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One: Devon

My eyes burst open on a gasp. My arms and legs tangle in my sheets, a hot sheen of sweat enveloping my chest as I can practically feel the beast’s teeth snapping at my heels in my all-too-familiar nightmare.

It had been chasing me endlessly through the woods. In the dark. In a storm.

And for some reason, my pussy is throbbing. My pulse is pounding in my clit, and I’m soaked between my thighs.

That monster was about to catch me. And I just know that that would have meant tearing teeth and splashing blood and, somehow, a mind-shattering orgasm.

My breathing is ragged still. My core aching for release.

I may be a virgin, but my body is no stranger to orgasms thanks to these wild, confusing dreams that I have. Nightmares? I don’t know how to classify them, exactly.

And now that I’m starting to come to my senses, I can see why my subconscious mind conjured up that stormy scenario in tonight’s dream.

My reality matches that dreamscape.

The wind and rain are lashing at my little trailer with enough violence that the whole thing is shaking and the windows are rattling in their frames.

I give a terrified squeak when thunder booms overhead, ratcheting my fear back up a couple of notches as my eyes fly around the small space.

It is so dark.

The tiny lamp that I always leave on as a night light is dark at the other end of the 26-foot travel trailer that I inhabit in my stepfather’s driveway.

Normally, I love that my stepdad, Sam, found me this little trailer and moved it here to the driveway so that I could have my own space. Being 19, and a poor soon-to-be college student, I can’t afford to rent an apartment and fully move out on my own. The trailer is a nice compromise.

But there are times when it’s inconvenient. Like now, when I just woke up from a terrifyingly confusing, lust-filled nightmare and I just want the safety and security of my childhood home to comfort me.

That’s what’s so great about this arrangement. I can just go back into the house whenever I want to. But having the privacy of the trailer has eased my fears of my passionate moaning being overheard by my stepdad.

In recent months, I’ve awoken more times than I can count to a wanton keen echoing through the trailer as the dream beast catches me and I wake in the throes of an intense orgasm.

Also, on the flip side, being back in the house usually brings up a heavy feeling of loss for me still.

My mom’s memory lingers there far too often.

We lost her to a drunk driver just over a year ago. I’d already turned 18, so even though my stepdad wasn’t my legal guardian, the courts didn’t need to set me up in a foster home or anything since I was already an adult.

So, for most of the past year, it’s been just dad and me. Our bond has grown stronger as we’ve been there for each other through the grieving process. I still remember the tender smile on his face when I called him ‘dad’ for the first time.

That was the first night that the beast came to chase me.

And for the last couple of weeks, dad’s bachelor brother, Markus, has also been staying with us. He lives a few states away but it’s been really nice having him here for an extended visit. Even if my body’s been throwing some weird signals around both of them. I ignore it.

Markus is fun and carefree in a way that I’ve never known. He and dad often stay up late into the night watching old movies or playing poker.

In fact, they’d been setting up for a game of cards when I’d popped in to say goodnight a few hours ago.

A strong gust of wind sets the windows rattling harder. In the deep darkness, with the monsters in my head barely out of sight, the world feels ominous and a bit too scary for me to even consider trying to settle back into sleep right now.

I climb out of bed and adjust my nightgown, trying to settle it back in order after my tossing and turning left my ample breasts spilling out all over the place. I throw my silk robe around my shoulders, tugging it closed as I move to the trailer door.

Ghosts flit through my mind’s eye, everything feeling so much scarier than it would be in the light of day. I peer through the little square window of the door toward the house. It’s raining hard but I can just barely see some flickering light filtering out from inside. They must have some candles lit. I bet they’re still up playing poker at the kitchen table.

The house feels so far away as I open the flimsy trailer door, getting ready to bolt through the rain to the front porch.

Just as I make my ascent down the three little stairs, a horrible, crashing boom of thunder explodes directly above my head and the rain pours down in an enraged torrent.

I scream and run for the house, not even pausing to close the trailer door as sheer panic floods my veins and my flight instincts kick in full force.

I run like the devil himself is chasing me barefoot across the grass.

And it’s no wonder that I slip and crash to the ground when my foot goes out from under me as I leap onto the smooth wooden boards of the porch.

“Fuckity fuck!” I screech as I land hard on my left hip, my momentum doing me exactly zero favors as my chin smashes down to connect with the unyielding wood.

I’m immediately cursing my stupidity, and simultaneously thanking the gods that I didn’t just bite my own tongue off. I know this house. I know that though the porch is covered, the first step or two onto the wood can be slippery because the rain will splash and splatter there whenever it rains really hard.

Tears spring to my eyes, more from the fear that’s got me in a chokehold than the pain.

It’s the same soul-deep dread that takes ahold of you when you turn the lights off at the bottom of the stairs at night and pitch blackness envelops you. Fear races up your spine and you just know the monsters are coming for you.


Two: Sam

Markus and I both spring to our feet and rush toward the front door at the loud crash that we can hear even over the thundering storm. My first thoughts are for Devon. I need to make sure she’s OK. Was that her out there? Or is something nefarious happening right under my nose?

I know that she needs, craves, her independence but having her living out there in that trailer, instead of safe here inside the house with me, has always made me uneasy. I just feel like she’s too vulnerable out there and she’s too special to me. I would never forgive myself if something happened to her right outside my front door.

So when I yank the door open and see her slender body sprawled on the ground with tears streaming down her face, my heart squeezes painfully in my chest. Flashes of lightning provide only the tiniest bit of light for me to figure out what the fuck is going on. I mentally curse myself for indulging her desire to prove herself out in the trailer.

Without a word, I bend and scoop my stepdaughter into my arms, lifting her as if she weighs absolutely nothing. As I start to turn to take her inside, I bump into my brother who I’d completely forgotten was right at my side. His hand reaches out to gently turn her face toward him and I’m frozen for a brief second as I see him assess her tormented eyes.

Though she’s crying, I can see that his gaze settles her a bit and her body relaxes just a fraction in my arms. Still, full-body tremors wrack her frame, and she seems to be holding her breath.

“Inside, now.” My voice cuts through the night, gruff and harsh with worry.

Markus moves fluidly, ushering me through the door and into the dark house with Devon in my arms. She clings to me with all her strength, wrapping her arms around my neck and burying her face in my chest. I carry her toward the candlelight with my brother hovering at my elbow.

Alarm bells begin to ring even louder in my head because I start to notice that my body is taking notice of how sweet she feels in my arms. How her scent lingers in the air now, citrus and roses, as her wet hair releases its secrets.

This is not the fucking time for this shit.

Suddenly I’m torn between frustration and relief at the power being out because it would be easier to figure out the situation with a little fucking light, but also knowing that it wouldn’t take two seconds for it to become grossly obvious that my dick is turning rock hard if the overhead lights were to come on.

I gingerly set my girl on her feet, still holding one arm around her shoulders to support her so that we can see where she’s hurt. Her eyes are still wild and flighty, darting around the dark corners of the room. I can see a scrape on her chin.

“Christ.” My brother’s whispered curse draws my attention to the fact that she’s a mess. She’s a mess in a nightgown that is sheer and damn near completely fucking invisible drenched in rain the way it is.

Her silk robe, which she clearly threw on for modesty’s sake, is soaked and muddied from her fall. Torn along one shoulder and hanging off her, it’s useless to its one purpose in this world.

She grimaces a little as the cold, wet fabric settles around her and she instantly makes a little shrugging motion to rid herself of the robe. It drops to the floor behind her with a wet splattering sound.

My brother and I stand dumbstruck at the sight of my teenage stepdaughter’s perfect body on full fucking display in the flickering light of the candles. And I really didn’t need to know the dusky rose color of my daughter’s nipples, or the perky way that they’re standing erect and eager for attention right now.

Fuck.

Surely, that’s just because she’s cold and wet, right?

Her shuddering breath is a punch to the gut, breaking the spell and drawing my eyes back up to her pretty, flushed face. To her confused glittering, wet gaze.


Three: Devon

My dad’s hands come up to cup my face, helping to ground me in the here and now.

I’m not sure why I can’t shake the fear, the terror, from the dark and cold outside as the monsters in my dreams continue to haunt me.

“Devon? Baby, what happened? Are you ok?”

My dad’s concerned voice soothes my rattled nerves and I’m vaguely aware of Uncle Markus throwing the couch blanket around my shoulders and rubbing my arms to warm me.

I blink. Once. Twice. Feeling disconnected from the world.

I lean forward into my stepdad’s comforting embrace, knowing that he won’t let me fall.

“Daddy?” My voice trembles, barely a whisper.

And I feel him tense up, strangling a quiet groan.

Uncle Markus curses softly and from the corner of my eye I see him cough a little and clear his throat into his fist.

“Devon,” my dad draws my attention back, taking ahold of my chin and forcing me to look up at him. “What happened out there?”

He drags the pad of his thumb along my lower lip and that act focuses my brain. I’m overwhelmed with a desire to please him.

“I- I’m sorry. I had a nightmare. There was a monster, a beast. It was chasing me in the woods. It was storming, like this, and it was about to catch me.” I flick my eyes over to my uncle’s face and the sight of the second beast flashes in my vision. The second beast that I only just now realize was there, too. I let out a shaky breath before adding, “Actually. I think there were two.”

“Two monsters?” Markus asks for clarification.

I nod to him, my breath catching in my throat and butterflies bursting to life in my belly for some strange reason. I squirm a little in my dad’s firm grip, suddenly aware again of the state of my slick thighs. I’m soaked and slippery, and it’s not from the rain.

It’s from that damn dream.


Four: Markus

Fuck. My. Life.

What the fuck is wrong with me? My little niece -stepniece, my mind throws in my face- has just been through something traumatizing. She’s terrified, soaking wet, scraped up and shivering, describing fucking monsters in the dark, and all I can think about is how goddamn fucking delicious she looks.

Fuck!

It has damn well been far too long since I’ve fucked a woman.

I cannot- cannot- be fantasizing about tearing that skimpy little nightgown off of her and setting my teeth to her flesh. Marking her. Painting her with my cum.

Tag-teaming her with Sam like we used to do when we were younger.

Fucking damn it.

Devon is quaking like a leaf, shivering with cold.

“Baby. You’re freezing and maybe in a bit of shock. You need to get warmed up and dry so that your mind can settle and realize that you’re safe.” My brother’s words make sense, but knowing him as well as I do, I can hear the strain in his voice. The tension in his body. And I can see that his cock is just as fucking rock hard in his sweats as mine.

Devon nods, blinking a little.

And then, right before our fucking eyes, she shifts to hold the blanket around her shoulders with one hand, and with the other, she shimmies and pushes the straps of her nightgown down until the garment falls to the floor at her feet, joining the discarded robe.

My breath whooshes out of my lungs and my cock jumps. I raise my eyes to the ceiling real fucking fast.

“Can I take a shower? The hot water heater works even without power, right?”

I don’t even blame Sam for the strangled noise that comes out of his throat.

He doesn’t answer her at first, but she just stares at him with the barest hint of a smirk on her face. She’s clearly expecting an answer, and I love seeing that look on her face. It feels like she’s coming out of her shock.

Sam mutely nods to her.

“Ok.” She sucks in a sharp breath. “Ok, that sounds good.”

Sam and I stand there watching, transfixed, as she starts to move toward the stairs. My brain is screaming at me over and over again, she’s naked under that blanket.

Devon’s bedroom, the guest bedroom, and her bathroom are down here on the ground floor of the house. Upstairs, there’s only the master bedroom and bathroom.

I sneak a sideways glance at Sam, wondering why Devon’s clearly heading upstairs. He reads my look and shakes his head in equal confusion.

She stops suddenly at the base of the stairs, drawing my eyes back to her form as she looks fearfully up into the darkness. My heart pounds so loud in my ears that I barely hear her breathy words.

“Daddy. Can you and Uncle Markus come with me? I’m scared…”

Sam chokes immediately, bending over and coughing. A grin grows on my face.

“Is she fucking with us?” I whisper-hiss to my brother. And then, louder to her, “Come with you, sugar?”

Her big brown eyes meet mine. She nods slowly. Sam’s bent over with his hands on his knees, staring at her stupidly. She’s barely holding onto the blanket now, just keeping it closed at two points in front of her.

Her bare shoulders taunt me.

I can barely breathe with my desire to see her drop that last scrap of fabric hiding her body from us.

“Please Uncle Markus. I don’t want to be alone.”

I tear my eyes from hers to look dead at my brother’s face.

He’s got defeat written all over his features. And he’s looking at me like I’m the only thing left that might save him.

But I’m not that for him. I can’t be. I don’t want to be. Not with how she’s looking at us.

“Fuck it.” I sneer at my brother, then I thump him on the back twice before he stands back to his full height with a look of resignation. “Stay here if you want. Me? I can be a monster for her, to keep all the other monsters at bay.”

I don’t wait for him to realize he’s already made up his mind about this whole situation. I just snatch up one of the nearby triple-wicked, jar candles and stalk toward Devon.


Five: Devon

The predatory look on my uncle’s face as he prowls toward me is enough to kick my prey-instinct back into overdrive.

My brain blanks out.

Run.

I bolt up the dark stairwell with his dark chuckle skittering up my spine.

And that voice. I barely recognize it.

“Gotcha.”

The blanket that I had wrapped around me is torn backward, out of my grip and gone in the blink of an eye.

I scream, feeling even more vulnerable, erratic and panicked. But that familiar excitement at my core twists, stealing my breath as I scurry up the stairs utterly naked.

I grab the banister at the top and throw my weight to swing around it before sprinting down the hall toward my dad’s bedroom and attached bathroom. Another scream of instinctual terror rips out of me when I hear pounding, pursuing footsteps behind me.

Crashing through the bedroom door, my eyes can barely make out various shapes of different pieces of furniture around the dark room. I know the layout of the space though and I dart for the full-size standup mirror near the bed, intending to hide. I know he’s still behind me. He’s coming.

Squeezing behind the mirror, I try to hold my breath to quiet my breathing.

Fear, and a thrill of rabid arousal, floods through my veins as I watch the ambient light in the room increase. He’s standing in the doorway, probably looking around for me.

“Where’d you go, Sugar?” It’s my uncle’s voice, but now I hear the distinct sound of two separate sets of footsteps moving around the room. I turn my head away and squeeze my eyes closed.

My breath explodes from my screaming lungs when I hear my dad’s voice, right next to my ear.

“This always was your favorite hiding place…” A strong arm snatches me out from behind the mirror.

Banding tight around my ribcage, he pulls me sideways and then backward abruptly. I yelp, off-balance, thinking that I’m surely about to fall hard on my ass as he practically tosses me.

But I don’t fall.

I’m caught by another pair of muscled arms, held up tight against the rock-hard, torso of my uncle. I vaguely register the course chest hair against my back as my brain takes in that both of them are now shirtless, each just wearing loose sweatpants.

My stepfather’s pants cling to his hips in a sexy way that I’ve shamefully noticed too many times before and my eyes are drawn immediately to his massive erection.

Markus holds me by the upper arms, winding his left arm through mine and then behind my back to use that hand to hold my right arm.

It pulls my shoulders back, and his other hand fists my hair, tugging my head back.

The position very effectively arches my spine, pressing my bare breasts high and forward, fully on display.

I whimper in submission, my thoughts scattering with the desire rolling through me in waves.

The man at my back spins me to face the light of the candle he’d set down on a dresser and my stepfather’s dark eyes drink in the sight of me.


Six: Sam

“No more running. No more hiding, my sweet girl.”

I’m fucking lost to this as I trail the softest touch down the side of one of her breasts. Markus’s head is leaned forward over Devon’s shoulder as he gapes openly at her perfect fucking tits.

I don’t blame him. I can’t look away myself.

It’s so wrong. But I can’t stop. Don’t even want to.

My stepdaughter’s tits are so fucking fuckable. They’re plump and round, nipples hard as diamonds, and the way her chest is heaving with her ragged breathing is the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen in my whole goddamn life.

Well, that, and the look of raging, rampant desire that’s plain as day in her gorgeous eyes.

“You want this, don’t you Baby Girl?” She nods, as much as she can with the way Markus is holding her hair. “But you have no fucking clue what you’ve gotten yourself into, our pretty thing. Did you know that my brother and I have lots of practice using perfect little willing sluts like you?”

She gasps in shock at the filthy words falling from my mouth. And I don’t miss the way she clenches her thighs together.

Oh, she fucking wants this.

“Don’t worry, Sugar. We’ll take good care of you.” Markus whispers in her ear and she fucking whimpers. “We don’t break our toys.”

“I’m not worried. I want this. I want this so bad.”

Markus rumbles an approving sound at that, and I take advantage of the fact that, unlike him, my hands are free. I squeeze my throbbing cock through my sweats, seeking a little relief, before I stretch the waistband to drag the pants and my briefs down. My cock springs free and I let the last of my clothing fall to the floor with a heavy finality.

“You’re so goddamn beautiful, Devon, Baby. Fucking perfect.” I croon to her as my eyes roam her body at my leisure. As I drink my fill of her, I slowly stroke my cock from root to tip, squeezing tightly and losing myself in the thrill of knowing we’re about to have her.

We’re about to claim her.

“Please Daddy.”

I groan and finally, finally I reach up to grope her perfect titties. She cries out wantonly at my touch, arching and pressing forward, panting with need.

Markus’s restraint snaps and he releases her, gliding his hands down her sides, to her flanks and down the swell of her hips where he grips her to pull her ass back against his cock.

“Ah! Ow!” Devon yelps, flinching away from his grip at her left side. “Careful!”

I drop to my knees in front of her, turning her gently so that I can see the painful bruise already spreading over her hip. It was previously hidden in the shadows.

When I glance up at Markus, I shake my head to indicate that it’s not too bad and relief floods his features. He drops his mouth to suck and kiss at her neck, “I’m so sorry, Sugar. I didn’t know.”

“We’ll be careful with you, Baby Girl.” I add, gently sliding my hands around to grip her firm ass. “But I can’t wait another second to taste you. I can see how wet you are. Your thighs are a mess.”

She whimpers, her body beginning to twitch all over from the overstimulation of Markus at her pulse point, his hands freely roaming her breasts, pinching and tugging on her nipples, plus what I’m doing now at the apex of her thighs.

I pull her into me, nudging at her thighs with my nose and chin to encourage her to spread her legs for me, and I face-plant into her swollen cunt.


Seven: Devon

My brain short-circuits, completely overloaded with what is happening right now. My uncle’s callused hands work my breasts. They’re aching and heavy, sensitive, and his hands feel so good kneading my tender flesh.

My stepfather’s nose presses against my clit as he laps at my pussy like a popsicle. The harsh scratch of his beard against my smooth thighs is tantalizing, spinning me up. My knees feel weak and I think that my legs might have already buckled if not for my dad’s strong hands at my ass and Markus squeezing me back tight against his chest.

The pulsing pleasure at my core spears through me like nothing I’ve ever experienced.

I feel so treasured, so wanted and desired. Markus is whispering praise to me as he kisses, licks, and nibbles on my bare flesh from ear to shoulder. Anywhere he can reach, his mouth is on me and it feels fucking divine.

“You’re such a good girl for us.”

“A perfect little slut, ready and willing.”

“You’re going to please us both, aren’t you, Sugar?”

“Gonna give your daddy and me your tight little cunt?”

Then my daddy shifts, lifting my left leg up onto his shoulder to open me for better access. He slides that hand up between my slick thighs and I feel another gush of arousal when his tongue laves at my clit. A gentle finger presses into my entrance and I clench around it, my body screaming for more.

I drop my head back onto my uncle’s shoulder feeling completely boneless.

“I want you to come on my fingers, Baby Girl.”

As he says it, two fingers push inside, gliding smoothly through the wet heat. I nearly combust.

“How is she, brother? Is that sweet little cunt as tight as I imagine?”

Daddy nods confirmation without letting up the rhythm that his tongue has taken to, spiraling me higher and higher. His fingers curl and rub the front wall of my pussy, hitting a spot that’s like nothing I’ve ever known.

I’m only vaguely aware of the pornographic noises coming unbidden from my throat. And then Daddy does something with his tongue, while stroking my insides into absolute submission and I begin to tremble uncontrollably, my muscles growing tense and tight.

Stars dance in my vision, and I explode on a breathy scream.

A torrent of fluid gushes from my pussy, covering my daddy’s hand and chest as I hear a deep growl of feral approval in my ear. I think I lose consciousness for a moment, feeling like I’m floating. Then I realize that I’m being carried to my stepdad’s bed.


Eight: Markus

This beautiful, perfect, sweet little girl just squirted all over Sam as she thrashed her way through her orgasm.

And it was the most beautiful sight.

Fuck.

FUCK!

I’m filled with a desperate need to fuck her. I need to feel her sweet cunt gripping down on my cock as I pound into her.

I set her gently on the bed as Sam hovers nearby looking just as keyed up as I am.

Wasting no time, I shuck my pants off and crawl onto the bed above my blissed-out niece. I slide my cock through her juices, coating myself in her.

“Fuck, Sugar. You’re so perfect. You feel so good.”

Sam moves nearer her head, shifting her by the shoulders so that she’s angled with her head hanging down just slightly off the side of the bed.

“Fuck, yes,” I grunt, knowing that I’m going to enjoy the show they’re about to put on for me. Leaning down over her and continuing to stroke her back to awareness with my cock sliding against her clit, I direct my question to Devon. “Are you a virgin, pretty girl?”

When she seems still too out of it to register my question, I suck a nipple into my mouth and bite down gently. That focuses her attention on me.

“There you are. You’re doing so well, Sugar. Now, tell me. Are you a virgin?”

Her brown eyes blink and her cheeks blaze hot crimson. She nods slowly, wetting her lower lip with her tongue. I look up at Sam, knowing that I need to handle this delicately. The entire time, I don’t stop my slow, deliberate assault on her clit, rubbing my cock against her.

“What do you say, brother? May I have the honors, or do you want to be the first to take this sweet, tight cunt?”

My brother’s eyes sweep from my face, down to where I’m rubbing myself against his stepdaughter’s pussy, and then jump quickly down to his own cock. Because she’s taken matters into her own hands and wrapped her lips around his thick length.

I grin as his eyes literally roll back in his head and he starts to thrust forward, groaning in pleasure. Blindly, his hand closest to me reaches out to grip me by the shoulder.

“Don’t say I never gave you anything, baby brother.”

It’s all the permission I need. Shifting the angle of my hips, I notch the head of my cock at the tight entrance of my step-niece’s cunt.

Leaning forward, I grip her by the jaw and Sam understands my unspoken request and pulls his cock from her mouth for a moment.

“Devon, Sugar. I need to know that you want this? You want your uncle to fuck you? Say yes, darling girl. Or we’ll stop.”

Her eyes, wild with lust, settle on mine. Her voice is clear and strong when she speaks.

“I want this. Please, fuck me Uncle Markus.”

And then she turns her face back to her daddy and grabs his hips to pull him forward, pulling his cock back to her eager mouth.


Nine: Devon

I gag when my daddy’s cock brushes the back of my throat. I’ve never done this before and he’s so big, filling my mouth and sliding along my tongue. I’m surprised that I like the feeling, the salty taste as a small bit of liquid leaks from his slit.

I’m nearly out of my head again, trying to stay present as I’m used in the best way.

Then I feel it. Markus’s cock begins to slowly push deeper inside me.

The stretch of his invasion is everything. And fuck, he’s huge.

I can feel every ridge and vein of his cock as he slowly pushes forward in an act that feels like nothing less than an absolute claiming.

I close my eyes, focusing all of my attention on the feeling of getting filled at my pussy and my mouth.

My uncle sings my praises, talking me through it.

“Good girl, Sugar. Good fucking girl. You’re so tight. You feel so damn good. This pussy. This fucking pussy is so perfect. I’m going to fill you with my cum like the perfect little slut that you are.”

And then my daddy’s voice comes through.

“Yes, Baby Girl. You’re so pretty like this, stuffed full and used. You’re the best girl, the best plaything I’ve ever put my dick in. Fuck, sweet girl, your innocent little mouth is heaven. You’ve got me addicted already, I just fuckin’ know it.”

Suddenly, I feel when Markus reaches the barrier inside me.

My daddy’s cock is pulled out and I breathe deeply, in big gulping gasps.

“This is it, Sugar. Try to stay relaxed, that will help. But this is gonna hurt.”

It’s all the warning I get before I feel his whole-body tense above me and he thrusts hard, shattering me and holding me together in one brutal onslaught.

I scream.

“FUCKKKKK!!”


Ten: Sam

Markus freezes the instant he’s fully seated in Devon’s wrecked cunt. A flush of appreciation pulses through me as I recognize that he’s trying to make this as easy for her as possible. He’s giving her time now to adjust. Kissing her gently all along her jaw, whispering something in her ear that I can’t quite make out.

I take her hands and pull her fingers to my lips, kissing her fingertips one at a time, her palms, her wrists.

“Good girl, Devon. That’s it. The worst is over. You did so good for Markus. You did so good for us. Good girl, Baby.”

Slowly, she starts to relax under our tender affection. And Markus begins to leisurely start thrusting. In and out. Deep and slow, trembling with the strain of being easy and gentle for her when I know he’s got to be going mad with the need to pound into her.

And Devon blossoms.

The smile that she turns up to me lights my world on fire.

And I’m struck with a shocking realization.

I’m fucking in love with this girl.

I’ve always loved her. But now I’m in love with her, in a much different way. I want her. I want this. Always.

And I can’t help but see the same look in my brother’s eyes.

And then her mouth, hot and wet, closes around my girth again and she moans.


Eleven: Devon

I’m lost in a world of sensation. Lost in feeling like everything is too much and yet not enough. I open my body to their use, offering myself up whole-heartedly and revel in the feeling of them taking, taking, taking my softness.

Vaguely, I’m aware of the slowing of my uncle’s thrusting until he goes completely still, buried fully in my pussy and still rock hard. He seems content to just stay there, and I can feel the weight of his eyes on me.

But that’s when my attention shifts fully to the man at my head as he takes over.

My stepdad’s cock thickens, filling my throat as he pushes in deeper. He cuts off my airway with the size of his dick. Tears leak from my eyes and I fight my natural urges to pull back, resist.

I can do this.

With more determination than I thought possible, I force my body to stay soft and languid for him.

And he fucks my throat like the monster from my dreams.

His hands hold my face as he ruts into me. I can barely hear his filthy praise over the roaring of blood in my ears.

“Fuckyesbaby. You’re my perfect girl. Taking my cock so well. You’re so compliant and willing. I can tell how much you love having your daddy’s cock all the way down your throat.”

One of his hands settles around the front of my neck, squeezing there and I imagine he can feel that pressure against his cock.

The need for air is getting harder to ignore, but he talks me through it as if he’s got all the time in the world.

“I know you need to breathe. But you’re such a good little slut, you can hold out another few seconds for your daddy, can’t you? You want to please me so bad. I know you’re going to hold on just a little longer. That’s it. You’re doing so great. Perfect. You’re the perfect little slut whore, aren’t you? Goddamn fucking perfect for me.”

His thrusts go from frantic and punishing, to slow and deliberate. For those last few seconds, he owns my submission, driving home exactly who is in charge.

Darkness swirls in my gaze as, finally, my daddy pulls back, clearing my airway. My body convulses, gulping in white hot air. And then my daddy is there, kneeling down and shifting me so that my head rests on his shoulder with my torso halfway propped up on his chest and his gentle caresses flitter over my naked breasts. He hums his approval.

“That was perfect, Baby Girl. Now, let’s watch your beautiful, perfect body take everything that your Uncle Markus is going to give you.”

I was in such a headspace that I nearly forgot about my uncle between my legs.

My other monster.

My breath whooshes out again, stolen by the intensity of Markus’s gaze as he rises up, shifting my pelvis and lifting it with his knees beneath my ass and the backs of my thighs pressed to the top of his. With his hands on my knees, he spreads my legs wider, exposing where his cock juts hard and thick into my soft entrance.

All three pairs of eyes watch, enraptured, as Markus begins to slowly pump in and out of me again. The slick sheen of my eager arousal coats his cock obscenely, the heady scent thick in the air.

He’s so big. My pussy is stretched so full of him.

Daddy groans in my ear.

“Look at how your perfect cunt takes your uncle’s thick cock, Baby Girl. Fuck, he’s gotta damn near be splitting you open, isn’t he?”

“Yes, oh fuck yes.” My voice is strained, high-pitched and barely sounds like me.

My dad continues saying the foulest things I have ever heard, and my cunt spasms around my uncle’s cock as he does.

“You’re just a needy little cum slut, aren’t you, you filthy girl? So hot and horny for your daddy and his brother to claim you, to fill your tight little body with our cum? I bet you wanted me to spray my load down your throat, didn’t you? Well that’s too bad, it’ll have to wait for another time, because I’m of a mind to watch as my brother paints your insides with his own load.”

He runs his tongue into my ear, nipping at my earlobe as he continues.

“And then, when you’re wrecked and ruined and dripping that filthy cum out of your sweet pussy, I’m going to stuff my dick in there and fill you up all over again.”

The sounds bouncing around the room are lewd, squelching wet sounds as Markus fucks my pussy harder and harder. He pounds into me, grunting and groaning as pleasure builds in my belly and my daddy urges us on. I wrap my legs around my uncle’s waist and pull him tighter into me.

“God look at what you’re doing to us. Look how you’re driving him mad with his need to fill you. He’s turning into a feral monster just for you, Baby Girl. Fuck, it’s so hot to watch you drive your uncle absolutely insane with how good you feel.

And you’re getting tighter, too. I can feel it. Are you going to give us another of your sweet orgasms? Yeah, you are, aren’t you? Come on baby. Let go and take it. There you go. There it is!”

A strangled sound comes from my throat and I’m coming on command. Hard and long. Stars flitter through my vision even as my eyes close. For a moment, I can’t hear anything but the rushing whoosh of my blood in my veins.

Markus leans down and latches onto my neck with his teeth, clamping down as his hips slam forward and his dick bucks violently.

“Good girl, Sugar. Take this dick. I’m about to come so fucking hard in this tight little pussy…” And then he’s coming, grunting and pulsing out his release inside me. He groans deep and ragged, spasming and coming and coming, like I’m pulling his soul out through his dick and he couldn’t be happier about it.


Twelve: Sam

“Fuck yes. Fuck!” Before they’ve even come down off the high, I’m on my feet, pulling Devon from my brother’s grip and shifting her into place. “I can’t wait. I won’t wait any longer. I need to feel this sweet, sexy cunt wrap around me Baby Girl.”

Her walls are still pulsing, throbbing, as I ram my cock fully into her hole on the first thrust.

And this fucking perfect thing, she rolls right into another orgasm on a scream.

“Fuckyesfuckyesfuckyesdaddyplease!”

She’s out of her mind, slurring her words together and my vision goes white around the edges.

She’s so tight. Tight and slick with her juices and my brother’s cum. It’s perfect. So hot and I’m in a frenzy of lust, pounding into her with a punishing rhythm.

“I’m sorry, Baby Girl. I can’t be gentle. I can’t stop. You’ve broken me and I need to fill this pussy. Fill you to the brim. I need to breed you.”

She cries out and comes again. I roar as her walls clench around my enormous length and she starts to milk me. Her muscles tightening in a rolling pattern, pulling me deeper. Deeper.

“Yes, Daddy, yes. Breed me. I’m yours. Both of yours. I’m here for you both to use and to breed. I want this. I want nothing more than to please you both. Come inside me Daddy, please!”

I do.

My hips snap forward, slamming my cock all the way inside her until I feel it press against her cervix and explode, dumping my seed into her fertile well. I collapse down on top of her, cock still pumping as her cunt demands every drop and I fucking obey.

Markus is there, kissing her and cooing out praise, every word dripping with love and devotion.

Through my gasping breaths, I whisper, “So fucking perfect.”

There’s no other way to describe it. It all feels fucking perfect.


Six Months Later: Devon

“I’m home!” I call out, smiling, as I prance through the front door of our house, already feeling re-invigorated. “Who’s ready to pamper me?”

Getting home after a full morning of college classes at five months pregnant is always a relief. Especially since I know that my two devoted boyfriends will be waiting for me, always eager to do anything to make sure I’m happy and comfortable.

Plus, I’m at that happy stage of my pregnancy where everything feels good, giddy. My body is growing but not too uncomfortable in size, and I feel utterly cherished by these men every moment of every day.

Before I make it ten steps into the house, my daddy and my uncle are swarming around me, dropping kisses on my cheeks and caressing my growing baby bump with adoration. Then Daddy’s on his knees, slipping my shoes off and dragging kisses up my bare legs while Markus nibbles at the spot where my neck meets my shoulder.

“We’ve been waiting for you to get home, Sugar.” My skin tingles where Markus’s hands are roaming up and down my flanks as he goes about untying the knot at the side of my wrap dress. “We need to feel your body between us.”

There’s both shirtless, cocks already straining toward me through their sweatpants.

“My oh my, aren’t we eager today?” I tease them in a sweet tone, unashamed of how my body is already lit up and ready to bow to their every command.

“For you, Baby Girl, always.”

Markus draws the dress off my shoulders and lets it slip to the floor so that I’m left standing in just my lacy bra and panties. I squirm under their touch, knowing they’ll soon find the little secret I’ve been hiding all day.

Daddy pulls my lace panties down, planting his face between my thighs and inhaling deeply like he loves to do. At the same time, Markus unhooks my bra, freeing my swollen breasts and he begins to knead them, knowing it will ease the ache while also spinning me up with need.

Then my daddy’s big hands splay across my ass, squeezing stiffly and brushing forward to play with my pussy. And that’s when he finds it.

“Well, well, well. What do we have here, Baby Girl?”

My breathing is already ragged as he brushes his fingers across the plug in my ass. My body jerks, overstimulated because I’ve been amped up from wearing the plug all day already. Markus leans back, holding me by the hips, and Daddy spreads my butt cheeks wide for his brother to see the toy. Heat flames across my face and chest.

I reach down and pull Daddy to his feet so I can kiss him. My pussy juices are already smeared in his beard from when he had his face between my thighs. Behind me, Markus makes deep, approving noises.

“Are you trying to send a message, Sugar? Have you been prepping your tight little asshole? Training your body so that it can accept both of our cocks at the same time?”

I whimper, my legs trembling and I’m nodding in desperation.

“Yes. Please, I want that.”

Without another word, Daddy scoops me into his arms and begins carrying me up the stairs, his steps careful and precise. I feel like the most valuable treasure as he takes such care to ensure my safety, and that of our child in my belly.

In the bedroom, Daddy jerks his chin to the bed and Markus immediately strips his pants off and lies down on his back with just his shoulders propped up on the pillows. His huge, straining cock juts proudly up toward the sky. My mouth waters at the sight of it.

Daddy sets me back on my feet and kneels behind me to watch closely as he pulls the plug out of my ass.

“Fuck. That’s so hot, Baby Girl. I cannot wait to fuck this tight ass.”

His fingers dance teasingly over my puckered rear entrance and I feel a need to push back against him, but he withdraws with a chuckle.

“Ah ah. You don’t get anything else in that ass till it’s my cock filling you, stretching you tight. First, be a good girl and climb up there to ride your uncle’s dick.”

I do as ordered, Markus’s hands on my hips and helping to balance me as I straddle his lap and instantly sink down to take his cock fully into my already-dripping pussy.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, that feels so good Markus.”

He growls in agreement, thrusting up into me twice before my daddy’s crawling onto the bed behind me. I hear the snap of a cap and the tiny brushes of his hand as he coats his cock in copious amounts of lube. Markus’s hands work my body all over, loving and encouraging me as he stays still and quiet with his rock hard cock resting in my pussy.

Then, Daddy’s big hand presses down on my shoulders to lean me forward just enough to give him access to my rear entrance. He shuffles into position and a desperate whimper bursts from my throat as I feel his crown press against my hole.

We both hiss when he breaches the tight outer ring of muscle. He pauses for the barest second before starting his slow, relentless invasion.

“Oh fuck,” Markus gives a small shift of his hips, barely a thrust up into me, like he can’t stop himself. “I can feel your cock, Sam. Oh fuck, that feels so fucking good.”

I whimper again, nearly out of my head at the sensations pummeling me.

And then Daddy’s hips press tight to my ass. And he’s fully seated inside me.

I’m stuffed. So, so full of cock.

“Oh my god. It’s-- unbelievable.” I’m panting and clenching around them both.

And then they start to move. In unison.

And oh my fucking god.

I’m going to die.

I’m doing to die from the pleasure of this feeling.

Markus reaches down between our bodies and begins circling my clit with his thumb. I whimper and press toward that friction, so full as their cocks move inside me.

And my orgasm barrels into me with almost no warning.

“Oh fuck, I’m coming. Oh Jesus, fuck. I’m coming! I’m coming!” My voice is high and desperate.

And my orgasm triggers a chain reaction.

As my body clamps down violently, Daddy gives a strangled noise and I can feel his cock burst inside me, flooding my insides with his cum.

“Shit, Sam... I can feel… feel you… pulsing. Oh god!” Markus lets out a stiff groan and bucks up hard into me, unloading himself in my cunt.

With another groan, my daddy grips my shoulders and pulls me down sideways while Markus rolls with us. We end up all laying comfortably on our sides, with Markus facing me and Daddy behind me. Both of their softening cocks remain inside my body, and it’s fucking divine.

There’s truly no place I’d rather be than here, for all time, with my favorite monsters.

***
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