

Diaries of a Quarantined Cuckold: Stepdad’s Vacation

by Jordan Farcourt

Hello and welcome, whoever’s reading this… Nobody at all, probably. Diaries are weird. Anyway, my name’s Trevor Harrison. I’m going into quarantine (like the rest of the damn world), and Mom said that diary-writing is a great way to let off steam. I don’t know about that, but I do have some stuff to get off my chest, so… Fuck it.

First thing’s first. I live in Pennsylvania with my mother Katherine and my sister Chloe. I have a girlfriend too… Juliet. She’s the best thing that ever happened to me: a beautiful, sweet girl with an even-sweeter ass, and she gets on great with my family.

The worst thing that ever happened to me is my mom’s boyfriend—Shit, my mom’s new husband—Marcus. I still can’t believe he’s my stepdad… Ugh. I mean, it could be worse… Mom seems to like him, and he doesn’t beat me or anything like that. He’s just a pervert. Way too much PDA with Mom, and the way he looks at Chloe and Juliet makes my skin crawl. Like yeah, my sister and girlfriend are both smoking hot, but he’s a few decades older and married to my mom! He’s not supposed to check them out every time they walk into the room, no matter how much their huge, perfect butts jiggle all over the place and—Ahem.

Anyway, Mom could tell that I wasn’t warming up to Marcus. I think that’s part of why she decided to book a big trip for us to a resort in Mexico. It was supposed to be me, my girlfriend, my sister, my mom, and my stepdad… But then COVID-19 happened.

We should’ve been paying better attention to the news. We underestimated it… Everyone did, I guess. Chloe, Juliet, and Marcus were supposed to fly out a few days earlier than Mom and I; they managed to get a few extra days off work, but we couldn’t. I wasn’t thrilled about Marcus being alone with them… And I was even less thrilled when I found out all the flights were cancelled, and the resort was going into some kind of “partial shutdown.”

That was two days ago, and now it’s just Mom and I at home while the rest of them are chilling at the resort. They decided that since we already paid, they might as well stay there and not risk flying during the pandemic.

This fucking sucks… And wow, I don’t feel any better after writing about it. Guess I’ll try again in a few days.

It’s Day Five of my depressing ‘lil staycation. Mom went back to work, so it’s basically just me and my computer for the next two weeks. On the plus side, my girlfriend posted her first vacation pics on Netgram today, so at least I get to see her in a swimsuit. Chloe, too, although I try not to creep her page as much.

Actually, I’m looking at her feed now, and a lot of the photos have both Chloe and Juliet. Drinks in the bar, lounging by the pool… It’s good to see them getting along so well, but who’s taking the pictures? It must be Marcus, and I don’t know how I feel about that…

…No, wait, I do know how I feel about that. It fucking sucks. You just know he’s grinning like an idiot, zooming in on their cleavage or their tiny little bikini bottoms. Fuck.

Speaking of bikinis, something else is weird with these pics. In the first dozen or so, both girls are wearing swimsuits that I recognize. Hell, I was there when Juliet bought hers. But in the posts from today, both of them started wearing something new… Here, I can find the exact post, and yep. They both got new bikinis at the same time—Wait, I just got a new notification, they’re uploading another right now—

Holy shit. This one’s from behind, and… Yep, they’re both wearing thongs. My stepdad Marcus just snapped a photo of my girlfriend’s ass, and my little sister’s ass, in tiny fucking thongs… And since it’s posted to both Chloe and Juliet’s accounts, they must have asked him to. They turned around, arched their backs, posed for him… Then they looked at this hot fucking pic and said “yep, this is great, thanks step-daddy!”

Ach… That made me throw up in my mouth, just a little bit. But also… Nevermind.

Ah, fuck it, nobody’s ever gonna read this. Also, I’m hard as a rock. My pants were getting pretty uncomfortable; I had to open my fly.

So now here I am, cock out, browsing my sister’s Netgram, and thinking about how hard Marcus must be. He actually gets to see this shit in person… Lucky son of a bitch. Goddammit. I don’t know whether to cry or—Or jack off. I think I’m gonna have to…

Day Six. There’s this new pic, on Juliet’s page… She’s facedown on a towel, wearing nothing but that tiny thong. No bikini top to be seen, either on her body or anywhere nearby. I hope to God that my sister took this one, and that she’s holding it off-camera… Because there’s no way for her to stand up without flashing everyone at the pool.

To be fair, that’s not that many people. I don’t see any other guests in any of these photos; just a few staff members, carrying drinks and towels and shit. I think it’s just a skeleton crew serving the three of them.

One of the staff guys shows up in a bunch of the newer pics… Really tall guy, can’t tell if he’s Hispanic or just super tan. He’s always staring at Chloe, and it’s the same hungry look that Marcus gives her … Stop eyefucking my sister!

Ugh, like I’m one to talk… I’ve been ogling her Netgram for hours every single day since they left. I spend even more time on Juliet’s, just basking in the sight of her perfect booty. Damn, I can’t wait for them to get home.

Day Eight, and wow, these Netgram posts are getting worse. Or better, or whatever. Chloe just uploaded a whole set of them where her and Juliet are topless, bottomless, or both. Censored, of course… Floating emojis in strategic places… But it’s obvious that they’re not decent. Jesus, I think Chloe’s licking her own nipple in this one.

Wait, wait, fuck. Are there any topless pics with both of them? Please tell me Marcus isn’t taking any of these… This one’s just Chloe… Just Juliet… Chloe again… Thank God. They’re probably just taking risqué photos of each other. No big deal.

Well, it’s still kind of a big deal. I think Juliet should at least ask me, her boyfriend, before posting topless pics to social media… But it’s her body, so I guess she has every right. But man, I just wish I was there. I don’t like seeing them act like that, especially around Marcus…

…But I guess part of me does like it, huh? Specifically, the part that’s pressing against my jeans right now. Better let it out to play—I mean, just to get comfortable…

The weirdest thing just happened. I got a Snoopchat invite… From Marcus. I’m sitting here thinking about whether to accept it. I don’t really wanna get buddy-buddy with him, but on the other hand, that’s what this trip was supposed to be for…

Who am I kidding? I’ll accept it just so that I can get a better idea of what’s going on down there. I need to see more—To know more about what’s happening to my girlfriend and sister. I’m just being a good guy, keeping an eye on them. Yeah.

Oh God. Oh fuck. Marcus had like 20 pending messages, and every single one of them is burned into my mind.

They started out pretty okay: just walking around at the airport here, then the one in Mexico. But even in those innocent clips, he spent most of his time walking behind Chloe and Juliet, and he kept the camera a little lower than I’d like. There was even a caption about how juicy my girlfriend’s ass looked in her leggings… Fucker had the balls to send that to me.

But the next few videos got even worse, as they settled in at the resort. There was a tour of their adjoining rooms, where Marcus bragged about how classy everything was. Right at the end, he “accidentally” walked in on my sister while she was changing. I saw just a tiny flash of Chloe’s pale breasts and perfect pussy before it cut to black.

If she was pissed off by that little stunt, you wouldn’t know it by the next few pictures. Both girls posed happily for Marcus’s pervy poolside photo shoot, and a lot of the pics were basically the same as the ones on their Netgram feeds… With a few additions.

One shot had my girlfriend lying on her stomach while Chloe bent over her. She was cupping Juliet’s ass with both hands, framing it for the camera (apparently at Marcus’s instruction). My sister was laughing and rolling her eyes, but she didn’t stop: the next few pics were the same, with more and more bouncing and kneading. With each shot, Juliet’s bikini bottom disappeared further and further between her ass cheeks.

Shit, I just realized something: those pics must’ve given Marcus the idea to buy them thongs. The new, way-skimpier swimsuits appeared in the next day’s Snoopchats, and Marcus’s camera was glued to them. There was a minute-long video of Juliet rubbing massage oil into Chloe’s back, her hands getting further and further down. It ended before she reached my sister’s barely-covered ass…

…But then it started up again, this time from much closer up as Marcus took over. He was straddling Chloe, filming with one hand while the other squirted more oil onto her back and rubbed it around. It wasn’t long before his hands were on her booty, running softly across it at first before digging in deeper. Soon he was yanking her thong out of the way, trying to get at every inch of her soft, flawless skin… Yeah. I saw my sister’s butthole, plain as day. Ugh, just thinking about it makes me hard—Sick. Makes me sick. How could she not notice what he was doing?

I was relieved when the next video showed him working his way back up her body, hands no longer on her ass… But then I saw the way he was straddling her. His crotch was nestled between her cheeks, a huge fucking bulge pressing against her. He practically dry-humped her with every tiny movement, turning the massage into some sort of softcore porn scene.

After taking a few minutes to… Catch my breath… I tried to look on the bright side. At least Juliet wasn’t there to see that, or (God forbid) take her turn pinned to the ground by Marcus’s blatantly-thrusting body.

But in the next (and final) video of that day, Marcus asked Chloe to pull her thong off so that he could “really get in there.” Not only did she agree immediately, but I also heard Juliet giggling in the background.

The day after the “massage,” there were a bunch of pics that didn’t resemble anything on Chloe or Juliet’s Netgram. All three of them were hanging out by the hot tub, in a more intimate and spa-like area away from the main pool. They were drinking a lot… That tall waiter guy kept coming back with more bottles.

Then there were some shots of both my girlfriend and my sister dancing around by the tub… There were some mats laid out, thank God. Last thing I need to see is one of them cracking their heads on the wet concrete.

But what I actually saw wasn’t much better. Soon they had their bikini tops off, their tits bouncing free as Marcus laughed and filmed them from the hot tub. As they gyrated, spun, and occasionally ran into one another (fuck, those chests pressing together), Marcus started grunting quietly… And there was a little bit of splashing going on, just over his lap. I think the creepy fucker was jacking off. Looked like he started working it even faster once their bottoms came off.

Juliet disappeared in the next video, but Chloe was still dancing. Her moves got even more provocative, and soon her thong was pulled just below her ass while she twerked it for the camera.

The splashing above Marcus’s crotch was more violent now, and there were some bubbles rising to the surface. His groans were getting louder, too. No surprise there: I bet he blew his load into the water. Fucking gross.

I wonder where my girlfriend was for that last part, though? I mean, I’m glad she didn’t have to see my stepdad jacking off, or my sister acting like such a slut… But, well… Part of me thinks I saw something moving beneath the bubbling water. I really, really, really hope I’m wrong.

Now it’s time to wait for more notifications, and see what they’re up to today.

I got through the rest of Marcus’s Snoopchat backlog, and I sure don’t feel any better. Hornier, maybe, but not better. Jesus, I must be fucked-up…

Basically, I just saw the uncensored version of every. Single. Netgram. Post. When I said the girls were taking pics of each other, I was wrong: Marcus was always the “photographer.” By the looks of things, they let him take whatever fucked-up shots he wanted, then touched up a few of their favorites for Netgram.

I’ve now seen my own sister lifting and licking her tits… Not to mention her bare pussy, from about five different angles. Juliet, too, and the fact that I already knew what she looked like naked didn’t make it any easier.  I mean, fuck, if Marcus seeing wasn’t bad enough, there’s resort staff in the background of a few of these. You can see the tall guy laughing with one of his coworkers, pointing at my girlfriend as she spreads her legs and bends over to give Marcus a better angle.

Why are they doing this? How the fuck did he trick them into thinking that this was remotely okay? I never thought my sister was a slut, and I know my girlfriend would never cheat on me. He has to be manipulating them… And I’m going to find out how. I just need to keep watching these videos every day, and examining these pics very, very closely. I’ll figure it out for sure.

A weird video showed up today, and I’m still trying to process it. This one wasn’t filmed by Marcus; he was in it, sitting at a table and eating breakfast.

At first everything was relatively normal: he eats, talks about how good the food is, then starts going on about the fun stuff they’re going to do that day. That’s when Juliet’s voice chimed in, and it became clear that she was the one holding his phone and taking the video.

As they talked about their plans to hit the pool after breakfast, I noticed Marcus’s voice shaking. Then he let out a low grunt, and my girlfriend moved the camera slightly. It revealed something bobbing in Marcus’s lap… It was hair, dirty-blonde, like—I didn’t want to think about what it was. I couldn’t.

But then the camera moved again, and I saw something else: a pair of high-heeled shoes sticking out from under the table. Just for a moment, and only in the very corner of the field of view, but they were definitely there… Red stiletto heels.

Believe it or not, I was relieved. “There’s a woman under there, but it can’t be Chloe,” I thought. “It’s a resort vacation, and they’re spending all their time lounging in the sun. She wouldn’t even bring high heels, let alone those skanky ones.”

And yet, after a few minutes of re-playing that video in my mind, I began to doubt. “Who else could it be? Even if it’s not Chloe, where was she, and who was the strange woman beneath the table… Sucking his dick… Right in front of my girlfriend?”

So I started combing through my sister’s Netgram, looking for those shoes. Sandals, barefoot, sandals… With each picture I saw, my heart slowed and my breath returned. It wasn’t her…

…Until I reached a picture of the three of them having drinks in the resort’s dining hall. There was Chloe, laughing and smiling with her arm around Marcus. She wore a tiny tube top, indecently-short skirt… And those same stiletto heels.

As I stared at the picture, I thought back to the Snoopchat. I remembered the way Marcus was grunting, the sound of my girlfriend giggling, and the steadily-rising slurping and gagging noises that I tried so hard to block out. As the video came to a close, Marcus dropped his fork, put both of his hands beneath the table, and yelled:

“Unngh, let’s fucking go!” Then he panted for a minute before continuing: “Breakfast is done. Let’s hit the pool.”

As he stood up, Juliet turned the camera around to film herself instead. She must have changed into her bikini already, because I didn’t see any clothing on her neck or shoulders.

What I did see was something white clinging to her lip as she winked and sad goodbye. Maybe it was just a bit of yogurt, or even sunscreen (I hope not; it was basically dripping out of her mouth, and that would’ve tasted awful).

Shit, maybe it was a trick of the light, and I’m seeing things. My girlfriend wouldn’t do anything like that, even if my sister—Fuck, I can’t even think about this. I need to go clear my head.

I’m back from “clearing my head.” Honestly, I “cleared my head” four times, browsing Netgram with one hand and thinking about—Never mind what I was thinking about. Just as I… Finished… I got another notification from Marcus.

I don’t want to admit it, but since nobody else is gonna see this… I got hard. Like, instantly hard, just from the notification, and despite the fact that my dick was still sore from all the head-clearing. What the fuck is wrong with me?

As for the video itself… I don’t even know where to start. Remember the last entry, where I was in denial about Chloe sucking Marcus’s dick, and even-more-in-denial about the fact that his cum was dripping from Juliet’s mouth? Well, I’m not in denial anymore. There’s no more room for denial.

The latest vid cut straight to the point: Marcus was lying by the pool, filming my sister and my girlfriend as they took turns sucking him off. Licking, slurping, jerking, ball-sucking, deep-throating… Shit, I’ve never seen anything so hot—So fucked up… Girls just aren’t that noisy and enthusiastic about sucking cock. Not even in porn.

When he finally jizzed, my girlfriend locked her lips around his cockhead and sucked t all down… But she didn’t swallow. Instead, she came up with a mouthful of his seed… And then she kissed my sister. Chloe didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she seemed grateful to get her fair share of the load. I’ve never seen her like that before... I really, really don’t like it—No matter what my cock says.

Another series of clips just showed up in my inbox. This time, Marcus was filming: I could hear him laughing just behind the camera as the video began. He was by the pool, but nobody was there swimming, or lounging on the deck chairs as he slowly swept his phone across the deck. There were no employees manning the bar… Nobody there at all.

But I could hear people. Male voices only, by the sound of it, some speaking Spanish and others English. After a moment, I started to hear these weird slapping noises, and then some grunting that could’ve been female… It was hard to tell.

Then the camera reached the towel station, and beside it—I could barely process it. It’s not easy, even now.

There was a pile of towels on the pool deck, and a pile of bodies on top of it. There must have been a dozen men at least, in various states of undress, all facing away from the camera as they… Did… Something.

Some stood or squatted while others were lying or leaning near to the ground. As Marcus approached, I saw something else between their bodies: a pair of legs, wrapped around one man’s waist. I recognized him as that tall, tan staff member who kept leering at the girls, and he was thrusting like crazy.

I didn’t want to recognize those legs, but… Well, I’m pretty familiar with my sister’s naked body by now. I’ve seen those long, silky-smooth legs in a hundred Netgram posts. There was no mistaking it: the staff member was fucking Chloe like it was his job.

On the far end of the dense mass of people, an arm was flailing in the gap between two bottomless men wearing staff polos. Marcus walked right up to it, and… Judging by the manicure, it had to be Juliet. It was Juliet; I could see her face for a moment, though most of it was obscured as a man facefucked her writhing body.

My heart nearly stopped when I saw that… Whether it was from shock or from all the blood rushing to my cock, I don’t know.

But the video went on… My girlfriend’s shaking hand was grasping for something to hold onto. Marcus gave her that something when he pulled his cock out of his swimsuit, and my heart nearly stopped again. He was twice as big as me… More than, even, and he was still only half-heard. The moment Juliet’s fingers wrapped around his shaft, she started stroking it immediately… Quickly… Eagerly.

Soon the man she was deepthroating finished, complimenting her skills as he pumped a huge load into her stomach. She swallowed his seed, moaned with satisfaction, then gave Marcus a little encouraging tug.

Once the staff member pulled away, Juliet licked her lips clean. Then she opened her mouth wide, stuck out her tongue, and waited to receive my stepfather’s erection. She wasn’t kept waiting long: he thrust inside without restraint, and I could see my girlfriend’s throat bulging as he filled it with every inch of his thick meat.

The camera was pretty shaky after that, but I saw more than enough through the rutting bodies. My girlfriend, impaled from both ends… My sister, taking it up the ass while jerking two huge cocks… Both of them, swallowing load after load, and smiling whenever their mouths weren’t full.

I don’t know what to do. I took screenshots, but now I don’t even remember why. Evidence? To show Mom, or maybe even the police? Or… Was it just for my personal use, if… When… My erection wins out over my disgust?

They’re coming home in a few days. How the fuck am I supposed to face them? What do I say? Do I pretend it never happened, and keep jacking off to it in secret? Holy shit, this guy is married to my mom. What if it doesn’t end when the vacation does?

I’m so fucked.

Everyone’s back now, and I don’t feel any better. After that gangbang vid, I didn’t get too many more from Marcus. Well, there was one of him getting a blowjob from Juliet in the airplane bathroom, but that’s pretty vanilla at this point.

Jesus, what am I saying? Is that really the bar now? My girlfriend choking on my stepdad’s cock is vanilla? This is getting so fucked up.

Speaking of which, I went with Mom to pick them all up from the airport. When we saw them, my mother practically tackled Marcus into a hug… Then a kiss… Then a totally inappropriate kiss, in front of the whole damn airport. My sister was clinging to Marcus the whole time, third-wheeling the embrace with a jealous look in her eye.

As for my girlfriend, well, I got a kiss too. It wasn’t as hot and steamy as the one Mom got, but that wasn’t the worst thing about it. Juliet had this weird taste on her lips, and… Y’know what, I can’t really write about that. I just can’t. Let’s move on.

On the way home, I was driving, Mom was in the passenger seat, and the three vacation-fuckbuddies were in the back. They kept making these weird noises… Smacking, slurping, all that shit. It’s pretty obvious what they were doing, but I never got a good look: Mom kept telling me to “keep my eyes on the road.” I only got my licence recently, so I guess that’s fair.

She, however, had her eyes locked on the rear-view mirror the entire trip. Judging by the expression on Mom’s face, she was absolutely fucking shocked by what she saw… But judging by the fact that she was squirming in her seat and kept “adjusting” her dress, she wasn’t just surprised: she was turned on. I can’t fucking believe it… Is there anyone in this family who isn’t a complete degenerate?

Anyway, we’re all home now. Quarantine’s still a thing, of course, so Juliet’s going to stay with us for a while. Mom won’t let us sleep in the same room, though, so she’s in my bedroom while I have the pullout sofa in the living room.

It’s getting pretty late, and I think everyone’s asleep. Maybe I can sneak up there for a while? I’m sure she’ll be happy to spend some “alone time” with me, after being away for so long… Right? I mean, yeah, some fucked-up stuff happened… But that was vacation. It seems so unreal, so far away.

Either way, I can’t just lie awake on this lumpy-ass mattress. I’m gonna go see her.

It’s 4 AM and my hands are shaking, but I need to get this written down. If I wait until tomorrow, I’ll probably think it was a dream.

As I went upstairs, I heard arguing. It sounded like my mom and my stepdad were fighting about something serious. At first I was happy: Marcus deserves to get yelled at, after everything he’s done! Maybe Mom will divorce him, and find a man who doesn’t cheat on her with her son’s boyfriend and her own fucking daughter?

But then I realized that the voices were coming from my bedroom, not theirs. I froze up, not knowing what to do (or even think). It was definitely Mom and Marcus talking… But my girlfriend was supposed to be the one sleeping there. What the fuck was going on?

Eventually I forced myself to walk down the rest of the hallway. Then I crouched by the door, which was open just a crack.

Peering inside, I came face to face with my mother’s ass. She was standing there in a nightgown, hands on her hips, listening to Marcus talk. I could just barely see him sitting on my bed. It looked like he was naked, but since he was facing the door it was difficult to get a good angle without risking being caught.

His voice was difficult to make out: Mom was in the way, and I kept hearing this weird wet sound, like he was chewing gum or something. I did catch him say something about “swinging” and “keeping things fresh.” When he got really passionate I caught a full sentence: “You know I’m like this! It’s what you love about me!” As his rant trailed off, the last thing he said was “explore it together, as a couple.”

Apparently that worked, because Mom dropped her arms and took a step forward. As she moved out of the way, I saw that Marcus was indeed naked, sitting on the bed with his legs spread… And I also saw my girlfriend, kneeling on the floor and sucking his cock.

All I could see of Juliet was the back of her head bobbing over my stepdad’s crotch, and her big, perfect ass in the thong Marcus had bought her in Mexico. But she was definitely blowing him… Maybe even deep-throating his huge cock. I’d have been impressed if I wasn’t so horrified—Well, part of me was impressed anyway. It’s about then that I realized how tented my pajama pants were.

As I watched, Mom approached Juliet, bent over, and whispered something in her ear. Then she grabbed that perfect booty, giving it a firm squeeze before sitting on the bed next to Marcus.

“Honey, can you close the door?” As my stepdad pushed Juliet off his cock, Mom took her by the hair. “I’m a screamer.”

I scurried away the moment Marcus stood up. The last thing I saw was my mother, pulling up her nightgown and guiding my girlfriend’s head between her legs.

It’s a new day, but the nightmare is still real. And I’m not just talking about last night… This morning was a fresh kind of hell.

After I got up, I decided to go wake my girlfriend. I don’t know if I wanted to confront her, come onto her, or just give her a big hug… But in any case, I went marching up to my bedroom.

The door was closed; that alone gave me flashbacks of Juliet sucking off my stepdad, then moving over to eat out my mom. I raised my arm to knock, but then I had this weird moment of defiance. It’s my bedroom, and my girlfriend. I’m just going in.

That soon proved to be a mistake. I was greeted by the sight of Juliet sprawled across my bed, looking more dishevelled than I’d ever seen her. Her hair was a mess, tangled and matted with something shiny. More of that… Shiny, dried up… Stuff… Was clinging to her tits, her navel, and the inside of her thighs. Some was even leaking out of her pussy, although that particular mess looked a lot… Fresher. Just thinking about it makes my stomach churn… Thick, white stuff, oozing over the reddened skin of her—Ugh. I can’t. This is so weird… My head is pounding and I feel like I’m gonna vomit, and yet somehow I’m still rock-hard.

I was hard then, too, as I stared at my girlfriend’s passed-out body. My hand drifted towards my crotch… Only to pull back as she moaned and shifted position.

“Mm… Mas—” As Juliet sat up and rubbed her eyes, it seemed like she was about to say something… But she stopped when she saw me. “Oh… Trevor. G’morning.”

“…Good morning,” I said flatly, standing there like an idiot.

“I guess I slept naked, huh?” She grabbed for the blanket, covering up most of the messy bits; it didn’t help with the hair, though, or the smeared lipstick she was apparently wearing. Who wears lipstick to bed? “I hope you don’t mind—I mean, it’s your bed—”

“You… You’ve been naked in it before,” I replied, trying to act casual.

“I guess. Hope I didn’t get it too dirty.” She giggled nervously, pulling the blanket further up.

“I… Y-yeah, okay,” I stammered, turning away. The bed was definitely dirty… In fact, the entire room smelled like… Like something. Marcus’s jizz? Juliet’s pussy? Mom’s?

“I’m making breakfast,” I blurted out, before I had time to think about it any further. “Want anything?”

“No, I already—No thanks,” Juliet called after me, as I practically ran down the hall and away from my bedroom.

The following afternoon wasn’t any better. Huh, “things not getting better” is a theme of this diary, isn’t it? Ever since my fucking stepdad took the girls to Mexico without me, everything’s only gotten worse. Buckle up… This one’s a doozy.

I had a class at noon, so I hopped on a bus… Leaving my mom, sister, and girlfriend alone with that demon. It was nice out, at least, and as I got off the bus I was enjoying a nice walk in the sun… Until my phone pinged. It was a Snoopchat from Marcus, the first new one since they came home.

Without thinking, I opened it. He was filming from our back patio, and after a moment I realized he was in the hot tub. That one night of their vacation must have given me PTSD: I immediately started sweating, and popped a boner so fast that I had to sit down on the nearest bench to avoid embarrassing myself in front of the other pedestrians.

While Marcus was chilling in the tub, Mom walked out onto the patio with a plate of sandwiches. She was wearing a bikini: nothing scandalous, but way less than I wanted to see my mom in. But Chloe was also there, sitting on the edge of the hot tub, and she was wearing her thong… Marcus’s ever-so-thoughtful gift.

Apparently I wasn’t the only one reminded of that naughty night around the hot tub in Mexico. As I watched, Marcus beckoned Chloe over, and then pushed down on her shoulder. Grinning mischievously, my sister sank beneath the water.

“Lunch is ready! Wait, where’s Chloe?” Mom set the plate of sandwiches down on the patio, then dipped her toe in the hot tub—Only to recoil like she’d been bitten by a snake. “Chloe!?”

“Relax,” Marcus said, reaching underwater with one hand and still filming with the other. “I’ll let her up when she needs air.”

“Honey, we never discussed—”

And that’s where the video ended. I sat there for a while, waiting for a follow-up… But then I realized that I was already late to class. So I hustled off, grabbed a seat, and got settled in for two hours of pure torture.

The class itself probably wasn’t that bad, but I didn’t listen to a word of it. I was too busy staring at my phone, waiting for a notification that never came. Eventually I looked up, and realized that the classroom was empty; everyone had already left.

I left and got back on the bus, still in a daze… And the moment I found a seat, Marcus finally sent another message.

Things were a lot darker in the second video, and it took me a while to realize that it was filmed in the master bedroom. It was from Marcus’s point of view, of course, as he stood beside the bed. Two round asses were sticking up in front of him… Two naked women, on all fours, side-by-side. One ass I recognized from way too many Netgram posts and Snoopchats… The other was the same ass I saw last night, wearing a nightgown while standing in my bedroom.

There was no denying it. No ambiguity. My mom and my sister were there together, and Marcus was taking turns fucking them from behind. Swapping between his wife and his step-daughter, thick cock plunging into one for a few strokes before switching… No condom, no wiping-off, just enjoying both of their holes.

And he was definitely enjoying himself, judging by the audio. He kept grunting and moaning like an animal… Not that the girls weren’t moaning, too. He also kept saying shit like “that’s my girl,” “take it, fuckin’ slut” and “you’re tighter than your momma.”

Mom’s head snapped back at that last one, and she opened her mouth to complain… But then Marcus switched over to her pussy, and all was forgiven as she gasped, panted, and bit her lip.

It was around that time that I realized I was on a public bus… And I wasn’t even wearing headphones. I looked up in a panic, and saw a woman two seats over staring back at me.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, her voice shaking. “Is… Is that pornography?”

A few more people looked over, confusion or disgust on their faces. A girl my age stood up and moved to the other end of the bus, hand covering her mouth. An older man was moving toward the driver.

“I—No, it’s… It’s…” My heart was pounding. I didn’t know how to tell her that it was my sister, my mother, not some random internet porn—

“I think you should get off the bus, right now,” she continued, crossing her arms.

I had no response to that, and more people were staring, and I could see the driver looking back… I ran. I ran for the exit doors, slamming into them before realizing that we weren’t at a stop. All the while, the video was still playing… A weird slapping noise was coming out of my phone, which I later realized was the sound of Marcus spanking one of his… His… One of my family members.

After what felt like an eternity, the doors finally opened. One of the guys on the bus was yelling after me, or maybe yelling at the driver, saying something about the cops… I didn’t stop to listen. I just ran down one block and then another, racing through the suburbs.

I had gotten off the bus a dozen stops away from home, but I ran the entire distance. Then I ran up the front steps of my house, through the hallway, past the living room, and then the kitchen—

I saw something through the kitchen door that made me stop. I collapsed against the wall, panting… Then I slumped, practically fell, around the corner. What I saw then… Well, it broke me.

Marcus was standing by the counter, naked from the waist down. Two women were kneeling on either side of him: my sister Chloe, who had her arms behind her back as he gave her a deep, rough, unrelenting facefucking… And my beloved girlfriend Juliet, who was giving him a fucking rimjob.

“Gonna nut,” Marcus growled, pushing Chloe’s head down with one hand while the other pulled Juliet further into his ass cheeks. “Ungh… Fuuuck, it’s a big one, swallow that shit… Mmm. Nice job, ladies.”

They stayed there for a while… My sister drained every last drop out of his swinging balls, while my girlfriend gently licked his asshole. After a few seconds, Marcus turned his head and saw me staring.

“Oh. Hey,” he grunted. “Ran all the way back, just to enjoy the show?” When I didn’t reply, he continued: “If you wanted to see me plowing mommy, you missed that part. Worn-out slut’s taking a nap.”

As he talked, both Chloe and Juliet looked up at me with wide eyes. They were mortified… Or I think they were, anyway. It’s hard to tell with their mouths full. But despite the surprised, even horrified expressions, they just kept licking and sucking while Marcus talked.

“Order a pizza for tonight, would you? I don’t think anyone’s up for cooking.”

Then he looked at me expectantly… My sister and my girlfriend were still looking, too… And I was so fucking hard, with no way to hide it (especially when both the girls were at crotch-level).

So I ran again, forcing my aching legs to make last sprint up the stairs… Where I slammed into a wall of flesh. It was my mother, naked, making her way from the bedroom to the bathroom with a towel in hand I’d just ran face-first into her heavy breasts.

“Ah! What—Trevor?”

“Sorry Mom,” I blurted out, before jumping into my room and slamming the door behind me. I crawled into bed and pulled the covers up, as if a fucking nap could solve all my problems.

Then I realized that there was something wet on my face. At first I thought it was tears, but I wasn’t crying. My next thought was “oh, Mom must have taken a shower.” The thought after that was “she was on her way TO the bathroom, not FROM it.”

I didn’t want to admit that I had cum on my face… Especially not his cum. But what else could it have been? Hell, it even smelled like jizz—Although, to be fair, my whole bedroom did… Especially the sheets, which I was lying in…

In a panic, I jumped back out of bed and staggered towards the bathroom. Shower. I need a shower.

I flung open the door, forgetting that Mom was already in there. The hot steam concealed most of her body… But it didn’t conceal Marcus, who was taking off his shirt and stepping into the shower with her.

I tried to run away (yet again), but my overwhelmed body had had enough. I collapsed at the top of the staircase, then blacked out as my head struck one of the steps. It almost felt like someone had pushed me down, but… Honestly, I have no idea if that’s true. I was already exhausted, and definitely feeling a little paranoid by that point.

I woke up in the living room, my bleary eyes staring up at... Two sets of cleavage? And upside-down faces?

It was Chloe and my mom, looking down on me as I lay on the couch. The cleavage was actually underboob; they were wearing matching crop tops, skimpy enough to show off most of their sizable tits. Moms were bigger, but Chloe’s were perkier, and—

Why am I focusing on that? Why was I? Even after I got over the sheer magnitude of boob I was seeing, my eye turned to the rest of their outfits. Everything about them matched: tiny purple tops, high heels (at home? WTF?), and these tiny black skirts… That were short enough to show off their final item of clothing: obscene thongs. I guess Marcus bought Mom one as well, huh?

But that’s not what surprised me: the shocking part was that she was wearing it. That they were both wearing all of it. After Mom caught Marcus with Juliet, then with Chloe… After I found them having a threesome in the kitchen, ran away, and got knocked-out in the process… My loving mother’s response was to let him play dress-up with all three of them? While I was lying there, unconscious?

Speaking of which, they did look pretty concerned… But where was Juliet?

“Oh, baby,” my mother said, leaning over and giving me an even-better view of her tits. “Are you okay?”

“Wuh… How…” I shook my head, and then winced; it ached. “How long was I out?”

“A couple hours,” Chloe replied, with more love and concern in her voice than I’d heard from her in a long time. “You really scared us.”

“Huh. Um… What’s with the clothes?”

Mom blushed. “Oh, well, Marcus got a little bored, but we didn’t want to leave you, so he decided to give out some of the presents he bought for everyone on the trip,” she said, smiling nervously. “Isn’t he nice? He got me so… So many lovely outfits. Do you like it?”

“…Yeah. Sure.” I wasn’t lying: I felt a stirring in my pants, and looked down to find that someone had thrown a blanket on me. Luckily, the tent of my erection was barely visible.

“You should see Juliet,” Chloe giggled. “It looks even better on her! Your girlfriend’s ass…” She trailed off as Mom glared at her.

“Where is she?” I paused. “And Marcus?”

My mother’s glare intensified for a moment, but then she shook her head and looked back at me. Her face softened as she spoke: “I’m sorry, baby, but once he was done giving out presents… He got bored again. They left.”

“Left?” I tried to sit up, but my head felt like it was being punched from the inside. I barely managed to stay propped-up on my elbow. “Where? Why? Wasn’t she…” I gulped. “Wasn’t she worried?”

“Of course she was,” Chloe said. “When Marcus gets bored, he gets—” She stopped short as Mom elbowed her. “…Oh. Yeah, she was worried about you. But she went anyway… ‘Cause…”

“Just for a little bit,” Mom took over. “They’ll be back soon.”

As if on cue, the front door slammed open. I heard stomping and giggling as someone made their way down the hall… Two people…

“Juliet,” I gasped, lurching forward until I finally reaching a sitting position.

They came barreling around the corner, my girlfriend’s legs wrapped around my stepdad as he carried her down the hall. They were all over each other: kissing, nibbling, laughing. Juliet was wearing the same obscene skirt as my mom and sister. I could see the huge bulge in Marcus’s pants between her bare thighs, as though it were holding her up all by itself… Which it wasn’t, of course. There were also the hands gripping her barely-covered ass, plus the arms draped lovingly over his shoulders.

As he carried my girlfriend over, Marcus saw me staring. “Ah, hey! You’re awake… Good,” he said, moving closer.

He actually cared? About me? That almost made me felt better. Maybe they only left because he couldn’t handle seeing me hurt—Or maybe Juliet couldn’t. That made more sense. Unless Marcus had pushed me down the stairs, only by accident, and felt guilty—

My little fantasy ended as Marcus leaned down, sweeping my legs off the couch with one strong hand while the other held up my girlfriend. “You can move,” he continued, practically shoving me onto the floor. “So move.”

My mom came to my aid, helping me crawl safely onto the floor. “Baby, he’s hurt. He needs to lie down—”

“So do I! My arms are tired,” Marcus laughed, and Juliet giggled along with him. He was spreading her legs, now, revealing that same fucking thong.

“But do you have to use the couch? At least help me get him to his bed first—”

“Quiet down, or you’re not getting any more today,” my stepdad interrupted, his voice firm. “You can drag him up there yourself… Or you can come give me a kiss.”

“I…” Mom looked at me, then back at him. She stared as he pulled out his thick cock, slapping it down between Juliet’s legs. “Just… Just wait a minute, honey.”

My face went white as I realized she was talking to me, not him. Leaving me on the floor, she clambered up beside my girlfriend, leaned over, and started lapping at Marcus’s shaft. Within moments, she was giving him a full-on blowjob.

“C’mon,” Chloe whispered, shaking my shoulder. “Let’s get you upstairs. You don’t need to see this… Not yet.”

“I’ve already seen it,” I murmured, still in a daze as my head pounded harder. “Videos, and shit… Seen it all…”

“Huh? Just, c’mon.” My sister began dragging me to my feet. We got as far as the staircase before Marcus called after her:

“Hey, Chloe! Come make out with Daddy!”

She started blushing before my eyes, biting her lip. Then she sat me down on the bottom step. I could see her rubbing her thighs together, while she looked at me anxiously.

How the fuck does he do this to them? I couldn’t help but start laughing as I sat there on the steps… Confused, devastated, and probably concussed… Watching my sister all-but-masturbate to the sound of my stepdad’s voice. Maybe he really is a demon.

“It’s… It’s okay, right? You’ll be okay if I… If I go back in there?”

“Sure,” I chuckled. “Why not? Yeah. Go back in there and make out with our stepdad. Make sure he has fun fucking Mom’s throat, then my girlfriend’s pussy… Whatever he wants. Go nuts.”

“Thank you,” Chloe gasped, dropping my arm and running off before I could say another word.

I fell asleep right there on the stairs, to the sound of giggling, thudding, and the slap of flesh on flesh. I didn’t wake up for almost ten hours… And when I finally did, it was to a brand new life.
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