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Breeding My Best Friend’s Little Sister



Two days had passed since I’d seduced my best friend’s busty mom. Two days since I’d pumped two massive loads into Vanessa’s unprotected pussy. Two days of her secretly texting me how sore she was…and how she couldn’t stop touching herself thinking about getting bred.

I pulled into the driveway again, my cock already thickening just from the sight of the house. This time I wasn’t sure what I’d be walking into. Vanessa had warned me in a late-night text that her daughter Emily was back home for the summer.

When the front door opened, Vanessa greeted me with a hungry smile. She was wearing a loose sundress that barely contained her massive J-cup tits. The thin fabric did nothing to hide how hard her nipples were.

“Hey, stranger,” she purred, pulling me inside quickly and shutting the door. Before I could even speak, she pushed me against the wall and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she ground her thick body against me.

I grabbed a handful of her ass and squeezed.

“Fuck, I missed this,” she whispered against my lips. “My pussy is still leaking your cum.”

I grinned and slipped a hand under her dress, finding her bare and already wet. “Good girl. Keep it inside you.”

Vanessa moaned softly, then reluctantly pulled back. “We have to be careful. Emily got home last night. She’s upstairs unpacking.”

Right on cue, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs.

Emily appeared in the hallway and my cock gave a heavy throb.

Jake’s little sister had grown up a lot since the last time I’d really paid attention. At nineteen, she had a tight, athletic cheerleader body—toned legs, a tiny waist, and perky D-cup tits that sat high and firm on her chest. She wore tiny denim shorts that showed off her smooth thighs and a cropped white tank top that left her flat stomach exposed. Her long brown hair was down, and her face still had that cute, innocent look with big doe eyes and soft pink lips.

“Ryan! Hey!” she said brightly, smiling as she walked over. “Mom said you’ve been helping out a lot since Jake left. That’s really nice of you.”

Her eyes flicked up and down my body for a second before returning to my face. There was a playful little spark there.

“Yeah, just trying to be useful,” I replied, forcing my eyes to stay on her face instead of the way her nipples poked against her thin tank top. “Your mom’s got a lot of projects around here.”

Vanessa shifted nervously beside me, her cheeks still slightly flushed from our kiss. “Ryan’s been a lifesaver. The shelf in the garage, the lawn…all sorts of things.”

Emily tilted her head, studying us both with a curious smile. “That’s funny. I thought I heard some…noises the other day when I got home early. Like the couch was squeaking or something.” She shrugged innocently. “Must’ve been the TV.”

Vanessa’s face went pink. “Probably just the TV, honey.”

I kept my expression neutral, but my pulse was racing. Emily was already suspicious—and clearly enjoying making her mom uncomfortable.

“So what are you working on today?” Emily asked me, stepping a little closer. I caught a whiff of her strawberry shampoo. “Need any help? I’m pretty handy.”

Before I could answer, Vanessa jumped in. “Actually, sweetie, why don’t you finish unpacking? Ryan and I can handle the stuff in the basement.”

Emily pouted cutely, but her eyes stayed locked on me. “Okay…but maybe later you can help me move some heavy boxes in my room, Ryan? They’re way too heavy for me.”

She gave me a sweet smile that didn’t match the mischievous glint in her eyes, then turned and headed back upstairs, her tight little ass swaying in those short shorts.

The moment she was out of sight, Vanessa let out a long breath and pressed herself against me again.

“She’s been asking questions,” she whispered. “I think she suspects something. We need to be more careful.”

I slid my hand back under her dress and pushed two fingers into her creamy cunt, making her gasp.

“Or,” I murmured, slowly fingering Jake’s mom, “maybe we stop being careful.”

Vanessa moaned softly and rocked against my hand, her massive tits pressing into my chest.

“You’re going to get us in so much trouble…” she whispered, but she didn’t tell me to stop.

This summer had just gotten a lot more interesting.


• • •


Vanessa left for the grocery store about an hour later.

She gave me a long, heated kiss at the side door before she went, whispering, “Be good while I’m gone,” even as she squeezed my cock through my shorts. The risk of her daughter being upstairs clearly turned her on as much as it made her nervous.

I was in the kitchen getting a drink when Emily appeared.

She had changed into an even smaller pair of pink sleep shorts and a thin white camisole with no bra. Her perky D-cup tits bounced freely as she walked, her nipples clearly visible through the fabric. She looked like pure temptation.

“So…” she said, hopping up to sit on the kitchen island, her toned legs swinging. “Mom’s gone. Just you and me.”

I leaned against the counter, trying to play it cool. “Looks like it.”

Emily tilted her head, studying me with those big innocent eyes. “You’ve been coming over a lot lately. Like…a lot. Even before Jake left.”

She was swinging her legs slowly, giving me teasing little flashes of her inner thighs.

“Your mom needed help around the house,” I said.

Emily smirked. “Uh-huh. And that’s why she’s been glowing and walking funny the last couple days?”

My pulse jumped. She was bolder than I expected.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Emily.”

She hopped off the island and stepped closer to me. She was shorter than her mom, but her tight little body radiated heat. She looked up at me through her lashes.

“I’m not stupid, Ryan. I heard you two the other day. The moaning. The couch creaking. Mom telling someone to… ‘breed her’.” She bit her lip, her cheeks turning pink. “That was you, wasn’t it?”

I stayed quiet, watching her.

Emily moved even closer until her perky tits were almost brushing my chest. Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“I’ve had a crush on you for a long time. Every time you came over with Jake, I’d go to my room and touch myself thinking about you.”

Fuck. My cock hardened instantly.

“You’re Jake’s little sister,” I said, even as my hand moved to rest on her tiny waist.

“I’m nineteen,” she shot back. “And still a virgin. Well…mostly. I’ve only done it once and it was awful.” She looked down shyly for a moment, then back up at me with heat in her eyes. “I bet you’d be way better.”

The tension in the kitchen was thick enough to choke on.

Emily took my hand and slowly placed it on her breast. Her tit was firm and warm, her nipple rock hard against my palm.

“I won’t tell Mom,” she whispered. “And I won’t tell Jake. I just… I want to feel what she felt.”

My fingers instinctively squeezed her breast. She let out a soft little moan.

“Come upstairs with me,” she said, taking my hand. “I need help moving some heavy boxes in my room. That’s all. Promise.”

She gave me the sweetest, most sinful smile I’d ever seen.

I knew I should say no. I knew this was dangerous as hell.

But instead, I let her pull me toward the stairs.

Emily’s bedroom looked exactly like I remembered it, but everything felt different now. The walls were still painted a soft lavender, posters of boy bands she’d loved as a teenager still hung up, and her bed was covered in a fluffy white comforter. The door was pushed almost closed—but not quite. A deliberate three-inch gap remained, just enough to let in the risk that her mom could come home at any moment.

My heart was pounding as she led me inside by the hand.

“So…these boxes,” she said softly, gesturing vaguely toward a couple of cardboard boxes in the corner. We both knew they were just an excuse.

Emily turned to face me, suddenly looking a little nervous despite her boldness downstairs. She was so much smaller than her mom—petite, tight, and radiating that fresh, barely-legal energy. Her perky D-cup tits strained against the thin white camisole, her hard little nipples clearly outlined. Those tiny pink sleep shorts barely covered the bottom curve of her ass.

“Ryan…” she whispered, stepping closer until her body was pressed lightly against mine. “I meant what I said. I’ve wanted this for years.”

I cupped her face with both hands and kissed her.

Unlike her mom, who had eventually melted with experience, Emily started off tentative and sweet. Her lips were soft and plush. She made these adorable little whimpering sounds as she kissed me back, her hands resting shyly on my chest at first. Then her arms slid around my neck and she pressed herself tighter against me, her firm young tits crushing into my body.

The kiss grew deeper, hotter. I slid my tongue into her mouth and she moaned softly, sucking on it gently. My hands roamed down her back until I was cupping her tight little ass, squeezing the firm cheeks through her shorts.

“Mmm…” she whimpered into my mouth.

I walked her backward until her legs hit the bed, then gently laid her down on her back. I climbed over her, kissing her neck, her collarbone, then lower. When I pulled her camisole up, her beautiful perky D-cups spilled out. They were so firm and round, sitting high on her chest with small, puffy pink nipples already stiff.

“Fuck, Emily,” I groaned, leaning down to suck one into my mouth.

“Ahh!” she gasped, her back arching. “That feels so good…”

I took my time worshiping her tits—sucking, licking, gently biting her sensitive nipples while my
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