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“I DON’T KNOW, IT’S not too revealing?”

Brooke made sure the camera had a full shot of her from head to toe, kicking her wheeled chair a little bit more out of the way. Her bedroom wasn't large, but it was clean and there was enough space for her to pose in front of her computer. 

She turned to the side and then the front again, giving her girlfriend Jordan a total view of the dress. It felt too revealing. Brooke took pride in her body and all—just last year she was the district’s track champion and was still fit as fitness-training fiddle—but this blue-and-white number Jordan had picked out was awful short. The scooping neckline meant her perky young tits practically popped out of the top, and the hemline cut off at her mid-thigh. 

“No way, babe.” Jordan’s cute, blonde visage filled the computer screen in high-definition. She was athletic and busty. “You look amazing. Honestly.”

Brooke didn’t know about that. She felt wrong in outfits like this—this kind of garishly sexy sort of thing. They never felt like there was space for her in them. Give her a sports bra and a pair of skin-tight leggings and she’d run in front of the entire city with no problem, but that was because there was something her to do in running, something she was good at. 

This kind of outfit, barely three feet long if that, filled her with anxiety. 

“I feel like you’re just putting me on display.”

“These girls are intimidating!” Jordan was the new girl at the local college’s sorority and Brooke was her date to their annual-and-official Autumn banquet and subsequent very unofficial-but-required after-party. “I want to show you off. You’re so fucking hot. I want to let them know I’m someone to contend with. When they see us together, they’ll know to back off a little.”

The way Jordan described using Brooke like this made her slightly uncomfortable. She liked serving a use for her girlfriend, but that being the blatant purpose of their arrangement for a night felt...mixed up inside her. Some shame, some resentment, some undeniable heat, and some jealousy that Jordan was able to cut straight through to the core of the issue like that. 

“But...” Brooke made a face. “Okay. Okay. But these heels. These heels are too much.”

She held them up now, hadn’t even put them on. She wasn’t even sure she could balance in them. Five inches! A five-inch stiletto! What was she, a runway model?

“You’ll look great.”

“I’ll trip! Are these vulture girls going to be impressed with me tripping all over you?”

Jordan bit a lip. It was clear she was turned on thinking about her girlfriend in the heels. But she nodded. “You’re right. How about this—”

Abruptly, the power shut off and the call ended. For a moment, dumbfounded, absorbed in the conversation, Brooke flicked her monitor. 

“Jordan? Babe?”

Nothing, of course. No lights anywhere. It was the late afternoon and Brooke had shut her bedroom blinds tight to keep the light from coming through, but there was still enough sun to make out her small, clean environs. She liked having a small room; she liked having a tidy room. There was so much less to worry about when her material space was clean and predictable. 

The only space that was a little untidy, on purpose, was the shelf full of her track trophies. There, she had a forest of tall trophies layered with vines of ribbons and marathon tags and distance-running medals. This was her one allowance of total mess as a reward for all the hard work to get the supplies for the mess in the first place. 

She opened the door ajar, peeking her head out, unwilling to be seen dressed like such a harlot. She loved her stepbrother Dennis—sort of—but she was so fed up with him over the last few years. He wasn’t doing anything with himself. He just read books and played video games while their adopted mother Elizabeth wasted away from sickness. Even worse, she had seen the way he had started to look at her ever since she had turned eighteen. This dress certainly wouldn't turn his gaze away from him. 

And then there was that one time, she recollected with just a flash of shame and heat, when she stumbled into his room while he was jerking off and there was a girl on his screen who looked suspiciously like her—thin, athletic, brunette, pretty, with bright blue eyes. 

That hadn't bothered her that much. She supposed it was even to be a little bit expected—she was the taboo of the taboo, his lesbian sister who'd had a long-term girlfriend. They weren't blood-related, but they had basically grown up together. It wasn't that him jerking off to a girl who looked like her insulted her, she just wasn't sure what to do with the information. 

And he used to be the kind of person that she could go to when she was confused like that. He had actually been super compassionate and caring and encouraging when she had come out of the closet and one of the reasons she even had Jordan as a girlfriend. 

Now, though, he had just turned into a shadow.

Like, yes, he worked—but that was just it! He woke up, went to work, came home and locked himself away in his room. She was grateful and everything that he threw all his income toward the family, but where had her brother gone? He used to be funny, interesting, and involved. Now he had just turned into this weird, lonely shell.

From underneath the house, she heard a terrible slow thunder—like a hundred heavy drums beating all at once. Then that intensified until it sounded and felt more like a stampede of elephants moving directly upward. Her room shook. Brooke’s track trophies fell off their shelves. Little plastic-cast golden arms cracked off from their bases. Brooke opened the door all the way now, holding herself up with the door frame. Her taut, hard muscles tensed and she wished she wasn't upstairs. She also couldn't help but think this pose—arms out, legs spread—was exactly the kind of display that Jordan wanted from her in this tight, bosom-baring dress.

Finally there was a terrible boom—a deafening clap that popped Brooke’s ears and moved the entire house. 

It had come from the basement. 

Dennis’s room was in the basement. 

* * * * *
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DOWNSTAIRS, EVERYTHING seemed to be basically okay if outrageously untidy. Anything that could have been knocked down—anything that wasn’t anchored like the shelves or was inside of closed cabinets—had knocked to the floor. 

Brooke stopped at the front window, curious if the earthquake had broken the fire hydrant that sat at the edge of their front lawn—but was surprised to see that no other houses on the street seemed affected in the slightest. She expected cracks in the pavement, people running, smoke rising up from neighbors houses as fires spread. That explosion had felt apocalyptical, biblical. 

Instead, nobody even appeared to notice that something had happened. A mailman waved to her neighbor as he dropped off a package and then went on his way. 

She hurried down to the basement, expecting smoke and dust and something awful to clog her lungs. Their house was old and, after Elizabeth got sick, Dennis had installed several air purifiers just to keep the hundred years of dust out of their systems. He was smart like that. But those purifiers took time to work, and the house had been accumulating dust for a century. Every time they moved furniture on the ground floor, the basement was full of dust for at least an hour. So now? After an explosion? Surely, it was going to be terrible. 

Instead she was assaulted by a heavy, thick musky scent. It slid down her throat, filling it, engorging it, a tangible cylindrical mass pressing into her esophagus and filling her mind with deep, wanton, aching lust. She lost her balance against the stairs and collapsed into the stairwell, moaning and pushing her knees together. Lust clung to her like a wet, warm blanket. Her brain emptied of all curiosity and interests that weren't related to being filled, hard and repeatedly.

She needed to fuck. 

“Are you okay?”

Dennis came up from the bottom of the stairs and grabbed her, holding her steady. Brooke whimpered and slid into his arms. What a man! Pushing against him, she still felt that hard, cylindrical shaft in her throat, massaging her libido and fucking up the central processes of her brain. 

His masculinity overwhelmed her. Saving her. Holding her. Guiding her to the couch and sitting her down. Her unsteady gaze lingered on the bulge in his boxer briefs. So close to her. Why was he in his boxers? Striped blue-and-white boxers and a plain white shirt. 

And a bulge. 

Such a bulge. Her mouth watered—more than watered. Saliva pressed into the back of her lips, threatening to spill out across their plush surface and down her chin in rivulets of inviting, dumb-doll drool. 

Brooke was a virgin. Did Dennis know? Did her brother know she was a virgin? Was that why he was tempting her so much all of a sudden, displaying his almost-irresistible bulge before her?

His voice was hard to hear. Maybe the boom had hurt her hearing? She watched him say something, then get up and leave. Her gaze stuck to the shape of his ass in those boxers. What a man. The presence of his absence on her was almost physical; she doubted she would be able to stand it for longer than a minute or so without crawling after him. 

Drool slowly piled on her lips, only receding when her tongue darted out to lick it away. When Dennis returned with a glass of water for her, she saw him watching her bite her lower lip and felt an intense satisfaction at his manly gaze upon her. 

At his insistence, she drank—thinking mostly of what she would like to drink instead. His seed. Covering her throat. Emptying down into her belly. Spray-coating her insides. What a beautiful world that would be.  

Slowly, something about drinking the water sobered her. 

What had she been thinking? Why was she focusing like that on Dennis’s thick, masculine cock? She didn’t even want a heavy, thick cock fucking her pregnant for days and days. It wasn’t like her at all to imagine softly stroking and suckling her brother’s cock until he came all over her face and tits to prove what an awe-inspiring man he was. 

How strange. 

“So, this is hard to explain,” said Dennis. 

She could hear him clearly again. Thank goodness. It was so important to be able to listen to her strong, capable manly brother.

“What?”

Brooke stirred, as if coming out of a deep daydream. Her thoughts were hard to track, but each one felt so intense. 

“The explosion. The boom. The power outage.”

“Oh.” Brooke looked around, remembering. Gosh, but her pussy was wet. “Right. That. Yes.”

He had protected her during the danger, of course. He was so strong. 

“You see, I’ve been kind of studying occult stuff, and—what are you doing?”

Her hand had landed on his knee. Her leg pushing up against his. In the tight, skimpy confines of her dress, her entire body was on display. Because she had been planning to make the night a special, sexy one for Jordan, she had put on the appropriate panties. What was the point of trying on the outfit if she wasn’t going to try on the entire outfit? So now, listening to her handsome, hunky, well-hung brother, Brooke’s cunt drooled through the black, sheer lace of her panties onto the couch underneath her. 

“I’m just listening to you,” she said. “What’s wrong with a sister listening to her handsome brother?”

“Oh boy. It’s started. I thought...I thought it was the explosion shaking you up, but...”

“But what?”

“You see, they told me...I mean...it said...I don’t know if it was a they or an it or something else, to be honest. But I was given this.” 

He held out a stopwatch. It was made of silver, engraved all over with runes that made Brooke’s mind flash when she looked at them. The face of the watch—beautifully made glass—had markings as well. They were so fascinating. Her eyes felt locked onto them and she could almost feel her pupils tick-tick-ticking away with the watch as it counted down—

“—I said, I need you to know I don’t want you to be my slave.”

Dennis put the stopwatch inside the elastic of his boxers, under his shirt. Hiding its runic, ritualized symbols from view.

Brooke shook her head. “What?”

“I don’t want anyone to be my slave. It’s wrong. I was just...I was...I am lonely. But I didn’t mean for this whole weird love spell armageddon thing to happen.”

She smirked. “You’re going to turn me into your slave? Like your loveslave?” Her voice faltered, caught, ached. “Like your fuckslave? Like a helpless little girl so obsessed with your big, hunky, handsome big brother cock that I won't be able to do anything without knowing it makes you hard?”

Her passion only increased as her tirade went on, and its effect on his bulge was pronounced. She watched it dance under his boxes, throbbing. It needed her. She whimpered.

“N-no. Dammit. Listen. No, not at all. Not if I can help it. And that’s why I need your help. I need you to...look, this is embarrassing for me too. But I need you to get out of that dress and help like, lock me away somewhere.”

“What’s wrong with this dress? What’s wrong with me in it?”

“Nothing. Holy shit, nothing is wrong with it or with you in it. That’s the problem. You look phenomenal. You need to get away from me looking like that before...before the watch completes its lap. If you don’t, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop myself from touching you when it goes off. And then that will be that.”

Brooke smiled vainly. “You really think I look good?”

There was a time, she understood dimly, that receiving compliments on her looks from her brother would have been creepy. She could recall even earlier that day thinking of his eyes on her when she came back from a run. The way his gaze lingered all over her sweaty, young teen body, the fullness of her pert tits in her sports bra. She recalled feeling resentment at his lust, disgust, the desire to mock him for his needs rising within her. 

But now, remembering those feelings, they felt totally separate from herself. Dennis looked at her now, and she liked it. His male gaze. His masculine gaze, working up and down and up and down again on the length of her legs, her breasts, her chin, her eyes. Taking her in. Drinking her in while she wore this sexy dress. 

She was a girl. Dennis was a Man. That meant he needed to enjoy her femininity, her beauty. He deserved to enjoy her beauty. It was his reward for having a cock, a hard cock. An important cock. A big brother suckable cock. Drool spilled across her lips, dripping onto her chin. 

Men deserved Aesthetic prizes to adore and position and feature however they liked, didn’t they? Everyone knew that. 

“Why are you wearing a dress like that anyway?” he asked. “You are not making this any easier.”

The watch buried under his shirt ticked and ticked. It sounded louder all the time. 

“How would you like me to wear it?” She remembered she’d left her footwear in her room. “Should I go get my heels?”

Sometimes guys found heels really sexy. Jordan found heels sexy too. Did she want Dennis to fuck her? She definitely wanted him to want to fuck her. Was that the same? Maybe if she got Jordan to help...

“No, I mean...hell. Your legs.”

His hand fell on top of hers on his leg. She gripped it and slid it forward onto her knee and thigh. She was so smooth for him. Any hair there had somehow disappeared. 

“These legs?” She bit her lips. “I could ask you the same thing, you know. You’re dressed awfully provocatively yourself.”

The puddle her pussy had made meant that taking his hand and using it to slide herself closer to him was easier than ever. Her legs pressed harder into his, pushing up into his thighs.  And his hand rested deep up on her inner thigh, feeling the warmth radiating there. The warmth that started because of him, that therefore by all rights belonged to him. The warmth, and the moistness. Her wetness, slipping all over her buttocks and thighs. Her hot cunt juice all over his fingertips.

He sputtered something in resistance, but it was fading. Brooke wanted to know how hard she could make him. Would he cum in his briefs from her?

“Why aren’t we closer, Dennis?” Her voice had become very soft. The kind of whisper she reserved for Jordan. In the powerless shell of their house, her sultry whispers were clear. “It makes sense, doesn’t it? For both of us to be close. To comfort each other. When my body is so fit and your cock is so hungry...”

“Brooke...”

The ticking of the stopwatch intensified. 

“Wouldn’t you like to kiss me? Wouldn’t that be fun? Can’t we just try it out and see?”

Her lips were so close to his already. His eyes fixated on her heaving cleavage. She was so glad she had such deliciously plump breasts; it made her such a better piece of eye candy for a real man like her brother. 

“Brooke...this is dangerous. Really. There’s magic. You’re not yourself. I can’t—”

She pushed forward into his lap, sliding her wet, grinding pussy over his bulge. 

“I feel magic too,” she whimpered, kissing him hotly as she spoke. “I thought I liked girls because I don’t like boys. But I just needed a man. I needed You. Don’t you want to be my first boyfriend?”

His answer, a resounding affirmative, was drowned out in the heat of her tongue sliding against his. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her dress up, reaching up across her ass and probing at her sopping wet entrance. Nodding, urging him on, her fingers went to his thick, hard, bulging cock. Pressing against it through the cloth. Squealing in heated delight when she felt him shoot precum through the thin fabric.

The ticks of the stopwatch were so utterly audible. Brooke paused, just slightly, as her hand reached underneath his boxer briefs and gripped his throbbing, perfect big brother cock. 

“What did you say would happen when it completes its lap?”

The stopwatch buzzed. There was a brilliant flash of white light. 

* * * * *
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BROOKE LOVED SUCKING cock. Her brother's cock down her tight, formerly-virginal throat was a dream come true. She had lusted after him for years, always teasing and showing off her tight perfect body for his manly, paternal gaze. He was more than her brother; he was her Daddy, her Master, and she needed to be every woman he needed in return. 

Her soft and thick lips were an offering to him, her slick esophagus a cock-vacuum system custom built for his enjoyment. She remembered dreaming of this moment for years now, practicing late at night with cucumbers and dildos while staring at pictures she snuck of him in the shower and fingering herself stupid. It was so important to be as stupid and brainless as possible for her Man, so that she only thought the thoughts that he decided. Her eagerness for the task only grew as she went deeper toward his base, taking more of him than he ever thought possible in one go.

The warm wet heat from Brooke's mouth encased Dennis's girth with glee; pushing and pressing on every thick, growing, fleshy inch of his length without fail or hesitation. She kept drawing closer up against the base until finally holding tight with her lips each time before sliding back down again, sending a hot wave through his entire body.

Brooke loved how it felt when Dennis rocked his hips into her mouth. Fucking her mouth. Her big brother fucked her. Just one of her holes that now belonged to him. It was electric, her pussy constantly pulsing and cumming in sinful delight. 

That was the one thing all her practicing hadn't prepared her for—the way that sucking a real Man's cock made girls cum. Every time her lips slid up his shaft, she came, and every time they slurped back down to his brilliant cockhead to kiss and lick and adore him, she came harder.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “Oh, Brooke. Sis...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum too! This was heavenly. Brooke squealed in excitement, urging him on, eager to let him know how badly she needed to taste his manly presence inside her belly. 

His hot spray jetted against the back of her needy throat, instantly filling her with a fulfilled warmth and a shuddering orgasm that vibrated her from her toes to the crown of her head. She sank her mouth further into his crotch, moaning, slurping, so grateful and happy to feel her brother's hot load spurting again and again into her mouth. Brooke kept going until every last drop had been wrung from Dennis’s magnificent shaft before finally pulling away with a satisfied smile on her face.

She was a cocksucker. More importantly—or perhaps just the same?—she was a woman. And didn't all real women suck cock? It was a woman's purpose, after all, to suck her Man's cock. She hardly would have been a real woman at all if she didn't make her Man constantly hard, happy, and sexually satisfied. 

Filled with a sense of sororital duty, she licked his cock clean with her tongue. Her brain full of hot, moist cotton candy. Was his cock bigger than before? Thicker? It was certainly still rather hard. Her Master was such a stud. She was so lucky. 

Continuing to lick, Brooke could not help but hope for praise. Licking like this was what a good slave did. Wasn't she a good slave? He would tell her so soon. It would be his gift to her, and then she would cum hard. 

Dennis seemed to be dozing. She needed to cum so bad, needed to hear him say it. Say that she was a good girl, a good slave. 

Maybe if she encouraged him?

"I love you, Master," she whispered between licks. "I love you so bad. I'll do anything for you."

But instead of the post-coital bliss-filled affirmation she sought, Dennis's face suddenly changed. Waking from his doze, shaking his head, he looked down at her with terrible guilt. His eyes went wide, pupils dilated, and he got up—hastily pushing Brooke away from him and then snatching her by the wrist and dragging her behind himself to the nearest closet. 

Dennis shoved her forcibly inside; locking it tight before she even had the chance to cry out. The closet was small, barely a coat closet, and it was full to the brim with unused skiing equipment, a first aid kit and lots of shoes and boxes of papers.

The suddenness and forcefulness of the act left Brooke in complete confusion. What was so horrible about his mindfucked barely-legal teenage sister obsessively sucking his cock and thanking him for the privilege? She must have said the wrong thing, that was the only explanation. She needed to explain to him again how badly she loved and adored everything about him.  

"Please, Master...let me out? I'm sorry I did it wrong. Let me out and let me show you how good I can be. I promise I'll do better."

Already she felt the pain of his cock's absence. It was almost too much to bear, like a dark hole inside her. The thought of not being around her Master at his command was not so bad, but being restricted from being around him as some sort of punishment felt intolerable.

She could hear him breathing just outside. Whispering to himself. Swearing as the ticks of the stopwatch got more intense once again. 

"Please?" her voice got smaller. "Please, baby? Please, Dennis? Isn't it sexy that you're my first boyfriend? My first and only. Doesn't that turn you on? You haven't even fucked my virgin teen pussy, Dennis. Don't you want to fuck your sister?" She was getting excited just saying it. "You could knock me up, Master. Think about that. Then I could never get away, not even if somehow the magic turned off. What about that?"

He swore and punched the wall so hard that the coats around her shook. The stopwatch's silent ticking filled the silence that followed. 

She could feel his pain, sense his fear and confusion. But she was determined to make this right. Whatever he demanded of her, she would do it—no matter how hard it seemed.

Maybe it was because she hadn't promised to breed twins? She was sure she could do it. She just needed to know what it was he wanted from her. She needed his will so fucking bad. 

A flash of white light streamed in through the crack under the door. The stopwatch completing a lap. 

Dennis moaned the same way he had when he emptied into her mouth. Heavy musk flooded her senses, so thick and permeating that even through the door she felt blinded from it. 

She heard Dennis changing somehow; feeling his dominance grow exponentially as though something inside him had been unlocked that had long been dormant. His bones thickening, growing. His muscles expanding and strengthening.  

The feeling of his masculinity pushed on her brain like a blanket draping over a chair. His very presence made her pussy clench and grind against the doorknob just from being so close. She needed to cum so bad, but his needs were first. The problem was this stupid door! She knew instinctively her cunt could comfort him in his time of need.

"Dennis?" she tried again. "Are you all right? Please? Let me check on you?" She continued to rub her body on the door. Her cunt made the doorknob slick. "I'll kiss it and make it better. I'll kiss it and make it harder. And harder. I'll slobber and suck and lick and kiss it, and kiss it, and suck it—"

The doorbell rang. 

* * * * *
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AT FIRST, BROOKE HEARD only voices—distant at the other end of the house. A woman and so obviously a comrade-in-arms for servitude towards the man beyond all other men speaking with Dennis. 

The voices became closer, clearer. 

Jordan!

Brooke was so excited. Jordan could help convince Dennis to let her out of the closet, and then Brooke would happily hold Jordan while Dennis enslaved her to his impenetrable manly will. 

“—don't care what fucking steroids or whatever you've been taking, you fucking creep. You don't just get to decide to put your sister in a closet because she's acting 'weird.'”

Dennis put a hand on the door. It buckled before his strength. 

“You don't understand. Something strange and terrible is happening. Please, I need you to stay away from me for a minute or so.”

The ticking of the stopwatch was more intense once again. Another set of beautiful changes incoming. Brooke chirruped with excitement. 

“Brooke?” Jordan unlocked the door. “Baby? I'm here.”

Brooke lunged out of the closet and wrapped herself around Dennis's naked leg. His boxers absolutely soaked in cum and precum and her own honey. She licked and kissed his ankle and feet, moaning, sinking, loving her Master completely. She lost all context, all thought that Jordan was right there. 

The sexy young blond wore tight yoga pants and a skimpy top over a sports bra. Her standard gym fare. She was on her way right after their video call, Brooke remembered. Her hair, thick and blond, was done up in a cute bun. 

“This is...” Jordan shook her head. “This is sick. You drugged your sister? I’m calling the cops.”

“He didn't drug me.” Brooke wrapped herself up around him completely, pulling at his boxers. They were already mostly gone from the way he had grown, and disintegrated now completely. She stroked him, looking at Jordan with lust in her eyes. “I want this. I want it so bad. He made me understand.”

Jordan put a hand to her mouth, tears filling her eyes. Brooke licked her lips and stroked her brother faster.

“No.” Dennis grimaced. The stopwatch so close to its full revolution. “Please. Just wait. I’ve put myself in a pickle here, and I could really use your help. I just—”

“I can’t help you. You need a professional. This is for your own good. And you—” she looked at Brooke with tears in her eyes. “—if this was going on, I wish you would have told me. If I wasn’t what you wanted...I wish...I didn’t—”

She stopped herself, pulling out her phone and dialing. Just three little numbers. Dennis grabbed her wrist—and white light enveloped the three of them—as she dialed the second one. 

“Oh...ohhh...” Jordan whimpered. She dropped to her knees. The phone clattered to the ground, forgotten entirely. “Oh.”

She stared up at Dennis with fervent, absolute worship. She pulled away her skimpy top, revealing the delicious curvature of her tits inside her tight sports bra. In almost no time, she had undone that as well, showing off the incredible globes as they almost doubled in size. 

“Right?” 

Brooke slipped up against her brother and locked her arms around Dennis’s neck. She was taller now. Thinner. Bustier, just like Jordan. Her tits leaked hot milk against his body while she grabbed Jordan's head and pushed it against his massive, precum-dripping cock. 

Jordan moaned, slurping him down. Just minutes ago she was ready to turn him into the police, and now she had turned into his obedient, needy slave. Brooke, smiling, fucked her girlfriend's head with her brother's cock. 

“Holy shit,” Dennis groaned. “Holy...holy shit. You're both...you're both...”

“I know, Master,” said Brooke. “Aren't we, though?”

“You...holy fuck.”

He turned to look at her for the first time, having been captivated with Jordan's dramatic transformation right before his eyes. But now he focused on Brooke, his brunette sister slave, in a dress that had been too tiny and revealing before her body had transformed to be even more sexual than a porn star's. 

“I'm still a virgin, Master.”

“Oh shit.”

“Please, Sir? Won’t you fuck me in front of my girlfriend? You can fuck me and she’ll be cheering you on. Won’t that be good?”

“Oh...oh man...” Dennis sank down with Brooke onto the rugged floor. His naked cock already pushing against her tight, pulsing entrance. “Fuck. Brooke. You’re so pretty. Why did you have to be...so pretty...”

“To please you, Master. Because it’s always supposed to have been this way. Pretty girls should belong to you. As many as you want.”

“I'm a virgin too.” Jordan snatched a nearby blanket off the couch and slipped it underneath them to make things extra comfy. “I've never been with a single guy. Yours is the only cock I've ever seen in person.”

“It's the best one,” Brooke reassured her. “There aren't any others we ever need to see.”

He snatched up her legs and pushed them against his chest, bent. Mating position. 

“Oh god, Brooke.” Jordan shook with excitement. “He's going to breed you for sure!”

She was just processing this when Dennis pushed inside her with his massive shaft. He was so fucking big. 

“Ahhhh!” 

She screamed with pleasure and pain as her virginity was taken by her brother. He drove into her deeper and deeper, and she shook and quivered with bliss. It felt so fucking good. She had been ready for weeks now, months maybe. Her entire life. Her pussy was wet and welcoming for every inch of her brother's massive cock. 

“Yes! Yes!” Brooke screamed and begged for more as Dennis pounded her into submission, fueling her lustful desires and heightened arousal. 

Jordan, unable to control herself, got down on her knees and ground herself into their joined bodies. She couldn't wait to get a taste. Brooke pushed her head away with a gasp, her orgasm suddenly topping the intensity of the pleasure caused by her brother's thrusts. 

“Oh my god!” she moaned, giving into the bliss. "Yes! Master, yes! Thank you, Master!"

She came again and again, a chain of lightning-fast explosive orgasms filling her entire existence. 

"Cum in her, Master," Jordan begged him. "Cum in your sister, please? Let me see you cum, please? I need your pleasure so bad, Master..."

"Yes!" Brooke gasped. "Please! "Cum in me, Master!"

He nodded hard into her tits, letting her know it was on its way. Dennis's body shuddered as his cock pulsed with pleasure, shooting his load deep into her body. Brooke was filled with liquid warmth and pleasure. She screamed her pleasure and triumph, her body shaking as another chain of orgasms struck her. 

When it was all done, Dennis pulled out, and the two of them lay there, spent and sweaty and happy, wrapped in each other's arms. Jordan slipped up against him and gently wrapped his hand around his wet, stiff cock. He was sensitive, but soon it was thicker than ever.

“I want to be yours, Master.” Jordan whispered, unable to take her eyes away. “Please, cum in me too?"

The stopwatch ticked nearby. Another lap was incoming. Brooke pushed Jordan into Dennis's arms. Her Master deserved more and more.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL ROTATIONS OF the stopwatch later, when the sun had gone down and the darkness of their small home was more total and Dennis had spilled his glorious seed inside Jordan and Brooke both several more times, Brooke was in the kitchen feeling puzzled about dinner. 

Good girls made their man dinner. It was so important to be Dennis’s good girl, to let him know she would take care of his needs. 

The water still worked; that was good. Maybe she could boil something? How much the electricity powered in their house felt beyond her; knowledge that had been shuttered away beneath an undying lust for her Man’s thick, hard Cock inside of her filling her full of forbidden babies. 

She was sure she was pregnant now. She was so pleased with herself. Jordan was pregnant too. They would have babies together, and be the hottest, sexiest, youngest moms in the neighborhood.

Not too far away—in the hall just outside the kitchen, in fact—Dennis had Jordan pinned against the wall. Fucking her rotten. Fucking her pregnant again. Brooke sighed lustfully; she was so jealous of her sisterslave. 

The way he fucked Jordan seemed a little less urgent than how he fucked Brooke. She could tell. She was a good girl. He fucked her fast and full of passion, exploding inside her quickly like he thought he could fuck the need for her tight, just-for-him sister-cunt away from himself somehow. When he was inside Jordan, there was more thought taken. It wasn’t that he enjoyed it more—though if he did, of course Brooke would celebrate that like a good girl should—it just seemed that he felt a little less guilty. 

Brooke didn’t mind his guilt. Perhaps he couldn’t fuck it out of himself, but she felt confident she could suck it away from him. 

A moan, whimpering and wheezing, came from behind her in the dark kitchen. Brooke froze.

There was something...someone...in the pantry. 

Normally, Brooke would have felt afraid. A person in the house, a home invader! The stuff of nightmares. 

But her man was just down the hall, urgently and passionately fucking Jordan’s brains out. What could she possibly be scared of? Her only fear was that Dennis wouldn’t fuck her again, and again, and again...

“Hello?” she opened the pantry door wide. “Who’s there?”

It was a walk-in pantry but it wasn’t that large; the house was just that dark. 

“H-hi, sweetheart,” said her mother, Elizabeth, walking out of the pantry wearing nothing but the blouse she had on this morning. No pants. “I-I’m just here to...uh. I mean. Fuck. I forgot to fuck. I mean, no. I forgot my cock. My keys. Keys. Not big fat cock of my son fucking my daughter. My k-k-cock. Keys. Keys. The keys to my cock. Car. I forgot them. I forgot to cock inside me and pregnant please.”

Brooke smiled, eyeing her up and down. Her mom was so hot. She stood there, bottomless, with her big breasts heaving against the thin fabric of her ripped blouse. Her nipples were hard and her waist was small; she was built athletically just like Brooke. They looked just alike too—both of them brunette and beautiful.  Elizabeth was tall and curvy, her chestnut brown hair cascading down her back and shoulders in thick waves. Nobody at school had ever guessed Brooke wasn't Elizabeth's real daughter.

But when Elizabeth had left this morning, she had been shorter. She had been painfully skinny, a cancer survivor with the sickness in remission. Her hair incredibly short. She looked more like a television starlet now. Half her former age and twice as sexy.

“Do you need help, Mommy?" Brooke asked. 

Elizabeth shuddered, whimpered, and nodded. Brooke took her by the hand and led her to the hallway where Dennis had just dropped Jordan to the ground. The sexy blonde came hotly, shuddering and gasping, her cunt full of her Master's impregnating seed.

"Master, look who I found!"

Dennis looked over with clouded eyes and a stiffening cock. 

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

"Cock," said Elizabeth. "I mean, my son's cock. Hard, stiff, suckable cock. I mean I'm a girl? I'm just. Just a silly sexy please-fuck-me." 

She whimpered, dropping to the ground. The three of them had made a makeshift bed there out of the carpet, couch pillows, and throw blankets. It was all covered in warm milk, honey, and seed. 

"Shit," Elizabeth shook her head. "I can't cock straight. Cock straight into my mouth or pussy, both. I can't cock in my brain. My brain is your cock. My son's cock. So big."

Half of her nonsensical babble was unintelligible due to the volume of drool sliding from her mouth. 

"Brooke," Dennis shook his head. "We really...we really can't."

Jordan had already recovered, climbing up his body and stroking him. Hard already. Always hard. Such a man. All his girls were near him. His mother kneeling just feet away. Brooke paired up with Jordan on his other side and the two of them stroked his cock and urged hotly against his sides. 

"You can do anything, Master," said Brooke. 

"You're so powerful."

"You can fuck your Mommy. Why not?"

"She's already changed to be hotter," said Jordan. "She needs your cock now. She needs it so bad. It would be mean not to give it to her."

Even so, he backed away. Shook his head. 

"This is...this is wrong. We can't..."

Elizabeth lunged forward, whimpering, hands stretching out for him. 

Brooke and Jordan both pushed on him, urging their Master toward another hot, wet set of holes for him to own. 

“You can cure her forever, Sir,” said Jordan.

"W-what?"

“It will stay in remission.” Brooke didn't know how she knew, but she did. “It’ll be wiped out completely.”

Jordan nodded against his chest. “She’ll be hot and yours forever.”

“H-how do you know it’ll be fixed?”

“My knee feels better,” said Jordan. “It was all twisted up and still recovering from surgery. I had another three months in my recovery.”

“And I don’t have any more of the nasty roughness on my feet from running so much.”

“Doesn’t it just make sense?”

“Don’t you deserve to fuck her?” Brooke looked deep into her Master's eyes.

“Wouldn’t you love to feel your cock inside your mommy?”

“Your hot mommy.”

“You’ll fix her right up.”

The ticking of the stopwatch escalated once again.

“The sickness won’t be in remission. It won’t ever come back.”

“Good girls have to stay well for you.”

“We know that inside and out.”

“She’s so hot for you, Sir. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Brooke pushed Elizabeth’s mouth up against his cock. Elizabeth, obedient and needy, started kissing immediately. For a moment, she kissed in time with the stopwatch's insistent ticking.

“Please,” said Jordan, “fuck her mouth, Sir.”

“Fuck her throat.”

“Please,” Elizabeth said, kissing his cock as she spoke. 

“If you fuck Mommy, that’ll make You Daddy, won’t it?”

“Fuck.”

“Oooh, Daddy.” Jordan giggled with delight. “And that would make me and Brooke hot sisters, sort of, wouldn’t it? Just hot fucksisters for Daddy to breed and own whenever he wants. Isn’t that right?”

“Don’t you want to breed us, Daddy?”

“Don’t you want to fuck and breed Mommy, Daddy?”

“She’ll call You Daddy too. Won’t you, Mommy?”

Elizabeth nodded. “Oh yes. Please, Daddy. Please, fuck my throat. Fuck my—”

He entered her just to shut her up at first. But it must have felt so right. Her tight throat, the warmth, the wetness...

He kept fucking harder and harder, pushing himself that much deeper within her. The stopwatch closer and closer to another lap. Brooke and Jordan cheered him on, their voices getting louder as his pleasure intensified. 

“More, Daddy. Fuck her harder! You can do it, Daddy!”

Elizabeth was in another world of pleasure now, cumming obviously with each new pump of her son's cock deep into her mouth and throat. He thrust harder and harder, the girls’ encouraging words giving him strength.

“Yes, Daddy!" Brooke clung to him so hard. "You can do it! Fuck Mommy good! She needs it! We all need it!" 

“I love you, Master. Mommy and I love you so much.”

He kept going faster and faster, driving in hard until finally he released a deep moan to cap off his orgasmic explosion inside Elizabeth’s body. The girls began clapping, moaning and yelling in unison for their Master to cum inside Mommy with all his might. With their combined efforts pushing him over the edge, he finally did—shuddering uncontrollably until he was spent. Dennis came hard into Elizabeth’s mouth; just as he did, the stopwatch completed another lap. 

White, hot light swallowed all four of them.

––––––––
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