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Risky Threesomes: Steps For A Taboo Road Trip

Nora was nearly packed. She walked downstairs to the entry, bending down to sort through the massive pile of shoes next to the back door. In Alder City, they would need some good walking shoes. It was difficult to sort through her stepbrother Charlie’s various boots, sandals, work shoes, dress shoes...how did a guy have more shoes than her? 

Only he didn’t, not really. He just kept them all in a pile down here next to the door, so they seemed like more. Her own shoes were kept in her closet, neatly arranged on a stand. Except for her walking shoes, apparently.

Their house was a tall three-story, located far on the outskirts of town. Her stepfather, Archibald, didn't trust city living or city livers. As a result, his family—his stepdaughter Nora, his son Charlie, and his new young wife Annette—lived far from anything truly interesting. All the restaurants and stores were chains, and all the concerts were smooth jazz or holiday symphonies. 

In the kitchen, she heard her stepbrother Charlie and their stepmother Annette preparing food. The swinging door to the living room, and then to the kitchen, were arranged just so, and Nora could see clearly as Annette strutted toward Charlie from behind. She wore a tight white tee shirt, her glamorously sexy body on display in tiny blue shorts.

“Do you think these shorts are too short, Charlie?”

Charlie turned to look. He was a tall young man, muscular and handsome. Annette clearly was tugging her shorts up at him. She did a short turn and showed off her behind—tight and bubbly—and then even bent forward a bit on the counter.

“I just...you know? Do you see? Like, I’m afraid they show too much leg.”

“They show quite a lot,” said Charlie.

Annette was everything Nora wasn’t. Blonde. Busty. Beautiful—or hot, really, in the way pornstars were hot. That was what her stepdad had wanted—a new hot babe to keep at his side. At twenty-three, Annette was only about five years older than the eighteen year-old Nora.

Nora herself was slender, short. Her bust always felt too big on her short frame—with big 36D breasts that felt like they were going to topple her over in a strong wind. But boys seemed to like them; or at least, they did whenever she bothered to show them off, which wasn’t often. She didn’t like the attention of other men, really. Their attention always invited comparisons.

Not comparisons of her to other girls. That wasn’t so bad. Men were always doing that. Nora ranked well enough, with her lovely blue eyes and thick, dark hair. But no, Nora’s problem was that the men who looked at her never were quite the type of Real Man she wanted to look at her. And the only Real Man she knew was absolutely, completely off-limits to her. 

The only Real Man she knew was her brother Charlie.

From her position in the entry, Nora could see Charlie’s eyes eating up Annette’s form. Flashes of jealousy sparked in her chest, powering through the darkness of her mood. She tried to put them down, extinguish them somehow. What did she care who Charlie looked at? 

Even if it was their stepmother. 

Their beautiful, ex-glamour model stepmother who had only married Charlie’s father for his money. And in an obvious way, too—but Charlie’s dad didn’t seem to mind. He had plenty of money to pass around. Not that Nora ever got much of it. Nora’s mother, Jean, had died when Nora was quite young and Charlie’s father, Archibald, always seemed to take his frustration and grief out on Nora. She, Nora’s mother, had died right after marrying Archibald, in point of fact. Nora had leaned on Charlie for all those years afterward, needing someone to hear her, to help her soldier forward. 

Charlie never complained when Nora would show up in his room in the middle of the night, needing someone to hug or snuggle up against in the bed. He never complained when Nora would empty out her feelings at him, or let off the pressure from a long day when she saw too many things that reminded her of Jean. 

Charlie never complained. Not once. 

“Could I ask you to do something for me?” Annette went on. “It’s a little weird.”

“Sure.”

“Could you...would you mind feeling how short they are? I just...I keep feeling like there’s something caught up right underneath the edge. Like some grime or dirt or something, but I know they’re clean. Could you feel for me?”

Charlie laughed. His broad, eighteen year-old frame was lean and ruggedly hard from years of playing lacrosse. “Are you serious?”

Annette nodded. Her hands were on his chest now, stroking up and down. Breasts, thick and round, were barely contained inside of her tiny half-buttoned sweater.

“Please? I need your help. You’ll help me, won’t you?”

The excuse was flimsy as anything. Surely, Charlie could see that. Surely he would see that Annette just wanted to take advantage of him like she had done to his father...wouldn’t he?

Think without your dick for once, Charlie!

Of course, when it came to Nora, Charlie had never thought with his dick. And how did she feel about that?

But Annette had already pressed her bum back against Charlie’s thighs, bending over slightly. The barely-covered crack of her denim-clad ass rubbed intently over Charlie’s crotch. Charlie, for his part, looked rather amazed at the entire situation. Annette was a one-of-a-kind beauty, and even if she was his stepmother, she was still drop-dead gorgeous. It was hard just to ignore that type of beauty practically begging you to touch it. It was especially impossible if you were an eighteen year-old male with no real attachments to any kind of girl in the world. At school, before they graduated last spring, Charlie had been notoriously single, despite every girl he came across basically drooling all over him.

Nora always held out hope that maybe...just maybe...

“Annette, seriously. This is...I mean, this is a little weird.”

His hands floated over her perfectly tanned skin. Her golden hair was thick, like a soft blanket, and slowly his fingers sank down into the silken locks. Annette moaned just slightly in response. 

“Why is it weird? I just want your help.”

“But you’re...I’m not stupid. You’re asking me touch your ass. And your nipples are hard. And the way you look at me...I’m not stupid.”

Another woman, confronted with her own lack of subtlety, might have fled from the scene. But Annette doubled down. She pushed her ass completely back into Charlie and then rose up from the hips, sliding her slender waist and back into his broad, muscled torso.

She giggled slowly. “You found me out. Such a smart man.” 

Grabbing one of his hands and sliding it up her bare midriff, she began to tilt and turn into his hard body.

“I just think...I think you’re a really, really attractive young man.”

“Oh.” Charlie shifted slightly. “Thanks. I guess.”

He preened slightly. Nora had trouble not rolling her eyes. He preened. 

“You look so much like your father. Like a younger, sexier version of him. You know?”

Annette’s hands slid Charlie’s grip upward, onto the soft balloon of her tits. They were real. Annette bragged about how they were so big, so buoyant and perfect, and yet still real. She did this at the dinner table, admonishing Nora for not showing off her own healthy bust. 

“Oh...god.”

Nora's hands slid into Charlie's pants, wrapping tight around his bulging manhood.

“I want us to really get along on this trip, Charlie. I think that would be so great. I want you and to understand each other. You know? We’re family now.”

Nora couldn’t help herself. She had to stop this. It was...it was all so wrong. The way that Charlie’s head rolled back as Annette stroked him so urgently through his shorts. Annette’s tight, hot ass bouncing slightly with every little stroke as her weight shifted from one long leg to the other. 

On her own body, Nora’s hands drifted against her crotch. Heat, palpable and wet, grew outward from there. It was so hard to ignore. Why was her body doing that? Watching...watching her mother and her brother, doing that terrible act...

Her fingers were so close to her pussy. They were on her pussy, in point of fact, with just that stupid denim in the way. And it was nothing, a nothing movement, nothing at all, to let her fingers slide across the brass button of her shorts and let them pop down.

But the best part of her—or at least she hoped it was the best part—kicked her bag down on the ground across the lobby. It made a big crash, sliding over and into the other gathered bags and shoes in the hall. 

“Oh, crap!” she said, trying to make herself loud.

From the kitchen, she heard a sudden scuttling. The doors banged and Charlie was there, face flushed. He leaned against the doorway. In other circumstances, his pose would have been positively normal. But now, Nora knew that he was simply hiding his boner.

“Sorry,” said Nora. “I just...knocked over my bag, is all.”

“Oh.” Charlie gulped slightly and nodded, looking back over his shoulder at Annette. The brilliant young blonde smiled devilishly. 

“Are you guys ready to go?” Nora asked. “I’m ready. Whenever you are.”

* * * * *

In less than an hour, they were all packed, and just waiting for Annette to finish up a quick video chat with Archibald, Nora’s stepfather. The newlyweds were, as far as appearances went, crazy about one another. It wouldn't last—so far it had been just about four months, and Annette was ringing up bill after bill as she bought bigger and better wardrobes full of clothing, cars, helicopter rides to her favorite restaurants, and even a yacht. But they were happy, now. Annette got to have whatever she wanted, and Archibald got to make the beautiful young woman smile. 

Charlie and Nora were in the large living room. Charlie sat languidly in one leather couch, while Nora sat at the edge of her seat, one foot bouncing restlessly. In her hands, she fingered the small silver locket that her mother had left for her. It was a simple thing with the shape of a shell on one side. Nothing special by itself, other than that Jean had left it for her. 

“Something is wrong,” said Charlie. “What’s up?”

Nora sighed. She couldn’t hide anything from him. 

“I...I don’t know. It’s nothing.”

“Something. Come on.” He sniffed. “Yeah. I can smell it. You’re worried about something.”

God, he was like a fucking wolf. His sense of smell was preternaturally sharp, and so he could sense all kinds of emotions—terror, happiness, worry, anxiety...just not how desperately turned on he made Nora, apparently. Or if he did, he ignored it. She would have liked to say that she didn’t know which would be worse, but she knew exactly which of the two she would prefer. Better a smell-blind hunk brother than one who didn’t think her arousal was worth capitalizing on.

“It’s just...” she shook her head. “Annette sort of rubs me the wrong way. Right? She’s very...pushy. And I think...I don’t know how attached she is to your dad.”

And she fucking gave you a handjob!

But Nora couldn’t say that part. That would be revealing too much. Too big of a secret. And if there was anything that was absolutely true about Nora, it was that she couldn’t reveal the inner-workings of her head. It was all too dirty, too filthy. Charlie would hate her forever. He would disown her, never speak to her again.

Charlie shrugged. “Those two can work out their own problems if they have any. It's not up to us to solve anyone's lives but ours.”

“I guess so.”

He stood up and approached her, putting a hand on one shoulder. 

“You look really good today,” he said. “Let me get a look at you.”

Taking her by the arm, he stood her up. He twisted her this way and that, using her arm to piroutte her. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Really good.”

She blushed furiously, not looking at him. “Thanks.”

“No, really.” His hands guided her eyes up to his. “I mean, you look beautiful, Nora.”

She paused, clearing her throat. Trying to source out where this came from. “Oh. That’s, I mean...thank you.”

His hands fell on her waist. “God, I love looking at your hips. When you wear tight shirts like that. And your legs in those tight pants.” He shook his head. “It makes you look so fuckable.”

The artillery fire landing is just my heart. The artillery fire landing is just my heart.

“I don’t...why are you saying this to me?”

“Because I’m tired of lying about the way that I feel, Nora. And I think you are too. I’ve seen how you look at me. You’ve seen how I look at you. Why do we need to keep pretending? We’re going to be in a brand new city. We could pretend in a new way. Wouldn’t that be nice? We could act like we’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for ages.” His lips came to her ear, brushing just slightly. “No one would know anything about who we were. Just us. It would be our secret. We ditch Annette, and then I take you out on the town. We make out in the back of cabs. I fuck you silly in our hotel room...”

“Stop it!”

Nora pushed him away. Charlie was caught off-balance, and tripped across the nearby coffee table.

“Fuck,” he clutched his knee. “Fucking...gah.” 

For several moments, he worked the leg back and forth, staring with heavy annoyance at Nora.

“Fine,” he said at last. “Lie to yourself. See if I care. You’ll know where to find me.”

He walked out. Nora was left alone with her locket, staring at the unpolished surface for several minutes. It needed a good work over. A secret needed a good polishing every now and then or else it lost its luster; it lost what made it worth keeping. 

Less than an hour later, they were on the road, out of the city, and well on their way to Alder City. From their location in California, it would take a solid eight hours of driving to get there before nightfall. But that was all right. Charlie and Nora were both excellent drivers, mindful of others in their lanes and of the speed limits, and they had no qualms about trading out every few hours to rest. 

When Nora and Charlie drove together, they hardly needed to talk at all to communicate when to trade off. Once, they had made their way all the way down to the Mexican border without saying a word, just smiling and nodding and laughing and listening to the radio. Their relationship rested in each other, not in words, and they liked it like that for the most part. 

And Annette—beautiful, flawless, bimbo Annette—was a big loud stain all over their perfect, silent communication. Nora struggled with the urge to strangle her dead. 

Not really. But sort of. 

“Oh gosh,” Annette might say. “Look at that big stupid sign there. Who writes that? Why would anyone advertise a cave that’s sixty-eight degrees cool?”

“In the winter,” said Charlie, “it’s advertised as sixty-eight degrees warm.”

“But we’re in a car already,” said Annette. “Why stop at a cave? What a bunch of hicks.”

Her attitude—so insufferably superior, so clearly thinking she was in the right about everything, so unwilling to tolerate any newness that wasn’t in the form of an alcoholic beverage or some beefcake passing by her sight, only intensified Nora’s deep-seated resentments of Annette.

If ever there was an evil stepmother, Annette was it. Although, even Nora had to admit, Annette was decent enough to Nora herself. But that was clearly only because Annette saw Nora as on her own level in terms of class and perhaps even attractiveness...which was its own particular kind of sick. 

Nora longed to simply bask in the sweet, gentle glow of her brother’s quiet admiration for a time. That was supposed to be what this road trip was about, spiritually, before Annette butted her stupid beautiful body in.

She and Charlie had known each other their entire lives, almost. Now, with both of them eighteen, they had grown up with one another, fought with one another, needed one another, helped one another. 

Nora did her honest best to not think about what sort of man Charlie had become. 

It wasn’t that he was a bad man—quite the opposite in fact. Oh sure, he had his rough qualities—decisiveness to the point of stubbornness, an occasionally quick temper, a personality so introverted that it was sometimes hard to tell (for people who weren’t Nora) whether he liked a person or despised them. But despite these quirks and flaws, he was still a good man. Charlie loved helping others. He spent his spare time at the local recovery center, offering informal counsel to the destitute and homeless folks who walked in, looking for help. Mostly, this informal counsel just consisted of him listening. 

“It’s a great gig,” he would say. “I get to just sit and listen, like I’m not even there. And at the end of it, they feel better than they have in ages.”

But there was something distinctly off about his interactions with normal, everyday people. Those dwelling in the middle-class and above always confused him. Everyone searching for some crazy dream fix that they would never quite attain. He dealt better with machines. 

That was, in fact, part of the reason for the roadtrip. They were taking an SUV that he had spent years investing in. Equipping it with his bare hands. An engine that he had pieced together himself. The transmission and radiator found from salvaging through junkyards for weekends at a time, sometimes with Nora’s help. 

Machines were simpler. They worked or they didn’t. If they didn’t, there was always a cause. Always a solution. The lack of most people’s clear agendas threw him. 

Sometimes, late at night, when Nora was deeply unable to sleep well, when her body positively boiled with the need of her brother’s cock filling her from every conceivable position, strange hot justifications for his behavior came to him. That he liked machines because then he was clearly in charge. That he disliked those in the middle class and above because he knew that their superiority was false, that truly, he was the superior one. That he and he alone deserved to have his will heard. And she would cum, biting her pillow stop from screaming out his name, hips bucking hard to the dreamy, lusty thought of her brother as some kind of king or emperor. Her on her knees before him, her fully pregnant belly pushing up and down on his calves, hot lactating tits rubbing out on his knees while her beautiful young mouth sucked away at his cock in front of rows and rows of other, lesser women who were all jealous of her place before her king brother's mighty impregnating cock. 

The orgasm-fueled dream would subside, and then she would drift into real sleep, thinking of what a silly girl she was for thinking all those dirty thoughts.

So, all of that affected how Nora saw her brother Charlie.

And then of course...there was how he looked.

Of course there was how he looked. Sometimes it drove Nora wild. If he was just the brother to her that he was, with all his idiosyncrasies and oddness and goodness and hypercapability as a problem-solver, and he was schlubby, that would be no problem. If he was even regular, that would have been fine. 

But Charlie was hot. Charlie was fucking dreamy—literally, she had dreamed about him—and over the past year, it had started to drive Nora wild. Twisting in her sheets, her lithe young barely legal body covered in sweat, she would masturbate to progressively more unlikely scenarios like those thoughts of him being a king or emperor. Often the fantasies took feudal themes, Nora thought perhaps because then her desire to be her brother’s property—actually legally his living object—would be fully indoctrinated into the society by law. And then, if he got her pregnant, filled her with his unprotected seed, why, they were just protecting the family line.

And so, fantasies assailed her constantly.

Like maybe she was caught alone in a castle, somehow, and there’s a knight to come save her...all the while his helmet is on, but right as she comes, when all her walls were down, invariably the knight would strip his helmet away and it would be Charlie underneath. 

She had taken to idolizing other people in his place. Celebrities. Male models. Trying to push his image down so that he wouldn’t pop in her mind while she came. But every time, as her nimble young fingers pushed up hard into her g-spot through the folds of pink pussy, as she thrashed on her bed, moaning with orgasm, it was Charlie’s face she had to push down and push away. 

And of course this only made his unknowing grip on her all the more solid. 

Though sometimes, of course, it did not feel so unknowing. Sometimes it felt like he knew what he did to her very much indeed. 

The three traveled on, and she fell asleep, more troubled than ever, her thoughts filled with Charlie filling her.

* * * * *

The landscape stretched out before them in long mountainous hills and deeply folded valleys filled with trees and wildlife. To the one side of the road there seemed always to be only sparse amounts of life. More rocks and hills, more long plateaus filled with nothing but air and minute insects and lizards that could not be seen from the travelers' quickly shifting placement on the concrete. And to the other side always there was more lushness. Intense greens and fertile rivers flooding, long canyons beneath them were upon deer hopped from one side of a stream to another, playing in the afternoon sun. 

They stopped at a gas station not far outside the state border. Nora was asleep when they pulled in, and must have been for some time, for it was the cessation of motion that woke her; the same way that someone might finally notice they had been in pain because all of a sudden it stopped.

It took her a while to actually open her eyes. In that nice, half-dreamy stage, she was thinking of the way Charlie’s body looked in that sky blue shirt he sometimes wore, the one that contrasted so nicely against the color of his skin, and she imagined what it might be like if he were to strip it off in front of her. Those abs, so chiseled and perfect, right there in front of her, oh fuck...

Her eyes snapped open. Fingers had found their way past her tight pants and into her pussy. She started upward, laughing strangely and looking about—but there was no one around. 

There was...really no one around. The gas station was located on the side of the road, positioned underneath a rocky outcropping. There were two pumping stations, and no kind of clerk seemed to be manning the store. Was it all automated, somehow?

Through the SUV window, Nora scanned the area—there, behind the store. Movement. No, more than movement.

She saw Charlie and Annette having some kind of argument in the shadows, out from the heat of the midday sun. His hand was around her throat. He slapped her once, and then did it again. Her knees buckled before him.

And weirdly, Annette was nodding and smiling through it all, her look that of...arousal? Encouragement? Whatever it was, she wanted him to keep doing what he did.

Fuck, but Charlie was so much bigger than Annette. It was hard to remember sometimes because of the force of her personality, and the quietness of Charlie’s, but he was a big, big man. She looked up at him with pleading, gentle eyes. He raised his hand again, and she slipped her own hands around it, bringing it to her plush mouth. Kissing him deeply on the knuckles. Licking them. It was so twisted. Like she was worshiping his hand for striking her.

That was...that was inexplicable for Nora. Why was this happening?

Annette kissed him then, nodding fiercely into his body. He pushed her away and then down, raising her skirt up. In a few short, brutal movements, his pants were down and his hot manhood thrust up into Annette from behind. 

She took one hand and wrapped it around her throat. Nora gasped.

That explained it—all of it. Annette wanted him to choke her. To slap her. She was some kind of sick masochist, and she was the one in charge. Nora felt, in a way, relieved. Charlie was being taken advantage of, that was all.

She really couldn’t blame him. He was a dreamy hunk teenage stud. She had little doubt that he was completely virile. Certainly the vast musculature of his build attributed to that hypothesis. And Annette wanted him, and had somehow used her feminine wiles to seduce him completely. Seduced him so completely, in fact, that he fucked her right there in the open, where practically anyone could see. 

From her strange, hot dreams, Nora was already turned on. It took almost no effort to slide her fingers back down to her pussy.

Purchase there was found immediately, her body shifting and giving until pleasure began spasming hard, frequent, and intense from the rotations of her fingers on her clit. God, Charlie was just giving it to Annette. The blonde's face pushed into the side of the building, her features orgasmic. Surprised, even, shocked and sort of destroyed by how much pleasure was pumped into her body stroke by stroke.

Nora found it all so fucking arousing. How her hot young brother was just fucking her stepmother to heaven and back. His hands sliding up and down that tight, model-hot body. Her fingers rotated faster and faster around her clit. Nora was going to do it, for real. She was going to cum to her brother. She was going to cum to watching her brother fuck someone.

She was...she would cum to watching her brother fuck her brand new Mommy. 

That thought, all by itself, made hot jolts of pleasure zap through her body. 

“Oh god,” she moaned softly. “Oh, big bro...big bro...M-mommy...Mommyyy...”

Hot, helpless whimpers exited her mouth again and again. Charlie’s hands closed harder around Annette’s throats. Intense wonder filled Nora, and she took her own hand, positioning it by the elbow against the side of the automobile, and felt what it was like to have her breath taken away—literally—as she stared lovingly at her massive hunk brother’s domination of Annette’s beautiful, tiny body. 

After several violent, hard thrusts into Annette’s body, Charlie seemed nearly spent. Annette nodded and crowed, begging for his cum inside her. They didn’t care who heard. 

One hand wrapped in the thick blanket of blond hair, Charlie yanked back on Annette and gave himself to her, spasming deep into her body. It was so easy to believe he was in control—though Nora knew for certain that wasn’t the case. Annette was too powerful, too seductive. But Nora wanted to pretend, just to pretend...

Slowly, he slipped out of her, giving Nora her first real look at her brother’s cock...even if it was from a distance. Huge and shiny. Dripping with cum. With Annette's juices. 

Nora’s own fingers were driving her mad. She came, hips thrusting hard against the seat. Her big green eyes widened with intense, unknowable pleasure, her thoughts filling her own body with phantom brother cocks at every angle. She wanted to be filled by him; taken by him; bred by him.

And as she imagined her own brother breeding her, her pleasure redoubled and she collapsed on the floor of the SUV, high-pitched little moans leaping from her mouth. Her body convulsing in blissful seizure. 

After some time, she managed to slide back up—to see if the two had been caught, perhaps. Or if she herself had been.

But no. Annette had dropped down on the ground to her knees—an what would have seemed like a gesture of obedience if Nora didn’t know better—and eagerly cleaned off Charlie’s cock with her mouth behind the gas station.

* * * * *

The hotel was not impressive at first sight, and nor did it begin to impress upon continual second, third, fourth and subsequent sights thereafter. The main edifice squatted between two large steel office buildings, one with a small bakery and bar on the bottom floor. The hotel was painted solid white, or at least it had been long ago. Now the paint flaked off in long strips, leaving strange yellow or gray or sometimes even less-white patches beneath. A parking lot sat between all the rooms, gated in with barely enough room for the cars to maneuver into parking spots. 

The office seemed somehow older than the hotel itself and smelled of spoiled tapioca pudding, a smell Nora knew well from her own stints with charity work. Sometimes, people gave away food that wasn’t good anymore, and sometimes, those cans of food were busted open on the concrete during unpacking. The proprietor was an old, brown man with a thick horseshoe of gray hair, his expression dubious as he showed the three to their room.

“Are you sure it’s just the one you wanted?”

Annette had made all the arrangements. She insisted she was correct, of course. As if the thought of her being wrong about something was just as unthinkable as her not being found attractive, or her tits not drawing men’s eyes. Certainly the propreitor was looking at her expansive cleavage. After her rut with Charlie behind the gas station, she had changed into a tiny blue halter top and a tight, sexy black skirt. She didn't give a reason, explicitly, other than “those clothes were starting to smell like car.” 

But Nora knew it had something to do with Annette's seduction plan of Charlie. The blonde babe was too devious by half. That was why she doted on Charlie for the rest of the ride, staying quiet and deferent, her hands gliding on his thighs and admiring the thick muscles of his triceps and deltoids as he drove. 

Their room was barely enough to be called that. A tiny bed space, and then a small bathroom behind that. Thin walls. Next door they could hear the television blaring. The carpet was centimeters thin and had long patches stained with something—hopefully just dirty water. There was a chair next to the bathroom door. When Nora put her bag on it, it shuddered under the weight, nearly collapsing. The bathroom itself had a door that didn’t shut, a shower that was not much wider than even Nora’s slender body. 

And, worst of all (best of all? Nora had to wonder), there was just one bed. It took up most of the room. A foot of clearance on either side, maybe, and in front of it the television. 

The proprietor, after opening the door, gave Annette the heavy key and walked back to his office.

The three young family members stuffed themselves into the room. Nora slipped on top of the bed, trying to not get too close to Annette. Like she would catch on fire if somehow she managed to touch the blonde’s beautiful, sparkling soft skin.

“I don’t mean to like, try and swim in our privilege or anything, but...” Nora looked around the tiny room, wondering how they would fit. “...we are rich people, right?”

Charlie chuckled. “It’ll be a tight fit, that’s for sure.”

“No, Nora’s right.” Annette squeezed her shoulder. Nora struggled not to roll with discomfort. But whether it was discomfort but distaste at Annette, or distaste for her massive arousal for Annette's gorgeous body, about this she refused to think. “We have to take care of this. It’s not right for us to be all packed up like this. Why don’t you two try to get comfortable and I’ll step out to make some calls?”

On her way out, Charlie had somewhat blocked the door. Nora watched as Annette made a display of herself, rubbing her heavy tits on Charlie’s broad chest and then slipping back around to squeeze her ass between the huge muscular thighs he possessed—all “just to get through the small space.” As if it really had to be so blatantly erotic. 

Nora sneered openly. Annette wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore. It was like after fucking Charlie, she didn’t think she had much left to hide at all. Her hips, wide and delicious, practically popped out of her tiny black skirt. Her heels had blood red bottoms and pushed her thighs up and apart, positioning her ass cheeks high for gripping.

God, but she looks fertile.

The thought came unbidden, but now that it was there, she couldn’t get rid of it. Annette did look fertile. Like some kind of Greek Goddess, with wide hips and overflowing breasts, long hair that bespoke entirely of a tradition of hot, animal rutting to breed out heroes and demi-gods. Her body oozed growth and fruitful multiplying. 

Perhaps that’s what this was all about—with Charlie. Trying to get herself pregnant and pass it off as Archibald’s heir to keep the old man in her pocket. Yes...yes, that seemed like just the sort of thing a bimbo like Annette would do. 

Charlie, for his part, seemed to greatly enjoy Annette’s attentions. After she left, he looked out the window to admire her tight ass in her scandalously tiny outfit. 

Then, slowly, grinning low, Charlie turned to Nora. 

“You still look really hot in those pants, sis.”

Immediately, Nora’s heart thumped fast, up and down from her throat to her stomach. 

“Oh.” She gulped. “T-thank you.”

She was all alone. All alone in this tiny room with this big, big man who, at any time could just decide to hold her down and take her and have his way with her and oh fuck, fuck, why was that so incredibly hot to her? 

Pinned. That's the word she was looking for. He could wrap her arms around her body and pin them there. And then his hand could slide around her throat, keeping her in place, completely under his control and oh fuck—her cunt was dripping wet.

He reached forward and took her arm. Something he had done all his life. And yet this time, it felt like a stranger was doing it. Something terrible and dark and forceful had happened to Charlie, this young stud who she had grown up with. 

It was Annette, thought Nora, allowing herself to be pulled forward. She had corrupted him somehow. Changed him. It was all Annette’s fault.

“And that little shirt.” He played with the edge of her collar, tracing it down to where the first button was actually buttoned—right above the line of her cleavage. “God, your body is so tight. I feel like I could just...” He shivered slightly, sliding one hand down her side.

This was more than just the touch of a brother. That was a lover’s touch. 

“Charlie...hey.” She giggled, trying to give him an escape route, that maybe this was all in good fun. “I’m um...tired...so let’s not do this, okay?”

“I want to do this.” His hand gripped hard on her hip. “I want it right now.”

He pushed her back on the bed. Nora fell back helplessly. Her legs floated together, locked in place only by the frail notions of her timid, insincere resistance.

“No, Charlie, please, I don’t want this...”

“Yes you do,” he growled, pushing up underneath her skirt. Her cunt dripped wet down onto his fingers. The sex there pulsed with urgent, aching need. “I can smell how you want it. I’ve smelled your lust for so long, now. You want it. You just don’t want to want it, do you? You wish you could have some stupid, normal little life where you get away from me and no one ever asks you about why you want to fuck your brother so bad. Don’t you?”

Nora nodded slow. “Y-yes. I’m sorry, Charlie. But...I just can’t. I want it, I want it so bad, but i-it’s so wrong...”

But despite her words, she urged her hips forward into his touch. Actions betraying her true wants. His fingers slid further into her folds. Almost all the way into her entrance.

“It’s not wrong. It’s right. Nothing is more right. I want you, Nora. I’ve always wanted you. And we can both have what we’ve always wanted. How is that wrong? How could that possibly be wrong?”

She didn’t have an answer. 

Slowly, her hands came up to his handsome face, her sex pushing up into his fingers...

“I...I j-just...I’m so confused,” she said. Her fingers tugged down at his collar. God, his skin was so hard. “I feel so strongly for you, Charlie. But it’s all so very...” she struggled not to say ‘wrong.’ “...so irregular.”

“We don’t have to worry about being regular, Nora. That’s for the fools. Now, kiss me.”

And almost she did—but then Annette opened the door.

Nora gasped, withdrawing from Charlie in shame. But he just smiled, staying on top of her and stretching up slow, like a panther on the prowl. The almost-act would have been no secret at all to Annette. She smiled indulgently, blue eyes glimmering heatedly. 

Somehow, her twisted, sick plans included Nora and Charlie getting it on. Nora didn’t understand it, but it drove her wild with sudden, intense rage that the heat that she felt for her brother, the mad love that she wanted so badly to be swept away in, was only nearing possibility because of her taboo-obsessed stepmother.

“There’s a chess convention in town,” said Annette.

“A what?” asked Charlie.

“A worldwide chess expo. The biggest of its kind, ever. And its in Alder City this weekend.”

“And you want to see it?” Charlie shook his head.

Nora rolled her eyes. “She’s explaining why this is our room. And...why we might not get another. Aren’t you?”

Annette nodded. “I’m afraid so. I did find out why this room sucks how it does though. You see, when I was making the reservations, I asked for The King’s Hotel, which is what this is...but I wanted The Kingsland Hotel.”

“God,” said Nora. “You really are just a fucking ditz.”

It was a brutal, mean thing to say. Annette acted like she hadn’t heard it at all. “I suppose we ought to get comfortable how we can. I’d like to walk around town. Show off my lovely new family, yes? What do you say?”

Nora set her jaw and glared at both of them. “I think I need a shower before I do anything else. There's a lot of filth floating around.”

* * * * *

In the shower, Nora tried her best to feel clean. The constant sensation of the hot water on her skin—and thankfully, there was hot water to be had in that horrid place—was almost enough to take her away from the insanity of the last several hours. 

Almost, but not enough. Her mind kept polishing over the perfect feel of Charlie’s fingers on her pussy, like a curator perfecting some display piece at a museum. She wanted that sensation to be with her forever. And she wanted, more than that, to have it separated from the stark, sure knowledge that Annette had arranged all of it. That Charlie didn’t really feel that way for her.

Stepping out of the shower, she left the water on and opened the door slightly. She told herself she didn’t have a reason for it—but she did. She wanted to spy on the two outside. If she opened the door just right, she could catch their reflection in the mirror posted in the minuscule hallway in front of the bathroom door.

The two were already halfway into a conversation. Annette had Charlie’s hands sliding up and down her slender sides and rubbing over the thick globes of her dress in hertiny skirt and halter top.

“—and then, we can shove Nora out of the picture entirely, hmm? Leave her here in the city alone. Crying. Sad. Who would be a stupid ditz then, huh? God, I’d love to see her face when we break her little heart like that. How fun—”

Charlie’s voice was hard and immediate. “You cut that shit out.”

Immediately, Annette’s entire demeanor changed. The haughty, vapid arrogance that so defined her suddenly melted away. Left behind was only a pretty girl desperately vying for the attention of the man she loved. 

“I...I’m sorry, baby.” She got up on the bed, sliding her arms around his waist. “I really am. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said all that. I like Nora. I do. I promise I do. I was a little...a little annoyed, that's all. I'm sorry, baby. Sir. I'm so, so sorry...”

This was incredible. What happened? Why had Annette changed so completely? Nora knew her as a manipulative bitch, willing to do or say anything to get her way...but now it seemed as though she genuinely needed Charlie’s approval just to keep breathing in the world. 

“I can...I can make it up to you,” Annette continued, desperate now to make Charlie happy. “I really can. I promise I can. I take it all back. I’ll...I’ll apologize to Nora? We can work out our differences. We’re adults, after all. It’s only natural that—”

Charlie squeezed her tit, hard. Annette’s speech trailed off, biting her lips to restrain a soulful moan of desire. 

“I’ll...I’ll do anything to make you happy, Sir. Please. I promise. Just...j-just please. Let me feel it again?”

Her hands went down to Charlie’s bulge, squeezing it tight. That clearly wasn’t the only kind of feel she wanted.

“Nora’s in the shower.”

Annette kissed him softly around his face. “She doesn’t ever have to know. We can make it quick. Just if I can feel you again...”

She took Charlie’s hand and put it on her throat, eyes lighting up. Charlie shifted, straightening his position. Now he was very interested. With his other hand, Annette gave herself a slap across the face. The shot reverberated through the small room.

“Maybe you want to teach me another lesson about being your good girl, huh? You made me cum four times in a row, Charlie. I-I-I...please, I need that again...”

Hand still on Annette’s throat, he pushed her down onto the bed, pulling up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties. 

What a slut, thought Nora.

But Nora fingered her wet, slippery body as she watched, unable to help herself. Annette was so fucking pretty, and watching Charlie bang her was so intimate and perfect.

In seconds, Charlie’s pants were down around his ass, and he was thrust deep inside of his Mommy. Nora bucked slightly against the door, mewling softly as she witnessed their forbidden coupling. Wishing she was Annette. Wishing she was hot enough to make Charlie so uncontrollably aroused.

Charlie pushed Annette down on the bed so that she was on all fours, her tits hanging down. He pushed his cock inside of her, and instantly Annette screamed in loud, explosive orgasm. It was unmistakeable. Her high-pitched voice became a mixture of giggles and heated moans; she sounded almost insane.

And then they started talking dirty to each other. Nora’s heat level went off the charts.

“You want to fuck Nora too,” Charlie growled to Annette, slapping one hand down on her ass.

“Oh yeah, baby. I want to fuck your sister.”

“You want me to fuck her, don’t you?” He gripped her throat, leaning over her tight, hot body. “You want me to fuck her.”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes, please...please baby, I want you fuck your little sister sooo bad...”

Nora couldn’t believe her ears. Not only was Charlie in control, but he was absolutely in control, no room for questions anymore. And more than that, he was fucking Annette full of dirty, filthy ideas about what he wanted to do to his sister! His fucking so good, so furious, that Annette had no choice but to accept his views as her own. Annette appeared to cum again, her moans choked through thick fingers of pleasure and her voice choked by Charlie's hot, hard hand. 

Charlie thrust more furiously inside of Annette. Her thick, hot tits smashed down on the bed, ripples of pleasure sliding out from their hot contact on the sheets. The beautiful tanned curves she gave to him were trapped entirely underneath his thick, densely muscled chest, mashing her tits even more.

“Oh yes, do it, Daddy. I deserve it. I need it, please! Please...oh my god, I need your cock so—much—!”

God, that was so filthy and hot. Annette calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. And yet somehow, it seemed right. It felt like...it felt like Charlie deserved it somehow, though why exactly Nora could not say.

Nora could call him that, she realized. She could call Charlie anything, and “Daddy” was one of them. 

She tried it out. “Daddy,” she moaned softly, her clit instantly thrumming with newfound pleasure.

The petite young beauty felt herself getting closer and closer to cumming—and then she noticed for the first time that the two were fucking on top of her bag. 

Her bag, with her mother’s locket inside. 

“Hey! No!”

Nora ran out from the bathroom, hands waving. Her gloriously naked, beautiful virgin body barely covered by her slender arms.

“You are not allowed to do that!”

“What?” Annette giggled happily, and then moaned with sudden empty, vacuous need as Charlie left her body. 

The hulking youth turned to Nora, his cock hard and dripping with Annette’s juices. 

“If you’re not going to fuck me, then she is,” he said, voice hard.

“I don’t care who you fuck,” Nora lied. “But you will not do it on my things.”

She pulled her bag out from under them. Deep inside the third pocket from the top, wrapped in a sock...she let out a breath. Good. Her locket was safe. Good. She took it and slipped it around her neck, not caring that they saw her do it, or that they saw her naked. The sick bastards would probably wind up seeing it anyway, and making it all...all twisted and wrong like they were doing to everything else.

But not her locket.

“Nora, don’t be like that,” Annette slid her hands around Charlie’s erect cock, jacking it slowly. “You can join us...anytime.” Still stroking her son, the seductive blond beauty slid backward on the bed, her hands slipping up toward her pussy. “You can have everything you’ve ever wanted here with us, darling girl...your Mommy and your newer, better Daddy, your Big Bro hunk...”

Thoughts of insanity filled her mind. Taking everything she had ever wanted or needed from these two. In moments of blinding, furious passion, filling up her every last whim and desire with the sensations of their flesh upon her flesh, their lips upon her lips, their fingers up and down her sumptuous young curves. Her hands stroking muscles and tits alike, her face buried in a hot cunt or impaled on a perfectly erect shaft. 

But all of that, every last bit of it, was far too real to ever accept.

Nora dressed hurriedly, and once clothed, fled the scene.

* * * * *

Not knowing where else to go, Nora simply walked next door to the bar and bakery. She sat down at a booth in the corner and ordered a pastry and a coffee, and tried to think. So wrapped up in her own thoughts was she that the way her gorgeous body delighted the evening patrons of the establishment was lost on her. Her skin was still flushed and a little wet from the scene in the hotel. Her tight leather pants clung to her hot legs, and her sweater, barely buttoned up, showed off the long line of sumptuous cleavage she possessed without her bra. In her rush, she forgot to put on any underwear. Luckily her tits were buoyant enough, and the sweater tight enough, to make it not that uncomfortable. But at the same time, it certainly created a lot of attention at her expense. 

Not that Nora noticed. Her mind raced with uncertainty at the taboo actions of her family members. 

What was happening with those two? 

Just the fact of them fucking was kinky enough. But Annette had gone above and beyond. Calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. How was that manipulating Charlie? How had that factored into making him crazy enough that he’d do whatever she wanted?

And certainly, if Annette was manipulating Charlie, and Nora was still desperately trying to be certain she was, what was the aim of it now? They were fucking wholeheartedly. Like a cheat cardshark who had emptied his sleeves of aces, Annette was out of hands to play, wasn’t she? She couldn’t tell Nora’s stepfather what was happening without indemnifying herself as well. Did she think somehow that she would be solidifying her position once old Archibald died?

But no. That didn’t make sense—the idea of Annette trying to solidify her own position after Archibald passed. She was firmly situated in the will. Arch had sat them down and had a talk about it, so there would be no misunderstandings. They would all be well compensated when he left the earth. More than Nora might ever knew what to do with—though she would get far less than Charlie and Annette.

If Annette was trying to get pregnant—and god, why wouldn’t Charlie get Annette pregnant, she was so clearly fertile and he was so clearly virile, the two of them the perfect breeding couple if there ever was one—but if she was trying to get pregnant, why carry on with all that strange incestuous dirty talk?

So no, it had to be just fun on Annette’s part. But then...why did it seem like she had stopped setting the terms? The submissive look in her eyes when she looked at Charlie. The way she doted on him, showered affection on him, waited for him to order her around, wanting to be slapped and choked by him...

It had to be some kind of strange long con. Something Annette knew about intimately that Nora did not. That was the only explanation. 

As she was lost in thought, her pastry and coffee had arrived. She hadn’t even seen the waiter put it down. It was almost like they had appeared from nothing. She was so surprised, looking at the sudden presence of the food and beverage, that she did not notice Annette enter the establishment until she sat down in front of her. 

The beautiful young blonde was dressed hot, now, ready for a night on the town. The eyes that had previously been fixated on Nora’s braless sweaterbound tits were now firmly situated on Annette’s incredible curves. Her dress was red and tight and just barely went past her ass, so that when she sat down, the lip of her cheeks was clearly visible resting on the leather seat. Her tits were shamelessly shown off with a wide scooping neckline, a sparkling golden pendant resting in the deep valley of her enormous breasts. Tiny jewels sparkled on her tall heels, catching the eye. 

“I think you and I ought to talk,” she said. Her hand reached forward to touch Nora’s, but Nora drew away and crossed her arms.

“I don’t want to talk to you at all. I want you out of my life.”

“Come now, darling. Your life will be very long. Are you sure there’s no place for me in it at all?”

Annette’s phone buzzed. She looked down and smiled, raising one perfect eyebrow. 

“Oh my. Charlie’s so forceful. He just hates the thought of some other man looking at me while I’m out and he’s not around. Do you know what he said just now?”

“I couldn’t even begin to say.”

“He said that if I saw anyone looking at me, to tell Charlie, so that if we came across that man again he could beat the hell out of him.” Annette sighed happily, crushing her phone against her substantial chest. “Isn’t it just lovely to have a man like that in your life? He’s so protective.”

“You’re making him sound insane.”

That certainly wasn’t the Charlie she knew. What had Annette done to him?

“Maybe he is, a little.” Annette giggled. “Nothing wrong with that. So long as he’s insane about me. I’ll just stay out of his way and cheer him on. You can’t tell me that you wouldn’t enjoy watching him beat the shit out of someone, just for you. Not even a little bit?”

Charlie, her perfect knight, covered in blood of battle, having destroyed his enemies just to take his princess bride in the most perfect of possible ways, to fill her with his incredible seed, make her pregnant and hold her up as a trophy over the battered remains of the army he defeated single-handedly...

Nora shook the thought away. No. No, that was wrong. This was all wrong. 

“You’re...why are you doing this to him? He’s done nothing to you.”

Annette just laughed at her. For nearly a minute. Finally, the waiter came by, and asked what they wanted, and Annette struggled to maintain her composure long enough to place an order. He was a short man, the waiter, with a small paunch and a bowl haircut.

“I think we would like...gosh.” Annette clicked her tongue aimlessly, looking over the menu. “What’s your most expensive tequila?”

“That would be the Pangito Limited, ma’am.” The waiter shifted. “Our bar isn’t that great, I’m sorry. But that’s what we have.”

“No, that will do well enough. I’d like...” she eyed Nora up and down, “...eight? Shots. Shall we say? Yes. Eight.”

“I’m afraid I have to ask for some ID, if she’s going to be drinking.” He looked at Nora. “If you are, I mean. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. I won’t be drinking.”

“Oh, yes you will.” Annette tossed her hair back. Suddenly, the simpering bimbo that was eager to do anything Charlie said was gone. Returned, now, was the authoritarian bitch who had somehow connived Archibald Stendler into believing that his best move would be to marry a young, hot model wife who cared close to nothing about him.

“Really, ma’am, I’m sorry, but if she’s drinking, I have to see IDs. I can’t serve you otherwise.”

“Of course you can. You walk on your legs back behind the bar. You grab eight shot glasses—you can count to eight, yes?” she held up eight fingers, thumbs down. “And then you fill them up with that horrid tequila you have. Then, you walk back here. You put them on the table, we drink them and pay you for the privilege. It’s all very straightforward. I don’t like this talk of ‘can’t’s.”

“It’s...you know what I mean, ma’am.” The waiter’s pale face was pained now. His eyes kept shifting down to Annette’s cleavage. His hard-on was growing quickly. “I just...there’s laws.”

“Laws.” Annette rolled her eyes. As if never there had been anything intrinsic in the law to ever give her pause. And why would there be, when every part of the law seemed ready to split for the wealthy and the beautiful? Like wet soil moving before a spade. “I’m the legal parent and guardian of this lovely young lady,” said Annette, “and I’m paying for her drinks. Now, line them up.”

As she spoke, she slid over the booth next to Nora, pushing her body into her daughter’s. Nora felt pinned, trapped, even though she wasn’t really.

It was just that Annette felt so incredibly good against her. It was unfair. She was too pretty to resist properly.

“Ma’am, you can’t be serious.”

“We can talk all day about how serious I am. You can make me go back to my hotel, grab my papers, and then go out to another bar where they’ll be nicer to me. But then, you won’t get to stare at me all night from the bar like I know you already want to. Or my daughter there. Isn’t she hot? And you won’t watch us get drunk. And you won’t wonder...what might happen if I give them a few free drinks? What might happen if...they get a little sloshy? Will Mommy and Daughter start to make out, in their drunk lusty frenzy? Will they offer to suck some waiter’s cock in their wasted gratitude? Anything at all could happen, couldn’t it?”

Annette leaned forward, her cleavage showing. Slowly, she took a fifty dollar bill and pushed it into her cleavage.

“Or,” she smiled brilliantly, “you can take this token of my appreciation. And maybe some more later on in the night if you want. And we just see where the night takes us. What do you think of that?”

The barkeep now trembled with lust. His fingers slid into Annette’s cleavage and he grabbed the money. Annette’s fingers wrapped tight around Nora’s thigh, lust in control. 

“Good boy.”

The waiter walked to the bar and returned shortly with their drinks. Annette lined up six in front of Nora, taking two for herself.

“I don’t require so much. And you really need to loosen up.”

“Where is Charlie?” asked Nora. “Why isn’t he here? What have you done with him?”

Annette began to laugh again, sipping slightly at her shot glass. “It’s more like what has he done to me. Fuck, I can’t remember ever feeling the way about anyone or anything the way I feel about him. You were talking about insanity? He’s driven me insane with his cock, I’m pretty sure. And I don’t care in the slightest. You won’t either. Have a drink, there.”

“I don’t want a drink. I want to know what your game is. Why are you doing this to us? Why are you...” her voice became a heated whisper. “...Why are you fucking my brother?”

Realization dawned on Douzten’s beautiful face, as if she thought herself stupid for the longest time.

“Is that what you’re getting your panties all twisted up about? Oh, darling.” She reached across the table and slid her fingers over Nora’s hand. “He’ll fuck you too. You don’t have to worry about that in the slightest. He wants to fuck you. Horribly. It was all I could do to make him not scream your name when he’s filling me up. And god, does he ever fill me up.” She giggled. “I think I’ll be pregnant before this trip is done. You can be too, if you like.”

The thought was so fiercely arousing, and delivered by such a beautiful vision of a woman, that Nora’s vision went sideways for a moment. Filled by Charlie. Like that. Filled until she was pregnant. Her body could barely stand having that many perfect words inside of her mind. She couldn’t imagine what it might be like to have that much cum in her—her brother’s cum. His hot, alpha, stud seed pouring into her body, loading her up with a special taboo baby made just by him and her. 

“Oh yes, he’s far, far too much of a real man to not take you one way or the other. I thought I could manipulate him, it’s true. I thought I could wrap him around my finger. Have a little fun, like back when I was modeling. Keep it secret, something to keep my busy. God, I got into this life with your stepfather to make everything easy, but I didn’t realize how boring easy was. So...” her eyes glinted sharply. “I went after Charlie. But he...mmm. God, he...”

She drifted off. Nora took a long sip of the tequila, draining a shot glass. Hot now. Interested.

“He what?”

“He made me cum. Harder, faster, more times than I can count. And we’ve only fucked twice now. He...he...” A tear began to slide down Annette’s face. She finished her liquor shot. “I need him, Nora. And he needs you. So I need you to fuck him so I can have him happy.”

“But I...I thought...you were...”

“Only in it for the money? Trying to take advantage of you two?” She shrugged. “That’s how it started. But god, once I got a proper dose of Charlie’s cock, I learned how properly wrong all of that was.”

“You...you what?”

“What I can I say?” Annette giggled. “I tried that. I really did. But Charlie fucked all those thoughts out of my head. I think this is what I really wanted all along. To just be fucking owned by a man like him. An alpha male. I don’t care about taking advantage anymore. Besides taking advantage of you, I mean...or anyone else he wants me to.”

Annette’s hand rose up her thigh again, squeezing even tighter now. She crushed her beautiful body against Nora, sighing softly. Nora took another long drink of tequila. She was getting drunk, now. Letting this happen.

“You see, he works so, so hard to hide his impulses. Threw himself into charity. Tossed away that promising athletic career to devote himself to school activities. Didn’t you ever wonder why?”

Nora took another long drink and finished another shot glass. Only three shots left now. Her thoughts were fuzzy, her body warm. Annette felt so nice. Her voice was so soft. 

“He said it was because...because he liked to...liked to help...people?”

“Don’t be stupid. Nobody likes to help people that much. He could have been at a university by now, training in their best camps. Instead he’s here. With you.”

Slowly, it began to dawn on Nora.

“He...he’s doing it all for me?”

“Well, he knew you weren’t that impressed with sports. And that you really seemed to like charity work. So that helped. But he was also afraid of what he would do on the field. If he gave in to that hot, masculine edge he had...that thoroughly combat-driven urge to conquer and destroy. Once he gave into it, even just once, he was certain he’d give in all the way...and then he would conquer you.”

“And now...now he has given in. Now he’s...he’s...you made him.”

“Well,” Annette bit her lip. “It’s more like he made me, at this point. I’m fucking crazy about him. I can’t explain it. His cock is my everything. I think I’m in love with him, isn’t that crazy? I've never been in love with anyone. Not your stepfather, God knows. But Charlie? Ugh.” She squeezed Nora's thigh hard. Their tits touching over the table. “I fucking worship him. He might be God, for all I know. Or care. All I really know is he wants to fuck you, and that means I’ve got to help him fuck you. By any means necessary.”

Nora gulped and took another shot. Two left, now.

The thought of Charlie having such absolute control over Annette simply because of the way that he fucked her was mind-meltingly hot. In truth, she had only told Charlie that she didn’t like sports as a way to avoid watching him crush his opponents at his games. If she saw him do that, then she didn’t think she would be able to contain herself for very long. If she had to see him covered in a manly sheen of sweat, the blood of the opposing players on his hands or face, his muscles burning with the exertion to exhibit his massive dominance on the field...

For fuck’s sake, she was only a woman. How was she supposed to resist that kind of temptation? 

So she said she didn’t want it. And then he ended up being perfect anyway. Her cunt was on fire with these revelations from Annette. It took everything she had not to whimper and curl up into a ball on Annette’s lap, to have her Mommy (and oh fuck wasn’t it hot thinking about her like that) stroke her hair and tell her it would be all right, that Big Bro would take care of her, that her Big Bro Daddy Charlie was going to fuck her mind right. 

Instead, she got up. Her stance wavered. God, she was really drunk already. That tequila went straight to her head.

“I...I have to go.”

“Where are you going to run, little one? We know where you’re staying. We have all your money.”

“Don’t be silly, love. I know what you want.”

“Shut up. You don’t know anything. You’re...you’re a third-class gold-digging bimbo who couldn’t think her way out of a burning paper bag.”

Nora walked unsteadily out of the bar. But Annette was right behind her. 

The blonde’s soft hands came up on Nora’s back and then around her neck. At first, Nora thought the gesture was to calm her...but then Annette had herlocket in her hands, unbound from Nora’s neck. 

“Wha—hey!” She lunged at Annette, but the drink had slowed her reflexes. Annette was too fast for her.

“This was from your old Mommy, wasn’t it? Charlie told me.” She held it up, sniffing. “It’s not that nice, you know. She probably got it at some junk shop, thinking it would be ‘classic.’ As if.”

Regret and sadness filled Nora. She had thought the same thing herself many times, but tried to quell the thought. “Why...why are you saying that?”

“Because, darling,” Annette drew Nora in, sliding the locket over their shared cleavage. “You’ve got a new Mommy now. A better one.”

Nora whimpered. She couldn’t touch the locket without touching Annette’s hot, perfect tits. And so she did...and her touch lingered, loving the feel of the fertile hot blonde on her fingertips.

Annette walked Nora to the nearby gutter, guiding her hand out with the locket held loosely therein.

“Let it go, sweetling.”

“I...I can’t. It’s all I have of her.”

“And what has she ever done for you, except make you sad? Give it up. Let it go.”

Annette held Nora tight to her fertile young body. Their female forms so alluring under the lamp light of the street. Annette's fingers pressed hard against Nora's clit now. Fingernails sliding into her juicy pink folds. 

“B-but I...I...my mother...”

“Shh, darling. Mommy’s here. Mommy is right here. Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of you. I’ll make sure you feel good all the time. Won’t that be nice?”

Nora’s breath caught. It would be...be so wrong, so naughty, but so good, too, to have a Mommy who was there with her. Who was young and pretty and encouraging and 

“Mommy could bathe you later. Once we get a nicer hotel. Would you like that? Swathing you together in a warm towel after we’re done. Holding you tight in my lap. And we could bring in Charlie to lick away happily at your pussy. Wouldn’t that be just terrific?”

“You’re just...j-just saying this because Charlie wants you to.”

“So what? We should do what he wants. He’s a hunk.”

“I know he’s your big bro...but he’s been more like a Daddy to you than anyone else, hasn’t he? Don’t you want to help me make your real Daddy happy?”

Daddy. 

The word that set her world on fire. Even more than Mommy or Big Bro, Daddy did...things to her.

She’d never had a real, loving Daddy. Archibald was always so distant and cold. Charlie was the closest thing she had to one. If...if he wanted her to call her that, then she would. Unreservedly. Her pussy felt soaked with the thought, juices dripping all through Annette's fingers.

“I think that you want Charlie to be all those things for you. I think you want him to be your big bro. I think you want him to be your lover. I think you want him to be your boyfriend. And I think you want him to be your Daddy. I think you want Charlie to be that all-male for you, everything that has a cock and everyone who can fuck you beyond belief.”

Nora was sopping wet now. The smell was thick and hot. Her thighs slid together, trying to hide the hot liquid heat of her lust from escaping into Annette’s nose.

“Please...”

“Please, what? Please stop saying all the things that you’ve always wanted? Please stop telling you that it’s perfectly okay to want what you want? Let me let you in on a secret, Nora darling...” she leaned forward, her lips pressing against Nora’s gentle earlobe. “...everything you want from Charlie, I want too. And so does he.”

Nora moaned, hips bucking slightly. Wanting so badly to meet Annette’s fingers. They were right there, not far at all. She needed to feel them so badly.

“I tell you what, sweetheart. Let me lick you, okay? Let me lick that soft, hot little virgin pussy of yours. And if you’re not turned on enough by the time Charlie comes back with drinks for us, then I’ll drop the whole thing. I’ll buy you a taxi and a plane ticket tonight, and you’ll be able to go back to your normal, boring little existence.”

“And if...if I am that turned on?”

Annette giggled. “Then he’ll fuck you stupid. And me. Both of us. Because he’s that big of a stud.”

* * * * *

When they returned to the room, Charlie was nowhere to be found. Annette didn’t seem to notice or care. She tossed the drunken Nora down on the bed and immediately ripped down the young beauty's tight leather pants. In seconds, Nora had her bare legs wrapped around Annette's beautiful head, pulling her in to her pussy. 

Annette's tongue was perfect. Taking its time, licking Nora slow. Nora's juices were already everywhere by the time they had gotten into the room. Now they slicked up against Annette's lovely face, her virginal arousal evident. Annette licked up and down her clit, sliding the gentle press of her tongue muscles right where Nora needed it most. Keeping her directly at the edge of orgasm. It was so brilliant. Her body wracked with need.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god, Annette, please...please keep going...”

As if Annette had any intention of stopping. Her experienced, sexy tongue continued to work on Nora, raising her arousal still. 

Nora felt only seconds away from cumming finally to her new Mommy's touch. She abandoned herself to the idea. She wanted it. And just as she was so, so close, just as it was a mere few seconds away from sliding into the unstoppable torrent of orgasm, Charlie showed up. 

In the midst of her pleasure, Nora had no idea where he might have been. Outside. In the bathroom, maybe. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was there now.

There, and naked. His massive muscular form was godlike. Every part of him chiseled and ripped with strength. His abs a veritable eight-pack, like a ladder of lust down to his mammoth cock. His biceps pulsing with strength. Shoulders so broad, his thighs so dense.

Annette removed herself from Nora's pussy, her cheeks glistening wet with Nora's juices. Somehow, just looking at Charlie's hulking form was almost as good as getting licked by Annette. He was so perfect—and Nora knew she was going to finally have him inside of her. 

Smiling, Annette moved up to Charlie, pulling him on the bed.

“Get him hard, Nora. Here, I’ll show you how.”

Taking Charlie’s cock in her hands, Annette slid her luscious mouth around the big meat, moaning blissfully as she took it in her body. 

“Gosh,” said Nora. “She’s just...just sucking you.”

“Mmmhmm,” moaned Annette. Slowly, she slid off. “Now, you try.”

Nora approached the cock somewhat uneasily. 

“Go on, sis,” said Charlie. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

He took her by the back of the head and began to guide her in. Inch by inch, Nora approached the cock with her tongue out. The first taste she got was that of Annette’s saliva—it tasted like the bittersweet tequila she had at the bar mixed with Nora's own hot pussy juices. It was...tangy. Sweet. Yummy, even. Curious, Nora tried more, trying to lick it up. Her mouth moved up and down the long shaft, wanting to taste more and more of her Mommy’s taste. Softly, she began to moan with each new taste. After a minute of licking and kissing like this, she noticed that Charlie had become hard.

The cock stood before her totally erect. Totally proud. Long and thick, glorious throbbing veins on its side. It was so beautiful. Had she been licking that? How lucky was she?

Had she been scared of that?

How stupid could she have been? How could anything so incredibly masculine and perfect be bad? 

“Now, take him into your mouth.”

Slowly, Nora obeyed Annette’s order. But she wasn’t slow because of hesitation anymore. No, she was slow because she wanted to luxuriate in this feeling. She wanted to be taken completely over by the sensation of feeling her big brother alpha male’s cock sliding slowly through her thick, warm lips for the first time. Her virgin mouth and his experienced, forbidden cock meeting. Her cunt pulsed with hot pleasure, practically singing at the perfection of thisentrance. 

On the back of her head now, Annette’s hand guided her back and forth. Charlie’s hands were up behind his head, flexing as he pumped slowly into his sister’s mouth. He filled her mouth and then her throat, pushing in deep. Nora gagged slightly, but Annette calmed her body, gently massaging and relaxing her throat. Each new inch a struggle, but a pleasurable one. 

Once far enough, Annette moved Nora backward, letting Charlie's cock gently slide outward, until just the tip was inside. Wrapped tight by Nora's hot lips. And then, Annette pushed Nora back in, guiding her daughter's head on Charlie's hot, taboo dick. They continued like this for several minutes, Nora getting her first real taste of what it was to be a proper good little girl for her big brother. 

But eventually, Annette pulled Nora off Charlie’s cock.

“B-but...” Nora’s face was pure, hot, aroused disappointment. “Isn’t he supposed to...you know, cum?”

“He is, baby...but he’ll do that in your cunt. Won’t you, Daddy?”

Charlie leaned down and kissed Annette on the forehead, nodding gently. “That’s right, baby girl. Put her down on the bed for me.”

But Annette’s deviousness wasn’t entirely fucked out of her yet. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.

“She should see someone get fucked up close before she’s finally fucked, shouldn’t she? So she knows how good it can be.”

“What do you suggest?”

“I think you should fuck me while she sits on my face, Sir. That way, I can lick her...and you two can kiss...and you can empty inside of me and make her watch.”

Charlie smiled. “That’s a good idea.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Nora knew better than to object. The man had made the decision. She couldn’t interfere now. She felt so weak, so lightheaded. It was so much easier just to go along with everything they said. 

Annette guided Nora down onto her beautiful face so that Nora faced down on Annette's body, toward her legs. The thick, blond hair Annette possessed worked almost like a cushion for the virginal beauty. Slowly, Annette began to lick—but it was more intense than it had been before. No longer with the gentle, light thrusts into Nora’s nub. No, now the licks were long and luxuriating, putting hard pressure on Nora’s body again.

She watched, with amazement, as Charlie’s thick, magnificent cock entered their Mommy’s tight cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Nora moaned. She didn’t know if it was from the pleasure of having her clit licked or from the amazement of watching that perfect entrance by Charlie into their mother. She didn’t care. All her pleasure was one now. There was no separating it. What was the difference between the white and yolk of an egg after it was cooked? You couldn’t take them apart no matter how you tried, and Nora was cooked now, thoroughly. Her mind scrambled specifically just for her Man. 

“Cum in her,” Nora whispered, needing to see it. “Please do it? Please cum in her, Big Bro. Please? Please let me watch you fuck another woman. Get her...g-get her pregnant, please?”

Charlie just grinned. As if he could cum on command. As if he had just been waiting. He furiously increased the pace of his thrusts. Before, he had been fast but steady. Now, he became close to brutal, his fingers digging in tight on Annette's tits, on Nora's hips.

“Fuck your cunt,” he grunted. “Fucking...own your little body...”

Nora nodded, eyes wide. “Yes, you do! You own her, Sir. You own her.”

Finally, Charlie came inside Annette. Nora leaned in and kissed him hotly as he did, pulling him tight. God, she wanted him. Annette's tonguing efforts became completely unrestrained, hot moans exiting her mouth. Nora felt herself cumming at the same time, finally kissing her brother, Annette's tongue wild and hot on her clit. Her body thrummed with pleasure.

Charlie pulled out of Annette, still cumming all over the place. Spraying onto the sheets, onto Annette's body, the warmth globbing even onto Nora's form. Charlie took her by the shoulders and pushed her down, wasting no time. Staying hard. His cock finished cumming, but it stayed hard. God, how was that possible? 

His cock felt huge, throbbing against her entrance. And then, with no warning, he was inside of Nora. Charlie finally, finally entered his sister. 

The same time that he thrust his hugeness inside of her body, he tugged back hard on Nora's thick hair, pushing his length almost all the way inside of her virgin form. Her virginal resistance was like nothing to him, just like every other kind of resistance he encountered would be piledriven through.

“Oh fuck, Big Bro!” Nora moaned. “Oh god, oh god! You're so fucking big!”

Annette nodded wildly, wiping her sweaty, hot form into her man's. She had recovered, at least bodily, and was actively encouraging Charlie to fuck his sister harder. Cooing in his ear, pushing up against him as he fucked deeper and deeper. 

“God,” grunted Charlie. “Even...tighter...than Annette.”

He fucked her harder and harder, unable to restrain himself.

Nora reveled in this hot feeling of perfect release. Never before in her life had anything felt so very right. She had been terrified, even in the moments leading right up to this, that she would feel violated somehow. That it would feel wrong. But it didn’t. It felt terrific.

“Oh god, yeah!” Nora cried. “Please...please give me your load, Sir.”

“You want it? You want my fucking cum in your belly?”

“Yes, big bro! Oh god, yes!”

“You want me to put a baby in your belly? Is that what you really want?”

Oh god. The thought drove her suddenly wild. Her pussy began clenching harder than ever before, the soft glove taking a firm hold of her love’s incredible cock.

“Yes, oh my god, yes! Give me your baby! I want you to fuck me pregnant, oh my god yes!”

“Do it,” Annette urged him, pushing on his back. “Fuck her pregnant, like she said. Fuck her as pregnant as you got me, baby.”

He wrapped his hand around her throat hard.

“Call me Daddy. You know it’s true. Tell me who I am.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Nora moaned. “Fuck me, please! I need it! I need your daddycock! I need your fucking daddyload filling me, oh my god please Daddy!”

The first thing Nora felt was warmth. Heat. It was perfect, so incredibly perfect, so much more than she ever could have dreamed. It felt almost intangible, like she was being flooded with someone else’s emotion, spraying up and down in her tight, tiny virgin canal. And then she felt all the hot stickiness of it, the stubborn gobs sliding up and down inside of her body. It was so right. Her body came instantly, and for a moment she felt her mind removed from the sensation because it was so intense. And then finally her brain caught up with the pleasure, and her mind blinked on and off, on and off, as pulse after pulse of intense waving pleasure struck through her body.

Charlie held her tight, their hips spasming together, bodies writhing in perfect unison that only kin could ever know. 

Her brother’s cum in her. Her Daddy’s cum. Finally. Finally. She felt complete.

* * * * *

Hours later, after they had fucked themselves into a state of exhaustion, after they all came down from the high of their shared lust, Charlie lay back in the hotel bed with Annette and Nora snuggled up against him. 

The bed beneath them felt broken in half. They were definitely going to have to get a new hotel room. They could go to a new city. It wasn't like this one mattered, really. All that mattered was the three of them being together.

Charlie sighed, stroking the hair of his ladies. “I want to see you both with swollen bellies. Lactating together. Sliding your preggo bodies all over my cock. You got that?”

He sounded like he was just musing. Fantasizing. But of course, Annette took it seriously.

“Did you hear that, Nora?” Annette leaned in and grinned, kissing the dark-haired beauty briefly. “We’re going to raise our babies together. It’ll be so hot. We’ll be pregnant together, and your new Daddy will make sure to take care of us right.”

Nora kissed her back, finally. Sweet and hot. Giving and taking. “Thank you, Mommy. For making me understand what my big bro, what my Daddy...what he needed.”

Annette smiled, stroking her head. “Of course, darling. Mommy loves you.”

“I love you, Mommy.”

Then they snuggled back into Charlie’s massive form, their hands cradling around his cock. Hoping that maybe, just maybe, they could coax him to another hot ride.

# # #
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I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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Owning My Co-Worker

Victor, just a regular guy, finds himself blessed with the ability to put any woman alive under a hypnotic trance whenever they taste his seed. If he's not careful, this absolute power will corrupt him absolutely...
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Sold! Owned By The Taboo Princes

A sexy, curvy sexual servant is the object of royal affection; the only problem is that it's coming from TWO studly, alpha princes who won't take “no” for an answer!
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Her Mind, His Control – Knocking Up The Bride

It's the special day for the haughty and gorgeous Marissa, but when the virile brother of the groom shows her his supernaturally enhanced cock, she has to do every single erotic and depraved thing he says!

––––––––

Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into brainless lactating bimbos and hulking studs, ready to screw all day with their overly-fertile bodies!
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The Magic App – The Babysitter

Adam's saga to own the most gorgeous babe in town continues as he entrances a thoroughly religious babysitter and makes her forget she ever worshiped anyone but him!
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Paid & Laid – Her First Time

Sexy virginal stripper Colette learns how far she'll go to live out her taboo “Daddy” fantasies when a rich older stud pays to have sex with her!
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Sold! Trained By the Man of the House

Leandra's been erotically trained to obey every last sexual desire of anyone who owns her...but what if her new owner is the man who raised her?

––––––––

Knocked Up Lust – Taken by Teachers!

A shameless, gorgeous tease taunts and taunts because she needs real men to force themselves on her fertile, innocent virgin body. Luckily for her, a pair of virile teachers are up for the job.

––––––––

Maid Made Bare 6: Scoring With The Football Team

A deadly serious businesswoman is transformed into a sex-loving bimbo and served up to the very football team that she owns!
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Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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The Paranormal Pleasures Bundle

An alpha werewolf wants to claim his forbidden mate, but the witch in his family has her sights set on world domination...and she needs his cock to do it!

Mesmerized! Nine Stories of Mind Control

ALL the hot tales from THREE hypnotic trilogies!

Bimbo Or Bust!

FOUR erotic bimbofication novellas!

The Bimbo Casino Bundle

The house always wins...and the house in these stories wants to dominate women and transform them into brainless lactating sexpots!

The Dark Possessions Bundle

The new antique shop in town sells dangerously transformative items—changing regular joes into alpha masters, and normal women into uber-fertile bimbo beauties. 
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All three transformative, lactating, gender-bending “Bimbo Outfits” stories are contained in ONE discount bundle!
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Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Risky Threesomes: Steps For A Taboo Roadtrip? Then you should read Owning My Co-Worker by Nadia Nightside!

	    

    
	    
	      [image: Owning My Co-Worker]

	  
	    
Working at a bookstore with a liberal arts graduate degree and no other prospects, the lonely Victor feels like a living cliche. He just can’t get laid even though beautiful women surround him. But, when his beautiful co-worker Mallory offers—out of nowhere—to suck Victor dry, he discovers something amazing. And no, not just that she’s terrific at oral sex! Rather, his powerful unprotected seed puts Mallory into an obedient, happy trance. Whatever thoughts he wants her to have, she has. Thoughts of pleasing him, falling in love with him, serving him in every dirty, erotic way, and obeying his every wicked order…she’ll believe anything after a healthy dose of his manly product inside her fertile curves.
It seems so wrong, but feels so good. How much can Victor corrupt Mallory? And if he owns her completely, there’s nothing at all to stop him from finding out what happens when the other beautiful, fertile babes in the bookstore taste him too…
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