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Chapter 1

Aiden

High school is so shitty. Everyone is a dick for no reason, and even as a senior I find myself getting bullied all the time.

It’s probably because I don’t fit into any of the cliques—the jocks, the richies, the skater guys. Even the damn chess club has their own clique I’m not invited to. Which is fine, because I hate chess.

No, all I have are my two best friends, Eric and Kendra. We’re the “Freaks and Geeks” of the school, according to our bullies. We’re all seniors, eighteen—nineteen for Kendra because she got held back a year when she took a year off for medical leave.

And even as seniors, we still get no respect. As a freshman, bullying was par for the course. It was expected.

But now? I mean, damn, I’ll be out of high school forever in four months, and I’ll never have to see these asswipes again.

That’s what my mom tells me to remember: The bullies are peaking in high school and they’ll never have anything to show for it. There’s bad shit going on in their own home life, so they take it out on other people—weaker and softer people, like me. Or, they were just hardwired wrong.

Either way, Mom likes to tell me that the world is my oyster, and once I find my friends in college, everything will be better. I’ll start to fit in more.

I always have to remind her that I have friends, that’s not the problem. It’s that we can’t defend ourselves, no one sticks up for us, and we end up getting tortured by these talls jocks and assholes all day. It’s like the bullies can sense when we’re walking down the halls together in between class, and they know how to cut us off at the pass and mess with us.

Talk about obsession. It’s almost stalkery, what these guys are capable of.

No one is worse than Chase Doughty. He’s a tall jock with a handful of friends who laugh at all his shitty jokes and quips. He thinks he’s hot shit, and he’s always dating some puffy-lipped bimbo and causing a big scene.

Most people at school love Chase because he’s got a dominant personality. He demands respect, but he doesn’t give any in turn.

Teachers have confided in me that they dislike Chase for all the same reasons the other students think he’s cool. My English teacher tells me not to worry about him, that he’s not going far, echoing the wisdom my mom says.

All those nice words are fine, but they don’t do anything to stop people like Chase now. Sure, my future might be bright, but my present blows dicks.

It’s a Tuesday when shit hits the fan.

The final straw.

I’m walking down the hall with Eric and Kendra. We’re in between English and Calculus. We always walk in a group, because it’s good to have numbers to avoid getting beaten up. It doesn’t always work, but it’s the thought that counts. Strength in numbers.

Eric Lowery is a quiet guy who used to have long hair but cut it short because bullies were pulling on it and calling him girly. He wears big glasses, turlenecks, and looks like he’s going to transform into Mr. Rogers in about twenty years.

It makes sense, I guess, why Eric would get picked on.

Kendra has the opposite problem. She used to have short hair but grew it long when she transitioned. The reason she got held back—the aforementioned medical problem? It was so she could transition at her own speed, avoid the incessant bullying at school, and be reborn as the girl she’s always known she was.

Obviously, it didn’t help with the bullying problem. Kendra just gets picked on more because she’s trans.

I fucking hate it.

And me, well, I’m on the shorter side. I wear glasses like the other two, and I have a vague Harry Potter thing going on with my looks. It doesn’t help that my last name is Applesworth, because that leads to countless jokes about my name, Aiden Applesworth.

We hear the bullies coming down the hall before we see them, their shoes clacking loudly.

I hear a gasp and turn to my right—

Just as one of Chase’s jock friends runs up behind Eric, puts his hands on Eric’s shoulders, and shoves him down so he can pole-vault over him.

I snarl, turning around—

Just in time for Chase to pants me.

Right there in the middle of break, in public, with dozens of other students walking down the hall in every side.

Chase Doughty doesn’t just pants me, he yanks my underwear along with it, so when my jeans go to my ankles, my dick falls out and swings, catching a breeze.

I gasp, Chase starts laughing—

But then he stops when he stares down.

With my cheeks turning red, my knees knock inward as I try to hide myself, hearing the whispers and the turned heads and the chuckling from other students walking by. I yank my pants up and stuff myself away, but the damage has been done.

It’s every high schooler’s worst nightmare, made reality.

I rush up to Chase like I’m going to try to hit him.

He shoves me against a locker, suddenly angry for some reason. “What you gonna do, Applebottom?”

Kendra comes up alongside him and smacks his arm, but she’s got no arm-strength behind it. “Why do you have to be such an asshole, Chase?!” she screeches.

Chase laughs, which makes his three goons also laugh. “Oh no, is Cunty Kenny gonna do something too?”

“Cunty Kenny,” he calls her, because her name is Kendra Kent, and he likes to deadname her. So original. So fucking funny.

Eric, who hates conflict and never stands up to anyone, mutters, “Just bugger off, Chase. Jeez.”

“Bugger off,” Chase croons. “You already sound like an old man, Lowery.”

They’ve had their fun now, and the bell rings to tell us to get to class. They’re getting bored because their audience of moseying students is vanishing.

Chase sighs and shoves me into the locker one more time with a loud clang. “Go cry to your boozy mom, AA, if she can stay on her feet long enough to listen to you whining.”

He calls me “AA” sometimes, like Alcoholics Anonymous, because they’re the initials of my name and because, yes, my mom has a drinking problem. After a particularly sad situation last year, where she got a DUI, somehow the whole school learned about it.

I’m close to tears when Chase and his goons start to wander off, and Kendra puts an arm around me to console me.

They’re just so cruel. But I guess that’s the point.

I hear a voice, loud and stern: “Chase Doughty! Stop right there.”

We whip our heads around.

It’s a teacher, his beard blowing in the breeze, his arms crossed over his chest.

Chase freezes at the end of the hall and slowly turns.

The teacher frowns. “A student came up to me and told me what you just did to Aiden Applesworth.” He hooks a finger toward Chase. “Come with me, young man. The principal would like a word.”

Chase’s shoulders sink and he rolls his eyes.

He looks over his shoulder, as if debating making a run for it. But where’s he gonna go?

The bully puts his hands up like he’s being arrested, and his friends “Ooh” and laugh because he’s in trouble.

Getting in trouble is a bully’s best way of getting street cred. If Chase gets suspended for this pantsing incident, all the better.

There’s no losing for guys like this.
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Chapter 2

Emma

Learning your son is a bully is heartbreaking.

At first, you don’t want to believe it. But then you walk past his room one night and start to hear how he talks to people on his stupid video game headset, calling his “friends” fags and other slurs I can’t even repeat.

And then other mothers from the school start to complain to you and tell you stories.

You still don’t believe it, living in denial, trying to imagine your son is fine. He’s not a bully, he’s just misunderstood. He’s not a jerk, he’s just lonely.

Chase’s dad walking out on us a few years ago seemed to be the thing that set him off. It turned him from a borderline asshole to a full-on douchebag.

He’s a pain in the ass around the house.

He sees me on dates sometimes, which only makes him angrier, and he invariably scares off any guys I try to bring over because he’s big and eighteen and can be scary if he wants to be.

I mean, no grown man is scared of Chase Doughty . . . but they’re scared of the trouble they could get into beating up a guy who’s one year removed from being a minor. And the sweet guys I go on dates with also don’t want to hurt me, so they just end it.

Which has the same effect: hurting me.

The final straw that breaks the camel’s back, though, after the denial has worn thin and the complaints have fallen on deaf ears . . . is the phone call from the principal.

I wish I could say it’s the first time the principal of Chase’s school has called me, concerned about how my son is acting out. Having full-blown childish temper tantrums, it sounds like.

And now he . . . what?

“Excuse me? He . . . pantsed a boy? I’m not even sure I know what that means,” I say into the phone, incredulous and immediately defensive because, as big of a jerk-off as Chase is, he’s still my son.

The principal sighs into the phone. “It’s exactly what it sounds like, Ms. Doughty. He pulled a student’s pants down during break, inadvertently—or, uh, advertently—flashing the student to anyone walking by.”

“And there were people, um, walking by? To verify this?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Shit.” I meant to think it, but I said it out loud.

“I need you to come pick your son up. Chase is suspended for the rest of today and tomorrow. He needs a little break.”

Great. “Timeout” is not what he needs. I look at my phone. “I’m at work. I’ll be there in an hour. Got any holding cells to put him in, or whatever, until I can get there?”

“We aren’t a prison, Ms. Doughty. But, yes, we can hold him.”

“Thank you.”

The principal chuckles just as I’m about to hang up.

“What’s that? Something funny?” I bark into the phone, because now I’m angry—at Chase, of course—and, shit, maybe that’s where Chase gets it from.

“Oh, no, ma’am. Only that, I think your son’s plan backfired, because apparently he got a bigger surprise than he was hoping for when he, uh, did the deed.”

We hang up after that.

A bigger surprise than he was hoping for? I think. After pulling a young man’s pants down?

That can only mean one thing, especially given the nervous chuckle the principal let out.

I’m pretty sure the principal should have kept that little tidbit—or big tidbit, rather—to himself.

Because now I’m curious . . . and this school knows nothing about what I’m really like.
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After picking Chase up and getting the silent treatment from him, I drop him off at the house. I tell him not to go anywhere, that when I get back we’re going to talk about how he’s acting up. He says, “Yeah, whatever,” and storms off into the house.

He didn’t even ask where I was going. Probably because he’s selfish and only seems to think about how things affect him.

Like, does he not understand that being a Grade-A asshole in school, and a bully, reflects poorly on our family? On me?

I need to fix things. I know that.

So I drive over to the Applesworth house. I guess Aiden was the young man my son pantsed, and I want to make an apology in person, because I know Chase never will.

Ten minutes later, I’m at the house—we all live in the same zip code, obviously, since all our kids go to the same school.

A quaint woman I’ve seen in PTA meetings answers. She has a kind face, and I’m sure her son does too, if he’s anything like her.

I fidget with my hands over the slight swell of my belly. I’m still wearing my work dress, which fits tightly to my overly curvy body, because in my line of work, you need to get eyes on you to get attention.

Right now, I’m not really looking for Mrs. Applesworth to be staring at my tits and cleavage, but here we are. There’s not much I can do about it.

I clear my throat and she glances up, saying, “Yes, hello?”

I give her a weak smile. “Um, hi, Mrs. Applesworth. I’m Chase Doughty’s mom, Emma—”

“I know who you are.” She doesn’t say it with any menace, thankfully, but I still feel ashamed.

Bowing my head in embarrassment, I bite my lip. “Yeah, well . . . I wanted to come here to personally apologize to your son. Aiden, isn’t it? I want to make things right.”

“Are you sure you can do that, Emma? Shouldn’t Chase be the one here, apologizing?” Now she sounds a bit sterner, and for good reason.

Feeling guilty, I nod profusely. “Yes, of course. And I’ll get him here, I swear. But he’s grounded after . . . what he did. So.”

She stares at me for a moment, then shrugs and walks away from the door to let me enter. “Be my guest, Emma. Whatever good it’ll do.”

When I enter, I see she’s retreated to a couch in the living room and is drinking wine. She’s drinking it out of a glass, but the half-empty bottle is sitting right next to it.

Grimacing, I walk in, my heels clacking on the tiles.

“He’s upstairs,” she waves vaguely over her shoulder. “Last door on your right.”

“Thank you,” I say, and head upstairs.

When I get to the boy’s door, I lightly knock.

“Yeah? Mom?” says the voice from inside. It’s a soft voice.

“No, uh, this is Emma Doughty. My son is Chase.”

The door opens.

Staring at me is a very cute young man, with a shy look on his face, windswept hair across his forehead, glasses, and a simple t-shirt and jeans. He kind of looks like a dorky James Dean—not that I have any expectation he would know who I’m talking about.

He looks me up and down, and I notice his eyes get a little wider as he takes me in.

I’m a tall woman. Overly curvy, like I said. I’ve been trying to lose weight and failing, probably because I’m not really trying. Because my wide hips, huge tits, and thickness seems to be the thing getting me dates these days.

Times have changed from the skinny girls being the “in” thing from the nineties when I was this boy’s age. And I know the times have changed because I can read Aiden Applesworth like an open book.

“C-Come in,” he stutters, and steps inside his room.

Thankfully, it doesn’t smell like late-teenage boy. He keeps his room tidy, everything stacked neatly. He has a rolling chair that he lets me take, next to his computer, and he sits on the edge of the bed.

His arms go into his lap, hunched over like a banana like all young people these days because of too much screen time.

I smile demurely at the young man, studying his face. “I’m here to apologize on Chase’s behalf, Aiden. I’m sorry my son is such an asshole. I hope you can forgive him.”

His jaw clenches. Even hearing his bully’s name makes him angry, and it makes me sad.

To see my son causing this much grief . . .

“If there’s anything I can do, Aiden . . .”

I trail off, and then I don’t really know what I’m doing. My mind goes hazy, and I find myself rolling forward on the chair he let me sit on. Toward him.

Aiden’s gaze falls to my chest, just like I knew it would. My fingers land on his kneecap. Then my fingers start dancing weirdly on his knee, and if I didn’t know better I’d say they were trailing up his thigh.

Because I see the “bigger problem” that the principal was talking about. All Aiden had to do was look at me for twenty seconds, and the young man’s libido started going off.

He might look shy and sweet, but he’s packing a monster. I see the outline of it less than a foot from my hand, up his thigh, bulging his jeans along his leg. Throbbing.

“. . . Anything I can do to put this past us.”

My voice comes out sultry.

And there’s the truth, in one fell swoop, which the school didn’t know about: I’m a sex addict.

I’m not afraid to admit it, either. I’m not proud of it, but I also don’t go blaming myself or killing my self-esteem over it, either. I don’t go to classes for it, I’m not looking for help . . . and Aiden is looking mighty delectable.

He might not be my type, but he’s clearly got something between his legs that’s exactly my type.

I’ve always been a horny woman, but it has reached new heights over the past few years, going through perimenopause. Especially when Chase’s father walked out, I would find men to go on “dates” with—usually younger than me—and bang them senseless.

I had Chase young, but still. I’ve never had a man half my age. And now I’m staring between the legs of one I’d very much like to get to know better.

But Aiden is shy. I can see it on his face. So I make the first move.

His eyes stay on my tits for too long. Then they lift to my face. “You can get Chase to stop bullying me?”

“I’m his mother. I can get Chase to do anything.”

Suddenly, something shifts in his eyes.

The shy gaze goes sly, cloudy.

“. . . I don’t know if that’ll be enough,” he says in a low voice. “I think I need more than an apology, Ms. Doughty.”

I blink at him. My fingers freeze on his thigh, inches from the head of his cock throbbing in his pants. He knows I’m putting the moves on him, and just like that he switched it up on me.

It seems people don’t know what Aiden Applesworth is really about, either.

“Oh?” I murmur, leaning forward and licking my plump bottom lip. “What did you have in mind, young man?”

“To start,” he says, getting bolder, “I’d love to see those massive tits so I can stuff my cock between them.”
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Chapter 3

Aiden

I’m hard as a rock when Emma Doughty drops her top. She does it so casually, it makes it even hotter: Reaching up to the cups of her dress and pulling down, then lifting her tits out one at a time and letting them bounce down between us.

My lips start to water. My dick is about to explode in my jeans, and her hand crawling up my thigh isn’t helping.

“Be my guest, young man,” she says with a look like a sexy succubus on her face. “But I’m going to need to see some things too, you know.”

I stand. My bulge is intense, sticking out sideways past my thigh, contained by my jeans, jutting out past my hip. I’m a skinny dude, so it doesn’t take much to show off, but I’ve always been big, too. At least according to my friends, and the reactions at school today when Chase pulled my pants down.

He got more than he bargained for . . . and now I realize how I can get the sweetest revenge against him.

I can fuck his wildly curvy, voluptuous, lovely, sexy MILF of a mom.

Most people don’t suspect me of being such a pervert because I’m kind and shy. But when I turned eighteen I realized what I had, and how much power it contained.

Those mean girls at school who messed with me and laughed at me during Chase’s bullying? I had already fucked a few of them in secret—had the videos to prove it—and I promised to keep their shameful secrets as long as they stopped messing with me.

I’ve been systematically going through holes at school to get people to shut up about me and my friends. It isn’t sticking with everyone, of course, but now I had the best chance ever of getting Chase off my back.

I pull my jeans down and my cock sweeps low, the girth and weight of it keeping it from jutting up. It smacks Ms. Doughty’s huge soft tits because she’s leaning too far forward.

She lets out an audible gasp. “Oh my. Even with that bulge, it’s bigger in person. I didn’t expect you to have a third leg, sweetie.”

I smile down at her, stepping closer to the dark crevice I’m about to pulverize. “It can be our secret, Ms. Doughty. But you have to keep your noises down so my mom doesn’t hear downstairs.”

“Mmm, how kinky,” she mutters dreamily, unable to stop staring at my long dick. “Such a pretty cock, honey. So huge and angry and pink.”

“You’ll see how angry it is when you make up for your son’s bullying,” I say, and then I grab her by the shoulders.

Emma sits up straighter, pumping her big chest out. I start to thrust my hips, starting at the bottom swell of her round breasts and beating into her cleavage with every buck of my hips.

She sandwiches her tits together with her hands, the handfuls way too big for her dainty fingers. It smooshes her tit-meat out the top, her hard nipples puckered between her fingers. The rolling chair creaks when I smack into her chest, keeping my hold on her shoulders so she’s immobile and at my mercy.

Her eyes widen when the head of my huge cock seeps through the top of her cleavage with my thrusts and starts to smack her chin. Like the horny slut she is, Emma opens her mouth and lets her tongue fall out.

My precum dabs on her tongue while I thrust. Her tits jiggle wildly, only held back by her hands keeping them squeezed together. I notice she’s rocking back and forth on the chair, legs spread as she tries to get friction going on her pussy and clit.

Now she’s blowing me while I titfuck her. She thinks she has control because my dick is trapped between the warmth of her soft tits, but I just smile down at her, knowing what’s coming next.

“Can you keep your moans down, Emma?” I ask, disregarding the “Ms. Doughty” title because I’ve stopped respecting this curvy woman and she needs to know it.

She looks up at me as my cockhead leaves her mouth when I pull back. “I haven’t moaned yet, honey.”

“But you will soon. Show me your fat ass, slut.”

Her eyes bulge. “Wow, Aiden, that’s not any way to speak to your elders.”

I grab her by the hair, pulling, and she winces as I start to stand her jiggling body up from the chair. “Maybe I’d call you something different if I respected you and your family.”

Her mouth pops open and I spin away from my bed while holding onto her hair. Then I shove her forward on the bed, and she bends over willingly.

I rustle her dress from the back and she pops her ass up in the air, showing me that even if I badmouth her, she’s more than willing to let me fuck her.

“You’re so much meaner than I expected!” she whines. Her hands move to her ass cheeks and she spreads them so I can get a look at her glistening pussy hole and her winking asshole.

They both look so tight, clearly they haven’t been gaped in way too long. Maybe never.

“Your son made me this way,” I explain. “Blame Chase.”

She looks over her shoulder at me, face filled with shame. “If it makes you feel any better, you’re twice the size of my son.”

I pump my chest out a little bit, feeling proud. “It does make me feel better, actually. But this will be the cherry on the cake.”

My hands fall on her ass cheeks. Her knees are on the floor, her tits are on the bed, and her ass is up in the air. She’s put herself in a doggy position without me even asking, knowing what she wants just as badly as I do.

She wants young cock from a guy half her age, to make herself feel better for her shitty son, and I want a woman twice my age to demolish.

My wet cock sinks into her pussy from the back and she grunts. Emma’s face lands on the bed so she can shout into the mattress without alerting my mom downstairs.

I grab the soft flesh of her huge ass, which is twice the width of my hips, and slam into her. My cock sinks all the way in, and it’s tight as hell. My grunting joins Emma’s, and then I’m slam-fucking her into my bed.

There was no kissing or hand-holding or pussy-eating or any foreplay. I stuffed my dick into her tits and now I’m feeding myself into her pussy.

“I’m gonna rearrange your cunt-tunnel so you can feel me and only me whenever you fuck from now on, Emma,” I say. “You won’t forget this dick, and every time you’re with another guy, you’ll remember me.”

“Oh my God, yes, Aiden!” she wails in a muffled tone into the bed.

I watch as her body ripples beneath me. Her shoulders are so toned and nice, her spine arching downward as I put my hands on her sides and push her deeper into the bed, embedding her body into my mattress.

I reach over her curvy back and grab her bouncing hair at the root. Then I yank back, cutting off her moans on a garbled moan, and start to roughly asphyxiate the voluptuous slut while she shakes and jiggles and comes on my cock.

I can feel her fluids coating my dick now, spasming from the force of my fucking. My hard hips batter her ass cheeks and the clap-clap-clap rings out in my room.

My hope is that it doesn’t reverberate downstairs.

My mom’s day-drinking anyway though, so I’m sure she’s lost in her own astral plane. I doubt she can hear us.

Starting to lose control, I watch as Emma’s body melts from my incessant pounding. She’s keeping her arms back, stretching her ass cheeks wide so she can try to take as much of my thick cock as possible, and it’s driving her crazy.

My heavy balls start to swing and batter her skin, and that’s when I know I’m losing it. My mind has a mind of its own. “Oh fuck, Ms. Doughty!” I yell, reverting back to my shy state. “I can’t hold on, I’m gonna breed your pussy over and over again!”

Emma makes a guttural sound as my hand moves from her hair, letting her take a breath. My palms fall flat on her giant wobbling ass cheeks and I push down, flattening myself on her—lifting myself onto her body so I can hug-fuck her into oblivion.

I’m on top of her now, my smaller weight boring down on the older woman. If she wasn’t already on her knees, she’d be collapsing onto her belly now, forced down by my weight.

I rabbit-hump her for a minute, rapid-fire fucking her cunt into oblivion, listening to the lewd, sloppy, squelching sounds of her spraying pussy while I beat it into submission.

Leaning over her shoulder, I breath onto the side of her face. She’s my lovely fuck-pet now, and I can see it by the way her eyes roll as I gouge her insides and change her life.

She lets out another animalistic sound and starts convulsing, like she’s having a seizure. Her thighs wobble, her ass shakes, and her entire body underneath me squirms from a massive release.

I come at the same time, dick throbbing as ropes of cum pulse into her—three, six, nine ropes and counting. For a full thirty seconds I empty my heavy balls into my bully’s mom, and she takes all of my cum willingly, cooing and mewling and whimpering as I load her womb up.

She’s a young mom, so I know there’s a good chance I’ve made her pregnant. And if she isn’t bred now, then she will be soon, because this is far from over.

I tell her that when I roll off her and my fat dick limply withdraws. I listen to the river of my cum spilling out of her widened cunt, dirtying my floor off the edge of the bed.

She stays in that doggy-fucked position for another few minutes, breathing hard, her face sideways on the bed so she can take deep lungfuls of air.

“When can I expect to see you next time, Ms. Doughty?” I ask simply.

“. . . N-Next time?” she croaks, thoroughly fucked into near-unconsciousness.

“Yes. Unless you want Chase to find out about this?”

She gasps. “You wouldn’t dare, you little shit.”

I put my hands up in surrender. “Hey, he’s the bully in this scenario. I’m just getting my payback by bullying his mom’s pussy. You didn’t have to come here, you know. But we both know you had an ulterior motive in coming here.”

“What . . . do you mean?”

“Everyone saw my fat dick swing out when your son pantsed me today. Rumors run wild at school, and I’m sure your slutty self heard about it. So, you came to ‘apologize’ for your son’s shitty behavior . . . hoping I might take your body in exchange for my silence.”

She looks shocked. But I see the cogs turning in her head.

I’m not wrong, and she knows it. This woman has been a horny slut her entire life, and now she has a younger man who can help fulfill her dreams.

“. . . No one needs to know about it,” she says. “I’ll keep coming to you as much as you want, Aiden, because you have the best dick I’ve ever had. You’re huge and you know how to use it.”

“Thank you.”

“But this stays between us, got it?”

I smile at her, bobbing my head left to right. “Well, us and a few other people, you mean.”

“W-What?”

My grin is sinister. “You want this just as badly as I do, Emma Doughty. No matter how much you try to deny it to yourself. And besides . . . I’m not the only person Chase has bullied, you know. Don’t you think they deserve some restitution too?”
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Chapter 4

Emma

This silly big-dicked boy is too smart and cunning for his own good. It’s annoying that he’s such a good motherfucker too, because now I’m addicted to his huge dick and he knows it.

He had me dead to rights. Aiden knew exactly why I came to his house, and “apologizing” for Chase was at the bottom of the list. It was a facade so I could get my pussy stretched and see if the rumors were true about this mild-mannered young man.

I had expected him to be big. I hadn’t expected him to be that big and dominant, and know what he was doing in the sack.

He utterly destroyed my pussy in a way I haven’t felt since I was his age, for Christ’s sake!

Now, I can’t wait until I get back to him. But we have to play this smartly, or else we’ll be found out. I can’t afford to get canceled by a bunch of shitty high schoolers. And my son can’t afford it, either.

And to think, Aiden wants to involve his friends in this situation? Other people Chase has bullied?

Thanks son, for putting me in this predicament, I think sarcastically when I’m driving back home.

My hair is all disheveled, my throat hurts from that face-fucking he gave me, and my pussy is sore from the utter pounding it took. It’s hard to sit in my car without wincing, and I can’t wait for it to feel like this again.

Aiden Applesworth is the epitome of, how do the kids say it? A gentleman in the streets and a freak in the sheets, or whatever. He’s done a good job of playing up this victim persona, and I’m sure it’s gotten him all the pity-fucking he could imagine.

Now, I don’t pity him. In some ways . . . I fear him.

I don’t know when he’s going to contact me next, or when he’ll demand I sit on his cock again.

I’ll gladly oblige him, because it feels so good and I’m a sex addict and it’s what I need. But I hate giving the young man so much control over me. He’s dictating this entire affair.

. . . And if Chase were to find out? Shit, my son would probably try to kill him. Or, his soul would break and he’d become a shell of himself, losing all his fire and becoming numb.

When I start to think of that on the drive home, diving deeper into the psychology of it, I wonder if it wouldn’t be for the best: If Chase would change his bullying ways once he was put in his place.

It’s an interesting thought . . . but it’s not one I want to dwell on too long. The humiliation and embarrassment of that possibility is too much to even think about without cringing.

When I get home, I waltz into the house feeling angry. Chase still needs a stern talking-to, because he put me in this situation and now my pussy will never be the same.

His bedroom door is closed, and I don’t bother knocking before swinging it open.

I freeze in the open doorway, eyes flashing wide at the sight before me.

My son is on his computer chair, with a porn video playing of a trans woman bouncing on a fat black cock. It’s in full HD, too, and her little tits are bouncing and her baby-dick is flopping all over the place as she rides the huge black dick reverse cowgirl, facing the camera.

Chase’s face is so close to the huge computer screen it’s like he wants to lick what he sees. His dick is in his hand and he’s furiously jerking himself off, groaning as he watches this video play.

“Wow, son, looks like you need to figure yourself out more than I even realized,” I mutter.

He squeaks in shock, covers himself, and quickly tries to shut the video off.

But the damage is done.

I put my hands on my hips, speaking in a scolding tone. “Isn’t one of your victims a trans girl, too?” I ask, tilting my head curiously. “And you’re over here getting off to porn of a trans girl getting railed? You know what we call that, Chase?”

His face brightens like the sun. He sinks his chin in shame. “. . . W-What, Mom?”

“Closeted.”

His face shoots up, shocked, and his mouth falls open. “No!”

I snort at him, disgusted at his behavior.

He’d be disgusted at mine, too, but we aren’t talking about me right now.

“I’m not going to get angry at you for whatever perverted shit you watch, son, but you should take a long hard look at yourself.” My voice softens. “Find out what it is you really want, and then maybe try to get it, no? Rather than making everyone around you miserable all the time.”

Chase is close to tears now. “. . . She would never have me,” he whines to himself, in barely a whisper. “And I could never ask her anyway, Mom.”

“Who?”

“Kendra Kent.”

It’s exactly who I thought. I’d forgotten her name, but I knew she was one of Aiden’s friends.

“Fine,” I say haughtily. “Then I’ll talk to her for you. Tomorrow.”

“W-What?! No!” Chase is freaking out now, and it’s nice to see him squirm for once. “What do you mean ‘tomorrow’? When would you ever see—”

“When I go over to the Applesworth house again to apologize to Aiden and his friends for all you’ve put them through, son. I’m making amends on your behalf.”

His jaw drops. “Is that where you’ve been right now? At that loser’s house?”

I snort in disdain. “He’s not the loser you think he is, Chase. And if you were smart, you’d stop bullying him, before you regret it.”

I walk out of the room then, to leave my son alone so he can watch his gay porn, try to decipher what it means about himself, and think about his actions.

Meanwhile, I can hardly wait for my own lewd actions to play out tomorrow.

It’s been settled, and I know what I have to do.
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Chapter 5

Emma

The next day, I show up at the Applesworth’s house after school. Aiden answers and has his two friends next to him, Kendra and Eric.

I’m wearing heels today, coming straight from work again, so I’m taller than all of them. The trans girl is close to my height though, because she’s tall and lanky. She’s very pretty and natural-looking, too, and I would have never known she had transitioned if I didn’t already know coming into this.

I put my hands on my hips, standing in the doorway. “Where’s your mom, Aiden?”

“I talked her into going out. Either an AA meeting or a bar, tough to tell.”

I hum and step inside. All three of them watch me like I’m a trophy—a priceless object they’re about to claim.

It’s titillating in the best way possible, knowing I’ve reclaimed my control over the situation.

“So,” I say to the quiet boy Eric and the cute trans girl Kendra. “Chase has been bullying you two also, huh?”

Eric says, “He shoves me into a locker like it’s going out of style, ma’am.”

Kendra says, “He makes fun of me for . . . being the way I am.”

I pout at her. “Well, honey, you might want to ask him about that. Bet it would surprise you.” I think back on Chase’s rabid masturbation yesterday and the video he was watching. “Lord knows I was.”

She furrows her sharp brow, confused.

I turn to Aiden. “You tell them what the deal is?”

The young man nods. “They didn’t believe me that we get to fuck you as an apology for Chase being an asshole. Everyone wins.” He smiles.

“Except Chase,” Eric mutters.

“Chase never needs to know,” I snap back, and then think about my thoughts from yesterday. “. . . Probably.” Shaking my head of that thought, trying not to give it any validity, I add, “I’m assuming you two aren’t packing horse-cocks like your friend’s?”

“Well, Aiden is huge,” Kendra says matter-of-factly. “I can’t even fit my little mouth around his cockhead,” she chuckles.

I tilt my head. “Oh, so you . . .”

Aiden says, “We’ve all messed around with each other, Emma. We didn’t get the ‘Freaks and Geeks’ name for nothing.”

“Right,” I say. “Freaks of nature, more like. Let’s see it.”

Eric and Kendra blink at me.

Aiden drops his pants immediately and his soft cock swings limply in his thighs. Even soft, he’s huge, and I’m not surprised, but I am shocked at how big the boy is still.

“Come on, guys, don’t be shy,” he says to his friends standing next to him. “This is the one time you don’t have to be.”

Eric bites his lip and fusses with his belt.

Kendra lifts her skirt and lowers her panties and nicely sized, beautiful and already-hard cock pops out. It’s half Aiden’s size, but she still might have my son beat.

Chase will be pleased with that, I think lewdly, knowing what he’s really like.

Eric shows his cock next, and he’s also packing, though not as much as the other two. He’s thick though, and I like that. It will be nice in my pussy, stretching me out. 

“Freaks indeed,” I say. “What are they feeding you youngsters these days, huh?”

Aiden smiles and walks over to the couch. His cock swings and slaps against his thighs, starting to stiffen as he moves. He keeps staring at my curvy body, and it does the trick.

When he gets to the couch, he sits down and manspreads his legs. He strokes himself a bit more, until his dick is towering, huge in both hands. “We only have an hour, slut, you why don’t you get to it? I want to feel you smothering me today, like your son’s been doing for years.”

Without preamble, I walk over to him, lift my dress, and straddle his narrow thighs. I can only imagine the picture Eric and Kendra are getting, watching my giant ass cheeks completely envelop this smaller man below me from the back.

When I lower down on his cock, I hiss from the size of him. He puts his hands on my hips, forces me down further, and then I’m planted on his thighs.

“Fuck,” I moan.

“You don’t have to be quiet today, either,” Aiden says in my ear.

He rips my top open, forgoing any sense of manners, and my huge tits flop down. His head lashes forward and he starts motorboating my tits before I know what’s happening.

I hug Aiden against me and start to rise and fall on his cock. My cheeks wobble on his thighs, and his little hands cup as much meat as he can with either cheek, but it’s more cute than anything else.

The size of him inside me though . . . that’s not cute. That’s making me lose my mind.

Wrapping my arms around Aiden, I start to bounce faster on his lap, pushing him into the couch cushion and leaving an imprint of his smaller body.

I’m waiting with bated breath, wondering when the other two will jump in. I can hear them stroking themselves to solid erections behind us, watching it all play out.

Then Kendra comes up behind me, and in her syrupy voice she says, “Aiden won’t let me stick my cock in his ass. Will you, Ms. Doughty?”

“O-Of course I will, honey. If it’ll make you feel better from my son terrorizing you.” I pry my cheeks apart so she can see the depths of my crack and the waiting hole beyond. “Do whatever you want to me, Kendra.”

If my son knew I was stealing her crush, he would never forgive me.

Kendra stuffs her pretty girldick inside my asshole and mounts me from behind. “Oh my gosh,” she says cutely, “you’re so tight!”

“Tighter than me?” Eric asks.

“Hate to say it, bestie . . .” Kendra trails off. She starts humping wildly, and I can feel the seesaw rhythm of her cock pulsing inside my asshole while the huge bitch-breaker in my pussy rips me in half.

I start to moan wildly, bouncing between these two, stuffed in both holes. These younger people know how to fuck like crazy these days, and they don’t stop.

“I can’t hold back, Kendra, I’m sorry,” Eric whines, and then places himself behind the tall, lanky trans girl.

“It’s okay, E. Do it,” Kendra answers in a shy tone. “I love having your fat tool spreading me apart.” 

I look over my shoulder and watch him complete the fuck train, sticking his thick cock inside Kendra’s anus and spreading her wide. Their balls start to clap together and it rings out noisily in the living room.

Every time Eric thrusts into Kendra’s ass, slamming over her bitch-button and making her squeak and wail in ecstasy, it forces Kendra’s cock deeper inside my tight asshole.

Eventually, she bottoms out, hilting her dick so far inside me that her belly presses against my wobbling cheeks. Kendra and Aiden both have their hands all over the expansive flesh of my rear, and they can’t get enough of it.

Aiden keeps bouncing me up and down, while Kendra goes back and forth, and it creates a wild train that makes me come buckets.

I sink my forehead onto Aiden’s shoulder, losing myself to the pleasure and depravity of fucking these three younger people.

I could be their mom. Any of them. But instead, I’m the mom of a complete asshole and now I’m at the mercy of these freakishly large and dominant victims of his.

Aiden comes inside me and just keeps fucking away. His cock squelches as he spears through his own thick cum and pushes it deeper into my womb. “Get pregnant, you big-titted slut!” he yells, and then repeats the mantra like he’s lost his mind. “Get-pregnant-get-pregnant-get-pregnant!”

He’s breeding me fully now.

Eric pulls out of Kendra’s ass, leaving her gaping, and starts to fist her. She screams and comes inside my asshole.

Before she can pull out, Eric chuckles and squeezes between us, hip-to-hip with the trans girl, and he stuffs his cock next to Kendra’s.

“Wait, I don’t think you’ll both—”

My words cut out on a gasp when his cock rockets inside my rear.

“—fit!” I howl.

My body shakes from an intense orgasm, and I keep bouncing.

Eric and Kendra work together, their limbs getting tangled as they fuck me past their climaxes and push cum deeper inside my guts just like Aiden did.

Before I know it, I’m toppling off the couch, going to my hands and knees like a bitch in heat in the living room. My heavy tits swing and sway as my top rips open and Aiden mounts me from behind.

He spear-fucks my asshole through the wide, gaping hole Eric and Kendra created together. Then he dips his dick back into my pussy hole and ruins me there, too.

I clamp my hands into fists, resting forward on my forearms, and push out—

Spraying their cum and my piss and fluids behind me in a squirting spray that showers the room in filth. The trio laughs at my explosion, then they descend upon me again.

Someone flips me over. Balls land on my torso, Kendra’s pretty cock lances through my tits, and she starts savagely titfucking me while putting her weight on me. Her balls drag across my abdomen as she bounces happily against my chest.

She sprays another load of cum all over my face, ruining my makeup, and I spit up her sweet jizz before swallowing some of it.

“Y-You’re still hard, you little devil!” I announce, watching her throbbing, rock-hard girlcock lift from my cleavage.

She smiles down at me, says, “Sure am, ma’am,” and then goes into a push-up position above my face.

Next thing I know, her cock is slamming down into my mouth, to the back of my throat, skull-fucking my brain and making me lose my mind.

I come again—

Just as Eric or Aiden lifts my wobbling thighs, puts my ankles on his shoulder, and starts to power-fuck me from the front in a missionary position.

I don’t even know who it is fucking my sloppy wet cunt now, because all I can see is a belly button pushing into my face and a cock sinking into my throat.

I start to lose the ability to breathe. The trio of fuckers destroys me and my thoughts vanish like morning fog. They break my brain and savage me like barbarians, and it’s the greatest experience of my life.

Aiden or Eric—whoever is fucking my pussy with my ankles on their shoulders—lifts my legs further and further back, folding me in on myself—

Until they rise up onto a crouch and mating press my pussy from above, pressing my knees against my jiggling tits.

“I can’t stop breeding you, Emma!”

The voice is Aiden’s so now I know who it is doing the fucking. I should have been able to tell from the sheer size of the cock pushing up toward my belly, but I’m kind of numb down there now from the constant fucking.

I get a glimpse of what’s going on above me through Kendra’s leg while she face-fucks me and hugs my ruined mug against her thighs.

I hear the slurping, lewd sounds first, like a vacuum, and then I see Aiden’s face stuffed in Kendra’s ass crack, licking her balls and asshole while he pumps my pussy into oblivion beneath him. It’s an insanely orgiastic affair, and the mere sight of these shameless friends makes me come again.

Kendra yells from Aiden sucking on her asshole and hairless nuts, and then croaks and hugs her entire body against my face as she pumps her load deep, deep into my belly. Her pretty cock throbs in my throat.

Next thing I know, I hear Aiden’s voice: “You getting all that, E?”

I gasp when Kendra rips her cock out of my throat and mouth. Coughing, I look up, just as Aiden powers another cum-load inside my womb. My belly feels sloshy and full now, and so does my throat and ass and pussy.

Eric jerks himself off with one hand, spraying his load on my tits to finish the deed and get every inch of my body covered in spunk.

I spasm and groan, eking out, “No, what are you . . . doing?”

Because in Eric’s other hand is his phone, pointed right at me. Catching my heated, naked, curvy body in all its glory while these hung little bastards cum inside me and all over me.

I twitch, spilling and spraying and ruining the living room. It’ll take them an hour to clean this, unless they make me do it.

Aiden stands, his huge cock dripping cum and juices onto me. “We’ll hold onto this video for ourselves, Emma. Just in case Chase tries anything again, he gets to see what we’ve been doing to his mom. How does that sound?”

The kinkiness inside me roars to life. The thoughts I had last night about Chase and what he needs to do . . . it all makes sense now.

“That sounds p-perfect, love,” I tell Aiden and the others. “Keep me as your fuck-pet as long as you like. Don’t stop breeding me until I give each one of you a kid, if that’s what you want.”

I’m at their mercy now, and there’s no way I’m ever going back to my old boring life.

Finally I think, Thank you Chase, for giving me this gift.
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Chapter 6

Kendra

The next afternoon at school, I’m alone during one of the class breaks, and Chase approaches me.

I’m scared at first, given our history. I hate this guy, and he hates me and everything I stand for. I wish Aiden and Eric were here, because even if they couldn’t fight him off, at least we’d have strength in numbers.

Chase’s shoulders are slumped though, and he doesn’t have any of his friends with him.

It’s surprising.

Even more shocking is Chase’s voice, which is low and ashamed sounding . . . almost like he wants to apologize to me.

“Hi, Kendra.”

He usually calls me Kenny, which no one calls me anymore except people who want to disrespect me and be total assholes. “Um, hi, Chase.”

I wonder for a moment if he’s learned what we did to his mom—if Eric posted the video of us defiling her somewhere.

In the end, it’s not blackmail, I think, because Emma wanted it just as much as us. She’s kinkier than we can ever imagine.

“What’s up? Are you gonna try to beat me up?” I ask.

“I don’t hit girls.”

I reel in shock. “You’ve never thought of me as a girl before.”

“Yeah, well . . . I wanted to see if we could talk about something.”

I blink at him, astonished.

When he’s finished telling me what he has to say, I make a plan for us. “Meet me in the bathrooms next to the science building after third period,” I tell him.

And then I go find Eric and Aiden.

I’m beaming when I approach them, and they’re confused.

“I think I’ve found a way to stop Chase’s bullying forever, guys.”
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“Are you . . . sure?” Chase asks me.

We’re huddled in a bathroom stall, our voices low.

“I like being bullied,” I explain to him. “It makes me hard every time you pick on me. I’m always close to coming when you’re being your worst, Chase. Call it my kink if you want—I’m into the domination.”

“Um, okay.”

I bare my ass to him.

He groans when he sinks his dick inside me.

“But I’ll need some help from you, too,” I tell him.

His size, no matter how much of a hot bully he is, is nothing compared to Eric or Aiden. I slam my ass back against his hips, keeping my skirt hiked. Our shoes squeak on the linoleum tile.

Then I reach behind me, grab his hand, and make him grab my hard, bouncing girldick through my legs. He starts to massage my balls, groaning loudly, losing his mind as he jerks me off and fucks my ass at the same time.

“That’s it, Chase! Fuck, you’re so hard inside my little hole!”

I slam my ass back again, shoving his backside against the stall wall, and he comes inside me.

In less than a minute.

“Oh my God, what have I done?” he croaks, pulling out of me.

I spin around, still hard, and stroke my dick against his, lathering my shaft with his cum.

“It’s not what you’ve done, Chasey boy, it’s what you’re about to do.”

He blinks at me.

My hands land on his shoulders and I push down.

Chase, my bully of so many years, goes to his knees and stares up at my throbbing girldick.

His mouth opens in shock, probably not even sure what he’s getting himself into. He doesn’t know that his tight little virgin asshole is next, and I won’t be finished with Chase until I sissify him completely and he becomes my closeted little sexy fuck-pet.

Just like his mom.

But for now, this will have to do.

I shove my cock into his waiting mouth, and he puts up no fight or disagreements. He simply takes it to the back of his throat, chokes on me, and starts to cough.

It’s a hell of a way to break a “straight boy” in for the first time, throat-fucking him until his tongue is licking my bouncing nutsack across his face.

His eyes roll. I pet him gently, running a hand through his nice hair, curling my fingers over his handsome face while I face-fuck him.

I grab the sides of his head and start pounding harder, letting out little girly moans as he deepthroats me further and further.

And then the bathroom stall door open.

Right on cue.

Eric and Aiden are there, smiling ear to ear, with their phones out.

They catch the shocked expression of Chase, his mouth full of my girlcock, and it’s gold. Priceless.

I groan from the kinkiness of it and come down Chase’s throat.

His ass-fucking training will have to wait for another day. 

“Well, I think that puts the kibosh on that era,” Aiden says, putting his phone away.

Chase is already knotting his hands into fists, instinctively, even as my cum drizzles down the back of his throat and into his belly. He mumbles something on my dick, and then I pull out.

“Y-You deceived me!” he whines at me.

“And no one needs to know about it, Chasey,” I say softly, petting him again. “As long as the bullying ends today.”

“That’s right,” Aiden says, nodding proudly. “You get the deal now, Chase? Because if you don’t, I’ll keep bulldozing your mom’s pussy until she’s so stretched out and knocked up, you’ll be my stepson by the end of senior year. Got it?”

Chase’s jaw drops. “Wait . . . what?!”

I kneel and kiss Chase’s cheek. “Oh, don’t worry, Chasey. The bullying might end today . . . but I’m sure I’ll ask for it again soon.”

I wink at him, and then sashay out of the bathroom with Aiden and Eric, leaving Chase Doughty on his knees, stupefied, cum-drunk, and cock-crazed.

Just like his lovely curvy slut of a mother.
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.

[image: ]

For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!

[image: ]

For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com. 
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