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One


Before my dad passed away, he instilled in me every virtue a man should have. Treat people fairly, don’t hit women, be courteous, kind, and forgiving. Always help those in need, but don’t shy away from conflict – and don’t let others walk over you.


He was 52 the last time I saw him alive, and I had just turned 19. He had been the most important figure in my life, yet even at the end, I simply didn’t have the heart to tell him what our lives had come to.


Over the past year, when I finished High School, I didn’t expect much of my school life to carry over. Sure, my friends stuck with me, some of them, but that was suppose to be all. No more tests, no more homework, no more shitty cafeteria lunches … and no more getting bullied.


“Hey, fuck-boy! Is that you?”


I had been crouched in our back yard, watering my flower garden when I heard the shout behind me. I had ignored the loud engine, and even the blaring music, but when he shouted, I knew who it was. Looking over my shoulder, I found my High School bully sitting in a red Mustang convertible, smiling at me.


Chet had been a nightmare in school. The ways he teased me, attacked me, made up lies about me and ended several of my relationships, It was enough for me to hate his guts. Somehow he had managed to get away with most of it too, never getting caught, having his friends lie for him and create fake alibis. It was just typical highschool drama, and something I never wanted spilling into my normal life.


“Oh shit … does that mean you and Sandy are-”


He put the dots together faster than I did, but as my sister came racing out of the house, my jaw dropped as she jumped into his car and kissed him on the cheek. Throughout school my sister and I had been a year apart, and I never paid much attention to her activities. My parents had even allowed her to start dating, but until now had no idea who she had hooked up with.


“Just ignore my stupid brother,” she said as we stared at each other.


I wasn’t sure how to react, and clearly neither was he. Finally, Chet shook his head in disbelief, smiling and shifting the car into drive. A smirk and a sideways glance was the last I saw before they pulled away, leaving me to consider what my sister had gotten herself into.


I wasn’t aware at the time, but that had been the start of my nightmare. You see, Chet was fucking my sister, that was easy to expect. Each time she left the house to go see him, I knew what would happen, even if no one told me. Chet wasn’t known for being boyfriend material, he was just a handsome jerk that got more pussy than he deserved.


So the longer Sandy dated him, the more of him I began to see. Usually he just waited outside, but on occasion she was still getting ready, so he came knocking. With dad being sick, and my mother otherwise disposed, I was the one who had to answer the door.


“S’up, fuck-boy,” Chet said after looking behind me, checking to make sure no one else would hear him, “I’m here for your little sis.”


Now please understand, not everyone is a fighter. As much as I want to be tall, muscled and handsome, it just isn’t in my genes – and compared to Chet, I looked pathetic. That doesn’t mean I wouldn’t eventually get my revenge on the bastard, but that wouldn’t be for a long time.


So as I stood in the doorway, looking up at the man who had arrived to fuck my sister, I quickly lost my nerve and answered, “She’s still getting ready.”


I hated that Chet now knew where I lived. Until then my sister had likely been a passing fling, just another piece of ass he would eventually discard. But Chet was different, his greatest pleasures came from the pain and mental torture he inflicted on others. So for him to learn of my home, meant he would likely stay with my sister for as long as he wanted, just to bring as much grief to me as he could.


Like I said, I’m not a fighter. It’s not like I didn’t tell him to fuck off, I did, but his reaction was always laughter. He knew I had no power over him, and although my parents had yet to meet him, it would only be a matter of time.


To make matters worse, I had never told my parents about Chet when I was in school. My dad was sick, and my mom was stressed enough, so I kept my problems to myself, not wanting to add on.


“You should invite me over for dinner some time, let me meet the family,” Chet said, grinning.


“Fuck off,” I answered, being as bold as I could.


Chet laughed of course, answering, “No thanks, but I will be fucking your little sister some more. I’ll just ask her to invite me over.”


As you might expect, my nightmare was growing worse. True to his word, a week passed before Sandy brought it up, asking mom and dad if her boyfriend could come over Saturday night for dinner. Of course they said yes, and I was helpless to stop it.


Trying to explain to them how bad a person Chet was wouldn’t work. I had no proof, the last bruises he gave me had long since healed, although I expected Sandy might have a few with the way she limped. All I could do was hope to escape, but even that was denied.


“You’re not going to run off with your friends, Francis,” my mother scolded, now finished cooking as we waited on Chet to arrive.


I pouted, and decided to keep my mouth shut the entire evening. It wasn’t easy, but I managed. Naturally Chet became the ideal gentlemen after he arrived, saying yes sir and no sir, complementing the food, clearing the plates, and being a perfect guest as everyone except me fell for it.


By now dad was staying at home, able to move some, but little else. I hated watching Chet talk to him, seeing the lies he told my father, the way dad looked so impressed by him, even complimenting the bastard, and thanking him when Chet said he believed dad would beat the cancer.


“No way your old man is gonna live,” Chet said to me when we were alone, leaving mom and Sandy to wash to the dishes while dad went back to bed, “he’ll be worm food within the year, if that.”


Chet smiled to me after he said it, and for a brief moment that smile turned into fear as my fist struck him in the face. Being much smaller and weaker, the punch shocked more than it hurt, and his smile returned as the girls ran into the room.


“Fuck you, you piece of shit!” I screamed, creating an uproar that unsettled the entire house.


I was grounded for the outburst, confined to my room under my own father’s orders. Had it been mom, I would have just left and stayed with my friends, I was old enough to leave. But it was my dad that punished me, and I simply couldn’t disobey him.


Worse was how everyone apologized to Chet, telling him how sorry they were for my sudden craziness. It seemed so unfair, it was unfair, but the universe doesn’t care for justice or what’s right – and shortly after Chet was leaving, I spied him out my window in the backyard, pissing over my flower garden, and smiling at me as he did it.


****


As the week progressed, Chet dropped by more and more, becoming sickeningly comfortable with my parents. Being confined to my room, I was restricted to listening through my door, often getting livid when my father needed help, and Chet being the one to lend aid.


“I’m so glad Sandy is dating such a sweet young man,” I heard my mother say one night.


“Oh, well thank you ma’am,” he answered, making my stomach twist into a knot.


Some time later I heard my mother ask if he would be kind enough to bring me my dinner. Chet admitted that he wanted to speak with me anyway, and to apologize for whatever bad blood had been between us.


I knew better, but mom swooned over how thoughtful he was, leaving him to serve me dinner. Having heard everything, I unlocked my door ahead of time, simply wanting my food. I had gone all day without a meal, somehow thinking that starving myself would serve as a punishment to my parents.


Chet entered my room without knocking, smiling and carrying a plate of my mother’s lasagna. Closing the door behind him, he stepped closer and smiled even wider, knowing my anger, and how powerless I was to stop him.


“Ready for din-din, fuck-boy?”


My hands became fists, and I had to remember not to grind my teeth. The look on Chet’s face was the one I hated most, the I win again expression he loved to wear. I wasn’t sure what his game was, but as I stood and reached for the plate, he moved it.


“No no, not like that … ask for it nicely.”


My mouth twisted, and I had to stop myself from uttering another fuck you to his face. Taking a breath, I stared unhappily into his green eyes, saying, “Please give me my dinner, Chet.”


“Pretty please, with sugar on top?”


I stayed silent.


“Well if you’re not hungry … “


“Pretty please,” I grumbled, “with sugar on top.”


“Sure, fuck-boy, here you go.”


I watched, less shocked than I thought I’d be, as he worked up a mouthful of saliva before letting it drool from his lips, spitting down over my dinner. Shoving the plate into my hands he gave a chuckle, no doubt amused with how angry I was becoming.


“Easy now,” he whispered, “wouldn’t want to make daddy mad again, right? After all, he won’t be around much longer.”


“I hate you,” I whispered back, knowing I couldn’t strike him.


“Good,” he grinned, “that will make tonight more fun for me.” Chet stood motionless for a moment, waiting to see if I would respond. When I didn’t, he continued. “Your sister’s room is the next one over, right? I’d hate to crawl through the wrong window later and fuck you instead of her … although I bet you both make the same noises.”


With that said, he left, leaving me at a loss for words, and a small plate of Lasagna coated in his spit. I went hungry that night, refusing to eat what he had given me. Much to my horror, Chet did return that night, slightly after midnight.


With my parent’s bedroom on the other side of the house, my father down with medication and my mother likely passed out, I alone listened to Sandy’s window being opened, and the shuffling sounds of Chet climbing into her room.


I won’t lie, I put my ear to the wall. I hated the bastard for everything he had done, and probably would do, but I was a virgin, and hearing real live sex was something I had never experienced before.


With Chet knowing that I’d be listening, and Sandy’s promises that our parents were ‘out cold’, they tried little to keep the volume down. Whether my mother and father ever actually knew was a mystery to me, but I couldn’t escape the sounds.


For hours I listened, hearing them mumble to each other, moaning, her bed rocking and knocking against my wall. I counted how many times Chet made the same long groan, assuming it was his orgasm, it made a total of four times. I’m ashamed to admit that I jerked off to the sounds, but I’m more ashamed that I doubled Chet’s number that night.


Only after they were finished did I stop as well. Tired, hungry and filled with guilt, I listened, then watched as Chet appeared once more in our backyard, stumbling away from Sandy’s window. Once more, before taking his leave, he shuffled back to my flower garden, emptying his full bladder under the moonlight, and smiling towards my window.


****


The routine continued for nearly a month, and quickly grew worse. He continued sneaking over that first week, but after four more nights of sex, It became clear that my parents knew what was happening, or at least my mother did.


“Chet, honey,” I overheard mom say one night as I laid awake in my bed, “I don’t want you sneaking through Sandy’s window anymore, okay?”


I sat up, astonished that mom had somehow caught him in our house. Silently moving to the door, I tried to listen, and could tell that she had stopped him right outside my room, which sat opposite of the hallway bathroom.


“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Chet answered quietly.


“It’s okay, honey, I know what it’s like to be young. Just come through the front door from now on, okay? I don’t want you getting hurt trying to climb in and out of her window.”


My jaw hit the floor, and I could practically feel the smile radiating from Chet’s stupid, handsome face.


“Of course,” he said, the grin obvious in his voice, “thank you, ma’am.”


“Call me Joyce, hon,” my mother said, “just try to keep the volume down, okay? Francis is just next door, and my husband is trying to rest.”


“I will, thanks, Joyce.”


I couldn’t believe my ears. The nightmare was getting worse, and little did I know just how terrible it would become. Pacing my room, trying not to believe what I had heard, I realized too late that my door was unlocked, and soon I was face to face with Chet again, this time half naked.


“Up late I see,” he said with a grin, keeping his voice low enough that Sandy couldn’t hear through the wall, “have you been enjoying the sounds each night?”


I had, but there was no way I would ever admit it. Luckily he didn’t wait for my answer, and stepped forward, the light from my window giving shape and detail to his chest, abs, and the unfairly sized bulge in his briefs.


“I assume you heard what your mommy told me? No more sneaking around, fuck-boy Francis, I can come and go as I please now.”


Chet continued walking toward me, making me back into my window until there was no escape.


“I think your mom has the hots for me too. You should have seen the way she was staring at my cock.”


I felt breathless, unsure if I should try to punch him or scream for help.


“I’ll admit, I hadn’t much thought about her, but now that I know she wants my dick, I bet she could work it better than your sister.”


Chet was practically chest to chest with me now, looking down as I began to cower.


“What do you think I should do? Wait for your dad to die before I fuck her, or just go for it now, and let the poor faggot listen to us? Hell, I could even make him watch.”


Hearing enough of his bullshit, I went for a punch, but he had come so close that it was nearly impossible to use proper range. Instead, he ended up catching my wrist, and as he pivoted away to give himself room, he returned the punch, socking me in the gut, and knocking the wind straight from my lungs.


“That was for earlier,” he chuckled, keeping me on my feet as I wobbled and struggled to breath, “and this is for what you just did.”


Another hard punch to the gut and I felt the room spin. The pain was enough to make me nauseous, and once my voice returned all I could do was groan. Then the third punch came, and I finally fell to my knees.


“That one was free,” he chuckled, and as I looked up, I caught his hand giving adjustment to the erection in his briefs, the tip already forming a wet spot. “I think that makes us even,” he said softly, crouching and bringing himself to my level.


I hated him even more in the moment. Powerless to fight back, knowing how much freedom he had in my father’s house, and even bullying me in my own room, with no way to stop it.


“You know … I think I’ll try to fuck Joyce before he dies. Your mom looked so horny tonight I’m sure it’ll be easy. In fact, after I’m finished with your sister, maybe I’ll stop by your parents bedroom … get one last quickie before I leave, huh?”


The pain in my stomach had brought tears to my eyes, and that brought a bigger smile to Chet’s face. Standing put his covered cock back in my face, and he gave it a strong squeeze before ruffling my hair and leaving, not speaking another word.


“I’m going to kill you,” I promised as he left, but by then he was gone, and hadn’t heard it.


****


Fortunately, it seemed that Chet’s threat of fucking my mother was only to rattle my cage. Instead things continued at the same pace for the next few weeks, with him stopping by to check in, to fake his interest in helping around the house, and of course to fuck my sister at night.


I continued tending to my flower garden for relaxation, but already Chet’s urine had started making it wilt. It was all I could do to keep the flowers alive, but it felt therapeutic, as if the garden was representing my own life, and the will to keep fighting through the worst.


My friends still came by every few days, checking in on me, seeing how I was doing and how my dad was. I wanted so badly to tell them about Chet, but part of me didn’t want to involve them. The last thing I needed was my friends starting fights, not when my dad was so sick, and slowly getting worse.


In fact, I had started noticing a decline in dad’s health around the same time Chet had been given front door access. It worried me that his presence might be causing dad undue stress, but there was little I could say to make him leave.


By now dad was unable to join dinner, and some nights Chet would join us and take his seat, making small talk while we ate. I hated being around him, so I often excused myself to check on dad, making an unhappy return as they welcomed me back with smiles.


The more time that passed, the more Chet’s “privileges” grew. Mom treated him like family, and welcomed him over whenever he wanted. He ate from our refrigerator without asking, he teased me behind everyone’s back, and was now comfortable enough to kiss Sandy in front of the family. As if things weren’t bad enough, he was about to do something I thought mom would never tolerate.


It was a Tuesday afternoon when Chet arrived unannounced. With no regard to my father or his rest, the music from his mustang blared obnoxiously loud as it approached our house, even after parking in our driveway the bastard sat there, letting the music roar for another minute before shutting it off.


I had been watching TV with mom when he arrived, and only after we could hear ourselves again did mom give a nervous laugh, saying, “I guess Chet is here,” as if his rude and unwanted behavior was just a funny quirk.


Without a knock he entered the house, giving a smile and a nod to my mother and I. Expecting someone to speak I stayed quiet, but so did they. An awkward silence grew, until my mother finally asked if he wanted to join us on the couch to watch TV.


For a moment I thought he might, but then Sandy came up the hallway. Oddly, my sister gave all of us a wave, greeting us like strangers in a park. Taking his hand, Chet looked back at us one last time and smiled, following my sister back to her room before closing the door.


I sat, perplexed by what had just happened. Mom seemed reluctant to meet my gaze each time I looked at her, and my mind simply couldn’t believe what I had seen.


Mom and I went several minutes without talking, and ever so often she would lower the TV’s volume just a little more. My stomach quickly felt tight, my head started spinning, and I began to wonder if I was in the twilight zone.


To my expected horror, the sounds of my sister getting fucked began to fill the house, along with the loud accompanying knock of her bed hitting the wall. My mouth was dry, and my cock stirred between my legs as mom and I sat together, listening quietly as they purposely filled our home with the loud sounds of sex.


“Mom,” was all I could say, turning to her and expressing my feelings in a single look.


“I know,” she answered, sighing as she stood up, “I’ll go tell them to quiet down.”


Once more I couldn’t believe my ears. Quiet down? Chet was fucking her daughter in our house, in the middle of the day no less! Wishing I could strangle my dick to stop it from getting hard, I watched mom descend the hallway, stopping at Sandy’s door before lightly knocking on it.


The noise of their sex never stopped, and mom glanced up the hallway and looked at me before knocking again, still with no results. Finally she turned the handle, and I felt my stomach drop as she opened the door, stepping halfway inside.


“Hey,” I could hear her say, followed by a long pause, “ … try to keep it down okay?”


My heart was racing, my head was swimming and my hand was stroking. I started forgetting to breath, staring intently on my mother’s figure hanging halfway into Sandy’s room.


“Your father is very sick,” I heard her complain, and mom’s body leaned further into the room, still holding the door handle.


I could hear mumbling coming from Chet and Sandy, but couldn’t understand it. The knocking sounds hadn’t stopped either, they had only become slower. I was at a complete loss for rational thinking, and my hand moved on it’s own, shamefully stroking myself as I clung to the sight of mom standing halfway into the room, knowing that she was watching them have sex.


Then mom took a step back, still holding the door handle. I swallowed, stopped my hand from moving, and watched as mom looked up the hallway, glancing at me, then stepping forward and into the room, closing the door behind her with an audible click.


My cock nearly exploded, and seconds after mom disappeared into Sandy’s room did the knocking resume it’s loud, rhythmic pace. My mind became drowned with ideas, and my cock drowned itself with pre-cum.


I continued to stare at the door, telling myself that any second now mom would step back out. Sandy’s moans had resumed, just as loud, if not louder than they had been before. Still I waited, watching and begging that mom would come back out, but as seconds turned into minutes, it began to sink in that mom was no longer trying to quiet them.


Leaving the couch, I awkwardly adjusted my erection, heading for my room and possibly a better place to listen. I had never felt more confusing feelings then I did at that moment. I hated Chet, I hated everything about him, but my brain and my cock don’t often work together.


Then, just before I made it to my room, the door handle to Sandy’s room jiggled, slowly turning before the door creaked open, and mom’s face appeared in the foot wide opening. Not speaking, her hand beckoned me over, and I awkwardly fumbled with my erection as I approached.


I could see mom glance at my cock, but she quickly turned her eyes to mine. Being so close to Sandy’s room, the noise that drifted out was far more adult than what I could hear through the walls. The squishing, slapping sounds of flesh hitting flesh, my sister’s moans were deeper and breathier, and I could even hear Chet’s grunts and groans.


“Mom-” I began before she interrupted me.


“Honey I need you to do me a favor okay?” she said, not waiting for me to accept, “Go check on your father okay? Can you do that for me? Just for a minute?”


My lips peeled apart as I opened them to speak, my tongue and throat dry as a bone. Mom stared at me, too impatient to wait for my response. I gave a nod, and she closed the door in my face.


“Okay,” I heard my mother say behind the door.


In response, Chet filled the house with a burst of laughter before shouting, “Yeah, fuck-boy! Go check on him!”


My mother began loudly shushing him, even as he continued laughing. However I had stopped paying attention, losing myself in the noise as I quickly freed my cock and released my orgasm, spraying everything across the floor and bedroom door.


So powerful was my climax that the pleasure actually wrecked my state of mind. I had shot so much cum that I even remember wondering if it was all my own, mesmerized by the chunky white lines dripping down my sister’s bedroom door.


It took several minutes for me to recover, and afterwards my legs felt like jelly. Chet hadn’t stopped yet, and the knocking continued like the pounding inside my head. I felt confused, scared, and just wasn’t sure where to go from that point.


Mom was still inside the room, either watching them, or helping them, or doing a thousand other things that I tried to imagine. It was hard to focus on my thoughts, but it was harder to leave the bedroom door. Escaping the noise seemed like the right thing to do, so I began limping away, my cock now aching with an intense, sensitive pleasure that normal masturbation had never brought before.


The further I distanced myself, the more my sanity was restored. Carefully stuffing my dick away and catching my breath, I obeyed mom’s request to check on dad, if only to see how much sound carried into their bedroom.


I found him asleep where he always was, and immediately my heart sank into guilt. Seeing him resting, unaware of what was happening left a sour taste in my mouth. It also left me with conflicting feelings on mom’s behaviour, but I pushed them aside, knowing that she and I would have a serious talk soon enough.


Closing the bedroom door, I listened, and was surprised by just how much sound actually passed through. The knocking was loudest, but even across the house I could still hear Sandy moaning, occasionally cursing in rhythm to the knocks.


Dad has been hearing them have sex for weeks now, I remember thinking. The realization brought sadness, and made me wonder if it was those very sounds that had lead to his declining health; surely it would be damaging for a father to hear his daughter getting fucked.


Mom has been listening too, It dawned on me, helping make sense of why she was so willing to let Chet into our home. The knowledge both sickened and painfully aroused me, now wondering if Chet had actually been visiting my mother each night like he suggested.


Starting to clean around dad’s nightstand, I began to remove an odd amount of garbage that had built up over time. Empty water bottles, wrappers from dad’s favorite candy bar, piles of thick wadded tissues, and most surprising, a dozen half crushed cans of Red Bull energy drinks. I blinked, and felt my hand tremble as I held one of the cans.


“Chet?” my father said weakly, barely opening his eyes as I stood beside him.


“No dad, it’s me, Francis.”


It took all my effort not to start crying, but even as my dad mumbled and fell back asleep the tears came anyway. I didn’t want to believe it, but I knew Chet loved Red Bull, he had practically lived off the stuff in high school. Biting my lip, I looked at the mountain of used tissues, the empty cans beside my father’s bed, and struggled to leave the room without screaming.


Shutting the door behind me, I realized that the knocking sounds had finally stopped, but the door to Sandy’s room remained closed. This was a new low for me, not only did the nightmare look unending now, but it continued to get worse. I tried not to think of how far things might go, but the thoughts came anyway.


I felt sick picturing what Chet might do if my father died, and even worse what my mother and sister might do. The worst part was how my brain started rationalizing their actions, trying to put a positive spin on their motives.


To make matters worse my cock had hardened, creating even more conflict within myself. I wanted to find a weapon at first, a hammer, the chimney poker, a crowbar from the garage, anything I could use to beat Chet’s skull in with. I could feel the anger inside me stronger than ever, and I wanted so desperately to unleash it on him, even if he was busy fucking my mother and sister.


Then came overwhelming fear and arousal. My confidence left me as I pictured Chet wrestling the weapon away, and then using it on my father in the same way I had planned for Chet. Afterwards he would bring my mother and sister to orgasm in the same bed, letting me watch, knowing I wanted to.


I gripped my erection and squeezed my thighs together, wanting to run out of the house screaming. Instead, I went to the kitchen, shaking as I poured myself something to drink and sat down.


I knew something had to be done. I couldn’t allow these things to continue, not only for me, but for dad. Slowly the ideas came, and as I sat sipping my drink and stroking my cock, a plan began to form.


That’s when I heard the door to Sandy’s room open.


Two


My legs started shaking as I heard voices coming up the hallway. The time between pouring my drink to their exit had only been a few minutes, giving me little time to flesh out my ideas. I had a basic plan formed, but I needed mom alone for it.


Still conflicted and uncertain about what was next, I sat and stroked myself until they came into view. Chet had redressed, but sweat was now seeping through the fabric of his clothes. Mom followed him, her hair looking slightly messed but her clothes were still the same, giving me relief that she hadn’t gotten naked.


The two passed the kitchen without even looking my way, instead heading straight for the front door. It was about this time I heard the bathroom door close, and Sandy start her shower.


“I’ll be back tonight,” Chet said, sounding far less animated, likely tired from fucking my sister.


“Okay,” was all my mother said before closing the door behind him.


Taking a deep breath, I gave my cock a squeeze in the hopes that it would finally go soft, and waited for my mother to join me. Eventually she did, but only after leaving to check on my father.


I didn’t move when she walked into the kitchen, and she was obviously surprised to find me waiting on her. Flushed and ashamed, she moved the hair out of her face before sitting across from me, wondering who would speak.


“I’ll go first,” I said, fighting my desire to masturbate.


“Okay.”


My emotions had flown wildly in the last few minutes, ranging from anger, to sadness, lust and fear. I wanted to be level headed, but it was hard to think when my cock and brain were fighting. Focusing on my plan, I began the questions slowly.


“First,” I sighed, choosing the question that mattered most, “I saw the energy drinks next to dad’s bed … so how long has he been coming to your room?”


I could see the guilt in mom’s face even as she broke eye contact, and my heart ached to see her in pain. There was no winning in this scenario, Chet had already fucked up our family. All I wanted was to keep the pieces together.


“Since you heard us that night in the hallway,” mom answered, making me cringe and look away.


The words caught in my throat as I started to speak again, forcing me to cough before continuing the questions. “How much have you two done?”


I could hear mom’s voice breaking as she tried to speak. “Francis-”


“I need to know,” I demanded, not truly ready for her answer.


She hesitated, refusing to look at me when she it. “Everything.”


I couldn’t keep my hand off my cock any longer, and I leaned forward as I tried to hide the movement. “Why? Can’t you see how terrible he is? Why do you keep doing it?”


Having a small knowledge of psychology, I already knew mom’s true answer even if she didn’t. Shame and sadness were clear on her face, but she lacked a deeper understanding to give me a real answer, so instead she said the only thing that made sense to her.


“It feels good,” she answered, too ashamed to look at me.


The truth was that she had broken under stress, we all had. Having her husband slowly dying in the same bed that she slept was simply too much for her to handle, and in such traumatic moments, those under pressure will often look for an outlet to escape their problems. Some turn to drinking, others to eating or drugs. Mom turned to Chet’s cock, because it was easy to find, and it brought a pleasure she hadn’t felt in years.


“You feel good hurting your son and cheating on your sick husband?”


I died a little inside as I pushed the topic. I didn’t want mom upset, I hated seeing the anguish on her face and the tears on her cheeks. I knew why she had done it, and I truly didn’t blame her. However, if my plan was to work she needed to feel guilty, and to feel bad enough to accept my proposal.


Mom’s bottom lip quivered after my question, and although she didn’t speak I could see the answer waiting to come.


“Say it,” I pushed, causing her sniffle.


“Yes, it feels good.”


Believing she had weakened enough, I moved onto my plan. What came next wasn’t easy to say, but after mom’s admittance I had to follow through, not just for dad, but for all of us.


“It’s okay, mom, I understand.”


She looked up from the table, and I blatantly stroked myself faster, allowing her to see the obvious movements of my arm, showing that I was enjoying it too.


“What can we do, Francis?” she wondered, understanding that we had both fallen into a nightmare.


Her question created the perfect moment to explain my plan, and I did so enthusiastically. “I want dad moved back to the hospital,” I said, focused enough to stop masturbating, “they can take better care of him, he won’t be around Chet, and it will give us some much needed relief.”


Unsure just how much I needed to sell the idea, I threw in one last thing, hoping it would seal the deal. “If we can get him out of the house … you and Chet won’t need to sneak anymore. I won’t say a word, I won’t tell dad, and we can just … let everything run it’s course.”


I watched mom swallow nervously, nodding slowly while she thought about it. I knew she still loved dad, but it was clear that stress had broken her. Finally, she agreed that it was a good idea to send him back to the hospital … only there was a catch I didn’t expect.


“Can … we have one more night together?” she asked, wiping away her tears.


“You and dad?”


“ … all of us.”


I swallowed, and the gears in my head slowed. “I don’t understand.”


“Chet … wants you to watch us.”


My focus vanished as I grabbed my cock again, and suddenly I felt like I was back outside Sandy’s room, listening to their sex. “Me … watching all of you?”


I could see the hesitation before she answered. “Yes … in the bedroom.”


It finally dawned on me that mom meant her bedroom, where dad was currently sleeping. Suddenly I remembered the cans of energy drink beside his bed, and pictured Chet fucking mom right beside him.


“Just one more night,” mom said, practically begging me.


I didn’t know it at the time, but this was one of the biggest choices I would ever make. Determined to remove my father from the house and away from Chet, I felt it was extremely important to have mom on my side, because our combined voice would trump Chet’s.


One final night of sex with Chet in dad’s bed was a horrendously bad idea, only I couldn’t see it at the time because my dick was in the way. I was young, stupid, a virgin and stressed by so many things that it was a miracle I survived it all.


“Okay, mom,” I said, squeezing myself under the table, “one last night.”


****


Before I explain what happened next, I want to remind you that for the past few weeks I had been listening to nearly non-stop sex between Chet and my sister. Almost every night I would lay awake, masturbating as they fucked beside the wall where I laid my head.


It was because of this constant stimulation that I found myself always horny, struggling to fight my erections at the slightly provocation. Chet knew it, my sister knew it, and my mom knew it.


The choice to give them one final night in mom’s bedroom was not only to win her favor, but to let me finally see them together, to add substance to what I had been listening to for nearly a month. Had I known what my choice would lead to, I promise you I would not have made it.


“I can’t believe we’re going to do it with him in the room,” said Sandy, sounding revolted that I would be watching them.


“This is for the best, honey,” mother assured her.


I scolded my sister, feeling an anger rise at how casual she was, “Dad can’t stay in the house like this, don’t you even care what’s going on?”


Sandy rolled her eyes at me and walked away, swaying her hips and wearing nothing but a long t-shirt and panties. Mom had busied herself with getting things ready, and I felt almost sick with anticipation.


It wouldn’t be long before Chet returned, but already I was wondering If I made the right choice, why not just call the police? The answer was because I was alone. Sandy was wrapped around Chet’s finger, or his dick, whichever makes more sense. She was no help to me, and seemed completely unsympathetic to our father.


Mom was getting nearly as bad, although I knew she was stronger, she still wanted to help dad, and that’s why I needed her. Were I to call the police, what could be said? My high school bully is fucking my family over? I had no proof, dad couldn’t answer for himself, my sister would deny it, and mom could go either way. Not to mention Chet’s reputation for shit-talking his way out of trouble.


As long as this was the last night they did it, and we got dad to the hospital afterwards, then at least part of the nightmare would be over, and next I could work on removing Chet.


It was past 7 when I heard the roar of a mustang pull into our driveway. No music this time, but he revved the engine loudly, only to create noise and disturb my father’s rest.


“Chets back,” mom said, trying to hide the glee in her voice.


When he finally came into the house, he used his thumb and pointed over his shoulder, telling mom and Sandy to collect the stuff from the car. Without hesitation my sister went, but mother lingered a moment, looking at me with a sad guilt before obeying him and heading outside.


That left Chet and I alone. Cracking his knuckles, he began walking towards me and smiling, now dressed in clean clothes with his hair styled.


“So it’s all in the open now,” he gloated, stepping closer as I backed away, “I assume Joyce told you everything?”


“Not everything,” I said, fearing another attack.


Chet smiled. “Well good news, I’m more than happy to uh … fill you in.”


I swallowed, unsure what to make of the oddly sexual innuendo. I had never seen Chet display any desire for other men, usually he stole their girlfriends, beat them up or just made their lives worse. That’s when he shoved me into the wall and laughed.


“Speak up, fuck-boy,” he chuckled, clearly happy with how uncomfortable I was, “what do you want to know? If I’ve given your sister anal yet, or maybe had her eat my spunk? How about mommy? What can I tell you to clear things up?”


I didn’t have to answer. His attitude and fun would eventually give out if I didn’t respond, but stupidly I did anyway. “Why are you doing all this?”


Chet bit his bottom lip and closed in on me, pinning me to the wall and holding me in place. “Because of how good it makes me feel,” he grinned, putting a forearm on my throat to shut off my air. “Besides, Joyce and Sandy love it … and you will too.”


With the girls returning he quickly released me, and I gasped for air just as mom watched me fall to my knees. I looked between them, Chet smiled, and mom said nothing, focused on using both hands to carry in a large duffle bag.


I didn’t question the luggage, I had other things to worry about. For a moment Chet’s back was turned to me, and the idea of attacking him crossed my mind. If only I had a knife I could have taken him by surprise … but life isn’t like the movies. As much as I wanted him dead, killing another person without good reason would only create more problems. Sure, Chet would be gone, but I’d likely spend the rest of my life in prison. I hadn’t become that desperate yet, not with the possibility of moving dad to the hospital, and fixing the issues myself.


“Excited for tonight, baby?” Chet asked Sandy as she carried in more luggage.


“So excited,” she answered, struggling to lift whatever was in the bag.


It wasn’t long after his things were brought in that Chet told mom to start preparing. Confused, I realized I had no idea how they would have sex with dad in the same bed. I still wish I didn’t know, but when Chet noticed how uninformed I was, he brought mom over so she could break my heart with the news.


“Tell him, baby,” Chet grinned, standing with his arm around my mother’s shoulder.


Mom looked as uncomfortable as I felt. It was already strange to have a relationship with the young man who was fucking your daughter, but even worse to allow him to abuse your husband and son. But that was our current life, one I hopped to fix.


“Francis,” my mother started, already looking deeply ashamed, “I’ve been drugging your father with his own medication.”


My mouth opened, and I felt a knife sink into my heart. I knew something had been strange with dad sleeping so much, but I expected that was normal from being so sick. Even after learning of Chet and mom having sex in the room, I expected they had been sneaky about it, staying quiet so he wouldn’t wake up.


“Keep going,” Chet said, leaving me to wonder what else I didn’t know.


“We keep giving him sleeping pills so he can’t wake up,” she said softly, “that way we can have as much sex as we want.”


Part of me had to have known, but it still came as a shock just to hear mom confirm it. I could feel a familiar guilty pain return to me, along with sadness and anger.


But it was surprise more than anything when I noticed the bulge in Chet’s pants. He had gotten hard just talking about drugging my father, and within seconds he had taken my mother’s hand and placed it over him.


Mom and I looked into each other’s eyes, we could see the shame in us both, but all the same she began stroking him, rubbing it with her fingers and squeezing it’s girth every few seconds.


“We’re not even feeding him anymore,” Chet laughed, and my mother’s hand sped up even faster, “It’s just more fun that way, right, baby?”


I looked to my mother, and saw nipples poking through her shirt. She was getting just as horny as Chet, even if she was too ashamed to admitting it.


“Yes,” she said, no longer looking at me.


It doesn’t matter, I thought, trying to ignore my own erection, After tonight I’ll get dad out of here, and he’ll be safe in the hospital.


****


As the moment to watch them have sex drew near, I became a nervous wreck. I could hardly stop my legs from shaking, my palms were sweaty, more dry mouth, and yet another shameful hard-on that simply wouldn’t go away.


Feeling sick when Chet told mom to give dad more sleeping pills, I felt even worse when he forced me to watch her do it. The bedroom was dim as we entered, and dad sounded like he was grumbling, probably in pain. Chet grabbed and stood me behind her, letting me watch as she prepared his medication; touching herself as she did so, and feeding it to her unsuspecting and barely conscious husband.


As dad swallowed the pills I could see just how weak he had become. He looked thinner, his face was gaunt and he could barely move. Understanding just how bad they were treating him filled me with anger. I clenched my jaw, balled my fists and took a breath, reminding myself that tomorrow he would be leaving this madness.


“He doesn’t look good does he?” Chet said, standing directly behind me. When I didn’t answer, he leaned closer, almost whispering into my ear. “Will you miss him when he’s gone? Or will you celebrate with us?”


I could see that mom’s demeanor had changed from the moment we entered the bedroom. The guilt and sadness on her face had been replaced with a wild and crazed look, and as we stood in the dimly lit bedroom, she grinned at me.


“I’ll celebrate when you’re gone,” I told Chet, turning around to face him.


“We’ll see about that, fuck-boy,” he sneered back, melting my courage.


When they decided to wait on dad’s medication to kick in, we returned to the living room, giving me a moment to rebuild myself. Chet sat on the couch with my mother and sister on either side of him, massaging their breasts with his arms draped over their shoulders.


“You know what, Francine?” Chet said to me, turning and smiling as I stood awkwardly to the side, “You should really start trying to please me.”


I stayed quiet, not wanting to play his game.


“Changes are coming,” he foretold, “and you should be working hard to make me … happy … just like your mom and sister.”


Scoffing, I crossed my arms and smirked at him. “So not only are you a dick, you like them too?”


He smiled back. “Careful who you call names, Francine, or you’ll end up between my legs with a mouth full.”


“Yeah right,” was the only response I could think of.


“Would you rather see your daddy do it?”


I uncrossed my arms and gave him a stern look. “Shut up.”


“He probably can’t suck it too well, but I could always just fuck his mouth.”


Sandy gave a laugh, and my anger nearly exploded. “I said shut up, asshole!”


“Make me, Fuckboy,” he grinned, finding my mother and sister’s nipples before pinching and pulling on them, causing the girls to squeal, “you don’t seem to understand who’s running the show now … but I’ll be happy to educate you if you want.”


The girls turned to me and watched, waiting to see what I would say or do. I looked between them all, Sandy and Chet smiling, and my mother looking softly concerned. Swallowing my anger, I chose to stay quiet, lowering my head pathetically and looking away.


“Come over here,” Chet ordered.


“No,” I said faster than my brain wanted.


Looking back at him, I could see a seriousness in his face. But I stood my ground, telling myself that I wouldn’t let him walk over me, just like dad had always taught me.


“You’re going to end up serving me anyway, Fuckboy,” Chet promised, “but if you don’t come over here right now and take your punishment, then I’ll just punish your father instead … and I’ll make it so much worse for him.”


A knot formed in my stomach, and for a moment I thought of calling his bluff. Coming to my senses, I knew Chet wasn’t lying, his enjoyment from the suffering of others was real, and I couldn’t live with myself If I put dad through more of it.


Slowly walking over, I waited to see what Chet had planned. Surprisingly, it wasn’t as bad as I expected, only humiliating.


“Hands and knees, now. Be our footrest, fuck-boy … Daddy needs to kick his feet up.”


I hesitated, but with a nod from mom I sunk to my knees in front of them, hating Sandy’s smile as much as Chet’s. Mother smiled too, and it hurt me.


Chet’s feet were laid across the middle of my back as he stretched out, Sandy’s were on my lower hips, and mom’s were resting on my neck. It wasn’t very hard to do, but after a few minutes my body started to ache, and a slow pain crept into my muscles.


“Oh, and if you didn’t catch that, Francine, you and your sister will be calling me Daddy from now on, understand?”


“Yes, Daddy,” Sandy answered happily.


I stayed quiet, tilting my head and looking up at my mother.


“It’s okay, honey,” she said, talking down to me while her feet pressed into my neck, “It will just make everything easier, okay?”


“Yes,” is all I said, determined to never give up my fight.


One of Chet’s feet pulled off my back, and with a shock of electricity I felt his foot press against my cock from underneath. My body wobbled and I nearly collapsed from the stimulation, shaking as his toes began to stroke my length. It was such a shock that I had started breathing in gasps, shuddering and fighting to keep myself balanced.


“What was that, Fuckboy?”


“Y-Yes, Daddy,” I whimpered, finally crumpling to the floor when his foot was removed.


“Good,” Chet chuckled, standing from the couch and pressing a foot into my back, pinning me to the floor as he stretched, “I think it’s been long enough now … let’s go have some fun.”


****


Lead into the bedroom, the time had finally come. My nerves returned rattled as everyone but me started undressing, and I became painfully uncomfortable as I saw my mother and sister’s nude bodies for the first time.


Sandy was 18, one year younger than I and entirely pristine, just like the girls online. Her small perky breast had nipples that almost pointed upwards, and I quickly noticed how she had completely shaven between her legs, revealing a soft pink mound and thigh gap that Chet had enjoyed for weeks.


Mom was older and weighed more, but it only added to her curves. Heavier chest, wider waist and a thick bottom, It was startling how attractive I found her. Unfortunately that sudden attachment would soon feel like daggers when Chet had his fun. Mom had also shaven her pussy, and I started wondering just how much control he had over them. My answer was mere minutes away.


“Okay, girls,” Chet said, finally stripping down to only his underwear, “let’s be sure to give fuck-boy a good show.”


Pulling a chair from the corner of the room, I was sat at the foot of the bed, giving me an overview of everything they were doing. Chet had moved and stood beside my father on the left side of the bed, my mother and sister patiently waiting behind him.


“Now, although we do this ritual several times a week, this is the first time fuck-boy will see it-so we really need to enjoy ourselves, and make it memorable, right, girls?”


“Yes, Daddy,” they both answered, and I started feeling sick.


Apart from breathing, dad had become completely motionless, sleeping on his back with the blanket up to his neck. I felt a whirlwind of emotions as Chet leered over him, smirking at him, and then at me. What was I doing? Why was I allowing this?


“Now I expect little fuck-boy over there-” Chet said, pointing at me, “won’t like what we do to his daddy.”


What does he mean? I thought, feeling a rush of fear. They’re just supposed to have sex beside him, not bother him!


“If he gets any smart ideas-” Chet said, now threatening me, “like trying to stop us, save his daddy, call the police, or do anything besides playing with his little dick … I’m going to beat his ass just like I did in highschool, and I’m going to do it right in front of mommy and daddy.”


I swallowed and shivered, hating the way they all stared at me.


“If I do have to beat his ass … I expect you girls to cheer me on, okay?”


“Yes, of course, Daddy!” My sister said happily, sneering at me as she leaned over to kiss Chet, right beside her real father.


I looked to mom, hoping, expecting a look of comfort. Instead she only bit her lip, looking ashamed again before answering, “Yes, Daddy.”


“Good. Understand, fuck-boy?”


“Yeah,” I answered. But when Chet raised his eyebrows and cupped an ear toward me, I swallowed and forced myself to give the reply he wanted. “Yes … Daddy.”


“Good,” he grinned, giving my sister a painfully hot slap on the ass, creating a loud smack that left a red print on her cheek.


I stared, transfixed as my bully removed his underwear, and proudly wagged his cock at me, as if to display what he had been using to rail my mom and sister with. I won’t lie, I was jealous of the size. It was twice as long as mine, and thick enough that my sister’s small fingers only served to make it look even bigger.


Chet enjoyed seeing how uncomfortable I was, and for a minute he stood in place, facing me, letting me watch as my sister jerked his length until a pearl of precum formed at it’s tip, finally spilling over and drooling to the floor.


Mom seemed hesitant to join him, and I assumed she wasn’t ready to show her son just how corrupted Chet had made her. Only when he waved her over did she join, and then she stood opposite of Sandy, now both giving him a handjob. Getting their movements in sync, I was amazed that both their hands still didn’t cover his entire length; amazed, and jealous.


I also want to admit my guilt, because although this event was entirely fucked up, and was about to become far, far worse-I was watching the real life equivalent of a porno, and my cock was harder than steel, even if it was Chet and my family.


“So what first, girls? How about you polish my knob, I know how much you two love doing that.”


Turning his back to me, I watched, horrified as Chet crawled onto the bed, and seated himself on my dad’s chest, spreading his legs to make room for the girls.


My own chest felt tight as he bounced to position himself, giving no thought to my father’s unconscious body underneath. Turning himself to face the bed’s edge, the girls crowded over, only needing to lean in order to reach his standing erection.


I couldn’t believe my eyes, and in a moment of panic I stood from my chair, crossing the room and standing behind my mother. The girls stopped at once, looking back at me as Chet glared angrily, waiting to see what I would do.


Almost to upset me further, Chet seemed uncomfortable as he tried to balance on my father’s chest, using his hands for stability and pressing them wherever he liked. With his left hand on Sandy’s head, his right put pressure on the side of dad’s face, crushing him into the pillow. I felt heartbroken just watching, knowing that mom had done this before, and knew just how much to drug him so he wouldn’t wake up.


“Oh,” Chet grinned after seeing I wasn’t a threat, “fuck-boy just wanted a better view.”


Sandy and mom quickly ignored me, and as I looked over their heads I could see Chet’s cock between them. Their mouths licked, kissed, salivated and moaned over him, and the whole time Chet’s gaze was focused only on me.


He smiled, that same winners smile that he enjoyed giving. He was watching my reactions, seeing how it bothered me, how it upset me. I knew he wanted to see me cry, to lose hope, to enjoy watching my life crumble around me as he reached orgasm. He purposely re-adjusted his hand position several times, continually smushing my father’s face into the pillow, and never once looking away from me.


“Upset?” he finally asked, causing the girls to momentarily look up, until they realized he was talking to me, and they quickly went back down.


I swallowed, hoping my voice didn’t crack. “No,” I lied.


“Well don’t worry … this is only the start.”


I jumped, taken completely by surprise when he backhanded my father’s face. The slap wasn’t hard, not hard enough to leave a mark, but loud enough that I lurched forward, making him smile, and making the girls look up again.


“What’s wrong?” Chet asked, making a tight fist with his hand and very gently tapping it against my father’s cheek, “did something you see make you mad?”


I tried looking to mother for help, and for a second I thought she might look back at me, but instead her mouth lowered to Chet’s cock, and she moaned.


“Please don’t do that … ” I said, trying to find whatever words Chet wanted to hear, “ … Daddy.”


His smile grew ever larger, as if happy by my progress. Shockingly what I said worked, and he pushed the girls off before removing himself from the bed, and my father. Backing up as he came forward, I shamefully gave my cock a few more strokes through the fabric, causing his smile to become a smirk, squinting his eyes while the side of his mouth lifted.


“Okay then … what next? I think my cock is nice and clean now … what else can you girl’s clean?”


I could tell that Chet was setting them up for the answer he wanted, I just didn’t expect the answer.


“Your butthole!” My sister shouted gleefully, “We can clean your butthole next, Daddy!”


“Good idea, pumpkin!” Chet laughed, patting my sister on the head as she remained by his side. “We just need a fun place to do that … where or where could that be … “


For a moment I caught mom looking at me, but she quickly dropped her gaze. Unsure what to expect, I wasn’t completely surprised when Chet moved back to the bed, climbing over it again. However, I was surprised when he threw back my father’s bedsheets, grabbing him by the ankles and pulling him until he was horizontal on the bed.


“Stop!” I shouted, concerned as I watched my father’s limp body get pushed into position.


“Shut up, fuck-boy,” Chet growled, now standing on the bed, and over my father with both feet placed on opposite sides of his head, depressing the mattress below, “just rub yourself, and enjoy the show, loser.”


Once more my mouth had gone dry, and I began to fidget as Chet carefully lowered himself over my father’s chest, only now the position was different, and his balls were literally sitting on my dad’s chin.


“Ugh,” he grunted, steadying himself, “ this is the tricky part … but every time we do it … it’s worth it.”


With the girls joining him, I could hardly believe my eyes as they helped him shuffle back. On all fours over dad’s body, Chet had taken a 69 position over him, with his cock drooling over him. The girls got into position behind him, and with Chet’s ass right over my father’s face, the girls began kissing and licking at it.


Only now was I glad mom drugged him, sickened to think of how he might feel if he woke up, finding Chet’s asshole in his face, and his wife and daughter fighting over who could get their tongue inside it first.


“Really get in there, girls,” Chet laughed, struggling to stay balanced over my father’s torso, “show that dying loser who you really love! And don’t be afraid to tell him!”


I wanted to kill myself the more I stroked my cock, but with my mind starting to slip from what I was seeing, and my dick sending me mixed signals, I knew It wouldn’t be long before I took my pants off.


“Sorry, old man,” my sister sneered, looking down at her own father’s face, “I have a new daddy, and I love him so much more than you!”


My stomach jerked and I lurched forward, squeezing my cock as hard as I could just as Sandy spit into our father’s unconscious face. I became completely paralyzed, utterly and inconceivably stunned by what she did. Chet’s laughter followed, and he praised my sister for her actions. I could almost feel the moral and righteous gears of my mind grind to a halt, and for a moment I couldn’t think, I couldn’t blink and I couldn’t breath. Such a corrupt act carried out by my own sister made my head spin, but however shocking It was, it was what mom did next that truly left me speechless.


“Your turn, baby,” Chet told my mother, feeling Sandy’s lips return to his ass, “let your poor sick husband know how you really feel … and make sure fuck-boy can hear you say it, he needs to know too.”


Turning away from the wet, sloppy ass crack, I could see mom’s tongue withdraw from Chet’s hole, leaving a long white string of saliva as she pulled away. Wiping her mouth, Sandy’s tongue returned to Chet’s sphincter as mom began staring at me, a mixture of guilt and excitement in her expression.


I shook my head, silently begging her not to belittle or betray my father. Mom’s response was to reach between her legs, fingering herself as the guilt left her face, leaving only a wild, excited smile that made me shiver.


Reaching for dad, she grabbed him over the mouth, squeezing his cheeks and shaking his unresponsive head. Lowering herself, she gave me one last sinful look before getting face to face with her husband, and then let her true feelings be known.


“Why aren’t you fucking dead yet?!” she practically shouted, making me feel like someone had just punched me in the stomach. “Just die already! No one wants you here anymore!”


My jaw dropped, and mom smiled at me before I heard Chet’s cruel laughter. I couldn’t believe what mom was saying, not her, not to her husband. She’s just caught up in the moment I told myself, She’s just horny, that’s all, tomorrow it will pass.


“I have a new man now,” mom growled, fingering herself faster, “and I love him more than I ever loved you! He’s young, he’s handsome, and I’m going to give him everything you spent your life working for!” Then mom spit in dad’s face, twice.


“Mom,” I whimpered, still squeezing my cock like an idiot as I stepped closer, “no.”


“You heard her, fuck-boy!” Chet laughed, finally sitting up again and turning around, still using my father’s chest for his seat. Stroking his cock over my father’s face, his pre-cum dripped and swung down, leaving long shiny strings across dad’s nose, lips and closed eyes.


“No,” I repeated, “you can’t-”


“Can’t? I own you, fuck-boy … I own your father, your mother, your sister your house and all your money! The only thing I can’t do is wait much longer for your old man to die! The sooner the better! Right girls?”


“Yes, Daddy!” they both answered.


I started to feel like I was drowning. My head was swimming, I swayed, blinking and trying to focus on my plan. The sound in my ears had become muffled, as if someone had placed headphones over them. Through the dulled sounds I watched Sandy bite her lip, wiggling excitedly as she raised her middle finger and pushed it into our father’s face, squealing with laughter as Chet rewarded her by nibbling at her neck and ear.


Mom was focused on Chet as well, looking jealous that Sandy was currently receiving his attention. Using her free hand, she began tugging at his cock, causing even more pre-cum to drip and drool onto her husband’s face.


From the depths of my dismay I felt my cock pulsing, throbbing in rhythm to my heart beat. Of all the things I wanted, It wasn’t to glean pleasure from what Chet had done to my family. Even scarier was the idea of how much worse it could still become if I didn’t get dad out.


The sound slowly faded back to my ears as the girls giggled and laughed, now using Chet’s unfairly large cock to slap my father’s face. I stood, like a deer in headlights, watching as they belittled the man who raised me.


“What do you think, girls? Bury him? Or cremate him?”


“He’s not even dead yet!” I blurted, stopping the laughter.


When everyone turned to me I could see the hate in their eyes, angry that I spoiled their moment of fun. Even mom looked angry, her cheek now rubbing against Chet’s hip as her hand slowed on his cock.


“No,” Chet agreed, “not yet … but it won’t be much longer.”


It was then that I finally mustered my courage, feeling a strength swell from my chest as I decided enough was enough. “That’s it! No more! Get off my dad! You’ve had your fun, now leave him alone! We’re having him moved back to the hospital tomorrow, so you can just forget all your fantasies!”


I felt a moment of happiness as Chet’s expression went from smug to surprise. That moment only lasted a few seconds however, because after everything I had planned, my talks with mom, the hopes of returning dad to the hospital and saving him from the nightmare, all of it was about to come crashing down around me.


“Move him back to the hospital?” Chet said, stunned and confused, “… fuck-boy … your daddy isn’t going anywhere.” I could feel the tip of a knife press into my heart, and the more Chet spoke, the deeper it sank. “Wait … did you really think I would allow you to send him back?”


“M-Mom said-”


“I own your mom, fuck-boy! She does what I tell her! Joyce, did you tell him your husband could go back to the hospital?”


“Yes, Daddy,” my mother answered, looking ashamed that she had done something to upset Chet.


“Did you really intend to help him?”


“No, Daddy, never! I would never send my husband back to the hospital, not after all the fun we’ve had with him!”


Chet’s look of worry changed back to relief, and he smiled at me. “Okay then,” he chuckled, “that clears it up. Mommy was just lying to you, fuck-boy … she was never going to help.”


“Mom!” I shouted, feeling a pain in my throat as tears began forming in my eyes.


“Sorry, fuck-boy,” my own mother said to me, “I only asked you for one more night because I knew Chet was coming back to live with us … I couldn’t have you moving your father away before then … he needs to die here at home … where we can watch.”


I tried to speak, but my throat had almost closed from the pain. Chet leaned forward, quickly spotting my tears and smiling. The look of euphoria in his eyes sickened me, and he shuffled off the bed, stepping over to me with cock in hand.


“Is that why you’ve been letting us do this? You’ve been thinking I was going to let him go?”


I couldn’t let Chet see me cry, the sick fuck didn’t deserve more pleasure. But what he said next broke me, and as it did, his face lit up with happiness, overjoyed to witness my soul being crushed.


“Your daddy is going to die in this bed, Francis … no one can save him now … and when he finally passes away-” Chet came closer, getting right in my face, smiling as tears rolled down my cheeks, “I’m going to fuck your mother, and your sister … right over his corpse.”


I could feel something break inside me. Like a dam that held back all my emotions, fears and sadness, his words finally broke through it, and I burst into sobbing, slowly dropping to my knees and wailing as they all looked down at me.


I can’t say what they did as I cried, because I never saw it. I had just lost all hope of saving my father, and continued to cry for an unknown amount of time, never once looking up to see what they were doing. I could no longer hear their laughter, their voices or what they were saying, I simply sunk deeper into my anguish, begging myself that I was just in a bad dream. Unfortunately … the dream was far from over.


When Chet grabbed a handful of my hair, I wasn’t sure how much time had passed. I wasn’t sure if he had been masturbating to my despair the entire time, or if he had taken turns with my mother and sister, but as my head was pulled up, his cock erupted across my face, spraying me with surprisingly warm strings of sperm, covering my eyes, nose, mouth and hair.


Roaring as he unloaded, the girls cheered and congratulated him on such a messy orgasm. I was dripping when he let my face go, but rather than let my head drop, I stared at him, one eye closed with sperm and the other red and puffy from crying.


“Sorry, fuck-boy,” Chet huffed, smiling as he shook his cock in my face, “I just couldn’t help myself.”


However little my mouth had been open, his sperm had still managed to get inside, landing across my tongue and lips. Swallowing out of habit, I could taste the salty and slimy texture roll down my throat.


For a second time I felt something break inside me, only this time, it was the dam that held my anger in check. In a blinding fit of rage I rose, screaming and swinging. After being so quiet and still for so long, Chet was caught completely off guard as I pressed him and began throwing punches.


Backing away with a look of shock, I followed and continued to scream, striking him in the shoulder and chest, grazing his chin until he had no more room to retreat. When his back hit the wall I straightened my left arm, shoving my hand against his throat and pinning him as my right fist began raining punches at his head. His arms struggled to stop the blows, but as my sister came to his defence, grabbing my right arm, I turned, blinded by the hatred of them all and punched her straight in the face, knocking her out cold.


Her legs crumpled as she fell back, and her body hit the floor with a crash. Chet had seen, and the horror and shock on his face remained only a second before I turned and punched him again. I wasn’t got to stop, no matter how much my muscles ached and my body screamed in pain, I wasn’t going to stop.


The rage filled adrenaline made me faster and stronger than I had ever been in my life, and when he started blocking the face punches, I gave him a few to the stomach, and he wilted. I was determined to kill him. It was a primal urge that I could feel bubbling up from my core. No mercy, no stopping, not until his body was lifeless.


That’s when something metal struck the back of my head, and I went unconscious.


Three


I’m not sure how long I was out, but when I woke up they had moved me to another room. It was still dark, and I quickly realized they had bound me to a chair. The odd angle of my arms made my shoulders ache, and as I tried to free my wrists, I found my ankles were also tied together.


I couldn’t see what they had used to bind me, but it was strong enough that I couldn’t break it. Looking around, It took a moment before I recognized where I was: the kitchen pantry. Big enough to walk in, it apparently could fit a single chair too, because I was now alone with nothing but shelves of canned food.


Behind me was the door, obviously closed because of the lack of light, but beyond it I could hear distant voices. The pain in my head slowly returned the more I awoke, and the memory of getting hit finally came back. It had been mom that struck me, and for a moment I had three pains: my shoulders, my head, and now my heart.


It hurt remembering, knowing that mom had chosen Chet over her own son and husband. She had gone crazy with lust, and the things that were said, all she had done … they were beyond my ability of reason.


Being alone in the pantry was strange, like being in a coffin, but it gave me time to think. I knew I had fucked up, but dad was still in danger. Mom and Chet would be distrusting of me now, so I had blown whatever trust I had been building. Trying to convince them to send dad back to the hospital wouldn’t work, Chet would never allow it, and calling the cops was probably impossible now, since Chet or mom likely took my cellphone.


It now dawned on me that I was a prisoner, just like dad. I was trapped in the house, with no way to contact anyone else. The thought scared me, but I knew they wouldn’t leave me in the pantry forever, eventually they would come to get me.


Should I apologise? I wondered, sitting along in the dark. I can’t fight my way out, not with Chet ready for me. Should I pretend to join them? Say I’m sorry and that I accept what they’re doing? No way, they’ll never buy it, not after what I had done. No matter how much I thought, there was no simple answer.


I decided to wait, not that I had a choice, and use my time to think up as many plans as I could to save dad. My friends could maybe help, but I needed to call them, or escape the house first. My sister was going to be pissed because I punched her, that wouldn’t be fun, and then there was Chet, who knew how he might punish me.


The longer I waited the more afraid I became, and after what seemed liked forever I finally heard the distant voices come closer. Staying quiet, I listened as best I could, hoping to eavesdrop before they came to collect me.


“-it still hurt?” was the first thing I could make out, the words coming from my mother.


“Yeah,” my sister said, and I knew they were talking about where I punched her, “but it’s not too bad.”


“Don’t worry,” I heard Chet say cheerfully, “I deliver on my promises.”


“Thank you, Daddy,” my sister giggled.


Surely there would be payback for my outburst, but I worried less about what my sister would do, and more about what Chet would do.


“It’s been long enough, he has to be awake now,” Mom said, their voices coming closer to the pantry.


“Boy is he in for a surprise,” Chet said, causing laughter.


The door behind me shook as the knob was turned, and a flood of light poured in from behind. I could see a shadow cast across the shelves in front of me, but couldn’t look back to see who it was.


“Rise and shine, fuck-boy,” Chet said, grabbing my chair and dragging it out of the pantry, pulling me across the tiled floor until I sat across from the kitchen table.


Mom and sis were back to being fully dressed, now sitting at the opposite end of the table and staring at me. I felt a tiny prick of guilt when noticing the red mark on Sandy’s face, but it quickly passed.


“Well then,”Chet said, walking around my chair and joining the girls, “I guess it’s time we got you up to speed.”


They had moved the other chairs to the opposite side of the table, and now Chet sat between them, like the head of a judging committee. Mom and Chet were grinning, but Sandy still looked understandably pissed.


“You’ve been out of the loop for … a few hours at least,” he grinned, “and a lot has happened.”


Not waiting to hear more, I said the first thing that came to mind. “I’m sorry,” I blurted, “I-I lost my head, I’m sorry, Ch-uhm … Daddy, I’m sorry.”


Chet’s eyes squinted as he smiled, his cheeks pushing them almost closed. “Oh don’t worry,” he chuckled, “we forgive you.”


For some reason, it only now occurred to me that I was still wearing his sperm, and I felt even more foolish than a few seconds ago. “You do?” I asked, expecting it to be a lie.


“Of course we do,” he said, “that doesn’t mean you won’t be punished … but there are no hard feelings for what you did.” Chet looked over at Sandy. “Well … maybe some hard feelings.”


“Uhm … okay,” I mumbled, “I understand … I’ll take the punishment … so … can I be untied?” Now all three of them laughed, and I felt like an idiot.


“Not yet,” mom said, looking at me like like an unwanted animal, “first we get you up to speed, then we punish you … then … if you’re good, we’ll untie you.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered, now determined to play the perfect son. It had to be good enough so they would untie me, and then I could make my escape.


The three smiled, and Chet placed his hands on the table, interlocking his fingers. “So first off … we called the ambulance, and had them take your dad.”


My mouth dropped open. “You did?”


“Yes,” mom answered, “but you nearly ruined our fun because of your outburst.”


“Oh fuck,” I said, stunned by the revelation, “ I-I didn’t know you would … Sandy, I-I’m sorry for … oh jeez – thank you, thank you for sending him to the hospital.”


Chet laughed, “Calm down, man, did you really think we would keep him here?”


My head was both hurting and spinning from the news, but I felt like I was on cloud 9. All things considered, as long as my dad was safely away, dealing with Chet would be simple. “Well after what you said, and how you were all acting-”


Chet’s smile became a grin, “We get it … you were worried about your dad, we understand.”


I shut my eyes for a moment, taking a deep breathing and relaxing.


“This doesn’t change anything though,” Chet said sternly, “I’m still living here, and I’m still in control, fuck-boy.”


With dad out of the house, I was hardly upset. “That’s fine,” I said quickly, “I have no problems with that now … thank you.”


Mom grinned, “Onto punishment then?”


“Yes,” I answered, trying to sound more upset, although it was hard after such good news.


“Sandy will punish you first,” Chet announced, standing with everyone else as they removed themselves from the table, “and then me.”


I knew this was coming, and although I would have prefered it not to happen, having dad away felt like the best victory, so my punishment would be worth it.


Looking up at my sister as she walked over, I could now see the anger and excitement in her eyes. Chet followed behind, and I was surprised when he started coaching her, standing chest to back as he moved her arm, showing her the motion on how to throw a real punch. This wasn’t going to be fun, but now I felt that I deserved it, so I stayed silent as she took a few practice swings, making me flinch each time her fist whooshed by my face.


“I’m sorry for hitting you, Sandy,” I said, trying to make the punishment as fulfilling as they wanted. I still hated her and Chet for everything, but better to let them think I was weak.


Chet and mom smiled, as did Sandy when she saw my reluctance to get punched. A few more practice swings, and Sandy widened her legs, rearing back and swinging hard at my face, cracking me across the cheek and nearly knocking me out.


There was less pain than I thought, at least at first. The room spun, and for a moment I felt dizzy, like I had a headrush from laying down too long and suddenly standing. Then the pain crept in, and I felt a hot throbbing radiate through my face.


“One,” Sandy said, shaking her fist before getting back into the same stance.


“H-Hey, wait-Th-That was-”


Her second punch came without waiting, and again she cracked me across the face, this time above my eye. The pain shot through immediately this time, and I howled, buckling in my chair as I struggled to sit upright. Damn if she didn’t punch harder than I did.


Everyone in the room laughed but me.


“Two,” my sister giggled, struggling to compose herself as Chet reached between her legs, slapping his palm against her crotch while she reared back for a third time.


I felt far more emotionally hurt than I thought I’d be, and I was in tears by the third time she punched me. Snapping my head back, the last punch awkwardly hit me in the forehead, but all the same she squealed and laughed, excited to inflict damage on her own brother. With my head throbbing worse than ever, the guilt I felt earlier had left, but I hid those feelings.


“Alright,” Chet said, clearing his throat, “I guess it’s my turn.”


Suddenly I didn’t want to play anymore. However bad Sandy’s punishment was, Chet’s was going to be far greater. I could even see the red marks across his face where I had punched him, but he seemed no worse for wear.


“I-I’m sorry for a-attacking you, d-daddy,” I stuttered, suddenly trembling.


Chet leaned in, smiling. “A few week ago, I gave you a freebie in your room, didn’t I?” he said, raising the girl’s eyebrows in confusion.


Thinking back, I remembered the “extra” punch he gave me, after returning the one I gave him first. “Y-Yes, sir,” I mumbled, terrified of being beaten.


“Well … “ Chet stood to his full height, puffing out his chest and flexing his muscles.


I quickly closed my eyes and flinched, too afraid to see the punch coming. Then, unexpectedly, nothing happened. Slowly I opened one eye, squinting, until opening both to find him still smiling.


“I think what you did made us even. You hit me, I hit you, you hit me back … let’s just clear the board and start fresh, yeah?”


Not for a second did I believe him, but if he wasn’t going to hit me then I wouldn’t complain, nor would I overstep my boundaries. “Yes, thank you, Daddy,” I said, making sure to put emphasis on calling him daddy. He seemed to enjoy that.


“Well then, I guess we’re all square now, eh?”


****


Going to my parent’s bedroom was the first thing I did after being untied. True to their word dad was gone, and I felt another swell of relief. Chet and the girls quickly went about ignoring me, so I used the time to shower, change clothes and retreat to my bedroom.


Surprisingly my cellphone was on my desk, but it hadn’t been tampered with or broken. I wondered if Chet was so confident that he didn’t care, or if mom had put it there as a secretive plea for help. Judging by her laughs and moans across the house, I expected it to be the former.


It was strange to be free. Not just free from bondage, but free of worry. No longer taking care of my dad, and no more fear of Chet hurting him, I suddenly felt a shift in my own demeanor. Yes, I needed Chet removed … but why rush?


Mom and Sandy were completely enthralled by him, and even if I somehow made him leave, they would likely leave with him. Forcing him out wouldn’t work, so I had to expand my options. My friends were available, but trying to fight him would be no better. Killing him now seemed too extreme, but I reserved to make him pay for everything.


I needed to win Sandy and mom back, but as to how, I hadn’t a clue. Getting a moment alone to talk with them might work, but with Chet now living with us it would be difficult; besides I had tried that on mom, and had very little success.


My last idea was a stretch, but it was something I was already tampering with. Lying to them, telling them I was okay with it, and that I wanted to join them. This plan would take longer, and be harder to pull off, but what other options did I have? I could leave my home, go stay with dad in the hospital or with a friend … but then what? Chet would eventually need to be removed, because dad would eventually pass, and I couldn’t stomach the idea of Chet winning again and actually taking everything my father had worked for.


If I pretended to join them, I could sow seeds of doubt into the girls; lie to them, tell them that Chet was looking to get rid of them and keep the house for himself. Turning the girls against him was the best option, but it wouldn’t work unless they believed me … and for that I had to go undercover and prove myself.


Grabbing my cell phone, I dialed my closest friend. Otto and I had been friends throughout high school, and we shared the same hatred for Chet just like a lot of people did. Otto was my main man, the one I had the most faith in, and the one I could trust to help me deal with things. I’d need him to help make my plan come to life.


“Yo, man,” he said answering.


“Hey, dude, are you busy?”


“Nah, chillin’ in the pen… what’s up?”


“I have something important to talk to you about,” I told him, “can I come over?”


Otto’s place was only a few houses down, and with nobody caring, I left, and walked down the street.


I joined Otto behind his house, in the large shed he called “the pen.” Inside was an array of tools for yard work, including a chainsaw, weedeater, push mower, and various other things. Despite smelling of motor oil and grass, Otto had turned the tool shed into a man cave, hooking up a TV with his games, putting in dirty couch, and a mini fridge that held drinks and snacks.


I knocked once when I arrived, and entered without waiting for his answer. Joining him on the red, musty couch, I laid my head back against the cushion and closed my eyes, rubbing the sore spots where Sandy had punched me.


“What’s goin’ on, man?” Otto asked, pausing his video game and sitting back, putting his arm across the couch.


“I don’t even know where to start,” I told him, trying to find the best point to begin.


“Is it about your dad?” he wondered, “I saw an ambulance stop in front of your house a few hours ago, but they didn’t have the sirens on.”


I sighed, sitting up and twisting my neck until it gave a pleasant pop. “He’s okay,” I answered, “they were just taking him back to the hospital … not really an emergency.”


“Oh … well what’s going on then?”


For nearly thirty minutes I explained the situation. Telling him about Chet, about him dating my sister, about how he’s managed to corrupt my mother, move into our house, and even make threats about my dad. Otto was speechless, but I went on.


“The saving grace is that they sent dad to the hospital like I wanted,” I told him, “so now I just have Chet to deal with.”


“Let me call Dylan,” Otto said, picking up his phone, “we’ll find a way to fix that fucker.”


Grabbing a drink from the mini fridge, I sat back and enjoyed a moment of peace. Being outside the house made it easier to think, and Chet’s oppressive aura no longer stifled my thoughts. It occurred to me that the same might be true of my mom and sister, and so I began thinking up ways to get them out of the house, and away from my bully.


Dylan lived across town, but owned a moped. It was only ten minutes before we heard it’s distinctive whine, and he parked just outside The Pen. Finally I had assembled my team, and although ideas were going to be traded, I still felt mine would be the best shot of saving my mom and sister.


“Are you sure we can’t just kill him?” Dylan said some time later, after briefing him on the situation.


“Get real, man, we’d go to jail for that,” I told him.


“Not if we can prove what he’s done to your dad,” he replied, brushing the black hair away from his eyes.


“But we can’t prove it,” Otto answered, “his dad has already been sent back to the hospital, so unless they find something, there isn’t much we can do. Besides, even if we had good proof, we’d still get in trouble for killing him.”


“So what can we do?”


I cleared my throat, finally ready to explain my own plan. “This is what I’ve been thinking … and it’s dumb, but honestly It’s all I got.” The guys shuffled closer and nodded, ready to hear it. “I need to join the girls, and make them believe I’m one of them.”


“ … Why, exactly?” Otto puzzled.


“If I’m ever going to get Chet to leave, it’s by lying to the girls and making them think he’s just using them … which for all I know he is-but they won’t believe me, unless I’m right beside them, agreeing with them and pretending to enjoy it all.”


Otto and Dylan looked at each other, before Dylan flat out said, “That is the stupidest fucking plan any of us have come up with.”


I felt a hit of humiliation, but stayed quiet.


“It’s not good, man,” Otto agreed, “I mean … you plan on becoming Chet’s slave? Like the girls? Are you going to be sucking his dick like them too?”


I felt heat rise in my face, a mixture of shame, anger and humiliation. “Well, n-no,” I stammered, suddenly realizing that I hadn’t thought out my plan.


“Then how else would they believe you? The only way that plan might work, is if you go full gay and let Chet bang you like your mom and sister,” Dylan explained, “now I admit, with the way you described him, he might actually do it, but there is no guarantee the girls will still believe you.”


“Fuck!” I shouted, lowering my head and covering it with my hands, “well I don’t know what else to do … the fucker is taking over my house!”


“Chill,” Otto said calmly, “we’ll come up with something.”


It ended up getting late quickly, and already the sun was setting as we took a break from planning. It was nice to take my mind off things, but before long my phone rang, and everyone went silent.


It was my mother calling, and as I hesitated, but Otto and Dylan told me to put it on speaker phone. “No,” I said, worried about what they might hear.


“Come on, man, aren’t we helping you? We need to be involved in this.”


I reluctantly nodded, swiped to answer, and tapped the speakerphone icon. In mere seconds I would regret it.


“Hey, faggot,” Chet’s voice came through my phone, “It’s getting late … and Joyce is starting to worry about you, so get your ass home.”


I could see the shock on my friend’s faces, but it was only going to get worse.


“Yeah,” I answered, “I’ll be back soon.”


There was a pause, and all three of us leaned closer to the phone, now hearing heavy breathing. “I wasn’t asking, fuck-boy,” Chet said, now grunting, “get back here, or do I have to really punish you?”


The guys looked at me, and I returned a look of desperation. Still hoping to save myself from further humiliation, I answered, “Okay, I’ll come home now.”


“Excuse me?” Chet said, and I could hear the grin behind his voice.


I swallowed, feeling ashamed as my friends stared at me. “Y-Yes, daddy,” I said softly, “I-I’ll come straight home, Sir.”


“Good,” Chet laughed, “and tell your loser friends that if they want to fuck your mom or sister, It’s fifty bucks for an hour.”


I was stunned, as were my friends.


“I-I’ll tell them … d-daddy,” I croaked, hardly able to speak.


“Tell them now,” he ordered, “I know you’re over there, Joyce said she heard the moped.”


I looked my friends in the eyes, burning with humiliation. “Uhm … guys, if you ever wanted to uh … have sex with my mom or sister, Chet- … er, um, my daddy says it’s f-fifty dollars for an hour.”


Chet’s laughter poured through the speaker, and I could feel my face turn red. “Good,” he laughed, “now get back here, fuck-boy.”


When Chet ended the call, we all stood in silence for what seemed like minutes. Finally I had no choice, and told them I had to go, turning and leaving while no one spoke a single word.


****


Walking back, I didn’t want to think about the offer Chet made to my friends. I trusted Otto and Dylan, we had been friends for years, but after seeing my own mother and sister become so corrupted, I started to worry how far Chet’s influence might stretch.


Pushing the idea away, I returned home, opening the front door to the odorous stench of my bully’s semen. I wasn’t familiar with the smell at the time, but it was something I would eventually adapt to.


Closing the door behind me, I found them already in the living room, fully nude and clustered around my mother who was currently on the phone. Chet was feeling her up from behind, squeezing her breasts as he reached around, groping aggressively. My sister was beside her, rubbing mom’s pussy as she tilted her head toward the phone, trying to hear the conversation.


“Oh,” my mother said, noticing me, “that sounds fine, thank you for calling … bye-bye.”


I stood, awkwardly, as the others finally noticed me. “I’m back,” I announced, getting the feeling that I wasn’t welcome in my own home. Most disturbing was that Chet looked like the only person happy to see me, grinning and winking as he pinched my mother’s nipples.


“Good news,” Chet said, leaning further out from behind my mother’s shoulder, “hospital just called … said they have your dad set up in a room, and he’s already looking better. They’re giving him fluids, vitamins, the works .”


I relaxed some, having a moment of peace. That peace was quickly disturbed as I caught my sister grinning, giving a mischievous smile that Chet and my mother happily returned.


“When can I go see him?” I asked, not wanting to stay in the house.


I could feel their mood shift before mom answered. “Well, they’ve only now got him in a room – and it’s late … so maybe tomorrow?” she looked back at Chet, who softly shook his head, “Oh, soon then … whenever Daddy feels like going.”


As much as I wanted to argue, mom was right about it being late. The sun had already set, and I began wondering what kind of supper we might be having. I couldn’t smell anything cooking, only the heavy aroma of Chet’s sperm, which had started making my eyes water.


“Okay,” I answered dejectedly, “so … what’s for dinner?” I practically cringed as I spoke, actually feeling guilty that I might be disturbing their steamy moment of passion.


“We were just about to ask you that, fuck-boy,” Chet laughed, and I finally noticed that his cock had been poking through her thighs the entire time. Sandy hadn’t been fingering mom, she had been rubbing Chet’s cock as it poked through.


“W-What do you mean?”


“We’re a little busy right now, so you’ll be cooking for us,” he moaned back, and in a moment that froze my blood, he leaned over my mother’s shoulder, tilted her head, and kissed her. Chet’s eyes never left mine.


It was hard to look away, pained by how much my mother enjoyed the kiss. Sandy was jealous, but her hand sped up as it stroked the head of Chet’s cock, leaking pre-cum over her fingers that she would soon lick clean.


Finally I broke my gaze and stared at the floor, now consciously aware of how fast my heart was beating, and how hard my dick had become. Once more I felt trapped, but with nowhere to turn, I simply waited on whatever happened next.


“Into the kitchen, fuck-boy,” he ordered, sounding breathless as their lips pulled apart, “It’s time to make Daddy his dinner.”


Nervously I nodded and made my way past, disliking the way they smiled at my obedience. Into the kitchen they followed, with Sandy behind Chet and Chet behind my mother, all shuffling as he continued humping her from behind. Sitting at the table, they watched as I stood by, waiting on instructions for what I might prepare.


“I don’t care what you make,” he grunted, more focused on the pleasures of thigh-fucking my mom, “just hurry up … or else.”


His intense stare made me shiver, and I answered, “Yes, Daddy,” almost without thinking.


I’ll be honest, I’m no chef. Watching mom cook for dad had taught me a few things, but it wasn’t much. Thinking quick, I went for the easiest meal, Spaghetti. I knew that the mouth of a soda bottle held roughly one small serving, so I measured out four, and set them aside before placing a pot of water onto the stove.


This was the first time I had ever treated Chet like the master of our house, and although I hated myself for doing it, this would not be the last time.


Behind me the girls laughed, giggled, and continued their raunchy behaviour as I worked to feed them. The squishy slaps and moans coming from Chet and my mother had aroused me to an unbearable level. With every step I took in the kitchen, my hand moved to squeeze my cock, hoping for some kind of relief.


“Stop,” I heard him order several times, causing my mother’s bouncing to halt. Clearly he was edging his orgasm, and although I was too busy cooking to understand why, it wouldn’t be long before I found out.


Tossing the dried pasta into the boiling water, I checked the heat and opened the oven, sliding in a pan of garlic bread that I found in the freezer. With a moment of rest, I turned to see what sexual acts my family was now performing, but to my surprise, it was nothing.


Chet had removed himself from the chair, now standing with his arms crossed as the girls knelt around him. I hate to give so much detail to the man who ruined my life, but now in the light, only feet from me, I could see what the girls had been obsessed with.


My bully was fully aroused, shockingly so. His dick stood at it full length, wet and shiny from it’s earlier interaction with mom’s wet pussy. Veins ran up it’s length, almost pulsing as the head continuously drooled onto the floor, and twitched every few seconds. I swallowed, and was caught staring longer than I should have been.


“While we wait on the food,” Chet grinned, “let’s compare sizes, dweb.”


Another hint of homosexuality from Chet, and I blinked, shaking my head without speaking.


“Why not? Shy?”


“That’s gay.” I said without thinking, something I did often.


Chet’s smile grew, and he reached for his dick, giving it a few shakes and making precum sling to the floor. “Then that should be right up your ally, Francine.”


“I’m not doing it,” I answered, feeling a fight building.


Scrunching his face up, Chet tried looking thoughtful, although it was hard to take him seriously with his dick out. Then, his stance changed, putting both hands on his hips before speaking again. “I’ll reward you if you do it.”


I turned back to the spaghetti, stirring it. “No.”


“I will,” he urged, “In fact, I will give you something … and grant you one request. Within reason of course.”


“So you’re a genie now?”


“Don’t make this difficult, fuck-boy,” he said, and I could hear the patience in his voice wearing thin, “I’m serious, I will honor any request you make, within reason, I promise.”


I thought a moment before speaking again, still stirring the pasta. “That means I can’t ask you to leave right?”


“Right,” he chuckled behind my back.


I began wondering what advantage I could make for myself. If he was seriously going to honor my request, I needed to make it good, I needed to leverage whatever I could from this bad situation. If I couldn’t tell him to leave, maybe I could ruin his stay.


Turning around, I glanced at his cock before looking in his eyes. “No more sex with mom or my sister,” I blurted, standing my ground.


“What?!” the girls shouted in childlike panic.


A single raise of his hand silenced them, and Chet continued smiling, as if he was proud of me.


“No sex with them?”


“None.”


Mom and Sandy were freaking out, but he only smiled more. At the time, while I was busy making pathetic plans to overthrow my bully’s regime, It never occurred to me that he had been making his own plans, and they were already in motion.


“Are you sure that’s what you really want?”


“Yes,” I said, giving no thought to my answer, wanting them all to suffer in some way.


“How long until I can have sex with them again?” he asked, taking me by surprise.


Still feeling like this was a prank, I answered, “A week?” unsure if this strange game had rules.


“Just a week, that’s all?”


“A month,” I quickly answered. Then he looked at me mockingly, as if I didn’t have the balls to say what I really wanted. “Forever! No more sex with them, ever,” I demanded.


Now the girls were livid, and Chet had to stop them from charging me. Sandy’s anger didn’t matter, but seeing mom so upset had my stomach in knots. She looked at me as if I were dog-shit that someone had tracked into the house, a disgusted, hateful look that singed my very soul. I honestly thought she might spit at me.


“That’s quite the request,” Chet finally said.


“Yeah, well … is that within reason,” I snided.


Shockingly, Chet said, “Yes, it is.”


The girl’s anger toward me suddenly became confusion and terror, now grasping at Chet’s shoulders and begging him not to agree to it. Stoically he ignored them, instead focused on me. “Last chance to change your mind,” he informed me, “they don’t seem to happy about this.”


Stupidly, I was too blind to see the obvious trap that Chet had made for me. Wanting only for them to suffer for abusing my father, I nodded, and said, “No more sex.”


The girls went quiet, looking between us. “Deal,” Chet said loudly, “until you say otherwise, I swear I will not have sex with your mother or sister.”


Hearing him say it outloud made me feel stupid, because I suddenly realized how many loopholes I had allowed. Too late to go back, Chet quickly stepped forward, causing me to back up.


“Okay then, a deal’s a deal … take it out so we can compare.”


It was at that moment I knew I had fucked up. He was far too happy, obviously I had missed something, and although mom and Sandy were practically in tears, Chet looked delighted.


Shamefully, I honored the agreement, and with him close, I slowly, and awkwardly began unbuttoning my pants. Unzipping my fly, I almost screamed when he grew impatient and yanked my hands away, grabbing my pants and yanking them to my thighs, causing my erection to spring free.


“What the fuck-” I started to say, but wasn’t able to continue as he grabbed me, getting chest to chest as our cocks touched and overlapped each other.


Looking down, the size difference was what I expected. My erection, although average, looked sad laying over his. The length and thickness covered mine as he moved them around, and I was speechless at how much fun he seemed to be having.


“What do you think?” he asked me, starting to slap them together.


Putting my hands on his chest, my shame overwhelming, I tried forcing him away, but it was like pushing a brick wall, and he barely budged. That’s when the room flashed with white light, and I heard my sister’s phone make a camera shutter sound.


“Got it, baby,” she giggled, no longer looking upset in the slightest.


Confused, I looked up to Chet, who grinned down at me.


“What?” he chuckled, and once more I tried pushing him away, failing as he backed me into the stove, stopping me from escaping. “I said I had a gift for you.”


Before I knew what was happening, mom and Sandy were on both sides of us, watching through their phones and laughing as Chet took both our cocks, and began jerking them together. Lightning shot through my body, and my knees buckled. Chet had pressed me into the stove to keep me upright, and as he jerked us both off at once, my mind failed to produce anything helpful.


“Look at him, he loves it,” my sister laughed, and my body convulsed, twitching as I felt the slippery flesh on flesh between my legs.


I knew they were recording me, but I had no control over my body, and with Chet’s hand never stopping it’s fast rhythm, I quickly came. Groaning like a caveman, I fell into his chest, my thighs squeezing together as I unloaded everything I had onto us both, shooting my sperm all over his stomach, his cock, down his balls, as well as myself.


When he released me and moved back, I slid to my knees, my face rubbing down his hairless stomach and even brushing against his now sperm covered cock.


“What were you saying earlier about being gay?” Chet laughed, shaking his dick in my face, slinging my own sperm at me.


Struggling to move, I had no resistance as he leaned down. “I’ll give you a minute,” he said softly, before spitting straight in my face and causing the girls to laugh, “then you finish cooking us dinner, understand, fuck-boy?”


“Yes, Daddy,” I whimpered, feeling a level of self loathing I had never before experienced.


“Good … and that wasn’t the gift I mentioned earlier … because I still haven’t cum yet. So when you’re finished cooking, I’ll have your mom and sister make me nut all over it, okay?”


I nodded, no longer looking up, and trying my best not to start crying as Chet’s spit dripped from my face.


“Sweet,” he laughed, and the girls swooned, “ … it’s just too bad your daddy isn’t around anymore to taste it.”


Finally I looked up, seeing how my mother and sister were hugging him and looking down at me. Mom was the first to say it, but as she looked into my eyes and smiled, she said in a very gleeful, and unapologetic tone, “Good riddance.”


Four


It would be many years later before I recalled these events to a therapist, and while that story deserves a retelling of its own, he made it clear that these memories should be written down, in detail, and with emotion. I say that now because of what would soon transpire, and how Chet managed to completely ruin my life, on both a physical and emotional level.


Continuing from dinner, Chet made good on his “gift”, and after I finished cooking, I watched my mother and sister help him spray a sickening amount of sperm across our food like he promised. Yellow, thick and chunky in some areas, while others were long gooey strands of milky white. All together it was a vile, twisted feast meant for the sickest of perverts, and my mother and sister had no trouble finishing it.


I on the other hand couldn’t bring myself to eat anything, and so once again I went hungry, feeling sick as I watched them consume pasta that was coated in sperm. Chet’s food was devoid of his own cum naturally, and he ate with a smile as the girls swooned.


It’s hard to explain how I managed to get through such a disgusting scene, but as far as I can figure, It had something to do with the forced orgasm. As I’ve said before, at the time I was a virgin, and so any sexual event was like an overload to my brain. Knowing this, and with the added shame and humiliation of my own bully being the first person to make me physically cum, I think I simply shut down.


I became docile for a time, almost a zombie. I just couldn’t process what my life had become, and while my mother and sister offered no help, I was left alone to replay the memory over and over again, sometimes wondering if it was actually real.


Eventually things quieted down again, and while Chet kept his promise not have sex with my mother and sister, he exploited every loophole that allowed. With dinner finished I found myself exhausted from the stimulation, and without objection returned to my room, promptly falling asleep, wanting to shut my brain off as quickly as possible. I would soon learn there would be little rest for me.


As it often happens with traumatic events, people tend to have recurring dreams about them each night, and shortly after falling asleep, I found myself back in the kitchen with Chet. The entire scenario simply repeating itself, from the frotting, to the laughter, and finally the feast.


I awoke to silence around 3am, and with the imagined taste of Chet’s nauseating cum in my mouth. It was dark in my room, and as I sat up and listened it became clear that everyone else was still asleep.


Making a trip to the bathroom, I relieved myself before washing up and brushing my teeth. I still felt tired, and wanted nothing more than to get back into bed, but something compelled me to do otherwise.


Sneaking over to my sister’s room, I wasn’t sure what to expect, but it didn’t surprise me when I found it empty. Heading across the house, I could feel myself becoming more and more nervous the closer I came to my parents bedroom, and as it happens I found the door slightly cracked.


Quiet as I could, I pushed the door just enough to squeeze my head through, and although dark, I felt my stomach twist at the sight. As expected, Chet was asleep in my parent’s bed, and with my mother and sister snuggling him from both sides, looking completely at ease.


Another small part of me died as I stared at them, knowing dad would likely never come home or sleep in that bed again, knowing how easily Chet had taken over our home, and how mom not only let it happen, she helped it happen.


I could feel an urge to cry building, along with a very unwelcome erection. It was as I turned away from the room that an idea came to me, one I was starting to consider. Chet was arrogant, full of himself, so confident that he had actually left the bedroom door open while he slept.


If I wanted to kill him, there would be no better time than while he was sleeping. It removed fighting from the equation, it removed my mom and sister trying to stop me, and although I would still likely go to jail, I now knew how I could do it, if that time should come.


I felt uplifted as I returned to the kitchen to make myself a late night snack. Otto and Dylan would love the information, and while I wasn’t prepared to do something that extreme yet, now the option was there, and Chet’s arrogance would be his own downfall.


***


It was nearly noon when I woke up again, and strangely I found the house just as quiet as before. Sitting up, I let myself adjust before putting on a shirt and creeping out of my room, afraid I might run into the one person I didn’t want to see.


Of course I was only fooling myself. Chet lived with us now, and as I crossed into the living room I found him watching TV, relaxing by himself and smiling.


“Well well, it’s about time you got up,” he grinned, acting as if everything was normal. When I didn’t see mom or Sandy, he noticed. “They’re out right now, making arrangements, important business and whatnot.”


I didn’t want to humor him with a response, but I couldn’t help myself. Just seeing him in my house made my skin crawl, and when I thought back to everything he had done my anger flared back up. “Fuck you,” is all I could think to say before walking into the kitchen.


Focused on making myself something to eat, I soon found him standing in the doorway, leaning against it’s frame like I remember in high school. Luckily he was clothed, but for how long I couldn’t say. Each time we were together Chet always exuded a strange gay side, and I think he knew how uncomfortable it made me.


“Go ahead and make me a sandwich, fuck-boy,” he said with a devilish grin, knowing exactly how to push my buttons.


“Make it yourself, asshole,” I replied, unsure why I was being so hostile. It would have been better to keep my mouth shut, to bide my time and not make things harder for myself, but clearly that didn’t happen.


“It’s just me and you today,” he explained, blocking my exit by crossing his arms and puffing out his chest, “the girls will be gone for quite a while, so you might want to stay on my good side and keep me … happy.”


Already finished making my own sandwich, I poured myself some chips and carried everything on a plate as I approached him. On the list of of stupid things I’ve done, what happened next is close to the top. “Move,” I said, my anger rising the more he smiled.


“You mean this plate isn’t for me?” he asked, clearly not expecting what was about to happen.


Somehow, either in the fog of just waking up, or the overconfidence of learning how I could get to him while he slept, I did something I never thought I’d do. Maybe it was payback for dad, or revenge for myself, but I stepped forward, raised onto my toes, and spit straight into Chet’s face, before screaming, “Get the fuck out of my way!” As you can imagine, I came to regret my actions in a matter of seconds.


The look on Chet’s face went from shock, to a sadistic, angry grimace that terrified me beyond speech. I physically wilted right before him, I drew in my arms, my knees started to buckle and I even shrunk in size as I cowered under the wrath I stupidly brought on myself.


His arm rose from below, slapping the plate out of my hand and flinging it through the air, shattering it to pieces as the food exploded in my face. Had I been able to speak I would have squealed like a girl, but his hand closed around my throat, and I fell backwards as he crashed into me.


I’d like to say I fought back, but it just didn’t happen this morning. Unlike before when I had real rage behind my actions, this time I had nothing. My anger towards him was justified, but poorly misplaced.


“You little piece of shit!” I remember him yelling, climbing over me as he got in full mount, sitting on my stomach as both hands wrapped around my throat.


I hate admitting it, but I was literally pissing myself in fear. Until now Chet had been a dick, but even when he punched me in my room, it wasn’t out of anger, it was because he liked doing it. This was different, I had enraged him, and I started wondering if he was actually going to kill me, right then on the kitchen floor.


“I let you live in my house, and eat my food, and this is how you act?!”


By now my eyes were rolling back, and I remember getting light headed as he continued choking me. My windpipe was closed, but in just moments I was going to breath again; but knowing now what I didn’t know then, I wish he had kept choking me.


“You, will learn your place, fuck-boy, even if I have to teach you the hard way!”


That’s when he let go of me, removed himself from a full mount, and as soon as I started coughing Chet grabbed me by the hair, and with his right hand began punching me in the stomach.


I was crying as it happened, and all the emotions I could feel hit me at once. I missed dad, I wanted my old life back, I wanted mom back, I wanted Chet gone, but none of that was happening, and all that came were more punches.


As I said, I had already pissed myself, and after nearly two dozen heavy punches to my stomach, I was quivering and shaking on the floor, a sobbing, pathetic mess that curled into a ball after he finally released me.


I could hear how out of breath he was too, breathing just as heavy as when he fucked my sister in her room. The pain was overwhelming, and it seemed like no one spoke for the longest time. Chet never left either, he just stood there looking down at me.


Finally, when my crying lessened, he asked if I had learned my place, to which I could only whimper. Clutching my stomach and rolling to look up at him, I was horrified to find him masturbating through his pants, aggressively stroking the bulge while staring at me.


“Look what you’ve done,” he chuckled, as if I was responsible for making his dick hard. “Since the girls are gone, I guess I’ll need you to take care of it, right?”


I could barely believe what he was saying, hoping, begging that he was only kidding.


“Before that though,” he said, stepping closer and crouching down, putting his crotch even closer to me, “I still don’t have that sandwich I wanted. So get your ass up, and make me one … or should I keep hitting you?”


I had no control over the situation, and had never felt so powerless in my life. He knew I was in pain, of course he didn’t care, in fact it aroused him even more to watch me struggle. Slowly I rose, and as he watched I went back to the fridge, gathering what I needed, and despite my overwhelming humiliation, I made Chet a sandwich, with chips, and even a drink.


It was the first time Chet had actually broken my willpower, if only temporarily, and I hated it. Following him obediently back to the living room and his chair, I was nearly doubled over from the pain in my stomach, but made sure not to say or do anything to upset him again.


My pants were still warm from a full night’s piss being released into them, but after handing over his lunch I was afraid to move, even wondering if I had permission to leave. I hated how powerful he was, how quickly he took over, and now how quickly he had turned me into a sniveling mess.


Sitting in his chair and eating, his smile looked sinister, and he stared at me the entire time, basking in how broken I was. I wanted to rebel, to tell him off and stand up for myself, but being soaked in my own urine with my stomach aching, I simply couldn’t.


“May I please go to the bathroom?” I asked, surprised by my own voice as the words trembled out of me.


His smile grew larger, and he adjusted the bulge in his pants. “No,” he said flatly, “come take a seat between my legs,” he ordered, opening his thighs to make room for me.


I was motionless for a moment, and then his expression changed. Raising his eyebrows, it was a silent way of challenging me, as if asking: “Are you going to stand up to me again?”


I really had no choice unless I wanted another beating, and so I lowered my head as I walked over, dropping to my knees between his legs. I didn’t even look at him, but I knew he was smiling, I knew he was loving it, and I could hear the fabric of his pants being rustled as he continued stroking himself.


“See? Was that so hard?”


I didn’t answer.


“Come on, Francis … let’s get real for a moment – let’s have a man to man talk.”


It was one of the rare times I heard Chet call me by my real name, and it felt unnerving. Looking up, I noticed a wet spot growing at the tip of his bulge, and of course a smile remained etched on his face.


“We both know your daddy isn’t coming back home … right?”


I swallowed, giving him a stare that I hoped conveyed my hatred. “He’ll get better in the hospital,” I grumbled, watching his hand stroke even faster for a few seconds.


“Why are you still resisting?” he asked after a pause. “I’m your daddy now, just accept it.”


“Dad wont give up,” I told him, feeling a chill run down my spine as Chet’s smile grew bigger.


After another moment of silence, Chet shuffled in his seat, adjusting his bulge. “Has it ever occured to you that I’m doing what your father wanted?”


Again I didn’t answer, not taking much stock in his attempt to provoking me.


“Think about it … he knows he’s gonna die, and is leaving his family without someone to take care of them. He knows you’re too much of a fuck-boy to help, but suddenly I show up, and I’m everything he wants. I can take care of his daughter, support his widow and even be friends with his stupid son.”


My palms had become sweaty and already my heart was beating faster. I couldn’t imagine dad wanting Chet to take over, it was insane, he had to be making it up. Slowly the zipper lowered on his pants, and I swallowed again, ready to run or fight back.


“Your dad knew everything-hell he was even awake when I fucked your mom beside him.”


“You’re lying,” I nearly shouted, calling bullshit on his attempts to upset me.


“And if I’m not?”


I had no answer. Chet loved to manipulate people, through force or otherwise, so I knew he was likely just trying to fuck with me; but already the idea was already taking hold, and I began to question myself. Could dad have been so desperate that he’d ask Chet for help, willingly handing over his family? Did dad really think I was too much of a wimp to take care of everything?


“Why do you think your mom was so quick to give in?” he asked, noticing my hesitation. “It’s because her husband told her to … he wanted her to be happy.”


I was speechless, and what Chet did next only made it worse. Reaching into his pants, I leaned back as he pulled his cock free, letting it fall and bounce against his thigh before springing up to his stomach and slinging pre-cum. I stared far longer than I should have, feeling my stomach twist as my own dick hardened.


“No,” was all I managed to say.


Chet laughed before replying, “Did I say you had a choice, fuck-boy?”


Still in pain from the beating, my attempts to stand resulted in failure. Even had I managed, Chet would only beat me again. I had no way out, and he knew it.


“It’s just us,” he promised, “no one will know.”


Grabbing the back of my head, he shuffled to the edge of the chair, bringing his cock even closer to my face. I watched it bounce with each movement, drooling from the swollen head as it came closer and closer. A large vein crossed the top of his shaft, and within seconds I could smell the musk radiating from it.


“You can’t blame me for this,” he chuckled, grabbing the shaft and aiming the head at my lips, “after all, you said I can’t have sex with the girls anymore. That is … unless you change your mind.”


Immediately I knew what he wanted. “Okay! You can have sex with my mom and sister!” I blurted, fighting against his hand as he pulled my mouth closer to his cock.


“Was that so hard to say?”


When the grip on my head loosened, I took a breath, relieved that I was saved from giving my own bully a blowjob. That’s when he grabbed my hair and yanked me down, prying my mouth open with the head of his cock and forcing it to the back of my throat.


I gagged immediately, but his grip never let me go, and within seconds he was pumping my mouth, pulling me down in rhythm with his thrusts and treating my face like it was my mother’s pussy. In complete shock, my mind went blank.


“Oh fuck … this feels so good,” I heard Chet say, his voice sounding more passionate and sincere than I had ever heard it. His rhythm slowed, and I could taste the pre-cum from his dick leaking onto my tongue in greater volume. It was evident that he had almost cum, but was now edging his orgasm.


All the disgust I had felt before, from the moments in my parents bedroom, to watching my mother and sister eat dinner coated in his sperm; the repulsiveness simply vanished, and I found myself staring stupidly into his stomach as the texture of his cock gliding over my tongue, hitting the back of my throat with a squishy plop.


“Isn’t life great?” Chet moaned, giving a grunt before holding his cock as deep as it would go, watching me struggle to breath. He’d soon give me a chance to speak, but I would have little to say against the bomb he was about to drop.


“First I fucked your sister,” he moaned, pulling back and letting me breath while holding his dick against my face, smearing slime across it. “Then I fucked your mom,” he continued, letting go of my head and giving me freedom. I was still in a state of mental shut-down, so I no longer tried to flee or fight back. Then Chet continued talking, and my life changed forever.


“Fuck, Francis,” he moaned, “I’ve beaten your ass and even killed your dad, and here you are, on your knees, worshiping my cock. I mean, how fucking great is that?”


My jaw dropped, and I felt the world come to a grinding halt. I locked eyes with Chet, and I could see his expression change. He looked guilty, like he had just made a mistake.


“Ah fuck, whoops,” he chuckled, biting his lip and still rubbing his dick against my face, “I wasn’t supposed to let that slip yet.”


“You … “ was all I said, unable to form the words I wanted.


Chet looked almost embarrassed, turning his face away and grinning, like he had just been caught with a hand in the cookie jar. “Yeah,” he said nonchalantly, almost as if he was bored , “I killed your dad.”


He let the idea sink into my head, still rubbing his fat erection over my face and lips, smiling as we stared at each other. I was dumbfounded, broken, unable to think. “He’s in the hospital,” was all I managed to say.


“In the morgue maybe,” he answered, “but by now they’ve moved him to the funeral home … that’s where your mom and sister are-they’re making burial arrangements.”


My mind flew into a whirl. I couldn’t tell if he was lying to me or telling the truth. Thinking back, I began to panic when I remembered them discouraging me from going to the hospital for visits, and again when I remembered the ambulance never had it’s sirens on when it picked him up.


“Yeah,” Chet said, as if reading my mind, “It happened the same day we locked you in the kitchen pantry.” Releasing his cock, it fell and flopped against his stomach, twitching with no assistance.


“You?” I said again, making him smile.


“Me,” he answered, sounding winded as he became more aroused. “It’s nothing to be upset over, I told you before: I was doing what he asked me. He was in a lot of pain and didn’t want to suffer anymore, so he asked me to … end his misery.”


I could feel my heart ache painfully as tears began streaming down my face. Part of me couldn’t believe it, but looking into Chet’s eyes, seeing how excited he was, I found it hard to be skeptical. Everything he said had been true. Dad was in constant pain and not getting better … who would want to live like that?


“Okay, fuck-boy,” Chet said, smiling as tears rolled down my face, “I think it’s only fair that you show some appreciation to the guy who ended your daddy’s suffering. After all, if it wasn’t for me he could have laid in that bed and suffered for weeks or even months.”


It would take time for my grief to leave me, and my anger and hatred would eventually return as well, but in that moment, finally hitting rock bottom, I surrendered. I didn’t want to think, I didn’t want to live, and I wanted nothing more than to forget everything.


And so I reached out, grasping at Chet’s erection, placing it back into my mouth and letting it glide to the back of my throat. Chet was over the moon with pleasure, not from my amatuer blowjob, but from my servitude and broken will.


“Fuck yes,” he said with a sharp inhale, “that’s what I’m talkin’ about! This is fuckin’ great-I swear, I’m going to fuck all three of you against your daddy’s casket, just you wait!”


Lost in my despair, I held onto Chet’s thighs as I bobbed my head over him, feeling the head poke and prod against my uvula. I was even starting to grow familiar with the taste, and although it sickens me now, at the time it provided the distraction I needed to ignore my grief. Strange that the very person who caused my suffering was also the one to distract me from it.


It was easy to lose track of time, and as Chet continued blabbering above me, insulting my father and praising my felacio, he eventually neared orgasm. Shamefully, I had become just as aroused, although I hoped he wouldn’t know.


Then, as we both neared our climax, I had a strange and profound moment of clarity. Through my broken state, Chet believed he had won me over, just like my mother and sister. It was easy to see why, after all I was doing my best to make him cum, and not once did I try to bite him, or complain about the insults to my father. I realized that Chet was now in my pocket, and as long as he believed I was on his side, I’d have leverage, I’d have options. I might not have been able to turn my sister and mother against him, but there was a chance I could turn Chet against my mother and sister.


With my father dead, it wasn’t just Chet that needed to pay, it was all of them. A part of me felt renewed by the idea, and if I couldn’t save my father, I could certainly avenge him.


“Swallow it, fuck-boy,” Chet moaned, taking his cock out of my mouth and stroking it over my tongue. He looked like a man gone mad, obsessed, his expression turned crazed and intense.


I was committed now, and with no need to resist I gave him what he wanted. Opening my mouth even wider, I pushed my tongue out further, licking under the head as he erupted, giving a cry that sounded more pain than pleasure.


The salty white liquid flowed over my tongue in spurts, collecting in the back of my throat while my own cock released below. Chet’s orgasm had to be one of his strongest, or at least the biggest I had witnessed. It seemed clear that he enjoyed being with me more than the girls, and if that’s what it took to gain his trust, then I was willing.


Letting him see how much sperm he had emptied into my mouth, his expression turned to ecstasy as I closed my mouth, swallowing everything before reopening it, proving that it was gone. “Thank you, daddy,” I said, keeping my hate buried deep enough that no one would see it.


Chet looked like he might actually pass out. Never had I seen him so worked up or happy, even when he was with Sandy or mom, neither of them had brought out this much emotion. For a second I was sure he’d kiss me, but he must’ve rethought the action, because he quickly pulled away and took a breath.


“Fuck yeah,” he huffed, “ I own all three of you now.”


***


It wasn’t until later that evening that mom and Sandy got home. By then I had already showered and avoided Chet for most of the day, sending a few texts to my friends and letting them know I had a new plan. I didn’t have the courage to flat out say it, but assured them it would work.


Already in too deep to back out, I was placing all my money on the way Chet acted earlier, hoping that I could turn him against my mother and sister. I only needed patience and the fortitude to do what was necessary.


I was in my room when mom and Sandy got home, and shortly after I heard my mom’s voice across the house, pulling me from my book.


“What do you mean he knows?” she asked loudly, surprised that Chet had ruined the ‘surprise’.


“Yeah, it just kind of slipped out … but you’ll never guess what else happened.”


I felt my face flush, and I knew they’d soon call me in to join them. With enough time passed, my hatred of Chet returned in full, but now accompanied by a hate of my own mother and sister. Regardless of how much Chet had done, her and Sandy were both responsible for doing nothing to stop it. How could I ever forgive them for standing by, letting him get away with such fucked up things?


About thirty minutes passed before they finally called on me, and so I set my book aside and made my way into the living room, ready to fake my submission to earn their trust. Entering the room, I found a familiar scene of Chet sitting on the couch, now with both girls on either side of him.


They were all smiles as I approached, even my sister, and I noticed they had brought out photo albums too, flipping through the pages while groping at Chet’s crotch. Keeping my head down, I wasn’t sure what direction the scene might take, but before long my mother spoke up.


“Chet told us you’ve finally come around, baby,” she said, looking far happier than I expected.


I didn’t need to fake my embarrassment, feeling my face get hot again as I tried not to think about the blowjob I had given earlier. Nodding, I stayed silent, no doubt looking like a whipped dog.


“I was worried my little boy would never join us,” Mom giggled, now grinning. “Why don’t you come take a seat? There’s room between Chet’s legs too, I figure that’s your favorite spot now … right, fuck-boy?”


All three of them broke into laughter, and my blood boiled. The worst part was that I couldn’t fight back if I wanted to successfully fool them, so I nodded, taking their laughter head on as I approached and shamefully got back on my knees between Chet’s legs.


“Oh my god,” my sister laughed, reaching out with her bare foot to playfully kick the side of my face, “he really is broken!”


“I told you,” Chet beamed, moving aside the photo album to smile down at me, “I always get what I want.”


We’ll see about that, I thought to myself, avoiding eye contact.


“Did you really suck Daddy’s dick you little loser?” my sister asked me with a laugh, and to my shock was quickly scolded.


“Hey now,” said Chet, “don’t be mean … we don’t wanna scare the little fella off, he’s still shy about it.”


It was brief, but he had actually stood up for me, something that had never happened before. If Sandy and mom were going to belittle me, I hopped Chet would eventually get annoyed at them. Slowly I could pry them apart, possibly to the point of lying, and telling Chet that they were torturing me. However all of this hinged on the hope that Chet had some closeted homosexual feelings for me. If I was wrong, all my efforts would be for nothing; but then again, I could always just kill them in their sleep.


“Here,” Chet said, handing the photo album to me as the girls worked to free his cock, “keep it open, I wanna bust a nut all over those precious family memories.”


Stunned, I did as told and kept the book open, looking down at the photographs as the girls fumbled with his pants. I saw pictures I hadn’t seen in years, and immediately the memories returned, along with the tears.


Photos of my father holding me up as a child, pictures of him and my mother on their wedding day, everyone smiling and happy with their lives. There were pictures of us playing together, having a picnic, even my first day of school. They were moments of the past captured for the future, memories of love and happiness.


That’s when I looked up, and saw that Chet’s cock had been freed, and was now being suckled from both sides right over my face and the album. He was going to stain my own memories, something I thought he could never touch, and there was nothing to stop him.


“Oh, Daddy your cock is so big, It’s all I could think about when we were at the funeral home,” Sandy moaned, snapping me out of my stupor.


“We couldn’t wait to come home and please you,” my mother followed up, licking and slurping down the side, grinning at me when I caught her eye.


The girls were solely focused on doing all they could to make Chet cum, leaning to suck his balls, mouthing the tip, even kissing it repeatedly while blabbering over how attractive he was. Yet during all of it the girls failed to notice one thing, Chet wasn’t looking at them or the photo album, he was looking at me.


I was instantly nervous, and tried keeping my expression innocent during the ordeal. The constant staring from Chet never made it easy though; and although he had two women blowing him, he didn’t seem as pleased as when I had done it.


“Did you girls make the arrangements?” he huffed, locking eyes with me.


“Yes, baby,” my mother answered, “the funeral director is a big pervert, just like you said. He’s going to let us do anything we want.”


“Good,” Chet moaned, resting his hands atop their heads.


In the frantic lust, as strings of pre-cum and slime dripped over the photo album, my sister Sandy attempted spitting on Chet’s cock, missing completely and hitting mom in the face. Laughter broke out and mom spit back, only Sandy had expected it and opened her mouth.


I was dumbstruck, with my erection throbbing as I tried to make sense of the scene. Somehow the girls had easily moved on, unsympathetic and uninterested in my father or the life they had before. Chet was their new life, and watching them play and giggle over his cock, it dawned on me that they were happy, truly happy.


For a moment I was conflicted over my anger. If they had found happiness, even in such a fucked up form, who was I to disrupt that? If Chet had never come into our lives, would mom and Sandy still be as happy? I knew mom wouldn’t be, she’d be a complete wreck without dad, and Sandy wouldn’t be far off.


I immediately shook away the thoughts. Nothing about this situation was right, they were adults, we were family, and Chet was a monster. I bit my tongue and stayed level headed, I would have my revenge, and I’d go to any length to ensure it.


“Oh fuck yeah,” he suddenly said, grinning down at me, “look at that sexy little scowl.”


Apparently during my inner monologue I had started pouting, scrunching up my lips and furrowing my brow with anger. As it happens, the look only made Chet hornier, and I found his cock drawing even closer to my face.


When the tip nearly made contact with my lips, I had a sudden and vivid thought of myself lurching forward and chomping down, imagining their horror and shock as Chet screamed and flailed around without the end of his dick. The thought made me smile, but once more my expression was misread, and now Chet found me smiling as I stared at it.


“Look at that,” he beamed, proud of himself, “ the fuck-boy can’t help but smile.”


Unable to let go of the past, It suddenly dawned on me that I could save the photo album. With Chet so focused on me I decided to test his commitment, seeing if he actually cared about ruining our memories, or if I could persuade him differently.


Lowering my arms and shutting the album got everyone’s attention, before I sat the book aside and took a deep breath. Sucking dick wasn’t something I’d ever want to be good at, but when it came to getting my revenge I was prepared to do almost anything; murder only being the absolute last resort if nothing else worked.


Determined to save the pictures, and by extension my own memories, I caught Chet’s eye as I opened my mouth and moved forward. I could see him physically twitch when my tongue made contact, and for all the work my mother and sister had done, their efforts to please him fell to the wayside as I began sucking his tip.


There was a flutter in his eyes as I began trying in earnest, sucking harder and flicking my tongue as my mom and sister bumped cheeks with me. Chet had now three mouths on his dick, and with the addition of my help, it was clear he wouldn’t last a minute longer.


The girls were giggling at the noises he made, at the way he twitched and shook, unaware that each time he convulsed it was because I had flicked my tongue against him. I’m ashamed to admit how proud I felt, but in the next moment Chet did something that shocked us all.


Placing his hands over my mom and sister’s faces, he roughly and forcefully pushed them away, stopping the laughter and leaving them speechless. He then began running his fingers through my hair, until clenching his fist and pulling me further onto his dick, starting to face fuck me in the same manner as earlier.


I couldn’t see the the girls anymore, but from their silence I imagined they were hurt by being so absently shoved aside. Once more staring into Chet’s stomach, all I could do was hold on while he ravaged my mouth, unstopping and relentless in his desire to destroy me.


The speed and force of his thrusts gave me no time to breath, and gagging only made him more aggressive. It couldn’t have been more than a minute, but I soon found myself being impaled. With a great shove he pushed my mouth completely over him, and as my nose smushed into the base of his cock and my chin rested on his balls, his cock pushed past my uvula and buried itself in my throat.


My eyes were a watery mess, my face was red and I found myself twitching from the lack of oxygen. I felt helpless, and while his roar terrified me, I felt each pulse his cock made as he emptied his balls into my stomach.


I was limp when he released me, and I fell back to the floor gasping and coughing while the girls began cheering and clapping. They hadn’t been upset at all, in fact they were masturbating, and looked even happier than before. I could only grimace as the sperm sickeningly warmed my stomach.


“God damn,” Chet huffed, having no complaint when the girls began cleaning him, “If I knew I’d have this much fun after killing your dad, I’d have killed that stupid fucker the minute I met him!”


“You should have!” Sandy laughed, back to licking Chet’s softening cock.


Mom only giggled, looking over at me as I struggled to sit up and catch my breath. It hadn’t been fun or easy, but it seemed as though everyone had forgotten about the photo album. It was still below the couch however, and when no one was looking, I used my foot to push it underneath, keeping it out of sight.


It’s worth pointing out that I’ve never had good luck, even before Chet came along. As a kid I was always on the receiving end of misfortune, getting hurt or generally being unlucky. Things never seemed to change as I got older, and now only a few minutes after hiding the album, my sister was quick to remember it.


“Oh yeah, the album!” she shouted gleefully, looking around Chet’s feet before spotting a corner peeking out from below the couch.


Chet quickly gave me a knowing look, smirking as if he understood what I had tried to do. Either way he said nothing, but it was clear from his flaccid cock that he wouldn’t be cumming on it anytime soon. As it turns out, that didn’t hinder their plans in the least.


“Well after the fuck-boy made me nut,” he chuckled, standing from the couch, “I think it’s only fair that we return the favor, right?”


Sandy and mom looked at me like vultures, grinning maliciously like a was a piece of meat. Against my will, Chet reached down and forcefully picked me up, putting me into a full nelson and stopping any attempts at escape. With our arms interlocked and my head forced downward, I watched helplessly as my own mother and sister lowered my pants and boxers, freeing the erection I was trying my best to hide.


“You know what to do, girls,” Chet laughed, pulling my body tighter against his.


My plan to fool them nearly went out the window at that moment, and as I felt Chet’s soft wet cock press against my lower back, I almost lost my composure. I couldn’t though, not if I wanted Chet to trust me more than the girls, and so I did nothing.


Sandy had already reopened the photo album, only now she was holding it below my dick, ready for me to do the same thing Chet had planned. I couldn’t say if myself cumming on the photos would be worse, but it certainly wasn’t better.


“I’ll hold it, you jerk him,” Sandy told my mother, and I was suddenly mortified at what was happening.


Mom never flinched from the idea, smiling up at me as she took my cock in her hand, stroking it gently before increasing her speed. I was hoping such an act would kill my erection, but it didn’t, and outrageously it only made me harder.


I felt light headed as mom continued, giggling when my toes curled and thighs squeezed together, insanely fighting against my own orgasm. Sandy was holding the photo album at just the right distance as well, anticipating where my cum might shoot, hoping to catch every drop across our family’s memories.


I never wanted my life to be like this, but it seemed that no matter how hard I fought, much like dad, I just never stood a chance.


“Don’t you dare get your spunk on me,” Sandy suddenly said, moving her face away from the splash zone, “dirty little pervert.”


Mom only laughed, making eye contact with me as she switched hands. She seemed to be enjoying herself, and that only made it worse. It didn’t take long before my balls tightened and my knees went weak, relying on Chet to hold me up. Somehow, it was an orgasm that I simultaneously didn’t want, and had never wanted more.


“It’s okay,” came Chet’s voice, quietly whispered into my ear, “don’t try to fight it.”


I began gritting my teeth as soon as he spoke, angry that his voice has caused my entire body to shudder. He wasn’t finished though, and I closed my eyes as he continued whispering to me.


“You know how good it’ll feel,” he said, his voice so low that even the girls didn’t hear him. “Are you ready? I’m going to make you cum now-” he breathed, making me shudder again as mom’s hand tightened even more.


“Come on, sweetie,” she told me in a gentle, motherly tone, “you can do it.”


I was almost in tears from the mix of conflicting emotions and feelings, but that’s when everything crashed into me at once, and Chet dropped another heartbreaking bombshell on me.


“I lied about doing what your father wanted,” he admitted loudly, causing my eyes to snap open, “he never wanted me to take care of your mom or sister, he hated me, he knew what I was doing but couldn’t stop me. He had no one to help him, not even you.


“Of course I lied about ending his suffering too, he didn’t want to die at all … I just killed him because of how good it made me feel-and believe me, Francis, I came so fucking hard when it was done, just like you’re about to.”


My body tensed and convulsed, holding onto Chet’s arms as I cried out my orgasm, spraying the photo album with one of the biggest loads I had ever produced. Mom, my sister and even Chet couldn’t help but laugh at me, knowing how torturous my climax had been.


My entire body felt drained afterwards, yet Chet continued holding me up, breathing into my ear as Sandy showed us how much cum I had sprayed across the photos.


“So wait, you told him that our dad wanted your help?” she asked, still holding the album.


“I sure did … looks like he believed me too,” Chet snickered in my ear.


“Oh my god,” Sandy laughed at me, leaving my face redder than it already was, “you’re such a fucking idiot, Francis.”


I watched my sister’s laughing, smiling face suddenly go flat when she looked behind me. I couldn’t see it from how Chet held me, but I imagined that he had given her a disapproving look, shutting down her normally cruel disposition towards me. Mom was no better.


“Sorry, sweetie,” she said with a grin, “Chet didn’t like waiting on nature to take its course.”


“Yeah, my bad,” he said behind me, “I didn’t have the patience to wait it out, so I just fucking offed him right in front of your mom and sister.”


The girls both gave big smiles while nodding along, as if happy in his decision to take my father’s life. With everything that had happened, including my orgasm, I was once again too drained to fight back. Practically dead weight in Chet’s arms, I felt his lips brush past my ear as he pulled me across the room. His cock now rehardened, and drooling against my lower back before he tossed me to the couch.


Thankfully he had no intention of using it on me, and with the girls excited for more fun, they quickly made plans to fuck in mom’s bedroom. Disrespectfully, Sandy tossed the photo album aside like it was garbage now, putting her hand around Chet’s waist as he guided them toward the bedroom.


I watched, helplessly weak as they strode away from me; but as mom and Sandy disappeared into the room, Chet looked over his shoulder, giving me a smirk.


“Your father’s funeral isn’t for another two days,” he said, lewdly wagging his cock, “tomorrow I want you to invite your friends over … I think they’ll enjoy getting caught up to speed.”


Five


I laid awake that night feeling more conflicted than ever. Alone in the darkness of my room, I finally had time to think over everything that had happened. The realization that dad was never coming home crippled me, and so I wept without restraint.


It was more than I could handle, and yet the events of the last few days had changed me. Against my own sadness, my mind began searching for a method of coping, something to comfort me and reassure me that everything would be okay.


Ideas of killing Chet flooded my brain first, making him suffer, making mom and Sandy suffer. Imagining their faces as I murdered Chet filled me with so much satisfaction, I could feel their anguish and shock, and it flooded me with joy. Never had I enjoyed the thought of killing so much before, but it felt wonderful, and only became better when I included murdering my own mother and sister.


Still in darkness I began laughing, tears rolling down my face as I cackled like a madman. I was losing my mind, Chet had broken me and my family, and now I was crying and laughing in the silence of my room.


Greatly would I have enjoyed murdering them all, but it was not to be. Among my laughter and sobs, a voice came to me, one of calm and understanding, my father’s voice.


Whether through a state of delirium or returning memories, I heard my father speaking to me. Not through words necessarily, but through emotion, through his own beliefs and values.


“Be better than them,” was the message, “a real man would forgive.”


I knew my father well, and no matter how bad things became, he was always gentle, understanding, strong. He wouldn’t hold a grudge, wouldn’t seek revenge or vengeance.


“But It’s not fair,” I heard myself whimper aloud, my throat searing in pain from the crying.


“Life isn’t fair,” my father’s voice echoed in my mind, “but we make the best of it, don’t we Francis?”


I grew silent, the tears slowly drying on my face as I laid still in bed. Dad’s advice rang true, and just because things looked bad, didn’t mean I had to give up. Forgiving them felt impossible, and yet I knew it’s what my dad would have done.


But I’m not my father.


Chet believed he had won me over, and while I hate admitting how sexually excited I was around him, it didn’t mean I couldn’t get my revenge. With him growing more attached to me, I needed to keep up the ruse, I needed to turn him against my mom and sister.


As far as I could see, I had three options: the first being murder. With the trust I had started earning, it would be easy to stab Chet in the throat while he slept, of course I doubt I would avoid going to jail.


The second option was to just leave, give up, let Chet have the house, let him have my mother and sister, and just go live with family somewhere else. At the time I was too prideful, and there was no way I was going to just give up.


The third choice was to try and turn Chet against my mother and sister. It was getting pretty obvious that my bully had some interest in me, despite his attitude, I could see that he secretly had some kind of surpressed gay feelings. This I could use to my advantage.


Otto and Dylan wouldn’t like it, but if they were truly my friends, then I would be able to convince them to play along. It wasn’t the best plan, but the thought of making mom and Sandy suffer filled me with glee. What better way to ruin their lives, than to steal away the man they loved? Once that was accomplished, I could tear out Chet’s heart, and cause him the same pain he caused me.


“That sounds really gay,” my own brain reminded me.


“You stay out of this,” I answered back, starting to laugh like an idiot.


Within minutes I was already questioning myself, unsure if I was making the right choice. Chet had damaged me so much that I began wondering if there was a fourth option, the same choice my mother and sister had made. What if I just … gave in?


I let the idea sink into my brain, picturing life if I simply stopped fighting, and allowed Chet to win. Upsettingly, the idea got me hard, very hard. My erection swole to full size quickly, and I imagined letting Chet get away with all the crimes he had committed against my family.


My stomach tied in a knot, but my dick began oozing precum. I pictured how happy he would be, how big his dick was, how much he would use me like my mom and sister. I found my hand between legs without realizing it, and soon I was masturbating to the ideas.


I’m still not proud of it, but the idea of giving up seemed like the easiest and most relaxing option. Merely giving myself to Chet, and letting him control my life so I no longer had to think. I could just be his dumb puppet, and serve his every desire. It was clearly what my mother and sister had chosen, the path of least resistance.


Before I knew it, both hands were between my legs, one cupping my balls while the other stroked. Pre-cum was getting everywhere, and I shamefully recalled each time I had interacted with my bully’s cock. That’s when I heard a noise outside my bedroom.


In the darkness I shut my eyes almost completely, leaving them slightly opened, just enough to peek through my own eyelashes. To anyone looking they would appear closed, but I could still see, albeit only a little.


My heart raced, and when I heard my door open I ignored it, pretending that I was too distracted to notice. Through the slits of my eyelashes I could see a figure peek in, but again I pretended not to notice, still masturbating but now with moans.


It was Chet. Judging by the size and height of the blurry figure it had to be, and so I doubled down on my acting. Opening my mouth, slowly licking my lips, I slowly arched my back and pumped my hips, even moaning his name.


I could see the white of his teeth stretch into a smile, followed by his hands moving over his crotch. This was perfect, at least for the plan to trick him. The more he believed I was on his side, the easier it would be to turn him against mom and Sandy.


“Chet … “ I sighed, trying to sound girly while he watched, believing my eyes were closed.


“Hey, fuck-boy,” he answered back, his voice deep and calm.


Pretending to be surprised, I made myself jump as if shocked, opening my eyes and trying to cover my cock. The effect worked, and his smile grew even bigger.


“Well look at you,” he teased, “having some fantasies are we?”


“It’s not what you think,” I lied, trying to sound unsure and embarrassed.


Chet said nothing, simply smiling and rubbing himself. It was then that I made a choice, a course of action between options 3 and 4. Chet stepped back as I wiggled myself off the bed, standing up and putting myself face to face with him.


He seemed defensive, unsure what I might try. Both our dicks were hard, and the house was quiet around us. My heart raced even harder, and I ignored the sirens in my head.


“Fuck it,” I mumbled.


There might not be a better time to completely fool him, so I decided to go all in. Taking a step closer, I let go of my own dick and reached out for his chest. Pressing myself into him, I could see the confusion and fear as I leaned closer, and then I committed.


I tilted my head, closed my eyes, and pressed my lips into his. Fireworks went off in my brain, mixed signals blaring from every direction. This was wrong, but felt right. I hated him, but was so turned on. Disgusted, yet so much closer to cumming.


His shock and surprise only lasted a few seconds, then I felt him kiss me back, and his arms pulled me in tighter, squeezing my waist as our tongues connected, and our erections crossed.


For the excitement I was experiencing, Chet’s was ten times greater. This was clearly something he had secretly wanted, and so his breathing quickened, his moaning grew louder and I was jostled as he frantically groped me.


“Oh fuck,” was all I heard him mumble, and I was quickly pushed back onto my bed.


He fell over me, his lips still connected to mine. For a moment I felt frightened, he seemed crazed like I had never seen before. I let go of my fear when he started kissing my neck, and In that moment, I gave into him.


For the first time in a long time I stopped worrying. I forgot about dad, I forgot about my mom and sister. Now locked in a moment with Chet, suddenly all that mattered was our lust, and I had nothing else to think about.


Yeah, it was gay, I know, believe me I know. But I … just didn’t know what to do anymore. I felt so confused, so upset, depressed, angry and scared. I had no one backing me up, no support besides Otto and Dylan, and who knew how they might react.


Suddenly being on Chet’s good side made me feel safe, like I didn’t have to worry anymore. I just wanted to stop thinking, and so I turned off my brain.


“I knew you couldn’t fight it,” Chet moaned, his demeanor entirely changed.


“I’m sorry for resisting, daddy,” I whispered back, glad that no one but Chet heard me.


The events that follow are not something I write easily. Despite my psychologist’s insistence on recording all the events, I find it difficult to see the point in recalling a night of gay happenings. However, for the sake of my own mental clarity, and to complete the tasks given to me, I’ll continue.


Placing my hands on Chet’s face, I pulled him into another kiss that drove him wild. My own dick was drooling quicker, and he made the most of it by rubbing his cock against mine, slathering it in slime.


Hardly able to speak, my bully just continued breathing heavily, moaning as we kissed and groped each other. A quick bit of fumbling later and Chet was on his back, with me doing my best to make him happy. Kissing down his chest, licking over his abs and nuzzling my face into his crotch, his fingers ran through my hair as I rubbed my nose against his erection.


“I knew it,” he moaned again, his dick twitching from my touch, “I could see it in your eyes … but I couldn’t say anything with the girls around.”


“Thank you for everything, Daddy,” I whispered, now giving his cock soft kisses. Strings of pre-cum stretching out between his dick and my lips.


“Ah fuck, you’re gonna make me cum already.”


Everything happening was perfect. Although I had shut my brain off, each attempt to please only solidified my plans. Chet now fully believed I was his, and as long as no one blew my cover, I could successfully tear his plans apart.


Following his instructions, I gave no thought to what I was doing, focused only on my erection. Told to ride him like a cowboy, I climbed up, squatting over his cock while he stroked it. Teasing the entrance to my ass, I was fully committed to going all the way, but tonight wasn’t the night.


Groaning, Chet grabbed me by the throat before pulling me into another kiss. Confused, I felt his dick thrusting between my cheeks, before several hot sprays of liquid splattered across my back. I moaned into his mouth, and laid atop him quietly, letting his orgasm fade.


“Fuck, goddamn it,” he cursed, upset that he had prematurely fired his load.


“It’s okay,” I assured him, knowing exactly what he would enjoy hearing me say. Leaning into his ear, I whispered softly while stroking his stomach. “Would it get you hard if you … hurt me a little?”


His eyes lit up with excitement, and I grinned back, biting my lip. Despite his feelings for me, his aggressive and sadistic nature remained.


Inflicting pain and suffering on others always turned Chet on, and with me being willing to take it, he probably thought he was in heaven.


“Oh you dirty little fag,” he moaned, smiling as I began grinding into his dick.


“Hurt me, Daddy,” I urged, my wet erection bouncing on his abs, “break my wimpy little body.”


Lust filled my bully, and he quickly rolled me over, getting me to squeal like a girl. His cock, only semi-hard now, pressed into mine as he squeezed my throat. With one hand on my already bruised neck, he made a fist with the other, ready to beat me like he had earlier in the day.


I had hated him so much for the earlier battering, yet now I welcomed another, my dick ready for release. The bruises made nice targets to aim for, and I knew he couldn’t resist. The fluids from our dicks began mixing as they rubbed together, and I felt the first punch strike my gut.


The bed squeaked as my body bounced from the hit, and I let out a whine that made him grin. Reaching down, I took hold of our erections, stroking them both at once while he continued choking and hitting me.


Despite the pain and humiliation, my brain filled with endorphins, and as his cock quickly regained its full size, I found myself stroking us faster, close to erupting at any moment. That’s when I made a suggestion, a stupid one.


“I’m so close,” I struggled to say, knowing he couldn’t resist what I was about to ask. “Please strangle me, daddy, choke me like you did in highschool.”


Chet groaned, kissing me again before putting both hands around my throat. Still stroking us both, I felt myself become light-headed as his grip tightened. I didn’t care anymore, the pleasure exceeded my expectations, and suddenly a fifth option appeared.


Suicide. Death by Chet’s hand, willingly. So mentally broken from everything that had happened, I simply didn’t care. I felt Chet’s cock begin to pulse against my own, and my eyes rolled back as I came.


My orgasm hit hard, as did Chet’s, our cum shooting together and spraying across the purple bruises on my stomach. I whimpered, Chet groaned, never letting go of my throat the entire time. The lack of air finally overcame my orgasm, and I blacked out.


***


Exhausted, I managed to sleep until morning. Sunlight was coming through my windows when I finally awoke, and for a time I just stared at the dance of shadows. Not until there was movement did I consider my position, or how I had slept.


Lifting my head, I was stunned to see Chet asleep in my bed, his chest having served as my pillow. He was on the verge of waking up, already grumbling and scratching himself, but with his eyes remaining closed.


The actions of last night finally replayed in my head, bringing back my plans for Chet, mom and Sandy. It was a new day, a bright sunny one, and I felt a renewed sense of desire in making them all pay. Keeping the ruse up was important, but that was easy, it was Dylan and Otto that would be difficult.


One thing at a time. I reminded myself, knowing that would come later. For now, I just had to keep Chet on my side. Simple enough, as long as I submitted to him. Worryingly, it became easier each time I did it, and now I had almost no fear.


Knowing a great way to show him my willingness, I lifted the covers before shuffling down below. Hiding under the blankets made me comfortable, safe, even as my face rubbed against his cock. Taking it in hand I opened my mouth, and attempted to wake him in the best way I knew how.


Salty, the first thing I noticed as the taste filled my mouth. Chet was likely unwashed, and as far as I knew he could have fucked mom or Sandy before coming to see me. That meant I was cleaning his cock, and removing whatever pussy juice or cum that remained. Still it wasn’t all bad, and after a time the taste faded, replaced with fresh pre-cum that oozed heavily.


I heard a moan or two from him, but it took several minutes before he actually awoke. The confusion in his voice was clear, not sure where he had awoken, or who was blowing him.


Lifting the covers, I gave a wink and a smirk as we locked eyes, and I purposely pushed his cock as deep into my throat as it would go. The delight on his face was the assurance I needed, and he smiled back before fully removing the blanket.


“Well good morning to you too, Francis.”


I said nothing, my mouth obviously full. His hands quickly held my head, not for guidance, but just as a response to getting a blow job. Trying to keep him interested, I made sure to switch up my activity, by taking the time to lick and suck his balls, getting a taste of his sweat and musk.


Part of me worried about not being convincing enough, but with my own dick at full attention I had nothing to fear. A few minutes passed, and while I planned on blowing him as long as he let me, I expected it wouldn’t last much longer. Mainly because I could hear mom and Sandy wandering the house, clearly wondering where Chet had disappeared to.


They found us only a moment later, both nude and both stepping into my room, their eyes practically popping out as they caught me in the middle of sucking Chet’s balls while pumping his cock.


“Are you fucking kidding me?” said Sandy in astonishment.


Chet was extremely embarrassed, even more than I was. The girls were obviously pissed, mostly at him, but while he tried to explain the situation I never stopped my blowjob, stuffing his dick in my mouth while his voice changed pitch, saying it wasn’t what it looked like.


“Really? Because it looks like you spent all night with my little faggot brother.”


This was precisely what I wanted. Already the girls were upset with him, and the more I took Chet’s attention, the more I could sow discord among them.


“I’m honestly just as shocked, Chet,” said my mother, hands on hips as she looked disapprovingly at him.


Chet finally worked up the nerve to stop me, pressing against my forehead and pushing me off his dick. “Dude, enough, damn,” he grumbled.


I held back from smiling, wiping off my chin and remaining quiet, hoping to look sad and guilty. Chet swiveled on the bed, turning to sit on the edge as he tried to explain his actions. Clearly there was nothing special going on, he had just checked in on me, and when I offered him a blowjob he simply fell asleep during it.


The girls didn’t buy it, and that’s when I saw an opportunity to jump in and build more trust with Chet. Breaking my silence I threw myself under the bus and attempted to back him up, agreeing with what he said and blaming myself for keeping him all night.


My mother and sister were obviously skeptical, after all, just yesterday I had clearly hated him. Now I was sucking his dick and taking the blame for him.


“So now you’re best buddies, huh?” asked Sandy, crossing her arms and staring at me.


It was much harder to lie to them, since they knew me better than Chet did. For years he had bullied me, now he had fucked my mom and sister, and even murdered my dad, why would I have such a change of heart? The best answer I could give was practically the truth.


“I just … don’t want to fight anymore.”


I made sure to lean back slightly, letting them see my erection. As humiliating as it was, there was no way they could deny my arousal, being with Chet had clearly turned me on, helping to solidify my claim.


“Please,” I added, ready to grovel and do whatever it took to fulfill my plans, “don’t be mad at Chet, it’s my fault. Let me cook everyone breakfast, I-I want us to be a family again.”


Chet took full advantage of the situation, seeing the potential and working it in his favour. “See? Now he’s part of the team … he just needed some alone time with my dick.”


As flaky as Chet’s excuse was, the girls seemed willing to believe him. Their anger faded slightly, so when he stood up and kissed them, they were instantly back in his arms.


“There we go,” he said with an air of smugness, “I won’t leave you two alone like that anymore, I promise. I was just tired of fuck-boy not getting with the program.”


They muttered and nodded in agreement, snuggling and nuzzling into his chest while touching and fondling him. After a moment my mother finally took noticed me, watching me stroke myself stupid. Her grin reassured me, and I gave a faint smile back.


“Alright then,” said Chet, looking at me, “how about you cook us that breakfast, fuck-boy? Eggs, bacon, the works … we’re gonna need our energy for when your friends come over, I have a fun day planned for us.


Suddenly my stomach twisted, and I remembered that Dylan and Otto were to be invited. They had no idea I had started on my plan, and would only know if I could somehow talk to them before they arrived. They didn’t like the idea of me becoming Chet’s slave, but it was working, one night with Chet and the girls had actually gotten mad at him. I just needed more time, but for now I had breakfast to cook.


“Okay, Daddy,” I replied, giving my dick a few strokes before crawling out of bed and heading for the kitchen. Chet’s eyes tracked me the entire time, and the girls noticed, causing more jealousy to build.


The next thirty minutes were rather uneventful, with everyone eating breakfast while I cleaned the kitchen. Faking my submission meant doing whatever the girls usually did, thus I remained nude the entire time, having no need for clothing around Chet.


It took some getting used to, but before long my embarrassment faded. A short time later as I finished up in the kitchen, putting the last dirty utensils into the dishwasher and noticing mom and Sandy marching off to their bedrooms.


Chet joined me thereafter, and my curiosity got the better of me. “Is everything okay, daddy?” I asked, still intimidated by Chet’s stature when next to me.


His voice remained low when he spoke, clearly not wanting the girls to hear him. “Yeah It’s all good … they’re just getting ready for when your friends come over.”


Looking to make the most of our time alone, I took a few steps away in order to lean out and make sure the girls wouldn’t randomly pop in. Chet was confused of course, but understood the moment I returned. Without hesitation I leaned up and kissed him, our dicks both hard within seconds.


With him taller, his erection pressed itself into my stomach while mine bounced below. With only us kissing, it barely took a minute before his pre-cum was slathered across both of us. Our tongues lapped hungrily at each other, and whenever he needed to breathe I would bite his lip and squeeze him closer.


“Goddamn,” I heard him moan.


I gave the softest giggle I could before pushing him away, seeing the disappointment on his face. “We don’t want to get caught, right?”


“Goddamn it,” he muttered again, but this time in frustration. “You just wait, Franny, tomorrow at the funeral I’m going to destroy you. I don’t care if the girls are watching or not, It’s happening.”


It took effort, but I forced a smile. “Looking forward to it,” I replied, making sure he could see how hard I was.


Before long the girls had done all they wanted for getting ready, and it was time to call Otto and Dylan. I hated that I couldn’t speak to them beforehand, now I had to trust they’d know my plan without being told, and pray they didn’t blow my cover.


Joining mom and Sandy in the living room, I took a seat on the floor while dialing Otto’s number. At Chet’s request I put the phone on speaker so they could hear the conversation, and as it rang I quickly began sweating. I couldn’t mess this up, if my cover was blown, I’d be out of peaceful options to get my revenge.


“Yo, dude,” answered Otto, knowing it was me.


“H-Hey, man,” I stuttered, quickly clearing my throat as everyone watched me. “I uh, wanted to invite you and Dylan over. Are you free?”


There was a pause, followed by the receiver being muffled as if he covered the mouthpiece. A second later and he returned. “Yeah we’re free … should we head over right now?”


Chet nodded at me, and so I confirmed it. What Otto said next both scared and aroused me.


“It was uh … fifty dollars an hour right?”


A big smile crossed Chet’s face, and he nodded again.


“Y-Yeah, that’s right,” I replied.


“Okay, we’ll head right over.”


The phone call ended without a goodbye, and I felt my heart jumping wildly in my chest. Surely my own best friends wouldn’t agree to what Chet offered? Of course then why did mom and Sandy get dressed up?


I tried my best not to panic, thinking that this might be for the best. If Otto and Dylan actually went through with it, it would only convince Chet that he had won completely. With a little more luck and some patience, I would be able to tear apart Chet’s relationship.


I just needed to stay cool and keep up the ruse … no matter what.


Thirty minutes passed before there was a knock on the front door. Back when dad was alive my friends rarely knocked, knowing that my parents were cool with them stopping by whenever. But now things were different, now Chet was king of the castle.


“Answer it,” Chet ordered, smirking at my nudity.


Nervous and ashamed, it dawned on me that my friends were about to see me naked. Of course if Chet had his way, I’d see them naked too. My mom and sister had put on their best lingerie, and were now sitting beside Chet on the couch.


The door opened with a squeak, and I stepped back out of the way, welcoming my friends inside like a butler. I saw both their eyes glance to my small erection, and I felt my face flush.


“Shit,” said Dylan, stepping inside to see Chet with both girls under his arms. Otto was just as shocked, but remained quiet as I shut the door behind him.


“Welcome to my home, dweebs,” said Chet, proudly announcing that he owned the property.


My friends didn’t seem to question him, not while he was fondling the tits of mom and Sandy. I also never had a chance to tell them my plans, certainly not with Chet in the room. All I could do was hope they remembered our last talk, and wouldn’t do anything to ruin my chances of fooling them.


Standing quietly behind, I half expected my friends to at least stand up for me, or my dad, seeing how heated they became during our last hang out. Instead, with my mother and sister dressed in sexy lingerie it must have changed their minds.


“We brought the money,” said Dylan with a hint of shame.


Chet smirked as he glanced at me. “Great, I’m glad you two understand how things work around here. Give the money to the fuck-boy.”


I swallowed, ashamed of what I was about to do. Although I hadn’t been instructed, I had a hunch for what Chet wanted. Turning around, both my friends looked at me with almost no emotion. Part of me felt betrayed, yet at the same time, here I was nude and obeying Chet.


“Thank you,” I mumbled, taking the cash from their hands and bowing my head. Looking down I could see my own erection, making me ashamed by how hard I was.


Without being asked, I did the first thing that came to mind, stepping over to Chet before groveling. Money in hand, I bowed my head and kissed his feet, handing over the cash as my friends watched and judged me.


“It took a while,” Chet said, counting the money as my mother and sister giggled, “but Francis finally learned his place.”


I said nothing, half aroused and half furious. Part of me wanted to jump up and strangle him, the other part wanted … something else.


“Well we paid,” said Dylan, obviously trying to ignore the awkwardness, “so what now?”


“Now the fun begins.” Standing from his seat, the girls stood with him, still clinging to his arms. “Today has been a good day, and I’m feeling generous. Instead of one hour with the girls, I’m willing to let you two stay over all day, and have as much fun as you want.”


Everyone, including myself, mom and Sandy were quite surprised. Of course this had all been part of Chet’s plan, and what he said next changed the entire room’s attitude.


“Under one condition.”


Somehow everything became more quiet than it already was. I held my breath, the girls didn’t blink, and my friends looked at each other nervously.


“You two have to join in on bullying Fuckboy Francis.”


My mom and sister both looked down at me, evil smiles spreading across their faces as I waited to hear Otto and Dylan’s response. However, before they answered, I somehow already knew what they would say.


“Okay … deal.”


And so it was that Chet had me sit up and turn around, allowing me to watch as mom and Sandy approached my two best friends with sexual intent.


“You’ve always fantasized about this … haven’t you, boys?


There was no going back now, this marked the beginning of the end.


Six


“This is really crazy.”


Otto and Dylan were my best friends, quite literally they were all I had left in terms of moral support. You can imagine then how bad I must’ve felt, watching them abandon me in favor of pussy. Of course Chet was the one in charge, so things couldn’t be simple, I had to suffer more.


Ordering them to humiliate me, he suggested they both spit in my face to assert dominance. It sounded stupid, and yet they barely hesitated in doing it. Dylan didn’t bother to apologise, merely snorting up a wad of phlegm before spitting directly in my face. Recoiling in shock, I barely had time to prepare as Otto leaned down and put himself face to face with me.


“Sorry about this, dude.”


He then gave a subtle wink, and I knew at once they were still on my side. I made sure not to say anything, only shutting my eyes as he too spit straight in my face. Mom and Sandy cheered, praising my friends for treating me like the human garbage I was. On my knees, naked, erect and now plastered with spit, I couldn’t really argue, knowing how pathetic I must’ve looked.


“It’s a good start,” Chet admitted, stepping up beside me, “but It’s only a start. We’ll put you through much worse before tomorrow, fuck-boy.” He then leaned down, and added his own spit to my face.


“Listen, don’t hesitate if you feel the urge to abuse him,” said my mother, her voice filled with an excited lust. “Watching him suffer really turns us on, so we’ll be happy to reward you for it.”


Otto and Dylan looked at each other for a few seconds, then shrugged their shoulders and smiled. I hated myself more than usual in that moment, because as they closed in on me, my cock actually jumped with excitement. To make it even worse everyone had noticed, causing waves of laughter that were all directed at me.


“How’s that for incentive,” Chet laughed. “Go ahead, work out your frustrations on him, It’s what we do.”


I felt disgusted watching mom and Sandy masturbate, seeing how excited they had become at the prospect of my best friends torturing me. Not that I had much moral high ground to stand on, as my erection basically confirmed my sick desires.


“I guess we should get undressed then,” said Otto, looking a bit awkward as he and Dylan started removing their clothes.


Being so close felt shameful, as If I was desperately curious to find out what my friend’s cocks looked like. Staying on my knees the entire time only made it worse, as looking up at them left me weak, like a lowly insect they might happily step on. It also made my dick harder.


Unfortunately another wave of humiliation was headed my way, for as Otto and Dylan dropped their boxers, it became painfully clear that I had the smallest dick of the group. Both fully hard and oozing pre-cum, my mother and sister were quick to notice the size difference.


“Well damn,” said Sandy, leaning around for an inspection, “That’s a nice surprise.”


Mom joined in next, shamelessly grabbing Otto’s cock to measure thickness. “Oh gosh, why didn’t you tell us you were packing?”


Otto looked naturally embarrassed, fumbling his words while trying to fathom that his best friend’s mother was squeezing his cock. Dylan adapted quicker, grinning at Sandy as she began tugging his erection, purposely aiming it at my face. Quickly distracted by the brief handjobs, my friends almost forgot why they had stepped over to me. Chet unfortunately reminded them.


“Easy now girls,” he chuckled, “you’re supposed to reward them after they hurt Francis, remember?”


Reluctantly they pulled away, leaving my friends to jerk off while staring down at me. Saying nothing, I awaited whatever might come, and hoped my dick wouldn’t betray me again. I got my answer almost right away, as Dylan used an open hand to smack me across the face.


The slap was loud and meaty, causing the girls to praise him immediately. My face stung, but it was far from unbearable, leaving me to believe Dylan had purposely held back. My mood was instantly lifted, relieved that my friends seemed to know my plan without any instructions.


Otto slapped me next with much of the same power, causing a loud noise but doing little damage. The girls were thrilled, and I watched with perverted interest as they frenched kissed my friends. Dylan then got a face full of Sandy’s tits, while Otto resumed shoving his tongue into mom’s mouth.


Their eyes now closed as they kissed, I took the opportunity to look up at Chet. Knowing I had his eye, I reached for my cock and gave it a few rapid strokes, acting like I didn’t want my friends knowing how turned on I was. Chet responded with a big dumb grin, nodding his understanding before giving his own cock a few tugs.


“Okay girls,” he finally said, breaking their short makeout session, “you make them nice and welcome. I’m going to steal the fuck-boy for a few minutes.”


Watching their kiss end, Otto’s eyes shifted to mine as strings of spit connected to his and mom’s tongue. My cock jumped again, attempting to harden even further. Mom and Otto both grinned, and I broke eye contact out of pure shame. Thankfully the moment passed quickly, as Chet pulled me to my feet and twisted my arms behind my back.


“Come on, loser, we need to have a talk.”


Unable to do anything, I got one last glimpse of my friends before being guided into the kitchen. I could hardly believe the situation, but so far everything was going smoothly. The fear that Otto and Dylan might blow my cover had passed, as they seemed to understand what was happening. Now all that remained was staying on Chet’s good side.


“Enjoyed that didn’t you?”


Chet made sure to speak softly, keeping this conversation just between us.


Guiding me to the sink, he finally let go of my arms and stepped back, slowly stroking himself as I cleaned the spit off my face. Already knowing what he wanted, I put on the best expression I could before turning around, trying to look as horny as possible. Cupping my balls and stroking, I watched him lean back towards the doorway and ensure no one would catch us. Then he stepped forward and kissed me.


It hadn’t been long since we woke up in bed together, but I felt confident that he trusted me completely. Already had I been given multiple chances to attack or break my cover, none of which I did. The passionate kiss we now shared just felt like another test to me, and to ensure I didn’t ruin my chances for revenge, I grabbed both our cocks and began stroking them as one. The kiss finally broke, and words spilled from my lips without thought.


“I really hate you,” I muttered, contradicting myself by stroking our cocks even faster.


“I bet you do, fuck-boy,” he replied, grinning at me with no remorse.


“You’ve ruined my entire family.”


Chet moaned at the words and leaned closer to my face. “Hell yeah I did … are you gonna cry about it?”


“My dad,” I croaked, hardly able to speak from how tangled my emotions and arousal had become. His knowing smile increased my hatred for him, and at the same time made me even hornier. I was getting sick of these conflicting feelings, wishing the nightmare would just resolve already, no matter the outcome.


“Be careful,” he teased, his hands now fondling my ass, “you might accidentally cum just from talking about it.”


I quickly lowered my head in defeat, knowing he was right. I could feel my cock already pulsing with excitement, somehow corrupted just like my mother and sister. I hated the power he held over us, now beginning to wonder what might happen to Otto and Dylan if they spent too much time around him. Would they too become just as perverse and evil?


Having gone silent, Chet peeled my sticky hand off our cocks to let them rest a moment. Standing quietly, I thought about what I just said, and his oddly unaffected responses. Was it possible he knew I was faking it all? Did he somehow know I wasn’t on his side, even after all the gay things we had done together?


“Hey,” he suddenly said, placing a hand atop my head, “I know how much you hate me.”


Surprised, I looked up to meet his gaze, wondering if he had somehow read my mind.


“Just don’t let it get in the way of sucking my cock, yeah?”


With that said he pushed me to my knees, shoving his slimy dick straight into my face. Realizing that I had just over thought the situation, I resumed doing what I needed in order to keep him fooled. Of course he knew I hated him, but that was fine, as long as he thought I was trying to force myself to get over it.


If he thought I hated him without remorse, he’d never let me near his dick, seeing how easily I would have bitten it off. Instead he trusted me, and once more I felt that my ruse could continue. Naturally that meant I had to suck his dick, but by now I was starting to grow accustomed to it.


Opening my mouth with almost no hesitation, I quickly took all I could to the back of my throat. A moan immediately escaped his lips, simply from the warmth and wetness of my mouth. Once again I was sucking Chet’s cock, a tad upset with how familiar the act was becoming. Taste, smell, texture, even the shape was growing familiar to my tongue, leaving me wondering just how long I’d be servicing him.


“That’s a good fuck-boy, take it nice and deep now.”


Shutting off my brain and closing my eyes, I sunk into the perverted act while ignoring my self hatred. Back and forth I leaned, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth while sucking as best I could, my lips often failing to create a perfect seal, causing sloppy suck noises. It also occurred to me that I’d never enjoyed getting a blowjob myself, and I wondered if I ever would.


Continuing to work the shaft with my mouth, everything resumed quietly for several minutes until we both heard footsteps approach the kitchen. Like deer in headlights we both just froze, watching as mom entered the room and nearly stumbled at the sight of us. Expecting a freak out, we were surprised to find her in a rather cheerful mood.


“Oooh,” she said with a smirk, “having a special talk are we?”


Chet made sure to play it cool, clearly glad she wasn’t angry like earlier. “Just keeping him relaxed is all, gotta be upsetting to see your friends score with your mom and sister.”


“Uh huh,” she replied, putting a heavy dose of doubt into her voice. “Almost as upsetting as sucking off your father’s murderer.”


Unsure what came over me, I pulled Chet’s cock from my mouth and let it rest against my face before speaking. “Shh,” I shushed her, putting a finger to my lips, “they don’t know about it.”


Mom grinned at me, putting one hand on her hip while another slipped between her legs. “Well they’re gonna find out one way or another, the funeral is tomorrow after all.”


Chet began grinding his cock into my face, holding my head as he did so. “How should we break the news to them?”


Crossing her arms, mom got a wild look in her eye. “I say we make the fuck-boy spill the beans, don’t you?”


My cock jumped, as did Chet’s while rubbing my face. I had a feeling I’d be the one to break the news, I just never expected it would be in such a perverse setting. I also wasn’t sure how my friends would react, as far as they knew we were still trying to remove Chet and save my dad. If they knew dad was gone, then why would I still be submitting to Chet?


“What do you think, Francis? Wanna give your friends the good news?”


I couldn’t hesitate in front of Chet, needing to keep up the act, and so I smiled and nodded. He returned my enthusiasm with a smile of his own, taking his dick and smacking my face with it. Mom just rolled her eyes, heading for the fridge to get a drink. Pulling me off the floor, I was guided back to the living room where I found my sister sitting atop Dylan’s cock.


It shocked me of course, but beside him sat Otto, who was clearly waiting on mom to return. His thighs spread wide, he fondled his cock and kept it upright, waiting on her to ride him. Suddenly I was nauseous, but all the same I was guided over to them and pushed down to my knees, once more looking up from my submissive position.


“The fuck-boy has something important to share with you two,” said Chet, watching mom take her place beside Otto, obviously waiting on my news before she started riding him.


Leaning out from behind my sister, Dylan’s flushed face stared back at mine as Otto stroked himself and waited, wondering what I might have to say. Seeing my friend fuck my sister was difficult, especially since he always made jokes about it. Otto had done the same by joking about my mom, but now it was actually about to happen. To make it all worse, I was about to be the only virgin in our group.


“Uhm, guys … I have something to tell you.”


Mom’s hand replaced Otto’s, stroking him while he listened. Sandy slowed her bouncing, letting Dylan listen as well, although his hands never left her ass cheeks. Chet continued stroking himself beside me, clearly excited to hear me drop the news.


“Dad isn’t in the hospital,” I began, swallowing hard.


“He isn’t?” giggled my sister, teasing Dylan by grinding her hips back and forth.


“No … he uh, he actually p-passed away.”


As expected of them, Sandy and mom used the reveal as an excuse to pleasure my friends more. Sandy began bouncing and grinding even faster, giving a faked gasp of shock, while mom stroked Otto’s cock faster, biting her lip as she moaned. My friend’s however seemed conflicted about it.


“Oh fuck,” moaned Dylan, possibly at the news, or hopefully just from the extra pleasure Sandy was providing.


Otto seemed more upset, his expression that of serious concern, at least until mom began sucking his cock. “Dude,” he muttered, his eyes locked with mine.


It suddenly occurred to me what mom and Sandy were doing, and I was entirely powerless to stop them. Each time from there on, anytime someone mentioned that my father was dead, they made sure to give Otto and Dylan extra attention, corrupting and training their brains to associate pleasure with my father’s death. They did the exact same thing when it came to abusing, and treating me like trash. It worked very well.


“So uh … tomorrow is his funeral.”


“And you’re both invited,” added Chet.


There was little in the way of response with my friends being more focused on the pleasure they were receiving. Still I could tell they were surprised, and with the news finally in the open, the night of unrestrained sex and abuse could finally begin. Mom’s mouth left Otto’s cock, and within seconds she was straddling him, ready to ride just like Sandy was doing to Otto.


“Isn’t this great, sweetie?” asked my mom, positioning my friend’s cock at her entrance. “Aren’t you glad my husband is dead?”


I nearly whimpered aloud as my dick twitched hard enough to hit my stomach. I couldn’t believe how blatant they were being, but my friends seemed determined to follow along, no matter how crazy things became. Of course that didn’t make it any less damaging to my emotions.


Otto briefly looked at me when he said it. “Yeah … I’m really glad he’s dead.”


Rewarding him, mom’s pussy dropped onto his cock at once, and she moaned his praise. Still on my knees, I now sat watching as my two best friends lost their virginities to my mother and sister. Painfully erect, all I could do was watch and masturbate, too horny to care if they knew.


Chet watched me more than them, and before long he looked anxious to pull me back into the kitchen. I would have even welcomed it, but he wanted me to watch the slow and steady corruption of my friends. Nothing if not sadistic, Chet really wanted to see me suffer for his own enjoyment, especially given how much it turned him on. Losing my best friends would be the final way of breaking me down, and he knew it.


“You say it too,” moaned Sandy, looking down at my friend as she bounced, “you’re glad he’s dead right?”


Dylan’s voice carried no sympathy. “Mmm, oh hell yeah … I think he should’ve died sooner,” he moaned, groping her ass and being rewarded with a big french kiss.


Both the girls and my friends were now far too focused on their sex to notice me and Chet, which he quickly took advantage of. Right behind everyone’s back Chet pushed his cock to my lips, and being far too horny to care, I opened my mouth and did what I had to.


Shameful as it was, I worked Chet’s cock as best I could, trying to make him cum as I pumped my own cock with reckless abandon. Listening to the sounds, and watching my best friends cocks appear and disappear from inside my mom and sister was overwhelming, and soon enough I reached my quiet humiliating climax.


Chet never announced his orgasm, but It wasn’t hard to identify. Pumping my own dick and squirting strings of white goo across the floor, Chet’s cock pulsed and gushed a load straight into my throat. Knowing I had to swallow, I did my best not to gag as the last drops escaped onto my tongue.


My friends were none the wiser, at least that Chet had cum in my mouth. They did however see my small load on the floor, grinning and smirking like they were top dogs, like they could ever hope to compete with Chet. Their orgasms came soon after, and without condoms, I could see white slime leak out of mom and Sandy’s used holes.


“He likes watching,” Sandy had to remark, climbing off Dylan and sneering down at me.


“Most sissies do,” added my mother.


Letting me wallow in my self-hate a moment, Chet soon ordered me to clean up their mess. My cock now soft and smaller than usual, it became an immense challenge to involve myself in anything sexual. To make it worse, Chet didn’t just want the spilt cum cleaned, he wanted it licked up.


“Well get started,” he ordered, standing over me as my friends got drinks. “Either lick it up, or get a beating.”


I had to seriously think about the options, because I knew if I licked up my friend’s cum, I’d vomit. Being beaten wouldn’t be any better, but by now I was slightly accustomed to abuse. In the end I chose the beating, but with Chet nothing is ever simple, and he immediately called over Otto and Dylan.


“Really? You want us to beat him up?”


Chet nodded. “If he won’t clean up the mess, he needs to be punished.”


Hesitating only a moment, my friends knew what had to be done. Not fighting back, I did my best to endure as Otto and Dylan began slapping, punching, kicking and beating me much like Chet would. Mom and Sandy, although still a little tired from the recent round of sex, couldn’t help but watch and enjoy my suffering.


“No going easy like before either,” demanded Chet, somehow knowing they didn’t give it their all earlier when slapping me.


Keeping up the charade was important, and so they obeyed. Each blow reminded me of my convictions, keeping my vows of revenge stronger than ever, knowing I’d one day get Chet back for ruining so much of my life. Then, during the humiliating and painful beat down, something occurred. Something worrying.


“Fuck,” grunted Otto, letting out a breath, “sorry about this, dude … I can’t help it.”


Unsure what he meant, I waited until the punches and kicks stopped before I looked up from the floor. To my surprise, Otto and Dylan were rock hard again. For a second I didn’t understand, and then Dylan’s foot swung into me again; afterwards his cock jumped like mad, and he stroked it for a few seconds.


“It feels good to beat him up, doesn’t it?”


A rhetorical question asked by my mother, as both my friends were now masturbating over me, clearly edging just from kicking my ass. Chet’s power of corruption floated through my mind again, and I gave an audible whimper. Everyone including my friends smiled, and I shrunk in size, starting to feel more alone than ever before.


Thankfully Otto returned to his senses, saying that I had been thoroughly punished. Not bleeding, but now scuffed, scratched and bruised, Chet agreed, and suddenly everything went on like it had never even happened.


Thus continued a full day of sex and humiliation. Only allowed to watch, I served everyone like a slave whenever they wanted, getting them food, drinks or in several cases just allowing myself to be abused by them. Dylan and Otto had no reservations about hurting me now, indulging the newfound pleasure whenever they wanted, and being quickly rewarded by the girls.


Chet remained an overseer for most of it, watching us all and making sure no one stepped outside their bounds. Several hours passed, and my friends eventually grew comfortable with the group, acting as if they had been club members the entire time.


Sometime later the girls decided to call it a day and go shower, leaving the rest of us alone with Chet. I had hoped to get a few moments alone with Otto and Dylan, but it was clear Chet simply wouldn’t allow it. Knowing most of the fun was finished, and that there would be no way to speak in private, my friends decided they would just go home and get ready for tomorrow’s funeral.


Chet was fine with it, and I felt a heart wrenching sadness as I watched them go. Even after all the humiliation, I’d have preferred they stay. Now alone with Chet, It dawned on me that during the entire session of watching my friends have sex, my bully had only cum once.


“Tomorrow is going to be great,” he chuckled, pulling me over, “so we need to save our loads, no more busting nuts.”


“Not even one? Just for me?” I asked, hoping it’s what he wanted to hear.


Pulling me closer, we were now nose to nose. “Shut up,” he whispered, seemingly desperate to kiss me. “I promised that I’d rail you over your father’s casket … and I intend to keep that promise. No condoms, no holding back … your ass is mine tomorrow.”


I trembled, unable to think straight. “Looking forward to it, daddy,” I whispered back, my legs jelly as my dick bounced in place. Grinning, Chet released me from his custody, telling me to shower and get my clothes ready for tomorrow. The funeral would start early, and he had one last surprise before it started.


I went to bed alone that night, struggling to sleep after everything that had happened. The sounds and sights of my best friends fucking my mom and sister replayed in my head over and over again. The bruises they had inflicted ached with each movement, and fears of their corruption nagged my brain constantly.


The approaching funeral was no less worrisome, seeing my father’s body, having Chet at the funeral, and having to endure whatever sick plans he had no doubt set up. It all made for a restless night of sleep, and throughout it all, my cock simply refused to go soft.


Morning came sooner than expected, giving me less time to get myself ready. Hearing Chet shout for me after putting on my boxers, I slowly stumbled through the house while rubbing the sleep from my eyes. Entering my parent’s bedroom, now Chet’s bedroom, I found him half dressed and naked from the waist down.


“Come over here, I need you for something,” he ordered, straightening his tie.


It suddenly dawned on me that he was wearing the upper half of a suit that once belonged to my father. The realization angered me, yet there was nothing I could do about it. Still in the process of waking up, my body gave no resistance as Chet grabbed my arm and pulled me into a deep kiss. Shutting my eyes, I instinctively reached for his cock and allowed his homosexual desire to overwhelm me.


I’d like to stress again that I’ve never considered myself gay or even bisexual, but being constantly forced into these situations quickly dissolved any hesitations I might have. My one goal above all was to get revenge, and if I had to go gay for that to happen, then I’d do it. It’s just unfortunate that I never saw how much it was changing me, and by the time I noticed, I was in too deep.


“Where’s mom and Sandy?” I asked after our kiss ended.


“They got ready an hour ago and left for the funeral home, so we need to hurry up.”


“Oh,” was all I knew to say, standing awkwardly as Chet resumed fixing his shirt.


“Go get dressed, and then meet me by your little gay flower garden, we need to pick some.”


Surprised Chet even remembered I had a garden, I gave his cock one last tug before turning and leaving to get dressed. Trying my best to empty my mind, I did all I could not to dwell on that fact that we were about to go to a funeral. It wasn’t easy of course, and once I had combed my hair, put on my suit and tied my dress shoes, I left the house and headed out back to meet Chet.


Finding him chugging a bottle of water, I watched as he unzipped his fly and pulled out his flaccid cock. Based on the past, I knew immediately what his plan was, but that didn’t make it any easier for me. Stepping over, I nodded in understanding, and even reached out to hold his cock.


“That’s a good boy.”


With a heavy weight in my heart, I aimed his member as he sprayed piss across the flowers I’d soon put on my father’s casket. Hearing him sigh with pleasure caused my own dick to jump, but before the situation got out of hand Chet finished relieving himself and zipped up.


“Alright, gather them and we’ll go, we don’t wanna be late.”


Using scissors to cut the stems, I bundled the wilting piss soaked flowers and tied them together with a rubber band. It was already time to leave, and with flowers in hand I followed Chet to his car, starting to feel numb as I got into my seat. There was no avoiding what was coming, all I could do was hope to endure it, and not shame my father further.


Seven


Although slightly late, Chet and I arrived at the funeral home before most of the other guests. Finding mom and Sandy with the Funeral director in the back, we approached their grinning faces and noticed an obvious sexual excitement. Seeing mom and Sandy horny didn’t really surprise me, but the funeral director had been an old friend of my father, and he was now stroking a very obvious erection in his black pants, clearly not upset about my dad’s passing.


“Glad you two could make it,” mom said, stepping over to kiss Chet.


“The man of the hour,” said the director, shaking hands with him once mom gave them space. “I can hardly believe the stories these two have been telling me, but here we are.”


“I guess everything is ready?”


“That’s right, we’re just waiting on the guests.”


Standing quietly at Chet’s side I was finally noticed by the director, who looked me up and down while continuing to stroke himself. A knowing grin and he addressed me as Fuckboy Francis, causing everyone to laugh at my expense. It was far from the worst thing to happen to me, but it wouldn’t be long before I’d be adding the director to my revenge list.


The arrival of more guests caused everyone to change their attitudes, suddenly acting as if they actually cared about my father. It twisted my stomach to see them all sniffling and faking their sorrow, especially when mom wiped away crocodile tears only to look in my direction and wink at me.


Otto and Dylan arrived shortly thereafter, and for the first time in two days I had a chance to speak privately with them. Given the size of the crowd, the boys and I managed to slip away to an unoccupied corner, giving us a few minutes to clear the air and discuss my plans.


“Dude,” said Otto, trying to be quiet, “what the fuck was that yesterday?”


“I know,” I shushed him, checking over my shoulder. “I know … things have gotten out of hand, but you two did great yesterday. I don’t think Chet suspects anything.”


“Why would he? He’s taken over the entire house and no one is trying to stop him!”


Again I shushed my friends, understanding their shock. They still had no idea that Chet had been the one to kill dad, and I wasn’t sure if now was the best time to reveal that information. Instead I begged them to continue the ruse, promising that I had a plan, but it all hinged on Chet remaining ignorant of our revenge.


No one made mention of the sex they had with mom and Sandy, but I could tell it was on their minds when they kept stealing glances across the room. Knowing the funeral would end up in another perverted orgy of sorts, I told them to stick around after everyone else had left, and they needed no more convincing. I also made them promise not to hold back if Chet wanted them to do something, even if it meant harming or humiliating me.


Otto seemed reluctant to agree, but Dylan gave no hesitation and even smirked. Once more I grew worried about my friends’ corruption, but for the moment there was nothing I could do about it. All the mingling and chatter eventually grew quiet, and the parlor with my father’s casket was opened for us to visit him.


Suddenly nauseous, I noticed that Chet was nowhere to be seen as people began filing into the room. Quickly distancing myself from Otto and Dylan, I hoped no one had seen us talking in case I ran into mom or Sandy. Making my way into the next room, a feeling of dread descended as the reality of dad’s death grew ever closer. All the talk, the sex and the demented attitudes had somehow made it less tangible to me. But now, stepping up to my father’s casket, it became all too real.


I broke down in tears immediately, seeing my father perfectly still with his hands on his chest. Lost in the moment of mourning, I never noticed Chet appear behind me, or that it was his hand on my shoulder. His voice pulled me back, and I turned to see him holding the piss soaked flowers I had left in his car.


“Forgot these,” he said softly.


With so many people near us it was impossible for him to do or say much, but we both knew the implications of the flowers. Handing them over to me, I whimpered as I reached forward and placed the urine soaked flowers on my dad’s chest. Yellow droplets stained his grey suit, and I simply couldn’t look any longer.


The day was going to be full of hardships, and I knew better than to make myself suffer more than I was already going to. Dad was gone, I reminded myself, although his body was still with us, his spirit had moved on to a better place. At least that’s what I said to comfort myself, leaving as Mom and Sandy joined Chet at the casket. With no desire to overhear them, I retired to the bathroom so I could wash the piss from my hands.


It was then I considered changing my name to Lemony Snicket, because I was unfortunate enough to run into the overly horny funeral director. Having just unzipped his fly, he grinned like a maniac at the sight of me, waving me over like I was his personal servant. The worst part being that I had to obey, since acting out of character could make Chet suspicious. I couldn’t have the old pervert snitching that I wasn’t sincere about my excitement, and so I stepped over and wiped the tears from my face.


“Hey, fuck-boy,” he chuckled, obviously trying to mimic Chet’s tone and attitude, “enjoying your daddy’s funeral?”


Forcing myself to smile, I stood next to him and looked down at his fat ugly cock. “Of course … but why are you in here?”


“I gotta piss, what’s it look like?”


Hook, line and sinker, it was becoming easier to manipulate these horny idiots. There was no way I’d be able to stop Chet and everyone else from doing it, so I instead tried using it to build more trust for myself, suggesting something he would have discovered anyway.


“Shouldn’t you hold it in? You’re gonna piss all over dad in his casket right?”


As suspected, the Director wasn’t aware of what everyone else had planned, and grew excited immediately. If he was going to piss, it now became more difficult as his cock began to stiffen, the fat chode lengthening into a decently sized piece of meat. I grinned at him to show my approval, and he licked his lips like the creepy old man he was.


“Fuck yes I’m gonna piss on your father … thanks for stopping me, I’d hate to miss out on that.”


“Shouldn’t be much longer to wait,” I reminded him, reaching down to give him a few tugs, “let’s make this funeral one to remember.”


With that I was able to wash my hands and leave, just in time as a few distant family members entered behind me. Returning to the main hall, I simply bumbled around and made small conversation until everyone was ready to begin, taking their seats while I took mine at the front row. Closest family sat up front, which meant me, Sandy, mom, and of course Chet.


Naturally Chet put himself between mom and Sandy, leaving me on the end as the Funeral director took his place on the small elevated stage. With a large podium set up front, the director struggled to hide his erection as he stepped onto the stage before quickly hiding it behind the wooden frame. A single column of pews occupied the long room, one behind another, causing a little trouble for the people in the back to see. However, this meant that us in the front row were almost invisible, with only our heads poking above the tall wooden pew.


Starting to give his speech about life, death, religion and all that other crap, the Director entertained the main audience with his pre-written speech about my father. Not paying any attention, mom had leaned into my ear to whisper, letting me know that I needed to go next and give a eulogy about dad.


Obviously I had nothing planned, but it was Chet who wanted me too, saying he was gonna burst if he didn’t get some relief. Unsure what they meant, I nodded, and waited on the Director to finish his speech. Once it wrapped up, he started some sappy sad music and moved off stage and behind a nearby curtain.


Guessing it was my time to head up, I let the music play a little longer before slipping out of my seat and stepping up on the stage. Now I’ve never had much stage fright before, and under normal circumstances it wouldn’t be a problem, but these were anything but normal.


Chet’s grin never faded, and I waited on the song to finish while mom and Sandy fondled his crotch the entire time. To my right and behind the curtain, the Director seemed to understand what was happening, and while hidden from everyone else, unzipped his pants and released his erection.


Once the song had finally finished, I cleared my throat and started thinking up whatever eulogy like speech I could give. With only a few things coming to mind, I began with my childhood, and my earlier memories of dad. I honestly can’t remember much of what I was saying, because shortly after I started, I watched mom and Sandy slowly unbuckle and unzip Chet’s pants.


Knowing no one else could see, their smiles stabbed at my confidence as I continued losing track of my speech, now stumbling over my words as they openly stroked my bully’s cock.


“My father was … uhm, a great man who taught me … a-all the virtues of …. “


Long strands of pre-cum oozed onto the wooden bench, and when looking to my right I found the director pumping himself and smiling. Things were already getting out of control, and yet this was only the beginning.


Light-headed, I continued my eulogy and desperately tried to ignore my own hard-on. Even so my dick strained painfully against my pants, thankfully hidden by the wide wooden podium. I even considered joining in and jerking off, but thankfully chose not too, only rubbing myself through my pants a few times.


Bumbling along about a family trip we took when I was a kid, I put all my focus into watching Chet’s handjob. Then, as my story grew closer to its end I noticed Chet take hold of his own cock, pumping it in a familiar fashion that meant his orgasm was close. Overcome with a need to help, I purposely ended my story, and then ended my eulogy with something I knew would help him cum.


“Lastly I just want to thank my Daddy … sorry, my good friend Chet, for his involvement with my father’s last moments. All of us are so grateful for what you did, and you deserve all the good things coming to you.”


Although most of the family had no idea what I was talking about, Chet knew, and the open admittance that I was thanking him for killing my dad had the desired effect. Mom quickly covered his mouth to stifle his moans, my sister squeezing his balls as his cock twitched and suddenly fired long thick ropes out across the carpeted floor. Shot after shot, there were several long white lines that were now clearly visible, although only to us in front.


Thanking everyone, I ended my eulogy and stepped down from the stage. Having quickly put his cock away, the director told everyone to bow their heads in prayer, and when I saw no one could see me, I dropped to my hands and knees before Chet, and dragged my tongue across the floor to scoop up all the cum I could.


Yes it was nasty, and disgusting, and it scratched my tongue, but the joy it brought Chet put me far above my mother and sister. The results spoke for themselves, as Sandy and mom looked very jealous and angry.


A short speech later and the wake was finished. The director informed everyone else that the main funeral was only going to be the closest family much later that day, and so after some goodbyes and well wishes everyone else got into their cars and left.


Finally it was time for the main event, and this would be the biggest and final challenge I’d have. I couldn’t break down no matter what Chet did, no matter how insane things became, if I could make it through this I could tear Chet away from my mom and sister and destroy their relationship.


Relinquishing my willpower, I allowed myself to slip into the darkest places of my mind, vowing to enjoy whatever happened. Better not to fight it, since any resistance could cause me to blow my cover, and I couldn’t risk it with Chet becoming so attached to me. Waving goodbye to the last car as it left the funeral home, I began my walk back to dad’s casket, allowing my mind to go blank.


With all the doors to the building locked, I returned to find the entire group standing by dad’s casket and chatting. The director, mom, Sandy, Otto, Dylan and of course Chet. I was the last to arrive, and so I slipped into my gay submissive mindset as I approached, catching a grin from Chet.


“Looks like it’s finally time to start the festivities,” he announced, already unbuttoning his shirt.


The director was quick to follow, as were mom and Sandy. Otto, Dylan and I were the last, now fully nude inside a funeral home. It seemed incredibly awkward, but the director was still fully hard, quickly making a move on my mother and sister. I just stood by and watched, unsure what the first course of action was. What happened next came out of left field.


With his cock only semi-hard, I got a grin from Dylan before he stepped over to my father’s casket, slowly tugging his meat. All of our attention now focused on him, and with us stepping a little closer, he looked at Chet and cleared his throat.


“Mind if I get to piss on him first? I’ve been holding it in this entire time.”


The mood shifted, smiles appeared on everyone’s faces and Chet quickly gave him approval. The rest of us stepped up to watch, and I constantly reminded myself not to freak out, to remain calm and just go with the flow. With all of us staring, Dylan’s cock began to spit yellow liquid before a constant stream held, soaking my dead father in his piss with seemingly no remorse.


The Director was quick to follow, having also been holding it in. My father’s casket now appeared to be an open urinal, as Chet and Dylan decided this would be the first act. All side by side, I pushed away the sadness in my heart, and joined them, standing beside Chet and aiming my cock at my own father.


Mom and Sandy watched closely, greatly aroused by the sight of five men all pissing onto dad. Yellow streams crossed constantly, splashing and pouring over everything inside the casket. Dylan and Chet aimed for my father’s face the most, while the rest seemed random.


With no one behind to catch me do it, I slipped a hand onto Chet’s ass, sliding a finger down his crack and massaging the rim of his asshole. The surprise caused him to release a much stronger blast of piss, directly onto dad’s face of course. He then turned and grinned at me, so I leaned into him and smiled.


“Fuck, dude … your dad really makes a perfect toilet,” said Dylan, his stream finally ending as his cock quickly hardened.


“Thanks for telling me to hold it in, fuck-boy,” chuckled the director, causing Chet to give me a look of approval.


Abandoning all respect for myself and my father, I simply rolled with it. “Dad deserves to be pissed on, Chet did the right thing by killing him.”


Letting it slip, I could see the shock on Otto and Dylan’s faces. Having forgotten that they didn’t know, I shrugged my shoulders as they both stared at me. “Sorry I forgot to mention it, guys.”


Otto was speechless, even as his stream of piss trickled to a stop on my father. Dylan recovered immediately, and what he said next either made him a great actor, or showed his true colors.


“Chet killed your dad? Holy shit, that makes this so much hotter … dude, no wonder you’re kissing his ass.”


The group was all smiles, and when Chet beamed at me I saw an opportunity to strike. Saying aloud that I didn’t care who saw me do it, I leaned up and pressed my lips into his, kissing him passionately in front of everyone. Jaws dropped, the girls grew incredibly jealous, and Chet nearly panicked at everyone witnessing us kiss.


“Fuck,” he whispered, now looking around at everyones shocked expressions, “you couldn’t have waited till they were all distracted?”


I grinned and tugged both our cocks, apologizing but clearly not sorry. The move worked perfectly, and while most of the guys didn’t seem to care, mom and Sandy were pissed. It put Chet in an awkward position, but he had promised to focus on me today, so I couldn’t allow mom and Sandy any chance to distract him. Reminding him of such, he finished pissing on my dad before stroking his dick to full mast.


“He’s right,” he told the girls, even seeing how mad they looked. “But we have plenty of time … you can punish him later once we’re finished.”


Still unhappy, mom and Sandy stayed silent until all of us were finished using dad as a urinal. Our bathroom break finished, every dick now stood at full attention, eager for some kind of action. Mom and Sandy being the only women, Dylan, Otto and the Director now approached them, ready to start whatever sexual orgy this was supposed to be.


Noticing Otto’s hesitation however, I found it a good moment to grab his arm and pull him away. With everyone looking, I told them I had something private to talk to him about, and then walked him to the other end of the room. It was clear Otto was having difficulty, especially learning that Chet had killed dad. Now having a brief moment to speak, I got straight to the point.


“I know,” I whispered, hoping to help his unease, “I know it’s fucked up, but we can’t drop the act, not when we’re so close.”


“Dude, he killed your dad-”


“You just have to trust me, okay? Please, just don’t hold back … Chet can’t know we’re planning against him, we have to make it convincing.”


Worried, but a true friend, Otto agreed not to restrain himself from whatever fucked up happenings the orgy might have. The only issue now was that I had pulled him away, and so we needed to fabricate a reason why I couldn’t speak to him in front of the others. A secret, a surprise, it had to be something they would believe I wanted to keep hidden. To my surprise, Otto promised he had a plan.


Dylan and the Director were already smooching up to mom and Sandy, but Chet stood aside, watching the two of us from across the room. Without knowing Otto’s plan, I watched as he waved Chet over to us, leading him away from the others. Looking very suspicious, Otto pulled me out of the room and away from prying eyes. Only Chet followed, and once alone with him Otto fully committed to his plan of reducing how suspicious we looked.


“What are you two fags up to?” Chet asked, no longer smiling.


Otto was quick to respond, already having an answer. “We were planning a surprise for you.”


Thinking we might attack him, Chet’s body language became immediately defensive. The move Otto made next shocked me, but without hesitation I followed his lead. Stepping even closer to Chet, the two of us stared at him for just a moment before Otto dropped to his knees, with me right beside him.


“I didn’t want the others to see me do it,” Otto said, staring at Chet’s cock


Stunned as I was, I played into it. “Is that okay, daddy? Can we both please you?”


Chet’s fear quickly dissolved, and he stroked himself in our faces. “Well that is a surprise … but I understand wanting to keep it a secret. Sure, get my dick nice and wet boys, just don’t take too long, I don’t want them to catch us either. I’m already in hot water from giving the fuck-boy so much attention.”


Smiling up at him, Otto and I got to work on sucking him off. Long before Chet came along, I had never even questioned the sexuality of my friends, after all we had only talked about girls and watched straight porn. Obviously I had missed some signs, because Otto had no issue sucking a dick.


Now working together, I began to experience a new type of enjoyment as my friend and I cooperated in pleasing Chet. Taking opposite sides of his dick, we soon found ourselves meeting eye to eye as our tongues and lips touched over his shaft and head. Chet sounded like he was in heaven, holding both our heads as we sucked and kissed all over him, trying our best to be convincing.


It was only after a minute that I got an idea, mostly fueled by my own arousal and lack of resistance. Having no idea if Chet would be into it, I left Otto up front as I shuffled around behind, planting my lips on the cheeks of Chet’s ass. Smiling up to him as he looked back at me, he grinned before spreading his cheeks to reveal his musky looking asshole.


Never in my life would I have considered doing what happened next, but I was in too deep, and if I’m being completely honest I was starting to lose myself to the pleasure and humiliation. With no words being exchanged, I stuffed my face into the crack of Chet’s ass before giving his anus a big juicy kiss. The musk inside was heavy, and after only a few seconds I found myself breathlessly panting, stroking myself while keeping my face pressed into his ass.


The combination of pleasure from both sides, with Otto on his dick and my tongue wiggling around his asshole, Chet’s knees buckled before he finally forced us to stop, warning that he didn’t want to cum just yet. Finding it to be a good time to stop anyway, we could hear the director ask where we had all gone, and so it was time to return to dad’s casket.


The smell from rimming him stayed with me for a long time, the sweat and odor of his ass clinging to my face as we returned to find the director lowering dad’s casket to the floor. The mechanism that controlled the height of the casket allowed it to be set low, and now that it was, mom and Sandy could finally relieve themselves.


Rejoining them, we all stepped up to watch as they spread their labia and began gushing piss. Dad’s suit and face were already entirely soaked, but the act was more symbolic than anything, getting the girls into the right mindset and making them incredibly horny.


For a brief moment I felt a twinge of pain, my heart hurting as dad’s own wife and daughter pissed on his corpse. I pushed it away quickly, as my cock was only getting harder from watching. There was nothing to be done anyway, my only goal being to please Chet and keep him happy.


With everyone’s bladders now empty and the sexual tension rising, it was time to get physical. Mom and Sandy were now horny enough to take on whoever wanted them, and so Dylan and the Director were first. Slamming the lid on dad’s casket, Mom and Sandy were pushed and mounted over top of it, laughing and moaning as the two were quickly penetrated. Curious over what the rest of us could do, Chet pulled me closer before leaning to whisper in my ear.


“You’re next,” he said, putting a hand on my bare ass, “but I have something better than fucking you on his casket.”


My heart raced, my mouth grew dry and my cock throbbed painfully. There would be no escape from whatever would happen, so all I could do was try to enjoy myself. To that end, since Otto and I were left out of the sex, he decided to step over and entertain himself, keeping his cover for Chet.


“Wanna put him in a choke hold for me?” Otto asked, cracking his knuckles, “I could probably edge by kicking his ass.”


Before I knew it Chet had grabbed me from behind, clinching me in a rear naked choke hold. Keeping the pressure off my throat so I didn’t pass out, I couldn’t fight back as Otto positioned himself at my front, and suddenly punched me in the gut. The pain shot through me like a bolt, and I swear my cock squirted pre-cum. Being man handled by Chet was a strange pleasure on it’s own, but having my best friend attack me just to please his cock was something else.


“Come on, beat that soft belly,” Chet encouraged, tightening his choke hold on my neck when I struggled more.


“Fuck you, Francis-” grunted Otto as he punched me again, making me wonder how much he was actually acting, “you’re a pathetic piece of shit that deserves this!”


I could feel Chet’s cock get even harder as it pressed into my back, clearly enjoying my suffering. Otto, true to his word, was no longer holding back in how roughly he treated me. A few more punches and my stomach was turning pink, Chet helping to hold me up as my knees buckled.


The noises of sex only seemed to heighten Otto’s enjoyment, and between punching me he’d stop to stroke his cock more. Chet was fully engaged in my beating, whispering into my ear to tease me further. To their surprise, I managed to speak up between a few punches, whimpering that I was going to cum if he didn’t stop. It was humiliating to say such a thing, but even more so for it to be entirely true.


Chet stopped him at once, having a desire to see my sperm spill elsewhere. Letting me go, I tumbled to the floor, and upon sitting up I found Otto’s drooling dick in my face. With lust at an all time high, I thanked him for putting me in my place, and sucked his tip to clean it of pre-cum.


Chet looked slightly jealous, but only for a moment. With mom and Sandy’s first round of sex coming to a close, he now saw an opening to finally fuck me like he promised.


Guided toward the casket, Chet instructed the director to remove the lid like he previously requested, and by pulling a few large metal pins, the lid came off completely. No longer in the way, all eyes were suddenly on me as Chet turned and smiled.


“Alright fuck-boy, climb on top of your father and get on all fours.”


I hadn’t expected something so bold, but I couldn’t back down now. Against every rational thought I took a step up and positioned myself above my dead father. Warm piss pooled around my feet as my hands pressed into his chest, lowering myself onto all fours while Chet moved himself behind me.


The director, despite having just cum inside my sister, was now approaching to offer his dick. Laughing as he waddled over my father, I watched him squat his sweaty ass onto my dad’s face before waving his semi-hard dick at me. With little choice, I leaned forward and opened my mouth, sucking my sister’s pussy flavor off his cock.


Behind me Chet was preparing my asshole with lube, and after a smearing of jelly, I felt the tip of his cock push into me. My mind felt like a movie that was being fast forwarded, with thoughts and reactions all whizzing by too fast to clearly observe. Part of me was glad the director’s fat ass was smothering dad’s face, since I’d at least not have to look at him while Chet fucked me. The silver lining wouldn’t last though, and once I felt Chet’s cock slip deeper into me, my cock gave a jolt and I forgot my own name.


“I bet your daddy is crying up in heaven, huh? Seeing his whole family turn into such horny perverts for the man that killed him.”


The director’s words might have struck a chord with me, if Chet’s cock hadn’t just bottomed out in my ass. Being stretched and filled by the same dick that had corrupted my mother and sister was beyond description, not to mention that every thrust hit my prostate. All the sensation was simply overwhelming, and barely a dozen thrusts later I was already moaning like a girl.


Everyone else had now gathered around to watch, with mom and Sandy not hesitating to slap me whenever they wanted. Between sucking dick, being slapped and fucked, I could see Dylan and Otto behind, staring at me with such judgemental looks, likely wondering if I actually wanted revenge, or if I was simply lying to get on Chet’s cock.


Although I tried to ignore the fact, it was simply impossible not to know I was being fucked on dad’s corpse. Such a morbid and terrible thing, and yet my orgasm arrived just as fast as Chet’s. Moaning and telling the room I was close to cumming, Chet muscled his way up and pulled me to my feet. Both standing in the casket, the director quickly removed himself as Chet lifted me and held me over dad’s face.


Too much was going through my mind as it happened, how strong Chet was, my friends watching, my mom and sister watching, my bully fucking me, my dad’s face below my dripping cock, it was just too much. Even wondering if i might pass out, my vision went blurry as a new level of pleasure exploded within me, and I felt Chet’s cum erupt within. I couldn’t stop if I wanted to, and by leaning forward my cock now aimed at dad’s face.


As you might expect there was nothing to stop my orgasm, and although I look back now and feel shame, in the moment I wouldn’t have stopped if my life depended on it. All my cum shot straight onto dad’s face, and after Chet’s balls had finally emptied into my rectum, he flipped me over and laid me down atop my father.


“I’m not finished with you yet,” he said, breathing heavily, “not until I fuck those ideas of revenge out of your stupid head.”


I felt my heart stop a moment, barely able to comprehend what it was Chet had just said. It couldn’t be right, I had been quiet, how could he possibly know my plans? That’s when I noticed Otto and Dyland standing behind everyone else, whispering to each other.


“Snuff him for plotting against you,” blurted my sister, getting all of our attention. “It’s not like we want him around anyway.”


The director was on board at once, agreeing that he’d love to see me killed. Already he was talking about how they could make it look like suicide, and all Chet had to do was choke me to oblivion. After so much work and trust building with Chet, I felt confident he’d shoot down their ideas at once, after all we had a growing relationship.


Of course the moment I thought such things, he put both hands around my throat. My brain went into a panic, and I reached up and grabbed his wrists. His cock was already inside me again, and he was now fucking me while choking me senseless. Looking over at them I could see my mom and sister cheering Chet on, while Otto and Dylan masturbated in the background.


My cock, much like Chet’s had refused to go soft, still fully hard as I was rammed repeatedly. Being choked while fucked was even opening new levels of pleasure, a dominance I had felt before but now with sexual gratification mixed in, culminating in something entirely different. Despite the talk of snuffing me, I barely resisted, merely staring into Chet’s eyes and letting him decide my fate.


With a lack of oxygen becoming a problem things grew hazy quickly, sounds grew muffled, lights dimmed, and before I slipped into unconsciousness I felt my second orgasm arrive, spraying warm cum all over my own chest and stomach before things finally went dark.


***


Obviously Chet didn’t go through with snuffing me, but I had no idea at the time. When I eventually regained consciousness they had moved me to a nearby pew, resuming their own group sex atop my father’s corpse. Thankfully it was Otto who was there to help, sitting beside me and ‘resting’ from all the sex.


Placed in a pew a few rows back, I was hidden from everyone else as I awoke, giving me time to remember what had happened. The gaping and sore sensation in my ass was the first thing I noticed, before a slight pain around my throat returned.


“Welcome back,” Otto whispered, not looking down or giving me any attention, “don’t sit up, they don’t know you’re awake yet.”


Staying stationary, I adjusted myself as best I could to get comfortable. I felt relieved that Otto was here to help, but the realization that someone had ratted me out was incredibly worrying. Thankfully I wasn’t dead, but that didn’t make the situation much better.


“The girls are super pissed at Chet right now,” he informed me, still looking straight ahead. “Turns out they had planned on you dying today, but Chet didn’t want that to happen, so I guess that means your plan is working.”


As quiet as I could, I asked, “Who told them I wanted revenge?”


“Dylan of course … couldn’t you tell he was really enjoying himself?”


As worried as I was, I had to know more. “What did he say? Does Chet know my entire plan?”


“No, only that you’re still secretly mad at him, and wanted to somehow get revenge.”


That news gave me a sense of relief, since I knew Chet already suspected I was hiding some anger. My actual plan of turning mom and Sandy against him remained a secret, meaning if I played my cards right I could use this situation to my advantage. Keeping my head down, It only took a moment before I noticed Otto’s erection, leading me to another question that had been nagging me.


“Hey, be honest … this whole situation-”


Otto knew at once, but made no effort to deny it. “Yeah, it’s fucked up … but it’s also a big turn on.”


“I feel bad for enjoying it,” I admitted, eyeing my friend’s cock as he stroked it in my face.


“Me too, it’s why I was so hesitant … but I guess fuck it, might as well go all in right?”


“Yeah … all in.”


Even if I misread his suggestion, I leaned over and let his cock fill my mouth. Half expecting a rejection, I quickly felt Otto’s hand rest on my head before hearing his moans. All this was to keep my mind in the right headspace, just trying to keep myself horny and stupid, and it worked perfectly. Regardless of how the entire situation with Chet ended, It was clear Otto and I were going to be much closer from now on.


“Fuck,” moaned Otto, his hand reaching back to fondle my ass, “you have to admit … we wouldn’t be enjoying this if Chet hadn’t killed your dad.”


Nodding, I continued to suck off my friend. Just from his tone of voice I could already tell Chet’s corruption had spread, and while Otto was slowly turning in favor of all that had happened, I failed to see just how corrupt I had become. Squeezing and massaging his balls, I felt his fingers enter me as his cock oozed more pre-cum into my mouth.


Across the room and somewhere in the back I could hear my mother yelling at Chet, complaining that he had promised to snuff me. For whatever reason he hadn’t, and so she and my sister were quite angry about it. Chet’s voice seemed more meek than I had ever heard it, but it was clear he was starting to run out of patience. Luckily I was hidden from their view, and so I continued sucking my friend while we came to terms with the situation.


“You don’t have to worry,” Otto said between moans, “Dylan and I won’t let them kill you.”


Although I appreciated the sentiment, what I had seen earlier constricted his statement. Removing his dick from my mouth, I looked up at him and grinned, now too horny to care. “You sure about that? When Chet was choking me I saw you two beating off like crazy.”


Otto smirked, grabbing my head before rubbing his wet cock across my face. “ … Okay maybe the idea of watching you die turned us on, but I’m sure we would’ve stopped him before that happened.”


We were in the deep end now, and both far too horny to care. Mouth open, cock hard, I looked up at Otto and forced the truth from him. “Stop lying, dude … just say it to my face.”


Shoving his dick back into my mouth, he groaned and looked me dead in the eye, too excited to hold back anymore. “Fine, fuck it … Dylan and I were hoping to see Chet kill you, happy? And don’t act like it doesn’t turn you on either, your dick turned into a geyser when he was choking you.”


My mind was a swirl of emotion and lust, and what small lingering common sense I had left was now being drowned out by Otto’s primal urges. My best friends wanted to see me snuffed, mom and Sandy wanted me to die, the director wanted me dead and the only person who didn’t … was Chet.


Otto’s cock slipped fully into my throat, and my nose pressed into his poorly shaven pubes. My air was cut off at once, but I held my breath while sucking as long as I could. Meanwhile he continued to spill his true feelings, his pleasure heightened from telling me everything.


“Fucking your mom last night was amazing,” he gloated, starting to thrust his hips into my face. “She told me so many twisted things while you and Chet were in the kitchen … and I was trying not to give in, but fuck I’m so glad Chet killed your dad.”


I moaned against his cock, and he shoved an extra finger into my ass. Sucking harder and squeezing his balls, I tried my best to keep him talking just to see how deep he’d sink into depravity.


“Seriously, I’ve been trying to ignore it for your sake … but since we’re just letting it all out, your dad was gonna die anyway. Chet killing him is just a mercy, ya know? I know he’s been a bully to us all for years but … if not for him we wouldn’t be here right now.”


Pulling the dick from my mouth, I let it rub and slather my face in slime before speaking. “Are you saying I should forgive him? Just … give up on my revenge, and worship him?”


“Look how much better things are now … I know it was probably rough in the beginning but, aren’t you happier now? Look how close we are now, that’s because of Chet. Imagine how much better it could be tomorrow.”


I stayed quiet for a moment, keeping his cock pressed against my lips. Swallowing the slime in my mouth, I nodded and kissed the drooling head. “I think you’re right, man … why ruin everything Chet has done for us? Dad was a loser anyway, I’ve been much happier serving Chet anyway.”


“Fuck yeah, dude … I’m gonna piss on your dad’s face this time, good riddance … and maybe later we can both work Chet’s cock some more.”


“You read my mind,” I replied, shuffling and slowly sitting up. “In fact, I’m going to tell him right now … fuck it.”


Moving out of the pew and standing on wobbly legs, I could see Chet and the girls near dad’s casket. Followed by Otto, I joined the group once more and was greeted with suspicious eyes. Dylan had nearly ruined everything, but now I saw the truth, now I knew what I had to do.


“Yes, it’s true,” I began, looking into Chet’s eyes, “I was plotting revenge against you.”


There was a moment of pain in his expression, but he hid it well. The girls looked pissed, but said nothing as I continued explaining.


“I hated you for killing dad … for stealing my mom and sister, for years of bullying me and my friends. I didn’t know how to get revenge, just that I wanted it. Otto and Dylan were going to help me, but now they’ve changed their minds, and decided to join you.”


I had Chet’s full attention, although Mom and Sandy were scoffing and rolling their eyes. I never imagined my own mother could look at me with such disgust and hate, but there it was.


“So what’s your plan now, fuck-boy?” asked Chet, seeing how erect Otto and I were. “Backstab me? Bite my dick off? Call the police on me?”


I looked at Otto, and we both grinned at each other. “No, Chet … I’m not going to do any of those.”


“Well what are you going to do?”


I watched Otto step over and take Chet’s side, leaving me alone against them all. There was only one course of action left, and so I took it.


“I’m giving up,” I said softly, slowly dropping to my knees. “I can’t beat you, not when you’ve corrupted everyone I know. Otto and I talked about it, and he’s right … I’m happier now than when dad was alive, I’ve been enjoying myself while struggling to hate you, but I just can’t do it anymore.”


“Oh yeah?”


“I’m sorry for fighting you, Chet … you win, thank you for killing my dad. Please, let me worship you like they do … I can’t blame you anymore, you’ve always been right. If you want to snuff me, I understand … and I won’t fight it. Your pleasure is all I care about now, I’m at your mercy, Daddy.”


Otto backed me up at once. “Hey if it helps, me and him just had a long talk … and yeah, we both agreed that the revenge idea was stupid. Why fuck something this great up? Just my two cents.”


Mom and Sandy were skeptical at best, believing my words to just be another trick. The only thing to sway them was the offer to snuff me, something they hadn’t expected. Dylan and Otto were no longer hiding their feelings, entirely on Chet’s side if it meant more sex with my mom and sister, along with abusing me and feeling powerful.


Chet considered my words for a long time, and when he finally made his decision, he stepped over and lifted me to my feet. “This is the last time … hear me? No more fighting, no more denying what I want … you’re a fuck bunny just like your mom and sister, understand?”


“Yes, sir, I understand.”


With that Chet kissed me, and I embraced him as passionately as I could. The girls were angry, my friends awkwardly looked away, but nothing would stop our kiss. It symbolized a new beginning, a new level of trust and understanding, but most importantly it reaffirmed one thing:


Dylan and Otto were now on my list for revenge, and they would all pay.


Eight


Life was different after my dad’s funeral. It seemed like all the walls of pretext and pretending had vanished, leaving everyone to take their truest and most corrupted forms at last. Mom and Sandy didn’t change much to be honest, but my friends and even Chet were now acting differently. My bully for the better, and my friends for the worse.


Seemingly glad that my friends had joined his posse of corruption, they now proved a bigger distraction for mom and Sandy while he grew ever closer to me. A week after the funeral, Otto and Dylan practically forced themselves onto my mother and sister whenever they wanted, loudly exclaiming how much they loved fucking on my dad’s bed.


Chet made no move to stop them, and when out of sight he and I often slipped away to my bedroom. This wasn’t what I expected so soon after the funeral, but today Chet wanted a heart to heart with me, and so we sat together and talked.


“I want you to be honest with me,” Chet said, looking me in the eyes and being sincere. “Do you actually have feelings for me? Or has all this been a plan for revenge?”


I wasn’t sure how to answer, because although I could have lied, some part of me didn’t want to. Things had gotten so out of hand, so ridiculous and strange that Chet and I were actually starting to form a bond. In the end, I told the truth.


“It started as revenge,” I said, feeling awkward as I sat next to him, “but with how things have been going … well, I’m kind of afraid to say it.”


Chet just stared, his gaze drilling into me as he searched for hints of fallacy. He knew I could be lying, but not this time, this was my feelings laid bare.


“I want to steal you from mom and Sandy,” I admitted. “I want you all for myself, no more sharing.”


Trying not to react, Chet took a deep breath and casually adjusted his cock. The idea was clearly bouncing around inside his head, and while it did, I pumped in more fantasies.


“Just me and you, no limits, no women to stop us, no jealousy, all the abuse you can give me, all the sex, all the … kissing.”


Chet swallowed hard before breaking eye contact and looking at the floor. He still said nothing while his eyes made little adjustments left and right, his mind clearly racing with ideas and their consequences. My little speech must’ve worked, because he looked back at me for just a moment, then stood and left the room without a word.


I expected he had some thinking to do, and since he didn’t act immediately on his feelings, I guessed they were in my favor. Already my plan was working, and as my own thoughts returned to revenge, a sinister idea crept inside.


I would make Chet punish them, I would use my own Bully to exact revenge on the others for their betrayal of my father. My cock hardened at the idea, and I felt a grin cross my lips as Otto and Dylan moaned loudly from my parents bedroom.


This was going to be fun.


***


Feeling more liberated than ever before I left my room and headed toward the noise of sex. Stopping outside the door to listen, I stroked myself as my friends held nothing back in insulting me and my father. Mom and Sandy loved the hate speech, always encouraging them to be even meaner.


“Such bad girls,” Otto teased while my mom moaned and laughed, “even if Chet won’t say it, I will … Francis needs to be snuffed like his loser father!” The moans grew louder, and I heard my friends high-five.


Knowing their backs would be to me, I slowly opened the door and creeped inside, staying quiet as I entered. Mom and Sandy were on their stomachs and side by side, mounted by my friends while their feet bounced behind.


Chet was nowhere to be seen, but I had my own perverted desires that needed filling. Having sunk as low as everyone else, I now had an urge to add more pleasure to whoever was already receiving it. Dylan, having tattled on me and nearly ruined my schemes, was jackhammering my sister when I approached him from behind. So focused on sex, he had no clue I was there until my tongue pushed into his sweaty asshole.


“What the fuck?” he practically shouted, getting everyone’s attention and drawing all eyes to me.


Otto had a wild grin when he noticed what I was doing, but my mother and sister barely gave me a glance. Dylan seemed hesitant to let me continue, but as expected he was too deep in pleasure to stop now. Besides, once I began rimming him in earnest, he clearly didn’t want me to quit.


“This is fucked up,” he groaned with enjoyment.


Whatever he might think, pleasure always came first, and now I could use that to my advantage. No longer able to feel shame, I pushed my tongue in deeper and worked hard to speed up his climax, feeling each thrust as he fucked my snobby sister.


Some part of me felt jealous on Chet’s behalf. Sandy was my bully’s woman, not Dylan’s, he had no right to fuck her. The thought vanished quickly however, as Otto announced his orgasm before loudly cumming inside my mother.


“Ahh fuck! First nut of the day is going right in your mother’s cunt, fuck-boy!”


Pulling my tongue away from Dylan’s ass, I scooted closer to watch my friend creampie my mom. Clearing my throat, I looked up and whined as I jerked off shamelessly. “Inside my mom?” I said innocently, trying to sound weak and helpless. “I thought we were friends, why are you being so mean to me?”


My question were merely an act, as I had asked the same thing almost every day they came over to fuck my mom and sister. Turns out they loved re-living moments of heart breaking betrayal, and so I regularly allowed them to announce it, doing my best to whimper and whine.


“We’re not your friends anymore, faggot,” Otto moaned, getting a bump in pleasure as his cock began spewing jizz into my mother. “Uughh, fuck … you just need to die so we can all be happy.”


“Y-You all want me to die?”


Four voices sounded off together, one big resounding: “Yes!”


As painful as it might sound, this wasn’t the first time it had been said. In fact, it had been said nearly every time I was in the room with them, even when sex wasn’t ongoing. Chet however was against the idea of snuffing me, and so I remained protected by the very bully who had tormented me for years, as none of them would dare defy him.


“Chet wont let us,” my own mother said, groaning as she twisted to look back at me, “but he’ll give in eventually … so why don’t you just do us a favor and … you know.”


I knew exactly what she meant, but playing dumb gave Dylan a chance to shout it out, and force his orgasm into my sister. Turning back to look at me, I could see the lust and evil in his eyes, knowing he truly meant what he was saying.


“She means you should kill yourself, faggot!” he grunted, getting murmurs and nods from everyone else. “Slit your wrists, hang yourself, go jump off a bridge, we don’t give a fuck … just die so we can be rid of you!”


Their uncaring attitudes finally did me in, and with Otto and mom watching, I released my own orgasm onto the dirty floor in weak little squirts. Whimpering and acting pathetic, and kissed at Otto’s feet and slowly made my way out of the room, getting one last glance from Otto, and receiving a very secretive wink.


Despite all that had happened, somehow Otto was still slightly on my side. Whenever possible to be alone, the two of us were best friends again, even if our attitudes were far more sexual now. As I previously expected, Otto was bisexual, and if given the chance he’d join in with pleasuring Chet, so long as no one else knew.


It left me conflicted on if he should be punished, but now being so deep in my plan I couldn’t risk telling him the revenge was still on. I hoped he understood, but I said nothing to him about it. When the time was right, if he still stood in my way, I’d take him down along with everyone else.


***


The next few days were much of the same, that is until Chet and I were inevitably alone again. Locked in my bedroom with no one around, we embraced in an overly gay kiss that lead to heavy groping and moaning. I don’t know how I allowed myself to become such a queer, but in the moments with Chet I hardly gave it much thought. Controlling him was my main goal now, so pleasing him was a necessary evil.


“Can I do it again?”


“Fuck … you really enjoy being a dirty queer, don’t you?”


I shuffled down his body until my face was rubbing against his cock. “How can I resist? You’ve stolen my mom and sister, corrupted my friends, snuffed my dad … is there a better way to worship you?”


Chet gave a douchey laugh before lifting his legs up. “Good point.”


This had become one of our favorite sexual activities, since the pleasure was nearly equal to the humiliation and shame it brought me. Rimming Chet’s asshole gave him the biggest erection, along with empowering his sense of domination. How could he not enjoy himself, especially when I stroked his cock in tandem.


A knock at the door went unanswered and ignored as my tongue reached the deepest point it could, and when mom’s voice loudly demanded that she be let in, Chet placed his hand atop my head and told me to keep going.


Every moment alone scored me big points, points I intended to soon cash in. A prime example was the wrath he’d unleash on anyone bothering us, and as mom continued making noise, I stopped what I was doing to stare at the door, putting on a fake expression of worry.


Chet saw, and the annoyance was clear on his face. Removing himself from the bed, he stood and marched over before unlocking and swinging it open. Mom and Sandy stood outside looking pissed, yet Chet’s fun had been interrupted, something he did not take lightly.


“I’m busy,” he growled, giving no hint of shame.


“You’ve been locked up with that faggot all day,” mom spat, giving me a look of hate. “It’s our turn now.”


“I said we’re busy … I’ll deal with you two skanks later.”


Stopping him from shutting the door in their face, mom and Sandy pushed inside and made their way to the bed, determined to get what they wanted. More annoyed by the second, Chet looked at them with silent contempt before agreeing to satisfy their needs. What would follow however, would be more punishment than pleasure.


“Fine,” he sighed, pointing to the bed where I sat.


Mom and Sandy were quick to grab and sling me away, causing me to tumble to the floor below. Another strike against them, for as I hit the ground I could see the concern in Chet’s eye before it turned further to anger.


“You dumb cunts want my dick?”


“Yes, daddy,” moaned my sister, putting herself onto all fours near the edge of the bed.


“More than anything, darling,” mom gleefully admitted, “we’re sick of that loser’s friends.”


Choosing my sister first, mom and I watched as Chet pushed himself inside before grabbing a fist full of her hair. Yanking it back, he spent no time being gentle or loving, instead fucking her as quickly and roughly as possible. Naturally my sister loved it, but it didn’t take long before things took a painful turn.


Holding her hair in his left hand, his right soon became a fist that struck her midsection. A cry mixed with a moan, and Sandy struggled to understand why he had hit her. Another hit, then another, a full palmed slap to the face from behind and now my sister was starting to cry. This was the first time she’d been on the receiving end of physical abuse, yet Chet was just getting started.


“Gonna teach you a fucking lesson,” he grunted, flipping her onto her back before shoving his cock straight into her asshole.


She struggled in vain, whining against his rape like assault. Slapping her face and punching her stomach was now easier, and Chet gave it in spades. Mom and I were shocked, yet continued masturbating as we watched. Finally when things were almost finished, he finished her off by putting both hands around her throat, choking her with nearly all his might.


Sandy’s face turned a different shade of red as she struggled to breathe. A gush of piss and several kicks later and my sister reached an orgasm, finally allowed to breathe as Chet quite literally tossed her off the bed and onto the floor.


“You’re next,” he told my mother, seeing the fear and trepidation clear on her face.


Sandy remained on the floor, struggling to recover as Chet lifted my mother and positioned her above his cock. Clearly strong enough to hold her aloft, mom faced away from him as he made penetration, hooking his arms under her knees and bouncing her in the air.


Once more things started simple enough, with plenty of pain right around the corner. Once in his groove, my mother had no way to escape what came next, nor did I ever expect such a lucky chance for revenge.


“Alright, fuck-boy,” Chet said to me, holding her in place, “let’s see you beat her.”


“What?” asked mom and myself at the same time.


“These cunts interrupted us, they deserve to be punished. Beat her.”


I stood from the floor and walked over, struggling to hide my excitement. “A-Are you sure?”


“Don’t you dare!” mom cried out, still unable to escape while being fucked.


“I’ll punish you too if you don’t,” he threatened.


Easily slipping back into character, I smiled at him before cracking my knuckles. “Can you punish me anyway?”


Chet smiled back, even giving me a wink. “Hell yeah I can.”


Having permission, and no longer worried of consequence, I gave mom a good punch to the gut. A new pleasure swelled within me, and my cock hardened as the pain appeared on her face. Chet demanded more, and so I punched her again, I slapped her with a full swing, I twisted her nipples far beyond sexual play.


More importantly I looked her in the eye, and for a brief moment we shared a surreal connection. This was the start of my revenge, and she knew it. Even better, was that Chet was helping me.


I slapped her tits around, jabbed at her gut like a punching bag, tortured her by stopping short of punching her in the face just to see her wince. Chet laughed and enjoyed the show, having no complaints even as I spit in her face and called her stupid bimbo.


Finally we had had enough, and mom was dropped to the floor like a sack of dirt. Both more abused than satisfied, they limped away crying as they slowly made their way out. It was invigorating, and before Chet shut the door to give us privacy, he reminded them who was in charge, and that it would be much worse if they thought to disobey again.


We embraced as the door shut, and I suddenly wondered if I could give Dylan and Otto the same treatment.


***


I’d have a chance to find out sooner than I thought, as the next morning left Chet in a sour mood. Yesterday’s punishment had put both women on edge, now understandably afraid of being punished again. This in turn led mom to nervously mess up his breakfast, which only made the situation more tense.


Add to that my friends inviting themselves over unannounced, and things were quickly off to an explosive start. I made sure to keep quiet and remain submissive, even jumping at the opportunity to cook Chet’s breakfast after mom messed it up.


“Whassup fags,” came Dylan’s voice, startling everyone as he and Otto walked into the kitchen.


Chet’s wasted no time in asserting his dominance of the situation, and I suddenly felt like I was watching a nature documentary. Three dumb apes fighting for control of the women, one of whom was clearly superior, and the other two just confident from recently having sex. My money was on Chet, and it was an easy bet to make.


“The fuck are you two doing here?” he asked, his voice loud and steeped in a manly bravado.


My friends wilted at once, and I couldn’t help but hide my smile. Flipping the eggs over, I stayed quiet as Dylan and Otto fumbled their words to explain themselves. Mom and Sandy also remained quiet, sitting at the table while Chet commanded the room.


“You think you can just walk in here? Without calling or knocking? Who’s fucking house do you think this is?”


They were both too frightened to answer, but for a brief second Dylan’s eyes flashed to my mother, and that was all Chet needed.


“It’s MY fucking house! Not hers! I own this fucking property! I own all three of these sluts!”


“C-Chet we’re sorry, we just thought-”


“That we were pals? That I liked having you losers in my house?”


Looking to my mother and then to me, Chet suddenly questioned what he should do with them. Mom had no answer, looking down and away as if shamed by even knowing them. When he turned to me I saw an opportunity to strike, and gave him an answer I knew he’d like.


“Kick their asses like back in highschool?”


Chet gave a smirk followed by several slow nods, ordering my friends to stand by the fridge and wait. They obeyed, and now the room fell silent as I presented Chet with his actual breakfast. Hungrily scarfing it down, he stood from the table and thanked me before cracking his knuckles and moving across the room.


Standing behind him, I watched with glee as Chet began making threats and insulting them. This would no doubt push their favoritism towards me again, but that time was over, I’d not trust them again. Instead I resolved to back up Chet, ready to obey any request.


“Hands above your head,” he suddenly ordered Dylan, “just like in the locker room.”


No longer as confident, my friend slowly raised his arms to expose his midsection. We all knew what came next, and with several unrestrained punches, Dylan’s wind was beaten from his lungs. The fridge rattled with each hit, and his once deeper voice now sounding girlish as he whimpered from the beating.


Otto looked like he might piss himself in fear, knowing he was next. Luckily for him I intended to intervene, and quickly did so once Dylan’s beating was complete. Reaching out to touch his shoulder, Chet looked back at me before asking what I wanted.


“I was just thinking, maybe … you could discipline Otto and myself … in private?”


“Can’t today,” he said heavy with regret, “I got somewhere to go.”


This was news to us all, as Chet hadn’t mentioned anything about leaving. Unbeknownst to me, this would begin my revenge in earnest. Now shoving aside Dylan, Otto was grabbed and pulled to the fridge before receiving several of the same heavy punches.


It began to make sense why Chet’s mood had been so sour, as he soon explained he’d be gone for a few days. Not wanting to tell us why, he merely stated that it was important, and he’d be back before the weekend. This would leave me without Chet for protection, and without a single person on my side.


“You better get along while I’m gone,” Chet threatened as he prepared to leave, slipping on his shoes and jacket. “She’s in charge until I’m back,” he said, pointing to my mother, “so if anything happens the blame is on her.”


We all quietly nodded, feeling a collective loss as Chet opened the door to leave. One look back, and his eyes met mine. “Try not to do something stupid … like burn the house down.”


The front door slammed shut, and everyone in the house turned to face me with hateful stares. Silent as we listened to Chet’s car crank and pull away, I steadied myself for whatever came next. I had no doubt they blamed me for everything, and now they’d want payback.


My sister was the first to approach, her hand held high as if to strike me. “This is all your faul-”


I nearly snapped. For whatever reason now that Chet wasn’t around to stop me, everything that had been building suddenly bubbled to the surface. My anger, my regret, the hatred and demand for vengeance all rose to the top of my emotions, causing me to react on sheer instinct.


She didn’t expect it from me, and so the back of my hand caught her face before she could slap me. Holding little back, I gave good force to the swing, watching her head recoil in ragdoll fashion before she stumbled back in shock.


No one in the room moved as I stood my ground, no longer the quiet queer that had just made Chet breakfast. My demeanor had changed, I straightened my back and stood tall while my sister began crying like a spoilt brat.


“Oh my fucking god, how DARE you!”


Mom finally came to her senses and took a step forward, although it was clear she didn’t want me at arms length. “Francis!”


It was hard to keep my full emotions in check, so like a dam I allowed the building pressure to release in a controlled matter, lest the entire thing rupture at once. Choosing my words carefully, I let them know exactly where I stood.


“Get fucked bimbos,” I said venomously, unconcerned with their reactions, “you’re just jealous Chet wants me more.”


“He does not!” Sandy practically screamed, giving me all the proof I needed that I was right.


“You’re ruining this for us!” Mom shouted, now hugging Sandy.


I resisted spitting at them, but only just. “Oh, am I messing up your fun? Gee, that sounds terrible. From the way you’re yelling you’d think I did something really terrible, like … killing someone’s father.”


They knew my feelings now, yet it wouldn’t matter. It was their word against mine, and I was currently at the top of Chet’s fuck list. Otto’s reaction was the only one I noticed, as he gave a brief smirk and nod that no one else saw.


“Maybe if you were better at pleasing Chet he would spend more time with you,” I added, knowing full well that wasn’t why Chet liked me.


“Fuck you!” yelled my sister, running off to treat the red mark on her face.


“You’re such a little shit,” my mother hissed.


“How’s it feel to lose your husband, and your new lover? Maybe Chet just doesn’t like dried up old women.”


I could see the rage in her trembling face, a mother she was no longer. Provoking her felt good though, and aside from hitting Sandy I was still within my boundaries. When Chet came back I’d still be in great standing, and my former family would be struggling to compete.


Dylan was the first to try and diffuse the situation, slowly approaching mom before putting his hand on her shoulder. Clearly he didn’t know how women worked, and received an immediate shut down.


“Get away from me you fucking loser!” she shouted, pushing him away before stomping off to find Sandy.


My two friends and I were now alone, and all I could do was grin. Dylan wasn’t sure what to do, but Otto was clearly suppressing a smile. It felt good knowing he was still on my side, even if it was questionable at times.


Unsure what to do, Dylan threw up his arms in defeat. “Fuck it then, I’m going home.”


Not even checking to see if Otto would leave with him, Dylan disappeared from the house and wouldn’t be seen again for several days. Now it was just Otto and I, and with yelling and fighting coming from mom’s bedroom, I motioned for him to follow me into my room.


“Dude, holy fuck,” he gushed, closing the door behind him.


“Right?”


“So the plan is still on … shit I was worried you had actually given up.”


“Of course not, man … but it takes time. Hey how’s your stomach?”


Otto lifted his shirt to show some bruising. “Hurts, but it’s not bad. I think Chet went easy on me.”


“Probably did, he’s almost full on gay now.”


“You and him have really been going at it, huh?” Otto winked at me, and I couldn’t help but grin.


“Hell yeah we have.”


So quickly was there an understanding between us, something that made me proud to have Otto as my best friend. Obviously revenge was my goal, but things had changed so much that we needed to adapt. Going bisexual was nessisary to see my plans fulfilled, yet that didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy myself along the way.


“So what do we do now?”


For the first time in a long time, It felt like things were normal again. “Wanna play some video games?”


“ … Loser gives the winner a blowjob?”


“Deal.”


Well, mostly normal.


***


After a good bit of fooling around, I told Otto I had another plan for when Chet came home. However it meant he and Dylan couldn’t come to the house for a couple days. Having him sneak out without mom or Sandy knowing was easy enough, and as far as they were concerned, he had left with Dylan after our big argument.


Keeping to myself for the next two days, none of us spoke to each other whenever within earshot. The only exception was when I overheard their surprise for Chet. Apparently they would wear their best lingerie, and give him a big welcome home. They intended to fight me for his attention by overloading him with as much female love and debauchery as they could.


Not a bad idea, but mine was better.


At least a day prior to his arrival home, I decided to further indict my mother and sister by faking an injury. Stupid as it might have looked, I grit my teeth and gave my own face a few decent punches, a couple at my left eye, one at my cheek and so on.


One we heard Chet’s car pull up outside the following day, there were nice purple bruises that were clear as day. I had stayed locked in my room, so mom and Sandy knew nothing of my latest scheme. Hearing them race past my room, I waited calmly as the front door opened, and Chet returned from whatever trip he had made.


“Welcome home, daddy!” they both shouted, overjoyed to see him again.


Already having my video game on pause, I resumed it and readied myself for a bit of acting. I wouldn’t have long to wait either, as once Chet was done kissing the women of my family, he immediately asked where his “third slut” was.


Mom and Sandy avoided his question, telling him not to worry about me, and that they wanted him all to themselves. This worked in my favor even more, since it seemed like they were trying to hide something. Chet wasn’t quick to investigate however, not with two horny women throwing themselves at his dick.


Thankfully however, he promised them he’d return after he checked on me, if only for a second. Hearing his footsteps approach my door, I took a deep breath and put on my best act.


“Hey,” his voice came from behind as the door opened, “why didn’t you welcome me home, fuck-boy?”


I didn’t turn to face him, instead continuing to play my game. “Oh … Uhm, I didn’t hear you pull up.”


There was a brief silence before he took a step into my room. “Hey, look at me,” he ordered.


I didn’t move, although I did purposely fumble with the controller. My odd behavior finally got the better of him, and he stepped closer and grabbed my shoulder, pulling me around to face him. The shock on his face was plain, and to add validity to my injuries, I tried covering for my mother and sister.


“I-It’s not as bad as it looks,” I whispered, “really … it’s not a big deal.”


Rage swelled behind his eyes, and he turned to leave without another word. Shuffling closer to my door, I could have masturbated to sounds alone of what happened next. Returning to the living room where my mother and sister stood waiting, they welcomed him back with nudity and sexual proclivity.


“Has the fuck-boy left the house since I was gone?”


Confused, my mother answered: “No?”


“Did either of his friends come over?”


“Not since you left, Daddy,” Sandy replied.


“So it’s just been you three?”


They must’ve nodded, cause I heard no reply. All I heard next was the sound of an open hand slapping the shit out of them. Their terrified and confused screams filled the house while Chet punished them without mercy.


“What did we do?!” my sister cried out in desperation before having her face smacked again.


“I knew I couldn’t trust you cunts!” he growled, his attachment to me clearer than ever.


“We didn’t do anything!” Mom sobbed as red handprints formed across her.


I just leaned into my wall and listened to the chaos, my cheeks almost hurting from the size of my smile. I wish I had recorded the event with my phone, but the memories will stay with me forever. This was payback for my father, for me, and my own bully was the one dishing it out. If I had my way, this would only be the beginning. They deserved worse.


Of course I couldn’t just stay in my room and hide, so when Chet called me into the living room I had no choice but to obey. Stepping out of my room and joining them, I could see my mother’s face turn to shock at my injuries, followed by an immediate understanding of what I had done.


Despite being a bimbo for Chet, mom wasn’t stupid. She knew at once what I had done, and an expression of resentment followed. We locked eyes, and without exchanging a single word I knew what she wanted to say. It was a look all too familiar, one that said: “Oh so that’s how we’re gonna play?”


“We didn’t do that to him!” my sister exclaimed. Surprisingly she looked to me for help, clearly not as sharp as mom. “Tell him we didn’t do it!”


I looked at them both, then to Chet, and quickly to the ground. “They didn’t do it.”


My performance worked perfectly, making myself look afraid of further abuse. Chet bought it, glaring back at my mother and sister angrily.


“We didn’t!” Sandy shouted as she took a step back. “It must’ve been those friends of his or something!”


“You said they hadn’t come over since I left.”


I remained quiet as she stammered to find an excuse. Once more I had pushed them out of Chet’s favoritism, chipping away another brick of their relationship’s foundation. I wouldn’t stop either, not even if they begged for mercy.


Knowing there was nothing else she could do, mom confessed to something she hadn’t even done. Telling Chet she was jealous of how much time I was spending with him, she admitted that it was only her who had beat me, and that my sister was innocent. Seemingly satisfied with the confession, Chet gave all three of us a warning if we continued fighting.


“I’ll leave,” he said, the threat turning all our heads. “I’ll pack my shit, and leave all of you alone.”


All three of us practically threw ourselves at his feet, begging for forgiveness and promising to do better. Although I’d like to say my pleas were an act, they weren’t, for if Chet left I’d have no way to enact my final revenge. It was imperative that he stay, and so once more I succumbed to his orders.


Mom was quick to give me a look though, letting me know that things between us were far from over. Whatever she had planned for me, it couldn’t be good. Luckily she’d need to work around Chet’s rule of no fighting, and so I felt safe for the time being.


Debauchery quickly followed, and once more we existed only to please my bully.


***


Things resumed a normality over the next two days, with everyone going about their business in a routine fashion. Dylan and Otto finally dropped by again, making sure to knock instead of simply walking in. Aside from the expected sex and general day to day life, it was the day after that I stumbled upon my mother and sister plotting something.


Having spent all day in bed with Chet, I had left for the kitchen to get us drinks when I saw them standing far into the back yard. Obviously wanting to hide what they were doing, I was unable to hear their frantic talk. Still I was able to see their arms gesturing wildly as they discussed something secretive.


Standing by the window and watching, they eventually noticed me and became entirely silent. Grinning, I lifted my middle finger to the window before going back to bed with Chet, confident they had no way to retaliate. Turns out, I was very wrong, and come the very next day their plan was put into action.


It was the middle of the day, and I was busy doing laundry when Chet approached me from behind. Expecting his usual groping, I turned to find him just standing there and waiting on me to finish. Confused, I threw the cum stained clothing into the wash before shutting the lid.


“I have a surprise for you,” he began, giving me a genuine smile.


Unsure what to expect, I followed him into the living room to find my mother and sister both fully nude and waiting on us. I felt uneasy at once, and knew something was amiss. Chet was quick to also strip off his clothing, leaving me waiting on whatever came next.


“What’s going on?” I asked, knowing it couldn’t be good.


“Your mother and sister wanted to apologize for how they’ve been treating you, and they’ve planned something special.”


I froze, shaking my head as I looked at Chet.


“Don’t be like that,” he laughed, “I know things have been strained between us all, but I had a long talk with them and I really think you’re going to enjoy this.”


Mom approached with a devious smile. “We know how strained things have been,” she started, clasping her hands together as she walked toward me. “But we really need to just move on … and embrace our new lives, don’t you think?”


I swallowed, having nothing to respond with.


“So they’ve decided to make up for all the trouble, and treat you to some of your secret fantasies.”


“Huh?”


Holding up my own phone, my mother grinned as she showed off a search history that I knew wasn’t my own. This was how she planned on getting back at me, and Chet had bought into it completely. At some point she must’ve swiped my phone, and after faking a bunch of internet searches showed them to Chet.


“I’d call you out for being such a pervert,” my mother laughed, “but I guess it runs in the family huh?”


“I don’t look up porn on my phone,” I tried to explain, knowing it was unlikely to work.


Chet just smiled at me. “Relax, fuck-boy, we aren’t going to judge you.”


“We’ll just do your top three searches today, okay?” my mother said, turning the phone around and scrolling through it. “Face-sitting,” she started, causing my sister to giggle, “incest … jeez, Francis, I guess you’re lucky to have a mother and sister huh?”


I wanted to speak up, but I knew they wouldn’t stop. Chet had already bought into it, and since he was interested in fulfilling my fantasies, all I could do was endure.


“And lastly …See Bee Tee, what’s CBT stand for?”


I felt the color drain from my face, and while my sister and Chet used my phone to search for it’s meaning, mom gave me a sinister wink. This was her plan for revenge.


“Oh shit,” Chet chuckled, “really? I didn’t think you’d be into that.”


Knowing I couldn’t escape what they had planned, I decided to go with the flow, hoping to somehow turn their game back on them. Admitting I liked it, Chet promised they’d start slow and leave the ballbusting for later, but first I’d receive some incestious face sitting.


“Alright,” mom said,” lay down and we’ll get started.”


Reluctantly I stepped forward, watching their grins widen as I dropped to my knees. Chet just stood by and watched, choosing not to interfere with our personal and perverted engagement.


“On your back, honey,” she smiled, “how else could we sit on your face?”


Shuffling lower until propped up by only my elbows, I began questioning why they had chosen three kinks instead of just one. It would have been much simpler to just claim I liked ball busting, so why add two others? Was it to help fool Chet, or were they personally into the other two kinks?


It was obvious mom and Sandy were broken, yet I never suspercted them to harbor such incestious desires. After all the sex with Otto and Dylan, not once did they mention including me. But perhaps I was overthinking it, perhaps they thought I’d be disgusted by having my own mother and sister sit on my face. If that was the case, I guess they didn’t factor in that I was just as broken and perverted.


Positioning herself over me, I watched her pussy approach my face until it filled my vision completely. Recently shaved and completely smooth, I was surprised that it didn’t look utterly ruined, considering how much dick she had taken. Now keeping her ass suspended above, she looked back just to taunt me.


“Enjoying the view, pervert?”


Her asshole winked, and before I could answer quickly dropped onto my face with full force. Adjusting herself constantly, I had no way to escape as her wet cunt covered my mouth, and her warm asshole smushed against my nose.


By now I expect you to know how I reacted: with shame and a full hard-on. I still didn’t know her plan, but I wouldn’t let a little incest beat me. Thus I heard her squeal in surprise when my tongue invaded her snatch, and I snorted loudly against her puckered asshole.


“Oh fuck,” she muttered, “seriously?”


Grinding into my face like it was a sex toy, I felt her hand grip my cock before pumping it slowly. Suddenly thinking I had beaten whatever scheme she had planned, I relaxed enough to get comfortable, and then felt Sandy grab my balls.


“Don’t enjoy this too much,” she sneered, her grip tightening.


A moment of panic came over me, and as the full weight of mom’s ass smothered me, I realized too late what their plan was: suffocate me. Wiggling her ass harder into my face, it became nearly impossible to draw breath, even as I struggled to snort air around her puckered hole.


My sister only made it worse, torturing me constantly by squeezing, twisting and slapping my balls. Her laughter covered my muffled groans, and Chet continued watching without a clue to my suffering.


Of course to make matters worse, my dick portrayed no hint of my panic, looking as excited as ever as I struggled to breathe. Mom had really become a woman of sinister intent, rocking back and forth on my face while telling Chet she was letting me breathe. Of course the size of her ass hid the truth: even when rocking forward enough of her ass remained to impede my oxygen.


After two minutes of desperately snorting mom’s asshole for air, my body simply couldn’t take it anymore. The lack of oxygen left my chest burning and my mind racing, and with mom suddenly holding my arms and forcing me to stay in place, I had no choice but to open wide and start biting.


Naturally she rose immediately, yelling in pain as I gasped desperately for air. Chet looked concerned at once, wondering why I was coughing and taking deep breaths. Mom tried to play it off, saying I was faking my desperation even as Chet stared at my nearly blue face.


“I don’t think you know what you’re doing,” he remarked, standing from his seat and stepping over.


“Oh really?”


“Move aside … I’ll show you how to do it.”


Sandy’s grip on my balls tightened again, and I now looked up to find Chet’s familiar ass descending over me. No longer as worried for my safety, I took another deep breath before my face was completely covered by my bully’s fuzzy ass.


“I did this to a lot of losers in highschool,” Chet chuckled, “you gotta know when to let’em breathe.”


I had no vision under Chet’s ass, but I could feel the motions of his masturbation. His asshole flexed constantly against my nose, and what mom said next gave him a jolt in pleasure.


“That’s funny,” she giggled innocently, “considering you never let my husband breathe.”


I felt Chet’s masterbation speed up at once, while his ass flexed in my face. Regardless of how much he’d grown attached to me, he was still Chet, and clearly still received pleasure from the suffering of others. Merely reminding him of my father had turned him on, and now I wondered if Chet would suffocate me as well.


“Well,” he snorted pridefully, “losers like that don’t deserve air.”


Mom was quick. “Losers like ….”


I can only assume she was pointing at me, and with my balls getting another hard smack from Sandy, my whining went ignored as Chet’s weight increased, and his ass settled on my face with seemingly no plans of moving.


“Yeah … losers like your son.”


Nine


This is how Chet killed dad, I thought to myself, trapped under the weight of my former bully’s ass. Despite everything that had happened, some part of me still feared his lack of concern over me breathing. After all he had smothered dad, why not do me the same and be done with it?





Of course that was just my initial panic, because I knew better. At this point I probably knew Chet better than mom and Sandy, and I was confident he’d let me live. Another angle I had going for me was that I knew what Chet liked, and unlike dad, I was more than happy to submit to him. My erection probably gave that away, but while stuffed under his musky ass, I made sure to purse my lips before giving his asshole all the kisses I could. Chet stroked my thigh in response, a likely hidden gesture the girls didn’t see, and a sign that he and I were on the same page.





“So are you gonna suffocate him?” I heard my own mother ask, her voice muffled by Chet’s cheeks.





“Why would I do that?” Chet asked back, “I just finished training him, why would I waste all that effort?”





“Because … he’s a loser, like … my husband?”





“Oh no doubt,” Chet laughed, wiggling his ass harder into my face, “but he’s a loyal loser. He knows who’s in charge, and he’s happy about it.”





I wiggled my tongue into his asshole, and it felt it flex in response. More strokes and pets to my thigh, and finally he leaned forward to let me breathe. Of course the big snort of air I took was right against his asshole, leaving me more light-headed as the musk and smell flooded my senses.





Pressing down onto my face again, and the “torment” continued for another minute or two. While I laid below, I could hear more of mom’s excuses for why he should keep me from breathing, but of course Chet would have none of it. Sandy had since let go of my balls, and now my dick was free to bounce and drool while Chet and I had a moment together.





“This isn’t fair,” came mom’s voice again, this time much quieter, “let me shit on his face again.”





Chet was silent, but now I felt the tip of his finger pushing my erection around like a cat with a toy. I quickly gave his asshole more kisses, and he rubbed my stomach like one might a dog.





“Hang on,” he said softly, “I’m still showing you how to properly smother him.”





“You’re just enjoying yourself,” my sister whined, “we’re suppose to be the ones to do it.”





More silence from my mother and sister, meaning they weren’t exactly happy. My erection kept being poked at as well, surprising me with just how much more open Chet was becoming. Back when it all started there’s no way he’d have shown male affection with mom or Sandy around, now it felt like he might jerk me off right in front of them.





“Relax, we’ve got nothing but time.”





“Alright fine,” said mom, sounding annoyed, “I’ll just work on that CBT he likes.”





Mom’s foot pressed against my balls, and with one quick motion she stomped them incredibly hard. Pain shot through me at once, my ears ringing as my erection began firing wildly. With only one direction my cum could go, I felt each and every strong pulse as my cock pumped out all the cum it could, directly at Chet.





“Fuck!” he shouted in surprise, both from what my mother had done, and being pelted by my jizz.





I felt his asshole clench around my nose and lips, and the room fell silent once more. Unable to see, I could only imagine that mom and Sandy were terrified of whatever Chet’s retaliation might be. If not for the overwhelming pain, I’d have been smiling in the hopes of seeing their justified fear.





“I already warned you once,” Chet sighed before I felt his hand suddenly massage my balls, “no more fighting-”





“But we’re not fighting,” they both assured him, “that’s just what he’s into.”





I could feel Chet starting to lean forward, preparing to stand up. Mom and Sandy were already backing up, and the moment I could reach my own groin I groped and held my balls to display my pain, even acting it up more than I needed too.





When Chet finally stood my eyes were blinded by the light, my vision having adjusted to the darkness below his ass. I wondered if I should try to interfere with him, keep playing the weak helpless queer, but I didn’t need too, Chet was already deep in my corner.





“Oh come on! He’s literally smiling behind your back!”





I was too. The moment I could see their faces I gave the best grin I could, but by the time Chet turned around, that smile had easily been twisted in a painful grimace, one easy to mistake for a smile. This of course made mom look more like a liar, and I shuffled myself from the floor to the bottom of the couch, leaning against it.





“Stop making excuses,” said Chet, sounding reasonably calm, “It’s painfully obvious you’re both jealous … but we’re trying to work past that. We wont get anywhere if you two keep doing this.”





“Please don’t be mad at us, Daddy,” said my sister, trying her best to sound innocent, “you beat him up all the time in highschool … why is it wrong if we do it sometimes?”





Surprised by her logic, I now worried that Chet might actually agree. Looking back at me, he stared for a moment before taking a deep breath and tugging on his cock. I could see the wheels of sadism turning in his head, and he cracked a slight smile before nodding.





“Okay listen,” he said, looking hornier than before, “you’re both jealous when fuck-boy and I are together … right?”





They both agreed, and I felt unsettled.





“And I want us all to get along … right?”





More nods.





“Would it make you girls feel better, and help your attitudes … if I let you both kick his ass until you stopped feeling jealous?” Their smiles were huge.





“Absolutely!” Cheered my sister.





“Oh god please yes,” mom moaned, “not only will it make us feel better, it’ll also get us so fucking wet.”





I felt a tension build in my stomach, but of course my cock began wiggling back to life. Chet now stepped over and helped me off the floor, even though I was giving him a look of pity and fear.





“Hey,” he said to me, sounding like his old highschool self, “I can’t fault the idea. What they said is true, I used to abuse you constantly in school … and hell it turned me on too. So if this is what it takes to finally calm them down … well, I’ll just make sure they don’t go too far.”





Moving me around, he pushed himself against me from behind, grinding his cock in-between my cheeks. It wouldn’t be the first time he fucked me, nor would it be my first beating. However, it would be the first time Chet allowed mom and Sandy to abuse me as much as they wanted.





A quick thrust and his cock entered me from behind, while at the same time he put me into choke hold. Thoughts of dad’s funeral flashed through my mind, and I remembered how my own friends had beat me in the same way. The difference was Chet fucking me, and now mom and Sandy were the ones cracking their knuckles.





“Mmm, get it all out girls … beat his ass … no more jealousy after this, agreed?”





“We promise,” they both said, grinning as they stepped up to me.





“Alright … Nnhh … pound his ass while I pound his ass.”





Though their initial plan hadn’t quite worked, they still managed to get some satisfying revenge, and with a punch stronger than I expected, my own mother knocked the wind from me. My cock spasmed and bounced, Chet’s thrust hitting my prostate at nearly the same time.





Overcome with more pleasure and pain than I could handle, my eyes quickly crossed while my mouth hung open stupidly. Another punch followed another while my erection returned and oozed pre-cum, slinging slime across their thighs and my own.





“Mmm,” mom moaned as she hit me again, her tits bouncing wildly while my legs wobbled.





“Fuck yes,” Sandy urged, “fuck, him, up.”





Whatever I might’ve wanted to say only came out as groans and grunts, drooling from my mouth as mom got more and more into hitting me. My stomach was the start, but before long she had popped me on the cheek, clearly waiting to see how Chet would react. It wasn’t good for me.





“Mm, fuck … I probably shouldn’t be this turned on while they beat you,” he said, still thrusting into me.





“So … can I keep going?” mom asked, putting her fist up to my face again.





“Damn it … sorry, fuck-boy, I’m getting too hot to care about your safety.”





“Good,” mom moaned, “because I don’t care if I give him brain damage.”





Chet’s cock throbbed inside me, and his choke hold tightened to hold me up. He was clearly getting turned on by how violent they were being, and I had to wonder if things would be different if he hadn’t sat on my face.





“Better do it before I cum then,” he grunted.





Mom looked like she might cum after punching me in the face, and my sister literally jumped with excitement. They had always enjoyed watching Chet abuse me, but now that they were doing it, their pleasure was taken to new levels.





“Fuck you, Francis,” mom spat, punching me in the head again.





Her punches were far weaker than Chet’s, but it was more than enough to leave me dizzy with a ringing headache. Mom also had no real idea how to throw a punch, but a balled fist hitting my face still hurt, and after several good swings she had to stop just to rub her pussy.





Sandy stepped up to get in some swings, and I could see she clearly wanted payback for the time I backhanded her. Chet’s thrusts continued, and I remained at the mercy of these crazy people. My high school bully was fucking me, and my own family was getting off from beating me. I almost laughed at the absurdity of it, knowing all that was missing was my friends to join in.





With my own pleasure helping to overwrite some of the pain, Sandy’s punches left me dull and fuzzy, my eyes no doubt would be blacked, my cheeks were bright red from the constant hits, and in the next minute, my mother and sister would high five and whoop with excitement as Sandy’s following punch managed to break my nose.





The snap was loud, shocking all of us, but joy was the only other emotion they would express for it. After a big double high five between them, they actually got Chet to high five them as well, making him laugh as they flipped me off and spit on me.





“Get fucked you loser,” Sandy squealed gleefully.





“He is getting fucked,” mom added, causing everyone to laugh more.





“Mmm, I’m getting close too,” Chet warned, “last chance to hurt him before I empty my balls and come to my senses.”





Mom took that seriously, and so she gave her pussy a few more flicks before looking around the room. Leaving and returning with a statue, she held the solid metal piece up like a bat, aiming at my face. Whimpering for multiple reasons, I hoped Chet might draw the line at using blunt objects.





“Fuck, gonna cum,” he moaned, speeding up his thrusts.





Mom’s smirk was beyond devious, and with Chet saying she still had free reign over hurting me, I watched her rear back with the statue and look me dead in the eyes.





“Mom?” I whimpered, hoping to touch any sense of motherhood she might have left in her black heart.





It didn’t work, and the last thing I remember was the statue quickly approaching my face while Chet’s cum flooded my insides.


*****


I awoke nearly an hour later with almost no idea what had happened. My head was less in pain, but everything seemed in a fog, slowed down, like my brain was having trouble working correctly. That was the concussion I’d later learn, and aside from a ringing in my ear that refused to go away, it took me a moment to realize where I was and what was happening.





“Easy now,” came Chet’s voice, “they fucked you up pretty good.”





Through my half lucid state, I somehow managed to keep my attitude in order. No back talking, no outbursts, no slips of getting revenge on them all. I suppose it was because I went out horny, and my brain got locked in that state for a while.





The only question I asked after waking up was: “Did it make you guys cum?”





Chet kissed me in response, and whispered guiltily about how it made all of them cum several times, even after I was unconscious. Apparently with me being out cold, Chet let them keep beating me to get out all their frustration. That of course lead him to getting horny again, and letting them go too far again. Turns out that statue to the head wasn’t the only swing, since it wouldn’t be fair if Sandy didn’t get a swing too.





“You should be proud,” he whispered, keeping his voice soft in my ear, “I think you made the girls cum harder than I ever have.”





“Thast good,” I slurred back, only now realizing I was in a bed with Chet spooning me.





“They worked out all their anger on you … so they wont be bothering us anymore now, I guarantee it.”





I passed out after that, and awoke again sometime much later and alone. I could here voices somewhere in the house, but because of the ringing I couldn’t quite make them out. I knew I needed to piss though, and so I struggled to even sit up. My head felt like a million pounds, and once I made it to the bathroom I’d see some of the damage.





Scratched, cut, swollen, I was reminded of Rocky at the end of the movie. Of course I’d look even work in the coming days as things began to heal, but after pissing mostly on the floor, Chet found me and helped me back to bed. He instructed me that he’d take me to a doctor tomorrow, one out of town and away from anyone who might know me.





“We’ve even thought up a fun cover story for your injuries,” he bragged, groping me a little as he cleaned me up. “I’ll come check on you again soon, just get some rest.” With that he kissed me again and left.





Come the next morning I awoke feeling much more lucid, but also feeling a lot more pain. The concussion had improved, but I was clearly still having some trouble. Mom and Sandy were all smiles when they saw me, unable to hide how happy they were at the injuries they had inflicted. Chet didn’t make it much better.





“Alright you two, I’m gonna take him to the doc … but first, Francis … thank them hitting-”





“Bashing,” my mom corrected, clearly having this planned out to the word.





“Right … thank your mom and sister for bashing your head in.”





I could see just how horny they were, and being in no position to argue or fight back, I went full submissive and did as I was told.





“Thank you,” I said softly, “for bashing my head in … I deserved it for being such a loser.”





Mom and Sandy couldn’t stop from touching themselves, gleeful to see me so weak and damaged. Chet had a smile on too, although he looked like he was trying to hide it. Still he helped me to his car, and off we went to the doctor some hour drive away.





Turns out Chet knew the guy, so he didn’t have to worry about getting in trouble or being reported to the police for some suspicious visit. Helping me inside, and then helping me into the small doctor’s room in the back, Chet gave a sigh of relief as he sat beside me, looking my face over and touching me softly.





“Feeling okay?” he asked, looking more concerned than I had ever seen him.





My brain could only think of one response.





“Kinda horny,” I said, forcing a smile.





Chet gave me a big smile, glanced at the door, then turned and kissed me. Pulling back before anyone might catch us, he smirked and adjusted his crotch, giving my shoulder a quick squeeze.





“We’ll have plenty of time for that soon,” he promised, “first I gotta humiliate you in front of the doctor.”





It took a few minutes before the doc arrived, but when he did there was a look of shock at the level of my injuries. Giving me a good look over, checking my ears for blood and checking my pupils for dilation, he wondered how in the world I had come to such wounds. This was where Chet’s made up story came in.





“He’s a good friend of mine,” Chet began with a smirk, “but he had one hell of a time last night.”





“Okay, so what happened?”





“You’re cool with me telling him right?”





I nodded shamefully, although I had no clue what Chet was about to tell him.





“Alright so … my pal and me were at a party last night. Things got crazy, as they do, and some guy started hitting on his girlfriend in front of everyone. Of course we were all a little drunk, but Francis here didn’t like that ya know?”





“Ahh, and I assume he got into a scuffle.”





“Exactly.”





The doctor seemed more relaxed and casual than I would have expected. Being Chet’s friend, he seemed a tad on the cocky side, almost like he was a former dude bro.





“So uh, what happened next?”





“Francis and this dude got into it, and boy did it get out of hand fast. I told him to let it go since the other guy was bigger, but nah, punches started flyin’ and before I knew it my boy here was on his back.”





“It’s an awful lot of damage just for a few punches,” said the doctor, looking me over again.





“Oh it was more than a few punches. After Francis went down, we couldn’t stop the dude before he stomped his face a few times.”





“Ah okay, well that makes much more sense.”





“Yeah it was crazy … but the drama didn’t end there.”





“Oh yeah?”





“Well … what happened next was just emotionally damaging. You sure I can tell him, man?”





I nodded, feeling like I should say something. “Yeah it’s fine … It’s all over anyway.”





Chet gave a big grin, smirking at the doctor as his tone and voice changed. Even adjusting the way he sat, his doctor friend noticed the shift, and leaned in as Chet lowered his voice a little.





“The dude who stomped him ended up fucking his girlfriend in the middle of the party, right over top of him.”





The doctor’s eyes went wide, and he struggled to suppress a smirk of his own. Obviously it was all a lie, and as the doctor looked over I lowered my head, faking my shame. Chet had said would humiliate me, and with the smug look the doctor had I’d say he succeeded.





“Jeez … right in front of everyone huh?”





“Dude he was crushing her pussy, the party fuckin’ loved it.”





The doctor no longer hid his smile, grinning at me as Chet nodded and smirked back. Obviously getting a certain vibe from Chet, the doc now adjusted his crotch and gave it a squeeze, clearly thinking of what he might ask next.





“So the chad wrecked him and his girl,” the doc chuckled, making me wonder if Chet had had similar interactions before.





“Had her screamin’ and moanin’ the whole time Francis laid on the floor cryin’.”





“Mm, damn … sounds like a good party.”





“Oh yeah it was great, we all ended up pissing on Francis too … I mean, he kinda deserved it, ya know?”





“Totally, some guys just need to learn their place.”





My own cock was getting hard now, which made the entire situation worse when It started to tent. I failed to cover it as well, and so the situation became a lot more awkward for me. Chet and the doc were both smirking at me now, and all I could do was stay quiet and hide my erection.





“But uh … yeah besides that, how’s he looking? Wouldn’t want the little cuck to have any serious damage.”





“Damn, man … just gonna say it?”





“He knows he’s a cuck … he took his girlfriend back while she had a load of cum on her face.”





“Fuck … well uh, yeah he should be fine. Looks like a mild concussion, broken nose obviously, I’ll straighten that out … and uhh, yeah just rest up and … maybe thank the guy who banged your girl.”





“Thank him?” I asked, wondering if I should draw out this fantasy for them.





“He kicked your ass and fucked your girl … the least you can do is thank him, maybe kiss his ass a little.”





“Yes sir,” came out naturally from me, and they both nodded and fist bumped.





With Chet’s little story finished the doctor finally got around to fixing my broken nose, while providing no actual pain medicine. Hurt like hell, and and most of the time he and Chet continued chatting over the party that never happened.





It would take a while for my nose to heal, but with everything said and done we left the doctors office and readied for the hour ride home. Once back in the car Chet promised that things at home would be much better now, reminding me that the girls had got out all their frustration. I really doubted that, but obviously didn’t say as much.





“It’s too bad I don’t actually have a girlfriend,” I said as we rode along.





“Oh yeah? How come?”





“Because … you could cuck me for real.”





Chet smirked, reaching over to squeeze my thigh. “That would be fun … but I think I’ve got enough pussy on my plate already. Besides … I want you more than any chick you date.”





I gave Chet a big smile and wiggled in my seat. “I’d kiss you if you weren’t driving … blowjob instead?”





“Go for it, baby,” he chuckled, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. I was beyond worrying about my sexuality now, this wasn’t even to fool him, I was doing this because I wanted to. It hadn’t occurred to me just how much I had changed, but looking back now it was obvious Chet was changing me. As much as I manipulated him, he had twisted me just as much.





I sucked his dick the whole ride home, growing excited whenever we stopped at a traffic light or had other cars nearby. I doubt any of them saw me, but I felt a rush knowing someone might catch me blowing my bully.





Once home I had edged Chet quite a bit, now excited about the reward I had earned myself. Of course I wasn’t sure what to expect from mom and Sandy, but Chet and I headed inside all the same. Finding them both waiting on the couch, their smiles grew as they saw the nose splint on my face, as well as a few Band-Aids.





“Hey, sweetie,” said mom in a fake excitement, “what did the doctor say?”





For a second I wondered how to handle the situation. I could cling to Chet, I could show deviance and stand up to them or just say nothing and slink away. However, I felt like this was an opportunity to reset what mom and Sandy thought of me. As far as they knew I might have brain damage, surely that could reset my attitude around them.





“You two gave him a concussion,” Chet answered, looking less than excited.





Choosing to fake my submission, I crossed the room quietly and watched the concern in their eyes grow. Not sure what I might do, I made sure to act as awkward and nervous as possible before I knelt down and got on all fours. I couldn’t see their faces with my head down, but I lowered myself entirely before I kissed at their feet like a whipped dog.





“Oh gosh … you’re not mad at us for what we did?” I heard mom ask above me, her tone very sarcastic and uncaring.





“He’s not,” Chet answered for me, crossing his arms and watching them carefully.





Chet was already helping me out whether he knew it or not. The girls might not believe me, but once Chet said it suddenly they were more convinced. This would be perfect , as all I’d need to do is keep them convinced that I wouldn’t fight anymore, and the next phase of revenge could begin.





“Mm, did you enjoy blowing your bully?”





“Yes Ma’am,” I answered, sitting back on my heels and keeping myself below them.





Mom was looking hornier now, opening her legs as she cocked her head and stared at me. I was still being scrutinized, but I had to keep my cool, I had to get them off my back and fool them into no longer seeing me as a threat.





“So does that mean you enjoyed that little beat down we gave you?”





“Yes Ma’am.”





“Good … because we’d be happy to do it even harder next time.”





Chet was beside me suddenly, pulling me up by the arm. “Yeah not today,” he asserted, “sissy boy needs some relaxation time … so I’ve got something planned for us.”





This was news to us all, but I had no time to ask before he pulled me away from the living room and back to my bedroom. Grabbing my high school backpack, he order me to get a few changes of underwear and clothes before he did the same. It looked like we were preparing for a trip, but I didn’t question him while getting things together.





Mom and Sandy did though, following us back to the room and watching as we packed. Their attitude from earlier was gone, now replaced with a fear, a fear that Chet was running away with me and not coming back.





“Wh-Where are you going?”





Chet didn’t even look at her. “Away … I want-Francis needs some time to recover, and since you two are keen on abusing him, I figured we’d just take a day or two.”





“But he said he was okay with it, he even said he’s fine with us doing it again.”





“Yeah he’s totally not just afraid of you two.”





Having my things packed, I looked worried as Chet became more frantic about us leaving. His concern over me had developed even more, and with the girls not sure what was happening, I merely went with the flow of things.





“Come on, we’ll be nice, we promise.”





Chet huffed, and I caught him squeezing his dick. “Nope, can’t do it. Come on, Francis, take your stuff and wait in the car.”





I nodded and left my room, lowering my head as I passed mom and Sandy. Heading out into the car, I knew they might be able to see me from the window, so I never dropped my worried or sissy act. I heard yelling from inside the house a moment later, and then Chet finally left the house before joining me in his car.





“Alright, time to scoot.”





“Is everything okay?”





Chet nodded and cranked the car, but I could tell something was bothering him. Mom and Sandy appeared at the front door, watching as we pulled out of the driveway. I pretended not to see them, keeping my act solid.





For a time Chet and I rode in silence, with me being a little worried that I might set him off if I spoke. It was clear that he wasn’t mad at me though, something else had upset him. Occasionally he’d grab his dick, or grumble and shake his head, and so I eventually spoke up and broke the silence.





“Blowjob?” I asked in a joking manner.





He glanced at me, his eyes giving a glint of worry before it faded and his demeanor relaxed. Saying nothing he unzipped his pants and tugged his cock out for me, giving me another smile.





“Is everything okay?” I asked, lowering myself over his lap.





His sigh said no, but he tried to play it off. A few minutes of getting his dick sucked however had helped him open up, and while doing my best to save his orgasm, I sat back up while he began to spill the beans.





“We’re headed to a place I rented … a cabin, secluded.”





My head was flooded with thoughts, but I didn’t feel worried about my safety. This seemed less like a plan to murder me in the woods and more like … a romantic get away. Still I avoided the awkward gay topic, knowing Chet had issues expressing himself.





“Gonna snuff me in the woods?” I teased, grinning and putting a sexual tone to my voice.





He grinned back. “Careful with the temptations now … I’m already pretty horny.”





We bantered back and forth for a time, eventually relaxing more as the drive lead us into the mountains and to the cabin rentals location. Using his phone to verify our stay with the gate guard, we headed further into the grounds before finding our cabin as the last one in the back.





Secluded from all the others, we stepped out into the cool air and stretched, taking a look around the place before eventually heading inside. Finding it fully stocked with food, electricity, one big bed and a hot tub on the back porch, I definitely found things aimed towards the romantic.





“This is so cool,” I gushed, leaning on the railing that overlooked the mountain forest.





Turning back, I was immediately met with a passionate kiss from Chet, and I sunk into his embrace. This had never been a part of my revenge, I had no intention of developing a gay relationship with the jerk who killed my dad … and yet, it seemed unavoidable now. Things had gone so far off the rails from the start, that now I had no idea what might happen next.





“I guess … it’s just us for a while,” I said quietly, our lips barely touching.





“What do you want to do first?”





I kissed him again, reaching down to unbutton his pants. Undressing us both, we fumbled and kissed our way around the house, both still a little nervous about spending so much time alone together. However it was obvious we wouldn’t need clothes, and after enough kissing I worked my way to jerking him off, starting to dirty talk him while he snapped photos of me with his phone.





“Gonna send them to mom?” I asked, dragging my tongue from the base of his balls to the tip of his dick.





“Maybe … but it’s mostly just for me.”





“Wanna abuse me some? Bully me like the loser I am?”





I felt his cock twitch, and while he was concerned about me there was no denying how much the idea turned him on. Regardless of my health I felt a need to actually please him, and since I knew how much he enjoyed being cruel, I planned on letting him go wild.





“Fuck,” he said softly, running his fingers through my hair, “I’d love that.”





Some light slapping became hair pulling, which soon turned into choking and rough housing. I didn’t fight back at any point, even when he threatened to punch me in the face. Thankfully he just liked watching me flinch, and after several fake punches he kissed me again, rubbing our cocks together during it.





After teasing and building his pleasure, things eventually reached the bedroom, and for almost an entire day we spent it being gay lovers. Whatever hesitations he might have had in the past, Chet ignored it all and went full out with me. By the end we were snuggled together in each other’s arms, my asshole sore and my body exhausted.





I eventually got him to open up about why he was upset when we left, and he explained how mad he had gotten at himself for letting me get hurt. Unable to resist his own dick, he allowed the girls to hurt me just because it turned him on, afterwards feeling terrible about it. Now he meant to make up for it, promising he’d take better care of me, protect me and keep me happy.





For the next two days things were pretty similar, with me taking time to heal before Chet’s cock needed attention. By the final day of our get-away his balls had to be aching from the amount of times I drained them, but still he always seemed to have more.





Spending our last free moments together in the hot tub, I felt the time was right to continue my schemes of revenge. Sitting opposite of him in the hot tub while using my feet to play with his dick under the water, I sighed and gave a look of disappointment.





“I guess we need to get back soon.”





“Yeah,” he agreed, also looking less than happy.





” … Kinda wish we didn’t have too … I like when it’s just us.”





“Me too,” he agreed, now looking deep in thought.





That was enough to plant seeds of doubt in his mind, now having him wonder if there was some way to keep it just us. I didn’t bring the topic up anymore, and I continued to cling to him the entire ride home before we pulled in the driveway.





Knowing mom and Sandy would be all over him, I reluctantly let Chet go, explaining that I’d let the girls have their time with him too. One last kiss, and I explained that I’d be in my room, then gathered my things and lead the way inside.





Mom and Sandy never heard us pull up, so when we walked into the house unannounced there was quite a commotion. I knew to step aside rather quickly as we entered the house, as mom and Sandy would’ve knocked me aside without a thought. With their only concern being Chet, I watched as they both swarmed him in hysterics, kissing and almost crying over how worried they were.





I could see on his face that he was forcing a smile, but he wasn’t really happy. I slipped to the edge of the hallway in the meantime, and stood waiting for him to glance in my direction. Once he did, I blew him a silent kiss and slipped back to my room.





I knew things were about to change, I could see it in his eyes. My mother and sister were about to become very unhappy, and the final steps of my revenge would begin.


Ten - In Progress


An entire week passed before anything significant happened in my plans for revenge. Today however, although it began like many before it, would end with the culmination of my plans brought to fruition. But before that, my mother needed to cum.





“Shut up,” she sighed, grinding her pussy against my lips, nose and face, “you sound like him, so stop talking.”





By him she meant my father, someone she had not only stopped caring about, but now posthumously hated. It fueled my desire to see her suffer, but needing to keep my cover, I obeyed and let her grind my face to orgasm.





My head was soaked by the time she finished, not just from how wet her pussy could get, but from the piss that followed. Who else but a loving mother could hump her son’s face, suggest he kill himself, and then attempt to drown him with a full bladder of scalding hot urine.





I survived of course, having grown rather accustomed to the act. The trick I found was to breathe bits of air between the biggest gushes; the stream was never a constant, not when she purposely pushed to spray it harder.





So it was that my face became mom’s personal sex toy and toilet each morning, or at least the mornings that Chet was busy with my sister. Not that I could complain, my dick had betrayed me more than my own family, and so I always looked eager for whatever abuse they dished out. Even when mom’s morning piss led to a fat brown “accident” on my chest, I never said a word. Of course she never apologized, being the caring woman she was.





Regardless, it was just a feather on the scale to me, having endured much worse between them all. Since the entire ordeal had begun, I had watched Chet corrupt and ruin our family, turn my friends against me, and even twist me into a submissive queer who was fine with it all happening. Today it would end, we just didn’t know it yet.





“Mmmhhn … still breathing down there, fuck-boy?”





“Yeash, maa’am,” was my muffled response.





Mom made an unhappy grunt, un-saddling my face like a cowgirl might remove herself from a horse. My bed and pillow were soaked, but that was typical, it just meant more washing to do.





“Fight back next time,” she sighed, now sounding depressed as she watched pre-cum ooze from my erection. “It was more fun when you hated us … now it’s just boring.”





I grinned behind her back, watching her leave the room dejected and disappointed. Small victories, that’s what I told myself. Swallowing whatever piss remained in my mouth, I prepared my day by taking a shower, getting dressed and finally joining the “family” in the kitchen for breakfast.





Today was supposed to be special, at least that’s what Chet promised us. Approaching the table I could tell my sister was freshly fucked, her hair disheveled and last night’s make-up still smeared from the facial she poorly wiped off. Among them I kept up my act, giving Chet the lovey dovey eyes while purposely avoiding mom and Sandy.





It had been more than a week since Chet and I had returned from our gay cabin excursion, and I could tell he was missing it. Sure, the girls gave him plenty of attention, but every passing moment I could see what he really wanted most: me.





“Okay you sick fucks,” he began, his wet cock hanging free beside the table, “I’m sure you’re all wondering what that special surprise is going to be.”





Naturally we were, each of us sitting quietly around the table as he continued. I also made sure to stare at his dick whenever I could, knowing he would notice my attention.





“Are we going to finally snuff the fuck-boy?” Mom asked, giving me a grin.





“Oh! If we do, can I help?” asked my excited sister.





Chet nearly face palmed, instead moving to rub his neck, something I had noticed him start ever since we got back from the cabin. My theory was the lack of attention after sex, considering how much he enjoyed cuddling with me. My mom and sister oddly had no desire for it, finishing their sex and either wanting more, or becoming uninterested, perhaps with post-orgasm clarity.





“No,” he said flatly, “I thought we’d throw a party, and invite a bunch of friends and freaks over. It can be your friends, my friends, even those dweebs that hang out with Francis are welcome.”





The girls still perked up, suddenly interested in what a big party could mean for them. With everyone’s attention being so focused on Chet, it had been a while since any of us had enjoyed another person’s company. Throwing a big party sounded like the perfect excuse to stretch our social legs, catch up with friends, and simply take a break from everything else going on.





Chet looked like he needed it the most, while I’m sure he loved having us all worship him, after enough time I imagine even he would need a break from it. Seeing his old friends, explaining the situation, and most likely sneaking away with me was what he had planned.





I was even looking forward to seeing Otto and Dylan, despite how we left things last time. Of course Otto and I were cool, but Dylan still seemed too eager to betray me, which had made things rather awkward when things calmed down. Still, this party would help smooth everything over, and with all of us in agreement we began prepping.





Making a trip to the grocery store, we gathered what we needed for a decent party like beer, snacks, some meat to grill and disposable kitchenware like plastic spoons and forks, paper plates and styrofoam cups.





Mom and Sandy started straightening the house too, setting up some cheap paper banners and decorations while Chet and I prepped food and got the grill ready. For a short time things almost felt normal, but naturally it didn’t last, not when mom and Sandy made sure to remove and throw the photos of dad into a closet so no one would see them. Of course they were soaked with Chet’s dried cum, but it seemed unnecessary to be so dismissive about it.





With the house straightened, the food pre-prepped and everything ready, the invites went out. Of course it wouldn’t be an immediate thing, so we had a few more days before the weekend arrived. The routine continued as usual of course, with mom or Sandy using me like a urinal in the morning, and me and Chet sneaking around behind them to kiss or enjoy a quick handjob. By the day of the party, we were more eager than ever to mingle and stretch our social legs.





Never missing an opportunity for free booze, Sandy’s friends were the first to show up, their high pitched and bratty voices filling the house as they hugged my sister. These were the types of girls I had no chance with in highschool, the popular cheerleaders, the rich girls with fake tits, thin, athletic and possibly addicted to some kind of drug. The kind of annoying sluts I’d thank if they so much as spit on me.





Mom’s friends were next, which came as a total shock. I remembered these women from her book club, they were nice and reserved, wholesome sweet mothers who I’d never suspect of being freaks. Yet here they were, heavyset milfs showing off their cleavage while their husbands were home alone or working. I can’t lie, I jerked it a few times to Mrs. Miller and her fat ass, but who knew I’d eventually get to play with it.





Chet’s friends arrived making noise. Loud speakers from their cars, mufflers you could hear a mile away, and of course their cheering and laughter as they prepared to storm into another party. These were the guys I avoided in highschool, the jocks, the bullies like Chet, the exact guys mom’s friends were looking to hook up with.





My lame ass friends were last, ringing the doorbell even while the entrance was wide open. I’m obviously not a jock or a party boy, but even I felt embarrassed by them. Still, it was good to have a little backup.





I could tell Chet was feeling better amongst the crowd of people, giving his bros high fives, slapping the milf’s asses as they passed by, acting the way he did back in highschool, less adult, less worried about being the head of a household. I hated it. He didn’t deserve to be happy, none of them did, and so I avoided his gaze anytime he looked my way.





“Oh my gawd, I’m so sorry about your daaad,” I overheard one of my sister’s friend’s saying, her tone so fake it hurt to listen to. “Like, I didn’t like, go to the funeral because ew, a dead guy in a box, right? But I’m like, totally sympathetic for your loss or whatever.”





Her voice grated on me so much I nearly left the room, but I couldn’t resist hearing how blatantly obnoxious they were. As if they actually cared about someone else, it annoyed the shit out of me, and yet I found myself angrily adjusting my dick.





“Ugh, it was really boring,” my sister scoffed, “I didn’t even want to go, but my dumb brother was all depressed over it so we went.”





“That’s like, really unfair … he should really take your feelings into consideration. Like, the whole world doesn’t revolve around him and his daddy, right?”





Her other friend flipped her hair and gestured with her hand, displaying the same disbelief.





“That would trigger me so hard.”





I had to stop from gritting my own teeth, leaving that section of the room in order to escape their disgusting attitude. Of course things didn’t get much better as I moved through the crowd, hearing multiple conversations from the different mingling groups. Although it wasn’t the biggest party, when you crammed everyone into a single room, things seemed rather crowded, and so most guests never paid attention as I eavesdropped.





“Oh, sweetie, I know it must’ve been difficult … but don’t think I didn’t notice that handsome stud muffin you brought to the funeral. Chet was his name? Mmhh, oh, honey, believe me I get it. It was time to trade in that broken old mule and get yourself a stallion, am I right? Hahaha!”





Mom’s group of friends were no better than Sandy’s. Most of them had come to the funeral for dad, and while they didn’t get to see the “after party” they must’ve understood the situation. Given how Chet sat up front with us, how mom never left his side, I imagine the whole family must’ve known what was going on. Still, it hurt to hear them dismiss my dad like a broken car, something to throw away or trade in for a better model.





“It really is for the best,” said Mrs Winslow, another chubby fat tittied milf who always gave me extra candy when I was a trick or treater. “I’m sure he’d be happy knowing you’ve got a strong, dependable stud like Chet around to take care of you.”





“More dependable than her son, that’s for sure,” cackled Mrs Milton, a snobby bitch who gave out apples on Halloween. I never liked her, and it seems I was right too. Hell, even her husband wasn’t a big fan of her.





“That’s not a high bar to beat,” laughed Mrs. Mccoy, Dylan’s very own mother. “No offense, but Francis hasn’t been much help during this ordeal has he? Always whining or crying, complaining, not helping like he should. Thank god Chet came along, you’d be lost if you had to rely on your son.”





My blood was boiling. It took every ounce of effort I had not to donkey punch that bitch in the back of the head, but I somehow managed it.





Mom of course agreed with everything they said, but that no longer hurt me. She complimented Chet constantly while also putting me down, before hushing the women and whispering about how good Chet was in the bedroom. They weren’t surprised, and so I had had enough, sneaking out to eavesdrop on a different group.





My short walk took me into the kitchen, where Chet and his jock friends were mostly stationed. Being close to the back door, and thereby closer to the grill, the group made sure to hang around so they could get first picks of the meat and beer. Unsurprising really, but my chance at eavesdropping disappeared the moment Chet spotted me and waved me over.





“Yo, com’ere,” he said, motioning with his hand.





The jocks who were close enough to hear him stepped aside, letting me through without needing to squeeze between their shoulders. Stepping through, I suddenly became aware of just how short I was, or rather how tall his friends were. Most of them were athletes of some kind, and so they towered over me by at least a head length. Most odd of all was the lack of hate I felt.





With Sandy’s group and Mom’s group, there was a very clear disdain for either my dad or me, but in Chet’s group … there was nothing. In fact, several of the jocks seemed to grin at me, rather genuinely. It felt nice, but at the same time very off putting.





“This him?” asked one of Chet’s friends.





“Yup, this is my boy,” smirked Chet, putting his arm around my shoulder the moment I got close enough.





“A’ight so spill it, let’s hear the deets.”





Confused, I looked up to Chet in the hopes of an answer. Turns out, Chet had told his friends about me, but not in the way you might be thinking.





“I told the guys you would be our man on the inside,” he began to explain while gathering utensils, tongs, a big plate and paper towels, all things for the grill. “You’ve been sneaking around the house listening in on the girls right? We wanna hear the details, which ones are looking to hook up?”





It finally occurred to me that of all the groups, it was only Chet’s friends who didn’t know the situation. Sandy no doubt gossiped everything to her bimbo friends, and mom’s friends were at the funeral, and clearly smart enough to understand what was happening.





Chet’s friends however hadn’t seen him in weeks if not months. Given what he was asking me, he likely hadn’t told them anything, so they merely thought it was a party with some teenage girls and some older milfs. To top it off, I was apparently Chet’s right hand man, who was scouting the party for potential hook ups!





“Yeah, come on, little dude, let’s hear it.”





“Oh well … Uhm, I listened in on Sandy’s group, and they haven’t mentioned you guys yet. They’re catching up with her right now I think.”





Several heads nodded in understanding. Chet merely grinned at me.





“And mom-er, the milf group … well they’ve already mentioned all the “studs” at the party. I heard them mention Chet too.”





Whoops and uproarious noise suddenly surrounded me, like a bunch of cavemen discovering fire. They grabbed my shoulders and shook me, laughed, pointed to Chet as if to say “you were right,” or “you called it.”





A stupid smile crept over my face, and for a brief moment I felt like part of the gang. I couldn’t be sure how much the guys actually knew however, so I thought I’d omit that my mom and sister were part of the group. Some of these guys had surely seen me before, hell they probably even helped Chet beat me up in high school, but to dumb jocks that’s hardly a blip on the radar, one nerd among dozens.





“Okay,” said Chet after they calmed, “François, and I will work on the grill while you guys start to mingle. Remember, he said the milfs are already talkin’ about us, hit them up first.”





Like a team of football players they all rallied together and gave a group shout before leaving the kitchen and working their way into the crowd. By now I was starting to realize that more people had arrived. Old co-workers of mom, different neighbors, plenty of people I didn’t recognize. Sticking to Chet made it feel less overwhelming, so I carried the plate and utensils as we opened the backdoor and headed for the grill.





The moment the door closed, 90% of the noise went with it. I had never been to many parties, but they were far louder than I expected and I guess having dozens of people talking in one house really puts out the decibels.





“Having fun so far?” Chet asked, opening my dad’s grill like it was his own, waiting for the smoke to clear before grabbing the tongs and checking the meat.





“It’s … kind of overwhelming,” I answered.





“I used to go to tons of parties like this,” he said, sounding a little nostalgic. “Getting drunk, hooking up with different sluts … it’s a good time.”





“None of them seem to care that dad’s dead.”





I have no idea what came over me, or why I brought it up, but the thought simply spilled from my mouth. Chet nodded, flipping one of the steaks over.





“Good,” he said confidently. “If his daughter and wife don’t care that he’s dead, why should people who didn’t even know him?”





Not meaning to bring it up, I immediately tried changing the subject. The only thing left in my mind however was horny thoughts, and so I blurted the only thing left.





“I wanna fuck Dylan’s mom.”





A big smile came over Chet’s face, and he looked at me like I was actually one of his bros. “Oh yeah?”





“Yeah. I hate that bitch.”





His laughter filled the backyard, and after plating a few of the steaks, he shut the grill’s lid.





“I guess you still want some revenge, huh?” he chuckled.





“A little.”





He nearly leaned in to kiss me, before catching himself and clearing his throat, still smiling. “Okay … I’ll make it happen for you.”





I had no idea how Chet was going to “make it happen” considering how horny all the milfs were for the studs. Why would she want to fuck me when there were so many other muscled, big dicked jocks raring to go? I stopped thinking about it, finding it easier to just go with the flow, and let whatever happened happen.





After stepping back inside Chet and I parted ways. While he continued setting up the food and letting his buddies know they could chow down, I slipped back into the crowd where I eventually ran into Otto, who was looking as lost as I was.





“Yo, man, what the hell are we doing here?” he asked, laughing as we were jostled by the moving crowd.





“We’re mingling,” I told him jokingly.





“Are we planning any uhh-” he motioned a finger across his throat, before pretending to be hung with a rope and then strangling himself with both hands. I knew what he meant of course, but couldn’t help but laugh at his exaggerated expressions.





“No, not yet,” I answered, still laughing, “but I spoke with Chet, and he says we can get a little revenge on Dylan.”





“Yeah?”





I scanned the crowd, trying to make sure I wasn’t the one being eavesdropped on. Dylan was certainly at the party, but I couldn’t see him, and didn’t want to spoil the surprise for him.





“His mom is here,” I finally said, leaning in to keep my volume lower.





Otto’s eyes widened, especially when I mimed a fucking motion. He nodded and smiled, understanding what the plan was. Given what a good friend Otto was, I figured he’d help me double team the stuck up bitch, and really give Dylan a good show.





For now however we needed something else to do, and since we weren’t hungry, I suggested we retreat to my room. I had closed the door, hoping it would keep the crowds out of the bedroom much like mom and Sandy’s room. A place we could escape for a moment, clear our head and talk without needing to shout.





Pushing through the crowd, we reached my door and found it still closed tight. With a sigh of relief we quickly slipped inside, only to realize we still weren’t alone. My sister, along with two of her friends now stood in my room, their pussies exposed as they openly pissed on the floor.





“Hey!” My sister barked, “can’t you see we’re in the bathroom!”





Her friends laughed, but clearly had no shame since they made no move to cover themselves. Otto and I stared like deer in headlights, seeing shaved teenage pussy gushing piss without a hint of concern.





“This is my room!” I finally shot back.





“Yeah,” Sandy laughed, she too pissing on everything in my room. With no concern over the mess, her wild piss spray hit my desk, my games, books, floor, bed and even her friends. “Like I said, it’s the bathroom. Check the door again, loser.”





Otto and I waited for them to finish pissing before we opened the door again, and sure enough, there it was, a large printed paper sign stuck in the center of my door.





Bathroom full? Piss anywhere you want in this room!





Being so focused on the crowd somehow Otto and I had completely missed the sign, but there it was, complete with a drawn heart and a winking face. I was hardly surprised to be honest, this felt exactly like something my bitch-of-a-sister would do, but to include everyone at the party, that was new.





Then, as if on cue we had someone show up to investigate the room, noticing the sign after we had opened the door. I recognized the man as one of our neighbors, but couldn’t remember his name. No wife, no girlfriend, more of a creepy loner who always watched mom and Sandy from his porch when they were outside. Now he was in my room, grinning and unzipping his pants.





“Was the bathroom full?” my sister asked him, gleeful that people were starting to notice her sign.





“Nope,” he chuckled, fishing into his pants before pulling out his cock.





There was no doubt the man recognized my sister and me, making the entire moment extra creepy as he tugged his cock and looked around my room, apparently choosing where to piss. Luckily for the girls they had pulled up their pants, and were now awkwardly shuffling by him to escape while Otto and I remained.





Given the computer, games, books and figures, I’m sure the guy understood whose room he was in, and yet he had no shame or concern. Of course he looked a little disappointed when my sister left, but given the freedom to piss anywhere he wanted, he was still in a great mood.





“Well boys … what do you think?” he asked, turning toward us while still tugging his slowly growing erection.





Otto and I both got a good look, given how eager he seemed to show it off. Not wanting to offend the weirdo, we both kind of shrugged and nodded.





“Uh, yeah it’s nice,” I answered.





“Definitely a good lookin’ cock,” Otto chuckled.





For a moment the man looked at us like we were crazy, then broke into a short bout of laughter. Turns out, we had misread his question.





“I meant where do you think I should piss!”





We nearly turned red from embarrassment, but clearly the guy didn’t mind. Now standing there awkwardly and unsure what to say, he went ahead and decided for himself, stepping over to my bed before aiming his cock and relaxing.





“Think I’ll piss on your pillow,” he said, turning to grin at me, “sound good, Francis?”





He definitely knew, and while I gave him a nod and approval, I began to worry that Sandy might be setting up other traps or signs to make the party a nightmare for me. Watching the neighbor’s cock begin to spray piss across my bed and pillow, I gave Otto’s arm a tug before we turned and headed out, passing someone else who was now looking to piss in my room.





“Whoa, on the bed? That’s fuckin awesome,” we heard his voice echo behind us.





Finding a corner that wasn’t occupied, I pulled Otto over and started a little powwow. No doubt my mom and sister planned to sabotage any fun I might have at the party, but we weren’t gonna let it happen without a fight.





“We need to spread out and look for other signs,” I told him, “eavesdrop, see if you pick up anything they might be planning. Between the alcohol and attitudes of the people here, things might get crazy, so we need to be ready.”





Otto nodded, giving me a thumbs up before disappearing back into the crowd. The house wasn’t that big, but there was no telling what mom and Sandy might try to do, all in an effort to humiliate or degrade me.





I also have to admit I was having more fun than I expected, and while avoiding further problems was a concern, I felt a little like a general, having an underling scout the house for potential threats. Of course I wasn’t about to sit on the sideline and just wait, so I too squeezed back into the crowd, seeing even more neighbors than before, and hearing more talk about dad’s funeral.





“I’m not sure if I should mention this,” said one of my neighbors, whispering as I knelt behind a houseplant to fake tying my shoe, “but I was seated behind the main row during the funeral, and uhh … well I’m pretty sure I saw the poor widow and her daughter giving that new guy some hand-action.”





“They were jerking him off? Like in the middle of everything?”





“Yeah! While the son was giving that stupid speech about his dad.”





“Wait, wouldn’t he have seen them then?”





“Right? That’s what I was thinking.”





With how little my mom and sister actually cared, It wasn’t surprising that friends, family and even neighbors would eventually find out the truth. Hell the party alone was a sign that something had changed, Chet being the man of the house and cooking, mom and my sister looking horny and excited, me being a passive little bitch and letting it all happen, anyone could see things were different. The only question now was how soon this party would go off the rails and become a fucked up orgy, which meant I had to work fast.





“Hahaha, oh by the way, did you see the son’s bedroom? Yeah I don’t even know their names, but they’re letting us use his room as a free toilet.”





“Wait for real?”





“Yeah I pissed all over his computer and stole a few things.”





“Hahahaha, shit I need to check that out.”





I passed by more unknown neighbors, people from farther up my street whom I’d hardly even seen; and the more I overheard, the more I understood their thoughts on my family.





“I remember the guy,” some older man grunted, speaking about my father, “he didn’t deserve a knockout wife like her … glad he’s out of the picture really.”





“Like you have a chance with her? You see that young guy she’s with now? The muscled jock? Yeah it’s clear he’s in charge … wouldn’t wanna cross him by hittin’ on her.”





Moving past others, it became clear that even though most knew mom and Chet were a thing, very few would be trying anything, on the fear that Chet might fuck them up over it. Of course I knew Chet, and he’d happily toss her aside if it gave him some alone time with yours truly. I could use this.
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