Brotherly Love

My brother Sam and I always shared a room.  I was ten and he was twelve when I found I magazines.  I was looking at them when he got home from school.

“Hey dickwad.  Whatcha doin’?”  I he saw I was looking at his magazines.  “I’m going to tell on you,” he said.

“No way!  They’re yours.”

“Yeah, but Mom and Dad don’t know that.  You know they always believe me more than you.”

Sam was right.  But, I really wanted to go to John’s the next night; we had a big game and I didn’t want to get grounded.  “Don’t tell!”

“I’m going to, unless you promise to do whatever I say.”

“Okay.” I thought he meant taking out the trash for him.  He made me set the table, clean our room, give him all my money and baseball cards.

We ate dinner, and he kept looking at me like he was going to laugh.  We got ready for bed.  I started to put on my pajamas, but he made me put on my other set, the ones that unbutton in the back.  I got settled in.  Sam came over to me, sat on the corner of my bed.

“What did you think about the people in the pictures, Donny?”

“They looked uncomfortable.”

“No, it feels really good.  Get on your belly and I’ll show you.”

“No, that’s okay, Sam.”

“You have to do what I say, remember?”

I rolled on my belly.  He unbuttoned my pajamas and ran his erect cock down my butt crack.  He tried to jam it into my hole, but I was too tight, so he spit on me, and then stuck a finger up there to get me ready.  Then he slid his penis in.

At first, I felt blinding pain.  Then I got worried about the squeaking of the bed.  He pounded, in-out, faster and faster, grunting, gripping my arms, and telling me how I was his bitch.  I still didn’t know what a bitch was, only that I wasn’t allowed to say it.  He kept going, and then stopped.  He withdrew with a POP and buttoned my nightwear back up.  I rolled over, and noticed how wet my ass felt.  It was really sore, too.
“Sweet dreams,” he snickered.

The next day after school, I was trying to do my math.  He sat on the edge of his bed, and whipped his cock out.  He was soft, but out of the corner of my eye, I watched him stroke it as it became bigger, redder, and higher.  “Oh, Don-ny!”  He called gleefully.

“Yeah, Sam?”

“Come here.  I’ve got a snack for you.”  I went over to him.  “Kneel.”  I did.  He pressed his penis against my lips, but that didn’t mean I was going to let him in any faster than I had to.  “Open up.”

I tried to part my lips too little to let him in.  Instead, he pushed up against my teeth.  “Shithead.  Suck it or I’ll tell Dad about the magazines.  I sucked on the head.  He moaned, “More.”  I licked up and down his 5” dick, licked the head, and sucked it, and tried to take all of it in my mouth.  He started thrusting against the roof of my mouth.  “Mmm… yeah.  Lick my balls, bitch.”

I licked Sam’s balls; they were a little hairy, but not too bad yet.  “Back to my dick now.”  I sucked him, and then he pushed my face down on his cock.  He thrust and thrust and pushed it so deep I thought I’d cry.  “I’m gonna cum,” he announced, and with five more dramatic plunges “Uh-uh-uh-mmm-oooh…” he filled my mouth with a nasty sticky fluid.  “Swallow it.”  I did, and I hated it.  But damn, we both knew who was boss.

Somehow, that week never ended.  Even after I went to Rich’s house, even after the magazines were gone, my brother took my ass every night, and demanded a blowjob every day.

