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Chapter One


U
gh, I’ve had enough of big cocks—enough juicy bitch-breakers to last a lifetime.

I mean, not really. There’s something about a fat warm dick that just gets me . . . how it spreads my pussy lips apart in an alarming way, making my eyes bulge at the absurdity, the feeling of my body stretched as I think, Can that massive thing really fit inside me without killing or maiming me?!


How the huge slab of manmeat fills me up, pushing apart my insides and utterly pounding my walls with shocking ferocity. The way the pulsing veins rub every inch inside me, until it feels like I’m going to pass out or scream from sheer joy. The initial pain of a thick shaft splitting me in two, the silent “oof” that I let out as it penetrates me, before that short-lived agony turns into something beautiful and satisfying and immediately gratifying. The throbbing sensation as a well-hung boy groans and then unloads a tidal wave of jizz down my greedy, sloppy pussy, filling me up until I’m ready to burst. The surge of nerves shooting through every part of my being, my curvy flesh wobbling, fat ass jiggling, nipples hardening, as I twitch and pant and call out for Jesus before joining that huge dick in orgasmic ecstasy. 

Ugh. There’s just nothing quite like it in the world. And the more I let big cocks invade my cunt and have their way with me—the more power I give to these boys to wreck me and ruin me and use me as their slutty little cum-dumps—the more addicted I become.

The more I realize that this is all I’ve ever really wanted—to feel good, all the time. Someday, I might have kids, sure, and feel a measure of responsibility for my actions. But until that day, well, just stick a huge cock in me and shut me up and own me and slap my ass and manhandle my swinging tits. Bend me like a pretzel and put me in every lewd and gross position you can think of. Suck my asshole and lick my crack, wrap my big tits around your meaty knee-slapper and skullfuck my face like a violent fleshlight, because you think it’s all I’m good for.

I promise to slurp up every last drop of your lumpy, stinky cum. Do that for me, and I’ll gargle your nuts and knead them like dough. I’ll finger your ass if you want and make you spurt your dirty load down my gullet, until I can hardly breathe from the huge cum cannon blocking my airways. Make sure to slap your heaving alpha sack against my chin as my nose scrunches up against your pubes, while you ram your musky fuckrod into my mouth over and over again, drawing out those lewd gacks
 and glurks
 from the pit of my esophagus as I start to sound like a drowned duck.  

Mmm, that’s the stuff.

Maybe I was destined to become a slutty bimbo from a young age. I don’t know what set me on this path—actually, of course I do, and we’ll get to him
 in a moment. But when I was a kid, did I ever think I’d turn out like this? A cock-crazed, cum-drunk, human fuckdoll who only wants to be facedown, ass-up on the bed all day with a powerful man drilling into me, using my sexy body for his pleasure?

No. I don’t think . . . most kids expected that they’d turn into such horny, depraved, delinquent beasts as they got older. Where, when you pass a guy on the street, all you can think of is trying to get a good shot of their bulge to see what they’re packing, wondering how well they’d fuck you—are they soft and tender, or rough and violent? Does the experience that that older gentleman at the end of the bar has mean that he can make my pussy quiver and sing like an angel? Or will that egocentric young buck fuckboy playing billiards dick me down into oblivion and make me cum my brains out? Hmm, maybe he’ll jam that pool stick in my yawning butthole while he pounds me, until I’m a gaping, spunk-showered mess. 

Or how about the girls you pass on the street? When you’re younger, you dream of princesses and castles and damsels in distress. Disney movies, fairy tales, handsome princes—shit like that. You don’t expect to stare wide-eyed at that fat-assed bimbo brat, who’s probably barely eighteen, with the wobbling cow-udders waltzing down the boardwalk in her skimpy bikini, swinging her bare booty with the string floss running down her crack, drawing the eyes of all the guys she passes, a smug smirk on her face. And believe me, she’s looking for the same thing we all are—attention, love, and a dick that can do right by her. We don’t get boob jobs because they feel great for our backs, ladies. We get them because we want to feel sexy and authoritative, hot and nice, and, hopefully, have that hunky boy with the cute smile at the cocktail party shove his big hulking cock between them by night’s end, before he fingers our asshole, grabs us like a bowling ball and makes us scream obscenities so loudly that our neighbors can hear every wall-shake and headboard-smack—then have him jostle the tunnel of our soaking cunts with his own massive cock-tail.  

That’s what we all want, secretly. I’m convinced.

Or, let me rephrase: That’s what I want.
 Practically all the time. And I know I’m not the only horny, lewd-thinking bitch out there. There’s that adage or concept that goes something like . . . if everyone knew what filthy things were going through my head at any given moment in time, they’d have a heart attack and die. Or else they’d get really, really aggressively aroused.

Sex makes the world go round, and we’re all seeking it out. Some of us are looking for it a little more often, a little harder perhaps, but we all want it. We all want love and lust—maybe not in equal measure, but we all wish to be held, accepted, and—again, hopefully
—fucked.

But.

Here’s a big but.

A cock is only as good as its owner, right?

If I, Brooke Carson, am professing to be an unmitigated size queen and lust factory, then I must also say that not all big cocks are created equal. That should go without saying, but I said it anyway.

Just because you’re packing a huge dick doesn’t mean I automatically want to leg-lock your cute butt and push my puffy pussy against your hips. Being hung definitely ups your chances of me wanting that, but it’s not automatically a given.

If you’re an evil cocksucker or a bully (outside of the bedroom), or entitled, or various other bad things, I probably don’t want your fat cunt-splitter anywhere near me. I can usually spot a piece of shit from a mile away.

Also, if you think you don’t have to work,
 just because you’re packing some top shelf beef in your undies, you got another thing coming, boy-o. I’ve met hung losers who think they’re God’s gift to womankind (or mankind if you swing that way), and almost all of them end up sorely disappointing because they don’t know how to use the heavy gift that they were blessed with.

You still need skill, nuance, and expertise.

There are plenty of little-dicked guys running around that will fuck the living shit out of your girl if you’re not careful, and she’ll leave you wondering what went wrong—how is she dumping your ass for a guy half your size? And I’ll tell you how, and why: because that shrimpdicked horndog knows how to please a woman, because he’s had to work his whole life to up his game. He was given the short end of the stick (no pun intended) genetically, and he makes up for it with some uncanny abilities—rhythmic fucking in bluesy tempos, ingenious positions that give his less-adequate tool more chances of success, unparalleled head game, magic flickering fingers that make you cum buckets . . .

Whatever it is, the point being—not all big cocks go to heaven.

Dick is abundant, kid. I’m hot enough that I can get it anywhere.

But, sometimes
, when the stars align just right, and Mercury’s in retrograde, and your chakras are pure . . . you get someone with both.
  

We’re talking, a well-endowed, lovely stallion who fucks like a possessed demon god and leaves you marinating in your own cum (and his) time after time. A boy who screws like one of the smaller-dicked dweebs but is packing a breathtaking cocklog.

It’s an eye-opening combination—one I never knew I needed or wanted . . . before I had it.

And thus, after many sexually-charged thoughts and musings, we come to the subject of my lustful manifesto:

Griffin Summers.

My own stepbrother. The hung, dorky kid who could lick my tits standing up because that’s how tall he is. And I’d let him. As disgusting and disappointing to myself as that sounds, it’s the truth.

Because, a few months ago, I discovered the seriously righteous heat he was packing in his drawers. A cock worthy of the gods, indeed. A smug little brat, I always thought, but he ended up being the most commanding, dominating young dude I’ve ever had the pleasure of fucking.

When I first discovered his hulking blessing, we pussyfooted around the issue for a while . . . I’d watch him take a piss in the bathroom while I vigorously fingerblasted myself in the bathtub and imagined that hefty slab of cockmeat destroying me. I’d spy on him in his room, video chatting with strangers while he choked on his own mammoth erection, self-sucking his stupid big dick while I vigorously fingerblasted myself again.

Then I took it upon myself to awaken him one morning with his massive morning wood in my hands. Then it was in my mouth. Then he was fucking my face. Then he was behind me, clapping my cheeks while I cried out in torrid appreciation and twitched with orgasmic release.

Ever since that day, things have escalated at an appalling rate. At the time, my parents were out of town in Cabo—my mom Mimi, and my stepdad (Griffin’s father), Barret. So, we didn’t need to do any sneaking around, and we could get as lewd as our imaginations could dream.

We fucked in my bed, in his bed, in front of hundreds of video viewers. He woke me up with his titanic unwashed balls dragging over my face, forcing me to smell his young musk first thing in the morning. He walked around the house like he owned the place, all five-feet-four-inches of him swaggering around bottomless, with his huge floppy cock swinging between his skinny legs, draping over those gigantic cum-filled nuts.

He knew exactly what he was doing—driving me to horny levels that I’d never thought possible until that point. And it worked like a charm: I always ended up getting skewered and fucked so hard and rough that I was little more than a mindless, brain-addled cum-receptacle for his obscene loads.

But then, the parental units returned home, and we had to be sly. Sneaky. Stealthy in our grotesque, perverted ways.

He barged into the girl’s locker room at my community college one day, after I had finished soccer practice. He fucked me raw on the bench there, planking me like a good little slut. Then filling me to the brim. My horrified friend saw, and he easily convinced her to lie down on top of me and give him a double pussy sandwich to choose from. She had been just as entranced and mesmerized by my stepbrother’s huge cock as I had been.

One day, he followed me to the beach and doggy fucked me right in front of my friends, pulling my bikini aside after oiling me up and soothing my curves with lotion. He had demanded that one of my friends go behind him and eat his ass and lick his huge nuts. She had, of course, obliged.

A couple days later, Griff took me to a photoshoot at a “friend’s” house. I was feeling nice and model-ish, so I said OK. He promptly fucked me in the pool on a pizza floatie, then cockslapped and facefucked his own friend,
 before locking the poor guy in a cockcage. Two of Griffin’s nerdy buddies showed up and they triple-teamed me like the absolute whore I am.

Did I complain? Au contraire! I begged for more. I didn’t care if they were pimple-faced or short, fat, skinny, pale . . . they all knew how to fuck! They all knew how to work together in tandem and put me in my place, hit all the right spots, and I came more times than the Old Faithful geyser in the summer.

So, you see, things have gotten out of hand. In a hurry, I might add. The escalation of sexual events quickly reached a plateau. Where could we possibly go from a four-way stuffing, where all my orifices—facehole, asshole, pussyhole—were clogged and jammed and greedily fucked and pumped full of potent man-seed?

It had taken me quite a while to recover from that ordeal, but it had been one of the most gratifying events of my life. Without a doubt, it cemented my status as a sex-addicted size queen and bimbo slut. I wasn’t afraid of hiding it from anyone—
the foursome with strangers proved that.


After the event at poor Jimmy’s house—he was the only one who never got to fuck me—Griffin and I started to separate a bit. For a few days, he didn’t bother me.

Life went on. School went on.

And now it was summer.

Little did Griffin know, I had been yearning for his giant cock the entire time. I mean, I’m sure he knew . . . my baby stepbrother was the one who got me addicted to his python in the first place.

This wasn’t something I wanted to let go. But, at the same time, my little brother just finished his last year of high school.

After this summer, he was planning to go off to college. He was a smart kid, so why would he possibly stick around with Mom, Dad, and Sis?

There were plenty of tight holes and wet snatches to be filled in college, after all. It made me envious, imagining him gone, with a new girl that wasn’t me, filling her up and topping her off with a brimming load of semen night after night.

Part of the problem with our salacious gallivanting and stealthy fuck sessions was that we were never seen, in public, in proximity to one another. We were never seen side by side. Whenever the raunchy sex was over, we split off and let bygones be bygones, almost like we hardly knew each other.

That was one of the big issues with a stepbrother and stepsister relationship. It could only be physical . . . never emotional . . . and we both knew that.

Perhaps that’s why we started to drift apart.

Did Griffin want . . . more
 from me? Was he bored
 of me—of just fucking me and dumping his creamy loads inside me day after day?

God forbid!

Sitting on my couch, eyes glazed as I watched TV, I shook my head fervently and snapped out of my stupor. I wiped a bit of errant drool from my chin.


How long have I been out?
 I thought, blinking furiously to try to focus on whatever was playing on TV.


Jesus. I’ve been dreaming about Griffin’s cock for hours!
 At least it seemed that way. My eyes ventured down between my legs and I saw that my booty shorts were damp in the middle. Fuck. Somehow, even without being at the house, Griff still had that effect on me.

I sighed and slowly stretched to get up from the couch. I needed to go upstairs to change. Or masturbate. Not necessarily in that order.

But just as I started to stand, the front door of the house opened behind me—behind the couch.

My head whirled over and, for some reason, I plopped back down in a hurry on the sofa cushion. I wasn’t trying to hide, but . . . it just seemed like the right thing to do.

I heard murmuring coming from the front door: two people engaged in lighthearted conversation. Some giggling. Touchy-feely type of talk.

Furrowing my brow, I turned my head and peeked over the back of the couch. If I was noticed, I’d look like Gollum from Lord of the Rings
 or Tim Allen’s neighbor from Home Improvement—
a wide-eyed creep with only the top half of my head showing.

Then my eyes bulged in shock.

Griffin had returned home from wherever he’d been . . .

. . . and he was holding hands with a girl I’d never seen before.   
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Chapter Two


T
he first thing that went through my head at seeing Griffin with some new girl was, Who is this gangly bitch?!


She was tall . . . Griffin seemed to have a type in that regard: Me, standing at 5’8”, my girlfriend Vanessa at 5’10”. But this newbie was possibly even taller, maybe 6’0”. She could’ve been a volleyball player, for all I knew. A towering, hot monstrosity.

Even though she was half a foot taller than my young stepbrother, she didn’t have a very commanding presence. She was all legs and elbows. Small, perky tits; a cute bubble butt that popped out from her shorts and came up to my brother’s chest; lanky legs that were longer than the Yellow Brick Road.

She had long, straight blonde hair framing her face and a shy, adorable smile. Just seeing her mannerisms alone, it was clear that she lacked the innate confidence that I did. Although she was taller than me, there was no doubt that I could size her up and own her. A strong wind would blow her away. If she stepped too hard or too quickly, her legs would knock inward like a surprised doe.

I was wider and sturdier, with more womanly hips and curves. I was all woman, whereas this girl seemed . . . just past the cusp of womanhood. She was clearly either on her way to college, or just beginning her journey. Perhaps she was in the same grade as Griffin—just finished with high school.

I couldn’t believe I was comparing this girl’s features with my own all within ten seconds of laying eyes on her. She was undoubtedly cute, but I felt a pang of matronly concern for the slender broad at the same time as I felt the pang of jealousy.

Griffin would have a rollicking fun time breaking her in, this poor, lovely gazelle. She was smiling now at whatever stupid comment my brother had just said as they walked into the room, but that smile wouldn’t last. If I knew anything about Griff, then the girl’s pristine golden hair would be plastered to her forehead and scalp before too long, sweaty and stringy like tendrils from a willow tree. Her perfectly adhered makeup would be mucked and smeared all over her face, froth and spit sticking to her lips and chin.

I could almost see it, the destruction of this poor girl’s innocence, before my very eyes. Before it had even happened.

It was like she had come into this degenerate household as a worshipper of the one true God, a good Christian girl—whether that was true or not, it didn’t matter for my comparison. And when she left, she would be a tainted, used up cum-driven Satanist who never thought of Jesus in the same light again, except maybe to wonder how big Christ’s cock was.

Griffin had the swagger and confidence of a man twice his size and twice as good looking. Of course, I had only myself to blame for my baby stepbrother’s unwavering arrogance—I had practically handed it to him on a silver platter, opening my every greedy hole to his whims, letting him do whatever he pleased with my voluptuous, titillating body.

I had, in effect, created a monster.

And now this new girl would feel the wrath of that monster unleashed, probably slapping her around and making her whimper like a little bitch before plugging her wet orifices and filling her up.

Hidden from my position behind the couch, I sighed. This would probably be the first of many girls that Griffin brought home, and I already hated it.

I never knew myself as such a jealous, bitter ho. Yes, I was competitive—my soccer career at college was proof of that. But there was a dark part of me that wanted
 to see the fall of this pure, elegant pixie girl. I wanted to see her become a cock-lusting, mindless slut for spunk and all things erotic.

Next time she stepped through that front door, I wanted to see her wearing a ballgag and a choker around her neck. I wanted to see thong straps riding up her hips, poking out from the sides of her shorts. She should be wearing miniskirts without any panties underneath them, so Griffin could molest her in public.

Ugh, when did I get so dark?

Anyway, I’d been hiding and thinking all these malicious things for a few seconds without Griffin noticing me in the distance. His eyes were firmly locked up high, chin tilted to smirk at the young woman’s pleasant face.

That attentive look on his features, like he cared deeply for this girl . . . it only riled me up more.

Who the hell does this perfect little elf girl think she is, just waltzing into my house and stealing Griffin’s heart and soul like this?!

Soon she’ll be stealing his cock!

Jealousy never looked good, but I couldn’t help it. These weren’t things I’d be saying out loud, but they racked my brain and body.

What’s that saying? You never know what you have until it’s gone . . .

That’s how I felt. I’d been pilfered! If only my little stepbrother knew how much I lusted after his colossal cock!

It looked like Griffin and his prey were about to ascend the staircase to his room. Before they could, I decided to stand up from the couch. It was better that way, lest I get discovered as a peeping Smeagol lusting after her precious from behind the couch.

I made my presence aware, and out the corner of his eye Griffin saw me. I rounded the couch and approached them at the door, before realizing that I hadn’t changed yet! The dark stain of my booty shorts was damp and clammy and uncomfortable, and I put my hands down between my legs in the most awkward of poses as I neared them.

This is already going wrong!

I had made my measure of the girl from afar, and now I wanted to know what kind of slutty princess was responsible for stealing my brother’s big dick from me.

“Hello, Griff,” I said casually, though I looked stupid with my hands covering my muff.

He raised a single eyebrow, gave me a once-over, and flashed a smirk that quickly disappeared. “Brooke.”

I made a point of giving the tall girl at his side the up-and-down glance, then smiled at her as nonchalantly as I could. I hoped I didn’t look like Maleficent while I smiled at her, like I was ready to reach out and rip her heart from her chest.

She absolutely towered over Griffin, but as for myself, I only needed to adjust my vision a few inches north. Her face was round and ovalish, with some puffy, rosy cheeks that offset her lanky body. She looked cute, with big blue eyes and that perfectly normal, mundane white-girl haircut that swept over her shoulders.

Her face lit up as we turned to each other. “Hi!” she said jovially, excitedly. She was already too damn happy and giddy by far. Maybe she was nervous of being in my brother’s house? What had she heard about him?

“I’m Amanda,” she said, reaching her hand out. She wore a sleeveless shirt that exposed her thin tree-branch arms, and I could’ve easily snapped them. But instead, I shook her head lightly. My hand enveloped hers—even though she was taller than me, her digits were dainty pieces of art, with baby blue nails.

“You can call me Mandy, though,” the girl continued. Her voice was decidedly high-pitched, but it didn’t sound natural . . . like she was putting on a front.

The thought came to me: Maybe she was nervous . . . of me?


“Okay, Mandy, and how are you?” I said, my voice much more level and calm. I was clearly the elder here, and it was easy to come across as a parent when in the presence of two youngsters like Griffin and Mandy. “I’m—”

“You must be Griff’s sister!” she interrupted, slightly ticking me off.

I flinched, almost imperceptibly. “Stepsister,” I amended. I don’t know why I always did that. Maybe to make things less gross, once people figured out the truth of us.

“Right!” she squealed, then clapped her hands together in front of her. “I’ve heard so much about you!”

My eyes flashed wide, but I quickly held it. I cast my gaze downward, at my little brother’s smug expression on his face, and I tried to read his thoughts.

What terrible, disgusting things have you said about me, little brother? Have you told her about the time you dog-fucked me in front of my friends at the beach? Or the time you triple-penetrated me and plugged up all my sloppy holes with your two buddies at the pool party? You lustful little heathen! 

“Oh?” I said, returning my gaze to Amanda. “What . . . has he told you?”

Her face slightly screwed up, like she was uncomfortable to answer the question. “Uh, you know, regular stuff. That you’re good at soccer. That you’re older and, uh, fun to be around?”


Fun to be around?!
 My eyes narrowed. I was trying to read between the lines, but I could tell it was making Amanda nervous and awkward. Poor girl, she had no idea what was coming.

Was “fun to be around” some kind of code?

“Come on, Mandy,” Griffin said, taking the girl’s hand in his own, before things got too weird. “Let’s go upstairs. I want to show you my movie collection.”

It was probably for the best that Griffin broke the subtle tension between us girls. In my mind, a battle of wills was raging, and it was probably completely strange and foreign to this sweet girl. She was clueless why I was mad-dogging her and narrowing my eyes like an investigator.

I was being silly and ridiculous. So, I flashed Mandy a smile and she quipped, “N-Nice to meet you, Brooke!”

“You too, Mandy.”

Then I watched them head upstairs. Strangely enough, Griffin wasn’t herding the girl up or rushing her by walking behind her and slapping her ass along the way—like he used to do with me. He was giving her space, walking two steps below the girl and being . . . gentlemanly?

If it could even be believed.

“I’ve got like a hundred old VHS tapes,” I heard Griffin say proudly as they ventured further away from me.

Then Mandy said the most befuddling thing: “What’s a VHS tape?”

My mind cringed and I think I physically reeled. This Gen Z little bitch is just a baby! A child!


I decided then and there that I needed to get to the bottom of this. My girlfriends Katie, Erika, and Vanessa were at the beach together, and I could’ve joined them, but it was getting overcast outside. Plus, I’d been going to the beach every day—it kept me looking nice and bronzed, but I had a mystery on my hands that was utterly more intriguing.

My first step was . . . reconnaissance. After that, it would be . . . discovery. I needed to discover all I could about this girl and her past.

Call me a crazy person, but when you’re as cock-worshipping as I am in regards to my brother’s hung behemoth, I would do anything to find out the truth—to keep him with me.

It was only then that I realized how much I wanted to keep the boy in my life, for all the exasperating moments and eye-rolls and times where he tried my patience.

Griffin was still my favorite dick in the world.
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I PACED AROUND THE
 living room like a madwoman. Idiotic thoughts roamed my head. Who the fuck didn’t know what a VHS was?

Young, clueless airheads. That’s who.

God, I was starting to sound more and more like my mom, and I’m only in my early twenties!

That did not bode well for my mental state.

Griffin was driving me up the wall without even trying, which I think was exactly his plan.

Eventually, I gathered the nerve to get to the bottom of this. I headed up the stairs to see if I could do any . . . uh, up-close recon.

Unsurprisingly, given that I knew how Griffin worked, his door was wide open. I couldn’t just pop my head in there like some horny voyeur—I’d done that enough in my life already—so I stood at the top of the stairs and brooded.

I finally just shrugged and did a slow walk-by, as if I was heading to my own room past his, which, in all honesty, I was. As I crossed the open profile of his room, I turned my head and glanced over to see what raucous things my brother was getting himself into with this poor newbie.

I was more shocked than I should have been at what I saw, again, given Griff’s predilections.

Mandy was lying on her back, reclined on the bed. She was too tall for it, and her legs dangled off the edge. She kicked her feet happily, her little tennis shoes rising and falling.

And Griffin was over her on the side of the bed . . . with VHS tapes in either hand. He was explaining what the movies he held were about, passionately discussing their plots while Mandy stared endearingly up at him and continued to kick her feet.

She didn’t look bored, but rather entranced with Griffin’s passion. I had to admit that it was cute, because, like all girls, I too get turned on when a cute guy is talking passionately about something they’re interested in.

But the surprising part was this: He didn’t have his huge cock out, slapped over her flat tummy or draped over her round face. He wore shorts and the bulge was prominently there, but he hadn’t let the beast loose.

This was quite unlike the Griffin that I
 knew, the horny little boy with his unrepentant sexual desires, who never let a moment go to waste when he could be fucking or sucking or dominating a woman’s holes.

This was a side of him that I’d never seen before! Was he actually trying to . . . woo
 this girl?! Did she not know about his unadulterated, horny reputation? His Energizer Bunny libido? His giant swinging donkey dick?

The fact that Griffin hadn’t bent this girl over his bed in the five minutes he’d had her up here was more alarming than anything, because it meant that he actually liked her. And, clearly, despite their height difference, she liked him.

It only took less than two seconds to cross by the opened doorway as I meandered down the hall, and in that time I saw Griffin’s eyes glance over to me with a stern gaze. He wasn’t smug or off-put that I was spying on him, and he didn’t smirk at me as I crossed.

Something was going on here that I couldn’t put my finger on . . .

I went into my room and sighed, shutting the door behind me. Then I changed out of my wet shorts and put on some panties and stretchy yoga pants.

I desperately needed to get him out of my mind. But that wouldn’t happen until I got to the bottom of this enticing mystery.

So, I walked back down the hall, heading for the stairs. Less than five more minutes had passed, and I was sure that now
 Griffin would have this curious girl pinned down, speared on his thick meatslab.

He didn’t. My eyes ventured into his room again, and things had picked up in pace a bit, but not to the level I’d expected.

Griffin was bent over the girl now, still leaning over from the side of the bed, and their faces were locked in a passionate kiss. The two VHS tapes he’d been holding were on the mattress next to the lanky girl’s body.

He and Mandy were kissing, with Griffin holding the side of her head in a loving embrace. Her feet still dangled over the end of the bed, but she had stopped kicking. She’d given in.


That
 pissed me off more than anything! He never did that with ne!


Again, it went back to the fact that our relationship could only ever be physical. Stepbrothers and stepsisters couldn’t just be making out in public, like Griffin and Mandy could be.

She had me in dire straits. This new, young thing had the one-up on me. I couldn’t let that stand.

Angry and fuming, I marched downstairs, my feet pounding heavily. I put on sandals sitting at the front door, donned my oversized sunglasses, and set off out of the house.

I beelined for my car and got in, then slapped the steering wheel.

How dare he!

Thinking, drumming my fingers on my bulging thigh after my anger had slightly dissipated, I started the car.

I peeled away from the curb and headed out into the world, first just trying to clear my numb brain.

But then I started to recall a certain route as I drove down the streets, and a clear destination formed in mind.
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Chapter Three


I
drove across town into La Jolla, where the overcast gloom hadn’t yet reached. It was still sunny and glorious, the light shining down on the ritzy neighborhood. People were out walking their dogs, jogging, exercising, with countless surfboards strung to the tops of cars, or poking out the backs of pickup truck beds.

I thought about forgoing my mission and just heading to Marine Street beach to meet up with my girls. Why was I obsessing so hard, anyway? It’s not like I was in love with Griffin, my stepbrother. I was just in love with his massive cockloaf and plump alpha nuts.

But there were other boys out there who could satisfy me, I’m sure. And when they’re wearing nothing but board shorts and speedos at the beach, they’re much easier to pick out than any other time.

Then again, it’s a constant battle with my sisters from other misters, as Katie is an unconscionable slut with her massive sweater puppies that immediately attract the attention of any man around like heat-seeking missiles. Erika is a hot as fuck, sassy half-black girl can practically get any boy she wants. And Vanessa is a lanky Eastern European who’s fit and beautiful and consistently gets the hottest guys out of any of us.

So, the competition with my bitches is rather stiff. For summer, we’ve all been slutting it up and gamesmanship had gone the way of the dodo—it’s like we’re all on track to see who can get the most dick, and we’re unashamed about our eager, whorish tendencies.

If I wanted to keep it light and sane, then I would try to get Griffin back. It would just make life so much easier . . .

And what would I say to him once I had snagged him in my damp web? Please don’t do that to me again, Griffy. It’s embarrassing!


Don’t you want to fill your stepsister’s holes still? Don’t you want to plug up my leaking pussy and plumb my depths like the good old days?

I promise I’ll never take your huge cock for granted again, sweetie!

I snorted, disgusted with myself. I had become a driveling, mindless cum-dumpster in the few months that I’d started banging my little stepbrother.

Looking out my windshield, I realized that my distracted musings had brought me to my destination. I blinked, looking out, and then up—

A massive mansion greeted my sunglass-clad eyes. I poked the sunglasses up the ridge of my nose, then parked. I got out and walked across the street to the mansion, then rang the bell on the gate.

A moment later, a cute little Mexican girl in a maid’s outfit came out to greet me. She wore a frilly white hat that denoted her position, but the scowl on her face as she recognized me was off-putting and a little hurtful.

Then again, I couldn’t blame her. The last time this young woman had seen me, she was fleeing from the ungodly sight of me being pulverized and wrecked by three boys at the same time, my asshole, pussy, and mouth all chock full of fleshy cocks as my body jumbled around ceaselessly.

“H-Hola,” the girl said through the gate. “M-Miss. It you.”

I nodded cordially. “Hello, Maria. It me.”

“Miss . . .”

“Brooke.”

“Miss Brooke. You . . .”

“I’m bad, I know,” I said with a sigh. “I’m sorry you had to . . . see all that, dear.”

“Santa Maria.” The maid nodded and then crossed herself.

I couldn’t help but chuckle. Then I asked, “Is Jimmy home, Maria?”

“Si,” the girl said, nodding again. Her hands were clasped in front of her apron now. She struck me as the poster child of a good Christian nun, even though she worked in this opulent, grandiose mansion that had been bought by capitalist pigs filled with greed and lust.

I put my hands on my hips, still staring at her through the gap of the gate’s bars. Cocking my head slightly to the side, I said, “Uh . . . can I . . . see him?”

She frowned. Or scowled. I could see the wheels turning in her head.

Sighing again, I added, “I must speak with him, Maria, please. I promise it won’t get out of hand like . . . last time.”

“You. Your friends. Nearly gave heart attack!”

Now I was frowning. “I know. I’m sorry.”

“I be back.”

She left the gate and walked down the courtyard, surrounded by green trees. I glanced up at a colonnade holding up a section of the huge house. When I looked back down, Jimmy was walking down the path toward me. He opened the gate without hesitation, then stepped aside.

The tall, pasty boy was wearing board shorts and flip-flops, plus a T-shirt that was a size too small and barely went down to his belly button. Given his attire, and the way that Griffin had facefucked the pockmarked young man in the past, I wondered if Jimmy had come out of the closet since our last fateful meeting.

“Brooke Carson, you big horny slut,” he said with a smirk as I walked past him.

“Jimmy . . . Call of Duty guy, you skinny cockcaged freak. Sorry, I don’t know your last name.”

“It’s Costanza,” he said, frowning. I wasn’t sure if he didn’t take kindly to my barb, but it’s his own fault for pressing me right out of the gate. Literally.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked, walking in front of me down the path. His flip-flops scuffled on the cobblestone walkway as he brushed flittering branches out of the way so we could pass.

“What, am I taking away from your video game time with your pimply friends?” I asked.

He scoffed, then glanced over his shoulder at me with a scowl.

“Sorry,” I said, bowing my head. “That was mean.”

“But not wrong!” he barked, laughing.

“I’ve just been . . . stressed, I guess you could say.”

“Oh, haven’t gotten your fill of big cocks today?”

“You could say that.”

We reached the pool area, and it brought back traumatic, PTSD memories of the last time I was here. Just over there, on the smooth stone ground next to the lip of the deep-end . . . that’s where I’d been on all fours like a bitch in heat, Griffin pumping my pussy with his oversized cock from below, fat little Tony fucking my asshole from behind, and dorky Sid with his uncut cock gliding down my gullet in front.

Ah, what a memory. Can PTSD memories be pleasant? Because while this one was shocking and startling, it did bring a pang of pleasure twitching to my pussy as I followed Jimmy to the cabana at the back of the yard.

On the island underneath the awning of the cabana, a bottle of beer sat. Jimmy took it and gulped, then reached down into his mini-fridge away from my view. “Beer?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Sure. Thanks.”

He took out a bottle, popped off the top, then handed it to me. I sat at the island on a barstool, across from him.

“So. To what do I owe the pleasure, really?” he asked, taking another sip.

I sipped mine. It was cool and crisp and hoppy—some sort of newfangled IPA that all the kids probably raved about. It had the effect of instantly chilling me out. “I have a . . . question. It regards, uh . . . sensitive data.”

The boy snorted, then scratched at his face. Though it was red and pocked, it looked slightly smoothed out from the last time I’d seen him, like maybe he’d had dermabrasion in that time. “You mean Griffin.”

I blushed.

“You’re as transparent as a glass house, Brooke.”

Leaning forward on the island, I said, “He has a new girl.”

He raised a bushy brow. “You mean some new hole to stick his overgrown cock into? Someone that isn’t you?”

I nodded slowly. “He hasn’t fucked her. I don’t think? I don’t know.”

“Well, good for him. You should get used to it—a hung guy like that, he gets any girl he wants.”

“Noted.”

“And no matter how much of a cocksucking motherfucker you think he is—or you think I am, for that matter—you’ll always come crawling back to him, because you crave him. You’re addicted to that massive appendage.”

“Thank you for the synopsis.”

“No matter how heartbreaking he is. Everyone forgives a huge cock.”

I stared at him, peeking over the rim of my sunglasses. He took a gulp of beer. “Are you finished?” I asked, frowning.

He nodded. “Sorry. Feeling poetic. And drunk. Hey, want to take a dip in the pool?”

“Maybe later,” I said, flagging off the idea with a wave of my hand. “Can you focus, please?”

He shrugged. “Why have you come to me, Brooke? You saw how he treated me last time.”

“Because you’re one of the only boys I know who knows about . . . us. Our secret. And I don’t want it to get out.”

“Fair enough. What can I help you with?”

I quaffed some sugary beer, then unconsciously cracked my knuckles. “Do you know his new girl?”

He scratched the back of his sandy hair, then swiped bangs out of his eyes. “What’s she look like?”

“Tall, leggy. Blonde. Cute face. Skinny as hell.”

He was nodding along at my terse explanation. “What do you want to know about her?”

“So, you do
 know who she is?”

“I might.”

“Her name’s Amanda.”

He shrugged.

Tilting my head, I said, “What the hell, Jimmy, what do you have to gain from this? Why cover up for her?”

He snorted. He seemed to like doing that in a condescending way. “As much as you make it sound, Brooke, I’m not your personal private investigator, okay? This isn’t a murder case, and you aren’t a detective. You’re a horny bimbo with big fat tits whose nipples I can see poking through your shirt, and an ass that flops over the edge of the barstool because it’s so huge. You’re a hot young floozie, not Olivia Benson.”

“Hey,” I snapped, pointing a finger at him, “Olivia Benson is a babe. You’d fuck her in a second’s notice, kid. We all would.”

He frowned. “That’s not my point, Brooke.”

I shrugged and leaned back a little, then glanced down at myself to see if my nipples truly were
 showing through my tee. They were. Dammit, even talking
 about Griffin gets me all hot and bothered. “Just saying.”

“And you’re right,” Jimmy said. He folded his hands on the onyx island, one on top of the other, as if transacting a business deal. “But back to my point—”

“You’re not a PI, and I’m not a murder investigator. Got it.”

“Right. So,” he said, “if you want something from me, you’ll have to give me something in return.”

I gave him a “really, bro?” look, leaning forward a bit. I took my sunglasses off to squint disapprovingly at him. “Really, Jimmy Costanza? What, you think your Italian last name makes you a Soprano? You can’t just extort and demand—”

“I don’t have to tell you shit,” he said nonchalantly, then leaned back and threw his arms out wide.

Grinding my teeth, I hid my hands underneath the edge of the island so he couldn’t see. I balled them up into fists, because I was angry that Jimmy got me.
 And he knew it.

I wanted this stupid information badly enough—badly enough to let myself be blackmailed by this acne-scarred little freak. His neck was so damn skinny, I could’ve reached out and throttled him—snapped him like a twig.

I said, “What do you want?”

“Well, last time you were here—”

“You didn’t get a piece of me. I know—I was here. You were locked in your cage like a good little sissy and—”

“Right, right,” he snapped, waving me off. “We all know how it went down. So, I’d like to change that.”

“I’m not gonna let you fuck me, Jimmy,” I said pointedly.

He shrugged. “That’s fine. Blow me.”

I frowned. At least it wasn’t money he wanted. He clearly had plenty of that. Quirking my brow, I said, “I thought you were gay.”

“So what?”

I gave a noncommittal “hmph” sound.

A moment of silence dragged by, and a breezy wind swept through the cabana. It felt nice on my warm skin.

“Do we have a deal?” he asked.

Groaning, I slowly began to nod. “Fine. Let’s see what you have to say. Who the hell is Amanda?”

“Well, what do you know about Griffin’s . . . public record? What people know about him and all that?”

“I’m guessing most people don’t know about us—
”

“Well, no.”

“—but he’s got a pretty noticeable bulge, so, uh. People know he’s packing?”

Jimmy nodded.

“And he has, like, over a hundred thousand Instagram followers, right?”

Another nod. “And a new OnlyFans account that’s racking up subscribers. People pay good money to see your little stepbrother’s stupid big cock.”

I squinted. “Sooo, maybe she’s one of his many drooling fans?”

“You would think,” he said.

I frowned. “Come on, Jimmy. Doesn’t sound like you know much here, which isn’t boding well for your little worm—”

“They met at school, Brooke.” He steepled his hands on the island.

“How do you know?”

“Come on, girl. Call of Duty chat. He wouldn’t shut up about her after meeting her near the end of the year.”

That’s why he’s not been globbing onto me! It must be! He’s trying to be . . . monogamous? Maybe?

Jimmy was studying my face. “Did it ever occur to you that maybe he’s trying to make you jealous?”

“Yeah, no shit, Sherlock,” I grumbled. This was not good news. I pulled at my beer and drank nearly half of it in a rapid succession of gulps.

“I can see you’re disappointed, because you think she’s won,” Jimmy said. He crossed his skinny arms over his bird chest.

“Hasn’t she?” I said. “I was hoping she was some dumb fling he met online or someone who lusted after his cock. She doesn’t even know
 what he’s packing, for Chrissake!” I threw my arms up uselessly, defeated. “That actually makes it worse.”

Jimmy said, “True, but maybe you can use that to your advantage.”

“How?” I asked, leaning forward conspiratorially.

He joined me in leaning forward. “Maybe you can scare
 her away. I mean, not everyone’s a massive size queen like you, slut.”

“Fair point.” I nodded. Nothing he said could offend me, and he was spitting facts right now. Whoever thought that Jimmy Costanza, the same kid who meagerly watched while his friends destroyed my pussy and ass and mouth, would become my greatest ally in all of this?

Then again, his reasons for helping me weren’t entirely altruistic, of course. He wanted to get his wick wet.

I couldn’t blame him. Without any gayboys to summon to the house, he had to take holes where he could get them, right?

Plus, he had definitely never gotten any from a girl as hot as I am . . . not to toot my own horn or anything.

“How can I scare her?” I asked.

He shrugged. “That’s up to you, girl. You’re a smart cookie, I’m sure you’ll figure it out. But, I’ll tell you now, Griff is very close to fucking her, if the shit he says over chat is anything to go by. He’s been lusting after this bitch for a while now.”

“Shit. So I have to work fast . . .”

He nodded, then cleared his throat. “But not too fast.”

I looked up at him, snapped out of my stupor. Squinting at him confusedly, I watched as he stood up, then undid his board shorts.

“Come on, girl. Hop to it.”

I sighed, rolled my eyes, and stood up from the barstool, but not before finishing my beer and sloshing it around my tongue like mouthwash.
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Chapter Four


I
went onto my knees on the hard, cobbled floor, about a foot away from Jimmy’s hips. The skinny boy let his swim trunks fall to the floor in a heap, and his cock sprang out. It was small and dainty, but already hard.

Jimmy rested his hands on his hips, as if he was somehow proud of the pecker staring me in the eyes like a one-eyed worm. He was packing about three inches of dick, and even then it was skinny like he was.

In juxtaposition to someone like Griffin, who of course housed a behemoth of a cock that made the rest of his body look even smaller than it was, Jimmy’s downstairs was almost laughable. Of course, I didn’t want to body shame the kid, but I couldn’t help but think that there were definitely plenty of kids running around more well-hung than this young man. It was a disgusting thought that I immediately ignored and washed away, but it was the truth—Jimmy’s pecker had never made it past his pubescent stage.

A little bushel of wispy hair covered his pubis, running down to the base of his cock. It had the effect of making the babydick look even smaller, stuffed inside the forest of pubes. Poor guy.

I tried not to let the disappointment show on my face. Let him think he’d won me over, that he was the dominant one in this situation.

We all knew the truth, after all—that a boy half a foot shorter than him had forced his mammoth bitch-breaker down Jimmy’s throat in the past, making him choke and gag like a sissy bitch, and Griffin had then forced the lanky boy’s wiener into a chastity cage that kept him locked up while the bigger boys railed me.

I remember the whimpers that had come from Jimmy’s mouth as he had watched his Call of Duty buds fill me up and stretch me out, using every greedy hole I had until I was a sopping, cum-drenched mess. Griffin had even pissed on me afterwards, as if to stake his claim on me as his property.

There we’d been—in his own house, using his own pool, and he hadn’t even been allowed to partake in the sexual festivities.

A similar whimper rose in Jimmy’s throat as I took his cock in my hand now. It disappeared in my first and I started to tug on it. The little pink helmet just barely poked through the hole that my enclosed pointer finger and thumb made. Droplets of precum were already sputtering out, running down my hand and wrist.

I jerked him off for a moment and his narrow hips started to sway front to back with the motion of my hand. My other hand reached below his cock and tickled his little baby nutsack. His knees quivered, falling toward each other.

I enveloped both of his balls in the palm of my hand, then squeezed. More precum spurted from his pisshole.

Scooting forward on my knees, I released his twig and berries from my grasp and watched as it bounced back to attention like a little toy soldier. I kept myself from giggling, then put my mouth into an “O.” Well, more like a lowercase “o.”

Immediately when my lips wrapped around his penis and the jabby thing pushed over my tongue, I felt it throb inside my warm facehole. Jimmy’s entire body shuddered as his weenie disappeared inside me.

He put his hands on my head, but did nothing with them . . . just rested them there.

I quirked an eyebrow. My cheeks hollowed out and turned concave as I sucked on his cock and then dipped my head forward. It smelled like . . . nothing at all. There was no manly stench or musky aroma, hardly anything tangy or noticeable about the dick at all.

My head darted forward and Jimmy let out a yelp. His hands cupped the back of my head now. My nose pushed up against his sandy-colored pubes as I completely engulfed his entire cock in one fell swoop. It didn’t reach my throat, so there was no problem slurping on it, or breathing.

Finally, after moving my head back and forth for a while, Jimmy started to get into it. The initial shock—that a girl way out of his league was giving him a blowjob—turned into something primal, and I could imagine his eyes glittering. He could probably see how bored I was getting—my pussy was as dry as the Sahara, because there was no back and forth here.

Griffin, for instance, could make me cum hands-free simply by owning my face. He would ram me and mold my throat to the gargantuan size of his cock, and the proof that the thick meat was gliding down my throat was always readily apparent, in the way my neck distended and bloated like a stork.

That choking, erotic asphyxiation . . . it was enough to send me over the edge.

Jimmy finally took a page out of Griffin’s book. He took fistfuls of my sleek brown hair and slammed his hips forward. The first peep of a squeak escaped my mouth as his wet cock slid over my tongue.

He started jackhammering my face, holding my head close so that his little pecker wouldn’t pop out. He hugged my head, arms wrapping around my skull, and held me stuck to his cock so I couldn’t move.

Finally, I was feeling a modicum of wetness spreading out from my pussy. Yes, little Jimmy, use my face like your own toy! Abuse it and ram that little prick as far into my mouth as you can! Make me work for your watery cumload!


My slurping noises got louder.

I heard Jimmy gasp, and a moment later I heard the feminine Latina voice of his maid cry out, “Oh no, Jimmy! No es bueno! Ahh!”

“M-Maria, get out of here!” Jimmy cried while he continued to facefuck me. I’m sure the poor woman could only see the back of my head, buried in his torso, level with his crotch as he hugged me like I was his favorite stuffed doll. My big ass was probably curving lewdly down over my heels, wobbling as my body shook and he used me like a trashcan for his jizz. 

He wasn’t doing a great job of stuffing my face, but at least he had zest.

He moved fast, and it wasn’t long before I put my hands on his naked hips to draw him closer. My fingers then slid over the slight curve of his boy bottom and they disappeared into his sweaty crack.

He cried out again, and I heard the footsteps of Jimmy’s maid wandering away, hurriedly, back into the mansion.

Sorry, Maria, I know I promised that things wouldn’t get carried away this time . . . but there was no stopping your young master.

Two of my fingers prodded the boy’s asshole. It was clean and puckering and my fingers quickly slid into his rectum like quicksand. Almost simultaneously, I engulfed his entire package with my mouth—widening my jaw so I could take in his little balls with my curving lips. I suckled and slurped on his cock and balls at the same time, and it probably looked like I was trying to gobble up his groin like a late lunch.

And that’s when Jimmy let out the most girly yell that a boy could make. High-pitched and squealing, he crushed my head in his hands like a watermelon, then unloaded his stream of spunk into my throat. It was watery and sweet—not salty and lumpy and thick like Griffin’s. There was little viscosity to Jimmy’s load.

I felt his jetting orgasm pitter-patter the back of my throat. Halfway through him pumping his hips and load, he pulled back abruptly and my face slid away from his cock.

The rest of the cum shot out from his widened pisshole and caked my face in a thin glaze, like wax.

The semen smacked into my closed eyelid, splashing, then drizzled down my nose. I licked it off my upper lip and that only made him cum even harder—the sight of a cute girl swallowing up his cum.

Then he was spent, and sitting back down with a heavy sigh onto his barstool. With shaky hands, he reached for another beer in the mini-fridge.

I wiped the rest of the cum off my face with my forearm. I hadn’t even needed to show him my breasts or shake my ass out of my yoga pants.

Jimmy Costanza had been an easy boy to please.

I stood up, crossing my arms under my bulging, heavy cleavage.

“W-Want another beer?” he mumbled.

I shook my head, then smirked down at the sitting young man. The power had shifted and all the smugness was gone from his face. His soft little pecker was bent back against his pubis, almost completely hidden in his pubes. The beta bitch was absolutely tiny. He looked spent, sweaty, and slightly miserable, like he was . . . scared of me.

What, did he think I was going to suck him off and then beat him up? It’s probably what he wanted, the poor twink.

Instead, I just chuckled and said, “Have a nice day Jimmy. And thanks for the information and the . . . protein injection.”

“T-Thank you, Brooke.” He nodded to me like a good little slave.

I turned around and wandered away, shaking my wide ass, and still smiling when I reached the elaborate gate of his family’s mansion.
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AS I GOT BACK TO MY
 house and parked, I had the unfortunate experience of running into Amanda. She seemed to be leaving my house just as I was returning—my luck, or timing, couldn’t have been any worse.

Needless to say, the smile on my face was gone, replaced with a grim expression.

As I got out of the car and saw her close the front door of my house behind her, I started walking across the street.

She met me in the middle, her powerful, long legs pumping and flexing as she walked with purpose. She had a wide grin on her face, dimples showing on her puffy cheeks, and was sporting a dreamy look in her eyes.

“Oh, Brooke!” she said happily. “It was so nice meeting you! Hopefully I see you again!”

Then she passed me as I mumbled something incoherent in response. No, I don’t hope to see you again . . . you thieving bitch! And quit being so happy!


I’d never seen such a tall girl be so excited for someone so . . . short.

I growled, instantly reminded of myself, and my pettiness simmered down a bit.

She got into the car parked behind mine—a Mercedes-Benz, the little whore—and drove off.

Walking into my house, I sighed. Then I realized something before I got further than the entryway.

Amanda had seemed decidedly . . . unfucked
 . . . when she passed me in the street. I know what people looked like once Griffin was done with them, and it was always messy, sweaty, and with a slightly deranged look in their eyes.

Amanda had had none of that. She’d had a dreamy look, sure, but not a dominated one.

An interesting discrepancy, I noted, massaging my chin.

The sun was going down and Mom and Stepdad were home. Food was already cooking, and Mimi was wearing an apron around her stylish figure.

“Brooky, is that you?” Mom asked as I walked into the kitchen. “Oh, good, just in time! Go get your brother. We’re having eggplant parmesan tonight.”

I nodded morosely, then left the kitchen and wandered upstairs.

“Food,” I grumbled to Griffin as I passed the opened door, without elaborating.

He stood and nodded, then streamed past me. I tried to study his expression, to see if I noticed any . . . disappointment, or contentment, or any clue that would give away his state of mind.

But he was keeping his emotions as locked up as a professional poker player.

It wasn’t until dinner that things unraveled a bit for me, and my jealousy finally reached new heights.

“Griff, honey,” Mimi said a few minutes later, when we were all huddled around the table. She spoke around a mouthful of breaded eggplant. “I notice you’ve found a new girl.” She sounded condescending, as if he was a toddler, and for some reason it annoyed me. Like she thought that Griffin had never gotten any
 before.


This is horrible, Mom!
 I wanted to yell. Your stepson is sticking his huge cock into someone other than your daughter! What do you think of that?!


I noticed that I was going slightly crazy. I tried to eat and stay quiet. Maybe I was just hangry.

Griffin nodded and blushed slightly at my mom’s words. He said, “Uh, yup. I guess so. I like her a lot.”

“Well, me and your father think that’s lovely. Don’t we, Bear?”

“Huh?” Barret said, clearly not paying attention. He was devouring his food.

Mimi cleared her throat, then dabbed her mouth with a napkin. “I said, this is great news! I hope we get to meet her sometime, maybe more than just briefly as she leaves the house.”

Griffin flashed a smile. “Oh, of course, Mimi. She’s coming by tomorrow, if you want.” He stole a glance in my direction, and I had the sudden urge to kick his shins under the table.

But I didn’t.

He was trying to gauge my reaction, just like I’d been trying to gauge his all day. We were playing mind games with one another.

“Oh, well, me and your father are going downtown for a matinee play tomorrow. Aren’t we, Barret?”

My stepdad nodded. “Sure. Uh huh.”

I wanted to ask, “What play?” to try to catch my mom in a lie, but I knew I was just being petty again. She was practically giving
 my brother a hint, as in, We won’t be here alllll day, young man . . . so do what you need to do!


“Oh, okay,” Griffin said, then bit into his eggplant. “Uh, maybe I can introduce her another time, then.”

“Great. You know,” Mimi added, properly dabbing her mouth again. “I think this new girl could really be good for you. Maybe she’ll help you get out of the house a bit!”

Doubtful, Mom! Don’t you see what an unmitigated disaster this is?! Before long, those two will be locked up in Griff’s bedroom all summer long! There’ll be no getting them out. Their howls and screams will echo down the halls and make the entire household awkward and weird! 

Once Amanda sees what your stepson is packing, she’ll never leave his mancave!

We must stop this . . .

. . . and apparently I only have tomorrow to do it!
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Chapter Five


I
waited all night for a text from Griffin, or a secret rendezvous in the bathroom, or any notion that he still remembered I lived in the same house as him. I brooded, impatiently waiting for him to call me to him.

Nothing.

And my pride wouldn’t let me crawl into his room and beg him to fuck me. I just wouldn’t do it.

He’d learn the error of his ways, soon enough . . .

I went to sleep angry, but not before masturbating to the thought of him slaughtering my pussy and slapping my ass.

When I awoke next morning, I felt slightly better, because I had a gameplan in mind.

My parents left around mid-afternoon, and I was curled up on the couch watching some stupid show when I heard the front door open.

Peeking over the back of the sofa again, I saw Amanda creep into the house, quietly shut the door, and immediately head for the stairs. She had no idea I was watching her the whole time, like a horny ghost in my own house.

This would be the day, without question, where Griffin popped her bright little cherry with his enormous cherry-picker.

I kept watching TV for a little bit to prepare—to give them time to get to business.

Finally, I groaned and stretched, then stood up from the couch. I was wearing baggy pants and a tank top, with my luscious, pale sideboob on full display on both sides, nearly spilling out from my skimpy top.

I drank a glass of water in the kitchen, then cracked my knuckles. I headed up the stairs, slowly, meanderingly.

When I came to the hallway, I saw that Griffin’s door was closed. That was a telling clue if there ever was one.

I walked up to the door and put my ear to it. I could hear the sounds of kissing—light slurping and such.

Then the muffled sound of them talking.

I continued waiting, ear pasted to the door like glue was holding it there.

A few minutes later, I heard a sharp intake of breath—a surprised gasp.

I smiled.

Mandy’s high-pitched, singsong voice rang out loud and clear, even higher than usual.

“G-Griffin, what the hell! You never told me you were so freaking huge!”

A snicker followed. Griffin said, “Oh, come on, Mandy, you’re trying to tell me you never saw my bulge through my pants? I mean, it was pretty obvious.”

She stuttered. “I-I . . . thought, maybe . . .”

“What, I was stuffing my underwear with socks?”

“Gosh, I don’t know! But I didn’t think you’d be hung like a horse! Jeez, what can I even do
 with that thing?”

“For starters,” Griffin said, “you can crawl on top of me and make it hard. Come on, sweetie, I know you love it. Wrap those long ass legs around me . . .”

“Y-You’re a monster,” Mandy said, and I heard it as a low whimper.

No one said anything for a few minutes. I heard Griffin groan a couple times, and I knew things were getting close.

Oh, Griff, how will you play this? Will you shove her face down on your cock like you do me? Will you be tender and try to help her manage the fat fuckrod as it slithers down her gullet and pumps out her neck?

Or will you go straight for the gold prize and try to jam it recklessly in her tiny little snatch?

My fingers slid down my wide thighs and clasped flesh. I felt the folds of my pussy growing big and tender, and I slipped my digits into my aching pussy. I was already wet, eager to be plowed.

A moment later, I heard Amanda again.

“Oh God, oh frick, it’ll never fit! Griffy, you’re too big! Your thing will never fit!”

Another dark chuckle from my young stepbrother. He was becoming quite the dom, thanks to me!

“Hun, I’ll make it fit. I promise I won’t hurt you.”

I frowned. Motherfucker never treated me
 so kindly. I thought about enacting my plan right then, but I waited . . .

It was so hard to hold out.

So, in the interim, I continue to fingerblast my pussy, with exceeding speed, until my slimy fingers were diving and curving inside my tunnel and I felt a small orgasm coming on. I held off, making sure my engorged clit was nowhere near my fingers.

“Ahhh, fff—” Mandy cried.

The bed creaked.


Come on,
 say it, you proper little bitch!


“Ffuuuuck!” Amanda wailed. “Oh my God, Griffiiiin!”

The bed started to creak faster.

“You’re so freaking massive! You dirty little boy! Ahhh, you’re gonna break me in half!”

“Y-You want me to split you in two, don’t you, Mandy?!” Griffin shouted, but he sounded hesitant. That wasn’t like him. “Y-Your pussy is so fucking tight, girl! Oh Jesus, I can’t get more than a f-few inches . . .”

That’s when I barged into the room. I knew it would be unlocked, because Griffin always kept his door unlocked, because he was as much of an exhibitionist as the rest of us.

What I saw was lewd and alarming, but nothing I didn’t expect.

Griffin was on his back, reclined on the bed horizontally, legs not quite reaching the edge. Mandy was straddled on top of him, her giant gangly legs bent at the knees and framing Griffin’s skinny torso. She was raised in the air a few inches, and her thick, powerful thighs dwarfed the young man under her.

Griffin’s giant cock skewed upwards, jutting into the air like a broad tower, a thick column of meat that speared open Mandy’s little slit and stretched it apart as wide as it would go. The reason the young lady was lifted so high was because she couldn’t bring her body down any further on that thick hunk of manmeat. Five or so inches had already impaled her, and the rest of my baby stepbrother’s stupid fuck-rocket was waiting outside. His huge nuts were cradled by his lap, joining them together like a couple of tight grapefruits.

“O-Oh gosh!” Mandy screamed as her body was lowered an inch or so on the thick dick, then quickly raised. “W-Who’s there?!”

She couldn’t bring her head over her shoulders to see me in the doorway. All of her attention was focused on prevailing with the enormous penis splitting her in half, bulging her tummy. Slippery juices splattered and fled down my brother’s shaft, dripping onto his fat, smooth nutpouch. Griffin’s little hands tried desperately to grasp the large ass on top of him—but he couldn’t handle her bouncing flesh, just like he couldn’t handle mine. And believe me, my ass was way bigger than this rail-thin girl’s. It was just that she was a walking giant, so anything
 Griff did put his features to a miniature size, with the exception of his unit.

I studied the scene, lust twinkling in my eyes. My baggy pants were already around my ankles as I closed the door behind me. The strong smell of sex and sweat hadn’t yet cursed this room, but it was coming.

I sauntered across the room to the side of the bed, dragging my hand over Mandy’s bare, bony, sweaty back, tracing my finger up her spine as I moved. “You’re doing so good, girly!” I exclaimed happily. I watched as Mandy recoiled and flexed at my touch, instinctive and frightened.

Beneath her, Griffin spasmed and yelled, “Oh fuck!” as I imagined Mandy tightening her pussy muscles and clenching his cock in a bear-grip.

“Oh nooo!” Mandy screamed, seeing my face pop up in her peripheral vision. “Y-Y-Your sister, Griff!”

It was all she could say. Her head swiveled over to me and she saw that I was bottomless, my toned, muscled legs slightly splayed apart to reveal my hairless, glistening pussy.

Her eyes bulged with shock. Her flushed face was as ripe as a tomato.

“What the fuck?!” she cried. It was only the second curse word she’d espoused, and I was ready for there to be many, many more.

I smiled cruelly at her, my brow arching downward. I watched as Griffin continued to fuck her, pinned down by the girl’s sheer size. His forehead and cheeks were beaded with sweat. His eyes darted over to me and he said, “G-Get out of here, Brooke! What the hell do you think you’re doing?!”

I turned my dark smile on him. “I’m afraid that’s impossible, dear baby brother,” I said. “You’re really giving it to her good, twerp! Swinging that fat ol’ dick right up into her tight little cunt!”

Griffin groaned and clamped his eyes shut, as if that would make me vanish.  

Instead, I hopped onto the bed. The whole frame shook from my weight, and from the constant creaking of the sex happening on top of it.

Mandy moaned as she rode Griffin cowgirl. Her hands were down, triangulated from her body as she pressed down on his little chest and he heaved and struggled to ride the tight bitch.

And I only made things worse for him.

On all fours, I crawled over my brother, right in front of Amanda’s perplexed, confused face. I crawled over him lengthwise and move his arms out of the way so I could plank my body over his.

Mandy whimpered, her chin smacking into my sideboob.

I laughed at her discomfort. Then, I straightened myself and straddled Griffin just like the other girl was doing . . .

And I sat on his face.

I lifted my big meaty thighs, squatted over him so my pussy and asshole were just inches from his face. I could feel the warm, shallow breath wafting up into me, as I’m sure he could smell the lewd juices dripping down my cunt and splattering his face.

Then I plopped my fat ass right on top of his piehole and sat down with a satisfied jiggle of my buttocks.

Griffin’s face was engulfed immediately within my crack, his nose punching up into my pussy while my sweaty asshole fell on his lips. My cheeks had his face framed like two Thanksgiving turkeys, and there was nowhere he could go.

His hands dropped uselessly to his sides as a muffled voice cried out unintelligibly under my bum.

He tried to wiggle his little head, and I appreciated the cute effort, but it had no effect on dislodging me. I had his head pinned under me, and still his hips continued to hop up and down on the bed, fucking the stunned Amanda.

A moment later, I felt Griffin’s tongue eagerly, angrily licking my asshole. It prodded up my shitter and rimmed me and I squealed with utter delight. I shimmied down and forced my ass harder on his face, slamming it down while I putting my hands on the headboard for leverage.

Griffin was getting pounded into the mattress, embedded in the sheets as I bounced on his face and made sure to put him in his place. “There we go, baby brother! Jam that tongue as far up my asshole as you can! Lick my anus clean and nose my puffy pussy! Sniff up that lewd scent and get all those girly juices clogging your nostrils!”

I laughed as I rode his face.

Mandy wasn’t laughing—she was hardly even whimpering anymore, so stunned to see the stepsiblings raucous affair right in front of her. And all while she was impaled on my brother’s huge cock.

I finally lifted myself briefly, then turned around on him.

He had a split second to shout something, saying something like, “Dammit, Brooke, stop fugaaphh mppph!”

Then my asshole was planted back on his head. I swayed my hips to grind down into him.

Now, Mandy could see his tongue working on my front side, slurping and licking my slimy cunt with wet noises. Her mouth fell open as she saw how earnestly he ate me out. She couldn’t see my sphincter on the poor boy’s nose, as it prodded into my dark box and gave me goose bumps, but I sure could feel it!

I leaned forward and smiled at Amanda. She was already bent forward toward me, but she couldn’t afford to lift her hands from Griffin’s chest, lest she sink further down on his cock and get truly speared out.

I could see the slight bulge that Griff’s cock was forcing into her flat tummy, and it turned me on even more. My brother’s face was covered with my fluids and sweat and spit, and there was nothing he could do. Hopefully, he could hardly even breathe.

Griffin’s useless hands finally rose from the bed and clamped onto my hindquarters, clutching my hips and then the sides of my wobbling buttocks so he could tongue my pussy more forcefully.

I yipped, then leaned forward. Amanda did too.

I took her cute little head in both my hands, caressing her face and rubbing her sweaty chin. Then I kissed her on the lips, and her eyes widened even more, bugging out until it looked like they’d pop from their sockets.

She complained at my tongue perusing her sweet mouth, intruding on her lips and tongue, but all that came out from her was a muffled whine.

Her tongue started to flit with mine. Eiffel Towered over my brother lengthwise, we had his body firmly under us—my ass and pussy slamming down onto his cute little face, and Amanda’s pussy gliding down his gargantuan cock.

We were a trifecta of lewd, sweaty bodies, in the shape of a pyramid as me and Mandy made out—much against her will. At first, I had face-raped her with my tongue, but she quickly fell into it and let her lust take over. Before long, her hands were slowly lifting from Griffin’s chest and she grabbed my tank top by both sides.

She pulled inward on my top and my big tits came flopping out. She fondled and caressed my boobs while my white shirt was strung down the middle of my cleavage. She was quite flat-chested, so it was probably nice for her to play with a couple of huge jugs, if not making her a little envious.

When our faces parted, strings of saliva were attached to both of our lips. She had a dazed look in her eyes, her body still bouncing on top of Griffin.

I clenched my pussy muscles around Griff’s tongue and let loose, pissing and cumming at the same time—my bowels giving out. I let out a long, drawn-out breath as I covered my brother’s face in my wet, sloppy orgasm.
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Chapter Six


I
finally rolled off Griffin’s face and saw he was a heaving, red-faced mess. He was completely lathered in my spunk and filth, and was having trouble breathing, eyes wide like he’d just seen the Holy Ghost.

I got off the bed, circled to the back, and grabbed Amanda under both arms.

“W-Wait, whaaat?!” she cried, as I flexed my strong muscles and slowly lifted her off Griffin’s expansive cock. With a wet plop, it came gliding out, wavering in the air before it came toppling down onto his stomach with a loud slap.

“On your knees, little cutie!” I ordered Amanda, hugging her from behind.

Her eyes widened and she kicked out pitifully, but only managed to strike the edge of the bed. Griffin was looking at me like I was crazy, and I definitely felt it.

Standing over Mandy, I forced the leggy girl onto her knees at the foot of the bed. Griffin scooted forward so his legs dangled off, and his slim thighs framed her face. He pushed his cock outward as he noticed what I was attempting.

Amanda was crying, tears rolling down her cheeks, but her gaping pussy told a different story. She was fingering herself now, loud and sloppy sounds coming from her with a wet squelch.

I put my hand on the back of her head and pushed her forward. At the same time, Griffin grappled his cock in both hands, his fingers unable to encircle the girth of his thick shaft, and Mandy was staring straight at the wide-open pisshole, a dabble of precum leaking from the wet tip.

“Open wide, honey! You’ll love it!” I said in a matronly voice, then forced Amanda’s head forward. Her lips bunched up as Griffin’s enormous cockhead pushed against them. I reached down and clamped on her jaw, then pried it apart like she was an alligator.

She whimpered and snotted on herself as she resisted and struggled, but eventually her mouth opened. Wider and wider it went, until it was a yawning maw.

At seeing that gaping jawline, Griffin forced himself forward and sent his cock between her lips. The passage into her gullet was rough, and the poor girl’s lips cracked and split at the widening. The ridged helmet finally pushed past her lips and filled up the inside of her wet facehole.

The cockmeat punched the back of her throat and more snot and spit bubbled down the sides of her mouth. Her eyes rolled aimlessly as I shoved her head hard onto Griffin’s giant slimy cock.

She was throated and impaled, stuck like a pig. Her neck ballooned outward as Griffin’s cock uncomfortably bent to accommodate her clenched throat.

“S-So tight, even tighter than your pussy, Mandy!” he cried out, grinding his teeth together.

Finally, with a little bit of elbow grease and legwork, I had the girl’s face stuck to the end of his cock like a fleshlight. He started to pump his hips as I forced her head forward.

Amanda’s body rocked back and forth as Griffin’s cock glided down her throat, until it hit a blockage and could go no further.

I straddled the girl’s shoulder as I helped her deepthroat my stepbrother’s oversized penis, rubbing my sloppy pussy all over the nape of her neck.

I squeezed on her neck with my thick legs, leg-locking her in place. At the same time, Griffin tightened his skinny thighs around her face, until her cheeks turned red and explosive.

Griffin grunted and continued to use her face as he wanted, all notions of decorum lost. He was forcing as much of his girth down her throat as he could manage, and she would soon pass out.

Before she did, Griffin slammed his cock into her, his butt lifting from the bed. He howled and his cock throbbed, widening her mouth even more.

I could hear the blast of cum as it surged from the balls cradled against her bloated chin. They tightened up against her neckflap, then his heavy, creamy load burst into her mouth. Her eyes roamed wildly until I could only see the bloodshot whites.

A gooey emission of cum roped down her breathing tube. Her nostrils filled with thick spunk and drooled the creamy baby batter until they were clogged from the excessive amount. More cum dribbled out of her mouth in thick rivulets.

She gulped down as much as she could, but there was still a cock stuck down her throat as he facefucked her with rabid violence, forcing his seed deep into her belly.

With throb after throb of his veiny cum-cannon came gout after gout of manly spunk, until it was pouring out of her mouth and streaming down her flat chest and around her mosquito-bite titties. She’d probably never tasted something so salty and creamy and virile before.

Sputtering a final time, I watched as consciousness fled Mandy’s eyes. A strange sound came from her throat as Griffin finished pumping his load down it and yelled, “Y-Yes, drown in my thick gooey cum you hot bitch!”

He couldn’t help himself. The old Griffin was back.

I don’t think Amanda heard his lewd remark, however—she had already passed out. Her hands had fallen away from her pussy, lying limp on the ground, but not before a pool of her own fluids had darkened the carpet underneath her gasping pussy.

I pulled Mandy’s sweaty, limp head off my stepbrother’s cock and held it there while the cum exited her system in vomitous retches.

She threw up, her eyes closed, her tongue dangling. Spunk and spit and yellow fluids rushed out from her mouth and showered the edge of the bed and my brother’s hanging ballsack.

He frowned and said, “Shit, did we kill her?”

I laughed, then let Mandy topple. Letting go of her heavy head, I let the used sexdoll fall forward, then to the side in a heap.

“Nah, she’ll be fine. She’s a strong girl,” I said. Her body was twitching with orgasms that she couldn’t control. She wasn’t truly unconscious, but trapped in a cum-haze that made her brain foggy. I’d been there before, so I knew what it felt like.

And as her body trembled and then twitched with aftershock climaxes, I was envious of the girl.

I grabbed Griffin and manhandled him, taking him by the thighs, cupping my hands underneath them.

“W-Whoa!” he cried. “What the hell, Sis!”

I watched his body somersault backwards on the bed, then I folded him like a lawnchair over himself. His cock was still huge and jutting, but now it smacked against his forehead.

“Go on, take it in your mouth you little bitch!” I cried, tears stinging the corners of my eyes. “Suck on your stupid fat cock and slurp all that cum out, Griff! And then bend me over this bed and rail me like I deserve!”

“Okay, okay, just slow dow-galumph! Gluuug, glack!”

His wet, cum-spattered cockhead entered his opened maw and spread his own lips apart as he resisted by wrestling. He stared up at me with imploring, pathetic eyes, like a little baby who doesn’t get what they want. All the while, his protruding cock was stuck down in his face, proving who was in command here.

My pussy ached and burned with passion. After raping him with his own overgrown penis, I straddled him and rode him cowgirl like Amanda had been doing. Behind us, she was slowly coming back to life, groaning and spitting out rivulets—a viscous mixture of semen and saliva.

She peered up and saw how hard I was riding my younger brother, my ass shaking and hopping on the bed as I jounced on his big cock. I took way more of his hard dick into my cunt than she ever could, and my legs slammed up and down on top of him, moving him and the entire bed.

I was dominant as I fucked him, and loud as I came buckets. He needed no time to recover from his merciless facefucking of his new girlfriend, so I knew he had more seed to give me.

And I’d been waiting so goddamn long for him to plow me again!

“Y-Yes! This is what I’ve been missiiiing!” I wailed, lifting my head high as I laughed.

I tried to mimic Amanda’s gestures on top of him, but with more force and thicker curves and warmer meat. I made sure to cuddle the boy while I rode him—waving my titties in his face so he could lick and slurp and suck on my nipples.

I was giving him everything that Amanda couldn’t . . . a deeper pussy capable of taking his incredible girth; huge tits that waggled and jostled on top of him so he could motorboat them; a heavenly, bouncing ass that completely dwarfed the rest of his pale body.

I wanted to show him how much better I was then this new bitch. How much harder I worked for his baby gravy and how much—

He came inside me within minutes, driving my thoughts wild. My mind reeled as I felt that surge of energy rush through me, that telltale sign of my curling toes. I exploded along with him, and we came together, and I held him in my arms as he emptied his balls inside of me and nearly hilted me on his enormous cock.

When all was said and done, I laid on top of him, my heavy features overwhelming his smaller form. I suffocated him in my breasts and let his hands gently fall on my gigantically wide ass.

I wanted Amanda to see what a real fuck-buddy looks like—what an experienced human ragdoll can look do to their prey.

We were covered in sweat and cum.

Griffin eventually rolled me off of him and I fell onto my back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling with a contented sigh.

My puffy, raw pussy was red and achy from the harsh orgasm and the copious load of ejaculate shoved up there. I was leaking slow-running rivers of cum from my gaping hole.

But I felt better about everything, and before I swam off into my own joyous unconsciousness, I saw Griffin get off the bed and check on his girl . . .

. . . but not before wiping his huge floppy donkey dick on her face, and sputtering a few more quips of cum onto her, drizzling her pretty features in his ravenous spunk.
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THE NEXT MORNING, GRIFFIN
 came into my bedroom as I was still sleeping. I perked up, eyes jerking open.

I was smiling at him, but he had a deep-set frown on his adorable little face.

“Amanda broke up with me today,” he snarled. “Said it was too weird with . . . you involved.”

I blinked rapidly, trying to hide my glee. “Oh? I’m sorry, Griff, I never meant to come between—”

“Save the horseshit, Brooke. I really liked her!”

My features darkened and I scowled. The sleepy smile was erased from my face, and I saw my brother visibly flinch at my new mask.

“I know, honey, and that was the problem. Let this be a lesson to you, Griffin: I
 own you. I
 own your dumb fat cock. Got it? Don’t you try to pull a stunt like that again without my say-so, yeah?”

He gulped, eyes bulging. “Y . . . You.”

I squinted at him, sitting up in my bed, just daring him to say something stupid. I was bigger and stronger than him. Yeah, he had that addicting dick, but I wasn’t opposed to kicking the skinny pipsqueak’s ass.

And he saw that in my glare.

“What? Me, what?” I snapped.

Frowning, he shook his head. “Forget it. Fine.”

I had to stop myself from smirking at him, but I’m sure it caught the corner of my lips.

Now, Griffin had finally seen what I was capable of. What jealousy does to a woman.

It’s either me or no one, Griffy-poo. You stuck that fat cock in crazy, and now crazy is gonna ride you until the sun don’t shine!

His face darkened. I heard a voice call from downstairs: My mom, telling us that breakfast was ready.

“After breakfast, I’d better find you in my room,” he said, his voice grim and seething.

“Oh, what for?” I asked. My eyes blinked happily.

“Your punishment, of course.” His voice was barely more than a whisper. “I’m gonna pin you against the wall and fuck your fat ass into submission, you terrible bitch. I’m gonna rail you so hard, you won’t be able to breathe. I’m gonna break your fat bimbo ass, then I’m gonna paint your whole body with my thick spunk. You’ll be a cum-glazed, cock-crazed, stupid dicksleeve fuck-socket when I’m done with you.”

A slow smile crept up my face. Ugh, a man speaking my language. Finally.

“That’s the spirit, daddy-boy . . .”
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To Be Continued.

Take a look at the next book about the lewd stepsiblings, Brooke and Griffin, here:


Broken By Him (Forbidden Lust Book 8)
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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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If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com.

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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