
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stepbrother Sucks the Demon Dick

© March 2017 Gia Maria Marquez

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 

This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be access by minors. 

Cover © 2017 Gia Maria Marquez

First Edition 2017

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. 

Stepbrother Sucks the Demon Dick The Girl with the Demon between her Legs

Part 1

By Gia Maria Marquez

Ariella stomped upstairs and slammed her bedroom door.  She hadn’t argued with her stepfather like that in years.  Now, at nineteen, she expected him to treat her like an adult. 

“My roof, my rules,” he’d said. 

“Fine, then I’ll find another roof to live under!” 

“You and what money?” her stepfather asked.  “You only work part-time.  Randy puts in forty hours at the shop and even he can’t afford a place of his own.” 

It had been just the three of them—her stepdad, her stepbrother and her—since Ariella’s mom jumped ship.  That was nearly five years ago.  If she’d thought it was hard living together back when she and Randy were students at the same high school, it was even harder now that they were adults. 

Living with two men wasn’t easy.  They were unrealistically overprotective.  They always wanted Ariella staying home.  They embarrassed her when guys picked her up for dates. 

She couldn’t stand it anymore. 

Ariella pulled her only piece of luggage out of the closet and started throwing clothes inside.  It filled up fast.  She’d have to pick and choose, then come back later for more. 

But come back from where?  Where was she supposed to stay?  All her high school friends had gone off to college.  She had almost no friends left in town. 

She pulled up a travel website and looked at hotels. Wow, that much per night?  Not even a twenty-four hour stay.  Check in at three, check out at eleven.  That was hardly worth a full week’s pay. 

Hotels were out of the question anyway.  When she scrolled through the fine print, it said you had to be twenty-one to rent a room.  She never knew that.  She’d never checked into a hotel before. 

Ariella let her head fall onto the pile of clothes spilling out over the top of her luggage. 

She wasn’t going anywhere.  She knew that.  She’d still be living with Randy and Burt when she was in her forties. 

That thought was so depressing she sobbed into her clothing.  Wrapping her hands around the pile of fabrics, she hugged track pants and T-shirts while moaning, “I wish everything was different!  I want more than this!  I want to be  more than me!” 

Ariella pushed her suitcase off the bed.  She cried until her tears put her to sleep.  Maybe she even kept crying after that.  Her dreams were fiery and strange, full of salty language and innuendo.  She woke up feeling so aroused she couldn’t stand it.  The heat, the pressure, the pulsing intensity…

She rolled over in bed.  She must have taken off her pants in her sleep, because she could feel the silky texture of her bedspread against her bare legs.  She still had her top on, but it was a light, flowing material.  It got pulled to the side when she rolled, so one of her boobs was hanging out the front. That always embarrassed her, even when she was alone. 

But she must have rolled onto something, because she could feel a warm object against her belly, like a hot plastic cylinder.  Almost seemed like a dildo, which embarrassed her a whole bunch.  She didn’t even own one! 

“Hey!  Hey, you!  I can’t breathe down here.” 

Ariella’s blood ran cold when she heard the strange little voice.  She tried to convince herself it was just the TV, but the voice seemed to be coming from beneath her.  Anyway, it was almost three in the morning by her bedside clock.  Neither Randy nor Burt ever stayed up this late. 

“Who’s there?” she whispered. 

The thing she was lying on got even hotter.  Then it started growing, pulsing. 

What was it? 

“You idiot girl!” the voice said.  “Don’t you know a demon dick when it talks to you?” 

That’s when Ariella put two and two together: the thing she was lying on… it was attached to her body! 

It was speaking to her! 

Ariella scurried up the bed, trying to escape the weird appendage.  But the second that strange thing poked its head up and said hello, she knew there was no escape. 

“I’m dreaming,” she said. 

The demon dick leaned back and laughed.  “You wish!” 

He was long and hard and red as Eve’s apple. But unlike an apple, its bulbous head had a tiny face.  It looked like someone had drawn it on with a felt-tipped pen.  Not only did he have a smarmy mouth, evil eyes and a hooked nose—he also had a goatee and very pointed eyebrows. 

“Who are you?” Ariella asked.  “Where did you come from?” 

“You know how they say there are no stupid questions?” the demon dick asked.  “Well, they’re wrong. So quit asking stupid questions!” 

“A girl wakes up in the middle of the night with a demon dick between her legs and you’re telling me ‘where did you come from?’ is a stupid question?” 

“You went to sleep saying you wanted to be  more than you,” the demon dick said casually.  If he’d had shoulders, he’d doubtless be shrugging them.  “Now you’re more than you were before.  So why complain?” 

“Because I’ve got a talking dick!” Ariella shrieked. 

“You should be proud,” he told her.  “You see, most dicks are demons, but very few can carry on a conversation.” 

“This is too weird,” Ariella cried, throwing her face against a pillow and crushing the demon dick between her belly and the covers. 

“Hey, watch it!” he hollered.  “Sure demon dicks like it rough, but you gotta show a little consideration.” 

“Shut up!” she said.  “Go away!  I don’t want you between my legs.” 

“Where do you want me?  In the middle of your forehead?” 

“I don’t want you anywhere!” 

“Oh,” he mocked.  “That’s just mean.” 

“Look at you!  You’re disgusting!” 

“I’m into some pretty sick stuff,” he acknowledged.  “But I wouldn’t say I’m disgusting. 

If you put me to good use, I’m sure you’ll find you appreciate me more than any other part of your meagre little-girl body.” 

“I don’t have a little-girl body,” Ariella fired back.  “I’m a full-grown woman, with breasts and everything!” 

“Congratulations!  You want a trophy?” 

“No,” she said.  “I just want you to stop being so condescending.  And, while you’re at it, would you mind not throbbing like that?” 

“Like what?” he asked, and did it again. 

Ariella felt like she had two tennis balls between her thighs.  Her muscles felt so tight, so hot: straining and wanting and begging for… for what?  She didn’t know what.  This was such an unfamiliar sensation.  She wanted… she wanted… 

“To touch me,” the demon dick said. 

“Oh gosh,” Ariella cried.  “Don’t tell me you can read my mind!” 

“Of course I can.  I’m part of you.  Your thoughts are my thoughts.  We share a brain.” 

“Please, no!” she said, feeling violated in a way she could hardly express.  “At least let me keep my thoughts to myself.” 

“Touch me,” he said.  “I know you want to.  I’m inside your head.” 

“I’m not going to touch you,” Ariella told him, even though she really  really wanted to. 

“Sure you are.  Touch me!” 

“Shut up!  Leave me alone!” 

“What’s the big deal?  Just wrap those slender little fingers around my big fat shaft.” 

“No!” 

“Why not?” 

“Because it’s wrong!  It’s wrong and you’re bad!  You’re a demon.  I won’t touch you.  I won’t!” 

“I’m a demon, but I’m part of you.  So what’s the problem?” 

“You’re the problem!  Leave me alone!” 

Ariella must have been shouting at the demon dick louder than she thought, because suddenly her bedroom door flew open and her sleepy stepbrother walked in. 

Rubbing his eyes, Randy asked, “Why are you yelling?  It’s three in the morning.” 

“Randy!” Ariella cried. 

She grabbed for her pillow to cover the demon dick, but she didn’t move fast enough. 

Randy spotted the demon dick and pointed.  “What’s that?” 

“Go away,” she begged. 

“Did you always have one of those?” 

The demon dick asked, “Who you callin’  one of those, buddy?  I’ve got a name, you know.” 

“You do?” Ariella asked.  “What is it?” 

“Now I’m not telling.” 

“Why?  Is it stupid?” 

Randy closed the bedroom door and crept closer.  “Is that thing real?” 

“As the nose on your face,” the demon dick replied. 

Randy pinched himself.  “Am I dreaming?” 

“I sure hope so,” Ariella reasoned.  “I hope we’re both dreaming.” 

“Very nice,” said the demon dick.  “And if you must know, my name is Alphonso.” 

“Of course it is,” Ariella said.  “What else would it be?” 

Randy kneeled beside the bed to get a closer look at his stepsister’s demon dick.  “It mocks, it talks, it even has its own little face!  I’ve never seen anything like it.” 

“Me neither,” Ariella said, and she wasn’t joking.  “I’ve never even seen a dick, and suddenly I have one of my own?  This is nuts!” 

“No, these are nuts,” the demon dick said.  “I would point, but I don’t have hands. 

Anyway, you get the point.” 

“How long have you had a talking cock?” Randy asked. 

“It just popped up,” Ariella told her stepbrother.  “I didn’t have it until five minutes ago. 

What do I do?  It’s so hard it hurts!” 

“I told her to touch me,” the demon dick said to Randy.  “She won’t do it.” 

“My stepsister’s an innocent young girl,” Randy told the demon dick.  “She’s a virgin, you know.  She’s never been anywhere near a dick.  How do you expect her to know what to do?” 

“Good point,” replied the demon dick.  “What your little sister needs is someone to teach her how to handle a bronc like me.” 

“Somebody’s full of himself,” Ariella grumbled. 

“You’d be full of me too, if you were a bit more flexible.” 

“What?” Ariella shrieked. 

“He’s just trying to get you riled up,” Randy said.  “Listen, Sis, if you want some relief…” 

She expected him to tell her to follow the demon dick’s instructions, but that’s not at all what he said. 

“…the best way to get off is a blow job.” 

“A  what?” Ariella squealed. 

“Oh come on,” the demon dick said.  “Surely you know what a blow job is.  Nobody’s that much of a virgin!” 

“You think I’m going to bend over and suck my own demon dick?” she asked. 

“It’s worth a shot,” the demon dick said. 

“Of course you’d say that.” 

“No,” Randy interjected.  “I meant that I’d be willing to suck it.” 

Ariella didn’t know what to say.  Even the demon dick went quiet. 

“You… you… you mean it?” Ariella asked.  “I would never ask, but this thing is so hot and hard.  Oh, it’s driving me crazy!” 

“Again with the  it,” the demon dick grumbled.  “You could at least refer to me as Alphonso.” 

“Fine,” Ariella said.  “Alphonso the Demon Dick is driving me crazy!” 

“That’s more like it.” 

Ariella looked at her stepbrother.  She’d never thought about having any kind of sex with him.  But, actually, he wasn’t bad looking.  And it’s not like they were actually brother and sister.  They weren’t related by blood.  So it wasn’t too terribly sinful if he wanted to relieve her ache. 

“Do it,” Ariella told him.  “Suck the demon dick.” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Alphonso said, panting like a dirty dog.  “Suck me, Randy!  Suck me good!” 

Randy drew back a touch.  “This would be a lot easier if you didn’t talk.” 

“Then consider my trap shut,” said Alphonso.  “You won’t hear another word out of me

—not one word.  I’ll keep shtum the whole time.  You’ll see.  Quiet as a mouse.  Just call me Alphonso the church mouse, because—” 

“Alphonso!” Ariella cried, arching up and wrapping her hand around his hot little head. 

“Oh gosh!” 

She hadn’t anticipated how good it would feel to circle her palm around the demon dick’s tip.  Alphonso pumped preliminary juices into her hand, and she whimpered desperately.  If she didn’t let go, she worried he would blast like Yosemite. 

But it was so hard to let go.  It felt so good to touch him. 

Randy made up her mind for her.  He grabbed her hand—grabbed both her hands—and set them on either side of her on the bed.  She was sitting now, leaning slightly back, watching her stepbrother wrap his mouth around Alphonso. 

When she felt Randy’s warm, wet mouth enveloping her demon dick, Ariella bit her lower lip to keep from moaning.  It felt amazing, and her stepbrother looked amazing doing it. 

She watched his face as he savoured the flavour of Alphonso’s demon pre-cum.  It must have tasted really good, because Randy kept sucking and sucking and sucking more, more, more! 

She ran her hand through his hair and said, “Randy, oh gosh, I never knew what sex would feel like.  I never knew it would feel so good.” 

Alphonso was saying something, a snarky comment no doubt, but she couldn’t hear him clearly because he was deep so inside her stepbrother’s throat by then. 

“Wow,” she said.  “Randy, you can really swallow a cock!  That’s amazing.  I think I’d choke if I tried.” 

She thought about trying.  With Randy.  Maybe when he was finished sucking Alphonso he’d let her have a go.  She wasn’t sure how to ask.  Randy had offered to suck her demon dick, but Ariella was still too bashful to make that kind of offer in return. 

Her stepbrother started bobbing between her legs, faster and faster, gobbling the demon dick.  He seemed to like bouncing up and down on her cock, swallowing more and more with every pass.  He made the most succulent noises, maybe to block out the sound of Alphonso talking inside his head.  Hard to say. 

Ariella had never felt anything like it: the suction, the pressure, the build, the heat. 

Randy sure knew how to suck cock.  She wondered if he’d done it before. 

For a moment, Randy backed off.  He let the demon dick slide from his mouth. 

Right away Alphonso cried, “Hey, what’s your deal?” 

Randy grabbed Alphonso by the base, extended his tongue, and started slapping the demon dick against it.  Alphonso hooted and hollered like he was on some kind of roller coaster ride.  Ariella could understand why.  That slapping sensation, tip on tongue, felt incredible, like a spanking—not that Ariella had ever been spanked in her life.  But her stepbrother’s action was really giving her a taste for it. 

“More,” she said, wrapping her fingers around his hair. 

He slapped the demon dick harder against his tongue, then swallowed it down. 

“Oh gosh,” she said.  “Randy, oh my gosh, I’ve never felt this way before.  I think I’m… 

I think I’m…” 

He bobbed faster, sucked harder.  She whipped off her top to play with her hard little nipples.  She only prayed her stepbrother wouldn’t look up and catch her in the act.  How embarrassing would that be? 

“Yes!” she cried, lying back on the bed and thrusting her hips at her brother’s face.  “Oh Randy, this feels so good!” 

Her stepbrother grabbed her thighs.  He dug his fingers into her flesh while she pinched her tiny tits.  Her legs started to tremble.  She couldn’t make it stop.  She could feel an orgasm coming on even though she’d never had one before. 

This was it…

“Randy!  Oh my gosh!” 

The tennis balls between her legs squeezed up tight to her body as her demon dick released a hot flood into her stepbrother’s mouth.  She could hear him savouring the gush of fluid.  She could hear Alphonso crying out.  But more than that, she could hear herself squealing with delight. 

Maybe that’s why she didn’t hear the bedroom door squealing open…
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