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JUST OUTSIDE THE APARTMENT complex of her destination, Stephanie steeled herself. 

This would be difficult. 

It was cool fall day and the lovely young twenty year-old blonde had dressed for the weather to get worse, a heavy trendy pea coat over her black leather skirt and stylized diamond-pattern tights keeping her warm as well as the over-sized dark orange sweater she wore. 

But the worse part of today wouldn’t be the incoming cold front and all its snow—it would be facing it on her own. 

She had to break up with Gianna; there was just no choice in the matter. 

The problem with their relationship was manifold. Stephanie was deeply studious and serious, hoping for a career in medicine, while Gianna was too laid back and content to just continue to explore her English degree into, according to her, “whatever’s out there, y’know?” Stephanie had a future and she wanted a partner who wanted one too. 

For a while, she had indulged Gianna’s bohemian whims—even enjoyed them. Order a large pizza for the leftovers to eat over the next week? Very well. Skip a study group for a quality necking in the library? Capital! Sleep in until ten am on a Saturday? How titillating!

It didn’t hurt that Gianna was beautiful—brunette and bubbly and bright, in her own way, and ate Stephanie’s pussy like a dream. But somewhere in this madcap chaos of unrestrained id, Stephanie felt her the everlasting comfort of her rigidity and predictability heading sideways. 

This might have all been solvable. Stephanie loved a good problem, and she loved a person to fix. So many people had the wrong idea about so many things, and gosh, didn’t Gianna ever have the wrong idea about so many things, and so it was up to the Stephanies of the world to set them straight and ensure that they made their own little corner of existence tidier for others. You couldn’t leave a mess; that was improper. 

But, there was the much larger and more present problem of Gianna’s roommate, Kyle. 

Kyle was Stephanie’s stepbrother. 

That was how she had met Gianna—on a windy Sunday morning about six months ago, helping Kyle move in to his new place. Stephanie mostly moved light items; she had to look after herself. Cups and plates and a blender, that kind of thing. What was she supposed to do, wrench her back while she shoveled Kyle into yet another budget apartment he’d probably move out of in less than a year? 

Gianna had made fun of her for opening boxes on the moving truck and taking items out of them one at a time, but Gianna had never had to look after a cranky aunt suffering in traction, either. That was a summer that Stephanie would never get back, and she was determined to not have to spend any more time like that either. That was partly what had brought up her interest in medicine—that, and competing with Kyle. 

Stephanie had lived with Kyle for so long, grown up with him for so long, that she considered him her brother in truth. He was a medical student as well, and even though they were the same age, he was a year ahead of her in their undergraduate program thanks to testing credits. He never said anything about being better than her, but Stephanie knew he did. She would think so if she were doing better than him, after all. 

They had always been competitive—or at least, Stephanie had, and it was infuriating that Kyle barely noticed. In their hometown, she had run track, and then he joined as almost a joke and ended up doing better than she ever had. She ran for student body treasurer, planning her road to the office for months,  and he won class president without even campaigning! He was passably handsome—but Stephanie worked her butt off to be attractive on top of her already cute face and amazing body, studying fashion and watching hours of make-up tutorials; nonetheless, he had several more romantic partners than her. 

And any time she did beat him at something—like going nearly twice as fast as him on a hike last summer (she had scouted the trail for the previous three weekends just to be sure), he just took in stride. 

“Great hike,” he would say. “Maybe next time we can talk while we do it?”

So, he had to be a better person, too. 

She couldn’t stand the constant reminder of her inferiority by being in Kyle’s presence. Complicating it further, Stephanie’s own apartment was dismally uncomfortable in every season—too hot in the summer, too cold in the winter, too noisy at all times—and so spending intimate time alone with Gianna was either a major pain at her place or felt entirely too close to her brother’s eyes and ears. 

So it had to be over, and that was that. She wanted to sever from Gianna and in doing so, sever a bit more from Kyle. Hopefully, whenever they reconnected, she would have surpassed him as she knew she was destined to do and he could eat her dust. 

Her brother and Gianna lived in the corner apartment—one of the largest in the complex, which housed more than a dozen units in this building—on the second floor. There was an atrium in the middle of the complex, and the apartments formed a perimeter around it. Sometimes she saw kids playing soccer down there, but not today. Everyone was quiet; the mood was somber. This was appropriate—Stephanie rather liked it when the circumstances of the world lined up with her attitude. 

One final breath. Steel. Steel!

She knocked, and there was no answer. Rang the bell, no answer. She knocked again, harder and more insistent this time, and the door just swung open. Inside, it was an absolute mess. Neon-colored food wrappers everywhere. A box ripped open in the entryway with bright branding that read PASSION PACKS.

The decoration in their apartment was non-existent. A Velcro dartboard set up on one wall with drinking game instructions next to it. A picnic bench littered with beer cans and more food wrappers. More of the “Passion Packs”, whatever those were. Stephanie sniffed. It looked like there had been some wild party or some inelegant debauch. 

Stephanie carefully walked past the picnic bench and then the corner-placed entertainment system with its stacks of video game consoles. The television set was the nicest thing in the entire apartment, a gift from their father the Christmas before. 

“Hello?” she called. “Gianna? Kyle?”

Kyle wandered out of the bathroom, rubbing a hand towel through his hair. Another towel around his waist. Otherwise he was shirtless, letting Stephanie see all of his outstanding musculature and leaving her thoroughly confused. 

Deep, sexual frustration and tension filled her right away at the sight of her shirtless, wet brother. 

She understand intimately that sexuality was a spectrum, and even so had always been so far on the “liking girls” side of that framework that she didn’t even recognize men as sexual creatures most of the time. 

The Kyle she knew was in decent shape, but a bit skinny-fat—he looked like he overate about three times a week, because he did, and his only real workouts were walking through the neighborhood and on campus. His blond hair, even with as young as he was, was already thinning, and whenever he stopped shaving, an embarrassing nest of rice noodles seemed to clamber over his face. 

Only...none of this was true anymore. 

The man she saw in front of her more closely resembled some kind of pornographic lumberjack than the soft, clever intellectual she knew as her brother. Every muscle was large, bulging, and hard. He sported a broad, thickly-defined barrel chest that seemed like the result of decades of competitive weight-lifting. 

A thin sheet of fat covered every inch of his muscle, but only added to the bulk and the overall image of a muscular wall. His hair, now thick and blond, covered his head in a wild mess—and that included the heavy beard that turned reddish toward the bottom under his well-defined jaw. 

She kept staring at his forearms—so heavily defined, and as big around as her thighs almost—and then tearing her eyes from that to his chest and abdomen, where the trail of thick hair led down to the monster of a cock hiding beneath his towel like an elephant behind a window curtain. 

Saliva filled her mouth, slipping over the painted surface of her lips. She had to respond to this ably and intelligently. There was something happening here that she was not prepared for. What she said now would shape this entire experience.

“Gu-guh?”

A noble first attempt. But not quite on the mark. She watched Kyle walk to the small kitchen area across from the bathroom and rip open a Passion Pack package. The little rectangular form inside looked something like an energy bar, but quite wide, like an ice-cream sandwich. A wave of lust, heady and indirect, hit Stephanie. 

What a smell! 

She gripped the nearby wall for support, her mouth suddenly as hungry as it was wet. 

She had to try to speak again, get the information she needed. She was here for a very specific purpose. Something to do with Gianna. Breaking it off, yes, that was right—she had to break up with Gianna. 

“Smelly nice really good,” she whimpered, staring helplessly at the massive muscles that had apparently sprung up overnight on her brother’s shoulders. 

She didn’t know she had such a thing for shoulders. Or forearms. Or abs. Or pectorals... 

Trying to sober herself, she blinked and shook her head. Somehow her jacket at ended up on the floor. Probably because it made her tits easier to massage? Yes. That was it. That was fine to do; Kyle was her brother. He knew she had big juicy tits that could be massaged at any time, and if he didn’t, why not give him a reminder? 

Okay, right. It seemed like some part of her speech and thought pattern was being interrupted. She needed to find out more about what was happening. Somehow she had to communicate this to her insanely handsome, total dreamboat hunk of a brother. 

If she said it well enough, maybe he would let her touch his muscles? That was something a sister could do, right?

He broke the Pack in half and held it out to her. Sharing! With her! Kyle had always tried to share with her and—because she never shared with him—she always took it as an insult. Trying to be bigger than her.

Now he was really bigger than her. He could pin her down at any moment and she wouldn’t be able to say anything about it, and he didn’t look like he would stop for anyone. 

He could just hold her down. Her own brother. Push her onto her knees and do anything with her. Shove himself down her throat. She wouldn’t be able to stop it. And it would be so wrong, because he was forcing himself, and because he was her brother, but then that meant he could never truly abandon her and he was so big she’d probably be so safe forever after...

Stephanie was suddenly, forcibly wet. Her knees shook with her arousal and she was unable to help her hips making soft, urgent gyrating motions in her brother’s direction.

So dripping, hungrily wet, thinking about her own brother forcing himself on her. What was wrong with her?

Slowly, once again, she shook her head. Trying to regain her composure. 

“N-no,” she said. And then more confidently, “No. I don’t want any of that. I want to talk to Gianna. Is she here?”

He held out the bar further, bringing it closer to her nose. Her mouth drooled. Her pussy drooled. It was so hot in here. She tugged at her skirt so hard that it slipped down her legs some.

“Gianna really likes these. You should have some too. You two like the same things. It’s why you’re girlfriends.”

His voice was not the Kyle’s voice she remembered. If there wasn’t something about his face and eyes that retained his original parts, she wouldn’t have recognized him at all as her brother. This voice was deeply masculine, thrumming in her soul, deeply baritone and making her insides melt. It was a voice that made her think once again—and this time more sensually and vividly—about the massive cock he so obviously sported being shoved down her throat or up her pussy. 

Just a good, sisterly sucking of his cock. The kind that siblings were known for. Just dropping to her knees and slobbering all over her brother’s cock until she passed out. In a reasonable way, of course. It wouldn’t be wrong if they didn’t do it in a bed. It would just be some...animal thing.

“Go on,” he said, waving the half-bar. “I want you to.” 

Because his hands were busy with the food, his towel had fallen down completely. It stayed up for a second, held in place by his thick, hard, erection—and then slowly slid off. Stephanie, who had carefully never seen her brother naked, now wanted to see very little else. 

He looked like he could get her pregnant very easily; it looked like he was built for exactly that. 

She didn’t know why she thought that so suddenly and fiercely. If they had hot forceful sex and he knocked her up then she’d have to be with him forever and ever.

Precum dripped from the tip of his cock. If she licked the tip of his cock, he would obviously create more precum, and then maybe even cum. And maybe he could use some of that cum and shove his cock up her cunt and make her pregnant forever and then she’d have to keep sucking his cock so he would take care of their forbidden lovechild and—

“—Come on,” he interrupted her feverish thoughts, putting the half-bar in her hands. “Be a good girl. Do what I want.”

Oh, right. Yes. Do what he wants. That would make her a good girl. 

It wasn’t until after she took a bite, the potent chemicals flooding her neurosensors, that she thought to wonder why she wanted to be a good girl anyway. 

But at that point, the salty, milky, chocolatey texture of the bar sliding over her tongue, its many chemicals flooding her system, the answer came to her immediately—she wanted to be a good girl because that’s what good girls wanted to be for strong, hunky men like Kyle.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, STEPHANIE found herself with her skirt and tights and coat off, sitting with Kyle on the couch while he played videogames naked. 

His erection stood proudly, streaming precum. Every so often he would pause the game and stroke it, looking at Stephanie in her underwear, sweater and heels. Looking between her legs at the wet mess that was her pussy, leaving her dark panties obviously soaked. Looking at her thin legs and how easily, easily, easily he could push them open and drive into her body. 

And then he would stop stroking and look at the game again, playing for maybe another five minutes before repeating the process. 

Gianna was home; Gianna had been home the whole time. Gianna was cumming in the shower and calling Kyle’s name, calling for him to come fuck her again. Stephanie knew this all quite odd but she couldn’t place why. There was a good amount of thinking to do about it; a really nice “howcumthis?” to figure out. 

But it was hard to think.

It was too hot, for one. That was why she had taken off all her clothes. Even with the skirt and tights off, she was still overheating and sweaty and sticky, just like Kyle. She was thinking about ditching the sweater next. Wasn’t that something brother and sister could do? Just sit on a couch almost naked and touching themselves?

She probably would be touching herself except that most of her attention was on the fourth—maybe the fifth?—Passion Pack bar she was slowly slobbering over and swallowing. She sucked and slurped at it like a cock, slowly shaping its thick surface with her lips and tongue until it was cylindrical and then holding it between her puffy, eager lips until it dissolved into a creamy, warm delight down her throat. 

The first one or two, she had just wolfed down. After that, she wasn’t as hungry, but she still craved the taste, so she took to slowly fellating them while she watched Kyle play his games and stroke his cock. 

Her tongue slid up and down the length of the bar—which she couldn’t help but notice wasn’t anywhere near as long as Kyle’s cock—and around its width—which again, was not as thick as Kyle’s cock—and she locked eyes with her brother whenever she could and made it clear that this wasn’t the way she wanted to fill her mouth. 

Something was up, that was for sure. Hadn’t she used to not want to fuck her brother so bad? Hadn’t she had a girlfriend or something stupid like that?

Thoughts like that came to her in waves. Sometimes it was remarkably clear—she was with Gianna! They had been in love! Kind of. Or it was kind of like something that was kind of love. 

...kind of like...how her brother had a big cock, and it was so big, and probably real yummy, just like this yummy-yum bar...

Waves of conscious, sober thought, rolling in and out on an unending tide of lustful desire and satisfaction. Soft pleasure pulses filled her nerves from head-to-toe.

She finished another bar—having reduced it down to more of a cream from all her licking, swallowing the half-solid, salty load with relish—and noticed her phone beeping and buzzing. An alarm was going off, telling her that class had started ten minutes ago.

“Oh,” she said, standing up unsteadily. “I’ve got to go.”

It was quite easy for to stand, normally, but Kyle had told her to put on some of Gianna’s heels. She didn’t normally wear tall heels, and never wore heels with just underwear on, but at the moment it felt super natural and breezy and happy to do. Didn’t make her any better at doing it, though: she slipped and stumbled and had to use the couch arm to hold herself up.

“Where?”

Kyle paused his game and looked at Stephanie, stroking his cock. She forgot where she had to go almost immediately. His cock was so thick and powerful. She felt like her whole body drooled for it; like her mind was drooling all over every thought of his cock that there could or would ever be. When she spoke, it was like all the drool of her mind was slipping out her mouth. 

“Um...” she gulped. “I think, um, like. A school thing.”

“School is stupid,” he grunted. “You don’t need school anymore. I can tell you what to do.”

“Oh.” She nodded, sitting down after a moment. They should talk this out, get to the bottom of this “school” dilemma. It was a puzzler. “R-right. But...”

“Oh my god, hi!”

Gianna finally exited the shower. She looked dynamite. Gianna had always been truly sexy—which was why it was so hard for Stephanie that they never got to enjoy fucking—but now she was something else. Her waist had become ultra-thin and tight. Twenty inches around, maybe. Her tits, bouncy and perky, looked like they had tripled in size to an easy 36E that looked even larger and sexier on her narrow, delicious frame. 

Long, thick dark hair tumbled to one side, effortlessly wavy and sexy despite just being in the humid shower and in this impossibly hot apartment. Gianna was wet—but it was sweat, not the shower—and more and more beads of sweat appeared on her as she strutted toward Kyle.

She must have worn heels in the shower; she wore them now. Tall, dark ones with knife-like points. She sat down on Kyle’s lap right in front of Stephanie, casually stroking him before grabbing one of the many Packs nearby and fellating it softly just like Stephanie had been. Only Gianna did it right in Kyle’s face, supplying him with an up-close view of the way her thick, full lips could slip over something cylindrical and full of salty load.

Seeing Gianna must have set off some kind of sense memory in Stephanie’s brain. She suddenly felt more like herself than she had than in the few moments before she saw Kyle wearing nothing but a towel.

This was wrong. Gianna, her girlfriend, was acting like Kyle’s...servant. His pet. His fuckslave. What was going on? Why would Gianna do this to her? Sure, they were going to break up and everything, but Gianna was a deeply-confirmed lesbian! Why was she obsessing over and stroking her brother’s cock?

For that matter, why was Stephanie obsessing over her brother’s cock? It had to be...something. She put a hand to her head, pushing aside the thickened layers of heavy, soft blond hair that had grown out since her arrival. Something like the Packs? Stephanie felt a wave of rejection at that. The little bars were so yummy...

“Gianna?”

“What’s up?”

Gianna continued her nonchalant-yet-intimate stroking and grinding on top of Kyle. He had shifted his head to one side to look past Gianna at the television, still shooting up a screen full of bad guys. 

“I’m—I’m right here, Gianna.”

Gianna giggled. “I know. Why do you think I said hi?”

“But—that’s my brother, Gianna. And you’re my girlfriend.”

“Oh.” Gianna’s strokes slowed down, which didn’t seem to stop Kyle’s endless stream of precum in the slightest. Her hand was covered in it. “Yeah. Right. Come here.”

She leaned forward and grabbed Stephanie by her sweater, positioning both of them over Kyle’s cock. His precum shot up against their cheeks as they kissed just inches away from the tip of his hefty manhood. 

“There,” said Gianna, using a finger to lick up the precum dripping off her cheek. “Is that better, babe?”

Stephanie moaned, whimpered, struggled. Something was so wrong here—what was it? Why was she here? Why was this all like this? Wasn’t this crazy? It was crazy, right? Was she crazy for thinking it was crazy? God, what was really crazy when you thought about was how yummy her brother’s crazy-yummy precum looked streaming and shooting out of his ultra-yummy crazy-handsome cock...

Gianna shrugged at her reaction and leaned down to suck Kyle’s cock, soulfully and gratefully. He grunted, shifting, letting her take him more ably all the way down her eager throat. Stephanie could see his girth bulging out from her neck. 

It was crazy, Stephanie thought again. Just crazy. 

It was just so...so crazy that...that...

She softly slurped at another Pack bar, somehow in her hand. Had Gianna put it there? Whatever. They were delicious. 

Just crazy, she thought again, that Gianna is so good at sucking cock already. How had she gotten so good at it? Kyle was her first male lover; Stephanie knew that for a fact. Would Stephanie be good at sucking cock in just a day or two if she started today? 

An inspired thought arrived in the dimming halls of her brain. What if she could get Kyle to train her? He must have been such a good teacher. Plus he was totally the smartest man in the whole wide world.

She knelt down in front of the couch, the Pack bar in one hand and her pussy in the other. Watching Gianna work, studying closely, and fingering her madly insistent pussy. 

“I know this is like, really sudden,” said Gianna. “But I just love your brother, babe. I can’t help it. He’s such a man.”

Kyle grunted in acknowledgment. He was wrapped up in his game. It seemed like something really difficult was happening; he must have been so talented and smart to deal with it. Stephanie could barely follow the action. It was so much simpler to just look at his cock instead. 

“Like, this package came? And we just looked inside by accident, opening it without looking. And we tried one because they smelled so good, and then we realized we were made to fuck each other? And now you’ve had some, and—”

“Stop yapping,” Kyle snapped. “Use your mouth for something useful.”

“Yes, Master,” Gianna nodded. “Sorry, Master. Right away, Master.”

Stephanie watched, wide-eyed, as her girlfriend started sucking her brother’s cock in earnest.

Before, the sucking had been earnest slurping and suckling, happy long kisses. But now it was deep, powerful sucks. Loud sucks. Moaning sucks. Kyle was clearly affected—head rolling back and putting his controller to one side. His thighs shifted and hands went down on Gianna’s shoulders, pushing her off his lap and down entirely between his legs. Gianna responded ably, positioning herself just so, and when Kyle shoved forward to start fucking Gianna’s head into the coffee table covered with Pack wrappers, her orgasm was audible and visible.  

Gianna moaned...something. Her bright eyes flashing at Stephanie just for a moment. Moaning something...Mmm...Mmm...Mmm ther...?

Master?

Oh god, she was still calling him Master even though she was being skullfucked into oblivion. God. 

Why was he her Master? Why couldn’t they just be boyfriend and girlfriend? 

And why was Stephanie approaching her own orgasm watching it and slurping on a Pack bar?

There was some kind of connection. The Packs. The transformations. The lust. The heat. 

It was like...eating the ...was making...like...Stephanie...turning them...

Kyle pulled out of Gianna’s mouth and sprayed a hot load of cum all down her face and tits. His spray volume was immense, slathering Gianna in a fresh shower just after her last one, and this one leaving her skin shiny and covered in his testosterone-laden goo. Gianna happily licked it up, cumming as it hit her face, making her mouth go wider and take in even more of the hot spray. 

Stephanie’s mind powered off all the way at this display, cumming at the same time as her girlfriend. They’d never come simultaneously before—but now they had, thanks to Kyle. 

And this cum was so hard. She landed face first into Gianna and couldn’t help but have her own face slathered in her brother’s cum. She licked it up automatically, unable to help herself. But it wasn’t wrong. This was totally normal. She and Gianna were hot young girlfriends, they were always licking up things like Master’s cum or the cum of the hunk they were both obsessed with or cum from the only cock in their lives. 

Stephanie had been on the verge of some kind of realization, just moments before her orgasm. She felt the thought flitting away from her like a dream. 

It was something to do with connection. Probably the connection she felt to her own good girl self? That must have been it. Licking up her brother’s cum off of Gianna’s tits and encouraging her girlfriend to another hot cum while her brother stroked his cock and watched, Stephanie felt like the goodest girl in the entire world. 

* * * * *
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THEY WERE OUT OF Packs.

Kyle had the last one, and that was an hour ago. He and Gianna didn’t seem to mind that they were out. Gianna, for one, filled herself on Kyle’s cum again and again. He seemed to cum down her throat at will, stopping every ten or fifteen minutes to guide her up and suck on the heavy milk leaking from her miraculously enlarged tits. She came from feeding him; she came from being fed by him; she came just from sucking him. It seemed difficult to find a position for Gianna involving Kyle that didn’t involve the brunette beauty cumming.

Every time she came, her eyes went cross-eyed and she shook all over. Her voice never rose a decibel, remaining a soft pliant whimpering coo that begged for her man’s attention. 

It was obvious, Stephanie realized dimly, that Gianna and Kyle were something of a couple now. She wasn’t sure when or how this had happened. She wasn’t sure how it affected her own standing with Gianna and being her girlfriend. 

Thinking through it all was quite hard, because Stephanie was just a good girl and thinking was so hard when you were a good girl and all you have to do is just sit and finger your pussy mindlessly while the man of the house enjoys himself. Stephanie knew that was true, because in a moment of panic and confusion, after watching Gianna suck down maybe his fifth or sixth load of cum, she asked him what she was supposed to be doing here. 

“Just sit there like a good girl,” he said. Gianna nodded and moaned her agreement before he silenced her with a brief glance. “Sit there,” he continued, “like a good girl, and just finger your little pussy. Don’t think about anything. Cum if you need to. Cum all you want. I’m the man of the house, Stephanie. I’ve always been the man of the house. So you do what I say. That’s what you do.”

Stephanie had started obeying before he had even finished talking, orgasming as his response finished and she watched the cowed Gianna slip her lusciously plush lips over Kyle’s cock once more. 

She didn’t know a lot about cocks. She’d spent much of her adult life kind of avoiding them in every form, which seemed rather stupid now in hindsight. But she was pretty sure they didn’t just stay hard all the time and couldn’t just cum whenever like Kyle was doing. And they probably weren’t supposed to taste like, so addictive? 

Stephanie had managed not to taste him again in the hours since he had first sprayed all over Gianna in her presence. That was probably because since then, he had insisted on Gianna sucking him down exclusively. Gianna could really swallow cum well so there was never any left over, except the occasional hint on Gianna’s lips when they made out while Kyle stroked off to their heavy tits smooshing against each other. 

At any rate, this special kind of cock meant Kyle was special. Kind of like Gianna, with her big titties and ultra porn-star body, sparkling shiny and thick hair that seemed to grow another inch with every load Kyle dumped into her throat.

Although Stephanie seemed to be turning into something special herself. Her hair was about a foot longer. That was weird. And hot. She giggled, holding up a heavy mass of her golden locks and sliding her face into them, like a favorite pillow. So thick and soft now, compared to the overdone, slightly brittle mess they had been before. It felt really good rubbing it all into her heavy, newly-inflated tits. Her skin was a deep, powerfully sexy tan. Her eyes must have gotten bigger because they were watering so easily, so that everything she said looked doe-eyed and pleading.  

The heat of the apartment hadn’t let up. They’d opened the windows and everything, and still they were sweating. Stephanie had stripped down to nothing but her underwear and heels. Her bra, formerly white, was so thoroughly soaked with sweat that it was completely transparent. It also was more of a suggestion than a garment, given her body’s changes. 

Stephanie was so jealous of Gianna. Gianna could fuck Kyle all day long and it wasn’t a problem; no one would care or say anything twice. Gianna was a mega-hottie who deserved a big, fat cock like the one belonging to the mega-hunk Kyle and Kyle was a mega-hunk who deserved to put his cock inside a mega-hottie like Gianna however he wanted. 

Stephanie sighed. They were such a good couple.

But Stephanie couldn’t fuck her brother. There were like, rules or something? Something like that. There was a taboo, which was kind of like um...like a tab? Like...a tab that you put on something that made you say “oooOOOooo,” and the tab was there to help you remember it later because it felt so good to touch your pussy when you said “oooOOOooo” to it. 

Yes, that was right. Stephanie was so smart. That’s why she was in college, to figure out tough stuff like that. 

Kyle turned off his game and set the controller to one side and picked Gianna up with one arm—effortless, despite Gianna’s heavy tits, slick body, and mane of dark hair—and set her down on top of his cock. 

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Gianna moaned.

She immediately began rubbing her milk-heavy tits up and down Kyle’ s burly chest. Heavy streams of milk ran down his body, lubricating their embrace. Every part of their intense fucking was layered in slick substance. Gianna leaned back, chest high, and Stephanie saw the bulge of her brother’s cock as it pressed deep up into the lower torso of her girlfriend.

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Stephanie groaned, cumming immediately at the sight. 

It was just too good, too hot to control herself. Gianna’s body was so tight and utterly formed, like she was ten thousand Pilates instructors rolled into one superbeing. Every muscle on display perfectly beneath the layer of her poreless, flawless shiny skin. Kyle the complete opposite, utterly masculine, giant and hairy and with such a huge cock that Stephanie was in a constant state of amazement he wasn’t just fucking a hole into the fabric of the universe. 

Someone knocked at the door.

She could watch this for hours. Her fingers had grown and muscles in them had developed some new kind of twitch-fiber letting her flick her clit extra-fast as she slipped her digits up against her g-spot. 

The banging at the door continued. 

“Get it, would you?” Kyle told Stephanie before turning back to Gianna. “Christ, you’re so fucking hot, babe. I love you.”

“I love you, Master,” Gianna moaned, kissing him deeply. 

Tearing away from the two perfect lovers was agonizing, but it was worse not to do what her Man said. Stephanie stood up and strutted to the front door, putting an elaborate, sexy sway into her hips. She could walk like a model in these heels now and she hadn’t even been practicing; her body simply wouldn’t let her do anything else. 

It didn’t occur to her fried, barely-there consciousness that answering the door in her underwear and heels, covered in sweat, with her body transformed into something like a supernatural porn star’s idealized version of themselves was something to perhaps be modest about. Instead she just smiled brainlessly and opened the door. 

“Yes?”

The man at the door was tall and rail-thin, a mop of dark hair doing its best to overshadow the massive door knob of a nose he sported. He held a box in his hands and immediately began gesticulating with it, speaking fast. 

“Uh yeah, I like, just ran into the mailman and he almost dropped the box off here instead of at my place. And I was wondering if that’s what happened to the last shipment, and holyfuck you are not wearing anything, are you?”

One of the first effects of the Passion Pack was to destroy any real understanding of its subject’s conception of people’s opinions. As such, Stephanie really had no idea what to make of what this guy was thinking of what he saw. 

But if she could, it would resemble something from a lingerie commercial at its very tamest. 

“I-I’m Terrence,” he said. “H-have you be-been...I mean...you haven’t...do you have a boyfriend?”

Stephanie considered. Of course Kyle was her Man. He was the Man of the House and always had been. But they weren’t really boyfriend-girlfriend. He was her brother, after all; that didn’t make sense. 

Right?

“Um,” Stephanie shrugged. “Like, kind of?”

“H-have you...ha-have you had his cock inside you?”

Stephanie shook her head sadly. “No. I don’t think that’s allowed.”

Her voice was an erotic parody of what it had used to be. Soft, pliant, urgent, and needy. Every other syllable emphasized. 

“Ch-christ. Christ, it’s real. Oh god. God.” 

He squeezed the package he held even harder. Stephanie couldn’t read anymore. It was kind of a useless skill for a good girl and had been orgasmed away over an hour ago. But she recognized the fun crown symbol on the packaging of the box in his hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clapped her hands happily. “Are there more Packs? I want them. Please can I have them?”

Because she was asking a male for something, she naturally drew her arms in together across her crotch, pushing up her substantial, overflowing bosom. Her tits, almost sliding out of her overstrained bra with every breath, were on perfect display. 

Terrence just stared at her. He especially stared at her tits. Stephanie’s cunt pulsed with orgasm after orgasm at his male gaze. She was made to be enjoyed by men. It felt so fucking good for a man’s eyes to be traveling all over her body.

“Look,” he said finally. “Why don’t you just, uh, come back to my place, and I can give you some more of these things, and you can tell me all about...how you’re dressed.”

“What the fuck?”

Kyle strode across the apartment in three big steps, nearly covering the entire distance before Gianna—who had been thrown roughly off his cock—landed hard on the floor with a helpless giggle. 

In front of Terrence, he looked like a giant. Frankly, he was a giant. Wasn’t that what you called someone well past seven feet tall? He was wider than the door frame, his cock leaving a dripping trail of cum, precum, bimbo honey and lust all behind him. 

“Are you trying to take my sister, pussy?”

Terrence’s eyes were wide. “Oh my god. Y-you’ve been eating them too. Oh my god, they re-really work, holy shit, oh my god—”

Kyle snatched the box out from Terrence’s hands easily, despite Terrence’s death-grip on the box. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I-I ju-just I-I h-hol-holy hell you’re like the fucking H-Hulk a-and—”

“You need to get the fuck out of here, pussy, before I make a hole out of your head.”

Yelping, Terrence ran backwards and over the balcony, landing roughly into the courtyard below. Stephanie came, thinking about how her big man of the house brother had just scared someone into suicide, before remembering that it was just the second floor and Terrence was probably fine aside from a broken bone or two. 

That was too bad. Maybe if she asked nice, she could ask him to really hurt someone next  time?

Kyle turned to Stephanie. Despite his massive size, Stephanie wasn’t afraid of being hurt. A Man of the House never hurt his girls, and even if he forced himself on her, that was just something he had the right to do. But she was scared of disappointing him, and it showed. She trembled, she quaked, she shivered with a sudden influx of cold.  

“The fuck is that all about? You want to leave?”

Stephanie whimpered. It was so hard to think straight to begin with, and doubly so when her man looked mad at her. 

“Go on. I’m telling you to talk. Tell me what’s up.”

“I-I just need cock. I neeeed it.” Her hands pawed the air over his crotch. 

“I got a cock right here, babe.”

She squirmed, feeling so useless. “I know, but...”

“But what?”

“But you’re my brother?”

“So?”

“And you’re fucking my girlfriend?”

His impatience grew. “So the fuck what?”

“Oh.” All the guilt and worry and fear she’d had fled her brain, just like that. The power of a man cleansing her silly female brain. “I hadn’t that about it like that.”

“Is that why you haven’t been on my cock all day? You thought you weren’t supposed to?”

She nodded, feeling stupid. Such a natural, welcome feeling for her now.

“God, you’re dumb. Just come in here with Gianna and I’ll fuck you.”

He started to turn away, and she felt compelled to give him the whole truth. 

“I-I’m a virgin,” she blurted.

“What? Really? I thought you and Gianna must’ve...”

“Oh. Yes. That. We did. Lots. But never with a guy.”

He chuckled. “That doesn’t matter. I’m the only one you have to worry about from now on.”

With that, he grabbed her by the ass with both hands, strong arms wrapped around her waist and shoved her up and into the wall. Stephanie, helpless, was stunned from her head knocking into the plaster for a moment, leaving a thick imprint of her freshly-emptied skull. When she came to fully a few seconds later, Kyle’s fingers were sliding up her cunt and his tongue was deep inside her mouth. 

She melted. 

This is what she wanted; this is what good girls were for. This is what she had wanted all day, why she had come over in the first place. She needed her brother, her Man, her Man of the House, she needed his big hard body pressing into her, squashing her, making her feel so safe and secure and under his control. 

His cock pushed urgently against her ass cheeks, slipping across their smooth surface. Wet with his precum now, and her own honey from hours of dripping. 

“I’m gonna fuck the life out of you,” he grunted. “Gonna make you pregnant just so you shut the fuck up about being brother and sister. If you’re pregnant with my kids, you can’t be my sister, you dumb broad.”

That made perfect sense, of course. She nodded eagerly, and kept nodding and kissing her man as he marched into the bedroom with her bouncing on top of his body. 

Gianna skipped happily behind them, giggling and smiling, delighted that someone else was giving her man pleasure. Once they were on top of the bed, Gianna dragged Stephanie off Kyle’s body and pushed her face up against his cock. 

“You should taste him first,” said Gianna, casually guiding his thick meat into Stephanie’s mouth. “Once he marks you with his cum inside your body, you’ll be his forever and nobody can say otherwise.”

Stephanie wanted to ask how she knew that, how it could possibly be true, but once his cock crossed the plane of her lips and she started sucking, she knew it too. She was Kyle’s now—property of her Man, her brother, now and forever. Right away, his precum spurted down her throat, filling her up. So much precum, more than even what most men could have cum in a day. 

Gianna could only watch for so long without needing to be a part of it all herself. She got on her knees in front of Kyle and nudged her face into Stephanie’s until Stephanie relinquished exclusive rights to his thick, turgid member. 

“Can we still be girlfriends?” Stephanie asked her as they kissed his cock in unison. “I wanna be your girlfriend so fucking bad. You’re so pretty, Gianna.”

She was so pretty. She had never looked prettier, in fact, than she did while kissing and licking Kyle’s cock.

“Awww. That’s so sweet!” Gianna smiled wild between intense, hot licks. “I think you’re really hot too. I dunno. Master? Baby? Can Stephanie and I be girlfriends still?”

“You’re my girlfriends,” he said. “So that means you’re girlfriends too, dummies.”

“If I’m your girlfriend, and she’s my girlfriend because she’s your girlfriend,” said Gianna, “does that mean that like, I’m her sister, too?”

She was clearly thinking very hard. She had paused entirely from licking and kissing his cock, leaving it all to Stephanie.

“What? Why?”

“Because you’re her brother. And we’re boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“I fucking...” Kyle shook his head, laying back. “I don’t know. Sure. You’re sisters. Congratulations.”

“Yay!” Stephanie squealed. “Sisters!”

They took a triumphant lap with their tongues around his cock, making out passionately with his cockhead between their lips. Kyle, groaning at this display, took Stephanie by the head and shoved her deep up onto his shaft until his cockhead bulged in her throat. She was really doing it, really sucking cock for the first time and—

Oh.

Oh.

He came. 

He shot load after load down her throat, filling up her stomach. And everything she thought she understood before about belonging to Kyle was swept away by a newer, better understanding of being owned by Kyle. He was more than her Man, her brother—he was her Master. That was even better!

She came again and again, tasting and retasting him as she slurped down his load and Gianna leaned in and kissed her mouth and face clean. In a stuporous daze, orgasming helplessly, Stephanie fell back supine on the bed and Gianna held her down. 

That was so silly, she giggled. She didn’t need to be held down. Whatever was happening, she wanted it. 

“He’s really fucking huge,” said Gianna. “You don’t even understand how big he is until you try to have him fit inside you. No way you don’t fight it.”

Gianna’s hands around her throat and wrists. So strong. She couldn’t fight them off even if she wanted to. Master’s iron-strong hands holding her legs against her waist. 

Then she looked up and saw Kyle’s cock waiting between her legs. His giant body, his giant cock. Everything about her was so small in comparison. 

“N-no, oh—oh my god, wait, wait, wait you’re to-too big—!”

The words seemed almost like they didn’t come from Stephanie at all; she wanted him inside her. But god, he was enormous!

He didn’t wait. He knew she didn’t mean it. Roughly, he shoved up inside her cunt, breaking her cock virginity to pieces. Stephanie, still dumb and wobbly-minded from cumming because of her brother unleashing his load down her throat, came again and again now as his cock drove up inside her and rubbed hard against her g-spot.

It wasn’t about her pleasure—nothing was, not anymore. But her Master was so good to her for making her cum when he got what he needed from her—which was her unprotected pussy to receive his virile cum. He was going to make her pregnant. He was going to fill her up with babies. Twins. Triplets. More. She wanted all he could handle.

Her brother, she thought dimly, again and again. Her brother fucking her. Her brother fucking her.

Orgasms wracked her body, ensuring she gripped his cock as tightly as possible with her pulsating, no-longer-virgin cunt. 

“S-soooo...sooo gooooood,” she moaned brainlessly.  

“Your brother is my Master,” Gianna chanted. “Your Master is your brother. Your brother is my Master. Your Master is your brother...”

“Fucking...fuck.” Kyle’s strokes picked up in rapidity. “You two just won’t shut the fuck up.”

This wasn’t a command to be quiet; it seemed much more like encouragement. Their words turned their Master on. Both of them, emboldened, tried to talk more—but they were so turned on and brain-melted that they just started repeating the same phrase. 

“Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...”

Kyle’s big, crushing grip pushed up past Stephanie’s heavy tits and across her neck. Clamping down, he came close to standing up in the bed, jackhammering down into her. 

With a triumphant roar, he emptied inside of her. One load after another sprayed into her cunt, filling her with his mystically perfect white seed. 

More orgasms shook through Stephanie’s body. They were so fast and furious she felt like she had one for each cell of sperm he loaded her with. Several minutes were lost to her functioning, forward-thinking brain as she clung for dear life on her Master’s heavy, hairy bulk. Gianna kissed and held her head, a comforting sisterly presence in the face of their Master’s overwhelming masculinity.  

Pregnant, Stephanie thought tearfully as she came back online. I’m so pregnant now for Master. 

Gianna, smiling still, kissed her deeply and congratulated her. 

“I’m sure you’re pregnant,” she whispered, like she was reading Stephanie’s mind. “Now we can be mommies together too!”

A pleasant warm buzz filled Stephanie on top of the backs of the dozen or so orgasms she’d enjoyed. She thought for a moment thought that might have been it—that there would be some fade to black while everyone collapsed in a heap. 

But her Master was a freshly-minted Alpha God and he was horny still, surrounded by two women desperate to be his sexual thralls. After only moments of hard breathing and resting, he was hard again and ready to fuck Stephanie once more. If she wasn’t pregnant already—unlikely—she would be soon enough. 

He opened her legs and slid back inside her, easier than before now due to all the extra lubrication. 

At Master’s insistence, Gianna slid on top of her face, letting Stephanie lick her cunt while her brother filled her up again and again and made out with Gianna. 

This was her life now—property of a real man and living to service his cock, just where she belonged.

# # #
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