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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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