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A hot preview… 

How is this possible? Is this...really Allison?

He looked up at her, into her blue eyes. She was a perfect copy of the woman from the painting, and even had the same intense sex drive as the girl who had emerged from his imagination. But...it just didn't make sense. His eyes wandered slowly downwards, pausing at her breasts. They were amazing. The perfect size. The perfect shape. So round and soft. He was entranced by her beauty, his dick throbbing from the incredible feeling of her pussy around his cock. His eyes continued downwards, staring at her flat stomach, and then at her soft, smooth pubic mound. She was just as smooth as he had imagined, and he could still see his cum spilling from her pussy, dripping down her inner thighs. 

He lifted himself up slightly, and pressed his lips against hers. She was every bit as warm and inviting as he had imagined her to be, and her lips were as soft as rose petals. They kissed passionately, their tongues intertwining and sliding against each other. Jack continued kissing her, moving his hands down her back, feeling her warm, smooth body as he did so. He explored every curve of her body, every inch of her flesh, as if he trying to memorize every inch of her. They were both moaning as he plunged his tongue into her mouth, exploring her mouth with the same intensity he explored her body. Her pussy was still squeezing his cock, and she was moaning in his ear. 

The Magic Painting: Part I

Jack lived in an old house with his roommate and stepsister. Both were incredibly beautiful, with his roommate being mature and wise, and his stepsister smart, sweet, and loving. They both did their best to help him keep the family finances on track, and Jack worked hard to provide for them.

But one day, Jack began to hear strange voices in the attic. At first he thought it was some kind of animal, but the voice sounded distinctly human. He quickly climbed the stairs and peered inside, and what he saw stopped him in his tracks.

In the far corner lay a dusty wooden chest with an intricate lock on it. And beside it was a peculiar painting of a beautiful nude woman with huge breasts and curves that entranced him. Her eyes were wide open as if looking directly at him, as if she had been expecting him all this time. She had flowing blond hair that cascaded over her shoulders and down her back like a golden waterfall, and she seemed to be beckoning him closer as if inviting him into her world of mystery and fantasy.

Jack couldn't take his eyes off the painting, feeling captivated by its sheer beauty. He reached out to touch it, his fingers lightly tracing its smooth surface. Why haven't I seen this picture before? he wondered. The woman was mysterious, beautiful, and sexual. Her curves were smooth and creamy, her breasts huge and inviting. A picture had never turned him on this much, but he was rock hard imagining her in his bed. Her pussy was smooth and shaved, and the artist seemed to have even made it glisten with inviting wetness. In the image, her lips were parted, as if beckoning a lover's tongue... or cock.

Damn, this is better than porn. He felt the overwhelming urge to jack off to the painting, and couldn't stop himself. As he did, he imagined fucking the beautiful woman, pumping his cock into her tight, slick cunt. 

He tried to stop, but it was impossible to pull away. As he looked at her luscious figure, his cock felt so hard he thought it would burst. It looked so real, and he felt so turned on. He imagined himself exploring every inch of her curves, kissing and tasting her incredible body, making her moan with pleasure. Her lips looked so soft and inviting, he couldn't help but lean in and kiss her deeply.

His cock twitched again, and he imagined fucking her beautiful pussy, the way it would squeeze his cock to the point of climax, her back arching and her big breasts bouncing with his thrusts. He imagined licking her lovely pussy until she couldn't take it anymore, then filling that tight hole with his hard shaft. His cock throbbed with every beat of his heart, hard and thick. He jerked his dick slowly and powerfully, watching the incredible painting.

The woman looked so real, he could practically hear her moans.

His hand worked faster and faster as he neared his orgasm, until finally Jack came in a glorious explosion of pleasure. He spurted thick jets of semen onto the woman's body, coating her nakedness in a layer of creamy white cum. If only she were real, he thought.

He stepped away from the painting, full of questions. Who was this woman? How did she appear in his attic? He couldn't help but feel some kind of strange connection to her. With a heavy heart, Jack descended the stairs and left the attic behind, his mind still spinning.

But as he left, something unexpected happened. His semen began to glow on the painting's surface, glowing brighter and brighter with each passing second until it seemed to be pulsing with life.

It sank into the painting, imbuing it. And suddenly, the painting began to move. The woman's eyes blinked open as she surveyed her surroundings, confusion and shock written on her face. She looked down at herself, gasping as she saw that she was now naked, and covered in cum.

She looked around, trying to make sense of it all. Where am I? she thought. What happened?

She tried to get some grasp of where she was, but nothing seemed familiar. She felt like she'd been transported into a completely foreign world. The painting had come alive, and yet here she was in what appeared to be a strange attic with no recollection of how she got here or why. Everything was new and confusing, and for the moment at least, her life seemed unrecognizable.

****

Downstairs, Jack and his stepsister Allison were talking. Sarah, their roommate, had left them for the time being, having gone off to buy some groceries.

"So you were saying, about college?" asked Jack, slicing up some carrots for their stew.

"Yeah, it's really for me." Allison replied, balling up some old newspaper and tossing it in the trash.

"I've applied to so many schools I could barely keep count." Allison continued. "With my grades, I'm almost guaranteed to get into at least one of them. I mean, I know I'm not an engineer or anything, but I'm pretty smart."

"Well, that's great, sis." said Jack, putting the carrots in the stew. Allison was a senior in high school, and had turned 18 a few months ago.

They sat down at the kitchen table and ate together, chatting about their days. Allison was a hard worker, and she and Jack got along really well. He thought about asking her if she'd noticed anything strange, but he was afraid she would think he was crazy. It was just his imagination, he kept telling himself. He'd look like a freak if he told her about the painting.

Their roommate, Sarah, arrived a short time later. "Hi guys," she said, smiling as she unpacked the groceries. "I brought some cookies and a chicken."

"Awesome," said Jack, "everything looks good." Jack was fairly close with Sarah. Though she was twenty-one, she had a youthful, energetic spirit. He loved her big breasts and pale skin, and often found himself fantasizing about fucking her.

After dinner, they all retired to the living room to watch a movie. Jack and Allison went upstairs and brushed their teeth and got ready for bed. It was a hot summer night, so they both wore shorts and tee shirts. Jack was tall and muscular, while Allison was short and thin. Jack's dad had married Allison's mom when they were both still young, but died of cancer shortly after the wedding. Then, Jack's dad had died several few years ago, and they'd been living with Sarah since then. 

Though he and Allison weren't blood-related, he felt as close to her as any other stepsister he could've had. Allison was a great friend and confidant, and he trusted her with all his secrets.

Except about the painting. 

Jack couldn't help but think back to the painting when they got into bed. It had been so strange, the way it seemed to come alive with his touch. He closed his eyes and imagined what it would be like if the woman in the painting actually came alive, and was suddenly in the room with him. He pictured her slowly making her way over to him, her eyes smoldering with desire as she moved closer and closer. 

His heart beat faster as he thought about what it would be like to make love to this woman who had seemingly emerged from his own fantasies. He could feel her body pressing against his own as they embraced, their lips joining together in a passionate kiss as they explored each others curves and sighs of pleasure echoing throughout the room.

"Fuck," he moaned, stroking himself in his dreamlike state, imagining it was her hands on his dick. 

His cock throbbed, becoming harder and harder with each second.

He could feel her lips against his neck, hot and wet. Her breasts were against his chest, soft and warm. He could feel her hard nipples through her shirt, rubbing against him as she moaned in his ear. They were grinding together, his cock becoming stiffer with each passing second. He reached down and felt her smooth, creamy legs, so smooth they almost felt like silk. The heat from her mound pressed against his leg, her pussy so hot it almost burned. He moaned, dreaming as he imagined the woman's tongue sliding into his mouth, her lips gently caressing his own. 

"Oh fuck. oh fuck. oh fuck. " moaned Jack as he felt his cock throbbing with an orgasm. His creamy semen spurted upwards, splashing onto... 

Her tits. 

She was there. 

In his bed. 

Under him, and he was fucking her. 

What the hell???

This was not a dream, this was real! She was actually here in the bed with him, flesh and blood. 

She looked like the woman in the painting, just as he had imagined her! He thrust his dick into her pussy over and over, her perfect breasts bouncing as he fucked her. Jack couldn't believe it. With every second that passed, the reality of the situation became more and more clear. He was making love to the woman of his dreams, the girl that had come alive from his imagination. She moaned and cooed, begging him for more. Her pussy was hot and tight, gripping his shaft like a vise. He could feel the last throes of his orgasm as he fucked her, his cock throbbing powerfully as it pounded her, squeezing her pussy until it couldn't take it any longer. It exploded in an orgasmic explosion, filling her pussy with a thick, creamy load of cum. She let out a long, low moan as she felt the first blast of cum inside her, 

her pussy contracting and milking his cock as he thrust into her, more and more cum pouring out of his balls and into her pussy. Jack was thrusting into her as hard as he could, seeing his cum oozing out of her pussy and spilling onto the sheets. He was still thrusting into her, though his cock was finally starting to go limp, his orgasm finally beginning to subside.

It was absolutely amazing. It was the greatest feeling Jack had ever felt in his life.

"Who....who are you?" he gasped, gazing into her beautiful eyes. 

"Don't you know?" she replied, smiling. "I'm your sister, Allison."

"What...Allison?!" 

They had been getting along for a while, and he had definitely thought about fucking her, but he had never imagined this. He couldn't believe it. Here was the woman of his dreams, and she was his own stepsister!

"What's the matter?" she asked, brilliantly. "Don't you like me?"

"Of course I do," Jack replied. "But...how is this possible?"

"Why does that matter?" she asked, sliding her body up against his. "Look at me. Don’t I look like your sister? I mean, you can't deny that I'm absolutely fucking gorgeous."

Jack was speechless. He couldn't deny that she was absolutely gorgeous. He had never realized how sexy she was, and he wasn't sure what to say. 

But something was different. Her eyes...

"Your eyes are blue. Allison's are green," he said, puzzled. 

The woman seemed slightly annoyed by his observation, her smile faltering for a brief second. But then she shook her head. "Nonsense. My eyes have always been this color..." She started to move on top of him, his cock still hard inside her. 

He groaned. 

How is this possible? Is this...really Allison?

He looked up at her, into her blue eyes. She was a perfect copy of the woman from the painting, and even had the same intense sex drive as the girl who had emerged from his imagination. But...it just didn't make sense. His eyes wandered slowly downwards, pausing at her breasts. They were amazing. The perfect size. The perfect shape. So round and soft. He was entranced by her beauty, his dick throbbing from the incredible feeling of her pussy around his cock. His eyes continued downwards, staring at her flat stomach, and then at her soft, smooth pubic mound. She was just as smooth as he had imagined, and he could still see his cum spilling from her pussy, dripping down her inner thighs. 

He lifted himself up slightly, and pressed his lips against hers. She was every bit as warm and inviting as he had imagined her to be, and her lips were as soft as rose petals. They kissed passionately, their tongues intertwining and sliding against each other. Jack continued kissing her, moving his hands down her back, feeling her warm, smooth body as he did so. He explored every curve of her body, every inch of her flesh, as if he trying to memorize every inch of her. They were both moaning as he plunged his tongue into her mouth, exploring her mouth with the same intensity he explored her body. Her pussy was still squeezing his cock, and she was moaning in his ear. 

I can't believe how hard I am for my own sister, he thought. Even though the woman had looked different in the painting, she had taken on the countenance of Allison, and looked so close he couldn't tell the difference anymore. 

She began to grind up and down again, her pussy moving in a circular motion, stroking his dick with her hot, velvet flesh. "Oh god," he groaned. "I'm going to cum inside you again." 

"Do it," she moaned. "Fill me up with cum."

The woman rolled her head from side to side, moaning with pleasure as she felt her pussy beginning to tighten around his cock. Jack could feel his orgasm swelling up inside him, throbbing powerfully as his cock twitched inside her cunt. He looked up at her, into her eyes, watching her moving her lips silently. He could feel his own hot seed beginning to build up inside his balls, an orgasm beginning to build in intensity as he fucked her. 

She could feel him cumming inside her, the warm, thick semen oozing from his loins and exploding inside her pussy. She pulled his lips to hers, kissing him deeply as she felt his cock pumping his cum into her cunt. She moaned into his mouth, running her fingers through his hair. "Oh fuck," he moaned, feeling his cock spasming in an orgasm, his load of cum shooting into her pussy. 

Who the hell is this girl? Is it really Allison? How is it possible? He could be with her every day now, this was no longer a fantasy. 

Exhausted, he collapsed on the bed, and the girl with him, settling onto his chest as they both fell into sleep. 
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The Magic Painting: Part II
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A hot preview… 

"Sarah..."

She moaned. Her fingers plunged and out of her pussy again and again. "Jack...Jack!" she cried.

She's thinking about me? I was stunned. Sarah had never expressed the slightest interest in me.

Why would she suddenly change her mind?

Maybe it had something to do with the painting. I didn't know, but I couldn't help myself. Unable to fight the urge, I went to Sarah and laid down on the bed. I started to suck her breasts and rub her pussy. She moaned in pleasure as my tongue swirled around her nipples, and I slipped my fingers inside of her, exploring her depths. She twisted around beneath me, panting and moaning with each thrust of my fingers. Her body trembled under me as she came closer and closer to orgasm. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin as she reached a fever pitch of pleasure, and she finally let out an animalistic cry of satisfaction as an intense orgasm rocked through her body.

"Please, Jack," she gasped, her eyes giving a faint, strange glow as she looked at me. "I need you inside me."

The Magic Painting: Part II 

Jack's POV

I couldn't believe it. When I woke up, the mysterious, beautiful girl from the painting, who had taken on the appearance of my stepsister Allison, was still in my arms.

We'd had sex all night long. Wild, passionate sex. Not only did I fuck her with abandon, but I emptied my balls into her tight, sweet pussy so many times I lost count.

She rolled over to face me, smiling sweetly. "Good morning, Jack."

"Good morning, Allie." I replied, and planted a kiss on her soft, naturally pink lips.

Her flesh was still warm and soft. Her scent was still intoxicating.

She traced her fingertips over my chest. "Are you okay?" she asked softly. "Hadn't we agreed to just a one-night stand?"

"I'm fine." I said. "It was incredible."

"Well, I'm glad." she said. "You were amazing last night."

"Well you weren't so bad yourself," I said.

"Mmm, you say nice things." she replied. She kissed me again.

I kissed her back, enjoying it.

She kissed me deeper, wrapping her slender arms around me. She behaved like she belonged there, with me, as if this was all meant to be, as if she were finally in her proper place.

She was wet. She began to rub up against me, her pussy eager and needy. She moaned into my mouth. "Jack, I need you inside me again."

"Allie," I said, "it's so late. We have to get out of bed...Sarah will wonder where we are."

"I know," she replied, "but I can't get enough of you."

"Well, I can't exactly say no to that," I said, smiling.

She climbed on top of me, between my legs, and reached underneath herself to guide me into her.

"Neither can I," she said, as my cock slid into her soaking wet pussy. "Ohhhh fuck, you're big," she gasped.

And then she began to ride me.

She was very eager. She bounced up and down on me, her huge, firm breasts jiggling in front of her face with every thrust, her tight little ass slamming against me over and over.

She wasn't alone in her enthusiasm. Her wet pussy felt incredible, and I could already feel myself getting close to orgasm again. I squeezed her tits, loving how soft they were.

"Oh, Jack," she moaned, "you feel so good inside me."

"Mmmm, Allie," I moaned back, "you feel good too. Your pussy is so tight. You were made for fucking."

"Oh, Jack," she moaned, "I love it when you talk dirty to me. It makes me feel so sexy. Please keep talking like that!"

I obliged her. "Oh, God, your pussy feels so good, Allie. You're so wet. I can feel your juices running down my cock."

"Ohhh, Jack," she moaned, "I love the things you say."

"Ride me, Allie. Ride me harder!" I ordered her.

She did. She began bouncing on me full force, her beautiful butt banging against my hips.

Her pussy felt so warm and wet and tight around my cock. I gripped onto her ass cheeks as she rode me, squeezing them tightly, and groaned as she continued to bounce up and down, up and down, faster and faster, harder and harder.

"Jack," she gasped, "Jack, please...now...I'm going to cum!"

"Oh, Allie," I moaned, "cum for me, baby, cum on my cock...ohhhh I'm going to shoot inside you again..."

"Yes!" she screamed. "Cum for me, Jack! Cum inside your sister's pussy!"

Something strange happened to the end of her words. Her voice quivered and croaked, as if belonging to someone else. It didn't sound like Allison -- but it was just a split second, and then she looked deep into my eyes again.

I came. I shot five, maybe six, huge spurts of cum deep inside her pussy. My balls were completely drained. We held each other, panting heavily, as we came down from our orgasms.

"Wow," she murmured. "That was amazing."

"Allie..." I panted. "What happened to your voice?"

"Huh?"

"It sounded weird...something different about it."

She laughed. "Don't be silly, big brother, I'm the same as ever!"

She got off of me and got dressed. "Now you had better put some clothes on, or the others will wonder what's wrong with you."

Before I could answer, she disappeared. Literally, disappeared, as in she was gone in the blink of an eye. I didn't even see her walk out the door.

What the actual fuck is going on? I wondered.

I slowly got myself dressed and made my way downstairs, looking for Sarah. To my surprise, both she and Allison were at the table eating breakfast. Only this version of Allison looked normal, reserved, not at all horny. The normal version. Her eyes were wide with surprise when she saw me standing in the doorway.

"Jack!" She exclaimed. "You're still here? I thought you had work."

"Uhh..." I looked between them, confused. "Yeah...I do."

This didn't make any sense at all.

Sarah looked between us, clearly confused, too.

"Hey, Allie, can we talk alone for a sec?" I asked.

She nodded.

We made our way to the living room, and I turned to face her. "What just happened?"

"What do you mean?" she replied. "You came into the kitchen and I was eating breakfast. It's not that surprising."

"Yeah...but you weren't...you...you..." I couldn't articulate it properly.

"What are you talking about, Jack?" she asked, seeming genuinely concerned.

I stared at her, baffled. "You really don't remember? Us, together? In be...In my room?"

She frowned. "What are you talking about?"

"We...we were in my room, you and me last night..."

"I was in my room last night," she said, "reading. You know that."

"No, no, no..." I said, shaking my head.

She stared at me. "Jack, is everything okay?"

I let out a nervous laugh, and rubbed the back of my neck. "Yeah, I guess. I just thought..."

I shook my head. "Never mind."

"You sure?"

"Yeah, I'm sure," I said. "I was just being weird. I'm tired, I guess."

She patted my cheek, concerned. "You really need to get more sleep, brother. You've been complaining about nightmares for a while now."

Had I?

Maybe I needed to tell her about the painting.

That would help her remember.

"Allie, come with me. I need to show you something."

I took her up the stairs to the attic door. I opened it, and she followed me inside. The air was musty and stale, and I could feel the dust clinging to my skin as we stepped further into the room. She looked around in wonderment; there were boxes of old clothes, long forgotten trinkets from our childhoods, and a few pieces of furniture shrouded in dust covers.

"Man, I haven't been up here in forever," she murmured, looking all around.

But then I noticed it. Or rather...the lack of it.

The painting was gone.

"What the fuck?" I said, kneeling down in the corner where the painting had been. Now, there was nothing but an empty sheet.

"What is it, Jack?" Allison asked, kneeling down next to me. "What are you doing?"

"It was here," I said, "I was looking at it."

"What was?"

I pointed down to the corner. "The painting. There was a woman in it, and she..."

She looked confused. "Jack, what are you talking about?"

"I'll show you," I said. "It was here...it was right here."

I thought back to when I'd first seen it, and the memory brought a shiver to my spine.

Allison walked around the attic, surveying it.

"Are you sure you haven't mistaken some other painting for it?" she asked.

"No, there was only one painting," I said.

"Maybe you just forgot where you put it," she said, "that happens sometimes."

"Yeah, maybe," I said, but I knew I hadn't moved it.

She looked around, then took my hand, and squeezed it.

"C'mon, let's get out of here! It's dusty," she said, her eyes lighting up.

I nodded, feeling like I was losing my mind. "Okay."

I led her back down the stairs, and we headed back down the hall. She began walking, and she paused, and looked down.

"Jack," she said, pointing toward the floor.

I followed her gaze, but I didn't see anything.

"What? I don't see anything."

"Over here," she said, kneeling down.

I crouched down next to her, and I finally caught a glimpse of what she was looking at.

It was a footprint.

A footprint in the dust.

I frowned. "Did you step there, sis?"

"No," she said, "it wasn't me. There's another one over here."

I walked behind her to the other side of the hall, and sure enough, there was another footprint.

"What in the world..." I muttered. "Was someone else up here?"

"Maybe, but I didn't see anyone. I didn't hear anyone either."

I stood up, looking around.

"Maybe the wind blew some dust across the floor, and it made the footprints. It's been really windy lately."

"Maybe," she said, brushing her hands off, "but dust doesn't normally make footprints."

"No," I agreed, "it doesn't."

I stood up, feeling a chill down my spine. This whole thing was creepy as fuck, and now I just wanted things to get back to normal.

"Come on, let's go back to the kitchen. Sarah probably wonders where we are." 

I went back into the kitchen, finding Sarah at the sink. She was washing dishes. I told her about the weird events, as she continued scrubbing.

"So yeah, it was weird," I said.

"Well, maybe you're just stressed. You should take the rest of the day off, and enjoy the amazing weather."

Her voice sounded weird, distorted... the way "Allison's" had in bed that morning.

"Sarah, are you okay...?"

She was still washing dishes. Like she was glued to the sink. She'd been washing for the past 10 minutes.

I got up to go over to her. I touched her shoulder, and she turned to me. Her face was all fucked up, half of it mangled like someone had scratched it to pieces.

"What the fuck?! Sarah!"

My vision flashed. The room went dark, then bright again - and when I looked at Sarah, her face was normal. 

"Sarah! What..."

"What is it, Jack?"

"Your face..."

She acted like everything was normal. 

"What about it?" she asked.

"Everything, it was...All fucked up, like you'd been in an accident or something..."

She raised her brow, then giggled. "Are you seeing things again, silly? I don't know what you're talking about."

"Okay," I said, still a little shaken up. She obviously had no idea what I was talking about. I decided there was no point in pressing the issue.

Allison had left the house, going to work or school or somewhere. That meant it was just Sarah and I at home alone, for now.

I sat alone in my room, trying to figure out what was happening. Ever since finding the painting, things had been bizarre. Unnerving. Messed up.

I heard some noise coming from down the hall.

It was Sarah's room. I got up from my bed and slowly walked down the hallway, stopping in front of her door.

The door was wide open, and Sarah was lying on her bed, openly masturbating with one hand while fondling her breasts with the other. Her eyes were closed as she moaned softly in pleasure. She had a slightly crazed look on her face, like she was lost in some kind of trance or something.

I wanted to turn away and give her some privacy, but I couldn't move. I just stood there watching quietly as my own arousal began to grow inside me.

"Sarah..."

She moaned. Her fingers plunged and out of her pussy again and again. "Jack...Jack!" she cried.

She's thinking about me? I was stunned. Sarah had never expressed the slightest interest in me.

Why would she suddenly change her mind?

Maybe it had something to do with the painting. I didn't know, but I couldn't help myself. Unable to fight the urge, I went to Sarah and laid down on the bed. I started to suck her breasts and rub her pussy. She moaned in pleasure as my tongue swirled around her nipples, and I slipped my fingers inside of her, exploring her depths. She twisted around beneath me, panting and moaning with each thrust of my fingers. Her body trembled under me as she came closer and closer to orgasm. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin as she reached a fever pitch of pleasure, and she finally let out an animalistic cry of satisfaction as an intense orgasm rocked through her body.

"Please, Jack," she gasped, her eyes giving a faint, strange glow as she looked at me. "I need you inside me."

She grabbed my hand, and slowly pulled me on top of her. As the tip of my cock pushed against her pussy, she reached down and spread herself wide open for me. 

"Please, Jack," she moaned, pulling me closer. Her body was warm and wet, and her pussy was incredibly tight as I pressed my cock inside her.

No longer able to resist, I slid my cock into her pussy. She gasped, then moaned. She was incredibly wet, and it felt amazing sliding in and out of her. She looked at me lovingly, and ran her hands through my hair as I thrust my cock in and out of her. I looked deep into her eyes, and I thought I saw something there for a moment, behind the dazed look of arousal.

A strange sense of awareness, like she was being pulled out of the haze of her own pleasure. As I watched, I saw it fade away and disappear, leaving her staring back at me, dazed and lost in lust.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, "you're so deep inside me!"

She gasped and groaned as I thrust in and out of her, and soon I felt myself losing control.

"I'm gonna cum, Sarah," I moaned, plunging deeper and deeper inside her.

"Oh Jack! Oh, Jack! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Cum inside me! Cum inside me!" 

I exploded inside her, a tremendous orgasm ripping through my body as she screamed in pleasure. Her pussy spasmed around me as I held in deep, pulsing thick jets of semen into her womb.

"Oh! Oh! Jack!" 

And just like that, it was over. My orgasm faded, and Sarah lay still, moaning softly in pleasure as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her body. I waited, hoping for more, but there was nothing. I don't know why, but I felt like Sarah wasn't really there at all. It felt like I was just fucking a sex doll or something.

It was a weird feeling. I knew I was right, but it was hard to let go and accept it. But what other choice did I have? We lay there like that for a while, then she finally rolled over, and I got up to go to the bathroom...

That's when I noticed the painting.

It was back. On the wall in the hallway. How the fuck did that get here?

It was the woman. There she was. Her pose was different. Now, she was staring directly at me, and her smile was gone. She looked intense. Almost...angry.

Instead of lust, I felt fear. 

What the fuck is going on?
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The Magic Painting: Part IV
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A hot preview… 

Jack's fingers brushed over her panties, then slipped inside. Allison moaned softly as he slipped his fingers inside her wet, quivering pussy. He felt her squirm as he probed her with his fingers, then he pulled away. 

He slipped her panties down her hips and over her thighs, then threw them onto the coffee table. He pressed his lips against her mound, then up along her inner thighs. 

As he neared her pussy, he felt her shiver. He reached up and pulled her bra up, revealing her perfect breasts. He leaned forward and kissed the underside of her right breast.

She shivered as her nipple hardened, and when he licked her he heard her moan softly.

He took her nipple in his mouth and gently suckled as his fingers slid inside her. She moaned louder, and his cock throbbed. He alternated between licking and sucking her nipple while his fingers slid in and out of her wet slit. 

"Jack, please," she whispered. He could tell she was on the edge of cumming. "I need you inside me."

The Magic Painting: Part IV 

At the family home Jack, Allison, and Sarah have been plagued by a strange sex ghost brought forth from a haunted painting. While masquerading as a beautiful woman, the ghost takes on the forms of people Jack wants to have sex with, including the roommate Sarah and his stepsister Allison. Julia, the mysterious shopkeeper at the art shop Jack went to, told him about the cursed painting, and informed him of the need to find the sex ghost's true form...

Which means he'll need to find the woman who truly resembles her.

But can he do so in time, before the sex ghost takes control?

****

When he woke up, the room was dark. Jack wasn't sure where he was. All he could remember was the strange flash of light - and the demonic face of the sex demon as it had transformed from Allison into its real self.

Damn, my head hurts, he thought. What time is it?

Feeling around in the dark, Jack managed to find his phone. The screen illuminated to reveal it was almost midnight. He had to act fast. Jack knew that the sex demon had only been revealed for a moment, but it was enough to recognize that it had taken the form of a woman he knew.

He needed to find her quickly.

Jack got out of bed and stepped on something small and hard. It was a piece of paper. He picked it up and saw that it was a note from Julia.

"Jack,

I know you saw the sex demon's true form.

I know who she really is.

Meet me at my shop tomorrow morning at 10am sharp.

Don't tell anyone where you're going.

Julia."

Jack's heart raced as he realized that he was closer to finding the truth than he ever had been. The thought of the demon taking over Allison and Sarah horrified him.

I can't let that happen.

He grabbed his keys and started down the stairs. On his way, he paused, seeing Allison in the living room.

Cautiously, he approached. "Allie?"

She was crying softly. Her head was buried in her hands.

As Jack approached, she looked up. Her eyes were red from crying, but they were the right color. Jack was relieved; it was really her. "

Jack! I'm so glad you're here," she said, her voice filled with relief.

"What's the matter, Al?" he asked, rubbing her back as he sat down next to her.

"I've been worrying about bills," she confessed. "With just you and me and Sarah, I don't know if we can make it."

"We'll be fine, sis. Trust me." He hugged her, trying to comfort her. "If we have to, we'll take on another housemate."

Allison sniffled, nodding her head. "Thanks, Jack. You always know how to make me feel better."

She leaned in close against him, holding him tight. When she'd finished crying, she looked up at him, smiling slightly.

Then to Jack's amazement, she leaned in close and kissed him softly on the lips. 

The kiss just lasted a few moments, but it was full of emotion and love. He felt all the fear and worry that had been clouding his mind melt away. When they finally parted, Jack's heart ached with longing for her. As he looked into Allison's eyes, he felt the strong desire to keep her safe. Both from the rigors of the world, and from the sex demon trying to control their house. 

"I'll make sure we get out okay, Allie. You trust me, right?" 

She smiled. "Of course, big brother." 

He felt a stirring in his groin at the vulnerable, loving way she looked up at him. His little Allie, who he'd loved and looked out for since she was first brought home to live with them. She was as close as a true sister to him. Maybe even more, since they'd been forced to grow up fast without any real parental guidance. 

But she was no little girl, now, she was an a soon to be 19-year-old woman. With her full breasts, lips, and curves, he was constantly reminded of her beauty and desirability. 

And this, right now, in his arms, was the real Allison - not a sex ghost. 

And she had kissed him.

"Allie..." 

"Shhh..." she said, putting her finger to his lips. "Just enjoy the moment, Jack." 

She kissed him again, more deeply this time. Jack's eyes closed and he made no effort to fight back as he kissed her back. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly against him. His hands moved across her curves, and she leaned into him. 

As her fingers brushed his hard cock, Jack pulled away. "Allie... we can't." 

"Why?" 

"I'm your brother." 

"Not by blood." She gazed into his eyes. "I know you want this, Jack. Please... just let me." 

Jack hesitantly nodded his head. "Ok... I won't stop you."

She kissed him, pressing her whole body against him. Lust flared through him like a rocket, burning away the last of his resistance as he kissed her back.

"You're so beautiful, Allie," he whispered as she ran her fingers over his chest.

"Thank you," she smiled. She moved her lips down his neck and to his chest, then over his stomach. He groaned as her fingers brushed his cock, and then unbuckled his belt. She took out his hard length and began to kiss and lick his shaft. 

Jack moaned softly, delighting in her attention. He'd ached for so long to see his sister like this. She took him into her mouth and began to suck softly, running her tongue along his shaft and down to his balls. 

Jack's head swam with desire as she took him in deeper, then began to stroke his cock with her hand as she sucked. His balls tightened as an orgasm built inside him. He looked down, grabbed his stepsister's hair, and began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his shaft and began to bob her head faster, sucking harder and faster. 

She pulled off for a brief second, stroking his hard dick. "Cum in my mouth, big brother. I want to taste you," she whispered. 

Her lips slid over him again. He couldn't resist a request like that. Allison's beautiful full lips wrapped around his throbbing dick were too much; 

Jack moaned and looked down at her. He bucked his hips, hard, and began to cum. His stepsister moaned as her mouth filled with cum, and he shot several long ropes of cum into her mouth. 

The orgasm rocked his body harder than any he'd experienced in months. His cock kept spurting cum as she sucked and licked him clean. 

Jack gasped, trembling. "Allie..."

She smiled. "You taste wonderful, Jack." 

She began to kiss his cock softly. He felt her tongue tease his sensitive head, then she pulled away. "I love you, Jack."

"But, I'm your brother, Allie." 

She shook her head. "You're more than that, Jack. I love you in more than just a sisterly way. I've always loved you."

Jack blinked, trying to understand. "You do?"

Allison nodded. "For almost my whole life, all I've wanted was to have you look at me like you look at a girl you're interested in." 

"I felt the same way," he admitted. "But I couldn't tell you. I didn't want you to feel pressured, like you had to return it." 

"I didn't," she assured him. She cupped his face in her hands and kissed him lovingly. "Jack... I want it to be you. Please?"

Jack nodded. "Yes, Allie. I love you too." 

She kissed him again, pressing her hand against his cock. He moaned as his swelling shaft responded to her caress. 

"Jack, I want you to be my first," she whispered.

At first, he didn't understand. Then he realized what she meant. "Are you sure, Allie?"

She nodded. "I'm sure. I've known for a while now, and all I can think about is how good it's going to feel to be with you." 

Jack leaned down and kissed her. "Ok. I'll make you a promise. I'll be gentle, and I'll make you feel amazing." 

She kissed him back. "I trust you." 

She stood up and pulled off her clothes. Jack's eyes wandered over her body, taking in her full breasts, then down to her black panties. "You're so beautiful, Allie," he whispered, stroking her thighs.

Jack's fingers brushed over her panties, then slipped inside. Allison moaned softly as he slipped his fingers inside her wet, quivering pussy. He felt her squirm as he probed her with his fingers, then he pulled away. 

He slipped her panties down her hips and over her thighs, then threw them onto the coffee table. He pressed his lips against her mound, then up along her inner thighs. 

As he neared her pussy, he felt her shiver. He reached up and pulled her bra up, revealing her perfect breasts. He leaned forward and kissed the underside of her right breast.

She shivered as her nipple hardened, and when he licked her he heard her moan softly.

He took her nipple in his mouth and gently suckled as his fingers slid inside her. She moaned louder, and his cock throbbed. He alternated between licking and sucking her nipple while his fingers slid in and out of her wet slit. 

"Jack, please," she whispered. He could tell she was on the edge of cumming. "I need you inside me."

Jack pulled away and stood. He moved up behind Allison, then slipped her bra off with one hand. She leaned against the couch and spread her legs, then gasped as Jack pressed the head of his cock against her glistening pussy.

He looked down at her, and she nodded. He pushed forward, felt her warmth enveloping his cock. He sighed and looked down again, watching his cock sink deep into her pussy. 

Jack couldn't believe how tight and warm she was. Her cunt compressed around his shaft as he began to rock back and forth, thrusting quicker and deeper with each stroke. 

Allison moaned softly as he reached down and began to fondle her soft breasts. He took her nipple in his mouth and suckled, licked, and nibbled on it as he continued to thrust in and out of her. 

"Oh, Jack, I'm so close," she gasped, as he ground himself against her clit.

He moved his fingers to her clit and began to stroke, sending her into a frenzy. 

"Don't stop," she begged. "Don't stop, Jack, I'm cumming!" Her thighs squeezed tight around his waist. His hips bucked as she pressed herself against him. She began to moan as his cock thrust into her, hard, and he nearly collapsed when her pussy clamped down on him.Allison moaned and he froze as her pussy began to spasm. He realized she was cumming, and his cock ached in response. "Allie, you're so beautiful," he whispered.

His stepsister's pussy pressed against his cock, squeezing it tightly as a series of orgasms shuddered through her. She moaned and cried out as her body tensed, and Jack slowed to a stop, trying to give her time to recover.

She rested her head on the back of the couch and sighed. "That was amazing," she whispered. "I felt like I was going to explode."

Jack slowly began to slide in and out of her again. Her pussy slowly relaxed and began to tighten around him. 

He leaned forward and kissed his stepsister on the lips. She sighed and kissed him back. 

"I'm going to cum inside you, Allie."

Allison smiled and nodded. "Please, brother, I want to feel your cum inside me." 

His hands were on her hips and he began to thrust into her, hard.

"Cum with me, Allie," he whispered, into her ear.

She nodded. "Yes, Jack, please."

Jack felt his orgasm building. His balls tightened as he thrust in and out of her. He stroked her clit with his thumb as he thrust and she began to moan softly.

"Yes, Jack, I'm cumming!" she gasped.

He slid his hand between her legs and began to stroke her clit, and she moaned into his mouth. She squirmed, rubbing herself against him.

He felt his cock begin to swell, and he reached down as it began to twitch and pulse. He flicked his fingers against her clit and began to thrust into her faster.

"Jack, yes! Yes!" she gasped. Her pussy clamped down on him as she began to whimper.

Jack watched her shudder, then gripped her thighs and began to pound her pussy hard and fast. She cried out and moaned.

He thrust as hard as he could and felt his cock begin to spasm. His cum burst from his tip deep inside her womb, spurting thick, hot, creamy loads inside his sister. She gasped in pleasure, taking every drop of his semen inside her pussy. 

"Oh, Jack, that's so good!" she cried. "I can feel it inside me!"

Jack felt her pussy spasm and contract around his cock, and he froze, unable to move. Her pussy milked his cock, and he felt another spasm of his cock as he began to soften.

She smiled up at him when he pulled out of her. His cum dripped from her pussy and down her inner thighs.

Jack leaned forward, resting his head against hers and breathing hard. The two lovers kissed and then he lay down beside her on the couch, holding her in his arms. 

"What are you going to do now, big brother?" 

"I have a mission to fulfill," he said, determination to keep Allie safe and restore peace to the house rising inside him. It was stronger than ever, now he knew his sister was in love with him. "I'm going to protect our home and get rid of anything...anyone who tries to harm us." 

Allison smiled and kissed her big brother on the lips. "I know you will. I love you, Jack."

"I love you too, Allie. More than you will ever know." She snuggled against him, and he gently stroked her hair.

She nodded. "I'm going to hold you to that." 

He kissed her palm. "I'll be back tomorrow morning early. You'll be safe here."

She curled up against him, and he held her tight, enjoying the feeling of her soft body pressed against his. 

"Jack?" He felt her smile. 

"Yeah?" he replied.

"I love you."

His heart swelled with happiness. "I love you too, sis." 

He lay with her for several moments, losing track of time. When he heard her fall into sleep, her breathing becoming soft and steady, he quietly got up and dressed himself. 

Then he set off into the night, determined to find Julia and stop the sex demon once and for all. 
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The Magic Painting Part V
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A hot preview… 

"I want this." She said, reaching down and taking my erect cock in her hand, guiding it towards her. "Just...take your time."

I entered her slowly, and we both gasped as I slid inside her, her tight pussy gripping my shaft tightly. I began to thrust, slowly at first, then harder and faster as she rocked her hips towards me, meeting my thrusts eagerly.

"Harder, Jack," she purred, "harder!"

I thrust as hard as I could, pushing her back into the bed. Her breasts bounced as I rammed into her, her moans growing louder. I kissed her as I thrust, my tongue probing her mouth as my cock thrust into her pussy.

Julia's face was contorted in pleasure, her eyes closed as her hands explored my back. Her breathing began to quicken, and I could tell she was close. I increased my pace, feeling my own orgasm building inside me. I thrust harder and harder, until suddenly her whole body stiffened, and she cried out in pleasure as she came.

The Magic Painting Part V

Jack's POV

I went back to the art shop to find Julia. She had sent me a note telling me she knew the identity of the sex demon. Or at least she thought so.

I'd had sex with Allison. The real, flesh and blood Allison, not the fake version that the demon had manifested. My head was still swimming, try to sort out my feelings.

For one thing, I knew she was in love with me, as I was her. For another, I knew that all this mess had to be straightened out before we could be together.

Just wait, Al, I thought. Soon enough, we'll be able to spend time together, without the demon...

But when I got to the shop, the place was demolished. The paintings that had once been inside were trashed, and the interior was totally destroyed. There was no sign of Julia,

but there was a faint smell of smoke in the air. Panic gripped my heart as I rushed through the debris, calling out her name.

I found her huddled in a corner, her face streaked with tears. She looked up at me, and I could see the fear in her eyes.

"Oh, Jack," she whispered. "I'm so glad you're here."

I knelt down beside her and pulled her into my arms. "What happened?" I asked.

"The demon," she said, her voice shaking. "She was here. She destroyed everything, threatening to kill me and everyone close to you."

My heart pounded in my chest. I couldn't believe that the demon had come here and threatened Julia. I held her tighter, trying to calm her down. "It's okay, Julia. I'm here now. I won't let anything happen to you," I said, my voice firm.

Julia looked up at me, her eyes red from crying. "Jack, I know who the demon is," she said.

"What? Who is it?" I asked, my heart racing with anticipation.

"It's Allison," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

I felt my blood run cold. How could it be Allison? I had just made love to her, and she had seemed so human. "Are you sure?" I asked, hoping that Julia had made a mistake.

Julia nodded, her eyes locked onto mine. "I'm positive," she said. "I did some research after you left, and I found out that she had been possessed by a demon for years, even before you met her."

I felt sick to my stomach. I couldn't believe that the woman I had fallen in love with, my little sister, was actually a demon. "What do we do now?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Julia took a deep breath. "We have to exorcise the demon from her body," she said.

"How do we do that?" I asked.

"I have a plan," Julia said, a determined look on her face. "But we have to act fast. The longer the demon stays in Allison's body, the stronger she becomes."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. "Let's do it," I said, standing up and pulling Julia with me.

Together, we left the destroyed art shop and set out to save Allison.

*****

When we returned to the house, Allison was waiting for us. She looked different somehow, her eyes darker and more intense than I remembered. I tried not to show my fear as we approached her.

"Jack," she said, smiling at me. "I'm so glad you're back."

I felt a chill run up my spine. This was not the Allison I knew. "We need to talk," I said, my voice steady.

Allison's smile flickered for a moment, but then she regained her composure. "Of course, Jack. Anything for you," she said, her voice low and seductive.

Julia stepped forward, her eyes hard. "We know who you are, demon," she said. "And we're here to exorcise you from Allison's body."

Allison's eyes widened in surprise, but then she laughed. "You'll never be able to exorcise me," she said. "I'm too powerful for you mortals."

Julia didn't back

down. "We'll see about that," she said, pulling out a small vial of holy water. "Let's begin."

Allison recoiled at the sight of the holy water, her skin sizzling where the water touched it. She screamed, her voice becoming more inhuman with each passing moment. I watched in horror as her body convulsed, contorting into unnatural positions.

"Jack, you have to hold her down," Julia shouted over Allison's screams.

I nodded, trying not to focus on the fact that the body beneath me was the woman I loved. I held her down with all my strength as Julia chanted ancient prayers and sprinkled holy water on her.

Suddenly, the room was filled with a blinding light. When I opened my eyes, the demon was gone, and Allison lay motionless beneath me. I felt her pulse, relieved to find that it was still strong.

"She's alive," I said, looking up at Julia.

Julia nodded, her face serious. "But the demon may try to come back," she said. "We have to be ready if she does."

I nodded, knowing that we couldn't let our guard down. We had won this battle, but the war was far from over. I looked down at Allison, hoping that she would wake up soon.

As if on cue, Allison's eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me, confusion etched on her face. "What happened?" she asked, her voice weak.

I took her hand, feeling a flood of relief wash over me. "You were possessed by a demon," I said. "But we exorcised it. You're going to be okay."

Allison looked around, taking in the ruined room and the three of us standing over her. "What's going on?" she asked, her voice shaking.

I sighed, knowing that explaining everything would take time. But for now, I just wanted to hold her.

****

We took Allison to her room to let her rest. She was weak right now, and needed to sleep. I closed the door partway, still wanting to keep an eye on her.

"She'll be okay," promised Julia. "She just needs time to recover."

"I hope you're right." I grimaced. "I'm worried about her. Will the demon come back?"

"I don't know. It is likely, but..." Julia suddenly winced, leaning against the wall.

"Julia! What is it? Are you okay?"

She shook her head. Her face was pale, and she seemed to be having difficulty breathing. "I'm fine," she said, but I could tell that wasn't true.

"What's wrong?" I asked urgently.

Julia took a deep breath, struggling to compose herself. "The ritual... it weakened me." She said softly. "And without renewal, I won't last much longer..."

"Renewal?" I asked, confused.

"I can only be regenerated through... sexual intercourse." She blushed and quickly looked away, not meeting my gaze. "It's part of the price of being able to dispel demons."

"So...you need..."

Her blush deepened. She closed her eyes, looking away. "I won't ask you for it. I can...find someone else."

"No," I said, firmly, knowing I would do what it took to help Julia recover. I needed her help, after all. "We can go to my bedroom. If... that's okay."

She nodded, taking my arm. I led her into my room and turned down the lights. Hesitantly, she bit her lip and began to undo her gown straps.

"Are you sure, Jack?"

I nodded, unable to take my eyes away from her. I had never seen beauty like hers before. I stepped forward and kissed her, feeling an intensity that seemed otherworldly. She responded eagerly, returning my kiss with a newfound passion.

Julia removed her gown, letting it fall from her shoulders. Her body was incredible, her breasts bigger than I had imagined. I took them in my hands, testing their weight and fullness, sucking gently on her nipples one by one. She gasped and caressed my hair,

moaning softly as I kneaded her breasts. 

I reached down and lifted her up onto the bed, letting her legs fall open as I sat on the edge. I ran my hands through her hips and touched her between her legs. She shivered, her eyes closed. I ran my finger across her slit, tracing her outer lips and then finding the entrance to her pussy.

"Are you sure this is what you want, Julia?" I asked, feeling a pang of guilt. She was so beautiful, innocent and perfect, and I was about to defile her.

"I want this." She said, reaching down and taking my erect cock in her hand, guiding it towards her. "Just...take your time."

I entered her slowly, and we both gasped as I slid inside her, her tight pussy gripping my shaft tightly. I began to thrust, slowly at first, then harder and faster as she rocked her hips towards me, meeting my thrusts eagerly.

"Harder, Jack," she purred, "harder!"

I thrust as hard as I could, pushing her back into the bed. Her breasts bounced as I rammed into her, her moans growing louder. I kissed her as I thrust, my tongue probing her mouth as my cock thrust into her pussy.

Julia's face was contorted in pleasure, her eyes closed as her hands explored my back. Her breathing began to quicken, and I could tell she was close. I increased my pace, feeling my own orgasm building inside me. I thrust harder and harder, until suddenly her whole body stiffened, and she cried out in pleasure as she came. I felt my cock twitch, and let out a low moan as I came inside her.

"It's not enough," she panted. "I need you again."

She got onto her hands and knees, displaying her pussy for me. Still rock hard, I slid into her cunt from behind, thrusting hard as I reached down and cupped her big breasts. Her ass rocked back against me as I fucked her, my fingers pinching and teasing her nipples.

I slowed my pace, pulling back and then sliding my cock all the way inside her in a single thrust. Julia shuddered as I held it there, letting her squeeze me, enjoying the feeling of being buried deep inside her.

"Oh yes!" Julia moaned. "Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me!"

I pumped into her harder until I felt my orgasm building up inside me. I could tell she was close again, and I wanted to see her come before I spilled my seed. I held back as long as I could, feeling my balls tighten and my cock begin to twitch as I fucked her.

"Jack!" she cried, her voice urgent. "I'm close, I'm close!"

"Come for me," I said, my voice husky.

"Yes, yes!" she screamed, her cunt clutching my hard dick. She came, orgasm shuddering through her beautiful milf body.

I leaned over her and grabbed her wrists, holding them above her head as I thrust into her. She cried out as I shoved my cock into her tight pussy, her moans almost too loud for me to bear. I could feel her pussy tighten around me, and it was all I could take. Another explosion of pleasure rocked my body, and I came hard, filling her pussy with my cum.

"Julia!" I shouted, my cock twitching inside of her. "Oh god, Julia!"

I spilled a second huge load inside her, and then I lay there, panting, on top of her, both of us exhausted from the rough fuck. Finally I turned onto my back, pulling out of her, my dick sliding from her cunt with a wet plop.

She settled into my arms, relieved. "Thank you," she whispered. "Now I will be able to recover, to prepare for our final encounter with the demon."

I held her, touching her face. I knew I should feel guilty for what I had done, for sleeping with someone who wasn't Allie now that we had pledged to one another, but I didn't. I felt like I had saved her, like I had given her a chance to defeat the demon.

I stroked her hair. "I hope we can do this together."

"We will," she said, her voice confident. "The demon will fall, and we will overcome anything the future may bring."

"I trust your abilities," I said. "You did it once. You saved Allison. Now... we just have to do it again."

She nodded, slowly sitting up. "There's one thing you should know, though." 

"What is it?" I asked, worried.

"I may not be strong enough to defeat the demon on my own," she said. "I will need to see the painting. To harness its power."

I nodded, thinking as I touched her smooth, silky skin. "Will we have to destroy it?" 

"It won't be that simple," she interrupted. "The painting is more powerful than you could imagine. It will influence anyone who comes into contact with it. You, me, Allison, Sarah. Don't worry, I will keep you safe, but don't touch it, or look at it. It will draw you in." 

I nodded. "I trust you. But we need to do this, right? We have to save Allison."

"Yes," Julia agreed, "we need to prepare for the final showdown."

I swallowed hard. 

This won't be easy, I thought, but it's the only way to get my sister back.

I would do whatever it took. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 


[image: ]


The Magic Painting: Part III
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A hot preview 

"You like this, don't you?" I said. "You like having your brother's dick inside you."

"Yes," she said. "Yes, I really do." 

I thrust into her harder and harder, slamming my cock deep inside of her with each thrust. I leaned over her, my hands on her shoulders as I fucked her even harder. 

Her tits bounced as I fucked her. Her moans turned into screams. "Oh, Jeff," she moaned, her voice shaking with pleasure. "Do you like fucking me?" 

"Yes," I said. "I love fucking you." 

"Would you do anything to fuck me?"

Allison's eyes flashed red and my mind was filled with images. 

The Magic Painting: Part III 

I sat in the living room, brooding. Everything was messed up in the house now. I couldn't figure out what was wrong. Why Sarah's face had gone weird, then I'd fucked her, drawn by some uncontrollable desire. Or why I'd had sex with that beautiful woman who looked like Allison, but most definitely wasn't.

What the hell is going on?

Not to mention, the way the painting had appeared in the hallway by itself. And the woman in the picture looked different.

The more I thought about, the more confused I became. I couldn't make sense of the whole thing, and trying to made me feel even worse.

I should have been happy. I'd had sex with Sarah, and that gorgeous creature in the picture, and even Allison's doppelganger. Why wasn't I happy? Why was I feeling so miserable?

Maybe the painting would have answers.

I returned to look at it, examining the frame.

The wood was smooth and worn, and in the corner of the frame was an address. It seemed to be that of an old, abandoned art shop.

Could this place have some answers?

I had to try.

I left my house with a sense of purpose, feeling as though I could find some answers at the address on the corner of the frame. The streetlights lit my way as I walked past rows of houses with windows like eyes that followed me wherever I went. As I turned a corner, a sign reading ‘Julia's Arts and Fabrics’ came into view.

I spoke to the night air. "I have to go inside."

As soon as the words left my mouth, the door of the shop opened with a creak.

With little hesitation, I stepped forward inside.

The darkness swallowed me up, and as I walked into the first room, a dim light suddenly flicked on. In the spotlight, a shopkeeper was sitting in a chair.

It was a beautiful, voluptuous woman, with raven black hair that cascaded down her shoulders. She was dressed in an elegant, yet unique white dress, with a small white apron over the front.

She sat watching me, and smiling, as if she'd been expecting me.

Her hips were thrust forward, and her arms were outstretched, as if to welcome me.

"Welcome to Julia's."

I paused in the doorway, but eventually stepped inside.

"I am Julia."

Her voice was soft, melodic and hypnotic. I couldn't find the words to speak, and stood there, paralyzed by her beauty.

Noticing my silence, she added, "Come, don't be shy." She smiled and poured two cups of tea, offering me one. "What brings you here, sir?"

I started to explain why I was there, and about the strange painting in my house of the woman, how inexplicable things had been happening since I'd discovered it in my attic. Julia listened patiently, nodding her head from time to time as if she understood.

"You are not the only one experiencing these things," she said. "It is part of a greater mystery that has been going on for centuries." She then proceeded to tell me a tale of an ancient cult that practiced dark magic, summoning supernatural forces and creating powerful objects that could alter reality.

She revealed how they were able to create paintings that had the power to draw people into their own world and manipulate them, though this power had long since faded away with time.

"Wait, so you're saying... this painting was created by a cult? Then...who is the woman in the painting?"

Julia looked at me, her gaze piercing.

"The woman in the painting is no woman at all. She is a sex demon - a creature of seduction and temptation created by the ancient cult to lure unsuspecting prey."

My heart skipped a beat as I heard these words, and I could feel my body trembling with fear. Julia continued to explain that the demon would take on the illusion of people I desired, and it would continue to imitate visions of women I lusted for until it drained me of my life force. It was only then that I truly understood why I had been feeling so miserable despite having something that should have made me happy. 

"What do I do?" I asked. "How do I defeat her? How did the painting even get there?" 

Julia shook her head. "I cannot say how the painting got there. It may have been there for a long time, and you just never knew it. But it is up to you to defeat this demon. You must find her true form. Once you have done this, she loses all power over you. She cannot defeat you with her magic, and she will reveal herself to be a mere mortal. And once this is done, you will be free."

"And how do I find her true form?"

She took a sip of her tea. "It is rather simple, really. You find the woman who truly resembles her."

"But how can I do that?"

She smiled at me. "You just have to look. You can find her, I'm sure of it."

It was a ray of hope in a sea of darkness.

I had no idea how to find the sex demon's true form. But at least I had a mission now. 

*****

I returned home late, sighing. I felt both hopeful and defeated. I knew what to do, but now how to do it. And to make things worse, the house was infected with a sex demon. 

When I walked into the kitchen, the house was dark and silent. Allison had probably gone to bed, and I guessed maybe Sarah had as well. Aside from the slow drip of the faucet, things were quiet. 

I walked into the hallway, not sure if I really wanted to see the painting of the woman, but knowing I had to. There it was, still on the wall where I left it. 

But now... the woman was no longer in the painting, at all. Instead, a horrific scene played out: Allison was lying on the ground, her arms and legs tied to stakes in the ground. Around her were staked decapitated heads - strange people I didn't recognize. And there were many of them.

She lay there, her face covered in blood, with a look of terror in her eyes.

And there was Sarah, standing over her. In her hand she held a knife dripping blood. Preparing to strike. 

What the fuck?!

I took a deep breath. "This isn't real," I told myself. "The demon is just fucking with you. It's making this shit up to scare you." 

"And it's working isn't it?" came a voice from behind me. 

It was Allison. Or rather... Fake Allison. I remembered what Julia said: the demon took on the appearance of people I most desired. 

Which of course meant I wanted to fuck my own stepsister, but that was an issue I would have to deal with later. 

I knew it wasn't really Allison because her eyes were the wrong color again. 

"For being so powerful, you can't get simple details right." I crossed my arms, looking defiantly at the demon. 

"How can you be so sure it's not real? Think about it. If you're so certain, then why are you scared?" She was right, I was scared. I didn't want it to be true, because I knew something like this would never happen. Allison and I were as close as a real brother and sister, and nothing would ever really happen between us. 

But at the same time, an excited tingle was growing in my cock. 

She stepped closer, her eyes piercing into mine.

"You say you don't want this, but you can't hide the fact that you've been horndogging me for years. Your eyes practically gleamed whenever I walked into a room. You wanted me, you just didn't know it. But now, you're finally going to get your chance." 

"What are you talking about?" 

She came close, pressing her breasts up against me, her hand rubbing my hardening cock. She smirked. "I think you know, big brother." 

"Get away from me," I said. "I don't want any of this." I tried to step away from her, but couldn't. She had me in her embrace, her hand rubbing my cock through my pants and her lips softly pressing against mine. 

It felt wrong, but it felt so fucking good at the same time. 

I felt a rush of pleasure course through my body. My cock was throbbing now, and she was stroking it faster. I couldn't help myself, I was getting turned on. She was my stepsister, but I'd always had a thing for her. I wanted to fuck her for years, but never had the courage. 

Her eyes glowed a deep, piercing red like polished rubies. I knew this wasn't the real Allison...this was the sex demon in Allison's form. 

But right now it didn't matter. 

The demon sensed my thoughts and gave a lustful laugh. "You don't even care, do you? You don't care if I'm real or not. All you know is you want me... you want Allison. You're rock hard for her, and you're going to do anything you can to get her." 

She reached down, unbuttoning her shirt, her breasts spilling out. Without even thinking, my hand reached out and grabbed them, squeezing them, feeling their weight in my hands.

"There's no way any of this is real," I muttered, but my grip tightened on her breasts regardless. 

I knew I hated this. I knew this was wrong. I knew that this was a trick by a demon. But I just didn't give a shit.

And as soon as I decided that, my mind stopped fighting the illusion. I stopped fighting the feeling of her body against mine. I stopped fighting the feeling of her soft tits in my hands. I stopped fighting the desire in my pants. 

I closed my eyes, pretending this was real. Pretending that Allison had always been into me. Pretending that this was the way things were supposed to be. 

I leaned forward, pressing my lips against hers. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me closer and kissing me back. My hand slipped down from her breast to the waistband of her pants.

"Don't be so shy," she whispered into my ear. Her hand guided my own, slipping it into her pants and over her mound. She was already soaking wet. She was aching for this as much as I was. 

My fingers rubbed her pussy, playing with her clit. It was warm and wet, and she moaned into my ear as I began to play with it. She slipped one of her own fingers into my pants. 

Her finger found my cock and she began to rub it, making me moan. 

I began to stroke her pussy, rubbing her clit and slipping one of my fingers into her folds. Her pussy was warm and slick. 

As we kissed, she opened her mouth to me, giving me access to her tongue. She moaned into my mouth, grinding her hips into mine. I broke the kiss, looking down at my stepsister. She had a look of lust in her eyes, a look I'd always wanted to see from her. 

I kissed along her neck, dragging my lips across her smooth skin. I bit down on her, hard, and she moaned out in pleasure. I reached my hand down to her pants, pulling them down with one tug and letting them fall to the ground. 

I looked down at my stepsister's pussy, my cock stirring with excitement. Her pussy lips were the perfect shade of pink and they were swollen with desire. 

I was just as on fire for her as I was the first night we'd fucked. Maybe even more, now. 

I stepped back and pulled my pants off, my cock rock hard and standing straight into the air. 

She stepped forward, grabbing my cock with one hand and rubbing it up and down, making me moan in pleasure. 

She smirked at me, her eyes flashing red. "Is this what you want?" 

I nodded. "I need to fuck you," I grunted.

She grinned. "You've wanted me for so long, haven't you?" 

"Hell yes," I said. "I've wanted to fuck you for a long time." 

She grinned. "I know." 

She turned around, bending over and sticking her ass towards me. 

I wanted her so badly that I almost forgot I was in the clutches of a demon. 

I grabbed her hips, pulling her into me and lining my cock up with her pussy. I felt the tip of my cock press against her cunt. 

"Tell me you want me," she said.

"I want you," I grunted.

"Tell me you need me." She bit her lip as she turned to face me. "Tell me that I'm fucking everything to you." 

"You're fucking everything to me, Allison," I growled, pressing my cock against her lips, rubbing the tip against her clit and getting nice and wet. "Please, I need to fuck you." 

I didn't just need to fuck her, I needed to fuck her hard. I needed to fuck her like I'd wanted to for a long time. My cock slid inside of her, and I groaned in lust, thrusting into her hard and deep. 

"Oh fuck," she moaned, my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy. She gasped in pleasure, her hands gripping the back of my shirt and pulling me in. I slammed my cock into her hard, forcing my way deep inside of her. 

It felt so fucking good. 

I gripped her hips, pulling her close as I fucked her. She let out a string of moans, her face flushed. It was clear to me that she was just as turned on as I was. 

She leaned back, putting her arms on my thighs. I leaned over her, gasping in pleasure as I fucked her. 

I began to fuck her harder. I felt my cock slam into her pussy, her wet pussy juices coating my shaft. Her head was pushed back, her eyes closed and her mouth open in pleasure. 

"You like this, don't you?" I said. "You like having your brother's dick inside you."

"Yes," she said. "Yes, I really do." 

I thrust into her harder and harder, slamming my cock deep inside of her with each thrust. I leaned over her, my hands on her shoulders as I fucked her even harder. 

Her tits bounced as I fucked her. Her moans turned into screams. "Oh, Jeff," she moaned, her voice shaking with pleasure. "Do you like fucking me?" 

"Yes," I said. "I love fucking you." 

"Would you do anything to fuck me?"

Allison's eyes flashed red and my mind was filled with images. 

A hideous, three-headed demon appeared before me. I couldn't tell if it was male or female, but it had large breasts and a huge, pulsating cock. 

It grinned at me, showing rows of fangs. "You will do everything I tell you to do," it said. 

"You will do everything I command."

"Yes," I gasped. "Yes, yes!" 

My balls boiled. The scene returned to normal: Allison in front of me, taking my hard dick again and again, only now her face was flashing between her own, and that of the strange demon. 

"Fuck!" I roared. I was so close to shooting my load, and now I couldn't stop fucking her, despite the ghastly things going on. My hips moved of their own accord, and even if I'd tried to stop, I couldn't. 

"That's it, Jack," laughed Allison/the demon. "Give me that hot, thick load, brother. I know you just need to fill your slutty little sister up with all that fertile cum." 

"I can't...stop!" I gasped, my hands holding her hips even tighter, my dick pulsing with need. 

I came, my cock shooting hot cum into Allison's pussy. My cum filled her completely, and she moaned out in pleasure as my hot juices flooded her hole. 

"That's it," moaned Allison. "I can feel your cum dripping out of my pussy. Soon it will fill me up completely. I'll have a belly full of your sticky, fertile seed."

"You're...you're a monster," I groaned, my cock still twitching with pleasure as I came. 

"And you're a big, strong guy," said Allison. "And you're going to be the father of my child. How does that make you feel?"

"Ohhhh...fuck..." I gasped, the idea of Allison getting pregnant from her own stepbrother making me cum a second time. The thought was so fucking wrong, so hot, that I couldn't stop. Another huge pulse of seed spurted from my dick, filling her with more cum. 

Allison laughed again and again, her voice twisting with the demon's. The horrific cackling filled the room, my brain spinning, my vision going blank... 

I collapsed, exhausted, as I lost consciousness. 
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A hot preview… 

As we broke apart, I looked to Julia, who was obviously aroused by what she saw. "I think we should all go upstairs to the bedroom, hm?" 

The three women and I proceeded to the bedroom to get naked together. We all laid down on the bed, our bodies intertwined as we explored each other with gentle caresses and passionate kisses. I lay down on my back as Sarah and Allison began to stroke and lick my cock, and Julia lowered her hot, wet pussy to my mouth, straddling me. 

I licked her clit as Sarah and Allison continued to play with my dick, and it wasn't long before they were both lapping at my dick and balls, lubing them up with their warm spit. I reached down to touch Allison's titties, her nipples stiff as she knelt next to me, and I felt Julia's hot, tight pussy squeeze my face as she began to grind her hips. 

I lapped at Julia's dripping wet slit, still surprised to find it so tight with such a big clit. But I loved it, and I enjoyed lapping at her folds and twirling her clit around in my lips. 

The Magic Painting Part VI

It was time. Summoning our collective strength, Julia and I set out to confront the demon. She knew she had to harness the painting's power - but that meant that I couldn't look at it, or it would transfix me. I wore a blindfold as we went into the hallway to find it.

"Stay behind me, Jack," she instructed, holding forth a small trinket from her stash. "The demon will try to get to you first, and I must act as a barrier."

With that, Julia stepped forward, her eyes blazing with determination. She paused in front of the painting, raised the trinket high above her head and began chanting words I couldn't understand. The room suddenly seemed to pulse with an energy I'd never felt before - it was like a living thing, fierce and frenetic. In the dim light of the hallway, I could see an ethereal glow radiating from around Julia's body - as if she had some kind of magical protection surrounding her.

The air stirred around us, and Julia's voice rose in intensity as she recited her incantations. Suddenly there was a loud crash and sparks flew from the painting. Julia kept chanting and I could feel power intensifying and swirling around us. The wall shook as something inside the painting started to move - it was almost like it was coming alive.

Julia continued to chant, urging the demon out into the open so we could confront him. Hideous roaring came from the painting, and the fabric began to tear as the being emerged from the canvas, ripping through it.

As the demon appeared before us, my heart began to pound in my chest. It was the most terrifying thing I had ever seen - its eyes were like pools of fire and its skin was a sickly shade of black and gray. Julia stood her ground, unfazed by its grotesque appearance.

"Show yourself, demon!" she shouted, still holding the trinket aloft. "You have no power here!"

The demon let out an ear-piercing shriek, its razor-sharp claws glinting in the dim light. It lunged towards us, but Julia stood her ground, her eyes closed in concentration. Suddenly, the air around us exploded with a blinding light, and the demon recoiled, screeching in pain. Julia had conjured a protective barrier around us, and the demon was unable to breach it.

The demon let out a guttural growl and charged towards us, but Julia stood her ground. With a flick of her wrist, she sent a bolt of magic towards the beast, forcing it to halt in its tracks. Its eyes blazed with fury, and it roared, a deafening sound that echoed through the hallway.

But Julia was undaunted. She continued to chant, her voice rising in tempo and power. The demon seemed to shudder, and a flicker of doubt appeared in its eyes. A moment later, it lunged forward, its claws extending towards Julia.

"Get back!" she yelled, pushing me aside. I tumbled to the ground as Julia raised her arms, blinding light emerging from her hands. She held her trinket up, fire bursting around it, shooting straight into the demon's heart.

The beast screamed in agony, its body dissipating into a dark vapor that filled the air. The painting shimmered and then went dark. Julia collapsed onto the ground, exhausted from her battle.

I ran to her side and helped her up, wrapping my arms around her.

"You did it!" I said. "Is it... gone? Forever?"

"It's gone." She leaned against me for support. "No demon can fight against the power of magical fire, but only I, and the other old sorcerers, know of it."

As I held her, I felt a surge of admiration for Julia. She was a powerful sorceress, but she was also a woman - a woman who had just faced down a demon and saved our lives. I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and attraction towards her.

"Thank you," I whispered, holding her close.

She looked up at me, her eyes weary but triumphant. "We make a good team," she said with a faint smile.

Suddenly, I felt a rush of desire for her. I knew it was inappropriate - after all, we had just faced a life-threatening situation - but I couldn't help myself. Julia was smart, strong, and beautiful, and I wanted her.

Before I could stop myself, I leaned down and kissed her. At first, she seemed surprised, but then she responded eagerly, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me closer. Our lips met in a frenzied dance of passion, fueled by the adrenaline still coursing through our bodies.

We stumbled backwards into the wall, our bodies pressed against each other, our breaths coming in short gasps. Julia's hands moved over my body, igniting a fire within me that I had never felt before.

Suddenly, we heard a noise from upstairs. We broke apart, gasping for air. Julia looked up, her expression turning to one of concern.

"Allison," I said, remembering. "And Sarah! We need to see if they're okay."

She nodded, and led the way upstairs.

We found the two girls in Allison's room. They were huddled together on the bed, Allison cradling Sarah as she sobbed.

"Oh, thank God!" exclaimed Julia. "Are you hurt?"

"My stomach hurts," said Sarah, sniffling. "But I'm okay."

"We're both okay," added Allison, giving us a weak wave.

I hurried to her side, making sure my stepsister was not injured. Thankfully, she was fine. Sarah was obviously shaken, but also fine.

"This is Julia," I said. "She's a magical warrior. She's saved both of our lives."

I explained in detail what had happened with the painting. Both girls were shocked. They had been under the demon's influence almost the entire time, controlled by mysterious forces.

"Thank god you weren't affected," said Allison. "If you hadn't found Julia..."

"I know. Things might have turned out a lot different."

*****

After several weeks, things began to return to normal in the house. Allison started at a new college, Sarah got a new job, and I started working in Julia's art shop to restore the place to life. Julia and I had grown closer over the weeks as we had worked together on various projects - restoring furniture, painting walls, helping out with customers.

She often came over and had dinner with us.

One evening, the three of us were together, laughing, talking and enjoying each other's company. We were a little drunk, and on a whim, Sarah dared me to kiss Allison.

"What? She's my sister!" I protested. The others didn't know Allison and I were in love, nor that we had pledged to one another.

"She's not related to you by blood," Sarah said with a snort. "And anyway, you two are obviously crazy about each other. I bet you're already doing it, aren't you?"

How the fuck did she know? I wondered.

Before I could answer, Allison stepped forward and smiled. "Why not?" she said softly.

"Okay," I said, nearly speechless.

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers, feeling the electricity of our connection spark between us. Our kiss was gentle at first, then more passionate as we surrendered to our longing for one another. My arms encircled her waist as hers reached up around my neck, pulling me closer. I felt like I was in a dream - everything around us seemed to disappear and all that remained was the two of us kissing passionately with no end in sight.

When we finally broke apart, Sarah let out a whoop of joy and clapped her hands together. Julia looked on approvingly with a knowing smile on her face.

We had been through so much together - faced down a demon and saved our lives - that it only seemed natural that we should celebrate our victory with a kiss.

As Allison and I kissed again, Sarah joined in, her mouth moving from my sister's to my own. We shared a hot, fervent kiss, and Sarah slid into my arms, my fingers moving along her butt. She felt good, now, and I enjoyed it more this time knowing she wasn't possessed by a demon. 

As we broke apart, I looked to Julia, who was obviously aroused by what she saw. "I think we should all go upstairs to the bedroom, hm?" 

The three women and I proceeded to the bedroom to get naked together. We all laid down on the bed, our bodies intertwined as we explored each other with gentle caresses and passionate kisses. I lay down on my back as Sarah and Allison began to stroke and lick my cock, and Julia lowered her hot, wet pussy to my mouth, straddling me. 

I licked her clit as Sarah and Allison continued to play with my dick, and it wasn't long before they were both lapping at my dick and balls, lubing them up with their warm spit. I reached down to touch Allison's titties, her nipples stiff as she knelt next to me, and I felt Julia's hot, tight pussy squeeze my face as she began to grind her hips. 

I lapped at Julia's dripping wet slit, still surprised to find it so tight with such a big clit. But I loved it, and I enjoyed lapping at her folds and twirling her clit around in my lips. 

My eyes met Allison's and we knew what needed to happen. "Sis..." 

She moved on all fours for me so I could mount her from behind, my dick sliding against her wet pussy. "Please brother, I need you in me." 

I slid it into her, and she gasped. She was always a little tight, and even slicker than the last time. "Mmm, thank you... Oh god I love your big cock in me..." 

I started to thrust into her, feeling the heat of her tight pussy around my shaft. The other two women were working on their own pussies, stroking and rubbing them, kissing each other while I fucked my stepsister. 

She moaned into Julia's pussy as I fucked her, and I felt Sarah's lips on my shaft, kissing it as it slid into my stepsister. It was amazing. 

I continued to fuck her, my cock plunging in and out of her cunt. "Oh, god. Oh, fuck!" 

"Come in me, brother!" she begged, "Please, fill me with your cum!" 

I did, my cock unleashed a torrent of cum into Allison's tight little slit, and I groaned as the cum flowed into her. Finally, we could have sex, no demons involved, just our deep love for one another. I held her tight in my arms as we kissed, my seed flowing deep into her womb. 

My orgasm finished, I pulled out of her and fell back on the bed. Sarah straddled me, taking my still hard cock into her cunt. She gasped as I filled her, sinking forward against me. I reached my hands around her waist and grabbed her ass as she began to ride me. "Oh, fuck yeah," she moaned, her massive breasts shaking with each thrust.

"Your big cock feels so damn good in me," she said. "I love it!"

She began to ride me faster, gasping and groaning as her pussy squeezed my shaft. I could feel her juices flow down my shaft and onto my balls, dripping onto the bed. I felt her pussy spasm and knew she was coming. I was, too, a second huge orgasm boiling up inside me. I groaned, fucking Sarah hard, hearing her cries of passion as she came. My balls boiled, and I held myself deep inside her as I spurted a thick load inside my roommate's pussy. 

Exhausted, Sarah and Allison kissed on the bed, their pussies dripping my seed. Julia was still eager, her legs spread, and I wanted to fuck her, too. 

I slid inside Julia's hot, wet depths, her juices flowing around my shaft. She sighed as I thrust in and out of her, her pussy squeezing my cock. "Oh, you're so big, Jack," she moaned, "Your big cock feels so good in my pussy!" I fucked her with long, deep strokes, her eyes closed, her mouth open as she moaned. I kissed her, slow and hard, the excitement of our attraction, combined with my deep admiration for the powerful sorceress, making it even hotter. 

I could feel her pussy tightening around me, and I pushed into her, my cock flooding her with cum. "Yes, fill me with your seed!" she cried, "I need all of it!" I spurted deep inside her, flooding her womb. When I had cum inside all three women, I was finally sated, and I lay back on the bed. Allison and Julia curled into my arms, resting on my chest, while Sarah gently laid her head on my stomach. 

Relief and happiness washed over me. I knew I had all the beautiful women I could ever want, and that we were safe from danger now. Julia, Sarah, and Allison would be mine forever. 
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