Lazuna stood in the shower, head pressed to the tiles as the warm water fell around her. She had been extra careful to lock the door, as she had been these past few nights - since her brother had tried to claim her as his mate. She shuddered, gritting her teeth. She stood straight and stretched out her exhausted, young body. The little filly had hardly slept these past few days, flashbacks of being pinned and filled those first few inches had plagued her nightmares. Her sopping wet tail lashed and she shut off the water - not able to stay for much longer, it had been close to dinner time when she’d got in, and had easily been in an hour. She watched the water flow down the drain before stepping out into the cool air - ebony nipples perking up at the cold. She shivered and wrapped herself in her plush towel, covering herself with her thick dressing gown too. She wiped her hooves on the mat and began to make her way to her room, unlocking the door to look up and down the hall, hoping to high heaven not to bump into her brother, the brother she had been trying to avoid all week.

Just as the stallion was leaving his room he saw his sister slip from the bathroom to her door fresh from her nightly shower and her wet body covered in her thick gown. The colt licked his lips and crept after her hoping she would lock her door this time. Every night since he had coated her in his seed and almost taken her virginity she had kept him locked out much to his annoyance. He wondered just how she was holding up, each day taking her closer to her heat those thoughts of being bred by some strong stallion only growing. He bet every she thought about it that night came back to her and she teased her body to thoughts of mating with her big brother. It had certainly been the fuel for his fantasies as he masturbated with her used underwear. The colt twisted her door handle softly and it clicked open. Jackpot! Letting himself into the room her closed and locked the door behind him. Her room had that same scent of her season her stolen panties had though now much stronger. “Hey, sis. It's about time you finally gave in and left the door open for me.” He smirked at her as he crossed the room and sat next to her on the bed.  “I think we went a bit fast last time and I'm sorry. I want to show you how good it really feels. How good I can make you feel.  I know you enjoyed some of the things I did to you so I want you to feel more of that.” He explained his hand on her wet thigh and slowly running through her fur each time he moved closer to her pussy. “I promise this time won't hurt at all. It'll feel amazing.”

She had to fight the urge to bare her teeth at him - as mares did when faced with a threat. Her ears folded back and she stiffened up, legs tense and tail tucked down. She had been struggling, imagining what it would’ve been like if she had just given in to him - given in and let him fill her with that sticky load; the load that had taken two showers to rinse fully from her white fur. She whirled around to him and scooted away, her blue eyes narrowed at the buckskin stallion. She gritted her teeth and jerked her leg out of his grasp, despite how it made her skin tingle. “J-Jasper, get out.” She stammered, glowering at him from two feet away. She reached to tighten her dressing gown and pull it down over her bare thighs - trying to reduce the temptation. The filly’s fur was soaked, and it only intensified the scent, the sickly sweetness that provoked such primal responses in males. She cursed herself internally for not locking the door. She clamped her legs shut as his caresses persisted, tracing higher and higher. Her father had been sent away to work elsewhere for the next couple of weeks, probably on purpose - given the vigorous noises from their parent's room during her last heat, she gathered it had been hard on him. She was not so lucky with getting rid of Jasper. She tried to move, to stand, but some strange part of her was compelling her to stay - a small voice in her head excited by his words, demanding the need of her ovaries be satisfied, and her womb swelling with stallion seed… and eventually a foal. She shook at that thought, it sending her hormones spiking a little. She turned away from Jasper, waiting for him to leave.

The colt only followed her down the bed as she tried to shuffle away. She smelled so good and that feral voice inside him began to start up once more demanding he take her. This time he was determined to hold back he had to make her feel good and show her just what she was missing. “Come on Laz, I know how mad this must be driving you. That little voice telling you over and over how much you need to have a male inside you. I'll be that male for you. Stuff you full of my cock and pump all that sticky seed into your womb for you.” He told her as he moved in front of her legs hands moving to grasp her knees and slide up her thighs gently, fingertips rubbing through her fur as he worked to part her legs. “Just think about Laz it would feel amazing. My weight on top of you my cock slowly pushing inside your cunt. I'll be gentle I promise.” His hands slipped under her dressing gown enjoying the feel of her thighs under his hands. Working up and slowly inwards as he closed in on that delicate flower. “I'll let you get used to it then slowly start to move my hips pushing deeper inside you. Closer to that fire only my cum can quench. You'll be squirming and moaning begging me not to stop. Not until both can't hold back any longer and your pussy milks every drop of cream my balls can make right into your womb.” He told her his words turning himself on never mind his sister and his fingertips met her hips at last. “But that can wait this time I want to show you just what you've been missing. I want to make you orgasm, I can show you just how good it feels.” 

She looked away from him still, determined not to look at him - to see the look of need on his face, to be able to see the face of her brother that she had trusted for so long. She squirmed as he pressed her thighs apart, despite her weak attempts to stop him - he just applied more force until she gave up. She squirmed a little, trying to block out his words; despite how they made her want to, despite how they made her drip with need. She grabbed at the sheets, gritting her teeth as his hand groped her hips. She stammered again. “J-Jasper it’s wrong… w-we can’t.” She meekly mumbled, having to fight both her hormones and her brother's words - her heart hammering and a soft blush covering her cheeks. Her blue eyes still averted from his, too scared to meet his eyes as his hands gripped her hips beneath her towel and gown. “I-I d-d-don’t…” She mumbled. “I-I don’t want to mate.” She shook her head, her chest rising and falling as she panted slightly. She dug her hooves into the floor to try and ground herself - trying not to be washed away in the sea of the seasonal drive. The absolute urge to bend and present and let stallions have their turn until her cunt was nice and full of pints of sticky, thick semen. She tried to push those thoughts out of her head, the thoughts of her tied like a broodmare and bred by as many stallions as she could take - her womb filled with copious loads, a thick puddle between her spread legs. 

Jasper moved closer climbing up her body as she gave in slowly to his persistence, his strong hands, and own desperate lust. “Shhhh it doesn't matter we're siblings. We're not going to mate tonight. I just want to make you feel better. Help that drive go down. All that matters is that you feel good.” He told her as his hands spread under the gown and towel peeling both open and laying her body bare before him once more. This time he got to enjoy the view from the front, her breasts already bigger than any other female in their school and she was three years below him. The stallion smiled kindly and cupped each of those orbs in his strong hands, fingers kneading at the soft flesh as his thumbs found her nipples through the fur and ran soft circles around the teats. “That's it just relax and I'll have you moaning in bliss before you know it.” The colt whispered in her ear softly pushing her back to lie down on the mattress. He could smell his scent still lingering on her bedding and grinned, that must have been driving her wild. The male knelt by his sister's hooves, hands on her knees slowly pushing her legs apart so he could get to the sweet reward between them. “Remember just relax and enjoy yourself Laz. I promise you'll like it this time.” The stallion nickered his head swimming in the scent of her cunny.

Lazuna squeaked as he undressed her, her blush blossoming down her neck and over the top of her chest - warmth radiating from her. She squirmed as he stripped her, she lashed her tail at him; her delicate scent wafting towards him as he grasped at her blossoming breasts, caressing the damp fur trying to find her perky ebony nipple - the fur around them only slightly darker than the ivory that surrounded it. She gasped as he found the little buds, making her quiver just slightly. She jolted a bit before he laid her back, his words making her shiver. She felt stupid for trusting him… especially after last time, how he’d pinned her and violated her - how he would’ve taken her right there without her consent, filling her and using him for her own desires. She flicked the ear he whispered into as he laid her down, her jaw falling open slightly as she arched against the touches, gasping a little. She squeaked as he parted her legs, nestling between them. “W-What are you d-doing?!” She gasped, looking down at him as he spoke to her, his head so close to her sweet flower - swollen even more than it had been the night he tried to claim her, and absolutely dripping with her honey. She’d been trying to shower as many times as possible to keep her scent down, but even then her delicate sex had many different ideas.

Jasper gazed up her thighs as she parted her legs for him at last. The resistance going from her muscles and she was spread wide open. The scent hit him and Jasper almost choked as it stole all rational thought from his head for a moment. His shaft responded in that instant easing itself from its sheath and quickly starting to tent the pants he was wearing. The buckskin horse nickered and shook his head to clear it as he looked over his sister's body drinking in every detail, her grey fur giving way to darker stocking like markings on her legs as well as the splodge of black over her tummy and between her thighs. Her mane fell about her head, white colouring at the root and shading down to black at the tips, the stark contrast to his own. It gave him a moment to get his head together and his dick under control. “I'm going to make you feel good. Make you cum with my fingers and my tongue.” He explained giving her thigh a little bite. Once more his hands slipped up her thighs to that delicate flower between them his thumbs softly stroking over her equine petals slipping in the copious amounts of nectar already flowing from it. That voice was calling out to him once more demanding he take her, mount her while she had her sex bared for him and pump her full of his cum but there was no way he was going to go back on his promise now. He was determined to hold back his instincts and make her enjoy it, to make sure that after tonight she would never lock him out again. 

Lazuna looked down at him, nestled between her thighs. She shivered as she caught scent of his own arousal. Her eyes widened slightly in fear, and she tried to close her legs a little, but his hands were already between her thighs. She gasped as he bit her upper thigh, nipping at the soft flesh there. She whimpered as his hand reached up to her puss, she squirmed as he rubbed his thumbs caressed her, rapidly becoming slick with her juices. The filly squirmed and wriggled a little, her needy filly pussy winking just so in response - a look of worry on her face, so scared he would exploit her, that it was all a ruse to fill her. She gripped at the sheets, writhing against his teasingly delicate touches - her hormones flaring, demanding he do more. She bucked her hips slightly, involuntarily, as he caught her sensitive, swollen clit. She gasped and grit her teeth, legs spreading just a little more, hooves kicking behind him a little - shocked at the sensation. Her blue eyes fixated on his face as she quivered in fearful anticipation - so shy and afraid, laid almost completely bare beneath her brother - her arms still looped through her gown. She rolled her hips slightly to try and alleviate the discomfort of the towel digging into her back, still watching her big brother. 

The male grinned as he made her jolt and smiled up at her as his thumbs slowly ran back up to that spot on her slit where he had been touching. Kneading firmly through her dripping folds and nickering in delight at her response. “Not used to to touching there, are you?” He asked softly parting her lips to uncover that pink flesh inside and the swollen nub of her clit. His hot breath rolled over that bud as he gave a soft sigh, blowing his breath over her body. “So pretty.” He teased and gave her thigh a lick as his thumbs dipped into her young virgin sex. The colt watched her closely as he explored the inside of her body, his touch completely different from the last time. Last time he had touched her the was doing it for his own pleasure, to feel what a cunt was like for himself. This time, true to his word, he was trying to make her enjoy it. If it looked like she was in pain he would move quickly elsewhere., if she wriggled and moaned with pleasure he would let his digits linger. Time seemed to lose all meaning as he explored his sister’s body, finding her most sensitive spots and learning just how she liked to be touched, and soon he had no idea how long he had been squatting at the edge of her bed for. With gentle strokes and soft circles he made his way back up her equine cunny to that nub, thumbs rolling over and around her clit. Stroking her pleasure button from top to bottom and side to side as his tongue slipped free and gave her thigh a teasing lick towards her sex.

The filly squeaked as he continued his caresses on her oh-so-sensitive, swollen slit. Her curvy frame squirmed under his dark hands as he began to knead more firmly, she whimpered as his hot breath washed over her flower - making her fur rise slightly. She shivered with a gasp as he licked at her soft thigh, the ivory fur stark in contrast to the surrounding ebony of her vulva and inner thigh-crease. The needy mare moaning a little as he filled her with his thumbs - she winced a little, expecting it to hurt. Her feminine form stayed tense for a moment or so, the foreign feeling making her squirm a little more, trying to make the pressure more bearable - his compliments of her innocent flower making her blush even more - all her chest and face a pale hue of pink beneath the finer fur. She squeaked as he caught her little pearl, making her gasp and her hips buck towards him involuntarily - flinching a little as she jarred against him, her leg quivered as his tongue lapped over her thigh, warm and wet. She whimpered, looking down at him with half-lidded azure eyes, her vulva winking at him just so, in response to his caresses. One of her stocking-marked legs kicked out as he tormented her flower, another low moan escaping her as he stroked silky insides. She rolled her hips up and sighed a little, biting her lip to try and stifle those minute pleasured sounds - her swollen puss, on the other hand, so eager and responsive to his affections, desperately trying to contain the sounds she made; not wanting him to think he had won. 

The male smirked watching his little sister trying her hardest not to look like she was enjoying herself. Every half moan and involuntary twitch of her legs gave it away though. Well he had something that would make it hard for her to hide it, one hand slipped from her sex and he lick the honey from his fingers. “Damn you taste good too.” He groaned making a show of licking all the fluid that coated his digits clean. From his pocket he pulled a small egg vibe he had stolen from their parents bedside draw. One that was filled with sex toys so he was sure they wouldn't miss it. The stallion rolled the little black orb over her slit coating it easily in all the fluid she was making and pressed it against the filly’s clit. “Ready to feel amazing?” He asked grinning devilishly before clicking on the toy. It buzzed against her cunny vibrating powerfully but quietly. Jasper breathed deeply he had been worried it would be loud enough to hear through her door. All this time spent staring at he puffy cunt and so close to her fertile scent had him hard once again and he was tenting his pants badly eager to cum all over her body again. Perhaps he could convince her to suck him off after she came. 

Her eyes widened, watching him lap those sweet fluids from dark fingers - her body feeling empty without his probing, muscles tightening as she found herself resenting his withdrawal. Her dark eyebrows furrowed at the small black egg he held up - a small loop of plastic hanging from it. She squirmed as he rolled the cool plastic over her clit - shaking a little against it, the lower temperature making the little pearl retreat a little and her vulva wink. Laz gasped as it began to buzz, a low thrumming resonating inside her - despite the toy only just caressing her damp nethers. The sensation was almost too much, just a touch overwhelming - all she could think about was the feeling, but not so much the pleasure. She was desperately trying to wrap her head around the toy, to experience it as best as her virgin body could. She rolled her hips up involuntarily, biting her lip firmly. “J-jasper..” she whimpered. “What is that?” She gasped a bit, suddenly catching his musky aroused scent - making her blush and panic a little, despite how her body stayed relaxed under his hands; except for the slight squirms and moans.

The stallion grinned watching his little sister writhing and moaning under his touch. She could hardly tell him she wasn't enjoying it now he thought to himself as his hand rolled up her thigh once more. “A little toy I found in mum and dad's room. Don't worry they won't know it's gone. Just relax and let it feel good.” He ordered her as once more his fingers parted her silky black vulva and pushed as deep into her virgin cunt as she could take him. Gods it felt good to have her sex wrapped around his digits like that, feeling her winking against his fingers as he pressed the egg between her folds and let her feel its buzzing more deeply. He was fighting that urge again the power of her heat calling him to claim her and use her body the way it had been made for him. Not yet he told himself. Soon though, soon I'll mount and mate her he repeated in his head trying to sate the animal inside him as he worked up enough courage to truly force his way into that tight entrance, to break that virgin flower and ram home whether she was ready for him or not.  

Lazuna furrowed ebony eyebrows as he explained what it was, tacking on a command at the end. She whimpered and leaned back into the sheets, sighing a little to try and relax. She clenched around his fingers - jaw falling slack in a gasp as he filled her swollen cunny with his thick digits. She moaned and wriggled a little, her cheeks rosy from the embarrassment at being laid completely nude and at the mercy of her brother, of all people. The little mare whimpered as the buzzing orb was pressed into silky folds, making her clench around his fingers and whimpered as he withdrew - leaving her completely vulnerable to the toy’s sensations, making her throb and squirm as the buzzing reverberated through her core - making her squeak loudly at the sensation, twitching under it and kicking involuntarily, clenching around the toy, eyes squeezed tightly shut. “Hnng!” She whinnied. 

Jasper watched his little sister buck and roll her hips as the toy moved over her pussy. He ran it slowly down her slit until it popped into her wet entrance with a squelch. Fluid sprayed out around it as her fold greedily accepted the thing that was giving her so much pleasure.  “That's it Laz I told you it would feel good. It'll feel even better soon all you have to do is squeeze down on that egg.” He ordered rolling his thumb up to her clit once more and running it in firm fast circuits around that little bud. He was starting to pant again his body fighting to do what it was made to do: breed. A dark patch was spreading through the fabric of his bottoms. His cock was throbbing shooting precum each time it did, the closeness to a fertile female always made a male lose control and it was even worse if they were the same species. It was why many males would leave the house for a few days while a female who lived there was in season. He wanted to tell her how he couldn't wait to feel his cock slipping past those wet lips and filling every inch of her sex, to say how much she wanted him to flood her womb with his virile seed, how she would love having him stretching her virgin walls out around his member. But at the same time, he didn't want to scare her and simply occupied his tongue with leaning close and running that broad equine tongue over her puffy folds. 

The little miss initially squirmed and writhed at the sensation of being filled with that little black orb, making her whimper and grit her teeth tight. Her tight puss not quite knowing what to make of the onslaught of sensations - the low thrumming of the toy barely audible now it was buried inside her, the feeling of each buzz reverberating through every part of her heated core. She felt her thighs dampen as her sweet honey flowed freely in response to the stimulation, occasionally expelling some of those juices as her vulva winked, her gown pinned beneath already darkened from the wetness. Lazuna whimpered, biting her dark lower lip as he gazed at her, looking over her body. She squeaked as he caught her clit - rubbing his deft thumb over that little pearl, she shook and bucked off the bed a little in response. Her nose twitched at the scent of his arousal, highly attuned to the scent of a fertile stallion, she panted his name softly, gritting her teeth. Blue eyes half-lidded as they watched his head between her thighs - lapping up the sweet juices that had pooled there. “Lazuna! Jasper! Dinnertime!” Their mother called from the belly of the house, Lazuna froze instantly, eyes now wide, and as if awoken from a trance she tried to flip herself over to get dressed - cheeks red with a blush as she shoved Jasper away meekly, the toy oh-so-distracting in her tight tunnel. “J-Jasper.” She stammered, standing on weak legs - feeling like jelly beneath her. She tottered to grab a nightgown, throwing it over her head; panic the only thing that distracted her from the vibrations in her loins.

The stallion grunted displeased when their mum called them to eat. Laz he noticed made no move to pulled the egg from her dripping sex and she had put the barest effort in pushing him away. He stepped back and grabbed her a pair of panties from her dresser clicking off the toy as he went. “Don't take it out.” He told her as he knelt at her hooves and helped her shaky legs into the underwear. His head was almost level with her sweet smelling sex and just before he pulled the frilly blue fabric all the way up he buried his muzzle between her thighs once more. His tongue pushed the toy deep into place before he stood and licked his lips. “Fuck your pussy tastes amazing. Here try it.” He told her grabbing her hips and forcing her into a deep lustful kiss. His tongue pushing into her muzzle before she had a chance to protest. Even these lips tasted good to him and he held her tight against his body rolling his broad tongue over hers. At last, he pulled back letting them both breathe. “Enjoying the toy little sis? If you're good I might turn it back in for you.” He teased her brandishing the tiny remote at her before he slipped from her room to grab a shirt from his own. “Come on you two don't let it get cold!” He heard the older mare yelling up once more and called back. “On the way mum.” 

Lazuna grabbed at her brother’s shoulders as he urged her into her panties, looking down at him, trying hard not to topple. She squeaked a little as she bashed her hip on her drawers, biting her lip. She felt the unfamiliar weight inside her, and how it moved with each step she took. She sighed deeply, trying to wash away some of her arousal. The little filly stamped a foot and squeaked as his head pushed up between her legs, lapping over her folds and shoving the toy deep into her, she grabbed at his cropped mane tightly, unsure if she was doing it to keep him there or to pull him away. Her ebony hand released him and stumbled backwards as he grabbed her, pinning her smaller body between her dresser and his athletic frame. Laz’s eyes opened wide as he pressed his moist lips to her own, her sweet juices plentiful and their flavour akin to that of honey, her arms pressed against his chest, pinned there by his body. She whimpered into the kiss as he deepened it, forcing his tongue over hers. The little filly felt her tight pussy clench around the toy as he brought it back to her attention, before he was gone - out the door and to get ready. She adjusted her panties and nightgown - the silk of her underwear already practically transparent with her juices. She heard her mother all again. “C-Coming, mother!” She shouted back, leaving her room to head down the steps, moving slowly, each motion making her clamp around that little orb. She squirmed a bit as she headed to the dinner table - trying not to look at her mother, a light blush on her face. 

Jasper trotted into the dining room and took a seat next to his sister’s. Their parents would normally sit across from them but with their dad away it was just their mother bringing in plates of steaming vegetables and a plate of nut roast. “Jasper, carve the roast up please.” The palomino mare asked as she patted the young filly’s head. “Don't worry hun. It'll get easier as you get older and once you find a mate it'll go much smoother.” She told the young girl and her brother threw her a grin and a short buzz of the toy inside her. The older female headed for the kitchen and he ramped it up to full power just to see how loud it was. With Laz sat on the soft chair the noise of the egg was almost completely muffled. He served up the food and placed the plates down by each seat. “Enjoy, little sis.” He told her as he took his seat once more and switched the toy off. Just in time as the cream coloured mare came back with a boat of gravy. He knew she'd leave a wet patch on the seat and probably so did their mum hench why all the seats suddenly had cushions on them. Probably mum was trying not to make her feel singled out for something she couldn't help. The horses did their best to eat normally making small talk and ignoring the fact that Laz was almost in heat though her brother did his best to make sure she couldn't let it go. Turning the egg on when she was about to speak or reach for something while under the table he rubbed his leg against hers. 

Lazuna’s damp tail lashed behind her as she settled into the cushioned seat - she’d seen them before when her mother was in heat. She sat quietly, looking up at her mother as she patted her head, making her blink and nuzzle into the hand affectionately. She squeaked a bit as the toy clicked to life inside her, hiding it as best she could with a cough. She scratched at her shoulder, watching her mother walk away. Laz glowered at Jasper beside her, but straightened in her seat as the toy began to mercilessly buzz inside her before clicking off - she narrowed blue eyes at him, trying her best to enjoy the meal, gritting her teeth hard as the toy ramped up in intensity within her sensitive silky folds. She squirmed in her seat a little, thighs dripping with honey. She kicked a little under the desk as Jasper touched her, cheeks rosy at the arousal she was swamped by. The little filly tried to refrain from touching him, eating as quickly as she could, despite the agonising torment of the little egg in swollen folds. She tried to keep the conversation civil, keeping her mother's questions about what she was going through as clipped and to the point as she could - not wanting to spill any extra details. She left a small amount on her plate, placing her knife and fork down. “May I be excused?” She asked breathily, the toy making it so she wasn’t hungry - not for food, anyway. 

The stallion smirked back at her as she glowered at him. At any moment she could have told their mother what was happening or even just taken the toy out of her panties and tossed it aside. But she didn't. He knew no matter what she said she was enjoying the attention he pouring on her. He ate without any distractions, other than the raging hard-on in his pants, and was almost done when Lazuna asked to be excused. He shovelled the last few bites of food into his muzzle and mumbled out around it. “Me too?” His mum glared at him. “Don't talk with your mouth full, Jasper, and you can do the washing up first. But you can go Laz take it easy.” The male slumped his shoulders and began to gather up the used plates as his sister began to leave just as she got to the door her clicked the toy to full power, let her deal with that until he got back to her room he thought. Laz normally had to help him with the plates drying them out and putting them away while he scrubbed up without her there it took so much longer and he was now so horny he found himself grinding his shaft against the counter while he worked. Every moment he was kept from the little filly was agonising torture as visions of her rolling around in bliss upstairs filled his head, her perfect body laid out on her bed just waiting for him to come back to her and claim her fertile tunnel. At last, he was done and after putting away the cutlery he rushed back to her door and gave it a shove. “Laz?” He whispered loudly.

Lazuna smiled gratefully at her mother, shooting a smug look at her brother. She stood and walked out, her legs almost buckling out from under her as he turned the toy on. She grabbed at the wall a little, swaying on her hooves before straightening and marching upstairs. The little filly shut her door and instantly shed her translucent panties, reaching to desperately pull that offending toy from her, tossing it into her clothes basket - it’s buzzing muffled. She reached to touch her head, pinching at the bridge of her muzzle a little; feeling a bit of a headache from the constant state of arousal she was in. She grabbed her towel from before and tried to dry some of her copious juices from her thighs. The filly wobbled to her bed, still clutching the towel, trying to clean the dark damp patches before climbing beneath the covers and flicking out the light. She closed her eyes, taking deep breaths to quell the absolute need in her loins - so close to her heat, merely hours away if that. She squirmed a little, tugging her nightgown down as she began to doze off. Lazuna’s ears pricked as she heard her brother barrelled into her room, internally cursing for not locking it. She bit her lip and tried to maintain the facade of sleep, hoping he would leave her alone for now - too het up and on edge to stand any more of his teasing. The little mare was conflicted by all the things he had been making her feel and didn’t want to indulge him anymore - lest she wind up as his mate, especially in her fuzzy-minded, heat-blind state.

Jasper found her room in darkness and could hear the soft buzzing of the egg from the laundry basket opposite her bed. The stallion pulled his phone from his pocket and used its light to lock the door and pull the toy from the pile of clothes. The phone went out and plunged the room into darkness once more. Holding the egg and the remote in his teeth by the little straps that hung from them he made his way to her bed stripping as he went. He slipped slowly, naked, into his sleeping sister's bed and pressed up close behind her, his hard shaft pressed against her bare rump and he slipped his arms around her slender body. The colt’s hands were trembling with excitement as he ran the toy between her legs and pushed it back inside her wet sex. Genuinely believing she was already asleep he pressed close his cock oozing precum out over her rump as he rocked his hips against her body. His hands began to roam her body, stroking along her curves, one hand slipping over her shoulder and under her nightgown. He was panting with excitement as his fingertips found her nipple and softly teased the tender flesh there. His other stroked over the perfect sweep of her hip and glided down her thigh and caressed her leg. Gods he wished she was wearing the thigh high stockings or a pair of tights she normally wore under her skirts, those were so damn hot!

The little filly worked hard to control her breathing as she heard him bumbling around her room - the door locking with a soft click. She squirmed a little as she felt him climb in beside her, and grit her teeth as his naked frame pressed up against her rump, that toy pushed into her again. The young mare rolled a little, trying to free herself from his grasp, whilst still feigning sleep. Lazuna moaned a little as he touched pert buds - squeezing her eyes closed tight and hoping he’d think she was still asleep, her small frame squirmed in response to the offending egg buried deep inside her and at his caresses of her blossoming curves. She grabbed the blanket tighter as she heard him pant into her ear, it flicking involuntarily at the sensation - awfully sensitive to such ministrations. With each motion she could feel his thick masculinity brush against her plush rump, splitting the cheeks slightly - she could feel his medial ring pressing against the supple flesh and grunted a little, trying hard to ignore the hormones that his musky scent inspired within her. The buzzing toy was a different matter - being eagerly welcomed by silky insides, embraced by tight warmth and almost excessive wetness, her earlier attempts to clean up now null and void by her brothers returned assault on her innocent body.

Jasper had no care if she was awake or asleep now a total thrall to her pheromones as they commanded him to breed her. The colt felt her ear flicker against his nose and snapped at it with his teeth gently nibbling at the soft flesh, she was still slightly damp from her shower. He kneaded the soft orb of her breast in his hand moaning a little at how warm and supple it was between his fingers. Gods she felt so good. Smelt so good to him. That fertile scent flooding his nose from her sex just begging him to do what was natural. His hips rolled without even thinking about it, poking his flared head at her rump and smearing her with his pre. That voice was back in his head as he became drunk on her scent, getting stronger as she got closer to coming into her season. Mount mate breed. Mount mate breed. Without being aware of it his hand slipped under her thigh and lifted her leg. A roll of his hips and that hard equine shaft popped from between her now slippery butt cheeks to push up against the delicate flower of her womanhood. By the time he had himself back under control he had forced that flare inside her dripping slit and was grinding the egg against her hymen. He was grunting and panting hard even in his own ears he sounded like a feral animal in rut. With all the willpower he had, he forced him to pull from that warm passage. Panting and already missing the feeling of her hot walls clinging to his tip he pushed his shaft between her thighs and closed her legs around it. He had promised her he wouldn't put it inside tonight and he damn well would keep that promise. But pressed between her legs like this feeling the toy buzzing at full power as his member slipped along her folds he could have plenty of fun and the colt began to thrust slowly as her pussy oozed out its honey over his cock.

Lazuna quivered as he teeth met around her ear - teasing the finely furred flesh. She tipped her head back as his hands caressed damp fur, deft digits kneading at and pinching her nipples. His touch was firm, warm; almost welcome. Her smaller frame squirmed and writhed as he began to caress and torment her bodice - his moans making her clench unconsciously at the egg, resulting in a low nicker from her. She rolled against his girth as it coated her silky fur in slimy pre, causing it to clump together as he prodded her rump - her star covered in his dribbling fluids. Lazuna whimpered as he glided against her own saturated folds; clear fluids copiously covering her tender flower - now spread wide by his slightly flared head. She found herself pushing back just so as he nudged his tip inside, shoving that egg right up to her hymen. She squeaked in discomfort, at last ‘waking up’. “Jasper…?” she whimpered and meekly pulled away - just as he slipped free from her. Her thighs clamped around his shaft as he positioned her, humping away to enjoy the friction and vibrations her small body could provide. She squirmed a little, but not so much away this time - instead to arch a little into him, his thickness catching her clit with every pump of his athletic hips. She moaned, winking a bit and squeezing her thighs around him - blinded by her hormones. She rolled her hips to better try and position him, wanting the sensations to be stronger - especially on that sensitive little pearl.

Jasper grunted as his member slipped along her folds smearing his length in her honey. The tight glomp of her thighs like a warm vice around his girth and he rolled his hips back and angled himself more firmly upwards to press solidly against her sex with each pass. He was panting hard already, the same ragged need gasps he made just before he came over her body the first time. “Yeah?” He muttered at last gripping her hip with his free hand and holding her body close. He was so lost in his own pleasure he hadn't even noticed the subtle shift in his sister’s attitude, her body now pressing back against him rather than trying to pull away. Little by little his forcefulness coupled with her desperate need to be bred her heat would be crushing her with must have slowly been wearing out her resistance. The stallion moaned feeling her medial ring rubbing over her folds with each thrust and his flared tip made a wet squelch each time it rolled over her dripping folds. He bowed his head and ran his notes down from her ear to her neck and back up. “Doesn't it feel good sis? Our bodies rolling against each other in the dark, nothing between us but our fur.” He teased her pushing her nightgown further up her back. 

The female whimpered as he grabbed her and pulled her close - hand tightening on her soft hip. She wriggled back as he held her to him, teasing her as he angled up to press against her tender bud. She couldn’t quite form a coherent reply, instead, she moaned a little and reaching to grip onto his thigh. Lazuna wriggled as he shoved her nightgown up her back - it bundling across her midriff. She tilted her neck as he kissed up and down her neck; luckily for him, she had braided her silver hair down the other side, as she often did when she couldn’t be fussed with drying it so late at night. Her breath hitched at his words, her cheeks rosy with warmth - she worried they would be red enough for him to see in the dark. The little filly merely rolled her hips back to him in response to his words, feeling his body flush to hers, she almost bare as they pressed together in the dark - a tangled mess of limbs and appendages. She pressed her wet folds against him, feeling that egg still working away inside her - her breathing more laboured with each motion he made; each motion that caught her clit and brought her closer. She tensed nervously, scared of the mounting pressure in her loins - increasing and tightening with each rock of their bodies, like a rubber band almost at its limit.

Jasper could feel the mounting pressure building in the smaller horse and grunted against her as he picked up speed. It was the same sensation in his loins. Wet sloppy noises coming from where their bodies joined. “That's it, sis. I can feel how close you are. You can let it go come for your big brother.”  He told her as he slipped the hand on her hip forward plunging between her legs and seeking out her sex between them. His cock rubbed against the tip of his fingers and he followed it back as he rolled his hips away from her once more. Each thrust made his heavy horse balls slap against her legs and his hips thwacked against her rump. The stallion nickered his fingers sliding over the mare's drenched sex and pressed firmly against that perfect nub rolling two fingers quickly around it. He was close to squirting his seed over her body again and wanted to push her over that edge before he went over it. Determined to paint her fur white only after he had shown her what she was missing by locking her door each night. A world of pleasure only her brother seemed to have the key to. “Cum for me sis! Let it go and feel just how good it is and it'll only get better when I mount you.” He groaned against her ear his body muttering against her narrow back. 

His younger sister squirmed as he moved faster, mouth falling slack as she panted, eyes closed tight as she revelled in the motions and sensations - listening to his hot words in her ear, she shuddered a little in response. Lazuna was so caught up, so swept up in all the hormones and desires of her body - washed away by his masculine scent, so musky and complimentary to her own. She writhed and wriggled against him, tossing her head back a little, gasping as he rolled her clit between two digits - pinching it and massaging it in tight circles. The little mare gasped as he grunted in her ear, commanding her little body in the ways of the unknown - demanding her to comply, his relentless assault increasing in fervour; the toy working inside, his girth and fingers tormenting her vulva and clit respectively. It was all too much for the little girl, and she let out a short squeal - which she stifled into her pillow - whilst shuddering and bucking wildly against him, pressing down and squirming against his cock as she came. Her folds clenching around that toy and making her shake and cry into her pillow at the intensity of the release - vulva winking at him, almost invitingly. Lazuna moaned and trembled with each pulse of her folds around that toy - breathlessly panting beside him; trying to look over her shoulder at him, eyes wide in the dark. 

Jasper revelled in her body, thrusting between her thighs as hard and as fast as he could. His mind and body flushed with more pleasure than he thought was possible or that he could handle. “I'm so close Laz. I'm gonna cum any second.” He grunted in her ear as he tried to slow his wild bucking without success. “Don't worry though I know how badly you need my cum inside you though. I'll push the tip in before I blow.” He tormented her both of them now painfully aware of just how close she was to her heat now. His hips rolled back a drove forward one last time before he heard his sister squeal in pleasure. Her first climax hitting her so hard and her body positively writhed against his. He could feel every tremble and shudder as her sex clenched on that toy, her fluids rushing from her folds as the winked on the side of his shaft. It was as if they were begging him to go inside her. He couldn't ignore an invitation like that and his fingers slipped from her clit to plunge deeper pushing into her body and pulling the egg free from her labia. It made a wet smack as it came out and a flood of her honey washed over his body “Fuck, you're cumming so hard for me Laz! You're such a good girl. And here's your reward.” He told her as his fingers redirected his next thrust into her convulsing mound. He hit her maidenhead firmly and let out a keeping nicker of utter delight as he started to cum. His balls tightened under him and hot ropes of seed blasted from his throbbing tip into her passage. Most of it gushed out back over his thighs, the opening too small to let all that thick cum through in one go. His bucks lost all rhythm butting his flare inside her in short hard beats in time to his squirts of cream. He locked eyes with her in the dark, just enough light filtering through the curtains for them to make each other out, and grinned as they rode out their climaxes together. 

She was shaking, not capable yet of coherent thought - her mind nothing more than explosion after explosion of pleasure. Her breathing was ragged and shaky, making her shudder against him as he spoke hot whispers into her ear; none of which was quite making sense in her addled brain. Lazuna squeaked a little as her brother tugged that egg from her folds, her silky petals doing their best to cling to the buzzing toy - not quite willing to relent until he finally pulled it free with a flood of her sticky honey, clinging down his thighs and soaking through his thin fur. She felt him stuff his thick tip into her tight canal, butting up against her innocence before twitching and throbbing inside her - sudden warmth and his grunts brought her back to reality a bit. She squirmed as he pumped her slick puss with sticky horse cum. Her hips rocked back, not really conscious of her actions, pushing down so that the little nub on his tip pressed against the one barrier keeping him out, feeling each strong spurt of his virile seed against the textured veil to her womb. She glanced back at him in the dim light - blue eyes glazed and half-lidded, rolling against him again a little; her own release fading and allowing her to recover some. She panted and nuzzled into his arm shakily, clinging to him tight.

The stallion panted, his eyes almost rolling back in his head in sheer pleasure. Never had it felt so good for him to cum and he knew that the same hormones running through his sister making her so sensitive would have worked the same magic on him tripling the intensity of their orgasms. That must have been one hell of a first climax for the young mare. He was clinging on to her smaller body so tight his hands were starting to cramp and it was only as he started to slow down so that he could relax his grip. Jasper moaned rolling his hips back and his cock popped free from her tight puss. Her vulva didn't want to let him go and he had to fight harder to get his swollen flare free than he had to get the toy out. The colt’s legs were trembling and he didn't trust his hooves to carry him back to his bedroom. “Ughhh I'm sleeping here tonight.” He groaned, her door was locked after all and mum wouldn't go into his, nuzzling into her back inhaling deeply. She smelt faintly of him, claimed and marked by his seed, under the strong perfume of her womanhood desperate to be filled over and over with cum. Even if she was impregnated her heat would run its course regardless, making her het up and hot to trot for at least a week maybe two if he was lucky. More than enough he thought to himself to bend her utterly to his desires.  His cock gave that last throb and squeezed out a burst of super sticky fluid onto her rump and clinging to the fur between them. He didn't care how messy they were he was totally drained. “We'll have to shower in the morning.” He moaned hugging her closer. 

Laz felt her body tremble beside him - so utterly spent from the wondrous feelings she had experienced. She kind of grunted at her brother when he said he would be spending the night at her side, and she nuzzled into his arm again drowsily. She winced as he pulled his thick flare free from her. The filly heard the toy click off and sighed deeply, squirming as he felt a final spurt of thick cum coat her fur and soak right through. She shivered beside him, half-heartedly trying to pull her gown down, she sighed sleepily and found herself cuddling her brothers arms as they wrapped around her, her hormones satisfied for now and able to allow her to have a fitful sleep - one she quickly succumbed to with a blissful sigh, a soft snore escaping her as she gave in to the exhaustion. She hadn't slept properly the last few nights for fear of her brother entering her room, but even now she felt none of that, he had kept his word and renewed her trust. She squirmed a bit as she snoozed, cum leaking from her to coat her thighs - so strongly scented with her brother's pent-up musk, no doubt having been driven wild by her sweet, sensual scent.
