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Chapter One


“S

o, honey, what do you think about your little brother going away to college?” Mimi asked me. She was cutting up onions, an apron adorned over her curvy frame, the sleeves of her button-down shirt rolled up to her elbows.

I was with her in the kitchen, helping her cook, and almost choked on the olive I’d popped in my mouth. We were cooking homemade pizza for the family tonight.

What did I think about my baby stepbrother going to college? Well, obviously I didn’t like it, but I could never tell Mom the reasons why.

I had just recently gotten rid of that new skank, Amanda, making sure that Griffin was all mine. My jealousy ran rampant at the sight of him with a tall, leggy blonde girl—innocent and cute and pretty. We managed to debase her and taint her innocence quickly enough, but it had come at a price.

My plan had gone off without a hitch, on the day that I knew Griffin would finally try to fuck the young blonde. I also knew that Mandy wouldn’t have been able to resist the sight of such a monstrous package on such an unimposing person. For novelty alone, she would go along with Griffin’s lewd ways. That, and, she seemed to genuinely like him.  

What she didn’t know was that I would barge in on their tentative fuck session and add my own flair to the mix. I had burst through the door red hot, guns blazing, with my pants around my ankles. Mandy had been seated cowgirl on top of my younger brother, straddling him in place with her heavy thighs while his huge cock skewered her from below.

I had touched her and teased her as she rode the young buck and cried out in ecstasy. Then I sat my giant ass directly on Griffin’s face and forced him to eat me out, give my asshole a nice rimjob, and almost suffocate him with my burly buttcheeks.

I had leaned seductively over the prone body of my brother, taking Mandy’s face in my own, then made out with the brat even while Griffin was pumping up into her stretched pussy.

My next plan involved forced the girl on her knees, then using her head like a toy and pressing her lips around Griffin’s bulbous cockridge, so that the little stud could use her dome like a fleshlight. It had been a violent, intense facefucking, helped by my eager hand, and ending with Amanda passed out on the floor with globs of spit and cum and sweat smearing her face.

I had hoped to present her pussy next to my little brother, to finger her and open her up wide, doggy-style, with my smiling face just inches from her puckering asshole. But she had been used up too quickly, and was spent. I couldn’t bring myself to further abuse the passed-out beauty.

In all, my plan had worked like gangbusters—Amanda broke it off with Griffin the very next day, claiming she was “weirded out” by his relationship with his own stepsister.

Good riddance, bitch. Leave my big-cocked little brother alone. He’s mine.

So, when my mom asked what I thought about Griffin going away for college, my mind immediately went back to that day, and the knife I held over the little black olives slowed as I reflected.

After all I’d been through to keep
 him close to me, God knows I didn’t want him torn away from me so quickly!

I was becoming a possessive, jealous little cock-slut. But in this instance, it wasn’t another woman who was trying to best me—I could always win against these bitches. No, it was the universe pulling him away . . . school . . .
 a pervasive, esoteric force that would not give in to my horny whims.

I could already imagine all the snatch that Griffin would be pinning down if he moved away from home. College—where everyone was hormonal and horny 24/7, living on their own for the first time, eager to satiate their base desires and mate with the hottest people they’d ever seen in their lives. People from all over would get to test their sexual prowess in the prime of their lives.

Unlike high school, which seemed all-encompassing for so many years—you always saw the same faces, knew everyone’s quirks, and were surrounded by the same people—college was like a whole new world. It was big.


I knew firsthand that once you were in, you quickly noticed all the hot young bodies around you. Nubile, fertile women with salacious getups; toned young men with their bodies on full display.

It didn’t take people long to notice that the “hot girl” at their high school wasn’t a ten after all—she was just a seven in a sea of fives, surrounded by the rest of the high school chicks. No, once you got to college, you saw what the world
 had to offer in terms of hotness and objective beauty, not just your own community.

The hot chick from your local high school wouldn’t last five minutes beside some of the supermodel girls at college—the leaders of the sororities, the cheerleaders who were actually gazed upon by millions of viewers on actual TVs during televised football games.

College was the big leagues, and everyone knew it. That’s why people flocked from all over the world—every state, every country—to try to get into the best ones.

And though a lot of the time in college was spent studying and getting smarter, learning the critical thinking skills necessary to having a future, there was also a lot of downtime. There was plenty of time for huge raging parties, banging your dorm roommates, orgies with the frats and sororities, and all that jazz.

Now, would Griffin get into a fraternity? Doubtful. It wasn’t his style, he would never try, and no one would let his dorky ass in anyway. But he didn’t need
 their help. Once he waltzed around campus sporting his gigantic bulge, letting his massive meat missile fly in his little pants, swinging between his dainty chicken legs, girls would catch sight of it and pounce on him like the second coming of Christ.

I guarantee that none of the freshmen or sophomores in college had ever witnessed a cock as colossal as Griffin’s, outside of porn (and even then, they’d be hard-pressed to find his match). Seeing one in real life was much different that seeing one on your computer screen—just like Amanda knew. And me. Shit, Griffin’s lusty dick had been commanding my mind for months now, ordering me what to do, changing the very way I thought of things.

A big dick, if you like them, will make you realize what’s important in your life. It will change you. Griffin had fundamentally changed
 me—I wasn’t the same sporty, sassy soccer chick I was at the beginning of the school year, who loved to hang out with my bimbo friends and talk shit all day.

I was still that girl, but now I lusted on a much different level. I didn’t need my chickies as much, because I had Griffin to satiate my needs. I had an enormous cock to shove up my pussy and stretch me apart, make me wail like a banshee, and bring me to constant orgasm.

Griffin had made me realize what was essential in life—and what was important above all else was . . . feeling amazing. Twitching with staccato climaxes as my lady-nut flooded from my body; trembling on the cold floor as I walked on all fours toward that awaiting monstercock; being plugged and filled to the brim with nasty, gummy spunk.

If I wasn’t going to feel astounding, everything else was a moot point—money, friendship, life itself.

And I knew that Griffin would be making a lot
 of girls feel the same way that I felt . . . he would change a lot of minds and turn a lot of bimbos. He would break a lot of chicks and turn them into cock-craving cum-slut size queens. Before long, the little twerp would have a harem of eager, nubile young women at his disposal in college, ready for any booty call at any hour of the night . . . ready to quench Griff’s unending libido and the fire that constantly filled his loins.

And I couldn’t let that happen!

So, that’s what I thought about Griffin’s departure to college.

I cleared my throat, then started cutting the olives on the cutting board, watching the murky black liquid pool beneath them. I had had a blank look on my face for minutes, I think, remembering and thinking about all of this.

“Hun, did you hear me?” Mom asked. “Where did you go for so long? Ha ha.”

I said “sorry,” then asked what she wanted to know.

“Are you happy about Griffin going to college—finally getting out of your hair to fly free in the big wide world?”

I frowned, but my back was to her so she didn’t see it. “Oh, right. Yeah, Mom, I’m thrilled.”
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THE KITCHEN SMELLED
 of roasting garlic and herbs, cooking pizza sauce and sweet marinara. It was heavenly. Mom and I were almost finished with the pizza preparations, and we’d just loaded the thing into the oven.

It was nice making food with my mom. We hadn’t hung out or done anything like this in too long . . . definitely not since I’d started fucking her stepson.

My every waking thought, it seemed, had been completely engulfed in big veiny dicks and soft smothering balls. I was like a drooling mess on my day to day activities—hardly the productive member of society I used to be.

As I said, Griffin had changed me.

Mom was humming to herself. The Alexa speakers played some classic rock while we cooked. All was good in the world.

I was chatting on my phone with my friends, Katie, Erika, and Vanessa. We were planning on going to the beach the following afternoon, as per usual during summer.

They hadn’t seen me in a while and knew exactly why.

Katie had said: The ho’s been locked up in her house all day everyday with that huge cockmonster.


Erika: little bro?


Katie: little bro. Never gets out anymore. Just keeps that good dick all to herself.


Me: you guys are disgusting.


Katie: Ha, she speaks! She’s awoken from her cum-daze! If only for a few minutes. What’s wrong, Brick, has Griffin finally torn free the bitch-breaker from your mouth? He’s letting you speak?


Me: Shut UP, K. You know nothing.


Katie: Well I know u r gonna be as pasty as that little cocksman before too long if you keep avoiding the beach!


And on and on it went.

My phone was on the edge of the big island in the kitchen, within close reach. Mom kept humming tunelessly, shaking her booty in a cute way. It was big and round like mine, although not quite as hefty and commanding as my fat ass, because I worked out almost every day and I was young and fit. She was in her forties.

It’s mean, but it’s the truth: ever since marrying Barret Summers, she had slid off the totem pole of hotness a little. She was still a dimepiece, full-on fox, no doubt, but her ass had gotten a little flabbier, her tits a little saggier . . . genetic things that she couldn’t control. Don’t get me wrong, her huge tits were still banging and I’m sure Barret had fun playing with them and slapping them around at night, but she wasn’t the same busty succubus I’d known when I was a kid.

My phone buzzed, the vibration illuminated by the stone island it rested on. A new text message.

Mom was at the sink behind me, washing dishes, dancing slowly. The Who was blaring from the Alexa speaker near us.

I reached out and picked up my phone, expecting one of my bitches to come back with another big-dicked zinger. I mean, they had me dead to rights and down to a tee—they were spot-on about why I had been “avoiding” them at the beach. I couldn’t help my lust for cock. It was just part of my DNA now.

I clicked open my text messages and was greeted with an alarming sight that made my eyes as large as saucers.

A gigantic, hard cock stared me down, as stiff as stiff could be. It was framed in a way that no other part of the body could be seen—just a lone dick that looked too big to belong to an actual person.

I stared alluringly for a moment at the beastly sight, admiring it, and saw that it had been sent by Griffin. He was merely sitting in his room upstairs, and this seemed to be a sign from him . . .

What I hadn’t noticed was that Mom had turned around at the jostling buzz of my phone, and was now looking over my shoulder.

I had the appalling image clicked so it was full-screen—also so that the sender’s name wasn’t showing.

“Jesus Chris, Brooke!” I heard my mom yelp. She had passed by behind me and now gazed full on at the picture over my shoulder.

She could see every rippling blue vein popping out of that tremendous shaft like forks of lightning. The thickness of the lewd member, and the broadness of the sparkling red cockhead. Its ridge was almost too wide to fit in the screen. It seemed to be a top-down shot, and the huge hanging nutsack appeared to drag to the bottom of the screen. It was a red and angry cock, darker than any other part of Griffin’s pale body, so it obviously wasn’t recognizable.

The last thing I needed was for my mom to know that she glared at the sight of her own stepson’s horsecock.

“M-Mom, what the hell!” I yelled defensively, shutting the phone off.

“Who just sends
 that type of shit to you?!” she replied, hands going to her hips as I set the phone screen-down on the island.


What a nosy, snoopy little bitch!
 I thought. I’d never call my mom the B-word, of course, but my mind immediately went red at the disapproving, angry sight of her.

How quickly the mood had changed between us when a big fat donkey dick became involved.

I didn’t give her question a response, but simply frowned pathetically, an embarrassed look on my face.

“Is that . . . Micah? Does he send you stuff like that all the time?”

“Mom . . .”

She was lost in her own thoughts now, shaking her head and staring past me. “I mean, I knew the boy was tall and strong, but I never thought he’d be so . . . huge.”


I tilted my head. This was not
 a convo I wanted to be having with my mother—but there was no getting away from it.

A sudden look of alarm crossed her face. “Y-You let him . . . touch
 you with that thing?!” she asked suddenly, gasping. Her hand nearly flew to her mouth in shock.

“No!” I cried, but then backtracked. “I mean . . . ugh. It’s not him, Mom!”

“The hell do you mean ‘it’s not him’?”

Shit. This isn’t how I wanted this conversation to go, but my mom should have noticed that she hadn’t seen Micah around in a few weeks. He was my boyfriend—now ex—and former lover, a superstar football player at my college who looked like Troy Polamalu on a good day, with that curly black hair and dark skin. He was big and buff and it had seemed like he was the right fit for me . . .

Until I discovered Griffin’s blessed endowment, of course, which completely unbalanced every part of my life afterwards.

“I mean . . . I’m not seeing Micah anymore, Mom. I haven’t in some time,” I said, my voice strangely meek. I felt like a pansy, face reddening, eyes staring down at the tiled floor.

“Oh? What happened?” she asked. Then she shook her head in a flurry. “No, wait,” she said, holding up a palm. “It doesn’t matter. If that’s not Micah, then who the hell is it?!”


I felt my throat sink to the pit of my stomach. My heart was thrumming in my chest, like a drumbeat in a heavy metal song.

The Who’s music coming from Alexa seemed to drown out. It wasn’t having the same jovial effect as it had just two minutes earlier.

My mind whirled, trying to think of an answer other than, Your fucking stupid big-cocked little stepson, okay, Ma?!


“It’s, uh. Some-Someone else!”

Her eyes narrowed on me. There was no escaping this!

You know when your mom or dad stares at you in angered silence, expecting a response, and their silence alone makes you verbally vomit all over the place? You just have to fill that silence with nonsensical words, trying to escape their wrath?

That’s how I felt.

“M-My!” I said, nonsensically, just as expected.

Taken aback, Mimi’s face twisted in a grimace, as if she’d just seen the moment of her own daughter’s brain melting in her head. “What?”

“My new boyfriend!” I elaborated clumsily. “Someone else!”

She sighed. The Who song ended. The anger seemed to flee her face. A moment of strained silence passed over us.

Was I in the clear? Did I need to do more elaborating? Because I was ready to—

“Well,” she finally said, then cleared her throat. “As long as you’re being safe.”

“I am, Mom.”

She turned back to the sink. The disappointment on her face was palpable as she turned around, but what could I do?

“Poor Micah,” she muttered, the sink nearly drowning out her words. “He’s probably heartbroken.”

I said nothing to that. She was lost in her own monologue now. Micah had plenty of girls who had been ready to sweep him up—he definitely wasn’t hurting. Hell, he probably had side-action chicks even when we were
 going out.

Then she turned off the sink, turned to me with an introspective look. “I guess boys these days are much . . . bigger than I’m used to. Jesus. I mean, when I was your age, that guy would’ve—”

“Mom!” I snapped. “Can we not have this conversation, pleeeease?”

She sighed. “I just never knew my sweet little girl was into such big, monstrous—”

“Moooom!”

She cracked a half-smile, then nodded. Wiping her wet hands on her apron, she said, “Sorry, honey. I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

I scratched the back of my neck. “It’s . . . It’s okay.”

Then she started to leave the kitchen, walking right past me.

Furrowing my brow, I said, “W-Where are you going? Mom, we have a pizza in the oven.”

She waved a hand in my direction as she headed for the stairs. Her shoulders seemed to be slightly slumped, as if I had just completely broken her world with this news. I felt like a terrible, awful, no-good daughter. And a slut.

She said, “Right, right. Just come get me in twenty minutes then. Or better yet, you’re old enough to take out the pizza by yourself, aren’t you honey? I mean, if you can accommodate such a huge co—”

“Okay, Mom!” I yelped. “I got it!”
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Chapter Two


I
paced the kitchen floor, letting the smell of a baking pizza fill me. I was angry, utterly embarrassed, and confused about the whole situation with my mother.

Finally, I snatched up my phone and flicked open the text message and started typing in a flurry, a scowl on my face.

Dammit Griffin, MOM just saw that!!!

A second later, he replied, in his typically infuriating way.

Oh? What’d she think of it?

I scoffed hatefully, then typed: you’re such a little asshole, you know that? I think you’ve ruined her.


Griffin: Tell me more how my big cock has ruined your mother


Flaring my nostrils, I typed: No no no, damn! I mean you’ve ruined her opinion of me.


Griffin: How high could her opinion of you possibly have been, oh sweet stepsister of mine? You go to community college, you stopped dating the one meal ticket you had out of here if Micah gets drafted from school . . .


Me: I’m going to kick your little ass!


Griffin: Not before I fuck your big ass.


I growled like a frustrated, primal animal, feeling the heat and color on my face rise. I couldn’t believe I still let this little pipsqueak get to me so hard! He was too witty and clever, and he knew how to push my buttons and never failed to do it, given the opportunity.

If his dumb unsolicited dick pic was his way to try to lure me into his room, it wasn’t going to happen!

. . . not now, anyway.

I needed time to cool off. I needed to be able to think clearly again.

For too long now, Griffin and I had been skirting around the issue of our depraved fucking. We’d been sneaky and quiet in our lewd extracurricular activities, so much so that Mom and Barret hadn’t found out, but I knew this was a turning point in that. This was another life-changing moment.

I absolutely couldn’t let my mother find out about us—it would be the end of us. Of her!


Because then Barret would find out. And I knew how this would go—I had played it in my head millions of times.

Barret would find out, and it would lead to a strained relationship between him and Mimi. If they knew that their respective children had taken after them . . . and were fucking each other . . . they would probably split.

My mom would lose her “meal ticket”—as Griffin had so rudely and meanly called it—and she would be left alone to fend for herself. No more trips to Cabo or Coronado to see expensive plays or have expensive dinners nearly all nights of the week—she would be forced to go back to work.

She would hate me. I would hate me.

Griffin would go with Barret when his dad split from my mom. I would never see Griffin again.

. . . which means I would never see his titanic cock again, except maybe as lewd reminders like this one: a sudden, unbalancing photo of his hard dick, just to draw me back into his cummy web.

Except those pictures would be sent to me from across the city, rather than across the house. I wouldn’t be able to meet up with him, except on rare occasions. We would forget each other. He would go to college and build his harem of awful sluts.

I would wallow and have to find an actual
 new boyfriend.

I’d never be sexually satisfied again.

Woe is me!

And this would all stem from the simple fact of my mother finding out that we were banging like bunny rabbits nearly every day. Ugh!

The oven beeped, startling me. I jolted where I stood, then grabbed the oven mitts and opened it up. I gingerly grabbed the shelf with the pizza. It looked excellent and steamy, and I took it out. I let it rest on the now-empty cutting board. It was perfectly flaky, with a crispy crust. The ingredients—all cooking under the cheese like they should be—smelled amazing.

Sighing, I tried to forget my stepbrother, at least for a few minutes. Let us just enjoy this dinner . . .

I left the kitchen to go wrangle up my mom and brother for supper. Barret was still out doing God knows what, so it would just be us three.

As I climbed the stairs to the second level of the house, the wafting smell of sweet ‘za followed me and I breathed in deeply. It helped to ground me, because I needed to keep my cool now more than ever before.

I gained the top of the stairs and walked to my mom’s door, which was the closest to the staircase. Mine and Griffin’s rooms were toward the end of the hall.

I raised my hand to knock on the door—

Then stopped just inches from it, my mouth open as I was about to call out, “Food’s ready, Mom!”

I stood there stock-still, mouth agape, knuckle raised.

Because I could hear soft, muffled sounds coming from the room. I put my ear to the door like any self-respecting Peeping Tom might do, because I had no respect and I was terrible.

I instantly recognized the sounds coming from my mom’s room . . .

They were startled cries, and soft moans . . .

But Mimi wasn’t weeping for the loss of her daughter’s innocence, I knew.

No. My eyes widened and my slack jaw opened even further.

She was masturbating. The sounds were obvious. After a short time, I could even hear the creaking of her bed.

Dark, dirty thoughts surged through my head. I wondered what kind of sex toys she had to stimulate her. I wondered how she positioned herself on her bed—it was disgusting that my thoughts instantly went here, but what could I do?

There was no doubt in my mind that she was rubbing one out at the sight of her own daughter’s phone! The enormous dick pic sent from Griffin had unknowingly rekindled the flame of my mother’s sex drive.

She hadn’t fallen off that lewd totem pole after all!

Here she was, fresh out of an argument with her daughter about boys, shortly after seeing that ungodly dick in my phone . . . and she was fingerblasting herself like a horny little minx half her age!

She was still very much the succubus I remembered as a child, who would steal away with random men at kid’s birthday parties, and always seemed to have a new guy around after splitting with my dad.

It was Melinda, after all, who had given me my insatiable hunger for all things erotic. It was Mimi’s fault that I was the way I was, and she knew it!

She was probably as much of a size queen as I was! Shit!

I listened for a while longer. The moans picked up in loudness, but then quieted abruptly as she must have realized that she was playing with herself in her own house, while her kids were present. Although she couldn’t have known I was listening to her horny fingerbanging, she still had a measure of self-respect and decorum to try to maintain.

My hand fell over my mouth, and I started shaking my head.

“Agh, f-fuck,” I heard her muffled cry. I imagined that she was on her back on the bed, legs raised and spread apart as she dove into her slopping wet cunt with three fingers—no, four. No, she was fisting herself, letting her whole arm glide up in there as if it could replicate the insane girth of Griffin’s incredible cock!

My own lusty thoughts drove my libido wild. My depravity knew no bounds, and I had no shame—clearly. Anyone who listens to their mother as she diddles herself is a disrespectful bitch.

“So big, ugh, tight! Poor girl—poor, poor, mmph! Fuck!” she said in a raspy voice. I could tell she was close to climaxing, if she hadn’t already.

“N-No, Brooky, don’t let it taint you! Don’t let it throb inside your body and c-change you!”

My head reeled back from the door. The fuck? Is she getting off to the idea of . . .
 me having sex?!
 

I heard a sinister sneer behind me, then spun around in shock, but managed to stifle my gasp.

Griffin was standing behind me, hands on his hips, a leering grin on his face. “You poor degenerate little skank,” he said, hardly more than a whisper. “Are you getting off on your own mother fingering herself, Brooky?”

“N-No!” I snapped back, equally low in volume. I walked away from the door, so our voices wouldn’t carry from the hallway into her room.

“Liar. Look at the dark spot on your pants.”

Eyes wide, I looked down, expecting and hoping for a “made you look” moment. But Griffin wasn’t lying . . . the dark aubergine shade of my own lively fluids stained the very base of my bottoms, right between my legs. It was so damn humiliating, I flushed pink.

Griffin just snickered, but then a bright expression dawned on his face as he noticed something. He heard my mom’s final squeal of delight, as she must have climaxed. Tilting his head on his chin, Griffin muttered to me, “You said Mimi saw my picture to you?”

I crossed my arms over my chest, immediately knowing where he was going with this. “Don’t, Griff. Don’t be a little jerk.”

He shrugged, throwing his arms out nonchalantly. “I mean, it’s not hard to jump to conclusions. She sees my heavy cock and then is locked away in her room less than five minutes later—who did you say it belonged to, by the way? I would’ve loved to see the look on your face trying to explain that!”


“S-Shut up!”

“Hello?!” my mom’s voice cried out, as if waking up from a daze. “Who’s out there?!”

Griffin leaned into the door. “Oh, it’s just me, Mimi. Brooke says that dinner is ready, but she went to go change real quick.”

My eyes darkened as Griffin smirked at me again. The smug little bastard. My eyes glanced over his bulge and the shorts he was wearing, which could barely contain him . . . as usual . . .

I grumbled, then spun around to head to my room, my hands balled up into fists.

He was right, after all: I didn’t want my mom to see the splurge of blackness staining my pants as I sat down for a pizza dinner.

“O-Oh, okay, honey!” Mimi yelled as I wandered off, sounding flustered. “I’ll be right down, Griff.”

I could feel Griffin’s eyes boring into my fat wobbling ass while I walked away, down the hall to my room. Defeated. Horny. Angry. So many conflicting emotions.

I could sense the evil grin as he said through the door, “No hurry, Mimi. I’ll set the table.”
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Chapter Three


D
inner was a bit awkward, to say the least. The pizza was great, so there’s the silver lining, but Mom would hardly look at me the whole time. Griffin’s eyes kept jumping from me to her, and every time I’d glance at him, he was hiding a smirk. I just had to roll my eyes and try to act normal.

While it was very obvious that I was trapped in my little brother’s web, there was something darker going on here, and I didn’t want to think about it.

Barret wasn’t home, either, and when asked where he was, Mom had no idea. That wasn’t a good sign, and the way that she spoke with vehemence in her voice, that didn’t bode well either.

We all seemed to eat as quickly as we could, and then depart each other’s company. I wondered if my mom’s mind was dancing around like mine was, asking things like, Do the kids know I was just angrily pounding my pussy, alone, in my room, while I dreamed about giant cocks spreading me open?


Who is this new boy that my sweet innocent daughter is seeing, and why is he so hung? What gives him the right to taint Brooke’s nubile young flesh with that huge fuckrod . . . and how can I get an over-hung boy of my own?

Will Barret ever be able to satisfy me again?

And where the hell is he?! This dinner is so awkward!

When we separated from the dinner table, the rest of the night went by alone in our respective company. I watched TV on the couch. Mom was locked up in her room. When I finally walked up to bed, I could hear Griffin playing Call of Duty with his friends, laughing and cussing each other out with the occasional explosive boom
 ringing out.

Things seemed normal.

But I doubted they could stay that way.
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I HOPED THAT MOM WOULD
 forget about the fateful dick pic from the night before. But next morning, it became clear that that would not be the case . . . at least indirectly.

After breakfast, she told me that she was going to the gym to work out. I couldn’t remember the last time my mother went to the gym, but was this a sign of her turning a page? A new way of living her life?

Was Mimi trying to get fit and shapely so that she could attract younger guys . . . hopefully well-endowed
 younger guys?

The thought was off-putting. Maybe she and Barret would split up without
 mine and Griffin’s help. If this was a look at things to come, it was worrying.

I discovered that Barret had come home late the night before, partially drunk. Mom had given him a 20/20 interview, but concluded that Barret had been out late with his buddies and things got carried away . . . one thing led to another and they all got hammered.

Usually, “one thing led to another” means that someone got dicked down, and I hoped for my mom’s sake that it wasn’t the case with my stepdad. Even though he could be a bit buffoonish and cringey with his incessant dad jokes, I still liked the guy. And he seemed to make Mom happy, most of the time, so there was that.

When Mom went to the gym and Barret left for work, it left me and Griffin alone in the house. It was summer, so there was a constant thought of “what should I do with my day?” that was on the mind of every non-working young person like my stepbrother and I.

I quickly got into a text battle with my three girlfriends. It swiftly dwindled into nothingness and they were going to do the same old, same old: go to the beach.

I jokingly told them that they were going to look like road rashes by the end of summer, to which Erika responded, Bitch, I’m half black,
 and Katie said, Better a road rash than Casper the Friendly Ghost.


Vanessa, who was a bit too serious at times, said, We will look like golden goddesses, Brooke. Your jealousy is unbecoming.


Then they invited me to join them, and I finally said OK. I’d join them at Marine Street in half an hour or so. If I was going to tell them about the dick pic Griffin sent me—which I was still debating talking about, and leaning towards a big N-O—then I wanted to do it in person. Plus, they were right . . . I needed some sun.

A knock came at my door as I put my phone down on my nightstand. I was lying on my bed, propped up by pillows, even though it was nearly noon. I was wearing stretchy cotton booty shorts that went halfway down my thighs, and a tank top—loose attire for a hot afternoon. Soon I’d be wearing my bikini, though.

“What is it, Griffin?” I asked, knowing it would be him.

My brow was furrowed before he even opened the door. I always tried to make it look like I was angry at him for something, just to catch him off-guard, but he was becoming too slick for that. He knew how I really felt. Although I was
 still a bit pissed off about the dick pic from yesterday.

My scrunched brow straightened and then arched upward when the door opened.

My skinny little stepbrother was completely naked. He liked to walk around with his impressive package hanging out quite often, especially if he knew he was alone in the house, but it was rare that he was completely nude.

His little arms lacked definition, and he had a slight six-pack building due to being rail-thin. I could see the vascular quality of his veins on his forearms and pale, hairless body, but the real veins showed on his third leg more than anything . . .

It was a startling sight to see that monstrously rugged cock out in the open like this, so early in the afternoon. It was long and meaty like a thick loaf of baguette bread—it truly looked like a third leg because of its girth, almost as wide around as his shin. It curved over his ample nutsack and reached down close to his knees. His balls were pressed out from between his pasty thighs, because his gap—as large as it was—didn’t give them enough room to jumble around unbidden. The huge circular orbs strained his scrotum and dragged the whole unit down, down, down.

I nearly sputtered, but tried to contain my shock at the sight of his huge floppy cock just hanging out in my doorway. His arms were at his sides, like he was unsure what to do with them.

Then he gestured toward me, absentmindedly, as if telling me to roll over. “Are you ready for me, Sis? Ready for your daily pumping?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes—a look that was probably becoming all too common to him, if not a bit unnerving. “Not today, Griff. Jesus Christ, why do you always have to be so . . . weird? I’m going to the beach with my friends. And no, you can’t join.”

He frowned, then stepped into the room and left the door open. His huge flaccid cock swayed effortlessly, swinging heavily between his legs like a dragon’s tail.

My pussy twitched, and I tried to hide my building lust.

He came to the foot of my bed and stopped, then grabbed at both of my bare ankles. I gently kicked at him, more annoyed than anything else, to get his grubby fingers away from me.

“Stooop,” I muttered, but my singsong voice was much too high to take seriously.

His hands moved up to my knees, then my bare thighs. He crawled onto the bed on his own knees, so that he could reach higher, and then slid his hands under my flimsy booty shorts.

I didn’t stop him. I was temporarily paralyzed by the sight of his cockhead dragging along on my sheets, a trail of precum following in its waving wake, like a slug. When he was on all fours like a dog, legs angled off at the knees and with his body bent forward, somehow his dumb penis was even more imposing. It was just so thick, so juicy in its intimidating size, especially attached to such a small, slender boy. It dipped down from his pelvis like an overfed caterpillar that had grown a hundred sizes too big. It seemed to have a life of its own when he moved, and the shadow it created in the triangular gap between his legs was massive and dark.

His hands were rubbing the insides of my thighs now, and I hardly noticed. I’d gone numb looking at his nude, lewd body.

How could one boy look like such a bitch and such a dom at the same time? He had one masculine part of his whole body, but it just so happened to be the most important part—any woman would agree.

I noticed that in my numb haze, my pussy had started to dampen. I could feel my slick juices start to make the insides of my shorts moist, and Griffin’s groping little fingers weren’t making it any better.

I drew my legs inward, snapping back to reality and facing the hungry, desirous look in his eyes.

“D-Dammit, Griff . . .” I muttered, but my words were becoming weak. My mind was cock-starved, and he could tell. It wouldn’t take much coaxing to—

“Ah!” I yelped, gasping.

Griffin had suddenly flexed on me and grabbed my thighs hard, his hands bulging beneath my shorts. He used his lanky, wiry muscles and speared his hands up past the waistband of my shorts, not even bothering to touch my pussy.

With his forearms nearly completely covered by my cotton shorts, his fingers appeared like little spiders up near my belly. Then his arms twisted and he cupped the waistband of my shorts. My eyes widened as I stared down at him.

With a yank, he tried pulling them off—no, my hips were too wide and my ass was still on the bed, so that wasn’t what he was trying . . . but when he tugged on them, they were pulled toward the tops of my thick thighs.

My body wobbled as I was dragged down from the top of my bed. He scooted back and continued to flex his small muscles, but he was strong enough to make my ass slide on my bed toward the foot of it.

Then he was off the bed and I was near the bottom of it. He was standing, and his arms were still tucked away into my shorts, hidden against my legs.

When he pulled on my bottoms this time, he tugged hard enough to get them to fall around my hips. I slightly lifted my butt off the bed, hoping that he didn’t see I was aiding his disrobing measures . . . and the result was my shorts flying off, and the momentum of Griffin’s pulling caused him to stumble backwards.

When he righted himself, I was smirking deliciously at him, and he stood there like a dumbass with both his arms holding my clothes, dug up to the elbows in the leg-holes.

He growled, either at being made to look like an idiot, or at my emasculating grin. He pounced on me, and it was then that I realized I was pants-less, and I really shouldn’t have been smirking at him or trying to look smug when I was naked from the waist down.

His hands slapped onto my thighs again, wobbling my flesh, and this time when he tried to pull on me, I obliged and rolled onto my side. With a quick flip of my body, I was on my stomach, my legs dangling off the edge of the bed.

He tucked his arms under my belly, hooked them, then dragged me back further, until I was half-off and half-on the mattress. My knees crunched down onto the carpet, a little painfully.

I let out a high coo, but he ignored me. His hands were working quickly now, and I only wished I was turned around to see how hard his cock was getting. Watching it grow from its large flaccid state to an oversized, stiff boner was always an awesome sight. His erection trumped every other part of his body.

My ass was raised into the air, slightly off the edge of my bed. The backs of my heavy thighs shook. His little hands dug into my fleshy buttcheeks and he started spanking me.

I let out more little yelps to satisfy him, to prove to him how much he owned me and how much of a man he was. My pussy was wet as hell now, the fluids dripping down my thighs.

I was easy to arouse, and easy to cum. It was the best of both worlds, which is probably why I came from vaginal penetration more than anyone I knew. I mean, it didn’t take much when you were sporting a cock like Griffin’s.

The hot, heavy girth of his enormous penis slapped down between my cheeks. This foreplay was regular, for him to glide his huge cock up and down my crack, until the sweat from between my buttocks started to lube it up and build that nasty sex smell. It was a pheromone-driven odor that set us both into instant, frenzied arousal.

Neither of us had showered that day, yet. So, mixing that smell of imminent sex with my tangy pussy and his massive unwashed balls, you had a concoction of pure, unadulterated filth that only made us hornier than ever.

I mewled as he hotdogged my asscheeks. I could feel his weapon growing between my soft, enveloping skin.

Soon, he would penetrate me and turn me into his little cum-dump fleshbag, I knew. It was expected, and it never grew old. I always oofed and gasped when he penetrated my poor pussy with his cock. I had probably been permanently spread by him, and was as loose as a goose by now.

Little dicks would never have another chance with me, not after the punishment my cunt had taken at the hands of Griffin’s monstercock.

I felt the tops of his thighs smack against the backs of mine, then smoosh into the wide warm curves of my asscheeks.

He slapped his cock up and down on my butt a few times like a drawbridge, loud fleshy claps echoing out. I started to drool, expecting his huge dick pumping into my aching pussy at any moment.

“C-Come on, you big-dicked little devil,” I rasped. “When are you gonna punish me?”

“Oh, I’m gonna punish you all right, baby bird. I’ll discipline you for all the times you’ve rolled your eyes at me and scoffed at me, trying to make me look like a lesser man.” His voice was dark.

“I’m so mean,” I said playfully.

He growled. “And so insolent, you big cow-titted bitch. You still haven’t learned an ounce of respect, no matter how often I break your pussy open and ruin you for everybody else. No matter how often I pump my seed into your womb and make your belly bloat. Even when I piss all over you—”

“I know, Griffy, I’m so sorry. I haven’t learned my lesson yet! All I’m good for is punishing—I guess you’ll just have to keep impaling me until I learn the hard way . . .”

He snorted. “Yeah, well, I think we’ll have to try something new, since the old ways of disciplining you don’t seem to be working.”

I heard a squelching sound, but felt nothing. Furrowing my brow, I tried to turn my head to look over my shoulder, but his quick hand grabbed my hair by the root and tugged back hard, snapping my neck back so my head was facing straight up.

I yelped in surprise and pain as my neck craned backwards.

“Gah!”

That wet, sticky sound continued . . . then I felt a sudden coldness between my crack.

My body jolted. Instinctively, my butt flexed as my whole body went taut. I clenched my pussy muscles together. It was a two-way street, sex, and if I honestly
 fought him off, there was no way he could stick that bitch-breaker inside me.

But I didn’t want to fight him off . . . I just wanted to know what was going—

His wet cockhead touched my puckering asshole, and that’s when I discovered what that cold, wet sound was. He had been lubing up his cock!

“G-Griffin!” I exclaimed, sudden fear and panic in my voice.

His voice was low and earthy. “You’ll want to loosen up for this, Brooky, or else I can’t guarantee it won’t be painful. You already won’t be walking right for weeks. Why make it harder on yourself?”

My eyes bulged in shock. His gigantic bell-shaped dicktip was pressing against my little pink rosebud asshole. Tears came to my eyes. We’d never done it before . . . never in the backdoor . . . and the drool leaking down the sides of my mouth told me to listen to him.

“Oh my God, oh fuck, ohhh Griffff!”

He hadn’t even entered me yet and I was freaking out. Losing my mind. But I wasn’t telling him to stop.

All at once, the tightness of my body went out. I seemed to deflate right before his eyes, and he let go of my hair, letting my head fall back down to the sheets, chin-first. I clamped bedsheets on either side, my arms outstretched to my sides so I looked like a cross.

My breath caught in my throat when the first inch of his cock speared past my wet butthole. It sank down into my canal and my eyes bulged, my mouth falling open.

I gripped the sheets even tighter.

“M-My ass!”

With a sudden forward-jerk of his body, more thick inches of cockmeat drilled into my rectum and I let out the most piercing shriek I think I’d ever screamed. It wasn’t quick and sharp like most cries, but rather a drawn-out, bloodcurdling howl of pain and fear.

My neighbors were probably calling the cops, even as my baby stepbrother was fitting his huge meat-spear into my asshole.

The skin around my bumhole seemed to cave at my brother’s incessant pushing, my whole crack drawing down into my body as he plunged his cock down my shitter. My sphincter was immediately wider and more gaped than it had ever been, and I couldn’t stop wailing.

He finally put a hand on the top of my head and forced my head into the sheets, to muffle my cries. Tears poured down my face.

His cock was way too big to be in my ass, and I imagined it looked like a tree log had been hoisted into my rectum and impaled me.

Was this how Dracula skewered his prisoners to make his human fence? Spearing them through the ass until it came out their mouth? Because it felt like Griffin’s dick was about to dive through my intestines, pump through my stomach and esophagus, and come out my fucking facehole!

My wailing finally died down, and he loosened his grip on the back of my head. I was sweating, kicking my legs, and slowly dying.

He was grunting and clenching his teeth. “F-Fuck, I’ve never felt such a tight . . . fucking . . . asshole! Even with the lube!”

“Nooo!” I said back, almost unintelligibly.

He started moving his hips, and that’s when the pain turned into pleasure. It was like a switch had been flipped. My ass muscles went from clenching around his cock, reflexively trying to stop its advance into my guts, to just letting it plow me and ruin my insides.

I could feel his cock punching me low in the stomach. It was so huge and invasive, I came almost immediately. My whole body felt filled, and I thought I’d loose my bowels all over his dick, but that didn’t happen.

Instead, I pissed myself and squirted behind me, showering him in lady juices. He just laughed and continued slowly pumping his hips.

He slammed into me hard, so that his balls could swing and smack me with satisfying slaps. Since he was ruining my anus from above, when his balls careened into me, they loudly clapped against my pussy. It was wet and loud and lewd, hearing those constant reminders that my stepbrother was annihilating my asshole and making me weep tears of joy.

The clap-clap-clap
 of his flesh boulders against my puffy pussy was turning my cunt red and raw and tender. Every time his chubby nuts smacked into my pussy lips, I let out a little spurt of she-jizz, and that only worked to lather up his heavy, sweaty unwashed balls in even more stickiness.

I almost wished he was videoing this rectal breech—this pumping and widening of my ass tunnel—because I bet it would have been alarming and hot to watch later.

“C-Cocks your size aren’t meant for butts, Griffiiiin!” I wailed.

He just kept slamming into me.

Plap-pla-plap!

“Cocks this fat should only
 be drilled into the tightest asses, Brooke! Even though your butt is so huge and round and wobbly, your shitbox is tighter than any I’ve ever fucked!”

“Don’t call it thaaat!”

He just laughed like a madman and continued to drill me. My whole body was jostling on the bed now, as the waves of bliss started to overwhelm me. My pussy felt penetrated by the way his enormous balls were smashing into them, lighting up my engorged clit and sending shockwaves of ecstasy spiderwebbing through my body.

I let my insides go. He was pulverizing my guts and muscles too hard and I couldn’t hold back anymore. I was quickly relegated to a state of constant hands-free cumming. My tongue lulled out of my mouth and drool trickled down my chin in rivulets. I felt like a dumb dog, a used and abused fuckdoll for my baby stepbrother’s sheer pleasure.

His cock kept sliding deeper and deeper, and even though he could never fit the entire slab into me without killing me, it had the effect of bloating my belly, and I could feel it.

After losing track of the time that he anally destroyed me, he finally jumped onto the bed on his little feet and straddled my wide butt. He speared down into me from an angelic angle and slapped his balls even harder—but higher—on my ass.

I felt the welts of his colliding balls. The treacherous, pulverizing quality of his cock did me in, and I was losing consciousness from this top-down angle.

I couldn’t speak to tell him to get off me. I was so stretched, so fucking spread. All he was doing was bending his knees and squatting over me—dipping his body so he could sink that giant meat-javelin into me.

But it was becoming too much.

Thwap-thwap-thwap—

The ringing out of his ballsack smacking into my asscheeks was fading away . . .

I heard a low grunt, like a primal, guttural call of the wild.

His hands gripped my buttocks tight, embedding into the fleshbags.

His cock throbbed inside me, rearranging my insides even more. Then it bellowed with fury and unleashed its roar of cum, a veritable flood of thick, lumpy semen that washed over my innards like oatmeal and pumped my belly out with its sheer size and quality.

I came at the same time, a hard, sudden orgasm that made me see darkness around the edges of my vision.

I tried to stay with it—tried to stay conscious as Griffin filled me up and brimmed my asshole with his behemoth.

But I couldn’t.

The last thing I felt and heard before passing out was the slick, audible pop of his cock pulling free from the suction of my dark anal cavity—droplets of jizz splattering onto me—and the explosion of cum that fountained out of my used-up rump as I clenched my muscles.
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Chapter Four


I
awoke some time later, alone on my bed, still naked from the waist down. I groaned and let out a pathetic sound, blinking my blurry eyes. My face felt waxy and clammy from the tears I’d cried while getting reamed, and my whole body ached.

I had clenched my muscles so hard and so often during that raucous session that I knew I’d be sore for days. I just hoped my butt didn’t hurt too badly in the days to come, though I expected it would . . .

I was still on my belly, my legs dangling halfway off the bed. I guess I had sort of jumped forward onto the bed as Griffin had cum inside me, to end up planted here in a prostrate position.

I was about to try to move, to see if I could drag myself into the shower. Griffin was obviously long gone. The sun through my window was high in the sky, and I had no idea how long I’d been out.

The beach was clearly out of the question for now. As my thoughts swirled aimlessly in my dumb head, I didn’t hear the creak of my slightly-ajar door behind me, opening. I was too caught up in my own pain and misery, but then, a soft voice—

“Brooke, honey, I was calling your na—”

A sharp intake of breath startled me, though I was too groggy to even try moving.

My stomach sank.

“Oh my fucking God!
 Brooke! Sweetie! W-What the h-hell happened?!”

It was my mother, her voice raised in a frantic, scared pitch.

My legs were spread apart, my oval thighs flattened thick like meat tubes, my stomach down on the bed, and she saw it all . . .

A soupy chowder bowl of cum brimming in the huge crater of my gaping asshole, like the surface of a murky, undisturbed lake, spilling ropes of jizz all over the curves of my buttocks and folds of my puffy, red-raw pussy. The backed up pool of man-filth leaked down between my legs onto the bedsheets, where all the strands joined together to form a coagulated stew.

Every few seconds, my anus would twitch and swallow more spunk, until the pool of cream was beginning to recess inside my flooded, widened anal tunnel, filling my clogged, gasping insides. The way the crater of spunk was slowly receding, it looked like someone was slurping it up, but it was just my puckering, yawning hole guzzling up the white gravy.

It felt like my asshole was trying to breathe, but failing as it gagged on globs of spewing nut butter, drowning and gurgling and choking on the copious cum-pond. I probably should have rolled onto my back to let the spunk seep out of me, rather than let it bubble and stay like a burbling jizz-swamp.

My mother, of course, saw all of this in less . . . poetic vividness.

What she saw was the ruination of her innocent daughter—as if the gigantic cock pictured on my phone the day before hadn’t already tarnished that
 image.

And it didn’t take a mathematician to notice that the penis from that photo would have perfectly fit into my recently-debased asshole.

In the short time that my mother had been at the gym, to her, it looked like someone had come and raped her daughter, used her as a spunk-dumpster, and fled the scene of the crime.

Of course, she didn’t know that I had loved every second of it, even cumming my brains out a moment before passing out from the overload of happy chemicals.

“You’ve been violated!” she yelled abhorrently, unable to find other words. “W-Who did this to you?!”

I just groaned in response.

Flustered, she rushed into the room, but I could tell she didn’t want to get near me. The wafting smells of sweat, hardcore sex, and semen still cycled through the room, creating a lewd perfume that was impossible to ignore.

I heard her sniff, flaring her nostrils. I imagined her hand going up to shield her nose and mouth as she stared down at her destroyed daughter’s rectum and my flat, toned body lying still on the bed. It had been years since she’d seen my bare bottom, and now that I was in the prime of my physical life, it was probably alarming to her to see how big and burly it had become . . . and how ruined.

Staring down at my body, my girthy legs and meaty thighs, my fleshy, smooth ass, and all the jizz that painted my backside and curves—it was clear that I was not an innocent adolescent any longer. I wondered if my mom noticed that, if she saw the adultness of my body.

Regardless if she did or not, she was freaking out, and I couldn’t blame her. It definitely must have looked like a crime scene when walking in on this.

“Brooke, answer me, please! Do you need to see a doctor? Should I rush you to Urgent Care?!”

I flopped my head to the side, my cheek squishing into the rest of my face. “N-No,” I finally croaked, my lips parched. My whole body felt drained and dry. I desperately needed water and fluids and electrolytes. “I’m . . . f-fine.”

“No you aren’t! Who did this to you?!”

I blinked, fighting through my foggy brain. “The boy.”

She huffed, and walking to the side of my bed, I finally saw her for the first time. She looked recently sweaty—like myself—and I couldn’t tell if it was from her workout or from stumbling on this salacious scene. She still wore her black yoga pants and tight tank top that curved around her big bust, and her brown hair was over one shoulder in a ponytail. She looked . . . good.

I was happy that my momma was getting back into shape, not letting her woe-is-me, boring lifestyle take over.

But . . . right now was not the time to explain any of that.

A squelching sound erupted from my asshole—like the sound a lemon makes when you squeeze it too hard—and a gout of cum spewed out of me in a mini-fountain. I groaned and buried my head facedown in the sheets, impossibly ashamed and humiliated.

It would be a while before those sounds stopped, I knew. There was just so much spunk in me and around me . . . inundating me.

I wondered how many times Griffin had nutted inside me, to elicit such an abundant, bountiful feast of lumpy semen. Perhaps it was only just once, and his giant balls could truly produce that ample of a load. I knew that whenever he came inside my cunt, it took hours for it to fully leak out of me, it seemed . . . and this had been a new experience for both of us. The tightness of my warm asshole had been an arousing experience for us, so I could see him expunging a surplus of man-juice out of his trembling pisshole.

I said, “P-Please just . . . go away, Mom.”

I saw Mimi’s face sink. Her cheeks were high with color, obviously embarrassed for me. But she didn’t need to be.

“I will not!” she exclaimed. “I’m your mother,
 for Christ’s sake!”

“Exactly.”

She didn’t reply to that.

I wondered if Griffin was still in the house—probably just innocently playing Call of Duty on his rolly chair, now that he’d gotten use of my butt as a proper cum-receptacle. It wasn’t fair that he could get away with this, while I was forced to endure the frantic inquisition from my mother.

But I wasn’t going to out him. I would hold onto that secret as long as possible, for fear of what it would do to our family unit if it came out.

“M-Mom,” I finally croaked, seeing that she was just standing there wide-eyed, slowly going insane with her own internal ramblings. “Please. I . . . I know it doesn’t look like it . . . but I . . . wanted this—”

“I d-don’t believe that. I can’t.”

“There’s no . . . crime here. Just my new boytoy being a bit, uh, rough.”

She snorted. “But you’re my baby girl
,” she said, her voice cracking. I realized that what I took as a snort was actually sniffling. She was going to cry, seeing her whorish daughter like this, relegated to nothing more than a fucktoy, and it was going to make me cry.

I’m sure she was thinking of my falling star: I raised you better than this!


But she wouldn’t scold me when it was clear I was already in such a provocative, anguished position.

Instead, she quickly said, “I wonder if your brother knows anything. Did Griffin see your boyfr—”

“No!” I cried, too fast, too furious. “I mean, you’ll only make him suspicious. You’ve already seen me like this, Mom, do you really want Griff to see what happened to his sister, also?”

“But . . . I . . .”

She trailed off.

“Please mom, give me some privacy. I’m sorry you . . . had to see this. I know I’ve ruined myself for you.”

“Oh, honey,” she sniffed. “You could never ruin yourself in my eyes.”

I blinked away tears. “I’m turning over now, Mom.”

“O-Okay, I’ll go. Just, if you want to talk about this . . . later—”

“Mom,” I groaned.

She nodded in silence, wiped at her face, and left my room, closing the door behind her.

I finally turned over onto my back like a flopping fish out of water.

And the release that I felt from my suctioned asshole unplugging itself, the drainage of cum from my system as it surged forth in thick runnels down my legs, onto the mattress, dripping down the edge of my bed . . . it was like uncorking a difficult-to-open wine bottle . . . and enough of a liberating moment to almost make me cum all over again.  
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MY MOM HAD STARED DOWN
 at my used, oversexed body with horrid fascination. I had exposed myself in lurid detail, and I wish I could have taken it all back, but that was impossible.

What’s done is done.

I knew there would be traumatic implications over all of this, and I just hoped I could one day look her in the eye during dinner again without my face flushing scarlet.

Everyone hopes that their loved ones, especially their parents, will never find them in a situation such as my mom did with me.

I knew that nothing could ever be the same after that fateful moment . . .

Would she tell Barret what she found? Doubtful. Would she wonder who this mysterious “boytoy” of mine was, who ravaged me and then apparently left me in a cum-stew of his own making, like some sociopathic predator? Less doubtful.

I couldn’t let her find out the truth, though, that the “sociopathic predator” was living under her roof, right under her nose. That it was Griffin Summers, her husband’s son, who had used me so effortlessly.

After gingerly cleaning myself up and taking a long, scalding shower, I dressed in my most prim and proper outfit, trying to look like a born-again nun in a convent. I didn’t go so far as a habit and such, but I wore a flat, featureless dress and a jacket that didn’t match the dress at all.

Then I walked down the hall to my brother’s room.

I opened the door without knocking, and luckily he wasn’t sucking himself off or doing anything lewd. He was on his chair, big headphones clasped over his ears.

He slowly faced me, then looked me up and down and frowned. “You look like a homeless supermodel, Sis.”

I matched his frown. “Has mom come into your room since coming back from working out?”

“No.” The explosions of his computer screen rang out, and I could hear muffled chattering coming from his headphones. “But I heard her scream, so I think I know what happened.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. “And what’s that?”

“She discovered you naked and brimming with my baby batter.”

I made a sound in my throat. “You’re disgusting, Griffin.”

“But correct, aren’t I?”

I looked down at the floor, slightly blushing. “Y-Yes.”

“And did you tell her how you got that way? Did you tell her that it was my bitch-breaker that broke you . . . bitch?”

“Of course not!”

“Ah, so she still thinks there’s some mysterious, big-cocked boytoy out there filling your every want and need, like a well-endowed ghost.”

“And it’s going to stay that way, Griffin! She almost found out! Doesn’t that make you anxious?”

He shrugged, the picture of complete indifference. “Not as much as you, Brooky, clearly. Your mother was going to find you in that state sooner or later—”

“She’s your mother too, weirdo!”

His eyes darkened. He didn’t like when I called him weird or crazy or dorky, I don’t think. Sometimes that’s how I used him to get what I wanted—namely a fat cock surging up my pussy—but in this instance, I said it because he was being obtuse and unreasonable. How did nothing ever seem to alarm him?

“She’s not my flesh and blood, Brooke. She’s my stepmother. Did she raise me? No.”

I couldn’t answer that, and didn’t want to, because the way he said it . . . it almost implied that he wanted
 me to be discovered. He was showing that there was a difference between our respective familial relationship with Mimi, and it was off-putting.

What point was he trying to make?

The only conclusion I could come to was dark and unmentionable.

Griffin would never . . . would he?
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Chapter Five


Y
es, he would, it turned out. It happened a few days later and, again, things would never be the same after it.

Just because my mom discovered me in a post-coital, completely lewd state, didn’t mean that Griffin and I simply stopped what we were doing. It wasn’t that easy.

I was still addicted to his big fat cock, and I still needed the constant gratification of feeling it inside me.

God, I desperately needed to find another man. And given who I was, I knew it wouldn’t be difficult . . .

So why was I so allured and attracted to my mean, short, pompous stepbrother? Was it the punishment I liked? The humiliation? The act of getting disciplined by someone younger and smaller than me, turning me into a submissive bitch?

How did my baby sibling have so much power over me? And would I ever stop thinking of him as my “baby sibling” or my “brother” or what-have-you? When would I start seeing him as the controlling, domineering young man that he’d always been? Ever since that first fateful date when I accidentally walked in on him peeing, wielding his huge floppy cock in his hand as a fire hose of piss emptied out of his daunting package, I had been obsessed. My obsession had only grown and gotten kinkier and naughtier as time passed.

I had become lax in my resolve—resting on my laurels and such.

And it had finally culminated in allowing him to finally assfuck me, with hardly any real resistance at all.

Yes, I had let him triple-team me, gangbang me with his little friends, use me for his sordid pleasure, and practically own my voluptuous body. But taking such a hefty loaf in my butt had been a first—a life-altering event.

It took only three days for the ass-gurgling session to become only the second
 most embarrassing thing that had ever happened to me.

I should have seen it coming, by the twinkle in Griffin’s eyes. But my obsession overruled my logical thinking, as usual.

For the next three days, things were demonstrably awkward in my household, as I expected. I hardly had any face-to-face conversations with my mom, and it became so apparent that things were strained between us that I even heard Barret one night ask what was going on between us.

Thankfully, Mimi said she didn’t want to talk about it. “Family stuff,” she had answered.

“But we are a family,” Barret had replied.

“I’m not so sure anymore . . .”

As she trailed off, my heart sank a little bit. It seemed there was nothing I could do to repair the befouled union between my mom and stepdad, and I basically stopped trying.

If Mimi suspected Barret was up to something no-good, then who was I to get in the middle of it?

But on that third night, things came to a head.

When Griffin came into my room that night, I asked him where Mom and Barret were.

“Out and about for the next few hours,” he said, and that’s when I noticed the twinkling in his eye, but didn’t think anything of it at the time.

I frowned at him. I was sitting on my bed, propped up by pillow, and had been cycling through my phone. I was in much the same position as I’d been when he’d tugged me down to the edge and stuffed my ass, and it brought back uncomfortable memories.

He walked in through the door, leaving it open.

Knowing what was coming, and doing little to try to avoid it, I said, “Close the door.”

He shrugged and obliged. When he turned back around, his fingers were hooking over the waistband of his shorts. He was lowering them, staring at me unnervingly as he did it.

I was dressed in my typical nighttime affair of comfortable, loose-fitting shorts and a tank top. Over the last two days, I’d joined my friends at the beach—needing to get out of this torrid house—so my skin was a bit red and raw from the sun, but it gave me a healthy glow.  

“You know,” I started, putting my phone down beside me on the bed, “I’m really not happy with how things played out the other day. I just wanted you to know that.”

“I’m sorry, Brooky,” he said, and I couldn’t tell if he was being sarcastic or genuine. He was always so snarky and calm, it was hard to read between the lines. “Perhaps I can help alleviate your pain.”

I frowned. “You’re only here to cause more of it.”

Sighing, Griffin finally lowered his pants and let them fall to the ground. He was going commando underneath, which meant his shorts were already leaving little to the imagination. But when his cock sprang free over his huge nuts, I still got that telltale tinge of pleasure sweeping through my body.

I stared between his legs.

He said, “Perhaps I am.”

Gulping, I replied, “Do your worst, you devil.” My eyebrows arched. “What’ll it be? Are you going to yank me to the edge of the bed again and empty your load inside my womb, or are you gonna pump my belly full of your seed through my ass, until I look pregnant with your spunk? How will you use your cum-toilet this evening?”

He snorted, walking forward to the foot of the bed. His huge soft cock seemed to twitch with excitement. “Oh, girl, you really know how to turn me on with your dirty talk.”

“My ass still hurts from you pulverizing it the other day.”

“And yet . . . you still want me?” He grabbed his cock by the base and wagged it, then slapped it down on the foot of the bed between my feet, like a Subway sandwich.

I nodded. “Somehow. I guess I just can’t turn you away, baby brother.”

Rolling his eyes, he said, “I know there’s only one part of me you like, Sister. But it’s the part that all girls like, and you’re no different.”

I shrugged. “I guess that’s true.”

It was useless trying to fight him, and I’d given up a long time ago. No matter how dejected I sounded, he would just use that as bait—as an excuse to fuck me anyway.

I had made my own bed, and now I needed to lie in it.

He hopped onto the mattress then, and his cock flapped around menacingly. My eyes were zeroed in on the helicoptering cock, and I didn’t even think it was strange for him to jump on my bed like some kid at a sleepover party.

He stood over me, hands crossed around his chest. I just sat still, looking up at him, at the dark way his eyes perused my lovely body, like an animal surveying its prey.

He walked between my legs, causing the mattress to jumble and bounce. His bare foot, the thumb toe especially, flicked my crotch and I grunted as he dragged the digit over my clothed pussy, managing to score it right inside the crevice.

My knees knocked inward.

Griffin walked over me until his limp cock was dangling just an inch from my face. The reek of his musky nuts and manly dick filled my nostrils and drove me insane with lust. My brain became foggy, and I stopped being able to think about normal things—anything non-sex related.

Then he did something that surprised me, which he’d never done before. I expected him to slap that massive organ down onto my head, to laugh at how it dwarfed my skull as it draped over my forehead and scalp; to shove my face into his low-hanging ballsack.

Instead, he straddled my shoulders, going on his tiptoes, and walked over
 me to the back of the bed. His long cock dragged over my face and hair, pulling it along, and his balls followed, plopping down on my closed eyes, my forehead, and then up and over.

When he was behind me, he nudged me forward and I furrowed my brow, then scooted up from my pillows, to give him room behind me. He kept pushing me forward until I was about three feet from the headboard, with my bent legs just inches from the foot of the bed.

He turned, resting his small butt against my latticed headboard.

He hoisted his nutsack into air and let it drop on my head, making me look like a stupid little dunce princess with an oversized testicle crown.

I blushed, shaking my head, but that had the adverse affect of wobbling his drooping nuts on me. He’d been holding his flaccid cock, but now he let it fall over my face with a soft plop.

Watching the dark, shadowy underside of his thick shaft, I could hardly see past it into the corners of my room. I grimaced as I wondered what he was about to do to me.

Then the giant organ started to lift away from my face. He pushed down on his plump balls, which were calmly planted on my head, nearly covering the whole circumference of my skull. It felt like he’d cracked an egg over my dome and was now rolling it around to make a cum-omelet. I felt my hair sticking to his balls.

The hell is he doing? What kind of ritual is this?

As his cock stiffened and lengthened, it was like a veil was lifted from my face. I could see again, and now his penis was standing at a jutting angle out from the top of my head, curving upward.

He’d gotten hard quite quickly, the blood rushing to his veiny manhood, and I wondered how he’d done it. Maybe by thinking of all the lewd ways he was going to torture me tonight . . .

His hands gently fell to my shoulders, then ran up the sides of my neck, and it made me shudder. Goosebumps broke out on my skin, the hair on the back of my neck going on end as his legs rubbed against my nape and shoulders.

“G-Griffin, what are you—”

“Shh, my little cum-sock, just let it happen.”

Suddenly, his dainty grip on my throat hardened. He grabbed my neck and twisted backward, uptilting my chin so I looked up at the stucco ceiling. His huge spooling balls draped into the sockets of my eyes for a moment, making everything dark, and then they fell onto my forehead, then down behind me.

I was staring partly at the underside of his erect penis, and partly at the white ceiling. His fingers were dancing against my fiery skin, and I started to sweat.

Then he angled himself and smiled cruelly down at me.

I gulped, though it was difficult as my neck was at an awkward angle.

He ran a palm over the curved, veiny front of my neck. What an oddball thing—

Then his butt was high in the air, and he pushed down on his topshaft with a free hand, until it speared diagonally in the direction of my face.

My eyes widened as I stared back at him, looking upside-down at that imposing cockmeat.

His bulbous dickhead pushed against my lips. The ridge was wet and slimy, but I opened my mouth to it anyway.

With a grunt, he sank the massive appendage into my maw, parting my lips, drawing out a grotesque cough and crackling sound from my throat. Twin runners of snot spit out from my nostrils as he clogged my airway and lowered his overgrown dick into my face in reverse fashion—the underside of his cock sliding wetly across the roof of my mouth.

I grabbed at his hips behind me, grasping aimlessly until I had a firm hold of him for leverage. My head was completely bent back, and it was painful, and the cock drilling down into my face didn’t make things better or more comfortable.

It was when his pecker touched the back of my throat that I started to freak out.

He had turned my face into a fleshlight—a fucktoy for him to send his huge cock down. He’d made my throat into a tunnel, and with it he had the ability to plunge his dick deeper down my straightened throat than he’d ever been able to.

He could facefuck me without bending his cock, which meant he could be more violent and—

Griffin’s horsedick pushed down into my throat, distending my neck to an abrasive, terrible level. I couldn’t breathe, and even while he backwards-facefucked me, his huge balls smacked into my forehead, then dragged across my nose right down the middle crease of his sweaty scrotum.

This was new, and painful, and it would lead to me passing out in no time at all. He was suffocating me with his cock from behind, coming down on me like some lewd angel sent to punish the weak and skinny-necked. The bloat of my neck was probably more apparent than ever before.

I clamped my eyes shut as he held both sides of my neck and watched with utter glee while his cock destroyed my gullet and bulged my skin outward. He could see every vein and hint of cartilage pushing and clenching against his engorged shaft, creating an appalling outline of his penis as it lodged down my throat.

I was sputtering and snorting before I knew what to do with myself. He started punishing me hard, moving his hips fast so he could pump deeper and deeper into my facehole.

He had me in a sword-swallowing position—something he’d probably seen in a porno—and it was ludicrous and . . . somehow making me very, very wet.

Dampness filled my shorts and my hands moved from his hips to my pussy. I sank fingers inside myself and thought dishearteningly how he could do anything
 to me and I’d just go along with it. I was such a little cock-crazed slut.

The gagging sounds emanating from my throat were becoming clogged and wet. Slurping, harsh pounding, and the gluck-gluck-gluck
 of a fish-fucked face rang out.

I should have known that the twinkling in Griffin’s eyes before this all began was a sign of something diabolical.

And then a knock came to my door. Light, at first.

My eyes widened and were immediately met with the colliding force of his nutsack, as his ballbag sagged over them. He plopped the warm testicles down on my eyes so they stopped swinging and just stayed there, blinding me.

I gargled and tried to say something, but of course it was impossible while having my throat skewered like a shish-kabob. Trying to yell at the door, I grew furious and nauseous. My fingers flew up from my pussy and tapped on his little hips, trying to get him to stop.

My face was turning red from asphyxiation and embarrassment.

“Brooke, are you in there?” came my mother’s voice.

My muffled cries returned. Don’t come in! Don’t come in! Nooo, Mom!
 I desperately wanted to yell.

“I . . . hear something,” she said to herself.

Yes, she heard my obstructed attempt at trying to shout her down. She heard the quacking sounds of a freshly fucked face, getting impossibly drilled and ballooned by an oversized jaw-breaker of a cock. She heard me silently suffocating.

And she opened the door anyway, while saying, “I’m coming in.”

Her eyes blinked as she stared at the scene before her, as if trying to escape reality. For a moment, I’m sure recognition didn’t splay across her face—I wouldn’t know, because huge heavy nuts were covering my eyes.

Standing in the doorway, she saw her stepson hopping happily on top of my face, angling my neck backward and down to take his gargantuan cock down my bloated throat. My face was completely hidden beneath his drooping balls—one testicle for each side—with his sweaty asshole rubbing against my forehead.

My gullet was bulged disturbingly far from its usual position, so that I looked like a well-stuffed pillow. Perhaps even worse than the swelling of my neck, and the joyous, expectant look on Griffin’s face as he throatfucked me from above, were the disgusting sounds coming from me—slurps and squelches and snorts, with bubbles of spit and precum and froth spilling down my neck and shoulders.

My hands dropped from my stepbrother’s hips, to dangle uselessly at my sides on the bed. My big tits bounced with every forceful squat of Griffin’s body.

It was over. We were discovered. My life was finished.

“Hello, Mimi!” Griffin said in a jolly, disarming tone, hands still grasping the sides of my cock-toy head.

My mom’s mind broke. Something snapped.

Her mouth fell open, but she could say nothing, could do nothing. I think Griffin shattered her right then, with the sheer absurdity of the sight before her, and her brain was trying to reboot.

But before she could, her eyes rolled back in her head and she gasped.

I heard my mom collapse in a dull thud on the floor, fainting from the insane facefucking she’d witnessed her daughter and stepson take part of.

The truth of whose giant cock had been ravaging my phone and asshole and body must have sifted through her mind, then ticked off the engines in one big “nope” of shock and awe.

I gargled and snorted in helpless fury, shaking my body as Griffin continued manhandling my head for his own disgusting pleasure.

I’d just heard my mom fall in the doorway, and Griffin was still joyously bouncing on top of me, ramming his cock down my throat!

He wouldn’t be stopped. The little terror would unload his nut before ringing the alarm bells.

And he did, pumping that seed deep into my belly, showering my esophagus and airways with his choking, fertile cum. I sputtered and gargled all over his cock and semen like mouthwash, but there was too much volume emptying inside me. He grabbed the base of my neck and squeezed, and I thought I would surely pass out or suffocate.

What a way to go—Here lies Brooke Carson, who died doing what she loved: gagging and choking on huge throbbing cocks.


I was getting fuller by the second, my stomach bloating from the throatpie.

I made a mewling sound and he pulled his cock free, allowing me to take a ragged gasp of jizz-filled air before he drenched my entire face in his storm of virile spunk.

He finished all over me and then smeared the remnants of his leaking cum over my forehead. A pile of cum had built up on my face in layers, with not a single inch of flesh untainted.

My body twitched in orgasmic relief as the pressure of his cock pushing down on my esophagus was released, and the erotic asphyxiation sent me over the edge.

I blinked open my nut-sweated eyes and my bloodshot peepers were the only part of my face uncovered by Griffin’s filthy load.

Looking down at the prone form of my mother in the doorway, my eyes bugged out. I wiped at my sticky face with a forearm, but it was helpless.

“Come help me!” I cried, gurgling cum and spitting it up. I crawled off the bed and rushed over to my mom. I grabbed her arms and patted her face, and even as I did there was cum dripping down from me onto her.

She wouldn’t wake, but was just making little cooing sighs as her eyes darted around underneath her lids.

My naked stepbrother had a somewhat worried look on his face for the first time I’d seen. He joined me at my mom’s scrunched up body and grabbed her legs. “Come on,” he said, “take her arms and help me pick her up. We’ll put her on her bed.”

I nodded, then helped him. Together, we carried my comatose mother down the hallway, into her room, and plopped her down on her bed.

I sped away and ran my face with a damp towel, to wipe off all the excess spunk coating me like a vanilla pudding cake.

When I returned to the room, Mom was slowly coming to, and Griffin was crouched at her side, holding her hand . . .

He was crouched because he was still bottomless, and he was hiding his massive wet cock from her by keeping it underneath the rim of the bed, out of her vision.  

I came up to her and said in as calm a voice as I could, “M-Momma, are you okay?”

She looked around at our nervous faces. “K-Kids? What . . . What happened?”

“You had a little accident and fell in the hallway. I think you might have worked out too hard tonight?”

She blinked up at me. “Oh, my. But . . . I didn’t work out today, honey.”

“You didn’t?”

“Oh, Brooke.” She reached up and cupped my chin. “I had the most alarming, grotesque dream.”

I smiled down at her. Maybe all would . . . be well . . .

Then her brow furrowed. Her hand came away from my chin, and a thin string of sticky white cum came with it, dangling from her fingertips to my skin. “W-What the hell is this?” she asked softly.

Then she sniffed, her nostrils flaring, and craned her neck to stare down at her own clothes, where little droplets of jizz had soiled her garb. “And what the hell is this smell?!”


Griffin did the most ludicrous thing then. We were so close
 to getting away with it, to letting it all pass, convincing my mom that she had been caught in a terrible nightmare when she witnessed her young daughter deepthroating the biggest cock she’d ever seen, belonging to her stepson.

But Griffin just stood up with a sigh from the side of the bed, and muttered, “We tried.”

Then he walked away, and both mine and my mother’s eyes tracked him . . . walking pants-less through the room, his little pale butt and skinny legs flexing as he moved . . . and that giant cock swinging in the breeze, his enormous testicles wobbling through the gap of his legs, everything put on display as clear as day for both of us. He left the room and tattooed that sight, that memory, onto his stepmother’s mind for all eternity.

My mom recoiled, blinking rapidly as Griffin left me alone with her. Then Mimi turned on me, eyes searching my cum-drizzled face imploringly. In my rush, I hadn’t managed to clean it all off, clearly, and now she was noticing dribbles of splooge here and there.

Her horrified face slowly sank, and I could see understanding dawning on her, and all respect she might have had for me quickly fleeing.

“My God, Brooke . . .” she mumbled, trailing off. Her voice was dark and bitter. “What in God’s name have you done with your stepbrother?”
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And take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

Reverse harem featuring a college girl who dumps her shitty boyfriend for her hung professor and cute classmate!


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3


A mother who can’t stop spying on her son fucking everyone!


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3


Or this series about a young man finding his way as a sissy, and the hung femboy who turns him into one:


Making a Sissy: Books 1-3
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