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“We’ve got to do something for him,” Marie said. “We need to take care of him now.”

They all stared at big Max Richman, seated at his parents’ kitchen table eating what had to be his fourth or fifth cupcake. Crumbs dropped down his chin and onto his shirt, and he left them there. Marie couldn’t stop looking at a dollop of chocolate frosting on his thick chin. It was like their friend’s only son had given up, and no one could blame him.

The food and all the sweets were what was left over from the coffee hour following the funeral of Max’s parents. The eighteen-year-old sat through the service in silence, saying nothing, his eyes dry, a shellshocked expression on his face. It was so sudden, all of this so sudden, and he hadn’t been coping with it very well. All four of his mother’s closest friends had taken care of the particulars, and now they were contemplating what the next step was as they watched their friends’ son eat his feelings.

“That’s going to be a lot of work,” Becky said beside her. Even in a black dress, she still somehow screamed sexpot with her big dark lashes, big full lips, big stormy eyes, big tits, and her big juicy hips. Privately Marie thought maybe it was a little inappropriate for Becky to be wearing such a tight, form-fitting dress, but they were all grieving, she supposed. Besides, Becky was feeling so self-conscious since giving birth a couple months back. This was probably her reflecting that physically. Marie felt bad for judging.

“But who else is going to take care of him?” Laura asked, her words as hushed as the others. Of all of them, she was probably closest to Max. She was his teacher on top of being his mom’s friend. Like the rest, she was also a mom, having given birth as a surrogate mother of two children for her sister. Also like the rest, she drew every eye as they walked through this world with her lustrous auburn hair and hot mom-next-door looks. “He’s got nobody but us.”

“I’m not arguing that,” Becky said. “But it’s going to be a big disruption to all our lives. I think the smart thing is to each take him in for a couple weeks. We see where he fits while we figure out something more long-term.”

“I like that. We take turns trying to get him ready for the real world,” Isabella said as though she were tasting the idea. The Latina MILF was always hard to read, but then again, she’d been an actress in her late teens and early twenties. She would say she still was, though she hadn’t had a part in years. “But our husbands aren’t going to like this.”

“Yes, well, they can deal with it,” Marie said. Max finished the cupcake, swallowed, and picked up the wrapper to lick it clean.

“A lot of work,” Becky said doubtfully.

Silently, all of them agreed. And still, Marie couldn’t look away from that spot of chocolate.

* * *

“I don’t know why he has to stay here,” Greg said that evening. Her husband tugged off his tie and rolled it up neatly. It was always prissy perfection with him. He preened longer in the bathroom than his wife, and admittedly, she spent a lot of time getting her sweet good looks right. “He has a house.”

“For now,” Marie said, glass of wine in hand as she watched her husband undress. “We’ll be helping him sell it soon, and then…”

“And then what? What is the game plan with him? Thair whole fucking generation is useless, but that kid takes the cake.”

Marie flashed back on that spot of chocolate on Max’s chin. She still couldn’t shake that image for some reason. It was like the visual equivalent of an earworm. “He is Debra and Andy’s son. That’s reason enough for us to do this.”

He couldn’t argue with that. Andy and Debra had been a constant in their life ever since they moved into the neighborhood. Andy and Greg weren’t as close as Marie and Debra had been, but Andy was always willing to come over and help fix a leak or do the drywall or lay down carpet, usually for just the cost of materials. Even without the friendship aspect, they owed the Richman family at least this much. “Fine. For now. But I want to see him make some sort of progress. He’s got to work towards college or job this summer or something.”

“It’s too late for him to sign up for college in the fall,” Marie said. “And I’m not sure Max would qualify. Laura’s got him in her senior classes and she says giving him a C is generous.” Her husband glared at her in the mirror. “He’s not stupid, I don’t think. He just… doesn’t have a lot of motivation. We’ll get him there.”

Greg might have argued more if their daughter hadn’t called. Chelsea was a freshman in college, the same one her older sister Dana attended. It still felt strange to Marie that she and Greg were old enough to have kids in college. Time had slipped away, though she thought she was combating it as best she could. At forty, she was still a natural butter blonde, no dye yet, thank God, and with hard work, her curves still killed it. Her big breasts drew every guy’s eye, but she always thought her sweet, angelic face was the highlight, soft and beautiful, with dark but sweet eyes and small pink lips that cold melt a room when she smiled.

Marie and Chelsea caught up, and then her daughter wanted to speak to Greg. Both their girls definitely favored their dad, an ache she never really got used to. For years after they were born, she stayed home to look after them, to nurture them, and still they loved their dad more, even then. It was not something she could change, so she put it out of mind and pretended for the thousandth time that passing the phone off to her husband didn’t hurt.

Marie said, “I’m going to go pick him up.” Greg gave her one last irritated look, but said nothing.

The Richman family, Marie, Becky, Laura, and Isabella all lived in the same neighborhood. Isabella was still at the Richman house, helping Max pack what he would need and cleaning out the fridge and cupboards of whatever would spoil. An idle thought hit Marie as she pulled into the driveway next to Isabella’s crossover, of the day Max passed his driver’s license exam and Debra came over to drink an entire bottle of wine, scared as hell for her son on the road as he drove his friends proudly to get ice cream, only for the wreck to happen to her and Andy, not Max. There was no fault to be laid at anyone’s feet but bad luck. Andy was driving, a dog ran out in front of the car, and instinctually he hit the brakes. The moving van behind them tried to stop too, but hit them and pushed them into the oncoming lane. It all happened so sudden, and now Max’s life was in ruins.

Marie sniffed as she walked up to the front door. It opened on Isabella, now in comfortable sweats that clung to her big juicy butt and a tee shirt. Marie couldn’t judge her on the pants. Her jeans clung tight to her bubble butt and she should really probably do up one more button on her blouse. Becky was a bad influence on all of them, it seemed.

“Come on inside,” Isabella said. “He’s in his room, getting a few last-minute things.”

“How is he?”

“Still not saying much. His aunt finally called.”

“And is she…?” Marie didn’t need to finish the sentence. Andy had a sister, but calling her “wayward” wasn’t big enough. The number Max had for her was disconnected, and her Bottlegenie social media page hadn’t been active in months. They left messages for her on it regardless but hadn’t heard from her until that night.

“Very much not going to make it,” Isabella said. “She’s serving three years for violating parole and dealing.”

“Jesus,” Marie said.

“Oh, it gets better. She asked if Max inherited anything and if he might see it in his heart to find a better lawyer for her. He hung up on her.”

“Good for him. So it’s just us, then.”

Isabella nodded glumly. “Poor sweetheart. He’s been asking for a lot of hugs.”

Marie touched her breast over her heart. “Aw.”

“Go on back. You were always close with Debra and Andy. Maybe he’ll open up to you. I’ll start hauling out his things.”

Marie nodded, and headed through the quiet house to Max’s bedroom. The house should have been filled at that hour with movie score music, Deb’s favorite, or the sound of Andy’s video games. Like father, like son in that regard. When she looked in on him, Max was carefully loading a laptop bag with his gaming gear.

“Hey hon,” Marie said, coming to him.

“Hey Marie,” Max said. He had a habit of speaking slowly, not due to a lack of intelligence but from a childhood stutter that required a speech therapist to get rid of. His voice was deep, a contrast to his sweet chubby face. He was tall and barreling towards fat, though at eighteen he was still young enough he could probably be veered back towards a healthy weight. Marie was his hair stylist and noted she needed to give his dark hair a trim. She’d rectify that tomorrow, she told herself.

He turned and came to her. Chubby though he might be there was a massive amount of natural strength to him, He clutched her close and she hugged him back, feeling like she’d just been enveloped by a bear. It was pleasant, despite the overly strong scent of body spray and teenage musk. But even that had its allure, didn’t it? It was a reminder of her own younger years, and her husband in their youth. It reminded her of college guys and wild nights… but that had been Before Marie, not Married Marie.

Max held the hug for a long time. It was a bit odd how his big hand roamed her back, sliding down nearly to her ass, his pinky resting just above it. Even stranger was her own reaction, a flash of heat running up from her core. Her nipples had been bizarrely sensitive over the last few days, a phenomenon she attributed to the maternal feelings she was feeling for Max. They tingled now, like she was turned on.

This was so very much not the appropriate time to get horny, she told herself sternly. For God’s sake, this was her best friend’s son and they just saw his parents into the ground.

It was easy to dismiss her physical reaction as some kind of psychological response. Her emotions were all over the place. With a hand on his chest, she disengaged from him.

“Ready to come stay with us for a while?” she asked, sniffing and smiling.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice husky. “Thanks.”

They packed up the last few things he wanted to bring with him. Isabella had hauled most everything out by that point and gave him another lingering hug. Again, Max held it for a long time, and again too, Marie noticed his hands dipping awfully close to the busty Latina’s incredible ass, the best on the block.

It had to be her imagination. Right?

On the short drive to Marie’s house, she reached over and patted Max’s hip. “It’s going to be okay,” she said. “All of us, we’re going to take good care of you.”

He twisted his head away from her, looking out the window in what she assumed was a sign of his sadness. Marie never saw him smile.

* * *

Determined to see to it Max ate healthier, that night, Marie whipped up a stir-fry. Max sat at the kitchen table to watch her cook, still mostly silent. Greg noticed, and as he was putting dishes away and Marie was pouring herself a glass of wine, he muttered, “I don’t like the way he stared at you the entire night.”

Marie turned to him, anger rising up in her. Greg could be so insanely jealous, but still, she couldn’t believe he was being such an asshole about this. “You need to get used to the idea he is staying with us.”

“He was looking at your ass like it was dinner and not the food.”

Why oh why did that send another little rush of heat up her spine? Of course she’d noticed Max look at her ass or her boobs, but he was eighteen. He did the same with every one of his mother’s friends. That didn’t make it right, but… well, it felt kind of good to be in her forties and have a young man’s eyes hungry for her. Not that sex with Greg was terrible, but they’d been married for so long that even the very occasional anal felt routine.

“Why are you so intent on tearing him down? He just lost his family.”

“I. Know,” her husband said through gritted teeth. But whatever he was going to add to that was lost when Max came into the kitchen. With cheer as thin as paper, Greg punched Max in the shoulder lightly. “There’s our guy. Looking for something more to snack on?”

“Water,” Max said, looking at Greg with dull irritation.

“Water, what?” Greg asked.

“Greg!” Marie said. To Max, “Of course. You know where the glasses are.”

The air was already frosty between the two and it was only hours into this. Great.

Marie wasn’t sure what to say or do that night. She asked if Max wanted to watch a movie or TV, but he said all he wanted to do was go set up his video games and maybe lie down. Given all he’d been through, she let him go without further comment except to let him know if he needed anything to let her know.

Mercifully, Greg sensed her mood and knew not to push things. He read while she watched reality TV, not giving her his usual snide comments about her taste in television shows. If he had, she probably would have told him to go stay with Diego and Isabella, Diego being the closest thing he had to a best friend in their circle now that Andy was gone. But he didn’t. He had a couple bottles of beer, read one of his biographies, and soon said he was going to sleep. He bent to kiss her goodnight but she offered him her cheek instead.

She was a lot longer herself, pouring another glass of wine and pulled out her phone to look at pictures of Andy and Debra. They’d been so close, the three of them. Their kids were nearly the same age so there was a lot of commiseration about the usual teenage angst. She knew things hadn’t been great for Debra, that Andy had a temper and at several points she seriously thought about divorcing him, but they’d been having one of their good spells now for six months, their focus on Max and what his future held.

Marie cried some for them, and for Max. Whatever it took to get him on a good path, she vowed to herself.

Two hours later, all cried out and the phone stowed away again, she finally shut off the TV and decided she should go to bed. She collected her wine glass and the two empty bottles – oops, how had that happened? – and deposited them in the kitchen. Before going upstairs, she decided to check in on Max and see if he was sleeping.

A tiny glow of light came from his bedroom, probably from his game system or his phone, Marie thought. There was a sound too, a “squick squick squick” she might have recognized if she wasn’t nice and drunk. It was a wet sound, and rhythmic, and something about it tickled in the back of her mind. His door was open, and she almost said something, maybe “what are you playing?” or “need anything?” She hadn’t yet made up her mind when she saw him.

Max rested on top of the blankets, holding something in one hand and his cock in the other. It took her far longer to register that was what it was, because never in her life had she seen one as big as Max Richman’s. She nearly gasped, and that was before his moaning.

“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, Marie…”

Her eyes widened. She nearly clapped a hand to her mouth in shock. She realized what he was holding then, what he was looking at in the dim glow of his phone on his chest. It was a picture frame, and it had to be of her.

She spun away, believing she had escaped notice. Her eyes searched the walls as she stumbled down the hallway searching for the picture he’d taken down. It took her a minute to find the missing one, which she thought was one of her in a dress at Laura’s wedding reception. With distant, drunken glee, she thought if he was going to masturbate to any of them, that was the right one.

Marie made her way upstairs, still shellshocked. What she just saw was burned into her brain. Big Max, naked, his flabby stomach and big man boobs barely lit, his fat cock in his hand as he jacked off to her.

She wanted to giggle. She wanted to shout, “Oh my God!” And maybe most of all, she wanted to take care of the heat between her legs.

* * *

Ever since Becky’s baby was born and she went on maternity leave, it was custom for the four friends – formerly five – to get together three or four times a week for coffee and breakfast at one of their homes or their favorite coffee shop. The morning after Marie’s little oopsie in seeing Max in bed, she showed up to Becky’s still replaying the scene over and over and over inside her mind.

She was the last to arrive. Her friends were already seated around the living room, coffee and pastries at hand. Laura, with her mug raised halfway to her lips, said without preamble, “How is he?”

“I saw him masturbating,” Marie blurted.

Everyone froze and stared. “What?” Becky sputtered.

“Yeah. Last night. I… I… I was checking on him and I was a little tipsy and… no, okay, I was a lot tipsy, but I came down the hallway and… and…” She took a deep, bracing breath and let it out slowly. “And he has the biggest, mm, one I’ve ever seen.”

“The biggest dick?” Isabella asked, her eyes darting to the others. She laughed, but at Marie’s expression, she quieted quickly. “You’re serious.”

“It’s fucking huge, Isabella! Like… like… as wide as my arm!”

“No. No way,” Becky said.

“You were drinking?” Laura asked.

“Yes, Laura, I was drinking, but I’m telling you, I wasn’t that drunk. It was… it was…” Marie bolted for the kitchen. “I need coffee,” she shouted over her shoulder.

They broke out into murmurs. Laura giggled nervously, and Marie distinctly heard Isabella say, “No, no way.”

Rather than her usual careful splash of creamer, Marie was so distracted she poured in enough to turn the coffee into near-milk. She drank a few sips, poured more coffee in, and rushed back out to plop down on the couch between Becky and Isabella.

“What did you do?” Laura asked. Then she shook her head. “Tell us the whole story. Beginning to end.”

Marie did. She started with Greg going to bed and having a little too much wine, which they all commiserated with, considering the funeral. By the time Marie wrapped up with finding the picture back on the wall that morning, the others were hooked.

Laura had to leave or risk being late. She snatched up a fruit-topped pastry, kissed Marie on the forehead, and headed for the door. But before she left, she turned, a thoughtful expression on her face. “That lines up.”

“Lines up with what?” Marie asked.

“Some of the things his classmates say about him. The guys, especially. I thought they were teasing him about having a, um… a small one. But…” She shook her head, looking as dazed as Marie felt, and left.

Everyone sat in silence for a moment, then Isabella burst out laughing. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said. “But Max? Really?”

Becky didn’t join in on their friend’s laughs. She studied Marie, and though Marie hadn’t talked about how turned on she’d been after seeing Max stroking himself, she had a feeling her friend could see right through her to that molten core between her legs.

“Babe, you’re leaking again,” Isabella said, making them both snap out of it. Becky looked down at her tight white top and sighed. After giving birth she generally didn’t bother putting on a bra unless she was leaving the house, and must have forgot her pads. Marie could relate to her leaky boobs. When her daughters didn’t feed on schedule she’d have to pump or risk milk waterfalls. Even now, although it had been over twenty years since she last made milk, her nipples hardened in sympathy, that funny tingling back again, the sensitivity making her shiver.

Becky’s baby Andrea was still asleep, so she pumped instead, both Isabella and Marie glancing at her big tanned breasts. They were the biggest among the group, easily, and they were all busty women.

“You two are like teenage boys, I swear,” Becky said, bringing the cup to her breast.

“Uh huh,” Isabella said. Marie blushed and looked away. She knew Isabella was bi and suspected both Becky and Laura leaned that way.  As for herself, there had been a lot of wicked fantasies about her friends, but she hadn’t been with a woman since college.

“I’m just teasing, honey,” Becky said to her gently. “You know I don’t mind you looking.”

Marie nodded and smiled. “Sorry. Weird week, right?”

“The weirdest.”

Isabella sipped her coffee and asked, “Do you think he did it on purpose?”

Marie glanced at her. “Max?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t it seem weird that he’d leave the door open like that, knowing you were awake? And he moaned your name just as you saw him?”

They all looked at each other. Cautiously, Becky said, “Grief does funny things to a person. Emotions get ramped up. I went through that after my mother died. Sex was the only thing that made me feel good.”

“But… showing off for me like that… not Max,” Marie said, but doubt was already worming her way into his mind. The hugs the day before. Nearly touching their asses. Staring at her so hungrily when she was cooking.

It all sort of made sense, didn’t it?

* * *

Max wasn’t awake for another two hours when Marie made it home. He’d been given the week off from school to deal with the funeral and its aftermath, so he wasn’t going to get in any kind of trouble. If need be, Laura said, she’d make arrangements for him to take his GED, but she doubted the school would be so cruel as to deny graduation to a student his last semester after the death of his parents.

Marie was just finishing a workout when she heard the shower in the guest bedroom running. Max came out a while later in long, droopy basketball shorts and a tee shirt too long for his big frame, the way he liked them.

“Hey, hon,” she said, coming to him. He wrapped his arms around her, pressing her close and squeezing her tight, her breasts pressing against his chest. His big hands ran over her back again. Did he leave the door open last night on purpose?

She stepped back, and his hands went to her waist in a gesture that was most definitely not the way he would have ended a hug just a week ago. His strong grip made her shiver, then his hands finally dropped.

“Did you get some sleep?” she asked, wondering if her voice betrayed any sign of the bizarre swirl of lust and pity in her.

He nodded. “The bed is comfy.”

A vision, him on his back, the light of his phone illuminating her picture, his fat cock in hand. She shivered again.

“Good. Good. Well, there are some pastries in the kitchen if you’re hungry. And before we started with anything today, it’s haircut time.”

He groaned good-naturedly, and it eased her troubled mind. There was the old Max, the sheepish one. “I just got a haircut.”

“Hey, I can’t help it if you’re as furry as Sasquatch. I’ll get things set up while you eat.”

Once upon a time, when Marie’s daughters Chelsea and Dana entered the first grade, Marie decided she wanted to get a job. With Greg in finance and doing well even as young as they were then, they didn’t need the money, but she was lonely at home. For ten years, she styled hair at a salon downtown. It was in a trendy location when she started but as time went on they lost a great deal of their customers to more suburban areas, and the salon closed down. Marie intended on going back to work for another salon but never did. It was nice to be able to enjoy Chelsea’s sports and Dana’s more academic pursuits without having to juggle her schedule, but she still cut hair for a number of the people in her life, including Max and his parents.

By the time she had her kit laid out on a TV tray and a chair pushed to the middle of the floor, Max emerged from the kitchen, the last few bites of a Danish in hand and crumbs spotting his shirt. Marie swept them off him, her hands tracing his thick chest and his prodigious gut before she realized what she was doing and glanced up into his eyes. He looked pleased, but averted his gaze and ate the last of his Danish.

He sat dutifully, staring right at her tits as she draped her nylon cape over him. She blushed but said nothing, sure of it now, sure of everything. He really had intended on her catching him masturbating the night before. She should tell him that was inappropriate, but she didn’t. Instead, she grabbed her trimmer, adjusted the guide, and set to work.

Never had cutting Max’s hair felt so intimate. Marie was all too aware how close she stood to the young man. As she ran the clippers along the side of his head, her breasts pressed against his shoulder. His breathing deepened, and when she moved around him, his head followed, still deeply focused on her tits.

“Don’t twist your head,” she murmured, a flush of heat rising in her cheeks at his hungry gaze.

“Uh huh,” he said, not really hearing her.

Marie moved to his other side, and glanced down. She nearly gasped. A significant tent had formed under the vinyl cape. Her own breathing quickened, and she forced herself to focus on the haircut. It shouldn’t have taken long, but she kept getting distracted, glancing down, the clippers held away from his head.

The material over his lap shifted slightly, so slightly at first she wasn’t sure if it was her imagination. But no, it moved again, slow, very slow, but it was moving. Not his dick, she realized, but his hand. It took a moment to realize what was happening.

Max was playing with himself right there in front of her.

“Oh my God,” she mouthed to herself, staring with huge eyes as he stroked himself.

Her hands were trembling too badly to cut his hair with any degree of accuracy. She cleared her throat, and his hand stopped moving. After a deep breath, she started cutting his hair again, asking him with a voice that sounded thin and distant what video games he was playing these days, his favorite topic. Max told her about the latest Minotaur Haven, some roleplaying game or something. It didn’t take long to tune him out, mostly because his hand was moving again, up and down, up and down.

It was like she was hypnotized. She made vaguely positive noises in what she assumed were the right breaks in the conversation, but her whole attention was on his cock. She should stop this. She should tell him it was grossly inappropriate. But all she did was stare as his motions grew more pronounced, his words coming in shorter sentences. She realized her breasts were resting against his shoulder again, but she was paralyzed with lust and shock, watching that bulge rise and fall.

“And… so there are… like a dozen party members… you can recruit…” he grunted.

“Yesss,” Marie said, only it was really more of a moan. Christ, her nipples were so fucking hard, and if she stuck fingers into her panties she knew she’d be soaked.

His hand moved faster. “And… there’s one of them… she’s this… mm… mm… witch who uses… mm… sex magic…”

“Sex… magic?” Marie asked, unaware she was rocking against him, squeezing her thighs together.

“Uh huh. Uh huh… it’s… so funny… it’s… she’s…”

He squeezed his eyes shut and his body jerked. Marie fought back a gasp. She knew what must have happened. He came. He came right in front of her, and oh, how she wanted to yank up the cape and see, see that magnificent cock slimy with his come, see his hardness in the moments before he relaxed, bury her face to it and lick him clean, suck his tip…

“Marie?” he asked weakly.

“Y-yeah,” she said. “Almost done, sweetie.”

She finished with him, taking her time again, inhaling the rich, acrid tang of his come as she did. As she finished up and brushed off his neck and shoulders, she noticed something. He was rising again, just minutes after having come. Her knees went weak thinking about it, that fat cock ready for attention again.

She could help him with that, couldn’t she?

No. No!

“Okay,” she said faintly. “All done. Go play your games or… or… whatever you’d like.”

He stood up, not bothering to hide the tent in his shorts. He came to her and she froze as he hugged her again. His cock pressed against her stomach and she nearly gripped it, nearly jacked him off right there in the kitchen.

“Thanks Marie,” he said softly. “You’ve really been awesome. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

She started to respond, but then he kissed her. It was a brief thing, just a peck on the corner of her lips, and then he was gone, moving like the human brontosaur he was back to his room. She waited until he was gone, then rushed into the kitchen, leaned against the counter, and slid a hand into her jeans. Her pussy was soaked as she thrust three fingers into herself, head tilting back, eyes wide, lips parted. Her foot stamped at the floor as she came as hard as she could ever remember, nearly falling with the force of it until she steadied herself against the counter.

Oh fuck. This was wrong. This was so fucking wrong.

* * *

For a couple days, Marie held firm to her determination not to fall for any of Max’s little sexual games. Though the desire to peek in on him at night itched at the back of her mind, she pointedly did not, going to bed when Greg did. Her husband reaped the benefits of her needs as she rode him to a strangely unsatisfying climax the first night and rested underneath him the second, fantasizing that this was Max between her legs licking her pussy and eventually fucking her.

Her friends asked if Max pulled anything else on her. She hadn’t told them about the haircutting incident, knowing they would see it – rightfully, Marie thought – as nearly cheating on Greg. There was also a savage part of her mind gleeful about the fact that this was happening to her, not them. Stunning Becky might have the most curves, Laura the most taboo attraction of the group, and Isabella unquestionably in the best shape of all of them and the owner of that big beautiful ass, but it was Marie Max was pursuing. As wrong as it was, it made her feel proud. She was the one he picked.

Greg tried to buddy up to Max, at least on a surface level to appease his wife. They went out to lunch, “just the guys,” as Greg said, and he tried to draw Max out one night in a conversation about his own personal favorite video games. Max treated him with indifference at best and hooded hostility at worst.

One afternoon, Greg invited the young man to work out with him in the home gym. Max tried to say no, but Greg insisted. Marie gave Max an encouraging smile, and this more than anything seemed to motivate the young man.

Minutes later, as she prepared that night’s roast beef and vegetables, Marie heard thundering from the gym. She walked back that way, curious, and peeked in on Max jogging on the treadmill. It shocked her. She had vague memories of him trying out for the football team his freshman year and that he only lasted a few weeks, but that was the only time she’d ever seen him exercise. Now he was jogging like he did it every day.

Greg watched from the weight bench, looking strangely irritated. Max glanced at Marie…

…and he smirked.

It was gone so fast she almost thought she imagined it. Max should have been winded and sweaty and moving at his usual lumbering pace. And there was a fine sheen of sweat to him, but it wasn’t what she expected. He ran on that treadmill like an alligator cut through water, unexpectedly fast and with an ease that shocked her.

She asked how her guys were doing, and Greg said, “Doing just fine. If he keeps that up, he’ll drop all that extra weight before fall.”

Instantly, whatever mask Max had put on – or maybe taken off – in that moment fell away, and he looked the part of the wounded teenager again.

“Greg!” Marie snapped.

“Oh come on, I mean to say he’s having a great workout,” Greg said. “It was a compliment!”

“Apologize, or you can go stay with Diego and Isabella for the night.”

“You got to be fucking kidding me,” Greg said. Max slowed the treadmill and stopped his workout, stepping off it carefully, looking down at the floor. “Jesus Christ. Fine. Max, I’m sorry. You were kicking ass and I only wanted to encourage it.”

“It’s fine,” Max mumbled. “I’m going to my room.”

When he passed Marie, she reached up and ran a hand across his chest. The gesture was instinctive, and she wasn’t sure why she did it. When she turned, Greg glared at her, but waited until they heard the door latch to Max’s bedroom before he spoke.

“What was that?” he asked.

“What?”

“That touch you gave him just now. What was that, Marie?”

“Oh, stop being so melodramatic. He’s having a tough time of it and I was being kind.”

“That kid is a fucking snake in the grass,” Greg said. “And you’re playing right into his little act.”

“He is eighteen. Hardly a kid.”

“Oh, so that makes it okay then.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” she said, and whirled away.

Dinner was a strange affair. Marie was too furious to talk to her husband – and maybe too ashamed too. She knew he was right, that something inside Max was twisted, and that she was playing into whatever he was doing. But she kept interspersing those images of him stroking his cock on his bed and throughout the haircut, her thighs spreading as she stared at her food, cheeks burning.

Her mind felt like it was being chipped at little by little that evening, and when her husband loudly announced he was going to bed, she nodded and kissed him goodnight, like it was any other night. Like it wasn’t the beginning of the end.

Max retreated to his room, but by the time Marie finished tidying up, he’d come back out. She tossed aside the rag she’d been using to wipe down the counters and smiled at him.

“What about a movie?” she asked.

“Okay,” he said.

“Great. You find us something. I’m going to change out of these jeans.”

He nodded, still looking glum after the earlier beratement from Greg. Marie knew it was an act. She knew it. And yet, for some reason, she still played the role Max wanted her to. She came to him and hugged him. His arms went around her again, his big hands moving not to her ass this time, but up to her neck and the back of her head. She looked up at him, and he looked down at her.

“It’ll be okay,” she whispered. “We’ll all take care of you.”

“I know,” he said.

Greg was asleep when she went in there to change. She meant to put on sweats or pajamas or something, but there were a couple of satin nighties in her closet. She wasn’t usually a nightgown person, but she thought of Max’s big hands on her, and she had one simple thought. Why not tease him for a change?

She slipped off her clothes, cheeks blooming as she went to her top underwear drawer, the “good” drawer, the one with her sexiest little underthings. She looked over her shoulder at her husband, still snoring gently away, and plucked out a black thong. This she slid up her legs until the material stretched over her pussy and disappeared into the crack of her delicious bubble butt.  She ran her hands up and down her thick thighs and involuntarily licked her lips. What about a bra? She looked at them, then at the nightie. Thoughts of Max staring t her tits as she cut her hair flashed through her mind, and a rush of lust made her feel nearly drunk. She wasn’t going to sleep with Max. This was just… teasing him a little.

With its thin straps and low cut, the nightgown showed off so much cleavage it was going to be impossible for her big dark areolas now and then not to peek out. The material clung to her body, especially her breasts and waist, but also the thickness of her fupa. This she trailed her fingers over, a thrill of pleasure running through her at the thought of the young man in the next room seeing her in this so exposed, her best and her worst on display for him.

Max was seated right in the middle of the couch. He glanced up at her, his eyes widening in a moment of surprise she didn’t think was part of his act. She blushed under his scrutiny and took the seat next to him. Had any other man given her tits the piggish look he gave her right now, she would slap them, but Marie was reminded of that strange moment after the coffee hour for his parents, when she was fixated on that spot of chocolate on his chin.

“Um. You look really pretty tonight, Marie,” he said.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” she said, and drew her legs up under her. She was all too aware of how the fabric rode high on her creamy hip. If he scooted down the couch the opposite way, he could probably get an eyeful of one of her asscheeks. “What are we watching?”

It was an old raunchy comedy, the sort of thing that showed plenty of young tits and ass. Marie could have rolled her eyes at the obviousness, but at the same time, her heart melted when he said, “I think I just need a laugh.”

“Oh, honey,” she said, and reached out to pat his thigh. He took her hand and kept it right where it was, making her want to draw a sharp breath.

They watched the movie, though neither of them paid it much mind until about ten minutes in, when a college coed answered her door in only booty shorts and athletic socks. They both chuckled uncomfortably and Marie shifted so she was sitting closer to Max.

“Are you okay?” she asked him. “I’ve noticed some changes in the way you’re behaving.”

He shrugged uncomfortably. “I guess I’m just… you know… trying to deal with it.”

“You miss them.”

He shrugged again.

She moved her hand to the back of his neck, her nails sliding across his skin. “What can I do?”

“Um.”

“What is it?” she asked, all too aware of how breathy her tone was.

“There’s something… something I was kind of hoping…”

“What?”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“Anything I can do to make you feel better, baby.”

He twisted his head towards her. Her eyelids fluttered. He reached out and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. She offered no resistance, and came to him, twisting onto her knee and crawling onto his lap. They stared at each other.

“I want these tonight,” he said softly, and brought his fingers to the straps of her nightie. She drew a breath as he slid them down, the top dropping over her breasts and revealing her nipples to him. “I just want to suck on these for a while.”

“Ohhh,” Marie whispered. Her hips spread wider, her thong-clad pussy resting against his hard cock. His lips descended upon her breast, taking the whole of her nipple into his mouth, his breath hot against her skin and making it pebble. She ground against him, her mind gone, his cock a rigid pole between her folds.

I’m sorry, Andy. I’m sorry, Debra.

But I want this so fucking much.

Funny, but she didn’t think about mentally apologizing to her husband.

Marie’s hands went around to the back of his head and she whispered his name. “Max.” His eyes closed and he gripped the breast he was sucking in both hands, squeezing it, kneading it, and all the while, he kept sucking, little moans escaping him from time to time.

From her too. Could her young lover feel how wet she was for him through her thong and his shorts? She threw back her blonde hair and thrust her chest towards his eager mouth, giving him more of her as she rocked on him.

“Oh, this is wrong, this is wrong,” she moaned. God, what was she doing? Max was more than half her age. Eighteen and legal, yes, but he was still a senior in fucking high school, she was grinding on a high schooler, she was going to come for a fucking high schooler.

His hands were rough, so rough, and he squeezed her tit tight as he made hungry sucking noises, her hard nipples finally getting the relief they’d been craving for days on end. She clutched him and rode it out, her eyes titling up, her thick hips swaying fast against his.

“Suck me, Max, that’s it, that’s good,” she moaned.

His hands shot to her other tit, manhandling it as his mouth dragged across her cleavage and to her other nipple. “I want to put a little baby in you, Marie,” he said happily. “I want to make all of you pregnant again.”

What the fuck?

But oh God, the thought of him driving that fat fucking cock into her cunt, firing off his hot come deep inside her, spearing her over and over and over again, making her drip his come as he fucked her, made her so hot that she cried out, a wordless thing, her pleasure reaching its peak. His hand shot down to his shorts and he freed himself. She slammed down onto him, pinning his cock against his thigh and grinding on it, hot, so fucking hot for him, and she fed him her tit, her hips rocking faster and faster.

The pleasure ripped through her and Marie collapsed forward, sobbing with it, her fingernails digging into his back and his neck as she bucked on his hips and his cock. He sucked harder, his hands going to her ass now, and he was fucking back up at her, that thong still between them but his cock’s length sliding against her dripping cunt through it, his breaths wild and ragged as he sucked and sucked.

“Mmmm,” he moaned. “Marie… Marie!”

He came, the shots hitting the hem of the back of her nightgown and across the floor. She rocked harder, gasping, her eyes squeezed shut, not hearing the sound of her bedroom door until Max bodily threw her off him.

“He’s coming,” he whispered.

She stared at him, dazed, and Max saved the day. He grabbed a throw off the back of the couch and draped it over her. He tucked himself away not a second too soon. Greg came out and grumbled, “Are we partying all night out here or what? You’ve got the volume way too loud.”

“Sorry,” Max muttered, playing up the wounded dog part again. He reached for the remote and turned down the volume on the TV.

His temper deflated by that, Greg said, “Yeah… well…” To his wife, “You coming to bed?”

Marie looked at Max, then up at Greg. “I’ll be just a minute.”

Her husband grunted and plodded his way back to the bedroom. She tossed aside the throw, slid her nightie back into place, and stood up to peek around the corner. Max stood too, yawning and wrapping his arms around her from behind. He rubbed his massive cock between her ass cheeks and kissed the side of her neck.

“That was just what I needed,” he said, taking her tits in hand one more time and squeezing. “Have a good night, Marie.”

* * *

The women met at a coffee shop for a late breakfast. Marie moved like she was drunk, her mind awash in a sea of half-formed thoughts and sharp physical memories of the night before. When the barista asked what she’d like, she jerked, remembering grinding the length of Max’s big dick. When she reached for her steaming cup of coffee, she thought about the heat of his breath on her neck.

Oh fuck. Oh God. She had cheated on Greg… with Max. Her friends Debra and Andy were barely in the grave and she was presenting herself like a bitch in heat to their eighteen-year-old son.

The rest of the crew was deep in a conversation about the office where Becky would return to when she was done with maternity leave. She was a junior executive for a big company and was more and more frustrated by the day by reports from her coworkers about her inept replacement.

To Marie as she sat down, Becky said, “I’m apologizing in advance if I’m in a bad mood. I get all the fun of working in the office by Zoom meetings and changing diapers at the same time.”

Beside her, Laura bounced Becky’s baby Andrea in her arms. “I’ve been thinking a lot about diapers lately. Babies. This Deb thing… it’s made me think maybe it’s time to get serious about adoption.”

I want to make all of you pregnant.

Marie fought down a shiver but couldn’t help pressing her thighs together. Tell them, she thought. They’ll help you stop this before you destroy your marriage. Before you give in completely.

“And how does Clive feel about that?” Isabella asked.

Laura took little Andrea’s hands in hers and waved them up and down, making the baby giggle. “If he doesn’t like it,” she said, “maybe it’s time to start asking some bigger questions.”

They all knew what she was talking about. Clive was a nice guy but avoided responsibility like it was a virus. He only proposed because Laura threatened to break up with him. Adoption was their only real answer to having a baby, since Clive’s swimmers were nearly as lazy as he was.

“Well, you know Diego would help if he could,” Isabella said.

“Same with Greg,” Marie said, her voice faint to her own ears. They all made small sounds of annoyed agreement.

“How’s he doing with Max?” Laura asked. “They getting along any better?”

Marie shook her head no. “Although it was pretty funny. Last night Greg pushed hard for Max to work out with him. When I looked in, Max was jogging like he did it every day, barely breaking a sweat. I think Greg expected him to be lazy about it, but Max…” She smiled to herself. “He showed him up. I know Deb said a few times that when Andy would lose his temper with him, Max would work out, but I didn’t think… well, it’s Max, you know?”

“I know he’s stronger than he looks,” Isabella said. “When Diego bought that house last summer to flip, Andy and Max helped out for a little extra cash. There was this big maple desk upstairs and Andy and Diego thought they were going to need to get more guys to lift it up and over the banister. It wasn’t going to fit otherwise, unless they wanted to break it apart and Diego said it was too beautiful not to sell. So as they’re talking about who they can call, Max tries lifting one side and hoists it up no problem to shoulder level. Then he tipped it on its side, said, ‘I’ll just do it,’ picks the whole thing up himself, and walks it down the stairs as his dad is yelling at him that he’s going to wreck his back or drop the desk.”

“They should get him out for the track team,” Becky said. “Throwing shot or discus.”

None of them responded to that. They knew the chances of getting Max to try out for team sports were non-existent.

They talked about other things for a while, each of them taking a turn with Andrea. The little one was well-behaved that day, gurgling and making happy noises until she dozed off in Marie’s arms.

I want to put a baby in you, Max said again in her mind.

* * *

Greg dreamed of his company’s building. It was not empty, he could feel that, but there was no one in sight. Something pulled him towards his office, some dark magnet, and he desperately did not want to see what was on the other side. But he heard something, something familiar, and despite his dread, he could not stop himself. Marie cried out in orgasm, and he rushed to the door, pushing it open and seeing Max sitting in his chair, Marie riding him with her ass to Greg. He tried to call out to her, to tell her to turn around and look at him, but from behind, his coworkers and his boss laughed. He spun, and Sherri, his boss’s secretary, was holding a cake dripping with come.

“Surprise!” they shouted, and he woke with a start.

It was the weekend, and Greg was unsurprised that he was alone. He slept ridiculously late on the weekends, and Marie was always up before him to do her usual breakfast and coffee thing with her girlfriends. Christ, he wished he could convince his wife to invite one or more of them home for a threesome or a foursome. There was no guilt on his part screwing over his two remaining best friends. Diego was a propped-up little peacock of a man and Clive was a simpering bitch.

Even if their wives said no, there was always Becky. She was single. Throughout his morning shower, Greg pondered if Becky would have given birth naturally or had a C-section done like his wife. He bet Becky was a C-section girl. No way she’d want to wreck the Ferrari that was her perfect ten body. He’d seen her tits a couple times since she had that little girl. Greg wasn’t a praying man but he sure turned into one, begging God not to let that kid wreck her big milky hooters.

Still grinning to himself about the thought of piling Marie and Becky together on the bed and ploughing into them, he came out into the living room and immediately his mood dampened. Max was kneeling in front of the TV and hooking up a game console to it.

“Max, good morning,” Greg said.

“Uh huh,” Max said.

“While you’re staying with us, I expect you to be polite. When I say ‘good morning,’ you say it back.” Max ignored that and Greg fought the urge to ball up his fist. “What are you doing? Did Marie give you permission to bring your games out here?”

“No, Greg, I just decided to do it. Your TV’s bigger than the one in my room.”

There was something different about the young man’s voice in that moment, something as derisive as his attitude when Greg invited him to work out. Greg didn’t like that tone, not one bit.

“Well, then, I guess you’re going to unplug it and take it back to your room.”

Max continued to ignore him, and leaned back on his legs. He pressed the power button on the console, and turned on the TV with a remote.

“I know what you’re trying to do, buttering up my wife,” Greg said. “A fat teenage shit like you, she’ll never go for it.”

Still, nothing from the big young man as he reached for a controller. Greg stepped towards him, furious now. Max finally glanced up, but it was too late. Greg brought his foot up and straight back down, smashing it into the video game console. The plastic broke, but the image remained resolute on the screen. The second kick did it, the machine making a high whining sound before the power cut out.

“Hm,” Max said. He unplugged a cord from the console and stood up. “A few things are going to happen, Greg.”

“You little fucking shit, you don’t talk to me like that. You don’t ignore me.”

“First things first. You’re going to buy me a new console. There’s a special edition I’ve had my eye on, so this works out. Kismet, I think is the right word.” Greg blinked at him, and Max grinned. “Yeah. I’m a little bit more intelligent than I like to let on. Here’s the funny thing I discovered about being smart. People expect shit out of you. You work eight, ten, twelve hours a day for rich fucks who don’t deserve your heart and soul. Your teachers expect As from you on every test when all you want to do is stare at their asses and their tits. But if you consistently don’t put in the work, people don’t expect anything from you. So I figured, why not game the system?”

“What the fuck?” Greg asked.

“Second thing I want from you… and oh, you’re right, by the way. I’ve been priming Marie since the first day I came here. Fuck, the things she let me do last night…”

Greg grabbed him by the throat and pushed him backwards. He pinned Max against the wall, gritting his teeth, eyes wild. “You fucking liar. You fat, disgusting piece of shit.”

“Second. When Marie does fuck me, and she will, you’re not going to do a thing about it. Not to her. Not to me. The reason’s simple. No one would fucking believe you, Greggy. And even if they did, cucked by your big, fat, stupid houseguest.” Max clicked his tongue and shook his head. Greg felt something new, something under the anger. Unease. Fear, maybe. Something was wrong. Something was seriously wrong. Had the young man really done something with Marie?

“She’ll never.”

“She will. Today, I think, or soon enough. They all will. I’m going to fuck all of them. Unprotected. Raw. I’m going to drive my kids into them and I’m going to love every fucking second of it.”

Greg licked his suddenly dry lips. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Max’s lips quirked upwards. “Here’s the third and final thing, Greggy.”

“Stop calling me that.”

“No. Anyways. Here’s my favorite part of this. I want you to hang around for, mm, three days. Three days of taking whatever I dish out, and then you can walk away from all this and tell everyone you cheated on Marie and you’re going to get a divorce. You’ll give her everything. The house, the cars, enough money to keep her happy, everything.”

“Why the hell would I do that?”

“Because if you don’t, I’ll tell the world the truth. Hell, the way Marie was acting last night, she’ll probably help me. A video clip of me, fucking your hot-as-balls wife, making her beg for it, making her scream my name. Imagine how humiliated you’d be at work. Your clients find out, they’d laugh their asses off. Greg, done in by dumb eighteen-year-old fat Max.”

Greg thought about hitting him. He might have, but the house reverberated with the sound of the garage door opening. Max’s eyes crinkled with amusement.

“Thanks, by the way. I hadn’t planned for you to wreck my game system, but goddamn, that’s a great touch. Just what I needed.”

“No,” Greg whispered, and let him go. “No no no.”

Max’s smile disappeared, and he stuck out his bottom lip and made it quiver. In seconds, his eyes gleamed with alligator tears, and Greg backed away, ashen white, feeling faint.

The door between the garage and the house opened, and he began to babble.

* * *

Humming the song that had been playing on the radio, Marie opened up the back of the crossover and collected the groceries. Carbonara for dinner, she thought, and some crusty garlic bread. There was stuff for a salad too.

She entered the house. Something smelled acrid, like electronics shorting. Greg stood at the entrance to the living room, his hands up like he was being arrested. His face was pale white, and he stammered, “Baby, baby, it’s not what it looks like, it’s… it’s a show, he’s going to try and manipulate you…”

“He crushed my game console!” Max cried out.

Marie dropped the bags of groceries onto a table and rushed her husband. “What did you do?” she shouted. Then she saw it, the broken game console and Max, pressed against the wall a glimmer of tears in his eyes.

Marie saw, and she understood. She knew even before her husband tried to tell her his side of the story. She knew what Max was now. The manipulator. The devil in their midst.

And he had just set them free.

She went to him, pulling him away from the wall and cradling his head in her hands. “He was going t-to hit me,” Max blubbered.

“I was not!” Greg said.

“He woke up and s-saw me plugging in my games out h-here and he got so mad and told me to go back to my room and… and he kicked my console, up and down-”

“Lies, it’s fucking lies, Marie, he’s manipulating you, he’s, he’s doing something to your mind, he’s…”

Yes, Marie agreed mentally. He is.

“Shhh, shhh, shhh, it’s okay, it’s okay,” she told Max. “We’ll make this better, Greg will make up for this. What can I do, baby, what can I do for you?”

“Can I… can I do that thing we did last night? It made me feel so good.”

Marie pulled back, and without a word, started undoing the buttons on her blouse.

“What the fuck?” Greg asked. He took a step backwards. Max gave him a look, something dark, something unreadable. Marie thought her husband was going to run out of there, but he didn’t. He wiped at his mouth with the back of his hand, watching, horrified, as Marie pulled apart her blouse and tugged down the cups of her wispy black bra.

With her still cradling his head, Max bent and sucked her nipple greedily into his mouth. One of his big hands cupped that tit, as rough with it as he had been the night before, but his other one now went to her skirt, and he was lifting it, pulling the fabric over her thighs, up to her panties, and his hand was sliding into them, feeling her wetness, feeling the pussy no man had touched other than Greg in over twenty years.

“No. No, Marie, no,” Greg moaned.

Max pushed two fingers indie her hot and desperate cunt, and Marie bucked upwards, gasping, laughing. “That’s it, baby, that’s it, finger me, oh fuck, that feels so good…”

“Can I make a baby inside you, Marie?” Max asked around her tit. He waved with the hand that had been on her breast towards Greg. “He can raise it!”

Marie let loose with a broken dark giggle, then gasped as he slid a third finger into her. “Yesss, Max, yes, you can fuck me, you can breed me…”

Greg collapsed backwards onto the couch, burying his head in his hands. “No, no no,” he moaned.

Max popped free of Marie’s nipple and buried his head between her tits, watching Greg out of the corner of his eye. “All of them. I’m going to make all of them pregnant, Marie! Can you help?”

“Yesss,” she whined, rocking on his fingers, her pussy so fucking wet for him.

“I’ll make all of them pregnant and then I’ll get you all together. All four of you, big and milky like Becky. “

“Mmm, mm hm, yes, milky, milky for you…”

“Babies inside all of you! And I’ll have you kiss and I’ll fuck you and maybe fuck your asses too!”

Marie closed her eyes, her body quaking. “Yes. Oh fuck, yes, all of us… all of us p-pregnant, all of us your sluts, your big pregnant MILF sluts, Max, oh, oh my God, I’m going to come, I’m going to come so fast for you.”

Greg bolted for the rear of the house. But before he vanished entirely, he turned back, and he saw the thing that would haunt him until the day he died. He saw big Max rising up, and his wife eagerly pressing her lips to his, a dark kiss, their tongues greeting each other, and his wife whispering, “I love you, I love you Max, I’m yours, I’ll always be yours.”

* * *

With seemingly no effort on his part, Max carried Marie into her bedroom. She had lost the skirt and the blouse, but was still in her heels and black lace panties.

“Which side does that dumb fuck sleep on?” he asked, all pretenses of his façade gone with her. She kissed him fervently, her hand sliding into his shorts and gripping his steel-hard length and moaning. “Focus, Marie.”

“W-what?”

“What side does your husband sleep on?”

“Right. Right side.”

He guided her to the bed and laid her out on it. Max hurried out of his baggy shirt and dropped his shorts, his huge dick pointed right at her face.

“Suck my cock,” he said.

She twisted onto her hands and knees, breasts rising and falling hard, her eyes locked on his balls. They were as big as plums, and completely shaven. Up to that day, Marie would have assumed Max was a virgin, but she realized this too was probably part of his act. Her last rational thought for a while was wondering just how many women he’d been with.

Her slim lips and small mouth could barely fit around his length, but she tried, staring up at him with worshipful eyes, at his big gut, at his flabby chest, at his knowing grin. He reached down and slid a hand through her silky blonde hair, sweeping it up into a fistful and shoving his cock deeper into her mouth, making her gag on him, her eyes watering.

“I’ve been wanting this for a long, long time,” Max said, the slowness to his voice gone.

“GURK!” Marie said around him. Her hand shot between her thighs. She shoved her panties to the side and fingered herself as he pulled back, letting her breathe and her jaw relax before thrusting back into her mouth again.

“Look at you. Such a fuckable MILF slut. Good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Gwork!” she agreed.

This was Max, this was Max, this was sweet, shy, innocent Max, and he was making her so fucking wild. She stared up at him, her mouth stretched obscenely wide around his fat cock as it hit the back of her throat over and over and over again. He was pummeling her mouth with it, fucking her as hard as she wanted him to fuck her pussy, and she loved it, loved him, loved the depravity of all this.

“I’m going to love watching you with them, Marie,” Max said. “Have any of you ever slept together?”

He let her pull off him long enough to gasp a response. “N-no. We haven’t. For you, for you…” She didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, she showed him, her sweet eyes locked on him as she swallowed him down again, taking as much of him as she could, thinking about it, about Isabella and her big curvy ass, about Laura and her hot motherly teacher good looks, about Becky and her absurd curves and the milk Marie was so desperate to drink right from her nipples.

And with the fantasy came wild waves of pleasure tearing her apart, her orgasm driving the oxygen out of her lungs and making her eyes roll up. She pulled off Max involuntarily, mouth agape, her drool and his precome sliding out the corners of her mouth and dripping down on to her big tits. He finished her movement, pushing her onto her back and crawling on top of her on the bed, his big cock in his fist, jacking it as he knelt over her tits. He slid his cock in between them and even as the dregs of the orgasm still wrapped her tight, Marie pushed her tits together and mewled at him.

“Fuck my tits, Max, fuck them, they’re yours, all of me is yours, baby…”

From somewhere in the house she heard her husband moan in frustration and pain, and she wondered vaguely why he was still hanging around. Doubtless it had to be Max’s doing somehow.

He must have heard Greg too. His lips peeled back in a caricature of a smile, only in his dark eyes, she saw no humor.

“He never touches you again,” Max said.

“Never. I’m yours, I’m yours…” Marie said, her voice husky.

Max shoved his cock through her tits one more time and pulled away to aim his cock at her face. She cooed and laughed delightedly as come shot from him like a cannon, over and over and over again, more than double the shots her husband would make, and all of them so much thicker too. Her face was caked in Max’s come by the time he was done, dripping from her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, her chin.

He wasted no time, moving down the bed and taking her panties in his big hands. These he ripped and tossed aside, staring at her bared cunt for a long, hungry moment before dropping and throwing her legs over his shoulders. When his eager tongue slid through her folds, Marie arched her back and balled up a fist, pressing it to her mouth.

“Oh my God, fuck, fuck, eat me, eat my pussy, Maaaax!” she howled.

The pussy he would fill with his come. Her unprotected pussy. Hadn’t needed birth control in twenty years. Why use birth control when your husband was snipped?

And now…

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, that’s it, nnnngh, nnngh, lick me just like that, oh, mmmmm!”

Max’s tongue was everywhere on her, licking her from the stretch of skin between her asshole and her pussy all the way to her hooded big clit. He spread her apart with his thumbs and devoured her button, slurping and sucking on it with eager, happy noises. She sucked at her knuckles, unable to speak as the pleasure threatened to sweep her away again.  Her thighs slapped at his face and she shoved upward, her mouth wide open, eyes half-lidded.

Her wail escaped her as she climaxed, filling the house and making her husband stagger out into the backyard, clutching his ears.

“Maaaaaaaax!”

He kept licking her through the orgasm until she gripped at his head and hair and pulled at him. He slid up her body, his cock hard again and in his hands, and she brought a leg up, eyelids fluttering as he pressed his tip to Marie’s pussy.

“I’m going to give you it, Marie. I’m going to give you a baby. My baby.”

“Yeeee-” she started to moan, then her moan turned to another wail of pure ecstasy as he slid deep inside her, every massive inch of him filling her. She kicked at the air with her one raised foot and sucked on her fingers and twisted her head until he twisted it back, a dazed, loopy smile on her face as the sensations ripped through her and made her into something new and dark and dangerous.

“Yes! Oh, oh my fucking, oh my God, Max, fuck me, fuck me baby, I’m yours, I’m fucking yours!”

“I love your fucking pussy,” he said, his hands going to her big beautiful tits and squeezing as he began to ram his monster of a dick back and forth, filling her completely, his balls thwapping against her skin. “So wet for me, Marie.”

“Wet. Wet for you. Wet for your big fucking cock, Max, oh my God, oh my God,” she blubbered. A laugh escaped her, mixed with a sob of pleasure, a wheezy sound that was punctuated by his cock thrusting deep again and again, making her voice turn to a keen of need as he built up speed, a freight train barreling down the tracks and taking her along for the ride.

The headboard slammed against the wall over and over, keeping time with his insane fucking, the big young man sweating freely above her as he shamelessly groped her tits. Pleasure consumed Marie, an orgasm hitting her, subsiding, then rising up again like waves crashing on the shore. Her mind was too far gone to count them. A thin line of drool escaped the corner of her mouth, her tongue poked out, and her eyes rolled up Never in Greg’s prime had he fucked her like this, nor any other man.

“It’s time,” he grunted. “Going to make you pregnant. Going to make you mine.”

“Preg-nant…” Marie said, and giggled again before her lungs seized up and her back arched. She was beyond control, her fingers flexing involuntarily, her feet beating at the mattress. He drove deep, his come rocketing out of him again, so much of him, so much, and she knew he would be ready again soon, ready to take her, to mold her to his dark desires, and it was all she wanted now. Her husband, her daughters, her life, it could all burn, so long as she got to feel this again.

She was his. Forever and ever, Marie now belonged to Max.


Isabella, or Fun with Home Movies

Isabella bounced as she sang along to the pop hit on the radio. Her daughter had called from California, a rarer and rarer event these days. It still stung, knowing Laetitia wanted to be with her father, not Isabella, but she would take the wins where she got them, and these days, a fifteen-minute conversation with her tween daughter was a huge win.

She didn’t hate her ex. Scott was a great guy, a producer who bucked the popular persona of a slimeball. He produced one of her few movies, a screwball teen comedy romp that about all of ten people watched, but he waited until after the dust had settled professionally to invite her to Vancouver with him for a business trip he intended on turning into personal pleasure with her, if she accepted. She did, and they spent a wonderful week together, falling more in lust than love.

Pregnancy was not exactly a surprise. They hadn’t been careful. Laetitia was the reason they married, and for seven years, they lived a fairly quiet life together. Scott’s career stayed even-keeled, at first producing the sort of low-budget dreck that flooded streaming services so they could pump up their content hours, and occasionally dipping his toes into tiny but prestigious indie films. Isabella got a few offers here and there and landed a promising pilot as a quirky best friend to the main character, but the show never got the greenlight, despite positive responses from the test audiences.

The degradation of Isabella’s marriage stemmed from a lot of feelings of inequality on her part. Scott was well-liked, Scott was always invited to parties, and Scott was always going to have a home in Hollywood. Meanwhile, Isabella fought for scraps. She was his plus one, and it led to a lot of tension.

Then came The Night. Isabella thought about it like that, with capital letters and everything. A promising audition led to crushing disappointment, compounded by Scott being nominated for an award for one of his movies. Isabella wanted to be happy for her husband. Instead, it led to a revelation. She didn’t want to do this anymore. Any of it. She loved acting and it would always be a passion of hers, but she didn’t want to live her life chasing a dream in Hollywood that was never going to be realized. The Night saw her and Scott fight about it, about her wanting to start over and him wanting to stay, and little Laetitia, no more than eight, run out to cling to her father and beg her mom not to be mad at Scott anymore.

It broke their marriage and it broke Isabella.

The courts declared that Laetitia belonged in Isabella’s care, but that only lasted two years. The highlight of Laetitia’s life was the days she got to spend with her father, and Isabella couldn’t let her daughter suffer like that. She gave over full custody and fled California. She talked to Laetitia every other day at first, but her little girl was slowly slipping away from her, and that was okay. It had to be. Some days, though, it was a little easier to imagine things the way they had been.

She wanted to be a mother again someday, give things another shot, but Diego had been snipped during his own first marriage and had no interest in adopting. He didn’t like chaos in any shape or form. He liked orderliness, and organization, and everything in its very specific place. Some days it was enough to drive her crazy.

Marie and Greg’s house was a short drive, so Isabella pulled into the driveway and gave it another twenty seconds to finish the song. She plucked up her boba tea, sipped, and finally stepped out into the gentle rain. Time to move Max to her home for a few weeks. The idea was pleasant, though Diego was, of course, high-strung about the idea of Max bringing about any change to their life. Then again, Max was a frequent guest to their place anyways and he knew Diego’s rules about taking shoes off at the door and using coasters and tidying up immediately without delay lest a single dreaded germ make its way into their lives. Isabella loved Diego but she was the first to admit he was an utterly exhausting human being.

She started up the drive to Marie’s front door. Like all their friends, Isabella wasn’t exactly surprised Marie and Greg were separating. He had always been an asshole, the sort of guy you didn’t feel comfortable with alone. It wasn’t that he’d ever done anything to any of Marie’s friends, but Isabella got the distinct uneasy feeling he would, given the opportunity. When Marie told them all he cheated on her and she was thinking divorce, Isabella nearly cheered. Though neither Marie or Max said as much, Isabella and Becky both suspected the friction between him and Max might have been part of it too. 

She had no idea how right she was until she found the front door unlocked and walked in to the sound of her friend crying out Max’s name.

Isabella froze, her hand still on the doorknob. It was a big house but the sound of skin slapping against skin reverberated throughout. She slowly shut the door and moved silently through the living room. Max and Marie? No. No possible way. That was their best friend’s son! Sure, Marie had been strange lately, goofy and dreamy and all smiles when she thought no one was looking, but Isabella had attributed that to the relief of being free of her husband.

Now she knew the truth, and so many things fell into place. Marie had told them all about that night when she caught Max masturbating in bed, but said nothing else happened even as it was obvious she was holding something back. Now Isabella knew what that was.

The noise wasn’t coming from the master bedroom or the guest bedroom Max used when he stayed there. His things lined that hallway, but the noise was coming from Marie and Greg’s home gym. Isabella crept towards it, her eyelids feeling like they were glued wide open. She didn’t think later she blinked once from the time she entered that house to the moment she looked in on Max resting on his back on the exercise bench, his hands filled with Marie’s tits as she bounced on top of him, her blonde hair spilling in every which direction.

Oh fuck, was that actually Max’s cock splitting her apart? It looked more like a fleshy tree trunk. And as Marie saw her friend and gasped, Max started to come inside her, raw, unprotected. Rivers of his cream spilled out from Marie’s pussy, spattering the bench and the ground in puddles.

“Isabella! You’re… you’re…”

“Fifteen minutes late,” Isabella said. She stumbled backwards, then fled for the living room before she could faint.

* * *

By the time they showered and dressed again, Isabella was seated at Marie’s kitchen table, hands wrapped around a mug of tea. She stared blankly ahead, thinking about Debra and Andy and trying not to think about their eighteen-year-old son’s massive fuckstick.

As her mind slowly slid past the shock a faint moment of clarity hit her. There was no way this hadn’t been deliberate. They wanted her to see them fucking. They were showing off. The question was why, and she thought the answer was pretty obvious. Max wanted her, too.

“Sorry it took so long,” Marie said from behind her, making her jump. The blonde MILF came to the table and trailed fingers across Isabella’s back, making her shiver. “He got hard again in the shower and I needed to take care of him.” She burped and giggled. “Excuse me, sorry. I’ve got a lot of come inside me.”

“Jesus, Marie!” Isabella said.

Her friend took a chair beside her and reached for her hand. Isabella yanked it back away from her, like the lust in Marie could be contagious. “We fuck probably five or six times a day. By the time we go to bed I can hardly walk.”

“H-how long has this been… been going on, Marie? My God, it’s Max. Max. He’s eighteen, and… and…”

“I know,” Marie said gently. She burped again and took Isabella’s tea. After a sip, she passed it back, but Isabella pushed it right back towards her. “It started three or four days after he showed off for me. The masturbating?” Isabella nodded weakly. “Greg and I had been arguing and… I’d been thinking about Max. A lot. He was manipulating me but I knew it. And I… I kind of liked it. I liked his attention. I liked the games we were playing.”

“Debra and Andy… they’d be horrified by this.”

“Probably. But they’re gone now, Isabella. We’re the ones left to take care of him. I just… took that a little far.”

“There’s no we. I’m not sleeping with him.”

“You don’t have to.” Marie said. “He can still stay here.”

Isabella thought about that. Maybe if Max came to stay with her, she could talk him out of this madness. And maybe, a very small voice in the back of her mind said gleefully, you’ve always been curious since she told you he had a big dick.

Isabella shoved that thought aside, though she thought again about Max’s creaming cock inside her friend and the rain of come that had pattered down on the bench seat.

“Damn it,” she muttered. “He can stay with me. But I’m not sleeping with him. I’m not.”

“Okay,” Marie said, smiling brightly. “But you might want to stay off the pill. He wants to breed all of us.”

“What. The. Fuck?” Isabella shouted.

* * *

Diego insisted on dinner out at a Japanese steakhouse that night, surprising Isabella. It wasn’t that Isabella’s husband was cheap – far from it. He loved eating out at nice places, and he liked them driving nice cars, and wearing nice clothes. He liked for them to be seen. It was all part of the showmanship of his job selling real estate. Clothes make the man, and all that.

So when he came home that night to announce that they were going to be eating out to celebrate Max coming to live with them for a few weeks, Isabella had her suspicions, but dutifully played along. Max looked uncomfortable in his slacks and a navy blue button-down, the nicest clothes he owned apart from the suit Marie and Becky helped him buy for his parents’ funeral.

“We’ll get you back into your basketball shorts tomorrow,” Diego said, chuckling and slapping Max on the back like they were the best of friends. Max eyed Isabella when her husband wasn’t looking and smirked, making her shiver as she thought about Marie’s words.

He wants to breed us.

That was silly, of course. This was Max. No matter the size of his cock, he was still their best friends’ son, an eighteen-year-old at that.

Over filets, crunchy salmon rolls, and fiery shrimp, they talked about Max’s return to high school and what his plans were for the fall. His father’s money manager was handling the life insurance and inheritance. Max would be living on a stipend for the foreseeable future, but the money wasn’t going to last forever.

“I don’t know,” Max said, his shoulders rising and falling. “I guess I just want to get through high school.”

Diego gave him a slick smile, his pitchman’s smile. “Of course. Of course. Everything is still…” He clicked his tongue. “…still so fresh, Max. I don’t mean to imply you should rush into anything.” He reached over and rubbed Max’s back, a more familiar gesture than he’d ever given the young man apart from the funeral.

In that moment, with perfect, sinking dread, Isabella knew what her husband had planned, what this dinner actually was. She glanced at him sharply, but he ignored her, his attention focused entirely on Max.

“Max… have you thought…” Diego stopped to click his tongue again, the very vision of humble sorrow. “Have you given any thought as to what you want to do with your parents’ house?”

There it was. In that moment, Isabella could have picked up her knife and stabbed her husband.

Max shrank into himself, looking weak, looking pathetic. Was this really the same young man who had turned Marie into a drooling toy, who had very likely knocked her up? The transformation was both disturbing and remarkable. This was the Max Isabella knew and was familiar with. It was the Max that made her want to reach out and hug him and hiss for Diego to leave him alone.

“I don’t know,” Max said forlornly.

“This is not the time, Diego,” Isabella said.

“Of course. Oh, Max, I didn’t mean to hurt you. Hey. I’m sorry,” Diego said, his voice sugary sweet. “Just let me know if there’s anything I can ever do for you in that regard. If you need advice or anything more, you come talk to me, any time of day.”

And maybe have you help sell the place for a hefty commission, Isabella thought.

Dessert was the house specialty, fried cheesecake, split three ways. It was so rich Isabella and Diego could only eat a few bites, but Max demolished the rest, eating noisily. Diego watched him fondly.

“Isn’t the food here the best?” he asked.

Max picked up his napkin, wiped at his lips, and leaned in to say none too quietly to Isabella, “I’d rather be eating you.”

Isabella fought back a gasp and her husband asked quizzically, “Pardon?”

Max dropped the napkin on his plate and asked, “Bathroom?”

“Oh! That way. You can’t miss it.”

As he stood up, Max reached under the table and squeezed Isabella’s leg. She fought the urge to jump, thinking all the while about his big fat fucking cock splitting Marie apart, and her friend’s cries of ecstasy.

* * *

“I don’t get why you’re still mad at me,” Diego said the next morning. He stood next to her in a baby blue suit. Given his slim, short frame, it made him look like an overgrown child, especially with his bow tie. Despite his protests otherwise, bow ties were not cool.

“Because you are treating him like next month’s commission,” Isabella said.

“You’re shouting. You’ll wake him up.”

“I’m not shouting! This is shouting, Diego!”

“Okay, okay,” Diego said. He poured himself a cup of coffee from the fresh pot she just made, added a splash of half and half, and took a sip. Almost immediately, he rushed to the sink and spat it out. “What the hell did you put in there, woman?”

“Cayenne pepper. And you deserved it, you unbelievable asshole.”

“Christ, Isabella, I got coffee on my shirt.”

“Oh, what a shame. Want me to burn it for you?”

His muttered curses did not make her any happier. She slept terribly the night before, tossing and turning. She could not get that image of Marie riding Max out of her mind, even if she knew it was exactly what they wanted from her. Max’s brief touch at the steakhouse hadn’t done her subconscious any favors either. In one of the few troubled dreams she could remember, Max leaned over and slid his tongue into her ear, teasing her with it. In another, she rested on the table, completely nude, while Max ate his cheesecake off her stomach while her husband sat right there, talking to the waiter.

Both times Isabella woke up wet and wanting, and it deeply disturbed her.

Irritated at her husband, Max, and Marie all at once, and maybe most of all irritated at herself for being so disgustingly horny, Isabella bellowed, “Max! Time to wake up and go to school!”

No response, but then again, his room was all the way across the house. She stormed that way. His door was half-closed, and from it she heard his heavy breathing. Not quite a snore, but in ten years, if Max didn’t lose some weight, he was going to sound like a machinegun when he slept.

Isabella rapped on the door. “Max. Time to wake up and go to school.”

Still no response.

She hesitated, thinking about Marie walking in on him masturbating. The thought made her shiver, but he had the thick comforter pulled up to his shoulders so there was no danger of her seeing anything.

Except the massive bulge under it.

Isabella swore under her breath, both in exasperation and at the sheer size of the young man’s tent. When Marie said he was as thick as her arm, she hadn’t been exaggerating and may have been underselling things. Even under the blankets that was easy to see. Isabella’s heart quickened. She would not be tempted by this, she vowed, except that she already was, wasn’t she? Max and Marie had already invaded her dreams, and even now she crept forward, hand making claws out of her fingers as though she were fighting against her very own willpower not to do this.

“Max,” she said, far more throatily. “It is time to wake up and go to school. Max. Max!”

Inch by inch she stepped forward. Minutes ticked away in the silence of the house, only broken by Diego calling that he was going to work. Isabella called back that she would see him that night, and stepped the last few feet to Max’s bedside.

She halfway expected him to reach out and pull her to him, this sleeping giant of a young man. He looked absurd in his slumber, his mouth wide, his chubby jowls drooping. But there was something intensely magnetic about him beyond his cock. There were two Max’s, she could see that now, the one playing at awkwardness and the one behind the mask, grinning out at the world. Who was that second one? Had Andy and Debra known what a strange creature their son truly was?

She reached out with trembling fingers, hesitating at the last before she made contact with his skin, as if touching him might change something between them. But that was silly. He might be fucking Marie but this was still Max, not some monster.

She gripped his shoulder. “Max,” she said. “Time to wake up.”

His eyelids fluttered and he took a long moment to focus on her. In that moment, she still saw the young man he’d been, shy, vulnerable, and sweet. He glanced down at his hardon, then back up at her.

“Oh no. Not happening, Max.”

“But I’m so hard it hurts,” he said.

She snorted. “Then set an alarm tomorrow and handle it. You need to get ready and go to school.” With the hand she realized was still on his shoulder, she thwapped his forehead. “And what were you thinking putting your hand on me like that last night?”

“Sorry,” he mumbled, sounding anything but. He reached up out of the covers and spit into his palm. She inhaled sharply as he reached back down again and began to stroke himself.

“Max! At least wait until I’m out of the room.”

“Tell me you’re not thinking about it at least a little,” he said. She stood up, and walked out of there as he chuckled to himself. But she didn’t go far. Isabella stepped down the hallway, thought about him stroking himself, and looked back over her shoulder, freezing in place. The little bastard was right. She was thinking about it.

“I know you’re still there, Isabella,” he said softly. “It’s okay. You can come back in and watch if you want. I won’t touch you until you make the first move. Until you’re on your knees and beg me to fuck you. How about that?”

Finally, she fled.

* * *

“Are you going to tell them?” Marie asked. She was the only one of the other three who could make it to their usual morning coffee meeting, so instead, Isabella and Marie were walking the aisles of their favorite store, smoothies in hand.

A guy they passed walking the other way stared at Marie, not paying any attention as to where he was going and slamming his cart right into a laundry soap display. Isabella understood why. It was impossible not to stare at her friend. All four of them dressed provocatively on a regular basis, even Laura on her days off, but Marie was something else that day in tight white butt-hugging pants that seemed painted on, showing off not just her tight bubble butt but the very cleft of her ass and pussy any time she bent over. Her matching white top was little more than crisscrossing strips of fabric over her big motherly tits, drawing baleful glances from the mothers around them and delighted stares from the few guys in the store. It was sexy as hell but hardly the sort of thing that should be worn for a grocery and clothing run.

“I almost get the feeling you want me to,” Isabella said. “You and Max both.”

“He thinks it’ll be easier if you don’t but more sportsmanlike if you do.”

“Easier to manipulate us, you mean. He’s a sexual predator.”

“No, not really. I knew what I was doing our first real night together. Before we had sex the first time. He was flirty, and yeah, that night he showed off for me that was probably crossing a line, but I was the one who went to him.”

“What happened?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Isabella gave it only a moment’s thought. “Yes.”

“Mm. Greg and I both knew he was making moves on me. We argued about it some. He went to bed early. I got a little dolled up in one of my nightgowns. Max… we were supposed to watch a movie, and I told him I’d been seeing little changes in him. In his behavior. Then I asked him if he was okay, and I asked…” Marie smiled faintly, her hand going to her stomach as though she were feeling for a baby she wasn’t sure was there yet. “I asked him if there was anything I could do for him. To make him feel better.”

“Oh my God.”

Marie’s hand slid lower, cradling her sex through the fabric of her pants. Isabella was glad no one was on the aisle who could see. “He pulled me on top of him and told me he wanted my tits for the night. To suck on them.” She shivered delightedly.

“Marie, you’re… you’re playing with yourself.”

“Wh… oh.” Marie moved her hand back to her cart and shook her head, cheeks blooming. “He started sucking on them and I started grinding. I came so hard. Isabella, you have no idea how good it is with him. How dirty and… and skilled he is.”

“Max. Skilled.”

Marie nodded. “He fucked me for hours the next day. And the next day he came in me six times.” Her hand moved back to her pussy again but she noticed it this time and brought it right back to the cart.

Someone turned the corner and they started walking again, Marie adding laundry pods and bleach to the cart. “Word of warning,” she said. “You’ll go through a lot of laundry soap. The sheets. And he’s hell on lingerie. Better to wear nothing but he loves me in it, so…” She giggled. “That’s why I wanted to come here. I need to buy some new things. He’s torn up most everything sexy I own.”

“My God, Marie.”

“You’ll find out.”

“I’m not sleeping with him too.”

“Then why haven’t you told Becky or Laura? Why did you let him into your house?” Isabella didn’t answer that and Marie reached over to caress her friend’s big juicy ass. It was the first time any of them had touched one of the others in a sexual way, at least when they were sober and not joking around. “You can lie to your husband, you can lie to our friends, you can even probably lie to yourself for a little while longer, but you can’t lie to me or to him. He knows. And I see it too.”

“M-Marie.”

Her hand slid away and they were silent for a moment as they passed by a tired mother with two young children. When they were alone again, Marie said softly, “If you say no, if you tell me or him to back off, he will. He wanted me to make sure you knew that. You and the others. Max is not the young man we thought he was but he does still love us, Isabella. So say no and he can come back to live with me.”

Isabella shivered and thought about saying just that. She should have, but she thought about Max reaching beneath the covers to stroke himself. “I had such a hard time waking him up this morning,” she croaked.

A surprised laugh escaped Marie’s lips. “I spoiled him there.”

“What do you mean?”

“That depends on if you’re okay with me sharing more details.”

“Details about… you two?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t tell me,” Isabella said immediately. Then, as they neared the lingerie racks a minute later, she muttered, “Okay, tell me.”

“I’d wake him up every morning with a blowjob.”

“Marie!” She glanced around and hissed, “I’m not doing that.”

“Then good luck, because he’s the heaviest sleeper I’ve ever seen.” Marie plucked a sheer bralette off the rack and examined it. “Of course, I’m always happy to help if you want.”

“I don’t think I’m that desperate either, thanks.”

* * *

“All right, I’m desperate,” Marie said into the phone days later. “Just… wait until Diego’s gone, okay?”

“I have a price,” Marie said cheerfully.

Isabella rubbed her forehead. “What?”

“You don’t have to watch but you have to stay within earshot.”

She gripped the phone tight and fought the urge to scream at her friend. Diego saved er from probably doing just that, stepping into the kitchen in cowboy boots, crisp blue jeans, a belt with a buckle as big as his fist, a two-toned twill shirt, and an honest-to-God cowboy hat.

“How do I look?” he asked. At her blank stare, he added, “For the ranch open house today?”

“Just missing a bolero tie,” she said.

Diego mistook her for serious and snapped his fingers. “That’s great. The perfect touch. Wish me luck!”

His walk was stilted by the stiff brand-new cowboy boots as he came to her for a peck on the cheek. When he was gone, Isabella gave thought to Marie’s demand and Max’s fat eighteen-year-old cock for all of two seconds and snarled into the phone, “Deal.”

Less than two minutes later, Marie came through the door in a trench coat and high heels. After she shut the door, she dropped the coat onto a waiting chair, leaving the beautiful busty blonde in nothing but a sheer blue chemise, matching lacy panties, and a silky choker.

“You were dressed like that just hanging around the house?” Isabella asked.

“I knew you’d call one of these mornings,” Marie said with a shrug.

“I’m not watching you fuck him.”

Marie strutted towards the spare bedroom, calling over her shoulder, “Keep telling yourself that, babe. He’ll be taking your ass soon enough.”

Isabella, focused on her friend’s gorgeous ass, almost missed that. “W-what?”

Marie’s sultry laugh was all she got for a response. Isabella trailed after her, feeling unease, yes, but underneath it and bubbling up quickly was the poison that Max was counting on – curiosity. It was what made Marie fall to his whims and it was working its way through Isabella too. She wanted to see if he was as remarkable a lover as Marie claimed. She wanted to feel that for herself, much as it hurt to admit.

Marie disappeared into the bedroom and Isabella drew closer, standing right outside the door. There was the sound of fabric rustling, the bedding being drawn back, and Marie cooed, “Time to wake up, Max.”

“Fuck,” Isabella whispered.

Marie heard, and giggled throatily. There was no sound for a minute until Max mumbled sleepily, “Morning, Marie.”

A slurp, and Marie said, “Good morning, baby. Did you sleep well?”

“Mm hm.”

“We have a listener today. Don’t we, Isabella?”

Isabella grunted in irritation, “Morning, Max.”

“Morning, Isabella.”

Another slurp, and Marie said, “When I come to wake you up, mmm, like this, she’s going to be out there.”

Max. “I wish you were in here helping her. She’s licking my balls.”

Isabella banged her head back against the wall and fought the urge to reach into her pants and play with herself.

“Talk dirty for her. Let her know what I’m doing to you and how much you love it,” Marie said. “And tell her what you want to do to her, baby. I told her you can’t wait to fuck her big fat ass.”

“Fuck,” Max grunted happily. “It’s the biggest, best ass I’ve ever seen, Isabella. You remember… mm… you remember that time I walked in and you were doing yoga in those pants with the rip in them because your big ass tore them?”

A slurp, then Marie said sweetly, “Answer him, Isabella, or next time I’ll say no and you can wake him up.”

“I… I remember,” Isabella said faintly.

“I wanted to tear them the rest of the way and shove my dick inside your ass.”

“Fuck,” Isabella whispered.

“I bought you some presents,” he said, then chuckled. “Well… Greg paid for them, really. They’re butt plugs. To get you ready for me. Marie’s been wearing hers.”

“Gurk!” Mare choked out around his dick.

“But I haven’t fucked her in the ass yet either,” Max said. “We’re waiting for you to want to join us so you can lick her pretty MILF pussy while I fuck her big juicy butt! Isn’t that special, Isabella?”

“This is insane,” Isabella said, but like Marie’s hand had wandered down to her pussy subconsciously at the store, so to had hers now. She yanked it right back, but they couldn’t see her, right? They couldn’t know. She let it drop again, and undid the button, closing her eyes.

Max, fucking Marie’s ass while Isabella… while she licked Marie.

“Oh God,” she mouthed, her fingers sliding into her panties.

“Urk urk urk,” Marie gagged as if in agreement.

“She can almost take me down her throat,” Max said. “We have a bet who’s going to be the best at sucking my dick. She says Laura. I say… mmm… fuck… Becky.”

Why not me? Isabella thought with a flare of anger. Why couldn’t I suck your cock best?

“Someday we’ll have a contest,” Max continued, Marie making a deep “hurk!” in her throat. “All four of you on your knees in front of me, sucking my big fat dick. I don’t know what the winner will get. My come, I guess!” He laughed at his own joke, and Isabella’s ass thumped against the wall as she fingered herself faster and faster, imagining all four of them taking turns with his dick at face level. “So quiet, Isabella. What are you doing out there? Are you putting your fingers in your pussy thinking about all this?”

“URGH!” Marie gagged.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Isabella whined. It was far louder than she intended.

“You are!” Max said. “You dirty MILFy slut! You like listening to her choke on my big cock?”

“Yes,” Isabella mouthed, her climax there, right there. “Oh God yes.”

“Remember, I won’t fuck you until you ask for it. Are you ready for me to fuck you?”

“No,” Isabella said quietly.

“That’s okay. I think you will be soon. Did Marie tell you I’m going to stick it inside you and put a baby in you? That I’m going to put a baby in all of you?”

That was it for her. Isabella had a flash of her pregnant, riding Max’s cock, a hand on her full belly, her body covered in a sheen of sweat, and she came, came so hard she nearly slid down the wall, her knees shaking.

“Fuck!” she whispered, her voice high and needy.

“Here it comes, Isabella. I’m going to come down Marie’s throat. If you want to see, just look around the corner.”

“I’m sorry, Diego,” Isabella mouthed. She twisted her head around the edge of the door. Max and Marie were in profile to her on the bed, Marie on all fours, Max on his knees. Her mouth bulged with his thickness, but still there was over half his length she couldn’t suck down. Max had his hands on the back of her head, his chubby thighs thrusting back and forth, his man-breasts jiggling with his motions. Marie, with her makeup utterly ruined by tears from a lack of oxygen, glanced at her and winked.

Max pulled back and Marie stroked his cock with frenetic enthusiasm, eyes closing as he began to jerk. Even all the way across the room, Isabella could hear her friend’s throat working as she swallowed him down.

Glug glug glug.

* * *

Marie and Max cleaned up and left, leaving Isabella in the house alone, fucking herself to orgasm three times with her favorite rabbit vibe and dildo. When she could finally think straight without the cloud of lust fogging her mind, she cleaned up her toys and took a long hot shower, thinking of what she needed to do before she lost her nerve.

The clothes she picked out were very purposefully her mom-iest, high-rise jeans, a no-frills long-sleeve top, and sneakers. She sat on the edge of the bed, staring at a picture of her and Diego on their honeymoon in Europe, then picked up her phone and dialed Becky with trembling fingers.

“Hey babe, what’s up?” Becky asked.

“What are you doing for lunch?” Isabella asked.

“I have no plans. It’s just me and Andrea watching TV. Why?” Isabella sniffed, and quieter, Becky asked, “Is it Diego?”

“Kind of. Not really. I want to tell you in person. You and Laura both.”

“Are you okay?”

Isabella smiled at that. Outwardly, Becky could come across as the queen bitch of their group, but if you were in their circle, she could also be the most nurturing and protective of the four of them.

“I’m okay.”

They made plans to meet for lunch near the school if Laura could make it, and that night if she was too busy at school. But when Isabella texted her, she responded in a few minutes with a happy emoji. She was in.

Isabella collapsed backwards on the bed, staring now at the ceiling and feeling a stab of guilt over betraying Marie and Max. But it was really for the best.

Or was she nocking the same arrow that had been fired at her and Marie? Because she knew now with terrible, gut-wrenching certainty, it was only a matter of time before she gave herself to Max too.

Whatever her intent, her hand snaked down to her jeans, and she thought to herself maybe she could coax one last orgasm out of herself before lunch.

When she finally headed downstairs to get ready to leave, there was a box on the kitchen table. She went to it. There were the butt plugs, as promised. They were pastel, with hearts for the flared base, and came in much bigger sizes than the two she already owned. She held up the biggest of them and muttered, “That’ll never fit inside me.”

But she was anxious to try.

* * *

The hard rain made for a pitch-perfect emotional backdrop as Laura and Becky listened to the story, the food forgotten on the table between them. Andrea gurgled and cooed beside Becky and the mother reached out to give her a finger to play with absent-mindedly, her eyes never leaving Isabella.

The telling took a while. The wind picked up, the rain now pelting the windows like tiny stones being hurled, as if in defiance of Isabella’s crumbling morality. Becky looked horrified. Laura looked deep in thought. The silence was finally broken not by them, but by their young, overeager waiter coming by for the half-dozenth time, asking if they needed anything more, all the while leering down Becky’s plunging top.

“I need the check and I need you to stop staring at my tits,” she snapped.

“I was only trying to be polite,” the guy said.

“I will throw my water on you and scream for your manager if you don’t leave us alone,” Becy said.

He motored away, muttering under his breath. Isabella reached across the table and took Becky’s shaking hand. Laura, having ignored all this, finally said, “At the beginning of the semester two of the senior squad of cheerleaders and another girl in the senior class vanished. Not… you know, serial killer vanished, but maybe more like ‘staying with a family member in Kentucky’ vanished. You understand what I mean?”

“No,” Isabella said.

“They got pregnant,” Becky said dully. She took her hand back and sipped her mug of tea, which by now had steeped too long and was cold. She didn’t seem to notice or care.

“Yeah,” Laura said. “That’s the rumor, anyways. They all turned nineteen a couple months before that and the rumor was they had a small party. Together. That’s about the same time those jocks beat Max up. Remember?”

Isabella did. Three guys jumped Max at school. Andy and Debra said they did it because they thought Max was looking too long at their girlfriends. Was that the excuse Max and the jocks gave their parents, or were Andy and Deb covering for their son? Isabella didn’t know.

“You think…?” Becky asked.

“Yeah. I do,” Laura said. “I think he was the entertainment at their little birthday party. I think Max got them pregnant. And I think their boyfriends found out about it.”

“He’s been hiding in plain sight,” Isabella said, and Laura nodded.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Laura asked her.

Becky looked between them. “No. No. That’s crazy, Isabella.”

Isabella said softly, “It is. I’m not saying I’m going to. I do love Diego. But we’ve probably been heading for a separation for a while now. I’m an accessory for him to sell more houses. Maybe that’s harsh, but it’s true.”

“Sleeping with Max is only going to lead to disaster for all of us,” Laura said, but she didn’t seem upset by the idea. She was simply stating a fact, and Isabella nodded.

Becky looked between them again. “That is our friends’ son. They are barely gone, and the two of you and Marie…”

“I never said I planned to,” Laura said.

“But you want to. You’re the easiest one of us to read.”

Laura sighed. “Yes. The idea is intriguing.”

“And what about Clive?”

Laura didn’t answer that. Both Isabella and Becky knew the score with her husband.

“This is insane,” Becky finally said. “We’re talking about letting Max not just sleep with all of us, but us becoming his… his toys, and letting him impregnate us.”

“I’m not letting him do anything,” Isabella said. “I haven’t made up my mind.”

“Oh, bulls…” Becky looked at her daughter, then said more quietly, “Bull. You’ve been squirming since you started this story. Well, I’ll tell you this. He’s not sleeping with me and he’s not welcome at my house any longer. You two and Marie can do whatever you want, I don’t care. Ruin your lives for… for a teenager, but not me.”

With that, she dug in her purse. Isabella said, “Becky, I got it.” Becky glared at her, then collected her daughter and her things, storming out of there and nearly knocking over their pervert waiter. He watched her, then came to the table and dropped the bill in the middle. “Get you any… dessert?”

“Oh fuck off,” Isabella snapped.

* * *

In the days following that lunch together, Becky wouldn’t speak to Isabella or Marie, and was only slightly less frosty to Laura. Isabella tried to reach out to her when it was her turn to host the morning coffee together, but got no response. That said, there was one morning when she opened the door to let Marie in to handle Max’s wake-up call that she saw Becky in her car, watching them both. Was she there to bust them? Isabella didn’t think so. Max was eighteen, and besides, who was left to care?

As for Max himself, he kept to his promise and didn’t touch Isabella or trick her into any sexual situations with him. He didn’t need to. The minute Isabella started letting Marie in the door to take care of him in the mornings, he had her, and they both knew it. Marie’s cries of passion from his room drew Isabella in like a hooked fish, and try as she might, every morning she wound up in that hallway, masturbating either with her fingers or a dildo, eyes closed, wishing it was him.

The beginning of the end came one morning when Marie emerged from the bedroom, her red corset ripped and hanging from one breast, his come still wet on her thighs. Isabella had just fingered herself to two hard orgasms, her hair falling across her face, her chest rising and falling. She stopped Marie with a hand on her waist, then slid the hand down to her friend’s puffy pink lips, bruised from the fucking Max had just been giving her from behind, her cries and the slap of skin filling the house.

Marie watched, silent and smiling, as Isabella swiped up some of the come on her fingers, then slowly brought it to her lips. His cream was bitter and thick but even so, Isabella wanted more. Her eyes fluttered and she whimpered deep in her throat. Marie stepped forward, hands going to Isabella’s cheeks. They kissed softly, gently, their tongues swiping together, and Isabella tasted that saltiness on her again. Marie’s hand slid around behind Isabella’s skirt and lifted it up. She felt back there, and smiled at what she found jutting from Isabella’s ass.

Dizzy with need and sick with the sensation of breaking, Isabella sank to her knees, gripping Marie’s creamy thighs and dropping her forehead against her mound, panting softly. Then, without a word, she began to lick her friend’s pussy, licking the cream right from her. Marie moaned, plunging her fingers through Isabella’s hair, then bringing them down to her friend’s chin. Isabella stared up at her through watering eyes, and Marie tilted her head to the side, smiling.

To see Max, Isabella realized. He was right there, watching.

She should have stopped. Maybe she should have never let Max into her house to begin with, but later, that was the point she realized that being on her knees for them was her breaking point. There was no going back after she looked up at Max… and kept licking Marie.

Quietly, in a voice far more assured than she’d ever heard from him, Max said, “When you decide it’s time for me to fuck your ass, there’s something I want from you. Call it punishment for telling Laura and Becky about the three of us.”

Isabella moaned softly, and brought her tongue to Marie’s clit. She sucked it into her mouth as Marie cooed.

“I want you to have your phone ready, Isabella. Or even better, one of the video cameras you use for your hot mommy exercise videos. Set it up on a tripod, put it next to the bed.”

Isabella moaned again, fingers sliding against her cunt. Her fingers. She never realized she’d even slid them under her panties until right at that moment.

“You’re going to film it, me sliding my dick in your mouth, your pussy, your fat ass. I want to see your reaction. I want to relive that moment when I’ve got Becky on my lap feeding me her big milky tits. I want to play it on the projector in Laura’s classroom when I’m fucking her from behind after school.”

“Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Isabella whimpered.

Max knelt, his hands on his knees. He didn’t kiss her, he didn’t touch her. He simply watched as she licked Marie’s well-fucked pussy. “Most importantly, I want to have little mementos to send to your husbands. Memories they can share in. Won’t that be just the most fucking fun, Isabella?”

“Oh, GOD!” Isabella cried out. The pleasure rocked her, made her fingernails dig into Marie’s ass. She rested her forehead against her friend’s sex, sobbing with pleasure, with the breaking of her mind and her final acceptance that this was happening. Max stood and sauntered down the hallway towards the bathroom for a shower.

“I didn’t come yet… slut,” Marie said.

“S-slut…” Isabella agreed feverishly.

Marie ran her fingers through Isabella’s silky brown hair and pulled her tighter to her pussy. Isabella had never been with a woman before, but she knew the machinery and loved it, and ate her friend with growing fire in her soul and mind. The shower came on down the hallway and she imagined them in there, Marie with her ass to the wall, Isabella pressed to her, Max with his huge dick sliding in and out of her ass.

Her tongue moved faster and faster, imagining all of it now, imagining Max filming her and Marie together, and Becky and Laura bounding out to join them. She imagined the four of them locked together in wild combinations, tongues sliding through pussies, wild cries filling the air. And Max, above them all, jacking his cock, his empire of sin at his feet.

“Ohhhh, Isabella, I k-knew you’d be amazing at this,” Marie said, and let out a panting giggle. “I’m going to come, baby, I’m going to come so hard for you… ohhhhh, oh!”

She came, Isabella with her tongue on her friend’s clit. She rose, her chin gleaming with Marie’s pussy juices, and the two of them clutched at each other’s faces and heads, kissing, tongues sliding together, whispered words falling between them.

What felt strangest of all was the lack of guilt. There was some, sure. But when Max emerged from the shower completely nude and found them still making out in the hallway, Isabella felt a strange sort of dark serenity. Her old life was done. It was time for something new.

* * *

Diego nearly bounced with giddiness when Max told him he was thinking about selling the house long-term. Every house on that street was worth a mint. The fat, leering dumbass of a teenager didn’t know what he had on his hands, but Diego still had to play this right.

“I think the first thing we ought to do is take a walk around the house. I’m not a contractor. I can’t promise I’ll find every flaw, but if we get an idea of what needs to be done, I can give you a ballpark figure,” Diego said, reaching across to pat Max’s shoulder.

“Okay,” Max said. “That sounds really smart.”

“I don’t want to rush you, Max, and I don’t want you to see me as being too eager to handle this for you. But it’s a fine idea to get an idea now so we know what we’re dealing with and how best to proceed.”

“Okay,” Max said. “Are you going to come too, Isabella?”

“Oh, you guys go. I’m going to get in a little bit of a workout,” Isabella said.

That was funny. Isabella had been the biggest roadblock to Diego convincing Max to sell the damn place. Andy and Deb had been good friends, sure, but she wanted Max to cling to that house like it was a life raft. He gave her an odd look and she smiled back.

On the walk over, Max moved with a purpose Diego had never seen from him before. He tried to engage the young man in conversation but Max was distracted with texting someone. Probably Marie. She seemed to be the closest thing to a friend the teenager had. Sam Elmer down the street told Diego he’d been seeing Marie pop on over in the mornings right after Diego left. Diego wanted to tell the old fart to mind his own business and stop watching his wife and her friends’ comings and goings, but he didn’t. That there was anything suspicious about Marie coming over every morning never crossed Diego’s mind. He figured Marie was probably going over to have breakfast with Max and Izz first thing in the morning.

Marie leaving Greg, now that was interesting. Despite their outward friendliness, Diego wasn’t going to miss that prick, same as he hadn’t shed any real tears for Andy. Apparently, Marie found Greg’s hand in the cookie jar, and now the idiot was gone. Her husband would be paying her alimony when the dust settled, but for the short-term, Diego wondered if he couldn’t convince her to work for him at the agency. She’d make for a hell of a house seller, with a face and body like that. Put her on some billboards and some bus benches and they’d be getting calls morning, noon, and night. And hey, if she just so happened to be so upset over her divorce that she wound up in Diego’s arms some night, all the better.

The big house seemed even more empty than the last time Diego had been in it. Max hadn’t yet begun the process of sorting through what he wanted to keep and what he didn’t, so the house was still filled with all the trappings of his old life. Diego knew a company that would come in and take everything in bulk, kind of like those storage unit bidders, and they’d give him a fair payment if he included them in the next run of real estate magazines.

Diego rested a hand on Max’s shoulder. “If this is too painful for you, you just tell me any time to stop, and we’ll go on home. Okay? I only want to be here for you.”

“Thank you, Diego,” Max said, and slapped Diego’s back so hard it made him stagger a step.

“Hah. Hell of a backslap.”

“Uh huh.”

They went room to room, Max looking around with Diego but staying silent as Diego made up a bunch of problems with the house that were nonexistent or not really a problem at all. The kitchen could probably stand to see an upgrade – new counters and cupboards, and Diego could tack on an easy extra twenty-five grand – and the guest bathroom downstairs needed new tile. Diego played that up, wincing at nonexistent mold he found behind the toilet. At one point he had Max convinced the walls were spongey and the drywall in the hallway would need to be replaced when all it needed was fresh paint.

Diego weaved a tapestry of assuring Max the house was still wonderful while giving it endless backhanded compliments. By the end, when they returned to the living room, he thought he’d done a masterful job of sweeping Max’s legs out from underneath him.

“I think it’s going to be a hard sell on the market as is, Max. Not without a lot of work. But I have a proposal for you. Maybe you consider selling it to us, so that we can help fix it up.”

“And then you’d flip it,” Max said, nodding sagely.

“That’s right. I mean, we’d make a small profit off it too but you’d have the comfort of knowing it’s taken care of.”

Max went to a picture of his father on the wall beside the TV. He pulled it down and looked at it. “How much?”

Diego could have danced. Instead, somberly, he said, “I think two hundred fifty thousand would be both generous to you and leave us with enough of a budget to really make the place shine. And of course, you’d be welcome to stay with us as long as necessary. However long it takes you to find your footing. Or hey, I could help you find a place. I know some stellar rentals.”

“Hm.” Max studied the picture for a long minute, then said almost dreamily, “My father was a fucking asshole.”

“Excuse me?” Diego asked.

“He was. You all saw some of that. Him getting drunk and loud at your parties. Yelling at us on the street. Me and Mom, I mean. It was worse here in private. An endless stream of insults and put-downs. Death by a thousand cuts. I miss Mom. A lot. But I’m glad he’s gone.” Max tossed the picture aside. It landed on the carpet as he turned and dug out his phone. “But he did teach me one important thing. Never, ever, ever get just one guy’s bid when you’re doing a project.”

“What?” Diego asked.

Max dialed someone and held up a finger. “Hey. It’s me. He said two-fifty. I’m going with your company.”

“What the fuck?” Diego said, all pleasantness gone.

“Okay. Cool. We’ll talk then,” Max said. He hung up and turned to Diego. With a grunt, he punched the other man hard in the gut, so hard it bent Diego over double. Max leaned down and whispered in his ear. “My dad always said you were the biggest fucking shark on this street. I think he was, but you, you’re a pretty close second.”

* * *

Isabella rested on her back on her yoga mat, stretching first one leg, then the other. Beside her was the tripod and a camera, set up and ready to go. She felt strangely calm. This was the decision time. If Diego surprised her, she would tell Max no, at least for the moment. Her love was fading for her husband, and quickly, but she would do this the right way, get a divorce and then probably sleep with Max and Marie. But if he acted like the bastard she expected him to be, well… that was it then. Max could have her then and there.

She heard their voices. Diego’s, really. He was nearly shouting in his desperation. Isabella closed her eyes, smiled, and positioned herself in downward dog, ready for her rebirth.

When they stepped inside, she called, “How did it go, baby?”

“Well,” Diego started to say, but Max cut him off.

“About the way I expected. He offered two-fifty.”

“Two-fifty? Diego!” But she wasn’t angry. Isabella was pleased, her voice nearly a purr.

Her husband stepped towards her, hands and arms out in a placating gesture. “With the work that would need to be, ah, done-”

“Regis told him four-fifty. Guaranteed. And wants to list it first at five-fifty.”

Diego froze. “You’ve been… helping him with this?”

She ignored that and continued. “James Charbonneau quoted him five-twenty-five.”

“Jesus,” Diego whispered. “What is that in in your… in your pants?”

“Get out,” Isabella said. “Now. Don’t pack a thing. Get your wallet and your keys and get out.”

“Or stay,” Max said, and came to her. He ran his hands along her big juicy MILF ass, and Diego’s eyes widened. “Stick around and watch me fuck your wife’s big fat ass and I’ll let you list the house. Through your company though. Not you, you lying fuckhead.”

“No,” Diego whispered.

“Going to be a long night, though,” Max said. “After I’ve come in her ass a couple times, I’m going to fuck a baby into her. And I am goddamn crazy curious to see how good she sucks a cock.”

“Very good,” Isabella said, rocking back against his exploring hands.

Diego stammered, “B-baby, no, no… not with him, not with our friends’ son…”

“You lost the privilege to an opinion about this when you tried to take advantage of him,” Isabella said. “Stay or leave, I really don’t care. But I pick Max.”

“That’s my good MILF slut,” Max said, and patted her ass.

“Camera’s all set up and ready, baby.”

Diego went for the door, hitting the edge of the couch and nearly losing his balance. “I’ll take you for every penny!” he shouted, and slammed the door on the way out. He wouldn’t, for much the same reason as Greg. He would be a laughingstock, and Diego valued nothing so much as his image.

Max went to the camera, turned it on, and started recording, his face split wide by a huge smile. He grabbed the lube off the coffee table on his way to her and set it beside the mat as he took his spot behind her. Still in downward dog, Isabella squirmed as his big hands roamed her ass, gripping the fabric of her nearly sheer yoga pants, and ripped them apart.

“This is your ass now,” she said.

“Mine,” he said, a little breathless, a little in awe. It was not, she thought, part of his act and it made her giggle.

He teased the butt plug, rocking it back and forth inside her as he kissed her ass cheeks, his eyes closed in rapture. She dipped her head low in anticipation as he slipped it free. Her marriage was done. Not a thought of Diego entered her mind as she rocked back and forth, waiting for Max’s touch. He reached for the lube and greased up his fingers.

“Gentle now,” Isabella whispered.

His huge digits pressed to her ass, spreading the lube around her entrance. Marie had walked him through how to do this part, though he had still yet to fuck her ass. That slut might have gotten to fuck Max first, but Isabella got this, and she arched from the pleasure of his fingers sliding inside her gaping asshole.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, Maaaax,” she whined. Her body came down until she was on her hands and knees, his fingers still inside her, pumping slowly ever deeper. She thrust a hand between her legs, ripping the fabric of her yoga pants further to play with her clit and her pussy, cheeks burning bright.

Just like Marie taught him, he slid his fingers out, drizzled more lube onto both hands, and began to stroke himself as he slid the fingers back inside her, making sure she was ready for him. She was. With his first inch or two glistening with lube, he brought his cockhead to her asshole, fingers sliding free.

“I’m going to fuck your butt now, MILF slut,” he said happily, and pressed his cockhead to her bud.

“Do it,” Isabella gasped, “fuck my ass, Max.”

His tip pressed to her, and despite the gigantic plug she built up to, she wasn’t sure he was going to fit. She tensed, and slowly, ever so slowly, his huge cock slid into her waiting ass.

“Oh, oh fuck that’s big, that’s big, that’s so… fucking…” He slid deeper and she arched upward, eyes unseeing as she was filled. “BIG!”

“You’re taking me, Isabella, you’re taking my dick,” Max said.

“Yes! Your dick! Your… big fucking… donkey dick… up my fucking ASS!”

She yelled the last words, her voice wild. She felt him slide deeper and her hand on her clit moved with more fury, her body experiencing such a strange duality of sensations, full, fuller than she’d ever been, but it felt so good too, so strange and deep and hitting parts of her she never knew a man could. She imagined she could feel every ridge of him against her delicate walls. He just kept going and going. A half inch. An inch. Two.

“That’s it, that’s it, that’s all I can take, oh fuck, no deeper…”

Max eased back out of her, her ass making a slurping sound as he pulled free, and she bent her head, gasping for her, her body on fire for him as he added more lube.

Her ass accepted him again, easier this time but still wrapped tight around his cock. He drove into her with more insistence, making her big ass shake with his thrusts. She lowered her head, her brown hair draping across the floor. She rubbed her clit with two fingers, fast and hard, matching his thrusts as he fucked her ass harder and harder.

“I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come, Max ohhhh, ohhhhh, nnnngh, it’s so good, it feels so… nnnngh, mmm fuck… f-fuck!”

“Do it,” he told her. “Come with my dick in your ass.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, then they opened wide again, rolling up as her head jerked up and back, her mouth wide open, her breath catching in her throat before she let it out with explosive force. “Maaaaaa-AX!”

In the days to come, when they watched the video with Marie riding on Max’s lap and Isabella riding his face, she saw herself in the video lolling out her tongue like some ahegao anime fucktoy. Her face was a vision of desire fulfilled, her eyes dazed and still rolled up, her smile wide and vacant, her body being rocked back and forth by Max as he grunted and fucked her ass hard.

But in that moment, like Marie, all Isabella could feel was pleasure. There was no coherent thought, only synapses firing as her body reached heights she’d never achieved before. She was barely cognizant of Max helping her out of her sports bra, stopping his fucking just long enough to free her big swinging tits, He grabbed one of those, panting as he drove down at her, his big cock sliding deep into her ass as he nearly pinned her against the yoga mat.

“Fuck, Isabella, you feel so good,” he groaned.

“Inside me… inside my ass…” she gurgled, her mind still gone even as he groped her roughly.

She couldn’t stay upright and dropped to the mat, feet making circles without her ever realizing it as she gaped and stared at the blank TV screen. Her hand was still between her thighs strumming her clit mercilessly as Max readjusted himself, adding more lube and fucking down into her, hands beside her shoulders, his cock throbbing inside her ass.

She twisted her head and he kissed her, a sloppy thing as his fat hips pumped against her thick juicy ass. Isabella came looking over her shoulder like that, but this time, with it came clarity. She was his now.  Her and Marie both, and soon, she had no doubt, Laura too.

“Come inside me, come inside my ass,” she gasped.

“Is-abella…” he grunted.

“Give it to me,” she whined, “let me feel it deep inside me…”

“Unghh, ungh…”

“Then we’ll go get cleaned up… and you can fuck a baby into me…”

“Isabella!” he roared, and he released, his eighteen-year-old cock spurting deep inside her ass, making her eyes roll up again, her laugh bubbling up out of her.

This was insane. But she loved it so much.

* * *

“Good morning, Max,” Isabella cooed.

She managed to slide the covers down his naked body, and now her slick hand went to his cock as she pressed her ripe breast to his lips, letting him suckle her as he came awake. Her hand was not the only one. Nor was her breast.

“Good morning, Max,” Marie cooed too, pressing her breast to his other cheek.

He turned his head and sucked her nipple now, his hands going to their asses as they jacked him off. They rested right next to him, propped up on their elbows as they fed him their tits, their dark eighteen-year-old lover. His big cock throbbed in their hands and he kept turning his head, making hungry noises as he sucked their tits. Isabella’s were still marked with little teeth imprints where he nipped her the night before, when he took her on her back, legs pumping in the air as he filled her cunt twice while fucking her. He’d sucked and nipped at her tits and she loved it, loved him, loved this new chaos.

The Latina and the blonde moved slowly down his body, kissing his chubby breasts, his stomach, his hips. They met at his cock, kissing each other and his tip, still jacking him. Neither of them wore a stitch other than teeny-tiny panties. These he slid down, his hands roaming their juicy asses. His growing MILF harem sucked and slurped on his cock in tandem. When one of them swallowed down his tip and his first few inches, the other would suck and lick one of his massive balls.

“I want to see you ride him,” Marie moaned.

Isabella giggled and playfully pushed her friend away. She gripped Max’s dick in both hands and swung her hip over him, grinding on his cock for a moment before dropping her pussy onto his length. She was still sore from the hours-long fuckfest the night before, but the pleasure far outweighed the soreness, especially when Marie straddled his face and leaned forward to kiss her.

They were still kissing like that, hands all over each other’s big tits, when the front door opened. Diego needed clothes and other things for the day, and crept in cautiously. He flinched when he heard moans from the hallway, meaning to rush right past and get this done so he could be in and out.

Giggling broke out that wasn’t his wife’s. He willed himself not to look, but he couldn’t stop his feet from shifting direction, like a car wreck on the side of the road he couldn’t avoid staring at. He came down the hallway, his heart hammering in his chest as his wife moaned, “Fuck, he’s so big inside me.”

“I love how much he comes,” Marie said.

Diego took a deep, shuddering breath and looked around the corner. Isabella’s ass was to him, her knees spread wide around Max, his huge slick cock lodged deep in her pussy. Marie ground on the young man’s face, her head dipping towards Isabella’s. She caught Diego staring, grinned, and waved.

“Oh, hi, Diego.”

“Isa… Isabella,” he moaned.

Isabella ignored him, rocking harder on Max, her hands going to the back of her head as she thrust her chest out, hips moving in a hypnotic rhythm. Marie returned her attention to Isabella, leaning down to suck one of her breasts. It gave Max the space he needed to speak.

“Don’t worry, Diego. We’re recording this too. You, Greg, Clive, it’ll be like you’re right here in the room!”

Diego gasped and ran for the master bedroom. They listened him sobbing as he packed a suitcase full of his things. The noise, Isabella thought faintly, should have grieved her. It didn’t. All it did was make her smile and rub her belly, wondering how soon it would be before they were pregnant.

“Call Laura,” Max said.

“Why?” Marie asked, wiggling her pussy on his face.

He smacked her ass. “Because I’m taking a sick day. And we’re spending every minute in bed together.”


Laura, or Teacher, May I?

Poor Clive never stood a chance, and he knew it. From the moment Greg and Diego came over to warn Laura and Clive about what Max had been up to, it was just a matter of time before Laura marched him out the door.

He had some things going for him. Good looks and family money got him a foot in the door with a lot of women, and his affable self-deprecation could initially charm. But invariably women started to look for someone more exciting, someone with self-esteem, someone who wasn’t a fucking loser.

Laura had been different. After a tumultuous relationship with a guy who couldn’t hold down a job, she was looking for someone safer, someone with whom she could live a quiet life. When they met at a school fundraiser, she decided Clive could give her that and he’d never been happier.

He was content to live out that quiet life, and for the most part, so was she. The problem was they got exactly what they wished for – a boring life. Clive worked for his family’s company, she taught, they came home, they sometimes worked out together, sometimes had date nights, and that was their existence. Children might have cemented their relationship, and she did have them – just not for themselves. Her sister couldn’t have them, so Laura acted as a surrogate for them, carrying two wonderful little stinkers. But Clive, as it turned out, couldn’t have them. They decided adoption was an answer they were willing to pursue, but it was a long ordeal, made even longer by Clive hemming and hawing about it. It was a process they were still working on when Andy and Debra passed away and Max upended their life.

Clive didn’t want his marriage to end. But he saw the gleam in Laura’s eye when Greg and Diego told them Max aimed to make their wives both pregnant. That same look had been in her eyes when their adoption specialist told them months ago they were perfect candidates on paper for children.

Clive knew in his heart he’d already lost.

* * *

Laura was already falling, and the sensation was gratifying. She let go of the ledge that was her marriage, no safety net, no anything to catch her except her friends and the young man who now openly stared at her with his twisted hunger every day in her classes.

Her analytical mind knew the truth. Ever since Max began his conquest of Marie, the idea of the young, somewhat ugly young man fucking each of her best friends and breaking them to his will turned her on. She could either deny that truth, embrace it, or live with it until it was something she had to deal with. She chose the third option, watching and waiting as Marie and Isabella fell under Max’s sway.

Laura wasn’t sure how she knew she was third in line but she suspected Max, like just about any man, would consider Becky to be the ultimate conquest. Even before she decided to have little Andrea, Becky had a figure that defined “obscene,” with curves that out-flaunted her busty friends. Corrupting the life and vitality of her, the ripeness of Becky, would be symbolic in Max’s mind.

She really should have been a psychologist, Laura thought with faint amusement.

The plan had been for Max to live a few weeks at each of his mother’s closest friends’ houses, but he made no attempt to move in with Laura and Clive. Clive was a pushover but he almost certainly would have said no anyways, not with Max sleeping with both Marie and Isabella. Marie all but lived at Isabella’s now with them, the three of them now occupying what had been Isabella and Diego’s master suite. Both women had sent clips to Laura, no more than a few seconds of teasing, though they hadn’t sent so much as a sext to Becky. They were playing that well, Laura thought. Becky craved nothing so much as attention. Ignoring her would no doubt reel her in of her own accord.

Laura still saw plenty of Max even if he wasn’t living with her. He had her in a senior English class, a blowoff creative writing course. It was the sort of thing anyone could pass if they put forth the minimum amount of effort, so it was popular among coasting seniors. He and two of his best friends were definitely part of that group.

Unlike Becky, Marie, and Isabella, Laura never completely bought into Max’s appearance as a slow-to-speak gentle giant. He did have a speech impediment in his youth, she remembered that distinctly, but she also remembered a straight A student who approached speech therapy like a boxer ready to go twelve rounds. It was only around the fifth or sixth grade that he began to slide, his grades slipping first to high Bs before settling firmly in the C range the rest of his school days. It was also about then that he started to pack on the pounds gradually. Both of these things Laura and Debra attributed to Andy, his father, and in that regard, they were partially right. Andy was a drunken asshole, verbally abusive at times and his son’s worst enemy.

But there had been another aspect of Max that he hid away all to himself, that of the dark gamesman. Laura didn’t think Max was in any way responsible for his parents’ death but she did think it was the impetus to set forward a bunch of his little games. After all, what was the worst that could happen? He would get comfortable life insurance checks for both his parents, along with whatever he got from the sale of his house. He had a safety net if seducing the hot MILFs at the periphery of his life didn’t pan out. And now that he had both Marie and Isabella, not to mention their pitiful husbands rolling over for him, Max was bankrolled for life. There was no stopping him.

That, Laura could not deny was wildly attractive. A good-looking guy was great, but a guy who talked the talk and walked the walk – especially one who could apparently fuck like Max – didn’t need to rely on good looks. Max had that kind of power and he knew how to use it. He had Laura from the beginning, but she was curious and more than a little excited to see what game he had laid out for her.

* * *

The assignment was a simple one, the English equivalent of a pop quiz. “I want you to write a simple story about what it is you plan to do when you graduate. That can mean this summer, next year, five, ten years down the line, I don’t care. Grammar and neatness count. Pen and paper only. No phones, people.”

“Fiction or nonfiction?” This question came from Rachelle, Laura’s most annoying teacher’s pet.

“Raise your hand, Ms. Brown.” Rachelle did, and repeated the question when Laura called on her. “Either. I don’t care. It’s to be finished before class ends, so get to it.”

Her response brought a smirk to Max’s face. He watched her now in class with unguarded interest, not bothering to hide his constant erections. The senior class was composed only of students eighteen or older, an odd fact but it blunted the danger of his machinations and made it safer for him to stare in class. It also left Laura feeling slightly less guilty about undoing the top button of her blouse for her senior classes. Max was not the only one who could play this game.

Each of the women within their group had a distinct archetype, if looked at crassly enough. Marie, the hot mom, the bouncy blonde. Isabella, perhaps stereotypically but no less true for it, had stormy Latina good looks, a fierceness and fire to her unparalleled in the group. Becky was the pure sexpot, not just obscene in her bust and her ass, but in the flare of her thick pouty lips, big eyes, and long dark lashes. Laura was the girl-next-door of their group. Clive once told her she looked like a hot librarian, with long legs, a slim waist and butt, and big perky tits with a long, slim face framed by silky brunette hair. She preferred blouses and skirts for the way that skirts framed her tight little butt and emphasized her legs.

That day, she knew she looked particularly good. Subconsciously, she’d been picking sexier but still work-safe tops knowing that Max’s eyes were on her. Her silky top that day was demure enough for her other classes, but with an extra button popped for Max’s senior class, it very nearly showed off her bra underneath. Max’s eyes kept roving from the story in front of him to her, feasting on the hint of her breastbone and cleavage. She shivered when his free hand went underneath the table, his big fingers wrapping around his shorts-covered shaft.

She watched as he stroked himself right there in class. At any point, someone in the rows ahead of him could have turned around and saw what he was doing, but everyone was focused on their story. His brazenness turned her on, and she fought not to squirm as she watched him slide that hand into his shorts and begin stroking himself faster, keeping his shoulders hunched to not draw attention.

When the ten-minute timer went off, students began to hurriedly finish their stories, checking them over, using white-out in some cases. Max kept steady on, never stopping to edit. Finally, though, he put his pen down and looked up at her through hooded eyes, stroking himself faster, faster. Laura watched him, her chest rising and falling, eyes locked on that big fucking cock in his shorts.

The class bell rang, and students either groaned or bounded to her desk to drop their papers off. Max stiffened, his eyes involuntarily widening and his lips falling open. Laura tried not to gasp. He’d just come, right in front of her, right in his shorts. He studied his paper until everyone else had risen up, then calmly retracted his hand from his shorts, stood up too, and came up to her desk. When the last student was gone, he wiped his come-coated hand on the story and slid it across her desk to her.

“Might want to keep that separate from the others,” he said softly.

Laura did, resting it in a drawer on top of some arts and crafts supplies she hadn’t used since the holidays. With her blouse rebuttoned, she taught the rest of her classes, burning to read Max’s story. That happened during her free period at the end of the day. By then, Max’s globs of come had dried on the paper, but it still smelled of him, strong and bitter. Laura fought the damnedest urge to lick the page, wondering why she hadn’t tasted it when it was still fresh.

She knew she’d have plenty straight from the source soon enough.

* * *

My plans after graduation:

Let’s see. By then, Marie will probably be showing, I think, and you and Isabella will be pregnant too. Won’t that be amazing? Three of my favorite MILF sluts pregnant, with my babies!

Because I am going to make you pregnant, Laura. Oops. Mrs. Tucker. I have plans for you, and when I tell you them, I expect you to obey like a good girl. We’re going to have so much fun the rest of this semester… and beyond.

So what am I going to do after graduation? It’s pretty simple. I’m going to spend every moment of every day fucking one of my sexy MILF sluts. I’m going to get all of you on your knees and cover you in my come. I’m going to line you up on the bed and I’m going to fuck each of your big pregnant asses. I’m going to squeeze and suck your giant tits and get my fill of your milk every single morning. I’m going to breed you over and over and over again until I get bored with you. Your bitch of a husband is going to take care of all our children, same as Greg, same as Diego.

I am going to own you, Laura.

Of course, you can say no and I’ll back off.

I’ll come by after school sometime for your answer to the same question. What are you going to do after I graduate?

* * *

Goddamn the little shit, but Max knew the power of making a woman wait. Laura expected him that afternoon, but there was no sign of Max, apart from him taking a walk with Marie and Isabella late in the evening. Laura thought about joining them but she instead she dragged Clive to the bedroom, rode him for ten unsatisfactory minutes, then got off with her favorite rabbit vibe after he fell asleep, angry at the betrayal in her heart, even angrier that Max left her high and dry.

In class again, he spent his time watching her with a smirk, knowing she was crumbling just as the other two had. When she passed back their assignments, his was missing. “Max, yours suffered an unfortunate coffee accident,” she said to a couple chuckles from the teacher’s pets. “So congratulations, you get an A on a technical error.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Tucker,” he said in his carefully practiced drawn-out voice.

Again she expected him after school, and again she was disappointed. She knew what he was doing. Building up the anticipation was driving her crazy.

Her regular breakfast dates with Isabella and Marie were dishearteningly normal. They dressed a little sluttier than normal, but short skirts and tops that showed off their most eye-popping assets had always been the norm so things weren’t too different. They talked freely about how things were going with Max, but only in roundabout ways, like how tired they were after the night before, or that one of them was sore from that morning’s wake-up call. They kept up the teasing sexts and clips, but either the video clips were before the good stuff or after when they were cleaning up. It was a slow, deliberate torture that Laura found herself enjoying.

* * *

A present waited for her on her desk one morning. It was beautifully wrapped in a way she recognized as Marie’s. The ribbons gave that away. The woman knew how to tease them out and make them curl in complex designs that could look like little bouquets.

Laura sat at her desk and untied the ribbon carefully. It was too beautiful not to save. She was slightly less merciful to the paper, which she tore open in her growing excitement over what she might find inside.

It was a box, black and sleek and featureless. She took the top off, and much like Isabella’s own confusion about a similar gift, wasn’t entirely sure what she was looking at. There were several flared bases poking up, each capped in a heart. She pulled one free of its velvet cup and gaped at it, suddenly realizing what she was looking at.

Butt plugs.

There was lube and a note inside too, and she unfolded it to read it quickly before anyone came in.

Start wearing these immediately. I’ll want to see later.

There was no signature. He wasn’t that stupid. She hurried to the door, locked it, and went back to her desk. One last whisper went through her mind that would be a good time to stop this madness if she wanted to keep her marriage afloat, but she let the thought go and hid the box away for later.

Laura slipped in one of the medium-sized plugs right before Max’s class, doing the work in her closet and giggling softly to herself as it slid home. Oh, what would her seniors think if they saw it, their slutty teacher wearing a butt plug for one of them?

It was an odd sensation teaching class like that, full and turned on by the dirtiness of it. Max watched her with unguarded interest. His hand strayed often beneath the table to his shorts, but he didn’t pull a stunt like jerking off in class again.

When the period was over, Laura gave out the night’s reading assignment and ushered her class to the door. Max hung back with his two best friends Ryder and Davey. He told them he needed to talk to Laura about “some house stuff” and he’d catch up. They went on and she closed the door behind them.

“Show me,” Max said simply.

Blushing, Laura turned with her ass to him. She lifted the hem of her skirt up. He brought his hand to the plug, pushed it in and out idly, then whispered in her ear, “Good teacher slut.” Max pulled his phone out, and over her shoulder, Laura watched as he zoomed in on her ass and took a picture.

“Max…” she whispered.

“Don’t worry about it. It won’t leave my phone.”  He backed up and tugged her skirt into place. She turned, her eyes darting between him and the door. He palmed the side of her face and kissed her, his big lips devouring her like he would a snack, with loud smacks and deep hungry noises. She moaned against him.

When he pulled away again, Max stuffed his phone back into his pocket. “During your free period, I want you to send me a picture of your tits,” he said.

“I want something in return,” Laura said. “No more clips of the three of you.”

In the first instance of Max’s new veneer cracking that Laura had seen, he blinked. “Laura, if what we’re doing isn’t what you want, all you have to do is say so. I will back off.”

“You’re misunderstanding.” Her students started to file in and they got out of the way. “I want the whole project. Not just a few sentences. Got it?”

Max’s smile reappeared. “Got it.”

* * *

Laura moved through that night in a fugue. She sent Max the pictures he requested, and in return he sent her a link to a file share website and a password. Within were four file folders, one named MARIE, one ISABELLA, and one M & I. The last was hers, and it was empty, waiting to be filled. As a metaphor, it wasn’t exactly subtle.

She clicked through to the M & I file, and held a hand to her lips. In just the short few weeks the three started sleeping together, they filled the file folder with pictures and videos. The first one she clicked on would forever be one of her favorites. It opened on a low shot of Max on Isabella’s bed, legs spread wide. The camera was focused on his cock, and both women leaned into view to lick and suck him.

It was elegant in its simplicity, raw and crude in its actors, and shocking in that Max didn’t seem to care that his flab was on display. She watched, the sound off, as Isabella sucked one of his massive balls and grinned at the camera, as though she were looking straight at Laura and telling her to come join them.

About then the garage door rattled open and she quickly shut down the video. But why bother concealing it from Clive? He knew Laura was falling for Max. What was left but to do the damage he knew was coming?  Why deny herself the pleasure of watching those videos?

She barely acknowledged Clive’s entrance. His kiss. His questions about her day. She saw the hurt in his eyes and she wanted to scream at him to fight for their marriage, for once in his life to show her some passion.

Instead, Laura said dreamily, “I think I’m going to take a bath.”

“A bath? It’s six o’clock.”

“Mm hm,” she said, not really hearing him.

Laura kept one vibrator in the bathroom, a waterproof dildo with a magic curve to it that hit her G-spot just right. She ran the bathwater and closed the lid of the toilet to sit on it and decide what video to start with.

She chose first one that started with Max sitting on the edge of Isabella’s bed. “Come here,” he growled to someone. Marie appeared on screen, her naked bottom swaying for the camera and Max’s benefit. He pulled her on top of his lap, and they kissed long and hard.

Laura moaned at the same time Marie did on camera.  Marie had Max’s huge cock pinned underneath her, pointed at the camera. She ground on it, getting it wet, and then spun around, her legs straddling him. She reached between her legs and aimed him upwards, towards her pussy. Despite having seen Marie stretched around him in the short clips she’d been sent, Laura didn’t believe her friend could take him until she was sliding down on his cock, her pussy stretching wide to accommodate him.

And they’ve both taken him up their ass, Laura thought feverishly.

She stood and moved like she was in a trance to the bathtub, reaching down with the hand that held the dildo to shut the water off. The bath was piping hot but she barely noticed as she settled into it. Her eyes were locked on the screen as Isabella’s big juicy ass came into view. Laura moaned. It was loud in the stillness of the bathroom but she didn’t care.

“Lick her pussy,” Max demanded on the screen.

“Lick her pussy,” Laura said, reaching for the silicone-based lube. She watched, slack-jawed and dazed, as Isabella, fiery, beautiful Isabella, knelt so obediently and brought her face down to lick Marie’s pussy as she drove up and down on Max’s cock.

Laura hurriedly set aside the phone and quickly added the lube to the tip of the dildo. She leaned back and spread her legs wide. The tub was spacious and she had plenty of room in which to enjoy herself. The tips of her auburn hair floated atop the water as she brought the vibrating dildo to her pussy, her moan echoed a moment later on screen by Marie.

“Fuck, Isabella…”

Isabella giggled throatily on screen. “I love how wide he spreads you pretty pussy.”

From outside the bathroom, Clive said, “Laura? You okay?”

“Fine,” she said.

“She looks good on her knees,” Max said on the screen, cupping Marie’s big tits as she began to bounce more fervently on him.

Clive, a hint of false cheer to his voice, said, “I was going to have some ice cream. Can I bring you some?”

“I’m fine, thank you.”

He had to hear the noises on the phone, what it was she was watching, and more importantly, who.

“Oh fuck, lick my pussy, slut,” Marie gasped.

“A… a glass of wine?” Clive asked, his voice a pitiful squeak. Laura didn’t respond. There was nothing left to say. “Please. Please, baby.”

Laura ignored him.

Clive made a sound somewhere between a sob and a laugh, and Laura’s mind was already back on the phone and her pleasure, yanking the dildo out of the water to add more lube. When it was ready again, she shoved it home, hissing with pleasure and fucking herself to the rhythm Marie was setting on the phone, pretending it was her Max was fucking, her that Isabella was licking.

Sometime later, Laura looked briefly at the door when she heard sobs coming from deeper in the house, but it was a blank, vapid stare. Already her heart was forgetting the love she once felt for the man occupying the same space as her, and her mind was solely on the pleasures ahead.

The next day, Clive was gone.

* * *

Marie bounced up and down on the edge of the chair, making Laura think back to that video of her riding Max’s cock while Isabella licked her pussy.  But the words that came next shocked her out of her fantasies.

“I’m pregnant!”

Stunned silence greeted her, then Isabella made a loud, high note of joy and rushed Marie. Laura was only a second behind, her mind dizzy with the thought of it. Pregnant. She’s pregnant. From the eighteen-year-old son of our dead best friend. Isabella would be next. And then…

And then her. A teacher. Pregnant by her student.

They attacked Marie with hugs and kisses, laughter and tears. It was as pure as if it had been Greg who made her pregnant. Laura truly felt joy for her friend, even if in the background she heard the ghost of Max’s voice in her ear.

It’ll be you soon. You that’s riding my big cock. And I’ll come and come inside you and make you big and fat just like them. My teacher.

Something happened within her, some gear shifting. As Isabella was talking happily about wanting to rush out and get a pregnancy kit too, Laura reached up and twisted Marie’s chin so the beautiful blonde was looking at her with those sparkling dark eyes. Laura kissed her. Not the friendly kisses of her joyful congratulations. A real kiss, born of need that had finally grown too much to ignore.

Surprised, Marie didn’t react right away, but soon her hands went to Laura’s face, and she kissed her back. They were on the couch together, Marie in the middle, and she pushed Laura back until she was sprawled on the couch at an angle, sliding on top of her, kissing her again and again.

Isabella knelt behind Marie, pulling the blonde’s hair back and kissing the side of her neck. Marie looked over her shoulder at their friend and they kissed too. Isabella roped her hands around Marie’s stomach and said, “You’re going to look so fucking hot.”

“You will too,” Marie said. She looked at Laura and grinned. “You and Becky too.”

“Fuck,” Laura said.

“Have you liked our videos?” Marie asked as Isabella began working at her top.

“Yeah,” Laura said. She thought about Clive’s sobs as she worked the dildo in the bath, then shut that part of er brain off for a while.

“Which one’s your favorite so far?” Marie asked. Isabella got her shirt up and over her head, leaving her in a black bra.

“You’re riding him on the edge of the bed. He tells Isabella to come… to come lick your…”

Marie drew in close again, working her bra off and dropping it beside them both. “My pussy,” she said. “My cunt.”

“Yessss,” Laura said.

“Say it.”

“Your p-pussy.”

Marie tossed Isabella a look of pure lust. “We’re taking this to the bedroom. I want to ride her face.”

“Mm,” Isabella moaned.

They all three stood up and divested themselves in a hurry out of their clothes. Laura had seen her friends in various states of undress before but never so freely as this. Marie had the perfect hot mom hourglass figure, with a little extra pooch to her fupa, while Isabella’s ridiculously big curvy ass was still nice and tight despite its size.

“Max?” Laura asked.

“With his friends today,” Marie said. “I’ll tell him tonight. You two… I wanted you to know first.”

“Aw, baby,” Isabella said, and clicked her tongue The two of them shared a kiss far more intimate than heated, and Laura wanted in. When they broke apart, she kissed them both, putting her heart and soul into it.

“I love you both,” she said.

“We love you too,” Marie said, and Isabella nodded firmly.

They walked together to the bedroom, Isabella with a saucy swish to her ass in front. It made Marie and Laura grin at one another. In the bedroom, Isabella stripped the blankets and directed Laura to ret on her back. She did, and Marie joined her, kissing her again and again before twisting slowly around and throwing a knee over the sexy teacher’s face.

“You’re so beautiful,” Laura murmured. “Both of you.”

“We’ll all be together soon,” Isabella promised.

Laura’s hands danced on Marie’s nice curvy bubble butt before tightening as the sexy blonde lowered her pussy to her lips. Isabella wasn’t going to be denied her fun either, and though Laura didn’t see her, she felt the Latina spread her legs apart and slide down to kiss her mound, her hood, her clit.

They moved together in a wave of lust, their bodies undulating to each other’s pleasures. Pregnant Marie danced atop Laura’s face, while the teacher’s hips rolled upwards to meet Isabella’s thirsty tongue. Even Isabella herself swayed with their motions, her hand between her leg, pleasuring herself as she pleasured her friend. Dark desires might have brought them together, but this was as pure a lovemaking as any of them had ever experienced, and they all thrilled to it.

Isabella brought Laura to the edge licking and teasing her clit with her fingers. She needed her friends, her new loves, and Isabella delivered expertly. Laura slid a hand through her friend’s silky curls and clutched her to her cunt, moaning and writhing her name.

“Isa… bella… gonna make me… ohhhh…”

“Come for her, come on her tongue,” Marie said, grinding faster, hips swaying as she leaned back and gripped her own hair and breast.

“Mm hm, mmmm, fuuuuck, oh, oh, yessss!” Laura cried out.

Marie wasn’t far behind either, bouncing now and driving her pussy against Laura’s mouth. Isabella shot up to her, kissing her and cupping one of her breasts to suck it as she rocked on Laura.

“This is going to be full of his milk soon,” Isabella breathed.

“Oh, oh fuck,” Marie gasped.

His milk, Laura thought in a daze. Not their children’s milk, but his.

“Such a sexy mother, mm,” Isabella growled, and sucked her nipple into her mouth, making Marie yelp when she nipped it playfully.

Laura’s tongue moved with frenzied and feverish desire, and was rewarded with so much wetness. Isabella shifted away to kiss Marie again, and the blonde dipped forward, burying her face against Laura’s wet slit and lapping at it with mirrored need. Isabella dipped her head to Marie’s ass, tonguing her friend’s delicate bleached bud. Together, Isabella and Laura had her quivering in no time. Marie jerked upright and right back don, lips against Laura’s mound. Moments later she hitched a breath and cried out against Laura’s pussy.

We made her come, Laura thought with hazy pleasure. I made my friend come.

Their play lasted for hours. Isabella brought out her phone to take a video of Marie and Laura locked in their sixty-nine, and then Marie did the same when she could take no more of Laura’s tongue. Eventually Marie brought out a tripod and set it up so they could get a video of the three of them rolling around together on the bed, laughing and falling into another three-way, Marie on her back this time, Laura between her legs, and Isabella riding her face, ass to the camera.

It was an amazing time, but they were still short two members. Laura wanted to play Max’s games to their end before she slept with the group as a whole, but that still left Becky out of things. It didn’t feel right, her not being there. Even if she didn’t join in on their lovemaking, she should be there to hear Marie’s news.

Laura thought about that while she showered and Marie and Isabella remade the bed. Her heart was filling but not quite complete. This would only feel right when the four of them were together, along with Max.

Marie joined her in the glass-fronted shower, red-cheeked and mussed from their hours of play. She embraced Laura, and the two kissed fondly. Marie pressed her head to the taller woman’s chest and hummed deep in her throat. Laura wrapped her arms around her and kissed the top of her head.

“Isabella?”

“About asleep,” Marie said. She pulled back and reached for the soapy washcloth Laura had been using.

“Have you told your daughters yet?” Laura asked.

Marie shook her head. “No. They’ve taken Greg’s side. We… haven’t talked much. They don’t return my texts or calls. This… this might sever things completely.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Me too. It’s the worst cost of all this. How is Clive doing?”

Laura shook her head. “He’s not. He left.”

“Oh. Oh Laura.”

“Let’s not pretend we’re all that disappointed. I’m not. I love him, but… he gave up so fast.”

“It’s strange, isn’t it?”

“It really is. Max, of all people, tearing our lives apart and bringing us together.”

“Except Becky,” Marie said glumly.

“I was just thinking the same thing.”

Isabella spoke, startling them both. “She’ll join in soon enough. Just wait. He got us three bitches, didn’t he?”

She sashayed her way into the shower. Laura grinned. She had a point.

* * *

At lunch on Monday, Laura wandered the halls until she found Max with his friends Ryder and Davey at a table in the library, playing a collectible card game. Ryder was a short, stubby nineteen-year-old, not really fat, just thickly built. He looked like a sleepy sheepdog with his unkempt wisps of blond hair. Davey was a fat Black eighteen-year-old who had once been something of a baseball star, wielding a bat like Thor’s hammer until his laziness got the better of him, a tragedy that befall a depressingly large number of her students. He was not unhandsome, though, and if he lost some serious weight, he might even do okay for himself. That said, the two candy bars and soda on the table beside him probably weren’t great indications that he was all that interested.

“Hey, Mrs. Tucker,” Ryder said, eyeing her breasts in her long-sleeved top. It was flattering without being too sexy. “You want to play with us?”

Davey smacked him for the obvious innuendo. “Thanks, Ryder. Another time,” Laura said. “Max, are you playing? Can I talk to you in my classroom for a minute?”

“I’ve already lost,” Max said. His words were morose but his eyes danced. Laura thought about a text she got from Isabella that morning excusing them from the morning coffee. After Max found out he was going to be a father, he drilled both of them all night on Saturday and most of Sunday. Both of them were so sore they could barely walk.

He looked so placid now that it was hard to believe he was the same person, but Max’s still waters ran very, very deep.

After telling his friends he’d see them in a bit, Max followed her to her classroom. She closed the door behind him. he casually went to her window, pulled down the blinds, and turned to her.

“So… I hear you’re going to be a dad,” Laura said, her voice low and throaty.

“And I heard about Clive,” he said. “That pussy never deserved you.”

“And who do you think does?” Laura asked.

Max came to her. He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her to him, his big hands going right for her ass and squeezing it as he plunged his mouth to hers. She gasped against him, and thought to herself this was insane one last time before he was spinning with her and guiding her to her desk. He pulled her long leopard print skirt up and to her waist, eyeing her bikini briefs hungrily. Laura tugged them down for him, blushing and looking away as her student took in her bare pussy.

“Are you on the pill?” he asked as he teased her pussy lips with his big thick fingers.

“N-no,” she whispered.

“I’m going to make you mine, Laura,” he murmured. “You’ll come to school with a fresh, hot load of my come inside you. This fall, you’ll be pregnant and getting nice and full. Day after day your students will look at your baby bump never knowing it was one of them who made you pregnant.”

“Fuck,” Laura whimpered as his big fingers slid inside her.

“But I want you to do something for me first. Are you mine, Laura?”

“Yesss.”

“Good teacher slut.”

He didn’t tell her what he wanted then, not right away. Instead, he unzipped himself, and she stared down with wide eyes as his monstrously large cock was set free. It was one thing to see it on a video. It was another to have it pressing against her sex. Her head jerked up as he began to slide inside her. She had to clap a hand to her mouth to keep from wailing her pleasure. He filled her inch by inch, his hand going to her mound and her clit. She clapped her free hand on top of his as he began to rub her button. Little shocks of pleasure raced through her as he pulled back and pushed deep again, playing with her clit fast and hard.

Her hand over her mouth fell away and she keened as softly as she could manage, “Max, mmm hmmm, nurgh, filling me… so full…”

Her leg hooked around him, her flat falling off as she rubbed his ass with her toes. Her fingers raked at her breasts through her top, then down again to his hands and all over in between. She thrashed on the desk, sending her day planner and a smattering of pens flying.

“Did he ever fuck you like this?” Max asked, low and throaty.

“Don’t… make me… make fun of him…”

“He didn’t, did he?” Max thrust harder inside her, his cock so deep she was surprised her stomach wasn’t bulging with him. His balls thwapped against her skin each time. “Tell me, Laura. You’d do anything for me. So tell me, did Clive fuck you like this?”

“Noooo,” Laura gasped, “never like this, never so full like this.”

“He never deserved this cunt.”

“Y-your cunt, your teacher cunt… oh, oh fuck, I’m coming, I’m…” Her other foot banged against the desk and he dropped, kissing her and stopping the wail of pleasure threatening to escape her lips. She kissed him back, eyes squeezing shut as she came and came and came, her pussy so wet for him she’d leave trials on the desk’s surface. He moved his fingers from her clit and gripped her tits through her top, grunting as he ploughed into her harder and harder, his eyes wild.

“Beg me to breed you,” he whispered against her lips.

“Breed me, make me pregnant, oh oh fuck, oh fuck, it’s wrong but I want it so fucking much.”

He drove deep, and came, his fist hitting the desk beside her as he arched his head back, lips drawn in a rictus of pleasure. Like Marie and Isabella before her, she marveled at how much filled her, a never-ending torrent of warmth that poured out of her when he finally pulled back and free of her well-used cunt.

As her hips still jerked from the aftereffects of the orgasm, Laura sat upright, clutching at his neck and kissing him, desperate for his lips. He held her for a moment, his forehead to hers, and he studied her eyes.

“Anything for me. Right?”

She wondered what he had planned, but nodded.

“I want you to go clothes shopping,” he said. “I want you looking like every high schooler’s dream of a teacher. Bring the outfit with you to school and change into it at the end of your free period.”

“What do you have planned, Max?” she asked.

He grinned, and the fire it set inside her wouldn’t be doused until she found out.

* * *

That night, Laura came home feeling more alive than ever. She crackled with energy, giddy about the amazing sex and finally falling to Max. It was like a pressure valve inside her mind had been released and all her guilt and doubts flooded out.

Thoughts of being pregnant with Max’s baby and showing that fall fired in her mind like flashbulbs. That would be so fucking hot. She had to believe at some point news of her affair with an eighteen-year-old student would get out, but with her friends, she would have a safety net underneath her if and when it did. Professional humiliation would hurt, but she knew she would sacrifice it all for this, for Max, Marie, and Isabella.

And Becky too.

The last of their group to succumb to Max’s dark whims was on her mind as Laura showered and changed for an evening out shopping. She meant to do this with Marie and Isabella, but at the last minute changed her mind, and instead, drove to Becky’s. The two of them hadn’t fallen out of touch like Becky and the others, but that would probably change now that Laura was sleeping with Max too. That hurt more than Clive leaving her. She had to try to do this, to mend this bridge.

Becky opened the door in black leggings and a matching tank. Both were spotted with grunge. Her hair was mussed too, her face completely free of makeup. In her arms was little Andrea, already reaching for Laura and cooing happily.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Laura said.

“Thank God you’re here,” Becky said. “I need a shower and I can’t escape her without tears. We’re very fussy tonight.”

“Aw, come here,” Laura said, and reached out to take Andrea. But she froze just shy of touching the baby, looking from the little girl to her mother. Becky deserved the truth, so she could slam the door in Laura’s face if she wanted.

Becky gave her an annoyed look and started to hold Andrea out. Then she froze too, blinking at Laura. All at once, it was like the spirit went out of her and she deflated, stepping back and sighing.

“Come on in and tell me about it,” she said.

Sometimes, your best friends just know. Becky and Laura had always shared that bond. To an extent, Debra used to have that with all of them, but no one had that nonverbal communication down quite like Becky and Laura.

“Can I hold her?” Laura asked quietly.

Becky sniffed and nodded. “I really do need a shower,” she said, and laughed with a hint of desperation to it. “You mind?”

“No. Not at all. Never, no matter what happens.”

Laura took the infant and Becky retreated further into her house. It was a mess, as bad as Laura had ever seen from her usually neat friend, and she picked up dishes and errant baby clothes while Becky took her time. She had a housekeeper who came in once a wee but with a baby a week was a long time.

Andrea was indeed fussy but Laura fixed her a bottle and was just getting her to take it when Becky re-emerged. Andrea reached for her, fussing again, and she took her. This time, the baby settled in, drinking happily from the bottle and relaxing.

“God, if I knew it was going to be that easy, I’d have begged you to come over straight after school,” Becky said. She smiled but there was a haunted look to her eyes. She nodded towards the dishwasher, which was just getting going. “Thank you.”

“Of course.”

“What are we doing tonight? And don’t say Max.”

“Uh. Dinner? Definitely dinner. Shopping too, if you’re up for it. But it does… um… kind of involve him.”

She explained while Becky finished feeding Andrea. Instead of the disgust she was expecting, Becky seemed distant, but nodded slowly.

“Okay. So long as it doesn’t involve me.”

“Really?” Laura asked.

“Laura, I’m so… alone. I miss all of you.”

“You could have called me,” Laura said.

“Maybe. But you’re his now, aren’t you?”

“He’s not Dracula. We can still be friends even if you don’t let him suck your blood. Or your boobs, as it were.”

Becky gave her a strained smile. “Don’t tempt me. I’ve thought about it.”

“I’m sorry you feel alone. I really am. Let’s get dinner. Let’s go shopping. Or we can just hang out. I can do the shopping tomorrow.”

“A little shopping is maybe just what I need.”

They got an early dinner downtown near the shopping district, fried rice bowls and vegetable dumplings. Becky’s eyes never quite met Laura’s, and Laura for her part didn’t try to engage her in any conversation about Max. She kept it light, knowing with uncomfortable certainty that Becky would bring it up herself. Max had always been right about that one most damning human characteristic – curiosity really was what would win them all, in the end.

For what Max wanted, Laura needed to hit up a boutique that specialized in sexy clothing. Becky knew the place well. This was not their first visit there together, or even their dozenth.

“What are we looking for?” she asked as they walked to the doors.

Laura hesitated. “The answer to that means bringing up Max.”

“Is he suddenly wearing crotchless panties?”

“No. How much do you really want to know?”

“All of it, I guess.”

“Becky, that’s…”

“I know.”

Laura nodded. “He wants me in a sexy teacher outfit for Friday after school. I think he’s going to f…” She looked at Andrea in her papoose, and changed her wording. “I think he wants to hook up again in my classroom and maybe film it this time. They’re big on that.”

“’Again.’” Becky said the word tonelessly.

Two women came out of the store and Laura didn’t respond until they were inside and among the racks of gorgeous clothes and sexy underthings. “Today was our first time. At lunch. On my desk.”

“In your…” Becky lowered her voice and murmured, “In your classroom?”

“Yeah.”

“And now he wants to record it?”

Laura hiked her shoulders up in a shrug. “I think so. That’s what they do. They’ve got dozens of videos of the three of them together, in twos and threes. And alone. Marie. Isabella.”

They shopped in silence for a few minutes, browsing the racks. Andrea drew the coos of a twenty-something clerk, and after the usual “what’s her name” and “how old” business, they had privacy again.

“How is it so easy for you?” Becky asked.

“It’s not,” Laura said. “I didn’t want to hurt Clive. Or… I don’t know, maybe I did. But the passion was gone before this thing with Max. That’s a really crappy excuse, I guess. In the end… Max interested me.”

“But what about your career? You have to know this will come out eventually.”

“I do,” Laura said. “Clive hasn’t cut me off from our joint account, so there’s that. But I don’t think I was entirely sold on the idea until this last weekend. It’s more than Max. It’s Marie. It’s Isabella.”

“Did you three…?”

“Yeah,” Laura said, smiling. “With them, I can be a little more free.”

Becky nodded and sniffed. She gestured at a rack of long-sleeved crop tops. “Those. That’s the top for your outfit.”

Laura stepped closer and studied them. They were sexy as hell, with a deep neckline and a hem that would stop just under her breasts. She picked out a white one and held it to her breasts. Becky nodded again.

“With a short skirt and heels, it’ll be perfect.”

“I think so too,” Laura said. She pecked Becky’s cheek. “Thanks.”

As they hunted for a skirt next, Becky picked out a few things for herself. While she was looking at a crop halter top, she said, “It’s different for me.”

“What do you mean?” Laura asked.

“All of you have safety nets. Greg and Diego might raise a fuss about it but in the end, they’ll make sure Marie and Isabella are taken care of. And you know Clive will make sure you’re set for life.”

“Becky…”

“I’m sorry.” She shook her head. “No. I’m not. I don’t know what I am. But I just… hear me out. I had to fight for every promotion. I had to hear every guy and a lot of the women say I slept my way to the top when they know I deserve my position. I’ll be on the shortlist to the senior executive officer team in ten years and I’ll make a damn good face for the company. They know that. I know that.”

“And if you slept with Max, that doesn’t happen.”

“I’d be fired in a heartbeat. Not a soul in this city would hire me.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t think about any of that.”

Becky shook her head. “Why would you? Those thre are having so much fun torturing me, and now you are too.”

“I… I never meant…”

“I know. But don’t you realize I’m curious too? And it’s killing me to be without my two… now my three best friends because of this.”

A thought crossed Laura’s mind, and she nearly smiled. It was potentially a bad idea. Okay, it very probably was a horrible idea. But it was also intriguing. She stowed it away for later, focusing on Becky and clothes shopping.

But by the time they left the store, bags in hand, she was certain she knew how Becky could have her cake and get eaten too.

* * *

The week crawled by but Friday finally came. Max drove Laura crazy the entire week. He’d stare at her in class, even stroking himself again a time or two, and when he’d leave, sometimes he would stick around a moment to squeeze her ass or one of her tits. But that was it. He didn’t fuck her again, or even come by for a blowjob. The rising lust inside her was going to be the death of her.

The day finally came. Marie and Isabella both came over that morning to have breakfast with her and to tell her that Max would back off if she said no. They didn’t know what he had planned, and all three of them speculated over avocado toast and coffee.

His class was a quiet one, reserved for a lesson on haikus. Laura tried to focus but at least twice she drifted off, staring at Max. His face was a perfect mask, revealing nothing, his eyes downcast towards his table. He gave nothing away.

After class, he hung back again, and finally her impatience showed when one of the teacher’s pets stayed behind to ask Laura a question. When she was gone, Max glanced at the open door, then at Laura. “Have you been wearing your presents?” he asked.

“Yes. I have the biggest one in right now.”

“Show me.”

He dug out his phone as stepped away from the door and lifted her dress up. She wore only a thong, and plug was visible underneath. Max snapped a quick picture, then nodded to her.

“Are you mine, Laura?” he asked. “Will you do whatever I tell you?”

“I… y-yes. I’m yours.”

“Good. See you later.”

The rest of her day went even slower. She must have glanced at the clock or her phone twenty times as she taught. But finally her last class flooded out, and she nearly slammed the door shut behind them, ready to change, for this last step before her new life.

She used her closet to change, putting on the white top and pleated blue skirt she bought to go with it along with a pair of stiletto heels. In case anybody came into her classroom she threw on an overcoat over it all. Given the cool day and the always broken heating, no one was going to think twice about that. The heels, maybe but she could always kick them off under her desk and hope no one saw them.

No one came in, and by the time the last bell rang, Laura was ready. She sat at her desk, listening to the students clear out for the day, talking and yelling and banging things. She jumped when someone knocked, but when she opened the door, it was just Ann McClusky, one of the other English teachers, telling her to have a good night.

It took another five minutes, but finally there came another knock, heavier, more masculine. But with it came nervous laughter and whispers.

Max, what have you done?

She went to the door, giddy and scared shitless all at once. There he was, and behind him, Ryder and Davey. Max had a backpack slung over one shoulder.

“Max…” Laura said, but they were all three over eighteen and she remembered her promise to him. Anything he wanted, she’d give him.

Anything.

“Let us in,” Max said, and she knew it meant more than just the door. She thought about her words to Becky – he’s not Dracula – and almost laughed. Maybe Max was.

She stepped back, and Ryder and Davey glanced at each other, still uncertain about whatever this was. But they followed their friend, and Laura closed the door and locked it behind them.

Ryder said in a near whisper, “He wasn’t lying?”

“Am I lying, Laura?” Max asked.

Laura didn’t answer. She studied each of them one by one, then slowly undid the buttons on her overcoat. She opened it, and Davey and Ryder both gaped and stared. The white crop top hugged her big tits tight while giving them an amazing view of her cleavage, almost enough to show off her areolas. The skirt barely came down over her ass. As they stared, she went to the closet to hang up the coat and bring out her yoga mat. While she did this, Max unslung his backpack and dug out several boxes of condoms, lube, wipes, and tissues.

“Phones,” he said, then repeated it louder when the other two guys didn’t respond. “Phones!” They handed them over and he zipped them into the backpack. “If you fuck her pussy, you do it with a condom. I’m the only one who comes inside her cunt.”

“Her… her c…” Ryder said, trailing off and blushing.

“My cunt,” Laura said softly. She unrolled the yoga pad in front of them and tugged at the drawstring on Max’s shorts as she knelt. “Your teacher’s cunt.”

With that, she tugged down his shorts and his boxers, and out flopped his cock. Both his friends stared, then hurried to join him, ditching their jeans as Laura took Max’s cock in her mouth. Jesus, she thought, amused. How did Isabella and Marie suck him down so easily?

Oh well. She’d get lets of practice soon.

“Holy crap,” big Davey said. He watched, stunned, as their English teacher swallowed down inch after inch of Max until she could take no more.

Ryder didn’t say anything. He was a step ahead of his friend, his briefs almost around his knees. Max slapped a hand against his chest, giving him a glare.

“You owe me. Anything I want, whenever I want.”

“Yeah. Yeah yeah yeah. Sure.”

“Say it.”

“I owe you. Anything. Anytime.”

“Good,” Max said, pleased.

Davey finally kicked loose his jeans and hooked his thumbs in his own underwear. “What about me?” he asked.

“We’re good,” Max said. He glanced at his fat friend as he rested a hand on the back of Laura’s head. “For when you stuck up for me against Stephen.”

Davey blinked, but eventually grinned and held out a fist. Max bumped it, and returned his attention to their teacher as she bobbed up and down slowly on his cock.

The other two guys were surprisingly sizable themselves, not huge by any means but pleasantly big. Davey was the bigger of the two and she popped off Max to engulf him, driving down his length and making him shiver. She had to push at his gut to get to his root, but he got the idea and soon lifted it himself with one hand while he stroked her head with the other.

“Shit, that’s amazing,” Davey said.

“They’re virgins,” Max said to Laura.

“Aw, man, don’t tell her that,” Ryder said.

Laura ignored all this, focusing in on Davey’s cock. Becky’s voice shouted inside her head that this was insane, that this was surely career suicide, but for whatever demented reason that only spurred her on. She sucked and slurped on his cock even more fervently, thinking about what was to come, being fucked by all three of them.

She alternated fast to Ryder, who rose up on his toes when she sucked him down, his eyes going half-lidded. She blindly reached out to Max and gripped his dick, switching to him rapidly too, staring up at him as she ran her mouth up and down his length.

“She’s really doing this,” Davey said wonderingly. “How the hell did you convince her?”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s not blackmail. You’re doing this because you want to, aren’t you, teacher slut?”

Laura came off him with a gasp and a bead of saliva running down her chin. She’d left lipstick stains on his dick and it entranced her. “Uh huh,” she moaned.

“Can we see your boobs?” Davey asked.

“My tits?” Laura asked playfully. She pulled the top up and over her breasts, making them bounce free. She wore no bra underneath, and both guys groaned at the sight.

Max helped her pull the top up and over her head, making her brunette hair fall down her back in messy waves. To the guys, he said, “This is the only time you get to do this. So whatever you want to do to her, it happens tonight.” To Davey, “Lift up the back of her skirt.”

His friend did. Laura felt a flush of heat from embarrassment and something more primal. She liked being shown off by Max. Maybe even liked the idea of being humiliated and treated like his toy. She hoped his words weren’t true. She wouldn’t mind doing this again for him and his buddies. Was that wrong of her? Maybe. But she was beyond caring. If she was in, she was all in.

She sucked Ryder down again, staring up at him as Davey lifted her pleated skirt muttered, “What the…?”

“What is it?” Ryder asked. His hips rocked to meet her lips and she took him deep, his cock hitting the back of her throat.

“It’s… is that…?”

“It’s a butt plug,” Max said.

“We can fuck her ass?” Davey asked.

Laura pulled off Ryder with a slurp. “Anything you want… as long as Max says so.”

“That’s right, baby,” Max said.

“Holy shit,” Ryder grunted, sliding his cock back into her mouth. “Holy shit.”

“I want to… uh… I want to… in her pussy,” Davey said. Max gestured at the boxes of condoms and Davey shot for them. He tore open the boxes and dug one out while Marie bobbed hard up and down Ryder’s cock, making him buck his hips uncontrollably.

“Take him deep, take him all the way down to his nuts,” Max said, and Marie tried. She drove her face down on Ryder, his tip hitting the back of her throat. She held him there, unable to breathe, staring up at him.

“Oh, oh shit,” Ryder gasped. “That feels so fucking good.”

“Keep your voice down,” Max growled.

Ryder nodded frantically, pulled back, and drove deep again. His pace was wild and uncontrolled, humping her face so fast Laura was certain he was going to come at any moment. But he didn’t. It surprised her, but he hung on.

She reached out and gripped Max’s dick, stroking him with a rhythm that approximated his friend’s face fucking. Meanwhile, Davey rolled on the condom and dropped heavily to his knees behind her.

“Play with her pussy first,” Max said. “Make sure she’s wet for you.”

“Got it,” Davey said. He sounded like he might faint. Laura repositioned herself, shifting forward and up and spreading her knees wide. She still had on her skirt, and her thong was down to her knees. Davey’s first few brushes of her pussy were delicate, like he was afraid he might hurt her or she might snap at him for doing it wrong.

“She’s wet,” he said wonderingly.

Laura pulled off Ryder long enough to gasp, “Do it, do it, stick your dick in me, Davey…”

Ryder shoved his cock back into her mouth, a “hurk!” escaping her as he frantically fucked her face again. Something pressed against her taint, and then her pussy. Davey’s cock, and it slid home. She gurgled around Ryder’s length, eyes watering from a lack of oxygen and the pleasure of being filled by Davey’s decent-sized dick

“I’m… I’m fucking her,” Davey said wonderingly. “I lost my virginity!”

“Oh shit, oh shit, this is hot, this is so hot,” Ryder gasped. “I need to come. Do I get to fuck her if I come now?”

“Yeah,” Max said. “As many times tonight as we want.”

“Fuck, oh fuck, oh… FUCK!” Ryder gasped, and he shoved his dick deep. Laura pulled back just in time, his first few shots hitting the back of her throat rather than making her choke on it. She swallowed him down, still looking up at him with watering eyes as he bucked and bucked against her lips. When he was done and his last pearl had been swallowed down, she pulled off him and dove for Max’s cock as Davey hammered at her pussy, his pace already frenetic.

Like Ryder, Davey was uncontrolled, his gasps and moans coming rapid fire. In his eagerness he was shoving her backwards and forwards, her ass slapping against his belly and his thighs. It had the added effect of making her take more of Max’s cock in her mouth.

“That’s it, that’s it, suck me deep,” Max coaxed her. “Come on, Laura, you can take more than that.”

She mock-glared up at him but tried, taking another quarter inch, a half. Her mascara ran with the tears she blinked away, choking even more on him than she had on Ryder. When she pulled back, she did it with a cough. A river of saliva ran down her chin and Max stooped, wiping it up and rubbing it on her tits.

“That’s it, that’s a good teacher slut,” he said. “You were made for sucking my cock, weren’t you?”

“Yesss,” Laura gasped, and sucked and licked at his tip, eyes fixed on him.

“Dude,” Ryder said, still breathless. “Who are you?”

Max sneered at that and pointed at the lube. “You want to fuck her ass?”

“Jesus,” Ryder whispered. He shook himself like he was coming out of a daze, and went for the lube. It wasn’t Laura he watched on his way back. It was Max. This was not the friend that Ryder knew. Davey never seemed to notice that night, or care, but Ryder did. He had to know on some instinctual level he had made a deal with the devil, but it sure wasn’t going to stop him from enjoying the moment.

“Davey. Get on your back,” Max said. Davey didn’t respond. He was grunting and heaving back and forth, driving deep each time. “Davey!”

Davey pulled out, and hurried to lay on his back. Max reached down and gripped Laura’s chin. “Get on top of him. I’ll get you ready for Ryder, then all three of us are going to fuck you.”

“Fuck me, yes, fuck me,” she whined. The sexy brunette teacher whipped around and mounted Davey, panting hard and whimpering as she dropped her pussy right back down on his dick. She bounced happily away on him, uncaring about his big gut or his hands running roughshod over her tits.

Max knelt beside her, lube in hand. He greased up two fingers and ran them along her plug in her asshole, teasing her as she stared with a bright, vapid smile into his eyes. This was not love, but the dark, twisted lust inside her would make for a delightful substitute.

“Maaaax,” she cooed as he eased the plug out of her and dropped it to the side.

His hand went to one of her big bobbing tits as his lubed fingers slid into her. She arched her back, so full, both with Max’s fingers and Davey’s cock. Max leaned in and murmured into her ear, “I think I’m going to marry you, Laura. Won’t that be funny? You, pregnant and married to one of your former students? Won’t that just be so fucking funny?”

The fantasy slammed into her mind, her in white lingerie and a veil, her stomach enormous with his child, standing across the aisle from a grinning Max. Behind her would be his other MILFs, Marie and Isabell and Becky, and in the seats would be their husbands and their coworkers and all the eighteen-year-old seniors watching and cheering them on as Laura knelt to consummate their vows, sucking his cock in front of all of them.

Her eyes rolled up, her smile went wide and dreamy, and she whimpered, “Mar-ried… Clive could… he’s an ordained min-minister. He could… he could…”

Max’s face lit up too. “Yes,” he said, a glee matching her own and she came to the sound, to the fantasy, to the idea of the ultimate humiliation of her husband.

“What the hell?” Ryder whispered.

Max eyed his friend as Laura was still coming and bouncing on Davey, the young Black student straining not to come, his face in a grimace of lust.

“Her ass is ready for you,” he said, and tossed Ryder the lube. “Get your tip slick first.”

Ryder studied him, trepidation fighting with his budding lust. He stepped towards them and Max guided Laura forward so her tits were brushing Davey’s, her brunette hair falling across her face. He stood beside her and she twisted her head to suck at his tip again as Ryder descended to his knees, hesitant still but slowly stroking his cock with the lube.

Laura stared up at Max as his friend began to press his cockhead against her ass. She whimpered at the feeling of being double-stuffed. Not even in her wildest days at college had she done something like this. This was her first time with two guys inside her pussy and her ass, let alone a third slowly fucking her face, and she loved it. Loved her students fucking her. Loved Max for guiding her down this broken road.

As Ryder began to drill into her ass with a timid, awkward rhythm, Laura thought of Clive, of his eager, shy smile as he panted and pushed inside her, of his inevitable “was it good for you?” and the number of times she had to smile and pretend that it was. With Max and her friends, there would be no pretending.

She was filled, and she was happy.

She pulled off Max’s cock, stroking him frantically as she stared up at him. “You have to take her. Becky. You have to make her yours too.”

“I will, baby,” he said, stroking her head.

“I know how,” Laura said, nodding vigorously, her mind gone in a vapid field of clouds.

“Later,” Max said. “Suck my cock now, Laura. Then I’ll fuck you again and I’ll come inside you and give you my babies.”

“Your… babies…” Laura agreed.

“Aw fuck!” Davey grunted underneath her. He grabbed at her waist, straining up into her and coming, his eyes closing tight.

Max shoved his cock deep into Laura’s mouth, sweeping up her hair and fucking her face hard and fast. She gurgled and choked on him, happy he was back inside her. Davey slid free of her and disentangled himself, sitting against the cupboard and watching as Max stepped in front of Laura, his cock bulging in her mouth. Ryder fucked her ass fast and hard, his hands going around her and cupping her big tits, rough and unsure of himself but too far gone to slow down now.

“Let’s take her to her chair,” Max said. “I want to fuck her. Every drop of me is going in her cunt tonight.”

Ryder pulled out without a word. Max pulled out of Laura’s mouth and pulled her to her feet. She hurried with him to her chair, where he sat and pulled her onto his lap, her ass to Ryder. Max told him to add more lube. He was already filling her so much that when Ryder pressed his cock to her ass again she was sure she couldn’t take both of them. But she did, their teacher throwing her head back and crying out as she was fucked again in both holes, so full, so impossibly full.

The guys pawed at her tits and she barely noticed. All her senses were focused on the humongous cock inside her cunt and the one pressing deep into her ass. The thin wall between both had never been put to such a test. Her fingers dug into Max’s chest, her head bobbing back and forth as she was bounced between them. Someone grabbed her hand – Davey, ready again, guiding her to his lubed-up tip. She stared at him sightlessly, a MILF teacher toy for their amusement, and oh, how she loved to be used.

She was sure Max would come soon, but he held on with ease, fucking her with steady pumps of his cock, thrusting deep while Davey would pull back. It was his friend who came first, spurting deep inside her ass with a grunted, “Ah, ah, ah, shit, Mrs. Tucker,” and then he was stumbling away, his come dripping out of her ass and down onto her chair and the floor.

Davey replaced him at her ass, but Max gave directions again, telling Davey to take his spot on the chair. He pulled Laura off him, making her whimper and grab at his big cock, but Max only chuckled and pushed her backwards. Davey sat, and Max guided her to him so she was sitting on his lap, her ass facing Davey and filled with his big cock. She leaned back and Davey filled his hands with her tits as she bucked wildly on him, her body out of control. Max slid home back inside her cunt, fucking her fast and hard now, making her yelp and cry out as an orgasm crashed through her.

Through pleasure-hooded eyes, she watched dazedly as Ryder cleaned his cock with the wipes, staring at everything going on, then at the door like he wanted to leave. Instead, he reached with tentative hands for the condoms, a soft, strangled sound escaping him when Max grunted, “Here it comes, Laura, going to come in your pretty teacher cunt now…”

“Yesss,” she moaned, staring at Ryder as he inched forward again. “Come inside me, come inside me Max, only you get to own this pussy, only you get to fill it…”

Again, Ryder flinched, and it made her smile, only there was no humor to it. It was a smile full of teeth. Just like Clive, Ryder would make for a soft, pitiful little shit for some woman to be bored with.

Max filled her and she finally broke her attention away from Ryder, her eyes refocusing on her lover, her real lover, the only man who would ever satisfy her again. He filled her unprotected pussy, flooding her with his warmth, and she arched as she imagined it again, pregnant, all in white, him lifting the veil and presenting her to the congregation at their wedding, her ass high in the air, her mouth open in a tiny O of pleasure as he rammed her pussy over and over and over.

Ryder fucked her next, his head twisted away from her when he wasn’t staring at her tits. Unlike Davey he didn’t say a word about losing his virginity. Something about this had broken him in the same way that Clive and Greg and Diego had all been broken. Max had reached inside his mind and pulled fuses that would’ve kept him sane. That didn’t stop Ryder from pumping into her, fucking her fast and hard, teeth gritted. Davey outlasted him, but just barely, both students grunting and pushing at the last, Davey crying out, “Mrs. Tu-ucker!” before spilling into her ass. Ryder said nothing. He came into his condom, pulled out of her, stared for a moment, and backed away fast. She didn’t even think he removed the condom as he dressed.

“Remember,” Max crooned to his former best friend. “Anything I want.”

“F-fuck you,” Ryder whispered. Then he twisted his head away and added even more quietly, “I’ll remember.”

He fled.

Max lifted Laura to her feet, and she giggled as he laid her out over her desk again. He drove deep into her cunt, his big hands covering her tits, hers on her mound and playing with her clit as he fucked her again and again and again. Davey stuck around while he recovered, watching them with an animalistic glee in his eyes. This had not broken him. Oh no. He owed Max nothing, so he could enjoy this. This was a student learning from the master.  It would surprise Laura little that in the months after this night Davey would begin to shed not just his weight but his old personality. Gone was the card-collecting, video-game playing dork and in his place was a new thing, a shark in a pool smaller than Max’s ocean but just as deadly.

When he left, he did so with a hand on Max’s shoulder. Neither Laura or Marie noticed. Max’s entire focus was the woman beneath him, his teacher, his latest slut, and her mad grin matched his.

Soon, she thought as he began to finish one more time inside her, this would be Becky. And then their little circle would be complete.

For the moment, anyways.


Becky, or Milk Makes the Finest Graduation Present

Max’s graduation loomed, and Becky felt like she was going insane. She watched her friends topple one by one to him, becoming slutty mirrors of their former selves. Max too was transforming, dropping pounds by the dozens in the months since he lost his parents. His eyes now burned with constant amusement any time Becky ran into him, though he very deliberately did not stare or hit on her. No, he was making her come to him.

Every day, her resolve weakened. She missed her friends and their morning routines. Breakfast and coffee hadn’t felt right in months without them. Even her contact with Laura evaporated after that clothes shopping date. Becky nearly fell to her that night. It had taken all of her willpower not to let Laura drag her home and own her the way Becky secretly wanted to be owned.

Because she did. She desperately wanted to be used by all of them. Beautiful blonde Marie, with her big doe eyes and sweet innocent smile. Stunning Isabella with her fiery smoke show face and insane ass. Sexy mom-next-door Laura, who was a double fantasy of a MILF and a hot teacher.

And of course, Max.

He knew what he was doing, that was for sure. By essentially ignoring Becky he was feeding into her need for attention, for validation. He knew all he had to do to win her over was to win them over, and he was right. When Andrea was asleep for the night, Becky would step to her window overlooking the street and imagine Max walking down the sidewalk, ready to throw open her door and take her right there, her face and tits pressed against the cool glass, his big dick spurting deep inside her.

But she would not give in so easily. Aside from Andrea, her career was her greatest pride. No matter how curious she was about Max, no matter how badly she wanted to be with her friends in every sense, she would not sacrifice everything she had worked for. When her six-month maternity leave was done, she planned to march right back to work and continue her meteoric rise through the company ranks. Max would not ruin that, no matter how curious she was about him.

But that temptation was driving her to desperation. If she didn’t cave to Max, she would almost certainly have caved to the other women in her circle of friends if they came around. They too were playing Max’s game, even Laura now, Becky’s closest friend. That one hurt even worse than the others.

One day, Becky went to talk to her when she was out gardening but from within the house Becky heard Isabella cry out with pleasure. Laura, who hadn’t seen Becky approach, subconsciously rested a hand between her legs, playing with herself for just a moment through her shorts. Becky fled back to her house and locked the door like Laura and the others might storm the place.

She wished they had. That would make it so easy, for them to decide this for her. But if she slept with Max or them, it would mean the end of everything she worked her entire adult life towards. Her boss, Leah, would see her for the whore everyone else at work imagined her to be. Gone would be her chance at corporate leadership.

Becky took out her frustrations on three men during that time. The first was a coach at her gym, a buff meathead with a buzzcut whose impressive bulge led to one of the biggest buzzkills of her dating life when he pinned her against a wall in the gym’s showers and lasted all of about two minutes pumping into her. A friend’s hot brother, a cop, fared a little better but he was such an asshole outside of bed she dumped him immediately. The third did best of all, the barista pounding up at her while she bounced on his lap in her Cadillac, but it was not him she fantasized about, and it was not his efforts that got her off. It was a vision of Max. Max and that knowing smile of his.

She would not cave. She would not.

Thank God Laura had a plan.

* * *

The call came while she was taking Andrea for a walk, although that was already a mistake. Lecherous old Art Lancaster in his creaky truck veered towards them, nearly driving up on the curb as he leered out the window at the single mom. She told him she was just out for a walk and that she was just fine that day and thanked him for offering to help her out with anything she might need while she was at home. He still didn’t get the hint so she finally cut him off midstory and said she really needed to get going.

“Gratitude is something sorely missing from the young women in this world today,” he said.

She should really have brought her pepper spray, Becky thought.

The talk soured her on the idea of going to the little German bakery down the road and she was just swinging back towards her house when her phone rang. It woke Andrea and her infant started to cry. As if on cue, Marie came out of her house, looked down the street at the sound, and started walking swiftly for them as Becky pulled out her phone.  She didn’t have it in her to tell Marie to go away, especially when she said, “I’ve got her. Take your call.”

“Thanks,” Becky said.

Marie pulled Andrea out of the stroller and bounced her in her arms. Becky missed the call, which had come in from her boss Leah, and dialed her back, grimacing. She turned and walked a few feet away, watching Marie. She would make such a good mother again, Becky thought.

Leah picked up. “Hey Becky. Sorry for calling. Did I catch you at a bad time? I hear Andrea crying.”

Yes, of course it’s a bad time, it’s my maternity leave. “No, you’re okay. A friend has her. What’s up?”

“I hate to ask this. I really, really do.”

“Leah…” Becky started, then sighed.

“It’s big. I promise you, I wouldn’t call you in if it wasn’t.” Funny, but Leah sounded out of breath.

“Call me in? I can’t. I won’t. It’s in my contract…”

“Off the books. Double overtime, I’ll pay you for an afternoon but it’ll only take half an hour. I just need you to help me with a… a huge error in the system. Someone’s… someone’s really screwing with me on this.”

Becky sighed. To Marie, she called, “Can you babysit for a while?”

“Absolutely.”

“Thanks.” To Leah again, “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

* * *

Becky stormed into the office a little over an hour later. The auditing and financial wing didn’t have an exterior receptionist since there was no need to deal with the public, so she breezed past small offices and the conference rooms, saying hello to the few people walking the halls but intent on Leah’s big office with single-minded purpose.

Leah’s receptionist was gone, probably to lunch. The shades on her boss’s windows were drawn, which was usually a bad sign. It was a gesture reserved for disciplinary meetings or the sort of audit reports that invariably led to heads rolling. But it could also mean that one of the corporate leaders was in, so Becky stopped, gave her checked skirt and black blouse a once over, touched her hair, and tried not to sigh for the hundredth time since Leah called. Whatever this was, she had a feeling it was even more important than she’d been led to believe on the phone.

Becky ignored the “Do Not Disturb” sign on her boss’s door and knocked. The office was nearly soundproof but not quite, and she heard soft, throaty laughter. Someone peeked out through the blinds, then came to the door.

Instead of Leah, it was Isabella. Lean was too busy being bent over her desk with a cock lodged deep inside her pussy to answer it herself.

“What the fuck?” Becky breathed before she was yanked inside by Isabella.

“H-hi, Becky. Sorry to call you i… in!” Leah said cheerfully as Max drove deep inside her.

Isabella shut the door behind Becky, who turned and stared at it like an escape hatch. She turned back to her boss and exploded with, “What the fuck, Leah?”

Leah gurgled an unintelligible string of syllables. Her cheek brushed the desk, her frizzy blonde-brown hair bouncing with Max’s every hard, fast stroke. There was a long line of drool pooling on the desk, drawing Becky’s eyes like a magnet. Max had her cream skirt hiked up over her boss’s great ass, and he smacked it with the flat of his palm.

Isabella was still fully clothed in a tiny black leather skirt and off-the-shoulder top. Her eyes danced, locked not on Max and Leah, but Becky. “Laura’s idea.”

Max pinned Leah’s arm behind her back and shoved his dick even harder and faster into the fifty-year-old. “She told me you didn’t want to sleep with me because you didn’t want to jeopardize your career. I can respect that,” he said in both a tone and cadence Becky had never heard from him before. It was assured, arrogant, and lacking his usual slow ponderance. She had heard from the others about this transformation but hadn’t seen it herself. And God, he’d lost even more weight than she realized. He could barely be called flabby anymore.

Max continued. “Leah and I reached an agreement. Didn’t we, slut?”

Becky’s eyes widened, but Leah only nodded vigorously. “Yessss, Max, a deal, reached a deal, big… big fucking cock…”

Max snickered. “Her mind’s a little gone for the moment. The long and short of it is, in exchange for me giving Leah a good fucking once every couple weeks and maybe a baby, you won’t be touched for sleeping with me. Ever. Hell, compared to what Leah says some of your corporate leadership are into, you fucking me is tame by comparison. You probably didn’t even need this.”

“This is the complete opposite of what I wanted, Max!” Becky shouted. Isabella laid a hand on her shoulder and she shrugged it off, coming to the desk and leaning over it as her boss made a rapid, “Guh, guh, guh, guh” sound as she was bounced over the surface of the desk. “The whole point was I didn’t want to sleep my way to the top. You’ve ruined that!”

Max grinned. “No. I understood. Leah has already agreed that she’ll recuse herself from any decisions regarding your promotions. She’ll tell the others in corporate leadership she’s too close to you to make a fair judgment and leave it up to them. All this deal means is that… ah, fuck… it’ll be written into your contract… that you can’t… be… fired for legal… sexual… ah, fuck!” He bucked into Leah once, twice, three times.

Her boss’s head snapped up, eyes showing nothing but whites, her mouth open wide. “He’s coming, he’s coming, he’s fucking coming inside meeeee…” Leah keened.

Max thrust deep, and Becky could hear him inside her boss, a wet “glorp” sound every time he bucked his hips. She felt faint, her cheeks bright red and her knees going rubbery. She sat on the edge of a side chair, hands on her knees, trembling from head to toe.

“What have you done, Max?” she whispered.

Isabella rested a hand on her shoulder. “Set us free,” she said.

He pulled free of Leah, who collapsed on her desk, panting and jerking now and then like she’d been shocked. Becky stared at his big slick cock as he walked towards the two of them. Isabella stroked her head, and Becky licked her lips. Yes. He might have set them free, she thought as she took him inside her mouth, cleaning the combined come and pussy juices off him dutifully with her tongue and her lips, the last one to fall staring up at him with her big dark eyes

Set them free, yes. But he’d damned them all too.

* * *

Becky opened the door in a baby blue camisole and matching panties. Her skin gleamed with lotion and she slutted up her makeup as much as she’d ever done before. She looked like what she was now, a toy for his pleasure, and she flushed with heat as Max’s eyes roamed her body.

I’m sorry, Deb. I’m sorry, Andy. But I’m going to fuck your son until I can’t walk.

He stepped in without a word and kicked the door shut. His big hands went to the thin straps of her camisole and like that they snapped, baring her huge tits to him for the first time. Her nipples were already dripping milk in anticipation of this, the fullness driving her mad. She moaned as he bent to suck one of them into his mouth, the milk coming so easy for him.

“Do you like that, baby?” Becky cooed. “Do you like my milk?”

Max only moaned and moved to her other breast, sucking that tit too. The milk came uneven at first, as it always did, droplets hitting his tongue. He rose up, his hand on her ass, and he ripped her panties away, letting them drop to the floor and leaving her only in the tattered remains of her camisole. She pulled it up and over her head, and he reached for the pins in her hair, letting the dark curls fall down nearly to her ass.

Max grabbed her waist and pushed her back towards the couch, his breathing coming hot and fast and hers matching. He jerked his shirt up and over his head and she yanked his shorts down, remembering him coming inside Leah. It should have been her he fucked first, it should have been her MILF cunt he made pregnant first, it should have been her tits at his mouth comforting him after his parents died.

But now all that was going to be set right.

He dropped onto the couch and pulled her onto him. There was no foreplay, not this time. She grabbed his cock and pointed him upwards, her big thick lips pressing to his tip before she sank down on him. The C-section left her nice and tight still, his size nearly painful but she could take him, and she did, every single inch of him, her thick MILF ass slapping against his thighs.

He dropped his head to her breast again and sucked greedily at her tit. Becky thrust her chest at his face, hands on her hips, rocking hard on his massive cock. “Drink it, drink me,” she whined.

“This is my milk now,” he growled around her tit.

“Yessss, it’s yours, I’m yours, Max…”

The droplets turned into a stream, and he sucked even harder, thrusting back against her hips. Her head rolled back. This was wrong, this was so wrong, but she couldn’t help the sparks of pleasure shooting through her. That was her baby’s milk, not his, but Andrea was mostly on the bottle now anyways. These were his tits now, his milk, his pussy, his ass.

God help her, she was Max’s.

The milk filled his mouth and he sucked and sucked until there was nothing left but droplets again. It dribbled down his chin and he looked up at her, drunk on it. “It’s so sweet and warm,” he said, and he kissed her, making her taste it, her own life-giving milk, and she loved it, rocking even faster against him, panting against his mouth then dropping lower to lick up the milk on his chin, her mind lost as she bounced on his cock, his big fucking cock.

“Maaaaaax!” Becky wailed, and he grabbed the back of her head to kiss her again, their tongue slashing at each other, her hips slamming down on his. She came, her wet pussy throbbing around him, her fingernails raking at his cheeks. Even before the orgasm was done she brought his head down to her other breast and he started sucking that one too.

“Yes, oh, oh yes, suck my tit, mmm hm, take your milk, drink your milk, Max, oh fuck yesss…”

It came so easy for him, her nipples tingling before the milk jettisoned from her tits. Never had her flow been this strong, this forceful, but her body knew its purpose, knew that she was his forever and ever, and that he would give her a chain of children, his best breeding slut, his cock-whore, his come-hungry bitch forever in heat.

His mouth popped free of her nipple and she mewled, but he cut her words short by grabbing a fistful of her dark hair and tugging her head back. “Spin around,” he said. “I want that big fat ass against me while I’m fucking you.”

He let her hair go and she hurried off him to turn around and drop her ass right back down on top of him. She sheathed him in one sharp plunge, and her body went electric, dropping back against him, her ass writhing against his lap as he fucked up into her hard and fast, his big hands on her tits. He kissed at the hollow of her neck, then sucked, and the tit that had been giving milk just a moment ago now spilled it down her skin, dropping onto her lap.

“Oh, fuck!” she wailed. Her hands balled up and she beat at the couch cushions as a second orgasm welled up inside her. Max kept fucking her like a porn star, driving his cock up so far into her she was sure he was going to break something inside her, but the pleasure was so overwhelming she didn’t care.

“Here it comes, Becky. The first time…”

“Yes,” she howled. “Yessss! Come inside me, come inside your best slut, come inside ME!”

He buried his cock in her cunt, releasing his warmth into her. She felt what the other three already had, so much warmth flooding her it seemed surreal, like his cock was a fire hose. She collapsed back against him, laughing, sobbing, and he kissed her neck frantically, his hips still bucking.

“I’m hungry, Becky,” he complained. “I’ve been fucking all morning. But first you need to clean me off like a good MILF slut.”

“A good MILF slut,” she agreed, and giggled a broken giggle. Becky pushed off him and twisted around to kneel between his legs. He swept aside her dark hair as she sucked him down.

“Get my phone out of my shorts,” he said. “I need to take a picture of you sucking my cock.”

She did, and started sucking him again, dark eyes fixated on him as he aimed the phone and got a picture of her with her plump lips wrapped around his length. “You’re going to be the bottom bitch in the group,” he said happily. “You thought you were better than me, holding out that long. But I knew you were a slut for my cock just like them.”

“Yes. Slut for you,” she whispered, and sucked one of his balls into her mouth, to lick it and get it clean too.

“Say you’re sorry, Becky. For not letting me fuck a baby into your pretty MILF cunt sooner.”

“I’m sorry, Max. I’m so sorry. I should have let you come inside me months ago. I should have been on my knees worshipping this big fucking cock. Let me make it up to you?”

He grinned. “Okay.”

She made Reubens in the kitchen, taking her time about it. Max put her in an apron, but only the apron and he got plenty of pictures of her in it, especially her big ass. He was hard again in minutes, and slid into her from behind, gripping her around the waist and fucking up into her with such force it made her stand on tiptoes as she gasped and moaned. 

“You’re going to look the hottest of all of them pregnant with my babies,” he whispered in her ear. “I’m not going to stop fucking you all week.”

“Don’t you have finals, mister?” she asked.

He snorted. “They’re not going to fail me. Poor Max. They don’t know what I have planned.”

His hand came down to her mound and he played with her clit. She shuddered and thrust back against him, lost to the pleasure once more.

Lost, forever.

* * *

More guys stared at Isabella, Marie, and Becky holding hands than at the graduating class. Laura got her fair share of looks too, though she had to sit with the other teachers.

Becky supposed they could have dressed a little more chastely, shown off a little less cleavage or a little less leg in their sundresses, but compared to how they all dressed around their houses, this was downright Puritanical for them. Laura was the only one dressed truly modestly, though that morning, in marker, Max wrote “Max’s Tits” on her underboob, then sent a picture of them coated in his come as a graduation present to Davey and Ryder. Davey hugged him for the present. Ryder walked a mile around him, staring at his former friend with unease.

The graduation speeches went overlong, and Becy found herself drifting off into fantasies of what would come that night. She had yet to play with any of her friends. Max had been keeping her all to himself that week, fucking her morning to midnight until he simply couldn’t go anymore. He drained quarts of come down her throat, into her pussy, up her ass. He painted her in his come, snapping pictures or taking video, then he’d made her go fix up her makeup so he could start it all over again. At first she was grateful for the break from the routine that day, but as graduation wore on she caught herself whimpering as she thought about how much she missed Max’s big cock plunging in and out of any hole he liked. Her tits were full and ready for his mouth again, leaving her irritated he hadn’t drained her dry that morning.

Andrea was with Leah for the day. Her boss was talking about getting an au pair for the four friends as a graduation present for Max, but they all knew the truth. It was so Leah wasn’t stuck babysitting while the rest of them were getting rammed in the ass by Max. Becky felt a vague sense of guilt about how little time she spent with her daughter lately, but with the others around Max would have more toys to play with and that would free Becky to take care of her child again. 

But Andrea would not be the only child around the house anymore. Marie had already announced her pregnancy, and just the day before, Isabella and Laura found out they were pregnant too. They took their tests together, and had yet to tell Max the good news, holding out to give him one more graduation present besides what they had planned that night.

Finally it was time to announce the members of the graduating class. Like the others, Becky clapped with impatience as the other students were called across the stage and presented their diplomas. When it was Max’s turn, all four women, including Laura, jumped to their feet and cheered like there was no tomorrow. They greeted him as he came off the stage to pose for a picture with the official photographer. Max rested his hands on the backs of Marie and Isabella, and slid down to their asses discreetly just before the photographer took his picture.

After graduation, the former seniors stood in a spaced-out row, shaking hands, hugging family, talking to friends. Becky, Isabella, and Marie stood with Max, showering him with praise and whispered promises of what they were going to do to his cock that night. Laura joined them after shaking hands and giving hugs to the rest of her seniors, but she wasn’t alone. With her was Ryder walking with his shoulders slumped, and more importantly, a brunette with big blown-out brunette hair in long waves and thick makeup nearly as well done and slutty as Becky’s. She was thick in all the best ways, a little extra weight to her but concentrated mostly in alluring ways around her big bust and juicy hips, encased in a summer dress that hid away only a little bit more than Becky and her friends.

Between Laura, Ryder’s mother, and Ryder, there were a lot of well-wishers in line to shake Max’s hand, give him a hug, and sympathize about his parents, each of them telling him how brave he was for keeping up with school, even if he’d been absent more than half the days of the last semester and wouldn’t be taking his finals. There were also a lot of suspicious eyes and whispers. Word was getting out about him, and it really wasn’t helped much by the three gorgeous MILFs pressing against him and occasionally whispering in his ear what they planned to do to him later.

“Hope!” Max said, smiling wide as Ryder’s mother finally had her chance with him. Becky almost smirked as Max’s friend Ryder muttered something under his breath, his eyes glossy.

“Max! Oh, honey, I’m so glad to see you here today,” Ryder’s mother Hope said. She came to him and hugged him tight. Max’s eyes flicked to Ryder as he pantomimed squeezing her big curvy ass. Ryder closed his eyes, grimacing. Becky couldn’t hide a smile. Neither could the others.

“It’s good to see you too,” he said.

“I’m so sorry I haven’t come around more often,” Hope said, pulling back. Max didn’t let her go far, his big hands running up and down her arms. It made Becky irritable and jealous.  “But it looks like you’re in good hands. Beautiful ones too.”

“My girlfriends,” Max said, doing his dopey, ponderously slow voice and grinning wide.

Hope returned that smile with her own. Her teeth were blindingly white, her small gem-like eyes crinkling. “A harem. Well, I always knew you were a charmer.”

She didn’t think he was serious. Becky pressed against Max’s side, her breasts against his arm. “Sometimes a man doesn’t need charm,” she said, and leaned up to kiss his cheek.

His grin widened, turned darker. Hope looked between the two of them, then at Marie when she pressed in on his other side and roped an arm through his. Hope looked like she was about to say something. A man with a mustache in dress denims and a Western shirt came towards them. Ryder looked at him gratefully when he called, “Max! Good to see you.”

It was Ryder’s dad. Marie and Becky pulled away from him, and Max went through much the same song and dance as with every other parent stopping by to congratulate him on graduation. All the while, Hope looked between each of the women and Max, and Becky bet she knew just what she was thinking. Was Max serious? Were they?

Ryder wandered away at some point and his dad pressed a hand to Hope’s shoulder. “We should leave them to it,” he said. “Max, good luck with everything. I know you’ll make all of us proud.”

Max shook his hand again, and hugged Hope one more time. This time, when her husband’s attention was on someone else, Max whispered something in Hope’s ear. She blushed, and his hand dipped again to her ass. This time, he did grab it, just for a moment, and then he pulled away, his dopey smile back in place.

As they walked away, Hope looked back over her shoulder. Isabella twiddled her fingers at her and Laura said, amused, “What did you tell her?”

“That I was serious about you being my harem,” Max said. “Planting a seed.”

All four women looked at each other. “Let’s go home,” Laura said. “We’ve missed you.” Her hand went out and stroked Becky’s arm. “Both of you.”

* * *

Max rested naked on the bed, and in strutted his four favorite MILFs, all of them naked save for short graduation robes open over their ripe bodies. Three cameras were set up in the room, two focused on the bed, the third on their entrance.

“Happy graduation, Max,” Marie said, letting her robe drop to the floor and climbing on the bed with him.

“Happy graduation, baby,” Isabella said, doing the same and wiggling her big juicy ass for good measure.

“Happy graduation to my favorite student,” Laura said, joining her girlfriends on the bed and running a hand over Isabella’s ass.

“Happy graduation, Max,” Becky murmured, dropping her gown and coming to rest by his head. He twisted to suckle at her ripe nipple, drawing beads of milk. “He’s always so thirsty for it.”

“I want to try too,” Marie pouted.

“Then come here, baby, and let me give you a taste while the other two…” Becky trailed off when she realized she almost gave the surprise away. She smiled at Isabella and Laura.

Max continued sucking at Becky’s tit until Isabella playfully pulled at his chin. He glowered at her until she slid on top of his legs, resting n his knees and taking his half-hard cock in hand. “We’ve got another present for you,” she cooed.

“Two of them,” Laura said.

“What are they?” Max asked.

Laura rested beside him opposite of Becky and fed him her nipple too. “Pretty soon,” she said, “you’ll have milk coming out of these tits too.”

“And mine,” Isabella said throatily, her hands running up and down his veiny dick.

He popped free of Laura’s nipple and stared between them. “You’re both…”

“We just found out last night,” Isabella said.

Marie stroked his stomach and said happily, “Three babies. And little Andrea. You’re her dad now too.”

“And soon I’ll be pregnant too,” Becky said. She ran her fingers through Marie’s blonde hair and brought her head to her breast. Marie sucked at her tit, their eyes locked on each other, and she moaned at the first taste of milk.

Max hardened like steel as he watched this, right up until Laura swung a knee over his head and settled her pussy onto his mouth. She faced Isabella, and the two leaned in together to share a long, lusty kiss, tongues sliding against each other, hands all over tits and asses.

“How does she taste?” Isabella asked.

For an answer to that, Marie pulled away from Becky’s big breast with a mouthful of her milk. She shifted onto her knees, and kissed first Isabella, who moaned at the milk now in her mouth, and then Laura, who whispered, “Yum.”

“It’s Max’s milk now,” Becky said. “He gets it in the morning, at noon, at night. Sometimes he wakes me up when he’s hungry for it and we fuck while he’s drinking me.”

“Mmm, I hope he likes to share,” Isabella moaned. She crept up his body, gripping his cock and holding him up so she could drop down onto him with a pleased sigh. “I missed you, Max.”

“Uh huh,” Max grunted, licking at Laura’s pussy with eager abandon. His hands were all over her ass, pulling her down even tighter onto him. The sexy brunette teacher ground on him, hands behind her head, thrusting her breasts out and staring vapidly at Isabella. Marie returned to Becky’s breast, sucking and licking up the milk that had dribbled down her skin. She brought her hand to Becky’s cunt and rubbed her clit with her thumb.

“Did Max fuck you good, baby?’ she asked before driving her mouth back to Becky’s nipple.

“Every day, all day,” Becky whimpered. “I took him in every hole. I was a good MILF slut for him. But I wanted this too, wanted all of you.”

“We want you too,” Isabella said, rocking on Max’s cock, her big ass dropping down onto her ankles each time. She cupped her tits and licked one of her nipples, making Becky moan and spread her legs.

Marie noticed, and slid two fingers into her friend. When she found Becky more than ready for a third, she added one more, rocking back and forth with her own lust budding, her free hand between her legs. She swapped breasts, not wanting to be greedy and drink it all for herself but unable to stop herself from tasting that nipple too.

But it was Laura who was off to the races first and fastest, and she was soon bouncing on Max’s face, her eyes half-lidded, her mouth open. She turned her head towards one of the cameras and gave it a dazed smile as she began to drive faster and faster against Max’s eager tongue. By now he was an artist with his tongue with each of them, and he was devastating her, driving it deep and toying with her sensitive clit and hood at the same time with his hands.

She cried out with the first orgasm of the afternoon. “My… student! Got... me… pregnant!” she wailed. “Oh. oh, fuck, oh Maaaax!”

Isabella clutched at Laura to kiss her again and again as she rode out her orgasm. Max shifted so he was now at face level with her asshole. He didn’t care if it was her pussy or her bud he was eating out, so he dove in, tonguing her ass and making her cry go even more shrill.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, he’s licking my ass, our fucking horse-cock stud is licking… m-my…. ass!”

Isabella slammed up and down on Max’s cock, her breasts bouncing in time. She still had her hands all over Laura and Laura her, playing with the Latina’s clit and massaging her side. Becky watched all this, sucking two of her fingers in rough time with Isabella’s bouncing. With her other hand she clutched at Marie’s head and shoved her down towards her pussy.  The blonde laughed throatily and went willingly, but she wasn’t going to be denied her own pleasure. She twisted around until her knees rested near Becky’s head.

Becky had just enough time to gasp, “I’ve never with a…”

“Learn,” Marie said, and dropped her cunt right on their insanely sexy lover’s face. Becky gave an indignant huff, but it didn’t take long before her tongue gave Marie a few exploratory licks. Marie wiggled her pussy against Becky’s mouth and dropped her own to the other woman’s pussy, the two of them locked in a sixty-nine as Becky’s milk still trickled out of her.

While that was happening, Laura slid off Max’s face and caressed Isabella’s cheek. “Turn around, baby, so I can lick you while you’re fucking him,” she said. Isabella hurried to do as she was told, giving Max one of his favorite views, her ass bouncing up and down as she fucked him. He reached over and stroked Marie’s ass right next to his face.

“That’s it, Becky, lick her pussy,” he growled. To the others, he said, “Becky’s our bottom slut until she’s pregnant too. Any time you want to use her, you use her.”

Becky made another indignant noise but it was all for show. This was a thing she had eagerly agreed to any number of times the last week, usually with his cock crammed deep in one of her holes.

Laura now was between Max’s legs, ass high in the air as she licked Isabella. The Latina leaned back, her hips jumping up and down as she rode Max. “That’s it, that’s it, nnnngh, fuck, your tongue feels so good, Laura…” she moaned. Her head tilted back and then forward again, her eyes nearly closed, a goofy dazed smile on her face.

Max smacked her ass hard as he explored Marie’s. Marie lurched forward with that, gasping, “Oh, oh fuck, Becky, you’re a natural at this, slut…” Max watched with slitted eyes as the hot blonde dropped back against Becky’s face. He knew who he wanted to fuck next.

Both Becky and Isabella were close. Isabella kept bouncing on Max’s cock, one hand on her leg, the other entangled in Laura’s hair. Becky kept jumping from Marie’s expert tongue, moaning, “It feels so good… oh… oh, never knew… how good this could… ungh… ungh… be…”

“We’re going to have you up all night eating all of us,” Isabella said breathlessly. “God, the num… number of times… I’ve thought about your… lips on my c-cunt…”

“Thos big dark eyes looking up,” Laura breathed and started licking furiously again.

“Yessss,” Isabella moaned. “Oh, oh Marie, I need to taste her when I come, I need to…” She arched back, nearly falling against Max as her hips jerked up and down. She came, and he wrapped his arms around her, thrusting up into her until he accidentally slid free. Laura sucked and slurped on his wet cock. Much as he wanted to fuck Marie right that second he knew Becky’s tells and the way she was jumping now and again meant she was too close to ignore. He gestured towards her pussy and Laura dove beside Marie’s face to help her out, fingering and rubbing Becky’s pussy lips as Marie ate her out with hungry laps of her tongue and coos of pleasure as Becky did the same to her.

All the while, Isabella slowly came down, twisting her head to kiss Max while she rested on top of him. He cupped her pussy from underneath her, fingering her fast and hard and making her buck again. But she was eager to get in the game and help Marie along, so she eventually flopped off him and came around the bed to pry Marie’s cheeks apart and take a good long lick of her bubble butt.

Max got on his knees to watch the show, all four women licking or fingering something. He stroked himself to stay hard, but the sight was more than enough to do that for him. It was Becky that came first, jerking and gasping, “Oh, oh, mmmm, Marie, Marie… Laura… I’m… I’m coming f-f… fuuuuck!”

Laura and Marie got her there, and then they started kissing, their lips both wet. Max was tired of watching and grabbed Marie around the waist to lift her up and deposit her on the bed on her hands and knees again. She looked over her shoulder at him with dark amusement as he pressed his tip to her cunt and shoved deep inside her. “My first MILF slut,” he said happily.

“Yours,” she agreed, “yours, forever and ever, Max, just… ungh… always keep… fucking us…”

He didn’t so much fuck her as shove her back and forth across the bed with his cock. Her head jerked every time, and later as they rewatched the videos, Marie was shocked she didn’t get whiplash from the hard fucking. Max held nothing back that entire afternoon, pounding her pussy, his lips drawn back in a sneer. Laura positioned herself beside him and her blonde friend, kissing him first and then dropping her mouth to Marie’s ass, licking her bud with a hunger.

Isabella and Becky watched, kissing each other languidly and stroking each other’s faces, but their attention on Marie and Max as they recovered. But slowly the kisses deepened into something needier and their hands went to each other’s asses, the biggest of the group. Becky giggled self-consciously. Isabella reached for the nightstand and a drawer full of toys. She brought out a wand vibrator, and Becky wiggled her butt in anticipation.

“This isn’t for you, slut,” Isabella said. “You’re going to use it on me.”

“But…”

“If she talks back again, you spank her ass,” Max grunted.

“You heard him,” Isabella said. “Get off the bed and bend over it.”

Becky huffed again, but did as she was told. Isabella raised her hand and smacked Becky’s cheek hard enough to make her yelp. She peppered her ass five times, alternating cheeks, and by the end of it, both Becky and Isabella were panting hard. Becky spun back around and they kissed as Isabella thrust the vibrator into her hands.

She settled back down onto the bed, resting on her back with her legs dangling over the edge, and Becky loomed over her, turning on the vibrator to a fast rhythm. Isabella moaned as Becky brought the toy to her already sensitive pussy, and cradled the other woman’s head to her breast. Becky sucked happily at Isabella’s nipples, staring up at her friend as she ran the vibrator up and down her well-stretched pussy.

Between Max’s hard pounding and Laura licking her ass, it wasn’t long before Marie started burbling out half-formed syllables, her head dropping, her ass slamming back against Max’s hips. “Guh… guh… good… fu-fuck… fucking… big… big… fucking… cock… guh…”

“Come for us, baby,” Laura cooed. “Not long now before you’ll be so big with his baby…”

“Big! Big with his baby!” Marie agreed. Her arms nearly gave out and she collapsed forward, a spill of her blonde hair brushing the bed. “Oh, ohhhh, mmnnnn huh, un huh, uh huh, oh, oh, fuck, Maaaaax!”

But Max wasn’t finished with her, not yet. His eyes were fixated on Becky and Isabella rocking together, the vibrator between them, Isabella’s brown skin against Becky’s artificial tan. As a pair, they had the biggest tits and ass of the group, and the combination was like catnip to him. Becky saw him staring and grinned at him as she dragged the vibrator in slow circles around Isabella’s clit, making her friend squirm.

“Don’t tease me, don’t tease me,” Isabella begged. “Please… oh… oh fuck, please, right there, just like that, mmmm hm, bring your lips down, honey, taste me, please…”

Becky did as she was told, dropping to her knees between Isabella’s legs. She alternated fast, frantic licks with presses of the vibrator until Isabella howled her name.

“Ohhhhh, Beh… Be-cky!”

Max yanked out of Marie and moved right over to Laura. She sucked his cock for a moment, her brunette hair falling across her face, but he pulled her up by her chin to kiss her hungrily and fondle her big tits. “Pregnant,” he grunted, his eyes wild. By that point, he was desperate to come, but he would not, not until he’d fucked both Laur and Becky into screaming orgasms.

“Pregnant,” Laura breathed back.

He pushed her onto her back and mounted her, driving deep and making her legs kick at the air. “And married, soon.”

“M-married?” Becky sputtered. “But… but…”

“That’s five more spankings,” Max snapped, looking at Isabella and Becky both.

Marie snickered beside him and croaked, “Get back on the bed, Becky. We’ll give them to you together.”

Becky did as she was told, resting on her knees beside Max and thrusting her ass out. Marie and Isabella alternated smacks of her ass, which was getting pretty red by that point. Marie couldn’t help herself, and tongued the other woman’s ass. Isabella saw inspiration and did the same to Marie, a daisy-chain of teasing each other’s buds.

It made for a hell of a sight, but for Max and Laura, there was only each other for a while. After he fed her to his friends she became his most debauched disciple. The fucking he gave her was not quite tender, but it was far more intimate than anything he’d done that night, pounding into her nearly face to face, her whispering how much she loved him, how much she adored him. He told her how they’d send these latest videos to Clive, Greg, and Diego, and she laughed and laughed until he crushed his lips to hers, bringing her knees nearly to her head, his teacher, his slut.

Her hand went to her pussy, massaging her clit and her mound until someone else’s took its place. Becky. She was bracketed by the others, Isabella and Marie watching with rapturous expressions and hands roaming across Becky’s ass and pussy. His four MILF sluts, together, broken to his will and never so sexy as in that moment.

“Nnnngh, Beeecky,” Laura cooed.

“I should have… when we went shopping…” Becky said.

“We’re together n-now, baby,” Laura said.

Becky slid on top of her face, dropping her pussy down on Laura’s eager, hungry tongue. She tossed back her dark hair and thrust her breasts out. Max clutched at the back of her head and brought her to his lips, kissing her with hungry smacks, their tongues dancing. Marie and Isabella scooted to either side of the trio, cupping Becky’s big tits and sucking at them hungrily while she started to rock on Laura’s face.

But as turned on as Becky was, Laura wasn’t going to last long either. Her legs splayed out in the air in a wide vee, her hands pawing at Becky’s hips as Max fucked her harder and harder. Little, “Oh! Oh1 Oh!” sounds escaped her as her big teacher tits bobbed with his thrusts. Isabella grabbed the vibrator again and massaged Laura’s mound with it, really driving her wild. She writhed under Becky and cried out, a long, piercing, “Ahhhhhhhh!” capped with, “Oh, oh, I’m coming, I’m cooo-ming!”

Becky shot off her like a rocket, flying at Max and dragging him down to the bed. She mounted him, panting hard and slamming her hips down on his. Her tits dribbled milk and she brought them each to her lips, sucking at the nipple hungrily, watching Max’s pleased expression. Laura twirled and got on her hands and knees, shoving Becky down until she was face to face with Max. She dropped her mouth to Becky’s luscious ass and tongued her bud, joined soon by two other eager sluts, ready to take their own turn licking her ass.

“You’re his now,” Marie said before she buried her tongue in Becky’s bud.

“His,” Becky agreed, happily broken, staring right at the young man she loved.

She bounced on Max as he fucked up into her, his resolve to hold on crumbling by the second. His need felt like the steam of a pressure cooker inside him until he was sure he’d go mad with it. But he was not alone in his efforts to make Becky come. His other three MILF girlfriends worked their tongues along her bud, making her keen and whimper deep in her throat.

The two of them were animals in that moment, savage with each other. Becky raked him with her nails, her dark hair falling across her face as her pleasure built and built. Max grabbed her tits, her face, the back of her neck. She nipped his lip hard enough to draw blood and he didn’t care. The pain helped bring him back from the edge, his eyes boring holes into hers, her lips parting, his name a wail on her lips.

“Maaaaaaaaax!”

She came for him, the last of the four, his mother’s closest friends now his toys, his dolls, his things. He fucked her through her orgasm and snapped, “On your knees, all of you, facing me on the edge of the bed. We’re giving Diego, Greg, and Clive one last little show, then they can fuck off forever.”

The women giggled at that. They had to help Becky, who could barely stay upright on her hands and knees as they all crawled towards the edge of the bed. Max rolled off the bed, snatched up one of the cameras off its tripod, and filmed all their beaming faces as he jacked his cock with his free hand.

“You’re all mine now,” he said.

“Yours!” a chorus of MILFs said back to him.

His come jetted out of him, sweet release finally at hand. Max painted their faces in the order he’d taken them. Sweet Marie, beaming up at him, eyes closed, got it right across the lips. Isabella next, cooing as she closed her eyes too, took it on the chin. Laura, his blushing bride to be and forever his favorite teacher, got it across the forehead, the come dripping down onto her cheeks. And Becky, who stared up at him with half-lidded eyes gleaming with dark lust, got it right in the mouth, her throat working as she swallowed his last two streaks of come.

He had just enough strength to stagger forward and collapse between all of them. The four hottest MILFs he knew got him to the pillows, where he watched, panting and completely drained, as they cleaned each other up with tongues and lips. Laura dropped beside him on one side, Isabella the other. They kissed his cheeks, and Marie nuzzled his cock on one side while Becky did the same n the other.

“Happy graduation, Max,” Marie murmured.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. Max will be back in His MILF Empire, coming soon. Follow me on Twitter here for news about my latest releases.
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