The door burst open, causing Faux to look up in surprise from reading his comic on the couch. “Faux!” a voice came from the doorway. “I got the job! Isn’t that great?!” his ‘twin’ happily exulted, bouncing in through the doorway.
Distracted for a moment by Sosie’s immense, bouncing bosoms, Faux didn’t answer until she was almost right in his face. “Job?” he asks, incredulous for a moment. And then he broke into a grin. “…Ooh. That’s why you asked me about Gwen’s mom…”
Sosie nodded her head happily. “Uh-huh! So nooow I have my own income, so I don’t hafta mooch of you, so you can’t call me a worthless slut anymore!”

Faux grinned, pressing one hand down against the prominent bulge in his underwear. “…So you decided to go from being an amateur slut to a professional slut, huuh?” Sosie faltered slightly, giving Faux time to hop up to his feet, grinning. His hands shot out, snatching big handfuls of his twin’s massive tits. “Either way, you’re just admitting that’s all you’re good for~”
Sosie squirmed, trying to pull back against her brother’s insistent groping. “H-hey…! That is not all I’m…” she began, before being interrupted by a squeal as Faux dug his fingers deep into her soft, giving flesh.

Faux promptly shoved his sister to the ground. “Now go make dinner, I’m hungry~” Sosie pouted, laying down flat on her back. With some effort, she managed to roll over onto her front, massive tits squishing heavily against the carpet as she levered herself upright – leaving behind a pair of large, milky stains in the process.

As Sosie made her way to the kitchen, she heard her brother call “Don’t forget your apron~” behind her. Sosie glanced at the latex ensemble hanging from a hook on the door, and reached for it with a small sigh. This always took forever to get on.

Sosie began by sticking one foot into the leg of the one-piece ‘apron’, tight latex clinging to her fur as she forced her leg down. She felt her foot slide into the padded shoe portion, forced to point directly down. Balancing en point on one foot, Sosie then did her best to shove her other leg in – nearly toppling over and having to lean against a cabinet in the process!

Pulling the garment up further, she squirmed her hips into the clinging latex, and began to pull it up over her torso. Squeezing her massive tits through the too-tight ‘boob window’, before working her arms into the mitten-capped sleeves.
Wobbling a little bit, she promptly got to work! It was very hard to move in her apron, but Faux told her it was the proper thing to dress in for preparing food, and he always knew best, right?

It took nearly an hour, but finally Sosie wobbled her way out of the kitchen, balancing a pair of plates precariously on her hands. One piled high with eggs, bacon, various sausages… and one with a single, huge sausage. Sosie wobbled over to the table, setting down the plates and collapsing into a chair. “Faauuux! It’s readyyy!”

Suddenly, Faux was standing right beside her, a grin plastered across his face. Before Sosie could react, her brother had grabbed that sausage from her place, taking her jaw in his other hand and forcing her mouth to open. Tilting her head back, he brought the immense, phallic sausage to his sister’s lips… and crammed it in.
“Ghllkr!” choked Sosie, eyes wide as that sausage – roughly as thick as her own thigh – was forced down her throat. Tears rolled down her cheeks as her neck stretched out obscenely. Her tail flailed, thrashing about and bumping into the obscene bulge Faux was sporting in his jeans.

As Faux continued to force that sausage down his sister’s throat, grinning ear to ear, he used his free hand to just grope the hell out of the vixen’s tits. He ground his crotch-bulge up against the girl’s rump, nibbling savagely on one ear. He felt Sosie going slightly limp as her throat continued to make those wonderful choking sounds…
And then with a muffled gasp from the vixen, he shoved the rest of the sausage – and his hand – down his sister’s throat, before retrieving his hand and wiping the saliva off on Sosie’s face. After a few more seconds of groping the hell out of her tits with both hands, he released her, letting her fall to the floor while he licked the milk off his palms.
Faux giggled, and then sat down to eat his own meal, while Sosie recovered on the floor.

* * * * *

Faux sighed happily as he trotted out of the bathroom, his still-erect cock bouncing with his movements. “C’mon, Sosie! We’re gonna go play videogames. Don’t tell me you’re all tired out just from that~!”
Sosie staggered out of the bedroom – not helped at all by the spreader bar still affixed to her ankles. Or the fact that her arms were still cuffed behind her back. “H-how do you expect me to play videogames like this?” she complained, wincing a bit as she felt the copious fluids dribbling down her inner thighs.
“Oh, we’re playing Wii Sports. You can hold the remote with your boobs!” Faux replied with a cocky little grin.
Understanding dawned on Sosie’s face. “Oh! Okay!” With that slight misunderstanding out of the way, Faux took the silicone-wrapped not-at-all-phallic videogame controller and promptly stuffed it between Sosie’s massive tits. Their size easily gripped the remote, squeezing tightly around it. It practically vanished into her cleavage, the IR sensor only just visible.
Faux switched the console on, then gasped in fake surprise. “Oops! I gave you the first controller! Oh, well.” He slipped up behind her, forcing her to bend over. Grinding his groin against her butt, he plunged one hand into her cleavage to manipulate the controller, making her whimper and moan. His spare hand tugged at one of her overly fat nipples idly.
“Okay… first up… golf,” he said after spending slightly longer violating Sosie’s personal space than he really needed to.
Many hours of undignified contortions later, Sosie jumped for joy at the results screen, her tits bouncing up and down. “I win!”
“Nu-uh,” Faux argued, arms crossed.

“But, look! My score’s lower! That means I win!” Sosie insisted, wishing she could point at the screen.

Faux crossed his arms. “Nu-uh. You had a handicap. You’re a girl. Boys are better, so I won~” Sosie opened her mouth to protest, then shut it again. Was that how it worked? She was honestly unsure by this point.
Before she could really contemplate this turn of events, however, Faux hooked his legs around his sister and threw her to the floor, before promptly using her tits as a foot rest. “Now be a good footstool and shut up, it’s time for my stories~”

Sosie gave a grumpy little huff.

