cloth, drawing out both of their cream through the fabric. My wife gasped, her body trembling.

Her moans echoed through our kitchen. This was a wild day. Selected for jury duty on the Elliston trial and now eating my wife’s pussy out with hunger through our daughter’s panties. I feasted on her. I caressed my tongue up and down the groove of her pussy. I pushed the fabric into her pussy lips.

Her labia engulfed the gusset of the panties. Her shaved labia spread on either side. I caressed those naked cuntlips. She gasped as I stroked up to her clit. Her bud pressed hard through the cloth. I sucked on it, savoring the sweet juices staining my mouth.

“Yes, yes, such a bad daddy!” she gasped. “I love it. You’re going to fuck our daughter. Make her into a woman. She’s sixteen. She needs to have a man ravish her. She needs her daddy to fuck her hard.”

“Yes!” I growled, gripping my wife’s ass through the panties.

“You’re going to give her such pleasure,” my wife moaned, her voice echoing through the room.

“I’m going to make her explode on my cock!”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

I sucked on her clit. More and more of those sweet juices bled through. My wife’s cunt cream soaked the panties. She attacked her top. She pulled it off, her breasts jiggling in a gray bra. Large and bountiful. She reached the front, unhooked them. The cups sprang away. Her tits spilled out jiggling. Her nipples thrust hard. She grabbed them. Twisted.

Her moans grew throatier and throatier as I sucked on her pussy through her panties. I caressed her cuntlips. I devoured her pussy. I pushed the panties as deep into her hole as I could, drenching them in Rachel’s juices. The incestuous rush of eating my wife’s cunt through our daughter’s panties was incredible.

“Elmer!” my wife gasped. “Oh, yes, yes, Elmer! Just right there! Oh, that’s what I need. Mmm, that’s incredible. I’m going to cum so hard!”

“Good!” I growled.

“Going to soak our daughter’s panties in my juices!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, she’s going to love them. Candy’s waiting for us!”

“Fuck!” I snarled and sucked so hard on her clit.

My wife twisted her nipples. Her face scrunched up in rapture. Then she gasped out loud. She bucked, her tits heaving. Juices gushed through the panties. They bathed my mouth. I groaned, drinking down the sweet flood.

My cock throbbed so hard in my jeans. The ache to slide into my daughter built and built as I drank my wife’s cream. The incestuous need for my sweet Candy surged hot through me. My wife shuddered as she ground those panties on my face as she reached her climax.

“Oh, god, Elmer!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, our daughter needs you. Needs the man of the house to step up and love her!”

“Yes,” I growled and then stood up. I ripped off the dress shirt I put on for jury duty. The buttons burst off. I threw it to the ground, my muscles flexing. Down to just my khaki slacks, I grabbed my wife.

I threw her over my shoulder with ease.

She giggled in delight, her large breasts pressed into my back. My arm wrapped around her upper thighs to hold her in place. Her rump, clad in those panties, was right next to my face. She had such a great ass.

Dick throbbing hard, I carried her through the house. I marched with purpose, so eager to throw her down and then ravage Candy while my wife watched. I would fuck our daughter so hard. It would be incredible. My dick twitched and throbbed in my slacks. The ache to unload spurt after spurt of cum into my daughter’s depths consumed me.

I licked my lips, savoring the taste of my wife lingering there. She had such a yummy pussy. Just like our daughter had one.

The stairs creaked. My wife trembled, her legs twitching. She cooed, her hands caressing my back. I reached the top floor and marched to our daughter’s bedroom door, past the bathroom where I had learned the delights of her used panties. I reached her door, threw it open.

She lay on her belly on her bed, playing with her phone. She had on a tennis skirt and a tank top, her legs folded, feet thrust up in the air, toes curling. She tossed her phone to the side and glanced at us.

“Mmm, Daddy, I heard naughty sounds from downstairs,” she cooed. “What were you and Mommy up to?”

“Your mother’s wearing your panties,” I said, swinging Rachel down. “Isn’t that naughty of her?”

“So naughty,” my daughter said. She parted her legs and showed an inviting shadow. “I didn’t have any clean pairs to pull on.” Her legs spread wider. Her shaved pussy appeared, slit barely parting to show off her inner, pink depths. “Now I know why.”

I bent down and ripped the panties off my wife’s hips, pulling them out from between her thick pussy lips. My wife’s shaved cunt appeared, her labia quivering for a moment. Then she stepped out of the panties and I threw them at my daughter.

She trapped them and rolled over onto her back. She pressed her panties into her face, her skirt sliding down her elevated legs. Her pussy beckoned as she inhaled the sweet delights of her mother’s own cunt.

“You soaked these, Mom,” she gasped. “Ooh, she’s such a naughty mother, Daddy.”

“Yes, she is,” I growled, licking my lips. I hungered for my daughter. I would feast on her. I would devour her utterly. My mouth salivated to pounce on her. I advanced, unfastening my belt as I went. Then I reached the bed and grabbed my daughter’s knees.

I thrust them even farther apart. She gasped, her legs spreading wide. She quivered there, her breasts rising and falling beneath her tank top. She had a round face like her mother, but youthful instead of mature. Black hair fanned out over her pink pillow. Her breasts were round, more modest than my wife’s big and lush tits.

The scent of sweet, teenage pussy filled my nose. I had breathed this scent in on her panties, but now it was fresh. From the source. Finally, I would devour her. I kissed up her right thigh, smooching at her tan flesh. I came closer and closer to that juicy pussy, nearing the tan line left by her bikini bottoms.

She quivered. Moaned. Her mother slid on the bed behind us. Rachel’s fingernails scratched at my lower back as I kissed closer and closer to our daughter’s virgin twat. Candy whimpered as her sweetness called to me.

I pressed my mouth into her pussy and licked. She gasped. Her body arched as I dragged my tongue across her virgin slit. I traveled from taint to the pinnacle, brushing her hard clit in the process. It just peeked out of her lower lips.

“Oh, Daddy, yes!” my daughter moaned in wanton delight. “Mmm, that’s so good. Your tongue feels so amazing!”

“Good,” I growled and licked at her snatch.

I lapped again as my wife’s fingernails scratched to undo the waistband of my khakis. A shiver ran across my skin as she followed my waistband around. I groaned into my daughter’s fresh, young twat and feasted on more of her incestuous juices.

They soaked my lips and mouth. My hands shoved beneath her ass to grip her teenage rump. I squeezed and kneaded her as I pulled her cunt tight against my face. She shuddered, thighs gripping the sides of my head.

“Daddy! Daddy!” she squealed as my tongue slid over her hymen.

I pressed on that thin membrane that guarded her pure depths. I caressed over it, so eager to be in my daughter. My cock had to escape my pants and boxers. Luckily, my wife knew what I craved. She unsnapped my khakis. Pulled down the zipper. As my tongue caressed up our daughter’s slit to her clit, my wife tugged off my pants.

Candy moaned. Her thighs gripped the side of my head. She held me to her pussy as my tongue explored around her clit. I caressed that little bud. Teased her. I knew what her mother liked. They were so similar. Created in the same gorgeous mold.

“Daddy, you’re going to make me cum!” she moaned, her round titties jiggling in her tank top. Her nipples poked at the thin material.

“Good,” Rachel purred. “Just drench your father’s face. He loves your pussy juices so much.”

“Mommy!” gasped Candy. “I will! Just drench him! I’m so glad he’s finally loving me!”

“I told you he would.” Rachel pulled my pants down to my knees. Then she yanked down my boxers. “Mmm, you have such a gorgeous ass, Elmer. Firemen have such hot bodies, don’t they, Candy?”

“Yes!” my daughter squealed as I sucked on her clit. “Oh, yes, yes!”

My wife rubbed her large tits into my naked ass, her nipples hard points against my meaty rump. I let my wife have her fun as I nibbled on our daughter’s clit. Virgin juices soaked my chin as Candy squirmed. Her breasts jiggled in her tank top.

I growled, “Take off that top. Let me see those cute tits!”

“Yes!” Candy sat up, ripped off her tank top, and then fell back down onto her pillows. Her cute boobies bounced and jiggled.

She squirmed, those tits shaking with their teenage perkiness. I stared up at them, loving the white triangles centered over her pink nipple. The outline from the dainty bikini top that hugged those succulent breasts when she sunbathed.

I licked harder at her pussy. She gasped out in delight as she squirmed. She ground her cunt against my mouth. I groaned, reveling in eating out her twat. I slid my tongue up and down her folds, brushing her clit over and over.

“That’s it,” cooed my wife as she massaged her tits into my ass. “Make our daughter cum like you made me!”

“Then make me into a woman!” Candy howled. “Oh, Daddy, yes, yes, I want your cock in me!”

“Me, too,” I growled.

“Yes, yes, do it, honey!” panted my wife, her breasts rubbing across my back. “Make our sweet and sexy daughter into a woman!”

I sucked hard on my daughter’s clit. I swirled my tongue around her bud. I loved her. I gave my daughter my all. My wife pulled her breasts away. Then she rubbed her hot cunt on my ass, her fingernails scratching at my back.

Candy groaned. She shuddered, her teenage boobies jiggling. Then she gasped out in delight. She flooded my mouth like her mother would when climaxing. Juice gushed out of her. I feasted on her. Devoured the virginal cream spilling from my daughter’s cunt.

“Daddy!” she howled.

“Oh, yes, yes, that’s it!” my wife moaned, grinding her hot cunt on my ass. “Lick up our daughter’s juices then fuck her! Pop her cherry!”

“Do it, Daddy!” Candy moaned.

My wife slid along her side and settled herself beside our daughter. They two women kissed. Mother and daughter moaned in wanton delight. I shuddered, lifting my head from my daughter’s pussy to watch their tongues dancing. My wife cupped Candy’s tit.

Candy’s hand slid down my wife’s stomach to slide between her legs. Had they already had sex? Shit.

Dick throbbing, I rose. I brought my cock to my daughter’s virgin pussy. I pressed into her folds as I loomed over her. She broke the kiss with her mother. My wife ducked her head down, sucking one of Candy’s pink nipples into her mouth.

“I’m so ready for you, Daddy,” Candy whimpered. “I’ve been ready for two years.”

“Sorry,” I groaned. “I was raised to think this was wrong. But it’s not.”

“No!” she moaned as my cock pressed on her hymen. “Do it, Daddy!”

My wife sucked on our daughter’s nipple while Candy fingered Rachel’s pussy. My two women were both moaning, groaning. I felt the maidenhead against the tip of my cock. I just had to thrust, and I would tear through my daughter’s virginity.

So I thrust.

I rammed my cock forward. I ripped through her hymen and buried to the hilt in her. She gasped. Her eyes bulged as she felt me all the way in her. Her tight, deflowered cunt squeezed around me. I groaned out my joy.

“Daddy!” she gasped, her thighs wrapping about my waist. “You’re in me.”

Rachel’s mouth popped off my daughter’s nipple. “Where he belongs. In one of us.”

“Yes!” Candy purred.

My wife leaned up and kissed her on the mouth. Their tongues danced and dueled. Candy’s pussy squeezed about my cock. She held me tight as I drew back my hips. I groaned at the wonderful pleasure surging down my dick to my aching balls.

I thrust forward. I slammed my cock hard into my daughter’s juicy pussy. She moaned into the kiss with her mother. Her cunt squeezed about me. That silky, incestuous sheath massaged my dick. It was incredible to be in her.

My balls, full of my fertile seed, smacked into her taint every time I buried back into my little girl. Her teenage pussy squeezed around my dick. She held me tight. She gripped me with passion. I groaned, loving every second of burying into her cunt. Of plowing into her amazing snatch.

Her hips stirred from right to left. Her cunt slid around my cock. I groaned with my every thrust into her pussy. With my every plunge. It was an incredible delight to experience. I panted, my heart hammering in my chest as I buried into her again and again.

“Candy!” I groaned.

She broke the kiss with her mother to smile up at me. “Oh, Daddy, I love you so much!”

“Yes, yes,” Rachel moaned, squirming as our daughter fingered her pussy. “This is as beautiful as Dr. Elliston said it would be. We’re loving our little girl.”

“We fucking are!” I panted, thrusting hard into my daughter. I leaned down onto my left elbow. Then I pressed my weight on my daughter. She grinned. Her left arm, the right busy with her mother, threw around my neck.

She kissed me.

My wife joined me.

Her soft boobs pressed into my side as we shared our three-way kiss. I pumped away at our daughter’s pussy. I drove my cock into her over and over again. The incestuous pleasure surged through me. It was intense. Amazing. It was a wonderful experience to enjoy. I groaned, driving my dick deep and hard into my daughter.

I fucked her with passion. With enthusiasm. I plunged my cock into her again and again. I reveled in every hard thrust and plunge of my dick into her silky cunt while our three tongues and lips worked together.

Loved each other.

“Daddy! Mommy!”

“I know,” Rachel cooed. “He feels so good in you.”

“So good!” My daughter squirmed. “I’m going to cum on his cock!”

“Good!” I grunted. “That’s what I want to feel. I want you to be a good girl and milk my cock dry.”

“Yes, Daddy!” She grinned up at me. “Every last drop! I’ll empty your balls.”

“Good,” I growled, thrusting with more and more passion into her cunt. I hammered her with powerful thrusts, reveling in the feel of her cunt squeezing around me. That delicious snatch massaged me. Brought me closer and closer to the edge of cumming in her.

“Daddy!” she moaned. “Oh, Daddy, yes!” Her pussy clamped down on me. “That’s so good. Oh, Daddy, I’m going to cum so hard on your dick.”

“Good,” I panted, driving my dick to the hilt in her. “I want to feel that happening. I want your twat just writhing around me.”

“It will be, Daddy!”

I thrust harder. My balls, smacking into my daughter’s taint, brimmed with cum. They grew heavier and heavier. The sweet heaven of my daughter’s cunt gripped me. I never wanted this to end. I wanted to erupt in her. I wanted to spurt so much jizz into her. Just unload all the spunk I could into her delicious snatch.

I would baste her. Flood her. She would be dripping with so much cum. It would be incredible. I groaned, pumping away fast and hard. I buried into my daughter’s snatch. I plundered her cunt with powerful strokes, burying into her over and over again.

She squeezed her pussy down around my dick. Her moans echoed through the room. She squirmed beneath me, her teenage titties rubbing in my chest. She kissed at my chin, smooching as I drove my cock into her.

“Cum on your daddy!” Rachel moaned, squirming beside us. “This is so hot. Cum on your daddy’s cock!”

“Yes!” Candy howled.

She came.

Her pussy spasmed and writhed around my dick. I groaned as I drove into her depths. Her pussy engulfed me in spasming delight. My balls smacked into her taint. The rapture surged down to my balls.

They erupted.

“Candy!”

“Daddy’s cumming in me!” howled my daughter.

“Yes!” my wife moaned and trembled beside us.

Ecstasy slammed through my body. Incestuous joy at finally spilling my cum in my daughter’s pussy consumed me. I growled through every blast and eruption of spunk I spurted into my little girl’s writhing pussy.

Her cunt massaged my cock. Rippled around me. I groaned while my wife panted. All three of us cried out as we shared the beauty of this moment. I felt so close to Rachel and Candy as I erupted into my daughter again and again.

“Yes!” I howled my triumph.

“Daddy!”

“Beautiful!” panted my wife.

As I spilled the last of my cum into my daughter’s depths, I knew that I would do everything to make sure that Clint was acquitted. I would find him and his family not guilty. There was nothing wrong with this at all.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez – July 19th, 2027

“There are reasons that incest is illegal,” Ed Thomas said as he stood tall and proud, looking almost presidential instead of the lead prosecutor on the case. It was the opening of the trial. The galley was packed with spectators, mostly reporters. The judge had even granted them permission to film.

This was being broadcast live across the internet.

“It’s a violation of nature. It harms those that it touches. Twists them. Warps them. Abuses them.” His voice had a deliberation to it. A cadence that resonated through the courtroom. I sat at the table, nervous, watching the jurors.

Number 17, Jonette Walsh, nodded along with enthusiasm. The Black woman looked like she was on a crusade. That she was here to avenge every wrong in the world. I glanced down at my notes. Mother of two. Social worker. Her children were young, just out of high school. Neighbors said she wouldn’t talk about the son who’d disappeared a year ago. Daughter moved out the moment she graduated high school.

She fumed all the time now. Furious, though no one interviewed knew about what.

“It’s emotional violence enacted on those closest to you,” Ed continued.

My stomach roiled at Ed’s words. My daughter wasn’t twisted or warped. I wasn’t, either.

“It leaves their souls bloody. Wounds that might never heal.”

My daughter didn’t have a bloody soul. It was so hard not to say anything. I had to play my role. If Ed had even a hint that I was working against him, I would be screwed. So far, I hadn’t been exposed. The massage parlor’s records didn’t show that I had ever visited there. They had two sets of books and destroyed their original one, leaving an innocuous one in its place.

“And then there’s the risk of inbreeding,” Ed continued, striding back and forth. “Bringing in generations of children that have congenital birth defects. It compounds problems. It brings out the flaws in the human genome. Amplifies them. It’s no different from certain breeds of dogs who have been interbred so much with their bloodlines that they have all manner of issues. Hip displacements. Heart problems. Vision problems. It’s no different with humans.

“Incest is a crime. A terrible blight.”

Juror twelve, Elmer Bennett, all but glared at Ed. He hated what the man was selling. A fireman, married and with a daughter near adult age, he despised the words. He must have feelings for his daughter. Maybe even sleeping with her.

I smiled for a moment. That was a treat. I was glad he had that joy of sleeping with her.

“This is why we have made incest illegal! To protect ourselves from the worst parts of our impulses. From sexual deviancy that maims and scars the soul. From bringing in the next generation of children weaker than we are. It’s a crime that is written in our blood. We all know it’s wrong.”

Number twenty-one, Delilah Midgley, a divorced mother of one who lived alone, looked shaken. She was clasping hands, her breathing appearing ragged. Neighbors and coworkers said she was estranged from her son.

What had happened between them?

The other jurors were shifting in seats. They had a mix of faces, studious, bored, approving, frowning. It was hard to read them. None of them gave as strong reactions as Walsh, Bennett, and Midgley. The case would hang on those three. I was certain of it.

“That is why we are here today. Clinton Elliston and his family have violated it all. He has had sexual relations with his mother. His aunt. Every one of his sisters and half-sisters. They have all had his children. They have a reckless disregard for the pain they are inflicting on each other as well as the potential harm they are spreading to their offspring. For that reason, the State of California is going to prove that they need to be separated through incarceration for their own good. Their children must be taken from them so they are not equally damaged around a man who so lusts for sexual perversion, that he will prey upon them next. Thank you.”

I glanced over at Clint and his family. They sat together behind the defense table, which was occupied by their large legal team. More of their lawyers sat around them, taking notes. Clint’s head was raised. He sat proud between his two sister-wives. They all did. They were not ashamed one bit.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Elisabet Reenburg

I rose to do my opening statement. “The State wants to paint Clint and his family as sexual perverts. Degenerates who have so twisted and bent each other, that they are monsters. But there is a philosophy called Ethical Hedonism.”

I paused, glancing at the jury. Bennett nodded enthusiasm. Midgley looked up at that, her brow tightening. Walsh scowled, like that was the most deadly thing she’d ever heard of. Others gave me curious or bored looks.

“Ladies and gentleman of the jury,” I said. “I am here to show you that my clients are not immoral monsters. Hedonism is an ancient philosophy first promoted by Aristippus of Cyrene, a contemporary of Socrates. He believed that there were only two states in this world, pleasure and suffering. And, therefore, it is moral to seek out pleasure. Ethical Hedonism believes in finding that pleasure, whether through consensual sex or other activities that bring joy and happiness and bliss. There are even Christian Hedonists who believe that by joy in God’s creation it gives the Creator glory.

“Clint isn’t a pervert. There is nothing disgusting with wanting to live a life that has as little suffering as possible. That maximizes pleasure. It is what we all want. He doesn’t hurt those in his life. He doesn’t violate them. Doesn’t take advantage of them. He loves them.” I paused again, sweeping my gaze across the jury. “We all want love. To give it to those we care for. To receive it back in turn. Especially romantic love.

“Once upon a time, humans used to think love between members of different races, miscegenation, was illegal. In this very country, many states made it illegal to marry someone of another race. To deny them the love and pleasure that they crave. It was wrong.

“We corrected that mistake.

“After that, we still thought it was wrong for two men to be together. That two women in love were disgusting. But we have recognized that injustice, haven’t we? Now gay marriage is not only accepted, it’s lauded. It’s praised. We all know gay couples who have found each other even if thirty years ago, twenty years ago, even a decade ago, many of us thought it was wrong.

“We evolved.”

I paused again, Emmett nodding. Midgley stared at me with this look of desperate hope. Walsh scowled. What to do about her?

“If love is consensual, there are no dangers in incest. It doesn’t warp the soul. It doesn’t twist and do violence to another. It’s no different from other forms of love. Miscegenation. Homosexuality. Not once will the State ever be able to prove that Clint or one of the women of his family forced another into sex. No rape. No coercion or threats. It was all consensual. Passion that they all found for each other as they embraced Ethical Hedonism.

“So what is the other problem with incest? Interbreeding? Well, that takes generations for the problems to compound. We have modern birth control methods. We can test parents to see if they have the chance of passing on harmful traits, which can happen to any couple. Unless you think every poor child born with a birth defect came from incest?

“The risks are greatly exaggerated. Human history is replete with it. Most marriages in our history were between cousins. Marrying outside of the small group of people in your community is a modern phenomenon. So what is the harm in allowing those who love each other to share that ultimate expression of their feelings?

“Consensual, beautiful love-making. That doesn’t make them monsters for wanting to share that with each other. Doesn’t make their acts harmful. Doesn’t make them bad parents, terrible siblings, horrible children. It makes them people no different from you or me.”

Midgley stared at me with tears in her eyes. She nodded her head, hands clutched tight. Those were words she needed to hear. I wanted to glance at Pam and flash her a thumbs up. She had helped me craft this speech.

“We have all had wrong thoughts. We have all evolved. Anti-miscegenation and anti-homosexuality laws were once the norms. Now look at where we are. But we can go further. We can show the world the tyranny of anti-incest laws by finding my clients innocent. Support unfettered love. Thank you.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

I sat in my seat beside Clint, trying hard to keep up my poise as the first day of the trial dragged on. The first witness had been called by the prosecution, Detective Nelson Tucker. He looked sharp and imposing in his suit, not the rumpled and tired man who’d arrested us. No five o’clock shadow. No bags under his eyes. No rumpled clothing.

His stout form looked authoritative. His years gave weight to his words.

The prosecutor, Ed Thomas, stood at a lectern between the prosecutor’s desk and ours, staring down at his notes periodically as he asked the detective simple questions, allowing the man to talk about the investigation. How he had spied on us since last Christmas, interviewed people in our lives, lied about the purpose of it as he sought to find the evidence of our guilt. Ultimately, it had led to the two undercover officers moving in across the street.

I had so badly misread them.

No, I hadn’t misread Isaac and Catherine. They were a real brother and sister. They had real feelings for each other buried inside of them. Feelings I was certain I’d brought to the fore and they had acted on.

“After we arrested the defendants, we searched their home. In there, we found all manner of sexual items.”

“What type?” Ed Thomas asked.

“Dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, BDSM gear.”

“What does that mean? BDSM gear?”

“Whips. Paddles. Handcuffs. Other bondage items. Things I had never even heard of. They had so many of them. They could have opened their own sex shop.”

I leaned forward and whispered, “Elisabet.”

She turned, her blonde hair sweeping about her shoulders to stare back at me.

“Ask him if he saw any sign of abuse of our children. Ask him where he found the sex toys and where the children played and lived.”

Elisabet nodded, jotting down notes.

Ed went over his questions, reiterating all the stuff I’d now learned about the State’s probe into our lives. It all had to be shared with us as part of discovery. We had petitioned for a swift trial. It meant we didn’t have as much time to prepare, though we’d been preparing for this eventuality for years. The reality was here.

And Walsh hated us.

I glanced at the jurors. I could work with the rest of them. Bennett and Midgley were both good supporters. My suggestion to Elisabet’s opening had resonated with the woman. She thought of herself as a monster. She had done something with her son and it had horrified her. She had rejected him out of hatred of herself.

I wanted to have her in my office to help her so badly. Therapy through a trial, however, was a novel idea.

Elisabet Reenburg rose and marched to the lectern. She looked gorgeous as always, wearing a business skirt of dark gray and a mauve blouse, a diamond necklace gleaming. The men on the jury all perked up at the sight of her again, smiles on their lips. Especially Boon, an older man with balding, white hair.

He had the look of a man with granddaughters he’d love to be closer to.

“Detective Nelson, is it true that you found all the sex toys in House Number Three?” Elisabet asked. On cross-examination, she could ask leading questions, something the prosecutor couldn’t do on his direct examination.

Detective Tucker studied her. “Yes.”

“And is it true that none of the children’s rooms were found in House Number Three, but were spread out between House Number Two and Number One?”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“So outside of the adults’ bedrooms in House Number One and Two, was there any sign of sexual activity found in the ‘public’ areas of the two houses, the yard, and the childrens’ bedrooms? Any forensic reports? Any sex toys?”

“No.” He swallowed.

“So you found no sign of any sexual abuse of the children at all?”

“No sign.”

“And that the children were kept away from the ‘adult’ activities.”

“It appears so.”

“Would you say that the Ellistons took great care to keep their children from seeing their love-making, like any responsible parents would do?”

“I don’t know?”

“You don’t know?” Her tone grew harder. “You just said that there was no sign of the children being in House Number Three where the sex toys were found. That sounds responsible to me. Doesn’t it to you?”

He glowered at her.

“Your honor, can you instruct the witness to answer?” Elisabet asked.

Judge Coburn glanced at the detective. “Answer the question.”

“I suppose it does,” he muttered.

I smiled.

She finished up her questions after another twenty minutes, attacking various methodologies of the investigation, but it wasn’t the important stuff. Clarifying that we didn’t abuse our children was important to get the jury on our side. Especially Walsh.

Detective Sunny Savage came up next. The young woman looked sharp in her light-gray pantsuit and blue blouse. She sat poised, going over many of the same topics as her partner had. However, when asked if she had seen any signs of abuse by Ed Thomas, her answer annoyed me.

“Only BDSM paraphernalia,” she answered.

“What does that mean?” Thomas asked.

“House Three was full of all manner of painful items. Items designed to hurt. Whips. Flails. Vampire gloves, which have little needles on them. Bondage gear to hold someone in terrible positions for hours.”

I leaned forward. “Hit her on BDSM,” I whispered to Elisabet. “Ask her if it’s wrong to consensually participate in those activities.”

Soon, Elisabet started her cross-examination. She asked many of the same questions as she had of Detective Tucker. Then she went in for my suggestion, asking, “You implied that BDSM is abuse. Is that something you believe?”

“I do?”

“And yet BDSM is practiced by consenting adults across the United States. Are they wrong for doing that?”

Sunny’s brow narrowed. “I don’t understand the question.”

“You don’t?” Elisabet asked, a note of incredulity in her voice as if Sunny was an idiot. “Are normal Americans who indulge in BDSM wrong for doing something consensual? Something legal?”

“Well, they’re not wrong, but—”

“And is there any sign that Clint actually abused the women in his family who enjoy being bound?”

“There’s not any—”

“That he hurt any of them by spanking them?”

“Not that I saw.”

“Do you enjoy being spanked by a romantic partner?”

“Objection,” Ed Thomas barked. “This isn’t relevant.”

“Detective Savage claims that BDSM is an unhealthy activity, but it is one that millions of people both read about in romance novels and watch in record-breaking movies,” Elisabet said. “We have to know if she’s being honest or merely maligning my clients for their healthy and legal sexual activities.”

“Nothing they do together is legal,” Thomas snapped back.

“Overruled,” the judge said. “The witness brought it up in her direct, Mrs. Reenburg can question her about it.”

Savage’s cheeks blazed. “I… I… Yes. A few times.”

“So even you don’t think BDSM is wrong. Were you lying to harm my clients?”

“I… misspoke,” she said, squirming.

“So there’s nothing wrong with people expressing their love in a variety of consensual ways, like spanking or bondage?”

“No.”

Several women on the jury, including jurors three and sixteen, gave little nods. They had read those novels, might even have had experimented with their husbands with some light spanking or handcuffs in the bedroom.

Perfect.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Isaac Nicholson

It was hard not to reveal my feelings for my sister as I had to testify on my part of the investigation. The dinner at the Ellistons, watching Clint have sex with his older sister Zoey, then “reviewing” the video Pam Elliston had given my little sister.

“It was quite graphic sex on the DVD,” I said, my dick throbbing hard. My sister was in the courtroom. She’d have to tell these same words. Relive our first night of fiery passion. I had to keep it out of my voice. My face. I wanted her so badly right now. “Clint had sex with several of his sisters in a variety of roleplaying scenarios.”

It had been incredible to watch that video. The gateway into my own incestuous passion. And here I was, hiding it. Concealing it from the world and being a hypocrite. I had to leave it out. For our own protection. We couldn’t survive this scrutiny. Clint was going to jail.

What a pity.

“Your witness,” Ed Thomas finally said.

My stomach roiled as the beautiful Elisabet Reenburg stood up. She had intimated that she knew of the illicit relationship my sister and I had. Did she have any evidence of it? I would have to lie. Perjure myself to protect Cat.

That made me squirm.

“Did Zoey object to having sex with Clint?”

“No,” I said, clear, easy question.

“Did she enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“And on the tape, Did either Alicia or Zoey appear coerced to have sexual relationships with Clint?”

“No. They appeared quite willing participants.” I shouldn’t have added that last part. I wasn’t on Clint’s side.

I wanted to be, though.

“And they enjoyed themselves?”

“Greatly.”

“Do you think it’s wrong for a brother and sister to have sex?”

I hesitated. My cheeks blazed. Memories of my sister burned in my thoughts. How she looked naked. How her face twisted as she climaxed on my cock. The taste of her pussy. The passion of her cries. How she felt when I was in her. Fucking her.

Catherine watched me. I swallowed. How should I answer this? Everyone was staring at me. “No.”

The jury murmured. The watching reporters snapped photos. My heart hammered in my chest. Why did I say that? I stared at my sister as she sat in the crowd, wearing her dress blue uniform like I was, ready to take the stand and testify all the same things that I had.

She gave a slight nod. Supportive.

“No?” Mrs. Reenburg asked. She sounded surprised. “You don’t see anything wrong with a brother and sister having sex?”

“If it’s consensual,” I said, squirming. My hand gripped my hat. What was I doing? I was helping Clint. I was risking myself. My career. My freedom. My sister’s!

I glanced at Mrs. Reenburg. The blonde and mature beauty stood at the lectern, hands gripping it. The jury stared at me. Here it came. She would ask the question that I would have to deny. Take the fifth. My heart hammered in my chest.

Instead, she moved on to other questions that had me admit that I saw no signs of abuse. I didn’t get it. She could have destroyed me. Why hadn’t she? I was shaken as I stepped down. I slumped into the seat and watched as my sister took the stand, who was first asked the same questions by Cruzita Martínez on direct. Then came Mrs. Reenburg’s cross. She asked the same questions, too.

“I think incest, if it’s consensual, is fine,” my sister said, her cheeks blazing. “If there’s no abuse, what’s the harm?”

Sweat dripped down the back of my neck. Soon, my sister was dismissed. She didn’t sit beside me. That would be too obvious, but I wanted to grab her hands as the day’s testimony was finished out with a forensic expert introducing the DVD into evidence and authenticating where it came from and what it showed. It was all technical, boring.

What would people think of our confessions?

“We are recessed until 9 am tomorrow,” the judge announced and rose.

Everyone followed.

My sister slipped up beside me in the press to leave the courtroom. My heart hammered in my chest. I couldn’t believe what we did. My friend, Detective Tucker, gave me such a dirty look. I could tell he wanted to punch me in the face. He knew I’d sandbagged the jury.

Then he looked at my sister and his lip curled.

“I need you,” hissed Catherine, her voice almost lost to the turmoil. “Right here. Third-floor bathroom. I want you to pound me.”

“Yes,” I groaned, hoarse, addicted. We would be investigated now. I could feel it. We all but admitted we were having sex with each other. I rubbed sweaty hands on my pants. But we had done the right thing. Clint was a good man. If he had done something wrong with his sisters, it meant I did something wrong with Catherine.

I loved her. How could that be wrong?

“Officers!” a sharp voice snapped behind us.

I stiffened. Cruzita Martínez. I turned to see the Latina prosecutor striding up in her maroon pencil skirt and rose-hue blouse. Her black hair swirled around her face twisted with passionate anger. The gold, hoop earrings she wore swayed.

“Follow me!” she hissed. “We have to talk about your testimony.”

I swallowed, feeling Ed Thomas glaring daggers at us as he stuffed items into his briefcase.

My sister and I followed Cruzita out of the courtroom and through the halls. Several reporters called our names, their questions lost to the wild pounding of hot blood through my ears. This was it. Cruzita would tell us that we were under investigation. Try to find out if we were committing incest.

She had her office on the fifth floor. It was a good size one. She had risen high in the Yolo County DA’s. She had a desk strewn with briefs, bookshelves holding sage legal tones, Venetian blinds drawn close. She shut the door behind her.

Locked it.

“I’m supposed to yell at you two,” Cruzita said, her tone now a sultry purr, “but you two need to fuck.”

“What?” I gasped.

“That’s disgusting,” my sister spat out. “We don’t need to do that.”

“It’s okay, officers,” she said and began unbuttoning her blouse. “I need to masturbate. I want to watch you two fuck. Mmm, incest is so hot, isn’t it? I know you two are lovers. Let me see how sexy you are. Make love to your sister, Isaac. Make her cum hard bent over my desk.”

To be continued…
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July 19th, 2027 – Catherine Nicholson

I stood there shocked as Cruzita Martínez, one of the prosecutors on the Elliston case, was stripping naked before me. That she wanted to watch my brother and I fuck. Panic pumped through my veins. Cold and oily.

Was this a trap?

My brother and I, while testifying for the prosecution, all but admitted we were into incest by supporting the Ellistons. By telling the jury we didn’t think consensual incest between brothers and sisters was wrong. They had to know that we did it. Cruzita seemed to.

The Hispanic woman. Slipped off her blouse, revealing her round breasts trapped in a lacy, gray bra. Black trimmed around it. She reached behind her, this naughty smile on her face as she undid her bra and then dropped it to the floor.

“Come on,” she cooed, her hips undulating from side to side, skirt rustling, “you need to get naked. I want to watch you pound your sister, Isaac. Mmm, that will be so hot.” Her bra came off. Her tits appeared. Round and still firm with her age. She was a mature woman, forty and in great shape. She dropped her bra. “Don’t be shy, officers. Incest is so hot.”

She unzipped her skirt while the panic was turning into something else. She was getting naked. This couldn’t be a trap, and yet…

Her skirt dropped down her thighs.

“We’re not into incest,” my brother said.

“Liar,” cooed Cruzita. She hooked her thumbs in her panties and then shoved them down her body. It rolled off her rump and then down her thighs. Her bush came into view. She worked the cloth down her lush, golden-brown thighs. She straightened up, fixing us with such a sultry grin. “I know all about you and your sister. Elisabet Reenburg told me while her daughter ate out my cunt and my daughter ate out hers.”

“What?” my brother groaned as the naked prosecutor leaned against her bookshelf covered in those expensive law tomes. She thrust her hand between her thighs and rubbed at her hot flesh.

“I fuck my daughter all the time,” she moaned. “It’s amazing. Incest is the best. Now show me. Let me see you two fuck. I know you love it. I can tell. It was so hot hearing you say those words in the courtroom. You came so close to admitting it on the stand. You’re both so brave. Yes, yes, you’re helping to get Clint off.”

“What the fuck is going on?” I gasped. Get Clint off. “You’re the fucking prosecutor!”

“Mmm, I am,” she moaned, her fingers playing with her cunt. “Now let me see you two fuck you naughty, naughty cops.”

“Shit,” my brother growled. Then he was tearing off the tie he wore as part of our dress blues. His fingers were attacking the buttons. “You wanted me to pound you, Cat.”

I shivered. I did. My burning lusts were coming back. They had been suppressed by my fear, but that was dwindling. The molten cream soaked my panties. Then my hands were attacking my uniform. I ripped off my tie and untucked my blouse. It rattled with the one medal I had. I pushed the buttons through the eyelets one after the other and then ripped open my blouse.

Cruzita smiled, her fingers rubbing through her bush. She groped her breast with her other hand, staring at us with lidded lust. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra, my round breasts popped out, swaying with perky grace.

“That tattoo,” groaned Cruzita. “Ooh, I love it.”

I glanced down at the Chinese dragon I had tattooed in a circle around my heart. It climbed up the slope of my left tit. Then I glanced at my brother. He had a matching one in the same spot on his chiseled pecs.

“Matching tats,” panted the depraved, Latina prosecutor. “Those aren’t new. You’ve had those before you got into fucking.”

“Yeah,” I groaned. “Do you want our life history or watch my brother pound my cunt?”

“Pound your cunt!”

“Yes,” growled my brother. He smacked my rump. “Get those pants off. I’m going to ram my cock to the hilt in you.”

I grinned at him and attacked the zipper. I pulled it down with a steely rasp. I shuddered as I wiggled my hips, working my slacks off my ass. They fell down my legs to bunch around my ankles. I seized my panties next and peeled them off my rump and down my thighs. My breasts bounced and heaved as I wiggled to do it.

“Oh, my, that’s a nice cock,” groaned Cruzita. “I’ve come to prefer pussy, but a nice dick is something to be enjoyed. Especially your brothers, right?”

I bent over her desk, pressing my tits into the rubbery writing blotter. “Yes! I love my brother’s cock ramming into me. He fucks me hard. He gives me the absolutely best fucking in the world. He pounds me until I explode.”

“I want to see that,” groaned Cruzita, her fingers rubbing up and down her cunt. “Oh, yes, yes, I want to see that so badly. Pound your sister. Make her explode, Officer.”

I wiggled my rump. “You heard her, bro. Fuck me! I need it. Do you see how wet I am? I wanted to scream out to the courtroom how much I love my brother. How much I love his cock in me. I need that cock!”

“Then you’re going to get it,” he said. His cock rubbed into my shaved pussy. He slid it up and down my folds, caressing me. Teasing me. The pleasure rippled through my body. I groaned at the touch on my flesh. He nudged my clit. The pleasure burst from my bud.

He pushed his dick’s tip against my pussy lips. I groaned as he pressed harder and harder against my folds. He wasn’t ramming into me. No, he was making me savor his shaft. I gasped, rubbing my tits into the desk as he entered me slowly. I felt every inch of him sliding into me. He reached deeper and deeper. I groaned, the friction rippling over me.

Cruzita let out a throaty moan. Her breasts jiggled out of the corner of my eye. She frigged her cunt with hunger. She licked her lips as she played with her twat. She groaned when my brother bottomed out in me.

“You love him being in you,” she hissed.

“Of course I do!” I gasped, my cunt squeezing around him. “We were meant to be together. His cock feels amazing in my cunt. Oh, yes, yes, fuck me!”

My brother drew back and then he rammed back into my cunt. He buried hard into my snatch. That wonderful bliss surged through my body. His balls smacked into my clit. Pleasure burst through me. I groaned as he planted his hands on either side of me and now hammered me.

He gave me the fuck I craved. Needed.

That wild thrust. He didn’t hold back his passion. He gave it to me without restraint. He buried into me again and again. He plowed into me with such hard passion. His strokes were incredible to experience. I whimpered. Moaned. I savored it. I squeezed my eyes shut and embraced every second of his dick ramming in my cunt.

It was incredible to experience. I enjoyed my brother’s dick ramming into my juicy cunt. He stirred me up. He sent the pleasure rippling through my body. I groaned, squeezing in my cunt. I undulated my hips, stirring his cock around in me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, my body trembling. The pleasure surged through me. The ecstasy flowed through my body. I groaned, the bliss building and building in me. Such amazing rapture brewed in my cunt. I would cum so hard. “Oh, that’s the best. Fuck me, bro!”

“God, Cat!” he growled. “She’s fingering her pussy. She’s getting off watching our incest.”

“I am!” Cruzita moaned. “Mother of God, that’s hot. Just fuck her., Ram that big dick into her cunt. Just cum in her. Flood her with all that spunk.”

“Yes!” I gasped, squeezing my cunt down on his dick. The pleasure surged through my body. I whimpered, my hips stirring from side to side. I loved it. I savored every second of it. This heat swept through my body. “Shit!”

“That’s right!” he growled, plunging hard and fast into my cunt. He plowed into me with such force. He rammed into my cunt with those powerful strokes. He fucked me hard and fast. “Damn, Cat!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped.

My orgasm built and built with every hard stroke of my brother’s cock into my pussy. He rammed that big dick into me. He buried that hard cock into my pussy. He slammed it with such power into me. The pleasure hit that huge peak. It was an amazing experience.

My eyes flicked to Cruzita. She had three fingers thrusting into her cunt. Her hand groped her tits. She squeezed and kneaded those boobs. She massaged her big tits, this look of lust in her eyes. She slid her fingers up and pinched her nipple. She twisted it and groaned. Her face scrunched up. Her whimpers burst from her lips.

“Cum in her!” she moaned. “Cum in your sister. I want to see that. Mmm, flood her!”

“Flood me!” I groaned, his balls smacking into my clit. Incestuous sparks burst from my bud and showered through my cunt.

It felt incredible. The heat washed through my body. I groaned, my cunt squeezing down on his cock as the pleasure built and built my orgasm. His balls smacked into my clit over and over again. That wonderful, staccato rhythm of bliss. I whimpered, feeling the delight driving me towards that moment of ecstatic release.

He grunted and groaned, crotch spanking my rump. I squeezed down on him at the pull back. The pleasure flared. The friction blazed hot. He moaned my name. I gave my brother pleasure. I satiated his cock.

He buried into me.

I came.

“Cum in me!” I howled, my pussy going wild around his cock. My flesh spasmed, a wild and passionate release that swept through my body. I shuddered on the table. I rubbed my tits into it. The bliss shot through my body. It was incredible.

The heat washed through my body. I groaned. The waves of bliss swept hot through my body and drowned my mind. My cunt convulsed around his plunging dick. This amazing delight swirled over my thoughts.

He grunted as he plowed into my climaxing twat. I whimpered, bucking through the rapture, rubbing my nipples into the writing blotter. My cunt convulsed and spasmed around that big dick. I drank in the pleasure of this. The euphoria of that amazing cock plundering me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, god, bro, cum in me.”

“Cum in her!” the prosecutor whimpered, her voice throaty with her own orgasmic bliss. She sounded like she was in heaven.

I knew she was.

“Fuck, Cat!” he growled and buried into me. “I love you.”

Hot cum jetted into my pussy. My brother’s seed.

“I love you, too!” I gasped, my cunt going wild. I milked him. I worked out his cum. My pussy drank it in. It was incredible. This rippling heat washed through my body. I pressed my face into the blotter and howled out my bliss.

My pussy milked my brother’s cock. It sucked out every last bit of his cum. His cock pumped it into my twat. That wonderful, incestuous jizz filled me. My climax hit that outstanding peak. I hovered there as my brother basted my cunt.

Isaac panted over me. His cum filled me. I squeezed my pussy around his cock and mewled my delight. We had thrown our support with the Ellistons. It was the right thing to do. There was nothing wrong with what they did. Nothing at all.

Incest was amazing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

My hand shook as my phone showed, “Call Connecting…”

Would it go through? Had my son changed his number since I threw him out of the house two years ago in shame and panic. I understood now. I didn’t have to be ashamed of my desires. I could be a good mother and love my son. It was all so clear to me sitting on the jury for Clint Elliston and his family’s trial.

The phone rang.

“Oh, god,” I whimpered as the phone trilled once.

Twice.

Three times.

Four.

Would he answer?

Five times.

What if he was busy?

Six times.

What if he didn’t want to talk to his mother?

Seven times.

Why would he want to talk to his mother after wha—

“Hello,” a flat voice answered. Deep. A man. My son.

“Ian,” I croaked, my heart pounding. I had it on speaker, the phone cradled in both hands. “It’s, um, Mom.”

“I know.” He didn’t sound at all happy to hear from me. “What do you want.”

“I just…” This was so difficult. I wanted this happy reunion, but all my fantasies had been full of my bubbly seduction and his eager desire for me. Not his apathy. Not my terror. “I wanted to apologize. For what I did. It wasn’t you. It was all me. I was… I was having issues and took them out on you.”

“And?”

“And I’m sorry. I want you to come over. Have dinner. I want to work things out. I love you, Ian.”

He let out a heavy sigh. “I’m busy.”

“Just pick the evening,” I told him. “I’ll be free. Please, Ian. I’m so sorry. I’m going to make it up to you. I’m going to be the mother I wanted to be.”

“A few days, I guess.” He didn’t sound enthusiastic. “Okay? I have work. Bills to pay.”

“Please, I just want to r—”

“I have to get going… Mom. A few days. All right. I’ll come over. I just… I have to go.”

Before I could say goodbye, the line went dead.

The tears hit me immediately. I sank down on my couch, feeling them pour down my cheeks. If I hadn’t said those words to him two years ago, but instead revealed my passion, my desire for him, what would have happened? Would he have let me keep sucking his cock? Would he have eaten my pussy? Throw me down on the bed and ravaged me with his youthful passion?

Then I wouldn’t have wasted all this time. It was so precious. What if I’d destroyed any chance of love between us? What if dinner in a few days would only lead to more pain and suffering from my son. I trembled, the tears spilling hot down my cheeks.

I wasn’t a horrible mother for wanting to suck my son’s cock, but for how I treated him out of shame and anger. Did I deserve my second chance? Was I fooling myself that I was at all worthy of reconnecting with Ian?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III – July 21st, 2027

The next two days of the trial were given over to technical stuff by the prosecution. Testifying about the objects found in my house. How all the children born in the family were incestuous, proved by blood tests, save my daughter Daisy, whom I had with Stefani, and my daughter Reina, whom I had with Mrs. Hiragawa. The experts had to go over all the science, making sure there could be no doubts about our guilt.

Experts in the harm of incest were brought on to talk about developmental impairment and sexual paraphernalia, painting it all in a bad light. Through that portion, Jonette Walsh nodded her head in approval while a few others on the jury like an Asian woman named Ahn Ngo paid attention. Elisabet did what she could to score points, but there wasn’t much to refute.

It wasn’t like my family and I were denying that we were into incest.

Overall, the jury seemed to be on our side save Jonette Walsh. She sat there like the immovable wall that everything would crash in to. She sat there with the moxie and grit to endure the rest, to hold out against them out of pure spite. It had to do with her children. Pam suspected the woman caught her son and daughter in bed and wasn’t at all happy about it.

That she might even blame my championing of incest as the reason for her children’s shared passion.

It worried me. This plan wouldn’t work if we had a hung jury. It would mean starting up in a few months and doing this all over again, selecting another jury. We might get a worse one. A better one. Months more of worry. Of this pressure crushing down on my back.

What if I had really destroyed our family?

Facing trial and winning a jury over seemed like something easy. Attainable. It had just been theory before. Something that we prepared for but did I ever truly believe we would be here? That the good times would never end?

I thought it would go on and on without anything bad happening. That we were breaking the rules and getting away with it. After all, we’d done it for a decade. Why wouldn’t that keep going? It was a logical fallacy.

Now…

“The prosecution rests, your honor,” Ed Thomas said, the lead prosecutor heading back from the lectern to the desk to sit down.

“We’ll recess until tomorrow, 9 AM,” Judge Coburn said. He had announced his retirement once this trial was over. Every time his eyes met mine, they blazed with anger. I had set him up. Seduced him into incest via Layla and her mother, got him addicted to that slutty and submissive daughter of his, and then used that to make sure he ran the trial the way I needed it.

I wounded his pride. Another thing I hadn’t counted on.

“The defense will begin their case,” the judge said and then dismissed the court.

Immediately, Ed stood up and headed over to our table, motioning to Elisabet. The pair started talking. I studied them, trying to read their body language. They both had serious looks on their faces. Elisabet then nodded and glanced at me. She made a motion with her hand.

I moved to her, pulling away from my women. I joined Elisabet as we walked down the aisle. “Plea bargain offer?”

She nodded.

My stomach roiled. I felt the weight of my impending decision, my family’s fate, pressing down on me as we slipped out of the courtroom into the packed hallway. The media were there, crying out their questions. I just smiled, nodded, and kept walking to a small conference room we could use. I closed the door against them, blocking out the cacophony.

“This scrutiny is terrible,” she said, shaking her head. “They’re digging into my husband.”

“And?” I asked. “Does he have anything that will blow up in our faces.”

“Just that he’s a cuckold to our son,” Elisabet said and then smiled, a look of delight flashing across her face.

“Plea bargain?” I asked. “You can go home and fuck your son later.”

“Right.” She glanced at him. “Five years probation for your women and five years in jail for you with another five years probation upon your release.”

My stomach slithered around in my guts. “Okay.”

“You could be out in two and a half years with good behavior. Minimum security prison. The deal expires when we start our case tomorrow morning.”

“I see,” I said. I could get all my women out of going to prison. Five years probation was nothing. None of them were criminals. And what were a few years in jail? Make this all go away. Then I didn’t have to risk everything on Jonette Walsh digging her feet so deep that nothing could move her. “What do you think?”

“That we’re getting a hung jury and a mistrial,” she said. “I don’t see how we can get Jonette to budge. But they’re worried, too. Ed wants to bury you, but the rest of the jury, especially Bennett and Midgley, are on our side. He’s not getting the conviction he wants. At least if you get jail, it’ll let him beat his chest and claim victory. Save face.”

“And it expires if we start our defense?”

“Right now, it’s a tie.” She sighed. “Who knows what it will be after our defense. It could go our way. His. Nothing is ever certain in a trial.”

I nodded. A jury wasn’t a robot we could predict. It was twelve people. Irrational, emotional, annoyed humans who had had their lives disrupted so they could find the truth about my family. It was always the weakest part of the plan.

And the most important. If I could convince twelve people to find us innocent, what a message that would send about incestuous rights.

“Yeah, I know,” I groaned, rubbing my hand through my hair. “It’s just different when it’s your ass on the line.”

“I know.” She embraced me. “You’re a good man, but… I don’t think we’re getting Walsh. My advice, take the deal. You can recover. Things can still change. They might work out better.”

“Be the good martyr sent to prison?”

“Yeah.” She broke the hug. “You have until tomorrow morning. Sleep on it.”

I snorted. “Like that’s happening.”

“I know.”

My women were waiting for me outside the conference room, Pam and Melody in the lead. My blonde sister-wife stared at me and her face tightened. She was a lawyer, too. She knew what this was about. Pam stared at me with such concern. The other women had worry on their faces.

“Will talk at home,” I said, slipping into them.

Alicia forced herself between Melody and me to grab my arm, her face pale. I let my little sister cling to my arm as we headed out of the courthouse. More cameras flashed. More questions were answered. My women just smiled.

“We’re confident the jury’s on our side,” was what they all said in answer to the questions as we navigated the gauntlet of the press down to our waiting limo. It was the only vehicle large enough to fit us all in it. We slid inside, Alicia ending up on my lap, and we were driven home.

The weight in my stomach grew and grew. This vast pit that I just wanted to be scooped out of me. Freedom from it. The plea bargain was the best deal we would get. No prison time for any of my women. I would be a fool not to take it.

It was so clear in my mind. Five years was nothing. It would suck, but I could endure it for my women. My mother. Aunt. My little sister perched on my lap. My sister-wives sitting beside me. My other sisters. Mrs. Hiragawa. I would protect them all.

By the time we arrived at our home, my mind was made up.

More paparazzi were waiting outside. They were all salivating for an incestuous shot to put up on the tabloids. Some of the pics claimed by the police had made their way to the media. Shots of me with my sisters or mother. Or my women with each other.

They shouted questions as we forced our way through to our property. We rushed up the walkway and piled into the house. I slammed the door firmly in the vultures’ faces, the deadbolt twisted locked.

“Okay, what’s the plea deal?” Melody asked as I was swept into the living room.

I told them. Then I said, “I’m taking it.”

“Like hell you are,” Melody hissed, glaring at me. “That’s idiotic.”

“You’re not taking the plea deal,” Pam said, nodding her head in agreement. “Five years, Clint!”

“Nope. That’s the dumbest thing you’ve ever said,” Zoey said.

“Sorry, Master, but…” Lee gave me a bold look. “You can whip me, but I say you’re making a mistake.”

“You are,” Mom said.

“You are not going to prison,” Alicia hissed and hugged me tight, pressing her head into my chest. “We’re in this together. It’s not fair us going free and you paying.”

“And if we can’t win?” I demanded. “Walsh is not changing her mind. At least this gives you freedom.”

“And?” Melody demanded, her face flinty. “You think we want you to throw your life away.”

“Not throwing my life away,” I muttered. “Just five years. That’s nothing.”

“Nothing?” Pam said, shaking her head. “That’s not nothing.”

“And if we all go to prison for even longer?” I demanded. “Think about our children. Yours and Melody’s babies. You don’t want to give birth in prison. They’re going to be raised by others. When we get out of jail, most of them will be adults. At least you’ll be with them while I’m away. And it’s only five years.”

“We’re going to win,” Aunt Vicky said, her arm around my mom. “So, please, Master, don’t do something foolish. The pressures on you—we can all see it—but you have us.”

“We’re all here for you, Maser,” Mrs. Hiragawa said.

“Yeah, we’re all rolling the dice with you,” Stefani said.

“That’s the problem!” I roared. “We’re rolling the dice on our lives. Our children’s. This deal is going away in the morning. If we don’t take it now, things could get a lot worse.”

“And, what, you’re going to stand before Judge Coburn and say that you are guilty of incest? That our love is wrong?” Melody folded her arms. “I’m not going to do that. You’re not the only one that has to agree to this.”

“I’m the head of this family,” I growled.

“And I’m your queen, not your slave!” she shot back. “You can’t order me to stand before the world and say that loving you is wrong! Can you do that?” She cupped my face. “Can you stand there and say it was wrong that day when we first made love. That what we did there was a crime and not the most beautiful moment in our lives.”

The pain in her eyes was so real. “It was beautiful, Melody. It is. I don’t regret it. I don’t think it’s wrong, but I’m just trying to find a future for our family. We’re going to lose. Walsh is going to bury us.”

“I can figure her out,” Pam said. “I can get to her.”

I cast my other sister-wife a pleading, desperate look. She stepped up to me. Her round face held such seriousness. Confidence burned in her almond-shaped eyes. She touched my chest. She put her hand right over my heart.

“Trust me, Clint, I can do this. Don’t take the deal. Don’t admit that what we have is wrong. Even if I can’t, I’d rather go to prison than lie about us. Not now. The world knows. We’re a family. We’re going to win or lose together.

“But we’re going to win, Clint!”

Pam’s fierceness swept over me. I closed my eyes. My arms seized my wives, pulling them to me. I shook. The emotion overwhelmed me. How did I get so lucky to have this family? These incredible women. Maybe it was the dumbest idea. Maybe I was letting emotions and sentimentality cloud my judgment, but I believed Pam.

I wanted to believe her because I didn’t want to give this up. And I certainly never wanted to admit that our family was wrong. That the incestuous love we shared was at all evil or bad or harmful to us. It was the opposite.

It had saved my mother from her depression. It kept us close. Gave us what we all craved.

My women were kissing me. Melody and Pam’s lips were on mine. I held them tight, their arms around me. They stroked my back while around me, clothes rustled. My heart hammered in my chest as this confidence swelled in me.

We were a family. We were united.

Jonette Walsh would realize that. She would see the beauty of it and realize that what her children had was equally as beautiful. She would see my family united in love and passion. Tomorrow, we would begin our defense.

We would tell our story.

Pam and Melody broke the kiss. Their hands went to my tie. They loosened the sober cloth, working the gray silk knot undone. Around us, the other women of the family were getting naked. Zoey and Stefani were standing side by side, staring at me.

“You need to relax, bro,” Zoey said.

“Massage time,” said Stefani as Pam and Melody unbuttoned my shirt. “We’re going to work all that stress out of you.”

I smiled at her. “Thanks. I think I need that.”

“Yeah, you’re a ball of stress, Master,” Lee said. “They’ll unkink you.”

I stared at her and she grinned back, love dancing in her eyes. I was the luckiest man alive to have all these women. I breathed in, savoring the aroma in the air. It was amazing. I could smell their feminine passion. It drifted around us.

Then my shirt was off. Pam and Melody attacked my belt. They yanked off my slacks. My boxers. I was naked. My women rubbed at my flesh. They caressed me. Stroked me. The pleasure rippled through my body. They pushed me down to the floor. I lay on my stomach.

Zoey’s and Stefani’s hands rubbed at my back. They dug their fingers into my knotted muscles. I groaned as they worked their magic. My women were all around me, whispering, giggling, talking. A pair of panties fell before me. Pink satin. Pam’s. A skirt joined it, Melody’s. She never wore panties if she could get away without them.

They kissed above me. Melody and Pam’s naked bodies pressed tight, round tit to round tit. I smiled, staring at their legs rubbing together, their dainty feet shifting. Melody had painted her toenails a bright red. They flexed and twitched as she made out with her sister.

Stefani’s and Zoey’s fingers worked down my back, relaxing every muscle. I groaned from time to time, enjoying them. Other sounds of passion echoed. I heard Alicia whimpering. My mother moaning. Licking and sucking.

Melody and Pam’s thighs intertwined. Their legs moved as they humped their twat on the other’s flesh, their kissing growing feverish. My cock throbbed hard beneath me while my older sister and her lover reached my ass. They dug their fingers into my rump. They squeezed and massaged me. It was incredible. They felt amazing.

I groaned as they worked the stress out of my glutes. I closed my eyes and just drifted, surrounded by the passionate moans of my women. The shuddering gasps. The whimpering groans. Their pussies perfumed the air. Better than any relaxing insentience or aromatic candles. Zoey and Stefani moved down my legs. They rubbed at my thighs and then calves. They relaxed away all that stress.

“Pam! Pam!” Melody gasped.

“I know!” whimpered Pam.

I opened my eyes and stared at their quivering legs. Juices dribbled down their thighs, spilling towards their knees. The scents of their pussies filled my nose. I breathed it in and groaned in delight at the aroma.

“Roll over, champ,” Stefani said and then bit my ass, her teeth nipping hard.

“Damn,” I groaned, awareness snapping through my body.

“Just making sure you’re alive,” she cooed and then kissed where she’d nipped me. “Mmm, you got a great ass.”

“So do you, “I said as I rolled over.

My older sister’s heavy tits swayed as she rubbed at my right pectoral muscle. Stefani’s were perkier, bouncing with her red hair as she massaged the other. Her eyes sparkled as they relaxed me, sending the pleasure through my body.

Then Pam and Melody were kneeling by my hips. They both grabbed my cock. “Mmm, big perv’s hard from having two hotties massage him,” Melody said. “How shocking.”

“We should help out our brother,” Pam cooed. “Make sure that he gets all the relaxing massages he can handle.”

“Tongue massages?” asked Melody.

“Those are the best,” Zoey groaned, her fingers digging into my chest.

“Yes,” I groaned.

My two sister-wives ducked their heads down. Their tongues pressed on my cock on opposite sides. They dragged up my shaft together. I shuddered at the warm, wet caress rising and rising up my dick to the pinnacle. They both flicked over it, stimulating my dick. Pleasure shot down my shaft. My balls tightened.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

Their tongues bathed across the crown of my dick. They swirled and darted, teasing me. The pleasure surged down my cock. I groaned, squirming on the floor and loving every minute of it. I watched my older sister’s big tits sway as she massaged my chest, her eyes sparkling. Stefani grinned on the other side of me and gave me a flirty wink.

“They making your cock feel good, champ?” she cooed.

“Of course they are,” I panted, my sister-wives’ tongues dancing across the tip of my dick.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure of their lapping tongues. Then their lips nibbled and sucked. Pleasure flowed through me while Stefani’s and Zoey’s hands rubbed across my chest, soothing me.

My sister-wives stroked my cock. They massaged up and down it with their silky hands while their lips smooched around the crown. Then they kissed it. Sucked on just the sides. Pleasure shot down my shaft as they relaxed me.

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned and opened my eyes again. There were Zoey’s tits swaying heavily back and forth above my face.

“Lee! Yes, lee!” Aunt Vicky moaned in the background.

“Mmm, finger my pussy, Asuka,” my mother moaned. “Oh, work those digits in and out.”

“Alicia!” gasped Mrs. Hiragawa. “I like that. Does it turn you on watching me finger your mother?”

“Of course!” squealed Alicia.

Pam and Melody sucked on the crown of my dick. They nursed there together. Their tongues swept out, brushing the other’s. I savored it while watching my older sister’s swaying boobs. The pressure built and built in my balls, the aching need to explode growing and growing.

Stefani’s hands moved lower. She rubbed over my abs while my older sister spread her hands across my chest. They weren’t really massaging me now, but playing with my body. My toes curled, the bliss flowing through me.

Stefani darted her head down and licked across my stomach. She purred in delight. Zoey followed, her tongue flicking across my chest hairs to my little nipple. A slight tingle shot down to my cock being loved by my sister-wives.

“Mmm, let’s just massage all that cum out of these,” Pam said. She cupped my balls.

“Yes!” Melody moaned and joined our half-sister. They both massaged my nuts as they kissed and sucked at the tip of my cock. “Just release all that pent-up jizz all over our faces, stud.”

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned as Zoey licked her tongue across my chest and then pressed her boobs into it.

She massaged her big tits across my chest, working those big tits around my body. Her nipples throbbed against my chest. The sensation spread a tingle across my body. It mixed with the delight brewing at the tip of my cock under assaulted by Pam’s and Melody’s plump lips. I groaned, my heart pumping hot blood through my veins.

My sister-wives fluttered their tongue across the crown of my dick, massaged my balls, and fisted my shaft. Their touch was incredible. I squeezed my eyes shut. The pleasure surged to the pinnacle through my body.

I erupted.

My cum fired out of my cock. They both squealed in delight, massaging my sensitive nuts. As my jizz fired out of my dick, the pleasure slammed through my body. Their naughty touch on my balls only added to my pleasure.

“There’s that jizz!” groaned Melody. “Ooh, bathe us, stud!”

“Yes, yes, bathe them, champ!” Stefani moaned, lifting her lips from my stomach.

Zoey pulled away her tits. I groaned, staring down my body to see the next spurt of cum splash across my sister’s faces. They were just so beautiful to watch as the cum splashed up and splattered their features. The jizz dripped down their faces, running in hot rivulets that made me groan to watch. My heart pounded in my chest as I witnessed the sensual sight.

I fired the last burst of cum, moaning, “Damn, you two are gorgeous.”

They both looked up at me, their eyes wide and bright with delight. They licked their lips and shuddered. Then they pressed their mouths together. They kissed, swapping my cum. It dripped down their faces. I watched the show, utterly relaxed, the worry for tomorrow melting away.

Cum dripped off Melody’s chin and landed on my balls. More ran down Pam’s pale-olive features. Her streaks ran in her black hair. Melody’s blonde locks had escaped the spurt of jizz. Their heads moved, noses rubbing together as they loved each other.

“I love you both,” I said. “I’m going to tell the world, on the stand, how much I love you two. Love all my women.”

They broke the kiss and stared at me. “We know you will,” Melody cooed. “You always do the right thing.”

“Mmm, yes,” groaned Pam. She crawled up my body, her round tits swaying. “You always give us such pleasure.”

“You’re a stud,” Melody cooed. She straddled my waist and grabbed my cock. “Look at that, hard and ready to go. Someone wants some sister pussy.”

“Always,” I groaned.

“What about my pussy?” Stefani asked She lay nearby, Zoey’s face planted in her cunt.

“You’re an honorary sister,” I said. “And as soon as you marry Zoey, you’ll be an Elliston for real.”

“Yes!” she gasped and humped her pussy into my older sister’s face. “No hyphening from me. In my family, the women take the man’s name.”

“You’re marrying me and I’m not a man,” Zoey groaned.

“But your brother’s the man in our family.”

I grinned at Stefani only for my sight of her shuddering body to be blocked by Pam lowering her shaved, pregnant pussy down to my face. I stared up at her snatch and licked my lips. This hunger shot through me.

She planted her cunt down on my mouth. I groaned as her hot flesh rubbed against me. This wicked heat swept through my body. I thrust my tongue up into her twat. I flicked and fluttered through her folds, tasting her tart delight. I swept through her folds, loving the taste of her. The flavor. She was incredible.

I swirled through her cunt, stroking her hot and silky flesh. This wonderful cunt I’d bred. My sister’s cunt. I gripped her thighs and wiggled my tongue around in her snatch. My taste buds basted in her delicious flavor.

Then Melody’s shaved cunt pressed down on my cock. My sister’s bred twat engulfed the crown of my dick. I growled into Pam’s pussy as Melody sank down and down my shaft. She engulfed me with her support. She filled me with her passion.

“Fuck,” I groaned into Pam’s pussy as Melody slid her cunt back up my dick, working that bred snatch higher and higher up my cock. Then she slammed it back down. “Yes!”

“Mmm, you like that, stud?” Melody cooed. “You like your sister’s pregnant pussy on your dick?”

“He loves it on his face,” Pam moaned, squirming on me. “Oh, Clint, yes, yes.”

“Worship your queens’ pussies!” Melody moaned, riding me. “Oh, yes, yes, just give us all your love.”

“All your love, bro!” groaned Zoey.

“Mmm, show them your passion, Master,” my Mommy-slut cooed. “Ooh, Lee, yes, yes, that’s nice.”

“Daddy, daddy, love Mommy-Pam and Mommy-Melody!” Alicia gasped.

“Oh, he is loving my cunt, cupcake!” Melody gasped, slamming her pussy down my cock. “Fuck, yes, Clint! We’re going to win. Pam is going to win over that uptight bitch!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Lee gasped. “She’ll do it, Master.”

“Yes, she will,” I growled and licked my tongue through Pam’s pussy. I caressed her, pleased her, gave her all the passion in the world.

My tongue danced through her folds. I teased her. Caressed her. I thrust my tongue into the depths of her cunt. I swirled it around inside of her. I loved her, enjoyed her. It was the best thing in the world. A sister’s pregnant pussy. Bred by my cock.

My dick throbbed in my other sister’s twat. Her cunt squeezed around me. She worked her cunt up and down my dick. I loved the feel of her hot cunt. That delicious pussy working up and down my shaft. The pleasure surged through me. It was an amazing rapture. A delight that would have me gasping and moaning and cumming.

I would fire so much cum into Melody’s pussy.

I growled into Pam’s twat as our sister built and built the pressure at the tip of my dick. In my balls. My tongue lapped through Pam’s folds. I brushed her clit, stroked her labia, and then plunged into her pussy’s depths.

“Clint! Clint!” Pam moaned, squirming on me. “Oh, yes, Clint!”

“Ooh, drown his face, Pam,” groaned Melody. “Drown that pervs face. He’ll love it!”

“He will!” gasped Pam. “I’m so close. Clint, Clint, you know what to do. Oh, yes, that!”

My tongue stroked around Pam’s clit. She ground her bud on me. Her juices spilled over my mouth. I drank them down. I loved the flavor of her cream. They were delicious. That wonderful passion seeped into my mouth. I stroked over her. Caressed and teased her.

I jammed my tongue into her pussy’s depths. I swirled through her snatch. I caressed her. Teased her. I loved the tart flavor of her cunt trickling down into my mouth. She gasped and moaned, grinding her twat across my hungry mouth.

I sucked on her clit as Melody slammed her pussy down my cock and then slid back up it. she squeezed tight. The pleasure surged through me. I moaned around Pam’s bud, nursing on it as I rose towards my orgasm.

“Clint!” she gasped.

Her pussy juices gushed into my mouth. That tart flood bathed my taste buds. I gulped her down as Melody impaled her cunt down my cock again. Her hot, silky, juicy, pregnant snatch engulfed every inch of me.

I erupted in her.

I fired my cum into her snatch while moaning into Pam’s. The pleasure slammed through me with every spurt of jizz. My brain reeled, stars bursting across my vision. I growled, my tongue lapping up cream.

“Stud!” howled Melody, her pussy convulsing around my dick, joining us in climactic heaven. “Yes, yes, stud!”

Her pregnant twat milked my cock clean while I moaned into our other’s sister’s pussy. I rode the pleasure. The rapture surged through me. I hit such wondrous heights. I hung there, my toes curling and relaxing.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Melody moaned. “Ooh, all that cum!”

I fired the last of my jizz into her. I panted into Pam’s cunt. I savored the pleasure. I buzzed with it. “Damn,” I groaned. “That was great.”

“It was,” Pam cooed. “Ooh, Melody.”

I panted as I heard my sisters kiss above me. My dick throbbed in Melody’s pussy as she squirmed around on me. I licked at Pam’s twat. Then they slipped off of me. I groaned as my dick popped out of Melody’s snatch. The pair fell on each other, kissing with hunger. Love.

The rest of my women were loving each other, too. I sat up, staring at them licking pussies and playing with toys. Fingers jammed into holes. Women whimpered and moaned. I licked my lips, savoring the taste of their pussies.

Tomorrow, we testified. Tomorrow, we gave our cases and presented our evidence. We were putting all our hopes onto Jonette Walsh. Could Pam reach through to her and win her over to our side? I believed she would.

I was convinced. We were in this until the end. Together.

I glanced over at my mom and Lee sixty-nining. In needed more pussy. Some nice Mommy cunt was just the thing to feed my appetite. I licked my lips and barked my commands. Mom was eager to obey, leaving Lee moaning in frustrated need of her orgasm.

A big smile on her face.

We all gave each other the love and passion and kinky sex we craved. We were open with each other. Honest. Our incestuous love wasn’t disgusting. Wasn’t foul or wrong or a crime. It was the most beautiful thing in the world.

I slid into my mother’s pussy and reveled in her loving passion.

To be continued…
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July 22nd, 2027 – Jaiden Walsh

I lounged on the couch in the small living room of the apartment I rented with my sister. Our neighbors thought she was my wife. None of them knew our background, where we came from, or that our mother had freaked out when she’d caught Alysha and me together in bed over a year ago.

The AC kept everything cool, the summer heat scorching outside. I had the TV on the trial of the Elliston Clan, as the media liked to call them. Made them seem like inbreed yokels or something. I’d been following it. Clint Elliston was the man. He’d bagged all his sisters, his mother, his aunt, and a few other women.

Bred them all, too.

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” asked the bailiff of Clint Elliston. He was on the stand, looking sharp in a dark-blue suit, his hair combed. A man sitting proud.

“I do,” he answered.

I rubbed my hands together, focusing on the trial as I waited on my sister. Nervous excitement rippled through me. We both had the day off, but that wasn’t why I was excited. I leaned back as his lawyer, a foxy MILF named Elisabet Reenburg asked questions from a podium. It seemed boring stuff. Who are you? What do you do? Things like that.

“Come on, get to the good stuff.”

Alysha appeared from the small hallway that led to our bedroom and bathroom. She wore one of my t-shirts. It fell down to her thighs, looking so sexy on her. The white fabric stood out against her ebony skin. She held the pregnancy test in her hand.

“Well?” I asked, staring at the girl I loved. At who I would marry if it were legal.

“Pregnant,” she said, turning the pregnancy test around in her hand. The bright, pink line in the indicator window seemed to glow.

“Damn,” I muttered, a flash of fear rippling through me. Our father had been a deadbeat. He’d left our mom to raise us, rather drink and shoot heroin then care about us. What if I was like him like our mom accused. I leaned back, this heavy weight on me.

Alysha threw herself at me. She landed on my lap, her hands cupping my face. Her eyes sparkled with joy. “We made a baby, Jaiden!”

She kissed me with hunger. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. She ground on me, rubbing her pussy into my hardening cock. It swelled in my shorts, the incestuous rush surging through my body. The heat grew in my balls, the pressure needing to be released.

“Making love to my sister was the greatest moment in my life,” Clint Elliston said on the TV.

Amen, I thought.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

“You’re talking about when you made love to your half-sister Melody for the first time, yes?” Elisabet asked me. She stood at the lectern, her blonde hair pulled back in a bun. She looked gorgeous and professional all at the same time.

I glanced at the jury, my eyes flicking over their faces. “I loved her. Always had. And I didn’t care how closely related we were. It was beautiful. Mutual. We both wanted it. We came together like any two people who love each other.”

“Any regrets?” Elisabet asked.

“No,” I said. “Why would I have any?”

“You are on trial for loving her and the rest of your family, doesn’t that change your mind?” Elisabet asked.

“Objection,” Ed Thomas said. “Leading the witness.”

“Sustained,” Judge Coburn said.

“Let me rephrase,” Elisabet said, smiling. “You have no regrets at all?”

“None.”

“Not even right now sitting in this courtroom.”

“No regrets. I will never regret loving whom my heart wants. Each one of the women in my family I love in my own way. I get something from all of them.”

“Your entire family?”

I smiled. “The adult ones, yes. I’m glad I have their support. That my family accepts me. My mother accepts me and my desires.”

Pam’s script flowed through me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jaiden Walsh

“Mmm, this cock bred me,” Alysha cooed as she sank down to the floor before the couch, her hands tugged down my shorts. “It deserves a reward.”

“Oh, yeah,” I asked, Clint’s testimony happening in the background. Those words of his resonated in my mind. He had no regrets about loving his sisters. I wouldn’t, either. I’d be a good father to our child. I wouldn’t run off like my sack of shit father. “What are you going to do for it?”

“Love it,” Alysha cooed. My sister grabbed my large cock as it popped out of my shorts. She ran her tongue up it.

I shuddered. The last year had been hell being away from her, but now she was in my life. We could love each other. Her tongue climbed and climbed my cock. She reached the tip. Her tongue swirled around it. She fluttered her tongue, whirling that wicked and nimble appendage about my spongy crown. The pleasure shot down my shaft to my balls.

She had such a naughty gleam in her dark eyes. Her straight, black hair (she didn’t bleach it blonde any longer) fell down around her face. She wiggled her rump aimed at the TV. Clint’s words flowed around us as I smiled down at Alysha’s gorgeous features.

Her pink tongue stroked the dark tip of my cock.

Then she sucked it into her mouth. I groaned as she swallowed the tip. Her lips slid down the hard shaft. Her cheeks hollowed as she nursed on my dick. The pleasure shot down to my balls. I groaned, savoring the heat of her. She swirled her tongue around my cock. This wild heat rippled through me. My fingers flexed and relaxed.

“Damn,” I muttered as she sucked and slurped. “That’s good. Mmm, work that mouth up and down my dick, sis.”

She winked at me and did just that. She bobbed her head. She sucked with all her hunger. The incestuous rush spilled through me. I groaned, savoring the pressure. She danced her tongue. She swirled it around me. My dick throbbed in her hungry mouth.

The slurping pressure was amazing. She cupped my balls. She cradled them. Massaged them. The pleasure spilled through my body. I loved it. I grinned at the hungry glint in her eyes as she worshiped my cock. Her tongue danced around my dick. Her eyes sparkled.

“That’s it,” I groaned, running a hand through her hair. “Damn, you’re treating my cock right.”

She slid her mouth up my shaft. Her lips plopped off. “Mmm, this big boy bred me, so I have to.” A shiver ran through her. “Bred by my brother. I love it, Jaiden. Love you.”

“Love you, boo.”

She grinned and then she sucked my cock back into her mouth. Her right hand fisted the base of the shaft as she bobbed her head. Her left hand found my nuts. She massaged them. Touched them just right.

It was wonderful to have her back in my life. To have our own apartment away from our mom. We could do as we like. I closed my eyes, savoring her warm, wet mouth working up and down my cock. The tip throbbed, the pressure building and building.

Her hunger for my cum tugged at my balls. I groaned, feeling her passion in her every suck. Her every swirl of her tongue around my cock. She was hungry for my cum. She wanted every drop of it. her tongue danced around my dick. The pressure was immense. Amazing. I would have such a huge orgasm.

“Damn, just like that, sis!” I panted. “You’re going to get a mouthful of spunk.”

She squealed, her ass wiggling faster. My little sister nursed with such hunger. I groaned, so glad we were both at that pool party a few years ago. That her friend had pulled down her top. Let me see Alysha as a woman.

Her nursing brought the pressure to a boil in my balls. My body tensed as I hurtled towards that point of release. My back arched against the couch. I growled through clenched teeth as her hand kneaded my balls.

I erupted.

My cum fired into her mouth. Hot spurts of jizz that pumped out of my dick and splashed into her mouth. It spurted out of my cock. It fired fast. Hard. She gulped it down, her eyes growing glossy with delight.

“Shit!” I growled. “Oh, fuck, sis. Swallow it! Swallow every drop of cum! Yes!”

She gulped it down. She sucked down my jizz. She swallowed every last drop of spunk. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned through my orgasm. The pleasure screamed through my veins. I hit that peak of bliss.

She sucked out the last of my cum.

“Damn,” I panted. “Alysha, damn, you’re amazing.”

She slid her mouth off my cock and opened her mouth wide. Not a drop of my pearly jizz remained in her mouth. Fuck, I loved my little sister.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

Ed Thomas stepped up to the podium to begin cross-examination. There was a reason criminal defendants rarely took the stand in their own defense. It gave the prosecution a chance to make them look bad. Guilty. Terrible humans. They would use every statement you made in interrogation. Every scrap of evidence they had found to bury your ass.

“You’re proud of your incestuous relationship with the women of your family, aren’t you?” Ed asked.

It was a leading question, but this was cross. He could do that.

“Yes.”

“You think it’s okay,” he asked, sounding like a father reprimanding his some. Authoritarian. Stern. In the right.

“I do, yes.”

“Even though it’s illegal,”

“It shouldn’t be illegal,” I countered. “It’s an unjust law.”

“But at this moment, it’s illegal, yes?”

“The laws are wrong,” I answered, keeping my tone firm. Commanding. Authoritarian, too. A pair of alpha males squaring off. I couldn’t show weakness. No doubt in my position. The jury had to believe I was correct.

“What makes you worthy of judging if a law, created by the elected lawmakers of the State of California, is wrong?”

“The same way everyone knows when a law is wrong or unjust. By having a brain. Using common sense. Anyone can do it.”

He studied me for a moment. He turned the pages on his notes. “Have you ever tied up your little sister Leann Samuels up?”

I braced for this line of questioning. How he would try to paint me as a monster. A sadist. “Yes.”

He turned on a slide projector. An image of rope appeared. It was marked as Exhibit C-13. It had already been entered into evidence during the prosecution’s case. “Have you ever tied up Leann Samuels with this rope.”

“I have,” I said with confidence.

He clicked the button on the slide projector. It whirled and an image of another coil of rope, this one made of rough hemp. The fibers were the type that would irritate and rasp the skin. They would give her the most amount of discomfort.

“And this rope?”

“Yes. Many times.”

“Many times,” he repeated. “You’re proud of that? Of tying your little sister up with ropes like in this picture?”

He clicked on the slide and an image marked Exhibit D-103 appeared. It was Lee in that very rope tied up in shibari rope bondage. It was wrapped around her, forming a pattern of beauty as it decorated her naked flesh. You could see it squeezed around her tits and buried in the crack of her ass. Her arms and legs were bent backward.

The jury shifted.

“You were the one who tied her up like this?” he asked.

“I always am the one who ties her up in positions that she will enjoy,” I answered.

“You think she enjoyed this?”

“I know she did,” I said with confidence. “She begs me to do it. She loves being restrained. Dominated. She’s a masochist. It’s sexually arousing for her to be in that state.”

“And you enjoy it, too?” he asked, staring at me with hard eyes.

“Of course,” I said. “It’s how we love each other. She pretends to be my slave. I pretend to be her master. We both enjoy it.”

In the audience, Lee was nodding emphatically, a huge grin on her face. She would be wet right now. Everyone was seeing a picture of her naked and bound. The humiliation of it would be melting through her cunt.

“As I said,” I continued, “I love my family members in different ways. In ways that they agreed to. That they asked of me.”

“Has she ever once objected to being tied up?”

“Not once,” I spoke with such certainty. “If she had, I would have stopped. If she gave any indication that she was in true discomfort or if she felt in danger of lasting harm, I would stop.”

“And how would you know?”

“Safewords, like in any proper BDSM play. For us, it’s red light. If she says that, I know to stop.” Not that she had ever once said it. But she could.

“And if she were gagged?” he asked.

“Rapid eye blinks and general thrashing. I would remove the gag to find out if there was something wrong.”

He clenched his teeth and then hit the slide again. An image of a paddle appeared marked Exhibit C-46. It was made of wood with holes in it. That let it swing faster and really land with force on Lee’s ass. Or my mother, aunt, or Mrs. Hiragawa’s rumps.

“Have you ever spanked her with this paddle?” Thomas asked.

“Yes.” I smiled. “Many times. It’s one of Lee’s favorites.”

“Favorites?” he asked and then grimaced.

“Yes, she has her favorite toys. The ones she likes to be spanked with when she’s naughty. Or when she’s good. It’s both a punishment and her reward.”

Lee nodded.

He clicked on the remote. The projector whirled and the image appeared of a coiled bullwhip. It was marked as Exhibit C-34.

“Have you ever whipped her with this exhibit, a leather bullwhip?”

“When she wanted it,” I answered. “Yes.”

The image changed again. This time it was an image of Lee’s welted, red ass. You could see the bright puckers left by the whip. My little sister squirmed in eager delight at the sight of her. It was a pic that Melody had snapped, as I recalled.

“Is this a picture of Leann after one of the times you whipped her.”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t think that’s excessive?” he asked.

“Absolutely not.”

“Look at those marks on her buttocks. Those look painful.”

“Oh, they were,” I said, “but you can also see how aroused Lee is in the photo. How wet her vagina is. Her excitement is trickling down her thighs.” HD Pictures were amazing. “So just because it hurt her didn’t mean she didn’t want it. Didn’t enjoy it.”

Ed worked his jaw and then clicked on the remote. A flogger made of thick, leather straps with metal rivets appeared. “This is a flogger.” He spoke to the jury. “It is made of nine strips of leather each with metal rivets studded through them to cause more pain to the person being flogged. Have you whipped Leann with this flogger?”

“Yes, I have. When she wanted it.” I glanced at the jury. “That’s another favorite of hers. She asked me to buy her one with rivets so it would hurt her more.”

“Have you ever beaten her?”

This question was phrased in a way that made me suspicious. Then I realized he’d been laying the foundation for this question. He wanted to smear me. “No.”

“But you whipped her. Isn’t that a form of beating her?”

“I have only whipped her as an agreed-upon punishment. One she consented to and could stop at any time.” I faced him with pride. “I have never abused her.”

“But you have hurt her.” He glared at me. “That flogger and that bullwhip look like they would hurt a lot. What’s the difference between that and abuse?”

“She enjoys pain,” I said, answering the question coolly. “But I’ve never harmed her. I would never harm any of the women in my family. I only give them what they crave. Abuse is when you harm someone out of anger. Out of petty desire to control and dominate them. It’s not something the other person consents to. It’s violence you enact on them. I do not commit violence with Lee or any other member of my family. I engage in consensual and mutually agreed upon BDSM play.”

Ed didn’t look happy as he turned the page and launched into his next line of questions. He really wanted to trap me on that one, but I wasn’t going to let him. It was foolish of him to try. Once Lee took the stand, she would sing out how much she loved all those specific items he’d brought up.

“You have abused your other little sister, Alicia,” Ed Thomas said, “preying upon her and taking her virginity, yes?”

“I didn’t abuse her or prey upon her,” I said. “My little sister desired to enter into a sexual relationship with myself and Melody, and that is what we did. I loved Alicia.”

“Is it true that she pretends to be a much younger girl. That she acts like she’s a child during your sexual encounters.”

“It’s called age play and it’s something she initiated, not me,” I said. “It makes her feel loved and special to pretend to be my little girl, but she’s not. She’s an adult. It’s merely fantasy.”

I endured this line of questioning, not letting him pin me down the way he wanted. I had never abused my children.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

My brother sank down to the floor before the couch. I shuddered as he pulled my rump to the edge of the cushion. My brother’s hands were sliding up and down my thighs. I had pulled off the t-shirt of his, now sat naked.

“Mmm, this pussy’s pregnant with my child,” my brother said. His lips kissed at my shaved pussy.

“Yes,” I moaned. “You put a strong son in me. I can feel it.”

“Or a cute daughter,” he said.

“Either way, you have to keep breeding me until our child has a sibling.” She grinned. “I want to start a family tradition.”

“You are a wicked one,” he said.

I grinned.

On the TV behind him, Melody Samuels sat the stand, looking sophisticated and elegant with her sandy-blonde hair pulled back in a bun, her legs crossed and clad in nylons. I shuddered as my brother kissed at my pussy again. A tingle of delight rippled through me as his tongue flicked up and down my pussy folds. His tongue parted through my petal, stimulating my pregnant delight.

“Did Clint force you the first time?” the female lawyer for the Elliston Clan asked.

“It was absolutely mutual,” Melody said. “We shared something beautiful. A brother and sister coming together in love. It was glorious. The happiest moment of my life.”

“Amen, sista,” I cooed to her, knowing just what she meant.

My brother’s tongue drew my attention to his face nestled between my thighs. His dreadlocks rubbed against my legs as he licked and lapped at my twat. He ran his tongue through my folds, teasing my pregnant flesh.

I loved it. He had bred me. That giddy rush still ran through me. I was glad we both had the day off. We were going to fuck and fuck. Just celebrate our good fortune. I’d hardly been back in his life and was already pregnant. He must have bred me out of the gate.

My brother wasn’t firing blanks.

His tongue thrust into my depths. I groaned as he swirled around in me. His hands shoved beneath my rump. He gripped my ass, kneading me as he plundered his tongue into my cunt. He swirled it around. My toes curled as the pleasure flooded through me.

“Damn, bro,” I moaned. “Mmm, love it when you eat me out. You’re so good at it.”

“Easy to get good at something you love,” he said. His tongue dragged through my folds to my clit.

Sparks burst inside of me.

“Yes!” I gasped, my small breasts jiggling as I squirmed on the couch. “Ooh, yes, yes, show me how much you love my pussy.”

He did.

His tongue flew up and down my folds. He licked and lapped with hunger. The pleasure washed through my body. It flowed through me, a hot stream of delight that had me gasping and moaning. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as the delight surged through me. It was incredible to enjoy. I savored every moment of it.

Every last second of this bliss spreading through my pussy.

I squirmed on the couch, my whimpers filling our living room. They echoed around us. His tongue plunged into my depths. He reached deep into me. He swirled around, stroking my walls. He did such naughty things to me.

I gasped, trembling. My hands caressed my torso. My skin felt so alive. I had to stroke myself. Caress over my flesh. I whimpered and groaned, loving every moment of his tongue lapping at my cunt. He massaged my pregnant flesh.

“I’m going to cum so hard!” I moaned, my body quivering. “Damn, bro. Just get that tongue in me. Going to shower you in cream.”

He growled. His hands gripped my ass. He kneaded me and pulled me hard against his sucking mouth. He sucked on my pussy. My cunt clenched at the heat he surged through me. I whimpered in delight at the pressure building and building in me.

“Shit!” I gasped, arching back my head.

I cupped my little titties. I massaged my palms into my nipples as the pleasure built and built in me. This wild, incestuous explosion that would send bliss through me. I craved it. Ached for it. I whimpered as I rose towards it.

My brother’s thick lips engulfed my clit. His hands squeezed my butt-cheeks as he sucked. The pleasure burst in my clit. I gasped as the delight showered across my cunt. It sent me over the edge into ecstasy.

“Brother!” I howled and came on his mouth.

My pussy convulsed with wild delight. The incestuous bliss roared through my body. It flooded my nerves with bliss. My mind with ecstasy. I bucked on the couch as my juices gushed out of my cunt into my brother’s hungry mouth.

He drank them down. He feasted on them. His tongue fluttered through my folds. I gasped and moaned, my body quaking from the bliss surging out of me. It was incredible. The pleasure showered out of my body.

“Oh, yes, Jaiden!” I moaned. “Oh, my god, my brother’s a stud!”

“I know,” he said, sounding so cocky. He had every right to be. He had bred me. Put that virile seed in me. I would have his baby.

He rose from between my thighs, scooped me up in his arms, and kissed me hard on the mouth. He thrust his tongue past my lips. He kissed me with hunger. I groaned, savoring the way his tongue fluttered around in me. I loved him so much.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Elliston

“I was thrilled when I learned my son and his half-sister Melody were making love,” I said as I sat on the stand. “It was such a beautiful thing to learn. It made me proud to be Clint’s mother that he gave such passion to his sister. And I was glad to share in it with them.”

I let my conviction flow from my words as I sat on the stand. I glanced at the jury, hoping to reach through to Jonette Walsh. To let her know that she didn’t have to be ashamed of her son and daughter for the passion they shared.

“It didn’t offend you?” Elisabet Reenburg asked.

“Of course not,” I said. “I don’t see anything wrong with it.”

“Because prior to Clint and Melody starting their relationship, you were already in an incestuous relationship yourself with your sister, Vicky Samuels?”

“Yes,” I said. “Ever since my deceased husband introduced us to it.” I smiled. “Vicky and I shared so much passion together. We were free of society’s stifling judgment and rules. Just like my son and my niece were that day. A mother should be proud of her children and support them when they do something as positive and beautiful as love each other.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

“You tell her!” I shouted at the screen. “That’s how mothers should be.”

My brother chuckled. He lay stretched out on the couch, hunger in his eyes. “Struck a nerve.”

“Yes!” I hissed and grabbed his cock, eager for more from my brother. I rubbed my hand up and down his dick, feeling his girth. My pussy craved his big shaft filling me up. “What we have is beautiful, Jaiden. Beautiful!”

“Yes, it is,” he said, his eyes flicking up and down my body. A hungry smile grew. “Just gorgeous.”

“I’m not talking about my body,” I said, feeling pleased anyways.

“Can’t I appreciate both? When you look as fine as that, boo… Damn.”

“Mmm, so fine you just had to break all the laws and ravish me,” I moaned, lowering my pussy to his cock. I pressed my shaved lips against his crown.

“That’s right,” he growled.

I grinned. Watching the trial and making love to my brother was so much fun. We had all day to love each other. To celebrate our baby. I wanted to use every bit of the time we had. I would cum so hard on my brother’s cock.

I pressed my weight down. My pussy lips spread over the crown of his cock. I groaned as they spread wider and wider around his crown. The heat rippled through me. This wild passion that would consume me.

My cunt rejoiced at the feel of my brother’s big dick sliding into my pussy. I reveled in our incestuous union. This was where he belonged. My back arched. My breasts jiggled as I took inch after inch of his dick into my cunt.

I bottomed out on him and moaned. My body quivered there. This wild rush of delight swept through me. I groaned, squeezing about him. I wiggled my hips from side to side, stirring around his cock. He felt so amazing in me. This big, thick shaft.

“Oh, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Ooh, that’s nice.” I worked my hips from side to side. “Just filling me up, bro.”

He grinned up at me. His hands stroked my sides. He caressed me and sent such wicked heat swirling through my body. I groaned at his touch. I bit my lower lip. His touch stroked my sides, my skin alive. Electric.

My cunt clenched down on him. I groaned and raised myself up his cock. I slid higher and higher up his dick. I shuddered at the feel of his shaft massaging the walls of my pussy. This naughty heat surged through my body. Having my brother in me was the best experience in the world. Nothing could stop it. I groaned, my heart pounding.

“Fuck,” I whimpered as I reached the pinnacle.

I slammed back down his cock, engulfing him in a heartbeat. A rush of pleasure surged through me. The friction transmuted into bliss. My clit struck his pubic bone. Pleasure sparked through my cunt. I gasped in delight.

“Damn, boo!” he groaned. “Someone’s eager.”

“So eager!” I moaned, working my pussy up and down his cock.

I squeezed my twat around him. I rode him with hunger. The pleasure rippled through my body. My small breasts jiggled as I slid up and down him. My thighs flexed. My hair fluttered around my head. His hands stroked me. So strong. So loving.

I planted my hands on my brother’s strong chest. He was such a sexy man. A stud. My cunt squeezed around him as I slid up his cock. I reveled in gripping him. The pleasure was exquisite. The bliss burned through me. It blazed through my body.

I groaned and slammed down him. I engulfed him. I took him to the hilt and reveled in his girth filling me up. It was incredible. I whimpered and squeezed my cunt around him. This amazing bliss shot through my body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Mmm, that’s it, Jaiden. Oh, yes, yes!”

He caressed my body. He stroked me. I loved it. His touch was electric. Outstanding. I groaned, wiggling my hips from side to side. I stirred around his cock. I savored his dick filling up my twat. It was just the best. A wild delight. I groaned, my pussy squeezing about his cock. I impaled myself down him, his shaft reaching so deep into me.

I arched my back. I groaned and moaned. The pleasure rushed through my body. The wild heat built and built as my pussy worked up and down his big dick. My brother’s incestuous shaft filled me up again and again.

“Shit, boo!” he groaned, his hands sliding up my torso, his touch setting my skin on fire. “Work that cunt.”

“I want you to cum in me!” I moaned, my fingers scratching at his chest. “Ooh, I want it all in me.”

“Keep working that cunt, and you’ll get it,” he groaned. “Damn, I have the best little sister in the world.”

I beamed at him, my bliss building me towards my orgasm. “Love you, Jaiden!”

His hands slid over my tits. He massaged my nipples. “Love you, too, boo.”

I slammed my cunt down on his cock. I took my brother to the hilt in me. I gasped and groaned. My back arched as my nipples rubbed into his palms. The pressure of his massaging touch rippled through my body.

I came.

My pussy writhed around my brother’s big cock. Incestuous bliss surged through my body. An amazing rush of ecstasy that swept through me and left me gasping. Moaning. Crying out in celebratory delight.

It was so wonderful to feel my brother’s cock in my pussy. I squeezed around him. I clenched on that big shaft. Writhed in delight. The pleasure rippled through my body. I groaned and gasped, savoring every bit of his dick filling up my cunt.

“Cum in me!” I howled, bucking on his dick. My pussy massaged him, eager for his jizz. “Please, please, flood me like you did the day you bred me with your seed!”

“Fuck, yes!” he growled and thrust upward.

He bounced my spasming pussy on his cock. I shuddered as my flesh, rippling and writhing in delight, caressed up his cock and then slammed back down it. I gasped out from the bliss, his dick reaching so deep into my pussy.

He growled. Erupted.

The pleasure surged over me again. Another orgasm detonated in me as my brother’s hot jizz spurted into my pussy. Stars exploded across my vision in a wild celebration of bliss. I quivered and groaned, savoring every wonderful bit of rapture that my brother gave me.

He growled as his spunk pumped into my twat. My cunt writhed around him, so greedy for his seed to fill me. I collapsed on his brawny chest. I kissed him, loved him, as he filled me with all of that wonderful seed.

I loved him so much. I savored every bit of him in me. The trial played on in the background as I quivered on my brother’s body. I hoped Clint would win, but I knew it wouldn’t happen. Not with her on the trial.

That fucking bitch would spite the Ellistons because she couldn’t handle the fact that I loved my big brother. I hugged him tight. I kissed him. I savored lying atop him and feeling his strong form beneath me.

Incest was the best.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

“I have a Doctorate of Psychology from the University of California Davis,” I said, speaking into the microphone. “And I am a licensed clinical psychologist and sex therapist in the State of California. I have a practice that specializes in solving the sexual dysfunctions of women. In it, I have applied numerous theories, including my own, in various ways to give my patients happy and healthy sexual relationships with those closest to them.”

“Are you talking about incest?” Elisabet asked.

“Among other types of relationships,” I said, smiling.

This was the most important part of the day. The members of my family who were called to testify were all aimed at Jonette Walsh. First the brother and sister’s side of the story, then the mother’s perspective. All to recontextualize the relationship, in her mind, that her two children must have with each other. Now I had to bring it home. I had to convince her to side with incest.

I promised Clint that I could do this. We had turned down the prosecution’s plea deal. I couldn’t fail my family.

“My research has shown that incest, when consensual, breeds positive relations between family members. Especially with the women in the family.”

“In what way?” Elisabet asked.

“Mothers are often quite proud to watch their daughters blossom into women. The mother appreciates the delights her daughter finds at the hands of her son or husband. Brother and sister love is especially appreciated by mothers.”

I glanced at Jonette Walsh to gauge her reaction.

She had her arms folded, her jaw set. She glared at me with undisguised loathing. A nervous shiver ran through me. The woman had formed her opinion. She believed herself right. She didn’t like admitting she was wrong. Pride radiated from her. Her belief that her children’s relationship was bad or harmful had taken on a dogmatic necessity for her.

That was bad. I had to find the right way to bring her around. I had to speak with care.

“Why is it a good thing that mothers are accepting of incest, Dr. Elliston?” asked Elisabet.

“A mother wants to protect her children. Many studies have shown that this is the primary desire of mothers with their progeny. However, to be a successful mother, you have to fail at that task. If you protect your children too much, it stunts their emotional growth. They will not have the strength to withstand the rigors of the world. They won’t have the inner fortitude to endure the hard times of life that we all have experienced. As much as a mother, and I know this personally as one, wants to shield her child from all the dangers of the world, that’s impossible.

“You have to let them make mistakes.”

I paused and glanced over at Jonette Walsh. Was I reaching through to her?

“That’s important. You have to let your children make mistakes. Face disappointment. Learn for themselves. For instance, it might be a mistake for a brother and sister to love each other and enter into an incestuous relationship. Like any relationship, it might not work out. There can be heartbreak. Sorrow. But they have to learn that themselves if their attraction to each other can lead to something positive. If they are willing, if they are both consenting, but are caught by a mother who only wishes to protect them, it can be disastrous. Out of love for her children and consumed by her nurturing instincts, she will instead drive them away. Destroy her positive relationship with her children and create something negative in its place.”

Jonette Walsh flinched at my words. Her facial muscles twitched. Her breathing increased. For a moment, I thought—desperately hoped—that I had reached through to her. Then the woman battered it down. She sat even stiffer. Glared even harder.

She knew the truth, but she didn’t want to face it. I didn’t want to admit she had destroyed her relationship with her son and daughter by trying to protect them from their love for each other. It was so sad. If she were my patient, it would take me many sessions to break her down and get her to face the truth.

I had to do it in this testimony. How? What else good I say? This was a mistake. I was about to let down my family. Clint. I fought down the panic, struggling to focus. I couldn’t lose my composure. Not now. It could ruin everything.

Elisabet ran through her questions. I answered them all, but none of the reached through Jonette Walsh. I could see her personality now. She was skilled at shifting blame. She was someone who didn’t take responsibility for her own mistakes but demanded them of others. She always had an excuse for why it wasn’t her fault.

I couldn’t get through to her just by talking.

“No further questions,” Elisabet said.

I wanted to get off the stand. This was a mistake. Ed Thomas stood up. He would rip me apart. He would make me say things that would only reinforce Jonette’s opinions that she was right. That she hadn’t done anything wrong. She believed it was her children’s fault, not hers. She didn’t ruin anything. She was the perfect mother.

I stared at Ed. I prepared myself. I couldn’t back down. I couldn’t retreat from them. I had to face his questions head on. I had to give the best damn answers yet. He would challenge me. I would have to give proof. This was a chance to get through to Jonette.

My last hope.

I wouldn’t drop the ball. I would throw it in the hoop or do whatever it is you were supposed to do with a dropped ball. I took a sip of my glass of water and faced him. I would take the last chance to change Jonette’s opinion of me. He studied me for a good, long moment, his face inscrutable.

“The State has no questions for this witness.”

My stomach lurched. No questions? But… but… How could I convince Jonette now? I sat there bewildered. Shocked. The judge said something to me. The bailiff motioned to me. They wanted me to leave. My testimony was over.

I failed. I wanted to break down and cry. This wasn’t how this was supposed to end. I swallowed, my heart thundering in my chest. I rose on shaky legs and left behind the witness stand. I headed to my seat. What more could we do? I sank down with my family.

“It’s getting late,” the judge said. “Instead of starting your next witness, Mrs. Reenburg, we’ll start bright and early. 9 AM tomorrow.”

“That’s fine, your honor,” Elisabet said, shooting me a look.

A gave a tight shake of my head. The world spun around me. I wanted to throw up. The jury would, at best, come back hung. We’d be doing this all over again in six months with a new pool of twelve people we had to convince. The prosecutors would have more time to dig into us. Our friends. They might find out about our connection to the judge. To Cruzita. This could all unravel on us.

My brother put his arm around me. “You did good, Pam.”

“Not good enough,” I said, on the verge of falling apart. “I failed. I’m so sorry. I didn’t reach through to her.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alesha Walsh

“You’re going to be a grandmother,” I texted.

I sat on the couch. The trial had just ended. My brother had ordered pizza for our dinner. He was in the bathroom. The living room smelled wonderfully of sex. I ached from how many times I’d taken my brother in my pussy. No anal today. I wanted him all in my pussy.

“You’ll never get to see your grandchild. You’ll never find us. Jaiden and I are happy without you.” I hit send and then threw my phone on the couch.

Jaiden emerged from the bathroom wearing only a pair of jogging shorts, his cock tenting the front. I grinned and said, “You got some lead left in your pencil?”

He grinned at me. “We got, what, twenty minutes before dinner gets here. Barely enough time for a quickie.”

I laughed as he came for me. I would be such a better mother than her. My children with Jaiden would be loved. And if they wanted to love each other, they would have my support. I would be proud of them.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

July 23rd, 2027 – Elisabet Reenburg

“You’re sure?” I asked, staring at Clint and Pam. “You don’t want me to call even Lee to the stand to make it clear the BDSM stuff was consensual?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Pam said. “We didn’t reach Jonette Walsh. She’s going to hang the jury no matter what.”

Clint gave a somber nod. “We’ll be heading for a mistrial. We need to hold back any more testimony. It’s not going to matter. The rest of the jury will either vote to acquit or go with the majority.”

I stared at Pam. “You’re sure there’s nothing more to do? We could put on Vicky or Asuka. They are both mothers. Maybe they can reach Jonette better.”

“It won’t work. I misjudged just how close to her core identity this is touching.” Pam bit her lip. “She’s like a religious fundamentalist. Those are hard beliefs to change. They require challenging. Shaking up. One-on-one conversations. I can’t do that through testimony. I was wrong.” She glanced at Clint. Pain filled her eyes. “I was wrong.”

He pulled her to him and kissed her. The cameras in the back of the courtroom flashed, capturing the incestuous moment. I could feel Ed Thomas bristling behind me. I swallowed. Should I feel him out? See where he was sitting? He couldn’t feel great about where this was heading, either.

They broke the kiss and I said, “Want me to see if the plea deal is still on the table?”

“No,” Clint said with absolute conviction. “We’re not going to admit our love is wrong just to lesson our punishment. We’ll risk the mistrial.”

I nodded. The bailiff announced the judge. I headed to my table as Coburn came out of his chambers looking grumpier than usual. He sat down and cleared his throat. He waved everyone to sit and then his eyes found me.

“I believe you were about to call your next witness, Mrs. Reenburg,” he said.

“Your honor, the defense rests,” I said, my stomach a roiling pit of ice water.

“I see.” He said. I sat down.

Closing statements were made. I did the best I could, but Jonette Walsh only glared. Then the judge gave the jury their instructions. That was it. Clint and his family’s fate were in the hands of twelve strangers. I closed my eyes. How long before they came back with a verdict? If it was a hung jury, it could be days.

Days of waiting. Days of dreading having to do this all over again.

To be continued…
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July 23rd, 2027 – Elmer Bennett

The trial was over sooner than I thought. The defense rested abruptly. Something had gone wrong for their case. That sent a nervous slither through my guts. I wanted Clint and his family to win. I wanted incest to be accepted.

My daughter and wife were at home doing Lord knew what while I was here. And when I got home, Candy and Rachel would be eager to do things. We were in that heady stage of exploring the delights of our incestuous threesome. After coming closer and closer over the last two years, we had finally crossed the line and enjoyed it.

Now it was up to the jury to find Clint and his family not guilty. I didn’t know if that were possible. How long would this drag out. But I would fight for them and for incest. Despite my conviction, nervousness rippled through me. If I advocated too hard, would they think I was into family love? It was still taboo. Illegal.

I didn’t want to end up with my own trial.

“So, well, I guess we should take a quick vote and see where we stand?” I said as we all took our seats. The twelve of us sat around a table. “Who finds not guilty?”

I put my hand up. Delilah Midgley’s hand shot up right away. Then came Sandie, a motherly woman with brassy-brown hair. Dirk followed. He was the youngest person on the jury, barely in his twenties. Lyn added her hand, a plump woman. Mildred slowly raised her hand. Last, the grandmotherly woman, her hair a silver perm, held hers up.

“And who’s on the side of decency,” demanded Jonette Walsh. The Black woman thrust her hand into the air.

Cooper, a Black guy my age, raised his hand.

Jonette glared at the four jurors who didn’t put their hands up at all. Berta, a fierce-looking Hispanic woman, glared back at Jonette. An Asian woman named Ahn just shifted from side to side, not meeting Jonette’s gaze. Neither did Callahan. He was an old man, face wrinkled. Last was a round-faced, Hispanic woman named Marisela who had a pained expression.

“What is wrong with all of you?” hissed Jonette. “They admitted that they’re screwing each other. The DNA tests show they’re all related, not that they deny that, either. California Penal Code Section 285 says if you are over fourteen and have sex with a blood relation, you are guilty of incest! What is there to decide? Let’s vote guilty and get out of here!”

“Well, what if we gave them a lower charge,” Callahan said, his voice a little reedy with age.

Jonette shot him a fiery glare that deflated the old man. He shrank back. Then the Black woman swept her gaze at the rest of us. “Are any of you fucking your children? Huh? Is that why you don’t want to find Clint and his family guilty.”

I almost flinched against the accusation. Her eyes bored down at me. I ran into burning buildings for a living. I fought fires. Risked my life. I wouldn’t be intimidated by an angry woman. I faced her withering glare.

“They are consenting,” I grunted. “What does it matter if they’re related by blood? What’s the harm?”

“Inbreeding,” Jonette spat out. “They’ve already polluted the world with their incestuous progeny.”

“Birth control,” Dirk pointed out, a big grin on his boyish face.

“You’re just a pervert wanting to screw your own sister,” Jonette shot back at him.

Dirk shifted. “I don’t have one, but if I did…” A big grin spread on his lips. “Damn, it’d be hot. Clint is the man.”

Jonette snorted in disgust.

“It used to be illegal for interracial couples to marry,” I said, remembering the arguments that Clint’s lawyer made. “That was wrong. Our society changed. And we can all remember, except maybe Dirk, when gay and lesbian couples couldn’t marry. How is this any different? Why do our prejudices get to dictate how other people live. This is America.”

Cooper leaned back. The Black man had a thoughtful look on his face. “That’s a good point.”

“Don’t tell me you’re getting convinced,” groaned Jonette to the one ally she had fully on her side. “You can’t be an idiot. It’s not the same thing at all.”

“Isn’t it?” he asked. “A hundred years ago, it would be illegal for me to marry my wife. We’d be hated just for loving each other. Bigots used to think it was a crime against nature.”

“Bigot?” spluttered Jonette. “You think I’m a bigot because I’m disgusted by a guy screwing his sisters and his mother! And their mothers! It is a crime against nature!”

Cooper’s brow furrowed. “That’s the sort of talk that maintained miscegenation.”

“And denied gays and lesbians the right to marry,” added Lyn, the plump woman nodding her head.

“You can’t be convinced,” Jonette begged of Cooper. “It’s disgusting what they’re doing.”

“A lot of stuff is,” the Black man said and shrugged. “And? I don’t have to do it. You don’t have to do it.”

Jonette looked like someone had pissed in her drink. She glanced around the table, looking for support. She folded her arms across her chest, fury breaking over her ebony skin. She despised the Ellistons.

What did they do to her?

“I think he’s a good man,” Mildred said. The grandmotherly woman leaned back in her chair, a smile on her narrow lips. “I can see it in him. It just shines out of him.”

“Good man?” snarled Jonette. “He whips his sister. That’s abuse.”

“That’s BDSM,” Sandie said, looking offended. The motherly woman’s brassy-brown hair swept about her face. “My husband does that to me. It’s exciting. Hot even. He’s made my butt as red as those pictures of Leann.”

“It is hot,” Lyn added with this throaty purr. The black-haired woman leaned back in her chair, a large smile on her face. “Clint’s such a strong man.”

“I can’t believe he makes you wet,” Jonette hissed.

Lyn shrugged, a distant look in her eyes, a smile playing on her lips.

“And what about you. Berta.” Jonette turned to the fiery Hispanic woman. “Not like you to be silent about anything.”

Berta studied Jonette for a few moments then spoke, “Why are you so passionate against him? This seems personal to you? Any reason?”

Jonette snapped her jaw shut.

“Are we just being bigots by thinking its wrong,” Breta asked the others. “Are we just being the close-minded ones for thinking their relationship is fucked up?”

Yes,” said Callahan. The old man rubbed his hands. “I think we should find him not guilty. Let his entire family go free.”

Jonette’s cheek twitched while I couldn’t help grinning. They were on Clint’s side. The side of incest. This was amazing. Hope surged into me for a better future for California and the rest of the country. This state might be fucked up in so many other ways, but if we could lead the country in this one thing, it would be amazing.

“I found Pam’s testimony intriguing,” Marisela said, her Hispanic accent thick. “I would hate to destroy my relationship with my children. Pam’s words have made me think a lot about what I would do if I caught them together.”

Jonette glared at Marisela and asked her, “Would you accept it?”

“I would,” she said. “My brother came out as gay when I was ten, and my parents disowned him. It was horrible. Tore our family apart. If they had accepted him…” This pained look crossed her face. “It’s a shame. He’s a great guy. So what if he likes guys. I like guys. So, yes, I would accept my children if they wanted to love each other. I mean, my daughter could do far, far worse than my son.”

“If we’re all leaning to not guilty, then I’m with them,” Ahn said. The Asian woman had an exasperated look on her face. “Just vote not guilty, Jonette, so we can get out of here. Don’t make us spend days and days arguing over something futile. Read the room and let’s go home. I have better things to do than this.”

“No!” The word echoed through the room. Jonette fixed us all with hard looks. “I won’t. This is wrong. You’re all disgusting. He’s guilty, and that’s that. If we have to stay in this room until time ends and hell freezes over, then so be it.”

A loud groan ran through the room. I closed my eyes and then the arguing began. Wrangling. Shouting. Everyone was yelling at Jonette to change her mind, but she just stood there, weathering it like a strong bluff before the stormy seas, denying the waves crashing against her. Standing proud and defiant against the fury surging over her.

What would it take to convince her? I had no idea.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

Hours later, Jonette still wouldn’t budge. She had dug in. I had stayed mostly silent, thinking of just the right words to say. I had a feeling I understood Jonette. Little things she’d said. How she acted. It wasn’t something I could bring up in front of the others, though.

This had to be done with care. Jonette was a proud woman.

When we took a break for lunch, I acted. I came up to her and said, “Could we talk in private?”

She stared up at me with this calculating look in her eyes. The others were placing our lunch orders with the bailiff. Her nostrils flared then she gave a sharp nod and stood. We moved to the corner of the room.

“I’m not changing my mind,” she said, her words daggers.

“You caught your children, didn’t you?” I asked.

Her jaw tightened.

“I destroyed my relationship with my son. I threw him out of my house, and I’ve regretted it every day. I miss him. How close we used to be. It was dumb. I did it out of shame and anger. I was weak. I couldn’t face myself, so I overreacted. I lashed out and hurt him. Lord, I miss him so much. I want to take it back so bad. Don’t tell me you don’t miss your children.”

She gave me a flat look. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I do. I haven’t seen my son in two years. Thanks to this trial, I finally had the courage to call him and admit I was wrong, but he’s hurt. Wounded by what I did. I’m afraid I’ll never be able to repair it. That I won’t be in his life at all. Don’t make my mistake. If you can fix things, do it.”

Jonette’s expression didn’t change.

“Time is the most precious thing.” I stroked her arm. “We only have so much of it. Don’t we owe it to ourselves to make it pleasant? To reduce how much suffering we have to endure and how much we inflict on others? Especially those we care about it the most.” I gave her a supportive smile. “Don’t worry about this trial. The Ellistons. Just think about your children and if it’s really worth never seeing them. Hurting them. Hurting yourself. Okay?”

She didn’t say a word. I smiled at her and headed off to give my food order. I chatted with Lyn and Sandie while we waited. Jonette stayed in the corner the entire time. She stared at her phone.

When the food arrived, she didn’t move. No one went over to her. She just kept staring at her screen. I didn’t know why. She hid it well. I could see the pain, though. The regret that fueled that anger against Clint and his family. It wasn’t him she hated.

I sighed and grabbed my sandwich, hoping I could fix things with my son, Ian.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

“I just heard from the judge,” said Elisabet. She strode into the living room of our house. My family was here, all of us sitting around nervous. “The jury’s reached a verdict.”

“Already?” I asked, shocked. “The judge won’t let them be hung after a half-day of deliberation.”

She shrugged.

The trip back to the courthouse was a blur to me. A frightening, terrifying pit in my stomach that threatened to swallow me, all while I had to be strong for my women. They were all chatting, nervous, skittish even. They debated if it was a good sign or not. If we’d be ending the day in handcuffs again, only this time there would be no getting out of jail. We’d be held in custody until sentencing.

The media waited for us when we arrived. They were shouting questions. Swarming in on us, the vultures aching to feasted on our carcass. They’d heard the rumor that the jury had already reached a verdict. They wanted to know what we thought. We just kept walking through chaos to the courthouse doors.

We passed through the metal detectors and swept through the hallways to Judge Coburn’s courtroom. We slipped in and took our seats. Many members of our legal defense team were already assembled. Ed Thomas stood at the prosecutor’s table looking resolute, his expression stony. Cruzita sat beside him. She had a look of nervous dread on her face.

I felt bad that we were using her. It was serendipitous that she came into my sister’s massage parlor.

The judge swept in. The jury came in. The court recorder began typing at her stenographer machine. My heart tensed as the judge glanced at the jury. The foreman stood up. Juror 12. The bluff-faced man we had fought hard to get on the jury. He held a paper in his hand.

“What does the jury find?” Judge Coburn asked, looking intently.

“We the jury find the defendants Not Guilty of the Crime of Incest and all other Charges.”

For a moment, shocked silence filled the gallery. Ed Thomas sat stoically, his hands gripped tight. I swallowed, unable to believe it. Juror 17, Jonette Walsh, looked like a completely different woman. Her shoulders had sagged. She stared down at her hands. Her body shook. Was she crying?

Then my family burst into celebration as the judge said, “Case dismissed,” and slammed his gavel down with a thunderous rap.

I stood up, my legs shaky. Not guilty. It was like a dream come true. Our incestuous secret was out to the world, and we weren’t guilty of any crime. A jury of our peers had agreed with us. The blood screamed through my veins.

Pam threw herself into my arms, sobbing. “I didn’t ruin it.” She clutched to me. “I didn’t mess it up, Clint.”

I rocked her trembling form. “No, you didn’t. Not at all.”

Melody threw her arms around us and kissed me right there for the vultures to see. The cameras flashed. Then Alicia came in. My mother. Zoey. My aunt and Mrs. Hiragawa. Stefani got her kiss in. Impudent Lee went last. Through it all, Pam clung to me and let her emotions, the strain of carrying the weight of saving our family, release.

“You were amazing, Pam,” I told her, not wanting to let her go.

Our legal team all grinned. Many of them had learned the joys of incest, too. Judge Coburn looked relieved as he marched off the bench. His last trial. He had already announced that he was retiring. Cruzita stood up on shaky legs. She glanced over at us and gave a slight nod, a smile on her lips, then she marched out after her boss who looked like he’d swallowed a dozen rotting eggs.

This wouldn’t be good for Ed Thomas’s upcoming run for the DA’s office.

After Pam had gathered herself, we marched out onto the courthouse steps. Elisabet had arranged a podium to be there. The press was waiting. I had a speech planned for if we won, but I couldn’t remember a word of it. Such joy rippled through me. Pam thought she had ruined things. I could have sacrificed myself. I could have saved my women from prison.

That decision almost broke me. I led us into this mess. I put us into the public spotlight with my desire to change the laws of this nation. I almost destroyed our family, but we had survived. I marched up to that podium with my head held high.

I gripped it and grinned out at the media. “Today was the first step to having incestuous relationships be recognized as a civil right.” I gazed around at the media, the cameras aimed at me. Flashes bursting as pictures were snapped. “My intention is to get incest legalized. Today proved that the people of California know what happened to my family was an injustice. No longer are those of us who practice alternative lifestyles going to be afraid of what society thinks of us. No longer are we going to be silent?

“California has long led the way in civil rights,” I continued, gazing out at them. “Here is the next fight we must champion. California must show the world that they are a shining beacon of tolerance and compassion. We shall legalize incest and bigamy! We shall shed the bigotry of the past!”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cruzita Martínez

I sat in my office, stunned.

They did it. Clint Elliston and his family actually pulled it off. If anyone even knew the shady things they were doing behind the scenes, if the world ever found out I was helping them… I shuddered. No one could ever know.

Ed Thomas still shouted in his office. Losing this had hurt. Bad. It was a slam-dunk case. The smart play would have been to plea bargain out, but Clint went for the Hail Mary. He didn’t even flinch. He faced down the world, proclaimed his story, and let them feel like intolerant bigots for thinking there was anything wrong with it.

And there wasn’t.

I glanced at the picture of my daughter and smiled. She was such a gorgeous creature. If Clint really could get incest legalized—and if there was anyone who could to it, it was that man—then I didn’t have to hide my love for Laurita. She was such a beautiful, young girl.

My phone rang. Not my office one, but my cell phone. I snagged it out of my purse and smiled. I swiped the screen and said, “I’m staring at your picture right now.”

“One of my naughty ones?” Laurita cooed, her voice sounding throaty.

I laughed. “No, no, just the one on my desk. You look so gorgeous in your graduation gown.”

“So you lost the big case,” Laurita said with mock pity. “Do you need Eric and me to come over and comfort you.”

Eric was her boyfriend. He knew all about our incestuous relationship. Considering he had sex with his own mother and sisters, he didn’t have a problem with it. Incest was far, far more prevalent than I ever imagined.

“I think I need that,” I said, smiling. “I mean, it was such a loss. It looks like incest will become legal in California.”

“Too bad,” my daughter said. “It’s so hot breaking the law with a prosecutor. I don’t think it’ll be so much fun any longer.”

“Mmm, we’ll have to find another way to make it kinky,” I said, playing along.

“Well, I know a way.” something breathy entered my daughter’s voice.

“What?” I sat up, my chair creaking.

“Eric proposed!” A squeal of delight burst from her. My heart skipped a beat. “We’re getting married! Soon, I can be cheating on my husband with you. That’ll keep things naughty.”

This joy surged through me even as I said, “Is it really cheating if he’s in the bed with us?”

“We can pretend it is.” Laurita let out a sigh. “Mother of God, Mom, he’s the one. I just know it. He’s amazing. I love his family. His Dad’s as great in the sack as he is, and his mother really, really likes licking cum out of my pussy. His sisters are great. You have to meet them.”

“This weekend?” I asked, trembling. This new world before us would be amazing. I couldn’t wait to enjoy living in a time when incest was legalized. The verdict all but made it decriminalized. What prosecutor would want to embarrass themselves with a loss like that?

“That’ll be perfect,” Laurita said. “And Eric and I will be over in a few hours to comfort you.”

“And celebrate!” I bounced in my chair. “You’re getting married, honey.” I hoped her marriage to Eric went better than mine had. But Eric and her had so much in common. They had familial love. They wouldn’t drift apart. I could feel it.

I had no regrets. All that fear and anxiety over the last six months had left me. Tonight, I would make love to my daughter while her fiance watched with relish. My boss, Ed, could fume all he wanted because the right outcome happened today.

True justice had been delivered to the Ellistons.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alysha Walsh

“I can’t believe he got off,” I muttered as I moved through my apartment. Jaiden was at work and I was about to head to my own job. Money was tight. We both had to work to save up moolah for the baby. I still felt giddy from the news.

My phone beeped.

I grabbed it and saw it was from my mother. “I voted to acquit because of your text.”

Those words arrested me. Instead of ignoring them as I would have, I paused. I glanced at the TV. Clint Elliston was giving his speech to make incest legalized in California. My brow furrowed. I had done this?

Another text message popped up. “I know I’ve been terrible. I didn’t handle finding you and Jaiden together very well at all. I’ve been stubborn, but I would love to meet my grandchild. I’ve been so angry, and I don’t know why. I think I do now. I feel like I failed as a mother but I was too damned proud to admit that, so I took it out on your brother. I blamed him instead. I miss you. Both of you. I’d like us to be a family again.”

I sat there for a long time staring at my phone. Tears beaded my eyes. It felt so surreal. This couldn’t be happening. Like it was a trap. But there was Clint Elliston on the news. He’d been found not guilty.

My mother had voted him not guilty.

As the tear rolled down my cheek, I texted back, “Yes. But we don’t have the money to come out and see you.”

“I have vacation time coming up,” she answered. “I’ll come see you. If that’s okay. I don’t want to grow old regretting destroying our relationship.”

“That would be nice.” I closed my eyes and sobbed. This relief swept off of me. My mother didn’t actual hate Jaiden. Me. For so long, I wanted to get away from her, and now I wanted her back. I had to tell Jaiden. Let him now.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Delilah Midgley

A nervous shudder ran through me. My son was coming over tonight. It was propitious. The Elliston’s had been found not guilty. My words had reached through to Jonette, but it was something on her phone that broke her down. I didn’t know what.

A message from her children? A photo of them? She had broken down fast and changed to not guilty to the shock of us all. The world was abuzz. The ripples would be felt. Already, there was talk of a proposition to go on the ballot next year to legalize incest entirely. It was too late for this year, I guess.

A knock rapped on my apartment door.

A wave of dread and excitement washed through me. My skin prickled as I smoothed my skirt and touched my hair. I felt like I was on a blind date and not meeting my son. I wanted everything to be perfect. The smell of lemon-roasted chicken permeated the apartment. I rushed to the door, patted my blonde hair, and then opened it.

Ian stood there. It was really him. Looking nervous. He wore blue jeans and a button-down shirt he’d tucked in. He stood tall and handsome. He had a goatee now. His blond hair framed his face. Tears stung me.

I went to hug him then hesitated.

He embraced me. It wasn’t as close as I wanted, but it was his arms around me. I closed my eyes and fought my tears. I hadn’t ruined things. I had a chance with him. A chance to make things right. It was outstanding.

Just absolutely amazing.

A thrill ran through me. A shudder swept through my body. I flexed my fingers. My heart beat rapidly in my chest. This lightning swept through my body. I groaned at the heat that ran through my blood. It was hot and sizzling.

My breasts rose and fell. I held him tight.

Then he broke away and said, “Uh, dinner smells good.”

“It’s almost ready,” I said, smiling at him. “You look good. You’re doing okay.”

“Yeah, things are going fine,” he said and came in. He looked around. “The apartment looks the same.”

“Oh, well, busy,” I said.

He took off his shoes and we sat down on the couch. I didn’t know what to say to him. The silence dragged on. Then the timer went off and I had to pull the chicken out of the oven. I’d made a salad and a tomato rice pilaf to go with it. Soon we were sitting at my small dining table, crammed in the corner of the room.

We made small talk about his job. If he was dating—he wasn’t. Not really. That sent a thrill through me. Selfish, I know, but I wanted my son all to myself. I was still young enough. I had him when I was nineteen.

“That Clint trial is crazy,” he said as I scraped the leftovers into the trash. “I can’t believe the jury found him innocent.”

“Oh?” I asked, a nervous ripple ran through me. “I was on that jury.”

“What?” He goggled at me. “Really?”

“Yeah.” I gave a nervous shudder. “I was even interviewed afterword. They wanted to know why we found the Elliston’s not guilty.”

“Why did you?” he asked, staring at me in fascination.

I swallowed. “I didn’t tell them the truth. I just said it wasn’t right. We should be more tolerant. More progressive. Accept alternative lifestyles.”

“So what’s the truth?” he asked.

I swallowed. This was it. I had to tell him. I clasped my hands together. “I… I developed feelings for you.”

He blinked. “What?”

“Years ago, I caught you, um, masturbating, and it awakened something in me. I won’t say it wasn’t the only reason why your father and I divorced, but it made me realize that I felt nothing for him, but for you… My son…” I took a step towards him.

“What are you saying, Mom?” he asked, shocked.

“That I… That I want to make love to you.” I shuddered. “I… I have done things with you. When you would come home drunk and pass out on the couch, I would blow you.” The horror of my words hit me. Just what was I doing? The tears spilled down my cheeks. “While you were lying there in a stupor, I couldn’t help myself. I’m a horrible mother. I betrayed you.”

“Jesus,” he groaned.

Tears spilled faster now. Her vision blurred. “That was why… I kicked you out. I was so angry at myself. I couldn’t stop myself from doing things with you. You almost caught me that night. I freaked out. I’m the worst mother in the world.”

My knees crumpled. I knelt there, tears pouring down my cheeks. I cried as he stood over me. Then he knelt down and stared into my eyes. His brow furrowed. I couldn’t look at him. I stared down, my shoulders shaking.

“I’m so sorry, Ian,” I sobbed. “I’m terrible. Horrible. I understand if you hate me.”

“You really were sucking my cock?” he asked. “Like… just nursing on it.”

I nodded. “What sort of mother does that to her son?”

He swallowed and then he stood up. He was leaving me. I deserved it. He had every right to hate me and…

A zipper rasped.

I looked up to see his pants shoving down. The tails of his dress shirt spilled over his boxers. His cock tented them. To my shock, he shoved them down and his cock popped out. I gaped at the sight of my son’s dick bobbing before me. Thick and hard, twitching with his wild heartbeat. His chest rose and fell. He stared at me with hunger in his eyes.

“Well, here it is,” he said, his hand running through my hair. “God, I used to jerk off thinking of you sneaking in my room and blowing me. I was so scared. Then we were living alone. Just me and you. I wanted it so bad. I was drinking to try and get the courage. Guess I overdid it a lot.”

“Yeah,” I said, staring at his cock. This hunger rose in me. My son’s dick was right there for the taking.

I opened my mouth wide and swallowed his cock. I slid my mouth over his dick. I engulfed his cock and closed my eyes. Hunger surged through me. I was really, and truly, sucking on my son’s cock. I was nursing on him.

He groaned in delight. His face twisted with hunger. This delight spilled over his features. It was amazing to watch. It sent such a hunger through me. I groaned and suckled with all the hunger I could, my face stained in tears.

My son accepted my lusts. He desired me.

“Mom!” he groaned, staring down at me with such hunger in his blue eyes. His hand slid through my hair. “Damn, Mom!”

I sucked with hunger on him. I nursed, my tongue swirling around his cock. I stroked his shaft. I suckled, my cheeks hollowing. I bobbed my head. I worked my mouth up and down his dick. I blew him. Loved him.

He was so incredible.

He felt amazing in my mouth. I closed my eyes and nursed with powerful suckles. The bliss swept through my body. My pussy clenched. The heat blazed inside of me. My tongue danced around his cock’s tip.

“Mom,” he groaned. I loved it when he said that while his cock was in my mouth. “Damn.”

He felt so familiar. Just like he had two years ago. I nursed on my strong son’s cock. I savored the feel of him in my mouth. He had grown up into such a handsome stud. His big dick throbbed in my mouth.

His precum spread over my tongue.

My pussy grew hotter and wetter. My panties drank up the juices leaking out of me. My blonde curls rustled about my cheeks as I bobbed my head. I worked my mouth up and down his cock. I sucked on him with all the hunger I possessed.

My son’s salty precum stained my tongue. More and more leaked out of him. His face twisted. I could feel the pressure building. I cupped his balls. I kneaded them. They brimmed with the jizz that I hungered for.

I sucked hard.

“Fuck, Mom!” he groaned. He wiped an open hand across his face. “That’s it! I’m going to… to… Mom!”

His hot cum spurted into my mouth. I closed my eyes at the salty treat that flooded my mouth. The wonderful treat swept over me. It felt incredible. I swallowed it down. I gulped down every last drop. I reveled in the taste of him.

My pussy clenched as I gulped down his seed. I swallowed my son with such hunger. It swept through me. This wild bliss that blazed across my mind. My heart pounded euphoria through my veins. The pleasure rushed through my body.

It was incredible. This amazing bliss that swept through my body. I wanted more. I sucked the last of the cum out of him as he panted. He had this huge, boyish grin on his face. He stared down at me with such delight.

“Damn,” he groaned as I slid my mouth off his dick. “Oh, damn, that’s good, Mom.”

“Yeah,” I panted, my chest rising and falling. “Mmm, that was amazing. I love your seed.”

He stared down at me, hunger in his eyes. Then he grabbed me and pulled me to my feet. I gasped as I felt his strength. His power. He pushed me down onto the couch and sank before it. He stared up at me, a beast unleashed.

“Ian!” I groaned as he shoved up my skirt, exposing my lush thighs and the pink panties I wore. He grinned at them. They were a naughty pair, cut high and lacy. Something for a lover to see. I shivered as he hooked them. “Are you…?”

“Fair is fair, Mom,” he said and licked his lips.

I shuddered and lifted my rump off the couch cushion. He drew down my panties. My toes curled into the carpet as he worked my underwear off my hips. Then he drew them down my thighs. I groaned as I lifted my legs, letting him pull off my panties. He brought them to his face.

He inhaled them.

“Are you sniffing your mother’s panties?” I asked in amusement.

“Mmm, I used to do this all the time,” he groaned. “God, I thought you realized it.”

“No!” I gasped. I had no idea.

Then he pushed my thighs apart. I shuddered, my son leaning down towards my pussy. Where he came from. This naughty, incestuous rush shuddered through me as he nuzzled down towards my twat. I groaned, shifting on the couch.

Then he was nuzzling his face into my vulva. His goatee rustled through my blonde bush. I gasped as I felt him pushing against my pussy lips. This heat swept through me. This amazing delight. My son’s tongue lapped at my cunt.

It was amazing.

My back arched as this heat swept through me. I groaned and shuddered. The pleasure spilled through my veins. His tongue licked and lapped at me, caressing over my feverish flesh. I grabbed the buttons of my airy blouse. I worked it down, eager to free my large breasts. My nipples throbbed.

I exposed a matching, pink bra cradling my big boobs. He stared up at them as his tongue probed into the very hole that had birthed him. I shuddered as I felt his tongue dancing around inside of me. He swirled about me, caressing me.

It was incredible.

The bra clasped in the front. I undid it.

The cups sprang away. My large breasts spilled out. They were soft and pillowy. He stared up at them and groaned as he licked at my cunt. His tongue brushed my clit. His goatee rasped against my hot pussy lips.

“Mom!” he groaned.

“Mmm, you like your mother’s big tits?” I moaned, cupping them.

“They’re fucking gorgeous,” he panted.

I shuddered in delight, smiling at him.

He licked me with such hunger, the bliss rippling through my body. I arched my back, my heart hammering in my chest. The pleasure surged through me with his every lap. I squeezed my thighs tight about his face. I held him pinned against my twat as I fondled my breasts.

He stared up at my tits as he feasted on me. His tongue danced across my pussy lips, stroking me. Stimulating me. It was such a heavenly bliss to experience. I savored every moment of it. My fingers dug into my tits.

“Oh, Ian, yes!” I moaned. “Ooh, you’re feasting on my pussy.”

“You taste even better than I imagined, Mom,” he groaned and thrust his tongue into my cunt. He caressed around in me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, the delight surging through my body. I smiled, the heat sweeping through my flesh. “Mmm, just lick Mommy out. Make her cum so hard.”

His tongue darted through my twat. It was this amazing bliss to enjoy. This wonderful rapture that swept through me. I groaned, my back arching. The pleasure surged through my body as he feasted. His goatee rasped over and over on my pussy lips. So rough and masculine. It brought me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I hurtled towards it. I couldn’t stop the explosion of bliss that would surge through me. It was all so much. Just what I craved and needed. His tongue thrust into my pussy again. Into the hole that had birthed him.

“Ian!”

I came.

The ecstasy blazed in my mind. The bliss spilled hot over my thoughts. My pussy convulsed. My juices gushed out into his hungry mouth. I trembled on the bed. My eyes fluttered. The heat danced through my mind.

“Oh, yes, yes,” I shuddered. The heat bathed my mind. “I love you, Ian!”

“Mom!” he groaned between licks.

He drank my juices flooding out of me. My son devoured my incestuous cream. My fingers dug into my tits. I trembled on the bed, savoring the bliss spilling through my thoughts. They bathed my mind with such wonderful ecstasy.

I hit the peak, my fingers digging into my tits. I jiggled them. Shook them. The euphoria swept over me as I whimpered out in climactic delight. Stars danced before my eyes. I shuddered on the couch, writhing through my orgasmic bliss.

Then it died down. “Oh, Ian. Mmm, that was amazing. I haven’t had a good orgasm in so long.”

He lifted his face. “You think that’s where this ends.” He stood up and then, to my delight, he lifted me up like a groom did his bride. My son carried me. “Fuck, no. I’m enjoying every bit of you, Mom.”

“Yes!” I gasped, feeling so girlish as he carried me down the short hallway to my bedroom. The door was half-closed. He pushed through it. “Ian, take me. Ravish me.”

He set me on the bed, my large tits jiggling. He began unbuttoning his dress shirt while I ripped off my blouse and bra. My skirt swirled about my thighs. I shuddered as he exposed his muscular chest. He worked construction, and it had paid off. He had a gorgeous, tan body. So strong and masculine. I rubbed my thighs together, that juicy itch growing in my pussy.

He grinned at me as he watched me writhing on the bed. He stood naked and proud. His cock had recovered. That big, thick dick I’d been lusting for all these years was finally coming for me. Finally going to ram into me.

He mounted the bed, hunger in his eyes. I shuddered and squirmed, so ready for this moment. So ready for him to take me hard. I squirmed, the heat swelling and swelling between my thighs. I would have such a huge orgasm on his dick. I would explode on his cock. The incestuous anticipation swept through me. This fiery passion that would have me bursting out in delight.

His cock twitched and throbbed. It pulsed with his wild heartbeat. I bit my lip, my cunt clenching. This heat built in my pussy. It grew the wild passion that would erupt through my body. I couldn’t wait for it.

His hands slid down my thighs. “Damn, Mom.”

“Mmm, does your mommy’s big tits and sexy body turn you on?” I cooed.

“Shit, yes.” He grinned. “You sound like a completely different person.”

“Well, I’m not just your mother right now. I’m a woman. Your woman. And I’m so ready for it. I’m so eager for you to slam that cock into me.”

He grinned at me and then buried his face between my breasts. His goatee, soaked in my juices, rubbed on their sides. I groaned as he pressed my tits into his face. He rubbed them against me. I shuddered on the bed, my pussy dripping wet. My nipples throbbed.

He kissed up the sides of my left breast to reach the pinnacle. His tongue flicked out. He caressed over my nub. Then he swirled around it. The pleasure shot down to my cunt. My pussy clenched. This delicious heat built in my twat as he sucked on my nipple.

My areola drank in the rough caress of his whiskers. He felt like such a man. My little boy had grown up into a stud. My pussy clenched as I savored the thrill of this. The heat swept over me. The pleasure blazed through my mind. I groaned, my toes curling.

“Mmm, that’s incredible,” I moaned. “Yes, yes, you’re getting my pussy all ready for your cock.”

He sucked hard on my nipple. Pleasure zapped down to my twat.

“Yeeeesss! So ready! Mmm, I want my strong son’s big dick in me!”

Ian groaned and ripped his mouth off my nipple. He slid up my body, his weight on me. I shuddered as I stared into his eyes. I looked up at him, a smile growing on my lips. His eyes smoldered with such wild heat.

Then he kissed me. He thrust his tongue into my mouth. He swirled it around in me. I groaned, clutching to him. The heat swept through my body. My pussy clenched. His tongue thrust into my mouth. I savored it. I sucked on him, reveling beneath him.

My fingernails clawed into his back. I squirmed beneath him, rubbing my tits into his chest. My nipples throbbed as his cock pressed against my pussy’s entrance. This was it. The moment I had truly desired.

My son thrust.

His incestuous cock slid into my pussy. I groaned, squeezing down on him. I clenched on that big and throbbing shaft as it slid deeper and deeper into my sheath. Back to where he’d come from. It was so wonderful to feel my son entering me.

I clutched about him. I held him tight. He kissed me with such hunger. His tongue danced with mine, his goatee rasping on my lips. His cock filled me up. I held him tight, savoring my son’s weight on me. His dick in me.

Then he moved.

Pumped.

My son made love to me.

I groaned into his mouth, the joy surging through me. My tongue danced with his. I swirled around in his mouth. I reveled in the taste of him. The feel of his goatee on me. He thrust away at me. He drove his dick into my cunt’s depths. The heat built and built, driving me towards that moment of ecstatic eruption.

When I would shudder beneath him and cum so hard. My pussy squeezed about him. I held him so tight. I gripped him as he pumped that dick away at me. He plunged it over and over into me. The pleasure surged through me.

I kissed my son with passion. Hunger. I squeezed my pussy down around his cock, savoring his girth thrusting into me over and over again. I loved him feeling me up. His dick plunged into me with wonderful thrusts. His balls smacked into me.

I reveled in it. I gloried in my son’s dick filling me up again and again.

I would explode on this cock.

My orgasm built and built. It swelled in me, this wild burst of incestuous rapture. My tongue danced with his. My nipples rubbed into his muscular chest. His body on me, so strong and virile, delivered such pleasure to me. Such euphoria that would have me exploding in delight.

I kissed him with hunger. My tongue danced in his mouth. He buried that dick into me hard and fast. The pleasure surged through me. The bliss built in my pussy. I squeezed down on his cock. I drank in the friction.

I erupted.

My cunt went wild about my son’s cock. My flesh rippled and writhed around him. The bliss spilled through me. I groaned, kissing him with such hunger. Stars danced before my mind. My cunt convulsed and writhed with hungry delight about his cock. The rapture spilled through me.

That incestuous rush of bliss.

He growled into my lips and broke the kiss. “Mom!”

“Yes, yes, cum in me!” I moaned, gripped in the throes of ecstasy. I wasn’t too old. I could have one more baby.

The rapture surged through my body. The heat blazed through me. Stars burst across my vision. I bucked and shuddered beneath him. He drove hard into me. He buried to the hilt in me. My son groaned out his bliss.

Erupted in me.

Hot cum spurted over and over into my pussy. Spurt after spurt of jizz flooded me. It was incredible. The bliss swept through my body. That rapture blazed across my mind. It sizzled through my veins.

I loved every second of it. My pussy milked his cock. I worked the cum out that pumped into my fertile pussy. I took my son’s incestuous seed into my flesh. I quivered beneath him and cried out in fervent ecstasy.

“Ian, I love you!”

“Mom!” he groaned, pumping his cum into me. His blue eyes stared down at me. “God, I love you, too!”

He kissed me with hunger. I rejoiced in his strong arms. I wasn’t too late. I hadn’t ruined things with my son. I finally trembled in his embrace. If I ever had a chance, I would give Clint Elliston such a hug for giving me the courage to reconnect with my son.

It would have been a tragedy if I hadn’t. We only had one shot at our lives. We shouldn’t waste them.

To be continued…
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July 23rd, 2027 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

I’d done it. I reveled in that fact as my family piled into the limo waiting for us out in front of the courthouse. The reporters were swarming us, shouting questions. We had won our freedom. A jury of our peers had recognized the truth.

Incest was beautiful.

My women were swarming me in the limo. Melody kissed me first, her lips hot and hungry on mine. Pam swooped in and claimed me next, hers tasting salty from the tears of relief she’d shed. Hands grabbed at my suit. Alicia was pulling off my tie as she darted her head in and planted feathery kisses on my lips, light and fast.

“You did it, Daddy,” she cooed in that girlish voice of hers, eyes wet and dewy with excitement.

I grinned at her. “Yes, we did, didn’t we? You held up well, my little princess.”

She beamed at me. “You’re just awesome!”

“Yes, Master, you are!” Lee said. She was kneeling before me, undoing my belt and then hauling down her slacks. “It was so hot hearing you talk about tying me up and spanking me on the stand. It made me so wet. I wish I could have gone up there and told them every sordid detail.”

“Maybe you should write a book,” I said in a joking manner.

“Maybe I will!” she said. “Life in my brother’s incestuous harem!” She pulled down my underwear. My cock popped out. She planted her celebratory kiss right on the tip even as Zoey pressed in from the other side, her big tits already out. She claimed my lips as Lee smooched around my cock.

Stefani claimed a kiss next, a big smile on her lips. “You are amazing. I can’t believe this worked.”

Then Zoey pulled her away and they were making out like mad as Mrs. Hiragawa settled down beside me and kissed me, her hands unbuttoning my shirt. Aunt Vicky took the other side of me, working from the bottom. I kissed her next, our tongues dancing with wild passion.

Then I was naked, the limo moving away from the courthouse. My mother appeared before me, stripped of her clothing. Her large breasts swayed, her bleached-blonde hair tumbling about her aroused face. Pam and Melody pushed her onto my lap.

Her breasts swayed before her, smacking together. They were right before my face, so inviting. I buried my face into them. I rubbed back and forth, savoring my mother’s pillowy softness. She grabbed my cock and guided it right to her pussy.

I groaned as she slid her twat down my cock. That incestuous hole embraced me. It was wonderful to slide back into her twat. Every guy was trying to get back into pussy. To return to where we came from. Most never got to return to their mother’s, though. Just any other woman they could find.

I had that joy. I would deliver it to the world. I would legalize incest next. Get a proposition on next year’s ballot. Let the voters of California decide if it should be legalized like they had with gay marriage.

“Mmm, Mommy-slut loves having her big, strong son in her,” she cooed, her pussy clenching around me. “Master, your naughty wives have ordered me off the pill. It’s been a month. You’re Mommy-slut is fertile again. I’m still young enough. I can have another of your children, Master.”

“Shit,” I groaned, my dick throbbing in her pussy. I lifted my head and she kissed me.

“She’s not the only one we ordered off the pill,” Melody said. “You’re going to breed all our mothers!”

“Yes, Master,” Aunt Vicky moaned, pressing her large and soft breasts into my right side.

“We’re all fertile and ready for you, Master,” purred Mrs. Hiragawa. “Dr. Wilson has checked us out. We’re still ripe. We can be bred.”

My dick throbbed in my mother’s cunt. Knowing she was unprotected, that I could knock her up, made this more exciting. My hands grabbed her ass and lifted her. She rose up my cock, her pussy gripping my dick with her silky embrace. My shaft throbbed in her cunt, my balls already building a load.

My mother slammed her snatch down my cock. That hot and juicy pussy engulfed me again. Heat swept over my balls. My dick throbbed in her juicy heaven. Incestuous bliss swept through me as my tongue danced with hers.

I broke the kiss and buried myself back into her tits. I rubbed my face between them. I reveled in them. It was so incredible to feel. Her breasts rubbed around me. I groaned, savoring it. The heat of her cunt bathed me.

She worked that amazing pussy up and down my dick. The pleasure swelled through my body. It was outstanding. Amazing. The pleasure of her cunt squeezed tight around me. It was an awesome thing to enjoy. My cock twitched and throbbed in her pussy’s depths.

She rode me faster and faster. She worked her cunt up and down my dick with hunger. Her boobs rubbed on the sides of my face. The limousine resounded with moans and gasps. All my women were getting naughty while the three MILFs of the family were around me.

The three mature sex slave mothers.

“You’re going to breed us all, Master,” moaned Mrs. Hiragawa.

“Please, please, put a baby in my big sister’s belly,” Aunt Vicky moaned. “Then in mine. Breed us again. Just like your father did.”

“Yes!” I groaned, my dick throbbing and aching in my mother’s pussy. “I’m going to put babies in all your cunts! You’re going to be bred!”

“Yes! Your Mommy-slut wants that!” She rode me faster, her incestuous snatch working up and down my dick. The ache built fast at the tip of my cock. Her breasts jiggled around your face. “Your Mommy-slut wants to be bred by your big dick. We all want one last child! Your seed is as virile as your father’s!”

“Yes, yes, we all want your seed in us!” moaned Aunt Vicky. “Master!”

“Master!” whimpered Mrs. Hiragawa. “I’m so wet and ready to be bred by you.”

“Going to knock you all up!” I growled.

The state had tried to crush us. We won. It was time to celebrate. My dick twitched. Throbbed. The pleasure surged through me. It built in my nuts. I would have such huge eruptions of seed into their cunts. I would fire all that jizz into their pussies.

Starting with my mother’s.

Her cunt squeezed about me. She slammed down on me, bringing me closer and closer to my orgasm. I dug my fingers into her rump, my balls soaked in the juices leaking out of her pussy. She was so wet. So hot and ready to be bred.

I stared up into her dark eyes. Her bleached-blonde hair danced about her face. She looked so beautiful. I could see Zoey and Alicia in her face. Even Melody and Lee. She shuddered, her pussy squeezing tight about me as she slammed her cunt down my shaft.

Then she rose up.

“Yes!” I growled and laid claim to my mother’s fertile pussy.

I came in her.

“Master!” she gasped as she slammed her pussy down my cock, and then she joined me.

Her pussy went wild around my cock. Her hot and incestuous flesh milked me. She worked out that cum. I spurted it over and over into her pussy. I basted her cunt with blast after blast of my spunk. I shuddered on the limo seat as I bred my mother.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Cheryl Ellison

My son’s cum fired into me.

My pussy spasmed around his cock as I cried out, “Master!”

I bucked on him, savoring that spunk firing into my twat over and over again. That wonderful joy of being bred by my son. I just knew he was flooding me with all that virile seed. His sperm would find my egg. I would have one last child.

My joy surged to the pinnacle of ecstasy, my rapture drowning my mind in incestuous joy. I threw back my head, howling out in blissful delight. I hoped Clint was watching. That my dead husband was in heaven happy that his son had taken over the family.

That he had bred me the way a man should.

My pussy milked out the last of my son’s cum. I floated at the pinnacle of my orgasm and then it dwindled down. I whimpered and moaned. My sister stared at me with such joy in her eyes, her breasts flushed. Asuka had the same look of passionate need in her eyes.

The limo pulled up to our house. The reporters were waiting here. They would get quite the sight. I slid off my son and felt his cum leaking out of me. We piled out, naked and unashamed. Melody strutted, ever the exhibitionist. My niece loved it. So did Lee. I came out on Clint’s arm, the cameras flashing.

It was obvious he’d just fucked me. The world would know that Clint had dumped his seed in his mother’s cunt. I beamed at the cameras, so proud of what we had accomplished. I clung to my son and Master as we headed into our house.

He was amazing.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Vicky Samuels

I nuzzled my face between my sister’s thighs. Her black bush was matted with Clint’s cum. Her large breasts rose and fell with her excitement. I paused as I stared that tattoo on her left tit. The triangle with the three initials in there. Clint, Cheryl, Vicky.

My sister and I would always be the older Clint’s in our hearts, but when he passed on he’d left us in his son’s hands. And so far, Clinton III had done an amazing job. I was so proud of my nephew. He had pumped so much seed into my sister’s pussy.

I wanted him to do the same to me.

“Please, please, breed me, Master!” I wiggled back my hips back and forth. Melody had been so certain we’d win that she ordered us off the pill to be ready for our victory. “Please, Master!”

“Yes, yes, please breed my sister, too,” Cheryl moaned as she pulled my face to her sloppy twat.

“I’m going to pump you so full of cum, Aunt Vicky, you’re going to be having my babies until the day you die!” Clint growled, his cock nuzzling into my shaved pussy.

I pressed my face into my sister’s bush and licked up the salty cum flavored by her spicy cunt. The two flavors mixed together. They were my favorite thing to eat. I dragged my tongue through her folds, gathering up more of the wonderful treat.

Clint rammed his cock into my cunt.

My nephew’s big dick filled my fertile pussy. A thrill raced through me. My twat squeezed down on him. I clutched him tight. This wonderful passion surged through me as his cock buried to the hilt in me. His balls smacked my clit, sparks flaring.

I moaned into my sister’s pussy as her son fucked me.

Hard.

Just the way a man should fuck a woman when breeding her.

My cunt clenched about him, drinking in the friction of his thrust while my tongue feasted on all that yummy cum out of my sister’s pussy. I licked it. Lapped at it. Loved every moment of cleaning out that spunk. My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, her silky bush rubbing against my face.

Her big tits heaved over my head as she squirmed in delight. She grinned down at me, her eyes big and bright with delight. Her hips wiggled from the pleasure I gave her, smearing silky bush and hot cuntlips on mine. She had such joy in her eyes as her son fucked me hard.

Clint pounded me. He drove that cock into my fertile depths. I wanted one more child. One more time being a mother, being bred by my Master. My cunt clenched around his cock. I held his dick tight. I gripped him with passion as he plowed into me. He fucked me hard and fast.

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned my sister. “Ooh, please breed her, Master! Breed her!”

“Yes!” squealed out from the celebratory orgy raging behind us. It sounded like Melody, but it could have been my other daughter, Lee.

Joy ran through me. Our family was loving each other. We didn’t have the specter of the trial over us. I feasted on my sister with aplomb. I licked and lapped and drank all the spicy-flavored cum I could from her twat while my nephew’s heavy balls smacked into my clit.

They were so heavy. So full of the cum that would breed me. I clutched my cunt around his dick. He groaned and pumped away harder. Faster. He buried to the hilt in me. This amazing rapture soared through my body. It was incredible to experience. I would have such a huge climax on his dick.

I wiggled my hips from side to side, stirring my cunt around his amazing cock. My orgasm built with every plunge of his dick into my twat. Every hard thrust. He buried into me again and again. He filled me up with that amazing dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, that’s great. That’s amazing, Master!” I nuzzled into my sister’s twat. Thrust my tongue deep into her depths in search of more jizz.

“Breed the naughty slut, Master!” gasped my sister. “She needs it. Just pump her cunt full of all that cum! Breed her like you bred your Mommy-whore!”

“I’m going to breed you all!” snarled Clint. “All you MILF-slaves!”

“Yes!” Asuka moaned in the background. “That sounds so wonderful.”

“Breed our mothers, Clint!” Melody moaned. That was definitely my oldest. “Ooh, yes, work those fingers in and out of me, cupcake!”

“Yes, Mommy-Melody!” Alicia cooed in her little-girl voice.

I shuddered at the sounds of passion. Clint plowed into me with fast strokes, seemingly as inspired by the sounds as me. He rammed his thick dick to the hilt into my cunt. He buried deep and hard. He plowed that dick into me. It was amazing to experience him.

My orgasm swelled. His heavy balls pumped into me again and again. The pleasure rippled through my body. This amazing delight swept through my body. Stars danced before my eyes. This amazing heat swelled and swelled. I would have such a huge explosion on his cock.

“Master!” I moaned into my sister’s pussy. I rubbed my face into her twat.

“Cum in the slut, Master!” moaned Cheryl. She grabbed my hair and ground my face into her cunt.

I found her clit and sucked on it. She squealed, her thighs squeezing about me. Her spicy juices filled my mouth. She was getting hotter. Wetter. We had been given permission by Melody and Pam to cum all we wanted. I could feel mine building and building. I was so close; I just needed my Master to erupt in me.

“Breed me, Master!” I moaned. “Breed your kinky aunt!”

“Fuck, yes!” he growled. He seized my swinging tits. My nephew gripped my breasts. He dug his fingers deep into my flesh. He slammed into me.

Erupted.

Hot, incestuous cum jetted into my pussy. That wonderful rush of my Master’s jizz pumping into me set me off. My cunt went wild around his dominating dick. My flesh writhed and spasmed. The ecstasy swept through me. A tsunami of bliss flooded throughout my body.

It splashed into my mind.

The hot bliss spilled across my thoughts. It was amazing. This was a rapturous moment. I groaned, my cunt writhing and spasming. The pleasure went wild. It drowned my mind on euphoria. I screamed into my sister’s pussy.

She gasped and joined me.

As my cunt milked her son’s dick empty of his virile seed, her pussy juices gushed into my mouth. I gulped them down I licked and lapped and loved every drop of her spicy cream. My orgasm burned so bright as Clint grunted.

My Master dumped the last of his cum into my pussy.

“Thank you for breeding me, Master!” I howled, my orgasm burning at the hottest temperature. I blazed with ecstasy for one more moment of perfection.

Being bred by my nephew was the ultimate triumph for our family.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Pam Elliston

I planted my pregnant pussy right on my mother’s face. I wasn’t showing, yet, but the curve would start soon. So would Melody. We’d have our babies at the end of the year. It would be so awesome to have another one of Clint’s babies.

My mother needed that same joy.

“Mmm, you can breed her now, can’t you?” I purred, grabbing my brother-husband’s cock soaked in Aunt Vicky’s juices. She wasn’t my real aunt, but after being apart of the family for over a decade, she had become one. “Just ram your cock into my Mommy-slave’s cunt and knock her up while she eats me out.”

“You know I can,” Clint said. He cupped my face, his dark eyes brimming with hunger. “Guide me to her pussy. I’m going to give you another brother or sister.”

“I love you!” I groaned in delight and kissed my husband and brother with all my heart.

His tongue thrust into my mouth as he rammed his cock into my mother’s cunt. She moaned into my twat. Her tongue thrust into me. That wonderful and naughty appendage stirred through me. It felt incredible. I groaned, squirming on her. This pleasure shot through my body.

It was amazing. I squirmed and groaned. My hips wiggled from side to side, grinding my twat on my mother’s face. She lapped at me while my brother fucked her. Mother moaned, her passion humming through my pussy.

I hadn’t ruined everything. Somehow, Jonette Walsh had had a breakthrough in her feelings about incest. I didn’t understand what had changed, but I was so grateful for the trial to be over. I kissed my brother-husband with wild passion. My tongue danced with his.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Mother moaned into my pussy. “Oh, Master, breed me! Knock me up!”

I broke the kiss to stare into Clint’s eyes. “Yes, yes, knock my mother up. I want her to be pregnant and moaning as I fuck her with a strap-on. I want to see you cum on her pregnant belly and watch her rub your jizz into her skin as a moisturizer.”

“God, you are getting filthy,” he said. “What else do you want to watch me do to your pregnant mother?”

“I want to watch her ride you, her stomach all curvy and swollen,” I moaned, my fantasy swelling. I liked watching. “Just seeing her tits heaving and her belly jiggling. I want you to tie her up, framing her pregnant belly with the ropes, and then fuck her up the ass while I masturbated. I want you to piss all over her tits swollen with her mother’s milk. Just gushing over them and then watch as she nurses herself with piss-stained tits.”

“Fuck!” Clint groaned. He pounded my mother harder.

She moaned in eager delight, licking and lapping at my pussy. She caressed through my folds, teasing me. I shuddered on her, the pleasure rippling through my body. I groaned in bliss, savoring every moment of her tongue diving through my folds. This wonderful euphoria flowed through my body.

My orgasm built and built as I imagined all the filthy and kinky and naughty things we’d do to our mothers. With our family. We didn’t have the threat of going to jail. I could think about the future again. It was amazing. Wonderful.

“I love you, Clint!” I howled, my orgasm building faster and faster. “I want to do nasty things with you every day for the rest of our lives!”

“Amen!” Melody moaned. “Ooh, come on, Lee, you can do better than that. Pound my cunt with that strap-on!”

“Yes, Mistress!” Lee howled, the slap of flesh on flesh echoing.

“Oh, Alicia, honey, mmm, I’m going to nurse you for real when my milk comes in,” Aunt Cheryl moaned—yes, I thought of her as my aunt, too.

“Aunt Vicky, you nasty slut!” Zoey moaned. “Mmm, Stefani, honey, slam that dildo harder into her asshole. She loves it!”

Our family was celebrating and loving each other. I kissed Clint again, thrusting my tongue into his mouth as I swelled and swelled towards my orgasm. That wild burst of pleasure that would drown me. I shuddered.

My hips wiggled from side to side, smearing my cunt on my mother-slave’s hungry lips. I groaned, the heat building and building, driving towards this amazing rapture. I would have such a huge climax on my mother’s face.

I would drown her.

Her tongue brushed my clit. I gasped into Clint’s mouth at the pleasure sparking from my bud. Our tongues danced. His hands cupped my breasts. His thumbs swept out and found my nipples. My brother massaged them.

I squealed into his lips and came.

My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of my pussy and bathed my mother’s face. They squirted hot out of me. A flood of bliss that spilled bliss through me. My cream gushed out into his hungry mouth. I groaned, so glad to give him this ecstasy. Her tongue thrust into my cunt. My mother swirled it around in my convulsing depths, adding more delight.

I broke the kiss and gasped, “Breed my mother, Clint!”

“I’m getting there, Pam,” he groaned, driving hard into my mother’s pussy. His thumbs massaged hard at my nipples, pushing my nubs into my areolas. “God, I’m getting there.”

“Unleash a flood of virile spunk into my mother!” I howled to my sexy half-brother. The man I loved with all my heart. My pleasure drowned my mind. “Please! Please! I want to watch you piss on her big titties when her milk cums in!”

“Shit!” Clint moaned and buried into my mother. I could see the bliss on his face. He flooded her. Bred her.

I came again.

I bucked and shuddered through my orgasm. It rippled through me. Hot waves of ecstasy sloshed through my body. I rode them, the sparks bursting across my eyes. The rapture carried me to such wonderful heights.

I loved it. I buzzed there, my mother licking at my pregnant pussy while she squealed herself. Her cunt milked my brother’s cock. I planted hands on her belly and rubbed her. Flat now, but in the coming months, she would grow round and sexy.

We won. It was so amazing celebrating our victory.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Melody Elliston

“Mmm, let’s ride Daddy, Mommy-Melody,” Alicia said, her hair in her pigtails, her adorable glasses perched on her face.

“Yes,” I moaned as I lowered my pussy to Clint’s cock fresh from breeding our MILF-slaves’ cunts. Pam was busy licking her mother’s cunt clean as I pressed my cock against my brother’s hard dick. I was so eager to take him in me.

To feel every inch of my half-brother in my pussy.

“We kicked ass in court!” I moaned as Alicia settled her shaved twat on Clint’s hungry mouth.

“Yeah, we did,” Clint said. “We have to reward Elisabet somehow.”

“Mmm, I think she’s getting bred by her son even as we speak,” I said. “Her husband’s in the corner of her bedroom, jerking his cock like a good little cuckold as the real man of the house takes care of the women.”

“Yes!” Alicia moaned. “Ooh, Daddy, yes, yes, lick at my pussy. Just feast on me. I know you’re going to make me cum so hard. You always do.”

“Your pussy just tastes so delicious, princess,” Clint growled.

Alicia shuddered, her face contorting with bliss. It was obvious Clint was licking at her cunt. Making her pussy feel good. My youngest sister trembled, her hips wiggling from side to side, grinding on his dick. This wonderful heat swept through me.

I pressed my cunt down my brother’s cock. I groaned as I savored sliding inch after inch of my twat down his dick. Alicia beamed at me, knowing just the delight I was feeling. Lee had fucked me with a strap-on, but no toy could compare to a real, live, incestuous cock.

My brother’s big dick filled me.

“Let’s ride him, Mommy-Melody!” Alicia moaned, squirming on our brother’s face.

“Mmm, yes, cupcake,” I moaned and cupped her face. I kissed her with hunger. My tongue thrust into her mouth. I swirled around in her. This wonderful delight swept through me as I made out with my sister and rode our brother’s dick.

My husband’s cock felt amazing in me. I clenched about him as I swapped spit with Alicia. Her lips were so soft on mine. Pleasure flowed through my pregnant twat. I wiggled my hips from side to side, stirring my twat around his dick.

The heat swelled through me. This amazing passion that surged through my body. I kissed her with hunger. My tongue danced with hers. My nose brushed hers while I worked my twat up and down Clint’s cock. I gripped him.

Held him tight.

Alicia broke our kiss to moan, “Daddy! Daddy! I love your tongue in my pussy.”

“Mmm, I just want all your cream, my little princess,” Clint growled.

“Feast on the yummy cupcake, stud,” I moaned, driving my cunt down his cock. I took him to the hilt again and again. My butt-cheeks smacked into his rump. Then I slid back up his cock. I squeezed about him.

Loved him.

The pleasure surged through my body. This wicked delight that swirled through me. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, savoring every moment of riding up and down his cock. My orgasm built and built with every plunge down his dick. I would have such a huge orgasm on him.

“Make that cutie cum!” I moaned, my hands going for Alicia’s small breasts. They had a firmness to them. I massaged them, digging my fingers into her boobies.

She grinned and moaned, “Flood Mommy-Melody, Daddy! Give her all that yummy spunk!” Her hands shot out and cupped my breasts. She kneaded them. “Make her explode.”

The adorable girl ducked her head down and sucked my nipple into her mouth. This wonderful surge of heat shot through me. I threw back my head and moaned out in pleasure. She nursed with such hunger, my pussy clamping down on Clint’s dick as I rode him.

He moaned into Alicia’s pussy, clearly enjoying the increased friction. She whimpered around my nipple as she received his increased attention. We were creating a feedback loop. The more bliss Alicia made me feel, the more I made Clint feel, which flowed right back into the cutie sucking with such delight on my nipple.

We would make each other explode.

Incestuous bliss unleashed.

I shuddered, working my cunt up and down my brother’s cock faster and faster. My orgasm built so fast. My hair danced around my face. I whimpered and groaned, my cunt massaging my brother’s big dick.

I would burst on him. I would savor his jizz firing hot and wild into my twat. This bliss would consume me. My hair tossed back and forth. I slammed down his dick, the friction transforming into pleasure.

“Damn,” groaned Clint. “Bathe me in your cream, princess. Give me all that yummy delight to feast on.”

She sucked hard on my nipple, drawing in most of my areola into her mouth. Her tongue danced around my nub. She stared up at me with rapture bursting in her eyes. Then she squealed about my nipple.

Came on our brother’s face.

Clint groaned as he drank her pussy cream. I shuddered, slamming my cunt down his cock. My nipple burst with bliss. My head threw back. I felt it swelling in me. That vast tide of ecstasy that would sweep over my mind.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled and came on my brother’s dick.

The tidal waves of ecstasy surged through my body. The pleasure splashed over my mind. Bathed my thoughts. My cunt went wild around my brother’s dick. I gasped and moaned out my pleasure as I drowned in incest.

“Cum in me, stud!” I moaned. “Flood my pregnant twat with your seed!”

“Yes, yes, do it!” moaned Pam. She was watching with feverish eyes, rubbing her naughty cunt. “Just flood her!”

“Fuck!” Clint growled as my pussy writhed around his cock. “Yes!”

His cum spurted into me.

I shuddered, stars dancing before my eyes. My orgasm intensified as my brother-husband pumped my snatch full of his cum. He spurted blast after blast of spunk into me. My head tossed from side to side as I rode through this wonderful rapture.

“Oh, my god, that’s so good!” I whimpered. “Oh, Clint! Oh, I love you! You’re my sexy brother!”

“My hot-ass sister!” Clint growled, his hands stroking my thighs. “Fuck!”

My pussy wrung his dick dry. I loved it. I savored the feel of him while around us our family moaned in celebration. Ecstasy swept through me. The rapture swirled and eddied about my thoughts. I swayed from them.

We did it. We took on the system and beat it. Next step, legalization!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Zoey Elliston

I wrapped my tits around my brother’s cock and worked them up and down his pussy-soaked dick. Melody had drenched him. She was moaning now, getting her cunt devoured by Alicia. My brother groaned as he sat in his chair.

His throne as he ruled over us all.

My fiancee, Stefani, licked at my asshole. Now that the court trial was over, we could get our lives back on track. Stefani and I could have our wedding. I was finally ready to make it official. To tie the knot with her.

I liked being stubborn, I guessed.

“Mmm, look at you,” I cooed, rubbing my tits up and down my brother’s pussy-slicked cock. “Just lording it over all your women.”

“Yes, I am,” Clint said. My younger brother stared down at me with such strength in his eyes. All that stress he’d been under for months had vanished. He looked utterly relaxed as my tits worked up and down his cock.

“Good,” I purred, savoring Stefani’s tongue lapping at my butthole. “Just enjoy your big sis’s big boobies.”

“They are amazing,” he groaned. “Damn, that’s good.”

“Yep.” I licked the tip of his cock as it emerged from between my tits, tasting Melody’s sweet pussy cream. The flavor of my half-sister’s twat melted across my tongue. A delight to enjoy. Such rapture swept through me.

I was so glad for this. For having my brother in my life.

I squeezed my tits tight around him, my own delight building and building from Stefani’s expert rimjob. She fluttered her tongue around my butthole then wiggled it into my hole. I groaned, squeezing my tits around my brother’s hot dick.

He throbbed between my tits. I loved the feel of him twitching away. He groaned, precum spilling from his cock as he enjoyed my boobs. I grinned and licked his dick again, gathering up that salty treat. I worked my tits faster.

My nipples rubbed into his stomach, adding a burst of delight that washed through me. I groaned, my hips wiggling back and forth. Stefani fucked her tongue in and out of my asshole. Between the stimulation on my nipples and her tongue probing my bowels, I would have such a naughty orgasm.

“Mmm, just spurt all that cum,” I moaned, sliding my tits up and down his dick. “Cum over my breasts. You’ve earned it.”

“Yes, you have!” Stefani moaned. Her tongue buried deep into my bowels. “Spill all over my Yunie’s face.”

“Yes!” Clint growled. “All over her so you can lick her clean.”

“Damn straight!” My fiancee thrust her tongue into my asshole and swirled it around.

I gasped and shuddered. I pumped my tits faster and faster. The pleasure swelled through me. Clint growled. His face twisted in delight. I could feel he was hurtling towards that moment, my titty massage bringing him to the brink of rapture.

I kissed the tip of his dick when his shaft emerged from between the valley of my tits. Licked it. Teased it. His precum grew stronger. Saltier. The chair creaked as he groaned. I pumped my tits faster, pussy juices leaking down my thighs.

“Do it!” I hissed. “Cum on your big sister’s face!”

“Fuck!” he growled. “Zoey, god, I love you!”

Hot cum burst from his cock and bathed across my features.

“I love you!” I moaned as he sprayed my face. Jizz landed in my open mouth. Wonderful and salty. I gulped it down while he pumped more and more over my features.

My tits worked up and down his cock. My nipples throbbed as they rubbed against his stomach. The pleasure surged through my body. I hit that wild peak of ecstasy. I shuddered as I hung there. The rapture surged through me. My lover wiggled her tongue around in my bowels.

I came so hard.

The incestuous bliss flooded out of me. I groaned, savoring the heat gushing down my thighs. My brother’s cum coated my face. Our family moaned around us, loving each other. I grinned in delight, so glad we’d won. That we’d triumphed.

“God, you are the sexiest little brother in the world,” I moaned up to him. “You know that?”

“I do,” he said. He grinned at me and I knew everything would be okay. My brother would knock down any problems that came at our family. He was the head of our incestuous bliss.

The man who gave us all that we needed. How did we get so lucky to have Clint for our brother?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Leann “Lee” Sullivan

I shuddered as my Master wrapped the ropes about my body. My pussy brimmed with his cum. It oozed out of me, staining my thighs wrapped tight together. Clint had selected a rough rope, lots of fibers to rasp at my skin.

I felt so alive as he worked. He hauled my arms behind my back, binding my wrists to my ankles. My nipples rubbed into the sheets. Melody and Pam watched, the pair cuddled at the head of the bed, naked and smiling. The orgy had ended.

We were all feeling the stresses bleeding off. We needed a vacation. We still had to work to get our kids back and in our custody, but being found not-guilty would be a big help. I knew Clint had a plan for that, too.

He got what he wanted. Like me.

He rolled me onto my side and cinched the ropes around my torso. He formed a braid up to my tits then wrapped them up. I groaned as he squeezed them into two hot mounds. The fibers bit in so wonderfully tight.

“Master,” I groaned in ecstasy.

“You did good, Lee,” he said. “You know that. If you hadn’t destroyed the computers at the massage parlor, things could have gotten real bad. Enjoy.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said. I wasn’t nearly as much of a brat as I was a decade ago. Growing up sucked and was cool all at the same time.

He threaded the hook into the knot he prepared. The hook connected to a chain. He began hosting me up. I gasped as I lifted off the bed, bound and tied. I would be a living chandelier slowly swinging over my brother and sisters. I hadn’t done this in a month. It felt so right. So wonderful to be so bound and restrained.

My breasts lifted from the bed. I groaned as I slowly rotated. Clint pulled me higher and higher while Melody snagged the nipple clamps off the nightstand. These had padded grips. I couldn’t wear the full teeth all night. That would damage me.

And no one wanted that.

She darted up and clamped them onto both my nubs with skill. They squeezed my nipples. I groaned at the pain. My entire body wiggled. I turned faster, the ropes creaking. Clint glanced at me, giving me a questioning look.

“Good night, Master,” I told him, letting him know everything was A-OK. “I love you.”

He cupped my face and kissed me. I shuddered at the feel of his lips. They tasted of Pam’s pussy. I groaned and shuddered, savoring the flavor. Then he broke kiss and crawled down to the bed and settled between his sister-wives. The lights turned off, plunging the room into the dark.

As I settled into my bound dozing, I couldn’t help but grin. My family ruled. We were the best. There was nothing that we couldn’t overcome. United by love, we would see it through to the end. Together.

That was what it meant to be family. At least we got to have the joy of making love to each other, too. And soon, everyone else would, too.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

November 7th, 2028 – Clinton “Clint” Elliston III

“We’re getting more polling stations reporting in,” said Chuck Mendez on the local news. “It looks like Governor Thompson has maintained the governorship.”

“Come on,” I muttered, sitting on the couch in my crowded living room. The entire family was here. I had my six-year-old daughter, Judi, sitting on one leg. She was my child with Mrs. Armstrong, Stefani’s mother. On my other leg sat my nine-year-old daughter Sofia. I had her with Carmelita Reyes. “Get to the important one.

“Important one!” Judi said. Her mother and step-father, Mr. Armstrong, were crowded in the living room along with the Reyes sisters and the Mihara twins with their mother. All my children were running through the house if not in the living room.

“Yes!” Melody hissed. She sat on my right, holding our newest child, Thomas. He had been born early this year.

“Come on,” muttered Pam. She rocked back and forth, staring intently at the TV, cradling our newest daughter, Miyoko.

“It’s going to pass, Daddy,” said Hikaru, one of my two eldest daughters. At eleven, she looked like a younger version of Pam, though with my round eyes. She held Cherry, my newest daughter I had with my mother.

“Yep,” said Christie, my other eldest daughter. She cradled Natalie in her arms. That was my daughter with Aunt Vicky. Her, Cherry, and Ichiro, my son with Mrs. Hiragawa, were all born last May within a few weeks of each other.

Christie flashed me a big smile, just like one her mother, Melody, would have.

I grinned back at her. “That’s right, it’s going to pass.”

Aaron, my son with Alicia, and Junichiro, my son with Kimiko Mihara, raced by, laughing and shouting at each other, pointing toy guns. They were oblivious to anything going on. Christie gave both the boys scolding looks. Then Clinton, my first child with my mother, rushed by with his own gun.

Christie shook her head.

“Don’t run in the house,” Mrs. Mihara admonished, but the three boys were gone.

“And I think we can call it,” said Chuck. “The controversial Proposition 5 has passed. It looks like Incest and Bigamy are about to be legalized in California. Come January 1st, we may see a flood of new marriages. The support for this bill has been tremendous. Many incestuous couples have come out to announce their stories of love, including a pair of Sacramento cops, a brother and sister, who had found their love for each other working undercover in the famous Elliston case of last year.”

Cheers burst through the living room. I grinned, excitement rippling through my body. We had done it. All that suffering through last year was worth it now. I could marry Melody for real. All the women in my family. Pam kissed my cheek while Melody sobbed. Lee was doing a dance while my mother and Aunt Vicky shared a sultry kiss. Alicia was hugging Zoey and Stefani. The Reyes sisters were embracing and crying while all three Miharas were squeezing each other tight.

It would be beautiful.

“Does that mean I can marry you, Daddy, when I grow up?” Judi asked, her cherubic face turning around to look at me over her shoulder.

I bounced her on my knee and said, “You can. Unless you want to marry someone else. A brother. One of your many sisters. Even someone who’s not in the family.” I beamed at her. “That’s what freedom means, Judi. To live your life the way you want.”

I had done it. My family was spread around me. All so happy. Cheering. The children were growing up. In a few years, Christie and Hikaru would join the incestuous fun. Then more and more of my children. Maybe my daughters would be my lovers. Maybe they would be their brothers’ or their sisters’. Maybe they’d find love outside the family.

But they would have that freedom to love whom they wanted without fear. What a beautiful future I gave them. As Melody and Pam kissed me, I had never been happier. I was glad I had that dream. That I had taken charge of the women of my family.

My incestuous harem would flourish for years and years to come.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jaiden Walsh

“Will you look at that,” I said, balancing my baby on my knee. She had been born in May. At six months, she was growing fast. Little Latisha had mended our family. “Looks like I get to marry your momma after all.”

“Damn straight,” Alysha said as she sat beside me, her legs curled up. Our mother was in the recliner, nodding in agreement. She had changed so much since the trial. It had been awkward, at first, but our reunion had led to Alysha and I moving back in. Our daughter had a better home to grow up in.

Latisha would be beautiful.

And soon, she’d have her own brother to love. I patted Alysha’s pregnant stomach. Five months along with our son. I smiled as her hand placed over mine. It was great being the head of my own family.

Clint had the right idea.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Elmer Bennett

“Will you marry me, Candy?” I proposed to my pregnant daughter. She was just starting to show, a gentle curve to her belly. The moment Chuck Mendez announced Prop 5 had passed, I’d fallen to my knees.

“Daddy,” my daughter gasped. She had such tears in her eyes. She looked blindsided. She fluttered her right hand by her face, her left clutched in mine. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Joy burst through me as I pulled out the ring. My wife helped me pick it out. I slipped the wedding band onto my daughter’s finger. It slid over her knuckles and settled in place. The diamond sparkled on it. More tears spilled down her cheeks.

I stood up and pulled my pregnant daughter-fiancee to me. I claimed her lips, tasting the salt of her joy. She clung to me tight. A moment later, my wife, Rachel, joined the embrace. She hugged us both, her belly round with her own child. We had never planned on having a second, but…

Things were changing.

Rachel’s lips joined ours. She nuzzled in and joined the kiss. This heat surged through me as I loved the two women in my life. Clint Elliston… was there nothing that man couldn’t do? No impossible task he couldn’t accomplish?

It sure didn’t seem like it.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Tad Blake

Proposition 5 had passed. That bastard Clint had really done it. Escaped prison. Escaped it all.

I sat on the old couch in my crappy, one-bedroom apartment and thought about my little sister. Erica could have been mine if I wasn’t such a dick to her. If I hadn’t ruined everything. She’d moved on. Married. Had kids that I’d never met.

It was my own fault. I could see it now. I had spent so much time blaming her, thinking she was a slut. I didn’t want to take responsibility for my own actions. I sipped at my beer and leaned back. All these years living in hatred, stewing in bitterness. What had it gotten me? Nothing. I sighed and stared at the ceiling. I wondered if I could give Erica a call. If time had healed her anger. We couldn’t be lovers again, but…

Could we be brother and sister? Friends? I could keep being miserable, or I could find some form of happiness. Move on. I grabbed my phone. I had her number. I found it a few years ago. I wanted to call. I did, but I hadn’t had the courage to.

I called. The phone rang. She picked up. “Hello?”

“Hey, sis,” I said, voice tight. “I just… I wanted to say I was sorry. I was a dick.”

“Yes, you were,” she answered. A pause. “How have you been?”

“Could be better,” I said, tears in my eyes. “How about you? I hear you had another kid.”

“Our third daughter.” There was something like joy in her voice. I could have had that.

“Great. Great. I just… I wanted to say I was sorry.” I hesitated. “Could we, I don’t know, meet for coffee. Talk.”

A long pause. “Sure. Talking would be nice.”

This weight lifted from my heart. Emotion spilled down my cheeks. There was pain in the tears, but also relief. Hope. I could move on from the last decade and more of self-loathing that I had lived under. I could be free of it.

The END
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