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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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