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Chapter One

Lara
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I WAS DRIVING HOME
 from the grocery store, careening down the freeway and then veering at the last second across three lanes to make it to the off-ramp.

I made it, but received a honk for my expert moves.

I flashed my middle finger up to my rearview mirror, snarling as the off-ramp leveled onto normal, neighborhood streets.

I’d had a long day of work, which kept me late with stupid paperwork, and I was going to be late to make Michael dinner.

Although I definitely wasn’t some meek, petrified housewife that worried his husband would be angry and beat me if I didn’t have dinner off the stove by the time he returned home from work, I felt it was my obligation to at least feed him.

Shit, we weren’t even married. But Michael was definitely the breadwinner in our relationship, being one of San Diego’s top real estate agents in the county. He was kind of a big deal.

I was kind of a big deal, too, in my own line of work, but I was in a rush for an entirely different reason: Michael’s son was staying with us, and I wanted to make a good first impression.

From what I’d heard, Jason Christenson had all the makings of his father—an illustrious future all planned out. He was the captain of his varsity football team. He already had scholarships lining up for college, and the 18-year-old had no shortage of opportunities at his doorstep.

If all else failed, his rich dad would pave the way for him, making sure he got into any school he wanted, Ivy League or otherwise.

Jason’s mom had recently lost her job and was either in rehab or jail or something else—I didn’t remember the specifics. But it meant that Michael gained custody of him, at least until he moved out.

Jason was a man now, after all, and could choose where he wanted to live. Smartly, he’d decided to house with his father, at least until the end of the school year. He didn’t have a job, so it made sense.

His job was to be a star.

Anyway, as I drove down the neighborhood streets in Pacific Beach, it dawned on me that the driver in front of me was going entirely too slow. I honked at her and tried to weave left and right, but the street was too skinny to blow past her.

“Fucking bitch,” I said, knuckles white on the wheel.

You could say I had a bit of a temper when I got behind the wheel of a car . . . but doesn’t everyone?


Don’t these people know I’m in a rush?
 I thought sarcastically.

I looked up into the rearview and checked myself out real quick, since I had nothing better to do while behind this mopey asshole.

My eyebrows were on point. My lips were full, puffy, just right. My high cheekbones were looking a little saggy, which made me frown, but that could be worked out.

I had startling blue eyes—at least other people had described them as “startling”—and a nice, pretty face. Currently, I was honing a mean case of Resting Bitch Face, but that’s only because of my current predicament behind this so-called “driver.”

My blonde hair was a bit in my face, so I swept it out of the way.

Looking back to the road, I cursed. “Fuck!”

All the muscles in my body tensed as I slammed on the brakes.

The car ahead had made a sudden right turn into a driveway.

“Thanks for the blinker, asshole!” I yelled out my window as I screeched past her. My Mercedes’ wheels burned rubber and I jolted down the rest of the street, careening onto the boulevard where I lived. 

The new pearl white Benz had been a lovely gift from Michael. We’d only been seeing each other for a few months, but he knew how 
to treat a lady and keep her around, that’s for sure.

I parked at the curb in front of the two-story Art Deco house that Michael owned. Its white, geometric lines and sleek appearance was the prize of the street, and it was hard not to take a second glance at the house whenever you passed it.

When you were a multi-million-dollar-earning real estate agent like Michael Christenson, it only made sense that you would own the best property on the block.

I got out of the car and hurried around to the other side, my skirt flapping and my heels clacking on the pavement. I swung open the back door and bent down to start scrounging for my bags of groceries.

Behind me, I heard the front door of the house open and I swore under my breath—Michael’s home before me. Shit!


After work, I’d made a stop at Whole Foods to pick up all the necessities for an elegant pasta carbonara, complete with a caprese salad with pesto sauce, and some focaccia bread.

I didn’t always go all out when I cooked, but, like I said, I wanted to make a good first impression.

I wanted to make Jason feel welcome in our home.

There were too many bags for me to carry all at once, realistically, but I said fuck it. I didn’t want to make two trips.

I looped the white handles of two bags in my left arm, then grabbed two with the right, so my hands were full. I stood back up, wobbling for a second in my heels, and scowled at the open door.

I bumped the door with my big ass so it slammed shut, then pivoted, swinging my groceries around behind me and—

One of the bags whirled right into a man’s junk—I heard the breath getting punched out of his lungs as his hands cupped his crotch and he doubled over. 

I gasped, stuttering a step backward, my eyes widening.

I stared into the exasperated face of a young man—handsome, dirty blond hair, built like a damn firefighter—as his face twisted into a grimace. It probably wasn’t the most dignified expression he could’ve made, but I couldn’t blame him.

In fact, I could only blame myself.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, my mouth widening. “Honey, I’m so 
sorry!”

The young man gingerly stood taller, but was still a bit hunchbacked as one hand stayed covering his downstairs area. He put on a brave face, smiling and showing perfect rows of alabaster teeth.

Though this wasn’t my boyfriend, Michael, I knew that smile anywhere.

“I-It’s okay,” he grunted, his voice lower than I would have imagined, considering his young features. “It’s my fault for creeping up so close. J-Just wanted to help.”

I slanted my head to the side. “You must be Jason.”

He nodded firmly, wincing. “And you must b-be, uh, Lara.”

I smiled, staring up into his face. He was tall, but so was I. I think his father might have been taller, actually, but this young man still had some growing to do, it looked like. Even so, his arms were strong, ripped, and vascular, undoubtedly from all the football training he put himself through. His shoulder muscles bulged near his neck.

He looked stronger than his dad, which made sense considering he was in the prime of his physical life, while Michael was a real estate agent who only worked out to “maintain” his present bodyweight and stature.

I saw that Jason was studying me with his big, piercing dark eyes, much the same way as my eyes lingered over his strong body.

Hey, it wasn’t illegal to look, right?

“Not a great first impression,” I admitted, giving him a half-smile.

Luckily, he chuckled, and the sound lit up my face. He wasn’t angry with me at all—in fact, he seemed like the perfect gentleman, ready to aid me with the heaps of groceries before even meeting me.

“Can I . . . still help?” he asked.

I nodded, handing him the two bags from my left arm. “Of course, Jason. And thank you.”

“You can call me Jase, Miss.”

I snorted. “And you’d better never call me “Miss” again, Jase.”

He laughed, taking the bags with his big, manly hands. “Deal.”

“Now come on,” I said with a soft smile, jutting my chin toward the door. “Let’s get inside and get you some ice.”
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“HERE, YOU POOR BOY
, an ice pack for your . . . pack,” I said, laughing at myself.

“Thank you, Lara,” he said, reaching out. His callused fingers gently grazed my knuckles and a beam of energy flooded my body. My eyes flashed wider as he took the ice pack, apparently thinking nothing of our touch.

He was reclined on the couch, sitting back and resting while he watched something on TV.

From the side, I observed his powerful, long body for a moment, perfectly stretched out on that expensive leather sofa, legs bent just so as his feet rested casually on the glass table in front of him.

I didn’t want to scold him and tell him that the table cost twelve-thousand dollars and had been exported from France—but I probably should have told him to take his feet off the table. At least he wasn’t wearing shoes.

And the fact was, I didn’t feel any right to tell this kid anything. He had a commanding presence, much like his father, and he was the heir of the castle, so to speak.

For all intents and purposes, I
 was just the visitor. The invading Hun army, come to strip away the empire of its gold—Jason might look at it that way if I didn’t play my cards right.

I didn’t want to contend with Jason for Michael’s love. I wanted us all to be happy.

I thanked God that Jason seemed like a nice enough boy, if a little rough around the edges. Lacking a little refinement was much
 better than being a spoiled, entitled brat, in my book, so I chalked this up as a win.

He could’ve been a total asshole to me, especially after crunching his twig and berries in our very first meeting!

Then again, his lax attitude probably came from his mother, I realized, sine he hadn’t lived with his father for years. I didn’t want to delve too deeply into that subject, other than to feel bad for Michael’s ex-wife and wherever she was.

I returned to the kitchen and threw the pasta sauce on the stove, stirring it as the pleasant aromas filled my face.

The front door opened and I heard Michael wander in, his voice echoing down the hallway: “Honey, I’m home!”

I snorted. What a dork.

He came into the kitchen and set his briefcase down. He was dressed in a smart tux and tie, the jacket unbuttoned and showing his slight belly swell from years of drinking beer and not quite enough crunches during the day.

But he was still handsome, with the same piercing dark eyes as his son and a head of dark hair. I imagined he probably had had the same dirty blond mane that his son did, when he was younger, but age will do things to you.

He wrapped my narrow waist in his strong arm and pulled me to him, pecking me on the cheek. My bosom smashed against his chest as I smiled up at him. Without my heels on, he was a good five inches taller than me, over six feet.

“Hello, honey,” I purred, kissing his grizzled jaw. He had grown a bit of a beard recently, which I wasn’t too fond of, but at least he kept it trimmed and nice, so it wouldn’t poke me too badly when he was going down on me.

He leaned back, examined me for a second with a satisfied sigh, and then glanced over my shoulder.

He must have seen his son in the next room, lying back, his hands on his groin with the ice pack, because his face screwed up.

“Ah, I see you met Jason,” he murmured, eyebrows furrowing. “What the hell happened?”

I chuckled nervously, swishing my blonde hair out of my face and looking away.

“Uh, let’s just say you won’t be having any grandkids in the near future, honey.”
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Chapter Two

Lara
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“SO,” MICHAEL SAID WITH
 a chuckle, “you unmanned my boy before you’d even seen his face.”

I bit my bottom lip. We were all ready to sit down for dinner, but Michael wanted to wait on his son, who had disappeared from the couch. I rested my hands on the back of the chair, standing over it, and sighed. “I didn’t mean to run into him like that, hun. It was an accident, I swear. I was just in such a hurry to get dinner going.”

Michael’s charming smile flashed. “I know, babe, I’m just teasing you.” He walked over and wrapped his arm around my waist again—as he loved to do—squeezing my little love handles.

“Honey, stoppp,” I purred, distancing myself and pushing him away before he got a little too handsy. “I’m trying to make a good impression on your son here.”

His bushy brow rose. “I think you already fucked that one up, babe,” he said in my ear.

I leaned my head back and laughed. His voice so close to my ear made goosebumps sprout on the back of my neck.

“Speaking of, where is that kid?” he asked, looking around vaguely.

I shrugged.

“I mean I guess we could start dinner without him—food’s getting cold, but . . .” he trailed off, rubbing the back of his neck.

“No, no, I’ll go look for him,” I said, putting a hand on Michael’s 
shoulder. “You just sit down. I’m sure you’ve had a long day.”

As he sat, I squeezed the flesh between his shoulders for a moment, rubbing and massaging them. He sighed with relief. “Thank you, babe.”

I patted him on the back and took off.

Michael’s house was big, so I didn’t really know where to look. I assumed he hadn’t gone upstairs to his room, knowing that dinner would be ready soon, but I couldn’t find him anywhere downstairs.

I gained the marble stairs leading up to the second story, my bare feet cold against the steps. When I reached the top hallway, I called out: “Jase? Where are you?”

Pouting, I waited a moment, but received no answer.

I slowly started winding my way down the hallway. The doors to the left and right were slightly open, leading into mine and Michael’s bedroom, Jase’s room, another guest room . . .

I came to the guest restroom near the end of the hall, before the hall opened up into the entertainment room—a huge upstairs chamber with a pool table, dartboard, a shuffleboard, and a couple of arcade games.

I stopped at the restroom, seeing that the door was slightly ajar also.

Not thinking anything of it, I decided to go in to wash my hands.

I opened the door and immediately froze, startled—

My heart nearly stopped in my chest.

Jason was in the big, lavish restroom—lights out, with only the waning sunlight blooming in through the window above the shower. He was staring at himself in the mirror, his pants lowered to the middle of his thighs.

And in his hand, well . . .

A massive tube steak was plopped over his palm, nearly dwarfing his big hand. It was a veiny, huge slab of meat that draped over the other side of his palm—so fucking manly and strong looking. The thick appendage was long and menacing, even in its flaccid state, as it arched and drooped.

Hanging down below his lifted dick were two equally massive testicles that could have been ostrich eggs they were so fat and round and heavy. His scrotum seemed to struggle against all that 
huge meat, little crease lines near the top of his sack as his heavy balls weighted the whole thing down between his powerful thighs.

Jason was packing one of the biggest cock-and-ball combos I’d ever seen.

My boyfriend’s son was hung like a fucking elephant.

My eyes lingered on his exposed slab and nutsack for entirely too long, my mind whirling with shock and awe.

When I finally looked up to his face with big bug-eyes, he was smirking at me.

He winked at me, then said in a low, surly voice, “Looks like I’ll be all right.”

My breath caught in my throat. I put a hand over my chest—accidentally slapping myself in the tit from my shock—and could feel my nipples growing hard.

“O-Oh my!” I gasped, turning away. “I’m so s-sorry!”

My face was furiously red as I spun out of the doorway, ashamed, and out of the bathroom.

“No harm no foul,” he said while I closed the door behind me.

I slanted up against the door, my back to it, breathing heavily. My hands were flat against the door, as if I was trying to hide from a murderer loose in the house.

But the only thing I was hiding from was a murderous dick . . . loose in the house.   

“I, uh—” I stammered and tried to regain control of myself. But shit, it was hard. “D-Dinner’s ready!” I said, my voice little more than a squeak. I cleared my throat and fought to get my composure back. The burning flush of my cheeks was starting to subside, but my nipples were still stabbing into my button-down shirt, and I felt slick between my legs.

“Be there in a minute,” he said nonchalantly through the door. “Just have to make sure everything’s, uh, in order.”

“Ok no problem!” I said quickly, then sped off down the hallway.

I wasn’t going to stick around and wait for him to finish his self-imposed physical. It could take him hours to study that huge fucking unit.

I hurried down the stairs, nearly tripping on the way down.

Near the bottom, I stopped, then exhaled and took a few deep 
breaths. I flattened my skirt over my legs, pushed my tits up with my chest out, and marched confidently the rest of the way.

Michael was looking over his shoulder from the dinner table, his head slightly cocked. “Is everything all right, Lara?”

I nodded, trying to speak past the lump in my throat, but couldn’t manage. I’m sure he noticed the strange look on my face, but he said nothing. When he turned back around, I sighed loudly.

I hated to admit it, but my first thought upon seeing him gaze at me like that . . . was that I wasn’t looking at my boyfriend the same way. And I didn’t know if I could look at him the same way ever again, not with what I knew now. 

I had no doubt I’d be dreaming about godly, mammoth cock for days . . . and it wouldn’t be Michael’s I was dreaming of.
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BECAUSE MICHAEL DIDN’T
 have
 a mammoth cock. That’s partly what made my discovery so startling and amazing, because I wondered where the hell Jason had gotten that damned thing.

He was already the perfect physical specimen—young, fit and ripped, corded muscles along his arms and legs and I’m sure a perfect six- or eight-pack bulging underneath his shirt. He was the pride and joy of his school, an all-star football player, and after seeing how proud and big he really
 was, I had no doubt that he’d probably banged every cheerleader in the squad. And then some.

My question was a stupid one, because it was a moot point—How did Jason grow such a huge penis?


It didn’t really matter.

As he finally made his way to the table, I got to see him for the first time without his hands or an ice pack over his crotch. And I mean really see
 him.

The prodigious mountain packed between his legs was almost eye-roll worthy. When he wasn’t covering his groin with his big palms, the bulge there still looked swollen. It would have been a fat swollen mound whether I’d smacked him in the dick with a heavy grocery bag or not.

I didn’t let my eyes linger for any extended amount of time, 
though—not this time, since Michael was sitting right next to me.

But he had already dived into his food and was cramming pasta and bread into his mouth. Around his mouthful, he said, “How nice of you to join us, son.”

“Sorry, pops.”

Jason sat at the end of the table, opposite his father, and his eyes flickered to me for an instant. I just stared at him blankly before ducking for my food.

How does Michael not notice what his son’s packing? Or, well, he obviously does. Why doesn’t he tell him to wear something more appropriate around me?

Doesn’t he know how weak I am?

I nearly laughed at myself. For how much of a badass everyone thought I was, I had a weakness that was easy to dominate me with: huge, mouthwatering cocks.

It should come as no surprise.

When I’d been Jason’s age—shit, I was more than twice his age, so that was a lifetime ago—I’d constantly been on the prowl for the biggest and best young man around.

And I’d found him . . . all over the place.

It seemed that everywhere I looked, big dicks were in abundance. Maybe my features and lewd stare just attracted them like flies to shit. I don’t know.

But I had had quite an exciting and extravagant life, in my younger years.

Then I’d grown up a bit and started looking for somewhere to settle. I focused on my career, at first, and then I decided I wanted a man who matched my needs and wants.

Enter Michael Christenson, who was both handsome and wealthy, and he was a good man.

He was someone I could settle with, and he’d only been married once before. He didn’t seem like the playboy type, which was appealing to me.

But seeing his young son, Jason, so exposed and well-endowed . . . it stirred all those old memories inside me. It brought them to the forefront again—that constant, salacious prowl I’d always been on.

And now, if I ever tried to “prowl” again, I’d be a damned cougar.

I had to try not to do that. But, to bring it full circle—

I was weak.

“I have a big showing tomorrow for an open house,” Michael said, taking a sip of his wine. He dabbed his mouth with his lap napkin, then turned to his son. “You’ll have to take the bus to school, Jase.”

“I can take him,” I blurted, way too quickly and eagerly. I tried to settle back as Michael’s eyes fell on me. “I mean, it’s no big deal. I’m headed that way anyway.”

There was a slight pause as Michael seemed to study me. He had the dashing good looks and intense stare of a smart man, but I tried to put on my best blank face.

“Are you sure that wouldn’t be . . . inappropriate, babe?”

My heart raced. “W-What?! Why would it be inappropriate?” I answered way too quickly again and scoffed to try to show how absurd his inquiry was.

“I just mean, like, conflict of interest? I don’t know.”

“I see what you’re saying,” Jason said, coming to my rescue. “But I think it’ll be fine. I’ll have her drop me off at the back.” He cleared his throat. “I mean, if that’s okay with you, Lara?”

I gulped, then glanced up at him but could barely look him in the eye. I nodded once, shyly, avoiding his hidden smirk.

“Okay, great,” Michael said, clapping his hands and reaching out for more bread. “It’s settled then.”
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THAT NIGHT WHEN MICHAEL
 climbed on top of me, I faked it for the first time. My mind was elsewhere . . . and I felt incredibly guilty about it, but couldn’t stop my horny crow brain.

I mean, what would a cock like that feel like inside me? Getting stuffed and gouged, pushing my insides in and bruising my guts from all that thick manpower, those titanic nuts slapping against my poor pussy over and over and over and—

“Hngh, fuck,” Michael breathed in my ear, his hand cupping the back of my head. “You’re wetter than a ski slope in summer, babe. What’s got you all riled up?”

I smiled up at him. “You, of course,” I lied, lifting my legs higher 
for him.

He had me in missionary and I had a feeling this wasn’t going to go anywhere other than that, but it was okay . . . I would let him pump away and fill me to the brim with his spurting hot cum if it meant I could get lost in my thoughts. And if it would make him happy.

He was good to me. Michael bought me all the things I wanted, no complaints, and he was generally kind. Sure, he could have a temper, but who didn’t? And he rarely let it flare around me.

As his cock drove into me, it pushed my body higher up the bed, until the top of my head was almost knocking against the headboard.

I could tell he wanted to lead me there, but I was content staying where I was; I didn’t exactly want a bruise on my skull tomorrow when I went into work.

His strong arms framed my face and he looked down at me with those sparkling eyes, smiling.

I smiled back at him and wrapped my strong legs around his waist, pulling him closer—urging him deeper inside me.

My hands circled his back and I pressed his hairy chest against my bouncing tits. The bed creaked and I looked over his shoulder with a breathless sigh—

And gasped in Michael’s ear.

Jason was at the doorway—Michael had accidentally left it slightly ajar. Like the horny late-teen that he was, the boy was simply watching . . .

Watching his dad drive into me and slap his thighs against mine with meaty claps.

“You okay?” Michael whispered in my ear, hearing my sharp gasp.

“Y-Yes, daddy, you just hit a nice spot. Keep going!” I begged, but my eyes were still over his shoulder as I pulled him close.

Our sweat mingled and Michael’s cock curved and pushed against my walls. He didn’t have a small dick, by any means—it was right around average, or maybe even slightly bigger.

But I could see the shadow of Jase in the doorway, and that monstrous bulge seemed to be pulsing against his underwear, throbbing and aching to get out. Pressed against his boxers, the 
sizable mound was even larger.

I was expecting him to just whip his fat dick out and start cranking it in front of me, right behind his unwitting father.

Our eyes locked and I ran my fingernails down Michael’s back. He groaned, dipping his head over the curve of my neck, next to my right shoulder. His face was in the pillow now, his feet slightly angled to give him better plowing power—

Jason spying on us was a bit disconcerting and creepy, no doubt, but the voyeurism also turned me on incredibly . . . it made my body hot and my juices started to flow.

I was close to an orgasm—not a fake one, as I thought I would have to do.

Michael was doing some good moves, though it lacked nuance—he power-drilled me and my ass started to jiggle and shake the entire bed.

Jase was biting his lower lip, a hungry, predatory look in his young eyes.

“Gah!” I cried, and clenched my eyes closed as the blissful climax rolled over me. Michael was grunting in my ear now like a bull ready to explode inside his breeding cow.

I hugged him as tight as possible so he couldn’t move—the only way out was forward, into me.

Cock driving, sweaty skin slapping, my whole body jiggling.

I came again as his dick throbbed inside me, the head expanding and growing large. It shoved my slippery walls aside.  

Then his thick ropes of cum exploded inside me, without a word or warning, and I let out a long, drawn-out moan.

My nails dug deeper into his backside.

When I opened my eyes, Jason was gone from the doorway.

I wondered if he’d even been there in the first place. If he hadn’t . . .
 well that was a much creepier alternative.

“Damn, baby, that was amazing,” Michael sputtered, rolling off me. I could feel his jizz spilling out of my cunt, down the crack of my ass. It felt nice and warm.

I breathed deeply, trying to quickly recover, but there was no hope.

If anything, I wanted to go again. I was hornier than a devil, and I 
needed to be tamed.

But Michael was spent—out of commission. I wouldn’t be getting anymore dick tonight, and it bummed me out.

“What got into you, babe?” he asked, chuckling to himself as he stared up at the ceiling. “Never had you scratch me like a kitty cat before.”

I turned to him, to his sly smile. “Did you like it, daddy?”

He nodded. “Oh yes. Very much so, ma’am.”

“Good,” I said, turning to him. “I don’t know what came over me . . . guess I sorta lost my mind, huh?”

He snickered. “Well, I think you need to lose your mind more often, then.”

I petted his dark hair. “I think you’re right, honey.”
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Chapter Three

Jason
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I’M NOT SURE WHAT I
 was getting myself into, but it seemed dangerous.

Naturally, that meant I loved it.

My hormones had been going like crazy and I’d been hornier than a fucking rabbit. I couldn’t stop myself from pumping my cock three, four times a day—whatever it took to empty out my big cum kegs.

And then you throw this strutting monument of sex at me? What the fuck, man?

My dad’s girlfriend was fucking smoking. I’d heard her name before, but never actually seen her in person—and the words didn’t do her justice.

Right when she stepped out of that pearly white Mercedes and bent over to pick up those groceries, her giant ass billowing out and straining the strength of he skirt to its absolute limit . . . right when that happened, I knew I needed to know this woman.

Lara.

I hadn’t planned on her smashing my nuts with a bag of groceries, but I think I made the best of it. I definitely turned that unfortunate situation into a win, despite the initial pain.

I was supposed to meet up with Greg, Tom, and Luke tomorrow after practice. My boys wanted to practice running some routes without all the other teammates there.

But now . . . well, now I wanted to do something else. I had 
forgotten to jerk off before school, and now I didn’t think I’d make it the whole day without.

Maybe I’d have to sneak a run into the restroom at some point and rub one out. The upstairs room next to Mr. Green’s chemistry class was always unattended after lunch—that would probably be a good place to go.

I was in Lara’s sweet ride now, sitting shotgun, looking out the window. It was all I could do to keep from glancing over and running my hand down her leg. She wore a dress that was hiked up past her knee while she drove, which showed me some of her supple thigh.

And man
 was it squishy and pleasant looking. I just wanted to dive my face in between those legs while she revved the gas. I wanted to embed my fingers in those thick wobbly thighs and pry them apart, then eat her out and lick her clit while she screamed and drove like a nervous wreck.

Maybe if I wasn’t such a big guy, I could’ve fit beneath her seat like that.

I chuckled at my own stupid idea, still staring out the window.

“You all right there, Jase?” she asked, no doubt glancing over at me.

I turned to her and nodded, smiling. “Yeah, just fine,” I said. She looked ahead and it gave me a moment to linger on her huge cow udders as they bounced from her hitting a speedbump.

Goddamn.

Wouldn’t mind motorboating the shit out of those, either, or sticking my cock between them as I forced her head down on the ridge of my hammer.

Okay, maybe that
 wouldn’t have been a good idea while she was driving, but her boobs were imminently tit-fuckable.

I made sure she caught me spying on her like a weirdo last night, while Dad banged the shit out of her. I felt like she’d been moaning just for me, and seeing her naked really set me off.

I pumped such a fat load after watching that! Jesus H. Christ!

I hadn’t seen all of her curves and tits—most of it was covered up by my dad’s hairy body—but I’d seen enough to imagine the rest . . . and sometimes a little imagination is all you needed.

The way her body jiggled and the bed creaked— mhmm, that 
really hit the spot!

I’d never been a Peeping Tom before, but when I’d passed by their room and saw that Dad had lazily left the door slightly open, what could he expect?

Like I said, my hormones were going crazy. I was a fucking lewd mess and I constantly needed release.

But my dad’s girlfriend, man . . . she was something else. She was a whole lot of woman and she knew she was hot shit, especially after bagging my dad as a boyfriend. The way she strutted around with her huge ass swaying in the air, her heavy tits bouncing with every step . . . she knew exactly what she was doing.

It lit a fire under my ass. She wasn’t like the girls at my school, of course. No, all those frilly, bratty chicks that globbed onto me like I was the second coming of Christ. They were hot enough, sure, with their long skinny legs and bouncy, perky boobs, always squishing them against my arms as they looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes.

And I’d banged my fair share of them—cheerleaders, emo chicks, big tiddy goth babes, the whole lot. But they weren’t like Lara. She wasn’t a horny little girl, she was a woman—
curvy and soft and big in all the right places.

Lots of these chicks at school were scared of me. I saw the hesitance in their eyes the first time my big dick flopped out. They couldn’t blow me worth a damn, had no experience licking or playing with my big bouncing nuts. Some of them wouldn’t even let me fuck them because they were scared I’d split them in half.

But Lara, well . . . I’d seen last night that she could take a dicking. She knew how to fuck
, not just lay there like a dead fish. And I could tell by those full lips and her soft body that she loved every minute of it. She loved the power she had over guys.

With her thick wobbly thighs, her heaving tits and ass, and that pretty face, well, she was made for fucking. Made for breeding.

Also, when she saw my fat cock in my hand last night, she wasn’t scared. Not like my classmates. No—I mean, she’d been startled, sure, but then I saw her brows perk and her eyes widen as she lingered on that sight a little too long. In that moment, she gave herself away, and I know the view of me in that bathroom set her libido on fire. It sparked her imagination, wondering what could be
 . 
. .

Suddenly, it was like that spark transferred over into her mind. Had she been thinking the same lewd thoughts as me?

Because her hand fell on my thigh, resting on top there against my muscle. I could feel the warmth of her palm against my pants.

When I looked up, with utter surprise on my face, she was smirking, still staring straight ahead. That slight curve of her puffy lips . . . they seriously needed a cock to separate them. Or just my tongue—that would do, too.

“I saw you last night, you know,” she murmured, her voice thick and syrupy.

“I know,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

This chick was intimidating as hell.

We hit another bump in the road and her tits went up and then down, before wobbling and settling into place. My eyes also went up and then down.

She was wearing this shirt that didn’t show too much cleavage, but just enough. It mashed her boobs together and fit her skin tightly.

“You’re a pervy boy, you know that?” she said.

My cock was growing. I couldn’t help it.

Little did Lara know, right where her hand was resting . . . well . . . it wouldn’t have been a problem for smaller boys.

But that left leghole was where I tucked my penis, every time. It was too uncomfortable to sit with it poking straight ahead, so it needed some room to breathe . . . some room to grow.

And now it was growing.

A second later, it was underneath her palm, slightly lifting it. I didn’t think she noticed it—the thick cock outline bulging against the fabric of my pants, pushing her hand upward . . .

But then I glanced over and saw her neck muscles had tensed. Her eyes were wider, but she refused to look over.

Her hand lifted—hesitantly—then hovered right there, as if she was debating what to do.

I squirmed in my seat, trying to shift my weight so things didn’t get so stuffy and uncomfortable. I rolled my window down to get some air.

“I think I love your dad, Jase,” she muttered.

“You think?”
 I asked, craning my neck. I took a lungful of fresh air from the whirling wind beyond.

But my boner wouldn’t be abated—not this goddamn early in the morning, and not with her hand and hot body so freaking close.

She glanced over, her eyes not lingering on my face, but rather scoping the bulge for the first time.

“I know so,” she said flatly.

“Okay then.”

What did she want me to say? “Too bad”
? Or, “That’s not gonna work for me.”


Come on, get a grip, girl. You have all the power here.

“What,” I said, my voice angrier than I wanted. “You think just because I’m his son, I have all this power? Power over you?”


She gulped loudly. “I . . .” she trailed off and tried again, shaking her head. “I just wanted to make sure you knew that you didn’t.”

“Okay. Thanks. Now I know.”

I sounded prissy, I’m sure, but I couldn’t help it. My cock was as hard as a steel beam now, and we were two blocks from my school.

This was not a tenable situation.

“Pull over into that alley,” I said, pointing forward and to the right.

“W-What? Why?”

I said nothing.

“Oh,” she added, “I’m dropping you off at the back. Right.”

Right. Sure, Lara, that’s what we’re doing.  

As she pulled into the bumpy alley—devoid of any cars, and only looking into the crummy backs of houses, so, windowless—I started to unzip my pants.

She freaked out. “W-What are you doing?!”

Her voice was jumpy and scared.

I shrugged, sighing. “Well, I can’t go to school like this, can I?”

“What . . . what do you mean, Jase?”

She stopped the car in the middle of the alley.

I grunted and reached into my pants. Then I slid my cock up my leg, sideways, in an awkward position. I should have pulled my pants down further to let it hang, but I felt like I didn’t have enough time.

I tugged the opened waistband of my jeans down an inch or two, then struggled some more with my beast—

When it sprang out into the morning sunlight, Lara let out a wicked gasp. I thought she was gonna choke on her own spit. I could feel the heat emanating from that sweet, huge fuckstick.

“J-Jase!” she cried, leaning back in her seat.

“Don’t worry, Lara, you don’t have to do anything. I get the picture.”

“B-But—”

“But I’m not going to school like this, so.” I shrugged. “This is your fault.”

I held my cock by the base and swung it out front and center on my lap. It sprang to life, getting even stiffer, until the veins popped and zigzagged down the length of my rod and my fat cockhead bulged to a nice size.

I leaned back in my seat, scooting it back a few inches to give me more leg room.

Then I started pumping from the bottom, my hand gripping around the shaft and tugging upward. I had big hands and long fingers—great for playing football—but even they were hardly big enough to wrap fully around my cock at the base and middle. It was too wide, too girthy.

Lara just watched with bated breath, checking the rearview mirror and side mirrors every once in a while.

I studied my cock the whole time, not bothering to look over at her, and grunted as I started to get into it. My hand moved in a blur, pulling the skin of my cock and then pushing the big member up against my belly.

My other hand went into action near the top, but I started to get stuffy again.

So, I reached back into my pants with that free hand and grabbed my sweaty nuts. I pulled them out of the V made from my split-open jeans zipper and grimaced as they almost caught the teeth.

When I let my two full balls plop down in my lap, they spooled out like a couple of plums in a fruit bag, sitting on top of my thighs.

This wasn’t the best position to jerk off in, but it needed to happen—I wasn’t going to make it all day without some release.

I could tell Lara was partly horrified and partly turned on. She didn’t know what to do or what to say, so she did nothing.

She just froze as her boyfriend’s son jerked off right in front of her in the passenger seat of her car.

It made me even hornier. My cock got even bigger, lifting up and curving in that nice banana shape until the tip of it smeared my fingers with precum and it reached near the bottom of my chest.

I smirked and groaned, leaning my head back.

I imagined fucking Lara’s tits, then taking her from behind.

My right hand did all the up-and-down work, while the left nestled my nuts and squeezed them. After playing with the ballbag for a bit, I set that hand on top the other and started two-handing my cock. It was big enough to accommodate both of my large hands, and now I felt like a god—totally in charge.

The lewd sound of my fapping skin made me sweat. Out the corner of my eye, I saw Lara’s knees draw together and I knew she was hornier than a horny toad. She was probably as wet as a slip-n-slide.

“F-Fuck,” I groaned. “Give me a towel—a napkin—anything!”

Lara just stared at me blankly, then licked her big dry lips. “W-What?! Why?!”

“Hurry up, unless you want me to paint the inside of your car like fucking Jackson Pollock!”

She bent over and reached between my legs, gingerly avoiding my body, and pulled open her glove compartment. Inside, she rummaged around madly, sifting through things until she found some brown napkins that looked like they were from Taco Bell.

My eyes swung left and I got a perfect view of her huge hooters hanging down, sagging her shirt as she leaned over me.

“Ahh, shit,” I grunted.

She tossed the napkins on my lap and then reeled back, her hands going into the air like a hostage victim.

Hands shaking, I grabbed the napkins and padded them over my pisshole as it widened.

My hips jerked a couple times and I gritted my teeth, then unleashed my torrential spray. Hot lumpy cum erupted from my cock with a lewd spurt
 sound and coated the napkins, soaking through them—some of the semen even shooting past and onto her 
dashboard.

I grunted and my legs jerked, knocking my knees against the glove compartment and forcing it closed as I ejaculated and lost control of my senses for a moment.

My head swam. Cum kept gushing out, spilling out of my dickhole like a volcano leaking lava.

Then I was done, but not before letting out at least ten good strings of jizz, mucking up my fingers in stickiness and some of the leather interior of her car.

I leaned back and breathed out heavily, watching as my dick first leaned and curved over my left thigh, and then started to shrink.

It didn’t get too small, of course, but once it was a good half-footer, it was done.

I sat in silence for a second, just breathing. Then I wiped the excess spunk off my hands into some napkins and tossed them out the window. 

“F-Feel . . . better?” she asked, her voice suddenly meek and cute.

I nodded. “Much.”

She let out a heavy, ragged sigh, and I wondered if she’d been holding her breath the entire time. If she had, well . . . what did that say about her cocksucking skills?

Because the woman could hold her breath like a fucking Olympic diver!

“Good,” she said, her shaky hand grabbing the steering wheel, then the stick shift, and putting the car into drive.

“Mhmm,” I mumbled, watching as an excess string of cum rolled down the inside of my thigh.

With a grunt, I stuffed my unit back into my jeans, then gingerly scooped my nutsack back into my underwear. Zipping up my fly, I said, “You can take me to school now, Lara.” I glanced at her. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

She nodded and sighed, her voice still shaky. “I’m just surprised you know who Jackson Pollock is.”
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Chapter Four

Jason
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SCHOOL WENT BY IN A
 blur, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Lara. I couldn’t believe that she had let me do that in her car, just dumbfounded and awestruck as I tugged on my cock.

She didn’t scream or scold me or try to stop me at all. She simply watched . . . with silence, an embarrassed look on her face that seemed to say, “How did it come to this?”

Well, babe, you were the one who started to date my dad, and that’s where it all began. She could have easily left the relationship once I showed the first signs of coming onto her, but she didn’t.

And I knew she wouldn’t tell Dad about our little escapade in the car, either. She was too ashamed, and possibly too turned on.

It made me smile when I thought about her, the way she leaned over and nearly exposed her huge funbags to reach into the glove compartment. She had given me a show and I used it as constant fodder for my lewd thoughts.

Every once in a while during class, a teacher would snap at me and wipe the dumb grin from my face, making me come back from the thousand-yard stare.

The girls who poached me in between classes saw that lust in my eyes and thought it was all for them, but they couldn’t have been more wrong. I barely paid any of them any attention, which drove a couple of them wild.

They thought I was playing hard to get. But it was more than that—I’d found something better, someone
 
better, that the young chicks simply couldn’t measure up to.

During football practice at the end of the day was when it all came to a head, and made me realize how much I really wanted Lara.

It was because of my friends. My three best buds, Greg, Luke, and Tom, were also heavy hitters on my team. I needed them like they needed me, but like any bros, we had our fair share of tiffs.

This time, to my amazement, it was over Lara.

Greg Zuminsky was one of our wide receivers—a tall, lithe, lanky fucker with long blond hair and ropy muscles that all the girls wanted to rub their pussies over. He had a swagger about him that almost made him as popular as me—the damned quarterback—but I wasn’t jealous of his good looks and attitude.

I had the same thing, in spades.

It was hard to complain when you were one of the most popular kids in school.

As Greg ran an out-route and juked his defender, I tossed him a spiral and hit him right in the numbers. He took off with the ball and lifted his arms victoriously as he crossed the finish line into the endzone.

We were scrimmaging on the field to empty bleachers. There were a few girls and guys lounging about in the stands, but they weren’t really watching us.

The day was basically over, and when practice ended, we would be free to go.

When Greg walked back to me and tossed the ball, he had a goofy smirk on his face.

“What’s got you looking so stupid?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Saw you get dropped off by Lara Croft in the back today.” He ran a hand through his golden hair and pulled it back tight over his scalp, then put his helmet back on.

“Lara Croft?” I said, trying to play dumb.

But his comment irked me, right off the bat. Damn,
 I thought, was this fucker spying on me? How’d he know I’d get dropped off in the back near the field?


“She definitely has some Lara Croft tits, man,” Tom said, walking up to us. Tom Daniels was one of our bulky offensive linemen. He had 
a good chance at a Big Ten school because of his massive girth and robust belly. Plus, his talent was obvious.

He protected me from rushers and it was hard not to like the guy. But at the moment, it was easy not to like him.

“When did your dad start banging Tomb Raider, eh?” Greg added.

I walked past him and bumped his shoulder hard, drawing a smirk and dark chuckle from the wide receiver.

“Yeah, old Mister Christenson is the official ‘womb raider’ now, huh?” Tom added.

“Shut up, assholes,” I snapped.

“She’s hot as fuck,” Luke chimed in. “Bet you choke your chicken to that piece of ass all day and night, huh?” Luke was our running back, a speedy Black kid with moves that could break your ankles. He was shorter than the rest of us, but that just made him a better, quicker, shiftier running back.

Tom smiled at his buds. “Yeah, what’s got your panties in a bunch? Is it because we know your secret?”

I leveled my gaze at the fat bastard. “And what secret is that?”

“That you’re rolling around on your bed every night screaming, ‘Oh, mommy, please come sit on my lap!’”

They all laughed.

I bunched my hands into fists.

Like I said, I had a short temper, and for some reason I was feeling very protective of my dad’s girlfriend.

Greg, the instigator of this little roast session, walked up behind Tom, as if trying to hide behind his obese belly. He joined in, laughing as he made a jerking-off gesture with his hand. “Yeah, mommy, that’s it! Spank my ass while you ride me bareback. Stroke my little twig for me!”

I snorted, shaking my head. All these guys had seen me naked—hell, we all dressed and showered in the same locker room. They all knew what I was packing.

So I was starting to think that they were jealous—that’s where the schooling must’ve been coming from.

But my temper was flaring.

We all gave each other shit over every little thing—it’s what boys do on the field. But this was crossing an invisible line that they didn’t 
know existed.

Rounding Tom’s body, Greg finished laughing with the three assholes and said, “Your dad’s a lucky guy, Jase. Bet it sucks to be your mom.”

I saw red and before I knew it I was charging forward. That little comment there caused the whole situation to erupt from a fun-poking session into something dangerous.

You didn’t
 mention my mom in all this, and Greg should’ve known that. I even saw Tom and Luke eye him out the corner of their eyes as I lunged, knowing that he’d gone too far.

But that meant that none of them saw me coming, except Greg, whose eyes widened.

My fist clocked him in the stomach, and as he started to buckle, I reached up and wrenched his helmet halfway off his head, then punched him in his pretty face.

He flew back, his body flinging to the fake grass, and I was still holding the grill of his helmet in my hand when he crumpled.

Gritting my teeth, I threw the helmet at him as his hands moved from his stomach to his face, not knowing which painful body part to check on first.

“Dude!” Luke wailed.

I spun and smacked the kid across the cheek. He wasn’t wearing a helmet, so his head snapped to the left as he staggered backward.

“You motherfucker!” Greg boomed, rolling to his hands and knees and getting ready to charge.

“Bro, we were just joking!” Tom said. He put himself in a tackling stance like he was on the line, leaning forward with his big tummy billowing.

I hopped back, putting myself in a boxer’s stance. I couldn’t let Tom get near me, because he was big enough to bring me down and sit on me while the others wailed on me.

Before I could do anything about Tom, I caught Greg leaping forward from his hands and knees in a charge, like he was doing a play-fake.

But he ran right at me and tackled me around the hips. I elbowed him in the spine as he tried to bring me down.

Reeling backward, my feet started to fumble. I tripped over 
myself and Greg grunted as he fell on top of me.

He straddled my body and swung once into my face. The backs of my eyes lit up white as my head rocked. I bucked my hips and he swayed on top of me.

Then I brought my fist around in his momentary confusion and gave him another good one in the chest.

He bent lower and grabbed me in a hold, eager to not let himself continue to get punched.

Then we were rolling on the grass and I couldn’t see shit. My face was on fire and I knew a harsh bruise would follow that vicious punch from my wide receiver.

A moment later, through our cursing and grunting and walloping, hands looped under my armpits and started to pull me off him.

I went kicking and screaming as Tom lifted me off Greg and Luke took Greg away, dragging him by one leg.

The coach was upon us, screaming in our ears, “What the absolute fuck
 is going on here?! You’re supposed to be on a goddamn team, you heathens!”

“I won’t catch another pass from that asshole!” Greg yelled, close to tears as he thrust a finger toward me. His pretty face was all fucked up and, I figured, so was mine.

I knew he didn’t mean it. He wasn’t going to leave
 the team after getting his ass beat in front of his teammates. He would have to leave the whole damn school, and he’d never live that down.

But in the heat of the moment, I agreed with him.

“This fucker started talking shit about my mom,” I said angrily. “You know that’s off-limits!”

“Fuck you!” Greg shouted.

“Both of you, shut the hell up!” Coach Emery spat. “Jase, I saw you throw the first punch.”

“I don’t give a fuck,” I growled, shoving Tom’s blubbery fingers off me as I twisted out of his grip. “I don’t want this fuckhead on the team if he’s gonna act like that.”

“That’s not your decision,” Emery said, hands on his hips.

“Then fuck you too,” I said, then hocked a loogie on the Astroturf in front of him.

“All right, your both going to Principal Langley’s office,” the 
coach said. “I don’t have time for this shit.” He spun around and waved a hand at us, then shouted to someone downfield. “Dougherty! Get in here as backup QB!”

The wormy bastard. Coach Emery wasn’t fond of my father because Dad wouldn’t sell him a house a couple years back, and he took it out on me by trying to undermine my success all the time.

All I needed was to give him an excuse to fuck with me, and he would. And I’d give him the perfect, easy excuse: fighting during practice. 

Any good
 coach wouldn’t bring this to the bureaucracy—they’d take care of it in-house.

So fuck Coach Emery.

But the funny part was, the joke was on him—

Because guess who the principal of the school was?
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Chapter Five

Lara
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AS THE DAY STARTED
 to progress, I found myself thinking more about Michael’s words from last night, when he’d asked if it was “appropriate” that I drove Jason to school.

Finally, it hit me, and I laughed at myself and felt like a dumbass. The “conflict of interest” and “inappropriate” comments weren’t because he was afraid I’d pull a move on the sexy young quarterback, but because I was the goddamn principal of his school.

No shit.

Before last night, I’d never met Jason Christenson before, even as his principal. But I’d heard the stories.  

And no wonder Michael had been so confused when I’d gotten all defensive on him.

But, boy oh boy, Michael would be shocked to learn how inappropriate our drive to school had really
 been. Hopefully, he would never find out about the little escapade in my car in the alley, when Jase had jerked himself off in front of me.

That young man had seen the way I checked out his big dick, and I loved how he had no embarrassment or qualms about doing that right in front of me. He was wearing his heart on his sleeve—showing his arousal in my presence—and it was clear for all the world to see.

It had nearly stopped my breath, seeing him do that so suddenly and vigorously. He became lost in his own little world—or rather his own huge
 world—and I was relegated to a simple spectator.

Being the hotshot quarterback of the school, Jason Christenson knew how to put on a show. He was used to spectators.

I’m not sure exactly what he thought of me, or what he hoped to gain by all these perverted actions, but I was inching closer to the truth.

The way he had nonchalantly informed me that he couldn’t go the entire school day without relieving himself . . . it aroused the hell out of me.

This morning in the car, he’d spoken to me so differently than the night before, when he’d been respectful, gentlemanly, and almost deferential.

After I was caught inadvertently spying on him and his big package in the bathroom, everything changed. A switch must have flipped in his head as he saw my eyes narrow on his hung unit, and the desire spread across my lips and perked my nipples.

So, this morning, he was a changed man.

And, I guess, I was a changed woman . . .

It confused the hell out of me. Here was this attractive, fit young guy half my age—more than fit, actually—positively ripped. He was tall and handsome and his muscles bulged in all the right places.

So, here he was, attracted to me—to my older, softer body, with my curves and swaying hips and the sexual experience I must have radiated from my being.

But I was attracted to his father,
 right? I mean, I definitely was. Attracted to his money, to his niceness, to his looks, no doubt. But maybe what I’d secretly been lusting after was something more hardcore.

Because Jason was giving off every signal of a young dom in the making.

And that made me wet as hell.

Now it was the end of the day, and my circular thoughts and mental gymnastics were wearing on me.

I was feeling brain-dead and tired, and was just ready to go home . . .

When in walked none other than Jason Christenson and another handsome young man—his football teammate—Gregory Zuminsky.

They were both sporting a couple of shiners on their faces that 
needed some ice. This thought, of course, immediately brought back my memory of giving Jase an ice pack for his monstrous package the night before.

He would get no such mercy from me here, however. Not with another boy in the room.

They stood before me with their hands behind their backs, awaiting their punishment—waiting for their principal to reprimand them.

I was surprised they were in front of me at all . . . unless this had all been part of Jason’s plan, somehow.

Was the kid really that bright?

Because football studs got into scrums all the time, and the coach usually took care of it. What did Coach Emery want—for me to suspend
 these kids? The best two players on his team?

Doubtful.

No, Emery probably wanted me to scold them like an angry mom chiding her spoiled sons.

But I wouldn’t do it. I wouldn’t give Jase the benefit of that, which I think is exactly what he wanted.

I folded my hands on my desk, which was strewn with papers. “All right, you idiots, who started it?”

Jase said, “I threw the first punch.”

Greg said, “I instigated it. I pissed him off.”

Aww, look at that. The two were trying to weasel their way out of it by each of them taking the blame. I guess “protect your own” and chivalry weren’t dead where these two were concerned.

“What did you say to instigate the fight, Gregory?” I asked.

“I said something stupid about his mom.”

I raised a brow at that, turning my gaze to Jase. He blushed and looked away. It was pretty endearing, and I could get behind a guy who defended his momma’s honor like that. Plus, I learned a new thing about the young stud.

“Well that wasn’t very smart, was it?” I said.

“No, ma’am.”

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. I had all the power here, which felt nice, but I wasn’t going to use it to ruin these kids. A suspension could mean a revocation of college app acceptances, and 
I wouldn’t do that to them—not over some petty squabble that had nothing to do with anything.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” I said. “You two are going to makeup and shake hands. And if this happens a next time, I’ll be sure to make an example out of you. Got it?”

They both nodded profusely. They turned and shook hands. Greg looked more surprised than his counterpart.

“Mr. Zuminsky, you can go now. Mr. Christenson, I want to speak with you a second.”

The wide receiver nodded, then gave his friend a sly smirk, thinking he’d gotten the better end of the deal.

And maybe he had . . .

Once he was gone, I said, “What the hell, Jase. Was this all part of your plan?”

He snorted, relaxing a bit. “I’m not that schemey.”

“Why—you’re not that smart?”

“I didn’t say that.”

I smiled at him. He was still dressed in his football jersey and the tight leggings that hugged every inch of his muscled legs and thighs. The bulge at the apex of those stompers was pronounced and it looked au naturel.

I mean, shit, I could see his cock outline, so it definitely wasn’t a cup or jockstrap holding all that together.

“I think you’re lying,” I said easily. “I think you want to be in this room.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

“And what do you want from me, Jase?”

He stared at me for a moment, his eyes flaring with an expression I didn’t recognize.

Then he quickly peeled his pants halfway down his legs, grabbed his huge cock, and slapped it hard onto my wooden desk with a heavy thud.


My eyes bulged with shock. It had taken less than three seconds. This kid never ceased to amaze me. I reeled back in my seat, the rolling chair creaking from my sudden recoil, and my face felt incredibly warm and flushed.

I stared down at that long, thick piece of manmeat, just lying 
there on the table, stretching six or seven long inches across the countertop. The veins were hidden under the dark hue of his shaft and his large ballsack was hidden beneath the rim of the desk.

“I guess I’m awaiting my punishment,” he said, shrugging and thinking nothing of his daring, bold action.

This was my goddamn place of work!

I shot up from my chair, but he didn’t flinch. He was too big and strong for that, even in the face of his superior—his master. The principal of his fucking school.

I held his future in the palm of my hand.

I hurried past him, my legs feeling like jelly, my heels clacking. At the door, I opened it and poked my head out.

My secretary, Jenny, was busy on her computer, typing away. She was in a position that was in profile with me.

“Jenny, why don’t you take an early day, yeah? I know you’re worried about your cat at the vet.”

The cute young girl looked up from her blue screen, pushed her wide-rimmed glasses up her nose, and beamed. “R-Really, Ms. Langley?”

I nodded and smiled. Only my head was visible outside the cracked door, because if I opened it wider, poor Jenny would get a perfect shot of Jase’s tight ass behind me.

“Yep, get on now. You can finish that in the morning.”

She was already standing and grabbing her things—coat, purse, phone. “Thanks so much!”

Then she closed her computer screen and exited the door down the hallway, leaving the building all but deserted.

I shut my door, locked it, and spun around.

Jase was still positioned where I’d left him, back to me. His pants were down to his knees, which gave me a good visual of his strong, tanned thighs and his pale bubble butt.

It was a tight, powerful ass with concave cheeks as he seemed to flex.

I walked up behind me, honing in on his buttocks like a laser. I spoke up into his ear, my voice barely more than a whisper.

“You want punishment, huh?” I purred.

Before he could say anything, and without further ado, I jammed 
a finger up his asshole.

My fingers caressed his hard ass, tracing his crack, and then my pointer finger jetted between the crevice and went straight into his puckering rosebud.

He flexed even harder.

I reached deep with my digit, probing around until I found his prostate up near the root of his cock.

I massaged it and Jase let out a breathless grunt as his whole body shivered, his body arching.

His cock abruptly throbbed, his balls constricting. Cum spurt from his flaccid dick about a foot away on my desk, basking some papers of mine in thick, stinky jizz.

“Then you’ll have it,” I said, then bit the bottom of his earlobe. I still had all the power in my hands, and it felt amazing. Watching his cock suddenly spew semen—hands free—was a shock to his system. It made my panties damp.

When I withdrew my finger from his butthole, Jason started to get hard. His cock pulsated, lengthened, and thickened. It grew from six inches to nearly double that, in little time at all.

Then it curved and the veins stuck up from his shaft like an angry bratwurst. The heavy appendage slowly lifted from the desktop.

“What is it you really
 want from me, Jason?” I asked again, my sultry voice inches away from his ear, but growing further away—

He turned and his hands roughly grabbed my thin waist. He could nearly meet fingertips around my waist with those long, strong digits of his.

I yelped, and then he was lifting me.

My tits bounced in my shirt as he sat me down on the edge of the desk, then batted my legs aside to spread them.

My heart hammered in my chest.

Oh no, now I’ve done it. I’ve unleashed the beast!

He stared at me like a wolf staring down a lamb, the hunger in his eyes piercing, the desire obvious.

He scooted forward, hiking up my dress and bunching it up near my stomach. My smooth legs wobbled as they lifted up to his sides.

He grabbed his hard cock by the base, swinging it between my legs.

“Do you want this?” he said, wagging the huge appendage in the air, whooshing it around like a whip about to crack me upside the head.

“N-No,” I stammered.

To my shock, he frowned and started to pull back, taking a step away . . .

“W-Wait,” I groaned. “Yes. I mean.” My voice had gone from lilting and singsong to stern and committed.

He narrowed his eyes, still not sure about what to do after my wishy-washy decision-making skills.

But that’s because my head wasn’t making the decisions for me anymore. My pussy was calling the shots now, and it was slicker than slick and needed to be filled.

Jason didn’t need punishment—I did.

I was a bad, naughty girl.

I leaned back, placing my hands behind me on the desk—right into his spunk spatter. I winced, but ignored the jizz. I kicked my heels off and lifted my legs again, then closed my feet together near his waist, near that tremendous erection of his.

He grabbed my feet in both hands, hard, and pressed them against the sides of his shaft like a defibrillator. My eyes widened as he bared his teeth and rubbed the soft soles of my feet back and forth along his veiny cock, until it was bulging to utmost extremity.

I watched as he used my feet like toys, coaxing precum from that wide pisshole, which drooled clear juices just off the edge of the desk.

He moved forward after giving himself a footjob for a moment. He spread my legs even further apart, and one hand grabbed the front of my wet panties.

He pulled them aside, exposing my aching, greedy cunt. My lips were red and engorged with need.

He twiddled my big puffy pussy and smiled. “Fat pussy, Lara.”

“Do you like it?”

To answer, he pressed the tip of his wet cockhead against my lips and glided it up and down, until our liquids smeared together and it was hard to tell where my wetness began and his ended.

“Oh God, fuck,” I moaned, rolling my head back. Surges of energy 
shot through my body, starting at my most sacred place. His cock was doing wonders to my nerves without even penetrating me.

Then he pushed inside.

When he breached me, I let out a breathless groan, my mouth falling open. His giant cock spread my lips apart until they suctioned onto his shaft like an octopus.

“You’re so fucking huge,” I muttered, barely able to contain myself. “So thick!” 

“That’s just the first few inches,” he grunted, biting his lower lip.

I’d never been so filled before. As he pressed forward, plunging more of his hard shaft inside my soaked cunt, I let out a yelp.

He slapped a hand over my mouth and my eyes rolled aimlessly. I licked his palm and then bit it.

“Mmmph!”

He didn’t recoil after I bit his palm—he wouldn’t permit me to speak, and I was fine with that. He had total control and now I was skewered on his huge rod and he was only going deeper, deeper, deeper.

It felt like he was pushing up into my womb.

My arms wobbled at my sides and I thought I would fall backward.

That’s when he reached out with his free hand, shoving himself the rest of the way inside my broadened pussy canal, and wrapped that arm around my back.

He brought me forward, my big round ass flattening on the desk as I slid.

He started to thrust into me and I fell forward, my head on top of his. It felt so damn good—the happy chemicals made my body numb, and then I erupted with pleasure as he made me cum in five seconds flat.

His size was simply too much, too overbearing. I felt like I could hardly move.

His big heavy nuts were swinging and pelting into me.

I wrapped my legs around his back and rocked on his cock, looking down to watch my pussy get impaled.

I was stretched so damn far across! You could’ve fit a fist inside me and it would’ve been the same damn thing.

My body started jiggling on the table, my tits bouncing incessantly. Papers flew around, wafting into the air from the creaking desk.

I moaned, my breath hot and steamy against his face.

I reached out with my hands and encircled his strong body, massaging his muscled arms—hard as rope knots, fuck—and then cupping both of his flexing buttocks.

He pounded me so fucking hard, and this was the dicking I’d been waiting for. The dicking of a lifetime.

He was rearranging my insides with his monster cock, the bulbous head bulging and curving against my walls, until my whole body was humming with small vibrations.

I came again as he grasped his hands under my wobbly ass and lifted me into the air.

My legs coiled around him as I went airborne.

His face smashed inside my cleavage, and I used my hands to rip open my shirt so my huge tits could flop out and bounce just inches in front of him.

He motorboated my tits as he thrust up into me, the wet slap of his balls knocking against my asscrack.

Then he nibbled on my nipples and my mouth gaped, just like I knew my pussy would be gaping before long.

I’d had some big boys in my life, and some big dildos, but Jason Christenson was bigger than them all.

“Tell me the truth,” he said breathlessly, sweat beading his forehead and upper lip as he tore away from my wild flying titties.

I knew exactly what he was talking about without him needing to specify. It was instinctual.

“Y-You’re so fucking huge, Jase. You’re such a big boy!”

“Tell me!”

“Oh God, Jesus fuck—you’re so much bigger than your father! Ahh! Pound me harder, Jase!”

My body bounced in the air. I wasn’t a small girl, but he was such a young stud and so fucking strong, he held me like I was a sex doll.

He roared with satisfaction as I admitted what he’d been waiting to hear. I felt weightless as he swung me around.

Then I was falling and he was holding me up in a weird angle, and 
this was when I knew the dominator had come to play.

I was back on the floor, on my hands and knees, my face just inches from the dirty laminate. He hiked my bottom into the air, his cock plunging back into me.

I was face-down ass-up, just how he wanted me—my lips were practically right where he’d been standing with Greg just a few long minutes before.  

My dress fell over my back and nearly covered my blonde hair, exposing my entire fat ass for him.  

His fingers embedded in my huge cheeks and he walloped me with his low-hanging nutsack, pelting those tremendous balls against my skin with loud claps and thwaps.

I couldn’t stop moaning—screaming for joy. I was worried a custodian would hear, but he was making me cum like a fountain.

I squirted back at him as he railed me doggy style, then pushed my face down harder.

His legs bent at the knees, he fucked the daylights out of me. He squatted over me, straddling my thick thighs, and brought his curved cock to plumb my depths and curve up into my most tender spots.

He was putting his weight on me now, bearing down into me like a huge-dicked angel ruining his devilish succubus enemy.

His cock throbbed inside me, sending my happy chemicals into overdrive. I thought my heart stopped beating for a second, but that was just a lead-up to the massive, explosive orgasm that awaited me.

As his body went taut on top of mine, his balls grinded against my legs and slid up, contracting against his taint. He groaned and growled like an animal.

His fingers pressed deep into my flesh, the handprints bright and red as he spanked me a final time.

The cum that flooded inside me was thick and powerful, shooting all the way into my womb—I had just been dicked down ruthlessly and filled to the brim by my boyfriend’s son, and there was nothing I could do about it—

Nothing I would change.

He would’ve cum inside me whether I wanted it or not, and that show of manly force only made me want him more.

My body burgeoned with an epic climax at nearly the same time as his did. Fluids sprayed from my pussy and painted his stomach and legs in my murky clear liquids.

He laughed as he came—a breathless laugh from feeling so good, from putting his dad’s bimbo girlfriend in her place and watching her lose control of her bowels and muscles.

From owning his principal and becoming the master of the school.

Then he was withdrawing and his cock slid out of me, but my pussy lips tried to keep it inside, suctioning against the pressure.

That pressure relieved and a river of cum burst out from my gaping slit like a waterfall. I’d never been so filled and drenched in spunk before.

For a long minute my pussy continued to breathe in and out, spewing his dirty stinky cock-milk out onto the floor beneath me, with gross squirts and dribbles.

I lay there with my head down, cheek against the laminated flooring, trying to gather my breath.

My senses slowly returned, but I still didn’t want to move my sore backside.

Jase just continued staring down at me—his used victim. He’d shown me that even the most powerful woman in the school was no match for his gargantuan cock and the base sexual urge that came with such a tool—such a weapon.

Slowly, my large thighs wobbled and I slid down onto the floor until I was prostrate before him. My thick legs turned into Christmas hams, doing that thing where they bulk out when they’re squished onto a seat.

Jase just laughed, then put a conquering foot on my ass, toying with my sweaty buttock and running his toes across my crack.

I gently looked over my shoulder, still panting, with half-lidded eyes. I saw his beastly, over-sexed penis just flopping wildly, flaccid and still as huge as most boys were hard.

“Q-Quite a monster you have there, Jase . . .” I stammered. “It’s . . . too much.”

He nodded. “Quite a pussy you have, Lara.” He smirked at me as he started to shove his massive package back into his tight little 
leggings. I saw as the outline of his penis snuck down the left leghole, running down his thigh . . . just like he said it always did.

“And I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” he added, smiling down at me as he finished playing with my ass. “You’re going to make a great stepmom.”
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(to be continued)
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Take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

A hot college athlete falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!


Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3
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A MILF professor finds out a student has a pussy-breaking cock at his disposal, and she does everything she can to steal him away from his peers.


Little Big Man: Books 1-3
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A mother who can’t stop spying on her son fucking everyone around!


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3
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Or this series about a young college woman caught in the middle of a love triangle with her professor and classmate:


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3
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If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com.

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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