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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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