| am Mira. | am 43 years old. Even at this age my
body turns a few heads if | dress right. My curves are
like a mountain range, inviting and intimidating at
the same time. | have four sons from my gentle
husband Bob. They're all in their late teens, a wild
bunch that keeps me on my toes. This is not a love
story.

We've arrived at our beachside resort, a place we
come to every summer to let loose. It didn't take
long for the boys to start a ruckus in the living room
of the villa. The eldest, Jack, 22, was wrestling with
the middle two, Mark, 20, and Larry, 19. Their
laughter and grunts filled the room, while the
youngest, Steve, 18, sat in the corner, watching with
a smirk on his face. Bob looked at me with a
resigned smile. "Well, at least they're getting along,"
he said, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Alright kids. Enough with the fighting. It's way too
hot for me to deal with your bullshit right now. Go to
your rooms, change into swim trunks. I'm not gonna
tell you twice." | say firmly.

Jack, the eldest, rolls his eyes, "Ah, come on, mom.
It's just a bit of fun,”

"I don't care if it's a bit of fun, Jack. This place isn't
built to handle your 'fun'. And if you break
something, you're paying forit," | reply, crossing my
arms. My racks pushing upwards.

Mark laughs, "You heard her, bro. Let's go before she
gets her hands on us," he says, nudging Larry, who is

now pinned beneath him.

"Fine, fine," Larry grumbles, getting up and dusting



himself off. "But this isn't over," he calls back as they
all troop out of the room, still shoving and laughing.

"This kids will drive me crazy one day." | say to Bob,
who just chuckles and wraps an arm around my
waist.

"If that hand of yours is thinking of doing something
then | will break it off. Go get changed." | say sternly,
trying to hide the smirk on my face.

Bob just laughs, "You're the only one who can handle
them, Mira. They're just letting off some steam,"

"Yeah, | know. Why don't you get the boys and
yourself ready? | will slip jnto a bikini as well. Meet
me at the beach." I say, giving him a peck on the
cheek.

Bob nods, "You got it, love. I'll get the sunscreen," he
says with a grin, and heads off to the bedroom.

| make my way to the walk-in closet and pull out my
favorite red bikini. It's a bit snug, but it does wonders
for my figure, especially when the strings are tied in
a bow around my neck and back. | catch a glimpse of
myself in the mirror and can't help but smile. I still
got it.

| make my way to the beach. The boys will come
soon, | think to myself. They know better than to
keep me waiting. As | lay out the towels, | notice a
young couple not too far from where | plan to settle
down. The girl whispers something to her partner,
and they both glance over at me, their eyes lingering
on my body. | roll my eyes and lay down on the
towel, placing my sunglasses over my face.



Bob was supposed to bring the sunscreen, where the
hell is he, I think to myself. But before | have a
chance to call out for him, | feel a shadow loom over
me.

"Mom, seriously?" Jack says, standing above me with
his arms crossed over his bare chest. He's got a
smirk on his face that tells me he's not happy with
my attire.

"Sweetie. Just go play in the sand with your
brothers. Don't bother me. | get very little time to
relax because of you boys.", | sound slightly
anmoyed but trying to keep my cool.

Jack's smirk widens, "But mom, you're practically
naked. What if someone sees you?"

"If someone looks at my old body and likes it then |
will take it a compliment sweetie. No one will look
at me honey, don't worry. Go play.", | say caringly
while trying to push him away.

Jack laughs, "Oh, come on, you know you're still hot."
He says with a cheeky wink.

"Thanks honey. Now goooooo.", | say as | try to push
him away playfully.

"Alright, alright," Jack says, chuckling. "We'll just be
over there if you need us," he points to where Mark

and Larry are setting up a beach volleyball net, and

Steve is eyeing the ocean.

| finally get a chance to relax. Slightly annoyed
because Bob isn't back with the sunscreen yet. |



decide to let it go and enjoy the warm sun on my
body. The sound of the waves crashing against the
shore is music to my ears.

"Hey, Mrs. M, you need help with that?" Steve says,
sauntering over with a coy smile. He's holding a
bottle of sunscreen.

"Oh honey, sweetie. Thank you so much for bringing
me that." I hold my hand out asking for the
sunscreen, "Bob took his sweet time as always. And
don't call me Mrs. M, you're not my student, you're
my son," | tease him gently.

Steve chuckles, his eyes flickering down to my chest,
"Sorry, mom. | just wanted to help," he says, his voice
cracking a little.

"You wanna rub the sunscreen on my back?", | ask
him gently trying to get him in a cheery mood.

Steve swallows hard, "Uh, sure, mom," he says,
taking the sunscreen from me. His hands are slightly
trembling as he squirts out a glob of the lotion into
his palm. He hesitates for a moment, then starts to
spread it over my back, his touch surprisingly gentle
despite his nerves.

"Good job, sweetie. You are the best at it." |
compliment his gentle touch. His hands glide over
my skin, leaving a trail of coolness in the wake of the
sunscreen.

"It's...it's nothing, mom," Steve stammers, his voice a
little shaky. The silence is filled with the sound of
waves and the distant laughter of Mark and Larry
playing volleyball.



"Thanks a lot sweetie. Why don't you go play with
your brothers. | can do the rest myself." | say caringly
as | sit up and start to apply the sunscreen to my
legs.

Steve nods, "Sure, I'll go check out the water," he
says, trying to play it cool as he heads back towards
the ocean.

| watch him go, his board shorts riding low on his
hips, revealing a hint of the V-shaped muscles he's
been working on. He's been growing up fast, | can't
help but think.

| apply sunscreen all over my body and relax under
the sun. It is so relaxing. | fall asleep promptly.

When | woke up, Bob was standing over me, looking
down with a concerned expression on his face. "Mira,
honey, you've been asleep for hours. And you're
burned," he says, his voice a mix of worry and gentle
scolding.

| wake up with a start, "What? Oh my god, | fell
asleep!" | exclaim, sitting up quickly and looking
down at my reddened skin. "Shit, | forgot to reapply!"

"Oh fuck," I exclaim as | feel the sting of the sunburn.
"| told you to come get me if you needed anything,"
Bob says, his gentle eyes filled with concern.

"How can | come get you if | fall asleep," annoyed |
reply, trying to stand up. The pain in my skin makes
me wince.



"Will you at least get me up, Bob. Are you gonna just
stand there?", | say with slight anger.

Bob nods, "Sorry, love. Here, let me help you," He
says, offering his hand to assist me.

| take it gratefully, his grip firm and steady as he
helps me to my feet. "Thanks, honey," | murmur,
feeling the burn of the sun on my skin as the
coolness of the shade wraps around me.

"Let's go to the resort. | need to getinside. It hurts
like hell," | say, my voice a bit shakier than I'd like.

Bob nods, "Alright, let's go. Maybe some aloe will
help," he suggests, taking my hand and leading me
back towards the villa.

As we walk, the coolness of the shade is a relief, but
every step feels like I'm walking on hot coals. "Ouch,
shit, fuck, it burns," | mutter under my breath.

"Hold on, Mira. We're almost there," Bob says
soothingly, giving my hand a gentle squeeze.

"I know, honey. It's just... it really stings," | reply
through gritted teeth.

"Well, we're here," Bob says, opening the door to the
villa. The cool air-conditioned air kisses my skin,

providing sweet relief from the torturous sunburn.

"Thank god," | sigh, limping into the shade of the
villa.

"Here, let me grab some aloe for you," Bob says,



disappearing into the kitchen.

| nod, collapsing onto the couch. "Thanks, babe," |
call out.

Jack, who's been lounging on the couch, looks up
from his phone. "You okay, mom?" He asks, noticing
the pain etched on my face.

"Clearly not," | reply, wincing as | try to get
comfortable. "Bob's getting some aloe for me."

Jack frowns, "What happened?”

"| fell asleep on the beach, and apparently, my family
decided it was a great time to leave me to burn," |
reply, trying to keep the sarcasm out of my voice.

Jack looks over at me with a mix of guilt and
concern, "Seriously? Fuck, mom. We're sorry. We
didn't mean to leave you out there that long," he
says, jumping up from the couch.

"You're sorry is meaningless right now. Go get the
aloe," | say, my voice tight with pain.

Jack nods quickly and runs after Bob. "Yeah, sorry
mom. We'll get you fixed up," he calls over his
shoulder.

Bob emerges from the kitchen with a bottle of aloe
vera gel and a soft cloth. "Here, let me help you with
that," he says, kneeling beside me and gently
beginning to dab the cool gel onto my sunburned
skin.

"Thanks," | murmur, my eyes fluttering shut as the



soothing liquid soothes the pain.

"This should help," Bob says gently, his touch tender
as he applies the gel. "What happened?"

Jack comes back with a towel, looking slightly
embarrassed, "We got distracted by some girls
playing beach volleyball. We didn't mean to leave
you out there that long."

"Well, your mother's skin is more important than
flirting," Bob says, not looking up from his
ministrations.

Jack sighs, "You're right, dad. We should've checked
on her sooner,"

"Both of you idiots, stop talking. Let me relax", | say
as my eyes are draping. The aloe feels heavenly on
my skin.

"Alright, alright," Jack says, sitting back down on the
couch, his eyes still flickering towards the kitchen
where Mark and Larry are doing something noisy.

Bob continues to apply the aloe, his touch soothing
and gentle. "You know, Mira, maybe we should get
you to a doctor if this doesn't help," he says, his voice
laced with concern.

"Shut up, Bob. I'm trying to sleep." | reply, my voice
muffled by the pillow.

Bob sighs, "l know you're in pain, but we can't ignore
it. Maybe we should get some painkillers or
something," he suggests, his voice still gentle.



"Give me some. It'll help me sleep." | mumble into
the pillow.

"Alright, love. I'll grab some," Bob says, standing up.
He heads into the bedroom and returns with a bottle
of painkillers and a glass of water.

"Here, take these. They should help with the pain,”
he says, handing me the pills and the glass.

"Thanks, Bob," | say, taking the pills with a grateful
gulp of water.

"You're welcome, Mira. Just try to get some rest," he
says, stroking my hair gently.

| fall asleep with the sound of the TV in the
background, the pain in my skin slowly fading away
thanks to the medicine.

| wake up to a horrifying scene. Bob was lying
senseless on his chair. My four sons, naked. Mark
and Larry playing video games. Jack is watching me
intently. Steve looking at the game with a hollow
stare. "What the fuck is going on here?" | ask, my
voice groggy from the pain and sleep.

| look down, my body is completely nude now. Not
even the bikini. "Who took off my clothes?" |
demand, trying to cover myself with the towel that
was laying next to me.

Jack, looking slightly embarrassed, says, "Mom, we
had to. You were burning up. We didn't want the
fabric to stick to your skin. It's okay, we didn't do
anything, promise," he reassures me quickly.



"Why are you all naked?" | ask in a scared voice as |
see their hardened cocks.

"Mom, we were just trying to cool off," Mark says,
not looking away from the TV screen, his hand
working a controller with fervor.

Jack gets up and sits on the couch where | am laying
down. He says in a low voice, "We didn't want to start
anything while you were asleep."

| look around the room, taking in the scene. The
curtains are drawn, the room is cooler than before,
and the TV is playing some mindless sitcom. "What's
going on? Did something happen?" | ask, feeling a
sense of unease creeping in.

Mark and Larry puts down their game and makes
over to the couch as well. Mark says laying a hand on
my stomach, "We want to make you feel loved mom."

| swat his hand away, "What the hell are you doing?"
| ask, my voice rising in panic.

"Mom, we were just trying to help you feel better,"
Larry says, his voice filled with innocence that
doesn't quite reach his eyes.

"By taking off my clothes and getting naked
yourselves?" | ask, my voice laced with sarcasm and
a hint of fear.

Steve joins in, "Dad's long asleep, we can have all the
fun we want." His eyes filled with mallice.

"What the hell are you talking about?" I ask, my
voice shaking as | try to sit up.



Jack leans in closer, his hand moving to my shoulder,
"You know what we're talking about, mom. We've all
had... thoughts. And with you lying there, looking
so... tempting," he says, his voice trailing off.

"What? What are you even saying?", | am genuinely
scared now.

Jack whispers, "Mom, don't act like you don't know.
We've all noticed how you look at us. The way you
bend over when you're wearing that tight yoga
pants. The way your tits bounce when you're cooking
dinner. We're not blind. We're not stupid,"

| am mortified. "Jack, it was never my intention. |
don't know how you got that vibe. But that is not
what | was trying to do at all." | reply, trying to keep
calm.

"Mom, we're not little kids anymore. We know what
we want, and we've seen how lonely you get when
dad's not around," Mark says, his hand now resting
on my thigh.

| push his hand away firmly, "That is not what | want.
| want you to get dressed and leave me alone." | try
to keep my voice steady, but the fear is clear.

Jack's expression turns serious, "Mom, we're just
trying to make you happy. You're always stressed
out, always taking care of us. It's time we took care
of you," he says, his hand sliding up my thigh, his
fingers brushing against the edge of the towel.

"Jack, please. Thisisn't right," | protest, trying to
push his hand away, but it's like he's got a mind of its



own. His fingers dig into my skin, and | can feel the
heat rising in my cheeks.

"If you are not going to do it willingly, we can force
you to do it too.", Steve says, his voice cold and
calculating.

"What? No! What kind of monsters are you?" |
scream, pushing myself away from them as much as
the pain from the sunburn allows.

Jack's grip tightens, his eyes dark with something
that scares me. "We're your sons, mom. We love you.
We just want to show you how much," he says, his
voice low and insistent.

"That's enough. Get your hands off me. This is too
much." | say, trying to push him away with all my
strength.

Jack's grip tightens further, his eyes now dark with
determination. "Mom, just relax. We're going to
make you feel so good," he whispers, leaning in
closer.

"Get off me!" | struggle against him, but his
brothers, Larry and Mark, jump off the couch and
move towards me.

"Mom, it's okay," Larry says, his voice soothing but
his actions anything but. He grabs my wrists and
pins them above my head, his grip surprisingly
strong for his age. Mark follows suit, straddling my
legs and holding them down firmly.

"Let me go, right now!" | demand, trying to buck
them off, but their weight is too much for my



sunburned body to handle.

"Mom, just let us show you how much we love you,"
Larry says, his grip on my wrists unyielding. Mark's
eyes are dark with a hunger that I've never seen
before, and Steve stands by the side, stroking
himself slowly.

"What are you doing?" | scream, my heart racing as |
struggle against them.

"Shh, mom. Just let us love you," Jack murmurs, his
eyes locked on mine as his hand moves to the edge
of the towel, his fingers inching closer to my pussy.

"Jack, no! Stop it! This isn't right!" | protest, my heart
hammering in my chest.

But Jack ignores me, his gaze intense as he leans in
closer. | feel his breath hot on my skin, and then his
tongue touches my sunburned thigh, making me
gasp despite the pain. "Mom, we're going to make
this good for you, | promise," he whispers, his voice
thick with lust.

"Jack, no!" | try to protest again, but Larry puts a
hand over my mouth, muffling my voice. "It's okay,
mom," he says, his voice a strange mix of comfort
and excitement. "We're not going to hurt you."

But the panic in my eyes doesn't seem to register
with them. Jack's tongue traces the length of my
thigh, teasing the edge of the towel. The fabric is the
only thing separating me from their hungry gazes,
and the anticipation is almost too much to bear.

"Jack, no," | murmur, my voice muffled by Larry's



hand. But Jack is insistent, his tongue flicking out to
catch a droplet of aloe that's trickled down from my
stomach to my pussy. My body responds against my
will, a shiver of pleasure running through me.

"See, mom? You like it," Larry whispers, his eyes
gleaming with victory. | try to shake my head, but
Jack's tongue is already pushing aside the fabric of
the towel, lapping at my clit with surprising skill.

| whimper, my body betraying me as it responds
despite my protests. "Mmph," | manage to murmur
against Larry's hand.

Jack's eyes light up, "You see, mom? You're enjoying
it," he says, his tongue swirling around my clit,
sending waves of unexpected pleasure through my
body. Mark and Larry exchange glances, their grips
on me tightening slightly as they watch Jack's
ministrations with a mix of envy and excitement.

"No, no, please," | protest weakly, my voice muffled
by Larry's hand. But even as | say the words, my hips
buck involuntarily, pushing against Jack's mouth.
The pain of the sunburn is forgotten in the face of
the new sensations, my body responding to his
touch despite my fear and confusion.

"Look at her, she's loving it," Mark says, his voice
thick with excitement. His hand releases my wrist
and moves to my breast, giving it a rough squeeze.
"You're so fucking hot, mom," he adds, his thumb
flicking my nipple.

"Mmph, no, stop," | mumble against Larry's hand, my
body squirming under the assault of pleasure. But
my protests are weak, my resolve crumbling as



Jack's tongue works magic on my clit.

Jack looks up at me, a wicked smile playing on his
lips. "You don't mean that, do you, mom?" he asks,
his eyes gleaming with a mix of lust and challenge.
"You're so wet for us," he adds, his voice a low growl
that sends a shiver down my spine.

"Jack, please, stop," | whimper, my eyes darting to
Steve, who's still standing by the side, watching the
scene unfold with a look of pure hunger.

Jack chuckles against my skin, the vibration sending
a jolt through my body. He pulls back, licking his
lips. "But you taste so good, mom," he says, his voice
filled with a dark desire that sends a shiver down my
spine. "Don't you want to share this with Steve?"

| look over at Steve, his cock standing tall and proud,
a bead of precum glistening at the tip. His eyes are
locked on my exposed pussy, his expression a mix of
lust and uncertainty. "Jack, no," | murmur, trying to
shake my head, but Larry's hand holds it in place
firmly.

"Come on, Steve. Mom's all warmed up for you," Jack
says, his voice a low purr as he looks over at his
brother.

Steve's eyes widen, and he takes a tentative step
forward, his hand shaking as he reaches for my
thigh. "Mom, are you sure?" he asks, his voice
quivering with need.

"Steve, please, no," | beg, my voice breaking as the
reality of the situation hits me fully.



Jack's hand leaves my pussy, and he looks over at
Steve with a knowing smile. "It's okay, Steve. She's
just playing hard to get. Mom, tell him it's okay," he
says, his eyes never leaving mine.

| shake my head, my eyes wide with fear. "No, it's not
okay," | whisper, but the words seem to fall on deaf
ears.

Steve's hand shakes as he touches my thigh, his gaze
flicking between my pussy and my face, looking for
any sign of consent. "Mom, please," he begs, his
voice a mix of need and uncertainty.

| struggle against my other two sons, "No, Steve.
This isn't right," | say, my voice trembling. But the
pleasure from Jack's tongue is still pulsing through
me, making it difficult to think clearly.

"Mom, we're just trying to make you feel good,"
Steve says, his voice shaky as he moves closer, his
hand sliding up to my pussy. His touch is tentative at
first, but as he feels my wetness, his confidence
grows.

"No, no," | murmur, but the protest lacks conviction.
My body is a traitor, responding to their touch
despite my fear and confusion. Steve's eyes meet
mine, searching for permission, and when | don't
resist, he takes it as a sign to continue.

With a trembling hand, Steve parts my folds and
aligns his cock with my entrance. His eyes never
leave mine as he pushes in slowly, inch by inch, his
girth stretching me wide. "Mom," he whispers, his
voice filled with a mix of awe and lust as he
penetrates me for the first time.



| feel myself tightening around him, my body
fighting against the intrusion even as a strange
sense of arousal floods through me. "Oh, fuck," |
murmur against Larry's hand, the sensation of being
filled by my own son overwhelming.

"You see, mom, it's okay. You like it," Jack says, his
voice smug as he watches his brother claim me. "Let
him in, mom. Let him make you feel good," he urges,
his thumb circling my clit, sending sparks of
pleasure through me that | try to ignore.

"Mmph, no," | whine, my body betraying me as | arch
my hips to meet Steve's slow, gentle thrusts. His
eyes are wide with shock and lust, and | can see the
desperation in them as he tries to be as gentle as
possible, not wanting to cause me any pain.

"It's okay, mom," Steve whispers, his voice trembling
as he continues his gentle invasion, his cock sliding
deeper into my pussy. "We're just showing you how
much we love you," he says, his eyes never leaving
mine, searching for any sign of acceptance.

| whimper against Larry's hand, my body responding
despite my protests. Mark releases my legs, allowing
Steve to take over, and he moves to sit on the couch,
his own cock still hard and standing at attention.
"See, she's okay," Mark says, his voice filled with
excitement. "We're all going to make her feel so
good," he adds, his hand moving to stroke his
erection.

Jack's thumb keeps circling my clit, his eyes never
leaving my face as he watches me succumb to their
advances. "Mom, you're so beautiful," he murmurs,



his voice thick with lust. "Let us love you," he coaxes,
his own cock straining against his shorts.

| try not to moan but Steve's thrusts paired with Jack
rubbing my clit, | can only moan into Larry's hand.
"Mmph, no, please, stop," | whisper, but my hips
betray me, moving in sync with Steve's rhythm.

"Mom, you're so tight," Steve groans, his eyes never
leaving mine. His strokes grow faster, and | can feel
his tension building. "I'm gonna cum," he says, his
voice strained.

| shake my head, my eyes pleading, "Steve, no, not in
me," | beg, my voice muffled by Larry's hand.

"Mom, it's okay," Steve whispers, his breath coming
in short, ragged pants. "We're just showing you
love," he says, his eyes filled with a desperate need
that | can'tignore.

| whimper, my body responding in ways | never
thought possible. "Please, Steve, not like this," |
manage to get out, my voice thick with unshed tears.

"Mom, it's okay," Steve says, his voice strained with
his effort to hold back. "I'll pull out," he promises, his
eyes never leaving mine. But the intensity of his
thrusts belies his words, and | know he's close.

"Steve, please," | beg, my voice a mere whisper. But
his hips are moving with a mind of their own, and |
can feel him growing even thicker inside me. His
eyes are squeezed shut now, his breath coming in
harsh gasps.

"Mom, | can't," he says, his voice tight with the effort



of holding back. "It's... it's too much," he admits, his
strokes growing erratic.

"Please, Steve," | plead, my body taut with the
anticipation of his release. The fear of what's
happening mixes with the unexpected pleasure, and
| feel a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me.

"Mom, I'm so sorry," Steve says, his voice filled with a
mix of regret and desperation as he starts to come,
his cock pulsing inside me.

"Nngh, no," | moan, my eyes squeezed shut as the
first shot of his cum fills me, the sensation strange
and unwelcome. My entire inside warm and gooy.

"It's okay, mom," Steve whispers, his cock still
pulsing inside me, his release subsiding. His eyes are
filled with a mix of apology and satisfaction.

Jack pulls my towel away completely, revealing my

bare body to the room. "Look how much Steve loves
you, mom," he says, his voice thick with desire. "Now
it's my turn," he adds, his own cock bobbing eagerly.

| open my mouth to protest, but the words die on my
lips as | look into Jack's eyes. The need in them is
undeniable, and | realize that fighting them is futile.
With a resigned sigh, | nod, my body already
preparing for the next round of unwanted pleasure.

"Good girl," Jack whispers, his hand sliding down to
grip the base of his cock. He lines himself up with
my pussy, the head of his cock nudging against my
opening. "You're going to love this," he says, his
voice filled with a confidence that sends a cold
shiver through me.



| force myself to lie still, my eyes darting around the
room as Jack's brothers watch with rapt attention.
Larry and Mark are both stroking themselves, their
eyes glazed over with lust. "You're going to feel so
much better," Jack murmurs, his hand still playing
with my clit. "Just let me love you, mom."

| don't have the strength to protest anymore. | lay
there with my eyes fluttering | don't tell them to
stop anymore. Just waiting for whatever they want
to do. Maybe it's the painkillers or the sunburn, but |
can't find the will to fight them anymore. Steve's
cum is still leaking out of me as Jack presses the tip
of his cock against my entrance. "It's okay, mom," he
whispers, his eyes never leaving mine as he pushes
into me.

"Mom, you're so tight," Jack groans, his grip
tightening on my thighs as he sinks into my wetness.
"We're going to make you feel so good," he promises,
his voice filled with a hunger that sends a shiver
through me.

Jack picks my legs up and puts them on his shoulder.
He's so deep inside me, it feels like he's touching my
soul. "Oh, mom," he says, his voice filled with
amazement. "You're so warm and wet for us." His
strokes are deep and slow, his cock filling me
completely.

"Jack, you're so big," | murmur, my voice filled with a
mix of pain and pleasure. It's a strange sensation,
having my own son inside me like this. But | can't
deny that his experience shows. His movements are
practiced and precise, his body moving in a way that
makes me feel both used and adored.



"You're so tight, mom," Jack groans, his eyes never
leaving mine. "You're making me feel like a king," he
says, his voice thick with lust. His hips move in a
steady rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of me with
ease.

He picks up the pace, his cock hitting me deep
inside. "Jack, you're going to break me," | murmuir,
my voice a mix of pain and pleasure. But he doesn't
slow down, instead, he speeds up, his strokes
growing more forceful with each passing second.

"You like that, don't you, mom?" he asks, his voice a
low growl. "You like being fucked by your own son?"

| say nothing just close my eyes. | try not to think
them as my son for now. They are just men who are
using me.

Jack's cock is very thick paired with his insane
speed, it feels like he's splitting me in half. "Mm, yes,
Jack," | whimper, my eyes screwed shut as | try to
focus on the feeling of his cock inside me rather
than the reality of the situation.

"Look at her, guys," Mark says, his eyes glued to the
sight of Jack's cock disappearing into my pussy.
"She's loving it."

Larry nods, his hand still over my mouth, "Yeah,
she's begging for it."

Jack's strokes become more vigorous, his breath hot
against my skin. "You're going to make me cum,
mom," he says, his voice strained with effort. "I'm
going to fill you up just like Steve did."



| take a deep breath and hold it. The feeling of cum
shooting in my pussy is too obscene to handle. But
the pleasure is overwhelming. "Oh, Jack," | moan
despite myself, my body arching to meet him.

"That's it, mom," Jack says, his voice strained. "Take
itall.”

| feel his cock swell inside me, and then with a roar,
he explodes, filling me with his seed. The sensation
is too much, and | moan against Larry's hand, my
body convulsing around Jack's shaft. "Fuck, yes," he
groans, his eyes rolling back in his head.

"Now, it's my turn," Larry says, his voice a harsh
whisper. He releases my mouth and stands up, his
cock standing tall and ready. "You're going to love
this, mom," he says, a wicked smile playing on his
lips as he takes Jack's place between my legs.

"Please. Give me a minute." | speak, breathless.

Larry chuckles, his eyes gleaming with lust. "Don't
worry, mom," he says, stroking my cheek. "We'll go
slow." His hand moves down my body, caressing my
still trembling thigh, before he lines himself up with
my pussy, which is now filled with the cum of his two
brothers.

"ungh", my voice breaks. | really needed the break
which they are not giving me. My pussy is pulsing
and gaping trying to push out all the cum but | don't
get the break to do so.

"Mom, you're so hot," Larry says, his voice thick with
desire as he watches my body's reaction to the



recent violation. "l can't wait to feel you around me,"
he adds, his eyes never leaving my pussy.

| open my eyes, looking up at him with a mix of fear
and resignation. "Larry, please," | whisper, my voice
hoarse from the struggle and the moans that were
forced from me.

"Shh, mom," he says, his voice a gentle coo that
contrasts sharply with the aggressive way he's
handling my body. "I'll be gentle," he promises, his
cock nudging against my cum-filled pussy.

"Mom, you're so wet," Larry says, his voice filled with
wonder. "You really do want this, don't you?"

Before | can reply, he pushes into me, his cock
sliding through the cum of his brothers with ease.
"Oh, god," | murmur, my eyes squeezing shut again.
The feeling of being so full is almost too much to
bear, but there's a strange comfort in the familiarity
of his touch.

"Mom, you're so tight," Larry groans, his hands
gripping my thighs as he starts to move. His strokes
are long and deep, his cock hitting places that make
me gasp. "You feel so good," he says, his voice tight
with need.

| was violated twice already but my pussy wasn't
getting lose. For some reason it stayed tight for
everyone. "Oh, Larry," | murmur, my voice a mix of
pain and pleasure. "Please, be gentle," | beg, my
voice strained.

Larry's eyes soften slightly, "l will, mom," he says, his
strokes slowing down slightly. "But you're so fucking



tight," he adds, his voice filled with amazement.

"It's okay, mom," Mark says from the side, his hand
still stroking his own erect cock. "We're all going to
love you," he promises, his voice thick with lust.

"Mom, you're so beautiful like this," Larry whispers,
his hips moving with a gentle rhythm that seems
almost tender despite the circumstances. "l can't
believe you're letting us do this," he adds, his eyes
never leaving my face.

"I-1 don't have a choice," | murmur, my voice barely
above a whisper.

"Mom, you're so good at this," Larry says, his voice
filled with amazement. "You're taking me so well."

He lays down on my chest, his cock still embedded
deep inside me. "You're making me feel so good," he
whispers, his eyes searching mine for any sign of
approval.

"Larry, I... 1 can't," | manage to say, my voice shaky.
But my body responds to him, my pussy clenching
around his cock despite my protests.

He grabs one boob as he devours the other one,
"Mom, you're so fucking sexy," he murmurs between
kisses, his teeth grazing my sensitive nipple.

"Oh, Larry," | whimper, my body betraying me as |
arch into his touch. Despite the fear and confusion, |
can'tignore the spark of pleasure that his kisses and
gentle bites elicit.

He keeps a steady pace with his hips as he eats my



breasts. "You like that, don't you, mom?" he asks, his
voice muffled by my skin.

| nod my head, unable to form words. The pleasure is
too intense, the wrongness of it all too
overwhelming.

"Mm, yes, mom," Larry says, his voice filled with
satisfaction as he feels me react to his touch. "You're
going to make me cum soon," he whispers, his
strokes growing more urgent.

| close my eyes shut again. This is the worst part of
the whole ordeal. Feeling their cum filling me up.
"No, Larry, please," | murmur, my voice shaking.
"Don't cum inside me."

"Steve and Jack got to do it inside. Why can't I?"
Larry asks, his voice a mix of lust and entitlement.

"Mom, just let him," Mark says, his own hand moving
faster on his cock as he watches his brother fuck me.
"You know you want it."

"Mom," Larry whispers, his hips grinding into me,
"please, let me cum inside you. Just this once." His
voice is desperate, his eyes filled with a need that |
can't bring myself to answer.

Before | could answer, Larry starts to spill his seed
into me, his body shaking with the force of his
climax. "Oh, fuck," he groans, his eyes squeezed shut
in pleasure. "Mom, you're amazing," he says, his
voice filled with awe.

"Larry," | whimper, my body trembling with the
aftershocks of his orgasm. The feeling of his cum



filling me alongside Jack's and Steve's is
overwhelming.

"Mm, mom," Larry murmurs, his breath hot against
my neck as he kisses me tenderly. He pulls out of me
slowly, his cock glistening with our combined juices.
"You were amazing," he says, a proud smile playing
on his lips.

| lay there, my body trembling, trying to process the
last few minutes. My pussy is still pulsing around the
emptiness left by Larry's cock, and | can feel the cum
of my three sons inside me, a thick, warm presence
that fills me with a mix of revulsion and a strange,
twisted arousal.

Mark moves closer, his hand shaking as he reaches
out to touch my thigh. "Mom, are you okay?" he asks,
his voice tentative.

| open my eyes and look at him, trying to find the
words to explain what I'm feeling. "l... | don't know," |
murmur, my voice barely above a whisper.

Mark's eyes are filled with a mix of lust and concern.
"It's okay, mom," he says, his hand sliding up my
thigh. "I'll be gentle," he promises, his voice soothing.

| nod my head slightly, unable to form words. My
body is a mess of conflicting emotions, but the need
for release is stronger than my protests. Mark's
gentle touch is surprisingly comforting, and | can't
help but lean into it.

"Thank you, mom," Mark says, his voice filled with
gratitude as he positions himself at my entrance. His
cock is thinner than his brothers', but no less eager.



He takes a deep breath, and then with a gentle push,
he slides into me, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Mom, you're so tight," Mark groans, his voice filled
with amazement. "It feels so good," he adds, his
strokes slow and careful at first, as if he's afraid of
hurting me.

His gentlemanly behavior ends quickly. His nails dig
into my hip as he starts pounding at an insance pace,
his cock sliding in and out of me with a wet, sloppy
sound that fills the room. "Mom, oh fuck," Mark says,
his voice strained.

"0..A....0..0...Aw...", only broken up sounds escape
my throat. | can't form any thoughts because of his
unrelenting pace.

"Mom, you're so hot," Mark pants, his eyes glazed
with desire. "Your pussy feels like heaven," he says,
his cock slamming into me without mercy.

He extends one hand and chokes me. My voice
stopped, my breathing stopped, my eyes rolled back.
"You're mine now," Mark says with a vicious grin. "All
of you."

| can feel the rage building inside me, but my body is
too weak to fight back. My eyes start to water and
my throat burns as Mark continues his relentless
assault. "Mom, you're going to love this," he
whispers, his voice thick with malice.

"You're going to cum for me, aren't you?" he asks, his
eyes searching mine for any sign of submission. But
all I can dois gasp for air, my chest heaving as his
grip tightens around my neck. "Say it," he demands,



his voice a harsh growl.

| can't speak but my body starts to reach it's limit,
my hips jerking, my stomach sinking as begin
cumming for the first time, despite getting violated
by my own four sons.

"Mom, you're mine," Mark says, his grip tightening
around my neck. "Say it," he demands, his eyes
burning into mine.

| struggle to breathe, my body wracked with
involuntary spasms as | try to form the words. "Yes,"
| finally gasp out, the sound strangled by his hand.
"I'm yours," | whisper, my eyes filling with tears.

Mark's grin widens, and he star