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When classes ended near the close of the semester and Matt was heading home for Thanksgiving recess the only thing on his mind was putting his arms around his Chloe Rose. It had been two full months—nine whole weeks—since he'd last felt her touch, smelled her hair...God, tasted her lips. The whole bus ride home, four Greyhound hours across the snowy November Hampshire, then out past the Berkshires, his heart ached; he longed to be with her, share her warm space.

Chloe was in her last year of high school—she'd had to repeat grade eight when she was just twelve. It made her seem so much younger to him even though he was only four years older than her. It was tough to leave her. Go to University and leave her at the dumpy little high school in their home town, while he was off at Cambridge getting on with it, moving ahead. But he was building a life out there, forging his future, and Chloe was a big part of that. She was the most important player on Team Matt. She was the reason he did it all. It was all he wanted from life—to be successful, gainfully employed, make money, but to do it all for his family. His Chloe and their future babies.

Chloe would be moving on by herself soon enough. Didn’t know what she’d be doing yet. She wasn't going to go to school. It wasn’t for her. Next year would be his last and then he'd be free to move on. Free to get on with it. He still didn't know what he was going to do with his life either but he knew he was armed and he knew he had purpose, and he knew he would do it with Chloe.

And there she was: his purpose. Little five-three, ninety-nine pound knockout standing next to her rusted old Ford Focus. She was waiting for him in the gravel parking lot of the rural Highway Café, standing out, looking so out of place in this frigid dump with her thick honey-blonde hair blowing around the collar of her ski jacket.

“There you are, baby,” she called out and she bounced over to him as he threw his bag over his shoulder and held his arms out, dying to wrap them around her. “I missed you so much,” she said into his ear as she jumped into him and he grabbed her, held her so tight to him he thought he might hurt her. He swayed her side-to-side, her high-top sneakers not even touching the icy ground.

“God, it’s been so long,” he said.

“I missed you so much, Matt baby.”

He set her feet down in the snowy gravel and looked deep into her emerald eyes—they were wet with excitement. He knew his were too. She was the most beautiful girl he could imagine. Milky, clear skin, big, sleepy eyes under the longest eyelashes. Her mouth was small but her lips were big, almost swollen, and he bent over her and brushed his against them. Felt them soft and plump and full against his sensitive lips. He sucked her lower lip between his and he bit it gently. She sighed into his open mouth and he smelled and tasted her little kid bubble gum.

“Oh, Chloe,” he said and he ran his hand behind her neck and under her full, thick hair, pulled her lips to press against his and sucked her smooth tongue into his mouth. He held her like that and let his tongue feel her all over, let her remember his taste. His heart felt like it could burst.

“You gotta get me home, baby,” she said.

“You have to go home?” he asked her.

“Your home, Matt, you have to get me to your home. My parents are around.”

“Oh, you mean—”

“Yeah, that's what I mean.” She smiled. “It's been the longest nine weeks of my life. My little lady is aching for it.”

Her dirty talk made his knees buckle. “Let's get going,” he said.

They got in her old Focus—his heart stopped when it wouldn't start on the first two tries but finally she got it going and she worked the manual. He watched her small, perfect hand on the end of the knob as she got them through the gears getting them back to his folks’ place.
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“Ah, shit, will you look at this,” Matt said as they pulled into the driveway of his house. There was a brand new Chevy Silverado parked haphazardly in the long driveway and they had to squeeze past it, almost drive into the piled snow bank, to get around and up to the walkway. It had blacked-out windows, black wheels with big fat tires on it, the body lifted right up off the suspension.

“Wow, whose truck is that?” Chloe asked him, looking up at it through her driver’s side window.

“It’s Moric’s I guess. My stepbrother. I didn’t know he was going to be here already.”

“He’s home for Thanksgiving?”

“Yeah. He doesn't go to school though. He's a welder. Deep sea...down in the Gulf.”

Matt’s mom had left his dad when Matt was eleven. She’d run off with Moric’s dad, Dominik Laszlo. He owned a forklift company and he did pretty well, so Matt spent his teen years in this house. This forty-five-hundred square foot, modern box house with black-painted wood siding set in the centre of a five acre lot. Hidden from the other wealthy neighbours by towering conifers. Dominik was a good stepdad but Matt’s stepbrother Moric was a fucking asshole. He was two years older than Matt, twenty-four now, and he was a bully.

“Come on,” Chloe said, “just get me in your bedroom already,” breaking him away from the stare he had locked on the big, black pickup truck.

“Yeah,” he said, “let’s go.” He held her hand, drew her lips to him with his eyes and kissed her, put Moric right out of his head.

They got out of the Ford and walked up the cedar stairs across the deck to the back of the house. It looked out over a small pond, iced over now, rimmed with pine trees, boughs heavy with snow. Matt looked in through the glass doors, saw that the kitchen was empty.

“Come on, quick,” he said, waving Chloe closer to him.

She hopped next to him, peering over his shoulders into the big, open, modern house.

“Coast clear?” she asked him, breathy and sexy.

“Yeah, let’s go,” he said.

He slid the door open and they slipped in. The house was quiet but they could hear some music upstairs. Something was in the oven, he could see the lights on and it smelled like roasting carrots and beef and something sweet.

He held out his hand behind him for Chloe and she took it. Her hand was tiny in his. His mom was home, she was around here somewhere, but he had business to take care of before his happy homecoming. He had a forty percent boner in his underwear since he’d put his arms around Chloe when he got off the bus.

They stopped at the bottom of the stairs, listening, Chloe looking around, Matt looking up to the top of the white metal, open staircase lined with steel cables.

“Okay,” he said and he led her up the stairs. He saw that his mom had bought new artwork. They paused at the landing looking out over the living room and there was a new painting above the massive stone fireplace. Some modern, abstract mess, must have been ten feet tall.

“Okay,” he whispered, led her up around the landing, up another short flight of stairs then across the polished, bright, birch hallway floor.

The music was coming from Moric’s bedroom, some pounding thunderous double-bass—Pantera or some other hardcore metal nonsense behind his solid wood door. He couldn’t help tip-toeing past. Old habits.

Now they were in the home stretch. If mom was in her bedroom it was down the hall to the right another fifty feet in the wrong direction from his.

“Quick, Chloe, be quiet,” he whispered and they made it to his door and he opened it. They slipped in to his dark bedroom and he closed the door softly behind him.

Chloe was already pulling off her ski jacket, kicking off her sneakers, wanting to be naked. She had bare feet in her shoes.

“You’re not wearing socks?” he said, throwing off his navy peacoat.

She looked down at her bare feet on his wooden bedroom floor and she wriggled her teeny toes, she said, “No.”

“Aren’t you cold? It’s winter—”

“Who cares,” she said and she put her hands crossed over on the hem of her T-shirt and she pulled it up over her head. She had pretty, little B cups and she wasn’t wearing a bra. He watched them jiggle as she struggled to get the shirt over her wild head of hair. Her light pink nipples were full and plump but not hard yet. Her breasts were soft and creamy. He had gone to one hundred percent in his underwear just like that.

She threw her T-shirt on the floor, exasperated by the effort. She stood in front of him naked just wearing a pair of faded, red sweatpants, bare feet, hip cocked, pretty little titties thrust out at him. She blew a lock of hair out of her face with her pouted lips. He would marry her on the spot. Right now, a reverend here in his room, he would take this girl to be his lawfully wedded wife without a second thought.

“Shit, Chloe, I fucking love you,” he said, overwhelmed with his feelings for her.

He watched a smile creep across her face and she said, “I love you too, Matty baby.”

She hopped to him, two little ones, making her titties bounce. She wrapped her long arms around his neck and kissed him. He let his hands explore her smooth back, felt her hair brush the backs of his hands. He felt the diamond shapes of her shoulder blades, tracing them with his fingertips. Chloe was working the buttons of his Oxford now, getting his shirt open. Matt’s hands went down her narrow waist then slipped under the loose waistband of her sweatpants and he felt the soft flesh of her rump through her panties.

“Get this off,” she said, running her hands over his chest underneath his shirt, trying to push it off his shoulders. He pulled his arms out of it, let it fall to the floor while she worked the buckle of his belt. Matt watched her long fingers work, his heart pounding, his cock straining against the fabric of his khaki chinos.

“I’ve missed you so much, baby,” he said to the top of her head.

She looked up at him, ran her palm along the underside of his erection behind the cotton, she said, “I can tell.”

Chloe got on her knees and undid his fly watching her own hands do it, waiting to see him revealed. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his Jockeys and she slowly pulled them down with his pants then peeled them out a bit so his cock could spring up and bounce in front of her.

“There’s my guy,” she said and she smiled. She let his pants fall to the floor and ran her fingertips down his shaft making him groan and buckle. Then her hot mouth went over it, her plump lips making a good seal around his shaft, caressing the sides as she took him deep, all the way. Her mouth was so soft and wet he fell back against the wall and closed his eyes.

“That feels so amazing, Chloe,” he said.

“Mm-hmm,” she hummed as she went up and down him, taking him all the way until her nose was filled with his pubic hair, then right back so her pouted lips came to a point at the very tip of his throbbing cock. Then she plunged back down. Every time she did he trembled and his eyes rolled up in his head. Her hands clenched his buttocks, squeezed them and scratched them while she fucked him with her pretty mouth.

His hands caressed the back of her head, his fingers tangled in her beautiful hair. He said, “Oh, stop, baby, I’m going to come.”

Her mouth came off him, her fingers still stroked the underside of his cock pressing him into his belly. “You don’t want to come in my mouth?” she said, her eyes sultry, her tongue gliding down from his tip to his balls, sucking one of them into her mouth.

“Ah, shit, Chloe,” he said, his head going back and hitting the wall again. “I need to fuck you.”
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Chloe stood up and turned her back to him, took a few steps, swinging her hips, knowing he was watching. She put her thumbs into her waistband and twisted them up in the fabric, lowered her pants, swaying, revealing her perfect, tight ass to him and the V of her bright pink panties. Matt stepped out of his pants, kicked them off, then pulled the socks off with one finger and threw them in the corner.

Chloe climbed up onto his bed, walked across it on all fours, her sweatpants around her knees, her white rump tilted up peeking out from her tight undies. She rolled over onto her back, her knees up, and she pushed her sweats down and kicked them off the bed.

Matt climbed up and between her legs, lowered his lips to her hard, tight belly, kissing her, then running his tongue down and onto her belly button. She put her little feet onto the tops of his thighs, her fingers ran through his hair. Her panties smelled like some sweet candy perfume and he pressed his lips into her mound through the cotton. He heard her moan up above him. His finger hooked into the front of them and he eased them down, his tongue running along in the wake as her skin was being revealed. Then his finger slid in between her folds, felt how wet she was.

He got up on his knees over her, pulled her panties off and she let him, lifting her rump up and twisting, holding her legs together while he slid them down and off. He looked in her eyes, told her how beautiful she looked and she let her legs come apart, hooked a finger into her pouted lips, bit it, watched him as she revealed her most intimate part.

She had a perfect pussy. Soft mound shaved perfectly bare, not a single blemish as if she just never had any hair there. Her little pink labia were bright and tight and neatly folded. Matt went back down, tasted her bare bitter flesh against his tongue, her legs came together around his ears.

“Ah, shit, Matt, oh baby,” she said. He worked his tongue through her, felt her hard button and teased it, pressed it with the tip of his tongue. But he couldn’t take it any more—he rolled and reached for his bedside drawer.

“Oh, shit, Matt, that felt so good,” she moaned, her hands pressing and rubbing between her own legs, her thighs together, clamping and releasing.

Matt got his condom from his drawer, tore it open and then squeezed the condom on, rolled it down his shaft. Chloe was already moving, up on her knees now next to him and she swung a leg over him, straddled his hips, reached behind her and took his latex cock and guided it to her hot wet opening.

She gasped out as she found it, guided his tip in, then sat back on him taking him deep all the way to his balls. She held him in and she rocked her hips on him—not thrusting, just rocking and bucking, grinding her hard button into his pubic bone and feeling him all the way inside her. Matt lay flat and flexed his rump, pushed his cock out as far from his body as it would go, gave her as many inches as he had so she could work on it.

“Mmmm,” she hummed, biting those plump lips, sucking them into her mouth.

“You feel so good, Chloe,” he said, “you feel amazing.”

“Shhhh,” she whispered, her mind elsewhere. She was going to come. Her eyes were closed and Matt never felt better about being used.

“Ahh,” she cried out as she started to orgasm. She rocked quicker, harder, until his penis popped out of her and she sat on it, straight down and it hurt, made him sit up.

“Ah, shit,” he said and she frantically reached back, scrambling to get it back inside her.

“Ow, careful,” he said, still smarting from her banging on it, compressing it.

“Yeah, yeah,” she said and stuffed him inside her urgently. She was careful, swivelling and pushing on him but after a while she stopped. She collapsed next to him. She said, “Shit I lost it. I was so close too.”

“Sorry, baby,” he said.

“That’s okay. We can go again later. I’m just glad you’re back. I haven’t been, you know...I haven’t been touching myself since you’ve been gone.”

“Really?” he said.

“No, it’s been making me a little crazy. Sometimes I get so horny I feel like I might go out of my mind,” she said and she pulled up on the tip of his condom, watched it slip up his shaft.

“I missed my little man,” she said and she curled up next to him, rested her head on his stomach and watched her fingers run up and down him. She traced the edges of his glans with the tip of her long index finger running it in circles around his hole.

“Oh, Chloe,” he said and he rubbed her smooth back.

“Have you been leaving him alone while we’re apart?”

“I wish I could say I was like you but I have to admit I touch him a lot. But I’m thinking of you baby. Guys are different. I have to let it out or it’s possible I could end up murdering somebody.”

“I don't know if we’re that different, baby,” she said. She had her thumb and forefinger on his shaft, gripping him tight, making an OK sign and running it up and over his glans then back down into his pubic hair. “Girls have urges too, you know.”

“Ah, Chloe, ah, I'm going to come.”

“I think we’re just like guys. Sometimes I want it so bad I could scream.” She slowed her stroking, went back to teasing him. “I get some crazy, dirty thoughts sometimes.”

Now she went back to stroking him, going up and down, squishing her circled fingers over the top of his little glans. “Promise me you’ll save it up for me, baby,” she said.

“I won’t be home until Christmas, Chloe.”

“Save it for me, Matt,” she was slipping it around his end now, quick feathery strokes. She was letting him come, she was wanting him to, was wanting to watch it come out of him.

“Whatever you want I’ll do it, baby, just don’t stop, don’t stop—”

“Come for me, Matty, show it to me.”

“Ah, baby,” he buckled, heard her giggling on his stomach while she jerked him now with just her thumb and fingertips, watching it spurt from him.

“That’s it, baby,” she encouraged him, her touch so slippery on his sensitive glans.

“Oh, stop, Chloe,” he said, overwhelmed, too sensitive to be touched but she persisted and he kept spurting, turning his hips and shooting into his bedsheets. She still had a hold of it, gripping it tight in one hand and making circles on his sensitive tip with the palm of her other hand. She kept giggling and tickling, driving him crazy until he brought his knees up and hunched over, drawing his penis back, hiding it from her so she couldn’t get to it. “Ah, oh, stop, stop, baby,” he was laughing too.

“You’re gross,” she said, scrunching her nose up, holding her hands up, his semen in strands between her fingers, running down her wrists. “Look what you did all over my pretty hands.”

He looked over his shoulder at her, face down on the bed. She was sitting naked, one leg folded up under her, the other one up and her forearm resting across it, looking at the mess in her hands. Her dirty blonde hair hung straight down over her perky breasts.

“You’re so juvenile,” he said.

He saw her face fade to blank. She wiped her hands on his back.

“No, I’m not,” she said and she lay next to him, turned her back to him and folded her arms.

He watched her bare back breathe for a moment, then he turned and spooned himself in behind her. He ran a hand along her upper arm, she said, “Don’t.”

“I’m sorry, baby, I didn’t mean it like it sounded. I was playing.”

“Not all of us go to Harvard you know.”

He put his arm around her, rested his chin in the hollow where her neck met her shoulder. “I love you, Chloe. I love you one hundred percent the way you are.”

She put her hand over his and he lay like that with her for a while. They should get up and go say their hellos, his mom must be around somewhere down there. She wouldn’t come in and disturb them. She’d know what they were up to, being apart so long, seeing Chloe’s car in the driveway. He didn’t want to rub it in his mom’s nose though, but he would love to lay with Chloe in his bed until it was time to go back to school next week. He looked around the old room, the place where young Matt had lived. His Che Guevara flag, his original Vampire Weekend poster, back before MTV discovered them. He looked at his old books that he liked when he was a teenager, his trophies, photos of friends tucked into the edge of a mirror.

“What did you do for fun while I was away?”

“Nothing,” she said. “The usual.”

“Hanging out with Chelsea?”

“Yeah, we’ll go hang out on a Friday, Craig’s house, or go down and drink at the ravine.”

“You still do that?”

“Yeah, why?” She turned partly and he saw her troubled profile, her pretty upturned nose and her questioning eyebrow. He kissed her shoulder.

“Let’s go get something to eat. Say hi to my mom.”

“Aw, don’t you want to go again?” she flipped around and smiled at him, ran her fingernails along his chest. Her nails had been turquoise but they were chipped and pulled away from the edges. He took her hand up and looked at it in his own, her long hands and long fingers, leather bracelets and silver rings. He worried about her out late with her friends and some boys in the dark at the ravine. Drinking alcohol. She was a little sweetheart but she was very impressionable.

“Eat first, then we’ll come back up and we’ll take more time.”

“Okay,” she said and she smiled, cuddled up to him. “I didn’t dress like I was gonna see your parents, I just went to get you in what I was hanging out in.”

“You look fine, baby. You look better than fine,” he said and kissed her forehead.
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Matt watched her get dressed. She got out of bed naked and then looked around for her panties. She found them, slipped them on, then got her sweatpants and turned them around and around trying to find a label or seam that she could figure out the back from. She stood in just her hot pink panties, one hip thrust out, her pale globe cut with the hot pink fabric, her little toes scrunched up on the floor. He could have watched this show all night. He lay on his belly and held his head up with his hands, smiling at her. She got it finally, maybe, and she slipped her long legs in them, hiked them up, making her boobies jiggle. Then she found her T-shirt and did the same thing with it, going around and around trying to figure out back from front. It had a big black and white graphic on it but it spread all across the shoulders down both sides, not giving her any clues at all.

“Aren’t you getting dressed?” she said, sliding the T-shirt over her head.

“Yeah,” he said and he lifted himself off the bed, shuffled to his pile of clothes.

“I can just go around in my bare feet, right? I don’t wanna wear my shoes in the house.”

“Yeah, thats fine, baby,” he said, pulling his pants on. “I love your little tootsies.”

She looked down at her feet and then wrapped one arm across herself, grabbing her other elbow, she bit her swollen lip nervously.

“What’s wrong?” he asked her.

“I don’t feel like I’m dressed to meet your mom or dad. Is your stepbrother here? I’ve never even met him...”

“It’s okay, baby,” Matt said and he hugged her. “Mom loves you. I think my stepdad has a crush on you. You’re family. This is how my family dresses around the house. You look good, trust me.”

“You sure? I look like I’m wearing my pyjamas.”

“It’s fine, baby.” He kissed her cheek. “Come on, let’s go say hi, grab a bite. I’m starving.” He buttoned up his shirt but left it untucked and held his bedroom door open for her.

The hall was quiet now, the pounding death-metal turned off. They walked down the hall towards the stairs but Matt felt an air of dread, like something wasn’t right. When they got even with Moric’s room he saw that his bedroom door was open. He could see in there that Moric’s bathroom door was open too, his mirror fogged up from his shower. Chloe was peering into the bedroom as they walked by. Just keep going Chloe, please keep going.

“That Matt?” He heard Moric’s deep voice from the room. He froze, his stomach tightened. Please, no.

“There he is,” Moric said, coming and standing in the door frame, filling it up. He was completely naked, his massively thick uncircumcised cock swinging against his leg halfway to his knee.

Moric was a big kid and now he was twenty-four he’d really bulked up but had lost all his baby fat. He was lean, but he had broad shoulders and a big muscular chest.

He leaned against the door frame and shook his long, wet, black hair out of the way. His eyes went up and down Chloe, a mean smile growing across his face.

“This your girl?”

“Hi,” Chloe said and Matt could see she was blushing.

“Hey, sweetie,” he said, staring into her.

Please, don’t look down, Chloe. “Hey, man,” Matt said, “think you could cover up?” His voice seemed a little higher than it should and he cleared his throat at the end of his question.

“Just a cock, bro,” he said, not taking his eyes off Chloe, “she’s probably seen a hundred of them.”

She giggled, said, “Hey, I have not,” blushing again.

He smiled wide, mean, charming her.

“So you’re Moric?” Chloe said, looking up at his big stepbrother through her eyelashes.

He got off the frame and took a step to her, lazy and cool. Matt could see her looking between his legs, seeing how big he was down there. “Yeah,” he said, “what’s your name?”

“I’m Chloe,” she said, biting her lower lip and then holding her hand out for him nervously.

He took her hand between his thumb and forefinger, all four of her fingers disappearing under his huge thumb. “What are you doing with my stepbrother?”

“C’mon, Moric,” Matt said.

“I don’t know. We’ve been going out for two years.” She was still biting her lip, being bashful. He could see her eyes dart around Moric’s body, taking him in, sneaking another peak at his penis.

“Chloe, don’t look,” Matt said.

“I’m not,” she said, sounding stressed.

“Give her a break, Matty,” Moric said and he stepped back to lean on his door frame.

“Why don’t you seriously just go put some pants on—we’re going downstairs to find mom.”

“Just let her look, crybaby. See, she wants to.” He nodded to her, “It’s okay, Chloe.”

“I’m not looking,” she giggled and she held her hand out to block her view of his penis.

“C’mon, Chloe,” Matt nudged her to move but she stayed put.

“Let her see what a man has between his legs, she’s probably getting tired of your little butter bean.”

“I love his little butter bean,” she said, her hand still blocking the view, her eyes looking up at the ceiling. But she had a smile plastered on her face.

“Chloe, you’re being an idiot. Let’s go,” he said.

“Matt, no, I’m not an idiot,” she said, turning on him, her brow furrowed, her eyes mad.

“Matt, don’t be such an asshole to your girlfriend. You’re embarrassing her. Come here, Chloe,” he said and he held his hand out to her. She looked over her shoulder at Matt, then reached out and took Moric’s hand.

“Sure,” she said, doing it to hurt him.

“That’s it, let’s go into my room and we’ll all catch up. Okay?”

“Yeah, okay, come on, Matt,” she said over her shoulder, Moric’s big muscular hand on the small of her back.

Moric said, “He thinks he’s such a big shot because he goes to Harvard—you noticed that?” It made Chloe laugh.

“I know,” she giggled.

“Come on, guys. Moric, Chloe,” he said, following after them.

Moric led her into his bedroom, looked at Matt, then closed the door in his face, close enough to bump his toes. Matt could hear him laugh on the other side and then the sound of the lock being turned.
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Matt could hear Moric’s low voice in there saying something and laughing. Then he heard Chloe giggling.

He banged on the door three times with his fist, “Hey, fucking open up,” again his voice going higher than he’d like.

Chloe yelped and then he heard her giggling away like she was being tickled.

Matt pounded harder, yelled, “Chloe, open the fucking door!” his voice frantic.

The door opened, Moric standing there, his face angry. He was still naked, his genitals swinging. “Calm down, Sally. Jesus Christ.” He turned and walked away, left the door open for him.

Chloe was sitting on the end of Moric’s bed watching Moric walk naked towards her. She was chewing on her lip. Looking but trying not to look like she was looking. He could see her eyes dartin everywhere but constantly returning to stare at his huge cock. Moric came and sat right next to her, their hips touching.

“Let’s catch up, Matt,” he said.

Matt looked at him, so huge sitting next to his petite girl. He leaned back on the bed, his hands out behind him. His legs were together, his huge cock and balls laying in his lap. His semi-flacid dick stretched across his lap to rest near his hip. Matt walked into the room and went to Moric’s dresser across from the bottom of the bed, sat back against it, facing them.

Every part of him wanted to just take the two steps across the room that would get him close enough to kick him right in the face. Then he’d like to grab his bratty girlfriend by her wrist and drag her out of the room.

Moric had beat the shit out of him about a thousand times. Matt hadn’t got any stronger in the last few years. Moric definitely had. He was more intimidating than ever. Matt chewed his own lip now thinking about trying to kick his stepbrother, having Moric grab his ankle after he missed and throw him to the floor, then lay on him, spit in his face or grab his own arm and make him punch himself. What would Chloe think? How would she like to see her ineffectual boyfriend laying on the floor with his stud stepbrother over him, dominating him? Moric could make him cry. Cry right in front of Chloe. Moric had made him cry a lot.

“So, where do you live?” Chloe asked him.

“All over. I just move around to where the work is. Mostly live out of motels. Pick up a contract and then move on. Usually I live out on a ship or on a platform.”

“What’s that?”

“I weld. Out at sea. Underwater. I go out and live where I’m working. Like on a oil platform.”

“Oh, wow.” She was flirting with him. Not on purpose. She was twisting a lock of hair around her finger, cocking her head, making eye contact.

“I just got here this morning. Drove straight from Baton Rouge—twenty-one hours.”

“You must be so tired,” she said, her eyes wandering.

“Nah. I’m on fire—I was at sea for six weeks straight, twelve hour days, no days off. Cooped up in those tight spaces that long, nothing but a bunch of other dick-swinging dudes—I got money in my pocket and I’m horny as fuck. I just want to get crazy this weekend.”

“Sounds like a terrible way to live,” Matt said.

“Just made fifty grand in six weeks. Not too bad. I’ll take the conditions.”

“Fifty grand?” Matt said, dubious.

“Lots of overtime, danger pay, and we were real far offshore. All that means more—” running his fingers together making the sign for money.

“How dangerous is it?” Chloe asked him, tilting her head, playing with her hair.

“Water and electricity are a bad match. Guys die. Long hours equals mistakes eventually. Hopefully not too big a mistake. You can get the bends. Get pinched in equipment, fall off the platform if it’s windy enough. When you’re so far out from shore you don’t get emergency care. No doctors or nothing to save your life.”

“Wow,” she said again, looking at his big hands.

“So, what do you do, Chloe?”

“I’m still in High School.”

“Damn, you look so grown up. How old are you?”

“I’m eighteen,” she said.

Matt said, “She got left back a year.”

She looked at him, she was unhappy. Even Moric looked at him funny. It was a stupid, unnecessary thing to say.

“How’s school, Matty?”

“Fine.”

“Can’t believe my dad is sending you there. You know how much it costs for him to go to that jerkoff factory?”

“Is it a lot?” Chloe asked.

“What is it, Matty? I think it’s, like, sixty grand a year or something it costs him. Think of that opportunity cost. Think of all the money you could be making right now. You better come outta there a doctor or something. Be a Wall Street billionaire.”

Chloe said, “He doesn’t know what he’s going to do yet.”

Moric laughed, said, “Good old Matty.”

“My grades are excellent.”

“My grades are excellent,” Moric repeated in a mocking nerd voice, then adjusted an imaginary bow-tie.

Chloe laughed.

“There’s a lot I can do when I graduate.” He could see Chloe looking between Moric’s legs. Getting a good look at his freakish cock. Every time Moric would look to Matt he could see her eyes go up and down his body. But now she was frozen on his manhood.

“Chloe. Hey, I can see you looking at it.”

“So? It keeps moving around on its own,” she laughed. “It keeps, like, getting longer, then shrinking up a bit. It’s like there’s something living under his skin.”

“You’ve never seen a foreskin before?” he asked her.

“No, what’s that?”

“Touch it. Touch the tip.” He tilted his hips and his cock slid off his scrotum towards her.

“Chloe, don’t you dare.”

“Go on, Chloe,” Moric urged her.

“Chloe—”

“I’m not. Can I take a picture of it?”

“Sure.”

“It’s just so smooth. It looks like a fat rocket ship. It is the biggest one I have ever seen, by like a lot.” she said and worked her hand into the pocket on her sweats looking for her iPhone.

“Do not take your phone out, Chloe,” Matt said. He tried to sound as stern as he could. She stopped, but he could see she was still holding on to it in her pocket. She wasn’t giving up.

“Does Matty have a little one?” Moric asked her.

She smiled, looked to Matt.

“That’s why his mom left his dad.”

“Your dad has a big one too?” she said.

“Chloe,” Matt tried to get her attention—this was getting out of control.

“What? Is that true?” she asked Moric.

“That’s what my dad says. Yeah, his mom said his dad had a baby carrot down there,” he said leaning into her and making her giggle.

“Fuck you both,” Matt said. He got off the dresser and left the room. He felt strong at first, buoyed by his anger, but by the time he made it to the door his stomach started to tremble and he felt like he could burst into tears. It was too late to stop, change his mind and turn around. He felt his eyes tear up a little, swell. What if she didn’t follow? What if she stayed in his brother’s bedroom? If he turned right now and told her to follow him, tried to act strong, he knew he’d lose it. His voice would crack, the tears would come and Moric would laugh at him.

“Matty, hey, Matty,” Chloe was behind him, coming after him. He could hear her soft, bare feet on the polished wood floor.

He didn’t know what he would do if she had stayed.
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Matt ran into his room and threw himself onto his bed. He lay on his stomach, folded his hands under his chin and tried not to cry. Chloe was right behind him, coming in and closing the door.

“Matt, come on. Calm down. We were just playing around.”

“Could you make a bigger deal of his cock?”

“What? Matt...”

“What, he has a big, dreamy cock?”

“Well, yeah, I’ve never seen one like that, I was just curious.”

“Mine is the only one you should ever look at,” he said, hating the sound of his own weak and whiny voice.

“Matt I love yours,” she said and he felt her hand rubbing his back, her knee up on the bed next to him.

“Why the fuck would you want a picture of it? What the fuck is wrong with you? What would you do with that?”

“Nothing. I’d just show my friends.”

He rolled over, looked her in the eye. “That’s sick, Chloe. I can’t believe you would even, like, acknowledge his dick to me.”

“If I had a sister with big tits and you saw them and said she had big tits, I’d, like, say, Yeah, she does have big tits.” She grabbed her bare breasts through her T-shirt, “But you still love my little titties don’t you? Well, your stepbrother has a pretty huge cock.” She lifted her big, baggy T-shirt up and put it over his head like a tent. He was face to face with her pretty breasts over his face. She worked her chin through the neck hole and now they were eye to eye, both in there together.

“Breasts and penises are not the same, Chloe,” he said.

“Matty, don’t be mad, I love your little penis.”

“It’s not little.”

“No, it’s not. It’s perfect. And it’s my favourite penis in the whole wide world, baby.”

“Do you have rankings? Who has your second favourite penis?”

She kissed him to shut him up.

He was still mad though. Still mad that she was so unashamed to be sexual with another man. To not think that what she’d done was a big deal.

“Please tell me you understand why I’m mad at you, Chloe.”

“I don’t, Matt.”

“How can you not see this?”

“See what? I love you, Matt. You’re my guy for sure. Doesn’t mean that his dick was small and boring. He had a big dick. So what?”

He was incredulous. “You were going to touch it.”

“So? So what if I touched it. Do you think I’d stop loving you when my fingers made contact with his skin?”

“What if I stopped loving you when they did?”

“You wouldn’t. Matt, you’re being dramatic, baby. Stop being the Taliban, or whatever they’re called. If I touch a dick it doesn’t change our relationship.”

He looked up into her beautiful green eyes over his. He felt sick. “You make it sound like you might have touched one.”

She didn’t answer him, just kept looking into him.

“Chloe?”

“Now I’m afraid to talk to you cause you’re gonna overreact.”

“Chloe, what the fuck? Did you touch some guy’s dick?”

“Just one.”

“One? The proper answer is zero, Chloe. What are you telling me?” He sat up, lifting her with him, and struggled to pull himself out from under her shirt. She was straddling his hips and she was trying to hug him, hold him to her.

“Chloe, let me go.”

She threw herself onto her back on the bed next to him, looked away. Matt leaned on an elbow, loomed over her. She looked up at the ceiling, turned her head, rolled her eyes. He sat up.

“Chloe, what are you telling me?” Matt grabbed her tiny wrists and pulled her up to face him. Her head lolled on her neck, avoiding eye contact. “Chloe?”

“It was honestly nothing.”

He shook her shoulders, trying to get her full attention. “What did you do, Chloe?”

“I gave Craig a handjob.”

“What? Craig—your friend Craig?”

“Matt, it was nothing. We didn’t have sex. He didn’t touch me at all. I just helped him out.”

“Nothing? Chloe, you jerked off another guy?”

“It’s not that big a deal, Matt, maybe cause you’re older—”

“Older—I’m only four years older—”

“Yeah. Exactly. I don’t know. It’s really nothing. It doesn’t mean anything.”

He looked down at her, his heart breaking. “How did it happen?”

“He asked me to.”

“That’s all it took?”

“He’s been my friend forever. He’s hard up right now. He hasn’t had a girlfriend in a long time.”

“So he asked you to jerk him off and you did?”

“We didn’t have sex, Matt. I kept my clothes on the whole time. Like I said, he didn’t even touch me.”

“You made him come?”

“Yeah.”

He rubbed the heel of his hand hard into his eye sockets, wishing he could start this whole day over again. “Holy shit, Chloe. He came in your hand?”

“No, I jerked it into his chest, Matt.”

“Oh, my God.” He let her go, he was reeling. He put both his palms up over his forehead. “Did he have a big one too?”

“It’s pretty big. Not like Moric’s though. That was huge.”

“And you watched it in your hand? You watched it come out of him?”

“I guess I did.”

“And you don’t see that makes me mad?”

“Maybe you just don’t really know how I feel about you. It doesn’t mean anything because I love you so much.”

This was just unbelievable. She was incapable of grasping the enormity of her action. She couldn’t see how much of a violation that was, how deeply it hurt him.

“Did you get turned on?” he asked her.

She thought a moment, reluctant to answer. She looked around his room, twisting her lips up, biting the inside of her mouth. “Maybe a little, but I didn’t want to. And I didn’t do anything about it.”

“Jesus, Christ, Chloe,” he rubbed his eyes again, digging his fingers in and pressing into them. “How many other guys have you jerked off while I was at school?”

“None, Matt, just Craig that one and only time.”

“That’s not nothing, Chloe, that hurts me.”

“It shouldn’t.”

“So you think I should let you touch Moric’s cock? Is that it?”

“If I did it doesn’t change anything about how I feel about you. It’s just his dick.”

“I can’t believe I’m hearing this. You’re not making any sense.”

“Yes, I am, Einstein. I’m making a whole lotta sense, you’re just not listening.”
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Dinner was uncomfortable to say the least. It was great to be home, to see his mom and to see Dominic, but seeing Chloe move around the familiar spaces so close to Moric made his skin crawl.

Mom's eyes teared up when she saw him come down to the kitchen. She tried not to, tried to hold back, but that just made it worse. Her face screwed up, went red, and when he smiled at her she burst into tears. Dominic was there and he put his big hand on her back, said, “Come now, Karen.”

“I know, I know,” she said.

“Good to see you, kid,” Dominic said, hugging him with one wide-wristed arm, barbecue tongs in the other hand.

His mom acted like she was excited to see Chloe. She gave her a big, warm hug and asked her how she’d been. She was a little concerned that Chloe was so young and that she could seem a little aimless sometimes. But those were the things that he'd fallen in love with her for.

When Moric came down Chloe got self-conscious and shy, and watching her act like a little girl around him made Matt sick to his stomach.

Dominic told her to stay for dinner and he spent most of the time out on the deck over his barbecue. He was wearing Umbro shorts and Adidas sandals on his big thick feet despite the snow on the ground.

Matt and Chloe hung out with his mom and she wanted to know everything about how school was going. Moric lurked in the lounge area on the other side of the marble island. He’d chime in with helpful things like pointing out that Matt didn't have any plans yet for when he graduated in six months.

“Leave him alone, Moric,” his mom said.

Moric laughed but it didn't stop him. She always thought that it was good-natured, Matt never told her how scared he used to be. Never told her the mean things Moric had done to him. The time Moric shoved him down the stairs and he broke his arm—he told his mom he fell because he was wearing socks. She bought him these dumb slippers with a grippy, ugly sole and she made him wear them for a year until he threw them out. He never wanted to make it hard for her. It wasn't an easy time when she left his dad and brought him to live with another family.

They talked about other things too—the new artwork she’d bought, who all was coming for Thanksgiving dinner tomorrow. Chloe got herself an invite of course.

Moric was coming around and hovering over Chloe when she would get up and do things to help his mom make dinner. He was doing it on purpose. Moric was around six-four and he dwarfed his tiny Chloe. He would come right up in her space, trap her against the counter. She barely came up to his chest and Matt was worried that he might be rubbing his big bulge against Chloe's back. Chloe would try and ignore Moric, but she was smiling, and then he would persist and it would finally make her giggle. His mom pretended not to notice.

When dinner was ready and they all sat at the table, Moric and Dominic brought the food in on platters and served them. He felt so small, and Chloe and his mom looked so small, next to these two big Hungarian men. Moric served up the meat and when he got to Chloe he put an entire fat sausage on her plate.

He said, “That’s a big Hungarian sausage. Is that too much for you?”

“Yes,” Chloe giggled.

“You couldn’t take all that?”

“No,” she giggled again.

Matt saw his mom watching. Saw that she didn’t like it. He thought about his mom and Dominic. Wondered if what he’d said was true. Had his mom left his dad because he had a small penis? He never thought of his mom as sexual. But she was probably taking her own big Hungarian sausage, wasn’t she? When she was intimate with his stepdad, did she get aroused by the size of his big organ. Did the size of a man turn his own mother on? Fucking gross.

And what of his own little slut? His precious Chloe and her poor impulse control or her low threshold of decency. He pictured her little hand wrapped around Craig’s apparently quite big cock. Her watching her own hand stroke him until he squirted his load on his chest. What did Craig think of Chloe? Was he really her friend? Did he laugh behind her back and high-five his buddies for tricking his little gullible girlfriend? Or had things changed that much since he was in school—did girls give out handjobs like they meant nothing? Like the new backrub. And when she did it was it like she was with Matt in the bedroom this afternoon? Did she tease Craig, tickle his tip, run her fingers over it or did she just grip it and jerk until he went off? He felt his eyes swell again and he had to blow his nose into his napkin.
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After dinner was done and he and Chloe helped do the dishes he took her down to the Rec room in the basement to play Xbox. Dominic had a whole setup down there. When Matt was at home this had been his favourite place in the house. Sixty-inch plasma, home theatre sound system, leather couches. The entertainment section backed into a huge open square with a full size oak pool table. Past that there was a home gym and a sauna and a hot tub.

Matt stuck with the Xbox. That’s where he was now. Balls deep in Call Of Duty, Chloe sitting next to him on the couch staring into the side of his head clutching a big pillow over her tummy. She knew he was mad and he thought it might be getting to her finally. Good. He was going to drag this one out. Make her suffer.

“Matty—”

He shushed her. He furrowed his face, focussed on fucking up some bad guys, let her see that he wasn’t in the mood.

He heard her whisper, “Whatever,” and she got up, and she walked around the room. He heard her behind him, her bare feet on the parquet square where the pool table was.

She started knocking balls around. Just flicking them with her wrist, cracking them off one another, trying to knock them into the pockets from a foot away.

He couldn’t concentrate.

“Chloe? You mind?” he said.

“What, Matt? Can’t I do anything right?”

He paused his game, looked over his shoulder at her. She was standing next to the pool table. She looked so small next to it, so small in her big T-shirt. Her face was troubled, sad, her little chin dimpled and trembling. His heart went out to her and he felt instantly bad for trying to be mean to her.

“Sorry, baby,” he said. “I love you.”

“Do you?” She meant it, her face brightened.

“Of course I do.”

“You mean it?”

“I do.”

“You still mad at me?”

“Oh, yeah. No, I’m still mad at you.” He turned and un-paused, brought out the M4 and started blasting. “But I love the fuck out of you,” he said to the screen.

Chloe kept banging balls around but he could tell she was trying to be quiet. It didn’t bother him anyway now that some of the tension had been eased out. He was mad as fuck, but there was no way he would let her go. She was his world. They would work this out.

“There she is.” Moric’s deep voice coming down the circular stairs to the basement. The tension just ratcheted up tenfold past where it was. He could literally feel his scrotum tighten up in his underwear, his testicles retreat into his body. His stomach tightened, his face clenched.

“Hi,” Chloe said, her voice so cute and high.

He could hear them behind him. They were whispering. He could hear a pool cue being drawn off the rack.

“Don’t worry, I’ll show you,” Moric said.

Matt’s fingers felt slippery on the buttons. He thought Moric was going to go out tonight, try to get laid. If he knew he was going to hang around he would have hidden with Chloe up in his bedroom.

“Matty, is it okay if Moric teaches me to play pool?”

Fucking Chloe. She should know the answer. She should fucking know the answer is, No, it’s not okay for you to learn to play pool with my hung stepbrother. She shouldn’t have to ask. What was wrong with her?

“I don’t care,” he said.

He could hear them whispering again. He wanted to pause his game and turn around but he would not give them the satisfaction. He heard Chloe giggle and it was killing him. He found that if he looked a little to his left he could see their reflection in a framed and signed print of Boris Becker playing tennis. Dominic’s idol. As long as they were down at the one end he could see what they were doing. They were hitting balls, he knew that. Moric was giving her instructions, and she was making exasperated sounds like she was missing her shots. He was telling her she was looking fine. He saw in the reflection his little Chloe getting swallowed up by Moric as he hovered over her, hand over hand on the pool cue, guiding her shot. It looked like he was fucking her from behind.

His hands trembled and a sweat broke out over his lip. This was too much. What had become of his little Chloe?

“How’s it going, Chloe?” he said, his voice cracking.

“She’s doing great, bro. She’s got a good grip on my cue back here. She’s got the lightest touch,” Moric said. Chloe laughed.

Then Moric did something and she yelped and cackled, said, “Don’t.”

Moric laughed then too. He said, “Hey, Matt, is it okay with you that Chloe has both her hands all up and down my cue?”

“I don’t care.”

“I don’t care,” he said again, mocking Matt.

“He does care,” Chloe whispered.

“No, I fucking don’t care. She gives out free handjobs at school, so you know, what the fuck, right?”

“Matt!”

Moric laughed.

“Matt. Fuck off. That’s private,” Chloe hissed at him.

Moric said, “Are you serious?”

“No! I fucking do not. God, Matt, you’re such an asshole. I gave one to a friend last week. He’s been my friend forever. He hadn’t been with a girl in, like, I don’t know—a long time. It was no big deal. I told that to Matt in private.”

“You and I have been friends for a while now.”

“A couple hours at least,” she said.

“That’s all it takes. Just ask her for one,” Matt said, so mad that he didn’t care that the words were coming out of his mouth.

Moric said, “Chloe, I’ve been at sea for six weeks with nothing but sweaty, hairy men. You are the fucking hottest thing I’ve seen in I don’t know how long. Would you please give me a handjob?”
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There was nothing but silence behind him. He should have heard something—like an emphatic, No, maybe a giggle, maybe a, Hey, get out of here. Or at least a nervous laugh. Laughing away his joke. Even though he knew Moric was not joking. He paused his game, looked over his shoulder, over the back of the couch again. Moric had his big hands on Chloe’s hips and he lifted her and sat her on the pool table. Chloe was smiling.

“Chloe, what are you doing?”

“Nothing, he just lifted me up here,” she said, pulling a lock of her hair across her lips and then biting it.

Moric pushed her legs apart and moved in between them. She let him, her hands moving to touch his hips.

“Moric, don’t,” Matt said.

Chloe said, “Put your hand on my tummy,” and she put her little fingers around his wrist and brought his spread out palm onto her tight middle. “Look how big his hand is, Matty.”

Moric’s hand spread right across her stomach, the palm pressed over her belly button, his fingers spreading up to her breasts and curling over her ribs.

“You’re so tiny,” he said.

“You’re so big,” she said, looking into his eyes and biting her lower lip.

Moric unbuttoned his jeans, and Chloe watched him.

“Chloe, get off there,” Matt said. He could hear Moric unzipping his fly. He moved around the couch, made his way to the pool table. Moric took out his flaccid cock and dropped it on the edge of the pool table between Chloe’s legs.

“What are you doing?” Matt’s voice came out high and anxious.

“Relax, Matty,” Moric said.

She peeked over her shoulder at Matt, hiding herself in her mane of hair. Her eyes twinkled.

“Put out your hand. Lay it flat on your thigh.”

“No,” she giggled.

Moric took her skinny wrist and pulled her arm so her hand lay flat, palm up on her thigh. He held her wrist in place, his fingers wrapping right around it. Chloe looked up and away, into the ceiling. She contorted her face, like a little kid waiting to get a needle in the doctor’s office.

“She’s my girlfriend, Moric, please—”

“It’s okay, Matty, she’s just curious. Let her feel it.”

He took his penis with his other hand and lifted it up, let it drop heavily into his Chloe’s tiny hand. She scrunched up her nose, giggled, and he saw her fingers go around it, feeling it.

“Wow,” she said, “it’s so big but so soft.”

Moric let her wrist go, said, “Go on take a look at it in your hand.”

Chloe looked down, her smile went away and she sucked her lip into her mouth. She started to stroke it a little bit, Moric’s big rubbery thing bending and squirming.

“It’s so weird. It’s like a monster’s dick. I’ve never seen one like this.”

“You think it’s scary?”

“No, it’s just so smooth and there’s, like, no head on it.”

“It’s in there. Underneath.”

“Why is the hole on the side?” she asked him. His foreskin opening was off to the side of his head.

“It’ll straighten out once you make it harder.”

“You think I’m going to make it harder for you?” she said smiling again.

“You already are.”

Matt said, “Hey, Chloe, let’s go up to my room.”

Moric snapped his fingers, pointed at Matt, said, “Give her a minute, bro.”

Chloe sat up straight, leaned forward and her other hand went between his legs and Matt could see her pulling his balls out of his underwear. She watched both her hands working him over, rubbing, tugging, squeezing and stretching.

“Chloe...” Matt’s voice was a dry crackle. “Chloe, please—”

“Why don't you bring yours over, she can see them together? She can maybe give us both a handjob,” Moric said.

Chloe said, “I’m not giving you a handjob.”

“Yes, you are.”

She kept smiling, her shoulders shaking from a silent chuckle. She watched his big, ugly, brown thing flop around in her little grip. “I just want to see it hard, okay, Matt?”

“Chloe, don’t...” He rubbed his face, buried it in his palms. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Couldn’t believe she was like this. He was powerless to stop them and it didn’t seem like they were going to stop on their own.

“Pull my foreskin back so you can see the tip,” Moric told her.

She did, retracted it and looked at his small pink glans emerging from the dark brown sleeve. She stroked him until he was hard while Matt stood and watched. His cock wasn’t very long, but it was so thick it didn’t look real. It was smooth and dark, thick skinned, not the trace of a vein.

“Look how hard you made it,” Moric said.

“Your cock is way too thick,” she said. Her fingers couldn’t come anywhere near touching around the middle of his fat cock. “Look at this Matt, I can’t even get my hand around it, even if I squeeze real hard.”

Gosh, that’s great Chloe.

“Does it feel nice to have a man’s cock in your hand?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to make me come?”

“Yes.”

“Chloe, please stop...”

“Can I show you something?” Moric asked her.

“Sure.”

Moric leaned forward, into her, and Matt thought he was going to kiss her, but instead his hands went up her sides then back down, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her sweats and her panties. He tugged them down, forcing them to scratch down her buttocks and underneath her where she was sitting. “Ow,” she said, and she lifted her butt up, holding herself up with her hands spread out on the green felt. “What are you doing?”

“I want you to see something,” he said as he got them pulled off her rump and started sliding them down her thighs. Chloe held her legs out for him, let him do it but she kept them together, her skinny knees clamped tight.

She lay back on the pool table just wearing her T-shirt now, and she put the lock of hair back in her mouth and looked up at Moric.

“What did you want to show me?”

Moric put his thumbs in between her knees and he forced her legs apart, exposing her shaved little pussy to him.
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Moric’s big hands slid down the outside of her pale thighs, hooked her where they met her hip and he slid her down the pool table towards him until her shaved mound was at the edge of the pool table. She lay back, still watching, her beautiful hair fanned out on the pool table.

“Don’t you dare, Moric,” Matt said.

“Easy, bro. Watch.”

Moric grabbed his Chloe’s ankles and lifted her feet up to rest on the edge of the pool table. Matt was dying, being killed by her lack of resistance. Chloe’s little feet flexed, braced on the bumper edge of the table, her teeny toes pulled back. Moric pushed her knees out a bit more. He was looking down over Matt’s precious girlfriend, her bare beaver exposed to him, her pretty legs and feet pulled up, open and accepting. Moric pushed his jeans down and stepped out of them, then got back to the edge of the table. He took his hard cock and laid it across Chloe’s belly, in between her legs, laying over her mound, the tip of it coming up almost to her belly button. He lifted the bottom of her shirt up, baring her tight white belly.

“Oh, my God,” she said. “That thing is so huge.” Chloe pet the top of his big manhood, rubbing his glans through the heavy foreskin. “You couldn’t get that inside me,” she whispered.

Moric brought his hips back until the tip of his penis slid through the crease of her mound, he gripped it in the middle then stroked it up and down her bright pink folds, Matt could see they were engorged, accepting.

“Uh-oh, Matty, your little girlfriend is so wet.”

“No, don’t put it in me,” she said.

“Don’t, Moric. Please,” Matt said.

“Just the tip,” he said, and he eased himself into her folds, the end of his cock squashing her, piercing her, and pushing her wide.

“Oh, ow,” she said, “okay, just the tip. Okay Matty?”

“No, not okay. No way.” He came right up to the edge of the table, he could see his step-brother’s fat cock pushing into his little girl. “Moric, fucking don’t.”

“She just wants the tip, bro, ungh,” he said sliding in a little deeper.

“Chloe, he doesn’t even have a condom on.”

“I know,” she said.

Moric took Chloe’s leg, pushed it back and she drew the knee up to her chest. Moric pressed her leg into her, his big hand spreading across the back of her thigh. She was split wide for him now. The narrowest part of his cock already inside her.

“Moric, you don’t have her permission...”

“She didn’t say no, Matty.”

Matt said, “Chloe?”

But she didn’t say anything, she looked at Matt, her eyes pleading. She just wanted this to happen. She wanted to feel his huge cock. She wanted Matt to be okay with it. She wouldn’t take her eyes off him. She was waiting to hear that it was okay. She was waiting for permission. But she wasn’t stopping Moric. And Moric wasn’t stopping on his own. Moric was going to fuck her. Maybe even if she said no.

“Stop, Moric, I’m serious.” His voice had got high again.

Moric said, “Why don’t you go cry to your mother. Moric is fucking my girlfriend, Mom, come help me. She’d probably be on Chloe’s side, let her get a real sausage for once.”

“Aren’t you going to stop him, baby? He’s going to hurt me with that thing.” She said it in a breathy, sexy sort of Chloe voice. Chloe when she was horny, Chloe when she would play with him, let her know she wanted him.

He looked at this nightmare scene: his baby girl on her back without her pants, looking up at him, an exigent cock nesting in her bright pink folds, his muscular, two-hundred pound beast of a stepbrother ready to plunge it inside her regardless of what he said.

He knew he couldn’t stop Moric, he knew he wasn’t able, and Chloe wasn’t trying to stop him. What if he tried and he couldn't and she saw that? How would that look? Moric shoving him with his cock still buried in Chloe and him falling on his ass. Getting up and getting knocked down again. He couldn’t stop Moric. And he would look foolish trying. If Chloe wanted it—she wasn’t struggling at all—then just let it happen. You know? Just let her see what it feels like since she’s so fucking curious. Let her enjoy it. It’d be better than the emasculating humiliation of trying to be the big man and failing in front of her. Moric and Chloe fucking anyway and him sitting on the basement floor with a black eye. Have her see him so ineffectual. He could just pretend he wanted it for her. It would be better. At least she would have a little respect for him.

“Just do it.”

“Really, baby?” she said, sounding excited.

“Fine. You want him to fuck you?”

She screwed up her mouth and shrugged.

“Fine,” he said again.

“You wanna watch us, baby?”

“Yeah.”

Moric slid himself in deeper, getting to his thickest girth in the middle.

“Oh, ew, oh stop,” Chloe said and she squinted, her face turning to a snarl. “Back up,” she told him.

Moric slid out and Matt could see his shaft shining from her insides, then he plunged in deeper and she yelped out.

“Moric, don’t, you’re hurting her.”

“Shut up, Matt. It’ll get easier, I just have to get it coated,” he said. He worked it in and out of her, making his shaft wet from her. She started to get into it, the pained face moving somewhere more towards pleasure.

“Oh, God, Matty, he’s so big.”

“Was it worth it?”

“Oh, ah, worth what?”

“Breaking my heart, Chloe.”

“Aw, come on, Matt. Fuck, you said I could.” She looked mad, her brow furrowed but her eyes closed, her mind elsewhere, thinking about this huge thing trying to force its way inside her.

“Never mind,” he said. She was in the wrong. He knew she was, but he could hear himself being an asshole now. Leveraging her emotions when it was already too late.

“He’s such a fucking turd in a punch bowl.”

That made Chloe laugh.

“Just watch or run get some lube, stop trying to wreck it. We’re just going to have a little fun.”

He shook his head, leaned on the table and watched his Chloe.

He still hadn’t got it going, still having trouble getting comfortable, she was still clenched up on him.

“Matt, your girlfriend is so tight. God, eighteen-year-olds.”

“I know.”

“You know, but you’ve never stretched it like this.”

“Matt feels good, Moric,” she said.

“Who feels better?” he asked her.

She laughed, said, “Right now, Matt feels better, yours is painful.”

Matt liked that, felt good she’d said it. “Thanks,Chloe.”

“Sure, baby.”

Moric gently thrust into her but Matt could see he was just mashing her mound and pushing her body, he wasn’t getting any deeper inside her.

Chloe started rocking her hips against him, she sucked her lips in, closing her eyes, concentrating on getting him inside her, tilting to meet him, rocking to swallow him. Then it happened, he got it coated with her wetness, maybe he’d leaked inside her too, but suddenly it was sinking in deeper with each thrust. Her mouth came apart, her lips forming a pouted circle.

“Oh, God, Matt, Oh God, he’s so fucking thick.”

“Who feels better now?” Moric growled at her.

“You’re, ungh, ow, too thick,” she said, face twisting, her hands had gone over her chest and now they were crossed over her, long fingers playing over her own nipples under the fabric of her T-shirt.

Moric pulled her up to sit by her shirt, and she watched him, wondering what he wanted. He pulled the T-shirt up over her head and she lifted her arms straight up so he could get it off. Moric whispered in her ear and she giggled. She looked between her legs, his wide manhood wedged inside her, and she nodded.

Moric pulled himself out of her and his cock fell out and swung between his legs, he helped Chloe off the pool table.
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Moric lifted his T-shirt off and threw it on to the floor. Matt watched Chloe’s bare legs under her big shirt flex as she got to her tip-toes and started kissing Moric’s chest. He could hear her smacking noises as she kissed and sucked him, getting lower.

“Oh, no, Chloe.”

She kissed his stomach, her hands scratched at the muscles there, ran down to his hips. She kissed lower and lower. It was so obvious what was going to happen. He couldn’t let it happen could he?

“Chloe, baby, please—”

Moric frowned at him, waved him away with the back of his hand while Chloe kissed his stomach, kneeling in front of him, her tongue working lower and lower.

Chloe got her mouth under his manhood, she was sucking on his dangling balls. His cock had got draped over her shoulder, so dark brown against her milky skin, it looked as thick as her arm.

She got on her knees and folded her feet up underneath her, one crossing over the sole of the other. Matt moved around so he could watch. She was stroking him, her hand spread wide by his girth, forming a C. When she stroked Matt he knew she could touch her forefinger to the middle of her thumb.

The pot light was right above them, showing off every dirty detail of his girlfriend about to try and go down on his stepbrother’s enormous cock. His mouth had gone completely dry and he scratched at his neck nervously. But there was something else and it puzzled him. It was arousing him. He was fraught with the anticipation of seeing his girlfriend’s plump little mouth try and get around that manhood. He wanted to watch her do it.

Moric’s cock was hard, the end half a little shiny from being inside her, his foreskin completely covered the tip and Chloe stared at it, unsure of it. She kissed the tip like she would kiss her grandmother. Just a little peck.

“Go on, Chloe,” Matt said. Surprised he said it.

She looked over her shoulder at him, frowned, said, “I am.”

Moric reached down and tangled his big hand in the back of her hair. Chloe turned and she put her lips around it let Moric push it into her mouth, spreading her swollen lips wide. It was a third of the way in before she squinted, gagged. The skin on Moric’s cock bunched up around her mouth. He was too wide for her. Chloe put both her hands on it, gripped it tightly, and stroked it. She bobbed on him a little, sucking on him.

“Oh, that's it,” Moric said.

Her hands came up, got her grip wet from her spit on him and she took her mouth off, watched her hands work up and down his shaft getting him slippery from the tip to the base. She pulled his foreskin back, getting used to it now, exposing his bright pink, shiny glans. She flicked at it with the tip of her little tongue.

“Suck on it,” Moric growled.

Chloe pouted her lips then pressed onto his exposed glans, let it slowly sink past them, push them apart.

“Shit, Matt, your girl is something else.”

He had to agree. He felt himself getting hard in his pants. He couldn’t believe this was turning him on so much.

Chloe stroked him, her hands twisting on it, her head bobbed up and down, her lips forming a tight seal around the end of his cock as she sucked on it. She was getting into it now. Putting on a show for them. She would take it out and tap it on her tongue, plunge back on it, she would stroke him looking into his eyes, then take it and rub it across her cheeks. She was doing a good job for Moric. He didn’t have to make her do anything or tell her to try something. She knew what to do.

“Look at this beautiful cock,” she said, stroking him again, watching his pink tip wink at her from under his dark foreskin while she did. She spit on him, launching a stream that landed along the top of it. She stroked it lightly, twisting on it, her bottom lip connected to his glans with a shining thread of spittle.

Moric hoisted her up suddenly and she yelped, then laughed. He carried her past Matt, told him to look out. He took Chloe then and laid her on her stomach, draped over the back of the couch, her little rump turned up to them both. Moric slapped her hard across her round cheeks and it made her jiggle. She laughed.

“Look at that ass, Matty.”

She looked so small like that next to Moric. She was bent over, just her ass and legs visible to him, her knees bent slightly. He could see her shiny girl parts exposed to them. Her pink folds were dark and full, engorged, damp with excitement. Moric put his palms over her rump, his hands so huge on his baby girl that his little fingers rested on the couch. His thumbs dug into her and peeled her back, stretching her skin out, lifting her labia up to him and opening them. He hovered over her, dropped a string of spit into her crack and let it roll down and through her sex. He let her cheeks go, let them drop and bounce then spanked her again, hard now on the other cheek. She laughed out again, her little giggle hidden behind the couch.

Moric rubbed the tip of his cock up and down her lips. She was shining from his spit and her own wetness, Moric’s cock glistened in the pot lights from Chloe’s coating. They were both wet and slippery as could be. He was going to sink that thing in his Chloe now. She was going to take every thick inch of it and Matt wanted to see it. Wanted to hear her cry out as he got deeper and deeper.
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Moric got his tip at her tiny entrance and he pressed it down with his thumb, forced it to part her hot pink insides and he sunk it slowly into her. She made a noise. A gasp, on the other side of the couch. Matt watched it slowly disappear into her, push her apart, get hung up on her tightness, then the foreskin retract as his slippery glans probed into her. Then the shaft started to make its way, the spit-glistened skin squeaking past her stretched out membranes. He was getting deep inside her now, she was accepting him, both of them so slippery his massive girth couldn’t be stopped.

“Oh, ow, oh shit, oh Moric,” she gasped.

Chloe’s legs were together, one crossed over the other, a foot draped over the other ankle, her toes holding them up off the floor. Moric’s legs were spread on either side of her, his tool forcing her apart, his balls hanging down.

“Fuck, Matt, God, his cock is so big.”

Moric dove deeper and deeper inside her. His cock wasn’t terribly long just massively thick and soon he had it buried all the way inside her until his pubic hair was hiding her little rosebud anus. He could see Chloe's hands grab up fistfuls of the leather seat of the couch. She groaned, a high gravelly sound that turned to her voice going up to a squeak as he penetrated as far as he could. Then he drew it out partway and sunk it back in.

“Yes, yes,” she gasped.

Moric’s cock was way too big to be going into her. He was thicker than her own forearm, his dark, shiny cock slipping in and out of his Chloe’s pink sex. She was spread so wide it looked like it must hurt her but the noises she was making were not pained. She was in ecstasy, her little-girl gasps alternating with high pitched squeaks and yelps. She was loving it. She was loving being punished with Moric’s enormous tool. Every time he drew it out he dragged the thinnest little bright pink membrane out of her. Matt was worried he was going to tear his little baby.

“Careful, Moric,” he said, but Moric just grunted and kept fucking her.

He couldn’t watch any more, it looked too violent, too painful. He went around and sat next to her. Her elbows rested on the couch, her forehead pressed into the seat. Her hair had fallen forward, and he could see her long, pretty neck and one of her little ears but her face was hidden behind that thick honey hair.

“You like it baby?” he asked her.

“Mm, it feels so good.”

“This what you wanted?”

“Ah, Matt, he’s so big.”

“You like his big cock?”

“Fuck, I do, baby, I do.”

“He’s not hurting you?”

“It hurts so good, Matty,”

She reached out, looking for his hand and he held it out for her. She laced her fingers through his and squeezed his hand hard while his stepbrother fucked her behind them.

“Tell him to fuck me harder, baby.”

Matt turned, saw Moric pounding his girl from behind, watched the jiggle of her rump as he did it, said, “She wants it harder.”

Moric sunk his fingers into the flesh of her thigh where it met her hip and he pounded her with his cock. He had her grunting next to Matt, going, ungh, ungh, ungh, with his powerful thrusts. He was giving her every thick inch with each thrust, pounding himself in until his hipbones slapped her cheeks.

Matt rubbed her bare slender back while Moric fucked her. Rubbing circles over the small of her back, going around her shoulders, scratching down the middle with his fingernails.

“Take it, Chloe, take it, baby,” he whispered to her, squeezing her little hand in his.

Moric bent over her, drove deep, growling into her back. His hand came around and grabbed her throat, pulled her up so she was standing, his knees bent, his cock still inside her. He leaned back and held her waist, tapped the back of a thigh with his other hand and she lifted it put her foot up on the back of the couch, then she lifted the other one. Now she had both little feet on the back of the couch, her back leaning into Moric’s powerful chest, her hands wrapped around his wrists, his hands holding her tiny waist. Then he started thrusting into her and Matt saw it close up, her legs spread out wide right in front of his face. Chloe’s familiar little mound, reddened from the pounding and stretching, being forced apart by his step-brother’s dark brown, obscene girth. His balls were held up high and tight and jiggled with each thrust into his girlfriend.

“You look so good, Chloe baby,” he told her.

“Ah, fuck it, fuck it,” she hissed at Moric. He pounded her hard again making her voice warble.

Moric scooped her thighs up, hooking a forearm underneath her legs and backed away from the couch, his little Chloe’s knees bent, her calves and feet hanging over his arm and his cock still inside her. He walked her around the couch to Matt’s side and sat in the corner opposite to him, Chloe in his lap. His cock popped out of her, left her pink hole gaping.

“Aww,” she said and her hand went between her legs and her fingers went across her button, rubbing herself hard. Her feet were on either side of Moric’s legs, flat on the seat of the couch, Moric laying back over the low soft arm.

“Put it back in me, Moric,” she said to him over her shoulder.

Moric held his cock, stroked the tip along her mound then down underneath and he slid it in between her cheeks.

“Whoa,” Chloe said and her eyes went wide. “I’ve never had one back there, baby, I think you’re too big.”

But Moric persisted, gripping his shaft and sliding it up and down through the crack between her cheeks. Chloe wasn't shying away, not sitting on her hole so he couldn't get to it. Her toes came up as she dug her heels into the couch seat, tilted her hips so he had better access.

Chloe looked at Matt, said, “Oh, baby, he’s going to be the first to take me there,” and she bit her lip, her brow a worried furrow.
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Moric’s teasing stopped, and he’d snagged his tip on her little hole, found it, now he was pushing on it, exploring it.

“That’s it, Moric,” she said.

He pushed in but it was too thick again, just mashing into her, pulling her cheeks and the flesh of her thighs tight, all of it moving towards the pressure in her hole. But he was slippery, and she was slippery too, and then it just started easing into her.

“Oh, boy,” she said and she tensed up, her eyebrows climbing up high as it sunk inside her anus.

“Shit, that’s so tight,” Moric said. He let go of his cock, both hands gripping her waist from behind and he started to thrust it into her. Slow at first, her cheeks moving with his girth.

She leaned back, said, “Oh, yes,” and she kissed him over her shoulder. His hands came up and went over her petite, little breasts, rolling her rock hard nipples between his first two fingers.

Chloe’s hands went down the back of her own thighs and pulled her flesh, held herself open, giving Moric more access and letting her Matty get a good look at how she could take it.

“I can’t believe you can take that, baby.”

“Mm-hmm,” she hummed, her lips still on Moric’s.

Moric’s smooth, shiny tool was going in and out of her, not deep but he was getting that thick bulging middle into her. He was plunging and her hips were grinding.

Matt was moving, leaning forward and crawling before he even questioned whether he should. He kissed her belly just below her button and she jumped, “Oh, Matty,” she gasped and she looked down. He kissed lower and lower until he could feel the wet heat between her legs, feel the soft supple flesh of her mound. He dove his tongue in between, pushing it apart, tasting her hot copper folds.

“Oh, my God,” she cried out, her hands scratched at his scalp and grabbed his hair. Moric’s thrusting helped build a rhythm and he used it, driving his tongue into her hole then sliding up to tickle her swollen button with the tip of his tongue then quickly mash it before he was slipping and diving again. They had her going out of her mind.

“Oh, my God, oh, my God,” she was yelping and Moric had to put a hand over her mouth before she brought their parents down. He heard Moric shushing her. She pulled Matt’s head into her heat, gripping his hair so tight his face had twisted in pain. But she was close and he knew this was going to be big, he could feel the shudder in her, the quiver of her belly and her thighs trembling around his ears. She was squeaking above him, her breathy sounds stifled by his brother’s giant hand.

Matt loved it. Loved the pleasure that they were giving her. He loved her high pitched pleasure-sounds, loved the squirm of her body on the edge of losing control. He wanted to do this forever, taste her on his tongue, know that it was driving her mad, know that she was going to explode soon and know that they were going to give his little girl an orgasm she’d never forget. He didn’t care that his stepbrother’s huge cock was buried in her, didn’t care that he could smell his step-brother’s balls, smell Chloe’s insides on his shining cock, didn’t care that his tongue was right now where that hairy manhood had just been. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was his Chloe. He wanted this for her. The feel of her under his tongue, the taste of her excitement, there could be nothing wrong with that. Everything about this was right.

Then she went off. She buckled like she’d been punched in the stomach, her knees shot up to her chest and her thighs clamped down so hard on the sides of his head his ears rang. He felt her flesh trembling under his tongue, could feel her body rocking with tremors as wave after wave washed over her. He didn't let up, drove his tongue into her clit when she was ticklish like she did with his tip when he came. Moric didn’t stop either, still pounding into her tiny hole.

Chloe squirmed away from them and he stopped and he pulled her off of Moric, Moric still grabbing at her and trying to thrust inside of her.

“Oh, my God,” she said as Moric slapped at her cheek, making her jiggle again. His cock was out of her, laying across his hip now. Chloe had to wipe her eyes, she had tears streaming down her cheeks. “Oh, my God,” she said again, she was sweating, her face shiny and flushed.

He held her close, her eyes were glassy, her swollen lips held agape, he couldn’t help but laugh at her. “You okay, baby?”

“Yeah,” she said, “yeah, wow, yeah.” She turned and climbed over Moric. Matt was hurt. He watched her little body work up his, her hands on his muscles. But she turned and called him, “Matty,” she said.

She wagged her hips at him. She was on all fours over Moric, her hand now scooped around his fat cock and she was showing Matt what she wanted.
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Matt stood up, unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his pants and underwear. Chloe had got herself over Moric’s hips, looking behind her, sitting upright, guiding that huge thing into her pussy. She got the tip in and Moric did the rest, driving it through, lifting her legs right up off the couch.

She cried out and he slapped her ass cheek again, a bright loud flesh on flesh sound. Matt was hard as a rock. He’d leaked all over his underwear. His cock was like steel between his thumb and forefinger, slippery from his own semen, and he got down behind Chloe and she leaned forward, kissed Moric while Matt found his way. He got his tip at her tight rosebud. He could see that wide thing of Moric’s pushing her labia far apart. He pressed into her and she moaned. He had never felt anything so tight, so good, ever. “Oh, Chloe,” he sighed as he slid deep inside her hot hole. He could feel the hard underside of Moric’s big cock under his own, so big inside her pussy that it was encroaching into Matt’s territory.

“Oh, Matt, I love you,” she said.

“I love you too, baby,” he said as he started gently moving it in and out of her. Moric started now too, taking over the rhythm, setting the pace and Matt started following along, thrusting when he did, pulling out when he did. He could see his Chloe’s profile, her eyes clenched closed, her mouth forming a silent scream. A thin, dry crackling sound bubbled over her vocal cords as Matt and Moric stretched her womanhood farther than she’d ever gone. She was doing it and she was loving it, loving both of them inside her thrusting in unison, both of their cocks stroking against each other, her sensitive membranes pinched between. Matt couldn’t believe how good it felt, couldn't believe how little he cared that she was being shared. Didn’t care that the other man was more muscular or had a dreamy cock; all he cared about was if Chloe was enjoying it. And she definitely was. He grabbed her wrist and folded her arm up behind her like a chicken wing, pressed it into her lower back, pushing her into Moric and letting him drive himself deeper inside her anus.

“Oh, shit, Chloe, you’re so fucking bad.”

“Am I your little slut?” she panted.

“Yeah, baby, you’re my dirty slut,” he said, he could see sweat dripping off his nose onto her pale creamy back.

“Fuck me harder,” she said.

“Oh, God,” he said. He was still wearing his button-down and a bird’s eye sweater. He had to get it off.

He pushed himself deep into her, all the way, and he raised himself to lift his clothes up and off. He saw a shadow cast on the circular staircase from the light in the main hall. His mom’s shadow coming down the rounded wall, then her legs as they stepped down the stairs.

“It’s mom,” he hissed, and everyone froze.

Chloe flattened herself onto Moric’s chest and Moric slumped deeper into the couch.

“Shit,” he said.

“Oh, no, no, no,” Chloe said, he could see her eyes wet and trembling.

There was no space for Matt. Nowhere for him to hide. She was turning and he was paralyzed—stuck in place with nowhere to go. He was so glad he had his shirt and sweater on.

“Oh, hi, Matt,” she said, moving on and opening the pantry door.

Chloe was scared for her life underneath him. He could feel her anus tightening up on him, feel her insides sliding on his shaft, swallowing his glans. She felt so incredible.

“Hi Mom,” he said. She paused, her hand on the door to the pantry.

“What are you doing?” she asked him.

“Just waiting for Chloe to get back, we’re playing a game,” he thumbed over his shoulder at the paused screen behind him. First person shooter, enemy soldier in a crosshair.

“Where’s Chloe?”

“I think she went to have a cigarette.”

“Oh,” she said, then, “Where’s Moric?”

He shrugged, “I don’t know,” he said.

“Mm-hmm. Watch out for her.”

“Watch out for Chloe?” he asked, worried that he was going to come into his girlfriend’s ass while he had eye contact with his mom. It was close. So close. One more twitch from Chloe and he would launch it up into her.

“Keep an eye on those two. Just keep her close, okay?”

“Yeah, mom.”

“And take your sweater off, you’re all shiny,” she said as she went into the little closet where she kept her canned goods.

His heart was pounding. He wiped the sweat off his face with the sleeve of his sweater. Chloe started giggling, feeling nervous, but feeling like they were going to get away with it too. Her giggling was clamping her anus on him, teasing his tip and he felt himself start to tingle.

“Don’t, Chloe,” he whispered. He ran his hands over the cheeks of her perfect little butt, looked how his dick entered her more gracefully than his brother’s big, arrogant cock.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, running his hands on her skin, loving her sweaty feel under his touch.

“Night, Matty,” his mom said, coming out of the pantry with a big can of pumpkin pie filling. She turned the light off in the pantry, closed the door and headed up the stairs, turning just before she would see their clothes thrown around the floor. Matt watched her until her feet had gone up and around and out of sight.

“Oh, my God,” he said, collapsing on Chloe’s back, “that was so close.”

“My heart was racing,” Chloe said.

Moric said, “We would have been so dead. You did good, Matt.”

“Thanks.”

“Sure. Hey, pull out, okay.”

“Okay,” he said, not even thinking to ask why.

He slid himself out of Chloe and she sighed. He sat back on the couch and looked at her impaled on his brother.

“Shit,” he said, and he took his shirt and sweater off, threw it on the floor. Moric was pulling his cock out of Chloe’s pussy, and he let it slap in between her cheeks and he humped it along her crack then right back down low and he plopped the tip in with his fingers and slid himself deep up into her anus again. She gasped, a deep breath inhaled, and held it while he fucked her ass hard. He pounded her and she sucked her lips into her mouth and took it. Moric was driving himself into her with purpose. His big hands came around clamping onto her cheeks, pulling them wide apart, displaying her pink insides to Matt while he fucked her.

“Fuck, Matt, how did you get such a hot girl,” he hissed while he fucked her so fast his balls were slapping against her cheeks. “I’m going to come in her ass,” he growled. Matt didn’t know how to feel about that. But it was another thing he was powerless to stop. Chloe didn’t say a thing to stop him. And after all that had been done tonight what was one more badness?

Chloe encouraged him, “Make that big thing come inside me. Show me how much you’ve got.”

“Rah, rah,” he roared, his head thrusting back into the arm of the couch, his face contorted with what looked like anger, hatred. He was coming into Matt’s girlfriend and she was okay with it. Bouncing on his fat cock, taking his thrusts, moving into them, wanting them. He bucked her and thrust, pushed deep finally and held her in place with his grip as he shot the last of his semen inside her. Chloe loved it, her face turned up to the ceiling as she felt him splashing her insides.

Moric looked drained, he sank into the couch. “Oh, shit, Chloe, you are incredible. Ah, I can’t believe you.”

“That felt like, wow, that felt like a lot,” she said.

He rubbed her back with his big hand, said, “I told you I was at sea for a long time.”

“Mmm,” Chloe purred and she pulled her rump off him, his fat cock coming out and slapping against his belly. Moric had left his little girl gaping, and his semen poured out of her, dripped on to him. She looked back at Matt and swayed her hips again, “Come on, Matty, I’m not done yet.”

He wasn’t either, still like a rock between his legs. He hopped up and got to his knees behind her. He put his cock head into her anus, not even touching the sides of the hole Moric had left her with. He slid into her, felt her anus take shape again, start to grip him. She was slick with Moric’s semen but it didn’t stop him. He slid in all the way. He pulled her up so that she could lean back against him, kiss his lips. He ran his hands down her tight tummy, down between her legs.

“Do you like my gentle cock?”

“Mm, I do, it doesn't hurt at all.”

“Does it feel good?” He asked her, finding her swollen button and working it with his fingertips.

“Oh, Matty, you feel the best. I love you, baby.”

He fucked her like that, her writhing her back against his body, his cock inside her slippery, dripping anus, and he brought her to an orgasm with his hand two more times while Moric watched, laying naked in the corner of the couch.

“Please, come inside me, Matty,” she whispered. He’d never felt so excited. No condom, no barrier. To just fuck his girl and not care. Fuck her until he came inside her. He’d never done that with her. He’d never done it with anybody. He felt an incredible erotic surge. He could feel his baby girl’s sweet insides stroking his sensitive glans, bare skin to bare skin, knew he was going to let go inside her. What would that feel like?

“Come inside me, baby, I want it,” she said again.

“Oh, Chloe,” his hands explored her body, felt the ridges of her ribcage, the hard flat expanse of her belly, the little divot of her button. He thrust and thrust, each time an incredible wave going up and over the back of his head, the tip of his dick was vibrating. He ran his hands over her breasts felt how incredibly hard and tight her nipples were. He’d never felt them harder. He ran them back down, felt her warm wet mound, felt her lips puckered and stretched dripping with Moric’s semen running from her behind, he pinched her little girl button and she gasped, she turned and she kissed him, drew his lips into hers and searched for his tongue.

He exploded inside her, he went off like a cherry bomb. He’d never felt anything like it, it was like the top of his head had been blown off. His ears rang, the blood pounded in his neck and he saw white spots.

“Oh, fuck...me...Chloe, oh...” he collapsed back onto the couch, his cock came out of her and sprang up against his belly, still spurting.

He watched with cloudy vision as the love of his life turned, saw his painfully hard erection still bubbling over and she put her lips over him. He was coming inside her mouth and she was swallowing it, her thumb and forefinger squeezing his scrotum. His eyes were half-lidded and he struggled to keep them open, witness this wonderful girl as she took every inch of him into her mouth. His dirty, dirty cock. She locked eyes with him sucking on the thing that had been inside her bottom, had used his stepbrother’s semen as lube. His heart pounded for her. He couldn’t love her more. She was right, he was her guy. It didn’t matter if she touched another cock. She was right to do it. It was fun. It was the greatest night of sex in his life.

She kissed up his chest and he pulled her to him, sucked those big, beautiful, pouted lips into his mouth. He smelled her juices on her, tasted the semen that was on her lips and he loved it. He grabbed her roughly behind the neck, shook her and forced her to look at him.

“I. Fucking. Love. You.”

The happiest look he’d ever seen from her crawled across her face.

Moric said, “All right, you guys are gross.” He got up from the couch, ruffled Chloe’s hair, winked at Matt, and went to gather up his clothes by the pool table. He got dressed and they watched him. “You look good together, but you’re gross,” he said hiking his pants up and then zipping them.

Chloe sat in Matt’s lap while Matt slowly came back to the land of the living. She had her arms around his neck. Moric headed up the stairs, said, “I’m going out to get wasted. See you at dinner tomorrow.”

They both said, “Good night,” at the same time, then he was gone.

Chloe said, “Jinx.”

“You owe me a Pepsi,” Matt said. He put his arms around her and hugged her tight, filled his lungs with her smell. “Was that good, baby?”

“Mm, the fucking body on him.”

“And that cock?”

“That’s an incredible cock he has. You believe I took that?”

“You did good, girl.”

“But, wow, he’s a total asshole. He’s so mean to you.”

“I know—you should have seen him when he was eighteen.”

“But he made me so wet, Matty.”

He ran the back of his fingernails over her pale, smooth back while she hugged herself to him, stared at the paused screen. He said, “Did we just make freak status?”

“I think we did.”

“Maybe you should masturbate while I’m away.”

She laughed into his neck, looked at him, said, “What if I don’t? How crazy will we get next time?”

“Now you’ve got me curious.”

“Maybe I’ll take two big Hungarian sausages.”

Now Matt laughed. “My stepdad? Dominic? My mom would cut your head off, put stuffing in it and serve it for Thanksgiving.”

“Gross, Matt.”

“She would, though.”


Afterword
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Losing His Wife Series

Losing His Wife: Book One

Losing His Wife: Book Two

Losing His Wife: Book Three

This very long format story isn’t like my other work. At times it is funny but it is emotionally intense and dives deep into the suffering, pain, humiliation, and loss of a cuckold husband and his wife. Their marriage—their family—is brutally put to the test when the wife, out of compassion, allows their bull to move into the house. It is not an easy read.

Pete and Jess Mapplethorpe have been married for seven years now. They’ve got two wonderful little boys and an Irish Setter. Everyone that knows them would say they are the nicest couple you’d want to meet.

Well, they might say that Pete can be a bit of a jerk sometimes—but Jess? Regional Grade Three teacher of the year, three years running. Pretty, polite, sensitive, kind and thoughtful…

It must have been black magic that brought them together…

Behind closed doors everyone would be shocked at what goes on. They’d never believe the dirty things that sweet Jess might do or say. Pete doesn’t think he has what it takes to please his beautiful wife and they fantasize about larger men taking her and making her happy.

She’s just starting to discover herself at thirty-five… She wants to make up for lost time.

They’ve found a handsome, well-built young man to play along. It’s better than they even imagined. Now that they’ve started will she be able to stop? What if she doesn’t want to?

Her husband loves enduring distressing levels of humiliation and she’s finding a crazy pleasure now in delivering it…
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Losing His Wife 2 Series

Cherry Blossoms

Geoff J. Kane is a successful children’s book illustrator. Ten years ago he married the girl of his dreams. She’d been his best friend and he’d helped her through tough relationships and gave her his shoulder to cry on many nights. Then after two years, she kissed him. Now they’re married and they’ve got a beautiful seven-year-old daughter.

Nia Kane was a wild one. She liked to have fun and she liked to cause trouble. Everything she did, in the end, blew up in her face, hurt her. One night she realized the best man in her life was sitting with her, telling her it was all going to be okay. She kissed him and it was wonderful and he’s always good to her.

Their daughter is growing up, she’s away at school now and it seems like it might be a good idea for Nia to return to the workforce. The city isn’t getting any cheaper. She gets a job offer from an old friend. The brother of her very hot ex-boyfriend. She cried on her husband’s shoulder a lot over this guy, back when Geoff was just her buddy.

Having her ex back in her life stirs up old feelings in both of them. They both like it. There was something exciting about that time when they were twenty. It’s safe now. He’s got her. They can fantasize, right?
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Obsessed Series

Obsessed: Book One

Obsessed: Book Two

Four couples lives intertwine as they explore their erotic boundaries. From simple wife-watching to cuckolding and domination and humiliation, these couples have one thing in common: they all share the same incredible bull. And he is far more than they even expected.

Mike and Gretch: Not married, but dating for a good long while. Two comedy writers just at the edge of love, that strange and delicate space where the act of sharing can be so dangerous. But they’re two cool cats and they’re sure they’ve got it all locked down. They call her ex-boyfriend from college, Atticus Hawke, a guy who has in the years since their breakup, and before Mike, been a reliable booty call for her.

Sean and Courtney: Sean’s a Type A stick of dynamite. A rocketing studio exec, competitive and driven, he shares an incredible bond with his gym-toned wife. Courtney is all in for the new game she and her handsome husband have devised. Their ten-year-old daughter is out of the house and away at boarding school. They’ve planned a one-year commitment to one another about honesty, openness, and exploration. They’re going for broke. Their new thing? Sean likes to watch and Court likes to be watched. They’ve found a guy online. He seems too good to be true. A guy called Finch, endowed, muscular, handsome like a fashion model. Courtney’s been working out and she’s going to put this stud through his paces.

Steve and Becky: Becky’s a headstrong X-Ray technician who landed herself a multi-millionaire tech investor husband thirty years her senior. Steve loves to be dominated and he found the girl of his dreams in Becky. She’s got an iron will and she loves her husband. Loves him enough to lock him in chastity and keep him abstinent for months on end. It’s okay, don’t worry about Becky, she gets a regular visit from a drop-dead gorgeous man named Finch. He keeps her satisfied. Sometimes, if he’s been good, she’ll even let her husband watch.

JJ and Amy: Two young country bumpkins just arrived in Los Angeles. JJ wants to live a lifestyle he’s only dreamed of and this city is part of it. He’s married to the sweetest little nineteen-year-old outta Jackson Pond, South Carolina and he’s sure she’s on a fast ticket to stardom. She just needs her first big break. While they’re waiting he’s got a fantasy he wants to see lived out. He would do anything to see his little Amy with a man who’s got a big one, one’ll make her scream like those girls he watches on the internet. He found a guy online, one Amy didn’t make her vomit-face at. He’s got everything JJ’s been looking for and, thank the stars, he’s agreed to do it.

Atticus Hawke: Finch is his online name. His nighttime name. The one he uses on a site that puts him in touch with couples looking for a bull just like him. By day he is Atticus Hawke. You might have heard of him. You know the song from the eighties, ‘Going With That Girl’? No? You’d know it if you heard it. That was Atticus' dad, Ricky Hawke. Yes, that Ricky Hawke. Now you know. Made a bunch of singer-songwriter hits in a time when all the kids wanted pop coming out of synthesizers and their stars to be pretty boys and have colourful hair. Ricky had real talent. So does Atticus. One of L.A.’s hottest emerging Modern artists, his work commands a fortune. But it pales against his enormous trust fund. These days his real work is done at night. His masterpieces. That’s where his passion is. Watching and participating in intense psychological dramas in dark hotel rooms across the city. He gives women what they want. They’re a canvas, a medium. His audience: their husband.
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The Cayman Proxy Series:

A wealthy British businessman allows his wife to take on a lover. A half-Moroccan French race-car mechanic. So handsome and masculine, so monstrously hung, his presence turns their relationship—their lives—into turmoil.

If you haven’t read another book in the series yet your best bet is the collected Box Set. All four books in one revised and edited edition!

The Cayman Proxy (Box One)

This box set collects the first four books of The Cayman Proxy hotwife thriller series. 114,000 words, revised and edited.

SUBTERFUGE

Mitchell Sutton's family is one of the wealthiest in London. But Mitch is an outsider, the handsome young son who took his own path. He’s in love with a girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

Kate’s a troubled Council house girl thrown into a lifestyle she never imagined. But she’s more than his dressed up little princess.

He’s got just about everything she needs. But she’s got a mind full of dark thoughts she can’t escape. And there’s something Mitch can’t give her.

She needs something his money can’t buy.

He would do anything for her.

They hit the hot beaches of Grand Cayman, a reunion with an old friend and a handsome stranger. Passion boils in her blood. Can she make this work or will her desires destroy the man she loves?

ALONE

Did Mitch and Kate's fun little foursome put out her fire? Mitch hopes so but Kate feels the embers still glowing. Then a spark, a new idea, darker and dirtier than before and she wants to take Mitch down with her.

Her filthy French mechanic is game to give her more of what she needs. Her closest friend Kiley wants what's best for everyone, but she feels terrible for what Kate is putting Mitch through.

It's getting hotter in Cayman and they've got five days left. They should stop but Kate wants to fan those flames, feel how hot it can get just before it consumes their marriage.

BLACKMAIL

Now the fun begins.

All the cards are on the table and Mitch knows his wife; has seen her for what she truly is.

But he's never loved her more. Loves her despite her darkness. Maybe even because of it.

They're home in London. Things are good. The ugly things that were done in Cayman still fresh in their minds but neither of them is going to talk about it. They just want to get on with it.

Perhaps he doesn't have what it takes between his legs, but he's got it in spades between the ears. He'll use what he's got to drive his wife wild and really give her what no other man ever could. He knows her better than she knows herself.

Kate is under his thumb and she doesn't even know it. Mitch has her walking a narrow rope high above certain destruction, making her do the dirty things she hates that she loves. Doing it to save her husband.

BULLFIGHT

Mitch knows he went too far.

He’s pushed his wife Kate to her very limits. It was worth it while it lasted. She trembled at his touch and she didn’t even know the depths he’d travelled to bring her to that edge.

But now it’s over, he had to put it to a stop. His game was far too dangerous. More dangerous than he could ever have imagined. He saw a side to his wife that scared him.

But the absence of danger has left Kate overwhelmed by a crushing dread. She doesn’t think it’s really over. She knows her filthy French lover isn’t gone forever.

She knows he won’t be able to keep his hands off her for long. Maybe she won’t wait. Maybe she’ll take matters into her own hands.

Individual novelettes:

The Cayman Proxy (Part One)

The Cayman Proxy (Part Two)

The Cayman Proxy (Part Three)

The Cayman Proxy (Part Four)

The Cayman Proxy (Part Five)

The Cayman Proxy (Part Six)
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Going A Little Too Far

An Erotic, Oddball, Wife-sharing Novel

You couldn’t picture a sweeter couple than Troy and Emma.

Troy’s a former Division One college wrestler. A walking water park at two-sixty-five, with shoulders no woman could get her arms around and a set of abs you could scrub laundry on.

Emma’s a sweet little Georgia Peach. Pretty as can be in her proper dresses; she’s a good girl from a good family that raised her right.

You couldn’t tell by looking at them that they were two straight-up freaks that loved to push each other’s kinky buttons.

Emma, with all her book club shyness, loves to be man-handled, loves to be lifted off her feet and dominated. Troy is a monster with a six-hundred-fifty pound deadlift and she's like a feather in his arms.

Troy likes to be humiliated. He knows he doesn't have much 'down there' and he likes his virginal wife to tell him he's no good and she’d have to get what she wanted elsewhere.

Couple of closet freaks.

A summer housewarming party on a scorching hot West Texas day puts a gift in their lap. A big, larger-than-life playtoy for Emma to tease her husband with. He wants her to. She wants to do it. But once it starts, where do you stop? What’s going too far?
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Taken While He Watches: On Their Honeymoon

Ken and Ashley just got married and while money is super-tight they’ve got themselves a weekend getaway in the Honeymoon Suite looking out over the ocean on the sunny Carolina coast.

The room was a steal. Turns out it’s Bike Week and no one books the Honeymoon Suite during Bike Week. Especially not two dopey white kids from the suburbs.

A mix-up leaves them in trouble and they don’t know how they can get out of it, don’t even know how they’ll get home. They get some help from their hotel neighbours. A half dozen handsome, muscular, and very wealthy black men.

Ken’s wary but Ash is all in.

When they find out she’s saved herself for her special night she becomes the star of the show and they’ll offer anything to help her...

Ken doesn’t like it but she’s going to do what they ask. She says it’s for their future...
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Measured Next To Her Ex: A Medical Size Comparison Cuckold Fantasy

When Ben Watson went to the new Sexual Performance Clinic across from his office he was just looking to get some help.

But when he showed up on Opening Day the place was so overwhelmed they started doubling up in exam rooms to make sure all the patients were assessed.

Of all the gin joints in all the—

Guess who his exam partner is? Yeah, his honey-pie's ex-boyfriend. He is going to be sitting next to him, knees practically touching, while theses nurses assess their size and performance using only their latex hands.

He could leave, get the hell out of there. That would be sensible. But he’s kind of curious. A dark part of him wants to know something. Wants to know what his precious girl’s ex-lover has between his legs.

He’s going to wish he left.

Then, when his obscenely endowed exam mate starts to relate to the nurses the casual but very dirty hook-ups he’s been having with an ex, Ben’s hands really start sweating.

This is going to be the worst day of Ben’s life.
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Size Curious Brat

Matt Walsh is on his way home from Harvard. It’s Thanksgiving recess and he hasn’t been with his sweet Chloe Rose in months. He can’t wait to get off the bus and wrap his arms around his baby girl.

Chloe’s a perverted little high-schooler with a habit for trouble. She loves her boyfriend Matt and she’s been aching for him.

But there’s a problem.

Matt’s step brother came home early. He’s a bully. A domineering man’s man who made Matt’s life miserable growing up. Now he’s a sexy deep-sea welder just getting home from Louisiana after two months at sea and he hasn’t even seen a woman in ages.

After a brief, naked encounter in the hallway little Chloe can’t get something out of her mind. Matt’s stepbrother Moric is built much better than other men and she can’t stop thinking about it.

It makes Matt mad but Chloe is just naturally curious. She doesn’t think it’s a big deal. She’s just never seen anything like that before.

Now Moric’s got his eyes on his little brother’s prize possession. She’s not exactly unwilling. Moric is a big powerful stud and Matt is powerless to stop him. Once he starts neither of them could stop him. He could take whatever he wants. It might be better—if Moric would let him—to just join him…
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