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Chapter One


M
y life changed that day, though I’m still not sure if it changed for better or for worse.

My name is Brooke Carson. I’m a 21-year-old college student from San Diego, the greatest city on earth. I currently live with my mom and my stepdad. My mom and pops separated once I finished high school—it had been a long time coming. I commend them for sticking it out for so long, to make sure I made it through high school without too many distractions. There were already enough distractions in my life: boys, sports, school, boys, money, jobs, boys, friends, and boys.

My mom remarried recently, and her new choice of man surprised me, but I guess it makes sense. She wanted to be pampered, for once in her life. The man she married, Barret Summers, is super rich. But his name sounds a lot more badass than he actually is. He’s a hedge fund manager or something—I’m not really sure what he does, to be perfectly honest. He’s kind of short and dorky and pasty, whereas my mom is still hot: long-legged and lean, sporty like me, with a full head of wild blonde hair.

Genetics didn’t pass down Mom’s hair to me—mine’s more dishwater brown, but when I put it like that it sounds a lot worse than it is. I mean, I’m not gonna lie . . . I’m hot. I definitely got that from mama. I also got my big ol’ ass from her, and from staying fit. I play soccer, so my legs are well defined, my thighs are thick as fuck, and I have to keep my big tits scrunched up in a sports bra or else they get in my way while I play.

But let me back up. I’m a junior at San Diego State University. I have lots of good-looking friends and I’ve never had any problems getting boys. In fact, I’m currently seeing the strong safety of the school’s football team—a senior named Micah Timu. He’s kind of a star. He’s also half-Samoan, in case you were wondering where the hell that name came from. He’s big and burly and brown, with a crazy mop of shoulder-length black hair. His idol is Troy Polamalu—he’s always talking about him on a first name basis, like they’re friends. Micah hopes to join the NFL some day and play for the Steelers, just like Troy did.

I’m not sure if Micah and I have a future after college, but he’s fun to be around. Whenever we hang out with his football buddies, I get a kick out of all the dudes ogling my ass and legs all the time. Not to mention, if Micah did
 get drafted into the NFL, I could do a lot worse than being his trophy wife.

I think it’s fair to mention that I’m a bit sassy and sarcastic. I know what I want and I usually get what I want. I guess that’s just the way of the world when you’re attractive. I didn’t make the rules. Don’t hate the player.

Let’s see, who else is worth mentioning? Oh, my three best friends are Erika, Vanessa, and Katie. I’m with them a lot of the time, but I’ll get to them later.

There’s also Griffin, my stepdad’s son. My little stepbrother is like his dad: short and skinny, shy, and nerdy. I don’t converse with Griffin too much, because we don’t have a lot in common. I play sports in the real world, he plays video games with his online friends. I think all of his friends live on the Internet, actually. I’ve never seen him with a girlfriend, and he keeps to himself. He’s in his room a lot. He’s 18, and just finished up high school.

I’m not at the house much. When I’m not hanging out with Micah or my trio of hot bitches, I’m probably playing soccer or working out or doing schoolwork in a coffee shop somewhere. I like to be outside, and I’m pretty damn tan because of it. Surfing is another passion of mine. The beach is a great place to show off my goods while scoping out the goods on all the cute boys, underneath my big ass sunglasses.

Anyway, it was a hot summer day the day my life changed. I don’t think I’m being too dramatic when I put it like that.

I was at my house—well, my mom’s house. I can’t afford to live on my own with all the student loans I have and debt I’m in. My mom is always pestering me to get a day job, since most of my classes are at night. It’s not that I don’t want a job, or I’m lazy—I’m just so busy!

I was at my house with Micah, while my mom and Barret were off doing God knows what. It was the middle of the day, and Micah had to go to football practice soon. My soccer practice was in about an hour, too.

When Micah leaned in and gently kissed my neck, I giggled (I’m a bit ticklish), and told him the facts. “Stop, babe, we’ve both got practice in an hour.”

“So?” he whispered in his deep voice. He nibbled on my earlobe, and my body shivered. I felt his three-day stubble scratch against my cheek. It felt nice. His long, curly black hair mingled with my auburn hair.

I leaned closer to him, running my hand over his corded, veiny forearm. It was rock hard from years of working out. “So it means we can’t fuck. We don’t have time.”

“Last I checked, I didn’t need an hour.”

I chuckled. It wasn’t like Micah to be self-deprecating—he was one of those showy, flashy guys, who could have any girl he wanted because of his big stature and good looks. But he chose me. I guess I should feel lucky? I also guess you could call Micah a “fuckboy,” but he’s always been kind to me, so . . .

“I think my little stepbrother is also here, somewhere,” I said.

Micah furrowed his bushy eyebrows together. “You mean the twerp who never leaves his room? And why do you always call him your “little stepbrother”?”

“Because he is!”

“Yeah, but isn’t he like 18 or something? He’s a man now. A skinny, scrawny, pale ass man . . .”

I chuckled and a smile splayed across Micah’s broad face. I playfully slapped his shoulder. “Don’t be mean.”

“Sorry . . .” he said, trailing off and dipping his head into the nook of my shoulder. One of his big bear paws wrapped around my shoulders, while the other ventured near my swelling tits.

I could tell he was eager—he kept shifting his weight on his butt, and the crotch of his jeans looked strained.

I bit my bottom lip as I glanced at his bulge, then gently put my hand on the top of his leg and ran it up his muscled thigh.

He groaned in my ear, closing his eyes and kissing my neck again. His lips were warm and wet against my neck, and I let out a little sound in my throat.

Then I shook my head and snapped myself out of my daze. I looked at the clock coming from the cable box across the room: it said 3:17 p.m.

I had practice at 4:00.

“N-No,” I said, struggling to keep my cool. I shifted my own weight a little and my knees knocked together. I could feel my juices building up inside me, ready to go . . .

“Come on, Brooke,” he said in his suave tone.

For some reason, his insistence pissed me off. I frowned and pulled myself away from him, making him fall forward a bit on the couch, where my body had just been. His eyes snapped open and I saw a flash of anger in them.

I stood from the couch and pointed at him seriously. “You have practice, babe. So do I, in less than 45 minutes. And I still have to take a shower.”

The angry look vanished from his face and was replaced with a resigned frown. He sighed heavily. “Gah, fine. I guess you’re right.”

“I’m always right.”

That made a little half-smile flicker on his face. “Of course you are, babe.”

I leaned toward him, putting my hands on his knees and pumping my ass out. He looked up at me from the couch, his big hands grabbing my wide hips.

I closed my eyes and kissed him on the lips, opening my mouth so our tongues could swirl together.

I wore loose-fitting little booty shorts that barely went halfway down my thick thighs. His hands started to venture down my hips, ruffling my shorts, and I pulled away from him before his fingers touched my skin and made me any friskier.

“Tonight,” I told him in a low purr. “I promise.”

He smiled. “Good.” Then he groaned as he got up from the couch. He towered over me—I was 5’8”, which isn’t short by any means for a girl, but he was still a head taller than me. I think Micah was 6’5”.

We pecked lips one more time, then he left the house.

I headed upstairs to take my shower.
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Chapter Two


M
y room was on the second level of the house, across the hall from my stepbrother’s. Around the corner and further down the hall was my mom and stepdad’s room. The bathroom was near my brother’s room. As I passed his door, I noticed it was slightly ajar, but I didn’t think anything of it.

I think my thoughts were too mixed up with thoughts of Micah and soccer.

The door to the bathroom was closed.

I opened it anyway, absentminded and with my head down.

When I looked up, my eyes immediately widened and I let out a yelp.

The toilet was across the way, adjacent to the shower, so at first I only got a profile shot—but I’ll never forget it.

My stepbrother, Griffin, was standing at the toilet, going pee.

I had to double take to make sure I was seeing correctly.

He had on a short sleeve t-shirt that went down to his hips, and his pants were slightly lowered, showing his pale, thin thighs.

He was short—at least three inches shorter than me—and kind of cute in a dainty, feminine way.

But what he held in his hand made me reevaluate everything I’d ever known about my baby stepbrother.

Protruding down from his slender, dainty fingers was a huge slab of flesh—a monolithic log of cockmeat. It was too thick for his little hand to close around, even though it was soft. His cock probably fell a good six inches down his leg, curving like a banana as it draped over a pair of heaving testicles. A heavy flow of piss streamed out of his giant, bell-shaped cockhead. His huge firehose hung down toward his knees, and he angled it with a single hand at the base of the thick member.

I noticed all of this in less than a second.

As soon as I opened the door and saw the monster between my little stepbrother’s legs, I cried out in shock and his head whipped around.

His eyes were wide with sudden shock, and he cut off his flow of urine and spun toward me. As Griffin turned, the thing between his legs seemed to sway in slow motion, wagging in a wide arc and then slapping heavily against his skinny thigh. I saw a good shot of his nutsack: his balls were absolutely enormous, barely fitting between his thin legs. They dangled incredibly low, and jumped around as his cock swung to face me.

He tried putting both of his small hands over his crotch, to cover himself, and I almost burst out laughing.


There’s no way those delicate little hands could hide that behemoth!
 I thought.

“B-Brooke!” Griffin yelled in an embarrassed, high-pitched voice.

My eyes shot up from his nether regions and I must have had a dazed look in my eyes, because he just stared at me angrily.

“Ever heard of knocking, sis?! And close your mouth—you’ll catch flies!”

I snapped my jaw shut—I hadn’t even realized my mouth had dropped open. I felt my face grow remarkably hot as I blushed a deep hue of red. “O-Oh, Griff, I’m sorry!” I managed to squeak.

But I still just stood there in the doorway, petrified and awed—amazed at what my baby stepbrother had been hiding between his legs.

It might have been bigger soft than Micah’s was hard! And Micah was probably a foot taller than this kid.

Griffin’s cock was so damn rugged and manly—it didn’t look like it fit his adolescent-like body whatsoever.

Is that where all of his growth went?!

“Brooke, do you mind?!” Griffin asked when I still hadn’t budged.

“Oh, right! Yeah. S-Sorry!” I blushed an even deeper color and then spun on my heels, quickly exiting the bathroom and slamming the door shut.

I stood like a scared mime against the door, my arms spread wide, my heart racing a million miles a minute. My nipples were hard and poking painfully against my sports bra.

Somehow just the sight of that thing had gotten my adrenaline going like crazy. It was like I was in the middle of a game and was pressing forward to score the winning goal . . .

I shook my head, trying to clear my brain of its lurid, blistering thoughts.

I guess I wouldn’t be taking a shower after all. There was no time before practice now.
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I ALMOST GOT INTO TWO
 car crashes on the way to practice, I was so distracted. My whole world had been turned upside-down.

The entire ride to campus I just kept wondering how I had never noticed the heat that Griffin was packing. I guess I never paid him enough attention?

Even at practice, I played like shit. My friend Vanessa came up to me at one point and took me by the shoulder.

“Girl, what’s wrong with you? You should’ve totally had that block,” she said.

Vanessa was tall like me—actually she was 5’10”—but more slender and gangly. She had well-muscled thighs and legs, but she didn’t possess the thickness that I did. I mean, when I said my ass was big earlier, I wasn’t lying: I had a Grade-A badonkadonk. It was huge and round and bubbly. My butt barely fit into my little jersey shorts—the bottom curve of my cheeks tended to show when I ran hard—and I wore a size two sizes too big!

Vanessa didn’t have that problem, and her tits were much smaller than mine, but she was still beautiful. She had the high cheekbones of some Eastern European descent, a pointy chin, and a cute little button nose. Her brown hair was like mine, not too glamorous, and it was braided in a thick cord down her back. 

“Brooke?”

“Sorry, Nessie,” I said. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me today. You’re right, I should’ve had that block.”

I played a roving defensive position, and was usually all over the field. But today I couldn’t get it together, for reasons that were still baffling me. I’d let some bitch dribble right around me, and she actually managed to go through
 my legs, which was doubly embarrassing.

“Well, get your head out of your ass and get it together, babygirl!” Nessie said, slapping me on the shoulder. Then she ran off to join the other forwards on the team. 

But I couldn’t get it together all at all. The two-hour practice was the longest two hours of my life . . .

The sight of Griffin’s unexpectedly huge cock kept playing over in my mind.

Random thoughts kept popping up like weeds: Does he know how to use that ridiculous thing? Have any other girls ever seen it? I’m sure he’d scare them all away . . . maybe that’s why I never see him with anyone?


Maybe he’s gay?!

The more I kept thinking about Griffin, the hotter I felt myself getting.

This was not good, feeling horny and aroused on the soccer field.

By the end of the practice, I realized I was soaking wet. And it wasn’t from a sweaty workout, or overexertion on the field.

I kept trying to shake the torrid thoughts out of my head, but they wouldn’t leave me.

After practice, Vanessa asked if I wanted to hang out with her and Katie and Erika.

I declined, giving some stupid excuse, when all I really wanted to do was go home and take a nice, long bath.

Shit! What about Micah? I promised him.

But what I really needed was to soak for a while and relax.

I needed to wash away these sinful thoughts, before they overtook me completely . . .
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Chapter Three


I
felt utterly lost. I wasn’t supposed to feel this way. I was well adjusted and usually had my shit together.

On the ride home from practice, another thought came to my mind: Does my stepdad possess the same monstrosity that his son does? Is Mom over here getting railed by a giant dong every night, while I naively thought that she had just married him for his fat wallet?


The mental image that automatically played in my mind made me snarl my face in a grimace.

Eww, gross.

That was a thought I hoped to never revisit.

I really wanted to tell someone about my discovery, but I knew I couldn’t. This was some taboo shit. And I still couldn’t pinpoint my feelings—my hormones were on a rollercoaster, riding through me with impunity.


It’s not a big deal, Brooke,
 I told myself as I parked in the garage of the house. Damn, I might actually have to look at Griffin’s face again, pretty soon. Like over dinner or something.


I kept repeating that mantra to myself, to keep myself from hyperventilating: It’s not a big deal, Brooke. It’s not a big deal. It’s just a dick. It’s just a huge . . . throbbing . . . oversized cock . . . that doesn’t belong anywhere
 near my brother! Ahhh!


I couldn’t even imagine what that thing would look like hard!

Hard?

I can’t believe I’m obsessing over my baby stepbrother like this!

My internal thoughts were screaming at me.

That does it. Bath time.

I desperately needed to rub one out. There’s no shame in my game.

When I got into the house, I could hear activity going on in the kitchen, which was near the living room on the first floor.

I started rushing up the stairs, taking them two at a time, when my mom appeared below me like an apparition.

“Honey, is that you?” the voice called, before her face appeared.

I could tell I still looked overheated and surly, like I’d just run a marathon. Luckily, I could chalk it up to soccer practice.

“Hi, Mom,” I said shakily, my hand hovering on the railing of the staircase.

She smiled up at me. She had a big, bright smile, and lovely blue eyes. Her hair was framed in a big poof around her head—I did get the ocean blue eyes from my mother, but why hadn’t I gotten that hair!

My mother, Mima, aka Melinda Summers (she changed her last name to match her new husband’s name: Barret Summers), still looked to be in her prime, without hardly any wrinkles, despite being 50 years old. She also could always tell when something was wrong with her little girl. It’s what mothers do, I suppose.

Her face screwed up, and she said, “Hun, is something the matter? You look flushed.”

“I’m just beat from practice,” I said lamely.

Her eyes closed a little bit, becoming slits in her face, as if she was trying to determine if I was lying or not. She probably knew I was, but she didn’t press the issue. She shrugged, then said, “Where are you going in such a hurry?”

“I need to take a bath, Mom, I’m filthy.” Boy, was that the truth. In more ways than one!
 I wanted to scream.

She chuckled, a light, airy sound that usually brought a smile to my face, too. But not right now.

“Mimi, I need your help! I’m about to burn the whole fucking house down!” a voice called from the kitchen. It was my stepdad, who was obviously no Master Chef. I assumed he’d always had butlers or something to oversee his every need.

Mom’s head turned toward the kitchen. “Bear, language!” she cried.

“Sorry, but I could really use you in here!”

I frowned. “I really wish you wouldn’t call him that,” I said in a low voice, referring to the nomenclature my mom used for her husband: Bear, instead of Barret. It gave me terrible mental images of hairy bikers blowing each other. Don’t ask. It was a porno I accidentally saw one time.

Mom put her hands on her hips and smiled at me haughtily, like she was proud of something I wasn’t privy to.


Shit, maybe Barret
 does have a log in his pants like Griffin! Ahh!


“Tough tushy,” she said, holding that arrogant smile. She turned to rejoin her husband in the kitchen, but before she did, she said, “Dinner will be ready in 30 minutes. Don’t take too long of a bath.”

“Okay, Mom.”

I hurried up the rest of the stairs and stopped at the top. I hadn’t even thought to ask her if Griffin was home . . .

Then again, wouldn’t that have been suspicious? I never gave a shit about Griffin’s whereabouts, so why would I start now?

Not to mention, judging by his closed door, of course he was home! He was always home!

As I tiptoed by his room—the floors were carpeted, thankfully—I could hear him laughing and talking loudly. I assumed he was speaking with his online buddies, playing Call of Duty or Battlefield or whatever he played. Every so often I heard the telltale explosion and gunfire, which confirmed my belief.

I rushed into the bathroom and closed the door.

I peeled out of my sticky clothes, starting with my shirt and sports bra. I ran the water into the bathtub and made sure it was hot enough to scold any naughty thoughts from my brain.

I stared at myself in the mirror above the sink before taking off my jersey shorts and panties. My skin was bronzed from a whole lotta sun—it had been a good summer for sunbathing. My stomach was flat and toned, with the hint of a six-pack showing. My arms were thin but muscled when I flexed. My tits were plump, perfectly round and perky, and slightly paler than the rest of my skin. They nearly pressed together even without the sports bra on, and my little nips were hard again.


Ugh,
 I thought.

Then I took my shorts off, letting my fat ass bust out of its confines, and struck a side-view pose in the mirror. It was like a shelf, creating almost a 90-degree angle from where my back ended and my butt began. You could rest a beer on my curvaceous bum.

Anyway, I hopped out of my panties, which were thin little strips that didn’t cover my asscheeks at all (I didn’t want that panty-line look when I played soccer).

I noticed a sweet smell as I crumpled the panties and threw them in the corner of the room, and realized they were damp.

The mirror started fogging up from the hot bath, clouding my view of myself, so I sighed and turned away.

I gently lowered myself into the bathtub, wincing at the heat, and turned off the water when it was about halfway full. The water stopped about halfway up my tits.

The water was nice and hot and exactly what I needed.

Leaning back against the wall, I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly.

I don’t know how long I slept, or if I slept at all, but at some point I heard the doorknob of the bathroom creaking open.

Before I could open my eyes and yell out, “Occupied!” the door was opening.

My eyes widened and I made an arm-bar over my tits and squished them against my body, covering my nipples.

I faced the door and saw Griffin’s little head pop in unknowingly.

He saw me sitting in the tub, naked and afraid, covering myself, and stopped before he took two steps into the room.

“Ah, shit. Sorry, sis,” he said, looking away and making a point to cover his eyes.

For some reason, I suddenly didn’t want him calling me “sis” anymore. It sounded . . . incestuous, somehow, after what I’d seen earlier that day.

My eyelids went from sleepy and heavy to attentive in a split second. They automatically focused between his legs, but he wore some baggy pajama bottoms and they didn’t give much away. I thought I saw the hint of a bulge running down his left leg, though, but I couldn’t be sure.

I did my spying while his face was turned and his hand was over his eyes, so he didn’t notice.

I felt even dirtier than I had before my bath.

“I guess this is apropos,” he said with a little chuckle, after I hadn’t responded to his intrusion. He still didn’t face me.

I don’t know why, but I felt a flash of anger that he didn’t gaze upon me. Look at my glorious curves and tanned skin, boy! My ample bosom and hourglass figure!


“What?” I said, not sure what I was responding to.

He chuckled again, embarrassed. “I mean, you walked in on me, I walk in on you. An eye for an eye, that sort of thing.”

“Oh, right.”

I could tell he was on edge. He was probably surprised that I wasn’t screaming at him by now.

And so was I.

What was wrong
 with me?

“Sorry again, sis,” he said, turning around to leave the bathroom.

“Wait,” I found myself calling out.

He paused and slowly lowered his hand from his face. His eyebrows were knotted together in confusion. “What?”

“Close the door.”

He did.

“Number one or two?” I asked.

His head tilted in even more confusion.

“Do you have to go one or two?” I clarified.

“Uh . . . one.”

My mind wandered. Without even thinking, or trying to respond, my mouth said the words before I could stop them. “Well, if it’s just that, uh . . . I don’t mind. I mean, it doesn’t have to be weird. I might be a while and I know how achy it can get holding it in . . .”


What the
 fuck?! my mind screamed at me.

Griffin was clearly as flabbergasted as I was. When his hand moved completely away from his face, his little mouth was in an O. He actually looked pretty damn cute.

I had no idea how he would respond. Would he chastise me? Would he tell his dad and my mom what I’d said? Oh God, I feel so dirty!


To my amazement, he said nothing.

He simply gave me a little shrug and walked toward the toilet. The toilet was situated directly adjacent to the bathtub.

When he stood over the toilet, he was less than three feet from me.

He looked down on me with a concerned look on his face, but I wasn’t looking at his
 face. My eyes were occupied elsewhere—namely, his pajama bottoms.

He slowly lowered his baggy pants.

My eyes glanced to his face and I thought I saw the shadow of an arrogant smirk flash across his fine features.

I stretched my legs out in the water, feeling the heat rise in me—but the heat had nothing to do with the water temperature this time. I could feel my juices flowing again, begging to be released.

He reached into his drawers, and it actually seemed like he was struggling to unleash what was inside.

Then he hoisted his fat, floppy cock over his waistband and let it drop down between his legs. It fell heavily against his pajama bottoms, drooping far down toward the toilet.

I think I made a little sound in my throat as my eyes were drawn to that giant slab of meat once again.

He could clearly see the twinkle in my eye—the lustful expression that had overtaken my face.

I was entranced—completely awed by my little stepbrother’s colossal cock.

“J-Jesus Christ,” I found myself saying under my breath.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it, even as a large stream of piss started flooding out of his monster cockhead.

I don’t even know if I could fit the head of that beast in the palm of my hand!

My hands were no longer covering my nipples, and I saw my stepbrother was staring down at me, seeing my big tits for the first time in his life (that I knew of). His face was similarly entranced.

My hands snuck down into the water and I plunged two fingers into my aching pussy. I felt my warmness and curved my fingers up, immediately reaching for my G-spot.

“It’s so . . . so fucking big,” I found myself uttering. I couldn’t help myself. My mouth had fallen open. Drool was building up at the corners of my full, luscious lips.

The splash that his piss made sounded like heavy rainfall. I’d never heard a healthier flow of urine before.

I fingered myself with urgent fury, making splashes and waves in the bathtub. The water rocked back and forth, cresting over my tits, but I couldn’t be bothered.

“You like my big fat dick, don’t you?” he said in a small, low voice. I’d never heard my stepbrother talk like that.

It made me even hotter.

And he knew I couldn’t lie.

“Y-Yes. It’s absurd,” I said. “How could someone so small and skinny and innocent looking be so fucking hung?”

He snickered. “You want this hefty loaf of cock, huh?”

I stifled a moan as a twinge of sensation shot through my body, stemming from my feverish masturbation.

I couldn’t respond, for fear of mingling my words, so I simply nodded to my little brother.

“I always knew you were a little slut,” he said. His voice was calm and collected, and it hadn’t raised a single iota in volume.

I gulped.

“And what about your big boy toy?” he asked.

“W-What about him?”

“Am I bigger than him? Than your star football player?”

I nodded. “Way.”

He smiled devilishly.

Wow. In the few years I’d known Griffin, I’d never known him to have this mean streak—this domination fantasy that he seemed to be evoking. He’d always been the quiet, reserved, cute boy in the background. I always had thought that everything about him seemed so . . . feminine.


God, I couldn’t have been more wrong! 

Was he compensating for his own nervousness, or was this really what he was like?

His pee was coming out in a trickle now. He wagged his thick log in his small hand, making it jerk and sputter piss.

My eyes widened a bit, again, at seeing it move so lewdly in his grasp.

“Do . . . Do you want to join me in here?” I asked suddenly.

He scoffed. “With mom and dad downstairs? Are you crazy? You horny little minx. Dinner’s gonna be ready any minute.”

I frowned. Or pouted. I’m not sure. I was dazed.

But I did notice that he hadn’t given me a straight “no” as an answer, so it wasn’t out of the question. He’d simply given me a reason why it wasn’t a good idea, at the moment
. 

I thought for a second that maybe he was a shower, not a grower. Even if this was how big he was hard, it was still bigger than Micah’s.

My boyfriend, despite being a big, buff football player, and half-Samoan, didn’t have a huge dick. It was slightly bigger than average, I think, probably five and a half or six inches hard.

To be honest, it actually looked kind of small on him, since the rest of him was so big.

But Griffin was the opposite. Everything else about him was so cutesy and fine, with the exception of his extraordinary manhood. 

He stuffed his cock back in his pajama pants, and I think I actually huffed in disappointment.

“Good talk, sis,” he said, leaving me to finger myself in silence, with only the noise of the sloshing bath water to drown out my horny thoughts.

I came less than a minute later, pointing my feet out and curling my toes.

I let out a single, high cry as I felt orgasmic rapture rush over me, and my body constricted and all my muscles clenched.

Then it was done, and the water slowly came to a standstill.

I panted and heaved, letting my arm fall over the side of the bathtub.

The writing on the wall was clear, and I couldn’t deny it:

I wanted to fuck my stepbrother.

No, I needed
 to fuck him.
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Chapter Four


M
om and Barret dropped a bombshell during dinner.

The four of us sat around the dining table, a round, oak thing that was probably built circa 1800—a “vintage,” she had called it.

I sat across from Griffin, eating my homemade spaghetti and meatballs without looking up a single time, refusing to meet his eyes. Mom sat across from my stepdad, daintily twirling her fork around the strands of spaghetti noodles.

I shoveled my food in my face, barely stopping long enough to breathe. I was famished from soccer, cumming in the bath, and probably from my overexerted mind.

“Oh, kids,” Mom began, setting her fork down. “Bear and I—ahem, Barret,
” she clarified with a smile, flashing a glance at me that I didn’t notice because my head was down. “We’re going on a little vacay over the weekend. We’re going to Cabo.”

I nearly choked on my noodles. I finished swallowing and looked over at her, shocked. “The weekend starts tomorrow.”

“I know,” she said with a little giggle, parting her cherry red lips. “It was a bit spur of the moment.”

“I’d say,” I said offhandedly, returning to my food.

Her giggle vanished and turned into a frown. “Is there something you’d like to say, young lady? I don’t appreciate your tone. Me and your stepfather deserve this. He’s been working so
 hard, haven’t you, honey?”

She picked up her fork and started pushing around her food again.

Barret chuckled, pushing his glasses up his big nose. His hairline was receding and he really wasn’t handsome at all, in my opinion, but that could’ve been because I was in a bitchy mood, for some reason. Probably because I didn’t trust myself anymore.

And it didn’t help that when I glanced across the table, I saw a little smirk on Griffin’s face, and I just wanted to scream, “Wipe that smirk off your little mug, you well-hung bastard!”

But I didn’t, of course.

Instead, I threw my ire at Barret, and felt immediately shitty for doing it. “Oh, I’m sure he’s been working hard,” I said with a snooty tone. I looked over at him with a stern expression. “What is it you do again, step-pappy?”

“Okay, that’s it, Brooke,” Mom said, “I think you should go to your room, if you can’t act nice.”

“I’m 21, Mom,” I said calmly.

She flushed, clearly exasperated with me, and I couldn’t blame her. “Well, what the hell is wrong with you?”

“Honey, it’s fine,” Barret said, ever the indulgent mediator. His palms were forward in a surrendering motion, trying to calm my mother and I down.

He folded his hands together in a steeple on the table next to his plate. “I help startup companies get off the ground, honey,” he told me slowly, like he was scolding a child. “When they get rich, they make me rich, in turn.”

“Ah, very specific,” I said, my temper rising again.

He shrugged and went back to his food. He’d tried.

Mom sort of growled and also went back to her plate, attacking her spaghetti more earnestly this time.

A few minutes passed, which allowed me to simmer. 

I sighed. “I’m sorry,” I said at last, taking a deep breath.

“Not a problem,” Barret said cheerily.

I got up from the table, finished with my food before everyone else—by a long shot. “I’m going over to Micah’s,” I said to the table

“What?” Griffin said, his face shooting up to meet my eyes. He spoke a little too quickly, and that was the first word he’d said during the entire meal.

I put my hands on my hips. “Oh, I’m sorry, little brother.
 I didn’t know I needed your permission to leave,” I spat.

Griffin’s eyes narrowed. “Well, this isn’t an airport. You don’t have to announce your departure.”

Mom chuckled. “Ha! That was a good one, Griff. I’ll have to remember that.”

I huffed and turned around, eager to leave the house.

I’m not sure why I was so keen to leave the house, when what I really wanted was sitting across from me, resting like a sleeping giant between that little heathen’s legs.
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I BARELY LET OUT A
 sound as Micah’s penis dipped inside of me.

I’m not sure if he could tell something was wrong—that my mind was elsewhere.

Luckily, his room was dark.

He lived with two football buddies, but made sure that they were gone from the condo when I arrived.

I hadn’t bothered to dress up nicely. It’s not like we were going anywhere, or doing anything besides fucking.

I was on my back on his bed, as still as a manikin, in the classic missionary position. He grunted on top of me as his cock plunged into my pussy. I could feel his hairy arms and stomach pressing against me, and for some reason it turned me off.

What also turned me off was the fact that he wasn’t very creative in bed. Missionary, really? And he was the big one here—he could easily lift me up and take me that way, or let me ride him while he pounded me from below.

But no, he simply grunted incoherently and rocked back and forth like an ape.

His cock felt nice, I guess, but I wasn’t focused on it.

It didn’t take long for him to notice.

He stopped bucking his hips and pushed the bed sheets off his back. “What’s wrong, babe?”

“Huh?”

I could sense his frown in the darkness. “You’ve hardly made a peep, and you aren’t moving.”

“Oh, sorry, I’m just tired,” I lied.

“Yeah, well I made sure Brett and Dave got out of Dodge before you came over . . .”

If that was his attempt to guilt trip me into being more animated during our passionless lovemaking, he had another thing coming.

I scoffed and said, “I’m sorry you had to go through so much trouble to get laid.”

He opened his mouth to argue, but then closed it. “Whatever,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I said, finding myself apologizing for the second time in an hour. It wasn’t Micah’s fault that I was fucked up in the head. “I’ll try to be more present.”

I grabbed hold of his biceps, pulling him closer, and kissed him on the lips.

He smiled as he kissed me, and I couldn’t help but smile back.

His hips started moving again and I could feel his cock slithering in and out of me.

At one point, his dick slipped out of my pussy because he was going too fast.


I bet that would never happen with Griffin,
 I found myself thinking, and that was the beginning of the end.

I couldn’t get back into character.


I
 was supposed to be the lucky one here—coupled with the prized boyfriend, the star safety of the Aztecs. The big tough guy who, every scout said, had a bright future ahead of him.

Instead, my mind was wrapped around the kid sitting at home, playing war games with his loser online buddies, walking around without a care in the world.

It took less than 15 minutes for Micah to cum, and I felt thankful that it only took that long. We didn’t switch positions once.

I faked an orgasm at around the same time that I felt him building up. I gripped his arms tighter, feeling the rock hard muscles straining, and his big paws gripped my shoulders and completely enveloped them. 

I cried out in the most honest fake way I could, then he pulled his cock out of me and started fapping furiously over my stomach.

He blew his load and jizz spurted in little rivulets out of his cock, splattering on my tummy and tits.

“Whew,” he said when it was over, his cock going soft and flapping between his legs. He rolled over me, onto his back, and breathed heavily. “Want to spend the night?” he asked.

“Aw, I would like to. But I can’t, babe,” I said, turning to him and kissing him again.

“Why not?”

My brain worked overdrive, and actually came up with a serviceable excuse. “My mom and stepdad are leaving early in the morning and I have to take them to the airport. Can’t be late.”

“You could set an alarm . . .”

“I’m tired, babe, and I know you.” I smiled at him, my eyes twinkling. “You wouldn’t let me leave this bed, or get any sleep.”

A little flattery never hurt to soften the blow.

He grinned back at me. “You’re damn right about that.” He reached around me and slapped my ass. A loud clap
 echoed through the room.

“Oh!” I exclaimed. “You naughty man . . .”

I made out with him for a little longer, then we both just lay there, in each other’s arms.

He was actually asleep before I even left the room. He began snoring as I gingerly stepped out of the bed.

As I got into my car, an old hand-me-down Toyota Corolla, I couldn’t help but think:

Has Griffin unknowingly ruined my boyfriend for me?
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Chapter Five


M
om and Barret left early in the morning, bright eyed and bushy tailed. Mom had two suitcases packed, despite the fact that they were supposed to be coming back Monday morning, and it was Saturday morning now.

At the stoop of our house, I kissed my mom on the cheek, hugged Barret, and sent them on their merry way. Griffin didn’t get to say bye to them because he was still asleep. I didn’t actually need to drive them to the airport: Uber had that covered. Plus, I liked to drive fast, and I know my mom didn’t appreciate that.

I went back inside and had a bowl of Lucky Charms.

My mind was racing the entire time I crunched my cereal. I had gotten home at about 11:00 p.m. last night, which was early for me, and had tried to go right to bed. I didn’t get much sleep, though.

I was dressed in SpongeBob pajama bottoms and a soft white t-shirt.

I finished my cereal and made a decision.

First, I took a shower. I liked to keep myself clean and fresh—either a shower or bath every day. Today was a conditioning day, so I made sure my auburn hair was gleaming by the time I got out.

I jumped back into my pajama bottoms and t-shirt, noticing that my nipples were pointing through the soft cotton fabric.

Then I marched down the hall toward my room.

I stopped halfway there and opened Griffin’s door, without knocking or making any announcement. Bashfulness be damned.

Griffin was asleep in his bed, rolled onto his stomach, with his arms hiding underneath his pillow. He wore a white t-shirt, just like me. Sheets covered him from the waist down. Even though his little chicken legs were covered, I could tell the position they were in by the way the sheets outlined them: One leg stretched far down the small mattress, nearly poking out at the end, while his other leg was bent at the knee.

I imagined Griffin had used the same bed since before he was a teenager. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who had gone through many growth spurts—except in one category, of course.

Cute little noises emanated from his soft looking face. It wasn’t exactly snoring, but it wasn’t just air, either.

Directly next to the door, to the left, was his computer table and laptop and headphones. He had a swivel chair that was pulled out. He had a couple of clothes drawers near the bed, but other than that, his room was pretty bare.

He didn’t have any band posters or art hanging from his plain, white walls—though he did have a poster of some Dragon Ball Z characters right over his bed. Of course, the dork’s idols were fictional anime people with blond spiky hair and constipated looks on their faces.

I shook my head and ignored all the surroundings.

I walked over to the bed, then abruptly tore the sheets away from his small, sleeping body, exposing his bottom half.

He groaned, but didn’t wake up.

I should have been expecting the surprise: Had I paid closer attention, I would have seen his pajama bottoms in a pile on the ground, near the bed.

My hand flew up and slapped against my opened mouth, so I wouldn’t let out any squeals or cries.

His legs were indeed splayed out kind of like an upside-down four. His skinny left leg stretched down to the end of the mattress, while his right was bent at a right angle, up near his stomach.

His little pale ass stared directly at me.

He was naked from the waist down.

But the biggest surprise was the dragon tail protruding out between his legs. His monstrous cock was folded on itself, pointed down between his legs, resting peacefully on the soft linen of his bed sheets. The thick, dark underside of his cock seemed to be calling to me. I could see every little vein on his smooth dick, the cylindrical shape fat like a Pringles can. His meatrod was darker than any other part of his pale body.

His giant, heavenly nuts draped over the base of his cock, one on each side of his rod, so I could see each testicle perfectly in their big sack. They were like two AA Grade eggs, oval and puffy and huge.

I gasped.

Right as I pulled the covers away from his bottom half, it created a breezy vacuum.

And now his cock was growing.

It was hardening and getting even bigger. It looked like it must’ve been painful with the position it was shoved underneath him, poking down between his legs like that.

Griffin confirmed that belief by groaning and shifting his tiny ass left and right. His little butt cheeks were so cute! I could probably cup one in each hand—they were barely bigger than my tits! 

But the monstrosity thickening between his legs gave me pause and took away the levity I felt fawning over his little butt.

My mouth fell open even wider as I witnessed his girth become absolutely massive.

My baby stepbrother wasn’t just a shower. He was a grower, too.

By the time it seemed to reach its full, engorged size, the gigantic head of his cock nearly reached his knees.

The elephant trunk throbbed below Griffin, the veins popping out.

Dazzled, I leaned onto the bed and reached out to grab it.

Before I could get my hand onto the giant fuckstick, Griffin abruptly changed positions. He turned over, going from his stomach to his back. And of course, his large dick swung out beneath him, then stood straight in the air as he went onto his back. It towered like a bar of hot iron, then slowly toppled over from its own weight, smacking against his hip and pointing upward toward his own face. It pointed well over the edge of his hip, dangling off into the nothingness beyond his body.

My pussy flared with a spark of tension and lust. I went on my hands and knees, utterly eager, and grabbed Griffin’s giant cock with both of my hands.

I wrapped my fingers around his thick girth, but they could only get about halfway around it. It pulsated hotly in my grip, and my awe exceeded tenfold.

It was so close to my face now. When I lifted it up, I could tell it was heavy as fuck. I could only imagine this gargantuan thing slapping me in the face. It probably would give me a black eye.

Griffin’s cock curved back toward him a little bit.

I started running my hands up and down his cock, eliciting another groan from him.

The bulbous cockhead was so close to my mouth now . . . it was huge and pink and shaped like the Liberty Bell. The ridge on Griffin’s cockhead was impossibly wide, and a dabble of precum leaked at the tippy-top of his big piss slit.

Before I knew it I was licking that precum away. It tasted tangy and sweet.

My hands had a mind of their own. They went up and down, one of them starting at the head and going down, the other starting at the base and going up—and they met in the middle.

This was a three-hander, easily—if not more.

What is it, 10 inches? More? Fucking impossible.

I opened my mouth, just trying to go for a test run, to see if I could fit the fat thing past my lips.

It tasted manly and slightly sour as the cockhead pushed into my little mouth, spreading my lips farther than they’d ever gone. The ridge presented a problem, but I tried my best. It felt like my jaw was going to unhinge as I finally fit the rest of his cockhead inside.

My mouth was completely filled with his amazing girth—my tongue was pushed down and couldn’t move. My cheeks were puffed out.

I could feel my eyes getting teary, and my neck muscles bulged and went taut from the strain of fitting it in.

I looked past the hefty dick lodged in my mouth and stared at Griffin’s gaunt, pale face.

His eyes were open, watching me.

My eyes widened. “Mmm!” I mumbled, humming onto his cock.

Griffin smiled—his slight lips cruelly curving upwards. Then he reached out with both hands and grabbed my head on both sides, cupping my ears. 

“Mmm!” I protested, unable to say a damn thing.

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to keep away,” he muttered in a sleepy voice.

My red-rimmed eyes pleaded with him, my eyebrows arching helplessly. How long has he been watching me play with him?!


He rammed my head down onto his cock before I could get an answer.

Immediately I felt suffocated—my neck bulged as the tip of his cock pushed down into my throat. I’d never felt something like that, so exhilarating and so scary at the same time.

It became almost impossible to breathe, as it felt like a solid wooden rolling pin had lodged itself in my throat. My esophagus had never been so gaped—nothing had ever gone as far down my throat as my stepbrother’s massive cock did.

And it only took a matter of seconds for him to fit at least six or seven inches inside of my gullet.

I imagined I looked like a snake trying to eat another snake with my widely stretched jaw, but the other snake was simply too big. It relegated me to looking like a stork, with my inflated neck.

Everything went blurry as Griffin stuffed his cock into my face.

I gagged loudly, trying to find pockets of air, but my eyes went bloodshot and I could hardly see due to him shaking my head so violently.

“You hot fucking slut, I can’t believe I’m facefucking you right now!” Griffin said proudly, laughing to himself.

I gagged again, a wretching sound that I was sure would be followed by my Lucky Charms coming up.

But nothing could come up past the thick blockage of Griffin’s beefy cock.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as he wildly skullfucked me, using my head as his own fleshlight.

The gagging sounds became wet and lewd and completely out of my control—they were instinctive, wet plapping noises that made me sound like a deranged duck.

“Guh-guck-guhn-gmphh.” I was disgusted at my own voice for betraying me. “Glunk-gluh-glun-gluck.” 

I could see darkness around the edges of my vision.


I’m about to pass out!
 I thought alarmingly, my mind going into fight or flight mode.

I’m not sure how much time had passed—everything seems slower when your head is shaking around like a beaten piñata.

Griffin’s little legs lifted and wrapped around my back, drawing me closer. His butt lifted off the ground, leaving only his sagging, weighty nutsack to rest on the bed.

He pressed into me harder, trying to leg-lock my head and shove as much of his cock down my throat as he could.

He cried out in a high tone, and I could see through my blurry, weeping eyes that he was gritting his teeth.

“Mmmphhh!” I muttered drearily, my eyes bulging nearly out of their sockets.

Griffin yelled again and then erupted. My throat heated up as a slick coat of cum flooded down my esophagus. It gushed down from the halfway point of my throat, so I couldn’t even taste Griffin’s stinky semen as it poured into me.

“Ha! Swallow it all, big sis! Not such the star anymore, are ya? Now you’re just my big fucking cum-bucket!”

It seemed to be never-ending: His cock would expand, inflating my throat even more, and hot jizz would surge down into my stomach.

I was helpless to stop him. And I wouldn’t have wanted to stop him, even if I could have.

At least 10 heavy spurts of cum cycled down, and my tummy felt full and sloshed afterwards.

When he ripped his cock out of my throat, I immediately heaved and then wretched, spewing cum in front of me and all over his bed sheets. Some of the white spew splashed up onto his fat ballsack.

“Aw, there, there,” he said, patting my sweaty brown hair as I vomited again.

My whole face felt on fire. My eyes burned with tears, and they were half-lidded. It was nearly impossible to keep them open.

I’m sure I looked even more dazed than I felt.

My head swayed loosely on my shoulders as I stayed on all fours, perched on Griffin’s bed like a used animal.

Griffin rolled off the bed and stood beside me.

Despite cumming so hard down my throat, his cock was still hard as diamonds, jutting out from his thin little body.

Jizz dribbled down his cock, pooling at his balls before dripping onto the ground. I felt cum dripping off my chin, too.

I suddenly felt lightheaded. My arms buckled, my knees knocked together, and I fell forward on the bed.

My tits squished against my body. I could feel the cold pool of my own discharge soaking my tits. I was lying in my own nasty cum-vomit. 

My chest rose and fell with labored breaths.

It was all over, at least . . .

Jesus, what have I gotten myself into?

Then my SpongeBob pajama bottoms were abruptly yanked down from my hips, and my fat ass bounced to its full size. I felt a cool breeze over my bare asscheeks, causing goosebumps to rise.

Then I felt the harsh sting of a slap against my cushiony buns.

“Ah!” I yelped, surprised at the loud sound and the sudden sting.

“Goddamn, you have no idea how long I’ve been gawking at your giant ass, sis. It’s time to see what this thing can do.”

I sharply sucked in my breath as Griffin’s little hands sunk into my bubbly buttocks. My derriere was like two big watermelons—larger than his entire torso—and I couldn’t wait to see how he handled it.

“Do you want it?” he asked.

Truth be told, I was filled with trepidation, but also absolute excitement. “P-Please, Griff, impale me on your giant fuckrod,” I croaked.

“Oh, don’t worry, sis. I’ll have your meaty asscheeks clapping on my fat cock in no time.”
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Chapter Six


I
probably would have screamed, but I was too stupefied. I felt so goddamn full.
 It was like nothing I’d ever experienced.

Griffin had pulled me down to the end of the bed, leaving my legs dangling over the edge. I was still on my stomach, my tits smooshed down, my face digging into the bed sheets.

His hands had separated my legs apart, creating a gap between my thick thighs, just large enough to squeeze his slender body into.

He had then bounced his sticky cock against my ass, laughed, and pushed his giant fuckrod into the cleft between my bulbous cheeks. He hotdogged my ass crack with his dick, pressing my buttocks together so they sandwiched him snugly.

My pussy had been soaking wet, and he knew it.

I’d let out a wordless sound from my throat, eager to get plowed by my little stepbrother’s enormous cock.

He didn’t keep my waiting for long.

Without any preamble or warning, I felt my pussy lips spreading apart. They kept spreading, wider and wider, until I felt his mushroom head push inside me.

I’d never been gaped so hard in my life. Today marked a bunch of firsts. 

I let out a low, guttural moan—something primal.

My mouth opened wide and my tongue lolled out. My brain stopped working, so I couldn’t use words to communicate. 

My entire body trembled as his cockhead slammed into me and filled me up entirely. Was this what it felt like to give birth? This feeling of jam-packed fullness?

I tried to get my tongue back into my skull, but it just lapped outside of my mouth like a dog’s tongue. That’s what I felt like—a stupid, happy dog.

Griffin said, “Good God, you’re fucking tight, sis.”

I found a spattering of words. “G-Griff, gentle, please! S-S-So so fucking huuuuge!”

He laughed at my struggles—my struggle to convey coherent thoughts, my struggle to stay awake and present.

The first two inches of his cockhead made me cry out in pain. Then a warm tingling sensation settled over me and I exhaled in relief. From then on out, I only felt sheer, intense pleasure.

“Ha! You stupid bitch, you’re pissing all over yourself,” he said, shoving his cock another two inches deeper into my wide-open pussy.

I was? Hmm, I guess that’s what the tingling sensation had been. I couldn’t even control my bodily functions anymore.

“You’re like a dog without a clue,” he added.

My thoughts exactly, young man.

When he started moving his hips back and forth, I came almost immediately. A dizzying wave of ecstasy shot through my body after his first stroke, then I tensed up and curled my toes.

“Gaaahd, fuuuck!” I cried. I leaned my head forward on the bed and bit down on the sheets.

Griffin powered through my clutching muscles, giving out a forceful “Hnngh!” as he plowed into me.

He kept my huge asscheeks spread apart so he could see my gaping pussy, and once he started moving, my buttocks started shaking like Jell-O.

He got into a rhythm once he had about six or seven inches of his cock inside of me—deeper than Micah had ever gone, and I could tell there was still more to go.

But I don’t think I could have taken much more of him. I could already feel him closing in on the end of my vagina. My walls were packed impossibly tight—before long, he’d be poking my cervix.

For now, all I felt was deep, primitive pleasure. My nerves were shot raw and loose, and the feeling of Griffin’s monumental cock penetrating my poor little pussy set my brain on fire.

I’d always considered myself pretty tight, but after today, I was sure I’d be stretched out beyond recognition.

“My pussy will never be the saaame!” I cried out suddenly, just speaking my thoughts aloud.

Griffin laughed. “You can bet your fat ass.”

“Stretch me out, Griff! Dominate your big sister’s tiny pussy with your titanic cock!”

Griffin’s laugh faded, and though I couldn’t see him, I imagined he gained a determined look on his face.

His thrusts became zealous—he wasn’t smoothly stroking into me anymore. He was fucking me hard.

For such a young guy, I was flabbergasted that he was so damn good at this. Perhaps I was wrong about him—maybe he had his fair share of women that he dominated regularly. Just because I hadn’t seen them doesn’t mean they didn’t exist.

My asscheeks started clapping loudly against his vicious thrusts, just as he’d promised. My big fit butt had a mind of its own, and if I weren’t so impaled already, I would have started throwing my butt back into him.

Tears came to my eyes as he punished my pussy and clapped my ass.

“Take my beefy slab, Brooke,” he said, grabbing hold of my knees and lifting my legs higher. He put me in a weird yoga position I wasn’t acclimated for, where my legs were lifted higher than my back. It seemed like he was trying to bend them back to my clapping buttocks. 

“Ahhh!” I cried out from his forceful strokes. “I’m sorry if I ever called your pipsqueak or dorky!” I found myself yelling. “You’re so fucking big and rugged! Tear my pussy apart, goddammit!”

He growled and tore into me even harder.

His gigantic nutsack started pelting against my tummy, swinging up and under my pussy to clock against my cum-filled belly.

He leaned forward and I felt his pelvis smash against my swollen cheeks. His body felt so little and frail against my round ass, with the exception of the spear I was skewered on.

I came again as his rhythm became faster and faster.

Soon, his balls were bouncing off my pubic region and stomach in a steady stream—

Pop-clack—pop-clack—pop-clack—

The symphony of my domination was reaching a crescendo. His staccato thrusts sent me reeling in orgasmic bliss, and I think I pissed myself again. My brain whirled, darkened and enflamed with salacious thoughts.

He let my legs fall and then sunk his little hands into my asscheeks again, pushing against them for leverage as he railed me.

I screamed out in the same jagged rhythm that his hips were moving in. Every time his cock plunged deeper into my slippery canal, I let out an “Oof” or “Unck” of absolute joy.

I came a fifth time, and I started to feel my consciousness fading away.

Mind you, it was first thing in the morning and my clit hadn’t even been stimulated. I’d never climaxed so hard from penetrative sex. Few people had set me off in that way, and none of them like my baby stepbrother was doing. I had already had twice as many orgasms in this short span as I had in my entire yearlong relationship with Micah—at least where sex was concerned. Micah had made me cum a few times from eating me out and fingering me well, but I faked 90% of my orgasms with him during sex. 

Griffin, on the other hand, simply dogged the living shit out of my pussy and set it on fire.

He filled me up so absolutely, so completely, that I didn’t have a chance in hell.

My body felt like a ragdoll—a toy for Griffin’s amusement.

I think he thought the same way, because he started wildly slapping my ass as he rocked back and forth into me.

Drool leaked from my mouth, down my chin; fluids leaked out of my pussy, lubricating his broad cock.

I closed my eyes and gave my soul over to the pleasure.

Griffin let out a guttural sound of his own, like something out of an Alien movie.

I felt his cock expand inside of me, and my eyes bulged.

“G-Griff, what are you—”

I was too late.

Griffin clutched my asscheeks so hard that I started losing feeling in them.

His mind-blowing orgasm was a volcanic eruption.

Thick cum exploded in my pussy, jetting deep inside of me. It mingled with my own fluids and filled me even more than before.

It seemed like a gallon of cum flooded from his dick, drowning my hole. I could feel the backpressure building up, and when he stepped away and pulled his cock out of me with a wet plop, a torrent of cum followed, gushing from my cunt and spilling onto the edge of the bed and the floor.

I heard the abundance of splooge splatter on the ground behind me.

My eyes were wide in my skull as he came inside me. I hadn’t gotten the chance to warn him, to tell him not to do that.

Luckily, I knew I wasn’t ovulating. But that didn’t mean I was completely safe . . .

Griffin had no qualms about any of that. Or any clue.

Shit, I forgot the kid was just 18!

I felt his slimy cock slide over my asscheeks, and he used my flesh like a cumrag.

“Well, well,” he said cheerily. “You weren’t half bad, sis. Your pussy’s gaping like a black hole over here, but it should fix itself up in time.”

I was panting and twitching intermittently. Every so often a pang of glorious bliss would shoot through my whole body and make me convulse in orgasmic aftershocks.

“T-Thank you,” I found myself saying, defeated and resigned to my baby stepbrother’s whims.

I laid my head down, trying to catch my breath. The happenings over the last hour or so had been entirely draining and exhausting.

But entirely worth it. 

Griffin’s colossal manhood was everything I’d hoped for, and more.

I needed to prepare myself, though. Mom and Barret wouldn’t be back until Monday.

And it was only the start of the weekend . . .
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Chapter One


I
t was Saturday: still just the first day of my wild weekend alone at home with my stepbrother, Griffin. My mom, Mimi, and my stepfather, Barret, were off in Cabo, soaking up the sun and probably having their own sexual escapades.

A lot had happened leading up to now. It had been a crazy Saturday, and it was only noon.

Let me back up. On Friday, I’d walked in on my brother taking a piss, where I was formally introduced to the behemoth he called a penis. It had been a shocking moment to say the least: here he was, my dorky, cute little stepbrother, sporting the biggest, most horrendous and rugged dick I’d ever seen. I can still picture that first moment when I’d walked in on him—his thick manhood had barely fit in his small hand, and it draped down between his legs like an angry python.

I’d never considered Griff as an adult. Sure, he was 18 years old, but he still spent most of his time locked away in his room, playing video games with his online buddies. But now I couldn’t think of him as a kid any longer. I hadn’t known him when he’d been an adolescent—my mom and Barret only married three years ago, and I had hardly met Griffin before then. But as I left that bathroom in utter shock and befuddlement, I was left wondering how long he’d been hiding that monstrous thing. I could almost picture him as a younger teen—while kids his age were worried about pimples and girls and hormonal craziness, he’d probably been more concerned that his oversized cock would pop out the bottom of his gym shorts during basketball practice.

Oh, to live with such a blessed curse.

That thought turned me on, as shameful as I felt to admit it.

Anyway, after that fateful Friday, my mom and stepdad alerted Griffin and I that they would be leaving the following morning for a little vacation. That was not the information I’d been hoping to hear after thinking about Griff’s pecker all day, let me tell you. We would be alone. What would happen?

I’ll tell you what happened: I tried to attack Griffin the following morning, eager to feel his throbbing stiffness in my hand. It had come after an exceptionally dreary fuck session with my big hunky boyfriend, Micah, the football star of the San Diego State Aztecs.

So I’d been unable to sleep, tossing and turning all night, and after seeing my mom and Barret off, I fell on Griff like a ravenous lush. I’d torn away his bedsheets and saw him sprawled out on his stomach, with his cock sticking out between his legs like the tail of a malformed fox.

He’d woken up while I was in the middle of my blind hunger, while I felt him up and sucked him off. Then he’d gone to town on me, making me his little bitch and fucking me silly. He turned me into a slumping mess, leaving me twitching and gasping after the most earth shattering orgasms of my life. Yes, orgasms as in plural.

Micah had never made me feel that way. No boy had ever made me feel that way—filled to bursting and stretched beyond my wildest dreams.

I think Griff ruined cock for me forever.

After Griffin had his way with me, I took a shower. Alone, thankfully. I don’t know if I could have handled another moment like in his bedroom. Not right away. I needed time to think.

But I couldn’t think straight in the shower. My mind kept swirling back to the way Griff made my big asscheeks clap with every violent thrust of his. He’d taken me from behind on the bed, and I’d let him. Not just let him, but had hungrily awaited to see how I’d react to his giant cock entering me. That first shock of cold pain, followed shortly after by warm filling . . . ugh, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Thank God he hadn’t used my ass! I couldn’t even imagine the pain it would have caused me. Would I have liked it? Maybe, eventually . . .


No! I have to stop thinking about his cock!
 my mind screamed at me as I let the hot water roll off my back, down the curves of my hips and wide butt, and down my legs.

I was on the pill—had been for a while since I started letting Micah rawdog me. So there was no worry that Griff would knock me up. Jesus, that would be petrifying.

As I cleaned myself up, I wondered if any of the condoms I kept in my nightstand drawer would fit him. I seriously doubted it—they were made for Micah’s much more reasonable, normally proportioned dick.


Jesus,
 I thought, turning off the shower, I’m absolutely cock-crazed. I can’t stop my naughty mind.


I have to get out of here, before I do something stupid again.

I also had to consider how I was going to keep all of this a secret. What would I do once mom and Barret got back from their trip? How could I possibly hide the guilt from my face?

Maybe it was
 finally time I got a job, so I could move out of here. If I could keep Griffin at arm’s-length, maybe I could forget this whole thing ever happened. I mean, I’m a full-time student, but I’m sure I could figure something out. I’m smart, resourceful . . . horny.

Shit.

I snapped to my senses and found that my fingers had wandered their way between my legs. I was wet, and not just from the hot shower water rolling down my legs.

I’d never gone from cumming my brains out to being horny again so quickly. Probably because I’d never cummed my brains out like I had an hour ago.

Griffin had introduced me to a whole new world of base, primal sexuality. The sky was the limit. And now I was trying to separate myself from my newfound identity?

What kind of bullshit is that?

I shook my head, extricating my fingers from my pussy. I gave a little moan as I did, and leaned my head against the front wall of the shower. Then I stepped out, glanced at myself in the mirror above the sink for a moment, and threw a towel over my body.

I looked around the bathroom confusedly.


Shit,
 I thought again. I’d been in such a hurry to clean myself off that I’d forgotten to bring clean clothes into the restroom. All I had was this towel to wrap around my top, barely covering my heavy tits, cutting off just above my knees. And my room was across the hall—I’d have to pass Griffin’s room to get there . . .

I popped my head out of the bathroom, watching the steam billow out of the gap in the door. I narrowed my eyes and stared down the hall, and noticed Griffin’s door was wide open.

Now that I’d gotten away from it, and the clean smells of shampoo and soap floated out from the bathroom, I could smell the perverse stench of sex wafting out of Griffin’s room. My
 sex—my fluids, mingled with Griffin’s spunk.

I crept down the carpeted hallway, mindful of every creak that my footsteps made on the floor. To me, every step sounded thunderous, even though I knew they were pretty much silent.

As I hurried by Griffin’s room, I couldn’t held but peek out the corner of my eye.

His room was empty.

I exhaled deeply and continued to my room. Once safely inside, I shut the door behind me, disrobed, and walked naked to my closet. I put on a cute little striped halter top, the little straps of which crisscrossed over my slender neck and muscled shoulders and tied off at the top of my spine. I also threw on a pair of panties that fit halfway down my ass and I fought my way into a pair of skinny jeans, eagerly bouncing my ass up and down to fit the wide thickness inside. I watched myself in my mirror—I had a full-length mirror across from my bed, next to the table that held my makeup stuff and laptop.

I looked good as I forced my abnormally large bum into my pants, and then struck a pose, kicking my butt out so it curved beautifully and sharply from the bottom of my back.

I smiled at myself in the mirror.

Then I realized that Micah hadn’t heard from me all day, and he’d probably be wondering why. He knew my folks were out of town—I’d unfortunately told him I had to take them to the airport, during the midst of our dreary shagging, as a means to escape the drawn-out session and get back home.

I went to my nightstand, where my iPhone was charging, and clicked it to life.

I didn’t have any messages from Micah, surprisingly, but I did have one from my friend, Katie. She, Vanessa, and Erika were my three besties. I was in a group conversation with all of them on the phone, and the text was sent out to all of us.

It said: B @ Marine Street in 45 minutes bitches!


It had been sent almost 30 minutes ago.

To which Vanessa, my soccer teammate and all around hot piece of ass, had replied: Me n E are OTW. Brooke where r u?


E was Erika, of course. I smiled as I typed into the phone: Sorry just got out of the shower. I’ll be there soon


Yay, something for me to do that was outside of the house. I could tell by looking through my window that it was a beautiful day, too. Sun streaked into my room, bathing my bed in brilliant yellow warmth.

I quickly changed out of my pants—getting out of them wasn’t quite as difficult as getting into them—and skipped out of my panties. I kept the halter top on and put on a pair of bikini bottoms, then put on a flowery sarong over it, to hide my legs (at least until I left the house and was out of Griffin’s sight).

I left my room and made it to the top of the stairs. Looking down, I was immediately met with a startling surprise.

From my vantage point I could see Griffin marching around the kitchen, to and from the island and the fridge. He looked like he was making a sandwich. That wasn’t the startling part.

It’s what he was wearing.

He was parading himself around in nothing but a pair of little red tighty-whities. I’d never seen him wear such a suit of underwear—he typically wore pajama bottoms or sweatpants or jeans around the house.

I guess after fucking me, his confidence and arrogance had grown tenfold.

Because a boy like Griffin Summers had no business wearing something like tighy-whities. They simply did not provide the ample
 room that his hulking package required.

I zombie-walked down the stairs—I think my legs were carrying me down before I could stop myself. I watched him from the lowest step for a moment, without him noticing me.

The briefs left very little to the imagination. He was pale and bony, his arms and legs were both thin and skinny. He looked frail, to be honest, though I knew those looks were deceiving.

And the bulge popping out from his little briefs was enormous. To call the underwear “snug” would be the understatement of the century. I have no idea how he fit everything in there without things popping out. The whole thing was weighted down heavily between his legs, dragging the cotton down toward his knees. It looked like he’d smuggled two plums at the bottom fold, and they barely
 kept his oversized testicles covered. As it was, his bulky nutsack strained against the fabric. I could see his unreal girth outlined in the middle of his crotch, punching out far from his body, but then his cock folded back and wrapped around the top of his thigh, toward the band of the underwear. It made sense: his cock would simply be dangling freely against his thigh if he’d put it down in its normal position. The waistband of his underwear was parted from his stomach—there was a dark gap between his skin and the top of the underwear. It simply couldn’t adequately contain the colossal size of his full, heavy package.

If I’m being honest, I wanted to immediately yank down his skimpy little underwear and unleash his mammoth cock.

I gulped, and he must have heard me, because he turned around.

A wry smirk formed on his lips—arrogance filled his face.

“Ah, the superstar daughter makes her return from the purging showers,” he said.

I tilted my head a bit, my eyes still unfocused.

He frowned. “Hey, it’s not polite to stare, sis.” His knees twitched a little, knocking together, and I realized my gaze had caused him a bit of discomfort. I didn’t know how that was possible, with such a weapon at his disposal, but I guess everyone has his or her insecurities. Even fat-cocked little stepbrothers.

His bulge was so fucking big that my mouth dropped open unconsciously, and he just laughed at my surprise.

I tore my eyes away from his ridiculous bulge and met his eyes.

“You like what you see, huh?” he said, still smirking, cupping his little hand at the bottom of his underwear.

I gulped again and realized I was salivating. Still, I shook my head. “N-No,” I said.

“Liar.”

I blushed and turned away.

“It’s okay, Brooke, after how hard you came earlier, I probably wouldn’t be able to keep myself away, either.”

“Dammit Griffin, stop it,” I said in a low voice.

“What am I doing?” he asked innocently. I could read between the lines, though, and there was nothing innocent about his words.

“You know what you’re doing! How are you not confused by all of this? Ashamed?”

He shrugged. “We aren’t blood related. To me, you’re just a roommate with a huge ass and fat tits. And a nice smile and spirit, of course.”

His late compliment didn’t help alleviate my beating heart.

“Yeah, a roommate that you call ‘sis’.”

He shrugged. “It’s just a moniker. I find it hot.”

I scoffed. I had to tell him how I thought, or else I’d never get away from him. But I couldn’t stop glancing down at the giant mound between his legs.

“C-Can’t you put some pants on or something?” I asked meekly.

“I know, it’s distracting. But no, I don’t feel like it. This is as much my house as it is yours.”

I sighed. “What we did was a mistake. You know that, right?”

He shrugged, wandering back to the refrigerator. His little butt wagged as he walked, and I almost snorted at the juxtaposition between the bulging front of him and the flat back of him. He came back with a jar of peanut butter and started slathering it on two slices of bread.

“I’m sorry you feel that way,” he said, not looking at me. “But I don’t.”

“You don’t think it was a mistake?” I asked, incredulous.

He shook his head. “And I don’t think you really do, either. You’re just trying to justify your slutiness. After all, it was you
 who came into my
 room this morning. It was you
 who walked in on me
 in the bathroom yesterday. I think your heart is leading you in a different direction than your brain.”

“And which direction is that?” I asked, resting my hands on my hips.

He looked up at me like I was soft in the head. “To my bed and my big dick, girl, where else?”

I felt myself getting hot in the face again. “Don’t say that, Griff. It’s gross.”

He refused to look away. He spoke matter-of-factly, and it slightly frightened me. “I’m going to fuck you again, Brooke. You know I am. By the time you come back from wherever you’re headed right now, you’ll be itching for my magnum fuckstick and will be begging for me to stretch you out and break your little pussy in half.”

My mouth dropped open. His words frightened me, yes, but they also turned me on incredibly. I never knew how much I liked for my partners to talk dirty to me, probably because most of them never did. But hearing those words out of Griffin’s mouth . . . Jesus Christ.

Just bend me over the kitchen island and take me. 

I turned to leave. Nothing I said right now would come out right, I knew. Better to leave my response vague . . . and when I came home, we’ll see how I felt.

Before I left the house, he called out one last thing to me.

“Look, sis, I need someone to take care of my fat cock now that it’s been awoken. Is it going to be you, or one of your friends?”

I didn’t dignify that with a response.
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Chapter Two


I
met up with my girls at Marine Street, one of the more popular beaches in La Jolla, California. The beach began as Marine Street dead-ended into a cul de sac. A staircase led down to the beige sand and turquoise waters. It was a sunny, sparkling summer day, and the beach was packed with families, people playing volleyball and hacky sack, throwing Frisbies and footballs. The La Jolla beaches were surrounded by ominous bluffsides and cliffs, as well as $10 million mansions and estates.

There were also plenty of hot guys roaming around in their board shorts, checking out the waves and the chicks. As I made my way down the stairs leading to the beach, I checked a couple of them out through my dark sunglasses. The lifeguard especially, who sat perched atop a mound of sand in his tower, looked especially yummy.

Girls of all shapes and sizes and orientations sunbathed and walked around the beach, which continued north and south for as far as the eye could see. I found my girls standing next to a small wall toward the back of the sand, hiding in the shadow of the lifeguard tower. I guess I wasn’t the only one who saw the hotness in the lifeguard’s messy blond curls and perfectly bronzed arms and chest.

I took off my sarong and sandals when I hit the sand. Now I was only dressed in my halter top and bikini bottom. I’d thrown on a bikini top underneath the halter, but I wanted to see the girls’ plans before I busted it out. 

My strong legs worked overtime to bring me through the deep, off-balancing sand. Every time I stepped forward my feet melted into the ground and became enveloped by the warm grains. I looked down as I marched toward my friends, checking out my dark, wide hips and the way my thighs bulged and flexed as I walked.

“There you are you sexy bitch,” Katie said as I approached.

I considered Katie my best friend because I’d known her the longest—since middle school. We grew up around the same people, in the same neighborhoods, so our friendship was inevitable. Plus we were both attractive, and likeness attracts likeness.

She’d certainly blossomed since her middle school days, in all avenues except height. She was about five inches shorter than me, making her 5’3” or so, but she was incredibly well-endowed, sort of like me. Her tits were actually bigger than mine, though I think it would have been a physical impossibility for her ass to rival the size of mine. She wasn’t fat or skinny—the perfect fun-size girl with a head of dirty blonde hair, a sexy, gaunt face, and incredibly huge hooters. She’d developed early.

I couldn’t remember a time when Katie didn’t have tits, even in middle school, but now they were something to behold. Perfectly round and heavy against her chest, they were naturally weighted down to her lowest ribs, taking up half her torso, and they jiggled wildly any time she walked or even just breathed. When she sat, they went down to her belly, and she could rest them on her knees if she wanted. Katie had talked to me about breast reduction surgery one time, but I’d talked her out of it. I think she was happy I did—she probably got laid more than any of us, and the gargantuan funbags certainly helped. She was a bit of a dirty-talking slut, and I absolutely loved her for it. Her skin was lightly tanned, with a reddish sheen that she got from having the fair skin of Irish or Scottish descent. 

Vanessa was my soccer teammate at school. I’d met her at school, and had known her the least amount of time. She’d quickly acclimated to my group, though, with her sultry Eastern European looks and attitude. The leggy brunette was tall as hell, even dwarfing me, and she didn’t take shit from no one. She was skinny, played forward on our team, and I’m pretty sure I could wrestle her long bony ass to the ground if I really needed. She was almost as tan as I was—bronzed and dark and lusty. 

Erika was a light skinned black girl who grew up surrounded by white people. I think my skin might have been darker than hers, actually, just because I got more sun than she did. She was a bit nerdier than myself, Vanessa, and Katie, and loved all those Marvel movies and comic books and stuff. That usually played out in the type of man she bedded: nerdy but sexy, glasses-wearers, readers . . . actually, men like Griffin. That scared me for a second. You’d think Erika might not fit in to my group of bangable glamour girls, but she talked a mean game and could spit off disses and cussed more than any of us. Erika was probably the smartest of the bunch, but still looked good, with golden skin (as opposed to my olive), thick curves, and a tiny waist. Her hourglass figure was something mythical—almost as legendary as mine.

“Damn,” I said as I reached the trio. “When’s the last time we’ve all hung out?”

“Months ago at Derek’s house party,” Erika said, showing everyone how good of a memory she had.

Vanessa and Katie groaned. Derek was Erika’s ex, and her face tightened as she mentioned him.

I looked out to the ocean, to watch a guy catch a wave and get barreled by the cresting beauty.

“It’s gorgeous out,” I said.

“If we’re talkin’ about gorgeous,” Katie said, and everyone looked at her. Her face was up-tilted, looking at the lifeguard in the tower above us.

We all giggled as we watched Katie ogle the attractive man. We were all of a like age—between 21 and 24, and the lifeguard looked younger than all of us.

“You’re scandalous, cradle robber,” Erika said, chuckling.

“Girl!” Katie spat back with a click of her tongue. She swung her hand around half-assed, like she was going to slap Erika, but of course stopped halfway there. Her heavy tits wobbled gloriously as her body moved.

I laughed. “Don’t move too fast, Kay, or your tatas might spill out.”

That got another round of laughs from the girls.

“Maybe that’s what I want?” Katie said, nudging her chin at the lifeguard. “Bronze boy could save me.”

I noticed Vanessa was being unusually quiet. The lanky soccer star was staring off into the distance, seemingly above the ocean, rather than at it.

“Anything wrong, Nessie?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Found a new boy toy, but I think he’s a fuckboy.”

“Girl, who isn’t?” Katie asked, taking a seat on the wall and crossing her arms underneath her large bust.

The conversation went like that for a while, as we sat down in the sand on our colorful towels and laid out to catch some rays. Vanessa was worried this new boy of hers would ruin her life. Erika had been single and ready to mingle ever since dropping Derek a few months ago. Katie relayed a story to us about some hot guy she’d gone home with from a bar, and she’d let him fuck her tits, but then he’d whipped out a four-incher and it all but disappeared between her ample boobs.

That got a long laugh from all of us.

I didn’t bother mentioning Griffin. I could never—what would my girls think, getting dominated by my little stepbrother with the giant schlong? I was worried they’d ostracize me. I was also worried one of them would try to steal him, if I’m being honest. When it comes to boys, it seems there’s no gallantry.

At one point, I mentioned that my parents were out of town.

“Oh, so kegger at Brooke’s then, is what you’re saying?” Katie said with a smile. She was resting her chin on her arms, lying on her stomach, and I noticed how her tits squished out obscenely from underneath her body.

I scoffed, rolling over to my own stomach. I noticed all four of us were on our stomachs now, baking our buns, and I stole a peek over my shoulder. I was pleased to find that my ass still trumped the other girls’ asses, by a long shot. My booty was pretty absurd, and the girls let me hear about it all the time. I didn’t mind—I secretly liked hearing about how hot I was.

I’d messed around with Katie in high school a little bit, back when we were both confused and horny 24/7. That had been the first time I’d gotten to lay eyes on her fabulous breasts in person—and feel them! My, what soft, beautiful pillows they were.

Erika said, “Why not? They come back Monday you said?”

I nodded and lifted my shoulders to my chin. “Well, my brother will be home. I can’t guarantee he won’t snitch on us.”

“Pfft,” Erika said, “let him join us, then. Make it seem like he’s part of the crew. Then he can’t rat us out without ratting on himself.”

“Listen to this genius bitch,” Katie laughed.

I thought about it for a moment. At first I’d been thinking absolutely not
, but now I found myself shrugging. Why not? Maybe this could be a good way to get away from Griffin, while I worked some things out. I could invite Micah and his football buddies, and they would probably scare Griffin into staying in his room. Hell, it could turn into a regular ol’ frat-sorority rager.

“Fuck it,” I said. “Who’s buying the keg?”


[image: ]


Chapter Three


B
efore getting home, I called my boyfriend and told him to invite some people over for tonight. He was excited about the party, and I was excited that there’d be a bunch of big, hunky dudes in my house. Vanessa said she’d call some girls from the soccer team, and Katie and Erika said they’d invite some other chicks.

I had no doubt that this little house party would devolve into an orgy of college-aged lust at some point, with all of my mom’s many rooms being used by drunk, horny kids.

When I got home, the place was quiet. Griffin wasn’t prancing around in his tighty-whities anymore, thank God, and I felt a moment of peace.

I headed upstairs to see if he was home, and to tell him that he could invite some of his little friends, if he wanted (or if he had any).

I heard a strange noise as I walked down the hallway toward his room. His door was slightly ajar, and every once in a while I heard a strange dinging sound, like a school bell going off.

It sounded like it was coming from his computer.

Quirking my brow in confusion, I tiptoed over to his door.

I should have expected some ridiculous surprise, since the last few days had been full of them. But nothing prepared me for what I saw as I gingerly opened his door a little more and stuck my head in the gap.

Griffin was sitting in his computer chair, staring at the screen, and I could see a perfect profile shot of him. He laughed at the computer and said, “Okay, fine, fine, I guess you bitches are paying me enough. I’ll do it.”

My eyes widened.

He was leaning back in his rolling chair, legs barely reaching the ground. He had on a t-shirt but his pale legs were bare. I could see the hint of his red briefs up near his thighs.

And his t-shirt was distended from his body, sticking out like he was hiding something underneath it. Which of course, he was.

He lifted his t-shirt and his monstrous, erect cock popped forward. From the side-angle shot I got of him, it jutted up from his lap like a fully loaded Subway footlong. It was thick and veiny and everything I remembered from earlier that morning.

The heaviness of his cock pushed it forward, so it actually rested against his computer table, with a few inches of the shaft and the bulbous head sticking up beyond the table’s edge.

He rolled back in his chair to give his computer screen a fuller shot of his throbbing cock. It lurched from the table’s edge as he moved back, sticking up straight in the air, coming up to the bottom of his flat pecs.

He grabbed the base of his cock with one hand and wagged it menacingly at the computer. It toppled from left to right, slowly, using its own inertia to sway heavily in the air.

Immediately a wave of dings went off from the computer, and he smiled devilishly.

“All right, I’ll feed you baby birds,” he muttered.

He started stroking himself, using both hands to slide up and down his sledgehammer. It was thick and dark, and his fingers wrapped as far around his obscene girth as he could manage.

My bikini bottoms were getting damp. My right hand slid down to my thigh, then underneath my little bikini, and I caressed my vulva, feeling the wetness building. My left hand stayed firmly planted on the side of the door, in case he suddenly turned, so I could close it and hide myself.

I felt both turned on and guilty at my voyeurism. It made me feel dirty to watch him jerk himself off in front of his computer screen, but I couldn’t help but marvel at the size of him, and the confidence in which he masturbated.

My fingers plunged into my pussy and became coated in sticky fluids. My left hand ventured off the door and down to my clit . . .

“Nice, looks like we’ve met the stretch goal,” Griffin said. He brushed a few curly locks of hair out of his eyes and said, “Here goes nothing.”

My stepbrother snatched the base of his cock in one hand and pulled it toward his flat belly, so the top of his cock rested against his torso and speared up to his chest.

My mouth fell open as I witnessed his next move.

He shifted his position in his chair, from one little buttcheek to the other, and pushed up with his toes, so his feet were no longer flat on the ground. He held his cock sturdily in his hand, so it didn’t waggle around.

He craned his neck forward and bent his head toward his cock.

Then he opened his little mouth and grunted, bringing his lips to meet with his giant cockhead. The glans of his cock dwarfed his mouth.

My left hand rose up from my clit and slapped silently against my wide-open mouth, so I wouldn’t let any shocked noises escape from my face. I could smell my own pussy juices on my hand.

My mouth dropped open even further as he leaned forward and went down on himself. He struggled to take in that massive bell-shaped cockhead, but he eventually got his lips around most of it.

He made cute little sounds as his lips spread even further and he got the wide ridge of his cock into his mouth. He struggled to open his mouth wider than it would go, and the entire time I kept hearing that same ding, ding, ding
 from his computer, like he’d just won the lottery.

Hot, warm fluids dribbled down my legs.

My eyebrows arched downward, giving me a helpless, unbelieving look.

I bit my bottom lip as I watched my baby stepbrother perform autofellatio on himself.

This obviously wasn’t his first rodeo: he was a master at fucking his own throat. He gagged and sputtered as his widened jaw pushed down, taking in more of his oversized penis. His cheeks were puffed out and his face was turning red, from exertion and possibly embarrassment.

His head started bobbing up and down as his cock penetrated his mouth.

I could see little snot bubbles leaking from his nose as he struggled to breathe while he took in his massive girth.

His eyes were narrowed and focused on his task at hand.

He held his cock with both hands, keeping it upright in his lap like a steel tower.

My fingers worked furiously underneath my bikini bottoms, spreading my pussy lips and rubbing my clit and delving into my wet hole. I was getting wetter by the second as I spied on my brother giving himself head.

My knees became weak and knocked together. My legs were giving out. I leaned away from the door and tried to hide myself.

I watched Griff blow himself for a solid five or ten minutes—I lost count of the minutes going by. In that time, I came from my own fingers and dirty mind, as I imagined that girth railing into me again.

It seemed like he was doing all of this on a dare, or something, though there was no doubt that he was enjoying himself. He was an absolute spectacle, and I considered taking out my phone to video him—not to blackmail him, but for further research later on, when I was alone in bed . . .

My feet felt wet and I looked down. A dark, damp spot on the carpet had formed between my legs, where my liquids had dripped onto the ground.

Eventually, Griffin slid his head up one last time and popped his bulky cockhead from his mouth. It came out with a wet plop,
 and was incredibly engorged and throbbing in the air.

“Now, for the f-f-finale,” Griffin said, grunting and closing one eye. He jerked himself off furiously, beating his massive meat with both hands, while his butt writhed in his seat.

His feet lifted off the ground, and both of his knees were extended, resting against the edge of his computer table.

He groaned and gritted his teeth. His whole body locked up.

Then he exploded, sending up a wave of cum like a broken fire hydrant. His thick spunk launched into the air, then cascaded down in a plume of jizz, raining down all around him and on his body.

More spurts of cum jetted out from his cock as he held his shotgun stationary between his legs. It fired off five or six prolonged rounds of semen into the air, one of the wild ejaculations catching him in his own face.

He laughed and moaned as he exploded and covered his room in his sticky seed. He dashed his face with a line of cum, blotted his t-shirt, dotted his computer table and keyboard with his raining jizz, and even coated the floor around his computer chair.

I gasped and held my mouth closed as my own eyes rolled around in my head, threatening to roll to the back as I came a second time. My ejaculation was ecstatic, and I found myself stepping away from his door and falling to my knees on the carpeted hallway.

I crawled toward my room on my hands and knees, my bikini bottoms ajar and coming undone around the middle of my huge ass.

Like a wounded animal, I made it to my room, shut the door, and twitched on all fours for a moment.

I helped myself up to my bed, rolled onto my back, and dug my fingers into my pussy again. I lifted my bare legs and curled my toes to the ceiling.

My back arched wantonly and my mouth widened in a silent scream as my sopping pussy made slimy, erotic sounds from my jabbing fingers. First there were two fingers inside me, then three, then I had all my fingers stuck inside my pussy, except for my pinky. Side by side, the row of my four fingers was similar to the width of Griffin’s monstrous cock, and I thought of him clapping my asscheeks together as I gave myself over to my lustful ejaculation.

As I came a third time, I bent my legs back, bringing my knees toward my tits, and my entire body thrashed and convulsed in absolute bliss.

Griffin was right—he was absolutely going to fuck me again. I wanted him to make me his bitch. I wanted him to dominate me again.

A million different scenarios played out in my head as lightning thoughts spiked through my cock-crazed mind.

“Make me your little cum-slut, little brotherrrr!” I screamed.
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Chapter Four


I
’m not sure if Griffin heard me or not, but he didn’t come barging into my room. Thank God for that, because I had my panties around one foot, my legs splayed haphazardly across the bed, and my leaky pussy hanging out.

I breathed in and out slowly, trying to get my bearings, and closed my eyes. My heart thumped in my chest as I thought back on what I’d witnessed: my baby stepbrother sucking his own giant cock. I’m not sure who’d been watching him on the computer, but I guess it didn’t matter. It wouldn’t make sense if it was his online buddies . . . unless his buddies were girls? I highly doubted that. Or maybe a couple gay boys?

Either way, it sounded like he was getting paid for being the source of people’s entertainment.

I heard creaking through the plumbing in the walls, and I opened my eyes, realizing the shower was running down the hall.

Griffin was probably in there cleaning himself off, after erupting like a volcano all over himself and his room.

I decided to do a little investigating. I slowly rolled off the bed once I felt like I wouldn’t collapse when I went to my feet.

I peeked down the hall, saw that it was empty, and headed toward Griffin’s room. I could hear him humming loudly in the shower, clearly pleased with himself.

His door was closed, but not locked. I went in and kept the door ajar so I could hear when Griff had turned the shower off. It smelled like straight sex and cum still, and I could see little splotches of my stepbrother’s jizz where he’d missed a spot during his cleanup.

I opened his laptop and was met with the password screen.

I entered his birthday—March 3rd
, 2001—so 030301, and was let into his secret life. The computer was still on Chrome, with a few tabs open, but none of them were suspect. He had a Wikipedia tab open, a Google tab, and a Facebook tab.

I went to his browsing history, and there I saw it: Chaturbate.

“No fucking way,” I whispered to myself, aghast.

My little stepbrother was a cam model? That must’ve been what all those dinging sounds were, the sounds of people tipping him after they suggested he blow himself.

I clicked on the link. It showed that he’d racked up a little over 6,000 tokens during his show. That probably meant tens or maybe even hundreds
 of people had watched him stick his huge cock in his little mouth, while they all masturbated vigorously and cheered him on.

6,000 tokens also equaled about $300! I only knew that because I’d had girlfriends who had tried to be cam models before. I knew you could make a killing, as a girl, but I never imagined boys could.

I suppose if you’re endowed enough, and bring something different to the table—which Griffin certainly did—anyone could thrive on that site. It wasn’t too often that you saw a skinny, pale boy—who looked like he belonged at Hogwarts— with a colossal elephant trunk between his legs. Most of the other guys on Chaturbate were buff, big dudes who you expected to have big willies. Don’t ask me how I knew that part . . .

But Griffin was the last person you’d expect to be overly hung.

Wild thoughts starting streaming through my head. The possibilities!


No, no, this is wrong,
 I scolded myself, feeling ashamed at my own depravity. Look at this little skank I’ve become. So quickly, too. Damn you, Griff.


I heard a squealing sound from the bathroom, then the water turned off. I panicked for a second, closed the Chaturbate tab, closed the computer, and hurried out of Griffin’s room.

I closed the door behind me, hoping that I’d left everything how it had been when I entered, then walked up to the bathroom door.

“Griffin, I’m throwing a little party tonight,” I called in cheerily. “If you want to invite any friends of yours . . . you can.”

“Okay, thanks,” he said.

The door swung open suddenly—it swung inward, luckily, or else it would have hit me in the face—and Griffin was standing before me, fully naked.

I looked down at him, my eyes glancing to the thick slab of meat between his skinny legs, then they slowly ventured up past his slender hips, his hairless bird-chest, and his smirking face.

“Goddammit,” I muttered, taking a step back.

“Sorry, did I startle you?”

I shook me head vehemently. “Never mind, it’s fine. Are you gonna invite anyone over?”

He shrugged. He spun around, his big floppy dick swaying with the movement, and walked to the sink to look at himself in the mirror. I took the opportunity to look between his legs as he walked away, below his little bum. His heavy, low-hanging nuts jostled between his thighs, smacking against both legs like a pair of pool balls, and I felt myself blushing.

His sack looked so good . . . smooth and round and glistening from the shower. It didn’t seem as wrinkly and shriveled as other men I’d known. It was grand and fat and healthy. I kind of wanted them on my face . . .

I started to walk away, convinced that he wasn’t going to answer my question. I also needed to get away before my mind wandered to more lurid thoughts.

“I might,” he called out to me, but I didn’t stop to listen to his spiel. “Though I’m more interested in your
 friends,” he finished.

I sighed and went into my room, closing the door behind me. I needed to get ready for the party: no more thinking about my baby stepbrother’s oversized cock and balls.
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ERIKA AND KATIE WERE
 the first to arrive. Vanessa was off with her new “fuckboy” boyfriend, and they promised to bring the keg of beer.

Erika and Katie both looked good and ready to party. Katie wore a low-cut blue dress that fell to her knees and showed off her absurd cleavage nicely, as well as a large belt that kept it all tight against her hips and displayed her tiny waist. Erika had on a thin yellow top that cut off at her midriff, showing off her toned abs and blending perfectly with her golden skin and illustrious curves. She had on a pair of skinny jeans that I know my fat ass wouldn’t have been able to squeeze into, but her butt looked at home inside them.

It was 6:00 p.m., and people started showing up. The next to arrive was Micah and a couple of his football buddies—big, hunky dudes with cutoff tees, gym shorts, and typical frat gear.

The boys looked ready to rage, and they glanced at Erika, Katie, and myself with predatory eyes. I dug into my stepdad’s liquor stash in the kitchen and pulled out a bottle of Tito’s vodka. It would have to sate the boys’ thirst until the keg arrived—or until one of the girls got good and drunk.

Micah smiled as he walked up my driveway and I greeted him by wrapping my arms around his broad chest and going on my tiptoes to kiss him on the lips. He bent down, cradled my ass with his hands, and French’d me. I let him, going “mmmh” as we made out. His buddies went inside the house.

When we parted from our passionate kiss, he pulled away slowly and said, “I’ve got more boys on the way. Your girls bringing some girls?”

“Of course, hun,” I said, pecking him on the cheek. “I’ve got to coordinate with them. Drink some of that Tito’s to loosen up.”

“Aye aye, Captain,” he said with a mock salute, then ventured past me into the house.

Katie walked up to me and nudged my elbow with hers. “Your beau looks good, babe. Did he get a haircut?”

I shrugged. Shit, I hadn’t noticed. “I think so,” I lied.

She grinned, her lips curving salaciously across her thin, sharp face. Truth be told, every face Katie made looked seductive. That was one of the many reasons why she had no problem scoring any guy she wanted. The gigantic funbags had something to do with that, too. She said, “Better keep an eye on him tonight, before some ho tries to snatch him up. He looks good enough to eat.”

I narrowed my eyes at her, then chuckled. “Do I have to worry about you, Kay?”

She put a hand to her neck and her mouth opened wide. Even that looked sexy—I could imagine a big cock sticking in that O face, spreading out her full red lips . . . a big cock like Griffin’s, perhaps. I shook my head of the dirty thoughts.

“Moi?” she said, feigning surprise. “I would never dare, girl. You’re my ride or die.”

I smiled at her and said, “I know. I’m just kidding, babe.” Then I walked back into the house.

She called out to me, saying, “At least not while you’re still together! I’d wait at least a day!”

I snorted and snickered, shaking my head.

By 7:00 p.m., the sun was starting to go down, at least 15 people had arrived, and, more importantly, the keg had made its grand entrance.

Leggy Vanessa and her new boy waltzed into my house like a noble procession, with two big dudes lugging in the keg of Tecate behind them.

Vanessa wore a glitzy short dress that barely went down her long thighs, and it glittered with bedazzlement. She also had on dark stilettos, making her taller than most of the guys around her, and her brown hair was fabulously pressed around her face. She had on more makeup than I’d ever seen her wear, and she looked hot as fuck. 

Vanessa’s new guy looked great, too. If Micah was a snack, this guy was the whole meal, and dessert. He was lean and slender like Nessie, tall and handsome, with a cleft chin and a dark Italian look to him. He had sweeping black hair that was perfectly coiffed and oily, and dark eyes that you could get lost in. He wore a button-down shirt that was rolled up to his elbows, exhibiting his well-muscled forearms—much classier than the usual suspects belonging to Micah’s football crew. He also had a rugged look about his face, with a little five o’clock shadow that made him quite dashing. He looked like he was dressed for a $250 dinner, not a frat party, and it made him seem like quite the man. 

When Vanessa came up to me with her arm wrapped around his, she said, “Alfredo, I want you to meet my BFF, Brooke.”

“A pleasure,” the man said, flashing me a million-dollar smile. I sort of stuttered, unable to take my eyes away from the bottomless depths that were his eyes. He reached out, took my hand, and actually kissed it. I melted a little bit more.

Who was this guy, a fucking prince?

“P-Pleasure’s mine, Fred,” I stammered, blushing and realizing I’d just called him the same name as the patriarch of the Flintstones, rather than the brother of the patriarch from the Godfather. Definitely the wrong patriarch. 

It wasn’t exactly my greatest moment. 

But he just laughed it off, with dimples forming in his cheeks. Of course
 he had dimples. He was startlingly handsome. He said, “I like her,” pointing at me, and then they ventured into the house together, arm-in-arm.

Alfredo certainly didn’t seem like a fuckboy, and Nessie wasn’t treating him like one, either. Rather, she was sort of melding into his body, almost like she was in love.

Katie came up to me almost immediately. “Holy shit,” she said with wide eyes, watching them walk into the house. “Nessie never said she was bringing Danny Zuko in here.”

If you couldn’t tell, Katie was sort of the gossip queen of our group.

“That hunk of man has steam coming off his body,” she continued.

I laughed and left her to ogle the Italian Stallion. Before I left, however, I cupped her giant left tit and said, “Hey, you could probably win him over with these. Italians love huge tits.”

I’m not sure if she could tell I was kidding, because as I was walking away, I heard her mutter in a conspiratorial way to herself, “They do
, don’t they?”
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THE NIGHT WAS IN FULL
 party mode by 8:00 p.m. The rager had begun.

There were about 25 people crowded in my mom and stepdad’s living room, kitchen, and backyard. Not bad for such short notice, eh?

We had a table set up in the back where some of the boys and girls played beer pong. Someone hooked up an iPhone and speakers out there and they had some heavy rap blasting, with people trying to yell over the din of curse words and sick beats. The keg was also stationed in the backyard, near the beer pong table (for easy access), and some people were crowded around it.

Within the hour, girls were being hoisted into the air to do keg stands, with their dresses falling over their hips and into their faces, showing off their panties and thongs and bare asses. This whole scenario was by design, of course, because it was the horny football guys who were doing the lifting—one guy on each side of the girls, lifting a leg, and then staring down into their naughty bits.

I rolled my eyes as I watched from the kitchen window. Then I squinted and realized that Micah was one of the guys doing the lifting. What the fuck. 

I turned away, not bothering to make a scene.

Inside, the conversation was continuous and multi-layered. People had split off into their little cliques—we had the cool girls over here in the kitchen, gossiping and pointing at boys while they drank, and the football guys were either outside or in the living room, hanging with each other and shooting the shit. Everyone pretty much stayed in his or her lane—at least for now. It was only 9:00 p.m.

There was plenty of time to get buck wild.

The couple of nerdy boys Griffin had invited stayed in their lane, too, and I sort of felt bad for them. They kept to the shadows and corners of the house, and their eyes wandered over the good-looking crowd, wide and nervous. Their red Solo cups frequently went up to their mouths and blocked their faces. This was probably Griff’s Call of Duty group—three boys I’d never seen, and none of them were very cute or attractive. Though who knew if they were all hiding giant dongs? I sure didn’t.

And besides, I figured they were probably much more interesting to talk to than the bitches yelling inches from my ear about boys cheating on them, making up to them, cheating on them again, and then the glorious hate-sex that followed.

I had to get away from these girls. Where were my
 girls? Probably off being promiscuous on their own. I didn’t want to go grab Micah—let him ogle the girls he lifted to do keg stands. If he cheated on me, so be it. I already felt resigned to my fate—like I’d just been asking
 for a reason to break up with him.

That resignation had gotten much worse over the last couple days, of course . . .

My eyes ventured over to the nerdy boys: one Middle Eastern looking kid, another with big glasses framing his face, and a guy with terrible pockmarks all over his mug. Poor guy.

I realized Griffin wasn’t with them.

That was odd. Didn’t know where my three girls were, or my stepbrother. The only person I could locate was my boyfriend, whose face was two feet away from some girl’s barely-covered muff, which made him two feet away from being my adulterous
 boyfriend.

I sighed. Time to get another beer,
 I thought, and squeezed by the hips and tits blocking my path in the kitchen.

I went outside and put my hands on my hips when I approached the keg.

Someone nudged Micah and he slowly looked up at me with a look of utter befuddlement and worry, like he was actually surprised to see me in my own house. It didn’t help that he held the smooth, thick thigh of a girl in both his hands, with the girl’s high heels just inches from his face. He refused to look down into the triangle between her legs, where her pink panties were begging to be stared at. I could see the inner turmoil raging through his mind as he did everything in his power to look at me, rather than the girl’s nether region.

I could’ve busted him, but I didn’t feel like it. Instead, I simply reached for the tap, poured myself a beer, and went back inside to go looking for Nessie, Erika, and Katie.

I think Micah called to me as I left, saying something corny like, “Babe, it’s not what it looks like!”

But I didn’t care. To be honest, I knew it wasn’t what it looked like—he was just trying to have fun.

The beer was flowing like water, after all.

And that’s probably how the trouble began in the first place . . .
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Chapter Five


T
he “trouble” started at 10:00 p.m., or thereabouts. I’ve lost track of that time—not because I’ve blocked it out, but because I can only remember a singular thing about it.

First, I noticed that Fonzie, I mean Alfredo, had been separated from Vanessa. Three ravenous women surrounded him in the kitchen. He was doing his best to fend them off, but he literally had his back against the wall. Well, against the fridge.

I figured it wouldn’t be too long before they tore his clothes from his body, so I thought I should alert Nessie to the situation, so she could reclaim her man.

But I couldn’t find her.

I’d located Katie and Erika. They’d both slunk off to different parts of the houses to do some hunting of their own. Erika was talking to a huge black dude—one of the defensive tackles for the Aztecs, out near the beer pong table. Katie was talking to a surfer-looking type, and I thought for a second that it might have actually been that lifeguard from earlier today. But there was no way it could’ve been him, because he had no connection to any of our people.

Then I heard the scream.

I think everyone in the house heard the scream. It overpowered the music. A few people’s faces shot over to where it was coming from: upstairs.

I frowned. I’d made sure everyone knew that upstairs was off limits—it’s where the bedrooms were located, of course.

And the scream I heard wasn’t the bloodcurdling cry of someone getting murdered, so there was probably only one other thing that could be going on up there.

I started marching up the stairs, and a few people cautiously followed in my footsteps, eager to see what was going on.

I should have told them all to stay down there—dammit, if only I could have done it all again.

But I didn’t. I let the hangers-on stay by my side and join me in my trek. One of them was the pimply nerd that Griffin had invited and had all but forgotten about. Another was a football guy. A third and fourth were girls that I didn’t recognize personally, but knew they were Katie’s friends.

Another scream sounded out when I reached the top of the stairs, this time much closer and equally as ear piercing.

Now that I was closer, I could tell the “scream” was actually the high-pitched wailing of someone in distress. Or so I thought.

And, strangely enough, it was coming from my
 room!

I set my face into a scowl and headed to my room, where the door was closed.

I barged in without thinking, and was immediately met with a wave of heat and the overbearing smell of smut.

My eyes bulged in my head. Four other heads joined me at the door, poking their noggins in to witness the same thing I was witnessing.

Vanessa was on my bed, on all fours. Well, she was on her knees in the doggy position, but her arms were being pulled back behind her, so her whole body shook the bed. Her glamorous short dress was hiked up over her back, exposing her ass and hips. Her black panties were ripped to the side of one of her asscheeks.

And who was doing the arm pulling? Griffin Summers, my stepbrother.

He was on his knees behind her, swinging his hips and thrusting madly into her—keeping her in a leaning-but-immovable position by tugging her arms behind her.

Griffin was naked from the waist down, and he only had on a button-down shirt up top. His little ass flexed strongly as he railed Vanessa from behind, slamming his small hips against her toned butt.

The way my bed was positioned, I could see mostly a side-angle view of them fucking like animals, but I could also see Nessie’s face.

Her tongue flapped around wildly outside of her mouth, like a dog, and her mouth was opened wide in pure ecstasy or puzzlement. Saliva was dripping down her chin, and her makeup was sweating on her face. She looked lost, or in pain, or in rapture, or all of the above.

Little “uhn, uhn, ugh” sounds were escaping from her throat with every thrust from Griffin, and every fifth or sixth stroke brought a guttural yell from deep in her belly, like a banshee’s wail.

I wasn’t sure if I should get a towel to dry the wetness from between her legs, or to smother her.

I was flabbergasted.

With her high heels, Nessie was easily a foot taller than my younger stepbrother, towering over him. But she was not in the power position whatsoever.

Griffin had complete control. He held onto her and used her like a ragdoll as his gigantic cock pounded in and out of her.

His thrusts were forceful blows, shaking the whole bed and knocking my headboard back against the wall. He worked deliberately—almost slowly—and didn’t find the need to fuck her like a bunny rabbit.

I could see his thick fuck-rod every time he pulled away from her, sticking out of her gaping pussy like a log.

Oh, girl, I knew that
 feeling.

I was immediately embarrassed, turned on, and jealous by what I was seeing. Embarrassed because it was happening on my bed, in my room, with one of my best friends, and these four strangers were gawking at it, too. Turned on because Vanessa was hot and the way Griffin worked her over was even hotter. And jealous because by friend had taken my stepbrother from me.

Griff’s secret was out, and the people around me made it clear.

“Holy fuck, that kid has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen!” the girl to my right murmured.

“That’s not a kid . . . that’s a fucking donkey!” the other girl said.

“Good God, Griff’s really giving it to her,” my brother’s friend said, wide-eyed.

We were all wide-eyed. Doubly so because it didn’t seem like Griffin showed any signs of slowing down just because we’d burst into the room.

None of us moved from the doorway—we simply watched, in awe and disbelief.

Griffin reared back like a wild stallion and then charged forward, pummeling his fat cock deep into Vanessa’s poor little pussy. He was absolutely wrecking her, and it didn’t look like her vagina could stretch much further.

All of his cock couldn’t get inside of her, of course, but he managed to fit the majority into that tight space.

“You sluts are all the same,” Griff growled, punishing poor Nessie with another vicious thrust.

As he pulled back, his huge and heavy nutsack came swinging out between his legs, arching up into the air like a pendulum. His balls tapped his ass and then went careening back down with great velocity between his legs, landing with a loud thwap against Vanessa’s flesh. 

The pitter-patter and heavy thudding continued as Griffin put on a show for us bystanders, railing Vanessa like she was a tall toy.

He eventually got up from his knees and took on a crouching position, letting her arms go and grabbing her ass by both sides. She fell forward, her head digging into the bed, resting on her forearms in the face-down, ass-up position.

Griffin scooted closer to her—he was lucky she was tall and leggy, so he could crouch-fuck her. His skinny thighs and calves flexed as he stuffed his cock deep into her sloppy wet cunt.

He started jackhammering down into her, holding her ass like she was an inanimate object.

Vanessa’s staccato cries turned into one long, droning moan.

“Uhn, uhn, uhn—uhhhhgggg,” Vanessa said.

The slow clack-clack of Griffin’s balls and hips connecting with her skin went into hyperdrive. The clapping sounds picked up pace as his thrusts picked up pace. The second-long pause between claps became millisecond pauses as he ruthlessly fucked her pussy.

Cla-cla-cla-cla-cla-cla—

Her whole body jostled with the exception of her ass, which Griffin held firmly in his hands.

He pulled out of her suddenly and I let out a gasp.

A flood of cum and fluids followed his cock, pouring out of her gaped pussy.

He stole a glance at us and had a wide grin on his face. His curly hair was swept across his eyes, so I couldn’t see the look of determination and dominance he held there, but I felt his power.

I found myself getting incredibly wet.

More people had joined us at the door, since one of the original four tagalongs had rushed back down to announce to everyone what was going on up here.

Griffin was still hard as a steel beam, his colossal cock jutting out from his body and swaying in the air as he moved.

Both of the girls next to me gasped at the same time as I did, and one of them slapped her hand over her mouth.

Vanessa crumpled onto her side as Griffin pulled out from her, used and abused to the extreme.

But Griffin wasn’t done.

He sat on the edge of the bed, next to Vanessa’s spurting pussy, and grabbed her by the hips. He rolled her over toward him, and she moaned and groaned as he moved her.

Whenever Griff was in the midst of his fucking, it seemed like he took on superhuman strength. His skinny arms shouldn’t have been able to move Vanessa’s tall, lanky body so easily!

But then I noticed that it wasn’t just him forcing his will upon her. She was lethargically moving with him, allowing herself to be moved.

Griffin’s cock was wet and slick as it wobbled in the air and came to rest against his own stomach and chest. The underside of his cockmeat was thick and bulging, and it probably took up a third of the width of his skinny waist.

“Come on, get yourself up here, girl. Don’t you want to sit on my massive cock?”

“Y-Y-Yes,” Vanessa said almost immediately.

I could tell she was lost in a daze—a cum-addled, mindless place that made her seem like a brain dead bimbo. Her lips were puffy and pouty. Her gaunt cheeks were sunken and huffing with labored breathing. Her luscious brown hair was messy and covering her eyes.

Within moments, Griffin’s show became full frontal. He sat on the edge of the bed and Vanessa balanced herself on top of him, pressing her back against his front, making his whole torso and head disappear against her size.

We could only see his little legs sticking out from between her legs, and that stupendous cock jutting up against her stomach.

Her high heels touched the ground and she lifted her butt high into the air.

Then she lowered herself and Griffin was inside her again. This time, all of us innocent bystanders got to see firsthand what that titanic cock could do to a girl’s pussy. Of course, I already knew, but the newly erect acquaintances beside me didn’t.

Vanessa’s pussy lips spread wider and wider as the fist-sized head of his cock plunged up into her. She cried out as it entered her, and I could tell by her twitching legs that she came right away.

She instinctively lifted her legs as he shoved more of his cock into her from below.

His hands reached out wide and took her by the thighs near the backs of her knees. He pulled her legs back toward him—those incredibly long legs were pointing up to the ceiling now.

The length of her tanned legs seemed to go on forever.

Alfredo downstairs was clearly forgotten to her. She was in the crazed midst of orgasmic euphoria.

I could hear a groan come from behind Vanessa, from Griffin, as he pulled her legs back so far that her knees almost touched her perky tits.

Then he wrapped his arms up and over her legs and cupped the back of her head, pushing down so her face almost met with her knees.

My stepbrother had Nessie in a full nelson. He had her wrapped up like a pretzel, her legs locked by his arm-bar, and her head locked by his cupping palms. 

In that position, Nessie could see everything that was going on below her. She was forced to see, really, since her head was pressed downward.

Then Griffin started moving inside of her, sending his tremendous cock deep into her.

I could see the whole thing, and my mouth dropped open for the third or fourth time.

Vanessa’s flat, toned stomach bulged with every thrust that Griffin delivered.

Her whole body convulsed as Griffin ripped into her.

“F-F-Fuuuuck!” she cried, her voice ululating with the wavy motions of her body. The bottom halves of her legs had fallen over Griffin’s arm bar, and they kicked out every time she bounced on his cock. “You’re stretching me so fucking much, motherfucker! My pussy’s gonna break! You’re a demon child—a devil boy—possessed by the cock Gods! You’re a cock idol!”

She was speaking nonsense now, spit and froth flying from her mouth, her body flailing in her locked position as Griffin mercilessly battered her little cunt.

I glanced behind me and saw that at least seven people were now watching with bated breath and opened mouths as this live porno took place in my house. In my room. On my bed.

Someone was pushing through the crowd. Uh oh.

John Stamos, I mean Alfredo, came barging through the group, muscling people out of his way.

He stood beside me and watched his girlfriend taking the dicking of her life, her screams carrying over the rap music downstairs, her lean legs and body writhing to the pleasure of being filled by such a big slab of manhood.

“I hope you two haven’t been together long?” I asked dumbly, trying to think of anything to say that would soften this incredibly hard
 blow.

Alfredo’s handsome face didn’t fall away or crumble; his mouth didn’t gape. Instead, he gritted his teeth and clenched his jaw together, making the bones protrude near his ears.

“Una sporca, sporca piccola puttana,”
 he said. I would later find out that that translated roughly to “you dirty little whore.”

I couldn’t blame him.

Alfredo disappeared into the crowd of onlookers and left the scene. Before he reached the top of the stairs, I saw that a girl had rushed to his side to console his grieving heart.

Alfredo took the girl by the arm and pulled her harshly with him, making her follow him down the steps. 


I guess he plans to reenact what’s happening to Vanessa here, with his new, drunk love,
 I thought, rolling my eyes. From what I’d seen from movies, that was very stereotypical of Italians.

Boy, was that going to be an angry fuck session.

I turned back to Vanessa and Griffin on my bed, and found that this was quite the angry event as well.

Griff held her stationary, still like a pretzel, as his cock plunged up into her pussy over and over again. His oversized testicles bounced with his movements.

Vanessa looked like she climaxed again. She flexed and her powerful legs—powerful from years of soccer and sports—stopped bouncing with her body. Her stilettos fell off her feet and her toes were curled up toward the ceiling.

“W-Watch out!” she cried out.

The virtuoso duo were less than five feet from the doorway, so that made them less than five feet from my face.

I should have listened to Vanessa, but I wasn’t sure what she was talking about.

Griffin growled as he rammed into her a few more times, his balls jumping wildly around. He let his hands go slightly from the back of her head, and her scrunched position straightened out a bit.

Griffin wrapped his arms around her thin chest, squishing his boobs against his forearms, and held her there as he pummeled her some more.

Her voice vibrated like a Thai masseuse was pounding on her back during a great massage. Her tongue fell out of her mouth again, and I thought she might have passed out.

But then she made a little squeak.

Griffin roared.

He abruptly lifted her and pulled away at the same time, letting his cock slide out of her. It throbbed and swayed wildly in the air, back and forth, until it came to rest against Vanessa’s stomach. It pulsed against her heaving tummy.

We all gasped like a shocked audience at a movie theater.

Then Griffin’s cock tensed up, the head got even larger and turned deep purple, and he erupted with his cock pointing up toward her face.

The first stream of cum was a powerful shotgun blast right to her face and chin. The next few propulsions splattered her dress and tits and dribbled down her body like bloody droplets from a horror movie.

Almost at the same time that my stepbrother came, Vanessa’s body trembled and went rigid and taut. She held herself there for a second, her eyes bulging, then her mouth widened and she shrieked as she came.

And squirted. Facing us.

Her piss and juices flooded out of her, but Griffin’s cock made a natural dam to halt her flood. The powerful blast from deep inside Vanessa would not be stopped, or deterred, and it shot out like a fountain around his thickness. It arched in the air and then came raining down in the shape of a sunflower.

Cum and piss showered me and the other bystanders, getting in our hair, on our faces and clothes, and everywhere else.

We all gave a collective groan as Vanessa squirted on us all.

Then Griffin quite literally tossed her aside, and her body bounced to a stop on the bed. She quivered for a moment and I stared at her in stunned stupefaction.

I tousled my hair and my hand came away wet and sticky.

“All right!” I yelled, watching Griffin’s behemoth slowly soften to its regular, not-as-gigantic size. “Party’s over! Everyone out!”

I had some cleaning to do.

And by God, after watching that masterful display, I had some fucking to do!
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Chapter One


M
y fat ass thudded loudly against the wall as my little stepbrother pushed me. My heavy asscheeks billowed out behind me, smashed against the wall, and I gritted my teeth with a helpless expression on my face.

Griffin had his huge cock crammed inside of me, and he eagerly railed me against the wall. Saliva dripped down my chin as I gave in to the extreme pleasure I felt from my stepbrother’s cock.

My soppy wet pussy was stretched wide. My legs were slightly parted to let his body squeeze in between my thick thighs. He fucked me straight on, standing, my thighs pressed against his smaller hips. Even though I was much taller than him, I couldn’t move. He had me impaled on his enormous cock.

I couldn’t think straight. He was fucking me silly with his giant, throbbing meatslab, and all I could do was take his violent thrusts as best I could. I felt like my little pussy would never be the same after he was finished stretching it out.

I looked down at his face and saw it was red with exertion while he tried his hardest to break me.

I couldn’t stop moaning, no matter how hard I tried. I didn’t want him to see me like this—utterly cock-crazed and pathetic.

I wrapped my arms around his thin neck and shoulders, and rested my chin on the top of his head, pulling him closer.

He just kept whacking away at me, without a care in the world, knowing he was setting my mind and pussy afire. 

Griffin was really, really
 good at this.

It was Sunday morning, and I’d already cum twice.

I was on the verge of exploding again—I felt my muscles clenching around his fat dick, making my entry even tighter for his incredible girth.

Looking down between my legs, it was astounding that my little cooch could spread so far. It was like he was sticking a Pringles can between my legs.

I don’t know why he was punishing me, but I didn’t care. I secretly loved it.

The night before, we’d thrown a party at the house—at least 30 people had shown up: football guys who were my boyfriend’s pals, dorks who hung out with my hung stepbrother, and hot chicks who were my friends.

By the end of the night, I caught Griffin fucking one of my best friends—Vanessa—into submission, on my
 bed. Me and seven or so other people watched with our mouths agape, while Griffin gaped poor Vanessa and made her scream as she squirted across the room, showering all of us in spunk and piss.

I had shut down the party soon after that, to “clean up.” I also desperately needed to rub one out.

So after Griffin had left the room, triumphant with his conquest, I snuck into the laundry room, stole his soiled tighty-whities, and took them into my room with me.

I sniffed his cum-drenched underwear shamelessly as I fingerblasted myself for the umpteenth time that day. Then I passed out, covered in my own juices. 

My boyfriend, Micah, had expected me to leave my house and accompany him to his, so he could give me a lackluster shagging, but I’d declined.

Micah was big and hunky, a star of the San Diego Aztecs football team, but he was hung like every other dude. Even at 6’5”, he was average at best.

He had nothing on my short little stepbrother.

Today, Micah had scrimmage practice, since it was Sunday. He’d asked me to show up, but I told him I still had a lot of cleaning to do to make the house spick and span before my mom and stepdad came back from their weekend Cabo getaway.

In truth, I just wanted Griffin to skewer me on his huge dick.

It hadn’t taken much coaxing to get my stepbrother to fuck me. Even though it was only the second time we’d done this, he was just as eager and energetic as the first time, if not more.

His libido was absolutely insane. The 18-year-old had a sex drive that just couldn’t be stopped.

In fact, this morning, I didn’t have to do anything to turn Griffin onto me. He did that all by myself.

I was rudely awakened by him, snapped out of my lazy slumber. 

I woke up to Griffin dragging his huge, sweaty balls across my face.

At first, with my eyes still closed, trapped in dreamland, I simply groaned and let him smother my face with his big nuts. I was still asleep at the time, so I didn’t know what he was doing.

Then I awoke to the manly smell of his ballsack, planted on my nose and face.

I jerked away from his sack with a startled expression on my face, then stared at him. He was smirking, his fat, floppy cock hanging between his legs. He held both of his nuts in his hands, squeezed together, as big as two pool balls.

“Oh, Jesus fuck,” I said in a raspy voice, still able to smell his sweat and stench on me. “Look at your stupid fucking nuts.”

I was still half dazed with sleep, so I couldn’t think of anything better to say.

He just laughed.

His balls were smooth and huge, each testicle nearly taking up an entire palm. His pubic area was freshly shaved, making his tremendous cock look even bigger, if that was possible.

He approached the side of the bed again, his dick swaying heavily between his legs. My eyes were locked onto it, mesmerized and entranced.

As he neared me, he lifted his heavy python in his hand, pulling it close to his flat little belly, and then stuck his hips out toward me.

I inched forward, sighing, and when I got close enough he grabbed the back of my head.

Griffin made me lick the underside of his big dick, soaking up all the sweat and stench with my tongue. Then he let his heavy cock fall over my face with a plop, to get his balls closer to my lips.

I looked up, so that his cock was draped over my chin, nose, and forehead, and kept running my tongue along the underside of his substantial meat.

His cock got hard and thickened—I could see it growing bigger as I became cross-eyed like a dumb bitch. Eventually, the girth of his dick was nearly the same width as my entire face.

It was alarming, to say the least.

I looked down and noticed that his balls looked even fuller.

I wanted to bury my face in his gigantic nutsack, so I did. I took both of his big testicles in the palms of my hands, squeezed gently, and brought my face against them. I motorboated his leathery satchel like they were a pair of righteous tits, and he just laughed at my depravity.

Meanwhile, I could feel his draping cock growing to its utmost length across the top of my head. It was getting heavier and heavier.

His balls were just too big to fit in my mouth, so I licked them and then softly bit his sack like a wild animal.

I guess he didn’t like that.

He suddenly smacked me across the face with his hard slab of cockmeat. I embraced his vicious cockslap even as my head twisted to the left, then to the right as he did it again.

I let out little yelps as he kept smacking me with it, and a small smile grew on my lips.

Ugh, I just wanted to gag on his fat cock and gargle his cum!

He must’ve seen the glint in my eye—the smirk on my face as he punished my cheeks with his large member—because he didn’t make me wait.

Without any preempting, he said, “You’re going to be a good little slut and service my fat cock with your cute mouth, aren’t you?”

I nodded sheepishly.

The glans of his cock throbbed. It was almost as big as a fist, and it loomed over my full, pink lips.

He pushed his cockhead against my lips, and I tried my best to take in his ridiculous girth. I felt my jaw crackling as it expanded to take it in. I felt like it would unhinge, and at first it was painful.

Luckily, my jaw stayed intact as he pushed his cock into my throat. Five inches of his wide, girthy meat missile shot to the back of my throat in an instant, making me gag, just like I’d wanted.

I thought I’d throw up—it was still early morning, and I’d just woken up. This wasn’t the type of thing I normally did—or ever
 did—after first waking up.

But his long dick sobered me up quick.

As he stood over me, I got in a better position to take his cock in my mouth. I flipped my legs over the edge of the bed and sat up, so my head came up to his thin waist.

I put my hands on his slender hips and pulled him forward, eager to take his cock deeper.

He laughed and put on hand on top of my head, and the other hand underneath my chin, sliding it down to my neck.

I could tell by how far his hand drooped that my neck was distended and bulging with his fat cock. I could imagine the outline it made as it wrecked my poor gullet.

I gagged against as he started fucking my face.

He held my head stationary as his hips moved forward, and I couldn’t stop making stupid quacking noises: “Gluh, gluck, gluh.”

Dammit, he had me.

My lips were stretched out, further than they should go, and I imagine I looked like a dumb skank with my face stuck on his cock.

It didn’t slide easily down my throat, but Griffin made it work.

He grunted as he pressed his cock into me.

My eyes narrowed and I blinked rapidly as he went deeper. My gag reflex fought like crazy to keep down all the beer I’d had from the night before. My tongue was pressed firmly against the bottom of my mouth, forced there by his shaft, and my cheeks were bulging like a squirrel with oversized nuts in his mouth.

I felt hot tears running down my cheeks, involuntarily, carving a wide berth around my stretched mouth as the salty drops came to his overbearing cock.

It became hard to see through the tears. I imagined my eyes were bloodshot and ugly.

I was still wearing a smattering of makeup from last night—I’d fallen asleep with it on. It felt caked on and disgusting on my skin, and now my tears and sweat were peeling it off and making it soak into my cheeks and eyelids and run down my face.

I’m sure I looked like a total fucking mess. A cheap whore.

Griffin seemed to love it. “You look so cute while I torture you with my fat cock, sis. Can you breathe?”

I tried to shake my head slightly, but he wouldn’t let me. He just kept it there, immovable as he pounded my throat.

My vision was getting blurry. I thought I’d pass out, not for the first time.

I tapped his little hips urgently, worried that he would kill me with his impossibly big dick.

What a way to go! What would my tombstone read?

“Here lies Brooke Carson—she died doing what she loves best, choking on her little stepbrother’s fat cock and drowning in his cum.”

He abruptly pulled his body away, wrenching my hands free from his hips. His cock slid out of my throat suddenly, and I felt a rush of cold breeze as my widened esophagus was cleared of the big blockage.

His cock was wet and dripping with my saliva and his precum.

My hands were still reaching out like a manikin’s, since I was unsure what to do with them.

Before I could put them in my lap or move them, he snatched my hands out of the air with his own.

He yanked upward and I yipped like a dog as he tried lifting me from my bed. He wasn’t strong, and I was bigger than him, but he showed surprising strength—I also knew that he had more strength than he let on, after watching him devour Vanessa the night before, who is even taller than me.

I didn’t resist going to my feet. I had on a tank top and little booty shorts that barely came down to my thighs, and they only blocked half of my fat ass. My big, toned buttocks swelled underneath the little shorts.

He licked his lips as he saw what I was dressed in: not much.

He stepped close to me and looked up at me with a dark gleam in his eyes. “What do you want from me?”

I couldn’t look him in the face. I was too embarrassed. My jaw and cheeks still ached from his facefucking, and I could feel the layers of makeup corroding my skin.

My eyes wandered down, between us, to the rock hard cock jutting out from his little hips.

He saw me watching it throb and pulse in the air between us, then he stepped even closer and put his hands on my wide hips.

His cock sunk in between my thighs and I let out a low purr. I couldn’t help myself from the erotic bliss I felt in the hands of my baby stepbrother. I was clay in his masterful hands, anxious to be molded how he wished.

I seemed to melt a little as his thick cock slid between my thighs, pushing them apart. I squeezed my legs together so they enveloped his manhood, and he let out a groan.

He pumped his hips and fucked my thighs for about five minutes, without a word passing between us.

I held him close the entire time, hugging his body near me.

Eventually, he leaned forward and rested his head on the top of my tits. “Well?”

“Please, Griff, take me right now and fuck my tight hole until I squeal!”
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Chapter Two


A
nd now we were back to the wall. He had extricated his cock from between the thickness of my thighs, then did a pirouette with me in his arms, swinging me around.

His hands grabbed my stretchy booty shorts and yanked them down, revealing my wet, aching pussy. It was smooth and pretty and his eyes glittered when he saw it.

I couldn’t help but smile.

He took both of his hands and put them between my thighs, where his cock had just been. Then he pried them apart, and again, I didn’t resist.

I wondered how he was going to do this—his cock only seemed to reach up to the tops of my thighs, which was why he’d fucked them. I was too tall, I thought, for him to fuck me while standing.

Boy, I don’t think I could’ve been more wrong.

He simply put his heaving, throbbing meatpole in one hand, slid his palm along the bottom, up to the pulsing cockhead, and then bent the whole pillar upwards.

His cockhead reached my pussy without much effort at all. His dick was long enough, that’s for sure. He didn’t even need to go on his tiptoes.

While he guided his cock with one hand, he waited for me to step out of my booty shorts, so they ringed around one ankle, and then his other hand slid to my dripping pussy lips.

I moaned as he parted my pussy and urged his cockhead into my little hole. He spread me out fucking wide as hell on that initial thrust, and I couldn’t contain my spit—it just dripped down my chin.

With an abrasive thrust, he pushed me up against the wall near my bed. I was speared on his large cock and had nowhere to go but backwards.

His body followed mine into the wall, and that’s how we got to this position.

I moaned and squealed like a stuck pig while he ravaged me and pumped his hips in and out, going onto his tiptoes to pierce me deeper.

I came within one minute of his desperate fucking, then came again a minute later.

He’d only had me pressed against the wall for less time than a commercial break and I was already sputtering fluids out of my battered pussy.

My big butt kept banging on the wall behind me, and that’s when I wrapped my arms around his neck and put my chin on his head.

I brought him close and he hugged me right under my tits.

Our bodies became one with each other—melded together by his thick pussy-stretcher.

He bowed his legs out slightly and his dangling balls started swinging in full force between his legs. They clapped heavily against my thighs, drawing out loud slaps, rippling my skin in waves, then arched back underneath his little bum.

I could hear his own nuts clapping against his bony ass, before they came swooping back and knocking against me.

I let out moans and cries and started whimpering like a bitch in heat.

“Ugh, slap those heavy fucking nuts against me, Griff! Don’t stop! Impale me with your fat fuckstick!” I screamed, my voice echoing around my room.

“You like it, don’t ya big sis? You love getting stretched out by my meatpole, huh?!” he replied, his voice muffled, his face buried in my tank top, between my tits.

I nodded, my chin rumbling on top of his curly-haired head. “Yessss!”

“Scream my name, you little slut!”

“Oh, Griffin! Griffin, please rail me harder!”

His hip thrusts picked up pace. My ass smashed against the wall even louder, thudding with all the weight that my fat asscheeks carried.

Thunk—thunk—thwap—

“I’m cumming again, Griff!”

My pussy clenched up around his cock and he growled as he pushed through, forcing my vagina’s walls apart to allow his girth to penetrate me deeply.

I lost all coherent thought, my brain was awhirl with degenerate images of the different positions I wanted my little stepbrother to fuck me in.

Mom and Barret were coming back tomorrow!

“Ahhhh!” I shouted, cumming hard, letting myself melt into a body-quaking orgasm.

My whole body trembled, but still Griffin held on, plapping his balls against my thighs, bouncing my cheeks against the wall, lancing his hefty harpoon deep into my pussy.

After cumming as hard as I did, I started to lose feeling in my bottom half. My ass was going numb from smashing against the wall; my pussy was tender and raw and on fire.

But he pounded me relentlessly, making orgasmic aftershocks cycle through my spent body.

“You’re fucking me to death!” I yelled. “I can’t feel my little stretched out pussyyyy!”

“Graah!” he bellowed, then dipped his body to bring his cock out of me.

A flood of my own juices splashed out between my legs, landing on my carpeted floor and around my feet.

He manhandled me like a man of his size shouldn’t be able to. Without his cock lodged inside me, I thought my legs would give out and I’d tumble to the ground.

But he didn’t let me.

He grabbed both of my arms, spun me around, and shoved me hard, in one quick motion.

I fell forward and stumbled to the bed, the edge of my mattress cutting me off at the knees and making me flop forward.

I bounced on my tits and tummy on the bed, face down, my ass up in the air.

He slapped my buttcheeks hard and they wobbled against his palm. I cried out again, into my bedspread, biting down on my sheets.

Then I felt the explosion of warm, hot jizz all over my abundant ass. It rained down on me like a geyser. My little stepbrother launched copious loads of thick cum all down my buttocks and thighs and some of it even dripped over my pussy and asshole.

The next few spurts showered my back with hot spunk.

He yelled incoherently as he came all over me, using me like his own personal cum-bucket.

I gripped the sheets tightly and he started slapping my ass over and over again, then I felt his big cockhead smear against my cheeks as he wiped off the remnants of spunk dripping from his dick.

He stopped slapping my raised ass with his hands and started slapping it with his cock, making sure to rid himself of all that pesky semen.

He managed to get every drop on me.

My mind immediately rushed back into me, and my depraved lust vanished in an instant, before his cum had even started drying.

I felt disgusting, used, and content, all at once.

I needed a shower.

I just hoped my baby stepbrother would let me get up. Because, after all, I was a slave to his giant cock now.

Maybe I should ask for permission? 
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I SHOWERED MYSELF OFF
, letting the warm water soak my skin. It cleansed me, purged me of the vile, naughty things I’d subjected myself to.

I closed my eyes and leaned my head forward against the wall, letting the cleansing waters purify my soul and relax my muscles.

Luckily, Griffin wasn’t in the shower with me. I finally had a break from his eager libido—from his constant horniness.

My passion was no match for his yearning I loved getting railed by him, but he loved
 fucking me.

I knew that I’d give in to him any time he asked, at least while my parents were still away from home.

I couldn’t trust myself.

Also, I couldn’t trust my friends, clearly—after watching Vanessa get so thoroughly savaged the night before.

I still hadn’t talked to her, or Katie, or Erika.

But too many people last night had seen what I’d been trying to hide . . . the fact that my stepbrother had a humongous cock.

I wondered if I could keep my slutty, cockmonger friends away from him now? I doubted it.

His sex drive was too pervasive. I’m sure he had to cum at least five times a day to satisfy that monster, and he’d get it any way he could, and wherever he could.

There was no doubt in my mind that I’d see Vanessa here again—a surprise visit—but not to hang out with me . . .

I knew the feeling of cock-lust that she probably felt. The night before, her tongue had been hanging out of her pretty little mouth like a cheap whore. She’d been used like a ragdoll for Griffin’s whims.

I couldn’t imagine going back to Micah now. As shitty as it sounded, he just couldn’t please me anymore. He never could, really, but now that I’d found a huge cock to stretch me out and satisfy me, I couldn’t go back to what I’d known. The fact that the big dick belonged to my stepbrother was irrelevant.

Jesus Christ, I was a mess.

Before this weekend, I had had no idea what a fucking size queen I was!

If Griffin had been my true flesh-and-blood brother, things would have been terrible. Surely I’d be able to keep away from him if that
 was the case, right?

Here I was, a character in one of George R.R. Martin’s novels—Cersei to Griffin’s Jamie Lannister, fucking my own brother. Ugh. How demoralizing.

I kept using the excuse that we weren’t actually
 related. My mom and Griffin’s dad just happened to get together. So what was so taboo about what we were doing?

I knew what was wrong with it, but I did it anyway. There was a reason that stepsibling and stepparent porn populated the first pages of PornHub. Because it was naughty, taboo, and it wasn’t supposed to be allowed.

Society would shun us if they knew.

There were already too many people that knew about Griffin’s secret weapon. If they started to get the idea . . . started to make the connection between us . . .

My life would be over!

As you can see, my thoughts were roaming around wildly and nonlinearly as I let the shower do its thing.

The cleaner I felt on the outside, the dirtier I felt on the inside.

In the end, all I could do was keep living my life.

I shouldn’t be too hard on myself, right?

After 30 minutes in the shower, I turned the water off and sighed to myself. I stared at myself in the mirror—my tanned, smooth skin, my pretty face and big, bustling tits. I turned to look at myself in profile and watched how my giant ass curved out from my back. It was so fluffy and bouncy, I noted, while I cupped the bottoms of my buttocks and lifted them up, letting them drop heavily and bounce to form.

It was only noon. Mom and Barret weren’t supposed to come home until tomorrow morning.

I had the whole day to see what Griffin had in store for me . . .
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Chapter Three


I
wrapped a towel around myself and left the bathroom, heading for my room. Before throwing on any clothes, I checked my phone, which was charging on a nightstand by my bed.

While moving for my phone, my eyes glossed over my riled up bedsheets, where I saw dark splotches and smears drenched into the fabric. My stepbrother’s cum still stained my bed. I’d need to change those sheets before mom and Barret came home.

I clicked on my phone and saw I had two text messages in my little group text with Katie, Vanessa, and Erika.

Katie said: V and B, where u bitches at? Me n erika headed to the beach. It’s beautiful out!


Erika followed that up with: join us hoes


The texts had come in less than five minutes ago. I noticed the telltale sign that someone was typing: three dots on the bottom of the screen.

I waited to see what the person would say, while thinking about my own day.

Could it be Vanessa answering?

Whatever the case, the dots disappeared, and no message showed up. Someone had cold feet.

A minute later, Katie wrote: Unless Nessie’s little cooch is still too soar ;)


She misspelled “sore,” but I still gasped, clapping a hand to my mouth. I cringed, hoping that I wouldn’t be dragged into this little shitstorm, since Nessie’s “little cooch” had been wrecked at my
 house, during my
 party, by my
 stepbrother. 

I wasn’t so lucky.  

Erika typed next: ya Brooke feel free to bring that stepbrother of yours along. He’s got all that big dick energy


Katie: No, he just has a big dick


Erika: haha tru


My cheeks burned with secondhand embarrassment. I wanted to shut my phone off and throw it out the window.

Of course I wasn’t going to tell Griff my girlfriends were talking about him. He would eat that up—he lived for the attention.

But as far as I was concerned, my little stepbrother’s big cock was already getting enough attention. From me.

I didn’t need my other two hot friends falling prey to his salacious ways. Those damn sluts.

Besides, weren’t both of them talking to different boys the night before? Why were they honing in on Griff? Maybe to get under my skin, or to rub Vanessa the wrong way.

I had a feeling we wouldn’t be seeing much of Vanessa for a while. She’d probably be living like a hermit for a time, ashamed for what she’d done with Griffin. Not to mention, she’d come to the party with a real sexy Italian man on her arms—though that date obviously didn’t go as Mr. Corleone had hoped.

I decided to voice my opinion and write something to the bitches: weren’t both u talking to boys at my party last night? What happened?


Erika said: ya I let chad suck my titties and jackhammer me. But his name is chad. I can’t be datin no black dude named chad.


Katie: hahah!


Me: wut about u kay?


Katie: nah I got too drunk. Took uber home and passed out


I nodded to myself. So Katie didn’t get any dick, and now she was probably horny and hungover. There’s no way I was going to let Griffin anywhere near her ginormous funbags. The last thing I needed was my stepbrother banging all
 of my friends.

He’d already gotten one, and that was one too many.

Katie typed into the group: u coming or what B?


I bit my bottom lip nervously. They were giving me an out—allowing me to leave my eventful day behind me and start fresh. Maybe I could catch some waves, get a nice little tan going . . .

I was incredibly conflicted. It should have been an easy decision: hang out with my friends on a beautiful Sunday afternoon at the beach, gawking at cute boys . . . or give in to my base instincts.

Actually, when I put it like that, it wasn’t an easy decision at all.

Erika typed: yea, you coming... or cumming?


My mouth dropped open in a silent gasp. I could feel a vein in my forehead throbbing with quick anger.

I wrote: what the hell’s that supposed to mean?


I was scared that she was alluding to me fucking my stepbrother. But how could Erika have known that? I had to get that thought out of her mind, if that’s what she was saying!

Erika: uh, are you with Micah or what?


My cheeks burned even more furiously at my own stupidity. Jesus Christ, I’d forgotten about my boyfriend!
 Forgotten I even had one!

I typed: no he has football scrimmage today


Erika: ok then see you at Marine Street in 30


It wasn’t a question. And I was all right with that. I sighed, clicked my phone off, unwrapped my towel, and threw it into a heap on the floor.

I rummaged around my closet until I found a cute spaghetti strap black bikini top and bottom. I tied the top on, squishing my big tits into the cups—it seemed I barely fit into this top anymore—and then slid the bikini bottoms up my smooth legs.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror near my door, striking a couple poses. Yeah, I looked good, even without makeup on. My skin was warm, light brown from so many days outside already, though my tits were a lighter tone, having been neglected of the sun’s rays the last few times I beached it.

My ass had a thin tanline right above the cheeks, where my thongs usually strapped together, and it looked hot. I knew those little tanlines made the guys go crazy, too. My stomach was flat and looked like a washboard, my hips were wide and enticing, and my shoulders looked strong. I smiled at myself.

I headed downstairs to tell Griffin I was heading out. As I walked down the steps, my big tits bounced cheerfully in my top.

Griffin wasn’t in the living room, which was the first room I could see as I went down the stairs. At the bottom of the steps, I turned the corner into the kitchen.

I stopped in my tracks and clenched my jaws tight, which was all I could do to stop my mouth from falling open again.

Griffin stood there, making himself a sandwich, as usual. For how little that kid was, he sure ate a lot.

But it was what he was wearing that startled me—or rather, wasn’t wearing.

The day before, on Saturday, after ravaging me on his bed, he’d dressed himself in little tighty whities and paraded around the house with his giant bulge showing.

Now, he wasn’t even wearing that.

Griffin was completely naked, with the exception of a gray t-shirt that went down to his belly button.

He stood facing me at the island in the kitchen, wearing nothing to contain his enormous cock and balls. His fat dick was just laid out there for everyone to see, hanging and swinging in the air between his legs as he spread some peanut butter on a slice of bread. His low, dangling nuts also moved with his body’s motion, gently careening left and right, smooshed between his thighs.

My eyes of course narrowed on his oversized package before anything else—before I even noticed he was making a sandwich.

“Ah, hey, sis, you’re still alive,” he said sarcastically, grinning at me foolishly.


This arrogant little shit,
 I thought, shaking my head. “What,” I said in a low voice, putting my hands on my hips, “you think you can just fuck me and then not wear any clothes around the house?”

He shrugged. “That’s exactly what I think. How’d you know?” He still had that stupid grin plastered on his face. “It’s not like anyone’s home besides us two.”

“It’s the principle of the thing, Griff. I don’t want to have to . . . stare at it all day.”

“Then don’t.”

“You’re making it difficult not to.”

Griffin shrugged again. “Sounds like a personal problem.”

My stupid little fat-cocked stepbrother was just waltzing around the house with his schlong hanging out, and I couldn’t do anything to stop him. I couldn’t even do anything to stop myself.

“What if the mailman comes by?” I said, giving him a theoretical situation where he might regret going commando.

“It’s Sunday. No mail on Sunday.”

Frustrated, I scoffed again, like that was a stupid answer, even though it was actually a really good one.

“Even if they did come by, what are they gonna do? I’m in my own house—no public indecency here.”

“Yeah but there’s gotta be something again private
 indecency,” I said, squirming a little bit in my swimwear. I had to admit, I wasn’t wearing much more than him, but at least my naughty bits were covered!

He was obviously doing this to goad me, to see my reaction. He wanted to incite me, and it was working. I felt my face growing hot as I kept glancing down at his junk, unable to keep eye contact with him for very long.

His smile widened. It was an evil little grin on his dorky little face, and I hated it. “I see your eyes glistening, sis.”

I shook my head furiously. “Bullshit. I’m getting out of here. Just came to say I’m going to the beach.”

“Will Vanessa be there?” Griff asked.

I frowned. “No.”

“Shame. Bet she looks real fucking hot in a bikini, with those long ass legs . . . mmm. Hey, you do too.”

My face was blushing again, so I started to turn around. Then I realized that would probably be worse, because he’d have direct sight on my luscious, fat ass.

I stopped mid-turn as he did something unexpected.

In a quick motion, he took the knife he was spreading peanut butter with, pulled it down low . . . and then slathered his cock with a scoop of peanut butter.

My eyes went wide. “W-What the fuck are you doing?”

“I know you want it, Brooke,” he said, grinning like a madman.

The peanut butter on his cock looked ridiculous, but it caught me by surprise. I would never admit it to him, but it did . . . look enticing.

“Come on, don’t you want a double shot of protein?”

My eyes narrowed on him. I assumed he was talking about the protein from the peanut butter, as well as from his cum. The lewd little bastard.

“What do I look like to you, Griff, a fucking dog? You think I’m just gonna slurp peanut butter off your nuts?”

“It’s extra chunky.”

“Fuck you.”

I turned to walk out the door. I’d had enough of his shit.

“Wait,” he called out.

I stopped near the door, slowly turning.

He now had his thick member in one of his little hands, the fat appendage drooping over his fingers. With the other hand, he was daintily swiping up the peanut butter from his cock and eating it.

“What is it?” I said sullenly, crossing my arms under my heavy chest. I felt my nipples getting hard at the sight of my baby stepbrother eating peanut butter off his own cock.

Jesus, how depraved had I become over the last two days?

“Want to make some money?”

“If it involves eating that peanut—”

“No,” he said, waving his sticky hand at me. “Even though you do look like a bitch that’s itching to get fucked, it has nothing to do with the peanut butter.”

I tilted my head a little. “What do you mean, then?”

“Well, I know how your mom is always pestering you about getting a job. So I’m offering one to you.”

“What does this job entail?”

“Sitting, being your pretty self . . .” he trailed off.

My eyes narrowed even further, until I could barely see out of them. What trick was he playing? This wasn’t like him.

Oh, but then it was
 like him.

With one hand still wrapped around the broad girth of his monster cock, he wagged the thing at me. “And this,” he said, finishing.

My mind clicked all the puzzle pieces together in an instant. Me. Sitting. Griffin. Cock.

“Ah,” I said, “you want me to go on Chaturbate with you?”

Finally, the devilish little bastard looked surprised. I’d one-upped him. His head lurched back, his eyes widening.

“What?” he said.

I took a step forward, feeling rejuvenated from putting him in his place. I knew a secret of his, one that he clearly didn’t want to get out . . .

“Oh, yeah,” I said nonchalantly, “I know all about your little escapades. I hear the dinging in your room. I saw you sucking your own cock yesterday, actually. It was hilarious.”

Griffin sputtered with rage. It was cute, I had to admit, because physically he was about as intimidating as a housefly. I could kick his ass, no doubt in my mind. He was a dorky video gamer, I was a college soccer player. I was fit—he was frail.

“Y-You saw that?!” he asked incredulously.

I nodded, very proud with myself.

“And you didn’t . . . say anything?”

I shook my head. He was squirming while he stood there, and his brooding rage was pretty adorable. His cheeks were turning red. He let his cock fall back between his legs, his tripod still and motionless.

I wasn’t going to tell him I’d been too busy fingerbanging myself to the sight of his colossal cockhead perched in his little mouth. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction—or the knowledge—that his autofellatio had turned me on remarkably hard.

I wanted to watch him squirm a little more . . .

But the confusion and shock on his face disappeared, and the rage took over. He gritted his teeth, his jawbones protruding from his head. “Come on, I need to teach you a lesson.”

I gulped quietly. I felt my nipples getting hard again. Just like that, with one sentence, he’d taken me out of my gloating, proud moment.

He was hard to deny, but I tried. “N-No, I’m going to the beach.”

“No, you aren’t,” he said. “You’re going upstairs with me.”

With my arms around my torso, I hugged myself, bringing my elbows close against my body. It had the effect of pumping my tits out further, which was not exactly what I wanted.

Now it was my turn to flounder and fidget.

How was I going to let my younger
 stepbrother dictate my life? How was I going to let him order me around?

My face was incredibly hot and flushed. I stared at the thick, hanging phallus, and the pool balls between his legs.

That’s how.

I couldn’t help myself. The 18-year-old freak of nature had this control over me.

He spun around and left the kitchen, heading up the stairs.

I watched his little butt sashay left and right as he moved, with his rugged gonads swaying between his legs, underneath his asscheeks.

I blushed as I watched, and turned away from the stimulating sight before he was halfway up the stairs.

My mind went crazy as I weighed my options. I stared out of the front door into the lazy, sunny Sunday, at the birds chirping and a butterfly that fluttered past the driveway, disappearing into the lush garden.

I was so close to making my escape!

Then I closed the front door.

With my head bowed low in shame, I followed him upstairs. 
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Chapter Four


I
sat down in Griffin’s rolling chair, in front of his laptop. I put my hands in my lap and fidgeted nervously.

He stood beside me, very close, and as he leaned over me to turn on the computer, I felt his cock brush against my shoulder.

My face was already hot, just being in this seat—like I was on the casting couch of a porno—but when his fat appendage touched my skin, I practically melted.

His computer turned on, first a blue screen, then a tab on Google Chrome.

He had last been on PornHub, and the screen was still open.

My head lurched back in surprise at the still shot on the video screen.

The headline of the video read: “TINY TEEN GAPED BY BWC” and the frozen picture showed a petite blonde woman with her mouth stretched wide, engulfing half of a huge cock down her throat. Big hands cradled the back of her little head and shoved her down on the cock. Her cheeks were puffed out, tears and mascara ran down her face, and she looked to be in pain.

It reminded me of me from this morning.

Griffin chuckled at the still video image, admired it for a moment—there was no shame in his game, even with me sitting right there—and then clicked onto a new tab.

I found it odd and funny that Griffin’s porn preferences were similar to his real life experiences. Typically, I thought that people watched porn to find their fantasies. I know I did.

I thought someone like Griffin would be watching lesbians wrestling or tall, handsome dudes banging away at big, curvy women.

Did the video of this little blonde chick getting plowed remind him of himself?

I had to admit: Griffin’s cock looked larger than this guy’s big wang, though it could’ve just been the camera angle.

Anyway, he typed into the address bar, and I leaned back in the seat, trying to separate myself from his ever-present penis. It just dangled next to my arm like a snake slithering off a tree branch. It kept bumping into me, and every time it did I felt the warmth of it on my skin, and it burned me to my core.

A few moments later, we were on Chaturbate, and he started to click a few more buttons. Then I held my hand out.

“Wait,” I said. “I want to talk about money.”

He looked down at me with raised eyebrows. “Oh? What about it?”

I stared up at him, refusing to look down at his cock, which was eye-level with me. “Well, what’s our, uh, split, or whatever?” I asked meekly. I wished I had more confidence.

“70-30,” he said.

I snorted. “What! No way! Why 70-30?”

“Because it’s my channel and I’m bringing in all the viewers.”

“I’m the chick!
 You know you wouldn’t get as many people without me.”

He put a hand on my shoulder endearingly, and a soft look overcame his face. But his words belied his opinion on the matter. “Sis, you’re just a pretty face for me to cum on. You’re the canvas on which I paint my masterpiece.”

My eyes arched helplessly, and I felt my eyes glistening. I don’t know why his words stung so badly, but I felt like I was on the verge of tears.

He patted my shoulder, as if that would make me feel better. “Are you going to let me fuck you on camera?”

I sullenly shook my head like a child, my hair whipping around my shoulders. “No way.”

He shrugged. “Okay then. Once you fuck me, then we can talk more about the money split, capisce?”


He didn’t give me time to answer. He bent back over me and clicked a few more buttons with the mouse. When he stood back to his full height, he stepped behind me, so I couldn’t see him anymore.

The screen went black for a second, and I furrowed my brow.

Then it popped back to life, and I was suddenly looking at a reflection of myself in the laptop’s camera.

My eyes bulged at the sight of myself. I hadn’t put on any makeup, since I’d been planning to go to the beach, so the camera showed all the imperfections on my face. Which, admittedly, weren’t many.

I had a few stress wrinkles around my forehead and creases near the sides of my mouth, but for the most part my tanned face was smooth. My brown hair was loosely flowing around my shoulders.

The camera was angled to crop me out at my stomach. So my big tits were in view, nearly spilling out of my little bikini top.

I really needed to get new swimwear.

Griffin was standing behind me, hiding himself. The camera only picked up his hips as they framed my face.

I had to admit that I looked a bit apprehensive looking into the camera, and . . . Scared? Gullible? Vulnerable?

I don’t know. It’s hard to look at yourself so closely when so many thoughts are rolling through your head. It’s difficult to look at things objectively.

To the right of the video image of Griffin and myself was a white chat box. Already I could see people were joining the channel en masse.

“Jeez, are these all your followers or something?” I asked, seeing the names pop up: ChickenChoker91, ClitCommander17, *IamTheWalrus!, and many, many more.

“Shut up,” he said. “Don’t talk until I tell you to.”

My face tightened and I gritted my teeth angrily. But I kept my cool.

He said, “Loosen up. No one wants to see a stuck up bitch on my feed, either.”

I sighed, doubly furious, but let the bad thoughts go.

While I just sat there, Griffin looming over me, at least 50 people joined the video chat, to see what was happening.

We watched in awkward silence as the tally rose.

Finally, Griffin said, “Greetings, peeps!”

His voice was abrupt and loud enough to make me jolt and tense up.

Then I felt his cold hands clasp my shoulders, and I tensed up even more. I could see in my reflection that my neck muscles went taut, and the little dip at the bottom of my neck became more pronounced.

“I have a special guest with us today,” he said, speaking like a formal professor giving a presentation.

It made me hate him. And myself. What the hell was I getting myself into?

Griffin leaned over me, so that his chin showed in the live streaming video, though his face was still unseen. He whispered conspiratorially to his audience.

“I’ve got a secret to tell y’all, too. This isn’t just any pretty girl sitting before you. It’s my beautiful stepsister!”


Immediately a few dings rang out: people giving him tokens. Those tokens converted to real, cold hard cash.

“Griffin!” I shouted, angry that he’d just told the whole fucking world that. What if someone I knew was watching?!

It was very, highly unlikely, of course, but you never know!

He shrugged indifferently. It was no sweat off his back.

The little fucker.

“Everyone say hello to Brooke,” he said.

A few chats popped up, and their words made me blush.

_LongDongSilver_: oh shit! Twincest?!


Griffin chuckled. “We aren’t related my blood, Long... Dong.”

MasterMasturbator56: poor girl looks scared. Ream her hard, kid!


ClitCommander17: does she know how big this dudes dick is? Shes in for a rough one


ScottyDoesntKnowButIDo: good luck sister!


ClitCommander17: hope yer a size queen!


I looked away from the chat box. It was too much. Screw these anonymous keyboard warriors.

Griffin was laughing along as he introduced me to his harem of needy viewers. He was rubbing my shoulders aimlessly, which kept me taut, but I eventually got used to it and started to relax.


Let the show begin,
 I thought.

Apparently Griffin thought the same thing.

Two seconds after I had just started to calm down, and my heart had stopped racing, Griffin’s gigantic cock flopped over my shoulder.

He did it so smoothly, so quickly, it barely registered on my skin—I barely felt it—until I saw the drooping monster hanging down in the video of myself.

His thick, floppy cock dropped over my shoulder and upper torso with an audible plop. It draped over my collarbone, slithering down to the top of my tits. It was obscene and offensive, and the mere sight of his big meatslab made the laptop ding out incessantly with tokens. I watched the number rise: 30, 50, 80, 120.

Damn, that was quick.

More texts came in.

Horacio1973: KABOOM! Thar she blows!


ChickenChoker91: damn kid, wish I had that! You’re blessed!


AmyIsn’tAmyLol: ...wish I had that fucking thing inside me


_LongDongSilver_: ya ur one lucky bitch brooke


RachelleTheDomme: where do u live griffin? I wanna come ride that thing—tame me like a fucking cow plz


I sighed to myself, resigned to my fate. I watched as Griffin’s weighty appendage shifted. He was actually waving it with his hand, so it swept across my chest like a windshield wiper, his bulbous cockhead poking my tits.

I felt my nipples getting hard again beneath my bikini top.

I closed my eyes.

Then I felt the warmth of his giant fucking nutsack. He grabbed his sack with both hands, lifted them, and let his balls perch on my shoulder. They stayed on my shoulder for a moment, heavy and round, then drooped down, like they were chasing his cock across my body.


God, this is so fucking demoralizing,
 I thought, staying stock-still.

My bikini bottoms were getting damp. The degradation Griffin was subjecting me to was turning me on, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I wondered: If we’re already getting tokens just from the mere sight of his behemoth, what’s it going to take to get into the
 really high numbers?


“Take your top off, sis,” he said in a low voice.

“No!” I yelled, a knee-jerk response.

That elicited more texts. I only looked at the first few, before turning away.

MasterMasturbator56: yeah stick that monster down those big fuckin hooters!


BigDSissyboy: stick it in her ear!


Horatio1973: splatter all over her cute face!


I clenched my jaw, wanting to scream at all these anonymous pieces of shit.

“Hey now, slow down gang,” Griffin said with a snicker. “All in due time!”

I wanted to slap him across the face.

Instead, he slapped me across the face, with his heavy cock. It was a light slap—nothing like earlier when he’d done it—as if to wake me up.

“I said take off your top, Brooke. It’s in your best interest, y’know.”

I sighed. He was right: we were here to make money. I wanted to argue, but there was no point. I’d told him I was okay with this, so I had to budge at least a little bit.

And part of me really liked this submissive play I was getting into. After all, if you’re going to be put in your place, it might as well come from a giant cock, right?

I unstrapped my bikini from the back, slowly letting it fall.

Griffin was much more hurried. Before the cups had even relinquished my boobs, he snatched the top and threw it out of the frame.

My tits puffed out to their full glory, gently squeezing together with my 21-year-old youth and vigor. They were perfect breasts, in my opinion: big and round and full, heavy and more than a handful . . . but also perky, because of my age. They hadn’t started to sag yet, which I knew would happen eventually—my mom’s sagged a bit. But my melons just sat there like two excited cantaloupes, pumped out without me having to do a damn thing. My hard little nipples jutted out from my pink areolas. 

I was lucky to have such great tits, I have to admit. I was proud of them, confident in them.

And this was the first time I’d ever gotten to show them off to so many people—even if I couldn’t see their faces.

I could imagine all the guys sitting behind their computers, whipping their cocks out at the sight of my heaving tits.

It made me smirk, thinking about all the joy I was causing. I could suddenly see why so many people liked to do this—there was a thrill in it.

And I’d hardly been touched! Other than Griffin’s ridiculous cock hanging over my shoulder, I was still pristine in these people’s eyes. Unsullied. Pure as the driven snow.

Little did they know, of course, how “sullied” I really was! The truth would have made their cocks explode!
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Chapter Five


G
riffin plunged his soft cock down between my cleavage. I pressed my tits together to give him a nice little hole to squeeze into.

To make it work, he was in an insane position. His right leg was straight on the ground, while his left leg was lifted and curled high up, over the chair and over my left shoulder. He was positioned like a dog taking a piss.

My head was between his legs, and I could feel his heavy balls smooshing against my neck. He was basically sitting on the back of the rolling chair, angling his cock down so it met up with my tits.

Only a huge-cocked little fucker like him could have pulled it off.

He started squatting and then rising his hips, which had the effect of dipping his cock down into my cleavage.

I let this all happen, staying still with my large boobs pressed together while he reverse titfucked me.

It didn’t take long for his cock to start stiffening. It grew thicker within my tits, pushing out my puffy breasts further. It became heavier and the veins protruded. Before long, it was shaped like a lewd baseball bat, and the head of his enormous cock poked out the bottom of my tits.

I could tell he was straining to keep his cock in this awkward, downward position. Penises weren’t supposed to bend this way—not when they’re hard.

The dings kept ringing out while he upside-down titfucked me, though neither of us was looking at the screen.

We were both deeply involved in this erotic display—something that neither of us had done before.

He hooked his left leg back over the chair and stood straight, pulling his cock out from between my funbags.

As he pulled it out, his hard cock snapped to attention, rising and smacking me in the chin.

I glanced over at the screen to read a couple of the texts.

_LongDongSilver_: goddamn this little boy has a fat monster cock!


AmyIsn’tAmyLol: such a breath of fresh air from all the little-dicked fags on this site


RachelleTheDomme: he’s so cute and so hung and so slim! The total package


Horacio1973: he’s not a boy . . . he’s a donkey!


I smirked as I took his giant cock in both my hands. The angle of the camera was perfect to get my sly face and the overwhelming size of Griff’s pecker in the picture. I rested my chin on it—I was getting into this.

“Yeah, come on, donkey boy,” I said, my big eyes gazing up at him. For some reason, it really set me off: looking up at his smug expression, with his huge manhood stuck in my face. It was embarrassing but hot at the same time.

I was soaking wet.

“What do you want from me?” he said, crossing his arms over his chest.

Ugh, of course, he was going to make me work for it.

“I want your fat donkey dick,” I said.

“Ask nicely.”

I frowned and my cheeks turned rosy. “Please . . . will you fuck my face?”


Ding, ding, ding!
 went the computer.

His smile widened. “Aww, you’re cute when you beg for it.”

I smiled to match him—we were in a play, a live-streaming show of erotic theater. But he took the opportunity.

Before my lips had even curved upward, he rammed the big bell of his cockhead against my lips, forcing my jaw apart. His smile had vanished, turning into a focused grimace.

My cheeks ballooned as his cock tore into my mouth and pushed down my throat. I gagged immediately, coughing and choking on his rigid cock.

My slobber slathered his dick and I slurped up his stench and manly taste.

My eyes were bulging as he pushed his cock into my little mouth. He put his hands on my head and growled, forcing his large meatpole down my overworked gullet.

It had been less than two hours since I was in a similar position to this, only now there were hundreds of people watching online as it happened in real time.

What was I becoming?

An awful, addicted cock-slut. That’s what.

My baby stepbrother’s cock forced my lips apart and widened my maw.

He started ramming it down my throat, puffing out my neck with each thrust. He held onto my head and brought it down against his violent strokes, until everything around me was blurry and I felt dizzy.

He was ramming my face so hard, so suddenly, that it was becoming increasingly difficult to breathe. He hadn’t given my poor neck any time to adapt to his stupid size.

He shook my head around, using me like a marionette, fucking my skull relentlessly.

Every thrust brought the same guttural gagging sounds from the pits of my throat. I was glucking and gurking and quacking like a filthy little whore—my stepbrother’s plaything.

He abused my mouth for at least 10 minutes, and he started pushing my head down on his cock so hard that the rolling chair went along with it.

So to add to my lewd gags and coughs, now there was the squeaking sound of a rolling chair as it moved back and forth with my body.

Ding, ding, ding, ding!

The tokens kept rolling in. I tried to endure, but I felt spent and used. I thought I would throw up right when he removed his cock from my mouth.

It was lodged in deep—I think I must have taken at least seven inches of his length, but that wasn’t the most difficult part. It was the broad girth that kept me in check—kept my esophagus stretched and my jaw spread so wide.

I started fingering myself, trying to forget about the tears and sweat and slobber building on my face. I had looked so smooth and cute before this, but now I assumed I looked like a pathetic mess.

Everything in my peripheral vision whirred by, too quickly.

I thought I was going to pass out from the sheer force of his skullfucking.

“Here you go, my little cum-dump,” he said.

I had no idea how much time had passed now.

He held my head still and groaned.

My eyes bulged.

I was suddenly drowning in his cum. His dick grew and wedged itself in my throat even more as he came down my throat.

Then he withdrew his cock from my mouth and my esophagus felt burned and loose—air and semen flooded down my gullet, and I was forced to swallow it or else I would have drowned.

I choked on his cum volcano, and felt it pouring out of my nostrils, down onto my lips, seeping down my chin.

His cock was now inches from my face, pointed at me like a shotgun.

He fapped a few times, stroking himself with both hands—to continue the analogy, just like a pump-action shotgun—and then he erupted again.

This time, his cum showered over my face, raining on my cheeks and nose and forehead and chin. I clenched my eyes shut and felt the goo plop on my eyelids.

My mind screamed: How does he still have so much cum inside of him?!
  

My whole face felt glazed with his thick, smelly spunk. It permeated my entire existence: coating my windpipe and throat, filling my belly, caked onto my face.

More cum than I thought imaginable. And I could taste and feel every inch of it.

When I finally opened my goop-covered eyes, my vision was blurry—some of it must’ve gotten into my eye.

Things cleared up, and my mouth dropped open as I coughed more of Griff’s jizz out of my used throat.

He was still. Fucking. Hard.

“What?!” I cried out loud.

Ding, ding, ding!

Griffin pushed my chair out of the way, so I was no longer in the shot. I wondered what he was doing.

He moved over to his bed, which was behind the computer table, on the other side of the room. His laptop looked directly at it. He sat down on the edge of the bed, his cock waving in the air. It leaned in his lap, high and mighty like a monolith.

He had moved my chair out of the way so he could still be seen in the shot, albeit further away now.

He spread his legs apart. Both of his hands encircled around the base and middle of his cock, and it jutted out from his little fingers, which barely fit halfway around it. He held it steady in front of him—it looked even more menacing when it was positioned in front of him like that, jutting up from his lap like a gigantic dildo.

But it was the real thing. It was hot and veiny and drenched in my saliva and his cum. It throbbed in his grip.

“Bring your fat ass over here and sit on my monster cock,” he ordered me.

I stood up from the chair, dazed. I had told him I wouldn’t do this—wouldn’t fuck him on camera—but I couldn’t help myself. I was drawn to his cock like a moth towards lamplight.

I managed to steal a glance to the computer screen as I rose from the rolling chair, stumbling along.

BigDSissyBoy: wreck that fatass bitch! I wanna double team her with you griffin!


AmyIsn’tAmyLol: Big curvy girls with tiny guys who have monstrously huge cocks are my spirit animal. This is the best. I think I found my new kink


I thought, Amen, AmyIsn’tAmyLol. I’m way ahead of you, sister.
 

I zombie-walked over to Griffin, half-blind and dazed and confused. All I knew was that my bikini bottoms were soaked through and I needed that thing inside me again.

My cycling, horny thoughts were back in full swing. All it had taken was a shower and some smooth talking from my silver-tongued little stepbrother, and I was ready.

“Punish my little pussy just like you punished my little mouth,” I begged him.

Then I sat down on Griffin’s huge cock.
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Chapter Six


G
riff made sure that his audience got a full-frontal view of everything going on. It was so fucking hot, and the tokens just rolled in.

As I approached him, I pushed my bikini bottoms aside to show him my sleek pussy, but then he just ripped the thong off my body and threw it away.

I was going to sit on him cowgirl style, but he spun my body around, so my front faced the camera. I guess it made sense.

Reverse cowgirl, then?

I slowly lowered myself on his angry cock, unsure of myself, and he suddenly wrapped his arms around my stomach and pulled me back and down.

His initial attempt to penetrate my pussy in one fell swoop failed, since he couldn’t see where he was aiming his manhood. But he did manage to make me scream as I fell back with him onto the bed. My big ass enveloped his skinny legs, drooping over his hips and thighs. 

Moments later, his wiry arms were working overtime, putting me in a position I hadn’t expected.

He picked up my thick thighs with his slender arms, then pressed them back towards us both, until my knees were smashing against my tits.

My eyes went wide at the pretzel position I found myself in: Griffin was lucky I was in shape and flexible, or else he would’ve had a broken stepsister on his hands.

Explain that
 to mom and Barrett!

“How’d you break your older sister, Griff?”

“Oh, you know, trying to shove my cock inside her and stretch her out. I guess I got too excited.”

“Carry on, son.”

After my legs were raised and my knees were pressed up against my tits, he kept reaching up with his arms. He had to bend his own small body forward so he could reach, but he eventually managed to lock his hands around the back of my head, and push my face down toward the action.

The result was finding myself in the full nelson position. My arms, legs, and neck were locked by his arm-bar. 

I always considered this one of the hottest positions in pornos: the poor girl was wrapped up like a pretzel, legs lifted, thighs thickly squished out, while the dude pummeled her from below.

And now to find myself in this same position, well, I was sopping wet, to say the least.

It took three tries for Griffin to jab his cock up into my little pussy—I couldn’t help him because the position forced my arms out wide, and I couldn’t reach. All I could do was grab my billowing asscheeks and spread them as far out as I could manage.

His cock almost
 penetrated my asshole, and for a split second I saw my life flash before my eyes.

I yelped and cried out, but then his slippery dick slid right past and fell into my little pussy crevice.

His cockhead punched into my hole and stretched it out immediately, but this time I got a first-person view of it happening.

My eyes bulged at the same time that my stomach bulged from his piercing cock.

Looking down at myself: I had no idea my pussy could stretch so wide! I’d never fisted myself before—not fully—but this is exactly what I imagined it would look like.

I was stuck on him like a puppet—only instead of a hand jammed into the puppet, it was his giant cock jammed into my aching vagina.

He started bouncing me on his cock, unable to see the action in front of him, moving on pure instinct.

He did a good job, I’d say, because my tongue started lolling out of my mouth almost instantly.

Griffin had first abused my face like I was a dumb animal, and now he controlled my pussy like I was one.

I felt immense blissfulness at his ravaging cock, the intense feeling surging through my whole body.

I was impaled, squished down into a compact state, flying up and down on the bed, in his little lap.

I had no idea Griffin had this much strength in those frail arms!

Every wiry muscle on his body corded and flexed as he used me like his own personal sex slave.

My tummy seemed to balloon every time he ripped up into me—the bulge from his cock evident against my skin.

“Ohhh my GOD!” I screamed as I came the first time, my body convulsing on his meatrod. “I can feel your fat cock pushing into my stomach, Griff! You’re mashing up my insides!”

The shockwave through my body didn’t subside for at least 20 seconds, and the entire time he just kept railing me, burning my pussy up like a match.

During that time, while I came, I felt another climactic urge rising through me.

Griffin just groaned and growled as he did all the work, not making any coherent sense with his words, and I wasn’t much better.

“Keep pounding my guts, brother! Your dick is thrashing meeee! I’m begging you—BREAK ME!”


The token dings rolled in incessantly.

The bed squeaked and rattled from Griffin’s vicious pounding, until it sounded like the bedframe would break from our bodies slamming down horrendously. The headboard on the other side of his bed knocked against the wall, creating more loud noise.

I wailed like a possessed demon, cumming again.

I watched my body rising and falling on his tremendous cock. His balls jumped up wildly in the air and clapped against my thighs.

I kept my asscheeks spread with my hands, my fingers embedding into my puffy buttocks until the skin turned white. I wanted to make sure everyone looking in had a great view of my naughty asshole and the cock-log ramming into me.

Pressed against my knees, my tits continued to wobble and jumble with every heroic bounce I took on Griffin’s dick.

After what seemed like hours, the bed was rumbling in deep protest to our constant fucking. We hadn’t changed positions—this one had already been hard enough to get into, and I’d climaxed three times.

Griffin was getting deep
 penetration into me. I daresay I thought his entire cock was plunging inside—all 10-plus inches of it. But was that possible? Could little Griff really be hilting me on his titanic meatstick?

My mind went blank, my brain broke, and I came a fourth time, but this time I squirted into the air, just like Vanessa had done the night before at our party.

Now I knew how she felt.

The urge to piss like a fountain came on quick and heavy, and the flow was unstoppable. I squirted a gallon all at once, a heavy rainfall that launched into the air and careened towards the computer on the other side of the room.

It looked like a geyser had gone off horizontally from my pussy, and all the fluids covered the room.

I think a few drops actually splashed onto the computer.

I let out a high, shrill shriek as my fluids evacuated my body.

Griffin pulled his cock out of my stretched pussy almost right away after I was finished squirting.

I had been certain he was going to cum inside me, he’d been so lost in the moment!

But no, he must’ve felt more responsibility than that, and for that, I commend him.

A little after-squirt shot out of me when he slid his fat slab out of my sloppy cunt, and he kept my legs pressed high in the air to show the camera how badly I was gaping.

My pussy was a cavernous hole, black and pink, dripping with cum and juices and sweat.

It ached and felt cold as it was so stretched out and wide-open. I felt a ghost breeze rise up inside my cooch, and I shuddered.

He came seconds later, with his cock jutting up toward the ceiling. His jizz jetted up into the air and fell back on us both, but as he came he pulled my larger body on top of him like a reverse sacrifice—a soldier throwing another soldier on top of a grenade, instead of himself.

I watched with horrified eyes and a wide open mouth as his streams of spunk flew into the air and then hit their peak and crested down . . .

All on top of me.

My face, which was already drenched in my stepbrother’s semen, became doubly soaked.

A load shot perfectly into my open mouth, re-coating my esophagus in stinky jizz.

The rest of it—at least six more powerful pumps—landed haphazardly on my naked body. Some of it globbed onto my heaving tits, some of it on my stomach and legs, and some on my arms.

My entire body was ravaged and painted in his creamy sauce.

I was his canvas, just like he’d said I’d be.

That little fucker.

My stomach rose and fell in exasperation. My breaths were shallow for quite a while, even as I lay on top of Griffin.

When he was sure the damage was done, that his cock rocket had launched all the jizz it was going to launch, he squirmed out from underneath me.

I watched his little bum wag as he walked toward the computer screen. His cock was already softening and swinging between his skinny legs.

I, on the other hand, could not move. I was splayed out spread-eagle, my knees still squished against my body, my legs raised like a dog getting scratched on the belly. My arms reached far out to my sides.

I could feel my pussy leaking, still, even after minutes seemed to pass.

“Well, everyone,” I heard Griffin say distantly. “I hope you enjoyed watching me make my stepsister into my ragdoll fucktoy!”


Ding, ding, ding!
 the computer chimed in response.

I could only imagine how many tokens we’d gotten from those horny viewers.

We deserved it, though. We had put on a hell of a show.

My brain slowly started coming back—reforming from the mush that it had found itself in after cumming so hard, so often.

I looked down, noticing my dead-dog position with my legs still crooked against my body.

Griffin was staring at me next to his computer, his arms across his chest.

“It took some work,” he began, triumphantly surveying me—his conquest. “It took some work, but I think she’s officially been fucked stupid. I think I broke the poor girl.”

I didn’t bother moving.

Let them think what they wanted.

I wasn’t broken.

I was just getting started.

Griffin closed down Chaturbate. Once we were alone again, he said, “Damn, girl, we brought in some bank. Your cut’s almost $400! Not bad for an hour of work, eh?”

“No,” I said forcefully.

He tilted his head. “No?”

“We’re splitting it 50-50.”

He backpedaled. “Hey, that wasn’t the deal—”

“You fucked me. You’re giving me half, little brother, or I’m kicking your ass.”

I swear I could hear him gulp. He knew I wasn’t fucking around. There was no way he was going to weasel his way out of this, and he knew it.

He couldn’t see my growing smile, but it was there, let me tell you.

I guess that’s one good thing about being the bigger, older sister!

He growled his acceptance, then reached into my little purse, which was sitting on the table next to his laptop.

A moment later, my phone catapulted through the air and smacked on the bed right next to my face.

I winced.

“Your stupid ass boyfriend’s calling,” Griffin said in a low, furious voice. I was happy he was so bummed—I knew I still had some
 power in this relationship. Even if I had no power to control myself around his pussy-splitter, I wasn’t completely useless. I had an ace in the hole: my size and physicality. 

And what the hell was Micah doing calling me? It was only four o’clock in the afternoon.

I suspected Griffin and I would be fucking again before too long, even though I’d climaxed in the double digits already on this riotous Sunday.

I hoped Micah wouldn’t try to disturb that. God forbid he
 wanted to fuck me!

I answered the call on the fourth ring, just before it went to voicemail.

My voice was raspy and ragged. “H-Hey, hun,” I said, trying to sound cheery. I felt Griffin’s cum drying on my skin, plastered all over me.

“Hey, babe, how ya doing? I just got out of scrimmage. How was your day?” he asked in his deep voice. He sounded chipper.

I, on the other hand, felt spent and used, and I’m sure I sounded that way. I sighed and looked past my raised legs, past my dripping pussy, and eyed Griffin. He stood there in all his naked, skinny glory, his anaconda slithering between his thighs.

“Oh, pretty boring, you know,” I said. “But I got a lot done around the house.”

[image: ]



[image: ]


If you want to read a sweet, raunchy story about cute chicks with huge dicks, check out:


Book 1: Rose Filled with Love
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Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont, starting with the

Little Big Man series:


Book 1: Professor on the Prowl



The Author


B
ella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there.

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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