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Naughty Excerpt from
“Incestuous Flesh Massaged Collection 2”

“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.

To find out what
happens next, read on!
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Brother's Incestuous Rescue

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
twenty-one-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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Mother and Daughter's Teasing Delight

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 Zoey 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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Brother's Dominating Instructions

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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Other Incest Stories

Sleeping Daughter: Tiffany, Phil and Betty's eighteen-year-old daughter, takes
medicine that causes her to sleep undisturbed through the night.
But Betty has a wicked idea and her husband Phil can't resist the
taboo thrill.

Wicked Wife's Plan: Phil is
shocked when his wife, Betty, wants them to molest their sleeping,
eighteen-year-old daughter. But he can't resist his daughter's lush
body.

Backdoor Delight: Phil and
his wife continue their molestation of their sleeping,
eighteen-year-old daughter. She has another virgin hole to
enjoy.

Nanny Cam Revelation: Betty
sets up the nanny cam so she can watch her husband molest their
sleeping, eighteen-year-old daughter while she's out of town. But
what happens when Tiffany sees the recording?

Becoming Daddy's Good Girl:
When Melody's submissive mom goes out of town,
the eighteen-year-old is eager to take care of her hunky,
dominating dad. She just didn't expect to take over all her
mother's duties!

Dressing Room Submission: When Melody goes shopping with her father, she finds it
thrilling to show off her new, sexy outfits to her Daddy. But when
Daddy gets hard, Melody has to be a good girl and submit to her
Daddy's passions.

Bad Girl's Get Spanked: Melody has been bad and she has to be disciplined, even if
her best friend is watching.

Sleepover Bondage: Melody
is eager for tonight. Her best friend is sleeping over. And Daddy
has plans for both young women.

Sexy Vibrations: Melody and
her best friend Sun submit to her daddy and wear remote-controlled
vibrators as they shop at the mall, never knowing when they'll go
off and who will be around them.

Good Girl Flogged: Melody
is taken by her Daddy to a private dungeon. There she is flogged
and spanked before all the masters while her hot, barely legal body
excites their lust. Proving to Daddy she's a good girl, Melody
submits and is gangbanged!

Good Girl's Naughty Bath: Melody is bathed by her Mommy, washed clean of the other
men's cum, and gets her ready to receive her Daddy's collar and
become his good girl.

Bratty Sister Gets Spanked: Alice, Meldoy's sister, is back from her grandparents and she
is in trouble. She's been a bratty daughter and it is time for her
to get spanked. Melody is eager to watch and then comfort her
sister afterward.

Good Girl's Naughty Task: Melody has been given a naughty task by her daddy, and the
good girl always obeys. She'll make sure her sister Alice is horny
and aroused with the help of the naughty, exhibitionist
Sun.

Bratty Sister Transformed: Alice is faced with a choice: become Daddy's good girl or
keep being a brat. Melody trembles as she waits for her sister's
decision.

Preacher's Sinful Daughter:
Alexandra always thought she should stay pure,
fight her desires, until she sees her preacher father fucking
another woman in their church.

Sinning in the Dark: After
seeing her preacher father having an affair, Alexandra decides it
is time to pop her cherry. And she thinks Daddy would be the
perfect man to do it.

Sinning on Her Knees: Alexandra and her preacher daddy go to an adult theater.
Turned on by the pornography, Alexandra needs to satiate her daddy.
When they enter the bathroom to fuck, a convient glory hole lets
Alexandra help out all the other patrons!

Sinning Behind the School: Alexandra, the naughty preacher's daughter, is selling
blowjobs behind her school. But when a teacher finds out, she'll
have to be so wicked to stay out of trouble!

Sinning at the Club: Alexandra is excited to dance on the stage in her new go go
club and strut her stuff on stage, baring all for her preacher
Daddy and the patrons.

Sinning with a Woman: Alexandra is eager to have her first threesome with Daddy and
another woman. She buzzes with excitement, wondering who the lucky
lady will be.

Sinning for the Cameras: Alexander has quite the surprise when her preacher Daddy
arranges for her to be gangbanged with the cameras
rolling!

Incestuous Harem: After his dad's death, Clint is the new man of the house. He
needs to man up to keep his mom, older sister, younger sister, his
aunt, and his two cousins in line.

Popping Kissing Cousin's Cherry: Clint and his first cousin Melody have been kissing for a
while. Now Clint is ready to take his cousin hard and pop her
cherry.

Banging Mom Hard: Clint and
his kissing cousin Melody have learned their mothers dirty secret.
Eager to join in the fun, Clint and Melody bang his mom
hard!

Sister's Anal Advice: While
fucking his half-sister's ass, she gets a call from Alicia, their
younger sister. Clint, eager to have fun, urges Melody to talk to
Alicia.

Seducing My Virgin Sister: Clint is eager to add his little sister Alicia into his
growing harem. So he sends Melody to butter the girl up as he sets
his plan into motion.

Mom & Sis Drop Their Panties:
Clint takes his burgeoning harem made of his
busty mom and two sisters to the grocery store. Wanting to have
fun, he orders all three to drop their panties in the middle of the
store.

Spanking My Bratty Sis: Lee
has been a brat all her life. Now that Clint is the man of the
house, he will do something about it. When Lee doesn't listen, he
bends his younger half-sister over his lap while his mom and other
sisters watch.

Bratty Sis Gets Soaked: Eager to be humiliated further, Lee begs to be pissed on by
her older brother, sisters, and aunt while being
recorded!

Mom's Soapy Tits: Clint's
sex slave mom's offer to wash his cock with her big, soapy tits and
Clint cannot resist.

Incestuous Submission: The
women of Clint's family submit to his domination, including his
sexy Aunt Vicky who seduces her student to be a gift to her
nephew.

Big Sis Plays with Her Toys: Zoey can't believe how turned on she is as she listens to her
little brother having sex, not realizing he's fucking their
sisters. Horny, Zoey whips out her toys and has a screaming
orgasm.

Virgin Gift: Clint's Aunt
Vicky has arranged for the virgin, Asian Pam to pleasure her
nephew. But Clint wants more than a blowjob from the
virgin.

Big Sis is Horny: Zoey
wants to fuck her little brother badly. She wants to join the
incestuous harem and fuck her little brother hard. But she has to
understand that he
is in charge, not her. If she can't, then she'll
never get the satisfaction her horny pussy craves.

Fisting Big Sis:
Alicia is excited that Zoey has joined the harem.
She's eager to fist her older sister and make her
explode!

Brother's Domination:
Clint has given his women tasks that they have to
perform. Naughty tasks that will have them erupting with
pleasure!

Eating Mom's Creampie.
Pam helps Clint dominate her sexy, Asian mother.
After he's fucked her mom's pussy, she gets to lick up every last
drop!

Big Sis is Punished:
When Clint's older sister lies to her family, he
has to punish her. She'll have to choose whether she really wants
to be a part of her family.

Punishing the Bratty
Sister: Lee is acting up again, and Clint
will need to punish her. This time, he plans on her learning her
lesson!

Bred by Our Brother:
Everything changes in the Harem when Melody and
Pam both come up pregnant, bred by their dominating
brother!

Doctor's Incestuous Family:
As Doctor Bernice Wilson realizes her MILF
patient was bred by her own son, her own children are discovering
incestuous pleasure beneath her nose.

Brother Takes My Cherry:
When James and Jenny, brother and sister, spot
Clint and his little sister fucking, they fall into their own
incestuous relationship.

Sister's Anal Delight:
James and Jenny's new relationship heat up, and
James is eager for his sister's backdoor delight. But when Mom
comes home early, they have to scramble to hide their
incest.

Big Brother Knocked Me Up:
Jenny is pregnant with her big brother's baby and
she finds it hot as hell. She needs her pregnant pussy
satiated.

Mommy Rides Her Son:
Doctor Bernice can't get her hunky son out of her
mind. She surrenders to her lust and rides him hard!

Incestuous Anal Delight:
Mommy is so eager to make her son happy, she'll
surrender her virgin ass to satiate his hard lusts!

Hidden Family Passion:
James is fucking both his mother and younger
sister, and neither know it.

Sexy Incestuous Plans:
James hatches a plan to drive both his mother and
sister wild.

Sister's Incestuous
Surprise: James's plan is put into action.
He brings his feuding mother and sister together, blindfolded, and
lets the incestuous passion unfold!

Pregnant Mommy and Sis:
James enjoys his new life with his pregnant
mother and sister!

Dominating My
Older Sister: Juana is tired of her older
sister's abuse and turns to the dominating Clint to help her turn
her older sister into her sex slave.

Little Sis Pays the Price:
To get Clint's help, the lesbian Juana will have
to pay his price and submit to his desires. Can she submit to a guy
to gain the dominance over her sister?

Older Sister's Punishment:
Juana begins the dominance of her older sister,
with Clint's help. But Carmelita has a long way to go, but she's
eager to doll out the punishment until she does!

Big Sis's Humiliating
Punishment: Carmelita has to be punished
more, and Clint knows how. The former bully turned sex slave will
discover true humiliating as the entire family pisses on
her.

Sister-Slave's Domination:
Carmelita delves deeper into her life as a sex
slave, but she refuses to admit who she is, pushing herself to acts
that shame herself.

Sister Submission:
Carmelita is at a crossroad. She has been pushed
to her limits. Will she surrender to her younger sister's dominance
or keep lying about who she truly is: a lesbian sex
slave.

Humiliating Big Sis:
Carmelita, surrendered to her little sis's
domination, has to be punished. At their college, she lets the
girls she bullied use her hard while her mistress
watches!

Daughter's Slut
Training: When Mrs. Umayyah catches her
daughter masturbating, she realizes the girl is a slut in need of
training.

Slut Training with Brother:
Leyla's slut training begins by pleasing her
younger brother after making him so hard with her nubile
body.

Daughter's Wicked
Education: Leyla continues her education
as her mother shows her how to fuck a man by riding her younger
brother!

Daughter Trains with Daddy:
Leyla turns to her father to learn more about
fucking. She'll have to use everything mom taught her to please her
hunky daddy!

Daughter's Anal Training:
Mommy helps Leyla loosen her ass so Daddy can
break her in. The slut's training is going great! But while she
practices with Daddy, Mommy's getting naughty with her
brothers!

Daughter Whored Out:
After servicing her father and brother, it's time
for Leyla to pleasure other men. And her mommy is eager to whore
out her barely legal body!

Daughter Takes on Her
Brothers: Leyla learns how to service two
men by fucking her brothers at the same time!

Daughter's Naughty
Discovery: Leyla finds her mother fucking
her brother, shocked by her mother's slutty behavior!

Mommy's Incestuous Deal:
Mrs. Umayyah makes a naughty deal with her eldest
son, her body aching to be a slut like her daughter.

Brother's Naughty Help:
Leyla enlists her little brother's help to train
her friend Kimmy as a slut!

Mommy is a Slut Too:
As her daughter plunges into slutdom, mommy is
starting to realize she's one too. Especially when taken hard by a
hot, young stud!

Watching Daughter Pop Her
Cherry: Leyla watches her best friend pop
her cherry on her daddy's cock!

Daughter's Slutty Fun:
Leyla dives into the incestuous fun and devours
her friend's yummy creampie!

Sister Gets Gangbanged:
Leyla and her three barely legal friends get
gangbanged by her brothers and their horde of friends!

Mommy's Naughty Punishment:
Mrs. Umayyah's naughty fun has been discovered,
and it's time for her to face her punishment!

Daughter's Incestuous
Delight: Leyla loves the shift in her
relationship with her sex-slave mommy and her hunky, dominating
daddy!

Breed Me Big
Brother: A little sister will do anything
to be bred by her big brother!

Little Sister Begs to be
Bred: Alicia is desperate to be bred by
her big brother!

Little Sister's Breeding
Plan: Alicia turns to her older sister,
Zoey, for a plan to be bred by their brother!

Little Sister Bred and
Loved: Alicia will get her dream of being
bred, but only if her and her brother gets out of trouble
first!

Twin Sister
Delights: Two twin sisters are educated
about the depravity of incest by a naughty girl and her dominating
brother!

The Slut Coaches the Twin
Sisters: A pair of barely legal twins are
educated in incest by a slut named Lee!

Popping the Twins'
Cherries: A pair of barely legal twins
have their cherries popped by a hunky guy!

Twin Sisters' Incestuous
Secret: The twins share a naughty secret
beneath their mother's nose.

Twin Sisters' Anal Delight:
The twins delve into wickeder levels of incest
under the guidance of a sexy stud!

Twins' Wicked Evening: Two
twin sisters have a wicked evening as they set up their mother for
passion!

Twins' Wanton Mother: The
twin sisters watch as their mother becomes Clint's wanton whore,
the pair eager for their turn with their mother!

Public Incestuous Passion:
Melody loves showing off her body, but what
really gets her wet is having sex with her brother where anyone can
see them. When Becky catches the siblings, her own incestuous
desires are kindled!

Sister's Public Fun: A sister gets wild with
her brother in public.

Sister's Exhibitionist Seduction: Two naughty
girls put on a hot performance for an older brother!

Sisters' Naughty Display: Two sisters get
naughty in public!

Sister's Public Cherry Popping: A younger
sister loses her virginity while her entire college watches!

Little Sister's Exploding Love: Incestuous
passion explodes as two sisters need to decide how to lover their
brothers!

Sister's Naughty Choice: A naughty sister has
a wild choice to make!

Brother's Incestuous Bet:
Sean and his little sister Maria make an
incestuous bet to see who could seduce their parents first! Can
Sean seduce their mother before Maria seduces their
father?

Brother and Sister's Incestuous Desires: A
brother and sister make an incestuous bet!

Sister's Teasing Delight: The incestuous
contest is on between Sean and his sexy, little sister!

Massaging His Busty Mom: A son gives his
mother a massage she'll never forget!

Little Sister's Dripping Passion: Sean's
little sister is dripping in passion, in need of pleasure!

Mom and Dad's Incestuous Surprise: The
brother and sister's naughty bet reaches its explosive finale!

Family's Incestuous Meeting: The incest is in
the open, so it's time for a naughty, family meeting!

Sister Helps Breed Mom: Sean's little sister
helps him breed their busty mother!

Little Sister's Horny Passion: A little
sister is horny for her brother's passion!

Daughters Ready to Breed: Two daughters are ready to be bred by their Daddy!

Incestuous Flesh Massaged:
Zoey, with her dominating brother's blessing,
starts working at a naughty massage parlor, eager to introduce her
female clients to the delights of lesbian sex.

Brother and Sister's Incestuous Desires:
A naughty big sis gives wicked
massages!

Daughter's Incestuous Massage: A naughty masseuse massages a mother and her nubile
daughter!

Massaging the Blindfolded Mommy: A blindfolded mommy has no idea her daughter's massaging her
naked body!

Brother's Incestuous Rescue: A busty sister needs her dominating brother's
help!

Mother and Daughter's Teasing Delight:
A mother and daughter's incestuous love provides
teasing delight.

Brother's Dominating Instructions:
A busty sister watches her brother's dominating
instructions!
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