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Chapter One


N
othing could ever be the same after that fateful night. It had been a long time coming, I felt, but finally, my mom had discovered mine and Griffin’s torrid love affair. Her own daughter and her husband’s son.

Even more alarming, it wasn’t just some cutesy, shy affair with hand-holding, pecking on the lips, slinking off into the night to make out with one another . . . no, our sexual depravity was unearthed on full blast, in the most debasing, raunchy way.

My stepbrother had burst into my room and then climbed onto my bed, after I told him to fuck off. He didn’t listen to me—as he was wont to do—and he proceeded to hop over me and fuck my face with his overgrown cock, shoving the monstrous thing down my gullet as he stood above my sitting form and used me like a cock-sheath. I’d been in the sword-swallowing position, a crazed bimbo with my neck craned back so that the bulge from his violent throatbanging was shown on full display, bloating my neck outward at an alarming rate, while his giant ballsack drooped over my face, cradled in my eye-sockets as he teabagged me.

All I could do while he tried to suffocate me with his mammoth dick was try not to pass out and die. I was busy messing myself, with tendrils of snot and strings of cum and saliva coating my lips and face, his sweaty low-hangers dragging over my wet forehead, my nose sniffing the crease down the center of his huge scrotum. My face had practically been shoved up into his asshole while he held my ballooned neck by both sides, using my head like a living fleshlight, punished my throat, drawing out those lewd, sloppy gacks
 and glucks
 and quacks.


It had been so degrading, and yet my pussy had been firing off on all cylinders, my own dampness leaking out of my swollen cunt lips, lathering my labia folds and thighs.

And then my mom had walked in. Oh, she had knocked, first, and though I tried to answer, I was busy getting smothered and throat-stuffed by my skinny baby stepbrother.

All she must have heard were the disconcerting sounds of my shaking bed, the banging headboard, and my muffled cries for help. She did what any mother would do when she thought her baby girl was in danger—she burst in without thinking.

For a split second, she’d seen the entire debacle: My brother’s slender legs framed over my shoulders, bare and nearly hairless. His huge nuts draped over both sides of my face, with the top half of my head shoved away under his anus and taint. His monstercock breaking open my neck, bulging my esophagus front and center, my slippery mouth absolutely stretched as far as it could go.

Then she had abruptly passed out at the sheer shock to her system and dropped to the floor like a sack of potatoes.

I had cried out, which came out as little more than a gurgle. Griffin had made sure to finish his facefucking and dump his huge load down my throat, into my belly, and all over my face, covering every inch of my dome in lumpy white filth.

Once he’d had his fill, we both jumped over and lifted my mom as if she was a dead body, splitting the weight between us. We brought her to her room, plopped her onto the bed, and waited for her to wake up, hoping she’d have some sort of amnesia and wouldn’t remember anything.

And it seemed to be working, when she came to. I had cleaned up my face and all seemed well . . . we were out of the woods.

. . . but I hadn’t cleaned up well enough. Griffin had painted me so completely that my mom recognized splotches of errant jizz on my face, and dripping onto her own clothes. Horrified, she wondered what was going on, and it was at that moment
 that Griffin decided to stand up from the side of her bed, totally bottomless, and leave the room, shrugging his shoulders, proclaiming, “We tried.”
  

The little fucker!

Griff’s huge flaccid knee-slapper swung while he walked, and together with his ridiculously big balls, the boy’s whole package was on display through the gap in his slender thighs, and my mom received an eyeful of him in all his naked, giant glory.

In hindsight, I think Griffin planned the whole thing. I think he tricked me!

Prior to violating my throat, I had asked where Mom was, knowing she was out. Griffin had said she wouldn’t be back anytime soon. I think he knew
 that she would return home early, and had chosen that moment to defile me. And I had gone along with it, as usual, the hopeless slut that I am.

There was a time when even Griffin tried to hide our salacious affair from my mother and his father. When Mom and Stepdad returned from their Cabo trip—after that first weekend when we discovered our love for all things lewd and vile with each other, and fucked on practically every piece of furniture in the house—we had sworn to secrecy.

We had continued our escapades, but weren’t gallivanting around the house like horny rabbits. Griffin wasn’t walking around bottomless in the middle of the day, or in his overstuffed tighty-whities, which was maybe even worse. He wasn’t trying to put on a show, but rather the opposite—he didn’t want Mimi or Barret to find out about us, either.

We had fucked in secret, like in the locker room of my soccer practice, or at the beach behind rocks, or at other people’s houses in the pool . . . now that I think of it, our affair had become rather public. But we kept it hidden
 from public at the same time.

What changed with him? If he wanted us to finally be discovered, in the lewdest of ways, why now? Why did he stop trying to hide, and why did he have to drag me down to hell with him? Maybe it was because he knew he was going away soon, and he had nothing to lose . . .

It was one thing for my own friends to discover my taboo affair with my brother—stepbrother,
 as I was so quick to point out all the time. Katie, Erika, Vanessa, they all knew about it. Shit, Griffin slaughtered Vanessa’s pussy in front of tens of partiers at our own house, then plopped her on top of me and made himself a pussy sandwich with the both of us a couple days later in the girl’s locker room at school. Katie had gotten her beautiful, slutty face smashed into Griffin’s asshole at the beach, and had been forced to rimjob him while he fucked the life out of me. Hell, even Barret’s Call of Duty friends online knew about us—a few of them skewering my holes as well—and probably countless other randoms from the disgusting videos we’d taken together, and the ambitious gangbang we’d taken part of at Jimmy’s pool.   

That was all embarrassing enough.

But for my own mother
 to find out! That was beyond
 humiliating and shameful! I could just die!
  

Look what had happened to her darling little girl! All grown up and getting gaped right under her roof, my little pussy stretched apart and filled with the manliest, brawniest, most rugged cock of all time! Luckily, she hadn’t seen the behemoth break open my cunt yet, but still. Seeing my mouth
 getting fucked, my face throated, my jaw torn apart at the hinges while Griffin tried to ram every inch of his bitch-breaker down my stork neck, trying to hilt his fuckstick on my lips . . . that was possibly even worse. It made me look like more of a slut, enjoying the way Griffin had simply dipped his hips and squatted over me, cheerily stuffing my maw full of thick cockmeat. It made it look like we were used
 to such depraved, debilitating acts.

And we were, of course. Used to it. We still had plenty of pages of the Kama Sutra
 to work through, but we’d made it a fair way through the book with the absurd positions we’d acted out all the time.

On one hand, I blamed my mom—this was her husband’s son,
 dammit, living in the same house with me! Sure, he was dorky and nerdy and pasty and not my usual type, but what was I supposed to do when I’d discovered he was an overly hung little dom? . . . (I guess not fuck him
 is the correct response.)

My poor mom. Melinda, or Mimi as everyone called her . . . her sweet little mind was probably broken. That image right before she swooned, of her stepson debasing her daughter, it was probably stamped onto her mind like a post-traumatic episode. Would she get flashbacks every time she saw me? Would I notice the cringe and grimace on her face whenever she tried to look me in the eyes, knowing that those same eyes had been blocked and blinded by huge heaving testicles plopped onto them, just a few days before?

Would she ever forgive me?

Doubtful.

But we had to try to continue living, of course. Life went on, and after that night, I didn’t see my mom for a few days. She made sure to escape the house early in the mornings to go do whatever, even before Barret rose and went to work. In fact, we hadn’t seen much of Barret over the past week, either. He’d intermittently been coming home late, either drunk or looking a bit awkward and messed up—ruffled clothes, a clammy face, tousled hair—that sort of thing. These were out of the ordinary things coming from my stepfather, and I started to get suspicious of where he was going every night.

I think Mom did, too, and she tried to shift her focus from Griffin and I—her lost, horny, perverted children—to her own love life.

Some nights, Barret wouldn’t even come home at all. Those were the darkest times, because Griffin tried to continue with our taboo relationship like nothing had ever happened, and I was still feeling squeamish. And worst of all, sometimes I would hear faint, muffled moans and cries as I walked by the closed door to my mom’s room, as if she was furiously masturbating without her husband being home.

God only knew what kinds of things she was thinking about when she rubbed herself raw, but I knew that that was exactly what was happening in her room, behind closed doors. And I couldn’t judge.

I’d barely spoken five words to her since that night, and nearly a week had passed since then. And the first thing I absolutely did not
 want to do was barge in on her angrily fingerblasting herself against the pale glow of the nightlamp next to her bed, with a fat dildo sticking halfway out of her ass or something.

I didn’t want to think of my mom that way—I didn’t want a grotesque image stamped on my brain—
 and that prooobably wasn’t the best way to reconcile our differences and thoughts. Let her flourish in her new sexual awakening—I just hoped she found a new man soon, or got to the bottom of the Barret situation, before it put even more strain on this fucked up family.


So
, I always continued on down the hall, after halting for a split second to hear those stifled howls that sometimes sounded like sobs . . . and went to my room to fall asleep, or into Griffin’s room to get dicked down and fucked silly.

We weren’t in much danger of getting caught anymore, it seemed, because at a certain point, my mom stopped leaving her room late at night, as if she knew that that was when the demons haunted the hallways and succubi ruled the bedrooms. This was a new thing, and I think I understood the logic behind it: She’d already made that
 mistake, once before—romping around the house, opening doors when she shouldn’t, late at night—and look where that had gotten her.

So, Mimi decided to stay behind closed doors once it hit eleven or midnight. Which meant Griffin could skewer me on his huge cock and I could hold in my moans and cover my mouth as my eyes rolled into the back of my head and I squirted fat jizzloads all over the room and he showered me in stinky spunk . . . and all would be well.

So far, we’d only acted out on our base impulses a single time since that fateful night of discovery. We had kept it at low volume, I orgasmed about eight times, and then I twitch-stumbled back to my room like a malfunctioning sex doll and promptly passed out, waking up in my own cruddy juices.

I knew at some point Mom would want to have “the talk.” This wasn’t the “birds and the bees” talk, of course, but rather the more obvious, “You shouldn’t be fucking your brother, Brooke, and you have to stop” talk. I wasn’t looking forward to it, and the way we avoided each other throughout the day, it was clear that neither of us were yet ready for “the talk.”

How would I react? I was prone to quick outbursts and anger when I didn’t get my way, but where did I get that from? Mom. I guess I’m a bit of a spoiled, arrogant bitch, but I try to be a good person.

Falling for my little stepbrother’s titanic cock was not one of my life’s aspirations. It wasn’t who I was—though I was
 quickly becoming nothing more than his cum-dump cock-sock—and it didn’t define me. It definitely isn’t where I saw myself ending up when I’d been a little girl.

So, when Mimi tried to rip Griffin away from me, how would I react? Would I succumb to the pressure, shoulders sagging, and just let it happen? Would I argue until I was blue in the face, and then charge into Griffin’s room and force him to pound me until I was red
 in the face?

I . . . wasn’t sure.

It was a conversation I was dreading. I wanted to put as much time between us and that convo as possible.

Plus, Griffin was going to college in a couple of short months, flying away from me anyway,
 so maybe our wicked sex cult would just crumble automatically?

Ahh, perhaps that
 is what Mom was waiting for! Let our forbidden romance die a natural death—let Griffin escape this wretched household and my thick, squeezing devil-thighs, and be free to bang all those hot college co-eds.

Sitting on my bed, I frowned. I’d been staring at the black screen of my phone in front of my face for God-only-knew how long, until my eyes were blurry. Blinking, I shook my head and sighed, setting my phone down beside me.

How long have I been thinking of all these things? My troubles and woes? I mean . . . it could always be worse, right?

I closed my eyes.

I wasn’t sure if I dozed off or not—it was already relatively late at night, and the house was quiet. But, I heard my door creak, and my eyes slowly opened into slits.

Griffin was standing there in the doorway, parting a curly lock of hair out of his cute face. He was . . . fully clothed, which was perhaps the most surprising thing of all.

The small young man wore a pair of basketball shorts that hid his crotch-mountain pretty well, and a T-shirt. His hands were in front of his stomach as if he was . . . nervous? I couldn’t tell—it was a new emotion on his face that I wasn’t familiar with.

Then again, it wasn’t the first time he’d fixed me with a look of timidity, and in the past I’d always ended up facedown, ass-up, leaking cum out of my yawning pussy like a volcano. So, this could have easily been another one of his sneaky tricks.


He just stood there, frozen, hands clasped in front of his stomach, eyes slightly askance from my face.

“Yes, Brother?” I said with comic formality, tilting my head on my pillow. I crossed my legs one knee over the other, and stretched, until I was almost completely prone on the bed, hands steepled on my stomach just under my tits. I, too, was wearing clothes: tight shorts and a T-shirt.

He opened his mouth but stuttered.

“Are you just gonna stand there, or are you planning on coming in here?” I asked. “And if you do, close the door behind you.”

He sniffed. “I was just, uh.” He scratched the back of his head, then finally looked at my waiting, expectant gaze. “Do you want to watch a movie with me, or something?”

I furrowed my brow. This was new. “Do I . . . what?”


He scoffed, rolling his eyes. “Ugh. Come on. A movie, downstairs. Dressed . . . how we are.”

I raised one eyebrow at him, making the other eye smaller. I was unbelievably suspicious, of course. Griffin simply didn’t like touchy-feely
 things. Watching a movie with me almost sounded . . . cute
 and romantic.
 Ugh!

“Fine,” I found myself saying, if only because I was immensely curious on top of my suspicions. “But don’t you try anything sneaky, baby brother. I know your tricks.”

I groaned and rolled off the bed, then glanced at him.

He smiled innocently at me.


[image: ]


Chapter Two


D
espite what I’d just said about knowing Griff’s tricks, I knew I was in trouble the moment I started following him downstairs.

We set up on the couch, then I got up to make popcorn. I heard Griffin ask me from the living room, “What do you want to watch?”

“You mean I get to pick?” I said back, poking the microwave buttons to get the popcorn poppin’. What I really meant was, Are we
 really going to be watching something, Griff? Does it matter what movie I choose?


He didn’t reply, so I called out, “I hear the live-action Lion King
 came out recently on Amazon. How about that?”

“Sure.”

The popcorn dinged a couple minutes later. I took it out, opened the steaming bag, and poured it into a big plastic bowl. For some reason, when I went to sit down on the couch, my heart was pounding.

This was completely out of our wheelhouse, and I felt out of my element. What was Griffin playing at here? I was used to him being domineering and controlling. To be honest, it’s what I liked about the little freak of nature—the way he could own me, put me in my place, and drive me crazy. It gave my life a whole lotta spice.

Plus, I was a sassy, pompous bitch, or at least I could be, but no matter how much stronger I was than my baby stepbrother, physically, he could always work me over. He had my number, and didn’t mind pushing my buttons.

Sitting two feet apart on the sofa, the bowl of popcorn between us, was a completely new, surreal experience. It was almost like we were girlfriend and boyfriend,
 which was an alarming prospect. Maybe he just wanted to be more of a family? Maybe he had seen how Mom and I weren’t talking, how it affected us, and was trying to be . . . tender?

Or, in all likelihood, maybe this was all a big ploy to do something dastardly with me. I hoped he wasn’t going to try anything, not with Mom in the house—even if she wasn’t going to come downstairs.

As the movie played, I felt awkward and stiff. I glanced over to my right and saw that Griffin wasn’t stiff,
 at least, so that eased me a little. I reached my hand into the bowl of popcorn and accidentally collided with his hand, as we’d attacked the bowl at the exact same time. Goose bumps rose on my skin as Griffin massaged my hand. It was another alarmingly tender moment.

My defenses shutting down, I slowly turned my head to look at him. My face was flush with warmth and color, my eyes big and feeling slightly watery.

He smiled at me, the cute little pale face lighting up. My bigger hand was still in his smaller one, hovering above the popcorn bowl.

Suddenly, still holding my hand, he leaned over the bowl. I found myself gravitating toward his face, even as he puckered his lips. He kissed me then, and I took it in, flitting my tongue with his. His lips were surprisingly soft, his movements deliberate and slow. Griffin wasn’t eager or horny beyond belief, like usual, which meant he slowed down and savored the moment.

So did I.

Somehow, in that moment, I felt as though our purely physical, sexual relationship turned into something more intimate. Were we turning a page in the book of Brooke and Griffin, the two lost and lewd stepsiblings?

He leaned back, a smile still dancing in his eyes. I had a blank, vulnerable expression on my face, like I still wasn’t sure what we were doing. For the first time, I don’t think he knew, either.

Griffin moved the bowl of popcorn out of the way, transferring it to the glass table in front of us. He leaned forward, kissed me again, and when we parted this time, he patted his slender thigh with his hand.

I gulped, glancing down at his bony legs, seeing the noticeable pulsating mound between his thighs. It seemed that embracing me in a passionate kiss had lit a fire under him, just as it had me. I was feeling a twinge of desire in my deepest parts.

Blushing, without thinking, or even being sure what he wanted me to do, I flattened myself on the couch and leaned over, placing my head in his lap—or at least, on his leg.

He seemed to shift his weight under me, getting more comfortable as my noggin fell onto his legs. I was resting with my cheek on his left thigh, looking sideways, outward at the film, but the sounds of the movie were just fluttering by innocuously. My legs were curled up so they could stay on the couch, until I was basically in a fetal position with my head in my stepbrother’s lap.  

All the lights in the living room and kitchen were obviously off. It was completely dark in the downstairs level of the house except for the blue reflective light of the TV.

Griffin’s fingers danced on my neck, parting my hair from my throat and forehead. I shuddered for a moment, but then melted at his soft, warm touch. He was petting me like I was a good girl, and it somehow brought me peace.

“Are you sad I’m going away to college?” he asked me, his voice low and raw.

I tried to clear my throat, but ended up just nodding. For some reason, he’d stolen my words from me. This entire thing was entirely too romantic for my tastes, but I was warming up to it.

“Don’t be,” he said, feeling my head nodding. “Maybe you can come visit me.”

I felt heat underneath my head. The top of my scalp was scrunched down against his package—there was no way to avoid that, as big and ubiquitous as it was. Every few seconds, I felt a thump against my skull, as if it was growing, or he was trying to stop it from growing.

“Where are you going to go?” I asked, my voice uncommonly shy.

“Berkeley.”

I smiled at the TV in front of us, then repositioned myself deeper onto his lap, sort of shimmying my body on the couch to get more comfortable. His hand felt nice on my face, flitting over my skin with barely a touch, like a whisper in my ear. Now, with my head more centered on his lap, I could feel the hot and heavy warmth of his unit much more severely on my cheek, bumping through his basketball shorts.

“That’s a g-good school, UC Berkeley,” I muttered, finding it hard to concentrate on anything but the treasure I was laying on. “I . . . uh, think you’ll do well there.”

“I suppose.”

A moment of silence. Then, I added, “Lots of pretty girls there, I’m sure . . .”

I couldn’t see up into his face, but I could sense the scoff from his body language. He said, “That’s another thing you probably don’t have to worry about.”

I wanted to break into an argument, to say, Oh, come on, Griff! You’re gonna have those sluts eating out of your palm, snorting huge lines of coke off your huge cock in no time at all!


But I didn’t. We’d argued enough, and this newfound peace was highly uplifting and sweet. I wanted to make the most of it.

And yet, it wasn’t Griffin who was forcing me into desire and madness . . . it was my own lustful body. I was wet, now, probably due to all these unforeseen moments. It was uncomfortable between my legs, which were piled one atop the other, bent at the knee. I wiggled my toes in my socks.

We stayed quiet for a moment, with Griffin’s hand just absentmindedly petting my hair and face, slowly, sensually. His oversized manhood hadn’t popped out of his shorts yet, or grown to epic proportions. It seemed stuck at half-mast or whatever state it was in—like he’d controlled it.

I found myself lifting my head off his lap . . .

Gulping, I felt suddenly bashful as my face hovered over him.

He made no sudden movement, didn’t say anything, but stared down at the back of my head.

“P-Pull them down,” I mumbled.

Lifting his little butt off the couch for a moment, he slowly slid his shorts down to his knees, presenting me with his giant cock that flopped between his skinny legs like a thick snake. It reached perfectly down the length of his thighs, veiny and yet smooth and beautiful. There was a slight bump near the base of his meaty shaft, where his huge balls supported the fat cockloaf underneath it, pushing it up.

Abruptly, I plopped my head back down in the same position—cheek on lap—except now there was no velvety clothes separating my skin from his. My cheek was connected with the base of his cock. My sudden faceplant elicited a surprised grunt from my stepbrother, who was obviously astonished that I’d taken the initiative.

I continued watching the movie, but now the manly musk of my brother’s big dick wafted up from his lap and engulfed my nostrils. It smelled clean and washed, and yet it was such a powerful tool that there was no masking that rugged stench, primal and beastly in its nature. The topside of his shaft was warm and beefy, the large organ stretching out past my face. In my peripheral vision, I could see it throbbing, starting to get hard from the proximity of my flushed cheeks.

I stuck my tongue out the side of my mouth and nonchalantly started licking the top of his shaft, right along the corded blue vein that ran down the length of it like a bolt of lightning. The vein thickened from my wet tongue, as did the girth of his pole.

Griffin’s penis became a thick column of hard flesh underneath my face. At first, it had been like lying on a soft pillow, my face making an indentation in his mountainous cock cushion. But now, it was stiff, the length shooting out almost to his knees. The throbbing sensation under my face was starting to fight my face for dominance, as if it wanted to spring up and smack into Griff’s belly, if I’d only lift my head.

But instead, I turned my head downward and started kissing his cock along the shaft, my warm lips pressing on his heated flesh. He still wasn’t completely hard, and I took the opportunity to smother his huge dick with smooches, showing my appreciation and love. His hand still petted my hair, but now it stopped, his fingers digging into my scalp. I heard him let out a high, cute moan, stifled as he tried to hide it.

I smiled, and then he finally gripped a fistful of my hair and started using my head as a toy, as I’d expected him to do from the beginning. I had to remember that I put myself
 in this position, turned on by his tenderness, and I couldn’t blame him for his horny, base proclivities taking over.

Before long, there wouldn’t be much I could do against him . . .

Guiding my head with his hand, pulling the root of my hair—but only slightly, not enough so it hurt—he made me lick the top of his shaft up and down, as if I was shuffling down a cob of corn, or I was text on a typewriter. My head lasered back and forth, my tongue wetting his thick appendage, until it started to lift from his body.

He cupped the back of my head and guided me to the bulbous, shiny helmet of his cockhead. Red and flared, it was starting to drip precum. He serviced his cockshaft with my roaming face for a moment longer, making sure his dick was nice and wet, and then he brought my head to the end of his unit so I was staring right down into that juicy pisshole.

With his lengthening penis at a 45-degree angle from his body, he plopped my head onto the end of his cock, attaching my face to his growing boner like I was the finishing touches of a clown putting on its facemask—the red honking nose; a leech that was made to suck the juices from his dripping cannon. My lips spread and took in the crown of his cock, stretching my jaws uncomfortably.

Using both hands on my poor head, he forced me to throat him, getting deep until my neck was bulging. My eyes also bulged, the wateriness giving way to tears. But they weren’t sad, abused tears. I had wanted this—I had literally asked for it.

I snorted and guffawed on his cock as he controlled my head in his lap. He grunted, and the entire time he fucked my face, his dick was still lifting from his legs, up toward his stomach. It went from 45 degrees to 60, to 75, to nearly a 90-degree angle that went parallel with his flat belly. The entire time his massive cock lifted and grew inside my mouth, my face went along with it, as if the inertia of his own growth was pulling my head along. I went from laying on my cheek on his soft cock-pillow to deepthroating his cum-launcher with lewd, wet noises escaping my mouth.

With one hand he controlled his cock at the base, manning the tower from below so he could guide it up into me. With the other hand, he cupped the back of my head and sort of rolled me around on top of his thick appendage, my eyes closing as I felt the sheer size of his dick invading every inch of my mouth and gullet.

I couldn’t hide the aggressive duck sounds my face was making, but it was starting to alarm me—only because I knew Mom was still in the house!

I’d nearly forgotten about her as I was lost in the moment, but here I was, blowing my brother’s huge exposed dick right on the living room sofa, a movie softly playing in the background but nearly drowned out by my lewd, sloppy cocksucking sounds. And Mimi was somewhere upstairs—hopefully asleep.

After a few more minutes of intense, guided skullfucking, I raised my head from Griffin’s cock, gagging as it pulled out of my mouth. Breathing heavily, I stood from the couch, and my stepbrother just watched me from below, jerking himself with both hands.

I stood in front of the TV, between the glass table and the sofa, but our attention wasn’t on Simba and Nala anymore. We were set on doing some animalistic mating of our own.

I pulled my shorts down and stepped out of them, revealing to my little brother my huge legs and slick pussy. Then I turned around and backed up, straddling myself over Griff’s much skinnier form and slowly lowering my body.

He held his towering cock pointed straight up, as stiff as a steel beam. I let out a shocked sound as my pussy lips spread apart and his cockhead shoved its way into my leaking vagina. My large ass brushed the front of his face as it went down, and then I was shimmying down the length of his oversized erection and letting it fill my bumpy canal.

I held my breath as I dipped down onto his huge dick, my muscles going taut from the sheer weight of the appendage inside me. My hands instinctively went to my belly, where I thought I could feel his cock rummaging around, as if trying to discover what I’d eaten for dinner.

My big round buttocks drooped over the sides of his legs, completely dwarfing him. And yet, I was still hesitant from his fuckrod sinking into me.

As I sat on his lap and impaled myself, I came. My legs trembled. My feet were still on the floor, because I was tall enough to straddle Griffin and still remain standing, but he was pushing down on my hips so he could envelop his entire cock inside my wet pussy. My asscheeks flapped on top of him and he kissed my back.

Then he wrapped his arms around my stomach, pulling me close. I couldn’t lower completely onto his lap without killing myself—my pussy simply wasn’t deep enough. I don’t think there was a cunt on the planet that was deep enough to take the entire length of Griffin’s colossal dick, to the hilt.

But I gave it my all.

Riding him reverse cowgirl, I tried to focus on the movie playing in front of me. I couldn’t of course, as my mind wandered and filled with lewd thoughts and the sounds of my own sloppy pussy churning up the sweaty boy beneath me.

When he hugged me, Griffin pinned my own arms to my sides. I couldn’t move. Immobile and cumming my brains out, he started bucking his hips, thrusting that huge monster inside me, turning me inside out.

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as the feeling of fullness and constant orgasms surged over me. My mouth opened in a silent scream of pure pleasure.

I heard footsteps from the creaking floorboards above. My heart stopped in my chest, then dropped to my swelling stomach as the floorboards of the stairs started to shake the foundations of the house.

Mom was upstairs, up and about, and she was coming down!

I started to freak out, but all that came out from my throat was a squeak. Griffin continued to hold onto my body like he owned me, thrusting up into me and bloating my tummy with every hard stab.

The stairs behind us stopped creaking, and I knew Mimi had reached the lowest level. She was at the bottom of the stairs, probably staring out at us.

“Griffin? Brooke? Is that . . . you? What’s going . . . on?” she called out from behind us, confirming my deepest fear. From where her voice echoed from, it was clear she was standing at the base of the steps, staring at us from behind. She sounded sleepy, but her voice trailed off as it became obvious.

And Griffin wasn’t about to stop fucking me just on the whims of my mother. I already knew that
.

I tried to imagine the view from my mom’s eyes: her two children banging like bunny rabbits, one sitting atop the other. I was taller, and on Griff’s lap, so my head stuck up in front of his, but from her vantage she could see the back of his little head above the back of the sofa, pressed against my spine.

My body jostled, quivered, and I came again. It was a fear-filled orgasm, my body shuddering and trembling, and I couldn’t stop my throat from making a lewd sound.

“Hnngh,” I grunted, trying to keep the bliss inside, but utterly failing. I screwed up my eyes, one of them going wide, the other shrinking, as I tried to hold in the orgasm.

The sofa continued to shake, rattle, and roll. I was vibrating now, my body absolutely humming with orgasmic ecstasy.

“G-Good . . . Lord, you two,” Mimi said, gasping as everything came into clear focus.

We obviously weren’t in our right minds, and we weren’t about to look over our shoulders to see the mortified, awestruck expression on her face. Here she was, trapped in her own house with horny stepfuckers who couldn’t go a day without filling and cumming all over each other.

Grinding my teeth together, Griffin’s expansive dick hit a particularly sweet spot in my expanding pussy, until it felt like he was kissing my womb with the tip of his leaking cockhead.

I let out a shrill cry, then flexed all my muscles, clamping my eyes shut.

Even as my body continued to jiggle on top of him as he jackhammered me from below, I squirted. A cascading jet of cum and clear fluids squeezed out of my pussy and arched in the air, pushed outward toward the TV. My load shot so far and strongly that it actually splattered onto the screen, right onto Simba’s realistic looking face, nearly 10 feet away. 

I moaned, then, and clenched my pussy muscles to keep myself from continuously squirting. It was a single surge of pure juice that shot out of me, and I couldn’t control it.

My mom did a sharp intake and gasped again at the sight—the reflective nature of the TV illuminating my squirted fluids for all to see, before slapping onto the screen with an audible pitter.

Griffin merely chuckled, face still snugly pushed into my back, but continued pumping me from below, hugging me for dear life like I was going to fly away right off his tremendous cock.

“Sweet Jesus, you two need . . . help,” my mom muttered.

I felt so ashamed and embarrassed. It was surreal—I couldn’t believe that we’d not only been caught redhanded, again,
 but that we just continued to fornicate like teenage monkeys. Two grownups that simply couldn’t get enough of each other’s bodies, so much so that we were willing to fuck in front of my own mother if it meant getting off.

We were the worst stepsiblings on the planet, and even worse children.

I heard the stairs creak and it was clear Mom was going back up to try to sleep. But this was just another horrifying memory that would plague her for the rest of her days, I’m sure.

It sort of helped that we didn’t reply to her—acted like nothing was out of the ordinary, even as I was skewered on Griffin’s lap like a sex puppet.

Once she was finally gone, and I heard her door upstairs shut, I finally unclenched my entire body. I deflated in a single heaving breath, and Griffin let out a long, drawn-out moan.

“G-God, you were so freaking tight!” he whispered in my ear. “For like five minutes straight! I’ve never felt anything like that!”

He pumped me hard, then, shaking my body, my huge ass bouncing on top of him. I could feel his bony legs digging into my fleshy cheeks, like he was kneeing a cushion over and over again.

I leaned back and rested the back of my head against the front of his, completely giving myself to him to do as he pleased. My brain wasn’t working, and my face was slack and blank, even as I twitched on top of him.

He struck me with force, I cried, and knotted my hands into fists at my sides. I came again, for the umpteenth time, and this time when I squirted, I let loose and unburdened my bladder, letting it all go.

An avalanche of clear liquids shot out of me, arching again in the air, but in much greater volume than before. Wave after wave of cum and piss and ladyjuices nutted out of my gaping pussy, showering the glass table in front of us, the floor, and finishing on the TV screen. It was like someone had turned on the shower faucet, for a good three seconds, and then quickly shut it off.

But the damage was done, and the entire area in front of us was soaked in my own gravy.

I slowly sagged back and then toppled over to my right, off Griffin’s lap, my tongue lolling. I was in a comatose, humiliated state, on my side with my head on the far arm of the couch.

And Griffin just slid up beside me, lifted my leg like I was a disobeying dog, and started pounding me sideways, his balls sliding along my inner thigh as he dicked me down and forced even more powerful climaxes and damp wetness from my used cunt, until he was well and finished with me, pumping his nasty seed deep inside my cum-doll body.
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Chapter Three


T
he little fuck-goblin that was my stepbrother did me in, but it was my own damned fault. I should have known that anything we tried, no matter how harmless it seemed—like watching a fucking movie about talking lions and hyenas—would devolve into depraved sex and raucous antics. It was just our nature, after sleeping with each other for so long.

The beauty of Griffin’s manhood was that no matter how many times I felt it, it always seemed new.
 It still surprised me, still filled me, and still sent me on an epic quest of orgasm after orgasm. The fact that I’d squirted a gallon of juices out of my lewd cunt, while bouncing on the boy’s lap, only accentuated that point.

We clearly weren’t good at this whole “romance” thing. Our bodies were young and made for one thing: hardcore fucking, our sweaty tight flesh grinding and sliding atop one another, our squeals and gasps of delight drowning out all other thoughts and sounds.

On one hand, it gave me a bit of clarity, making me realize that all we could ever be was physically attracted to one another. On the other hand, that was kind of sad, because I was the type of person who longed for affection; if that couch session taught me anything, it was that I loved to be touched and pampered . . . right before getting pinned and skewered. The tears coming from my eyes when he petted me, then throatfucked me, was proof of all that.

What was more off-putting was that my mother had discovered us, again. And like any good voyeur, she’d made sure to watch us just long enough to get a good pussyblast from me, a fountain of youthful she-jizz and man-spunk flying into the air, before storming off with a scolding proclamation that we “needed help.”

No shit, Mom! Who doesn’t?

It just so happened that all the help
 I needed came in the form of a huge dick slithering inside my warm, greedy cunt.

It’s not my fault that she married a loser who was never around anymore, and that loser brought his hung son over to be part of our family. We welcomed Griffin with open arms, and my mom was no saint! If she thought back on it, we both
 used to pity the poor boy, thinking he was a socially awkward, video-game playing incel who had never had any kind of interaction with anyone besides his video game buddies.

We tried to make him into a contributing member of society—a boy with a future and a life—and I think I’d single-handedly succeeded in that respect. So, you’re welcome, Barret. And Mimi.

And boy, we couldn’t have been more wrong about little Griffin. Our pitying ways clearly backfired on us in the most spectacularly lewd manner. We weren’t special for believing Griffin was anything less than a man, to begin with, and now I was atoning for my sins . . . over and over and over again as he brutalized and violently filled my beaten pussy.

The boy was a sex addict. So was I.

If anything, maybe we needed to go to Sex Addicts Anonymous, but I knew that that would only lead to more lewd poundings behind closed doors, in grimy bathrooms and rotten motels and such.

Did Mimi really want that life for us? I mean, it’s not like Griffin and I were blood related.

Not to mention, Mom had more distracting problems on her hands. What’s more distracting than a woman’s two children banging like gorillas in the mist? Well, her own sex and love life escaping her, of course.

The next couple days after the dreaded sofa night—where our feelings had come pouring out, albeit nonverbally, and then morphed into our usual sex-filled romp—I didn’t see my mother.

I wondered if she had gone completely off the rails and abandoned us, leaving the two “children” to fend for themselves in a house. Didn’t we, like, owe mortgage or something? I mean, it was summer—how were Griffin and I going to pay for this house?! What were we going to do?

My self-pity was . . . well, pitiful, of course. I used to be so self-reliant and dependent, but now I’d become a torn-up couch potato. I was starting to put on a little weight, even, but it only worked to make my huge ass look even fatter, and my thighs wobblier and more appealing to the average man.

And then I discovered, no, Mom hadn’t boarded the crazy train and she hadn’t deserted us.

She’d been on her own mission!
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“YOU SLIMY, ARROGANT
 fuck!”


I could hear my mom’s screech coming from all the way downstairs, near the kitchen, it sounded like. Her shrill voice reverberated off the walls, up the stairs, and down the hall.

I poked my head out of my room, eyes wide. Then I slowly crept down the hall, toward the top of the stairs. I stayed there, then heard the door nearby creak. Griffin came to join me at the staircase, but neither of us descended. We just watched and listened from above, startled looks on our faces.

My mom was giving Barret a proper lashing. She had stormed in through the front door—it was still wide open—holding a skimpy pair of black panties in front of her with two pincer fingers, like it was a small-pox-infested blanket that she was worried might rub off on her.

The assumptions had been going on for quite some time, ever since Barret started acting weird and showing up at all hours of the night, drunk, disheveled, or otherwise unkempt. I had hoped that he simply had lost the plot, so to speak, and was honestly out drinking with his buddies late into the evenings because of some terrible work problem or something.

But I wasn’t naïve enough to believe that to be true.

And now, it seemed that my mom had found cold hard evidence of his shenanigans, and was squeezing it between two white-knuckled fingers, a look of defiance and anger written on her face as plain as day.

Barret walked out of the kitchen, stunned, half of a sandwich in his hand, raised to his slightly parted mouth. He dared not take a bite.

Mimi was descending on him like a hellspawn demon. She stamped through the living room, holding out the panties.

“Really, Barret, in the backseat flap of your car?
 That’s the best you could do? What is this, some TLC office romance movie?”

He stuttered, still shocked out of his wits. “I-I . . . don’t know what that is.”

Mimi shoved the underwear directly in Barret’s face. “It’s lace panties, you twat. I can still smell the perfume on them!”

“You went snooping through my car?”

My mom was nodding viciously. “Because I knew I couldn’t trust you, after you stopped showing up to family dinners, started barging in late at night, drunk, messed up. What the hell happened, Bear?”

Barret scratched the top of his balding head. He pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose, then put the sandwich down on the island behind him. He stared at the woman before him, as if she was a stranger—not the beautiful woman he had married out of love.

And while my mom had partly married Barret for his immense wealth, no doubt, there had always been a sparkle of love in her eyes, too. There was a reason they went on trips to Cabo and traveled all over together—because they had been happy
 together.

At least on the outside.

I found myself leaning forward down the top of the staircase, enraptured, because I was wondering the same thing. What had happened to the happiness they shared? When was the precise moment that Barret had decided to throw it all away? And for what?

Barret sighed. My mom was close to tears, I could tell. She could only play the “mean bitch” for so long before she broke down. She wasn’t a yeller, she was too nice for that. She didn’t like conflict—this was not her nature. But her shrill voice picked up again, when it was clear that Barret wouldn’t answer for his crimes.

“When did I stop being good enough for you?” Mimi asked, then sniffled.

Was Barret going to deny, deny, deny, like a politician caught undermining his constituents?

“You never did, hun,” Barret said, his voice low and broken. “But it’s in my nature to want more.”

Mimi tilted her head, squinting, as if she was having trouble understanding her husband. “You greedy . . . selfish shithead. There’s never enough money, huh? And now, never enough women?”

Barret shrugged. “It’s a flaw—”

“No shit!”

“—I think I need therapy.”

Mimi snorted loudly, scoffing directly in her husband’s face. I found that I
 was close to tears, also, because I didn’t like seeing my mother hurt like this. She was plenty
 of woman for Barret Summers—perhaps too much. Still attractive in her mid-40s, a soft face but large bustling features that I took after: long legs, bright eyes; a sharp mind; a happy, joyous attitude that loved adventure and the finer things in life.

Why had he strayed and cheated on her? Did he just want some back-alley bimbo to fuck his life up, because he thought things were too prim and proper? Did he not believe in monogamy? It sure seemed like it, saying “It’s in my nature to want more.” That’s probably the worst reply from an adulterer ever!


“Who is this woman?” Mimi snapped.

He shook his head.

“Answer me, Barret!”

“Does it matter? It’s no one you know, Mimi. An office romance, like you said. Nothing more.”

My mom guffawed again. “So this really is
 a TLC movie! Goddammit, I can’t believe this.”

Barret was putting his hands out in front of him in surrender. “L-Look, I know you’re angry—”

“ ‘Angry’ doesn’t begin to identify how I feel, husband. I want you out of here.”

“We can make this work!” Barret said, his voice high.

“I don’t want it to work, and neither do you, you cheating rat bastard! You’ve fucked up, and I’m not having it. Get out of my house. I can’t trust you.”

“Mimi,” Barret mumbled. “I bought this house.”

“So get the fuck out of it!”
 Mimi screamed back at him. She obviously wasn’t going to play that game. Not right now.

She threw the panties on the floor in front of him, then turned toward the wide opened front door, where sunlight was basking in from the outside. She gestured toward the door, almost making a sweeping bow for her adulterous husband, to tell him to leave.

“I’ll be back,” Barret said, trying to have some dignity as he walked out. He didn’t sound like the Terminator, though, as he headed for the door with his tail between his legs.

“Don’t bother. I won’t forgive you.”

Barret stopped in front of her. “I’ll be back,” he repeated. “If not for you, then for the kids.”

I furrowed my brow, then glanced over at Griffin. He had a perplexed look on his face also. It was a weird way to exit the house, and I wondered what he’d meant by that.

Like, was he going to try to take . . . Griffin from me?

Oh shit!

I couldn’t let that happen. Or did he simply mean that he would be back, if not for Mimi’s sake, then for the sake of the family, to try to keep us together? That was more likely . . . a metaphorical meaning, rather than a literal one.

I understood where my Mom was coming from, but deep down I thought she was full of shit. Her tendency was to forgive and forget—water under the bridge and all that happy bullshit. It just took her some time to get there, and that’s what Barret needed: time to let Mimi cool down. It would probably happen, eventually, and their relationship wasn’t completely
 in the gutter yet.

Either way, I was pretty sure that neither my mom nor Barret had known we were listening in and watching their argument play out, and now Mimi just stood at the opened door with her hands on her hips, watching him leave. Her shoulders flinched twice, and I thought she was crying, but then she simply sighed.

Shaking her head, she shut the door, then said loudly, “You two can come down now.”

My heart thumping, I recoiled. Okay, so she had
 known we were watching, and she chose to freak out anyway.

I bumbled down the stairs, Griffin following after me. Standing at the bottom, I turned to the kitchen, where mom had walked. My eyebrows arched upward in a sad expression.

“A-Are . . . you okay, Mom?” I asked helplessly.

She shrugged. “I’ll be fine. You know I’m strong, honey,” she said. Her voice was raspy now, probably from yelling, because she wasn’t used to raising her voice.

“Yes you are.”

“Sorry my dad’s such a dirtbag, Mimi,” Griffin said, scratching the back of his neck as he wheeled out from behind me. He seemed embarrassed—secondhand embarrassment at the expense of his father—and it made sense.

Mimi turned around to face us, and to my surprise she had the half of the sandwich that Barret had left behind in her hand. She was eating his food! I wasn’t sure what that was supposed to signify—resistance?

“It’s not your fault, Griffin, I know you’re a . . .” she trailed off, passing it off like she was gulping down some bread. “Good boy.”

I quirked an eyebrow. This was the most Mom had spoken to either of us in about a week, and our unspoken-of escapade on the couch had just happened two nights ago. It was undoubtedly still fresh in her mind, just like mine . . .

Griffin started to blush, which was odd. My mom’s eyes lingered on him for a moment longer, then she went back to her sandwich. Her face was completely normal now, like she had pushed down the emotions she felt, raw in her bones just a moment before. How did she do that? And would they come sprouting back up at the worst time, like during a family dinner, breaking down into tears and such?

“I don’t know about that,” Griffin said in retaliation.

“Fair enough,” Mom replied. After seeing what the hung little freak was capable of, she wasn’t going to argue with him. She still didn’t face us. She leaned forward on the island. Her elbows were down in a similar spot where my big bare ass had been planted a few weeks earlier, while Griffin had his way with me.

“All I can say, hun, is to tell you not
 to do what your father has done. You’re young now, of course, but when you’re older . . . well . . . hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, right?”

She finally faced us, and her eyes were cold, piercing.

Griffin gulped. So did I. She was a bit terrifying, perched over her pilfered sandwich like a hunter, eyes searching our souls, like she could see right through our disguises, directly into our horny, lewd spirits.

Something was going through her mind, and I didn’t like what I was seeing—as if my mom was going to the Dark Side right before my eyes, losing her happiness and love even as she stared at us.

I found myself blushing.

Then Griffin said, “Luckily, Mimi, I’m nothing like my father.”

She squinted at him, studying him. “I’m . . . quite aware, hun.”
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Chapter Four


T
he next day, I was in my bikini by noon, ready to hit the beach. I finally had decided to join my girls at Marine Street, after a few times of flaking. I desperately needed to get out of my house, before it killed me.

To my dismay, when I walked downstairs, Griffin was wandering around in the kitchen. And he was wearing skinny jeans,
 which he’d never worn in his life.

When he heard me bounding down the stairs and turned to face me, I stifled a gasp. His tight jeans left absolutely nothing
 to the imagination, and the result was . . . shocking, to say the least.

The outline of his huge cock ran down his right pant-leg, bulging the fabric, tightly confined by the black denim. It looked like he’d stuffed two blueberry muffins down the front of his pants. The mountain and boulders presenting itself to me were lewd, obscene.

My eyes bugged out, but I quickly recovered. Not quickly enough for him though, as he was smirking at me, noticing my southward glance. Shit, I could even see the outline of his bulbous cockhead
 in the middle of his thigh, standing out more than an inch from his leg.

“I can tell you like what you see,” he said, shifting his weight uncomfortably. He had obviously struggled to fit everything in those little trousers, which gave him absolutely no breathing room. 

It was true, of course. I wanted to walk over and peel those pants down, watch that fat thing flop down on my head like a hammer; feel those nuts smothering my face. But I resisted, refusing to succumb to his wily ways. My horniness could wait—my friends couldn’t.

The sun would only be out for so long. Griffin’s cock would be there forever, as far as I was concerned . . . or at least until the end of summer.

“You’re absurd,” I said, shaking my head. I noticed that my voice was lilting, which wasn’t what I’d planned. I cleared my throat, as if trying to force out phlegm.

He just chuckled, shrugging. “We don’t have to hide anymore, Brooke. Thank God, too, because I was getting tired of it.”

My face grew dark. Yes, Brother, it was clear you were getting tired of it when you forced your cock down my throat and let my mom walk in on us! You’ve schemed this whole thing!


I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction, so I said, “So, we’ve been discovered in our taboo affair, and that’s what made you decide to wear . . . that?”
 I gestured vaguely at his appearance.

He nodded. “Precisely.”

I sighed. “Like I said, Griffin. You’re absurd.”

Then I turned around and sashayed out the door, leaving him there to gawk at my rear-end.

“Pot, meet kettle . . .” I heard him mutter, and then he was heading upstairs.

I stopped in the doorway, eyebrows raised.

Oh . . . because my big ass is sticking out of my bikini bottoms, my tush like two watermelons flossed down the middle with a spaghetti noodle . . . leaving little to the imagination.

Yeah, I guess I deserved that.
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“YOU GUYS, HE STARTED
 wearing skinny jeans,”
 I said, shaking my head on my forearms. I was laying out on my stomach on the towel, head down, butt sizzling. My three girls were beside me, all in the exact same pose as we shot the shit and gossiped in the sand.

It was nice to return to something so inconsequential and innocuous, what with all the cheating and mom finding out about me and Griffin—serious shit of which I didn’t want to think about the repercussions.

“Is that a crime?” Erika asked, turning toward me. She was on my left. Her already-dark face was looking even darker, like a deep butterscotch candy.

So was Katie’s, who was to my right, the diminutive slut resting on her giant funbags, which squeezed out the sides of her bikini top as she laid on them.

“Pics or it didn’t happen,” Katie said, drawing a chuckle from the other girls, including Vanessa to her right.

I sighed, closing my eyes. “You girls are hopeless.”

“We’re not the ones fucking our stepbrother,” Katie replied. “Unfortunately.” More giggles.

I felt my face flushing, so I tried to hide it between my arms.

“He’s making a statement, obviously,” Vanessa said from over her shoulder. I couldn’t see her, but I’m sure her long legs put all of us to shame, and stretched past the entire towel she rested on. The skinny hot skank.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know Griffin better than anyone,” she said, insinuating that she knew him second best,
 which was probably true, because he’d fucked the living hell out of her, too. Somehow, we’d still remained friends—it had been early in mine and Griffin’s relationship.

“So?”

“He lacks confidence in some places . . . and not in others. He’s showing your mom that he doesn’t have to hide anymore. He refuses to.”

“Barret will probably steal him away once he comes back,” I muttered.

“If Mimi lets him,” Katie said. Erika gasped to my left.

My head shot up. “What the hell is that
 supposed to mean?”

Katie propped herself up on her elbows, flicking her blonde hair out of her face. “Well, let me get this straight. Your mom has been working out, ever since your stepdad started acting weird? She saw the dick pic on your phone; she witnessed you and Griffin . . . going at it . . . and hasn’t brought it up again?”

“. . . Yeah.”

Katie plopped her head back down. “And you came here to hang out with us,
 leaving those two . . . alone.”


I scoffed. What an absurd notion! “Don’t be crazy!” I immediately snapped back. I finally saw where she was going with this, and I refused to believe it.

Katie shrugged. “I know a horny, cock-starved person when I see one. They’re easy to spot from a mile away.”

“You’re saying my mom—”


“Hasn’t had a good dicking in way too long, which is why she’s trying to get fit again. She goes to the gym, and your mom is still hot, so she probably relishes in all the eyes gawking at her fat MILF ass and bouncing cougar tits. And she’s finally realizing that she’s had someone right under her nose, this whole time, to . . . service her.”

“Shut up, K,” I blurted out angrily. I was unreasonably pissed, of course, because I knew Katie was just trying to egg me on. As my bestie, she knew how to push my buttons. “My mom’s not a slut like you,” I said, hurtfully. But of course words like that would never hurt Katie.

Nessie and Erika just laughed.

We stayed quiet for a long while. My mind was reeling. Even though I thought Katie was full of shit, I couldn’t stop that nagging suspicion . . .

So I got up abruptly, gathered my things, and left the beach in a hurry.
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IT WAS RIGHT IN FRONT
 of my face the whole time. Yet I was blind to it. I’m such an idiot—a trusting, screwed up idiot.

Those skinny jeans should have been the first sign. Pants like those were obviously never meant to contain such a sizable appendage, which showed in how the fabric rippled against his oversized groin, straining from the massive package hanging from the slender boy. And I had just walked out on that sight, thinking nothing of it.

Not realizing that Griffin hadn’t meant the pants for me!


They had been to show off . . . to Mimi!

As I stormed into my house, frightened and slightly panicked, I could already hear the walls shaking from downstairs. The thudding was loud and the house felt totally stuffy.

I found that I was sweating as I rushed up the stairs, still dressed in my bikini. The shaking walls were now joined by a creaking and squealing . . . the sounds of a bed hopping on its springs.

Voices filled the air, and dread washed over me. They were muffled and restrained, but threatening to explode in rapturous glee—on the verge of becoming shrieks and siren wails.

I hit the top of the stairs and that’s when it all dawned on me—everything made sense: Why hadn’t
 my mom made a bigger deal about Griffin and I fucking?

And why had
 Griffin acted so gallant and virtuous that night on the couch, when we watched a movie innocently enough, even though it turned into a raunchy fuck session and the second time that Mom discovered us humping like bunnies?

Because they were in on it together!
 The conspiracy theory in my mind seemed all too certain, and the shaking walls and giggling cries seemed to confirm my worst fears.

Griffin’s act of innocent, romantic love for me . . . it had been a goodbye
 of sorts! He knew he was going to betray me, and it was only a matter of time until Mimi . . .

I reached her bedroom door in a sprint, where the sounds were coming from.

I didn’t need to put my ear onto the door to hear the furious cacophony—not like when she’d been masturbating in there, trying to hide her sexual needs. This was much different.

And that’s when I heard my mom’s voice, loud and clear, crying out joyously, giddily:

“Oh my God, sweetie, slow down! I can’t handle something so big!”

Slapping sounds filled the air, bounced off the walls. Hot tears were in the corners of my eyes. How could Katie have been right?!

I threw the door open without thinking.

I gasped, my mouth dropping open. My hand flew up to cover my hinged maw, and my stomach fluttered, sending butterflies to the base of my tummy, all the way down to my damp pussy.

Griffin was planted on top of my mother, hips rising and falling in rapid succession. They weren’t under the covers or blankets—they were on top
 of them, as if their urges hadn’t been able to be contained. They were fucking like animals—something I was all too familiar with—and were completely naked.

The first thing I saw was my stepbrother’s huge balls swinging wildly in the air, flying up to smack against his small buttocks before careening down and pummeling my mom’s pussy like a flogging paddle. The sounds were wet and loud, the plap-plap-plap
 of their intercourse ringing out obscenely.

Their backs were to me, but it was obvious they had heard me open the door and gasp.

All I could see was the smaller form of my little stepbrother, mating pressing my poor mother with his skinny legs straddling her wide hips, his body bouncing on top of her huge bustling butt, slamming down into her clogged cunt as he crouched over her.

It was a high-impact dance of fornication, and I was used to feeling
 it, but not seeing
 it! 

I hadn’t seen my mother naked since I was a kid, and besides a few doses of cellulite on her large rump, she looked in her element . . . completely willing and loving and available. Her legs were spread far apart, her flabby thighs wobbling and shaking while Griffin slammed into her.

In fact, she was hugging him, her arms wrapped around his thin waist, bringing him down into her with leverage, so he could dick her down even harder and really
 fuck up her guts.

Despite her saying she couldn’t handle it, almost all of Griffin’s entire massive cock disappeared into that yawning, overfilled pussy. Her labia was red and raw, puffy from all the slapping. I could see her butthole, her asscheeks condensing like a bubble every time Griffin flew down into her.

My eyes were wide with shock and I went dizzy. For a moment, I thought I would pass out and crumple to the ground, just as Mom had when she first witnessed me and Griffin going at it.

I grabbed the edge of the door for balance.

Thwap! Thwap!

Griffin’s low-hanging, swinging sack continued to pelt into her, now clapping against her cheeks and bruising the skin around her asshole.

They were both sweaty, as if they’d been doing this for quite a while.

My mom’s head was thrown back on a pillow, staring up at the sky, and I noticed the wide-opened, gawking expression on her face, as if she couldn’t believe what was happening to her.

I knew that expression well, because it was the same one I’d always displayed when my baby stepbrother filled me with his monstercock. It was hard not to completely clench your muscles—to just give in
 to his overwhelming size.

Your body tended to shock itself into acceptance. You went through stages of pleasure: Denial
 that it would even fit; pain
 from the size of it scoring down into your gaped cunt; acceptance
 once he started moving, that you were just a cock-brimmed pleasure doll for him to use as he wished; pleasure
 at the sheer gravity of his thrusts as his tip punched your womb and stretched your walls, the collision of his horse-nuts against your skin. Love
 at the way he pushed orgasms out of your body.

Based on their sweaty forms mingling together, sliding on top of one another, and their sheer nakedness, I wondered: How long after I left for the beach did Griffin wait before rushing up here to pound my mom? How is this possible? And how much resistance did my mom put up, before succumbing to that huge manhood?


It was like a trainwreck, watching my mother getting pummeled by my baby stepbrother, and of course I couldn’t look away. In fact, because I was such a horny, lewd minx, I was getting resoundingly wet, and I desperately wanted to play with myself.

No. I wanted Griffin for myself. I didn’t want my dainty little fingers inside me . . . I wanted that thick slab of meat to rearrange my insides!

“It feels like a horse is raping me! I can hardly breathe!” Mom wailed. Her head was shaking now, the veins on her neck popping out. My brother’s head was buried between her large tits, smack dab in the middle of her cleavage, pushing the fat flesh-sacks to the sides of her body.

Her entire being was jiggling from the shaking bed and the bouncing boy on top of her. Their inertia was magnetic.

“Say it again, Mimi!” Griffin grunted, his voice muffled as he yelled into her flopping tit-mounds.

“Hnnnngh! Oh God!”

“Say it!”

“You’re so
 much bigger than your father, Griffin! You’re so
 much better! Where did this giant slab c-come from?!” She was breathless now, panting, raving. “O-Oh Jesus, Lord, I can’t stop cummingggg!” Her body trembled with a huge orgasm, toes curling, racking her entire body.

I heard my brother snort with laughter. He popped his head up and licked my mom’s tits, slobbering on her areolas, biting down on her puffy nipples.

How dare he violate my poor mother like this!

He was planked on top of her, butt rising and falling with his violent downward thrusts, giving my mom the ride of her life.

And she fully embraced it—her young stepson and his oversized cock. She was loving every second of it.

Her muffled cries finally broke into a giggling, giddy, high-pitched squeal. Her mind had broken—Griffin had done her in, and it looked like he was only just starting to get into his rhythm. He was fucking her stupid.

Mimi didn’t know what she was in for. She couldn’t know—she’d never had a lover like Griff before.

Suddenly, Griffin’s head whipped around over his shoulder. He was staring right at me, at the horrified look on my face. He simply smiled, that cruel, knowing grin that said I have you right where I want you, big sister!


“Oh, hey, Brooky! I didn’t see you there!”

His body kept moving as he nonchalantly announced me.

My mom’s curdling cry broke. “B-Brooke?! Honey! Noooo!”


Thwap-thwap-thwap
. Those balls were just too damn heavy and cum-filled for my poor mother. She was going to explode—her hairy pussy was already wet and slimy and completely stretched apart by my stepbrother’s enormous cock.

Mimi didn’t know what was in store for her, but as I looked at those startling eyes of my stepbrother, I realized . . . I didn’t know what was in store for us, either . . .
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Chapter Five


S
taring in stupefied fascination at the pummeling Griffin was subjecting my mother to, I had to wonder, How did she go to worshipping his huge cock so fast?!


She had kicked Barret out of the house the day before yesterday. And here she was, getting brutally railed by her husband’s son, enjoying possibly the best sex of her life.

Was it simply to get back at her adulterous husband? To shove it in his face? To prove how much better of a lover his young son was?

I guess being unabashed sluts for big dicks ran in the family, because one thing was clear: We were both spellbound by Griffin’s giant fuckstick.

I couldn’t believe my own mom was doing this with my stepbrother, loudly wailing and kicking her legs in the air as he bore down into her, battering her pussy with his overgrown cockmeat, bruising her 40-year-old flesh with his cum-keg nutsack.

And yet, even with me watching, they showed no signs of slowing down. If anything, they became more unashamed while I watched, with my mom hooking her legs around the boy’s waist, locking him in place, and pulling him closer, urging Griff to hilt his dick inside her, so her pussy lips would smash against his pubis. Of course, it was impossible for him to fit his entire cock inside her, but he did seem to be able to go deeper than he could with me, and he was absolutely giddy because of it.

Griffin reached down and behind him, cupping the wobbling thighs of my mother as they squished him in her tight embrace. Then he pushed up, and Mimi cried out as she was somersaulted upward on the bed.

Her body started to rock backwards, until it looked like she was going to backflip completely, with her legs touching the headboard behind her.

Griffin stopped halfway, until Mom was in an uncomfortable looking position on her shoulders and neck, her naked sweaty legs flailing in the air, and her arms stretched out wide to make her body into a T and give her more balance.

Eyes wide, she watched as Griffin grabbed hold of her ankles near his face, then spread her legs even further apart to squirm in between her.

He had her in a piledriver position, and then started angrily thrusting down into her, dipping his hips to spear my mom’s spewing cunt with his bitch-breaker.

She cried out and pissed herself, a small fountain of lady-nut and fluids spurting out of her pussy and smattering her inner thighs, her asscrack, and her holes. The liquid seeped down the curve of her bubbly ass and continued down her back toward the bedsheets . . .

It was such an intense position that my mom was getting fucked in—I knew from firsthand experience. My eyes were glued to the passionate scene, even as the smell of urine and sweat and semen filled my nose. I blinked dizzyingly, leaning against the frame of the doorway.

My fingers were instinctively rummaging around in my bikini bottoms, bloating them outward as I fingered myself like a madwoman, like the humiliated slut that I was.

I moaned, my voice matching that of my mother’s.

Griffin laughed as he continued to squat over Mimi and ram his gigantic dick inside her, bulging her. “Mimi, it sounds like your daughter is enjoying the show! Can you hear her desperate moans?”

“B-Brooke, nooo!” Mom cried out, her voice a singsong staccato from the way her body constantly jiggled. Her big tits were nearly covering her face, smacked back against her, the flesh-bags jiggling uncontrollably. “G-Go away, honey! Don’t watch thiiiis!”

“No!” I snapped back. “This is your fault!”

I wasn’t making any sense, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t believe my own mom has stolen my stepbrother from me—the last person I’d expected!

Had she been planning this the whole time? What if those panties she’d “found” in Barret’s car were actually her own, and she just wanted an excuse to bang her overhung stepson, after discovering the huge manhood he was sporting?

My conspiracy theories were running rampant in my mind, and I couldn’t think of anything other than sex. The happy chemicals were shooting, drawing me close to orgasm.

At the same time, Mimi came again, a body-racking affair that left her twitching.

“I think she wants to join us!” Griffin called out.

“No!” Mom and I said in unison.

“Ughh! Gahh, fuuuck Griffy, you’re t-too big! Please be gentlerrr!” Mimi added.

Griffin’s little calves flexed, his buttcheeks clenching as he lowered himself into Mimi once more. “N-Not until I dump my fat smelly load deep inside you, Mommy!”

Mimi pulled him closer. With her long arms, she reached out and cupped his bottom, bringing him in. Then one hand slithered between his small dark crack and she stuck a couple of fingers in his asshole.

He yelped, flexing even harder.

“W-Why does my little boy have to be hung like an elephant?!” Mimi wailed.

My eyes bulged. I saw discarded condoms on the floor, near the bed, all stretched and colorful but with no semen inside them, as if they had tried them on but quickly discovered that Mimi didn’t have the adequate size of protection for Griff’s fat member. And rather than forgoing the whole thing, they just went raw and rough.

As Mom fingered his anus, Griffin bared his teeth and growled like a tiger. He unloaded, cock throbbing at the base of her pussy, balls constricting against his own bum. His viscous nutbutter poured down inside her like he was filling up a gas tank with fuel.

The way Mom’s eyes were rolling around aimlessly—and then screwing up and going cross-eyed—tongue flapping around in her opened mouth, she looked woefully addicted to her stepson’s cock.

“Oh my God, hun, stop raging inside my pussyyy! Not inside! You’re gonna make me pregnant!”

But it was clearly too late. He’d already unleashed a tidal wave of jizz inside her, bloating her belly, and was continuing to empty his cum-filled nuts inside her until he was drained.

“You need your hole packed full, Mimi! Maybe it’s time you give us some new siblings!”

My head lurched back at his disgusting comment—it was something I’d never be able to un-hear. He was caught up in the moment, clearly, his little pasty face as red as a tomato.

My knees trembled and I nearly lost my footing as I came from the sight, the splurging wet sounds, and my own sloppy fingerjob.

I found myself sliding down the side of the doorframe, head leaning to the side, until I was planted on my bare buttcheeks on the ground, the wet floss of my bikini bottoms barely even covering my asshole.

I watched Griffin remove his cock from my mom’s gaping pussy with a wet, grotesque suctioning sound. A flood of cum shot out of her and pooled on the bed as he let go of her ankles.

Mimi heavily plopped onto the mattress, the rest of her body—backside, round ass, and heavy legs—flopping onto the level bedsheets with her shoulders and head. Her arms were still outstretched, her feet nearly reaching the foot of the bed, and her big tits wobbled from her heavy breathing and panting. She was furiously flushed and embarrassed looking, and she closed her eyes.

It was over.

Still standing on the bed, Griffin turned to me, an incredibly hungry look in his eyes. My own eyes shot open wider.

It . . . wasn’t over.

Somehow, his leaking, wet, cum-ridden cock was still hard, jutting out from his slender body like a sledgehammer.

I wanted it, but I was also frightened. Abruptly, I went on all fours and started crawling out of the room, though I didn’t know why.

Griffin simply hopped off the bed, done with his conquest of my mother, and jogged over to me.

I only made it a few feet down the hallway until I felt the understrap of my bikini flossing deep into my slit as Griffin yanked on my bottoms. He pulled me back, the tightness of my bikini cutting into my skin, into my vagina, and into my asscrack as he hauled me back toward my mother’s room ass-first.

My hands dragged on the floor, fingernails digging into the hardwood.

I only pretended to resist, because if I’d wanted to I could have easily bucked him off like a raging bull, throwing my ass this way and that. But this was all my own twisted sense of foreplay . . .

And my ass ended up in the air, rather than smacking him aside.

He was spanking me, making me yelp like a little bitch in the doorway of my mom’s room. He had torn my bikini bottoms aside and exposed my asshole and pussy.

His fingers dug into my cunt and anus at the same time, and with my face digging into the floor, squishing the hardness against me, I moaned. I shook my ass for him, my huge cheeks wobbling to and fro.

He laughed and slapped his cock down between my crack, hotdogging me. How could the little stud still be hard? He just unloaded an enormous load inside my mom’s poor blown-up pussy! He reorganized her freaking guts!


But the libido of Griffin Summers could not be stopped. He hoisted my ass higher, then bent down and rammed into me all at once, splitting my pussy apart and drawing out another body-filled moan.

He clapped my cheeks as he squeezed my buttocks with both hands and pounded into me relentlessly. He went from zero to a hundred so damn fast, as if fucking me was just a continuation of the violent sex he’d had with my mother just moments before.

His balls slapped my skin, forcing goose bumps to pop up on my flesh. My whole body rippled in waves from his eager thrusts. My hands tightened into fists, but there was nothing I could do being stuck at the end of his cock.

I felt my knees weakening and thought I’d go flat on the cold wood, so he could lie on top of me and just lazily pound me from above.

This ass-up facedown doggy-style technique was wearing on me, and I came within two minutes of him fucking me.

And he was doing the entire thing right in the doorway, making sure to drag me back there so that my mom could now watch with a petrified look on her face.

“B-Brooke, oh my God! Griffin, be easier on her! You’re hurting her!”

“She loves it, Mimi!” Griffin assured her.

I tried to cry out in agreement, but only stifled wet sounds escaped my throat. My eyes were rolling around just like my mom’s had been.

Except now I found myself trying to escape—trying to make it harder for my stepbrother to punish my pathetic stretched pussy, so loose when it used to be so tight. I was on my hands and knees again, head bent up like a deer that had just finished sipping water at the watering hole.

I was crawling into my mom’s room, my whole body shaking.

But Griffin wouldn’t quit. He had me mounted like a mare, and just kept thrusting and shoving his cock so deep inside me as he followed.

I was cumming and spurting as I moved slowly, dragging him along behind me like a set of rolling luggage, my whole body twitching from the blissful orgasms.

My eyes were shut, my mouth was agape, and Griffin just crouch-walked behind me, keeping his oversized cunt-buster squarely lodged inside my pussy as I scrambled away. Fluids were leaking out of me, trailing on the wooden floor like I was just a stupid sex slug.

My tongue lapped as I made it toward my mom’s bed, where she still lay on her back, watching with a mesmerized expression as her stepson broke her daughter and rode me like a fucking animal.

I reached up, Griffin still attached to my ass. My hands clawed at the bedsheets. I moaned and wept, frothy saliva pouring down my chin.

Mimi reached out to meet me and caressed my face, a pitying look on her lips. She matched my tears with her own, even as I came.

My hands clasped hers, and we held hands together, while Griffin just belted into me, slapping and clapping those huge fucking nuts on my ass while he planked me halfway-on, halfway-off the bed.

The bed was shaking and jostling again, but this time from my own howls and jiggling body.

Griffin hugged me, drawing me against his body, and jackhammered me with amazing speed and ferocity. My prolonged howl sounded like I was crying into a fan, it was so jittery and sharp.

His greedy little fingers slunk under my bikini top and squeezed my fat tits, exposing them so they flopped onto the bed as the top fell away. He pinched my hard nipples.

I drooled. I came, my body seizing with what looked like a medical emergency, but it was really just me releasing my bowels and letting all my lady-juices flow out of my stuffed orifice.

Griffin laughed, climbing onto my ass in a final triumphant thrust. He held his cock inside me, hands coming back down to embed in my big pillowy buttcheeks.

The massive bitch-breaker did its job—it broke me, turning me into a mindless cocksleeve as he dumped his second load deep inside me. If he was aiming to breed us both on the same day, I think he had succeeded, because the pure volume of spunk that launched into my womb felt like a geyser—a torpedo of cum. I thought I’d vomit lumpy spunk, it went so deep.

I screamed from the load inundating me. My mom screamed too as she held my hands in her own, watching her own daughter, her angel, getting mercilessly creampied.

Fucked stupid and dumb, my head plopped down onto the bed, on its side. I felt detached from my own body. I didn’t want to see how much cum was leaking out of me, because I could already feel my own fluids squirting out, sloshing about, and showering Griffin as he laughed and pressed against me, practically lying on top of me.

Eventually, Griffin slapped my ass with a loud clap, eliciting another sharp yip and spurt of cum from me, and then he stood to his full little height. My ass was raised off the edge of the bed, and I only held myself up by my wobbling, tired knees.

He spanked me again, then put his hands on his hips as he surveyed his two conquests, hand-in-hand, mother and daughter, completely fucked to uselessness.

But we had made ourselves useful to his commanding, amazing cock, at least. We both knew it. He knew it.

He sighed contentedly. “Ah, there’s nothing like seeding a thick housewife and her bimbo daughter.”

Then I slowly melted off to sleep.
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AFTER THE INTENSELY
 taboo sex session with my mother and brother, our spirits were lifted. Somehow. It seemed that we went from skirting the issue at hand—the elephant in the room—to embracing it.

We ate dinner together again, smiling and laughing. We enjoyed each other’s company, knowing we all kept a secret that none of us would allow to get out. Our forbidden lust was complete, but others wouldn’t understand.

Mom and I never let Griffin fuck us together . . . at first. It wasn’t like I was pegging my mom or sucking the juices out of my flesh-and-blood parent’s pussy. That wasn’t going to happen.

But our pseudo-incestuous relationship continued, though we didn’t like to call it that.

Barret eventually tried to come back and was denied. I guess I was wrong about my mom forgiving and forgetting, but I don’t think Barret had given it enough time.

Only time would tell if he ever managed to weasel his way back into Mimi’s life. For now, he agreed to let the three of us stay in the house. He had asked Griffin to come live with him in his apartment across town, but Griffin declined.

The young man was happy where he was, of course.

When Barret finally left the house, it came after he had an intense, quiet discussion with my mom—one that neither I nor Griffin overheard. He left with salty tears on his cheeks, head hung low, incredibly embarrassed looking.

I wondered if Mimi had spilled the beans about Barret’s own son sporting a tremendously fat cock that filled her every need—doing something that Barret had never been able to do himself: hitting her deepest spots and making her cum like a mindless 20-year-old slut. Like me.

I liked to think that Mom added insult to injury to the cheating bastard by showing how much of a bitch he was compared to his hung little son. But that could’ve just been wishful thinking.

Eventually, summer was coming to a close, and like a surreal daydream, it seemed that our days of bunny-fucking and cum-guzzling had reached its end.

Griffin was going to fly away from the nest, now, to breed all those fertile young freshmen and sophomore college girls in Berkeley. I was envious of them, but I’d gotten my fill over summer, to say the least. I couldn’t be too jealous—everything had worked out!

Somehow, him fucking my mom had only strengthened our familial bonds, and we were going to let him go, content that we’d done all we could . . . and had a whole lot of fun doing it.

My mom and I were sex-addicted bimbos addicted to my younger brother’s monster horsecock. He had us under his spell. He was the man of the house, no matter how small and cute he seemed. He had a terribly powerful sexual temper, and knew how to unleash all of his fury on us both, before filling our bulging wombs with his thick, fertile seed.

We loved every second of it. 

He’d often go from one room to the other, jouncing us from whatever things we’d been doing—messing around on the phone, makeup, trying on clothes, taking a shower—it didn’t matter. When Giffin barged in, we let go of any prior obligations and let him put us in our place. He manhandled us and turned us into cum-hungry cocksluts. Sex puppets for his everyday use. It made us both feel like queens, even though he treated us like his slaves.

A weird psychology, that.

To think that I used to feel bad
 for the little dork, pitying the socially awkward kid!

And now look how he had flourished!

One night near the end of summer, the three of us around the dinner table to eat my mom’s homemade spaghetti, I wondered after dinner who he would fuck first. Would he barge into my mom’s room while she watched her nighttime TV, pummel her into submission and dominate her older pussy while the walls of the entire house shook uncontrollably? Or would he skewer me on his naughty bitch-breaker first, before subduing Mom and demolishing her?

I was excited to find out.

Griffin came to the dinner table with a smile on his face.

“Why are you so chipper?” Mom asked, reflecting his grin.

He said, “You guys should be happy to hear . . . but I decided to change my school plans, last minute.”

My mom’s face twisted with shock.

Don’t tell me the little fucker is gonna blow off college so he can continue to fuck around with us . . .

Oh my God, what terrible influences we’ve been! He’ll have no future!

. . . not that he needs to do much with a cock like that. Maybe he’ll marry a rich brat and find success that way.

My mind was jumping to a million conclusions. He noticed the slack faces of me and my mother, then recoiled, furrowing his brow.

“Jesus, you guys don’t need to look like someone died.”

“W-What did you do, Griffin?” Mom asked morosely.

He smiled. “I transferred to US San Diego. I’ve decided I’m going to stay here, at least for the quarter.” He waved at us nonchalantly. “Screw Berkeley.”

Our blank looks brightened. Blushing, I turned to Mom and saw that she was looking at me, also blushing. We smiled. Griffin smiled.

We all laughed.

He was still going to college . . . he’d just be closer, to make sure he could continue to service his poor ol’ ma and older sis with good fat dick.

What a sweet brother!

Even though we were under his spell, enslaved to Griffin’s big fat donkey dick, it seemed that he was under our
 spell, too.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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THE END

[image: ]


... or is it?
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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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