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Chapter One


I
was hoping that after my parents got back from their little Mexico getaway for the weekend, things would get back to normal.

That once my mom, Mimi, and my stepdad, Barret, came home, we would get back into a normal routine—school, soccer, nightly family dinners, beach sessions with my girls, date night with my hunky boyfriend Micah . . . that sort of thing.

But I was wrong. Way wrong.

The weekend had been a whirlwind. After discovering that my little 18-year-old stepbrother had an insanely huge cock—like, more than 10 inches long—I spent the weekend fantasizing about him, and then subsequently getting absolutely railed
 by him, practically every waking hour of my existence. 

He had facefucked me until I almost drowned on his thick spunk. He’d screwed one of my best friends and soccer co-stars, Vanessa, during the house party we threw, in front of an audience that got showered by Nessie’s rainfall squirting routine. He’d woken me up next morning by dragging his giant sweaty balls across my face, then pinned me against my bedroom wall and pounded the living shit out of me. He’d put me in a full nelson with my knees pressing into my big tits and skewered my pussy for the whole world to see, in front of thousands of internet viewers.

My baby stepbrother had left me a gaping, stretched mess, marinating on his bed in my own juices and his spunk.

My pussy was totally sore. I thought that it might never recover, after he’d stuck his girth so far into me and spread my cunt lips so far apart that they almost touched my thighs.

I couldn’t think about Micah or his football scrimmages. I was useless in soccer practice. Every chance I got I rushed to the bathroom to masturbate, fingering myself furiously until I got the image of Griff’s swinging dick out of my head.

I was at a total loss.

I’d become a cock-drunk, hungry cum-slut who was completely addicted to my stepbrother,
 of all people. The same kid who spent hours of his day playing Call of Duty with his dorky friends, while I was out staying toned and tanned from soccer practice and days out in the sun.

But I guess it didn’t matter that he was a homebody—pale, pasty, and frail. All that mattered was the huge log he kept tucked between his skinny thighs.

I had never been so horny in my life, than I was this weekend.

I guess I was foolish to think it would all magically go away with the return of my mom and stepdad. I was an idiot to think that my mind would wash away the stink of Griffin’s cock, which was tattooed on my brain.

If anything, things became worse. I wanted him even more.
 I started to seriously doubt my relationship with Micah—that he could ever please me again. He wasn’t particularly bad at sex, and it wasn’t like he had a tiny dick—it was probably six inches long—but Griffin was just so good
 at it.

Plus he had the libido of the Energizer Bunny. My hunky half-Samoan boyfriend was usually tired after football practice. He took naps during the day. He gorged himself on food before working it off during practice.

Griffin never got tired. I never saw him napping. He simply had the unmitigated energy of a youthful 18-year-old, and after fucking the living daylights out of me for the first and twentieth time, he was starting to have the swagger and confidence of a much older man.

He was still a boy, by all measurements except one.

And now that Mimi and Barret had returned, I started to secretly think how we could continue our taboo affair. How could we steal away at odd hours off the night to screw in random places? There was still so much furniture in my parents’ house that needed to be christened!

I needed to get bent over the living room sofa. Push me against the refrigerator in the kitchen and spread my pussy lips wide. I wanted to have Griffin fuck my face in the laundry room. Ooh, feeling the vibrating rumble of the dryer on my fat asscheeks, my legs spread, my brother squirmed between my thighs and dicking me down . . . that sounded like a good time.

See what I mean?

I’m a complete mess!

Would people be able to see the new look on my face at school? I used to be a bit of a big deal . . . a totally hot soccer star in her early 20s. My friends are gorgeous and sassy, just like me. If I worked hard enough—and could get Griffin’s cock out of my mind for even five minutes—I had a chance at going pro out of college.

But now I felt meek. Confused. Like I didn’t know what was real anymore. This lewd, taboo sexcapade with my stepbrother was totally fucking me up.

At times, I wished I could get a brain shock or lobotomy to completely forget what I’d seen in that bathroom on that fateful day . . . the first time I ever glimpsed Griffin’s unbelievable manhood.

But at other times, I found myself aching to be impaled on his meatrod and wanted nothing more than to forget my entire world. Griffin had that effect, too. When his cock was shoved inside my pussy or mouth, I forgot everything else around me. My whole purpose became focused on pleasing my little brother and making sure he came liters down my throat or up my sloppy pussy.

I haven’t let him stick it in my ass yet, but I know it’s only a matter of time. I’m scared to think how much it will hurt.

As you can probably tell, this isn’t a sustainable relationship. We can’t go on like this, screwing like monkeys in the shadows.

At some point, our secret is going to be found out. And it’s going to be bad. God forbid my mom or stepdad finds out that their two kids are banging away like freaks. I mean, my only familial relationship to Griffin is that his dad happens to be boning my mom.

But still.

That Sunday night, when mom and dad came home, we had our weekly dinner. It was all pretty harmless—talking about how their trip was, how our weekend was, etc.

But Griffin and I kept glancing at each other in weird, awkward ways, whenever the conversation shifted to us.

What could we say?

“Oh yeah, mom, the weekend was great. Did you know your stepson has a giant cock cannon that he uses to stretch your daughter’s poor pussy and inflate her womb?”

“Yeah, dad, your stepdaughter’s got a gigantic bubblebutt that’s perfect for bouncing my huge nuts off of. Whenever you’re done banging Mimi, you should give her kid a ride!”

No. It was more like, “Uhh, weekend was pretty boring, Mom. I went to the beach with Vanessa, Katie, and Erika one day.” We threw an outrageous rager that ended up with Vanessa getting her pussy split open by your stepson.


“I hung out with Micah a bit, but he was pretty busy with football stuff.” Did you know that Griffin has a cock that’s twice as big as Micah’s, even though Micah’s a foot taller than he is? Crazy, huh?


And so it went. We ate spaghetti around the table, and both of us were trying to talk as little as possible. Whether mom and Barret knew it or not, we tried changing the subject away from us at any given opportunity.

When it was all said and done, we got away clean. Our secret was not uncovered, though I did feel my armpits sweating by the end of the dinner.

Then we all split off to do our own things. Barret had to get back to work at his hedge fund place in the morning. Mom had to twiddle her thumbs and read magazines. Griffin had to play Call of Duty and get ready for school in the morning. I had to stop thinking about him and his horsecock.

After washing my plate at the kitchen sink, I escaped upstairs. I planned on taking a long shower and washing some of the filth off my body, then calling it an early night.

I had school in the morning and soccer practice afterwards.

I saw that the bathroom door down the hall was partly ajar, with the light shining through the crack and underneath the door.

Hesitantly, I ventured in that direction, and when I came to the door, I put my head against the wall so I could peer inside with one eye.

Unsurprisingly, Griffin was in there. Why he didn’t shut the door, I have no idea.

But I quickly found out.

My younger stepbrother was sitting on the toilet—but not on the toilet rim—on the seat cover. The toilet seat was down and he was sitting there like he was philosophizing about some deep shit. He had all of his clothes on: baggy basketball shorts that went down past his knees, a T-shirt, shoes. What a dork.

The door cracked a tiny bit as I opened it an inch further so I could peek inside.

His head whipped around and he must have seen my big eye staring at him from the shadows.

With a smirk, he lifted his hand and gave me a “come hither” motion, using two fingers. They were the same two fingers he’d previously stabbed inside my cunt and hooked to prod my G-spot.

I bit my bottom lip. So that’s
 what he was doing looking like Hamlet on the toilet seat.

He’d been waiting for me.

My parents had their own bathroom in their master bedroom, so he hadn’t been in any jeopardy of them walking in on him. The only other person who used that restroom was me, and he must have known that eventually
 I’d have to use it.

I wondered how long he’d been sitting there like a statue, waiting for me to arrive. It showed commitment.

I debated, and thought about spinning on my heels and going to my room. I justified my next move with the thought that I really
 wanted to take a shower, but in my heart of hearts I knew that was bullshit.

My morbid curiosity was piqued. After all, I’d become a cock-addicted buffoon, right? 

I slid into the bathroom and shut the door behind me.

My eyes must have had a wild, deer-in-the-headlights look to them, because Griffin faltered when he saw me. For a moment, that sly smirk vanished, replace by a furrowed brow.

Then he stood from the toilet seat. My eyes ventured up and down in a quick once-over, lingering for a moment on the slight bulge in his baggy shorts. They did a good job of hiding his massiveness.

“The hell is this?” I whispered harshly. “I want to take a shower.”

A cute squiggle from his curly hair draped over his forehead. I wanted to go over and brush it aside. He frowned and shook his head. “If I bang you in the shower right now, mom and dad might hear your screeches.”

My mouth nearly fell open. “W-What?” That’s not what I meant, and he knew it! I didn’t know how to respond, so I paused and looked toward the ground. Then I whispered shyly, “I don’t . . . screech.”

He shrugged. He hooked his fingers around his hips and unceremoniously dropped his shorts to the ground. He was going commando.

Griffin’s fat limp cock swung out in front of him from the sudden movement. My eyes immediately bee-lined to it instinctively and this time my mouth did fall open.

His juicy dick looked as rugged as ever—as thick as my forearm and almost as long. I could see the veins pulsing around the shaft, even in its flaccid state. The giant palm-sized cockhead leaked a dabble of precum. It was draped over his magnificent ballsack, which hung heavily between his thighs, filling the gap between his skinny legs.

“W-What the fuck!” I whisper-yelled. Even though I tried to sound angry, my voice came out weak. I literally salivated, but tried to hide my arousal.

He didn’t try to hide his. He ran a finger down the topside of his shaft, squishing the big vein into a different shape, and the whole appendage started to thicken.

I watched with horrified fascination as my stepbrother’s third leg grew in size and hardened into a thick monster. The veins thrummed and protruded from his smooth cock. His dicktip glistened and filled with a deep purple color, making it look angry.

“This isn’t smart, Griff,” I said, peeking over my shoulder as if my mom and dad were in the room watching our little foreplay.

I gulped loudly and turned back to him, my eyebrows slanted in fright.

He shrugged. His legs looked juvenile—nothing like my thick womanly thighs that were bulked up with muscle. His were hairless and pale and skinny. The enormous cock stiffening and rising from between his legs looked like it belonged on a different person. It was darker than the rest of his body.

I felt hypnotized. Lustful thoughts danced around in my mind, about what I’d like to do to that massive thing, but they were offset by a terrible vision of my mom walking in on us.

“Touch it,” Griffin said in a gruff voice.

I shook my head adamantly. My brows were still slanted pathetically.

He frowned. He took one of his small hands and wrapped it around the base of his shaft, then slapped the fat thing against his leg. A short clap barked out and it reminded me of the sound his heavy nuts made when they bounced against my ass.

He tried again. “I said come over here and wrap your dainty fingers around my meat, sis.”

I sighed and took a step forward, drawn to him and his ungodly endowment. He was so damn proud of it—I would have loved to wipe that smirk off his face. But not before he pummeled me mercilessly and left me a sopping mess on the ground.

Physically, I could overpower Griffin. But then he said, “Be a good cum-dump and do as I say,” and I knew he was right. This weekend had showed me that I was nothing more than a hole for him to stretch out and fill with his stinky seed. I was his personal jizz-bucket and I needed to be a good little whore and please him. It was what I was made to do.

No matter how strong I thought I was, even a weak male like Griffin could overpower me, dominate me, and put me in my place. And I loved it.

The kink of being a bigger sub to a smaller dom was utterly enticing.

I walked like a zombie over to him, my eyes never leaving the sight of his growing cock. As I moved, he reached down and lifted the toilet seat.

I stopped when I stood a foot away from him, lest his jutting cockloaf poke me in the legs.

I was wearing a sports bra, tank top, and tight little booty shorts that I often slept in, which reached a quarter of the way down my thighs. They were just big enough to constrict my huge ass and keep everything in place, and I knew my body jiggled around relentlessly when I walked in the shorts.

I’m sure I’d worn this to dinner hoping to get the exact reaction out of Griffin that I was getting now. But I felt scared. Timid.

I stared down at Griffin—at eye-level he looked at my neck—and said nothing. My hands were at my sides. I could feel my booty shorts getting damp, my pussy already starting to leak.

Losing his patience, he bared his teeth and both of his hands darted out and snatched my wrists.

I gave a silent gasp as he used my hands for his own pleasure. He guided them to his cock and I opened my fists so I could feel his girth.

It was hot in my hands and heavy
 as I lifted it.

Griffin groaned.

My hands took on a mind of their own and started moving without me even thinking about it. I was stroking my little stepbrother’s enormous cock until it was fully erect and staring straight at me.

Strands of precum dripped from his big piss slit, which was large enough to stick my finger down.

I was about to get on my knees and blow my brother right there in the bathroom.

Then he said, “I want you to milk me, Brooke. Squeeze all the cum out of my heavy balls.”

“Are your big fat nuts aching, Griff?” I asked in a raspy voice.

He nodded.

“You poor boy.”

My hands worked soothingly, going forward on his cock and then back toward my hips in a smooth, caressing motion.

I saw his body tense up as my fingers started dancing on his cock, squeezing and feeling his stiffness.

Then he surprised me and turned toward the toilet, ripping his cock away from my eager grasp. It waved in the air in broad strokes. My hands clutched air and tightened into fists.

He bent forward a little and put his palms down on top of the toilet tank. 

“Give me a reacharound and milk me, sis. Keep talking about my nuts,” he said.

I stood behind him, manning the position like I was going to peg him doggy style. I reached around his narrow hips and clutched his cock in my hands again, then looked over his shoulder so I could see what I was doing.

“Your alpha balls are so freaking huge, Griff,” I said. I could see his fat sack billowing out on either side of his hard cock. From this aerial view, the thickness of his cock was astounding, especially taken in juxtaposition to his skinny body.

He grunted. “What else?”

I stroked faster down his shaft, and his body started moving on its own, his hips grinding to the rhythm of my strokes.

“They’re like fat moose nuts,” I said breathlessly. “I just want you to bounce them off my chin. They’re the biggest set of balls I’ve ever seen on a person.”

“Are you scared of my big balls, sis?”

I nodded against his shoulders, leaned into him, and kissed the side of his neck. I could feel the goosebumps rise on his skin as his muscles tautened again.

“Terrified . . . that you’ll smother me with your sack in my sleep, like a big smelly pillow. But I want you to smother me with them, Griff. You deserve to gag your big sister with your massive nuts. Any girl would beg you to. I want to feel them mashed against my plump lips so I can gobble them up and smear that sweatiness all over my face.”

I was getting really into it. If both of my hands hadn’t been preoccupied, I would have been intensely fingering myself. My juices were dribbling down the insides of my legs, ruining my shorts.

I had his cum-launcher pointed toward the toilet bowl, in case he decided to explode.

“Mmmm, good. You don’t want to let any other girls knead my heavy sack and steal that feeling away from you, do you?”

I shook my head against his shoulder. I kissed him on the cheek again and then nibbled on his ear for good measure.

“Good,” he said. “Then get on your knees and eat my ass. I’m gonna push those balls you love so much against your throat.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. My knees creaked as they bent. I continued to jerk his cock, relishing in the fact that my fingertips didn’t meet in the middle. It was too damn thick of a beast.

I bent forward and stuck my face directly in between his pale little buttcheeks. His ass was cute and small—I could easily cup a cheek in each palm. I darted my nose in between his hairless asscrack and took a nasty whiff.

He smelled clean and manly—not like those sweaty fat guys with their hairy butts. Griffin was much more groomed than that, superior in every way.

With my nose near his asshole, I stuck my tongue out and licked his taint, just inches from his weighty balls. I managed to lick the back of his sack and his body jerked from the suddenness of my tongue touching his most tender spot.

“Uggh, fuck yeah, Brooky,” he moaned lowly.

From my position behind him on my knees, I couldn’t see his cock, and it felt like I was manhandling an elephant’s trunk with my fingers.

He stuck his ass out and enveloped more of my face in his crack. I was able to reach the back of his balls easier now.

Then he reached between his legs and tucked his balls back toward my face.

His butt blocked my vision, while his hefty balls blocked the lower half of my face. I could feel the smooth sack against my chin, right where they belonged. They pressed against my lips and I sucked and kissed them.

Griffin’s testicles were too big for my mouth—I’d already learned that by now—but I still tried to gobble them up and stick them down my throat, to please him.

Right as I took half of his left nut in my mouth, he reached behind him with his free hand and cupped the back of my head.

I muttered something unintelligible into his asscrack, which must have just hummed through his body and made him even hornier.

He pushed against the back of my head, and my nose punched his puckering sphincter. My eyes went wide as I realized I was nosing his asshole. Meanwhile, my mouth was fully open, licking the crease between his ballsack and taint.

The musk was overbearing. I felt my eyes roll around aimlessly.

My hands worked so hard, stroking so fast that my biceps started getting tired.

Griffin laughed as he pushed my face in between his asscheeks and smothered me. He looked down between his arms and saw how I struggled to breathe with my nose in his anus.

I tried to pull back to get some air, but he wouldn’t let me. He just continued to ram his ass in my face and force me to tongue his balls and rim his asshole with my nose.

My hands slid off his cock and I couldn’t help myself any longer—they ventured right for my pussy and dove down beneath my shorts. I started fingerblasting myself as his asshole and balls smothered me and killed my brain cells.

“Your nose feels so nice up my shitter, sis,” he groaned. “But put your tongue in there.”

I gagged for breath and let a little bit of pressure go, just so I could reposition my face. My tongue slithered in his asshole and moved in circles, reaching for his prostate. His ballsack smashed against my chin and neck.

He took a few steps backward, butt-thrusting my face, until the back of my head bumped against the bathroom wall. I cried out, but my echo only went deep down his ass-tunnel.

“Hnnngh, fuuuck yes, Brooke. Eat my ass like it’s your final meal. Feel those heavy cum-filled balls against your throat, girl.”

He started pumping his hips backward, sending his ass colliding with my face over and over again, and I couldn’t fight back. I simply let him assjab my mouth and nose and tongue.

My tongue curled around his prostate and rubbed it, and he let out a sharp groan. His buttocks flexed around my face and squeezed.

I couldn’t breathe.

All I’d wanted to do was take a shower! How did I end up with my face lodged between my little brother’s asscrack, tonguing his anus?!

I can never win.

The way he smacked my head against the wall sort of hurt, but I had no time to complain. I simply had to focus on breathing, smelling his ripe stench as he sat on my face and jerked himself off.

When he flexed, I knew he was ready to blow.

My twiddling fingers were sticky wet and I felt the same release coming on.

Seconds before he erupted, I came. It was simply too lewd and nasty having my head in his ass—it demanded relief. A dark stain spilled between my legs as I slightly pissed myself from the blissful feeling.

“Does your boyfriend know how well you suck ass and eat balls, sis?”

I murmured hopelessly into his rectum. “Mmmph!”

He squeezed his buttcheecks around my facecheeks, leveled his cock in front of him, aiming generally for the toilet bowl, though he was now a couple feet away from it since he’d backed me into the wall.

He grunted as he came, and the first few bazooka blasts splattered against the back of the toilet seat cover. His cum made an audible thwacking sound as it hit the seat and then dribbled down.

His balls constricted against my neck as he came over and over again, throwing his loads all over the bathroom. Most of it landed in the toilet or on the toilet rim, but some of it stuck to the ground and walls of the sink.

When I finally managed to extricate my face from his asshole, I had a dazed, half-dead expression on my face. It looked like a Jackson Pollock painting in front of me, except the only color he’d used was creamy white. 

I huffed and puffed, trying to get my breath back. I could still smell his asshole on my upper lip.

After his nutsack was emptied, they drooped even lower than before.

I almost leaned my head forward so I could tongue his saggy nuts and play with them some more, but I know he would’ve probably leg locked me and forced me to continue this debacle.

“Good girl, good girl,” he said, leaning forward over the toilet again.

“I live to serve,” I said, not thinking. Boy, I knew that
 would come back to bite me in the ass.

He turned around and petted me, running his hand through my sweaty, lanky hair. “I know, sis. You’re a good little spunk-whore, and next time I’ll be sure to fill your tummy or your womb with my seed.”

“T-Thank you . . . daddy.”

As he stood to his full height, a stray strand of cum dribbled from his cock and globbed onto the floor.

I sat with my back against the wall and spread my legs out, my hands falling into my lap. It took me a moment to get my breath, so I leaned my head back against the stucco.

“Oh,” he said, before leaving, “I guess you can take a shower now to wash off the stink. Unless of course you want to wear it?”

I closed my eyes. “I’ll wear it like a perfume for a little while, brother. Just for you. Just to make you happy.”

“Good.” He gestured to the cum splotches all over the bathroom while pulling his shorts up. “Just make sure you clean this mess up when you’re done.”
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Chapter Two


M
y mind started to clear after Griffin was done with me, and I was disgusted with myself. I didn’t even know who I was anymore.


“I live to serve.”
 Who says that?! It was never my intention to get into some sort of kinky, submissive relationship, where I’d become my brother’s pawn. But here I was.

He had turned me so quickly—turned me into an asslicking, ballsucking bitch. God only knew what he’d be capable of when he was a bit older and manipulative.

I wonder what he had said to get Vanessa to bang him so quickly at our weekend party? He probably didn’t need to say much—me and my friends were incredibly horny. Griffin had probably been able to smell Nessie’s pheromones, then simply whipped out his huge dick . . . and the rest was history.

I considered asking her, next time I saw her.

But I didn’t know when that would be. I hadn’t heard from her all weekend, since the party. Maybe she was ashamed of herself. A bunch of people—strangers, really—had seen her cunt stretched wide open, her tongue lolling out of her mouth like a sad whore, her little tits jostling while she rode my brother’s fat cock.

I would probably try to stay away from people for a while, too. Not to mention she’d come to the party with a strikingly handsome Italian man—much manlier and prettier than my dorky brother. And she’d really blown it with him, of course.

Vanessa had not only sent Alfredo off running, but she sent him off running with some random skank who had melted in his arms.

I had soccer practice after class tomorrow, and I wondered if Nessie would show up. That would be an interesting time.

After Griffin left the bathroom, leaving me to wallow in my misery, surrounded by his smelly spunk, I did as he told me. Just like a good little slave, I went on my hands and knees, wheeled off some toilet paper, and wiped up all of his thick cum from the floor, toilet seat, and sink.

I think I got all of it.

Then I stripped down and took my much-needed shower.

While I was in the shower, a thought came over me. It was dark and brooding and I tried to push it aside, but it kept nagging at the back of my mind. As I cleaned myself and washed the sweat from my body, I scrubbed myself so hard that my skin turned raw and red.

I tried to think of happy times, but I kept getting dragged back to this weekend. Not that this weekend wasn’t happy—I had never cummed so hard and so frequently in my life.

I had reached a new sexual level that I never knew existed.

But things were complicated now . . . secretive . . . mysterious.

After a while, the dark thought was all I could think of. It saddened me, but was also a huge weight off my shoulders. I felt . . . unburdened, bittersweet.

I knew what I had to do first thing in the morning.
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IN THE MORNING, I WOKE
 up bright and early. I had class at nine, but I woke up a little after six. I couldn’t sleep well, and after so much tossing and turning, I just gave up.

As I woke up, I hesitantly opened my peepers, expecting the worse.

Yay, there were no heavy ballsacks swinging toward my face, looking to smother my mouth and nose and eyes. There was no weighty cocklog being slapped down on my forehead.

Griffin must have still been asleep.

I heard rummaging around downstairs. It was probably Barret, getting ready for work—he was an early riser and always the first one out of the house. Mimi often slept in, since she had nothing better to do.

I usually met up with Micah at his place, then we’d go to school together. It was cute.

I took another quick shower, then dressed in some skinny jeans that displayed my big butt well, and a tank top that showed off my biceps. I put on a lacy longsleeve shirt—it was still gray outside, and I couldn’t tell if the sun would burn off the gray by the afternoon or end of morning.

Once I heard the front door open and close, and knew my stepdad was gone to work, I went downstairs and made myself some eggs and toast.

My brain was going a million miles a minute the whole time.

I prepared myself and left the house, got into my janky little car, and headed for Micah’s house.

I took the long way to get there and sat in my car in front of his house for what seemed like hours. Butterflies floated around in my tummy. I was scared, hesitant, and my palms were sweaty.

Then I took a deep breath, exited my car, and went to the front door of his little apartment.

My fist hovered over the door for a minute, then I lightly knocked.

When he answered, he was still in his boxers and a white tank—his sleeping attire. His big arms and legs were pretty hairy for a 20-something-year-old, and his long curly hair looked very Troy Polamalu that day. He had some stubble on his cheeks and his eyes were bleary and a bit red, like he hadn’t gotten much sleep.

“Hey, babe,” he said, still standing in the door and looking down at me.

I stared up at him, and something shifted in his eyes. It was like he could read my face without me having to say anything.

He tried to ignore it for a moment, saying, “I was bummed you didn’t show up to my scrimmage yesterday. We did a good—”

“Micah.”

He gulped, then raised his arm and struck a forced, nonchalant pose while holding the frame of the door. “Yeah?”

“We need to talk.”

There was a pause.

“Fuck.”

I felt tears coming to the corner of my eyes, but I blinked them away. Like I said, the expression on my face was clear.

“W-What’s going on?” he asked. It was one of the first times I’d seen the big, confident man stutter. “Do you want to come in?” 

I shook my head.

“You know me, Micah, and you know I don’t like to pussyfoot around or sugarcoat things . . .” I began. It was the only way I knew how to start.

After I trailed off, he caught on immediately.

He said, “You’re breaking up with me.”

I clenched my jaw. I gave him a single, curt nod. “I’m sorry ba—” I refused to call him “babe” in this moment. “I’m sorry. I just think we need some time apart.”

His face was blank for a moment, then flabbergasted. It looked like a brick had been thrown through the window of his heart, if that makes any sense. The devastation was quick to swallow up his features.

“Why?” he asked. “What happened?”

“Nothing happened,” I lied, speaking way quicker than I’d meant to.

He frowned. “What did I do?”

“It’s not you, it’s me—”

“Oh, fuck that bullshit,” he said. The sadness in his eyes was turning into anger. I knew I didn’t want to be around for that—a furious 6’5” football player could be a terrible sight.

“Give me a reason,” he said. “Tell me why you’re breaking up with me. I thought we had a good thing going.”

I said, “You need someone who can be there for your games, who hangs off your arm . . . maybe one of your cheerleaders?”

That pissed him off, and I regretted it pretty much instantly.

Snarling, he said, “Don’t tell me what I need, Brooke. Have you been fucking someone else? That’s it, huh, you found another guy?”

I shook my head. “N-No!” I cried, trying to sound convincing.

He studied my face with narrowed eyes. “I don’t believe you.”

“I don’t care,” I said, more calmly. There was a hint of contempt in my voice—like I said, I didn’t like to sugarcoat things.

“This is so fucked up.”

“I . . . I’m just not in the right place to date anyone right now,” I said.

“So you’re saying you want to sleep around? I mean, that’s what that means, right? You want to screw random dudes.”

“That’s not fair,” I said. I crossed my arms over my chest. My nipples were getting hard and I didn’t want him to see through my tank top. They weren’t getting hard because I was aroused at this shitty situation, of course, but the morning chill still hadn’t washed away, and I’d refused his invitation into the house.

“We’ve been drifting apart for a while, Micah, and you know it. We hardly go to each other’s games.” I could have accused him of cheating on me, just like he’d done, but I wasn’t going to be that petty.

It really didn’t matter to me.

“We can change.”

I shook my head. “I need someone who will be there for me, emotionally,” I said. I was lying through my teeth, and he could see it.

I need someone who will ravage me day in and day out, who will leave me breathless and soaked in his nasty cum. Someone who can punish me for being such a lewd, horny slut. And I only know one person for the job.

“Where is this all coming from?” Micah asked, tilting his head. “Is it from this weekend, from seeing Vanessa getting plowed—”

“No, dammit,” I said, cutting him off. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while.”

Ever since my little stepbrother almost drowned me in his spunk and then clapped my fat asscheeks on his gigantic hog. 

“But I promise, Micah, it’s not you . . .”

It’s your little balls, which are like marbles compared to Griffin’s glorious, heavy nutsack. His are so big, he could wrap your average dick with his meaty low-hangers and give you a balljob like you were fucking a pair of tits. And he loves dribbling those fat flesh-boulders off my face like a basketball and I can’t stop myself from trying to swallow them whole.

So no, Micah, it’s not that you’re no good.


It’s that he’s so fucking
 great.

Ugh, I needed to get out of there. Now my nipples were hard because I was
 aroused, and I didn’t want Micah to see my face flushing.

Luckily, he gave me an out.

We stood in silence for a moment, neither of us saying anything, just staring at each other.

I kept my arms defiantly crossed over my ample tits.

The anger on his face was replaced with sadness again.

“Is that all you have to say to me, then?” he asked.

I nodded slowly. “Y-Yes . . . I’m sorry, Micah.”

He scoffed. “Whatever.”

I lowered my head and turned, saying, “I’ll see you around,” as I left.

“Fucking bitch,” he said under his breath, loud enough so he knew that I’d hear.

He was trying to irritate me enough to get into an argument—trying to get me heated. But I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

I simply kept marching down his porch, to my car.

It wasn’t worth getting into a fight with him. Knowing how horny I was, it would probably only lead me to his bed, where I’d succumb to his lackluster shagging.

No, I didn’t need that.

The burden lifted off my shoulders as I reached the car. I glanced over to his house one last time before getting in, and saw that he was still in the doorway, watching me.

When I got into the car, I exhaled heavily. Then I smirked. 

I could do all the scandalous shit I wanted now, without feeling sinful and dirty for cheating on Micah. And I knew I didn’t need to worry about him—he’d have some hot bimbo girlfriend hanging off his arm before long, if he didn’t already have some side chick who was just waiting her turn to become his main squeeze.

Most football players did.

I would probably get jealous, but that’s okay. It was worth it.

I drove away from his house with a smile on my face, feeling conflicted, but free.
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Chapter Three


C
lass went relatively smoothly that morning. I had an advanced English class with Katie, my little blonde bestie, and we sat next to each other in the back of class like usual.

“Wild weekend, huh,” she said during a lull in the class. She was wearing booty shorts and a colorful halter top that fit very snugly against her huge bosom. The fabric went down to her flat, tanned belly, where there was a large gap from the way her tits pushed the top outward. It was a little obscene, especially for class, and I saw more than a few guys ogling her and whispering to each other with dumb smiles on their faces.

I could only imagine the outstanding underboob she had beneath that gap.

Her hair was also in pigtails, which was new for her. It made her look like a big-titted slutty bimbo Goldilocks, but she pulled it off well.

I’d known Katie for eons, and nothing she did could surprise me. She was the first girl I kissed when I was younger and experimental, but we never went further than that.

But the way she was dressed now . . . a little scissor-session didn’t sound too bad . . .

I shook my head, clearing away the crazy thoughts.

“What?” I said, a blank look on my face.

“Where did you go, girl?”

“Sorry, distracted.”

“Is it Professor Cock Rocket?” she asked, nudging her chin toward the front of the class.

Professor Crocker was our good-looking English teacher. Why was it always the English teachers who were the hottest? You’d expect them to be dorky dudes with big-rimmed glasses and unkempt hair.

But Professor Crocker, dubbed Cock Rocket by my endearing best friend, had slicked-back blond hair and a sharp, gaunt face that was to die for. He always dressed sharply—usually in a smoker’s jacket or some kind of business suit, like he was headed to Wall Street, not community college.

He was the kind of professor you would expect to hear about on the news for banging all of his students, but not really getting into trouble because he was incredibly handsome and had a winning smile.

But so far, unfortunately, we hadn’t heard of any scandals regarding the professorial stud. Though my and my friends quickly realized that he never wore a wedding band . . .

Actually, come to think of it, that was probably why Katie was dressed like Jessica Simpson in Dukes of Hazzard,
 for the benefit of Professor Crocker. Except sitting near the back of the class with me was doing her a serious disservice, if her plan was to seduce Mr. Cock Rocket.

“No, it’s not the professor distracting me,” I told Katie, “it’s your huge funbags.”

Katie smiled and narrowed her eyes. “They look great, huh.” It was more of a statement than a question. She squeezed her shoulders and biceps together against her tits to make the cleavage more pronounced and almost unbearable.

I couldn’t deny it, so I simply nodded meekly. I didn’t trust my voice to not crack if I said anything.

God, everything
 was turning me on these days.

“Isn’t it crazy that your brother fucked Vanessa,” Katie said, changing the subject abruptly back to her original line of inquiry.

“Step
brother,” I amended, feeling embarrassed.

“Whatever,” she said with a little shrug. “I wasn’t up there, but I heard the details. Did you know your baby brother had a huge dick?”

“Kay!” I whispered, chastising her. Of course I knew he had a giant fuckstick, girl, he uses it to shoot creamy loads down my throat and up my sloppy pussy. I’m just pissed that Vanessa got to him!


Katie giggled and her boobs trembled most alluringly, drawing my attention back to them. 

“Why is it always the goofy, dorky innocent ones who got BWCs?” she asked.

“BWCs?”

“Big White Cocks. Come on, you knew that. Keep up. The skinny white boys got them honking monster cocks.”

“I don’t know why, Kay . . .” I was feeling quite uncomfortable in this situation. It was hitting too close to home. Literally.

She must have sensed my growing unease. “Are you feeling all right?”

I nodded profusely. “Yeah, of course, I’m fine. Just thinking about that whole scenario and how fucked up it was.”

“I know, right? I mean, Nessie came in with that smoldering
 hunk of Italian ass, and then turns around and bangs your little brother?”

I frowned at her.

“Stepbrother,”
 she said, rolling her eyes. “I don’t know why it means so much to you to call him that.”


Because I don’t want it to sound like I’m fucking my flesh and blood, you dumb whore.
 “Because it sounds less weird that way. We aren’t related, Kay.”

She shrugged. “I know. Whatever. I get it.”


You don’t get it at all, babe. I crave Griffin’s massive cock like a drug. I need it like I need air. Actually, I need him to cram it down my throat so I can’t
 get air.


I could feel myself getting wet in my seat. I squirmed around a bit.

“Do you think he raped her? I just don’t see some hot piece of ass like Nessie banging a boy half a foot shorter than her, no matter how big his meatstick is,” Katie said.

“Katie, what the hell!” I spat, this time much louder than a whisper. “No, of course he didn’t—”

“Excuse me, ladies, do you two have something to share with the class?” Professor Crocker asked from the front.

All eyes turned to us and I blushed furiously.

“Noooo, Professor Cocker—I mean Crocker,” Katie said in her best silky voice. She twirled one of her pigtails around her finger and pouted at him, while also leaning forward in her seat to show her ridiculous cleavage.

It was so absurd I thought I would barf. Then again, I would’ve liked to see Professor Crocker put Katie in her place and rip that halter top off her oversized chest, then bend her over one of these desk-seats—

Jesus. I blinked again, my eyes big, realizing that people were looking at us over their shoulders.

Professor Crocker hesitated after Katie spoke and acted in such a whorish, lurid way. “Uh, okay, just . . . keep quiet. I’m trying to give a lesson.”

“Please continue, good sir,” Katie said, smiling wide. “I love hearing words . . . pour
 out of your mouth . . .”

The professor shook his head and turned away from him so he could keep pacing in front of the room, amidst a gaggle of chuckling students.

I had the keen recognition that Katie might just be the horniest, most perverted person on the planet.

I hoped that Professor Crocker had messed up Katie’s train of thought. I didn’t want to keep talking about my little brother and his big dick.

Katie was watching the professor pace around the room while giving his lecture, and I thought for a moment that she might actually be paying attention to his lesson.

Then she licked her lips and said, “One of these days, I’m gonna fuck the shit out of that man. I can’t wait to see what he keeps hidden away under those slacks . . .”

I snorted. “You’re incorrigible, Kay.”

She smiled at me. “I’m just trying to live my best life.”

“You do you, girl.”

“Hey,” Katie said, turning to me with furrowed brows, like she had something important to ask. “Do you think Professor Cock Rocket has a bigger meatslab than your hung little brother?”
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AFTER CLASS, PROFESSOR
 Crocker called Katie’s name out and asked for her to stay behind to talk with him. She gave me a sly grin and winked, and I kind of wanted to stay around to see if the professor was going to bend her over his knee and spank her bottom like a bad little girl.

Then again, we
 were the horny ones, and he probably just wanted to scold her for interrupting his class and being so lewd.

It set a bad precedent to have students seducing older professors, he’d probably say.

Plus, I couldn’t stick around because I had soccer practice in less than an hour.

I hugged Katie, feeling her big breasts pleasantly swallow up my own hefty bosom, then bid her adieu. I went and grabbed a quick bite to eat, then headed for the soccer field.

I was feeling a bit nervous as I dressed in the locker room with the other girls. Was Vanessa going to show up?

What will she say to me? “Oh, sorry I screwed your brother in front of you and squirted all over you and the other partygoers, Brooke.”

By the time I changed into my jersey and shorts, my shin-guards and cleats, and was ready to hit the field with the rest of the team, Vanessa showed up. She was never late, so this was a bit odd.

Her locker was directly next to mine—by design—and she wouldn’t meet my eyes at first when she swung it open.

“Hi, Nessie,” I said, trying to make the first move.

The tall, lanky girl kept her face hidden by the opened locker door. “Hi, Brooke,” she said flatly.

I scratched the back of my neck. All the other girls had left the locker room and were ready to start practice.

Before I could follow them, though, Vanessa said, “Sorry about this weekend.”

I blinked. That’s it? Don’t feel like elaborating, Nessie? Telling me what the hell got into you?


I wanted to pull the girl’s long, shiny brown hair. I don’t know why I felt like getting into a catfight with her . . . well, I know exactly why, but I shouldn’t have to say it.

Jealousy.

Griffin had fucked the life out of her. He’d popped her and dropped her in my
 room, on my
 bed, and that had to have been on purpose. Some type of oedipal bullshit . . .

It was like he had been punishing me, railing into Vanessa doggystyle and then reverse cowgirl for the whole world to see.

But the very next morning he had come into my room and pinned me against the wall and given me the same treatment, so I didn’t have much room to complain.

He wasn’t picking favorites. He was probably just eager to fill as many wombs with his virile seed as possible, being a post-pubescent 18-year-old.

At least that’s what I told myself.

I was clearly looking too much into it.

“Don’t sweat it,” I said to Vanessa, then jogged away from the lockers and headed out to the field.

I could feel her eyes boring into my back as I left the room.
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PRACTICE WAS FINE,
 but I still felt distracted. It was more than just big cocks on my mind, too. Vanessa’s weird behavior for one, and my recent, raw breakup with Micah. Katie getting her booty shorts yanked down so Professor Crocker could slide into her wet muff.

Okay, and big cocks.

I played all right in our scrimmage—at least I didn’t let anyone dribble through my legs this time—and after about two hours, coach called it quits.

He was an old guy with a saggy pussy-turkey-neck that grossed me out.

See what I mean? You would think soccer coaches would be fit and wiry and sexy. But no, it’s the English professor who’s probably banging away at my bestie right now who holds the title of Hottest Teacher, while the soccer coach couldn’t run a lap around the field without his heart giving out.

All of us girls laughed and joked around in the locker room, as was usual post-practice. If you were a lesbian, it was absolutely the best place to be: lots of bare asses and bouncing tits.

Being somewhat bi-curious, I liked being in the fold, no doubt.

Vanessa was quiet and unresponsive, so I didn’t even bother chatting her up. I wanted to give her time to open up, because she clearly felt ashamed and, in all seriousness, I was
 her friend.

It wouldn’t be kind for me to pressure her into talking about what the fuck she’d been thinking at my party, unless she
 wanted to talk about it first.

Slowly but surely, the girls trickled out of the locker room.

Everyone took a shower to clean the stink off of them, and I found myself in a lengthy conversation with one of our forwards, which prevented me from making an expeditious shower journey of my own.

By the time I was ready to hit the showers, all of the other girls had just about finished and were toweling off and putting on their street clothes.

Vanessa happened to be ready to shower at the same time as me.

I found that a bit odd, but didn’t look too much into it.

Nessie went into one of the stalls before I did—I was still taking off my sports bra.

I heard someone clear their throat behind me.

I furrowed my brow and spun around, picking up my shirt from the long, skinny bench that rested between the two sides of the lockers, in the middle of the aisle.

Griffin stood off to the side of the aisle, his skinny arms crossed over his chest. 

My eyes bulged. I peered left and right and saw that the room was completely empty—all the other girls had gone, which Griff must have noticed and then slithered his way in.

In a loud whisper, I said, “What the fuck
 are you doing here? In the girl’s locker room?!”

At that moment, I heard the sound of a sputtering shower: Vanessa stepping into the nearby shower room to wash herself off. She was the last remaining girl, besides myself, in the locker room.

Griffin shrugged. “Well, we can’t exactly bang while mom and dad are home, can we?”
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Chapter Four


I
put my hands together in front of me like a scaredy-cat. I know I had a frightened look on my face, because Griffin just relished in my awkward hesitance.

We could both hear the shower running, in the room behind us, on the other side of the locker room aisle.

“Griffin, you can’t be doing this. You can’t be coming in here talking like that!” I said.

I wanted him to go away but, deep down, I think I wanted him to stay even more.

Talk about scandalous!

“Why not?” he said innocently.

“There’s someone in the shower! They’ll hear us . . . they’ll see us.” I didn’t want to tell him who that someone was—a girl he’d already destroyed this past weekend.

“Oh? Maybe we should go join her.”

“No! Leave her alone . . .”

Vanessa had already been through enough. Plus, I was still a little bit jealous.

“Then get over here and throat my cock,” Griffin said. “Or I’ll go join that girl in the shower and smash her up against the wall.”

I scoffed. “How do you know she’d even want it?”

My brother smirked. It was so damn cocky and arrogant, I just wanted to kick him in the face. He said, “Bitch, you know everyone wants it once they see it.”

I gulped. “That’s . . . not true.” I couldn’t hold out much longer. My knees were feeling weak. My feet turned inward, to hide the dampness between my legs.

Griffin pulled his shorts down and let them fall to the ground. He stepped out of them and thrust his hips up.

He wore boxer briefs that clung tightly to his thin body. The mound at his crotch was utterly huge, like he had a burrito and two limes beneath his underwear. His tremendous package weighted his boxers at least five inches down his thighs. I could see the thick outline of his cock, bigger than my wrist, curving down like an overgrown banana. His underwear barely covered up the sides of his big ballsack.

He saw me looking at his bulge, unable to take my eyes away from it, and smiled at me. “See what I mean?”

Dammit. He was right. I’d been thinking about it all day, even in the midst of talking with other people. What would Griffin’s cock look like sticking between Katie’s giant tits? It would be a sight to see, the glistening head poking out of those pillows, jabbing Katie in the chin. An unstoppable force meeting two very movable, moldable objects.

Do any of the professors notice Griffin’s bulge in class, and do they just ignore it? Or do they play their own fantasies in their heads?

Maybe Professor Crocker was gay . . . maybe the older man would like to bend my young stepbrother over his desk . . .

Griffin took a step over the bench separating us, snapping me back to reality. One of his huge balls popped out from the side of his boxers and hung down against his leg, smooth like a pool ball, as he stepped over the bench. I gasped and he chuckled, then shoved it back into its confine.

His whole mountainous bulge jiggled as he walked.

Fuck.

My stepbrother stood on the bench, giving him another two feet or so in height. He smiled down at me and put his fists on his hips.

I looked up at him, frightened and confused. His unit was eye-level with me now.

“Bring your face over here and sniff my sack, sis,” he demanded.

I frowned. Tears were coming to my eyes again, but I refused to show weakness to him. I sniffled and took a step forward, my feet moving on their own accord.

His big curvy hump was inches from my face. He reached down and grabbed the sides of my head.

I took a deep breath.

Then he brought my head toward his body and pressed his tender package against my face. Everything went dark as his unit covered my eyes and nose. I took a deep sniff, like he’d ordered, and could smell that manly musk.

His underwear was clean, but the pervasive aroma of his nutsack and cock still lingered from the threads.

The thin fabric separating me from his humongous cock and balls was soft and familiar. It felt like when I’d wake up with my face down in the pillow, after a long sleep. I always felt so horny and relaxed coming out of my dreams, which was how I felt now with my brother’s sack smothering my face.

I took another deep breath, then opened my mouth and closed my eyes. I cupped the bottom of his huge bulge.

It started to grow, even as it smashed against my face. I could feel the heat emanating from beneath the underwear, desperate to get out. I knew it was only a matter of time . . .

Griffin groaned. “Yeah, sis, doesn’t it feel nice having my junk in your face?”

I nodded. If I said anything, he wouldn’t be able to hear me through the muffling fabric, so I stayed quiet. I just kept smelling his strong odor, and it made me hornier and hornier.

The dampness between my legs was spreading. I could feel it lathering the insides of my thighs.

“Peel my underwear down with your mouth,” he said.

I frowned as he pushed my face away from his covered satchel. I went on my tiptoes and put my face over his mound, until the bulge was resting comfortably beneath my chin, pressed against my neck.

I grabbed the top of his underwear’s waistband and slowly yanked down with my face. My nose dragged over the topside of his thick cock as it was freed, pressing against the corded blue vein. Once I had his boxers down to his knees, his huge member flopped out and landed on top of my head, sticking out straight back and drooping down toward my spine.

Once it was liberated and out in the open, it started to get hard.

Griffin took hold of his cock with both hands and plopped it on the top of my head a couple times. It was heavy as fuck and thicker than his own arms. It made a solid thudding sound as it smacked against the top of my head.

I drooled like a braindead cum-slut.

I took another powerful whiff and was overtaken by the strong stench of his overbearing cock. His balls dangled right in front of my nose, and I leaned forward to nudge them gently with the tip of my beak.

I closed my eyes and felt at peace here, canopied by his giant cock and surrounded by heavy balls. I was entranced.

He put his hands on both of my ears and lifted my face so I looked up at him like a god. My eyes twinkled from the fluorescent light bathing us both from above. He was partly shadowed by the light, his face a silhouette hidden beneath the utter brightness.

I squinted and saw the bright, blurry outline around him, which truly did make him seem like a deity I should worship.

My eyes felt dazed and confused.

Then he slapped his cock down on my face and woke me out of my cock-drunk stupor.

His heavy dick landed on my nose and forehead with a clap.

I cried out. “Ack!”

Only one of my eyes could see past it, and when he cockslapped me next time, he covered both of my peepers with his shaft’s thick girth.

I hoped he would facefuck me now. Maybe if he did it quick enough, we could finish before Vanessa got out of the shower . . . but I knew that that was a lost cause.

Nothing was ever quick with Griffin. He had the libido of a sexperienced master. I was in for the long haul, and just hoped that other people wouldn’t walk in.

I didn’t know what I’d do with myself if the soccer team surrounded me and watched in horror as my little brother fucked the feeling out of my face. What would they think when they saw their sassy, star rover getting throatfucked so deeply that my neck distended like a bird’s gullet?

He surprised me by saying, “Why are your pants still on? Turn around and let me see that ass, or I’ll donkey punch you so hard you’ll be seeing stars. No amount of makeup will hide my cock-bruise.”

I turned and lowered my soccer shorts. I didn’t have to tug hard to lower the loose-fitting jersey shorts past my curvaceous bum, and it finally popped out and billowed like a cloud. My thong rode up my asscrack, giving Griffin a perfect view of my supple cheeks. If I bent over, there would only be a tiny string to hide my asshole from my brother’s predatory eyes.

“Assume the position,” he said, and I knew exactly what he meant.

I bent forward and placed my palms in front of me, flat on two separate steel locker doors.

He hopped from the bench and I heard his feet fall directly behind me. I bit my bottom lip, wondering what he would do.

His little hands sunk into my giant buttocks, on both sides. Then he pulled my G-string aside and stretched it out over my right asscheek. The string nearly snapped from the tension against my bum.

I heard him spit, and imagined he was coating his scary cock in saliva, to lube it up. But didn’t he see how wet I was? It’s not like he’d be going into me dry—I was wetter than a river.

The voyeur in me wished my soccer teammates were surrounding me now. I wanted them to see how well I took such a big cock. I wanted them to be proud of me, but also horrified at what I was doing.

I felt like such a nasty, degraded whore.

“Come on, what’s taking so long?” I said impatiently. “Stick that monster cock inside me, Griff, before I lose my shit!”

He chuckled. A second later, his shaft was smoothly gliding against my pussy, parting my vulva but not penetrating me. It was getting wetter and wetter as it slid over my juices and rubbed up against my clit.

I looked down and could see it poking in and out from between my legs as he teased me.

I growled like an animal, annoyed that he hadn’t started fucking me yet.

“Dammit, Griff, shove that stupid thick cock inside—”

My eyes bulged and I lost my breath as he rammed his broad penis into me, driving it deep into my soaking cunt with a single thrust.

“Meeee!” I finished, squealing like a pig in shit.

He tightened his hold on my buttcheeks and thrust angrily into me, wedging his cock deeper down my pussy-tunnel. I wailed from the initial shock of so much meat filling up my poor little hole.

Having him enter me so harshly, so violently . . . it was like jumping into a pool after getting out of the jacuzzi—the split-second chill that washed over your body.

My whole body jiggled as he drove into me with each thrust, plumbing my depths with his master tool, filling me with such a wonderful feeling. He hit all of my most tender spots.

I could feel his cock flattening the grooves inside my pussy as it thickened inside of me and pushed my walls outward.

“You like that?” he grunted, basking in the sound of my squeals.

I tried to hold in my moans, to keep from drawing too much attention to us. But it was impossible.

Here we were, two young delinquents, screwing like honeymooners in the girl’s locker room, while one of my best friends showered herself in the room right next to us.

Had I been more savvy, I would have waited for Vanessa to come out of the shower—hiding Griffin until she left—and then we could have fucked in the shower, with it running down our backs. It would have been warm and wet and peaceful, and best of all, we wouldn’t have had to worry about getting caught.

But the idea of Vanessa walking in on us turned me on.

When Griffin sunk his cock six inches into me, I came. My fingers balled up into fists and my legs trembled. I couldn’t believe how much power he put into each thrust, like it was the last time he’d ever fuck.

Why did my little brother have to be so turned on by his big sister?

Once he had about half of his thick shaft inside of me, he spanked my ass.

I mewled like a sheep and he just spanked me again, to punish me.

The slaps got louder and louder as he clapped my cheeks and laughed at my discomfort.

He leaned into me to drive his cock deeper. I groaned again like a person who had eaten too much and needed to undo their belt so their tummy could breathe. That’s how I felt, he filled me up so much.

“Yeah, Griff, punch my guts with your thick meatpole!” I said, clenching my teeth.

He slammed into me again, wobbling my whole body. My face was pressed against the locker door now, and the steel was cold against my cheek.

The juxtaposition of a cold cheek and red-hot cunt was mind-blowing.

I came again as I thought about it, just in time to feel his heavy balls pelt against the top of my pubis. The sound coming from his balls slapping into me echoed through the locker room.

He was on his tiptoes now, grinding into me, working up a sweat. He switched up his form—moving in long strokes, then short jabs, then long strokes, then short jabs. 

He kept doing that until I came a third time. I was soaking down my legs, but I hadn’t squirted yet.

I could feel it building though, and before long I’d have to release all the fluids in my body or else I might spontaneously combust.

Then his hands traced my hips and I shivered from his touch. His fingers dove in, feeling up my flat tummy.

He hugged me then and pressed his body against mine.

It felt so nice having that warm flesh caressing my own skin as he pummeled me with his cockmeat and bounced his meaty balls off my tummy.

I thought he was hugging me just to fuck me better and harder, but I was wrong. I felt his hands pulling back, and my eyes went wide.

I was falling backwards.

“Oh nooo!” I yelled.

My body twisted and squirmed and I waited for my head to hit the concrete or the wooden bench behind me.

I clenched my eyes shut.

Then I opened them and realized I was on
 the bench. I was flat on my stomach on the long, wooden structure, which was little bigger than a two-by-four, my big legs and trembling arms hanging over both sides.

“All right, you stuck little pig, take it even deeper in your slutty hole!” Griff yelled.

He was right, I felt like a piggy getting sent to the spitroast—stabbed through on both sides. Man, what I would’ve given for a good spitroast at that very moment.

But I didn’t need it. I could feel the tip of his cock kissing my wet cunt once again.

Griffin was behind me now, on top of the bench as well. His giant cock was big enough to curve down past my bustling asscheeks, but first they slithered between them and wetted the inside of my asscrack.

It felt like he was slathering essential oils on my backside, between my crack, but I knew it was just spit and cum.

I was completely planked, my legs spread far apart over the bench. Luckily they were long enough to reach the ground, but my arms just dangled inches from the floor.

My tits were a bit painful, pressing against my body, smashed by my own weight. They popped out from the sides of my tank top.

He entered me from above, knowing that I had nowhere to go. His body was light on top of mine, and small, but the thing penetrating my poor pussy was huge and wet and filling.

“You’re so fucking thiiick,” I said, resting my forehead on the bench. I was tapping out—it would be up to him to keep fucking me and using me until he came buckets.

I felt like a trophy, planked as I was by the straight bench.

He rode me like a breeding mare, even neighing and snorting like a stallion. My body wobbled but wouldn’t budge from the position I was in.

The bench started to chafe my front side as my brother railed into me. My boobs were raw and squished. Cum and juices leaked out of my cunt and pooled on the bench between us.

I couldn’t see more than a couple inches up, because it was too awkward to bend my head. Plus, I was getting too much pleasure below.

All I could see were the bottom rows of lockers at eye-level with me.

My mouth went agape as I felt his cock push deeper inside. He was perched on top of me like a monkey, feet curving inward, balls hanging low, cock angled oddly.

He fucked me in the planked doggy position for a long while, until I lost track of time. I came a fourth and fifth time from the sheer power of the penetration.

I could see the flesh of my thighs, big and round like two Christmas hams, wobbling with every punishing thrust into my stretched cunt.

Someone in the room gasped, but it was neither of us.

I desperately looked up to see what the hell was going on.

Griffin didn’t bother to stop fucking me, and one of my eyes twitched as he struck a particular nerve that set my body aflame.

I craned my neck.

Vanessa was standing at the edge of the room, partly hiding behind the last lockers in the row. She peeked around the corner at us and watched intently as her best friend and athletic co-star was being dicked down unbelievably hard.

My arms dangled uselessly at my sides. My whole body trembled from Griffin’s unending cockblasts.

“B-Brooke!” Vanessa yelled, slapping a hand to her gaping mouth. If she wasn’t careful, Griffin would leap off this bench and stick his cock down that opened hole. Lord knows he already had once.

I had no retort for Vanessa, nothing to say. I couldn’t think, anyway, because Griffin was simply pounding me too good.

I unleashed my fifth orgasm and felt spent, but Griffin just kept monkey-fucking my pussy while laying on top of me.

“Oh my God, this is so . . . f-filthy!” Vanessa screamed. “I can’t believe you’re screwing your own . . . own . . . oh. Oh my. Look how split apart your pussy is!”

“I knooooow,” I yelled, spit flying from my lips. I felt frothy and crazed, like a rabies victim.

My mind whirled from the orgasmic pleasure. I couldn’t think any coherent thoughts, and yet Griffin kept nailing me, driving into me.

I raved like a lunatic and let out another howl.

“But he’s your brother!” Vanessa shouted.

“Stepbrother!” we both shouted back in unison. 

I was too busy moaning and groaning like an exhausted marathon runner to elaborate any more than that.

Griffin skewered my cunt and punched my cervix, which made my body give a violent reaction. I arched my back until my spine made a dip and my legs lifted off the ground reflexively.

Then everything came crashing back down.

I wrapped my arms around the bench, hugging it for dear life.

“Fancy seeing you here, you gangly bitch,” Griffin sneered at Vanessa. “Come to get your little cunt stretched again?”

“No!” Nessie cried.

Griffin laughed. Even I
 could read the strain in her voice. She was trying so hard not to succumb . . .

“You’ve got long legs,” Griffin said to Vanessa as he drove down into me again. I almost passed out from the sheer power of his gut-wrenching thrusts.

“So . . .” Vanessa murmured.

“Get your ass over here and lay on top of my big sister. I want you straddling her like you’re going to fuck her.”

“No way!” Nessie yelled. Her fingers fidgeted in front of her body. Her hair was still lanky and wet from the shower, and she only wore a towel to cover her long, slender figure.

“Hurry up!” Griffin growled. “I want a pussy sandwich so I can pound both of your tight holes.”

“F-Fuck,” Vanessa murmured.

“Nesssieeee,” I shouted blindly. “It’s okayyy!”

Vanessa cocked her head. “W-What do you mean, Brooke?”

“Get those little cupcake titties on my back, girl! I want to feel your pussy sliding against my fat ass!”
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Chapter Five


V
anessa dropped her towel and skipped over to the bench. Griffin took a moment to pull his lengthy cock out of my twat, then he stood over and watched as a naked Vanessa straddled my body.

I could tell my friend was lost in utter cock-lust, just like I was. I said nothing as she hiked her legs over my prone body, then dropped down on top of me.

The weight of Vanessa’s body was too much.

“Ooof,” I went. I pissed myself a little bit, and I could feel it dribble out of my pussy and mix with the precum and juices already gathered in a pool at my backside.

Vanessa’s long, luscious hair smelled fresh as it fell over my head, like shampoo and lavender. Her cute tits pushed into my back and her slender legs smoothly caressed my thighs. I let out a long drawl as I felt her pussy lips kissing my bulbous asscheeks.

Even though she was heavy, it felt so damn good having her on top of me. I didn’t know if this could be considered dyking out or not, but it sure felt like it. And it was fabulous.

Her legs were longer than mine, so even though she was on top of me, her tippy-toes could just touch the ground.

Griffin chuckled as he jumped back onto the bench, his cock waving wildly in the air.

He examined the pussy sandwich in front of him: Vanessa’s neat, untouched gash, and my own gaping, drooling pussy. It must have looked like an all-you-can-eat buffet to the young stud, but I just hoped he hadn’t had enough of my
 salad bar.

I heard Griffin groan as he stuck his cock inside Vanessa first, using his lubed up shaft to force his way inside her tinier cunt.

His groan drew out longer while he plunged inside of her.

Vanessa screamed in ecstasy as she took his cock.

I felt immediately left out and gobsmacked. How could Griffin do this to me?! How could he stop fucking me?!

Sure, I’d already jizzed five times, but that wasn’t enough.

“Oooh,” Griffin muttered. “Her little pussy is tighter than yours, sis!”

“That’s ‘cuz you’ve already been stuffing me with your stupid tree trunk cock, twerp!” I yelled back.

I felt his fingers pry into my pussy while he crammed more of his cock inside Vanessa. Her body started rhythmically jostling on top of mine, which moved my own body on top of the bench. It was starting to get painful being planked like this, and I yearned to be filled again.

“Your stupid wet cum-sponge pussies will never be the same after I’m done with youuu!” Griffin roared.

“Shut up and make Nessie squeal, Griff! I need you to fill my greedy cunt with your baby batter!” I yelled back while he prodded my aching vagina.

He was an expert finger-twirler, I must say, and I felt myself on the edge of another drastic ejaculation before too long.

Meanwhile, Vanessa kept rocking back and forth, her tits bunching up against my shoulders as Griffin thrust into her.

My friend was very vocal about her experience—her moans were screechy and ear piercing. It was just like how it had been at my house, when she’d first given the bloodcurdling wail that had alerted us all to her pussy-filled predicament.

A moment later, Griffin’s fingers vanished from my soaking muff, and I frowned once again.

I heard feet touch the ground, and thought that Griffin must have dropped down to straddle the bench and—

His cock impaled me and my eyes popped open. It took no time at all to send at least six inches of thick fleshrod back into my twat-cave.

As he fucked me, he must have used a free hand to diddle Vanessa, because she kept wailing. I felt her sticky fluids running down the curve of my buttcheeks. 

Then Griffin surprised me again and stuck a finger in my asshole.

I yelped and my eyes rolled back in my head from the double penetration. Of course it was nothing like having his thick lovemeat in me, but it was an extra, added dash of flavor I hadn’t been expecting.

Snot bubbles formed at my nostrils and dripped down to my upper lip. Saliva poured down my chin as my mouth watered.

Sweat beaded my forehead. I felt another orgasm coming on, the sixth one, and knew this one would be powerful. If anything, it was because Vanessa was on top of me, and all the pressure of her bodyweight probably meant it would compress my ejaculation into a concentrated blast.

Just when I was ready to explode, Griffin fucked with me again and removed his cock so he could jam it inside Vanessa.

I growled angrily. “Stop taking your stupid fucking fuckstick out of me and ream me, asshole!”

“Wait your turn, you big baby,” he replied.

Vanessa started sweating, just like me, and her body smoothly glided over mine. At first her skin was rubbing me raw, but now it almost felt pleasant having her thighs and tits massaging my body.

“How does it feel swapping juices, you dumb cocksleeves?” Griffin asked us.

We both yelled incoherently at him, but he plugged me up with his fist and shut me up again.

“F-Fucking hell, I’m gonna cum already!” Vanessa screamed.

“Wait for meeee!” I wailed.

Griffin traded off between us for a while. He kept alternating stuffing our pussies, enjoying how different our holes felt on his huge cock.

Vanessa didn’t wait for me. I felt her body tighten up on top of mine, and if I’d been able to twist my head around like an owl, I would have stuck my tongue down her throat as she blew her first load.

After a little more sandwich fucking, Griffin’s groans started to sound desperate. We were all moaning in unison, like rabid animals in their death throes.

In the end, Vanessa and I did cum together—my seventh time, and her third. It was just as powerful as I thought it would be.

Griffin had his cock inside my twat when the fireworks went off, and his fingers inside Nessie’s pussy.

I yelled, “You’re gonna make me cum again, Griff!”

“Let it all out, sis, I’m cumming too!”

“Same heeeere!” Vanessa added.

We jizzed like adolescent little whores who didn’t know how to control their bowel movements.

Vanessa and I both squirted violently as our bodies seized up.

The weight of her body on top of mine caused a blowback like a fire hydrant to jet out of my gaping cunt, showering Griffin’s torso. Vanessa launched her own piss catapult right in his face, since he was at eye-level with her cock-holster at the time.

But I was the lucky one who got to feel Griffin’s warm, thick jizz gush into my pussy and spread along my walls. It shot up into my womb with the force of a rocket, even as I squirted like a dog pissing backwards.

We all laughed and moaned together, feeling entwined and connected at the hip by his sweaty, gargantuan cock cannon.

Afterwards, Vanessa and I would have collapsed into a pile, but we already were one. I shrugged my shoulders and Vanessa gently fell off of me, ending our cuddle puddle and letting herself fall onto the cold hard ground, onto her back. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, trying to regain her brain.

I struggled to let myself off the bench, and when I did I had a huge two-by-four red marking up along the length of my body. I fell against a locker and let Griffin’s cum dribble out of me onto the floor near Vanessa’s head.

I opened my eyes and looked at Griffin. His veiny dick shrank to its smaller, flaccid shape. It was still as big soft as Micah’s dick ever was raging hard.

I knew right then that I’d made the correct decision in breaking it off with my football boytoy. He
 had certainly never made me cum seven times in a single session, if even once. 

I had a new boytoy.

It was a taboo, forbidden affair, but I was Griffin’s and he was mine. He was also Vanessa’s, apparently, and any other chick’s who wanted to experiment with a skinny young stud’s titanic slab of manmeat.

I kept my eyes on Griffin, watching him with a dissipating lust in my eyes. He was drenched in mine and Vanessa’s piss and spit and his own blown-back cum. It dripped from every inch of his body—off his arms, legs, elbows, ears, chin . . .

I started cracking up, unable to control myself. It hurt, because my pussy was incredibly raw from the brutal fucking it had withstood, and my muscles clenched when I laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Griffin asked, putting his little hands on his bony hips. His fat dong was just hanging out.

“We totally showered you in our filth,” I said.

I started laughing again, and after looking at me for a moment with a confused expression, he joined in my laughter.

Scratching the back of his neck, he said, “Well, I guess it’s my turn to hit the shower, huh?”

“In the girl’s locker room?” I asked.

He shrugged. “We’ve come this far, sis. Unless you’d like to join me to . . . make sure no scary soccer girls gang up on me in there . . .”

I shook my head and scoffed. “You’re fucking impossible, kid.”
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Chapter One


L
ate one night, I rolled around in bed, unable to sleep. I reminisced about the crazy shenanigans from a few days before, when my younger stepbrother Griffin had viciously fucked me in the girl’s locker room after school soccer practice.

My friend Vanessa, who had already had a taste of Griff’s monster cock, had watched from afar while my stepbrother railed me from behind, pressing my face into the cold steel lockers. My knees got weaker and weaker as he pounded me, until I couldn’t control myself any longer and thought I would pass out from the sheer pleasure of being so stretched and filled.

Then Griffin had pulled a WWE wrestling move and flipped me over the sitting bench in the middle of the aisle, pushing me down so I straddled it like a surfboard. He had crawled over me like a big-dicked monkey and sunk his thick cock between my asscheeks, until he reached my aching pussy and dove back in.

I remember the sound my cheeks made as they smacked on his giant meat, while his heavy ballsack swung into me and made even more lewd noises. Usually nuts slapping flesh gave out little golf claps, but his were heavy, meaty thunderclaps that echoed through the room and left bruises on my bum.

My moans had been unhinged and deafening. It had felt so amazing that I came over and over again, all while Vanessa watched with twinkling eyes and a soaking twat. My friend had never seen my bare fat ass, much less seen it getting spanked and molded to my brother’s rail-thin body shape. She’d never seen my big tits hanging out, pressed hard against the bench and leaking out my sides while my brother did his worst to me.

After fingerblasting herself in the shadows, Nessie had been discovered, and she reluctantly joined the unbelievable orgy. I think she was still in a state of shock when she agreed to get on top of me—adding even more weight to my pressed body.

With my gorgeous, leggy friend lying facedown on my back, Griffin had a pussy sandwich at his disposal, and he’d made the most of it. He alternated between cramming his broad dick in each of our pussies, he thumbed my asshole and licked Vanessa’s puckering anus, and ultimately he pumped load after load into both of us.

With the amount of jizz Griffin had launched down into my womb, I had no doubt that I’d get pregnant if I hadn’t already taken my pills. I never knew when he would surprise me and fuck the shit out of me, so I stayed on a steady diet of birth control.

I limped out of that locker room without any dignity or grace.

Vanessa and I were utterly embarrassed after we partook in Griffin’s depraved fantasy threesome, and we could hardly look at each other. During it all, we had been relegated to howling cum-dumps and deranged cocksleeves, so eager to please my baby stepsibling and his giant fuckstick.

But afterwards, I had blushed a deep shade of red and stared at the ground while Griff’s cum leaked out of my gaping pussy.

I was a wreck—a ruined toy at my brother’s disposal, and so was Nessie.

After Griffin showered himself off, Vanessa and I had made a pact that none of our friends could find out about this. We made Griffin swear to secrecy, too, but he couldn’t be trusted.

Guys loved to brag about their sexual conquests, and we both had no doubt that all of his nerdy Call of Duty friends online would find out about the audacious sexcapade before the night was through.

But there was nothing we could do about that but lie and say it never happened. In that respect, I didn’t even trust myself. I knew my face would betray me and tell the truth, even if my words didn’t.

The fact was that I was Griffin’s sex slave, and I couldn’t help it. Every time we fucked it got more and more obscene and sweaty and hot. He always had some new move to try on me, and it invariably worked like a charm, every time.

By the end of every session, I was a seizing mess—my body trembling uncontrollably, my pussy spurting piss and cum in rivulets, my eyes and tongue rolling around aimlessly.

He had that special something that no other man I’d ever met had. I’ve found that it’s usually the guys with little dicks who give the best sex, because they try their hardest to please, since they’re just happy to be getting some. Big-dicked dudes act like a gift from God, like they don’t even have to put forth any effort—simply having a fat tool does the trick.

That is false.

My little stepbrother, on the other hand, had the best qualities of both types of guys. He was a dude with a gigantic cock who also knew how to use it to its utmost potential.

He left me a writhing, drooling, brain-dead heap.

I was addicted to him.

As I tossed and turned in my bed that Friday night, I thought about the way he screwed me, and I started to get wet. Before long I had my fingers caressing my soft curves under the sheets. I slipped my hand down, past my hairless groin, and hooked two fingers in my pussy.

My slick juices coated my fingers to the second knuckle, and I moaned softly into my pillow as I diddled myself.

I was positioned facedown, so if I screamed from my fantastical thoughts, no one would hear. The last thing I needed was Griffin hearing my moans down the hall and getting some terrible idea like barging into my room to fuck me while my mom and stepdad slept nearby.

I wouldn’t have been able to stop him, because he knew I wanted it so badly.

I pulled my panties halfway down my bulbous ass, stretching the fabric against my buttocks, and lifted my bum in the air like I was about to get it doggy style.

With my face still smothered by the pillow, I grabbed one of my hanging tits with my free hand and started to gently rub my nipple until it was as hard as a rock. I let out another small whimper as I hit a particularly juicy spot in my snatch, which sent a shiver down my spine.

My tit-grabbing hand slid down my wide hips and joined the other hand at my most tender place.

I pinched my clit with two fingertips and rubbed it just right while my other hand twiddled my cunt and made me wetter and wetter.

I instinctively started bucking my hips up and down, to pantomime grinding against someone.

My bed squeaked and creaked with every pushup I did, and after massaging my plump pussy lips and tiny Skittle, I could feel my sticky fluids dripping down both of my thighs.

I bit my pillow, latching my jaws down hard, wishing it was Griffin’s neck or ballsack. He loved it when I nosed his nuts and nibbled on the huge orbs, snorting in their musk like I was doing a line of coke. Even though they were big and bulky, they were still soft and vulnerable, and I felt an iota of control when they were in my mouth, the big scrotal sack spilling over my lips.

With most guys I’d been with, such as my ex-boyfriend Micah, I could tongue and gobble up their entire sacks—both balls. But not Griffin’s . . . I couldn’t even fit one of those meaty clackers in my mouth, no matter how hard I tried. They looked like a pair of avocados and felt as heavy as pool balls when they rested on my face.

God, I wanted his stupid nutsack planted on my lips right then. I wanted to whiff those hairless, well-groomed balls until their stench permeated off my body.

My fingers prodded my G-spot and I felt a shock run through my body. My neck veins corded and protruded as my body went taut, my toes curling up in the air behind me. I clenched my eyes shut and gave in to the pleasure, letting the orgasm wash over me.

It was a blissful, sustained orgasm, similar to when Griffin punished me with his meatrod. He always took so long to cum—my theory was that it was because his jizz had such a long way to go to shoot out from his oversized cockhead—and while I came, he always continued to pummel me. It often sent me into a raucous, continuous torrent of ejaculation.

Usually by that point, my vocal faculties had been rendered useless, so even if I’d wanted him to stop so my poor pussy could get some rest, it simply wouldn’t have been possible to voice my demand. That being said, I could simply kick him away from me if I felt like things were getting out of hand, but the truth was that I loved the blissful feeling of those racking orgasms.

My body simply melted when he impaled me on his huge cock.

It took about a minute for my bedtime orgasm to subside, and afterwards I felt weary and exhausted. I wasn’t tired,
 per se, but worn out from cumming so hard.

I rolled over to my side, then my back, and watched as my tits rose and fell in rapid, shallow movements. I closed my eyes and chuckled, the endorphins running rampant in my brain, setting everything on fire.

Jesus Christ did it feel good to cum!

I couldn’t get enough of it. I was turning into the most lustful, lascivious person I knew, all thanks to Griffin. That title used to belong to my friend Katie—my huge-titted bimbo of a best friend—who either talked about sex or engaged in promiscuous behavior on a near constant basis. Hardly a day went by that I didn’t get some lewd text that made me blush in public.

But I was becoming worse than even Katie. I might not have been as vocal about my desires, but they didn’t lay dormant any longer. Perhaps I was sexually repressed those few years I was with Micah.

Griffin had awoken the succubus inside me, and I never wanted to let her go. My new philosophy: What’s the point of life, if not to feel good whenever you can?

Unlike many women who spend years and years on the prowl, handling as much dick as they can in their search for the perfect one, I’d found my “perfect one.” It was incredibly thick, veiny, and over 10 inches long.

And it just so happened to be attached to a dorky, skinny little dude who I was forced to call my “brother” after my mom married his dad.

On the bed, I smacked my lips a couple times and ran my tongue over the roof of my mouth. My full lips were dry and parched—not luscious and moist like usual.

My powerful orgasm had dehydrated me, and I knew I’d wake up with a headache if I didn’t do something about it.

So, I waited a few minutes for my heart to stop racing, and for my breathing to become normal, and then pulled up my panties underneath the covers. I threw the sheets aside and gently stepped out of bed, my bare feet making barely a patter as they touched the carpeted floor.

My stomach growled as my feet hit the floor, and I realized I needed a late night snack as well as some water.

I grabbed a loose-fitting tank top from the floor and threw it on, noticing how my nipples poked through the fabric and made it very obvious how aroused I still felt.

I left my room and tiptoed down the hallway, until I reached the top of the stairs. I peeked over the side wall and down, and saw that it was completely dark downstairs. Not a mouse stirred, all through the house.

It was about 2:30 in the morning, after all.

My thick, sweaty thighs rubbed against one other as I crept down the stairs. I could still feel the warm stickiness between my legs, but now it was becoming cold and unpleasant.

I probably should’ve taken a shower after rubbing one out, but the squeaky pipes in the house would’ve definitely woken up my parental units.

I hit the bottom step and exhaled deeply, realizing I’d been holding my breath during my entire trek down.

God, I really needed a job so I didn’t have to creep around my own
 house like a burglar. Once I moved out, then I could bang away to my heart’s content, until the sun came up every morning, if I wanted. Which I did.

Hopefully I’d have some jealous neighbors I could piss off with how hard the headboard hit the wall every time I was railed up against it. That locker room session had awoken the voyeur in me. I’d found myself getting increasingly wetter and hotter once I had noticed Vanessa watching us from the shadows. Now I wanted more people to watch as my little brother gaped my pussy and mounted me like a stallion.

I walked into the kitchen and turned on the light and was immediately basked in brightness from an overhead chandelier. I squinted from the sudden light and then quickly shut it off—the light might’ve filtered up into the hallway up the stairs, which wasn’t good. Plus, I knew this house like the back of my hand, and my eyes were starting to adjust to the dimness.

I walked around the island in the middle of the kitchen. My feet felt nice against the cold, tiled floor. I came to the fridge and opened it, hoping to find something to snack on.

Inside, it was pretty bare, but I did find a little jar of pre-made hummus and some pita bread in a nearby cupboard. I closed the fridge, grabbed a glass, and put it under the little automatic water filter.

As the water poured into my glass, I had the sudden urge to pee. I grabbed the little jar of hummus and the pita bread in one hand, and my glass in the other, and turned around to set it all on the island.

At that moment, my heart almost leaped out of my chest and I came this
 close to dropping my goodies on the hard floor.

Griffin stood on the other side of the island like a ghostly silhouette, his skinny arms crossed over his chest.

“Jesus fuck!” I cried out in a whisper. “You scared the shit out of me, Griffin. You can’t come sneaking up on me like that!”

He didn’t typically go shirtless, but he was right now, and it was a new look for him. My eyes narrowed on his hairless torso—his tiny, penny-sized nipples and his wiry biceps and thin waist. I could see the hint of his ribcage jutting out from his body. It looked . . . juvenile . . . at least compared to what I knew he had downstairs.

The kid needed to pack some meat on those bones.

He smirked at me in the darkness. The moon shone through a window that went right into the kitchen, and its murky blue reflection was the only light we had between the two of us.

“I thought I heard you creepin’,” he said in a low voice.

“W-What are you doing down here?” I asked hesitantly. If I delved deep enough, I bet I knew the answer to that question.

Ever since my parents had come home from their Mexico vacation at the end of last weekend, we’d had to become creative in our scandalous ways. We couldn’t simply fuck like rabbits at the dinner table, for instance, so we had to find ways to steal away to get some time alone—hence, the locker room session.

So far, it had worked, but I knew it would only be a matter of time before one of them found out, and that would be the end of my world. What would my mom do if she knew her stepson was plowing her little girl day in and day out, wrecking her vagina for possible suitors in the future? And what would my stepdad think about his son blasting away at his stepdaughter’s wide hips, clapping those giant nuts against my asscheeks?

I shook my head before he had time to answer my question. I placed my three items on the island and nudged my chin at the pita bread. “Were you looking for a snack like me?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, actually. I was looking for a snack just
 like you.”

I pursed my lips. I quickly realized that I could’ve worded that any
 other way and it would’ve been better.

When he saw my annoyed look, he said, “You walked right into that one, sis.”

I shrugged. “Whatever. I have some pita bread and humm—”

“Nah, I don’t want any of that. And if it’s protein you want, I got that right here.” He stepped out from behind the island so I could see his full body.

My eyes widened. Just like him being topless was a new, shocking development, so was this: He was wearing long johns. And anyone who’s ever seen a boy wearing long johns knows that they leave very little to the imagination. Like, nothing at all.

For someone like Griffin, the result was even more shocking and obvious.

His bulging sack popped out from his crotch like a volleyball. The weight of his package forced the mound low between his legs, and pulled the waistband of his underwear into a shallow U shape. The thick outline of his hanging cock snaked down the inside of his right thigh, straining the cottony fabric outward.

The 18-year-old had a natural, huge thigh gap between his skinny legs, but his unbelievable unit filled it up.

I gulped loudly and my heart fluttered.

He must’ve seen the lost look in my eyes—like I wanted to get away and escape upstairs, but I also wanted to see what was underneath those long johns, at the same time.

He didn’t give me much time to make a decision.

Griffin was stupidly nonchalant as he walked into the kitchen. It was like he knew he owned me—that I could do very little against his dominating ways—and he exploited my cock-drunk weakness at every given opportunity.

Even though I had just climaxed about five minutes before, I started to feel my knees getting weak again.

I watched between my brother’s legs as he stepped into the kitchen and waltzed past the island toward me. I took a step back until my butt bumped into the kitchen sink’s edge behind me.

I bit my bottom lip and my eyes ventured up to my mean little brother’s face when he stopped a couple feet in front of me. I was still looking down at him, because I was more than a few inches taller than the boy, but he had that piercing, deep hunger in his eyes, while I had a deer-in-the-headlights expression.

The power dynamic was obviously in his favor, which was probably why he felt so confident as he swaggered over to me.

My mouth was dry again.

Griffin reached into his long johns and cupped the bottom of his giant ballsack in both hands. He grunted as he hoisted the monstrous boulderbag out of his underwear and let it fall down heavily between his legs.

Whereas the fabric of his underwear had squished his balls together somewhat, to keep them well-placed and uniform, now they spooled out low in front of him, reaching about six inches down his legs from the sheer weight of his sack.

I could see the stress lines at the top of his scrotum, the nuts inside of them were so heavy.

It made my mouth water, even though most of his cock was still tucked away into his underwear.

“All right, sis, hop to it,” he said casually.

I bit my bottom lip even harder, until I thought I tasted a spot of blood. “Dammit, Griff, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

My voice sounded weak in my head, like I was a baby lamb questioning its mommy lamb.

“Isn’t it obvious? I need to drain my balls, and you’re right here. Plus, you’ll get your late night snack—semen is a great source of protein, you know.”

“And what makes you think I’m gonna help you?” I asked meekly.

He sighed and rolled his eyes like I was a moron—that the answer was obvious (which it was).

“Because I haven’t jizzed all day, Brooke. So you’re going to crawl on your hands and knees over to me, like a dog, and I’m going to plop these bad boys on your pretty face. You’re going to suck and gobble up my huge nuts like I know you love to do, and if you’re lucky, I’ll blast a thick load down your little bird gullet. Got it?”

I frowned. I sucked my lips up and made myself look like an old person with no teeth, trying to show him that my luscious lips weren’t going anywhere near that stinky pair of alpha nuts.

But who was I kidding?
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Chapter Two


G
od, I’m such a cock-hungry slut. Less than 30 seconds after Griffin’s demand, I was on my hands and knees in the kitchen, looking up at him with big puppy dog eyes.

I really hoped that tonight wouldn’t be the night Barret or Mimi needed to get some water, too, or else we were figuratively fucked. But I couldn’t think anymore about that—my one-track mind had its focus, hanging down toward my face like two juicy plums.

Griffin snickered as I crawled over to him, the tiles cold on my palms and knees. Once my head was pretty much directly underneath him, I stared up at him.

He planted his giant sack right on my forehead. It made a cute little plop
 sound as it landed. I frowned as his balls spooled out and covered both my eyes.

I reached up blindly and grabbed his narrow hips, feeling the soft long johns underneath my fingers. My greedy fingers tracked the outside of his underwear until I found the telltale bulge and ran my hand across it. It was soft and thick in my hands, and it only took a few seconds for me to wrangle the beast out of his underwear.

First, I yanked his long johns down to his knees. I heard
 his cock fly out, more than saw it, and it swung around and landed heavily on top of my head, draping over his balls. It added more weight to the package on top of my face.

I took a big whiff of his ballsack and reveled in the mustiness and manliness of his package, then lifted my tongue like a dumb cat and tasted the underside of his hefty pouch. It tasted tangy and unique, but I loved it.

I wondered how long the foreplay would last before he shoved his thick slab down my throat or tried to choke me out with it or something.

I didn’t need to wonder for long.

First, he pushed his sack harder into my face, kneading it over my features like dough. My nose and eyes and mouth and forehead all soaked up the stench and sweat of his balls—the moisture that the long johns had kept trapped.

As he smothered me with his testicles, I pulled his little hips closer to me, then cupped his quaint buttcheeks in each palm.

He loved it when my big hands grasped and squeezed his bum, and he let out a little sound as my fingers embedded in his soft flesh.

Suddenly, my head was yanked back and I had to keep myself from yelping in surprise. He had a fistful of my hair in his clutches and controlled my head like a marionette’s. He craned my neck and positioned me so I was looking up at the chandelier over the island—that is, I would’ve been looking up at it had his balls not been in my face.

Then I could see again, abruptly, as the balls were removed from my face, and I saw the way he stared down at me like a disappointed, single mother. His flaccid cock waved and knocked against both of his thighs.

While still holding the root of my hair back, he used his free hand to pry open my mouth. It didn’t take much prying—I was already sold on the whole event. I knew how this would end.

But I went along with his domineering ways and opened my mouth as far as it would go. I kept my jaw unhinged once he removed his hand, lest I piss him off and really
 get punished.

I did
 want to sleep at some point, and hopefully wake up the next morning without feeling completely sore.

Griffin took his cock in his fist and shoved the wide tip into my opened mouth, then crammed the first few inches of his shaft further down.

Even though his cock wasn’t stiff, it was still more than six inches of meat he pushed into my throat, and I immediately gagged once his cockhead touched the base of my tongue. It ran over my taste buds and the tangy flavor made my glands ache from the intense stimulation, like I’d bitten into a lemon.

My lips fit snugly over the smooth shaft. I could feel him begin to harden inside my mouth, and it was arousing how I could feel the way his veins filled with blood and pressed against my lips. 

His fat cock made my lips widen even more as it thickened in my maw. My eyes began to water, and they trickled down my cheeks, but he didn’t notice.

He had a one-track mind, just like me, and his current goal was fitting as much of his dick down my throat as he could.

His cock was angled down so it could push into my throat, and once it became rigid, it was an awkward angle for it to be in. I felt his butt flex and push outward in my hands, so the angle of his dangle wasn’t so drastic.

I breathed through my nose and could tell it was getting clogged. When I breathed out, snot rushed down my nostrils. I was getting choked without him even having to do anything.

Then he started to move his hips, and I knew I was in for a doozy. I closed my eyes to try to keep them from watering. The sloppy sounds started almost immediately—the schlorp
 of his hard cock gliding down my throat, distending my neck with every downward thrust.

I clenched his butt harder and tried to push my head forward so it wouldn’t get knocked back every time he fucked my mouth. It didn’t do much good—before long, my neck was snapping backward with every vicious hip-thrust.

I gagged and foamed at the mouth while he facefucked me. Once he got some momentum going in his penetrating strokes, his giant balls began to pelt me in my stork-like neck. It was a one-two punch of throat-stuffing and neck-hammering that nearly made me pass out from the intensity.

After every schlorp,
 a quick, heavy thwack
 echoed through the kitchen. He moved slowly and deliberately, swinging his sack against my neck, and it made the sounds less constant, which was good.

The last thing I needed right then was for the disgusting sounds coming from my throat to reverberate up the stairs and into my parents’ bedroom. I really, really
 didn’t want them to come downstairs and see their daughter on her hands and knees as I throated my kid brother’s gargantuan meat-hammer, his little naked ass rocking back and forth, his long johns peeled down to his knees.

Juices flowed down below, too. It dripped past the outline of my panties and down my legs.

I should’ve put on long pajamas before coming down, because with my skimpy tank top and lacy panties, no wonder my brother had been so turned on at the sight of me. I was super hot, with my thick, toned thighs and hourglass figure.

I don’t want to say I “asked for it” by what I was wearing, but I certainly didn’t make it difficult to put the idea in his mind. I probably, subconsciously, had hoped he would meet me downstairs and fuck the feeling out of my face.

His rhythm picked up and the sounds continued. I couldn’t see any longer. Tears blurred my vision. I could smell and taste him, and feel the power of his thrusts and his beefy tool, but those were my only working senses.

When he removed his cock from my mouth, I could still feel the painful indentation of his balls against the middle of my neck. I coughed and snorted for a few seconds once I was free to breathe normally, and I swallowed a healthy helping of precum and snot.

Griffin backed up and lifted himself up onto the island, plopping his bare ass on the marble countertop. His cock wavered comically in the air, left to right like a flagpole, before settling like a jutting spear between his legs. His heavenly nutsack draped off the edge of the table.

“Arise, young slut,” he said, adopting a dramatic tone and then chuckling.

I stumbled to my feet, still feeling half-blinded, and wiped the tears from my eyes. I finished up my coughing stint, then felt a bit lightheaded from all of it. I wobbled where I stood for a moment.

Griffin spread his legs and, before I knew it, he had his feet wrapped around my narrow waist. His heels plunged into the soft flesh of my asscheeks as he pulled me toward him with his legs.

I was wrapped up in his leg-lock and had nowhere to go but forward.

By the time I blinked everything away and could see again, my face was mere inches from his cock once more. But now the gargantuan crown of his dick was glistening with my slobber and leaking precum down its bell-shaped groove.

He reached out and took the back of my head in his hands, then pushed down. I resisted for a moment, then whimpered and opened my mouth wide, and his cock once again stretched my lips apart.

Now, instead of him fucking my face at a downward angle, I was bobbing my head up and down on his meat, throating him from above. He kept his legs locked around my waist so I couldn’t escape from him, and he forced my head down into his lap, where I received my punishment.

I placed my hands on either side of his butt to give myself a sturdy foundation, palms down on the marble top, in case my knees got weak. I was already so wet that I thought my legs would begin to give out at any moment.

He wiggled where he sat in order to punch his cock up into my throat. I did my best to take as many inches of my brother’s unit as I could, but I couldn’t get more than seven inches of it into my throat.

“Ahh, tired boners are the best,” he said, watching calmly as I desperately tried to survive his facefucking. “I always feel so lazy and cum so much.”

I was sweating like a pig, running sheets down my face, while he was as calm as a Buddhist monk, watching disinterestedly as he roughly pounded my gullet. My face was red like a tomato and snot ran down my button nose, frothy precum and saliva caked the sides of my mouth, but he was pristine and absolutely fine.

It was unfair.

Sometimes, I wished I had a dick, so I could see what it was like to be the dominant force in the tango. Even if I didn’t have a big one, like, maybe just an oversized clit or something, it would still give me unbelievable confidence.

I knew that no matter how weak and frail my little brother was, he could still own me and abuse me as much as he wanted, and I could do nothing about it. He could rape my throat until it was raw and torched, and all I could do was cry and maybe squirt a river out of my soaking cunt.

I felt a hands-free orgasm coming on, which are sometimes the best kind because they’re so sudden and unexpected. All of my dirty thoughts about having my own cock, and getting throatstuffed by my little brother, had me ready to explode.

I clenched up and felt his leg-grip on my back tighten when my back muscles hardened. He had me in some kind of a jiu-jitsu hold—hands angled around my head, legs wrapped around my torso—which relegated me to a simple cum-receptacle.

There wasn’t much I could do in the situation, since he was controlling the movements of my head, neck, and body.

I let myself go and felt liquids run down my leg.

“Mmnnngh,” I muttered to myself, realizing that I’d just pissed myself.

He laughed and pushed down extra hard on the back of my head, until he almost hilted the entirety of his monstrous cock down my gullet and then kept my head there to make me suffer. He knocked on the back of my head like he was knocking on someone’s front door, as if that would wedge his cock even deeper into me.

I could feel his cockhead poking past the base of my neck, near the hollow above my collar. It was astounding—to me, anyway—that I could stuff so much dick down my throat!

After 10 seconds of suffocating throat packing, I felt myself losing consciousness. The asphyxiation was too much, and I couldn’t breath with his cock so far down my windpipe.

I tapped on the outside of his thigh, trying to give him the signal to let me go.

He kept me there for a few more seconds. Darkness shrouded the edges of my vision. My body clenched up again and my legs trembled. This time I did
 cum, and at the same time it forced out the remaining piss that had been trickling down my legs, into a powerful squirt blast that splashed down on the tiled floor.

It was only after I came and my body convulsed on his cock that he finally let my head go.

I reared up like a neighing horse and slid the entirety of his tube steak out of my throat, getting ready to hack up a lung as I did.

An instant after I’d removed the entire sausage from my mouth, I opened my mouth to snort and he decided that was the best time to cum.

Griffin laughed as he unloaded a jet of cum from his wide piss hole. I was still looking down and the jizz splattered against my face and shocked me with its velocity.

Couldn’t he have just dumped his load down my throat?!

No, he had to make it messy, just like a stupid little kid. First he almost gagged me to unconsciousness on his meatrod, and then he finished me off by blowing his load all over my face.

His sticky spunk got into my hair, glooping together, and some of it shot down directly to the back of my throat. A little stream of spunk even shot into my eye.

I blubbered and coughed from his brutal facefucking even as he painted my face in his baby batter.

I couldn’t do anything but frown as he coated me.

Then he interlocked his fingers behind the back of my head and forced me to fellate him once more, shoving his cock back into my throat.

He finished dumping his load down my esophagus while his cream dripped from every inch of my face.

He laughed and grinned as he pulled my face away to look at his masterpiece.

I looked away, unable to stare him in the eye due to my drizzling facial. I was scared that he’d want a round two, after just punishing my throat and ruining my voice for the next couple days.

But he didn’t. He grunted and flung himself off the countertop, then stuffed his cock and balls back into his long johns, pushing his dick to the side so it wrapped around his waist. 

“Good job, my little jizz-slave. You were a great trashcan tonight.” He smiled at me cruelly.

I groaned pathetically.

Griffin reached past me and took a triangle of pita bread. He dragged the bread over my face, and then waved it in front of me. Gooey cum dripped from the bread’s corners, all over his hand.

“Say ‘ahhh,’” he ordered.

I pouted and opened my mouth.

He stuck the cum-laden pita bread into my mouth and made me eat and swallow it all together.

I was ashamed and humiliated, but it didn’t stop there.

He fed me spunk-pita for the next 20 minutes, and I didn’t get to use the hummus even once! He simply used the pita bread to sponge up his copious load from my face and then force me to dine on his splooge and bread.

“See, a good midnight snack, huh?” he said.

I nodded dumbly.

“Say it like you mean it,” he ordered, frowning.

“Yes, daddy, thank you for the food.”

“And for the throatfucking?”

“Thank you for punishing my little gullet and putting me in my place, Griffin,” I replied. I felt brain-dead once again. The endorphins were trying to flee my stupid head.

He patted me on the shoulder. “You’re welcome, Brooke. Anything for my older sister and favorite cocksleeve.”

I nodded and he left me alone in the kitchen. I grabbed a few squares of paper towel and went back to my hands and knees to clean my piss and cum from the floor. As usual, my brother left me alone to clean up his mess.

When I was done mopping up my surroundings, I dove back into my pita bread.

I used the stray semen on my face as a topping, rather than the hummus.


[image: ]


Chapter Three


B
efore washing my face off in the bathroom in my bedroom, I stared at myself long and hard in the mirror. I shook my head, ashamed that I had succumbed to Griffin’s debasing ways once again.

His sticky seed was still all over my lanky hair, mucking it up and gluing strands together. My face looked drawn and beat. A yellowish bruise was forming smack dab in the middle of my neck, where his heavy balls had pounded into me.

If he had been a good boy, he could’ve simply pumped his load deep into my stomach and sent me on my way with a sloshing, bloated belly full of jizz. Instead, he had decided to torture me a little bit by launching half of his ejaculation down my throat, and then he fire-hosed my face with the rest.

It was cruel, but nothing was ever easy with Griffin. He had turned into quite the little dom since we’d started on our psuedo-incestuous relationship. Gone was the timid, cute dorky kid who would piss himself if he even had to talk to a girl.

Now he knew what he possessed, and that women were crazy for it, so he could treat them any way he wanted.

He could still be kind, but he was getting a mean streak about him that scared me.

I was the older, stronger sibling, so technically I could do something about it. If I kicked his ass once, I’m sure he wouldn’t act up anymore.

But then . . . maybe he wouldn’t fuck me anymore, either. And I’m not sure if I could deal with that.

My jaw felt sore once I lay down in my bed again, after washing my face and hair. I kept playing that late night snack session over and over again, embarrassed at the lengths we’d go to in order to please ourselves.

We could’ve been caught.

But we weren’t.

And once I put my head back on the pillow, I fell asleep almost immediately.

So I guess the kitchen session had had the intended result.
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THE NEXT MORNING, SATURDAY
, I was awoken by a knock at my door.

“Brooke, honey, are you awake?” the voice asked. It was my mom, Mimi.

I cleared my throat and smacked my lips a couple times, and I swear I could still taste Griffin in my mouth. Cracking my eyes open, I squinted at the sunlight that poured in through my window over my bed.

“Y-Yeah, what’s up?” I asked.

“Barret and I are going to Coronado today to hang out at the Hotel Del. Have any interest? It’s a beautiful day.”

I’m ashamed to say that my mind quickly tried to find a way out. Coronado was a beautiful place, and crossing over the long bridge was like crossing into another world, but I didn’t especially want to hang out with my parents today.

Or any day, really.

Things were so weird between me and Griffin that I thought I might accidentally say something dumb that would give me away. I needed to play it safe.

“Thanks for the invite, but I’m not feeling too great,” I called out.

“Oh? Do you have a fever, honey?”

Before I could respond, my door opened and she barged in, dressed in a fuzzy pink robe similar to one that I owned. I didn’t feel feverish or sick, of course, though I did feel a bit hungover and sore from the late night escapades.

“N-No, I’m fine, momma,” I said, pulling up the sheets to my neck. I was topless underneath.

She came over and sat down on the edge of the bed next to me, then put the back of her hand on my forehead, just like all good mothers do. “You don’t feel
 warm,” she said.

“I know. I don’t think I’m sick, I’m just not really up for going all the way to Coronado today, you know?”

She smiled at me. Even in her mid-40s, she still looked good. She had little laugh wrinkles near the corners of her mouth, and a hint of crow’s feet near her temples, but other than that, she was wrinkle-less. Her blonde hair was done up in a bun on top of her head, and she clearly hadn’t showered yet.

“I get it,” she said with a wink, “you don’t want to hang out with the old farts. I probably wouldn’t either, if I was your age.”

“It’s not that!”

She reeled her head back and laughed—it was an airy, light sound, just like mine. It was infectious, and I found myself grinning.

She patted my bare shoulder, and her hand lingered there. I almost flinched at her touch, for some reason. She noticed the strange look in my eyes and furrowed her brow. “Are you naked under there?” she asked.

I let out a sound. “N-No! I mean . . . maybe. It gets hot at night, you know that, Mom.” Stuttering along made my face turn as red as a rose in full bloom.

Mom snorted and turned her head to look over her shoulder. “Just make sure your brother doesn’t see you—”

My heart skipped a beat. “Mom! That’s so . . .”

“What?” she asked with a shrug, completely unfazed. “You know how teenage boys can be. I mean, the kid locks himself in his room all day as it is . . . I wonder what he does in there.”

My eyes narrowed. “Do you, Mom? Wonder?” I asked sarcastically.

She barked a short laugh. “No, I suppose I don’t. It’s probably much better I don’t know!”


Oh, you have
 no idea, Mom!


I didn’t like the way this conversation was going, so I tried to change it. “I hear him playing his video games pretty much nonstop.”

“Yeah, I’m sure that’s it. That kid needs to get out more.”

Like following me to school so he can rail me in the girl’s locker room after practice?

“Maybe if you go out,” Mom continued, “you could invite him along? Like if you go to the beach? He’s so pasty!”

I smiled wryly. “Sure, Mom, I’ll just tell my friends that my dorky little brother is tagging along. I’m sure that will go well. Have you seen Katie lately?”

She turned away from me. “Hmm, true. Maybe it’s not the best idea. I swear, that girl ballooned out of nowhere. She was so petite as a little girl!”

“I know.”

“Now I’m surprised she can even stand up without toppling over.”

I snorted. “Mommm, stop!”

She waved me off. “I know, I know. I’m terrible. But it’s true. She might have back problems later in life, but whew . . . now? I would kill to have huge knockers like—”

“Okay, Mom, I think it’s time you got ready,” I said, cutting her off. “And I promise I won’t tell Katie we had this conversation.”

She gave me a scoffing look. “Please, that girl knows exactly what she has. Every time I see her she’s with a different boy.”

“That’s true.”

“Anyway, you’re right.” She stood up from the bed and sighed. “I’ll get out of your hair. Which, by the way, you should probably wash. It smells a bit . . . ripe. Forget to shower after soccer practice yesterday?”

My heart dropped to my stomach. I tried to mask the anxiety wafting around in my little head. Of course my hair smelled bad—it probably still had Griffin’s spunk residue caked in there.

Shit!

“I might have,” I said, cutting off my sentence as short as possible before I started stuttering again.

“Okay, well,” she waved at me. “Get out of bed soon, please, you’re wasting the beautiful day away. It’s already almost 10.”

I nodded firmly to her. “Yes, ma’am.”

“And if you see Micah today, tell him I said hi.”

My eyes widened, but Mom’s back was turned. I had totally forgotten—or consciously neglected—to tell her that I’d broken up with my football star boyfriend earlier that week.

I hadn’t told either of my parents because Mom really liked him and hoped I would ride his coattails all the way to the NFL. And I hadn’t told Griffin because I didn’t want to see the gloating look on his face.

Let him at least feel a little
 guilt that he was screwing someone else’s girlfriend.

Except I think it had the opposite effect on him and actually turned him on knowing that . . . but anyway, I wanted to keep that secret from my parents and Griff for as long as I could.

“Will do,” I said to her, and she left the room.

Once she was gone, I got out of bed and prepared to shower. Before I did, though, I realized that Mom had made a good suggestion for what I should do this day, since it was so pretty outside.

It was a perfect beach day.

I texted my bitches, then got into the shower with the hope that I would have some replies once I was out.

I sure did.

Wrapped only in a towel that went from my boobs to my knees, I walked out of the bathroom feeling clean and refreshed. I clicked on my phone at the nightstand and saw the responses.

Katie had answered first: Marine street @ noon?


Erika replied next: It’s gonna be so crowded. Can we find somewhere a little more secluded? Tourist season is in full swing at my restaurant.


My fingers clicked rapidly on the keypad. She’s right. We’ll find a little nook in the bluffs.


Katie: good enough


Erika: nooner?


Me: c u bitches there


I quickly noticed that Vanessa had not responded to any of the texts. She was obviously part of the group—part of our feisty foursome—but was either away from her phone or not wanting to talk to anyone.

I thought the latter might be more likely. She probably still felt ashamed and embarrassed after we’d sandwiched each other and had gotten railed by Griffin.

I didn’t think too much on it, knowing that she’d come around eventually.

I left my phone screen-down on the nightstand, dressed myself in a bikini, and then threw on a colorful sundress over it so I could head downstairs without being harassed.

Mom was right—Griffin was a perpetually horny boy. Although I didn’t think it was all because of his age—his monster cock had to have something to do with it. Not to mention his huge balls, which probably produced as much semen as a beer keg.

Needless to say, I didn’t need to be flaunting and swinging my big tatas and bouncy ass around in front of him, in case he was downstairs.

I went down and was alone in the kitchen. As I grabbed some Cheerios from the top of the fridge, a quick playback of last night flashed in my mind. I was in the very spot where I’d squirted all over the tiled floor.

I looked at the island: Griffin’s little ass had been planted right where my bowl of Cheerios now sat.

I shook my head and ate in peace.

When I finished, I cleaned my bowl and went back upstairs to grab my phone.

My phone’s screen was staring right up at me on the nightstand. My sceensaver was lit up—Micah and me in a cute selfie (I really needed to get rid of that pic).

I frowned, then shrugged, figuring I’d forgotten to click the phone off before I’d gone downstairs to eat.

I didn’t think too much of it, but I should have. My phone wasn’t positioned how I’d left it—and I should have noticed that something was different. But I was so lost in my head thinking about Micah.

That was my first mistake of the day. 
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Chapter Four


W
hen I got to the beach at Marine Street, in La Jolla, Katie and Erika were already waiting for me. They both looked hot as hell: Katie was dressed in a skimpy two-piece with seashells painted all over her bikini top and bottom, and Erika wore a yellow one-piece that contrasted perfectly with her milk-chocolate skin.

Katie’s top could barely cover her enormous bosom, and her tits were mashed together like a sack of soccer balls. Erika had a more classical beauty, but her one-piece made her look a bit old-fashioned. 

Both of the girls were alone, which was a bit surprising: I thought at least one of them would bring some eye-candy boytoy. Or maybe that’s why they wanted to go to the beach, to pick up some.

I walked down the sandy stairs to get to the beach, then plodded through the sand to reach them. My big bug-eye sunglasses covered half my face.

I smiled as I came face to face with my girls. “No boy, Katie? Color me shocked. Or boys,
 should I say.”

“Ha ha, fuck you,” she replied as I hugged Erika and then her. She nudged her chin up at the mountain of sand where the lifeguard tower stood. The same blond-haired, blue-eyed beefcake sat atop his tower like a watchguard, protected by his blue umbrella. “I’m trying to get on that, still,” she said.

“Well, shouldn’t be hard to get him to notice you,” I said, smiling at her massive mammer-jammers.

Katie struck a pose and pushed her chest out. “Thank you, bitch.”

“Anyone heard from Nessie?” Erika asked.

Katie and I shook our heads. I said, “Haven’t seen or heard from her since soccer practice yesterday.”

“Hmm,” Katie mused, rubbing her chin. “Is it just me, or is she acting weird lately?”

Erika nodded. “Yeah. She’s been, like, distant.”

“Ever since your house party, Brick,” Katie said.

A note on that nickname, Brick, which is barely short for Brooke: It used to be “Brick House,” as in, “damn, her ass is as big as a brick house,” but over time it was shortened.

I shrugged. I didn’t want to delve into that subject, but it seemed impossible not to. Whenever I was around, Katie wanted to talk about Vanessa getting plowed by my little brother, at any given opportunity. She probably just wanted to bone Griffin, after hearing about his cock, and I didn’t blame her.

But he was mine. Well . . . I could share, I guess. I already had with Vanessa, after all, and that was the last time we’d really “hung out.”

If anything, we’d been hung out to dry . . . quite literally.

The beach was packed, and it was hard to find a spot to lie out on this beautiful, cloudless summer day, so we didn’t even try.

We started walking side by side, and the seas figuratively parted for us. We were three hot bitches sashaying through the sand, and no one wanted to stand in our way. We got more than a couple double takes—especially Katie, of course—and even a few hoots and hollers.

Erika took offense to the catcalling, but that was her way. She said, “Motherfuckers need to keep their eyes on their own homework.”

Katie scoffed. “Yeah, but look at us. I’d wanna fuck us, too.”

We all laughed at that.

Without having to come up with a plan, we naturally progressed from the entrance of the beach at the stairs, over to the raised bluffside. We trekked up a couple large boulders and walked atop them, looking for a hidden nook that was unoccupied, but also one that got good sunlight so we could sunbathe.

Those types of alcoves were all over the place here.

Katie said, “But anyway, ever since Vanessa got fucked in front of you and all those people, Brick, she hasn’t been the same.”

“She’ll get over it,” I said.

“I hope so. I miss that sexy Russian ho.”

Erika snorted. “She isn’t Russian, Kay.”

Katie shrugged, her big tits bouncing as her shoulders rose. “Whatever. She looks like it.”

I snickered.

“All those Eastern European places look the same—Russia, Austria, uh, Estonia.”

“Ah, here we go,” I said, pointing down from the rocks. There was a little sandbar section cut off from the rest of the world, blocked off on all sides by the raised cliffs where we stood. It was a nice patch of sand that was relatively clear of seaweed, and most importantly it was getting direct sunlight. Actually, most importantly, it was vacant. No one was there.

“Perfect,” Erika said.

We meandered down the rocks, walking gingerly on our bare feet, helping each other get down. We all jumped onto the sand and fluffed our towels out, then spread them. We had about a 15- by 15-foot plot to work with—all of it secluded from the rest of the beach. There was just enough room for maybe two more people on the spot of land, and the tide probably wouldn’t reach us all day.

Erika put down her bag and reached in. She pulled out some sunscreen, bronzer, and oil, and we spread all that good stuff on each other, then sat down on our towels to soak in the sun.

It was a nice, hot day, but not too humid or overbearing. The sun felt nice on my front side, but what I really wanted was a tan on my back to take care of the tan line from my bikini top strap.

Before long, our conversation died down. Once I rolled over to my stomach and tuned everyone out, I noticed that Katie and Erika followed. We had a little more girl talk, all of us wondering what had happened to Vanessa, and then I undid the straps of my bikini. I left my back bare, but had my front covered up by my top.

Some time passed and I think I dozed off. But then I was awoken when the heat on my back and neck became cold.

A shadow loomed over me.

“Hey, you’re blocking my sun,” I said in a slurred, dozy voice, opening my eyes. I thought Katie or Erika accidentally stood behind me or something. I looked up from behind my big bug-eye sunglasses and saw a pair of pale, skinny legs close to my face.

I craned my neck even further and let out a strange sound from utter shock. I was staring up into the legholes of a pair of board shorts. I could just make out a large, wobbling cockhead drifting down the left leghole, toward the wearer’s knee.

It was my brother, of course, standing over me with his skinny arms crossed over his bare bird chest. He smirked down at me like I was a prisoner in some medieval village, and I could practically see the lust dancing in his eyes behind his sunglasses.

“Griffin?” I said, my brow jumping up my forehead. “W-What the hell are you doing here?” 

Katie and Erika both lazily looked up from their facedown positions. Erika quickly went back to her snooze, her face falling to the side on her towel, but Katie had a strange look on her face. I knew that look—like she was trying to sneak a peek underneath his board shorts, too.

Griffin shrugged. “It’s a beautiful day, sis.”

“How did you know I’d be here?”

I felt spied upon. It was a bit creepy.

“I’m sure you can figure it out.”

I frowned. My mind whirled and I went back to the morning, and it hit me all at once. I had left my phone with the screen down when I’d gone to eat breakfast, but then it had been facing up when I’d come back.

Griffin had gotten into my phone and read my texts!

Anger welled up inside me. “You little weasel!
 How dare you hack my—”

“Get over yourself, Brooke. I’m here now,” he interjected.

I pursed my lips, then sighed. I wanted to shoo him off, to reject him . . . but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Mom had told me to include him in whatever I did today, but that had nothing to do with it, either.

Katie said, “It doesn’t matter, Bricky. Might as well let him have his fun.” She dropped her head back onto her towel.

I clenched my jaw. “Well, what is it you want, Griffin?”

I watched as his eyes fell over my body, perusing my backside and bouncy ass—all three of our bouncy asses, actually—and my bare back with the single tan line running through it.

“You look like you’re getting burnt, sis,” he said. “Here, I’ll help put more oil and lotion on your back.”

Katie snorted, her face still in the towel. She thought it was all just a big joke, but I knew this could be bad. Real bad.

“N-No, that’s okay, I’d rather . . . burn.” My voice came out weak, its strength lost. And Griffin was already crouched down, picking up the bottles of lotion. His crotch was right in my face and I got a direct view of his incredible bulge. Luckily, neither of my girlfriends still had their heads up, or else they would’ve gotten an eyeful, too.

He circled around us—around our three perfect pair of asses—and then his shadow blocked my sunlight again.

He crawled over me, and then I heard the squishy farting sound of lotion getting pumped out into his hands. Goosebumps broke out along my arms and legs. I could feel his leg hairs tickling my smooth calves.

I clenched my whole body, reflexively, and he put his weight on my legs, sitting on them.

Ah, fuck.

He leaned forward and started massaging my back with the lotion. He lathered me up, and it felt amazing having him knead my muscles and skin with his dainty fingers, gliding them all over me. At one point, his hands traced along my sides, then up from my waist. His fingers momentarily cupped my sideboob on both sides, and I nearly let out a whimper.

He had my legs pinned. This was a terrible position to be in, especially right next to my friends. I knew what he was capable of, even if they didn’t.

They might have seen Griffin’s arrival as harmless, but I knew it was anything but. If I let this continue for long, my secret would get out . . . in a hurry.

“O-Okay, Griff, that’s enough. I think you got my back good enough,” I said, my voice lilting. I cleared my throat and tried to say more, but his hands maneuvered down my tiny waist, past my tailbone, and closed around my giant buttocks. I was forced to stop speaking.

He took two great handfuls of booty in either hand, and started squeezing and molding my cheeks together.

My arms were stretched out in front of my head, crossed at the forearms, and I laid my forehead down to hide my blushing face.

His hands weren’t even trying to lotion me up anymore. They were still moderately sticky from the oils, but they were also smooth and gliding. His fingers felt perfect as they carved up my asscheeks, then curved inward and felt around the inside of my crack, rubbing up against my thong bikini.

Then I felt it: his heavy balls through his board shorts, resting on my right calf. I kicked my feet out behind me, in the sand, trying to buck him off silently, but it was no use. I was simply a bull he was riding, and he would have his way with me—even if it was in front of my friends.

Or, perhaps especially
 because it was in front of my friends. 

The next moment, I heard a whooshing sound. I gulped.

“Ahh,” he muttered in a relaxed voice. The next sounds I heard were strange fapping sounds, like leaves rustling in the breeze, but I didn’t dare look over my shoulder to see what he was doing.

I felt something heavy and warm press down right in the middle of my ass, directly in my asscrack.

My eyes widened in disbelief. I knew that weight and feeling anywhere—his cock was out in the open, and it was sitting on my ass!

Even with my big buttcheeks trying to engulf it, the appendage was so fucking huge. It speared between my cheeks and out the top of my crack, poking up near my tailbone.

And by the way it felt on my smooth, oiled ass, I knew that he had put some lotion on his cock, too, just to make things as effortless as possible. That must’ve been what those fapping sounds had been—his hands oiling up his fat, erect cock.

His big dick lifted away from my ass, and I nearly raised my butt to try and meet it. I was such a damn slutty size queen . . .

Plap!

His dick fell on my ass with a loud clap, right between my cheeks again. His hands grabbed my buttocks and started massaging them like two joysticks, and then he slid his body upward, moving his cock up my crack.

This time I did let out a whimper. It was low and choked, but I couldn’t hold it back any longer.

My pussy was already wet, from the sheer danger of getting used in front of my two oblivious friends.

I wondered how long they would stay oblivious.

I got my answer pretty quickly.

“Damn, this is a perfect hotdog holster, Brooke,” he said in a low voice. His dick continued to seesaw back and forth on my crack, giving himself a buttjob with my fleshy, exposed bottom.

He hotdogged me with his monster cock knowing that my friends would notice.

After he spoke in that low, lusty voice, Katie looked over her shoulder with a confused look on her face.

“Oh. My. God! Brooke!” she cried out.

Griffin smiled at her and winked. He had his board shorts pulled down to the middle of his thighs. He sat on the backs of my hamstrings, pinning me, while he controlled my body by palming my asscheeks and canoeing himself forward in my asscrack, sliding his thick slab along my crevice. His penis surfed over my thong and tugged the fabric deeper into my butt, so it pressed against my asshole.

“Your brother’s big huge cock is out!” Katie blurted. She said it as if I didn’t notice that his manmeat was currently hotdogging my asscrack and G-string. 

Griffin winked at her. “Pretty sweet log, huh?”

“No, no, noooo,” I replied, digging my head ashamedly into my arms and towel, trying to hide from the world. I couldn’t help but get unbelievably wet and sloppy as he jobbed me.

“G-Griffiiiin,” I wailed pathetically. “Not here . . . no . . . anything but that! Please!”

“But he’s y-your brother, Brick!” Katie yelled, a palm flying to her mouth.

“W-We’re not . . . related . . .” I moaned, as if that meant anything.

Griffin commandeered my big booty like a pirate captain, giving me the business while I was pinned to the ground and couldn’t move.

Katie’s jaw was agape, her face completely flabbergasted as she watched her best friend getting her asscrack rawdogged by her dorky little brother. Erika had turned over onto her back now, too, and was watching with silent hunger on her chocolate face.

My friends were completely thrown off-guard by the whole ordeal.

It was so fucking embarrassing!

I bit my bottom lip and kicked my feet in the sand some more.

Griffin swatted my asscheeks a couple times with his palms, ringing out loud, powerful claps. The entire time he spanked me, he seesawed my butt like a magician sawing through a box.

Speaking of box, I could feel his big balls press up against mine every time he swung his hips forward.

“God,” Erika murmured, “look at the pair of nuts
 on this kid! It’s like a pair of plums dangling between his legs! Look at the way they swing . . .”

“No one deserves to have a sack that big and beautiful,” Katie agreed. “Or a cock that dummy thick.”

I groaned. “Hnnngh. Fuck.” My pussy juices leaked out onto my towel, coating my thighs. Sticky spittle strands stuck to Griffin’s balls and pulled back like a spider web when he brought his cock back between my cheeks.

Griffin smiled up at the girls to my left and right. He said, “If you ladies play your cards right, maybe I’ll let you get a taste of my fat leviathan. How does that sound?”

Neither Katie nor Erika could bring themselves to say anything to that. They simply gulped, and I’m assuming one or both of them nodded silently as they watched me getting dogged.

“But for now . . .” Griffin said, trailing off.

My neck muscles went taut in preparation.


Noooo!
 my heart screamed, while my mind went, Oh fuck yes!


He pulled aside my G-string, revealing my perfect, puckering asshole, and spread my glistening buttcheeks apart.
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Chapter Five


I
tried to listen to the sound of the waves crashing on the shore behind me, but I couldn’t hear it over my own moans. They were pathetic, lewd noises coming from my throat, that I couldn’t stop.

The worst part was that two of my best friends were watching with horrified fascination as my brother yanked aside my G-string, slid his giant cock out of my asscrack, and positioned it directly in front of my soggy pussy.

He kissed my vulva lips with the broad tip of his dick and then took two handfuls of my cheeks in his hands and spread my legs further apart so he could wrestle his way in.

I was so embarrassed and humiliated that I thought I would cry, but I never told him to stop. My nipples were diamond-hard against the towel I lay on. The barrier of rocks and reef protected our fucking from prying eyes, but Katie and Erika still watched with bated breath, to see what would happen.

“Ughhh fuuuck,” I whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear as Griffin plunged his cockhead past my pussy lips, widening them like I was giving birth. My labia felt plump and tender as they slid over his oiled penis.

Griffin pushed down on the small of my back as he entered me, simply dragging himself forward on the backs of my legs to penetrate me.

I tightened my jaw to try to prevent myself from making any obscene faces, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold it for long. My tongue would be draping out of my mouth before long, wagging like a dog’s, and there was nothing I could do about it.

The pleasure was too intense.

Even though Griffin had been fucking me a lot lately, I still never quite got used to his ridiculous size—the feeling of fullness that came with him impaling me on his huge slab of cockmeat.

It was like he was sticking the thick side of a baseball bat inside me and rummaging around like a madman. He had no qualms about stretching my pussy until it was no good anymore. The way he saw it, it wasn’t his fault: he was born this way.

He had been well-endowed since he was a youngster, but now he was a grown young man and had a lot more power at his disposal.

His fingers dug into my back as he fucked me in measured strokes, punching his pecker into my tight cunt.

I let out another low moan when I felt his cockhead touch against my cervix, a full seven inches or more inside my vagina. A slight pain rang through my body and I shivered in complaint, but it was quickly replaced by a warm mellowness and numbness that settled in my bones.

I lifted my head and the top half of my body on my elbows, giving in to the blissful feeling of Griffin fucking me like a dog.

His measured strokes were slow and deliberate, giving Katie and Erika the best possible view of my pussy getting demolished.

“Nooo,” I wailed, bowing my head in shame. My tongue fell out of my mouth, salivating and dripping spit. “Y-You guys shouldn’t seeee thiiis,” I complained. My eyebrows arched as I glanced at Katie and Erika behind my sunglasses, but they weren’t watching my face. Their eyes were focused in on the unbelievable stretching I was being subjected to by my little brother.

“I’m so . . . sorryyy,” I continued.

Katie rolled onto her back and hiked herself up on her elbows to get a better view, just like how Erika had already been lying. The sun beat on their chests and brightened their shiny, goddess-like bodies.

Griffin began pumping into me harder, and I could finally hear the telltale signature of his massive ballsack pelting against my damp flesh.

Mixed with the sun, I was sweating even more than usual. I usually perspired while Griffin shagged me, but now I felt like I was overheating. I felt a gnarly headache coming on, but it mixed with the fluttering of endorphins bouncing around my brain and the combined feeling nearly made me pass out.

My chubby asscheeks rippled from his excessive strokes.

The plap plap plap
 of his nuts against my butt rang out even louder, and I heard the first groan of ecstasy come from my little brother’s mouth.

He leaned forward and repositioned himself so he was lying on top of me, similar to how Vanessa had lied on me when we’d been Griffin’s pussy sandwich. His soft skin felt nice against my own sweaty dermis, and I could feel every bony notch in his body as he screwed me. He wrapped his arms around my waist, reaching under my belly to clasp his hands together.

Once he was in the new position, a variation of doggystyle that was also a mix of the Heimlich Maneuver, he was ready to go full blast.

Now my legs weren’t in his way, and he’d gotten free of the awkward position. He lay on top of me with his huge cock curving down and into my stretched cunt.

He rocked his hips forward like a hound and skewered my sopping vagina. He was light on top of me—much lighter than Vanessa had been—but I still could hardly move.

I felt the soft breeze of his breath against my ear, and the hair on the back of my neck stood on edge.

“Damnit, Griff,” I cried, “it’s too fucking big! Please!”

“You know you love it, sis,” he whispered in my ear. His voice made me melt in his grasp, unable to control myself any longer.

“F-Faster,” I found myself saying. “Fuck me faster, you huge-dicked little devil.”

He didn’t hold back. Griffin started jackhammering me like a construction worker drilling a pothole. His ass was raised high in the air so that he could get a good downward angle with which to impale me.

His low-hanging balls swung wildly in the air, but they always ended up smacking me in the ass or careening up and pelting me in the stomach. Sometimes they even battered against my soaking pussy lips and knocked on the underside of his shaft.

Every slapping nut-tap made me flinch. His powerful thrusts made me clench my vaginal muscles to make his unending strokes even more pleasant.

“I love it when you tighten your pussy like that, B,” he grunted. He chuckled, then bit me on the back of my neck.

I yelped like a sick little puppy getting its tail stepped on. I was so surprised by his bite that I didn’t know what to do. It wasn’t painful—it was quite the opposite—but he’d never done that before.

Had I turned him into some kind of feral wolf, eager to dominate his pack? It sure seemed like it.

“My God, Brick, I don’t know how you can take that huge thing,” Katie murmured, her voice barely audible.

“Practice makes perfect,” Griffin said to her, winking.

“D-D-Damn you,” I shot back. My whole body jostled with every rippling thrust from his eager little hips.

I realized that his balls were dragging on the towel every time he pelted me, so I decided to do something about it, or at least try. I lifted myself up with my hands and knees, onto
 my hands and knees, taking all of Griffin’s 100 pounds on my back.

He held on for dear life and just kept punishing my pussy. As I went up and positioned myself in the classic doggystyle position, his whole body went airborne. I hadn’t expected that, and my shaking legs made me nearly topple back onto my tits.

Griffin hooked his skinny legs around my thick thighs, the tops of his feet digging into the backs of my knees.

Now that there was no ground to impede his pendulous nut-swinging, those glorious, oversized balls bounced off my ass even harder.

The slaps came like thunder, and I came like lightning.

My sticky juices mingled with his precum, drizzled down my legs, and dripped onto the towel below us.

“Oh, fucking hell! You’re a monster!” I wailed.

“Little bro’s givin’ you the business, sister!” Erika laughed.

“I had no idea he was such a fucking expert at fucking!” Katie yelled, also laughing.

I thought they were laughing at my despair, at my orgasmic release, but their laughs also sounded nervous. They were just as lost as I was—one second we’d all been lying on our backs, soaking up the sun, the next minute my brother was planked over my backside and fucking me with a salami package of cockmeat.

They seemed mesmerized as they watched him grind in and out of me.

Katie went on her hands and knees and started to crawl behind us to see the action more closely.

“Get back there and suck on my giant nuts, slut,” Griffin growled, seeing the big-titted blonde moving.

Katie didn’t look offended. In fact, she seemed happy to oblige. Her full-balloon funbags wobbled as she crawled behind us. They almost spilled out of her top, and I thought she would start massaging them any minute now.

She was clearly turned on by the scandalous fuck session taking place in front of her.

“Good Lord, it’s so hot how those fat nuts just bounce right off you, Brick! I get it now!” she yelled.

Griffin stayed on me but lowered his feet onto the towel, so he could get better leverage to fuck me. He needed a foundation to really get things swinging, and once he had it, his balls arched back and forth like a yo-yo.

My pussy felt raw and spent. It was tiring taking such a huge cock inside of me, day in and day out, and I was starting to lose control of my muscles. They spasmed and sent me into spiraling, uncontrollable ejaculations.

The constant cumming overtook me, like it usually did, and Griffin just screwed me through the seizures, like he usually did.

“Come on, show me what that mouth can do!” Griffin yelled over his shoulder. “Get your pretty head in there and eat my asshole!”

Katie whined and said something under her breath, but I couldn’t hear her. The rest of my senses were running away from me. I could hardly see through my blurry, tear-ridden eyes. I couldn’t hear the soothing ocean waves any longer. I couldn’t smell the beach and bird shit—only cum and sweat and tanning oil. I could only taste Griffin’s manly cock on my tongue, even though he hadn’t facefucked me yet.

Griffin shot out a high-pitched yelp. “That’s right, slobber on my coconuts and bounce ‘em off your forehead, Katie!”

I fought myself away from the edge of unconsciousness and my senses came flooding back. I could hear the slurping sounds of Katie alternating between rimming Griffin’s anus and playing with his balls. They were sloppy and erotic and made me cum again. 

The girl really had no shame.

“Well, Brooke, you want your friend to force her tongue up your slimy pussy, yeah?”

“Nooo, don’t do it, Kay!” I begged. My voice said “no” but my tone said “fuck yes.”

She probably recognized that.

“Go on, Katie, slither that slippery tongue up your bestie’s little cunt and lick my sack and shaft while you’re at it,” Griffin said.

Katie obliged immediately. She human-centipeded us—both me and her on our hands and knees, with Griffin on top of me—and had her face fully stuck between our sandwiching asses.

Griffin’s huge balls swayed back and pelted her on the forehead while she tongued my poor, punished pussy. Her nose touched the underside of Griff’s cockshaft.

I looked over to my right and saw that Erika was wordlessly playing with herself. Her hands were dug deep inside her one-piece yellow bikini and she had her head arched back in ecstasy, staring up at the sunny, cloudless sky.

The sounds coming from us three participants were getting sloppier and lewder as time went on. The squishy sound of Griffin’s cock punching into my pussy sounded like a rushing river. His wet sack swatted Katie in the face and let out more plaps before it connected against my aching nether region.

“Now put those heavy tits on my ass, girl,” Griffin demanded.

Katie tore her top off, uncaring that anyone from the rocks above would be able to see her massive chest. She squeezed her jugs together and let them flop onto Griffin’s moving butt. It created a motorboat effect—Griffin railing me and shaking his ass, which in turn trembled her funbags. 

“Fondle my fat nuts while you press up against me,” Griffin continued.

She did that, too. She cupped his giant sack with her palms and tenderly squeezed each testicle in her petite hands.

“Ahh,” Griffin moaned, “I love the way your dainty little fingers squeeze my jewels, Katie.”

“T-Thank you,” she said, her voice cracking. It was the first string of words she’d spoke in quite some time, lost as she was in the entrancing vigor of lust and ass rimming. “It’s like holding a pair of perfect pears,” she said, chuckling to herself at her alliteration.

“Pears taste like shit,” Griffin said, “but my balls taste heavenly, don’t they?”

“Yes . . . so manly and musty,” Katie replied. She was lost in Griffin’s world of domination and control. She alternated between smacking her huge tits on his little ass—each boob was as big as one of his buttocks—and then rimming his asshole with her sneaky tongue and sucking on his ballsack.

I suddenly knew what it felt like to be controlled and humiliated from a third-party perspective—what it must have sounded like to see me
 getting so ruined.

Pathetic. Debasing. Degrading.

Unbelievable. Hot. Kinky.

I felt another explosion coming on—the fifth or sixth one. I’d lost track, since my orgasms had become such a second nature.

But Griffin had been fucking me for over 20 minutes now, and I was raw and sore. I knew he could go on all day if he wanted—in the past, he had fucked me, jizzed a bucket of goo down my throat, and then creampied my tight cunt all in one session.

He was like Superman, with unending endurance and resilience, but also like the Hulk because of his hulking big cock.

I wanted to warn Katie that I was about to blow a load directly into her face. But all that came out was, “K-Katie, watch out!”

And it was much too late by then. Less than two seconds later, I squirted back like a broken fire hydrant and a rush of clear liquids and white semen showered her in the face.

“Ha ha!” Griffin barked. “That’s right, you bimbo slut, take your girly’s cum-shot all over your stupid mug!”

My blowback caught her in the eyes and nose and cheeks, and she sputtered and fell backwards, physically recoiling from the massive orgasm.

As my juices lubed up Griffin’s cock even more inside of me, he tightened his wrapped arms around my stomach, squeezing his Heimlich Maneuver, and then bunched his hands into fists underneath me.

Every bony muscle on his body flexed as he held on like a bull rider.

He didn’t give me any vocal warning, but I didn’t need it—the physical warning was enough to prepare me. As he clenched up, so did I, and I could feel my pussy tunnel envelop and clamp down on his rock hard titan cock.

“God, you’re gonna pop a neck vein!” Erika cried, speaking either to me or Griffin.

Griffin just growled and unloaded inside of me. His voice carried like the ocean waves behind us. A veritable liter of cum splurged into my pussy and shot up into my womb.

It was one of the most satisfying creampies I’d ever felt, and it just kept coming. He pumped his hips a few times after the initial burst of white energy, and more spunky spatters leaked inside of me.

He pulled out and stood up, and a flood of his semen waterfalled out of my used cunt. It made a gross, wet sound as it burped onto the towel.

I was gaping badly—I could tell by the breezy wind kissing my numb pussy. The wind blew into me and aired out my leaky vaj tunnel.

Griffin spanked my ass, hard, on both cheeks. I took that as a command and fell to my stomach once more, landing hard on my tits and wincing in pain.

My little brother spun around and stared down at Katie. Her face was a wreck, messed up by our mingled load. Her face was hardly recognizable, but her cute features like her button nose and thin little mouth could still be seen through the foggy sheet of cum.

Her goopy eyes blinked up at Griffin, unrecognizing. It was like she’d never been face-molested by a blown-back hose of piss and cum before.

Who would’ve thought, knowing how slutty Katie talked?

Her gigantic tits—each one bigger than her head—spilled out to her sides. Their unfathomable weight couldn’t be held up, and gravity played a cruel trick on them.

But Griffin played an even crueler trick.

Just like how I remembered he could cum over and over again, well, that’s what he did to Katie. He decided he wasn’t done with the petite blonde and he started stroking his cock fervently, directly over her face.

“Here’s a little extra goodness for you, ya big-titted bimbo bitch,” he said happily. His hand squeezed around his enormous mushroom cockhead and then unclenched.

A river of stinky cum sputtered out of his cock and spattered down onto Katie’s body. It got in her hair and on her tits, and everywhere else that Griffin directed the spunk-cannon.

“Good stuff,” he said when he was done. He looked at us both: I was panting on my stomach, head buried in the towel to hide my shame, and Katie was panting on her back like a cum-covered turtle. Her legs were in the air, halfway bent, and judging by the little dark spot between her legs, where her bikini bottom struggled to stay on, she had clearly recently jizzed herself. Or pissed herself.

“You’re both my little slutty slaves now, aren’t you?” Griffin asked, putting his hands on his hips. He was completely naked, and in public, and his exhibitionism was astounding and awe-inspiring.

But he had nothing to worry about—even though he was skinny and his muscles were flat and lanky, he had that awesomely huge cock that flopped around against his thighs, and those mammoth balls that swung every time he moved a muscle.

Katie and I both simply nodded, eager to be rid of my chaotic little stepbrother.

Before pulling his board shorts back up and marching up to the surrounding rocks, he turned his lusty gaze on Erika.

My mulatto friend had her legs spread, but she hadn’t yet shown Griffin her muff or her little tits.

Griffin frowned at her. “And you, my voyeuristic little chocolate kitty, will come around and worship me before long, won’t you?”

Erika pursed her lips. She was strong and outgoing, and I didn’t think Griffin would get a good response out of her.

But she surprised me when she said, “Yeah, maybe next time, you freak of nature.”

Griffin shrugged. “Well, at least I’ve got three of the four Brady bunch wrapped around my big cock. I still haven’t decided who my favorite cocksleeve is, though.”

“I guess only time will tell,” Erika said in a low voice.

Griffin grinned at her. He started walking away, his cock swinging madly between his legs. “I can already tell you’ll be a nice spunky addition to my harem. Too-da-loo, ladies.”

I caught the end of his dialogue and felt tears come to my eyes.

What an animal. He really considered us his harem, huh? Three college chicks older than him, but completely submissive to his wily, eager ways.

Yeah, I guess that did make us a “harem.”

Fuck. Is there any way out of this? 
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Chapter One


A
fter my younger brother Griffin fucked me on the beach in front of my friends, I started to worry that our girl-posse would become strained. That things would become weird between us, since Erika and Katie had seen me getting stretched apart by my little bro’s huge fat cock.

The girls had seen my O-face, they’d heard me wail into the sky like a bitch in heat, and they’d seen me convulse and lose control of my body as Griffin plowed me from behind.

Katie had even taken part in the dramatic orgy, sticking her face in Griffin’s giant nutsack and smothering herself while rimming his asshole.

We had been lucky that no one had seen us from the rocks above our sandy alcove—at least not to our knowledge.

And luckily, I was mistaken: my relationship with Katie and Erika didn’t transform like it had after Vanessa and I had made a pussy sandwich for Griffin in the girl’s locker room at school. Vanessa and I were estranged since that fateful day, but I still spoke to Katie regularly. If anything, me and Katie got even closer, now that we could talk about all this taboo shit going on in our lives.

It was Sunday, and I was lying on my bed, relaxing and chatting with Katie on the phone. I had one arm behind my head, propping my neck on my pillow, and my legs were bent at the knees and crossed. I wore little frilly booty shorts that did nothing to cover up my billowing booty, but they were comfortable. I had nothing else underneath the cotton shorts. I also had a white tank top on, but no bra.

“I’m sorry you had to see that yesterday, Kay,” I told my friend, referring to the beach pounding.

She snorted. “Are you kidding? That was hot shit. And believe me, I wouldn’t have joined in if I thought it was too wrong . . .”

“But Griff is my stepbrother,” I said.

“Like you also said, Brick, he’s not blood related. I don’t see any problem with wanting to get railed by such a giant cock.”

“It is pretty big, huh?” I said, then paused. I felt a bit embarrassed, and my cheeks were flushing.

“Pretty
 big? Brooke, your baby brother has the biggest, fattest hunk of dick I’ve ever seen. And I’ve watched a lot
 of porn, you know, with BBCs and BWCs and BMWs—”

“BMWs?” I asked.

“Big Mexican Wieners.”

I laughed, reeling my head back in the pillow. The sunlight poured in from the window above my bed, basking my body in warmth.

She continued. “But I never would have expected such a skinny little dude to be carrying such a nuclear weapon.”

“I know, it’s crazy.”

“I also didn’t know it would turn me on so much . . .” she added, then trailed off. Her voice sounded a bit pinched.

I didn’t really know what to say to that, so I stayed quiet. An awkward silence filled the space between us, which was rare—we hardly ever didn’t know what to say to each other. Our talks were natural, raunchy, and organic.

She made it sound like I was supposed to add to her comment, so I said, “Well, he has enough meat for us to share, if that’s what you’re getting at . . .”

“I dunno what I’m saying,” Katie said. “I’m not sure what came over me. I like beefy, handsome dudes.”

“Griffin is definitely not that.”

“Nope. But I guess I’m also a size queen, when it comes right down to it.”

I nodded to myself. “Same.”

Katie sighed into the phone. “Yesterday confused the hell out of me, Brick.”

“Same.”

There was another pause. Then Katie spoke in a meek voice, almost a whisper. “Hey, Brooke . . . do you remember when we, uh . . . kissed, years ago?”

My face reddened even more. I gulped. “Of course. How could I forget?”

She struggled to continue, and it was actually pretty adorable. “Well, I, uh, was wondering something. I never asked you, but, did you like . . . like it?”

I blinked rapidly and bit my bottom lip. “D-Did you?” I replied.

“I asked you first!”

My free hand that wasn’t holding my phone made its way haphazardly down my curvy hips, toward the waistband of my shorts.

Just then, my door opened and Griffin walked in, wearing nothing but board shorts. They might have even been the same swimming trunks he’d worn to the beach yesterday.

My eyes bulged as my little brother barged in while I’d been so close to fingering myself.

I was more confused than ever: How was this possible, that Katie, my best friend,
 was turning me on? Did I have latent thoughts and memories about her that I’d been repressing?

Maybe I needed to see a shrink.

Either way, my hand jolted up to my chest before it could slink into my shorts.

“B-Brooke, did I scare you off?” Katie asked. She sounded so cute and shy. It was so unlike her!

“No!” I blurted. My eyes locked in on Griffin, and I put on a pleading look like, Can’t you see I’m busy here? I’m on the phone!


But Griffin didn’t care. He stood at the foot of my bed, his slender arms crossed over his bony chest, and stared at me. It was unnerving, since he hadn’t said a word yet.

Into the phone, I said, “Yeah, I think I did like it, Kay. A lot, if I remember correctly.”

“Really?!” she exclaimed, clearly excited. “So did I!”

Griffin untied and un-velcro’d his board shorts and let them fall to the ground, so he stood in front of me stark naked.

My eyes widened again, then found his swinging python cock as it wagged between his thighs.

Griffin reached out and grabbed my bare feet, which were the closest body parts to him at the edge of the bed. I resisted for a second, tightening my leg muscles, but he just yanked my legs toward his body.

I let out a small utterance as I realized what he was doing. He took my legs and placed the soles of my feet at either side of his soft, dangling cock. He held them like defibrillators—except for his penis, not his heart—and then started rubbing my toes and soles against his shaft, up and down.

“Uggh, fuck,” I said into the phone, my voice shivering.

“Are you okay, Brick?” Katie asked. “Am I getting you all hot and bothered?” There was a wry smirk in her tone.

I played along, even as my eyes were focused on my mute, determined brother. “Actually, yeah,” I told Katie. “I wouldn’t mind doing that . . . again . . . some time.”

“No shit?”

My feet tickled against Griffin’s cock, and as his unit grew harder and stiffer from the friction of sliding my feet along his shaft, my toes and soles became warmer. His huge dick was putting off a lot of heat, and it must have sent my pheromones into overdrive, because my pussy was suddenly very wet.

“No s-shit,” I muttered, losing track of where my thoughts were. It was hard to focus on Katie with Griffin at the edge of my bed, using my body like this.

There was something undeniably erotic about being used like a toy. Griffin had barged in here with the determination of a religious missionary, dropped trou, and jump-started his fuckstick with my feet.

He continued to give himself a footjob, not making a single sound as he did it. My strong thighs lifted and wobbled in the air as he pulled on my legs, making it look like I was riding a bike in the air. My body was fully outstretched on my bed, and my relaxing posture had tightened up.

I wasn’t sure if Griffin was going to cum all over my feet in the next few seconds, or if he had more devious plans up his sleeve.

With my free hand, I reached into my shorts and stuck two fingers inside my aching, wet pussy.

I was multi-tasking like a motherfucker now: talking to Katie on the phone, giving a footjob to my little brother’s overgrown dick, and fingering myself, all at the same time. 

I started moving my feet on my own volition, and Griffin removed his hands and tilted his head up toward the ceiling. He closed his eyes as I ran my warm soles across his thick meat.

His dong was hard as a rock now, jutting out from his narrow hips, throbbing as my feet slid back and forth along its incredible length.

“I’ve always wanted to ask you that, Brick, but I was always scared,” Katie said.

My mind was fuzzy. I still couldn’t focus on my friend, so I just nodded. “W-Well, I’m glad you did.” My voice was stuttering, but I couldn’t help it.

Katie could tell. “Are you sure you’re all right, babe?”

“Y-Yeah,” I said. I touched my G-spot and moaned. “It’s just . . . Griff . . . Griffin.”

Katie chuckled. “You really can’t stop thinking about his huge dick, can you?”

My eyes wandered back to Griffin’s naked body. He leaned forward and pushed his cock down onto the top of my bed, at the edge of it, on top of my bedsheets. He grabbed my feet again and yanked them over his girth, then started violently massaging himself with them. He grimaced as he fucked the space between my feet.

“S-Something like that,” I told Katie. My fingers were knuckles-deep inside my cunt and seeping with lady-juices.

“Well, it sounds like you’re rubbing one out,” Katie said.

“I . . . am.”

Griffin hopped onto my bed. My body tensed up as he crawled at the foot of the bed like a little demonic hound. His face was eager and his eyebrows were arched downward, giving him an ominous expression.

I wasn’t sure what he was about to do. I hoped he didn’t spread my legs apart and fuck me right here, right now, because I wasn’t sure if my parents were home. Also, I didn’t want to get screwed while on the phone with Katie.

But I also knew I had no chance of stopping him. I wanted it bad.

“You’re turned into such a horny bitch, Brick! I love it!” Katie said, laughing all the while.

Griffin crawled between my legs and indeed spread them apart. But he didn’t settle himself on his knees or try to fuck me missionary like I thought he might.

Instead, he kept crawling over me. His cock dragged on the covers between his legs, and his gigantic nutsack swung between his skinny legs and wobbled frantically in the air.

As he slithered over me like a snake, the broad tip of his cock brushed over my shorts, right across my sloppy slit, and I let out another low moan. He lowered his body closer to mine, just to make sure that his low-hanging ballsack dragged across my stomach.

My eyes were watery and wide. His pale body was translucent from the sunlight pouring in overhead.

I was about to hang up the phone, but then Griffin moved like a fox and I didn’t have time.

He angled himself low and then lunged, stabbing his cock forward. His dick went under my shirt and jabbed the bottom curves of my boobs. He poked and prodded a few times, until his shaft hotdogged my tits and skewered my cleavage.

I instinctively squished my boobs together around his cock. Even though I couldn’t see it under my shirt, I could see the big outline of his manhood as it separated my tits apart.

He plopped his little butt down on my stomach and I let out an “Oof,” into the phone.

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed down, pinning me to the bed, and started fucking my big boobs underneath my shirt. His bulbous cockhead struck through the top of my shirt and belted me in the chin.

“Ah!” I yelped. “Fuck!” I tried to move my head in any direction but down, to keep my mouth away from the proximity of his dicktip. But he cupped a hand around the back of my head, taking a fistful of hair at the same time, and then forced my head to angle downwards.

Griffin smiled cruelly as I watched point-blank, with frightened eyes, while his cock glided between my tits and jabbed my chin.

My little brother stuck his hand into my mouth, and I had the inclination to bite down. But I knew I wouldn’t, because then he would truly punish me and torture me, and I wanted to be able to walk
 by the end of the night.

So, I opened my mouth once his little fingers started perusing inside.

He fishhooked me and made me look like a dumb little slut.

I dropped my phone next to my face.

“Katie I’m got to grack glack hmmph!” I started to say, but then Griffin’s cockhead plunged inside my mouth, spreading my lips.

I could hear my friend’s distant voice: “B-Brick, are you all right?!”

Griffin kept two fingers hooked inside my right cheek, bulging my face like a balloon, and allowing him ample space in which to jam his giant cockloaf.

I gagged and choked on his cock, from the suddenness of his explosive titfucking and throatfucking, and wretched sounds rose up from the pit of my stomach and echoed through my room.

Katie could hear the wet, sloppy sounds of Griffin punishing my throat. “Oh fuck, Brick, it sounds like you’re . . .”

My eyes teared up from the sheer size of my brother’s unit. He was stretching my white tank top while he aggressively fucked my breasts, and he was also stretching my lips.

It didn’t take long for my jaw to start aching, but it was a dull, numb pain.

He tasted manly and sour, like he hadn’t taken a shower yet, and the smell of his balls wafted over to my defeated face. His nuts also dragged across my stomach as he used my body as his personal playtoy.

“Graaag!” I tried yelling, but I could only speak through the little gap he’d created by fishhooking me.

Griffin smiled and retrieved my phone from next to my ear on the bed. He put the phone to his ear and said, “Sorry, Brooke is currently indisposed.”

“Griffin, is that you?” Katie asked loudly.

“Who’s this?”

“Katie! What are you doing to Brooke, dammit?!”

“Just giving her what she deserves,” he said, grinning down at me, at my flushed face and distended jaw.

What had I done to deserve this type of drastic, violent punishment so early in the afternoon?!

“And what’s that?”

Griffin scooted his hips forward. He thrust between my tits and sunk another few inches of thick cock down my gullet.

“A desperate throating and titfucking while my parents are out and about, if you must know,” Griffin said to my friend.

“Did she ask for it, Griffin?” Katie implored.

“What does it matter?”

“You’re such a little jerk, kid!”

Griffin laughed into the phone. “I’ll have Brooke call you back once she’s nice and dumped full of baby gravy, girl.”

Katie kept yelling at Griffin, but I couldn’t understand her anymore. Her voice had become shrill.

“And if you’re lucky,” Griffin said, interrupting her unintelligible rambling, “I’ll stick my monstercock between your gigantic funbags, too. Just tell me the time and place, girly.”

Katie snorted. “You’re impossible, Griffin! That’ll never happen!”

Griffin said, “I bet you never thought you would stick your face in my big ballsack and tongue my asshole, either, huh?”

Katie growled like an animal. She sounded unhinged.

“I will say, you’re a great rimjobber, Katie.”

“Fuck you, Griffiiiiin!”

Griffin hung up the phone and threw it onto the bed past my head. “Your friend is a stupid bitch,” he said, leaning over me. He pumped his hips some more and continued to fuck my tits and mouth.

“I’ll have to put her in her place next time I see her, but for now you
 can take her punishment.”

I made a weak, miserable sound in my throat, but I ended up just sounding like a gurgling trainwreck.

He giggled at me and started ramming into my face harder.

Ugh, what a crazy way to start the day.

Before he pumped his first load down my esophagus, he made sure to lean over me, so his face was just inches from mine. I could smell his breath.

He caressed my bloated chin and neck with his soft fingers, and I came from his touch. My whole body bucked and nearly toppled him off of me like an angry bull.

I was so glad that he wasn’t very heavy, seated atop me like a horny young prince—like I was his personal human throne. His dick down my windpipe was making it tough to breathe, though, and my face was turning a deep hue of red.

He licked my face and I whimpered, tears streaming down my face.

Then he whispered into my ear: “We have a big day ahead of us, Brookey! So I’ll only cum down your throat once, for now. Mom and Dad are gonna be gone all day, and I have some great plans!”

Then he squeezed my neck, tightening his grip around my esophagus and pressing my throat muscles tight against his sinking shaft, and unloaded a massive cumblast down my gullet. 

I sputtered and my vision went black for a moment as his load poured down my throat and shot out of my nostrils.
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Chapter Two


I
had gotten so used to Griffin showering my face in his thick spunk that I didn’t even bat an eye as he came on me. Well, I did bat an eye, but only to blink the jizz away.

After he had his way with me, I simply swallowed his creamy load, and then felt a wave of contentment wash over me.

He rolled off my tummy and lay next to me on the bed for a moment, cuddling me in all his naked glory. He made sure to stick his big flaccid dick against my butt, and then wrapped his arms around me and let his hands fall on my tits.

I sighed and just lay there peacefully, gasping until I got my breath back and my heart rate to a normal speed.

“Where did Mom and Dad go for the day?” I asked. It wasn’t like Mom to disappear without at least telling me where she was going.

Griffin didn’t answer. A moment later, I heard a soft, quiet snore escape him, and I sighed again. For all of his dominating, possessive ways, he could still be utterly cute, and it pissed me off.

He was always so enthusiastic about fucking me silly, like a kid in a candy shop. I know it’s cliché to say that, but he had a zest for life that was unparalleled.

It was addicting and infectious. 

I let my little brother doze against my sweaty body for a while. But after a few minutes went by, I gently crept out of his greedy clutches and got myself into the shower.

I could still taste Griffin’s salty load in the back of my throat as I bathed myself and washed all the errant cum off my face and out of my hair.

It felt nice getting clean again, even though I knew I would end up covered in filth by the end of the day, if Griffin had anything to say about it.

I was living in constant denial, making myself feel like I was anything but his cum-dump. He had me hook, line, and sinker, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I used to be a star soccer player at school, and I think some of the girls looked up to me. But now I could hardly look any of them in the eye.

Griffin had changed me. Or, rather, his gigantic meatpole had transformed me into a cock-crazed, cum-drunk buffoon.

I had always considered myself a pretty smart gal, but he had managed to turn me into a wailing, sex-addicted bimbo.

As I got out of the shower and looked at myself in the mirror, I wondered if I’d ever be able to escape his salacious ways.

Didn’t he have any other aspirations? Most 18-year-olds wanted to go to college, or become rich and famous, or something like that.

But Griffin seemed content with inflating his stepsister’s stomach with jizz and making me scream like a banshee.

He never wore a condom—not that any would fit him—and so I always worried that his ultimate goal was to impregnate me. But with the amount of times he’d creampied me and injected my womb full of baby batter, he must’ve known that I was on the pill.

Or he was just clueless, living his life day-by-day, living only for physical pleasure.

There’s something to be said about living like that—something admirable. Griffin didn’t seem to have a care in the world.

When I stuck my head out of my bathroom door and peeked into my room, I saw that my bed was empty. I breathed a sigh of relief and walked naked into my room.

I went to my bed and leaned over it, then stuck my face close to the indentations our two bodies had left. I took a fat whiff and could still smell his sweat and spunk all over the bed.

It was intoxicating.


Goddammit, Brooke, pull yourself together. You have to do something about all this!
 I told myself.

I think I lied to myself constantly, thinking that I could escape my little brother. But in my heart, I knew it was hopeless.

The simple fact was that I wanted him just as much as he wanted me . . . if not more. I wasn’t as vocal about it, and I rarely jumped his bones, but I didn’t need to. He had that covered—hence him barging into my room while I was on the phone, giving himself a footjob, a titjob, and a blowjob, and then vanishing like nothing had ever happened.

After putting on some fresh clothes—a new tank top and some pajama bottoms—I left my room and headed downstairs to make some food.

While I was cooking up some soup, Griffin came into the kitchen. This time he was only dressed in boxer briefs—the most outlandish underwear for someone so hung—and I tried to avert my gaze from his ungodly bulge. But his mound bounced while he shuffled over to me, and it was hard to take my eyes away.

I turned back to my soup, then tried to adopt a nonchalant, uninterested tone. “What do you want?”

He stood behind me, no doubt with his hands on his hips, watching my ass undulate as I stirred the soup. “We’re going to do a photoshoot today, Brooke.”

“Like hell we are.”

He chuckled. “My friend is gonna let us use his pool, so you can look super hot and slutty.”

“I always look super hot.” I amended his sentence to avoid calling myself slutty.

“True. But you looked especially good in that bikini yesterday. That’s why I had to pull it aside and fuck you in front of your friends, I hope you know.”

I scoffed. “Are you trying to say I made
 you rape me?”

“You were moaning and cumming your brains out the whole time, sis. Does that sound like rape to you?”

A flash of anger boiled over inside me. “Shut the fuck up, Griffin. You say that shit in public, you’re gonna get your ass beat.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But I know you love it when I clap your fat asscheeks against my thick meat. Your tight little cunt and my huge fuckstick were practically made for each other.”

I squirmed a little bit, my knees facing inward. Whenever he talked like that, it made me wet, but I was trying to hide it.

Of course, everything he was saying was true, but I couldn’t give him the benefit of the doubt. I didn’t want it to sound like he was right and I was wrong.

Call it sibling rivalry, if you will.

“Anyway, if you pose for me today, I’ll pay you,” he said.

“I’m not your whore, Griffin.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

I gripped the handle of the pot that was heating up on the stove. I thought about swinging it around and spilling my steaming hot soup all over his supple, skinny body.


That
 would surprise the shit out of him.

But I didn’t want to scar my little brother. I just wanted to teach him a lesson, I guess . . . make him learn some accountability and responsibility.

“You can’t just go your whole life fucking your sister, Griff,” I said, seemingly out of the blue.

“Who says?”

I sighed and turned to face him. My eyes wandered over his bulge for a moment, at the curving sausage that was tucked up against his hip, and the fat balls weighing his crotch down.

“The world. Haven’t you ever heard the word ‘taboo’ before?”

He shrugged. He was leaning against the island of the kitchen, close to me. “It’s my favorite kind of porn. Hey, maybe that’s what I’ll do . . . become a pornstar.”

“You’re well-equipped for it.”

“I know. But wouldn’t that make you jealous, watching your brother stretch open other tight holes? Random, strange
 tight holes? I bet a lot of those chicks are hotter than you are, even . . .”

“Good luck finding a tight hole in the porn industry, kid.”

He frowned. The room was stuffy with tension. We had this little childish back and forth going on, and it was petty, but it also turned both of us on.

We both knew it—any time we argued, we inevitably ended up in each other’s arms . . . or close to that . . . fucking like bunny rabbits.

“So, are you going to do the photoshoot or not? It might go viral, ya know. Could make you famous.”

Of course I was going to, dammit. But I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of watching me squirm. I liked being argumentative. Especially after I felt violated from him bursting into my room and wrecking me so thoroughly.

“Are you gonna try to fuck me?” I asked. I turned around and switched the stove off, after I felt the heat of steam billowing against my back.

“Probably.”

“And your friend?”

“Jimmy? What about him?”

“Is he going to try to fuck me?”

Griffin shrugged. “Jimmy’s one of my Call of Duty buddies. I doubt he’s ever even kissed
 a girl before, much less fucked one. So, no, probably not.”

I mulled that over a bit. “What if he’s more hung than you are? What if I come on to him and make
 him fuck me?”

I watched my brother’s face shift. A cloud of doubt overcame his features—he didn’t know how to respond to that.

I smirked. It was nice watching him
 squirm and struggle for once, unsure what emotions were passing through his own skull. Jealousy? Contempt? Anger? Lust?

Finally, he shrugged. “That’s your prerogative, I guess, sis.”

I exhaled and shook my head. For being such an alpha male in the sack, he could be quite a beta bitch sometimes.

“So you aren’t going to try to claim me for your own? Come on, man, grow some spine. You’re telling me you’ve got a pair of balls the size of avocados and you’re gonna let some kid named Jimmy steal your girl from you? Maybe you should chop your big balls off and give them to someone else more worthy.”

Griffin backpedaled against the island, his head reeling in confusion. “Goddamn, Brooke, where did this kinky shit come from? Fine, I’ll make sure to bone you into oblivion.”

I said, “No, that’s not enough. I’ll go to this thing under one condition.”

“What?”

“I want you to make Jimmy watch the whole thing. I want you to cuck your friend and humiliate him like you humiliated me in front of my
 friends.”

A harsh silence settled over the room. Only the sound of my boiling soup interrupted our deathly gazes.

“Can you do that?” I asked with finality. 

Griffin’s face darkened. He narrowed his eyes and smirked. “Yeah, Brooke, I can do that. I’ll make sure to scar him for life. You happy now?”

I smiled cheerily and my face lit up, like we hadn’t just had one of the most degrading conversations ever.

“Let me know when you’re ready to go,” I said, then pulled my pot of soup off the stovetop.
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Chapter Three


W
e took my car across town to get to Jimmy’s house, since Griffin didn’t have a car. He’d only recently gotten his license, the lazy pile. I remember I’d been absolutely dying to drive when I first turned 16, now five years ago, but here was my 18-year-old brother who didn’t give two shits. He truly did all of his thinking with his cock.

On the way over, I asked him, “What are you going to use these pictures for?”

“I’m gonna sell them to my followers. Tease them with a couple of shots and then sell the rest.”

“You think they’ll actually buy them?” I asked. Didn’t everyone just get free porn these days?

He nodded. “Premium content, sis. People love it.”

“Hmph,” I said, my curiosity piqued. “And how many followers do you have these days?”

“A few thousand on Chaturbate, but it’s growing every day. They love watching me suck my own cock.”

“Understandable.”

“And they like that I’m not some old hairy dude with saggy balls.”

“Your balls are pretty saggy,” I said.

He chuckled. “Because they’ve heavy, sis, but they’re not old. You
 try lugging these bad boys around all day and see how it feels.”

“Yeah, come back to me when you have an ass that rips your jeans apart and tits that give you back problems at 21 years old.”

“Touché,” he said. He looked out the passenger window, resting his chin on his fist, and my eyes glanced over at him. He was dressed in Billabong board shorts, flip flops, and a Hawaiian shirt. He looked like a fool, but at least he was acting somewhat cordial right now.

I expected that would change once we got to Jimmy’s.

“I also have almost a hundred-thousand Instagram followers,” he said.

“Nice. So you’ll be putting pictures of me up on your social media and video sites.”

“Right.”

“I want a cut.”

“I’d expect nothing less.”

“50-50,” I said. Long ago, when we’d first fucked in front of his viewers, that had been our agreement. He had tried to back out, but I had strong-armed him into paying me my share.

He shook his head. “Nope, not this time. Remember, you wouldn’t be seen by anyone if it weren’t for me. I’m the one with all the viewers.”

“And you wouldn’t have a model.”

“You think I couldn’t find a model with an elephant trunk like this, sis?” He cupped his sack between his legs, making obvious the cock outline running down his thigh.

I frowned. He had a point.

“Besides, this could make you famous,” he said. “It could be a start to an illustrious career in showbiz!”

I snorted. “Don’t try to pawn off your illusions of grandeur on me, kid. I’m sure your people want to see me, after our first video session.”

“That’s true, which is why I’m willing to give you 30%.”

“Fine,” I said, “but if you try to fuck me, it goes up to 50%.”

“40%.”

“Deal.”

I didn’t really trust Griffin to give me my fair share, because I had no way of knowing how much money he’d make on these photos, but what could I do? Whatever he gave me would help, and meant I could live another little while without having to find a job.

This was a clinic in procrastination at its finest.

We reached Jimmy’s house by two in the afternoon. It was a blazing hot summer day by then, and I actually couldn’t wait to get into the pool. It sounded nice.

I wondered if I would recognize Jimmy—maybe from my house party that one weekend? Could he be one of the people who had gone upstairs with me and watched while Griffin destroyed Vanessa?

I had on a skimpy two-piece bikini, with the cups barely big enough to contain my heaving tits. I showed a whole lot of sideboob and underboob, but I guess that was the point. My bottom piece was a string thong that laced down my crack and slid uncomfortably against my asshole. My toned legs were tanned from the beach and without a spot of cellulite, so I expected to do a whole lot of ass-pumping shots.

I wore a see-through sarong around my waist, at least until we got to the action.

I had to admit that I was sort of excited about this whole thing. No one had ever asked me to model before, even if it was for something slightly pornographic. It’s not like I was going to be on Sports Illustrated
’s swimsuit cover, or in a supermodel calendar, but it was still a new experience.

Griffin lugged a little Nikon camera with a big lens out of the car and strung it around his neck.

Jimmy greeted us at the door, and I did recognize him from the party. He had been one of the boys hanging out in the shadows, drinking his red Solo cup with the other dorks. He was taller than both Griffin and me, standing about 5’10”, and as thin as a rail. He had some unfortunate pockmarks on his face, which gave him a ruddy complexion, and sandy hair with bangs that reached down his forehead—probably to hide more acne scars. It was unfortunate because without all of that, he probably would have been kind of cute, if not a bit too skinny.

I looked forward to seeing him squirm when Griffin cucked him.

“Glad you guys made it,” he said as a way of “hello,” and then stepped out of the doorway.

My head lurched back on my shoulders as I scoped out the outside profile of his house. It was giant—bigger than our house—with white colonnades supporting an overhanging roof, which gave us some nice shade in the front yard.

There was an immaculately cut plot of grass and greenery in the front, which made me assume that his family had some sort of hired help.

My suspicion was confirmed about five seconds later, as a young Mexican woman in a white maid dress with a cute little hat greeted us in the foyer. She had a pretty face, innocent and full of life, with a sort of mid-brown sheen. She was probably light-skinned to begin with, but liked to get some sun with her friends. She was bundled up, in typical butler attire, and it looked sweltering.

I wouldn’t have minded seeing the girl get in the pool with us . . .

“This is Maria,” Jimmy said, brushing by the young woman and gesturing at her offhandedly. There was a hint of contempt in his voice as he introduced the fine-featured woman.

Maria inclined her head to me and smiled, showing perfectly white teeth. “Hola,” she said.

“Hola, Maria, yo soy Brooke, y esto es Griffin.” I’m not sure if I said that right, but Maria smiled back at me and nodded. She was short—about Griffin’s height—and I almost wanted to pat her little head as we walked by her, but I knew that would’ve been exceedingly condescending.

We ventured into a grandiose, high-roofed kitchen, also with four pillars holding up the place.

“Want anything to drink?” Jimmy asked, but he was already walking through the room.

“Have any beers?” Griffin said.

Jimmy stopped and headed for the triple-door fridge. “Yeah, my dad has some. I also got some Malibu if you wanna do any shots before we begin.”

Griffin turned to me with an upturned frown and I shrugged.

“Sure,” Griffin answered for both of us.

“Maria! Go get the Malibu out of my room! It’s the white bottle!”

Jimmy’s yelling voice startled me. I heard feet shuffling away, and a few moments later Maria came into the kitchen with a big bottle of Malibu Caribbean Rum and three shot glasses.

Jimmy didn’t thank her for bringing us the stuff. I already didn’t like him—he seemed completely entitled and lost in his own world.

Our host poured the shots, we clinked glasses, then he said, “Here’s to a successful shoot.”

Then we drank them. I screwed up my face as I took mine, and so did Griffin, as much as he tried to put on a manly disposition.

Jimmy grabbed three bottles of Stella Artois out of the fridge and cracked them open, doled them out, and we left the kitchen.

“So, have you ever done something like this before, Jimmy?” I asked as we walked. 

We continued through a hallway, a living room, and straight to the backyard where the pool was located.

He said, “Yeah, my mom poses for stuff all the time. Sometimes in the nude.”

I furrowed my brow, but he was walking in front of me so he didn’t see the twisted look on my face. I was not sure what made him think it was appropriate to mention that little tidbit, but whatever.

I wondered if my house wasn’t the only one with a bit of pseudo-incest going on. Then again, this kid and his mom . . . that would just be full-fledged
 incest.

Ew.

His backyard was insane. One side was another plot of crisp, green grass, where a table and some chairs sat, as well as a grill. The other side had a little shaded, tiled walkway that led to the fenced-off pool area, with miniature palm trees edging either side of the walkway. There was a little hut-like cabana on the far end of the pool with what looked like a bar area in the shade.

We all walked underneath the canopied fronds of the palm trees, down the tiled path, and came to the pool gate.

Jimmy let us in. The whole pool area was bathed in sunlight—it was the perfect time of day for the shoot.

I wanted to jump in, to cool off, since it was over 80 degrees and humid, but I waited. What I did do was take off my sarong, though, to show off my tanned, well-muscled legs.

I ignored Jimmy’s lustful gaze as I sauntered past him, but I couldn’t help but smirk as I felt his eyes bore into my bouncing booty.

“Shall we begin?” Griffin asked, lifting his camera from around his neck.

I struck my first pose—the classic hands-on-hips—and pouted my lips to make myself look like your average girl next door. But, like, super hot.

“Let’s do it,” I said, winking at him.
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WE TOOK PICTURES FOR
 an hour, getting all sorts of poses, including the surroundings as best we could. The edge of Jimmy’s pool went off to a sheer cliff face, and the view from that side was spectacular. You could practically see all of La Jolla and the beach behind it.

I made sure to pose in front of that view. Then I went over to a drawn-out pool chair, crossed my legs sexily, and let Griffin snap me there.

I parted my legs and closed my knees together, and Griffin went on his own knees so he could get a shot between my legs, and could see the red triangle of my bikini bottoms that just barely covered my muff.

I glanced over at Jimmy, who was sitting in a high chair at the cabana, sitting at the bar table. I thought I noticed the hint of an erection in his board shorts, but I couldn’t be sure.

After about an hour of doing stuff like that, I was getting pretty drunk. Jimmy kept feeding me booze, and I’d taken three shots and had two beers in that short time.

My head felt dull and fuzzy. I was starting to get a headache from the heat and dehydration, and desperately wanted to get into the pool.

“Okay, I’m hopping in for a second,” I told Griffin.

“Be my guest,” he said. “I’ll get some shots of you in the water. Just act natural.”

I hopped into the five-foot-deep middle section of the pool. It was shaped like an 8, with one circle the shallow part, and the other circle was the deep end. The middle area was where I trudged around, frolicking in the water and soaking up the sun.

The water felt amazing and cool as I jumped in. I immediately dove down and wet my face and hair.

Jimmy snapped a shot of me as I broke the surface and whipped my hair in front and behind me, to get it out of my face. It was a clear Baywatch moment, and that was the point.

I looked up and saw the bulge of Griffin’s shorts. In fact, from the angle I stood underneath him, I could see the tip of his cock beneath his shorts—they were high-thighed shorts that didn’t even come down to his knees, and the very tippy-tip of his cock dangled down close to his knee.

My eyes went wide, and Griffin just smiled at me. I looked down at myself and saw that my nipples were hard, poking through the fabric of my bikini top like little sombreros.

“Hey, Jimmy, do you have a floatie or anything I could get on?”

“Sure,” the gangly boy said. He got up, rummaged around in the cabana for a moment, and came out with an inflated, giant slice of pizza.

I smiled as he threw the rubber raft into the pool. “Perfect,” I said, then climbed atop the slice and stretched out on my back.

Griffin took a few shots of me when I closed my eyes. I had my freakishly big sunglasses that covered half my face.

“Turn over,” Griffin said after a moment.

I was about to argue with him—to say that I didn’t like him ordering me around in front of his friends—but I decided it wasn’t worth it. He was the photographer, after all.

I went to my stomach and slightly spread my legs as I floated along the surface of the pool. I felt unbelievably relaxed, more than I had been in some time.

Jimmy started playing some music from his iPhone, using big speakers that sat on the bar table in the cabana. He played some shitty trap music that I wasn’t a fan of, but that couldn’t kill my high.

“Shit . . .” I heard Jimmy mutter once I flipped over and revealed my puffy ass to the two horny boys. I spread my legs, revealing the tiny thong slit that ran down my asscrack, just to make them squirm even more.

It was fun torturing the boys.

But it was probably a bad idea. I should have known better.

“Okay,” Griffin said suddenly, “enough of this.”

I said, “We’re done?” over my shoulder.

“Of this section of the photoshoot, yeah.”

“What comes next?” I asked stupidly.

“Your favorite part, B.”

I heard a splash but didn’t have time to look over my shoulder to see who had jumped in. Then I felt my inflatable pizza slice getting dragged across the water and I yelped and almost fell off it.

I finally did peek over my shoulder and saw Griffin holding onto the pointed end of the pizza slice.

I couldn’t see his eyes underneath his glasses, but I could tell that hungry look on his face anywhere.


Shit,
 I thought.

“There enough room on that thing for two?” he asked.

It was a one-person floatie, clearly, but I mumbled something and realized I was having trouble enunciating my words—thanks to the drunkenness.

I really hoped that Jimmy hadn’t spiked my fucking drinks.

My floatie sunk into the water a little and I felt extra weight drag on top of it.

I gasped and looked over my shoulder again, then tried to turn around onto my back so I could face Griffin.

He was leaping out of the water like a fish, onto my floatie—and onto me. The water suctioned his pants against his bulge and I saw a perfect outline of his giant cock beneath his wet trunks.

“Shit,” I muttered, then desperately glanced over to the cabana to see what Jimmy was doing—to see if he was freaking out at this sudden, aggressive turn of events.

Jimmy had his swimming trunks around his ankles and was jerking off on his chair as he watched us.
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Chapter Four


S
o, Jimmy was in on it. I should’ve known. I felt a bit helpless as Griffin crawled over me, similarly to how he had this morning when he’d had his way with my body.

But I also felt incredibly aroused. I love aggressive dudes, and Griffin could be very aggressive when he tried. He obviously wanted to show off for his buddy here.

Jimmy’s dick was in his hand—it was a small, skinny, dinky thing and his lanky hand covered the whole shaft save for the head. I wanted to laugh at him, but had no time.

Water spilled in from the sides of the floatie, wetting my back and face. I got a mouthful of pool water and snorted it up out of my nose and mouth.

Griffin lowered his trunks once he’d crawled over me and his huge cock flopped down on top of my bikini bottoms. He yanked aside my bikini and I felt the back thong painfully floss against one of my buttocks.

He cupped the bottoms of my thighs and lifted my legs. We struggled to maintain balance on the pizza raft, since it was clearly meant for one person.

But he was light, and that meant that I was weighing down more of the floatie than he was, and was getting the brunt of the water flowing in from the sides.

I gargled the chlorine-infested water and flailed my arms around the sides, splashing water all over the place.

Griffin just grinned and laughed. He pushed my legs back until my knees touched my tits. With my bikini bottoms pulled aside, I felt the breeze brush against my pussy lips and knew I was exposed to him and his little-dicked friend.

Jimmy had gotten up from the cabana and escaped from the shade, into the sunny pool area. He walked over to the edge, naked as the day he was born and as pale as a polar bear, and plopped down on the side of the pool, his long legs dangling in the water.

He continued to masturbate while he watched Griffin manhandling me.

I yelled, but it wasn’t out of fear. It was out of frustration.

It was going to be difficult having sex on this fucking raft!

But Griffin took away all of my worries with one fell swoop. He ducked down and slapped his heavy cock against my pussy lips. I moaned like a whore. He slapped my cunt again with his cock, and kept doing it until my lips were raw and tender and puffy.

Then he grabbed the base of his shaft with one small hand and shoved the fat thing inside my tiny twat. I was instantly speared and rendered immobile.

My whole body tightened up when his cockhead plunged inside my cunt, spreading my lips apart like a banana peeling.

“Ugggh, so fucking huge!” I said. I never stopped saying that, it seemed, whenever my little brother penetrated me.

Water was splashing up against his butt and dangling nuts. My whole body was wet, and my juices mingled with the pool water. It was an odd, contradictory feeling, having the searing heat of his cock rammed into me, as well as the cool chill of the water licking my asshole and sending shivers down my spine.

My brother fucked me in the missionary position, but with my legs pushed back awkwardly.

I managed to separate my legs so my knees weren’t drawn up to my tits, and then locked them around his body. I pushed my heels down on his little bum and forced him deeper inside of me.

“Oh, fuck yes!” I screamed. “Skewer me with that giant fuckstick, Griff! Make me wail like a slutty little banshee!”

Griffin grunted and thrust into me. He swung his whole body as he fucked me, smacking his balls against my asscheeks, clapping water loudly off my butt.

The floatie rocked and shook on the surface of the pool. I almost felt airborne, like we were fucking on a cloud, as the raft kept floating on the water, bumping against the sides of the pool and then bringing us into the middle of it.

It was an awkward shag session, to say the least, but it felt tremendous, as always.

Griffin ripped my top off and threw it into the pool, causing my tits to billow out to my sides. Then he caressed my breasts as he greedily pounded me.

“Yes, Griff, rail my poor little pussy into submission!” I yelled. I was putting on a show for Jimmy, who was still kicking his feet at the edge of the pool, jerking off like a madman. The lanky boy had one hand around his pecker, and another cupping his little balls.

The juxtaposition of watching those little balls and feeling Griffin’s huge heavy nuts slap against my ass was unbelievable. I thanked my lucky stars that such an alpha fuckrod was splitting me open, and not that tiny, entitled dingdong on the other side of the pool.

“Look at your little friend wanking his cute tiny cock, Griff!” I yelled in a singsong voice.

“Hey!” Jimmy exclaimed. “Don’t be a bitch! Not everyone can have footlong monstercocks!”

“Or five inch average cocks, apparently!” I laughed.

Jimmy growled.

“She’s right, Jim, that thing’s fuckin’ embarrassing!” Griffin said. He grunted and slammed his cock into me again, forcing at least seven inches of meat down my pussy tunnel.

“I bet he jerks off in the window while he watches his mom doing her nude photoshoots,” I said. My brother slammed me again and a shockwave ripped through my body. 

Griffin chuckled. “Do you think she knows how tiny her little boy really is?”

I chuckled. “Probably. I bet she’d love for a young alpha stud like you to fuuuuuck—” I was cut off as Griffin’s thin body writhed underneath my legs.

My asscheeks were rippling like crazy with every powerful thrust of his.

“Bet she’d love this big dick,” Griffin said, finishing my thought for me.

My eyes rolled around aimlessly in my head and I curled my toes against Griffin’s pale back. I sucked in my breath and came hard, letting the explosion rack my body.

My mouth opened in a silent scream, my lips making a wide O, but Griffin didn’t stop fucking me through my orgasm.

He never did. He never gave me a break, and that’s partly what I loved about him. He had a tendency to make me climax over and over again, until I was a sloppy, brain-dead mess at his feet.

“You guys are fucking assholes,” Jimmy muttered. His little dick had gone limp in his hand. “I invite you over to my place and this is how you treat me?”

Griffin frowned. So did I. For some reason, I thought that most small-dicked dudes had a secret cucking fantasy that they loved. But clearly Jimmy was too entitled and self-righteous to have such thoughts.

“Get your head out of y-your ass,” I said, stuttering as my orgasm subsided. I still felt filled to the brim by Griffin’s cock, his girth pushing aside my walls and bloating my stomach.

“And get that little clitty in a cockcage,” Griffin added. “I know you have one, you little beta bitch!”

“No I don’t!” Jimmy yelled. He was on the verge of tears.

“Well, I brought one in Brooke’s car, and it’s just for you!” Griffin added, laughing all the while.

Our floatie was seriously deflated by now, and I thought it would start sinking at any moment.

Instead, I felt my body preparing for another orgasm from his unceasing thrusts, and I locked my legs around his tiny waist again. I grabbed hold of his ribcage with my hands, but I must’ve misgauged my weight, because I felt myself falling sideways.

“Ahh!” I yelled, and then we both capsized off the side of the raft.

We splashed into the pool and I went under for a second. Somehow, Griffin’s cock was still inside me as we submerged, and in those few seconds I was underwater, I came again.

It was probably the contrast of his big hot cock and the coldness of the water that made me cum my brains out.

I flopped around like a whale out of water, water splattering all over us, and then my head reached the surface.

“Ha ha, serves you two assholes right!” Jimmy said, pointing at us and laughing.

Griffin held onto my body, but his weight was forcing us both down into the water again. He wrapped his legs around my thighs and pumped his hips, generating some waves in the pool.

He also generated some waves through my body with his eager thrusts. He was latched onto me like a leech or a baby kangaroo, but still fucking me straight on.

I flapped my arms and wailed incoherently, trying desperately to stay afloat.

Griffin plunged up into my soaked cunt over and over again. He had successfully plugged my gaping hole with his thick meatrod, so no pool water got into my muff, but I still felt cold on my exterior and warm inside.

My body shivered and I took another mouthful of pool water, then coughed.

“F-Fuck, hold on a sec, Griff, we’re gonna sink!” I yelled.

He ignored me and growled like a rabid animal. He was hugging me like a baby and fucking me like a monster.

I couldn’t have gotten over to the edge of the pool if I tried.

Little orgasmic shocks tore through my body like lightning. I leaned forward and rested my head on the top of his head while he screwed me as we floated along.

We eventually reached the edge of the pool and I reached out, windmilling my arms until they latched onto the side.

Griffin’s body was smooshed between my body and the hard border of the pool, and he was eventually forced to stop fucking me—at least for a moment.

I pulled myself up, nude and exhausted, and flopped onto the sunny concrete. Then I let my bladder go and pissed myself, drenching the tiled ground in urine and pool water and precum.

Griffin hopped out of the pool like a sprightly little nymph. His giant cock waved in the air as he trudged around the edge of the pool and stepped over me.

He was heading for Jimmy, who still sat with his legs dangling in the water, a scowl on his face aimed at Griffin.

“So, I’m an asshole, huh, Jimmy?” my brother asked.

I turned my head and looked over at the scene. Chlorine and water seeped out of my opened mouth. My eyesight was partly blurry. I felt like a beached seal. The sun was quickly drying me.

“I didn’t m-mean it, Griff,” Jimmy said, staring up at my brother. He looked up at the underside of Griffin’s cock.

I could tell Griffin was not himself—he was on a horny tear; a parade of lust.

My brother brought his cock down hard across Jimmy’s face.

The taller boy yelped, but made no move to jump into the pool or out of the water. His head whipped around, and then Griffin cockslapped him again.

My eyes widened. This was unexpected.

Then Griffin grabbed the back of Jimmy’s head.

I could see that the taller, slender boy was getting hard again, his little prick rising between his thighs.

Griffin snarled and forced Jimmy’s head forward, even as the taller boy struggled and resisted.

At last, Jimmy gave up and his dark beady eyes bulged in disbelief.

Griffin’s huge cockhead punched against Jimmy’s mouth and separated his lips.

The rich kid balked and choked as Griffin’s dicktip sunk into his mouth, filling his gaunt cheeks with heavenly meat.

Jimmy swung his head back and forth, but it was no use—Griffin’s huge fuckrod was firmly lodged in his mouth, and tears started rolling down his cheeks.

I watched in horrified fascination while my little brother facefucked his Call of Duty partner.

Incredulous snorts and sniffs were humming from Jimmy’s mouth as he was forced to blow my stepsibling.

I’d never taken Griffin for being gay before—though the thought had crossed my mind before I’d known what kind of weapon he was lugging along. But here he was, throating Jimmy like an angry beast, shoving his cock all the way down the boy’s gullet and making his neck distend gruesomely.

He gagged Jimmy on his huge dick and the taller boy simply started jerking off again. His hand worked furiously between his legs, until his little twinky cock was as hard as diamonds.

He’d given up resisting, and now moved his head back and forth along Griffin’s shaft.

Griffin was swinging into Jimmy with an animalistic instinct. He gripped fistfuls of sandy hair and ravaged the poor boy. With each facefucking thrust, his balls clapped against Jimmy’s neck and chin.

I’d never seen Griffin move so jerkily before. He usually flowed well in his fucking—he was experienced and knew how to please people. But this skullfucking seemed full of rage.

I couldn’t help but gasp.

“You like it, Jimmy, you little sissy ass bitch? You like having a huge cock down your throat, don’t you?” Griffin roared.

Jimmy gave out a weak murmur, then slowly nodded. His face was turning bright red, and it wasn’t from sunburn—he clearly couldn’t breathe.

“G-Griff . . . you’re suffocating him,” I said from my facedown spot at the edge of the pool. The sun had almost dried my waterlogged body off completely by now.

“I don’t give a shit, let him drown in my nasty spunk,” Griffin said. He moved his hips forward and sent his slab further down Jimmy’s gullet.

Surprisingly, the taller boy reached out and wrapped his free arm around Griffin’s bare bottom. He pulled Griffin closer, so he could take even more cockmeat.

Then Jimmy came—a watery spurt of jizz that smattered his own belly and dripped down his legs.

“What a pathetic excuse for a cumshot,” Griffin said.

Jimmy just snorted and gagged some more.

After about 10 minutes of throating the helpless, taller boy, Griffin let go of Jimmy’s head and took a step backward.

Jimmy’s face slid off of Griffin’s cock like he had been impaled through the mouth by a sword. His jaws stayed pried open as he slid backward and then fell sideways onto the pavement, gasping for breath.

Griffin stared down at the boy, then crouched over him. He whispered something in the boy’s ear that I couldn’t hear.

From my angle, I could see my brother’s gigantic nutsack dangling beneath his small, smooth bottom, resting on the sunny ground because it hung so low.

Griffin then straddled his friend and turned Jimmy’s face upward.

I yipped when I watched Griffin lower his body and plop his heavy nuts on top of Jimmy’s face, completely covering the boy’s head.

“There you go, Jimmy, you like being teabagged by a big set of manly alpha nuts, don’t you?” Griffin asked. “I bet you’ve dreamed of having a fat pair resting on your face like this.”

Jimmy’s legs kicked out futilely from beneath Griffin. His arms and legs flailed, but Griffin sat atop him and pinned the boy’s arms down.

“Jesus, Griff,” I muttered. “Try not to kill the kid.”

“Shut up, sis. You should worry about your own punishment coming up here.”

My brow furrowed. “W-What punishment?”

Even as Griffin teabagged Jimmy and sat on his face, he turned around and eyed me with a cruel glare. The sun glinted off his sunglasses. “What?” he said, “you thought you would get off Scot-free?”

“But . . . you’ve already fucked me,” I said meekly.

“Yeah, but they
 haven’t.” He pointed past me.

I turned my head on my rubbery shoulders.

Oh, what the fuck is this?!

Two other boys were walking down the shady pathway, toward the pool. They were both as pale as Griffin and Jimmy, and undoubtedly part of their Call of Duty team.

My head whirled.

Am I about to get ganged by a group of nerdy video gamers?
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Chapter Five


I
turned over to my back and crabwalked away from the edge of the pool and away from the approaching boys.

One of them was about my height, with a big wobbly head on his skinny neck, curly black hair, and a giant beak nose that held his glasses in place. The other was very short, about Griffin’s height, if not shorter, and stocky like a pig. He had a short-trimmed buzzcut that made it seem like he’d tried to join the military but the one-size-fits-all shoes were too big for him and he was booted out of boot camp, and now lived his life hating the Marines.

Both of the boys wore swimming trunks that went to their knees, flip-flops, and nothing else. Neither of them had a speck of hair on their chests—in fact, none of these four boys did. They were about the most unmanly gang of post-pubescent young men that you could imagine.

But I was still terrified. Together, they would form a cock-heavy Voltron, and there’s no way that I could stop them. To make matters worse, I was leaking sticky juices out of my pussy.

My mind said “no!” but my body said “oh fuck yes!”

They reached the fringes of the pool area and looked upon the scene with shocked expressions. They saw a naked Griffin rising from atop Jimmy, his huge smelly balls swaying in the breeze as they lifted from Jimmy’s face. Their eyes homed in on the absurd, hard lovemeat wobbling between Griffin’s legs, and the taller Jewish looking one’s mouth fell open.

“Good God, Griff, what’d you do to Jimmy?” the big-nosed boy asked.

Griffin shrugged nonchalantly. “I throatstuffed him like he’s always wanted, Sid. I think I might’ve smothered him a little harshly with these giant nuts, though, but he’s just taking a snooze.” He glanced over his shoulder at the unconscious body of Jimmy and poked him with his foot. The boy remained unmoving.

My eyes darted from one face to the next.

“And here’s my big sister,” Griffin said, gesturing toward me on the ground. I felt suddenly vulnerable and my nipples got hard.

“Damn, already naked, prepped, and ready for us,” Sid said. He stared at me through his big spectacles, which made his face look like a fly’s. When he smiled, he had buckteeth with little gaps between them, and I grimaced at the sight.

The little fat boy said, “She’s thick as fuck, Griff.”

“I know, Tony. She’s as hot as I said, right?”

“The pictures don’t do her justice,” Tony replied. He had a double chin and little Chicklet teeth—the opposite of Sid. In fact, they looked like two cartoon characters: the short fat one and the tall skinny one.

Sid put on a surprised expression and reached into his pocket. “Oh, I almost forgot. Here’s this.” He tossed something over my body to Griffin.

I narrowed my eyes and noticed what it was once Griffin caught it, grinned, and crouched next to Jimmy again.

“Ah, thanks. He’s gonna love this, the fag.”

I wanted to say, “You know, Griff, that boy was sucking your
 dick because you
 made him. Who’s the fag now?” but didn’t bother. I already knew I was in deep shit and didn’t want to make matters worse.

Griffin spread Jimmy’s legs, then cupped the boy’s little cock and balls together in one dainty palm. He shoved the whole package into the little cockcage that Sid had brought, then locked it into place. He stood up and chuckled at his handiwork.


How cruel,
 I thought. I was starting to feel really sorry for Jimmy, even if he was a spoiled little brat. I had emasculated him just as much as Griffin had, but no one deserved to be so de-manned in front of his friends.

I hoped he didn’t wake up during whatever was about to happen to me.

“Well, boys, let’s see what you’re packing,” Griffin said, putting his hands on his hips. His own enormous cock jutted out and curved upward from his body like a scimitar. It was thick and veiny and dripping pool water off the sides of its broad shaft.

It was a scary monster.

“Thank God,” Sid said, “my underwear was starting to get tight.”

The Jewish looking boy dropped his swimming trunks and revealed a nice sized, uncut cock dangling between his legs. For such a geeky guy, I was impressed, and it must have showed on my face, because Sid smiled down at me. It curved down and hung over a pair of saggy, hairy balls, nowhere near as big or smooth as Griffin’s, but that was to be expected. They were still adequate testicles. Sid’s cock and balls were also darker than the rest of his pasty body.

Tony peeled his wide-waisted trunks off his body and his short, fat cock popped out. It was smaller than Sid’s and pin-sized compared to Griffin’s, but it was bigger than Jimmy’s. In fact, all three of these shorter boys were more hung than poor Jimmy.

My body reacted to the sight of all the dick close to my face, and I started sweating. It was still incredibly hot out, and I debated cannonballing into the pool to avoid getting fucked by these two strangers, and to cool off.

But I’d never been gangbanged before . . .

I gulped.

Tony and Sid waddled over to me, their cocks hardening as they walked.

Griffin trudged up behind me, hands still on his hips. “Well, sis, you ready?”

“F-For . . . what?” I asked. My voice sounded so damn helpless in my own ears, I wanted to clear my throat and try again.

All three boys chuckled, sharing knowing looks with each other, and it pissed me the hell off.

“On your hands and knees, sis.”

“N-No, I’m not read—” before I could finish, Griffin yanked me by my long hair and pulled me up.

I screamed like a bitch and turned over to my hands and knees as he twisted my hair in his hand. “Okay, okay, jerk! Just be . . . gentle.”

Griffin leaned close and whispered, “Aww, you know that’s not gonna happen, sis. Just enjoy it.” Then he surprised me by kissing me on the forehead.

I looked up at him, my eyebrows arched pathetically.

I felt like a dog as he dragged me toward him by my hair, but I went along with it.

Then I felt hands on my huge ass. I looked over my shoulder and saw Tony’s fat fingers gripping my buttocks like they owed him money. His mangy little fingers embedded into my cheeks and he stuck his head into my asscrack.

“Eek!” I whimpered.

Tony’s tongue darted into my asshole and I clenched my cheeks around his face. At the same time, Griffin lobbed his cock into my open mouth.

Almost immediately, I could hardly breathe. I tried to pull back but he forced his thick cockmeat down my throat, gagging me and choking me.

“Her asshole is perfectly shaped for my cock,” Tony said. He licked his lips after tonguing my anus, then hoisted his wiener in his hand and stroked it a few times, getting it nice and hard. It was about as thick as my wrist when it was at full girth, but stubby like Jimmy’s—maybe five inches long. Still, like most women, I preferred thickness over length, and his definitely had that . . .

Regardless of how I was feeling about Tony’s stranger dick, he stuck it in my ass without warning. My balloon knot felt lubed up by his spit and by the pool water, but I still screamed when he stuck it inside me.

The skin around my asshole tore apart and tears came to my eyes. I’d only done anal a few times in my life, but never with such a thick penis. It felt like I was taking a crap in reverse, and at first the pain was terrible. But as it slid into my smooth shithole it touched the most tender nerve endings in my body and I nearly came instantly.

Griffin saw the frightened expression on my face—my jaw still stuffed like an Oreo, in an O shape—and went to his knees, removing his cock from my mouth. He ran a finger across my cheek, then slid under me.

I wondered what the hell he was doing, but I quickly realized he was getting under me so he could fuck me—he didn’t want to have Tony’s balls smacking into his forehead as he tried to angle a way into my soppy pussy from behind.

“Come on, Sid, get in on this! Let’s spitroast this hot bitch!” Griffin said. Once he was under me and on his back, he reached up and grabbed my hanging tits, then started sucking on my hard nipples. He suckled on the areola like a baby calf and lightly bit down on my tips.

Even more blissful feelings racked my body.

“Y-Yeah,” I found myself stuttering, “get over here and stick that big cock in my mouth, Sid! Don’t you want to?”

I didn’t need to tell the dork twice. He rushed over and plopped his cock directly on my forehead. Once it was there, and I went cross-eyed trying to stare at the underside of it, it started to grow.

I curved my head and looked down between my tits, to see that Griffin had shimmied his way down my hips. His skinny legs poked out between mine and between Tony’s.

Tony, meanwhile, moved slowly as he tried to stuff his dick down my shitter. It was hard to focus on any one thing, but that was the thing that was taking most of my concentration: the guy sticking a boner in my butt. I was trying not to loose my bladder, clenching my muscles, which in turn clamped my asscheeks around his thick cock.

Tony worked with me, gripping my butt like his life depended on it, and he slowly inched a finger-length of thick meat into me. I moaned in ecstasy as he assfucked me, and I think that turned him on, because he started moving his hips faster.

Every once in a while, I’d let out an airy gas bubble from my ass that sounded like a fart, and it made Griffin chuckle.

“Don’t shit all over his cock, sis!”

“S-S-Shut up, Griff!” I whined. “It’s fucking b-big in my butt!”

“Yeah, but if I stuck mine in there I would literally break you.”

He was right. I’d never gotten anal from Griffin—though I’d dreamed of it—and probably for good reason. His cock was simply too long and thick to stick inside me. I would bleed like a hemophiliac and then he’d probably rupture my internal organs and kill me. I didn’t want that.

As it was, I yelled, “Pound my fucking guts, Tony, come on!”

And the boy picked up pace even more. He grunted like a pig and squealed as he managed to stick the whole length of his dick inside my bum, and now he was smacking his little balls against my cheeks.

Then my pussy lips spread apart and my eyes widened. Griffin had come to town. He slowly nudged his gigantic cock inside me, pushing my labia apart like Playd-Doh. His cock rubbed alongside Tony’s as it penetrated me, and I felt the most insane orgasm coming on.

I’d never been DP’d like this before.

Griffin said, “How does it feel getting tag-teamed like a common whore, sis?”

My vocal faculties had failed me, and I sputtered nonsense. My tongue fell out of my face.

Sid used that opportunity to pinch my nose, which snapped me back to reality and made me open my mouth so I could breathe.

Then he jammed his long dick down into my throat and I gave out a feeble cry.

All my holes were officially filled.

Their bodies moved sporadically. Tony smacked his nutsack against my butt while he fucked my asshole, Griffin pumped his hips upward to curve his cock into my cunt, and Sid grabbed the sides of my head and started recklessly fucking my face.

I squirted piss and cum and showered Griffin in my filth.

Just then, I heard a Mexican voice: Maria’s.

“Oh no, es no bueno, Jimmy! Ahhh!”

The cute little Mexican housemaid had shown up at the edge of the pool site and watched as these three pale kids triple-teamed the dogshit out of me. Meanwhile, her “master”—Jimmy—was lying prostrate on the ground off to the side, looking dazed with a cockcage clamped around his little boyclit.

I ignored her. My body felt heavenly—used and owned and dominated. I didn’t even feel like myself.

I never knew that getting tag-teamed could feel so amazing. This foursome was the best thing that ever happened to me!

Tony and Griffin seesawed their cocks back and forth into me. Tony’s cock slammed into my walls and innards, while Griffin’s bloated my tummy with its sheer size.

Sid deepthroated me and grimaced the whole time, showing his big, gapped buckteeth. It was kind of cute and endearing—he’d probably never had a girlfriend he could abuse like this before.

Thanks to Griffin, I’d made his wildest dreams come true.

Jimmy was waking up. He leaned forward and muttered, “Goddamn my jaw is . . . sore.” Then he saw—or rather heard
—what was happening to me.

My whole body jiggled from the three young men mercilessly pounding me. The sliding, sloppy sounds of cock-to-cunt rang out, as did the airy sounds of cock-to-ass, and the slobbering, choked noises of cock-to-mouth.

Balls bombarded me all over. Sid’s knocked against my face, Tony’s smashed my ass, and even Griffin’s started jumping and hitting me in the muff.

I’d never been so inundated with testicles before. This was a lot of firsts for me.

Jimmy crawled over to us and said, “All right, who put me in the cockcage? What the hell, guys . . . do you all really need to go so hard on the poor girl?”

I gagged and choked. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. My skin rippled from the constant movements, and bruises were forming from the balls bouncing off me. 

I never would have expected this “photoshoot” to turn into a glorified fourway orgy, with every orifice in my body filled to the brim.

“I put you in that, Jimbo, like you deserve, you little-cocked cuck,” Griffin growled from underneath me. His voice comically echoed in a muffled way against my wobbling tits.

“M-Maria!?” Jimmy yelled, looking over the gangbang and seeing his maid with her stunned, wide-open mouth at the end of the walkway. “W-What are you doing out here? Go back inside! Vamanos!” 

Maria’s pitter-pattering footfalls rang out as she escaped, crying herself a river.

I came again and let my bladder go again, spewing more piss out of my cunt. It rained down on Griffin and he just laughed.

“J-Jeez, Griff, your sister’s ass is so fucking tight!”

“I wouldn’t know, Tony, but I hope you don’t destroy it for me!”

“You’ll never fit inside this cute little sphincter, man,” Tony said.

“Her throat’s a little loose, but goddamn does it feel good!” Sid cried out.

His pale hips crashed into my face and my nose squished up against his hairy pubis. He had sunk the entire length of his uncut, smelly cock—which was probably close to seven inches—deep down my gullet.

“I’m not gonna be able to last long like t-this . . .” Sid continued, then trailed off.

“Hey, cuckboy!” Griffin called out. “Jimmy, make sure I’m getting good video of this shit! If you do, maybe I’ll give you a taste of her supple flesh . . .”


Video?! What the hell!
 My bloodshot eyes scanned the area until they fell onto the cabana bar table, where I saw the black outline of a phone sitting in the shadows.

Jimmy complained, saying, “I don’t want her despoiled vagina once you’re done with it—”

“You’re right!” Griffin yelled. “She won’t even feel your tiny prick once she’s been stretched by my horsecock!”

My sneaky bastard brother had set up a video camera while he fucked me! And probably while he snapped those photos, too!

I felt betrayed, but that feeling quickly washed away. What could I have expected? Of course Griffin would do something like him, to appease his audience.

Hopefully it meant more money for me, and more—

Fuck! I came again, my body clenching desperately, my muscles going taut. I felt used and useless, like it wouldn’t be long before I’d pass out.

The way Griffin and Tony’s cocks traded places and punctured my asshole and pussyhole felt unreal. They were spreading me apart and absolutely destroying me.

I was a ruined mess. A cum-dump for these three nerdy boys. The soccer star, the popular girl, the fit, athletic chick, relegated to nothing more than a stuttering, coughing cocksleeve . . .

. . . I wished it would last forever. They ran a train on me and spitroasted me to their heart’s content, and I loved every aching second of it.

My brain was firing off with endorphins and dopamine and whatever other crazy chemicals there were that was driving me crazy. All I know is that it felt amazing the way my body rocked back and forth, their greedy little hands clutching my tight skin, pushing down on my muscles.

Sid was the first to cum. He yelled, “I’m gonna blow, Griff!” as if asking for his permission.

My little brother said, “As long as you send it all down her throat, I won’t throw you in the cockcage!”

“O-Okay!”

“Mmmmph!” I whined, but my voice just thrummed along and Sid ignored me.

He squeezed the sides of my face, pressing my cheeks together, and unloaded his smelly seed down my esophagus. It shot over my gag reflex and I stumbled and coughed his throatpie cream out of both nostrils.

“I’m gonna fill her ass with my thick jizz!” Tony shouted. He filled me next, making sure not to pull out. He hilted his cock on my asshole, sticking the entire shaft down my poopchute, stretching it like the Grand Canyon, and shot his load deep inside of me. I felt it swirling through my intestines and nearly passed out from the hot release.

Once Sid and Tony had busted their loads down my throat and ass, respectively, Griffin had me all to himself.

My eyes were still rolling around aimlessly, I was still cumming like a fire hydrant, and Griffin used all of this to his advantage.

He wrapped his legs and arms around my thighs and torso, then hugged me close to him so he could fuck me silly. He pushed up into me and spread my little cunt impossibly wide.

Finally, he white-knuckled my sides and stuck his butt in the air, flexing his cheeks.

I flexed also, my muscles squeezing down on his monstrous cock, but he still managed to shoot his payload into me, past my bodily defenses.

Griffin’s balls were cum-filled and enormous, so it meant his powerful spunkblast lasted much longer than his friends’ did. His hips bucked wildly while he ejaculated inside me and directly shot his swimmers into my womb.

I felt so filled with cum that I thought I would spring a leak—that it would ooze out through my skin.

When my baby brother was done with me, he scooted out from under me and let me fall down flat on my stomach.

Like a balloon, I deflated, cum flooding out of my asshole and mouth and pussy. I thought the milky gunk was coming out my ears, there was so much cum all over the place.

Before long, a veritable puddle of cum had formed around my body, marking me off like a chalked murder victim.

My body trembled with aftershock orgasms.  I twitched like a good bitch, and the three boys just stood over me. Their shadows covered my body.

Griffin held his slightly engorged cock steady and aimed it downward.

I felt a warm drizzle on the back of my head, in my hair, and heard him go, “Ahhh,” in relief. The drizzle became a powerful stream.

He was pissing on me.

Sid and Tony and Jimmy just looked at him incredulously.

My brother shrugged. “Hey, she’s been a great toilet so far, right? Might as well keep it up. Besides, she pissed all over me when she squirted, so it’s only fair.”

He chuckled as he urinated on my back and neck and in my hair. I couldn’t have moved to stop him even if I’d wanted, I was so worn out. Plus, the warmth felt nice—the golden shower was the icing on the cake.

“Here’s your 50-50, sis,” Griffin muttered, emptying his bladder. His urine mingled with the lake of cum I marinated in.

I smelled horrible, like young spunk and sweat and piss, but felt amazing. My body was on Cloud 9—I felt floaty and content.

I thought if I never came again, or died right here, I would be happy with my life.

But that’s the cock-crazed thinking. It’s what I’d become—my brother’s plaything; his training pet; his ragdoll cum-dump cocksleeve.

“So cruel, Griffin . . .” Jimmy murmured.

“Shut up, cuckboy. The pool’s right in front of her to wash off.”

“Hey, I ain’t letting that cum-ridden bitch put even a finger in my pool!”

Griffin sighed. “Jimmy, when are you gonna learn that little-dicked bitchboys don’t get to make the rules? Now, if you argue with me again, I’m gonna have Sid and Tony hold you down and I’m gonna fuck your ass until you cry uncle.”

A few of the boys gasped.

“You would never!” Jimmy cried, sniffling.

Griffin chuckled cruelly. “Watch me . . .”

I passed out in my own filth, the sun baking all of the fluids into my skin, before I could hear the animalistic moans and screams start.

[image: ]



[image: ]


Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont, such as the Little Big Man series:
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Or, if you like sweet, lewd stories about cute chicks with huge dicks, check out The Futa Girl’s Journey series:


Book 1: Rose Filled with Love
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If you like strong alpha Vikings and fair maidens getting their wet holes filled, check out The Viking’s Hunger series:


Book 1: Raiding Her Fertile Garden



[image: ]


How about a horny, eager MILF who just can’t get enough of her son’s friend’s huge cock? Try the Taming Ms. Steele series:


Book 1: Punished by the Stud
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