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Sitting naked with my underwear around my ankles, I had one hand on my cock and one hand on the mouse-pad of my computer. My headphones were on and I had the volume cranked all the way off as I jerked my dick. On the screen a slim little twink was belly down on the bed while a muscle daddy rode him hard.

My hand moved up and down my cock hard and fast, my eyes glued to the screen. The daddy’s cock wasn’t just long, it was thick as hell and the twink’s ass was stretched out to its limit. With every downstroke the daddy’s heavy ballsack swung forward and slapped against the bottom’s thighs.

With each thrust of that cock into the tight boi-pussy the twink would cry out in a high, bright falsetto. The bitch-boy might as well have been a teenage girl as a male for how feminine-needy his little whimpers were.

Fucking little cumslut!

I groaned, squeezing the swollen head of my erection then frantically hammering my fist up and down. The top grabbed the bottom by his curly hair and yanked hard, bending his lean, narrow body back like bow. That twink was just getting fucked. Getting used. Precum leaked from his rock hard little dick with each stroke of the man-cock into him.

I longed in my secret heart of hearts to be that sissy bitch. I wanted to feel rough, masculine hands shoving me down. I wanted to hear a deep, masculine voice telling me what to do. I want to know what it was like to have someone far stronger than myself push my head down until a massive cock was forced into my willing mouth…

“Ah! Ah!” I cried out.

My hard on throbbed. Hot cum bubbled up my shaft and splashed my naked stomach. Sticky sperm spilled across my hands as pleasure sensations rippled through me. My hips bucked upward as my fist became a blur.

A muscular arm came over my shoulder and pulled the headphone plug from the computer. I’d had the volume turned way up so I could hear every moan and whimper of the lucky twink as that brute daddy ass fucked him.

“YES DADDY! YES DADDY!” the twink shrieked. “FUCK MY ASSHOLE DADDY. FUCK MY TIGHT ASS!”

A wall of panic slammed into me like a tsunami. With the volume turned up to max the porno must have been audible throughout the whole house.

Christ, I thought, what if my stepdad heard it?

Anxiety filled me. Jeff was super butch, super straight, and super homophobic. There’d me nothing but trouble if he caught me masturbating to gay porn!

Wait…!

I suddenly realized what the muscular arm might mean. Losing my erection in an instant I spun in the office chair, mortified.

My older stepbrother Brandon stared at me, smirking. He’d just got out of the shower and his hair was wet. He wore only an ancient pair of blue jeans, the material so distressed it was threadbare. He was naked except for those pants, no shirt, no socks and shoes.

Brandon worked out a lot. He’d left for college last year on a lacrosse scholarship. He’d come home on break even buffer than before. He looked like a typical college frat boy jock. Big pecs, big biceps, a rock hard 6-pack that trailed down to the substantial bulge in his painted on jeans. My eyes went to his bulge like metal shavings to a magnet. Goddamn.

Brandon wasn’t wearing underwear. I could tell because the outline of his long cock was clear where it snaked along his leg under the old jeans. It was very long, very thick, I could almost see it growing harder as I watched. Unconsciously, I began fondling my own pathetic dick.

Brandon reached out and slapped me in the side of the head like a mama bear correcting one of her cubs. It wasn’t hard enough to injure me but it still hurt.

“Ouch!”

Brandon laughed.

“Stop staring at my meat, homo,” he taunted.

I rubbed the side of my head, then realized my soft little penis was shrinking in my lap. I pulled the end of my t-shirt over my crotch to hide it.

“This is my room!” I protested. “Get out!”

Brandon smirked. “Or what? You’ll tell your mom?” He laughed. “Mommy, Brandon caught me watching fag porn and stroking my iddy bitty little boy-clit?” He shook his head. “Good luck with that, homo.”

I sat silently, sulking.

"Look down," Brandon commanded.

I obeyed. 

From my vantage, I was looking at Brandon's manhood through the thin material of his jeans, seeing his carved six pack abs and the fine blond treasure trail running down past the button up fly. 

Sneering, Brandon casually jerked open his pants. Like I said, he wasn’t wearing underwearing. His hardening cock popped free. 

“This what you want to see, faggot?” he asked. 

His voice was thick, throat tight. It came out almost as a growl. He was between me and my door. Nervous, my eyes flicked toward the entrance to my room. He’d quietly closed the door as he snuck in. 

My eyes were drawn back to that slab of meat only inches from my face. I breathed out in a rush. As I gasped the moist, warm air from my mouth blew across the cock. It jumped in response. 

Even in the porn that I sometimes watched, showing impossibly massive men and manhoods, I had never seen a cock so big. It hung heavily from his body, like a firehose, thick and incredibly long. 

Because of course it was, I thought. Brandon got everything else, looks, coolness, athletic ability, why shouldn’t he also have a huge dick? It only makes sense. 

As I stared it got bigger, thickening even more and lifting upwards until it reared from between Brandon's thighs, crisscrossed by bulging veins. The head was a purple mushroom cap, thick and spongy. 

“I’m so hard,” he whispered. “Seeing you jerking your little boy-clit while watching some sissy get fucked turned me on.” 

Brandon stepped forward, bringing me face to face with his monstrous erection. While he stood there, a dribble of precum emerged from its tip. Unable to stop myself, I inhaled, smelling its man-sweetness. 

How many nights since Brandon had moved in had I lain in bed with some hand lotion and fantasized about him coming into my room? A lot. My step-brother was my first gay crush. I wanted him here. 

“Y-y-you’re not g--gay,” I protested. 

He took his cock by the thick root in one muscular hand. 

“Did you know the skin inside your chick is made from the same tissue as a pussy? Fucking your mouth feels just like fucking a pussy. How can fucking a pussy be gay?” He smirked. “You’re a homo and you don’t want to fuck pussy do you?” 

Hypnotised by him slowly sliding his hand up his hard on, I hardly noticed him pull it to one side until it quickly snapped back to slap me in the face. The meat club nearly knocked me to the ground. Grabbing the side of my head with his other hand, Brandon casually shoved me out of my chair. 

“Hey!” I protested. 

“Shut the fuck up,” Brandon suggested. 

Sprawled on the floor, I looked up. Brandon stood over me, a tower of muscle. Suddenly, he yanked me back to my feet. 

"Stop talking. This is what you want, isn't it?" Brandon asked, pressing my face into the sweaty underside of his pecs. 

I groaned. 

“Y-yes,” I admitted. My dick was hard again. 

I inhaled again, breathing Brandon's scent as deeply as possible, taking it into my body like some rough sex virus. 

Brandon took me by the back of the neck, lifting me higher, into the carved valley between his pecs. He flexed and pressed them together, squeezing my face between them. 

"And this?" he asked. His voice was gentler now. “You like every inch of a dude’s body? A real man’s body?” 

Completely swallowed by muscle, I couldn't answer. 

“Touch my cock,” he told me. 

Trembling I reached down and touched the iron bar of his erection. It was hot and smooth in my hand. I squeezed and he moaned into my hair. The goddamn thing was so big! The shaft gave like a spongy in my grip. I slowly stroked it. 

Brandon shoved my face against his nipple. 

“Suck it,” he urged. “Show me how you use your mouth.” 

I immediately began sucking his nipple, feeling it grow erect. I swirled my tongue around it, lathing it in hot spit. Groaning, Brandon pressed harder, crushing me to him, drowning me in muscle. I jerked his beautiful cock harder. 

“That’s it little brother,” he growled. “Fucking stroke that big cock.” 

Suddenly his hand was on the top of my head, shoving me down. I went to my knees before him. Again I found my face even with his cock. I was mesmerized. A drop of pre-cum pearled the tip. 

Without thinking I grabbed his cock at the base and pulled up to the tip, milking the small droplet into a larger drop of pre-cum. I leaned in and licked the drop, finding it almost tasteless. I started pumping his cock with my hand and started licking around the large head. 

Both of his hands found my head. His fingers curled tightly in my hair. He was taking control of me, forcing me to do what he wanted. Whatever good manners while getting your cock sucked were, Brandon didn’t give a fuck. 

“Suck,” he whispered-ordered. “Suck it like my girlfriend does.” 

He yanked my head down and I grabbed his ass,  swallowing his cock deep. I was so eager I was out of control. Sucking, bobbing up and down the full length of his cock. I felt impassioned to give him a better blow job than he’d ever got from his girlfriends. 

"Fuck yea! Slob that knob!. Man, this feels amazing. Ooohh, yea." 

He yanked on my hair as his spit-slicked shaft slipped back and forth through my lips. The fat head of his cock rammed into my throat and I gagged. I’d never deepthroated a guy’s cock before. Before Brandon I hadn’t needed to. 

But I wasn’t deepthroating him as much as he was face fucking me! 

“Aaghh, uh, uh,” I grunted. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he groaned. 

Still gagging, I looked up at him and met his gaze and smiled at him with my eyes. I was like a puppy, and like a puppy I wanted to please. Being on my knees felt so natural, so normal. 

Reaching up, I squeezed his strong chest and ran my slim fingered hands along the dense ridges of his six pack abs. He kept pulling my hair hard enough to bring tears to my eyes and I had to fight to breathe between thrusts but I didn’t want him to slow down or take it easy. 

I grew so turned on by how hot he was and what we were doing that my cock was bursting, leaking my own pre-cum in little rivers . Without breaking my bobbing rhythm, I reached down and rubbed my boner. 

His grip relaxed in my hair and I slowed my pace. 

“Bullshit!” Brandon snapped. “Suck my dick deep!” 

He grabbed my head and started plunging his cock deep into my throat over and over again. His breathing grew heavy and I sensed he was getting close to shooting. 

I put my hands on his thighs to control the depth of his thrusts. I wanted him to cum in my mouth, not down my throat. He misunderstood my actions. 

"Please, little bro, don't stop! I'm close. Please let me cum in your mouth!" 

I began stroking his shaft and sucking on the top 3 inches, working the underside with my tongue. I felt the head and shaft swell against my now bruised lips. The erection pulsed and throbbed in my mouth. 

Brandon went rigid. His hips bucked and quivered. His hands had my hair like reins again and he was yanking without thought. 

“I’m shooting, I’m fucking shooting, I love you little bro!” 

What the fuck---I thought. 

His tensing was the only warning I had. 

His cock started erupting, flooding my mouth with his cum. I was eager to take his cum, I loved bringing this stud to orgasm. Of course he loved me. He sighed, content and I felt the tension drain from his body. 

I gently began rubbing his balls. They were big, hair baseballs dangling below his baseball bat of a cock. 

Suddenly he rose up on his toes and to my shock I felt the still hard dick pulsate in my little hand. I knew he was cumming again and I started beating him off at full speed. His hand pressed against the back of my head and my face was mushed right up against the hard wall of his body. 

He tensed all over, as if being electrocuted. 

He moaned as more hot cum spurted from his cock. Abruptly, he released my head and I sagged back. He pushed me down until I was even with the trails of cum dripping down his thigh. 

"Lick it," he told me, "every last drop." 

“Yes Brandon!” 

Eagerly, I went to work sucking cum off his massively muscled leg, probing my tongue up and down his thigh like some damn puppy. I would have been humiliated if anyone saw me. How turned on I was by the salty slime of his cum in my mouth. 

“Good job, little bro,” Brandon chuckled. “You made the mess, you clean it up.” 

I felt my own penis quiver and once again it began leaking pre-cum like water seeping from a bad pipe connection. It was so hard! 

Turned on by the taste of cum in my mouth and the feel of his jizz drying on my lips, I rubbed my small hands in worship over Brandon's enormous quads, feeling their power under my fingers. 

They were gigantic mounds of muscle, thick, swollen with strength, bigger than my torso. I flashbacked to some of the outrageous feats of strength I’d seen them perform in the gym. Squatting 500lbs for reps, leg pressing over a thousand. There was a reason big name schools were offering him full ride scholarships. 

I bet drinking his cum is like taking steroids, I thought. 

Even after cumming, Brandon’s cock remained rock hard. Even without touching myself, I felt an orgasm of my own building fast. My prostate flared with heat and desire, begging to be attended to. 

My bitchboy pussy wants to fucked, I realized. 

I’d been so caught up in licking cum from Brandon's leg, I hadn't realised that while on my knees, I’d been pushing my ass back and forward over the heels of my feet, teasing my hungry asshole. 

I didn’t have a lot of sex experience. I’d given two blowjobs in my life. Once in Boy Scouts and once in the car of a guy I met online. He was older, drove a Tesla and had a medium dick. He came fast. 

Brandon didn’t know this, but I was still an ass-virgin. It scared me how badly I wanted this alpha male of a step brother to be the one to fuck me first. 

Not because he’d be gentle, or careful breaking me in. I knew he wouldn’t. Brandon was selfish. If he got his slab of man-meat up my ass he’d go crazy, pounding ‘til he came inside me. That’s what something inside me wanted, badly. I wanted to be used by a straight boy for his pleasure and handled rough while it happened. 

I’m a slut! I thought. 

The idea made me thrill inside. I knew who I was, I knew what my sexuality was. 

As if reading my mind, Brandon reached down and yanked me off the floor. Tucking me under his arm like a puppy in the hands of its master, he threw me on the bed, shoving my head into my pillow. 

His strong hands found my slender hips and jerked my backside up to display my asshole like a bullseye. 

A bullseye for a heat seeking moisture missile! I giggled to myself. 

I felt so giddy it was like I was drunk or something. I was experiencing such joy I wanted to howl happy laughter. 

I swallowed hard to choke out the sound in case Brandon thought I was laughing at him. He was doing whatever he wanted to me and I was letting him. I didn’t want to disappoint him or let him down. 

He said he loved me, I reminded myself. 

I trembled,  feeling nothing for a few seconds other than the straining hardness of my own hard cock and the pounding of my heart. I felt Brandon’s breath on my ass and electric currents of anticipation surged through me. 

Surely he wouldn’t...I thought, not daring to hope. 

“Look at this tight little boy pussy,” he sighed. “I’m going to eat your little boy bitch pussy like you’re my girlfriend, homo.” 

Then it came: the probing wetness of Brandon's tongue, teasing my quivering asshole, tracing around it edges, then inserting itself in quick stabs. 

I was in ecstasy. 

My knees trembled and I realized I was making loud groans of approval. 

I looked up from the pillow and twisted my head so I could see Brandon behind me, the giant, so many times his size, stooping his massive frame over just to tease my asshole before he fucked it. 

Noticing me watching him, Brandon stood up, revealing his most impressive physical attribute. His cock, swaying over a pair of bullish testicles, jutted spearlike from his body. 

I’m living my porno! I thought. 

I suppressed that urge to giggle again in pure joy. There was no doubt Brandon was going to be fucking me. I watched Brandon’s face tighten in concentration as he pushed forward slightly. In the next moment I felt the precum-moistened cock head on my spit-moistened hole. 

“Please, big brother,” I whispered. “Fuck me like your girlfriend!” 

It didn’t matter that Brandon was only my step brother. We were too close now. More than family. When his cock slipped into me we’d be like being, joined. I was glad I was losing my virginity to Brandon. He pushed against my asshole. 

My cock began trembling as if it had a life of its own. 

“Oh, Jesus,” I whispered. 

With just that slight pressure, that feeling of its hugeness on the outside of my boy hole I felt jets of hot cum leave my cock. Quivering at the burning pleasure, my vision darkened around the edges as my orgasm pulsed through my hard little rod. 

Hot ropes of cum splashed my belly and soaked my sheets. 

“Do it!” I begged. 

I pressed my head into the bed, re-arched my back and raised my hole to Brandon. Brandon traced the outer rim of my hole with his cock, indicating his approval. My little dick began stiffening yet again. 

“You’re so fucking hot for dick, aren’t you?” he laughed. “You want this meat inside you so bad you’re shooting your wad before you even get fucked.” He grabbed a fistful of my hair and bent me back. “You’re such a fucking little cock-whore.” 

Brandon spat and I felt hot spit land on my puckered asshole,  Brandon began applying the lube vigorously, first with one finger, then two. His rough fingers slipped in and out of my hole. 

I whined, a needy, high pitched sound, then panted as he finger-fucked his spit into me. After a few moments of this I was clawing at the bed in pleasure. The fingers disappeared and the bulbous head of Brandon's monstrous cock suddenly pressed like a battering ram, against my hole. 

I froze. 

Brandon pushed. 

“Jesus!” I shouted. 

I was being split open! 

“Yeah,” Brandon chuckled in a low voice. “I’ve got a big fucking dick, don’t I?” 

Smack! 

He slapped my ass like a cowboy giving the giddy-up to his horse. 

“You better take this cock, little bro, because I’m not stopping now, you’ve made me too horny!” 

I made him horny! I celebrated in my head. 

Gritting my teeth, I found the strength to take Brandon's cock. After a few seconds, my clamped walls loosened, and the first thick inch found its way inside. I panted like a runner. Another inch slid in. Then another, another, another and another. 

My moan moved closer to a scream. 

I’d never felt anything like this. My prostate, beating like a second heart, sent waves of ecstasy through my body. 

I dared to look back for just a moment and was rewarded with the sight of my giant stud of a big brother, eyes closed in ecstasy, towering over my tiny body. 

Abruptly a quiver of fear stabbed me when I noticed Brandon was less than half way inside my ass. I was filled to bursting and most of Brandon's manhood hadn't even gotten inside my hole yet! 

Don’t let him down! I silently scolded myself. Good cock-whore cumsluts can take the big meat. You can do this! 

Pressing my head back into the bed I grabbed my pillow and pressed the material between my teeth. Brandon’s big, impossibly strong hands, hands that easily palmed a basketball, grabbed me by my narrow little-boy hips. 

Terrified, I tried relaxing my ass. 

“Goddamn,” Brandon groaned. “You got one tight little shit-chute. I’ve never felt a pussy this tight before!” 

Brandon began easing his girthy cock out of me, just for a moment, then he pushed in again, this time going an inch deeper. I suppressed a scream, biting into the pillow. 

“Don’t fight it, bitch,” he warned. “I’m fucking turned on!” 

Brandon repeating the action, pumping in and out of me, struggling to fit more than half of his enormity inside him. His deep moans moved into grunts, sounding more like annoyance than arousal. 

I looked back, meeting Brandon's eyes. 

"I’m tight?" I asked. “You like how your cock feels inside me?” 

Brandon shot me a grin in response. "I think I’ve been too gentle with you, haven’t I?" 

I nodded. "Just fuck me, Brandon. Use me!" 

Brandon reached down, wrapping his huge hand around my neck, and yanked me closer. Holding my gaze, a smiling Brandon pressed more of himself into him, just another thick, girthy inch. 

I gasped as Brandon's fat cock managed to find more hole to fill. I felt him in my stomach. If I wasn't watching every inch push into me I wouldn't believe it was fitting. Brandon grinned. His fingers grasped my neck like an iron slave collar. 

"That’s it, little bro" he praised me. "Is this the best sex you've ever had I?" 

I knew how to answer the straight boy to keep him coming back for more of my ass. 

"Yes big brother," I panted, like a dog. 

My reward was another thick inch of Brandon's manhood. 

"You'll never get fucked as good as this again in your life, will you you?" 

"No big brother…” I moaned the answer. Then added slyly.  “Not unless you decide to fuck me again." 

Another inch pushed in. I made a fist, and pounded the bed like a wrestler conceding a match. 

"Have you ever had a cock like mine in you?" 

"No big brother... definitely not! Nothing even close. Not even half your size." 

I felt like a dog looking for its master's approval, but the more I grovelled, the brighter my pleasure flared. Something made me hold back from telling him I was a virgin. 

Brandon waited for more, tightening his grip on my neck. 

"Thank you so much for fucking me big bro! I don't deserve to have you inside me. You're so generous for allowing me to be your fucktoy." 

I groaned out the last through gritted teeth. I felt like I was being split apart. Brandon was without mercy. He was going balls deep in my ass no matter how much it hurt. 

His hand found my mouth, teasing its edges for a moment before shoving one barbell-calloused finger deep inside. I was hooked like a fish. At the same time his hips drove forward, thrusting the rest of his cock into my asshole. 

“OH MY GOD!” I screamed. 

Only the sound came out as a gargled shriek because of his grip on my mouth. 

I nearly passed out from ecstasy, my moans halted by Brandon's finger. Brandon began pumping in and out and I sucked his finger to the same tempo, gurgling my pleasure through the building of spit. 

I felt another bottom bitch orgasm rushing toward me. Brandon removed his finger from my mouth, shifting his hand back to my neck. Then, with his cock entirely buried in my ass, flipped me. Now on my back, I faced my big brother directly. A flush of pride filled him like Brandon’s cock as I saw the look of almost frenzied pleasure on his face as he fucked me. Sweat glowed down his beautiful muscles. Beautiful was the right word. Brandon was beautiful. I wanted to serve him, give him anything he wanted. 

"Thank you for letting me serve you, big bro," I blurted out. "Fuck that little boy-pussy! Get off!." 

I had no idea where the words came from. It was so much like the porn I watched. It was like a fantasy come to life. It felt incredible and hurt sweetly at the same time. 

I’d found my role, had found the words to say, and the strength to take punishment. Filled up by Brandon's incredible cock, I basked in waves of pride that he was fucking me and I was the one taking this muscled giant. 

Each of Brandon's deep groans cemented this new reality. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Brandon growled over and over. 

His meat stick kept slamming home deep in my ass. It was like a pile driving jackhammer of flesh pounding into me. I felt the slap of his heavy balls as he sank deep, then the sudden hollow as he yanked his cock clear. I was crying from the pain but my own dick was hard to the point of bursting. 

"Oh, oh," I gasped. "I love it. Use me!" 

Brandon responded by burying himself painfully deep in me. I was impaled. The sense of being filled was so complete I was left speechless. Face knotted with fierce concentration, Brandon hooked his arms under me and, with a quick movement, lifted me off the bed. 

Instinctively, I wrapped his legs around his broad back, feeling bulging muscles flow as he adjusted me. Then, holding me close he stared deeply into my eyes. Brandon lifted me inch by inch off his cock. The sensation of being left hollow and empty left me gasping. 

My eyes fluttered into the back of my head and I released a deep groan. Brandon woke me up by jamming the wetness of his tongue deep into my mouth. I immediately surrendered, kissing him as passionately as his girlfriend ever would. 

Brandon again lowered me onto his thick cockhead, teasing my spit lubed hole. He lowered then lifted me, tensing and bulging his arm muscles as he did. He easily held my weight. I was his toy. 

After a few moments of teasing, Brandon lowered me fully onto his cock, forcing my hole open with his thick base. I moaned through gritted teeth as he forced me to again take every single inch into him. 

Pulling his tongue from my mouth, Brandon held my eyes as he fucked me, standing still, only lifting me, his obedient little sub, up and down the length of his monstrous cock. 

As he did, his arm muscles bunched so tightly around my smaller body that I felt swallowed by them. When Brandon lifted, his biceps tensed and pressed into my face hard enough to bruise. I was so overwhelmed by the sensations that I barely noticed that I was again reaching climax. 

As this pressure built, Brandon's face also shifted, the intensity of his pleasure warping his features into masculine bliss. His grunts turned into a steady moan, and his lifts got faster and faster, slamming his entire length into me again and again. 

“Fuck yes,” I sobbed. “Fuck yes! Fuck me Brandon! Fuck that ass!” 

I felt my orgasm ripening, building, and then, suddenly, exploding, painting Brandon's bouncing pecs in my cum. 

“I love you!” I shouted. 

Brandon reached his summit at the same time. 

Jis muscles tensed, veins popping, seemingly bulging with his lust. In one final thrust, Brandon left out a booming groan, and I felt the strength of his orgasm deeply inside me as he shot. 

I felt each wave of his cum, jetting powerfully into my boy-pussy. I flushed with pleasure and power, giddy to have Brandon inside me, and giddier still to feel wave after wave of cum flood my insides. 

When Brandon finished cumming, he slowly lifted me off him, locking eyes as he pulled out each thick inch of his still hard cock. I bit my lip, but avoided showing any pain, knowing that it was a kind of final test. 

When Brandon reached his cock head, he adjusted his hold so he could drop one hand and pull his monster of a cock out of me. He easily manhandled me. Pain, and a little pleasure, rocked me for the last time. 

I heard Brandon's cum drip out of me and splatter on the hardwood floor. 

Brandon placed me, gingerly, back on the bed. 

"Did I do well, Sir?" I ventured. 

The beginning of a smile creased the corner of Brandon's lip. 

"You did just fine," he answered. "Actually, you did really fucking well. No girl has ever taken every inch on their first go. Well done, little bro." 

I blushed with pride. Impossibly, I felt himself stiffen again in reaction to Brandon's praise. Brandon noticed, and took my semi-hard cock in his massive hand, easily covering it. 

"First challenge almost reached," he said, squeezing my tired cock, almost enough to be painful. 

"What's the last part of the challenge, Sir?" 

Brandon's face morphed back into the sternness with which he had punished me earlier. 

"Lick your pathetic manlet cum off my pecs, then get out of my sight." 

I began licking with eager energy, like a puppy. Just then we heard my mother on the stairs. We both began pulling our clothes on in a frenzy. 

“You boys aren’t wrestling up there are you!” mom shouted. 

“No mom,” I yelled back. “Brandon was just showing me how to workout.” 

“Oh. That’s nice. You boys should play together more often.” 

Grinning, Brandon waved his fire hose cock, slick with his cum and my ass, at me. 

“We will,” he told her through the door. “He’s getting really good at putting the effort in!” 

END 
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