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R
 eed Claybrook opened
 the rickety front door of his one-bedroom apartment to a pleasant surprise. It was more of a studio, but he told people it was a one-bedroom so they didn’t frown upon him.

Professor Magdalin stood in the doorway, looking a bit apprehensive. She also looked good, Reed noticed, with hip-hugging bellbottoms and a flowery, puffy shirt cut off at the sleeves. She wore her blonde hair in a ponytail that was draped over one strong shoulder, and her fingers nervously fiddled in front of her flat stomach. She was biting her bottom lip.

Reed smiled at the older woman. He had on a knee-length black robe, clasped shut at the waist, with nothing else underneath. He wasn’t wearing a robe and going commando because he’d been expecting Magdalin, but because it was Saturday morning and he was lazy pretty much every Saturday morning.

He hadn’t seen Magdalin since the fiasco at her house a few days prior, when Magdalin’s 19-year-old daughter had walked in on her mother getting savagely spitroasted by Magdalin’s husband and this boy, Reed.

Things had been tense since then, and it was clear that the shenanigans probably couldn’t continue at Magdalin’s house—for now, at least. She wanted to protect her daughter from sexual mishaps, fainting episodes, and Reed.

So, to see Magdalin on his little stoop was quite surprising. His place was in the heart of Pacific Beach, on the second floor of an old apartment building with neighbors on both sides of him.

Reed leaned against the doorframe and put his arms over his skinny chest, closing his robe over his hairless pecs.

“My, my,” he said, “what a surprise, Professor.”

Magdalin snorted at his snooty opening line.

“To what do I owe this pleasure?” he asked.

“I think you know,” Magdalin said in a low voice.

Reed leaned forward, perking his ear out. “I’m sorry? I didn’t hear that.”

Magdalin stopped fidgeting and biting her lip. She crossed her arms over her ample chest, pushing her boobs up. “Goddammit, Reed. Are you going to let me in?”

“You just can’t stop thinking about me, huh?” Reed replied, torturing her some more.

The sharp angles of Magdalin’s cheeks reddened. She looked a little to the left of Reed, unable to maintain eye contact. “I can’t stop thinking about a certain part of you, no.”

“And what part would that be?”

Magdalin finally locked eyes with him. Her brilliant green orbs shone with the sun beating on her back. “You’re really going to make me say it?”

Reed just kept looking at her expectantly.

Magdalin rolled her eyes and sighed again. “I can’t stop thinking about your huge cock.”

Reed smiled playfully. “What’s so special about it?”

Magdalin turned a deeper hue of red. She looked nervous again—shy—and it turned Reed on a little bit underneath his robe.

“It makes me cum more than I ever have,” Magdalin said, eyes going to the floor. “I’ll admit, you’re not just a slab of thick meat—you know how to use it.”

“Tell me I’m better than him,” Reed said, enjoying himself.

Magdalin thought his masculinity was especially fragile at this moment. She cocked her head to the side. “Kurt?”

Reed nodded. “That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? Because your husband can’t satisfy you like I can?”

Magdalin nodded curtly, twice, in rapid succession.

“I want to hear it.”

“You fuck me way better than my husband ever could. My pussy aches for you . . . for that monster between your legs.” She seemed to knock her knees together a little bit, and her eyes dipped to the darkness of his waist, where his robe closed.

“Are you happy now? Can I come inside?” she asked impatiently.

Reed grinned, a sparkle in his eye. He reached out suddenly, grabbed Magdalin by the wrist, and yanked her inside his little apartment room.

She yelped as she stumbled in, and took in her surroundings: a little bed in the corner of the room, a tiny kitchenette to the right of it (complete with a mini-fridge), and a door next to the kitchen that she could only assume went to the bathroom.

It wasn’t much to look at.

Reed slithered past her and closed the door as she took in the small “apartment.”

“At least you have a bed to fuck on,” she said.

“And a mini-fridge,” Reed answered from behind her.

She chuckled and turned to face him.

His robe wasn’t closed anymore—the cloth belt that went through the waistband dangled at his sides—and the sight shocked her system. 

There it was, swinging between his pale, thin legs, slapped against his thigh. His flaccid cock was as thick as her forearm and reached halfway to his knee. It drooped over his weighty nutsack, which hung almost equally as low and was strained and full from his fat balls resting against each other. Together, with his balls and cock hanging as thick and low as they did, he couldn’t close his legs completely, lest he accidentally hurt himself.

Magdalin found that she was momentarily mesmerized as she stared down at the boy’s junk. Her lips had parted slightly, involuntarily, and she salivated.

“You all right?” Reed asked, seeing where her eyes were focused.

“J-Jesus,” she muttered, her mind cock-crazed. “It just startled me a little bit, it’s so . . .”

“Appealing?”

“Big.”

They stood like that for a moment, across from each other in his small room. He held his grin and stared at her hardening nipples underneath her flowery shirt. Her head was bent as she gazed at the fat package of the smaller man.

Reed took his right hand and placed it under his cock, lifting it a bit. The thick girth poured over his palm like an eel, bending and drooping over his hand. 

Magdalin bit her bottom lip as she watched.

“On your knees,” Reed murmured.

Magdalin gulped and did as she was told without saying anything. Her eyes never moved from the powerful tree trunk he held.

Reed took a step toward her, so his cock rested parallel with her tits, still slightly raised in his hand. She was a tall woman, so even on her knees her head nearly came up to his chest.

Reed took his hand away from his cock and it slapped against his leg, swinging to a stop.

Magdalin’s eyes shot up to Reed’s for a split second, who looked down on her with a mixture of greed and anticipation on his gaunt, boyishly handsome face.

Magdalin bent forward a bit, until she was on all fours, and then she lifted her head to come at his cock from underneath it. Without using her hands, she tilted her head up and opened her mouth, letting the round, soft head part her lips.

With it firmly in her mouth, she lifted her head further, taking his cock with it. It was heavy in her mouth. It tasted manly and clean. Her tongue darted around the pink head and over his slit—perusing all the textures and veins and smoothness.

Reed pursed his lips and sucked in sharply.

His cock started to harden in her mouth, and she was forced to open her lips wider to give it room—and to give her
 room to breathe.

The head of his cock grew hard and enlarged on her tongue, taking up more and more space in her little mouth, until it stuffed her cheeks and slid against the roof of her mouth.

The veins on her neck bulged as she tried to open her mouth wide enough for Reed’s cock to fit nicely. It felt snug inside her—there wasn’t room for her tongue to dart around anymore.

The shaft also grew thicker outside of her lips. His entire penis doubled in length, and Magdalin knew that if she bent it down and straightened it out now, it probably would
 reach his knees.

Reed’s breathing picked up pace. He made a cute little sound in his throat as he watched his cock simply sit and grow, stuffed in her face, like it was going through a transformation.

His hips weren’t very wide from end to end, and he had a size 22 waist. His cock jutted out from that thinness and seemed to take up a third of his hip region—like a proverbial third leg.

When it was clear Magdalin was straining to keep her mouth open wide enough, Reed said, “All right, size queen. Get to it.”

Magdalin’s lips slid over his cock and she popped it out of her mouth. “What is this thing, seven inches around? Eight inch girth?” She held the tip of it threateningly close to her lips, with a wicked smile. It was much thicker than her wrist and her fingers only fit a little more than halfway around it. She gently tapped the head on her protruding bottom lip.

“Something like that,” he said. Then he abruptly grabbed the base of his cock, lifted it so it tore from Magdalin’s hand, and then slammed it down on her chin, lips, nose, and forehead. It landed on her face with a thwack
 and nearly made her fall backward.

Magdalin sputtered, her mouth opening in shock.

Reed reached behind her and grabbed the root of her ponytail, yanking back so her head lurched.

Her mouth opened wider and she cried out.

He shoved his cock into her mouth, parting those lips again, and her cry became a gargle. He thrust his hips so about four inches went down in an instant.

Magdalin gagged and her eyes bulged.

Reed controlled her head from behind, lifting and lowering her ponytail to move her face. Her lips slobbered on his cock as it snaked in and out of her mouth.

A little snot bubble popped in Magdalin’s nose as Reed kept her head stationary, bucking his hips into her. Her eyes were still large with shock, and maybe a little pain.

“Aww,” he said, staring down at her red, struggling face. “You’re so cute when you’re choking and gagging on my cock.” 

He picked up pace with his hips, not going too deep, but quickly sending his girth in and out, until his cockhead touched her throat and she gagged again.

He grunted and started moving her head back and forth quicker, until her eyes narrowed and everything went blurry from the rapid movement.

Wet, reflexive sounds began rising from her throat as Reed’s cock became more lubricated and moved faster.

Magdalin made the rapid-fire glugging sounds of a choking animal.

Reed laughed at the sounds. “Take it, you fucking slut—can’t get enough of this big cock? I’ll make sure you never forget it.”

Her hands were inside her pants, bulging at her crotch as she worked her pussy furiously.

Reed facefucked her for another two minutes, yelling at her as he watched his cock do its worst on her poor mouth.

Her face went beet red and her eyes started to tear up. Her puffy cheeks looked ready to explode.

She was moaning and gagging and blubbering, seemingly all at the same time—

“Mmmack—ach—argh—mmach—”

Reed smiled. He thought she sounded like a seal, which was just the sound he liked to hear whenever he stuffed her face with his throbbing fuckstick.

He stopped thrusting his hips and she started gobbling his cock on her own, her head sliding back and forth.

Her hands shot up from beneath her pants and she gripped his little buttocks, one cheek in each hand, for stability as she went down on him. Her clutching fingers were wet and slippery against his skin.

He laughed again. She was pushing on his hips, forcing his cock deeper down her throat, forcing her own choking noises.

She became frenzied as she helped Reed skullfuck her. She’d been neglected from this huge cock for too long. Now she craved it. She couldn’t stop from throating herself on the disgustingly gigantic thing.

Reed had said it right: she’d become a cock-crazed size queen, and nothing as small as her husband could satisfy her anymore.

Reed felt he could cum any minute, but he didn’t want to. He was feeling much friskier now, and judging by the dampness at the front of her bellbottoms, so was Magdalin.

He grabbed Magdalin’s hands from his buttocks and lifted them up. He held her hands high in the air and pumped his hips a couple more times, growling as he fucked her helpless face.

“Gluuuck,” she went, every time he thrust.

Then he whipped his cock back away from her mouth and it slid out and wobbled in the air.

Magdalin immediately went to her hands and knees and started gasping and coughing.

Reed jumped into action and moved into position behind her.

Magdalin’s fat, round ass stuck in the air, her knees knocked together on the floor.

His cock was wet and hard as diamonds. Her juicy ass stared at him.

He grabbed her bellbottoms by the waistband and pulled hard on them, until her bare ass drooped out of them and bounced into firm fleshiness. Only a little string thong down her crack clothed her ass, and he could still see her asshole looking right at him through the string. 

Reed smirked and spanked her hard, leaving a red handprint behind.

Magdalin jerked forward and yipped like a dog. She struggled to move on her hands and knees, now that her pants were pulled down to her lower thighs.

Reed went onto his knees, bringing his cock down over her crack and sliding it through her big fat asscheeks.

She twitched as he moved behind her—unsure what he was doing.

He grabbed her butt by both sides and lowered her hips so they were level with him.

Then he spread her cheeks and ran a hand under her, over her pussy. She quivered to his touch. With his left hand, he massaged her labia, then he stuck his thumb in her asshole.

She moaned.

His middle and pointer fingers went inside her pussy, while he thumbed her anus on the other side, and he had hold of her like a bowling ball.

She shivered and scratched her nails on the carpeted floor. Her mouth opened and she leaned over, touching her forehead to the floor. She clenched her eyes shut.

She tried to wobble away from him, but it was all part of the foreplay. He kept her held tight, his fingers twiddling around inside her, hooking into her G spot and feeling her sticky walls.

When he pulled his hand out, it was soaking wet, and her asshole puckered and slowly shrank to its original button-size.

He leveled his cock under her, sliding it past her pussy so it became slippery and gooey and touched her stomach.

One of her hands went between her legs and caressed his cock as it receded from her body.

“Ahh!” she cried, clenching her eyes shut again as Reed finally parted her pussy lips and stuck his cock inside her.

The thickness alarmed her, like it always did. “Tear me apart with that juicy cock!” she yelled.

Reed roared and thrust his hips, sending his cock deeper into her crevice, filling her valley with utter steel thickness. His hands clutched her wide ass, and he spanked her again, leaving another pink print on her tanned ass.

He moved faster and her asscheeks started clapping together. He leaned forward, over her, so his stomach rested on top of her ass, and he continued pumping away, grabbing her waist.

Her fat tits had fallen out of her flowery shirt and they drooped toward the ground. They bounced and jumbled in the air, smashing into each other with loud claps as he fucked her doggystyle.

The claps came in a triple rhythm: his weighty balls swinging up to smack her legs and clit—her asscheeks clapping down on his cock—her tits flopping together.

Plap-plap-thwap—plap-plap-thwap—

Magdalin screamed as she succumbed and climaxed for the second or third time—she’d already lost count.

Her mind became a whirl as the little man behind her pierced her entire body with his colossal cock and sent shockwaves of ultimate ecstasy through her whole essence.

Even though he was short and weighed less than she did, he moved her entire body with every pumping, crackling thrust.

She would have liked Reed to have been able to lift her off the ground—to take her orgasm airborne—but knew it was not meant to be. There were some things that even he couldn’t do—like lift a thick, curvaceous woman twice his size off the ground.

Or so she thought . . .

Then she lost all train of thought as her toes curled and she came again. Her whole body shook—not just from Reed’s forceful blows into her pussy, but from mind-numbing pleasure.

Spit drooled from her mouth, her tongue hanging out over her lips, her eyes bulging.

She’d never cum as much from penetrative sex as she had with Reed Claybrook.

And he showed no signs of stopping.

But her body was growing weak, while his seemed to be growing stronger.

Her knees knocked against each other and she buckled forward, losing control and unable to keep herself on all fours. She lay on her stomach now, her tits pressed firmly against the ground, smooshing against her body.

Reed went along with her, his hands tight around her waist, so his stomach was pressed against her bouncy ass and he continued to pound her mercilessly.

A smaller man with a smaller cock wouldn’t have been able to reach her pussy from such heights, through such a thick ass. But Reed was a smaller man with an enormous cock, and he had no problem sliding in and out of her, even as he lay on top of her like she was a vibrating mattress.

Her ass acted as a mattress, too—her cheeks jiggling from his weight and thrusts.

She screamed again. “Fuck me silly! Stretch meeee! Make me your little nasty cum dump! Oh fuuuuck!”

Magdalin twitched and trembled and squirted all over Reed’s cock. Had she been looking, she would have seen a strange look overtake Reed’s face as she finished her expletives, urging him to use her as a “cum dump.”


Inside?
 he wondered, but then thought better of it, knowing that she was just lost in the moment . . .

He felt himself reaching his limit and knew he’d either keep going for an hour or more, or he could blow his load now.

He yanked his cock out of her, her ejaculate and piss jetting out behind it and staining his carpet in a puddle between her legs.

He grunted and took her by the sides and lifted her—hoisted
 her—flipping her over.

She was like dead weight as he moved her, but he finally got her flipped, and her tits jumped wildly and spilled out to her sides as she faced him. Her mouth was open from her latest orgasm, the bottom of her jaw quavering. She looked partly brain dead—lost in orgasmic bliss from how silly he’d fucked her and how hard she’d exploded.

Reed plopped himself right on her, sitting on her stomach. His cock slammed down hard against her ribcage and then bounced up rigidly.

Then he went to his knees, parting them wide so he could straddle her torso.

She watched him in stunned disbelief as he cranked his cock ruthlessly with both hands, his neck veins taut and protruding, his face red and scrunched.

He leaned forward, so his cock was point-blank to her face.

She tried to push her head back, flinching at the sight of that monstrous cockhead oozing precum onto her chin, and the serious fapping sounds he made. She just ended up giving herself triple chins as she backed her head harder into the floor.

“Graaah!” Reed shouted, lifting his head to the heavens.

His hands slid back on his manhood one more time, like he was cocking a shotgun, until they clutched it by the base and the middle of the shaft. The last third of his cock stuck out between his hands, weighted down toward her chin, incredibly red and pulsing.

The first torrent of cum shot out from his cock and splattered on Magdalin’s cheek.

The next shot sprayed higher, landing hotly on her forehead and in her hair. A river of jizz followed, and she closed her eyes as it creamed her chin, neck, shot up into her nose, and splashed onto her eyelids.

Less than 10 seconds later, his hands moved again on his cock, pressing out the last bits of cum to drizzle on her tits.

But the worst of the damage was done—his cum was thick and sticky and it plastered her entire face in a hot glaze.

There was hardly an inch of her pretty, exhausted face untouched by Reed’s violent eruption.

As Reed groaned and lifted himself off her, she just stayed on her back, breathing heavily, her hands raised up past her head.

She kept her eyes closed, knowing that Reed would be looking down on her, acknowledging and appreciating his fine work—his ravaging of her being.

So she stayed there, properly used and abused, just how she’d wanted it.

Reed’s cum dribbled down her cheeks and forehead and tits. She felt it in the back of her throat where it had shot into her nose.

She heard footsteps walk away.

Then she felt a warm towel slap against her stomach.

Magdalin started to clean her face off with the towel, then she opened her eyes and watched Reed clasp his robe shut again, like a hermit that had just finished relieving himself.

She smiled as Reed sat on the edge of his bed, and from her angle on the floor she could look up and see his huge, dangling nuts resting against the bedspread, his fat floppy cock gently swaying to a standstill between his knees. 

She couldn’t wait for him to do his worst again.
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Chapter Two
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R
 eed was laid up in
 his little bed, his head propped up by his pillow and one of his arms. He wore nothing, the sheets cutting off the view of his skinny torso at the waist.

Below the sheets, invisible to the world, was an almost comical sight: a tent pitched straight up toward the ceiling, staggering about 10 inches in the air and slightly curving back toward him. The sight that his towering erection created with the bedsheet was so lofty that he couldn’t see past it—it took up his entire view beyond his bed.

Well, almost his entire view.

Beyond the circus-sized tent was a huge, body-shaped bulge.

Magdalin was somewhere underneath there, her entire body covered by the sheets save for her little feet and part of her legs that stuck out over the edge of the bed (though Reed couldn’t see that part of her, of course).

Reed’s cellphone rang again on his chest, rumbling his body not unpleasantly.

The covers over the bottom half of him suddenly parted, and Magdalin’s face appeared next to his jutting cock. The thickness of his penis almost matched the thickness of her face. His hot, massive slab rested against her cheek and the side of her face, then slightly fell inward over her head.

“Are you going to get that?” Magdalin asked with a smirk, referring to the phone ringing on his chest.

She held the base of his cock—or at least as much of the girth as she could get her hands around—as she chastised him.

Reed sighed and smiled down at her.

He picked up the phone and looked at the screen. Then he answered it.

Magdalin didn’t bother throwing the covers back over his boner. She wanted him to see what she was doing—how she struggled to manage the giant thing. She knew it turned him on.

“Harry, what’s up?” Reed asked as he put the phone to his ear, still staring down at Magdalin’s face and the messy, dirty blonde hair that framed her features.

Harry Glover was Reed Claybrook’s band partner. Together, they played acoustic guitar in a duet they called Glovebrook.

Almost at the same time that Reed answered the phone, Magdalin decided it was a good time to tease the boy a bit. With her eyes locked onto Reed’s, she slid her tongue all the way up his shaft, wetting it and causing it to become rigid in her hand. His cock leaned back toward him a little bit more, hardly able to support its own weight.

Reed gritted his teeth and looked away from the playful face of Professor Magdalin as he tried to ignore her kinky, teasing ways.

He stared at the ceiling, focusing on the bumpy, cracking white plaster.

“I got us a gig tonight, man,” Harry said.

“Hnngh,” Reed muttered, as Magdalin caressed the head of his cock. Precum leaked out, and she lathered it around his dick, making it sticky and warm. 

“What?”

“That’s g-great,” Reed said. “Where at?”

“710 Club,” Harry said.

Reed’s eyebrows perked up. For just a moment, he forgot Magdalin completely as she played with him underneath the covers, trying to get him to squirm.

“How’d you finagle that?” Reed asked. It wasn’t a dive bar, per se, and 710 might actually pay pretty well.

Harry chuckled into the phone, a breathy, low sound. “Well, I banged one of the bartenders a couple weeks ago and asked her if she could get us something going.”

Reed laughed. Then he clenched his entire body as he felt wetness on his nutsack. He looked down.

Magdalin held his balls in both hands, up to her face, cupping each fat testicle in her palms. His balls were much too big to hold with one hand—like an oversized leather satchel of gold coins, but filled with too many coins. His balls were dark and heavy and dangled incredibly low between his legs. When he was standing the weighty strain of his nuts showed with stress-wrinkles forming at the top of his sack. They usually dangled in a lovely heart shape, forcing his legs apart so he wouldn’t crush them.

Some of the most painful experiences he’d had were accidentally sitting on his own nuts, which happened quite frequently. 

But right now, one of his balls was inside Magdalin’s wide-open mouth, while the sack rested on Reed’s lap. She sucked and slurped noisily, as if trying to distract Reed as much as possible.

It worked.

“Reed?” Harry called into the phone, after Reed hadn’t answered for a while.

Reed tore his eyes away from Magdalin. “S-Sorry,” he stuttered. His testicle felt warm and tingly in Magdalin’s mouth. “That’s gonna be a good gig, man. Maybe you should fuck the bartender there more often.”

Magdalin’s eyes lurked up from Reed’s crotch, momentarily, probably fussed at the word “fucked.”

“I intend to,” Harry said with another chuckle. “She’s a dime.”

Reed smiled. “What’s the set time there, seven to 10?”

“Not on a Thursday. They got karaoke at 10, so we play from 6:30 to 9:30.”

“Just as good.”

There was a pause on the line—dead air. Reed took the moment to look down at Magdalin, whose face was firmly planted between his splayed out nutsack, licking it and sniffing it. He could only see the top of her head and her darting tongue.

“Anything else, man?” Reed asked at last.

After another pause, Harry said, “Yeah, actually. I was wondering . . . if you’d want to call that girl Gracie up? Maybe see if she and Meadow wanted to show up?”

Reed’s eyes widened. He looked down, but could still only see the top of Magdalin’s head. She hadn’t heard the mention of her daughter’s name.

“Why don’t you?” Reed asked, making things incredibly vague: he didn’t want to mention the word “call” or “Meadow” in the same sentence. Ever.

“Call Gracie?” Harry asked, understandably confused. “I don’t have her number.”

“No . . . the other one.”

“Oh. Well, I dunno, I guess I could. But our date the other week didn’t go too spectacularly, if you know what I mean . . .”

“I don’t, actually,” Reed said. All he remembered was Meadow coming home that night to Magdalin’s house, quite early, and walking in on Reed and Kurt plowing her mother.

Reed knew he was in dangerous talking territory now, so he added, “But you can tell me later, man.”

“Okay. But will you do it?” Harry asked. His voice was a little sheepish.

Reed sighed. He didn’t realize it, but his cock had grown even harder since Harry had mentioned Meadow. He really wanted to connect with the younger, sprightlier, redheaded version of Magdalin, and he felt a certain gleefulness at Harry’s date with her going sour.

“Fine,” he said.

“Great,” Harry said, clearly pleased. “I’ll see you at six, man.”

Reed hung up and swung his eyes back to the work being done on his crotch.

Magdalin’s head was still pressed against his balls, which were lifted up to greet her mouth. She gently licked them, and for some reason her gentleness irked Reed.

“Who was that?” Magdalin asked in a muffled voice. Her voice vibrated his nuts favorably.

Reed reached down and grabbed the top of Magdalin’s head, gripping her by the hair. He lifted her head off his sack and upturned her chin to face him.

She whined as he moved her head for her.

“Bandmate,” Reed said. “He’s headed over here, so you should probably not be here when he gets here.”

Magdalin frowned, her face still framed by her blonde hair on one side, and Reed’s huge cock on the other.

“When will he be here?” she asked.

As way of answering, Reed leaned over sideways. His cock angled out over her head now, like a hard, fleshy drawbridge. He lifted her chin a bit, so her face was parallel with his cockhead, then he stuck his hips out.

Magdalin got the picture. With a whimper she opened her mouth and allowed Reed’s cock to penetrate her mouth.

He grabbed her with both hands, by the sides of her head, and started thrusting almost immediately. His hips pumped with mad abandon.

Underneath the sheets, Magdalin’s whole body writhed, struggling to contain itself against Reed’s formidable member.

The loud gagging and slurping noises started up once again. It had only been an hour since he’d ravaged her, but he was convinced he could fuck her 10 times in a day, if he wanted. 

From his sideways angle, Reed could only see his hard, veiny cock dipping and receding a few inches into her little mouth, and the top of her head.

She choked and fought to take more of his cock inside of her, but the angle was all wrong. It wouldn’t go down her throat this way—instead it would only batter the roof of her mouth.

So that’s what Reed did, because he needed to get rid of Magdalin.

And, as much as it pained him to think, his mind was elsewhere right now.

Magdalin’s hands gripped his cock to steady it as it thrust wildly into her face.

But Reed wouldn’t let her off that easy. He reached down and took her hands, tearing them away from his cock, and pulling them toward his chest.

With her hands lifted high in an awkward position, he savagely facefucked her, until she was gurgling and precum and saliva were spewing out of her.

Reed got an idea and he parted his legs, to allow Magdalin to get a bit closer and go a bit deeper.

Without her noticing, he lifted his right leg and wrapped it around her back. He kept lifting it so his calf caressed her upper back, until it came to rest on her neck.

Reed looked down with a smirk.

Magdalin’s eyes had bulged, feeling his leg around her neck. Her face was framed by his thigh, pressing against her cheek, his calf at a straight right angle around the back of her neck, and his huge cock in her mouth.

Her face was leg-locked, smashed up against his rigid thing and his skinny right leg.

“Choke on it, you little bitch! Drown on my cock!”

Reed pressed down with his calf, forcing her face further down his shaft. Her face was incredibly red now, unable to escape from the punishment of his facefucking.

Before long, as Reed kept sending his cock down her trapped face, tears were running down her cheeks, mucking up her makeup and mascara, and snot was running down her nose, onto his cock. Her lips were parted and chapped, her cheeks puffed out, her forehead was crinkled, and her eyebrows were arched in a downward, helpless way as she watched him dominate her.

Reed chuckled devilishly at the sight of the older MILF getting punished and put in her place so ruthlessly.

It was an incredible turn-on for him—since she always acted so high and mighty, a bit of a dom herself, with her fists on her hips or over her chest in a disapproving way—to see her so vulnerable and whining and ruined.

The loud noises emanating from her mouth didn’t sound human: they sound like they belonged to a fish or dolphin or mewling animal.

She squealed and choked and wept.

“Gluh-gluh-gluh-gluh—”

At the base of the bed, Reed’s bedspread was getting soiled and stained from the constant river of juices flowing out of Magdalin’s neglected pussy.

She had torn her hands from Reed’s grip, and now they were tightly holding onto his thighs, as if trying to free her face from the entrapment of his leg-lock.

But it was no use.

A vein throbbed on her wrinkled forehead, and her whole face has gone to such a deep hue that Reed wondered if she might drown or actually
 asphyxiate from his fat dick.

That would be no good.

He may like to punish her, but he didn’t want to hurt her.

Not too bad.

He wasn’t a psychopath.

As Reed kept throwing his cock into her mouth, and Magdalin kept struggling, the glugging continuing pleasantly, she eventually tapped his thigh five times in rapid succession.

Reed got the picture and unlocked his leg around her neck, straightening it out, and immediately the pressure relieved slightly in Magdalin’s face. The color brightened and the redness faded.

He stuck his butt out so his cock would slide all the way out of her mouth, and it wasn’t until his butt was touching the wall that his enormous manhood was completely free from her.

Magdalin coughed and hiccuped and more than a little precum and swallowed juices came up, shot out of her mouth, and stained the bedspread between his legs.

“Shit, man,” Reed said, eyeing the filth. It wasn’t quite vomit, but more of a mouthful of ejaculate. Still, it wasn’t a pretty sight.

For that, Reed frowned and started jerking himself off with both hands, aiming his cock at Magdalin’s face.

Magdalin just stayed unmoving, trying to get her breath. She was sweating and had only just stopped gasping for air. Her head lay sideways, next to her own spittle and Reed’s firm nutsack. Her blonde hair was wet with sweat and stringy as it fell over the top half of her face, protecting her eyes.

“G-Goddamn,” she muttered, looking through her hair at the way Reed handled his cock. It was so manly, so imposing . . . but she didn’t know if she could handle it right now. Her chest hurt. Her jaw hurt. Her mouth was in pain.

She said, “P-Please, sir, could you hold off—”

Almost as soon as she’d gotten the words out, Reed snorted and his body shook.

Cum gushed out from his cockhead, waterfalling over Magdalin’s hair and face.

“Aww, it’s okay,” Reed said softly, even as a glob of cum drenched her tired cheeks and caused her to cough again. “Just a little punishment for what you’ve done to my bed, my little slut. My big-titted whore. You won’t do that again, will you?”

She just let the cum flood her, staying immobile as it caked her head in sticky, stinky whiteness.

“N-No, daddy, I won’t,” she muttered in a cute, pinched voice. Reed’s jizz dripped from the bridge of her nose, onto the bed, creating much more of a mess than she had with her little upchucking episode.

Reed let his hard cock soften and drape over her face like a python. Even soft, it still sat heavily over her cheek and forehead, permeating in its own semen, basking in the ruination of the girl underneath it.

Magdalin’s head looked trapped under a massive spider-web—a wet, gooey spider-web—and she refused to move her tender body. She let the cum grow cold as it coagulated on her face.

Reed’s thick, long penis was still hot against her face, even flaccid and spent, and underneath her hair, she smiled.

Reed was smiling also, but it wasn’t because he was thinking of Magdalin.

No, it was because he was imagining doing the same thing to the professor’s daughter.

How am I going to get Meadow to show up to the gig tonight?

He made a little “hmmm” noise in his throat.

Maybe Gracie will be my ticket in after all . . .
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Chapter Three
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R
 eed was excited about
 the gig that evening with Harry. Magdalin left his house after getting herself cleaned up in his little bathroom shower, since Reed said he was expecting Harry to show up.

That wasn’t true.

But he did have a call he wanted to make without Magdalin being there to spy on his conversation.

Almost as soon as she closed the door behind her, Reed was on his phone, dialing up Gracie.

She picked up on the second ring.

“Heya stud, how’s it hanging?” Gracie asked as she picked up, a little giggle in her voice.

She had a voice with a little rasp in it, like she smoked too many cigarettes, with a bit of her Mexican accent mixed in. Reed thought it was hot.

He said, “Pretty good—”

“I’m sure it is. Is it down to your knees today?”

“Huh?” Reed said, his eyebrows creased.

“Never mind.”

She was a quick talker, barely giving Reed time to reply. As soon as he said, “Okay,” slowly, she interrupted.

“Say,” she began, “are you ever going to tell me how such a little dude could be hung like a fucking Clydesdale?”

Reed blushed, even though she couldn’t see it. She chuckled as Reed sputtered along. “Jeez, Gracie, I don’t know. Genetics I guess.”

He could feel her smile from across the line.

“I gotta meet your dad then, I guess.”

A pause.

“No,” Reed said, sitting on his bed. “You don’t.”

She whined. “You’re no fun.”

Another short pause. Then Reed said, “You know, Gracie, there was a reason I called other than to talk about my . . .”

“Absolute unit? Redwood trunk? Pipe cleaner? Stretcher?”

“. . . Yeah. That.”

“Ya know,” Gracie continued, “my jaw hasn’t been the same since the other week in Lestat’s restroom. I think you permanently fucked me—”

“Gracie. Are you high?”

Gracie giggled. “Maybe a little. What’d you want to talk about?”

Now Reed was sort of regretting the phone call, but they’d finally gotten to the point of his call, so he had to carry on. “Well, me and Harry have another gig tonight. I wanted to see if you wanted to come.”

Reed could imagine the way Gracie’s face lit up, because he heard it in her voice. “Aw, that’s so sweet! So you’re not just a fat slab of cockmeat. You’re kinda charming, too.”

Reed scratched the back of his neck. Gracie was fiery—she had a good way of embarrassing you, even over the phone. He was a little turned on by that, too. “I guess so,” he said.

“Just me?”

Silence. Then, Reed squeaked out, “Well, I wanted to see if you wanted to invite . . . you know . . .”

“Meadow? Sure, let me ask her.”

Gracie’s voice got far away for a second, and Reed instantly panicked. When she returned to the phone, Reed cut in.

“S-She’s there with you?!”

“Yeah, silly, you know we hang out all the time.”

He reddened even more. “And she heard all the stuff you just said?”

“Well, I imagine so. Hold on a sec.” There was a muffled crunch as her voice became distant again, then she laughed in a high tone and returned to the phone.

“She said, ‘it’s not like it’s anything I haven’t seen before,’” Gracie said, but her voice had less of that playfulness to it, and was edged in something like jealousy. “Hey . . . have you two been up to no good behind my back, Clydesdale?”

Reed put a hand over his mouth, still a bit panicked. “N-No!” he exclaimed, and he heard an echo on the other end as Meadow must have said the same thing at the same time.

“Better not have . . .” Gracie trailed off.

An image flashed in Reed’s mind, of Meadow walking into Magdalin’s room while Reed nailed Magdalin’s ass to the bed, causing her to squirt all over the place. He felt himself growing hard underneath his robe, and he peeked down to see his cock had inadvertently unclasped the belt that kept his robe together. 

“Well?” Reed asked, when it seemed Gracie was no longer forthcoming with the jokes and barbs.

“She said okay—she’ll go to see Harry.” She made a point of emphasizing the last part, and Reed felt a tinge of envy. “I guess I’ll tag along. What time?”

“6:30.”

“Okay. And hey, Clydesdale, why don’t you bring a condom that will actually fit
 your disgustingly big elephant trunk this time?”

* * *
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R
 EED’S EXCITEMENT FOR
 the show diminished a bit after he got off the phone. Gracie had seemed a bit disheartened by the end of their conversation, and he didn’t know what to expect from her.

He hoped she wasn’t the vindictive sort.

Then again, what could she do? Reed knew, by the way she talked to him, that she couldn’t wait to get blasted by his intimidating cock, and things always worked out in that department.

If anything, Reed became the “vindictive” one in affairs of that nature. He was the dominant one, because he had the tool that made the girls squeal, and he knew how to use it.

So, as he got ready for the show, he stopped worrying.

Things would play out however they played out.

At 6:00 p.m., he headed out. The sun was going down, creating a beautiful orange and pink horizon in the distance, the blazing sun sinking beneath the waves of the Pacific.

He got into his janky ’92 Civic, threw his acoustic guitar and amp in the back, and left his apartment. He headed down the main drag of Pacific Beach: Garnet Street. Lucky for him, 710 Club was close by. It was situated at the tail end of Garnet, where the street tapered off into the beautiful Crystal Pier, which stuck out into the ocean like an artery.

The night promised to be cool but manageable, as all San Diego nights tended to be.

Harry was waiting for him outside when Reed arrived, guitar and amp in hand. Harry was dressed in a black button-down and his wavy blond surfer hair was neatly swept across his face. He looked like a man who was ready to impress and seduce.

“’Sup, dude. Ready for it?” he asked as Reed approached, lugging his amp in his arms and his guitar slung across his back.

“Let’s do it,” Reed said, and they went inside the building.

There were already people inside, drinking at the bar. The venue’s stage was located in the upper right of the big room. There was an open area for dancing in front of the stage, with a hallway leading to the bathrooms to the left of all that, and the bar to the left of that. The club continued past the bar, to the other side of the room, where people could mingle and not be so close to the music.

The stage was lifted high, so Reed knew he’d be able to get a good look at the crowd.

He and Harry set up quickly, and by 6:30 they were strumming their first song—a cover of “Changes” by David Bowie.

More people started to crowd into the place shortly after that. Many of them seemed uninterested in the tunes Glovebrook was providing, and might have been more interested in the karaoke that was to follow their set. But they’d be waiting a while.

By 7:00, Meadow and Gracie showed up, though it took Reed a second to realize. Actually, he had been looking at his guitar while he played, and it wasn’t until Harry elbowed him that he looked up and saw them.

Gracie looked slender and fit in body-tight yoga pants and Ugg boots, a shirt cut off at her midriff, and a denim jacket. Full on ‘90s style. Her dark hair was done up in pigtails, which was odd, but quite alluring (in Reed’s opinion). Her dark, lean face quirked into a smile as she locked eyes with Reed for a moment.

Reed hit a bum note, slightly jarring him out of his musical reverie, then faced Meadow.

She was a sight. Her red hair had been recently curled, and it fell gently to her shoulders. She wore a tight leather jacket that didn’t seem like it would completely close around her formidable bust, and a colorful T-shirt under it. Her legs were covered by a flowy hippie dress—a hodgepodge outfit that she managed to pull off because of her stunning beauty.

As soon as they entered the club, Gracie and Meadow beelined for the bar.


So,
 Reed thought with an inward grin, it’s going to be one of those kinds of nights.


* * *
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G
 LOVEBROOK WERE FINISHED
 by 9:30—maybe even a few minutes earlier. They’d had a pretty good crowd, with people starting to get drunk around 8:00, dance around 8:30, and really cheer
 by 9.

It was a successful turnout. At least 30 people crowded the club dance floor now, with many of them gearing up for the karaoke DJ who was setting up where Harry and Reed had been just moments before.

Harry went to collect their money from behind the bar. Reed carried his equipment off the stage and walked toward Meadow and Gracie, who stood near the back of the dance floor, sipping beers.

“You guys sounded great!” Gracie said ecstatically, flashing her white smile. Her teeth were even brighter due to the lighting being so dim inside the club.

Reed smiled at her, “Thanks,” and then glanced at Meadow.

The redhead seemed to be blushing furiously, unable to meet Reed’s eye. It was the first time she’d seen him since the very . . . compromising
 position she’d seen him in at her house.

Reed wondered how she’d react to him, and so far, it was with distant shyness. She brushed a strand of orange bangs from her forehead and tucked it behind her ear, which created a very vulnerable look in the girl.

“Yup,” Meadow said, still looking at her beer, “superb.”


She hates me,
 were the first words that came to Reed’s head, and his heart sank.

“Thanks, Meadow,” he said as cheerily as possible, with a big smile. He stood with his guitar slung over his back and his amp in his hand like a heavy suitcase. After a moment of awkward silence, he said, “I’m gonna throw this stuff in my car, then I’ll be back.”

“I’ll go with you,” Gracie said, snuggling up next to him and running a hand down his bare arm. He wore a short-sleeve button down—not quite as fancy as Harry’s, but at least he looked presentable. Her touch gave him goosebumps.

“Need any help carrying anything? You don’t look like the strongest guy . . .” Gracie said, a smirk on her face as she eyed Reed and saw how the veins on his arms stood out from holding the heavy amp.

“N-No, thanks though,” Reed said. He wasn’t going to argue about her following him, though. That seemed like a lost battle. He turned to Meadow and said, “Could you tell Harry where I went? He’s got my money.”

“Sure,” Meadow said, nodding once and turning away to look at the bar, where Harry was speaking with a manager.

Gracie opened the front door of the venue and kept it open so Reed could walk through.

“Where are you parked?” she asked.

Reed nudged his chin in the direction of a private hotel parking lot across the street. It had been the only parking nearby, and he hoped there wasn’t a ticket waiting for him.

The hotel lot was pretty full, with at least 10 rows of cars, and his old Civic bunched in with the lot of them.

Gracie seemed to notice the same thing. “Lots of cover in here,” she said, strutting along with Reed. She walked tall and proud, even though she was only Reed’s height, with her chest pumped out and her little perky tits bouncing in her cutoff shirt. Her stomach was flat and toned and tanned. She had the makings of a six pack.

With a glance, Reed also noticed that she wasn’t wearing a bra: her nipples were hard underneath her shirt.

He felt a little stir in his skinny jeans, and thought, Not now, dammit.
 He wouldn’t be able to walk if anything got too stiff down there. It was just too much of a deterrent.

They made it to the car, and after Reed threw the stuff in the trunk (not the back seat, this time), he slammed it shut and leaned against it. “What now?” he asked.

Gracie lunged at him, her eyes big and sparkling from a streetlight overhead. She wrapped her lithe arms around his thin waist, grabbing his butt through his skinny jeans, and snuggled her body up against his.

The two slender bodies seemed to meld into one against the pale moonlight.

She kissed him, which was a bit shocking for Reed, as he’d never kissed Gracie before, that he could remember. He could only remember ruthlessly fucking her face and making her swallow his cum.

She went French almost immediately, parting his lips with hers, and her tongue was warm and minty. Her whole body leaned against his, and Reed knew right then that had he wanted, he could have lifted this girl and done his worst.

It was rare that Reed was able to lift one of his partners, so it was a nice surprise.

His hands ran up and down her back, and then dipped inside her shirt, feeling her strong shoulder muscles.

As much as he wanted Meadow, it was always a turn on when a girl was this into you, he thought.

So he went along with it.

After their long, drawn out kiss, they parted, but their faces stayed just inches away from each other.

“What now?” Reed asked again.

Gracie glanced over her shoulder, saw that they were in the middle of a filled car lot with no one around, and she had a serious look on her face when she faced him again.

“The car,” she said breathlessly.
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Chapter Four
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R
 eed opened the passenger’s
 -side back door of his Civic. The pleather seats were a little cracked and damaged, but nothing overly gross—no spilled drinks or cum stains or anything.

At least not yet.

Almost as soon as he opened the door, he felt Gracie’s powerful hands push him inside. He fell forward—face first—and barely caught himself with his hands.

He turned around to lie on his back.

Gracie was in the doorway, a wolfish, hungry expression on her face.


This chick’s hornier than
 I am,
 he thought, seeing that lustful look in her eyes. Hornier than Magdalin, maybe!


He quickly second guessed himself and shook his head. No. Never that. Not Magdalin. That might be impossible.


Gracie crawled into the car and slithered over him, until their faces met. She bent down and kissed him, her arms framing his face, her hands running through his curly hair.

Reed’s legs stuck out the end of the car, and if anyone looked in that moment they’d see a pair of Vans and a pair of Ugg boots in a horizontal position, and there would be no question what was going on.

Gracie’s kiss ventured down from his mouth, to his neck. It kept going south, and she pulled apart his buttoned shirt to reveal his pale chest and stomach. She kissed him there, and kept going, always headed in a single direction.

When she got to the top of his skinny jeans, her body was curled around his crotch. A huge bulge showed—as much as the skinny jeans would allow—and continued down the length of his right thigh.

Her hand passed over the strenuous bulge running down his right leg, her eyes hungrier than ever. “Wow, this looks painful,” she muttered.

“It is.”

“I can fix that,” she said with a grin, and unbuckled his belt. Then she unbuttoned his pants, opened them up, and unzipped his fly.

Her hand reached into his jeans, underneath his boxer briefs.

Reed’s hand shot out and touched her wrist. “That’s not gonna work. You’ll never get it out that way.”

Gracie’s face screwed up in confusion, then it smoothed out as understanding dawned on her face: it wasn’t like a slinky that you could just unravel—it was hard as iron and stiff and pointed in the opposite direction.

“So . . .” Gracie said, trailing off and scratching her cheek.

“Pull my pants down to my knees,” he said.

She nodded, grabbed the top of his jeans at his thin waist, and yanked down.

“Wait,” Reed said, and she stopped. He reached down—impossibly cramped in more ways than one—and dug something out of his pocket. When Gracie gave him a questioning glance, he showed her the custom-sized condom in his hand, and grinned.

Gracie’s eyes widened as she looked at the circumference of the condom. “Jesus, I think I could stick my whole fist through that!”

“Come on,” Reed said, motioning to his pants again.

“Right,” Gracie said, but now there was a little bit of apprehension on her face. It was all fun and games before—foreplay—but now things were getting serious. It was like she’d forgotten the menace he was packing up until seeing the incredibly large-sized condom he held.

As she peeled his skinny jeans down to his knees, she stifled a gasp and put a hand over her mouth.

Reed’s little boxer briefs were busting at the seams. A huge mound protruded from his lap, sitting atop his thin legs like he’d smuggled a football in his shorts.

And the boxer briefs only went to the top of his thighs.

Showing beneath the right side of the skintight shorts was his girthy manhood. About five inches of solid, veiny cock protruded past the end of his boxers, continuing well down his leg like a fat, healthy snake.

Even with his pants pulled down to the tops of his knees, the end of his cock was invisible—still stuck underneath his waistband.

Gracie yanked his pants down another few inches, her dark face lost in wonder and amazement.

Reed’s enormous cockhead broke free from its confines and his entire cock rose from the release of pressure. Still stuck underneath his boxers, his dick quickly leveled off against his leg, pressing down tightly. Precum dripped down to his knee.

Reed grunted as his weapon was freed.

Gracie’s head jerked back. She looked at him with complete befuddlement in her big, white eyes. “W-What should I do?” she stammered, her raspy voice low and muffled.

“Take off my underwear.”

Gracie actually leaned back as she did as she was told, her face nervous and cautious. Her hands gingerly took the waistband of his boxers and lowered them. The thick base of his shaft showed, followed by his puffy, pillowy nutsack.

As his underwear reached his knees, his cock swung back like it was possessed, towering high in the air for a second before dropping back and slapping home against his stomach and ribcage.

Had Gracie’s face been any closer, she would have gotten smacked hard by the heavy, swinging appendage.

She stared at Reed now, on her knees, her butt resting on the back of her calves, her hands fidgeting in her lap. She looked longingly at the way the dark underside of his cock blotted out a good third of his pale, skinny abdomen.

“God, it’s like you’re nothing but skin and bones and huge cock,” she said. Her vision shifted downward. “And don’t even get me started on these balls.”

Reed chuckled. He stared up at Gracie, still on his back and unmoving, his feet still dangling out of the opened car door. He took both his hands to the base of his cock and lifted the massive thing, then directed it skyward, so it pointed straight up.

“Put it in your mouth,” he said.

Gracie gulped. “I’ll try.”

She took it in both hands, one dark palm trying to close all the way around the glistening cockhead and failing.

She cracked her jaw, then parted her mouth far, her incredibly white teeth shining. She only had to crane her neck to reach the incredible length. She didn’t need to go to all fours.

With her butt still resting on her legs, she gently placed the tip of Reed’s cock in her parted mouth.

Had Reed been able to reach her head from here, he would have slammed her head down at that moment, forcing at least some of his shaft into her cute mouth.

But he couldn’t. He had to give in to her speed.

He sighed as Gracie hesitated to put more than just the head in her mouth.

“Come on, I know you can do better than that,” he said at last.

Gracie bent her head a little further, until the whole head filled her mouth and the first inch or two of his shaft buried itself into her gullet. She mumbled nonsense, the vibrating of her lips against Reed’s cock making him even harder.

Reed said, “I’ve got an idea. Get over me so I can see your ass—turn around.”

Gracie did an acrobatic maneuver—with his cock still in her mouth (she didn’t want to go through the ordeal of fitting it in again), she twisted her body around until she faced the opposite direction. She was able to look out the opened car door, and see Reed’s little Vans dangling off the edge.

Just as Reed’s cock went further into her mouth, she noticed that Reed’s foot managed to catch the armrest of the door, and he brought his heel back toward them quickly, closing it.

They were alone now.

Gracie’s ass hovered over Reed’s face as she went down on him. It was thick and toned and completely smooth from the black yoga pants. A darker splotch of blackness showed between her legs, where her pussy already began to leak.

Where Magdalin’s ass was round, bouncy, and fat,
 Gracie’s was much smaller, but in tighter shape. She was a much smaller woman, after all, but she clearly exercised her booty all the time. Her glutes workouts showed.  

Reed couldn’t see his own cock anymore, or Gracie’s face, but he didn’t need to. He had everything he needed right in front of him.

He reached up, grabbed the top of Gracie’s yoga pants, and jerked them down. Her ass plopped out, widening even more, and Reed’s own eyes bulged.

She had her knees tucked in between his ribcage, her face leaning over his cock, and her ass stuck out and leaning over his face. So every time she bent down to suck further on Reed’s cock, her ass compressed and opened, showing her pretty pink pussy and dark asshole.

Reed smiled. He grabbed both of her cheeks, one in each hand, and brought it down on her face.

“Mmm!” Gracie complained, as Reed’s tongue inched into her wet pussy, her own mouth filled with an exorbitant amount of cock.

She slurped and breathed heavily through her nose, and let out little chirps and squeals as Reed burrowed his tongue deeper into her, feeling her moist walls and sticky juices as it cascaded onto his face.

His nose bumped into her asshole as he planted her butt down firmly on his face. He flicked his tongue further into her, wiggling it around and lubricating her. Meanwhile, his nose poked in and out of her asshole, which puckered and closed as if it was unsure what to do. 

He found her clit with the pointer and middle fingers of his right hand and he started massaging it in circles, still tonguing her pussy and nosing her anus.

Gracie’s squeals became louder, though Reed’s huge cock was still lodged in her throat. She let out a stream of vibrating, cautionary sounds from her throat.

As Reed kept caressing her tiny clit, Gracie eventually clenched her entire body—her pussy tightening around his tongue—and shuddered with pure bliss. She climaxed once from his cunnilingus and ass-play, then dislodged his cock from her mouth and coughed.

“Christ my Lord and S-Savior,” she gasped.

Reed’s tongue kept flickering inside of her, going fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap
 with increasing speed and severity. His tongue flapping noises became wet and squishy as she got wetter and wetter.

She bent her head forward, resting Reed’s cock in the crook of her shoulder, and lunged her ass out further. She put more weight on her backside and sat down as hard as she could on Reed’s face, smashing it into him so he could take in the sweet sweat and musk of it.

“You’re so f-f-fucking good at that! Come on, tongue my little pussy harder, Reed! Fuck it up!”

Reed didn’t need to be told twice. He kept licking and lapping her up. His tongue started to get sore from moving in directions it hardly ever moved in. But the effort was well worth it: he got another body-shaking, ass-jiggling orgasm from her in less than a minute.

She was breathing in labored breaths, and Reed had almost completely forgotten about his monstrous cock being neglected for the past few minutes.

After her second spiritual experience, Grace leaned forward drearily. Her shoulders sagged, and Reed couldn’t see her face but he could imagine the tired expression on it.

Then she said, “Please fuck me, Reed. Right now.”

Gracie’s pussy was way smaller than Magdalin’s, Reed had noticed. Tighter, too, though that wasn’t necessarily a good thing in this case. She was half Magdalin’s age, after all, and half her size.

“What if it’s too big to fit?” Reed warned.

“It won’t be. It can’t
 be! I’ve never had anything close to this size, but I think I can do it. Pleeeease, Reed,” she begged.

“Okay, okay,” he interjected as she turned around, an alarmed and eager expression on her face. Sweat dotted her forehead and upper lip. “We’ll give it the ol’ college try,” he added. “Here, put this on it.”

He reached down and passed her the substantial condom. She tore it open with her teeth, then struggled to widen it far enough to fit over his cockhead. She eventually got it started, though even with the condom’s incredible girth, its length only went halfway down his cock.

She turned around in the cramped car, the pleather seats making that annoying sound that all moving leather makes.

Then she was facing him, and Reed realized his cock was jutting up through her asscrack, surrounded on both sides by her soft, muscled cheeks.

He smiled at her, trying to calm her scared look as his dick hotdogged her ass.

“Are you a top or bottom?” she asked meekly, looking down on him.

“I guess I’m a bottom in this scenario, aren’t I?”

She frowned, like he’d said the wrong thing. “Are you sure you can wreck my pussy from down there?”

Reed kept his smile. “Girl, I’ll wreck your pussy from any fucking position.”

She gave a weak, nervous smile to match his grin.

“C’mere,” he said, then he was grabbing her and she cried out in surprise.

He twisted her around like a puppet, turning her in his arms—showing surprising strength for such a small guy—and then suddenly she was lying on top of him—backward—her back against his chest.

Reed lifted his head to peek over his shoulder, and saw how his colossal cock towered in the air between both of their legs, looming over their bodies and casting a shadow on Gracie’s moonlit tummy.

“Oh f-f-fuuuuck,” she muttered.

He brought his right hand around them both, and grabbed the base of his cock, leveraging it toward them, so it rested over Gracie’s stomach. He wrapped his left arm around her waist, which was almost as thin as his.

Then he lifted her body further up—she helped move herself—while he positioned his cock inward.

He slowly lowered her down onto it, unable to see the exact moment of entry where his cockhead would break through into her. But having done it enough times, he didn’t need to see.

Plus, she helped direct it, using both hands to guide his giant tip into her wet, tight little pussy.

At last, the two forces met.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuck,” Gracie kept repeating, her voice getting thinner and ghostlier.

She groaned as her pussy lips spread incredibly far, opening up like she was giving birth, until the lips seemed to touch the tops of her thighs.

The first three inches of his cockhead were the hardest, as he had to push and grunt and slowly stuff it into her. Then his cock warmed up, and he said, “You’re too fucking tight!”

“Gaaaahd—damnnnn—” she continued to wail, ignoring his remark.

Her legs were spread as far as she could make them being in the cramped car, and she stared down as the baseball-bat-sized cock stretched her out and ruined her. Her thoughts went blank, her mind skipped a few beats, and saliva ran down her chin.

Her mouth was opened in a silent scream.

Then Reed started moving, and things became even more dire.

As he plunged his cock up and in to her, he wrapped both arms around her midsection, hugging her body tightly against him. Her back slid up and down his chest as he started to fuck her like a ragdoll, and before long he was getting rugburn on his own back, from the pleather seats.

She screamed the whole time, and in a wave of heat she got her senses back.

“Faster! Harder, you fucking stud! Plow me with your filthy fat cock-slab!”

She exhaled sharply and let out another wail of ecstatic pleasure. Her body rocked up and down, and she stared at the roof of the car the whole time, until darkness started to swim around the edges of her eyes.

She couldn’t be sure if she was explosively cumming for the fourth time, or if she was passing out.

“Wreck my little pussy with your gigantic cock, motherfucker! I don’t . . . I don’t want to walk tomorrow!”

Reed grunted and kept up his rhythm, nestling his chin into her back. He put his feet on the car door and managed to get a foothold on the armrest, and he smiled. With leverage like that, he knew it was over.

“Here it is you little fucking slut—you like losing your fucking mind?” he grunted, squeezing his arms tighter around her body.

She screeched. “Ahhh! Y-Yes, please, mister! Make me retarded! Disable my fucking poor little cunt!”

He started pushing off of the car door with his feet, like a professional swimmer, really getting his legs involved. His cock cranked deeper into her, going about halfway down his shaft at its deepest—which was good for such a tight girl and such a thick member.

Her body wracked and raved, her legs flailed wildly in the air.

He kept her arms tightly locked against her sides, immobile, as he hugged her and fucked her from down under. Her arms struggled to break free, but he wouldn’t loosen his grip on them.

Reed looked over her shoulder again and all he could see was a bulge in her tummy every time he thrust up into her, and his huge nutsack swinging up into the air through both of their legs.

“Power bottom the shit out of me Clydesdale!” she wailed.

Reed picked up speed and started jackhammering into her like he was a bunny, and his swinging nuts no longer swung—he took shorter, quicker, more penetrative thrusts in lieu of the big long strokes from before. 

“Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh—” she mumbled dumbly in a shaky, vibrating voice, like she was trying to talk while sitting on a raging massage chair. Her little tits bounced around madly underneath her shirt.

She stopped speaking coherent sentences and just sputtered obscene sounds as his bunny-fucking broke her mind.

Her head lolled back and she came again and again. Her body clenched, then unclenched in a roiling wave of passion, like she was releasing a good, pent-up piss.

Reed felt his cock become slick and slippery, though it was protected from the condom.

“N-no m-m-moooore,” she cried at last, and it sounded like the ecstasy of being pounded into oblivion had become too much. Her body twitched a few more times as his vibrating, pulsing cock dug deeply into her.

Then he abruptly lifted her body by her midsection and his cock flew out of her, swinging into the air like a catapult.

He took one hand and tore the wet condom from it—leaving just his glistening, throbbing boner with its protruding veins, curving back toward them both.

Gracie’s eyes went wide as she stared at that bobbing monster between her legs, escaped from its condom trappings.

“Don’t try to hide you little toy slut!” Reed roared, running both hands down the shaft once.

The cockhead bulged, engorged to its limit, and then he roared again.

Gracie put her hands to her mouth and whimpered at the imposing sight, but Reed reached up and tore her hands away, pinning them back to her sides.

His cock exploded, unleashing the first wave of cum like a rainbow, back toward them both.

Reed’s body was completely hidden by Gracie’s, being underneath her, and his cum showered her flat tummy and splattered on her nice cutoff shirt and her neck.

The next shot ejected even further, and Reed’s spunk rained down on Gracie’s face like an unexpected thunderstorm.

“Ahhhrrrghack!” Gracie cried out as her “ahhh” was interrupted by a load of semen down her throat.

Reed’s cock sputtered some more, shooting out more and more cum, until the skyscraper dick became more like a leaning tower, resting against Gracie’s gaping pussy and brown stomach.

She pet the thick, softening underside of his cock, which made him jerk in surprise from the tenderness, and more cum splurged out and drizzled the girl’s tummy.

Reed himself was miraculously untouched by his torrential downpour.

But Gracie—acting as the human shield—was drenched.

She wouldn’t be going back into the 710 Club, not with her cum-stained shirt and face, and her widely stretched, gaping cunt. In fact, judging by her labored breathing, Reed figured she wouldn’t be going anywhere
 for a quite some time.
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Chapter Five
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R
 eed stared at Gracie
 from outside his Civic. She was laid up in the backseat still, her arms and legs splayed out. She was seemingly comatose, but her eyes were open and every once in a while she blinked.


I think I broke her,
 he thought. 

She didn’t seem capable of cleaning herself off—Reed’s cum still caked her shirt, tummy, neck, face, and hair. She had managed to pull up her yoga pants, though, to cover her abused, leaking pussy. The car itself smelled heavily of sex, semen, and bodily fluids. 

Reed struggled to stuff all of himself into his skinny jeans, then he put his hands on his hips.

“Feeling all right?” he asked, slightly concerned for the ravaged girl.

Gracie nodded slowly. Then her whole body twitched.

Reed smirked, wondering if her random twitching indicated orgasmic aftershocks.

She seemed broken—not beaten down and depressed, but literally like her body was unable to recover from the harsh plowing she’d received. 

“Do you want to go back into the club?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“Can you speak words?”

“I . . . think,” she muttered in a low voice. She closed her eyes and sighed heavily. Her yoga pants were sort of tilted at the waist, half still curled down one of her hips, showing a nice, tanned thigh. Her cutoff shirt was positioned in a haphazard way too, displaying her cum-caked, flat tummy. She looked like she’d just woken up from a massive hangover—one that involved covering her body with a deluge of jizz—and hadn’t gotten her bearings yet.

“Do you want me to take you back to your house?” Reed asked.

She shook her head again.

Reed scratched his head, tousling his hair. “My house?”

A momentary pause, then she nodded.

Reed chuckled. “I’ll go tell Meadow what’s going on, you just sit tight.”

He closed the door and headed for the club, readjusting his crotch so he wouldn’t show so much.

When he entered, the place was dark and Harry was on stage with Meadow, singing a karaoke duet with her. They sang “Dreams” by Fleetwood Mac, and Meadow had a surprisingly good voice.

She danced around conservatively on the stage, moving her legs and shoulders, and her heavy tits heaved up and down underneath her leather jacket. She was much less shy than when Reed had met her. She had a pretty sweet voice, too, lilting and low, and not unpleasant to listen to.

Like many people, it appeared she flowered while lost in the trance of music and creativity.

It was nice to see.

An audience of about 15 danced in front of the stage, while the tables surrounding the floor were filled with other patrons, everyone getting nice and drunk.

Harry was dancing very close to her on stage, his hands on her hips, his head nestled over the crook of her shoulder. It made Reed grit his teeth, but then he noticed something: Meadow wasn’t reciprocating the closeness—it seemed she was inching away from him while she sang Stevie Nicks’ part of the song.

That made Reed happy, though he couldn’t be sure why. Harry was his friend and bandmate, after all—didn’t he want to see guy succeed?

Apparently not—not where Meadow was involved.

Harry was one of those good looking, laid back surfer types who had grown up on the beach, and everything seemed to come easy to him: jobs, looks, finances, and especially women. When he had his shirt off at the beach, scoping out the waves as the sun illuminated his bronze skin, it was hard to keep the chicks at bay.

Reed had never had such luck. Sure, he’d had plenty of women, probably thanks to his substantial endowment, but nothing seemed to come easy to him. He had been ridiculed for his height all his life, and still was. He was skinny, and most women didn’t fall into the arms of someone who didn’t seem like a protector. He’d always had trouble keeping long-term relationships going. 

So it did pain him to see Meadow and Harry so close, because Reed’s jealousy was a thing that would probably never die.

The two lovebirds finished their song, received a huge cheer and applause from the crowd, and handed their mics over to the resident DJ.

They walked in Reed’s direction, sashaying through the crowd like champions and beaming at their audience.

“Where’s Gracie?” was the first thing Meadow asked when they arrived. She was slightly perspiring from her pale forehead, from the stage’s hot, bright lights. 

Reed had his arms over his chest in a subconscious, negative vibe. “She’s feeling a bit . . . spent. Bloated, maybe? I dunno, but she doesn’t want to come back in.”

Meadow frowned. “Is she okay? Did she drink too much?”

“No way,” Harry said, a slight smirk on his face as he stared at Reed’s deadpan expression. “I saw her only drink two beers.”

“Well, what’s her plan? Are you taking her home?” Meadow asked.

“I offered, but she doesn’t wanna go there. I’ll take her wherever she wants to go, though.”

Meadow raised a stark red eyebrow. “Which is where, exactly?”

Reed shrugged. “My place.”

Meadow sighed. “I was afraid of that.”

Harry chuckled.

“Well, I’ll close my tab, I’ll be right back,” she said.

Reed and Harry both tilted their heads in confusion.

“What—why?” Reed asked.

“I came here with her,” Meadow said matter-of-factly. “I’m not going to abandon her. If she’s going to your place, so am I. I want to make sure she’s safe.”

“Oh . . .” Reed said, and felt his heart rate rise a little bit. What will she say when she sees Gracie’s cum-covered body in my car?


“If she’s going then I’m going,” Harry said. “I’ll pick up some beers.”

Reed scratched his neck, realizing he’d found his “out.” He said, “Can Meadow go in your car, Harry? Gracie’s resting in my backseat, and I don’t have much room.”

“Of course,” Harry said with a sly smile.

“Okay, then it’s settled,” Meadow said, then spun on her heels and headed for the bar, squeezing through bar patrons and tables like a cat.

Reed and Harry both watched her walk away, and the way her ass bounced underneath her dress, from her powerful, confident walk.

“Damn she’s fine,” Harry muttered.

“Yeah, no shit,” Reed replied, shaking his head. “Good for you.” He realized there was a bit of spite in his voice.

“Hey, man, it’s not my fault she picked me,” Harry said, picking up on Reed’s disingenuous compliment. He faced his bandmate and looked down on him. “At least you have the other one. They could’ve both come onto me. But they didn’t.”

Reed felt his temper flare. Next he’ll say that it was because he coaxed Gracie to talk to me—that he “talked her into it.”


Harry shrugged. “Besides, tall girls belong with tall guys.” He said it very businesslike, without spite in his voice, but the condescending undertone was there.

It pissed Reed off. Without Harry seeing, he clenched his fists at his sides.

Harry was six feet tall—maybe taller—which was over half a foot taller than his bandmate. Meadow was somewhere in between them. 

“What about short girls?” Reed asked sarcastically.

Harry flashed his straight white teeth. “They belong with tall guys, too. I guess you short guys can have each other.” He laughed to himself as Meadow arrived, then slipped his arm around her waist.

Reed eyed his bandmate angrily, walking behind him and Meadow.

When they were outside, the cool air picked up and calmed Reed down a little bit.

Meadow asked Reed, “Where are you parked?”

“Somewhere over there,” he said, pointing toward the hotel parking lot, not wanting to show her the exact location of his vehicle.

“I’m the opposite direction,” Harry said, shuffling Meadow along beside him. “We’ll meet you at your place, Reed,” he said, then ventured off down the sidewalk with Meadow.

Reed watched them go, and still got the impression that Meadow was actually trying to distance
 herself from Harry, not get closer to him. It seemed like her feet dragged her away from Harry’s close proximity whenever he put his arm around her shoulder or waist. 


Maybe it’s just something I
 want to see,
 he told himself.

He got back to his car and opened up the back seat.

Gracie hadn’t moved—she was still splayed out across both the seats—though Reed’s cum was less apparent now. She might have cleaned herself off a little.

“How are you feeling?”

Gracie just nodded, not saying a word.

“Still want to go to my place? If you want to go home, it’s really no prob—”

“I’m ready to go again,” Gracie said in a small voice.

“W-What? Are you sure?”

“Another round. Please.”

Reed rubbed his chin. “Um. Okay. Meadow and Harry are supposed to be joining us at my house, though.”

“Good,” Gracie said. “Let them get jealous.”

Reed blushed. He didn’t say anything, but he thought it:

I couldn’t agree more.
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Chapter Six
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“I
 don’t want you to
 go easy on me,” Gracie said from the backseat as they pulled up to Reed’s little apartment.

He felt slightly embarrassed—he wasn’t sure how they’d fit four people in his studio. But they’d find a way to make it fit, he was sure—he always found a way to make it fit.

“I never go easy,” he replied.

He looked in the rearview mirror and saw she was smiling. She was sitting up now, too, which was a good sign.

“Good. I want you to wreck my little pussy all over again.”

“Aye-aye, captain.”

“Do you live on the second story, though? Because I might have some trouble walking up those stairs . . .” she said, nudging her chin and trailing off.

“I’ll help you.”

They got out of the car. Gracie gingerly stepped out, her arms wrapped around her stomach like her guts had been rearranged. Reed figured that, in a way, they had.

He held her arm as she sort of stumble-walked up the stairs, using the railing for support.

“What a trooper,” he said, as they reached the top of the stairs and the front door of his apartment.

It was a little after 10:30.

They went inside, and Reed turned on the main ceiling light, which bathed his apartment in yellow. “Welcome to my tiny, seriously humble abode.”

“Ha ha,” she said, looking around at the disheveled bed, the kitchenette, and the bathroom door. “It’s cute. It suits you perfectly.” She faced Reed and kissed him on the cheek.

Reed’s cock stirred to life beneath his skinny jeans, and his face turned red.

Gracie saw the expression, and her eyes ventured south, where his prominent bulge was already awaiting her.

“Jesus,” she said, eyes widening. “I just love short cuties who are hung like monsters.”

Reed grinned. He took her by both shoulders and directed her toward the bed, leading her so she backpedaled toward it. When they reached the edge of the bed, he shoved her and she fell flat on her back with a giggle. She bounced and came to a stop, then stared up at him with a lusty twinkle in her eyes.

Reed limped over to the little nightstand next to his bed, and grabbed one of his condoms.

“No,” Gracie said, shaking her head. “I want it raw this time. If . . . if it’s all right with you.” An embarrassed look overcame her, which turned Reed on even more.

“Whatever you want, my dear,” Reed said, throwing the condom back in the drawer. How was he going to deny her that? And why would he?

Any guy given the chance would rather raw-dog than wrap-up. He would just have to be careful . . .

His pants were getting increasingly tight and stuffy, so he could hardly walk. He stood over Gracie, then unbuckled his pants.

He ripped them down to his ankles, taking his boxer briefs with him, in one swift move.

His cock sprang up, forcefully lifting itself from his swaying nutsack, immediately coming to attention.

Gracie gasped loudly. “F-Fuck,” she said. “That never gets old.”

Reed ran a hand down the length of his long, thick shaft.

Gracie hooked her thumbs into the top of her yoga pants, lifted her bottom, and yanked them off. Her pigtails bounced on her shoulders. Her eyes didn’t move from his cock the entire time: she took in the huge girth that curved upward like an oversized banana, the veins popping off the sides and top, the bright red head that scared her. 

She was bare underneath—no panties to speak of. They must have disappeared or become lost in Reed’s car.

Reed took a step toward her, so he straddled the edge of his bed. The bed was not on a frame, so it was pretty low to the ground, and Reed’s low-hanging balls almost rested in her lap.

Gracie’s legs shot out between his skinny legs. She was already incredibly wet between both sets of lips.

Just then, the front door opened.

Two sets of startled cries erupted from the door, but Reed didn’t bother to turn to face the door—and neither did Gracie; she just kept gazing upon Reed’s enormous slab.

“What . . . the fuck . . . dude,” Harry said in a choked voice, and he dropped the 12-pack of beers he’d brought on the ground.

“Wha!” Meadow exclaimed through her cupped mouth, not really saying a complete word. She couldn’t stop her eyes from beelining between Reed’s legs. 

His testicles looked like the size of tennis balls, dangling low between his pale, skinny thighs and little bottom. They were so big and obscene they looked like they belonged on a buffalo or something. They knocked against each other and forced his legs apart as he lowered himself toward Gracie’s hairless pussy.

“Jesus fuck,” Harry whispered as he got the first sight of Reed’s colossal cock through his legs, as Reed pushed it down toward the poor girl on the bed. It looked to be as thick as the kid’s legs at some parts—rugged and dark and menacing.

Reed lifted Gracie’s legs, taking them by her dark, toned thighs, and bent them back toward her. She was smirking, happy that her plan was going accordingly, but the smirk quickly left her face as Reed’s giant fucking meatstick got closer to her.

Reed was happy to see that Gracie was incredibly flexible—much more than Magdalin or Alice. She must have been an athlete, he figured. He managed to bend her legs back almost until her knees touched the sides of her head, and he had her in the shape of a lewd pretzel, her pussy sticking out and wide open.

He lowered his cock into her, resting it against her pussy.

“Ahhh,” Gracie squirmed, feeling the wide cockhead overtake her little pussy, completely covering the entire thing. How is he going to find such a little hole with that giant thing?!
 she wondered, her mind running wild.

Reed picked up his cock by the base and then slammed it down hard against her pussy with a wet thwap.
 He did this a couple more times, until the fleshy brown lips were pink and beaten.   

“Gaaaah,” Gracie cried this time, her legs shaking. Liquids drizzled out of her, running down her taint and into her asshole.

Then Reed parted her lips with his cockhead, spreading her wide open, and he used his hand to steer his cock into her.

“AHHH fuuuuuck,” Gracie moaned, her head tilting back and her eyes rolling around wildly. They went to the back of her head for a second, and then she regained consciousness.

Reed lowered his legs and pressed down. Both he and Gracie watched as the first three inches of his cock struggled to bury into her.

Gracie let out a breathless, wordless scream as she watched that massive thing spread her and enter her, completely filling her with incredible, searing pleasure and pain. It was so damn hard,
 so damn thick!


Then Reed was moving—up and down—planting his cock into her over and over again. He could only get about five or six inches of it inside her, but it was enough to make her flail wildly.

She grabbed her own thighs tightly in her hands, pulling them back, as if that would help open up her pussy and let in more of his cock.

Meanwhile, Harry and Meadow watched with horrified fascination.

Reed’s bed started to bounce as he battered poor Gracie with vicious thrusts, making her scream bloody murder.

“Fuck meeee you fucking stud! Make me your cocksleeve baby!” She reached out and took hold of Reed’s skinny biceps, even as she bounced up and down with the bed’s movements. Her legs bent at the knees and folded forward to rest on the tops of Reed’s thighs, using the flexing muscles for support.

“Fill me up with your giant fucking hog!” she screamed.

Reed’s weighty nutsack swung upward between his legs, every time he lifted himself, and then they careened down with pummeling smacks
 every time his cock dug deeper into her.

His balls pelted her asscheeks—

Whack!—whack!—whack!—

And her buttocks clapped loudly and turned pink and then red from the savage blows.

He railed into her in a mating press, a position named for the deepness it allowed the cock to plow, and the subsequent higher probability of, well, breeding.

Harry’s own pants were getting hard and bulgy from the sight, inadvertently. Meadow noticed, and also noticed how one of Harry’s hands had disappeared into his pants.

When Harry noticed that she saw him—that his secret was out—he said fuck it and whipped his pants down. His cock jumped up, but his face was redder than Gracie’s bruised asscheeks. He was embarrassed that a guy so much shorter and skinnier than him could be so fucking hung!


It pissed him off, but the sight before him was too erotic.

He started stroking himself off, his hand sliding up and down his cock, which was about half the length and girth of Reed’s.

“Oh, Jesus, Harry,” Meadow scolded as she saw his dick in his hand.

“What?” he said, like there was no problem here. He kept cranking it, hoping that Reed wouldn’t turn around and laugh at him. He made a puppy dog face, even as he jerked himself off in the corner of Reed’s apartment room, while Reed savagely worked this poor girl over on his bed.

“Come on,” he said, sadly, “touch it—do something.”

Meadow hesitated. Her pale cheeks had gone scarlet, her freckles disappearing. She looked ashamed and ready to die of embarrassment.

What had she walked in on?!

She reached a hand out slowly . . . hesitantly . . . toward Harry’s erection.

Harry’s hand shot out, grabbed her wrist, and pulled her hand onto his penis.

Meadow created a circle with her fingers and looked away as Harry started pumping his hips upward, through the circle.

Meadow’s eyes were locked in on the absurd scene playing out on the bed—on Gracie’s screams and bouncing body, her contorted face, and Reed’s effortless rhythm and incredibly big manhood and balls.

“It’s not my fault he’s endowed like a fucking elephant, you know,” Harry said, even as he used her hand as a fleshlight, making the skin of his dick raw as he squeezed her fingers around it.

“I . . . I know, b-but . . .” Meadow trailed off. Then she shook her head. 

Her pussy was burning with lust at the sight before her.

She couldn’t even face Harry. He could talk the talk all he wanted, but this Reed guy could walk the walk.

Look at Gracie’s poor pussy! It might never be the same, stretched so wide!

“But what?” Harry said angrily. His dick was getting harder in her hand, like it might spurt soon.

“But we tried this the first night we went out, Harry, and it . . . wasn’t great. I’m sorry.” She blushed and lowered her head.

Harry’s mouth fell open. He felt himself getting softer. Before long, his cock would be a little, flappy thing dangling weakly between his legs. The embarrassment would be overwhelming. 

He noticed Meadow’s eyes were still stuck on Reed’s butt and balls.

“Besides,” Meadow said, her eyes going wide. “Just look how heavy those fucking nuts are!”

As if to accentuate her point, Reed’s ballsack pummeled into Gracie’s ass again, creating that incredible slapping sound.

Meadow pulled her hand away from Harry’s softening cock and rushed over to the bed, behind Reed.


All right, mom, let’s see what I’ve been missing,
 she thought to herself, but immediately regretted her spontaneity.

Reed didn’t realize Meadow was behind him.

But when she grabbed his swinging nutsack in both hands as it was coming up to tap his own ass—he noticed that.


Reed kept fucking Gracie like an animal, growling and grunting, but his balls stood still in Meadow’s hand.

Then Meadow’s full lips pressed up against them and they smooshed into her face. Together, Reed’s nuts were bigger than Gracie’s little boobs. But they weren’t bigger than Meadow’s heavy mammaries . . .

“Oh, goddammit,” Harry muttered to himself as one of Reed’s balls disappeared into Meadow’s mouth.

In the spur of the moment, Meadow cradled Reed’s nuts in her hands, and then she noticed Reed’s dark asshole showing every time he’d thrust down into Gracie.

So she reached out and stuck a finger in Reed’s ass.

“Whoa!” Reed exclaimed, jumping up at the sudden sensation that shot through him. His cock dislodged itself from Gracie’s gaping pussy and swung in the air.

“Hey!” Gracie cried out. She watched as a string of precum stuck to her pussy as Reed’s cock distanced itself from her.

Meadow took her finger out of Reed’s ass and he spun around.

“She may be a good fuck, but can she do this?” Meadow asked, then her shirt was over her head and her huge, plump tits lifted and then bounced down to their rightful place in front of her chest.

Reed’s eyes went wide. They were pale and perfect and incredibly round—at least as big as Magdalin’s.

Meadow pushed Reed in his slender chest and sent him reeling backward . . .

He fell on top of Gracie—between her legs. Her wet pussy slobbered Reed’s butt as he landed, and her legs framed his chest, sticking out beneath his armpits.

“The hell, Meadow!” Gracie shouted.

Meadow went to her knees quickly, and got between the two pairs of legs—the pale skinny ones and the dark toned ones.

She heaved her tits up in her hands and let them fall on Reed’s knees with a gentle clap. She reached out and took his fat manhood and stuck it in between her soft tits. Then she smashed her tits together, using them like big pillows, and his cock was buried, with only the last few inches and the head sticking out.

Reed grunted, his eyes going wide. For a moment he looked past Meadow toward the door and saw Harry standing there, his mediocre dick in his hand, jerking off urgently.

Meadow smiled with her full, red lips, and started moving her tits up and down Reed’s cock. She worked in a rhythmic motion, first lifting her left breast, then the right one as the left one started to fall.

The softness was incredible for Reed’s hard, iron cock.

And vice versa, the hardness between her tits was insane.

She leaned her head down and licked the underside of his shaft that stuck out between her tits, then the dripping, wet head.

Reed’s hands shot out and took Meadow by surprise, grabbing fistfuls of red hair.

He forced Meadow’s head down, smearing ejaculate and precum up her cute little nose and on her freckled face.

She struggled and tried to dodge, but that only made Reed smirk.

Meadow’s big, heavy tits rested on Reed’s knees. Reed himself sat atop Gracie, who was stunned and squirming from the weight against her pussy.

Reed’s legs encircled Meadow’s torso and wrapped around her waist, locking in tight and bringing her closer.

The three of them were caught in a triple-locked contortion of sorts—all of their body’s swaying whenever anyone moved.

As Reed reached around Meadow with his legs and pulled her close, Gracie reached around Reed with her
 legs, and her dainty feet prodded around sightlessly until they found Meadow’s tits and Reed’s cock.

Gracie buried her toes underneath Meadow’s fat udders, until they found the rock-hard warmness of Reed’s cockmeat. She started to slide her feet up and down the shaft, giving him a reach around footjob at the same time as he fucked Meadow’s tits.

Reed groaned, “D-Damn, girls! Gimme those fat fucking tits, you slut! Run your dirty fucking feet all over me, whore!”

He guided Meadow’s head down, even as she struggled, until his immense cockhead was pressed against her lips. He growled at her resistance, then thrust his massive dick into her mouth, causing her eyes to bulge. She squealed like a stuck pig as Reed’s cock forced her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and smothered her.

He squeezed her tighter with his legs, closer to him, feeling her soft, wide ass against his ankles, and the way his fat nutsack pressed against her tummy and the bottom of her breasts. He bobbed her head up and down with his hands, until she made the same wet gagging sounds that her mother so frequently made.

He began to hump her face, even as she massaged the middle of his cock with her ample tits, and Gracie rubbed the bottom of his cock with her feet.

“Take it to the base, bitch! Balls deep in your dirty slutty face!” he exclaimed, even though it was probably impossible to fit all of his dick down Meadow’s throat. She just wasn’t experienced enough with such size.

And there was too much was going on.

The bed was shaking and bouncing incredibly, as Gracie moved Reed’s body with her leg-lock, and Reed moved Meadow’s body with his leg-lock.

Harry had splooged a minor amount on the carpet in front of him, and now his cock softened and came to dangle depressingly between his legs.

Reed’s cock stiffened to its maximum size, parting Meadow’s fragile lips even wider.

His jawbreaker pulsed in her mouth, and he let out an exasperated scream.

“Hnnngh, shiiiit!”

Meadow felt it coming on, and she tried to lift her head from Reed’s cock before it exploded.

But it was too late.

Reed kept her head pressed down.

Semen surged out of him, shooting up into the roof of her mouth and down her throat.

He held her head down and roared like a gorilla as his cock sputtered and filled her entire mouth with a torrential downpour of cum.

Meadow’s eyes were bloodshot and tears streamed down her cheeks. She let out a helpless moan, a pathetic squeal, as the giant cock lodged in her mouth blasted cum down her throat and up her nose.

Excess semen jetted out from her nostrils. Her throat was hammered and filled to the brim, until she couldn’t breathe and felt like she would die choking on this massive, nasty thing.

Then Reed suddenly let go of her head and lifted it by her red hair. His cock came out with a wet pop. 

Cum flooded from her mouth and nose. She coughed and gagged and fell forward in Reed’s lap, until her head was resting comfortably on his weighty nutsack, her soft red hair circled haphazardly around him.

Cum had also dribbled down Reed’s cock and now it smeared Meadow’s heavenly tits and the soles of Gracie’s feet.

“Good God,” Reed said, taking a couple deep breaths. “I don’t know the last time I came that hard.”

They all crumpled in a heap on his bed, their arms and legs tangled, sweaty skin touching, semen coating their bodies and the bedsheets.

The door suddenly opened and closed, and they all looked up from the bed just in time to see Harry leaving.

He’d gathered the fallen beer cans from the 12-pack he’d brought, and he’d taken it with him.
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Chapter Seven
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G
 racie and Meadow both
 slept on Reed’s bed, almost immediately after his extravagant explosion. The girls were cuddled together, the taller Meadow as the big spoon. Reed was lying on his back, on the ground next to the bed, in peaceful bliss. He looked over and saw them together, and smiled to himself.

He liked both these girls. Gracie had the spunky, fiery attitude Reed assumed came with her Latina upbringing, and Meadow was quiet but confident in her own way. She’d come around, in the end.

The girls had unanimously decided to sleep over after it hit 11:30 and they were both too tired to go anywhere. Gracie seemed ready to collapse after her second brutal pounding that night, while Meadow spent a good 10 minutes coughing up semen and cleaning herself off.

Reed wondered if Meadow would come back to him. He hoped so. He knew Gracie would: she had become addicted to him—or at least to his big ol’ sausage—like many others before her.

He also got the itching suspicion, the way Gracie curled up in the fetal position, with her ass resting in the nook of Meadow’s tummy and legs, that these two had a little somethin’ somethin’ going on with each other, too, much like Magdalin suspected.

Thinking of Magdalin brought a moment of guilt washing over him. He had defiled her daughter—though, in the end, she’d
 come onto him,
 and not the other way around. Yes, he’d sought out to bed Meadow, but when it seemed like that was a lost cause, he’d gladly taken Gracie. In fact, he hadn’t even fucked Meadow yet—he’d only massaged his cock with her lovely big tits and stuffed her face. Her pussy was still untouched by Reed’s hands or genitals.

Even if he never got to fuck Meadow, he knew it would be all right. After all, Gracie genuinely seemed to like him; more than just for his fat dong (though he knew that probably had a whole lot to do with it). She seemingly liked him more than Magdalin did, too.


Shit, have I ever even
 kissed Magdalin? I don’t recall . . . but Gracie was all over me.


He shook his head and steepled his hands on his bare chest. The carpet felt nice against his back, though not as nice as the bedsheets would have. But he wanted to let the girls rest. They deserved it after the savagery he’d put them through. 

He also had bigger things to worry about than Magdalin’s anger or jealousy at finding out about Meadow and Reed.


Harry . . .
 he thought, his mind trailing off into darkness.

What was going to happen between them? Nothing good could come of the debacle this night—not between the bandmates and friends.

Reed had snatched Meadow away from him—in Harry’s eyes, no doubt—and he’d left in a hurry after jerking off in the corner and cumming on the floor.


What a fucking coward,
 Reed thought, shaking his head some more. He’d been forced to clean up Harry’s mess on the carpet, wiping it away and dabbing it with a towel.

Reed was worried their friendship was over, and even worse than that, their band.

That was his primary moneymaker, currently.

I’ll have to call him in the morning, see if I can reconcile this shit . . .

Almost as soon as he thought of calling Harry, his phone started buzzing near his head. He jumped up, surprised.

And what a surprise it was!

The name flashing across the screen: Alice Beaumont.

Professor Magdalin’s student. The catalyst of the fuckfest that had began—the girl Reed had gotten caught with in the bathroom at Mesa College. The girl who had introduced him to Magdalin. His former girlfriend.

He debated not answering the call.

Then he took the phone, clicked the green button, and walked out of his house, onto the balcony.

It was cold outside, so he slipped into his bathrobe before going out. He shut the door gently and left it slightly ajar.

Then he put his ear to the phone.

“R-Reed?” the small voice said on the other line. Alice sounded timid and embarrassed . . . almost scared.

“Hi, Alice. What a surprise.”

He leaned over the railing of his balcony and felt a breeze waft up under his robe and sail across his package.

“How have you been?” she asked.

“Good, Alice, but you know it’s pretty late, right?”

“Right . . . sorry for calling so late. I just wanted to hear your voice.”

Reed jerked his head back, astounded. “You did?”

“Yes. I’ve missed you, babe.”

Reed frowned. “Alice, none of that ‘babe’ stuff. Please. We’re broken up, remember?” His voice was a little harsher than he’d meant it to be. He also felt shitty for speaking to her like that, because after all, it was he
 who had broken it off. He had no right to be angry with her, for anything, really.

“I know,” Alice said, her voice low and barely above a whisper. She sounded down.

“Besides, what about that older guy you fancy so much? Why aren’t you by his side?”

He meant Kurt, Magdalin’s husband. It was a long story.

“H-How do you know about him?” She sounded veritably flabbergasted.

Reed pursed his lips, realizing he’d fucked up. “I, uh . . . might have come by your work and seen you with him.”

“What were you doing at my work, Reed? Were you spying on me?”

Reed sputtered. “No. Yeah. Uh.” He took a deep breath and tried again. “I wanted to find you on your lunch break so I could apologize to you, I guess. For the way things ended between us. I never meant to hurt you, Ally. I wanted you to know that.”

There it was, all out in the open.

Reed took a deep breath. It felt good to get that off his chest after so long. He’d finally made good on his word, and he had no idea how Alice would react.

There was a long pause on the line.

“You still there?” he asked.

He heard sniffling, and realized she might have been crying.

“That’s really s-sweet of you, Reed. I had no idea.”

“I know you didn’t. I never got the chance to tell you, ‘cuz I always saw you with K—with that . . . guy.”

“Can I see you some time?” she asked suddenly.

Reed was surprised for the second time that phone call. He looked over his shoulder and saw the shadow of Meadow’s arm draped over Gracie’s body on his bed.

“I, er, guess so. Yeah, maybe. I think that’d be all right.” He spoke quickly and unconfidently, not sure how to answer.

“Maybe tomorrow?” she asked.

Reed sighed. “Maybe, Ally.”

There was another awkward silence on the line, and Reed felt it was a good time to shut things down, before they got too far.

He did
 miss Alice. But he didn’t want it to show in his voice. He had moved on.

“Look, Ally,” he began, “I’ve got to get back to bed.” He let the connotation in his voice carry the weight: he was not alone.

He didn’t want to lie to her. Not again.

She sounded depressed, but simply said, “Okay, ba—Reed. I understand. Hopefully we’ll talk soon?”

“Hopefully,” Reed said. “Night.”

He hung up before she could say anymore.

And as he leaned over the balcony, looking out into the cool San Diego night, he noticed that his heart was beating quite rapidly in his chest. 
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Chapter Eight
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T
 he next day, Reed
 Claybrook was in for another surprise. He awoke early, along with the girls, at about 6:30 a.m. He hadn’t been able to sleep well on the floor, and the girls hadn’t been able to sleep too much on a stranger’s bed.

No funny stuff went on after they woke up—not now. Meadow was a little hung over, but she remembered everything from the night before, of course, and was slightly ashamed. She wasn’t like her mother, who would be under the covers right now with Reed’s cock in her mouth. She wasn’t that shameless.

Gracie was sore all over, mainly in her pussy region, but also in her legs, with the way her body had been contorted like a marionette the night before. She’d never been in such crazy positions before during sex, and she’d loved it.

She announced she would take the first shower, and she got up from the bed and stripped out of all her clothes, unabashedly.

Reed watched her from the ground, his head propped up against a pillow on the floor, and he marveled at her smooth, dark skin. Her thighs and calves were muscled and bulging; she had a plump, small ass. Her perky tits were probably only A or B cups, but they were delightful, and her nipples pointed upward with the beauty of youthfulness. She let her pigtails down, and her raven black hair swept across her shoulders.

Reed fought to keep his mouth from falling open. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t used those pigtails the night before, to use as ropes, to pull her face close to him . . .

He felt himself getting hard underneath his robe, and the black fabric parted and allowed his broad cock to slowly lift upward, free for both girls to see.

Gracie looked over her shoulder at him and saw the way his cock was at half-mast, pointing at her, and his balls lay plump and fat on the ground between his legs.

She snorted and shook her head. “Your libido is astounding, Reed Claybrook, but I’ve got things to do today.”

“Sorry,” Reed said, blushing and putting his hands over his cock, which were entirely too small to cover it. “Morning wood. You know. Guys.”

She chuckled and disappeared into the little bathroom, making sure to let her ass jiggle and waddle as she walked away. It didn’t do much to make his boner vanish.

Meadow scoffed from the bed, looking over at him.

He glanced at her with a timid smile, and wanted to break the ice. Things between him and Meadow were still weird. Still awkward.

He’d still fucked her mom.

Then the surprise came: a loud knocking at the door.

Reed recoiled at the harsh sound, and it instantly killed his erection. The black cloth of his robe fell back to its rightful place between his legs.

“Who the fuck,” he whispered, mainly to himself. He lurched off the ground, slowly helping himself up, as another knock came.

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” he said.

He shook his head as he walked to the door, knowing who it would be.

“Alice,” he said aloud, “I told you right now isn’t a good—”

He threw the door open and his words caught in his throat. His stomach dropped to his balls, and his heart froze.

Professor Magdalin stood in the doorway, dressed in a smart business suit.

She immediately started talking as he opened the door:

“Sorry, I wanted to surprise you,” she said, not noticing that Reed had tried to move to block the doorway. “I wanted to see if we could get a quickie in before—”

But Reed was too short—Magdalin was too tall.

She looked right over him, into the house, and her eyes went wide. Her mouth was stuck in an O as she finished her sentence and said, “School.”

Meadow was sitting up in Reed’s bed, the covers pulled up over her breasts, up to her neck. Her eyes were huge and terrified.

“M-Mom?!” the girl uttered.

The door to the bathroom opened—the water hadn’t even started yet—and Gracie’s naked, graceful form stepped out to see what all the hubbub was about.

“Who’s tha—” Gracie stopped herself short as she poked her head around the door and saw Magdalin in the doorway. She gasped and breathed: “Oh, shit.”

Reed’s heart thumped wildly in his chest.

Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck—

Professor Magdalin’s eyes left the startled faces her daughter and Gracie, and slowly, very slowly, zeroed in on Reed.

With utter fury dancing behind those eyes, she looked down on Reed Claybrook and appeared ready to punch him. To end him.

“You little . . . mother . . . fucker
 . . .” Magdalin croaked, her slow, brooding rage more frightening than any yelling could have been.

Reed gulped. He didn’t know what to do. Could he flee his own house? He was probably quicker than Magdalin, in her sexy high heels, and might be able to sneak under her arm, pole-vault over the railing, and kill himself landing on his Civic downstairs.

It didn’t seem like the best idea.

Instead, he scratched his head and offered her a quirky, scared little smile, saying the first thing that came to his mind, which was also possibly the stupidest thing he could say:

“Yeah . . . I guess I am a motherfucker, huh?”

~
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Chapter One
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R
 eed Claybrook stared
 at Professor Magdalin with a confused look of fear and lust. He was dressed in nothing but a black robe, she was dressed in high heels and a prim business skirt and shirt that accentuated her curvy hips and pumped her tits up high in her button-down.

She looked at Reed with an expression of complete loathing and rage, her eyes burning with righteous fury. Her blonde hair was big and wavy, her glasses leaning on the bridge of her nose, her full lips pursed together.

Reed could feel himself losing control underneath his robe. It wouldn’t be long before his rigid cock came swinging up from between his legs, opening the robe and parting it down the middle.

Magdalin refused to look at her daughter, Meadow, who lay on Reed’s bed with the covers pulled up to her chin. Meadow’s friend, Gracie, had appeared naked from the bathroom and was quickly picking up scattered clothing from the ground to make herself decent.

It was a scene out of a movie: drenched with hot tension that threatened to explode into full-blown chaos at any moment. Professor Magdalin believed her daughter and her daughter’s friend had just fucked her
 fuck buddy. The boy responsible for ruining her marriage—though Magdalin was as much to blame for that as Reed. She was the one who kept coming back to Reed, eager to hop on that tremendous meat-rod.

It wasn’t that Magdalin cared that Reed fucked other people—she expected it; he was only 20, after all, and she was 38. No, it was that somehow Magdalin’s daughter
 had gotten involved. She didn’t—couldn’t—think about Reed’s hard, throbbing, gigantic cock thrusting into her little girl.

She shuddered.

“Meadow, Gracie, get the hell out of this house,” Magdalin said in a low, brooding voice.

Meadow jumped up from the bed, and Magdalin’s eyebrows twitched in surprise.


Thank God,
 Magdalin thought, she’s clothed!


Meadow and Gracie didn’t need to be told twice. They hurried out of the house without a word, squeezing by Professor Magdalin in the doorway.

On the way out, Magdalin stopped her redheaded daughter with a firm hand on her shoulder. Without looking at her—still gazing at Reed angrily—she said, “We’ll talk about this later tonight when I’m home, young lady.”

Meadow nodded briskly. “Yes, ma’am,” she croaked. Then she and Gracie were gone.

Which left Reed, all alone in front of this formidable woman, looking up at her, nervous about what she might do.

She was taller than him—about a foot taller with her high heels—and thicker; probably stronger. She didn’t seem like the type of person who would be averse to a little domestic violence here and there.

Reed gulped. Underneath his robe, he felt his cock thicken and grow down his leg. His nuts felt even weightier than usual, sagging low like tennis balls.

“W-What are you going to do?” he asked, staring up into her furious eyes.

Professor Magdalin frowned and grabbed the smaller man by the shoulders.

“I’m going to hate fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk afterward.”

* * *
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P
 ROFESSOR MAGDALIN
 pushed Reed inside his apartment and slammed the door behind her. She guided him by his shoulders, shoving him back, back, back, until he crashed into the wall next to his bed.

She stripped his robe off him and flung it behind her, on the ground.

He stood naked before her, skinny and slender in all areas save one.

As he smacked into the wall and bumped his head, his cock swung heavily from left to right, dangling above his knees. He grimaced.

Before he could say “ouch” or anything similar, Magdalin’s hand was over his mouth, covering it so he couldn’t speak. She lifted her knee between his legs, bringing it up so his fat sack perched on her knee, drooping over the sides of her leg.

Reed’s eyes bulged. 

With the one hand she kept his head shoved against the wall, hand over his mouth, and the other hand reached down between his legs and grabbed his heavy, floppy cock.

It grew in her hand, until her fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around it. It lengthened and hardened—thick and veiny and long. As it engorged, it jutted out from Reed’s thin body like a Louisville slugger, expanding until it reached all the way up Magdalin’s thigh—10 inches or more from the bulbous tip to the end of his hefty shaft.

It throbbed and pulsated in her hand, begging to be relieved.

Magdalin ran her hand up and down, massaging it, feeling its warmth and rugged sturdiness. For how soft Reed Claybrook looked on the outside, his crown jewel was incredibly manly and imposing.

But she wasn’t scared. She was in control.

Magdalin kept stroking him, until the thick length curved upward in her hand. She kept her knee firmly placed up into Reed’s nutsack, squishing them against her bare flesh.

She flicked off her high heels and stomped onto the ground. She was only about six inches taller than Reed now. She stared down at his cute face, relishing the frightened, eager look in his eyes.

He wanted nothing more than to move his body—to thrust up against her, even if it was only dry humping her leg. He needed release of some kind, but she wouldn’t give it to him.

Her hand moved from his mouth to somewhere even more scary—his neck.

“Come on, you magical fat-cocked Harry Potter-looking motherfucker,” she screamed at him as she painfully jerked him off.

She tightened her hand against his neck.

His face strained and contorted. “I . . . I don’t even wear glasses,” he croaked confusedly.

She smirked and removed her hand from his cock, so it rested against the top of her thigh. With that hand she undid the clasp of her button-down dress and opened it up from the front, revealing herself.

Reed glanced down and saw she wore no panties.

Magdalin moved her body ever so slightly, still towering over Reed, but now she straddled him, his cock throbbing between her legs.

Usually, with the height difference, a smaller man would’ve needed a stepping stool of some kind to fuck Magdalin while standing.

But Reed’s cock was big enough to reach her wet pussy.

She slid a hand across the underside of his cock, from root to tip, her hand disappearing beneath its girth. Then she angled it upward, toward her.

Without any preamble, she grunted and shoved the hard, pink cockhead into her. It parted her pussy lips with a squirming wet sound, and then it was inside her, snug and incredibly filling.

She blinked rapidly as she took Reed’s cock inside her.

Her knees immediately went weak, but she stayed on her feet, still pressing Reed against the wall.

Reed moaned, his neck hurting from her grasp. But his cock felt so good as it slid into her.

Then she started moving up and down, with one hand on the middle of his cock to guide it and keep it veering upward.

Her pussy dropped down deeper onto his throbbing member, filling up more of her hole, spreading her lips even further as it moved past the wide ridge of his cock to the girthy thickness of the middle of his shaft.

She let out an exaggerated groan, then she lifted herself like she was doing a squat, feeling Reed’s huge dick move inside her.

She pressed her wide hips against his smaller hips. Her thick thighs shadowed his skinny ones.

She moved her ass up and down, until she was practically bouncing on his cock. Had her dress been all the way off, her asscheeks would have been clapping as she pressed into him—loud, slapping sounds—but her skintight dress kept her butt firmly in place.

For five minutes she straddled Reed’s little body and pressed her weight against him, forcing him against the wall, roughly fucking him while he was immobile, her hand gently wedged against his throat.

Reed’s hands were free, but he didn’t try to move her hand from his neck. Instead, he reached out and tore open the front of Magdalin’s button-down business shirt, revealing her huge bra and the tits smashed together underneath. 

As he ripped off her bra, her fat, round tits jumped out and wobbled in the air, inches from his face.

His hands started caressing those big soft pillows and pinching her pink little nipples.

She thrust forward and down, forcing more of his cock inside her while smooshing Reed’s face against her breasts.

She also squeezed more tightly on his throat, until she was casually choking him.

His face turned purple as he motorboated Magdalin’s tits and started to lose feeling in his cheeks. Before long, the edges of his vision were getting dark, ringed with black, and he thought he’d pass out.

He also thought he might explode and cum up inside Magdalin’s pussy before he went unconscious.

But neither happened.

Magdalin abruptly tore her hand away from his throat when it looked like things were getting too dire. She removed her tits from his face, though he held onto them and pulled them away from her chest, still pinching the nipples.

She gritted her teeth and hopped off his cock, and the enormous meat-rod wobbled in the air, wavering and slick with Magdalin’s juices.

Reed gasped for breath as Magdalin’s hand strayed away from his neck. Color came back to his cheeks in a hurry, until his gaunt face was red rather than purple.

She took him by the shoulders and manhandled him, turning him aside and shoving him on his bed nearby.

He flew back and tripped over the edge, landing on his back.

His cock catapulted back toward him and slapped against his stomach with a loud, lewd thwack.
 His balls jumped wildly in the air and came to rest between his legs.

Reed leaned back with his arms stretched out, still breathing hard, trying to catch his breath.

Magdalin moved quickly. She lifted her right leg—the foot was bare from getting rid of the high heels—and pressed her sole firmly against his nutsack, her toes tickling and prodding his testicles.

Reed closed his eyes.

She massaged his ballsack hard with her foot, then moved it so her heel kneaded into his fat pouch and the rest of her foot caressed the underside of his cock, crushing his manhood against his stomach and lower chest.

The width of Reed’s cock was equal to that of Magdalin’s foot.

Without delay, and while groaning as her foot pressed against his cock, Reed took his hands and grabbed Magdalin by the ankle.

He wrapped both hands around her foot and started using it for his own purposes, sliding the entire bottom of her foot up and down his cock.

Magdalin blushed as she watched Reed using her foot to jack off, his eyes clenched tightly shut.

Her hands slid between her legs, parted her pussy lips, and slipped inside her vagina—one hand twiddling her clit.

They stayed like that for a few minutes: Magdalin towering over a prone Reed, fingering herself madly and squashing his cock with her foot, while Reed managed to turn her torturous plan into an erotic footjob.

Then Magdalin had had enough—her pussy ached with wetness and longing. She forcefully pulled her foot away and took her skirt off, pulling it down her legs and then flinging it off.

She was now naked from the waist down, with only her unbuttoned business shirt on up top, her heavy tits protruding out.

Magdalin’s nipples were hard and pointed, and wetness dribbled down her leg.

She got onto the bed knees-first, looming over Reed with her fat udders swinging and smacking him in the face. She lifted her ass high in the air, then grabbed his cock between her legs and straightened it.

She tilted her head and watched from the side—not between her big tits, which took too much of the view away—to make sure she was sitting on him properly.

Then she plunged her ass down onto his cock, and it erupted into her pussy all at once.

She cried out and her eyes went wide from the fullness she felt. It filled her to the brim, spreading her impossibly far.

She sat her ass down on him and tried to take as much of his cock as she could.

She put her hands together on his little chest, pushing on him like she was giving him CPR. Her ass moved on its own, rising and falling on his giant cock, until she’d taken about seven inches of him and could feel it kissing her cervix.

His thick pole rubbed over her G-spot and filled in the bumps in her walls, lighting her pussy on fire.

She slammed her ass down on him again, her wide butt drooping over his smaller hips.

Now her asscheeks clapped—free from the confines of her work dress. They made obscene slapping noises every time her hips fell down on him and took in more of his cock.

Pwahp—pwahp—pwahp—

Reed didn’t move his body—he let the professor do all the heavy lifted—or dropping, rather. But he did open his mouth to take in one of her hefty tits in his mouth, his lips encircling the hard, little nipple. He bit down lightly on her nipple, tasting the salty sweatiness. Each one of her tits was about as big as his head, and he couldn’t see a thing.

But he could hear the constant slapping of her asscheeks together, and the wet sliding of his cock ripping into her pussy, and the heavy weight of her hands against his chest.

She started to cry out as she gained more of a rhythm.

And Reed felt a fire under him—a burning desire to do more.

He’d let Magdalin have her way with him for long enough.

It was his turn.

His hands reached unseeingly for her sides, and he found the soft flesh above her hips.

When Magdalin lifted her hips up, he made his move.

He bucked his hips, sending his cock flying into her stretched vagina, and she yelped in surprise.

He gripped her sides tightly, creating natural love handles, and she kept her ass stuck in the air, unmoving. 

His hips moved on their own, bouncing on the bed and using that to his advantage. The springs enabled him to get a better jump each time his butt landed, so his cock could dig deeper into her. 

Reed pelted her stationary pussy from below, until he was thrusting up so hard that his heavy balls started to bounce too.

He used her body’s weight as leverage, pulling himself up so he could pound her from underneath her body, and all the while he fucked her, he pulled her tits down with his mouth, biting her nipples and slobbering over the roundness.

He got into a rhythm of his own, and could tell that her arms were feeling weak trying to hold herself up as she was pounded so mercilessly from below.

With every thrust of his hips, his balls hit the bed hard, then bounced just as hard into the air and swung up and around, until they were slapping against her ass.

Her legs closed slightly, as if her knees wanted to knock together.

But Reed wouldn’t let her. He reached out and wrapped his arms further up her back—tighter against her waist.

Then he pulled down.

Magdalin screamed and came all at once, her body shuddering from the orgasm.

Then her arms gave out and she fell forward with another strangled cry.

Even lying down, she was still a head taller than Reed, and now her tits squished perfectly into his face, smashing him and nearly suffocating him.

But he didn’t care—he had her right where he wanted her.

When she fell forward and down, her knees lost their balance and gave out as well—as did her ass. Every part of her collapsed forward, flattening onto Reed.

She was spread-eagle on the bed, lying on top of Reed with her tits in his face and her legs parted—his behemoth still stuffed inside her pussy.

Reed tightly hugged Magdalin’s thick body, feeling the soft, sweaty curves against his skin. 

He wrapped his legs around her ass, so he was hugging her with both sets of appendages: his arms around her back, hands clasped together; his legs around her ass, ankles locked together.

Her arms were pressed tightly against her body, her legs were flailing over the edge of the bed. She was leg- and arm-locked by this vicious little fucker.

Her body was completely immovable.

Now all Reed had to do was move his hips . . .

“F-Fuck! You little bastard!” she cried out, succumbing to the ruthless position that she’d found herself in. Her tits were still in Reed’s mouth, so he didn’t respond.

He only responded by thrusting his hips and digging even deeper inside of her.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as he monkey fucked her.

“C-Come on you hung little demon! Cripple my poor little pussy and don’t let me walk out of here!” she screamed in ecstasy.

He wailed up into her again, picking up his pace so his cock slid incredibly fast up and down her raw pussy. It started to ache after awhile, but it was more lubricated than ever. Reed’s cock battered her and stuffed her, and his balls clapped against her huge, fleshy asscheeks.

“Aggghhh! Stuff my guts! You little stud—make me your bitch! Make me your cocksleeeeve!” she wailed, cumming again. Her whole body trembled from the pleasure.

Reed gripped her back so hard that he made little red handprints in her skin. His little ass started to move like a jackhammer, drilling into her with insane swiftness, making her asscheeks ripple and flop in the air. Her body didn’t move as he tore into her, and yet his ass and cock moved with blinding speed. Like her back, her ass was red from the battering it took from his balls.

His cock thickened inside of her, and she screamed, “Rip me in half! Tear me in two!” as he held his position taut in the air.

He came inside her, roaring as he did like a man possessed.

She felt his torrent of cum unleash and spray all the way into her. It almost felt like it would burst into her stomach and flood her throat and come wretching out of her mouth.

His cock pulsed as it spewed what seemed like a gallon of jizz into her.

She’d never felt so much cum fill her—to the brim—and she knew she’d be leaking for hours after that.

As Reed finished, he slid out of her, and a jet of semen followed his cock, rushing out of her like a white river and ruining his bedsheets.

She breathed in labored gasps, flat on her stomach and tits, head down, cum dribbling out of her creampied pussy.

She closed her eyes.

Then a shadow fell over her.

Reed wasn’t under her anymore—when did he do that?

He was standing over her, his hands on his hips.

His cock was still hard, dripping cum, wet and slick and glistening.

It looked so enormous in his little hands.

“We’re not done,” he said severely, a frown on his face.

She opened her eyes. “W-We’re not?”

“Far from it, Professor. You thick fucking slut. You’d better call in for a substitute today.”

She looked up at him helplessly—at his towering, manly dick. When has he ever recovered so quickly?


“R-Really?” she asked, her mind still numb. “Why?”

“Because you’re going to need a wheelchair to get out of here, bitch.”

She nodded in defeat, accepting her fate. She had tried her damnedest to dominate him like he did to her so often.

But she’d overestimated her abilities, while simultaneously underestimating Reed’s drive and motivation.

He wasn’t one to be dominated.

With a cock that big, that intimidating, there was only one way this would end—and Reed had known all along: with Professor Magdalin swamped in a lake of hot cum, unable to feel her body after climaxing so hard, and Reed standing over her triumphant and victorious.

She would take her humiliation in stride.

She would give in to her base desires, no matter how angry she was—she would have to let that anger out some other way—and she would let this little big man have his way with her.

Reed Claybrook owned her pussy.

And she loved it.

“All right,” she said breathlessly. “Could you hand me my phone? I don’t think I can move quite yet.” 
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Chapter Two
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S
 omehow Magdalin’s
 attitude had turned Reed into a fucking monster. A fucking
 monster.

Her transition from dominant to submissive was quick and absolute.


She should have known it would end this way,
 Reed told himself. She shouldn’t have tested me.
  

Almost as soon as she was off the phone, requesting a substitute to fill her teaching position that day because of an “illness” she was recovering from, Reed had her legs up in the air.

“Yeah, you have an illness, all right,” Reed said, holding her ankles up high. “It’s turning you into my bitch, and the only cure is for me to fuck you silly.”

Magdalin was on her back, her tits spilling out of her business shirt. She stared up at Reed with fascination and horror, sweat beading her brow and forehead. Her nicely shampoo’d and styled hair was unkempt and wild around her face.

“P-Please, sir, be g-gentle. I’m still recovering . . .” she whined, trailing off as Reed placed her legs on his shoulders.

She felt like she was at the gynecologist, the way her legs were spread out wide, with her ankles resting between his head. But the thing threatening to go inside of her was much bigger and scarier.

Reed held his cock and it protruded out from his little hand—at least seven or eight inches of his shaft sticking out from his fingers.

He lifted his cock so the shadow of it loomed over Magdalin, her eyes going wide.

She could still feel cum dribbling out of her.

Then he slammed his cock down hard on her pussy, causing her whole body to quake.

“Unk—” she cried out as she released pent-up air from her lungs. “P-Please,” she repeated, her eyebrows arched downward helplessly.

But Reed showed no mercy. “Not a chance,” he said. “You’ve been a bad, naughty professor, and must be punished.”

He glanced at the pathetic look on her face, then slapped his cock against her pussy again, making her wince.

Then he put his hands under her calves, lifting her legs up, and jammed his cock into her ravaged hole. She “oof’d” and it turned into a silent, wordless yell, her mouth frozen in an intense O.

As he started blasting into her, his whole bed moved from the force of his thrusts and the weight of Magdalin’s body. Her tits jiggled relentlessly, bouncing up and down, almost hitting her in the face.

Reed felt warm cum envelop his penis as he entered her, but he powered through and stuffed himself deep inside her, wracking her whole body with quivers.

“P-Punish me, then, boy—do your worst!” she cried out in a lilting, jagged voice. “Make me your little whore bitch!”

Reed grunted and thrust into her again, his balls swinging up to slap her ass. He held onto her legs as he fucked her, getting more power out of his pumps by using her legs for balance, leverage, and a foundation.

Her legs started trembling on his shoulders as he ruthlessly tore into her, every thrust bringing his nutsack to smack heavily against her bottom.

Pap-thwack—pap-thwack—pap-thwack—

As she climaxed again and felt even more energy leave her body, Reed shrugged her legs off him and they fell heavily to the bed, bending at the knee so her feet smacked his carpeted floor.

She twitched in orgasmic bliss, her eyes wide and glassy.

Reed flipped her over—quite a feet with his little arms and her more substantial weight—but she didn’t resist. She allowed herself to be flipped like a pancake and used like a tool, and her mind started thinking in a similar vein—

“Gimme m-more of y-your baby batter, studmuffin,” she said into the pillow near her face. She reached out and grabbed the pillow, bringing it under her chin so she could bite it if she needed to.

She felt Reed’s rugged cock gliding down her asscrack, teasing her asshole, and she was lost to another full-body spasm.

Her mind was on overdrive and it probably wasn’t even 8:00 in the morning yet. How was she going to go about the rest of her day after this thorough annihilation?

She didn’t have time to think of an answer, because then she felt Reed’s beefy log probing her pussy again and tearing her in half.

She bit down on the pillow, as intended.

Reed slapped her ass, hard, and the shockwave sent ripples down her cheeks. He pumped into her again, and the probing mushroom-head of his cock drove deeper into her, opening her up.

She whined as he slapped her ass again—the pain of the slap mixing with the immense pleasure from his unreasonable cock as it penetrated her over and over again.

Her eyes opened and she suddenly got on her knees, surprising him. Even with his giant cock inside of her, she squirmed forward on the bed, as if trying to get away, though she knew her chances were slim.

“Aww,” Reed chuckled, “where do you think you’re going, you fat-titted slut? Are you tired of being my fucktoy?”

“N-Nooo,” she said, her voice tired but filled with angst and desire. She wanted to see how he’d react.

And react he did. She pulled away from him—his cock slipping out of her as she moved—and crawled on her hands and knees about a foot further on the bed. She reached the end of the bed, with her head just inches from the plaster wall.

As she did that, Reed hopped on the bed, on his knees, his cock jumping up and down with him. He bounced on the bed, then went to his feet and shuffled forward, toward her huge ass. There were red handprints and nutsack prints all over her beaten asscheeks.

He straddled her and grabbed handfuls of her cheeks, slapping the flesh again. She moaned, and then he bent over her and grabbed her mane of blonde hair with one hand.

He pulled back so her head reared like a neighing horse.

“Eeeek,” she cried.

Still standing, but with his knees bent, he guided his cock into her gaping, slimy pussy, and stuck it inside her.

He pulled back on her hair as he thrust into her and grunted angrily, and her body contorted like a marionette to accommodate his grip on her hair.

As her head lurched, Magdalin’s tits bounced in the air, wobbling and smacking into each other and hitting her exposed neck.

On the other side, where her tits weren’t hitting her throat and face, Reed’s balls were pounding mercilessly against her round buttocks every time he plunged into her.

She came for the ninth or tenth time, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as Reed did whatever he wanted with her, and her tongue lolled out of her mouth.

“Ha ha, I broke my toy—the cock-crazed whore can’t even keep her mouth shut!” Reed yelled in glee as her warm fluids jellied his cock and leaked out of her.

He thrust into her one more time, roaring and swinging his hips as hard as he could, and he let go of her hair at the same time.

Her head shot forward and hit the wall with a bang, and she felt a sharp jolt of pain at the same time as her ecstatic orgasm ripped through her.

“I’ll give you something to keep your mouth shut,” Reed said, Magdalin collapsing on the bed once more—facedown, ass-up.

He bounced off the bed, slapping her ass one more time, and hitting it so hard it fell over so she was on her side, curled into a near fetal position.

“Do you have anything to say to me? Any apologies?” Reed asked. He walked up to the edge of the bed where her face was hanging from, and put a hand on her wet hair, swiping it away from her cheeks.

Magdalin sniffled and wiped sweat from her brow. Despite the brutal fucking she’d endured, her face was relatively clean, other than being drenched in sweat.

“Y-Yeah,” she said lowly. “Skullfuck me, you little big-dicked pervert. Fuck my face so I can’t breaaat—grraack—”

“Shut the fuck up,” Reed growled, cramming his cock into her mouth before she could finish her sentence. He heard a crackling of bones, and her jaw extended until it couldn’t go any further. It was barely enough to take the head of his cock inside her little mouth, the ridge of his giant cockhead just barely making it past her lips.

The skin under her chin bulged like a bird’s gullet, her pupils spinning wildly around her eyes.

As his smelly cum-drenched cock plunged down her throat, she gagged and made wretching sounds, and her tongue was forced to the side of her mouth to allow the unbelievable girth entryway.

“If it’s a throatfucking you want so bad, it’s a throatfucking you’ll get, whore,” Reed said, pumping his little hips and sending more of his lengthy cock down her beleaguered throat.

Her lips bled from being chapped and spread so far apart.

Reed angrily jammed and stuffed her face, making more and more inches of his cock disappear down her greedy throat, until it also bulged like underneath her chin. The veins on her neck popped out, and her legs shook and flailed uncontrollably.

Reed put his hand on the back of her head and leaned into her, grimacing and clenching his mouth shut, showing his teeth. He shoved her head down to try and fit more of his cock into her, and the sounds coming from her throat were weak and wet and feeble.

Snot poured out of her nose as she tried to breathe. Her eyes were wild and crazy, her face turning purple. Reed held the sides of her neck as if he was trying to open it further to create a tunnel.

He could see the outline of his enormous cock in her throat as it treacherously traveled down.

His pole was lodged so deeply into her that when he moved his hips back and forth, it actually brought her head back and forth with it.

He fucked her face like a ragdoll, making her spew snot and saliva all over the place. Tears rolled down her cheeks in streams, ruining her makeup and mascara.

“Mmmmf! Mmmfff!” she protested, head swiveling back and forth on her bulging neck.

She thought she could feel his cock touching her stomach, he was so deep—further down than he’d ever gone. It was painful, but at the same time she kept ejaculating little spurts from her pussy, as the asphyxiation carried her erotic pleasure sensors to new heights.

At the same time, every thrust and return opened her throat up more than it ever had been. She thought she could probably swallow a fucking baseball bat now, if given the chance.

But there was a thick log blocking the airways, and breathing became impossible.

She panicked, moaning and humming her complaints to Reed with wild hysteria, while he just kept assaulting her poor throat like it owed him money.

She’d been relegated to nothing more than his plaything: a slopping, wet mess, her face unrecognizable, her cheeks puffed and bloated, sweat mixing with precum and saliva and snot.

Then Reed groaned to himself and she felt it: hot cum blasting down her esophagus, filling her stomach. He was well beyond the gag-point of her throat—far deeper. The semen coated her insides with stickiness. There was so much cum battering her that she thought she’d pass out, or that her stomach would inflate with it. 

Her eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets.

She was on the edge of unconsciousness now—blissful, deep unconsciousness—and couldn’t wait for the darkness to envelop her. 

Then she could suddenly breathe, sort of, as Reed’s cock ripped out from her mouth. All the snot and cum and saliva that had been building up immediately caved in around her wide-open esophagus and came surging back down.

The feeling was akin to when the waves of the ocean beat you down and the saltwater floods your throat and nose.

It was a wave of nasty cum, trying to drown her.

She gasped and writhed on the bed, vomiting over the edge, a whitish-green slime pouring from her face. It landed on the tip of Reed’s cock and on his bare feet and on the carpet.

She was not ashamed as she upchucked all over the place, but only kept wheezing and heaving to try to clear out the spunk from her system.


Surely Reed’s had his fill of filling me,
 she thought, unable to look up. She could feel her neck was bruised from the intense pounding it had taken, and her jawbones cracked against each other in her ears, nearly unhinged—it would certainly be some time before she could close her mouth without hurting.

She heard the glorious sound of running water—a sink! The shower!—and knew it was finally all over.

She had succumbed to his meanest, deepest pleasures, and thought she’d performed like a champ, considering the size of the tool he used.

She’d prevailed.

Hallelujah.

Then the water turned off. Still leaning over the edge of the bed, she tried to part the hair from her eyes. She realized the button-down pinstripe business shirt she’d been wearing was ruined, covered in cum and makeup and vomit.

She attempted to look up, across the room to the bathroom, but couldn’t see Reed anywhere.

Then she felt hands on her ankles, pulling her like a monster in a horror movie. Her whole body slid to the end of the bed. She reached out and grabbed bedsheets, dragging the covers with her as she was pulled along like a puppet. A snail-trail of jizz followed her face down the length of the bed.

“Ahhh!” she cried out, even as semen dripped from her teeth and lips, trickled down her chin, and threatened to explode from her stomach.

Her legs dangled over the edge of the bed.

She was covered in jizz on both ends—the sticky stuff seeping out of her mouth and pussy.

Her cum-addled mind spun in circles.

He came twice—strongly both times! What could he possibly—

And then her asscheeks were being spread apart, and she moaned low in her throat, coughing as more cum choked her.

She felt his hard thing hotdogging her buttocks, wet and sticky, but cleaned of vomit. It was still—amazingly, incredibly, impossibly—hard.

The whole shaft barely fit between her asscheeks, spreading them apart, with the doorknob-sized cockhead jutting out the end.

“Are, are, are you going to—what are you going to do?” she croaked. She could feel wet ejaculate underneath her tummy, from where she’d cum rivers earlier.

“You know what I’m going to do,” he said matter-of-factly.

Her voice was hoarse as she said, “You’re going to skewer my worthless ass with your studly cock, a-are are aren’t you?”

As a way of reply, his cock poked her asshole. She gasped at the same time as her anus did, then it gave way to his rough pushing and she felt Reed’s fuckrod plummet into her darkest hole. 

“I’m going to break you,” he said simply, over the sounds of her wailing.

He worked methodically on her, slowly piercing her ass with his fat meatstick, enjoying her cries as he pushed inch after inch into her.

He must’ve lubed up, because she could feel the wet coldness as he went deeper into her guts.

But it made little difference.

His cock was simply too big to have any business being inside anyone’s ass.

And Reed didn’t care.

She was actually crying now, tears of pain and pleasure, rather than just crying out in agony or bliss. She moaned and let Reed jam his huge cock down her sphincter, knowing she wouldn’t be able to keep her shit in for weeks afterward.

Already she thought she could feel the skin tearing, and she worried that she’d bleed from her anus, but Reed didn’t have any qualms.

He slid his cock back and forth in her ass, and even dragged half of her body off the bed, to get a better stance. Her knees hit the floor with a bang and her ass dropped a bit as it lowered off the bed. Her stomach still lay flat on the wet, cum-stained sheets, and her tits were smashed firmly into the bed.

But her ass was wiggling off the edge now—the bed had no frame, so it was pretty low to the ground—and Reed was pressing down on her back as he fucked her butthole.

“Ruin my asshole, da-da-daddy!” she screamed through her tears.

Reed’s heavy nuts swinging against her beaten pussy made little difference now—the feeling was too intense in her bottom.

She tried to hold on, but it was pointless.

Next brutal thrust, she unclenched her body and another wave of ejaculate jetted out from her pussy, squirting all over Reed’s skinny legs and the carpet.

As he pumped into her ass, widening it with each thrust, a synchronous spurt of cum would shoot out of her every time he plowed into her.

Reed started to chuckle from her intermittent, constant squirts.

Her ass made sliding farting noises as he continued, where—somehow—air pockets had formed inside of her.

She lost all sense of control over her bodily functions: his fat cock inside her little asshole made her entire lower half numb.

Piss drizzled down her legs, and more of it shot out from her pussy. It seemed like all the liquids inside of her were making their exit.

She thought she would probably shit herself immediately after Reed got done punishing her ass.

The constant, thrumming orgasm made dark circles surround her vision, and she felt herself going under.

Her mouth opened silently, a banshee’s wail parting her lips, and knew she only had seconds before she was gone.

The last thing she felt was another hot current of cum flooding her asshole, venturing deep into her, trying to reach up to her stomach from the other
 direction.

Then everything went black as she slid into blissful oblivion.
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Chapter Three
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B
 efore Reed cleaned
 himself up, he snapped a picture on his phone of Professor Magdalin’s compromised position.

He didn’t know why he took the picture—he hadn’t done that before with any of his previous conquests—but this one was too good to pass up.

It was his finest annihilation yet.

Her big fat ass lay halfway off the edge of the bed, pushed out and red with palm prints and indentations of his nutsack. Her butthole gaped incredibly wide. Her hair covered her dirty, streaky face. Her tits were smooshed up under her, spilling out of her sides like puffy pillows.

Cum leaked out of every orifice. It spilled down her gaping asshole, mixing with the piss and ejaculate that oozed out of her wrecked pussy. It even seeped out of her opened mouth and trickled down her nose. There was some splashed across her back and in her hair. It pooled in her stomach, too, and lathered her esophagus up top and her intestines down below. Her body was bruised in multiple spots: her neck, where her throat had taken such a beating; her thighs and buttocks, where Reed had gripped her tightly.

He could see the slow rise and fall of her backside—Thank God she still breathed after such an extravagant session!—and he wondered when she’d come to.

He put his phone away after glancing at the picture one last time, enjoying his handiwork.

Almost as soon as he did, he saw her goopy eyes flutter open. She moaned achingly, turning her head slightly so she could see Reed standing naked before her, hands crossed over his slender chest.

She caught her breath as her gaze went downward . . . and then she exhaled thankfully. His big dick was soft—red and swinging between his legs, resting on top of his giant nuts, which dangled and pushed his cock out absurdly, like it always did.

Reed walked over to her slowly, his flaccid cock just inches from her face, and she recoiled.

He chuckled and swept her wet hair out of her face, so he could look down at her and smile at the ruination.

As he petted her, she winced at the pain she felt in every hole and through every muscle of her body.

He spoke softly to her, like a parent scolding a child.

“I think that’ll teach you, Professor, not to be so high and mighty with me. Won’t it?”

She nodded diligently, unable to form the words.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

She continued nodding.

“And what lesson is that?” he asked cheerily.

She cleared her throat and allowed him to keep petting her. It felt nice, after how rough he’d been—he’d climaxed three times in a single session! He’d never done that before with her.

“Hmmm?” he asked again, gently.

“D-D-Don’t come barging in . . . here. Don’t d-d-demand anything from you.”

“Not unless you want to get utterly ruined and dominated. Yes, that’s good. And what do you say?”

“I’m . . . I’m sorry.”

“Sorry . . . what?”

She moved her head slightly, away from the puddle of cum that had pooled near her mouth.

“I’m sorry, daddy.”

“I think you can call me ‘master’ now, after that little episode, hmm?” Reed said.

She nodded.

“Try it.” 

“I’m sorry . . . master. You were right. I think I wanted you to bully me with your giant cock, sir. Y-Yes, I see that now.” She felt dumb and exhausted. The room was suddenly stuffy and cramped with the overly strong stench of sex and semen.

Just for good measure, Reed lifted his floppy cock and traced it around her face, sliding it along and holding it like he was pissing.

She winced again, but took the humiliation in stride, letting the heavy thing flop and rest over her cheek. Even soft, it was about as long as her whole face.

Reed sighed. He jerked his hip and his cock wagged off her face, slapping back against his thigh. She exhaled sharply as he moved, as if she thought he would hurt her.

“I wouldn’t hurt you, Professor. You know that, right?” he said.

“Yes, master.”

“Good.” He sighed. “And by the way . . . I never fucked Meadow.”

Magdalin blinked rapidly, trying to process that. “W-What?” she asked, looking up at him for the first time.

“I haven’t fucked your daughter. Her friend Gracie, sure, but not Meadow.”

She opened her mouth to say something, but then found his finger pressed over her lips, silencing her.

“I’m going to though, Mags. I’m going to fuck your daughter. Do you understand?”

Tears welled in Magdalin’s eyes, but she managed to keep them at bay. A million thoughts went through her mind, but none of them were clear.

Eventually, she simply nodded.

“Yes, master. I understand,” she said, closing her eyes, allowing the tears to spill at last.

When she opened her eyes, they were glassy and red-rimmed. Her lower lip trembled. “Please don’t treat her the way you treat me, sir.”

Reed let out another sigh.

“Promise me, Reed. Don’t do . . . this . . .
 to her.” She made a circle with her chin, drawing attention to all the semen bursting out of her and inside of her.

“Do you promise to continue being my cum-dump? My little trashcan jizz-bucket?”

Magdalin could take the degradation. She enjoyed it—sometimes it seemed like that was what she lived for. Reed had awakened that inside of her.

But she never wanted to see the addiction of dominance, debasement, and humiliation overtake her little girl.

What kind of a mother would she be if she could stop that from happening, but didn’t?

Maybe in her own time, Meadow could find herself out . . .

But not now. Not with Reed. 

“Yes, I swear I do,” she told Reed.

“Okay then,” he said. “Then I promise to do as you ask, too.”

She exhaled deeply, relieved.

“Thank you, master.”
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Chapter Four
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A
 fter Magdalin left
 Reed’s apartment (it took her quite a while to get cleaned up and brought back to reality), he decided he would do something on a whim—as a surprise.

Magdalin left the house limping and holding onto the railing for support. Her legs shook as she walked and she carried her high heels in her hands. She’d managed to button her business suit up to cover her considerable assets, but her bra was destroyed. She left without makeup on, having to clean her face of all the cum and tears, and her natural face showed her years. She was still beautiful, but had obviously just been through the proverbial wringer. She left with her head down, a bit humiliated, a bit content, and in quite a bit of pain.

Reed assumed she would be heading straight home—she wouldn’t be caught dead at her college looking like she did. He smiled at the prospect, a random image playing in his mind of Magdalin sashaying around her classroom, her buttons coming undone and her tits flopping out in front of all of her students, her face going beet red.

In his little daydream, she ended up bent over her own desk, skirt flipped onto her back, as she let all the horny male students take turns pounding her out.


Hmm, maybe I’ll have to organize a classroom session of my own,
 he thought to himself as he watched her pull away in her Lexus. 

He took a shower, put on his usual skinny jeans (sans underwear) and a T-shirt, and left his house at around 11:30 a.m.

He found that he was a bit sore and tired, too. Probably nothing close to what the professor must have felt, but he was worn out. Drained. He needed some food to replenish his appetites, and maybe some caffeine.

And what better place for a pick-me-up than a coffee shop?

So he cruised out of Pacific Beach and headed east, toward Clairemont and Mesa College.

He drove to the Starbucks nearby.

He didn’t stay in his car and gather reconnaissance as he had before—feeling squeamish and not wanting to be seen—but got out and walked up to the storefront.

Through the window he could see Alice behind the counter, her back turned to him, making someone a coffee.

He took a deep breath and went inside.

Starbucks smelled great, like all coffees shops do: the pungent smell of morning roast and hazelnut wafted through the room. It was also packed, as Starbucks always are, and Reed had to wait in line behind five people.

He made sure to hide behind the tallest guy in there because he wanted to surprise Alice. He didn’t know how she would react yet, but he had an idea.

Sure enough, when he got to the front of the line and Alice turned around with a cup of coffee in her hand, she almost dropped the cup.

For a split second her face was blank, not registering Reed’s existence—as if she looked right through him—but then her face lit up and a huge smile crept up on her lips.

Reed couldn’t help but smile back at that ear-to-ear grin, and it was like they’d never broken up at all. He couldn’t remember the last time she smiled so huge, even when they were going out.

A young man came to take Reed’s order, but Alice pushed him out of the way.

“Hi!” she said excitedly, elbowing her way in front of him.

Reed glanced at the young man and shrugged, mouthing out, “Sorry,” before he turned back to Alice and observed her.

She wore the usual green apron of all Starbucks employees, but under that he could see she wore her usual attire: a bright dress to offset her stark black hair, her bangs covering her forehead, almost falling into her eyes. Two happy little mounds protruded from underneath the apron, at her chest.

She was a little bit thicker than he remembered—she always had a nice, round butt, but now it seemed like her love handles showed a little bit more.

Reed hoped she hadn’t let herself go since the breakup.

“Hi, Alice. Surprise.”

“I’m so happy to see you, Reed,” Alice said joyfully. She leaned forward conspiratorially and arched an eyebrow. “You are . . . here to see me, right?”

Reed chuckled. “Of course.” His stomach also grumbled, but no one could hear it against the loud din inside the shop. “But I was hoping to get a ham croissant and a coffee, too. I’ve had a . . . long day.”

Alice narrowed her eyes with a slightly disapproving look, as if she didn’t trust his motives. “It’s not even noon yet.”

“I know.”

She shrugged. “Okay. Did you want to talk?”

“Yeah. Your break still at noon?”

She nodded and looked behind her on the wall, to a clock. “Fifteen minutes.”

Reed half-smiled. “Gives me perfect time to finish my croissant.”

“All righty.”

She rang him up, he paid, and he backed away from the counter, but not before getting a little wave from her.

He left the counter feeling more confused than when he’d arrived. He wasn’t sure what he was trying to accomplish here, but it seemed like Alice had a one-track mind for getting back together.

Reed already had a lot on his plate. As his ham croissant and coffee came out and he sat down by himself to eat, he thought about it all.

There were three women obsessed with him at the moment, not
 including Alice. Well, at least two—Professor Magdalin and Gracie. He wasn’t sure about Meadow yet.

There was also Harry he needed to deal with. He hoped he could reconcile with the guy, because Glovebrook was a good (and his only) source of income at the moment. He hoped he hadn’t jeopardized that by embarrassing Harry the other night. Getting a “real” job would suck.

But it wouldn’t be the first time he’d had to make sacrifices because of women. All told, they sort of ran his life—or he ran theirs. Whatever.

Then again, Harry was kind of an asshole at times, so Reed felt a certain venomous glee—righteous karma, if you will—that Harry had been put so thoroughly in his place during the fourway-turned-threeway at his apartment.

One way or another, he needed to talk to Mr. Glover and get things figured out, but not before—

He looked up from his croissant and was knocked back to reality in an instant.

Alice was sitting across from him, her hands folded on the table. She watched him eerily. 

“How long have you been there?” he asked, a confused look on his face. 

“Just a minute or so.”

“Just . . . watching me?”

She nodded and giggled. It was a high, enjoyable sound that came from her little mouth like a whispering angel.

Reed loved Alice’s laugh. It always made him smile—just like it did right now. “Weirdo,” he said, but was still grinning.

“Hey,” Alice chastised, “be nice.”

He finished off his croissant and sat back in his chair.

“Sorry.”

There was a moment of silence between them, only the sound of Reed chewing, as they locked eyes. All the sounds from inside the shop drowned away.

Reed gulped and realized he’d made a huge mistake in locking eyes with Alice Beaumont.

He was back in it. She had him. There was something about those big, almond-shaped eyes that got him every time. He could see the hurt and the joy and the trepidation all mixed together in that one look, bursting to get out.

“So . . .” Alice said, looking away and blushing. Her pale complexion changed radically whenever she blushed. It was cute and wholesome, and Reed loved that, too.

Come to think of it, there were a whole lot of things he liked about Alice—her smile and eyes and Hot Topic look, her intelligence and drive, the way she acted so cute and nerdy, but secretly loved getting dicked down roughly . . .

He had just been so caught up thinking with his little big head in the past, about other women, that he hadn’t noticed what he was throwing away with this one.

“I’ve been an asshole,” he blurted out, after going over those thoughts in his head.

Alice’s head lurched back in her seat. “You—what? No. Yes. I have too!”

“You look great,” he blurted out next, not finding any rhythm.

Now her head tilted to the side. “I? Look great? Come on. You do.”

“No, you.”

“What?”

Reed exhaled. So far, the whole conversation had been done in a single breath. He splayed his hands out on the table and cleared his throat. “Can we start over?”

Alice giggled again, like a schoolgirl, which he guessed she was. “Yes, please. Want to go outside? It’s a nice day.”

“Sure.”

They got up from the table, Reed taking his paper plate and throwing it away, and bringing his coffee with him.

Outside was sunny and warm and nice. Alice’s makeup was a bit more noticeable outside—she didn’t have the smooth, translucent gleam of Meadow’s pale skin, but that was okay. She still turned Reed on.

They sat down at a table bathed in sunlight.

“So,” Reed began, “tell me about this other guy. What happened?”

Alice frowned. “That’s the first thing you want to know about?”

Reed shrugged and crossed a leg over his knee, leaning back. “I want to know about my competition, I guess.”

Alice blushed. Cute, again. “There really was no competition. He was older, somewhat wealthy, and I was mad. I guess I wanted to get back at you . . .”

“That’s understandable.”

Reed knew that Kurt was no competition—he’d proven that to Magdalin at their house. But he still wanted to hear Alice’s opinion of the guy, for some reason.

Alice sighed, then said, “I messed around with him for a while, but it was never serious. You have to know that. And then it just sort of . . . ended.”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “He said he’d found a way to get back together with his wife. I was getting bored with him anyway—he couldn’t please me like . . . well, like you.”

Panic sensors went off in Reed’s head, but he tried his hardest to not show the shock to the system on his face.

Kurt’s back together with Magdalin?! How? When? She conveniently left that out while I was filling her with my seed this morning.

Reed felt his pants tighten a bit at his own dirty thoughts.

Alice was looking away from him—she didn’t see his immediate reaction to the news—and continued. “He said he wanted to still see me, and I scoffed in his face. I’m not gonna be some kind of homewrecker. Uh-uh
 .” She was shaking her head profusely.

“Right,” Reed said, feeling super fidgety. “What a sleazeball.” He looked away too, thinking that the shame on his face must have been showing twice as badly now.

But still Alice didn’t get the hint. “How about you?” she asked, leaning forward a bit. “Have you been seeing anyone?”

Reed shrugged. Man, it’s feeling hot out here. Is that the sun on my back, or just me?
  “I’ve gone out a little bit, here and there.”

“Have you broken anyone in?”

Reed’s eyes went wide. “W-What?”

Alice was smiling devilishly when Reed looked at her face. “Oh, come on, Reed. We both know what you’ve got. Have you been punishing anyone with it?”

Reed couldn’t help but smile. “You’re scandalous, Miss Beaumont.”

Alice reared her head back and laughed, a full-throated belly rumble. Reed could see her entire opened mouth and little rows of white teeth as she faced the sky, her eyes clenched shut.


I sure wouldn’t mind stuffing something in there . . .
 he thought, ogling the curves of her jaw.

Alice’s head came back down and she noticed the dumbfounded expression on his face, but mistook it for embarrassment. “I’m sorry, babe. Really, I am.”

Reed chuckled. “It’s okay.”

Alice leaned forward again. “But have you?”

Reed rolled his eyes. “A little.”

Alice slapped the table with her palm, startling Reed. “I knew it!”

He threw his hands out. “I’m not gonna lie to you, Ally.” It dawned on him that he hadn’t corrected Alice when she called him “babe.” If that wasn’t a sign . . .

His phone started buzzing in his pocket.

“Oh, hell,” he said, reaching into his tight pocket.

Alice bent over to look around the side of the table, to get a glimpse of Reed’s lower half, and she smirked, her eyes going half-lidded. “You really ought to wear different kinds of pants, babe. You’re . . . showing.
 ”

Reed furrowed his brow. He followed Alice’s gaze to his own crotch, and saw that the thick outline of his cock could be seen snaking down his right thigh, protruding about half an inch up from the flatness of his pant-leg. He blushed and finally managed to get the phone out of his pocket.

“It can’t be helped,” he said nonchalantly. He looked at the screen. “Shit, I’ve got to take this. Is it okay? How long do you have?”

“I work a full today, so my break’s an hour.”

“Good. I’ll be right back.”

Reed got up from the seat and walked away, answering the call.
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Chapter Five
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“H
 arry, I’m glad you
 called,” Reed said as he put the phone to his ear.

He’d been prepared for the worst, but what he received was still unexpected . . .

Harry’s voice was low and dark and short—it sounded like he was in his house with the blinds closed, and hadn’t seen sunlight all day. Not a good thing for a bronze-skinned surf rat. “We’re finished, Reed.”

“W-What?”

“I said we’re finished.”

“We were dating?” Reed said, trying to break the ice a little.

Harry scoffed into the phone, a harsh sound that made Reed wince. “You know what I mean. Glovebrook is through. No more gigs.”

“Dude.”

“Nope. I won’t let you change my mind.”

“Harry, listen to me—come on!” Reed yelled, going into panic-mode a bit. His right hand had the phone up to his ear, but his left hand gesticulated wildly in the air as he talked.

“There’s nothing to say. I won’t have that happen—”

“Oh, fuck
 your pride, man! Don’t let one shitty night ruin such a good thing.”

“Fuck you, Reed.”

“Are you really going to let those girls
 control your life like this? You’re going to let them dictate our friendship?”

“This has nothing to do with them.”

“This has everything
 to do with them!”

There was radio silence for a moment, with only the hard breathing of Harry making any noise.

“Dude, don’t jump to any rash decisions right now. Let’s talk this out, like men.” Reed thought the “like men” thing was particularly good, playing to Harry’s ego. “I know we can make this work.”

More silence. Then Harry said, “I don’t ever want to see those girls again.”

“And you won’t.” Petty and a bit cowardly, but okay, I’ll make sure they don’t come to our shows. I need the money these shows bring in!


“I don’t want them at our shows.”

“Like I said—done.”

“And I don’t want you hanging out with them either.”

Reed lowered his head, his wildly pantomiming hand falling to his side. “Excuse me?”

“They caused a rift between us, and we can’t have that, Reed. I don’t want them meddling in our affairs.”


The fucking
 gall on this motherfucker! And what are we, goddamn wizards? “Meddling in our affairs.” Get the hell out of here with that shit!


“Reed?” Harry said.

Reed had pursed his lips and clenched his jaw. He wasn’t about to let this guy dictate his own life—not after he’d just finished telling Harry that the girls shouldn’t dictate his.

But Harry didn’t apologize. He doubled down.

“You have to choose, either them or me,” he said.

“Fine.”

A stop in the action.

“Fine . . . what?”

Reed said, “Fine, you won’t see us together.”

“That’s not good enough, man! I see what you’re doing!” Harry said, and it was true—Reed was trying a little wordplay to get out of making any promises.

“Harry! The fuck!”


“Make a choice!”

“Fine!”
 Reed said in a thundering voice. “I won’t hang out with them.” A blinding anger overtook him. He didn’t know if the words he was saying were true, but what Harry didn’t know couldn’t hurt him . . .

Harry continued like nothing had happened. “Good, then I think I’ve got us a show at—”

Reed hung up on him.

* * *
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A
 S REED FURIOUSLY WALKED
 back over to Alice, he stopped and looked at her sitting at the table, basking in the sun. She was looking down—not on her phone or anything like that, but patiently awaiting Reed’s return, just looking at her own hands on the table, staring intently at her outstretched fingers and fingernails.

Reed’s intense, sudden anger melted away a bit at the sight of her in her flowery dress, so calm and collected and adorable.

He tried to walk over to her with less righteous indignation in his step.


Fuck it,
 he thought, coming to a decision.

Alice looked up when she noticed he was coming back. Her face blanched a little bit at the sight of him, but she mistook the expression on his face for one of rage, rather than determination. “A-Are you . . . is everything all right? I heard you getting pretty loud over—”

Reed walked up to her, leaned in, and kissed her.

There was a spark of electricity as their mouths touched, and Alice didn’t pull back.

She leaned in.

Their tongues found each other in their wet, warm mouths, twisting and curling around. Reed tasted like coffee and Alice tasted like flowers.

Reed’s hands moved—one gently caressing her neck, above the crook of her shoulder, and the other cradling the back of her head.

They held the kiss for a long time, Reed bending down to meet her, Alice leaning up to meet him.

When their faces pulled apart and they stared into each other’s eyes, just inches away, Alice’s eyes were glassy and close to tears.

The look between them said enough without them having to say what was on both of their minds.

“Employee bathroom,” Alice said, her voice breathless.

Reed grinned. “Just like old times.”

* * *
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A
 LICE HAD NEVER BEEN
 much of a screamer.

Yes, Professor Magdalin had caught them on that fateful day because of Alice’s whimpers and the loud smacking of flesh against flesh. But if Alice had been like most other girls Reed fucked, the entire school
 would have known about their little bathroom sexcapade at Mesa College. 

There were three bathrooms in the Starbucks: a men’s and women’s for the public, and a unisex employee bathroom.

Alice went down the hall first, passing by customers and co-workers with her head down. Two minutes later, Reed headed down the hallway. He looked up at the clock on the wall and saw it was 12:32—they needed to be finished before 1:00, so Alice could get back on the clock.

Reed went down the hall and pretended like he was going into the men’s restroom. At the door, he looked over his shoulders, saw no one was coming, and scooted over to the employee bathroom, which you needed a code to enter.

But the door was slightly ajar.

He went in and quickly shut the door behind him.

“Oh, fuck,” Reed said as he leaned back against the door.

Alice’s ass was facing him—no, staring right at him. Her little asshole was winking at him in the middle of her fat, pale asscheeks. Her pussy lips were drawn tightly together, and her slit was pink and inviting and slightly quivering.

She certainly wasn’t wasting any time.

Her bright dress was hiked up over her ass and flipped onto her lower back. Her panties were down by her knees. Her thick thighs didn’t show an ounce of cellulite, despite being a little wider than Reed remembered.

She was in the same position as she had been when they’d been caught at Mesa: straddling the toilet bowl, arms outstretched and holding her up, palms against the wall. She leaned forward, so her head was just inches from the wall, with her ass sticking out behind her.

She waited patiently, enduring the wait as Reed took in all of her most precious parts.

“Do your worst, Mister Claybrook,” she said in a high, lilting voice.

Reed licked his lips. “That’s a dangerous statement, my dear.” He briefly remembered the picture on his phone, of Professor Magdalin facedown, ass-up on his bed, cum dripping out of every orifice.

His cock bulged in his jeans, hardening and snaking down his thigh, almost to the top of his knee. His balls felt full again in his pants—weighing down the seam between his pants-legs.

Reed walked up to her and gently put his hands on each buttock, caressing them, feeling the softness of her fleshy ass.

She was about Meadow’s height—5’8” or so—but from this angle, staring down at her angled back, at the thick hourglass figure, her waist-to-ass ratio, Reed would have no problems.

She had plenty of ass, and even with the love handles, her waist disappeared when she stuck out her bum like she was doing.

Alice sounded desperate—pleading. “I haven’t even heard your belt buckle. What are you waiting—”

Reed bent down and stuck his tongue in her little puckering asshole.

“Oh, Jesus,” Alice moaned, twitching slightly. “Where did you learn . . .” her voice trailed off into a low sound in her throat as Reed’s tongue slithered around her hole, wetting it and darting inside every so often.

As he rimmed her, he felt his cock expanding. If he were wearing boxers or briefs, there was a good chance they would have ripped by now. As it was, his pants had little chance of competing against his strong cock for much longer. The bulge was becoming obscene, stretching out the fabric at his crotch—his heavy meat stuck out almost two inches from his leg, and that was with it still trapped in the skinny jeans.

Reed’s hands slid underneath her, his middle and ring fingers gently piercing up and inside her pussy. Alice moaned upon entry and her head fell slightly, so it was lower than the rest of her outstretched body.

He hooked his fingers in her tight vagina and touched her G-spot, which got an immediate knee-jerk reaction from her. She whimpered, trying not to make noise. He slid in his pinkie, just for good measure, and started pushing outward against her walls, like he was trying to make her pussy wider and bigger.

Which was exactly what he was trying to do, in a way. She was very tight—Kurt obviously hadn’t been able to stretch her out the way he had, so her pussy had constricted to an inoperable size. Inoperable for Reed, anyway.

It was gorgeous to look at, but hard to work with.

She kept letting out adorable little noises as he tongued her asshole and fingerbanged her, the juices starting to drip down his hand. 

With his free hand, he squeezed one of her big asscheeks again—it was about half the size of his torso, and her entire ass was about twice as wide as Reed was. Magdalin had her ass beat in size, by a bit—the professor had one of the largest asses Reed had ever fucked—but Alice more than made up for it in beauty and firmness. She was 19, after all, whereas Magdalin was 38. Magdalin’s ass was gigantic, but a bit flabby (which was definitely not a bad thing, especially when she was bouncing up and down on your dick and those heavy cheeks slammed down on your hips with a ripple).

Reed shook his head and got Magdalin out of his mind. Alice’s ass was perfect—that was the point his inner monologue was trying to make. Firm, big, round.

He moved his hand from her buttock and unbuckled his pants, then gingerly slid them down a little ways past his knees.

His cock launched up from his skinny leg, smacking right into Alice’s muff before it could reach its full height.

Splack—

“Gahh,” Alice groaned as she felt Reed’s huge shaft smash into her slippery pussy lips. Oh, how she’d missed this.

Reed extricated his hand from her pussy and kept his cock wedged firmly between that perfect triangle between her thighs and vagina. It forced her to spread her legs further apart, to allow the girth to sit there.

The rigid cockhead reached past her bellybutton, and she debated reaching down to massage it, though she might lose her balance against the wall.

Then it wormed away, receding back, and she tingled at the sensation of his cock’s main vein running along her clit and lips.

Alice bit her bottom lip as the cock disappeared from her thighs altogether.

“P-Please, babe, I’m begging you . . .”

Reed steadied himself by putting his hands against the right angles of her thighs and spreading them outward, so her pussy opened up further.

His cock throbbed in the air.

He grabbed his cockhead, the hugeness of it dwarfing his little palm, and guided it to her lips.

It looked all wrong: a giant hard thing with about an eight-inch girth, pressed up against stretching, little pink lips, and the skin around her pussy.

But Reed gave it the ol’ college try. He slowly put the tip of his dick in her little hole and her lips screamed for mercy as they widened, further and further and further.

Alice let out a long, drawling sound deep in her throat as Reed’s cockhead penetrated her little cunt for the first time in a long time.

“God, you’re tighter than ever,” Reed grunted, slowly getting the ridge of his cockhead past her lips. They looked spread impossibly far, but Reed had seen a lot of that lately, and he didn’t panic.

Alice did a little bit, though. “F-Fuuuuck, I forgot how freaking massive you are!” she said, trying to keep out her nervousness.

Reed said, “Keep your voice down, Ally.”

Alice moved a palm from the wall and slapped it over her mouth. She screamed unintelligibly into her palm as Reed’s cock sunk deeper inside of her, and it came out as just a muffled cry.

The one arm keeping her balanced against the wall started to shake. Her thighs began to wobble as Reed got five inches of his cock inside of her. She’d made it to the thickest part of him: the meaty center of his shaft—even wider around than his mushroom cockhead.

He’d never been able to penetrate Alice much deeper than that, and he wasn’t going to try right now. They didn’t have the time.

Or the lube.

So Reed worked with what he had: a gaping hole spread about four inches from pussy lip to pussy lip, and his big fat cock stuck right in the middle.

He pulled back and then slid in again, bringing some of her liquids with his cock, and the going became a little easier.

By the fourth thrust, Alice had to put the hand over her mouth back on the wall, or else she would have collapsed face-first against the back of the toilet.

Reed moved slowly at first, gauging her response, which was just general shakiness and intermittent cries of joy and pain.

Then he started moving faster, getting his hips more involved, and it felt nice and tight and wet
 inside of her.

Alice tended to leak more than any other girl Reed had been with—she was young and restless and passionate. Her pussy became a sopping mess in a hurry, and the floodgates never seemed to close.

So the more Reed thrust his huge dick inside her—even just five inches of it—the easier it became. The quicker he slid.

“I-I think it’s touching my clit,” she whispered shakily. “It’s stuffing me and stretching me so much it’s pressing against my little fucking hanging cliiiit!”

She spoke with absolute glee, her words slurring a bit.

Reed smiled and pumped harder and faster. His round, sagging tennis-ball nuts bounced and jangled between his slender thighs.

He grabbed hold of her buttocks, his hands turning white and the pale asscheeks turning red. He used her ass as leverage against his thrusts, and swung his hips wider, trying to get his balls bouncing even more.

As he picked up the angle of his thrusts—going for long, hard pumps rather than short, quick jabs, his nutsack began to swing in full force.

It started like a swing-set, pulling back up into the sky, close to his own butt, and when he thrust, his sack followed shortly after, the force of gravity and the weightiness of them pulling them forward, arching into her legs.

Plap!—

The first slap of his heavy ballbag against the top of her thighs brought a satisfied grunt from both of them.

“Fuck yes,” Alice said. “Bounce your huge fucking nuts off my ass, baby.”

“You like it when I beat you with my balls?” Reed asked, leaning forward. He placed his stomach on the top of her ass and started using his legs rather than his hips, keeping the swinging arch of his testicles in motion.

“You know I do. Thwack me and smack me with ‘em, Reed. I want black eyes after you finish stretching out my poor little pussy.”

“That can be arranged. But what about my fat cock against your cute face?”

“Ugh, yeah,” Alice said, her whole body surging forward as Reed picked up his speed and his balls clapped against her thighs and stomach over and over, not caring where they landed.

“I want you to hold your huge, hard meat-rod against your leg and then let it go—let it snap against my face and knock me the fuck out!”

“Grrrrr,” Reed replied, feeling in the moment. Alice’s words got him worked up so he was thrusting faster and faster, until the plap-plap-plap
 of his balls against her tummy and legs weren’t the only noise he was hearing—the gliding of his cock made sloppy, wet, lewd noises.

Ffh-ffh-plap—ffh-ffh-plap—

Alice rested her head on the flusher of the toiler now, bent low, her hands barely hanging on to the wall—her arms were bent at the elbows, where before they were stretched taut and straight.

Reed stared into her asshole as her whole body jittered and lurched forward and backward with every thrust. The fuck sounds were loud and glorious, the view of her big, pale booty was perfect, and his cock was warm and felt amazing.

He suddenly stuck his middle and ring finger in her asshole—the same ones he’d fingered her with.

Alice’s head shot up, “Ahh! My assss! You’re playing with my asshole!”

Reed growled as sweat dripped down his pits and he kept swinging forward. “One of these days I’m gonna break your ass with this hefty fucking meat-log!”

“Noooo! It’ll never fit! I-I-I’m cumming!”

Reed kept his fingers lodged in her asshole, as if he was holding her in place, and her ass jiggled a little more before a full tremor swept through her body. Her knees fell inward and knocked together, which caused her to clench her pussy impossibly tight around his cock.

“Hnnng, shit, woman,” Reed stuttered, holding his thrust into her as his cock expanded.

“P-Pull out, Reed! I can’t be dripping spunk while I’m working!”

Her words snapped him back to reality and his eyes went wide. He gasped and pulled back—pulling out—with his balls swinging back one last time and clapping against his buttocks.

As it emerged from her gaping cunt, Reed’s cock looked thick and blood-filled—like it was so big against his little body that he would pass out from the blood loss. It stuck in the air at a firm 45-degree angle and pulsed, the head bulging to the size of a baseball.

“Move!” he cried, and shoved her aside.

She fell against the side of the small stall, still standing, and Reed took up her place, straddling the toilet.

“Shit!” she cried, watching his veiny cock enlarge and engorge.

With his hands on top of his head, Reed let his cock erupt. It hopped up as the first wave of cum shot out three feet and splashed against the wall behind the toilet. It would have kept going another 10 feet, Alice thought, if it hadn’t been stopped.

Reed bucked his hips into nothing and kept cumming without his hands—without anything—touching his penis, swinging his thick log up and down. 

Six, seven, eight streams of thick jizz catapulted in an arch over the raised flusher and splattered the wall, streaming down like bloody drips from a slasher film.

It was the fourth time he’d come in as many hours, and he showed no signs of slowing down. Strangely—almost impossibly—each load had seemed bigger than the last.
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Chapter Six
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A
 lice pulled her panties
 up and grimaced as she smoothed her dress down. She walked a bit bowlegged to the door, then turned around to look at the wall and Reed. Rivulets of cum dripped down the white wall. If you weren’t looking for the large splatter, you probably wouldn’t see it.

But you would smell it.

Reed shook his cock and wiped it clean with toilet paper, then folded it a bit so he could stuff it in his pants. Once he had it snugly fit against his right leg, the fabric bulging, he struggled to button the top of his pants. He eventually got it buttoned, letting out a groan at the tightness, then he fastened his belt.

“Ugh, I really wish I didn’t have to go back to work,” Alice said, still staring at the wall. There was a three-by-three-foot splooge painting slowly drying, but she didn’t feel like cleaning it. “I just want you to keep pounding me, babe.”

“I know, hun, I know,” Reed said, putting his hands on his hips. He glanced at the door. “Do you think anyone heard us?”

Alice shrugged. “If they did, I’ll be out of a job. Maybe it’s for the best.”

“Don’t say that.”

Alice giggled. “I don’t think we were too loud. Your fat balls slapping against my ass were louder than our moans.”

“That’s true,” Reed said, flashing a wry grin.

Alice’s eyes veered down, to the bulge in Reed’s skinny jeans. She pouted her bottom lip like a sad puppy dog. “I’ll miss that monster. I’ll be thinking about it all day.”

Reed blushed. “And I’ll be thinking of you.”

He looked away from her, down at his own crotch, and the thickness protruding there. He already wasn’t thinking of Alice, and he felt a little ashamed because of it.

Something she’d said had been running through his mind, and he couldn’t get rid of it.

Kurt’s back together with Magdalin? The hell!

I’ll have to have a stern talk with her. She might need more punishment.

Alice cozied up next to Reed, leaning into him, and she bent her head down to kiss him. He tilted his head back a bit and let her warm lips envelop his own.

She separated the kiss and stepped back before it got too hot and heavy. She said, “I’ll see you later, okay? Wait a minute or so before heading out of here, will you?”

Reed scratched the back of his neck. “Sure. But what if someone comes in?”

Alice thought a moment. “I’ll say something gross to keep them out—that I blew it up or something, ya know?”

Reed chuckled. It was just like her to make a sacrifice of her own pride in order to save his. “You don’t have to do that. Then when someone discovers this masterpiece we’ve created on the wall, they might remember back to when you said—”

“You’re thinking too much about it, babe. I’ve gotta go.”

“Right.”

Alice leaned in again, grabbed his shoulders, and pecked him on the lips, as if she were marking her territory.

Reed really didn’t want to have the conversation about “what are we now?” and luckily, he didn’t have to.

Alice left the bathroom.

Reed waited about 45 seconds before leaving himself, and he quickly snuck out the Starbucks’ side door. That was one of the beauties of being shorter—he could move like a ninja and make quick escapes.

He was on his phone before he got back to his car.

* * *
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R
 EED TEXTED PROFESSOR
 Magdalin: I heard some interesting news today


It was a little after 1:00 p.m., and he figured she might be teaching a class. Then he remembered she’d called in sick after the brutal fucking he’d given her that morning. She was probably at home, nursing her bruises and battered ass, pussy, and face.

He put his key in the ignition of his Civic, then felt a buzz in his pocket and pulled the phone out and looked at the text:

The Professor: Oh? What’s that


Reed: That u and kurt are back together


The Professor: Well...


Reed: Is it true?


The Professor: In a way


Reed: Wut way would that be? I don’t like this >:(


The Professor: See for yourself


Reed: Huh?


The Professor: Tonite. Come over


Reed ran a hand through his hair and took a deep breath. Now he really
 didn’t like this.

Reed: Kurts not gonna try to beat me up?


The Professor: Ha ha. no. certainly not. you will see. c u at 7?


Reed: Fine, twist my arm why don’t you


The Professor: I’ll twist something...


Reed chuckled and put his phone away. He didn’t know what to make of Magdalin’s last text, but he didn’t think too much about it.

She was probably still a little brain-addled and cock-crazed.

* * *
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H
 E KILLED THE REST
 of the day by driving around, wondering about his multiple predicaments, and considered texting or calling Harry again, but then decided against it.

He didn’t want to speak with Harry at the moment, not after the guy had tried to force his own expectations on him.

“I don’t want you talking to them either,” . . . the fuck you think you are, my dad?

He ate some lunch, then went home and took a nap.

By six o’clock, he was ready to go, and had to admit he was a bit intrigued by whatever Magdalin was planning.

Is it going to be like last time—another threeway?

Hopefully Meadow won’t walk in this time.

Speaking of Meadow . . .

He looked at his phone and thought about texting her, too, then remembered he didn’t have her number. He only had Gracie’s.


Oh well,
 he thought. It’s probably for the best. I’ll get it eventually.


He just really hoped Meadow was not at Magdalin’s house when he went over there. That was a surprise he certainly didn’t want.

By 6:30, he’d grown restless, so he decided to head over to Magdalin’s place in La Jolla.

He drove without music on, lost in his thoughts, and when he arrived at Magdalin’s place, he wondered how he’d gotten there.

He stepped out of the car and sighed.

Here goes nothing.

He was dressed in a nice-ish, long-sleeve black shirt (without a band logo), his regular jeans, and had a clean shave.

He walked up through the winding driveway, came to the door, and knocked.

The door slightly opened with a creak, on his first knock.

He furrowed his brow. Then he stuck his head in and said, “Hello?”

He felt a bit nervous at the creaking door. Isn’t this how Dracula starts? Or pretty much every horror flick?


The living room and dining room were dark. The TV was off. The kitchen light was on, but it was clear no one was in there.

He stepped into the hallway, closed the door behind him, and just stood there. He checked his phone: 6:57 p.m.

Has she forgotten about our “appointment” so quickly?

Then he heard a rumbling sound coming from upstairs. It sounded like people were moving furniture, but at a slow, steady pace.

That’s when he realized that the sound was the bed bouncing—he’d just never heard it from downstairs before.

And it was coming directly from under Magdalin’s room.

His heart started to beat a little faster as he crept down the hallway, his Vans clacking against the wooden floor. He debated calling out again.

He gained the stairway and started creeping up.

That’s when he heard the cries: low-volume screaming and whimpers; moaning, even.

At the top of the stairs, he lurched his head back and stopped walking. Something was off.

The screams weren’t Magdalin’s. Reed knew the sound of her voice, and the noises coming from her bedroom were decidedly . . .

Masculine.

Confused, Reed pressed forward down the carpeted hall, staring at the looming closed door at the end.

What the hell am I getting myself into?

He stopped at the door and took three deep breaths. The cries were much louder now as they seeped through the door, and the rustling sounds came at him like an earthquake.

He turned the knob.

The first thing that hit him was stuffy, musty heat, flowing out of the room like a hot Hawaiian breeze.

His eyes focused on the bed, where all the noises and action were coming from.

Then his eyebrows jumped up his forehead and his eyes bulged nearly out of their sockets, his pupils looking like tiny dots lost in huge, white orbs.

Professor Magdalin stood over the back edge of the bed, facing it, and Reed could only see a profile shot of her. She wore white, lacy garters past her knees, and they looked sumptuous fastened around her thick thighs. Other than that, she was naked.

Her huge tits bounced on her chest, bobbing up and down relentlessly. Her gigantic ass swayed back and forth, the cheeks clapping splendidly together.

Her whole body was moving. The bed was shaking.

That’s when Reed noticed the black strap around her hips, connecting between her thighs, under and around her ass.

That’s also when Reed noticed the other occupant on the bed.

Kurt was positioned on his back at the edge of the bed, and his hairy, muscular legs were in the air, bent back toward him. His face was red, his eyes and jaw clenched tightly shut, and his arms were stretched out at his sides, palms-down. He gripped fistfuls of bedsheets like he was hanging on for dear life. 

Magdalin held onto his raised ankles, her arms stretched above her head.

And her whole body moved because she was viciously pegging her husband with a strap-on.
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Chapter Seven
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R
 eed watched from the
 doorway with his mouth unhinged, his jaw fallen open, and the couple didn’t notice him for a minute.

Magdalin’s strap-on was big and black and sturdy. It wasn’t as big as Reed’s cock, but it was formidable, to say the least . . .

Especially when it was going inside Kurt’s ass. The look on his face said he was lost—Reed couldn’t be sure if it was in a good way or a bad way, though.

Kurt was either tolerating the pain as Magdalin’s dildo slid inside of him, like a trooper, or he was grimacing from sheer pleasure—a taboo pleasure he probably felt ashamed for feeling, and didn’t want to admit.

Magdalin’s body looked incredibly tantalizing as she reared her hips back, her fat booty bouncing and then clacking together as she rammed into her husband’s ass.

The big, strong man groaned as his wife penetrated him, her long fingers wrapped firmly around his hairy legs. His stomach rippled with waves every time she thrust into him. His mediocre cock jumped up and down against that rippling stomach, at half-mast, slapping against his gut and then flying into the air. 

Reed watched Magdalin’s giant ass, mesmerized at the supple curve underneath her buttocks, and he felt blood rushing inside of him. It filled his cock and made it hard and stiff inside his skinny jeans. This time he did wear boxer briefs, which made everything even more constricted.

He took a cautious step into the room, and Magdalin’s head whipped around to see who was intruding. She had a scowl on her face, but it quickly morphed into a dark, devilish grin.

“Ah, Mr. Claybrook, you’ve made it,” she said in a deep, sultry voice, her body still pumping forward.

Reed hardly recognized this woman. She couldn’t have been the same submissive slut he’d ruined that morning!

She’d taken on the role of dominatrix with aplomb—her husband the unfortunate recipient of her torrid, angry ways.

Kurt let out a deep moan—an odd sound from such a strong looking man—and said through clenched teeth, “W-What the hell’s he doing here?”

“Oh come now, honey, I need to be serviced as well, don’t I? I can’t let you have all the fun,” Magdalin said sweetly, her voice rising and falling as her body moved.

“G-Goddammit,” Kurt said, turning his head to look toward the window—the opposite direction of Reed.

His face was still red, but a different hue—now it looked red with exertion and
 embarrassment.

But there was no hiding the way his body shook back and forth with the bed, or the pleasure in his deep moans and groans.

Reed’s cock pulsed inside his pants, and looking down he could see the thick width growing in his jeans, searing hot against his thigh. His cock’s width was more than half the width of his upper leg, and it showed tremendously.

He wanted to take Magdalin right then, staring at her clapping asscheeks and the determined, cold look on her face.

But he found himself saying, “What should I do?”—still mixed up from the sudden shock of the scene before him.

“Sit in that chair where I can see you, and play with yourself,” Magdalin ordered, nudging her chin over to a chair that sat next to a dresser. It was placed about five feet from the side of the bed, so Reed would get a full view of everything going on.

He limped over there, gingerly wobbling to try to give his cock as much breathing room as he could, but it was hopeless.

Before he reached the chair, he unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, to his ankles, kicking them away toward the door.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Magdalin said, staring at the obscene bulge in his little red shorts. It looked like he was carrying an entire genetically modified zucchini in there. And the last four inches of Reed’s massive meatstick stuck out from the bottom of the shorts, visible and throbbing against his thigh.

Reed sat down in the chair, the bulge in his crotch smashing together and piling high in his lap. For the first time in a long time, he felt a little gun-shy.

Magdalin pumped her hips and pegged her husband with the strap-on, but her eyes were locked onto the mound between Reed’s legs.

“You cock-crazed whore,” Reed muttered, trying to steer away from his nervousness. “Look at what you’re doing to your poor husband.”

“He loves it,” Magdalin said with a smile, grunting again as she pounded him. “Don’t you, husband?”

“Y-Y-Yes,” Kurt said at last. With one hand he reached down and took hold of his cock. He started jerking it off—the penis disappearing underneath his big hands—as Magdalin’s dildo rammed into him.

Reed had known this guy was a cuck, but he never expected it to be taken this far. He didn’t know what Magdalin had promised him, or threatened him with, and she looked angry still.


Angry about me and Meadow, or what?
 Reed wondered.

Then the thought of Meadow vanished, and he pulled his boxers down. His snug, bulging nutsack splayed out on the chair in front of him, coming to a supple stop at the end of the chair.

His cock lifted away from his sack with a mind of its own, toward Reed’s body, and he ran both of his hands down the thickening shaft.

He lifted his shirt and draped it over his cock. It bulged and pulsed treacherously underneath his shirt, pulling the cotton fabric away from his body. He tugged his cock against his stomach and lower chest, than started massaging it through the shirt. With his skinny body and the abnormal thing in between, sticking up and stretching out his shirt, he looked ridiculous. 

Magdalin snorted as she saw Reed playing with himself, his hands moving slowly down his shaft, rubbing the soft fabric against his hardness. “You look lovely with that huge piece of meat tucked underneath your shirt like that,” she said, staring at him.

Her mouth was slightly parted, and she seemed to be losing focus on her task at hand.

Reed smirked at her. He grabbed his shaft at the base with both hands, and then wobbled his cock underneath his shirt, making the dark fabric sway back and forth in front of him.

“Ughhh,” Magdalin groaned, biting her bottom lip. She turned back to Kurt and her lustful expression turned into one of anger again, her mouth frowning, her eyebrows arching downward.

She thrust harder, her ass making heavenly sounds where Reed couldn’t see it.

Kurt cried out and then ran his hand down his bouncing cock one more time, his hand stopping at the base. His airborne feet jostled and his toes curled. With his prostate thoroughly massaged and beaten, he came, tilting his cock in the air so cum arched backward toward him and landed on his chest and belly with a splat. Three short streams shot out, and then his cock went soft and he let it flop down and begin to bounce once more.

“E . . . Enough, Mags,” he whimpered, closing his eyes and succumbing to the wavy, spinning feeling of his turbulent body.

But Magdalin growled and leaned forward, her tits brushing up against his legs. She tore into him even harder.

Precum leaked down Reed’s shirt, staining the fabric near his chest with a dark splotch. He lifted the shirt away and stared down at his veiny, giant slab of cockmeat. His hands didn’t fit around it—they only made it about halfway around the girthy middle part of his shaft. His cockhead stared at him, big and pink and flared off the sides, with a little dabble of precum sitting in his piss slit.

Reed lifted his legs and scooted against the seatback so he could place his feet on the chair. His round, weighty ballsack touched the sides of his shoes.

Then he tilted his head down, all the while still watching Magdalin peg her husband.

He took his cock with both hands at the base and pointed the massive thing back at his own face. 

His lips reached the tip of his cock without much effort, and he opened his mouth. The bulging cockhead was warm and salty, but it was too big for his little mouth. He was too hard to fit the entire head in there, so he had to make do with just licking it and filling his cheeks up to the flared ridge.

He grunted, took one last stab at parting his lips, and felt the bones in his jaw grind against each other as his mouth opened wider.

His pink cockhead sunk into his mouth and the ridge disappeared behind his lips. His veiny shaft kept his mouth incredibly full, his cheeks puffed out. His eyes started to water. It was overwhelming.

And that was only with three inches or so of his cock in his face.

He could only imagine what Magdalin must have felt on a regular basis. Her mouth was probably permanently bigger or stretched out than it had been when she’d first met Reed.

Reed sucked the tip of his massive cock, and Magdalin finally looked over from the brutal assfucking of her husband.

“Oh. My. GOD,” she said, seeing Reed’s prominent prick lodged in his mouth, his cute little lips going up and down the shaft, slurping himself up. As he facefucked himself, his small hands went underneath his heavy nutsack, each palm cupping a testicle, his spidery fingers massaging and kneading his scrotum. 

“It’s adorable watching you struggle to take that monster down your little throat, master!” she exclaimed cheerily. Drool formed at the corners of her mouth as she gazed at the wide underside of that fat thing, the middle of it bulging out even further than the rest, like a well-worked muscle. 

Reed gagged as his cockhead slid over his tastebuds and almost kissed the back of his throat.

He stopped caressing his balls and grabbed his legs by the back of his kneecaps, pulling them up and closer to him. He gagged again and slurped as he went down on himself and his cock went deeper.

He felt a rush of panic as it went into his throat and he couldn’t breathe for a second.

“C-Come on, I think you’ve stretched your little mouth enough, sir,” Magdalin said, watching Reed’s head bob up and down and his bent legs lift upward. His eyes were fastened on his cock, focused on his autofellatio.

“Won’t you please come stretch out my naughty, dripping cunt now?” she begged. Her voice had become pinched and helpless, much different than the sultry dom voice she’d taken with her pathetic husband.

Reed gagged once more, reared his head back, and let his cock pop out of his mouth. It swung out like a looming pillar, swaying in the air until it slowed to a stop near his chin. He breathed heavily and coughed twice, then stared past the frightening pole at Magdalin. His lips were slippery and sticky.

He stood from the chair, his cock wagging on its own in heavy waves across the stuffy air. His balls dropped off the chair and dangled low, coming to rest between his legs. “You’re going to do as I say?” he asked severely, running a palm across the underside of his Kielbasa.

Magdalin nodded diligently. The thrusts on her husband had slowed down, but the bed still rocked with their movements.

Kurt’s moans had become low and drawn out—an afterthought of the moment.

“I’ll just submit, sir. I don’t want to piss off that angry monster between your legs,” Magdalin said. As she stared at Reed’s little body and dangerous jackhammer, her eyebrows arched upward in a scared way, and her forehead creased with wrinkles. Thoughts and visions of that morning flashed through her mind.

Reed walked behind her and gazed at her bouncing, heavy asscheeks. “Spread your legs out further.”

Magdalin’s thick thighs wobbled and separated, creating room for Reed to step up to her big butt. “What are you going to do to me, sir?”

“I’m gonna tear you in two.”

Magdalin’s face lit up. “Oh yes, master, please! Spread my little pussy as far as it’ll go! Fill me out and dick me down, daddy!”
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Chapter Eight


[image: image]








“O
 h fuck yessss! Break
 me with your thick piece of meat, Reed!” Magdalin wailed, her whole body lurching forward as Reed drove into her.

Reed slapped her bare asscheek again, leaving another bright handprint. “Don’t call me that, you dumb, slutty little fuckslave!”

“Ah!” Magdalin quipped. “Sir, I’m sorryyy! I promise I won’t mess up again!”

Her head jerked back, Reed leaning over her ass with a fistful of her dirty blonde hair in his hand. She yelped as he pulled back hard, making her skull snap back toward him, so she was staring up at the ceiling with roving, crazy eyes.

While Reed punished her pussy with vicious thrusts, his thin hips moving back and forth and smacking against her ass, Magdalin’s voice made that constant, vibrating sound in her throat.

“Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh—”

“You sound like a stupid fucking wind-up toy,” Reed scolded her, his voice tinged with fire. He gripped her hair tighter in his hand and slapped her ass with his free hand. It jiggled and warbled from his smack, leaving a fifth red print. The little palm prints of his hands and fingers were dwarfed by her massive asscheeks.

“Your giant cock’s the fucking besssst!” she wailed through a choked voice, still staring up at the ceiling.

On the other end, every time she was railed forward and Reed smashed into her round ass, her own body lurched forward and her dildo jammed into Kurt’s ass.

It was a fuck-train like she’d never created before. She could briefly imagine a harem of five other girls—all equipped with huge dildos—reaming each other’s asses as Reed punished the last person in the train from the back.

She could never imagine pegging Reed, even though he was so much smaller and frailer than she was, and so
 much smaller than Kurt.

He exuded that Big Dick Energy that her husband unfortunately lacked (which was why Kurt was currently being punished), and she loved submitting to him and his colossal fuckstick.

“Please go balls deep and break me in half like you promised, sir!” she screamed, her head jerking back and forth with every incredible thrust from her little big man. “Break me with your gigantic slab of cockmeat!”

Reed squeezed her asscheek—or as much of it as he could get his hand around—and his fingers embedded in the lovely flesh. He growled and swung his hips back, then lunged forward and speared deep into her crying pussy. Drops of liquid and ejaculate dripped down from between her legs like a waterfall, splashing and creating a pool between her feet.

Magdalin’s feet and knees were turned inward as she tried to brace herself and keep herself standing while Reed penetrated her with his impossible manhood. 

The sounds of flesh on flesh became intense and all-encompassing. Every time Reed lunged forward with his broad weapon, his stomach slapped against Magdalin’s bulging asscheeks, and his balls swung up and smacked her pelvic region. Then Magdalin’s body rocked forward and her strap-on dildo rammed into Kurt’s little butthole, to the base, her rippling stomach slapping against Kurt’s hairy buttocks. Kurt’s little dick flopped around wildly and slapped his own stomach. He’d climaxed three times already and seemed like he was finished. He barely even seemed responsive anymore to Magdalin’s vicious pounding.

It was a one-two-three knockout punch. An echo of three slaps, each one quieter than the last.

SLAP-slap-whap—SLAP-slap-whap—

“All right you nasty little whore,” Reed growled at the bigger woman he dominated in front of him. “Ready for my creamy fucking seed?”

Magdalin wailed again, wordlessly, and Reed let go of her hair. Her upper body was exhausted and she fell forward, dropping Kurt’s legs so they fell to the ground, his feet smashing the floor.

Magdalin caught herself by putting her hands on Kurt’s hips, her head jostling near his stomach. As Reed fucked her, she inadvertently shook Kurt’s entire body with her hands.

“Y-Yes, master, please fill my womb! Pump your hot loads into me over and over again! Make me cock-stupid!”

Magdalin’s body shivered as she came for the third time, and she felt Reed tense up inside her.

She gritted her teeth and waited for it, leaning forward and resting the top of her head on her husband’s sweaty stomach. She watched as his pitiful cock flapped around below her face.

Reed blasted into her, unleashing a torrent of cum down her poor cunt. It flooded her system and backed up, enveloping his cock and pouring out of her sopping pussy.

“You’re filling me uppp! Fill me to the brim, master!” Magdalin screeched, digging her claws into Kurt’s sides. Her husband moaned wordlessly, looking away, not wanting to see the desperate, cock-crazed look on his wife’s face.

As Reed pulled out his cock, the overflow of cum came with it, dripping down her thighs and calves and pooling around her feet and between her toes.

Magdalin breathed heavily and pulled her dildo out of Kurt’s ass. It was slimy and smelly. She disconnected it from her hips and threw it aside.

“Wah!” she cried, and she was suddenly launched forward, face-planting onto Kurt’s chest. Her soft, curvy body smooshed into her husband’s muscular body, her big tits pressing against his face. “W-What?” she wondered, trying to turn her head to watch Reed.

“Get up there,” he demanded, slapping her ass raw again. It jiggled in his hand and there were at least 10 separate handprints securely etched into the skin.

She hesitated, then pushed herself up from her husband and started crawling forward on the bed, over Kurt, her hands and knees dipping in between the curves and crevices of his body. Finally, when her head was just 10 inches or so from the headboard, she stopped.

Reed saw lube on the nightstand next to the bed, so he walked over, lathered it over his still-hard cock, and returned to the edge of the bed in front of Kurt’s legs.

He closed Kurt’s spread legs, to make the bigger man as thin as possible, then stepped onto the bed with his knees. He straddled Kurt’s legs for just a moment, his sticky cock still hard, jutting out from his body and creating a huge cock-shadow over Kurt’s face and Magdalin’s ass.

“I’m gonna fuck you over this miserable cuck,” Reed explained. He inched forward, until he was straddling the area above Kurt’s hips—his thinnest section. “I want your pussy juices drowning him while he watches you get stretched and pounded into submission. I want him to see your body’s ruination.”

Reed looked up and saw Magdalin’s dripping pussy was quivering and still gaping. A few inches up, her asshole puckered.

“And it won’t be your pussy I ruin, either,” Reed said with finality.

“Oh God,”
 Magdalin muttered.

“Oh God,” Kurt whined, staring up with a horrified look at the underside of Reed’s gigantic penis and Magdalin’s dripping pussy. The boy’s cock swung as he moved, bouncing and almost hitting Kurt in the face when it dipped low. Even worse, as Reed shuffled along on his knees over Kurt, the kid’s huge dangling nutsack dragged over Kurt’s stomach, albeit unknowingly.

Reed was too caught up in the moment, staring at Magdalin’s beautiful brown-eye, to notice that his baseball-sized cajones were just about resting on his prey’s chest. And Magdalin’s pussy dropped near his face, and he could smell the sticky cum and sweat and pussy juice from here.

He sighed and waited for that unstoppable cock to spread his wife’s poor butt, ruining it for him forever.

Magdalin was on all fours, her ass sticking out.

Reed’s little hands reached out to the sides of her asscheeks, then spread them far.

Kurt’s eyes bulged as he watched that ridiculously sized cockhead near his wife’s tiny little asshole.

“It’ll never fit!” Kurt cried out suddenly.

“Please make it fit, sir!” Magdalin crooned. “Buttfuck your little toy’s ass with your giant, throbbing meat-rod!”

Reed grunted as he pushed forward and watched the tip of his dick disappear into Magdalin’s bum, the skin around her asshole caving in.

“Fwaaah,” Magdalin sputtered, drool shooting out from her mouth. She squirmed, clenching her toes and fingers. “Fucking spread it, goddammit! S-S-Stretch me out and wreck me!”

Reed’s cockhead disappeared fully into her little asshole, spreading it out about four inches wide. The circumference that Reed’s cock created in her ass was big enough to fit a fist through.

Reed pushed out sounds through his teeth, “Hnnngaah!”

It was painful for Magdalin, at first, but she’d grown so used to it, and now the taboo act was so goddamn kinky and hot. She just loved everything about anal. It was something her husband would never understand.

Which was why he deserved to get pegged at every earliest convenience.

Overflowing cum dripped from Magdalin’s pussy and splashed directly on Kurt’s face. He grimaced and tried to turn his head, but he had nowhere to go—Reed was straddling his bottom half, Magdalin his top half. More juices secreted from Magdalin and dripped onto him, as did sweat from those huge swinging nuts.

Kurt’s mouth was wide open when he took the first droplet of semen and sweat: he couldn’t believe how far his wife’s asshole had been stretched! Would she ever be able to shit correctly again? How could she like something like that?!

Then he remembered how great it felt to have his own ass penetrated, surprisingly enough, by his wife.

He’d become a huge fucking sex deviant—a trappy little fuckboy—seemingly over night. How had it happened?

Has this been sneaking up on me over the years? Could it really be a sudden, new thing I like?

No . . .

He couldn’t think any longer, as Reed’s heavy nutsack swung and smacked into his chin.

He frowned and closed his mouth and eyes.

Reed paid no attention to what was going on below, just on the ass he was reaming in front. He moved Magdalin’s entire body with his thrusts, and she screamed and wailed, first in pain, then in searing satisfaction.

He did
 feel a blockage against his balls—they weren’t swinging all the way around, like they usually did—but he didn’t think too much about it. If they were pounding Kurt in the face or something, all the better.


Screw this beta bitch,
 he thought. He giggled, then something broke in his mind and he found himself trapped in the midst of a giggle fit.

Here he was, punishing this poor woman’s sphincter with his massive cock, and pelting this guy’s face with his oversized balls, and he was laughing like a maniac.

His laughs mingled with Magdalin’s screams and Kurt’s groans and the creaking of the bed.

He pushed harder on his slaves’ bum, leaning over her and shoving her whole body down, until her pussy rested just inches over Kurt’s face and her giant, jumping tits became confined, squeezed between her arms, and simply jiggled relentlessly.

Reed heard a loud, wooden thwack, thwack, thwack,
 and looked up, his giggles suddenly vanishing.

The top of Magdalin’s head was smacking against the headboard with every intense thrust of his hips. She didn’t make any complaint, but just kept wailing.

She yelled, “Cum in my”—thwack—
 “little ass, sir!”—thwack
 —“Plant your fertile seed”—thwack—
 “in my stupid little stomach!”—thwack—
 “Inflate meeee!”

Reed roared and grabbed her arms by the elbows. He pulled back hard, reining her in like a mare, so her dumbass wouldn’t pass out or get a concussion from hitting her head too many times on the headboard. 

He also liked the leverage of her body in this position, her curvaceous back arched and tilted upward, her plushy ass resting on his little hips.

Her asscheeks clapped even more as he pulled back on her arms and forced his cock deeper into her anus, stuffing about seven inches of his cock inside her. She was on her knees, almost sitting up straight now. 

Reed spread his legs out wide and brought down Magdalin’s body on his cock, pulling her incredibly close, so her back was pushed against his chest. He had handfuls of her jiggly tits in his hands and squeezed them close to him, pressing her entire body against his. His thighs trembled and shook tremendously as he supported her weight and bunny-fucked her ass, his hips moving wildly, his hopping ballsack rising and dipping onto Kurt’s face, battering his cheeks.

“Uhhhh—” Magdalin’s vibrating voice droned, and then “AHHHHH!” as Reed quickened his pace. Somehow he held her up with only his little chicken legs. He was much stronger than he looked.

Everything jiggled and shook on Magdalin’s curvy flesh: her tits, her ass, her head, her legs—Reed had wrapped around her from behind, and she couldn’t move. She could feel the appendages of his little body on her own sweaty flesh—his arms and hands and feet and legs and chest, and of course the enormous cockloaf lodged inside of her asshole.

She felt everything as she screamed.

Then she felt nothing as Reed exploded inside of her and she exploded along with her. Cum and fluids cascaded out of her gaping, quivering pussy, gushing all over the bed, over the sheets, and shooting out to splash against the wooden headboard.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her tongue lolled out of her open mouth as she twitched wildly and continued squirting, showering the room in ejaculate as Reed let his powerful blasts of cum stream down her asshole and fill her up.

Kurt groaned as a thunderstorm of cum rained on his face.

Then Reed let go of Magdalin and pushed her forward. She plopped down face-first onto the bed, her pussy landing on Kurt’s face with a gushy, wet slap.

Reed bounced off the side of the bed. He looked at the cum-drenched bodies of Kurt and Magdalin, both of them panting and sweating beyond belief.

For the second time that day, Magdalin was facedown, ass-up, though this time her ass was up only because Kurt’s face was under her overflowing vagina.

Reed put his hands on his hips and admired his conquest.

“Where are you going?” Magdalin whispered in a croaky voice, the sound muffled against the bedsheets.

“I’m done with you, whore. You’ve satisfied me, and I’ve brimmed you. You’re overflowing with cum now. You’re ready to burst. What do you say?”

“T-Thank you, sir,” she squeaked.

“And I’m finished with your little-dicked cuck of a husband, too. Keep fucking him well, so he learns his place.”

“I . . . I will,” Magdalin murmured. She seemed ready to drift off to sleep, without cleaning herself off or anything. Kurt already seemed asleep.

Meadow would be in for a nasty surprise if she were to walk into the room anytime soon.

Speaking of Meadow . . .

“Where’s your daughter, woman?”

Magdalin let out a little sound in her throat. “She’s . . . she’s staying with Gracie for a while.”

Reed nodded. He still couldn’t see Magdalin’s face, but he could hear the absolute tiredness in her voice. He had filled her with an exorbitant amount of cum that day. 

“Is it because of me that she’s staying with Gracie? Did you kick her out?”

A pause. Then Professor Magdalin slowly nodded from the bed, as Reed’s jizz dripped down her cunt, onto Kurt’s face.

“Hmm,” Reed said, shaking his head. “I think I’ll have to go see those two and . . . help work things out with them.”

~
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I
 t had been an interesting
 night for Reed Claybrook. He’d watched Professor Magdalin peg her husband, ruthlessly and relentlessly. Then he’d taken Magdalin for himself and made her his fucktoy, stretching her holes and plowing her without mercy—all while her exhausted husband watched from underneath their sweaty bodies.

It had been a night Reed wouldn’t soon forget.

Then he’d gone home with some new knowledge: Magdalin had kicked her own daughter out of the house, after catching her and her friend Gracie at Reed’s apartment. Meadow was staying with Gracie now, for an indeterminable amount of time.

Reed had an inkling that Meadow had also been kicked out of the house so she wouldn’t have to witness her mother’s new dominant ways with her stepfather. Maybe Meadow had even walked in on an angry sex session—much like she’d walked in on a three-way between Reed, Magdalin, and Kurt—and had been scarred herself after seeing her mother angrily going to town on Kurt’s ass.

Who knew?

What Reed did know, however, was that Meadow and Gracie were supposedly living together now. There was a lot he could do with that information.

The next morning, Reed texted Gracie, asking what her plans were for the day. It was Saturday, and the dark-skinned beauty said she had the day off work and was helping Meadow fill out job applications all day. Reed pondered that, and then texted her back.

Reed: What do you do for work? I never even asked


Gracie: Ya ur always too busy fuckin me silly mister big dick


Reed: lol


Gracie: :) im not complaining
 . Im a teller at wells fargo


Reed: damn, I wouldn’t mind seeing you in a business suit and skirt


Gracie: im there monday thru friday 8-4 ;)


Reed: good to know


There was a slight pause as the three dots showed up from Gracie’s side, but then disappeared. They appeared again, then vanished once more. Reed smiled, wondering what the horny little succubus would ask next.

Finally, it came.

Gracie: so wats ur plan for today ?


Reed: I’m gonna come over to your house


Gracie: oh? Feel like helping meadow fill out applications? Lol


Reed: I’m gonna help her fill something


Gracie: LMAO ur a bad man. I dunno if shes down, but I am


Reed: Of course you are. Can you walk right yet?


He’d given Gracie a thorough dicking down two nights before—the night before Professor Magdalin caught the two girls in Reed’s bed. He hadn’t fucked Meadow yet (only her tits), but he wasn’t in any rush. Reed knew good things came to those who wait.

Gracie: lol barely. I still feel a monster shadow cock every so often


Reed laughed to himself. He shook his head and leaned back in his bed, propping up an arm behind his neck to get comfortable. Then his fingers went back to the keypad, quickly typing away.

Reed: well get rdy to feel it for real


Gracie: I can hardly wait daddy


Reed felt a twinge in his pants at Gracie’s response. He squirmed a little bit, separating his legs to give room for his cock to slither down his leg and puff up, creating an impressive bulge that probably would’ve gotten him kicked out of most nice restaurants.

Reed: is it just you two? No parents?


Gracie: the parentals are in Cabo for the weekend ;) they go down to Mexico all the time.
  

Reed grinned. He clicked his phone so the screen went black and he saw the reflection of his smile staring back at him. Gracie sent one more text with her address, which was in La Jolla Shores, one of the nicer parts of San Diego. Her house was located right off the beach, in the hills. 

He stood up, readjusted his crotch area, and left the house, eager to see what mayhem he could cook up today.

* * *
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R
 EED USED THE LITTLE
 golden knocker, shaped like a horseshoe, to pound on the big double-doors.

Gracie’s parents’ house was insane: a mansion with big Corinthian columns holding up the gable and top of the house, and massive French windows in every corner, with curtains pulled over to deter prying eyes. It was at least three stories tall and had its own courtyard-driveway. It was carved into the mountainside and overlooked the beautiful, turquoise Pacific Ocean about a thousand yards down. The columns made this side of the house look like the White House.

Reed stood twiddling his thumbs for a while, then tried the knocker again.

He leaned in and squinted, thinking that he’d heard a voice call out.

Pressing his ear to the thick doors, he realized he’d heard a high voice, muffled and far-off, with a high pitch:

“It’s open, dammit!”

Reed raised his eyebrows and let himself in. He had to actually strain to close the heavy doors, and they shut with the ominous finality of a protagonist entering a villain’s evil layer.

Reed looked around the house and scratched the back of his neck. There were no butlers to await his beck and call, as he might’ve expected, and no sign of Meadow or Gracie.

The house was even more impressive inside, but he didn’t focus for long on the décor, other than to see countless ornate tapestries and paintings on the walls, the high ceiling with a golden chandelier hanging in the foyer, and hallways snaking off into various depths of the house.

He was in a large room—it reminded him of a medieval cathedral with all the ornaments and bright, shiny things. The floor was made of marble, and Reed almost considered taking off his Vans, but he didn’t see any other shoes by the door.

“Upstairs!” a hurried voice called suddenly. “Second level, second door on the right!” The voice sounded breathless, like someone was on a treadmill while they yelled.

Reed shrugged and found a golden-railed staircase. His Vans clacked as he meandered up the marble steps. He wore a blue T-shirt and gray skinny jeans: he’d decided against wearing a black band T-shirt because it was too nice of a day outside, and he didn’t want to give off that perpetual downer Goth look.

When he reached the top of the stairs, he could hear the voice that had spoken—clearly Gracie’s—though it still sounded pinched or rushed.

He furrowed his brow and walked down the hallway, glancing down at the big room downstairs that he’d just come from.

Jesus, everything in this place is so nice. What the hell do Gracie’s parents do?

The thought of Gracie’s parents immediately evaporated when he reached the second door on the right.

The door was open, and when he got to the doorway and looked in, he took a step back in surprise.

Gracie was on all fours, positioned like a dog, on a furry carpet. Her raven black hair was in pigtails and framed her face, hanging over her shoulders.

Reed could only see a profile view of her.

Meadow was also there, also on her hands and knees, facing away from Gracie, her big red-orange hair a mess around her face.

Behind them was a large, King-sized bed, flush against the wall. The bedroom was huge: bigger than Reed’s whole apartment. There were two lavish dressers against other walls near the bed, a French-window with the curtains pulled down, and a computer table with a laptop sitting on it.

But Reed’s attention was focused solely on Gracie and Meadow, on their hands and knees and facing away from each other.

What they were doing was obvious, and it immediately made Reed’s pants get incredibly tight from his hardening cock.

They both wore shirts and jeans, but both of them had their jeans pulled down to their knees. Reed got a great shot of their respective thighs: Gracie’s were toned and dark, Meadow’s were pale and thick.

He also got a great glimpse of their asses: again, Gracie’s was smaller but firmer, and Meadow’s was fat and round like her mama’s.

The best part of the view wasn’t the girls’ asses or thighs, though.

It was the purple, double-sided dildo that connected both of them like human science experiments.

The dildo was pushed into both of their pussies and getting absolutely pummeled as they backed their asses into each other with loud, powerful smacks.
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Chapter Two
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E
 very time the girls
 moved their hips and backed up, their asses collided with each other and sent fleshy waves down their respective asscheeks and bodies, and the big purple dildo disappear inside both of them.

Gracie turned her head to the door and saw Reed standing there. Her face was flushed, her high cheekbones pink with exertion, like she’d just run a marathon.

A slow smile crept up Reed’s lips, and his eyebrows peaked in amazement.

He watched the girls ramming their asses into each other for a while, utterly entranced, until his cock bulged obscenely beneath his pants, creating a heavy outline against his thigh for the girls to see.

There was a chair near the door, and Reed limped over and took a seat, making sure to sit with his right leg outstretched, so his cock speared down his leg straight and didn’t bend weirdly.

Thwap!

“Hnngh,” went Gracie, as her ass slammed into Meadow’s. She let out a breathless moan and bowed her head, blushing even more furiously from Reed watching her. She leaned forward and the dildo appeared again, sticking out of her like a tail. Then she and Meadow simultaneously backed their asses into each other again and—

Thwap!

“F-Fuck, Gracie! Harder!” Meadow cried as her big, freckled ass rippled down her body. She was thicker than Gracie and the waves were more pronounced as they ruffled her skin.

The redhead also hadn’t noticed Reed was watching them, yet, because her wild mane of hair blocked her peripheral vision.

Thwap!

“Faster, Meds, f-faster! I think I’m gonna cum!” Gracie yelled.

They scooted their asses closer to each other and started jamming the dildo in quicker, shorter strides, so the heavy smacking of their asscheeks became quieter but more constant.

Their asscheeks clapped heavily with every rear-ended thrust, and the waves riding down their butts became a continual, rippling river of flesh.

Cla-cla-cla-cla-clack—cla-cla-cla-cla-clack—

“Goddd help meee!” Meadow screamed. Her head was dipped low, her hands were gripping the carpet, and juices were spilling out of her perfect, pink pussy. Her fluids mixed with Gracie’s as they backed into each other, making their clapping cheeks wet and splashy.

Finally, Meadow clenched her whole body and leaned forward even more—her forehead touching the carpet—and she stopped her backwards thrusting as she became lost in a body-shaking climax. Gracie continued ass-smashing with adept speed, twerking her littler butt into Meadow’s, riding the dildo and railing the purple thing into her friend’s soppy, streaming vagina.

“Ahhhgaaahh—f-f-fuck!” Meadow blubbered. Her toes curled underneath her, her knuckles turned white from gripping the carpet so hard, and her freckles disappeared from her face, lost against her reddening cheeks.

Gracie stopped moving and allowed Meadow to crawl away like a wounded animal, dragging her bare knees across the carpet, leaning toward the bed before she collapsed altogether.

“You look ready to join, big daddy,” Gracie purred to Reed across the room. She looked up at him seductively, her brown-and-pink face still sweaty from her exertion.

“W-What the fuck!” Meadow said in an exasperated cry, looking over her shoulder to see Reed sitting there. “When did you . . .”

But Reed was ignoring Meadow for the moment. His eyes were on Gracie, who was slithering toward him on her hands and knees, a salacious smile on her face. She was lithe like a cat, ready to pounce. Her back arched downward as she crawled, straining against her spine, billowing out below to allow Reed a perfect shot of her little cleavage. She didn’t have ample tits like Meadow or Magdalin, but they were perky and made nice little handholds.

Reed felt his mouth watering as Gracie drew nearer.

Yes, he was absolutely ready to make this girl scream—or cry, depending how much of his hefty cock she could take today.

“Yeah,” Reed said, “I was thinking of a little friendly competition.”

Gracie raised a single thin eyebrow as she crept toward him.

Reed brushed his palm over his right leg, over the profound, thick bulge there. “I was thinking I’d see who could stuff more of my cock down her throat. Whoever can take it deeper, gets fucked.” He smiled, leaving his hand on the fat bulge of his cockhead, rubbing it and making it harder.

Gracie shook her head, which made Reed’s smile freeze on his face. “Next time,” she said. “Meadow just got to cum, but I haven’t. I want you to stretch my little pussy, not my little throat.”

Her head was just two feet from Reed’s lap, her mouth fixing into a cute puppy-dog pout. “Please, big daddy?”

Reed sighed. “That’s just not gonna do, sweetheart. I need you to wet my cock before I rip you in two.”

Gracie’s pout turned into an exaggerated frown, her eyebrows arching upward, her forehead wrinkling. “B-But—”

“Get over here and take care of my cock, girl,” Reed said, waving her toward him. “Make me happy and I’ll fuck you extra nicely.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” Gracie said, resigned to her fate. Her head dipped a little, then she crawled closer, until her head was in between his thighs. Her eyes hovered over the giant bulge sticking out of his skinny jeans, down his cock’s length, and then to the mound between his legs.

Reed unbuttoned his pants and slid them down his knees to his ankles. He took off his Vans and kicked the pants away, then made his legs into a V around Gracie’s head.

Gracie let out a little gasp as Reed’s absurdly big cock lifted from his leg and stretched his boxer briefs upward. It poked out from the end of the boxers, and the head of the beast was almost as big as her kneecap. The monstrous python was itching to escape—to bend back toward its owner—but the boxers wouldn’t let it.

Meadow’s eyes went wide across the way as she curled up lengthwise at the foot of the bed and watched the scene playing out before her. She felt her own mouth watering a bit at the sight of Reed’s behemoth showing itself, straining against his little shorts, ready to tear them off his skinny legs.

Gracie hesitated, and that was all the time Reed needed to jump into action. He reached out and grabbed hold of the pigtails hanging at the sides of her face. She yelped as he snatched the pigtails and yanked her head forward, toward his lap.

He didn’t even bother to take his boxers off—he simply squished them down toward his crotch, so more of his cock exposed itself. At least seven inches of his cock jutted out from his body, running down the length of his thigh, throbbing directly in Gracie’s small face. The thick veins on his member pulsed with blood, and the whole unit had turned angry and red.

Gracie gulped and her eyes bulged at the sight of that thing so close. She could smell its manly, musty stench.

Reed wagged it so it gently slapped her face, and she made a little sound in her throat.

Then he tugged on her pigtails again, harder, pushing her big, full lips onto the intimidating tip of his cock. It was big enough to blot out her nose and chin, too, so Reed could only see the top half of her face underneath his cock. Her eyes were scared, the whites dazzling, the pupils trembling.

He could feel the soft wetness of her lips against his cockhead, near his piss slit, and he grunted.

He pulled harder on her pigtails, and Gracie’s mouth slowly opened. His cock grew thicker at the tip as he pushed it into her and it crinkled against her lips. She got the first half of his cockhead into her little mouth, but the troubling, flared ridge of his head was still an obstacle.

Reed watched her with increasing lust, more saliva building in his own mouth.

Gracie’s mouth widened even further, until she was groaning from the effort. The jawbones next to her ears stuck out tremendously far, and her expression turned into a helpless one as Reed forced his cock into her face.

She finally made it past the wide ridge, filling her mouth completely, pushing her tongue down and taking up the entirety of her cheeks like an overgrown corncob.

She stopped at the beginning of his shaft, just letting his cockhead rest in her mouth like a hard, iron weapon.

Then it was Reed’s turn.

He pulled her pigtails toward him like a horse’s reins, and he loved the feeling of dominance he felt as Gracie’s face slid further down his shaft, stretching her lips out even more.

She gagged immediately, even though his giant cock hadn’t even touched her throat yet. There were no airpockets between her lips and his manhood—it simply filled her mouth and extended her lips so far that they turned from purple to whitish-pink from the strain.

Reed’s cock felt warm in her little mouth, and he was surprised she was able to fit it inside there. Her head was small—if the underside of his cock had been laid across her face, it would have almost covered it completely, width-wise, and it was much longer than her whole skull.

But she was a trooper. She didn’t give up easily.

He briefly flashed back to how he’d punished her pussy two nights before, how his mating press had broken her cunt wide open.

He knew she could take the punishment, and that she liked it.

So he started sliding forward on his chair as he pulled Gracie’s head toward him, leading her by the reins of her pigtails.

Her gags became more pronounced as he moved, and his cock finally touched the back of her throat as about four inches of it disappeared into her.

The forced blowjob became sloppier as time went on. The more Reed moved, the more he shook Gracie’s head onto his fat meatstick, and the more lewd sounds she made.

Snot started to bubble in her nose. She struggled to breathe through her running nose, and saliva dabbed at the corners of her lips.

She put her hands on the outside of Reed’s little thighs to try and give herself stability—to keep from getting dizzy by the constant shaking of her head.

Reed growled and did something he hadn’t planned or expected. He abruptly lifted his butt and tore his boxer briefs from his crotch, sliding them along his cock and legs.

When the underwear connected with Gracie’s face, he turned them inside out over her face and wrapped them around her head until she looked like a burglar ready to hit the local liquor store. His boxer briefs covered her eyes and forehead and hair—it covered everything except for the hole of her mouth, where Reed’s huge cock was lodged in her throat.

She started mumble-wailing—a pathetic, scared sound—and Reed chuckled as he pushed the back of her head down further on him, trying to suffocate her with his girth.

She let out the glucking noises of the savagely facefucked, sputtering and sloppy and wonderful.

“Gluuuuck—gluuuck!”

Reed picked up the pace and started using her covered bandit-face as his own fuck-machine, making her muffled squeals and gags turn into a constant stream.

“Glu-glu-glu-glu-glmpphhh!”

His cock tingled with warm wetness, her muffled cries turning him on even more.

“Reed, you’re going to kill her!” Meadow whined from across the room.

The young man ignored the redhead. Instead of listening to her, he leaned back in his chair and brought his legs up.

His underwear stretched into a tennis court net across his knees—releasing her from her blindness as he lifted his legs so they framed her face.

Then he bent his knees and brought his feet inward, so his heels collided with the back of her head, and he pressed down with both of his feet—hard.

“Mmmmph!” she cried, while Reed leg-locked her from the back, forcing her head down on his cock and into the net of his underwear.

Her face pressed heavily into the underwear, etching into them and outlining every line of her skull. Her nose, forehead, eyes—all protruded forward and stretched his underwear until her face looked like something out of a science fiction movie—like a baby Xenomorph about to burst through a stomach. Only Gracie’s white lips showed in the leg-hole of his boxers, with Reed’s massive, rigid cock stuck between them.

Reed laughed as he continued to lean back like he was doing sit-ups on the chair, skullfucking Gracie and pushing her head down on his wet cock with the heels of his feet. 

An outline of goop and saliva stained the front of his boxers around her mouth, and Gracie gagged more than ever.

“Mm! Mmph! Gaaaaack!”

Then Gracie’s fingers gripped the insides of his thighs and pinched hard with force.

Reed frowned and felt himself building up.

Gracie pounded her fists on his legs, panicky and scared.

He sighed and eased up on the tension against her neck, undoing his leg-lock.

Gracie pulled her head back swiftly and Reed’s cock felt cold air as it ripped out of her mouth.

She gasped and heaved, a mountain of precum and saliva pouring from her mouth.

Reed grunted and, behind the cover of his boxer-net, jerked himself off with both hands.

Her head still stood behind the net, so she couldn’t see Reed cranking it as she heaved and gasped. 

Reed’s grunt turned into a growl as the pressure built up and his colossal fuck-rod thickened and went taut. His thin fingers only gripped halfway around the meaty thing, which pulsed in his hand like an angry predator.

Then Reed lowered the underwear-net he’d created, which had been acting as a shield to protect Gracie’s face.

When he lowered the boxers—taking away her barrier—Reed got a good look at Gracie: her smooth complexion was ruddy with mucked up makeup, her eyes were half-lidded and delirious, and she was slack-jawed and struggling to breathe.

Reed didn’t make it any easier for her to breathe when he rested his weighty cock on his lowered underwear like a sniper setting up a tripod, and then unloaded his orgasm into her face.

He grunted with pleasure while his cock exploded, the head expanding to an incredible size before it shot out his milky cream.

The first flashflood of semen was a shotgun blast across her face, connecting with force and knocking her head back, splashing all across her.

Reed got a firsthand, slow motion look at the splatter on her face—it was a heavy, thick load, and it glazed her nose and T-zone like a glass of milk had been thrown in her face.

The next few currents shot out with similar speed and severity, caking her face in even more cum, with some of it shooting past her and arching over her shoulders to land on the expensive carpet.

Some of Reed’s bucketload cannoned a good 8 to 10 feet, making it halfway to Meadow on the other side of the room.

The redhead let out an exasperated groan as she watched her friend get utterly cum-soaked and drenched like a used whore.

To make matters worse, Reed held her face there, so she couldn’t have dodged his deluge even if she’d tried.

It took a good 20 seconds for Reed’s grunts to die down and his cock-spurts to slow to drizzling drops, which he slapped on the top of her head with force, wiping it off in her dark hair.

In the end, her dark, bronze face was a completely covered glazed donut. Barely an inch was left un-battered. 

And since her mouth had been open at the start of the ordeal, while she struggled to regain control of her breathing, a heap of spunk had blasted into the back of her throat, starting her hacking coughing fits all over again.

Reed reached out and placed a finger under her chin, shutting her mouth for her. Gracie snorted like a horse through her caked nostrils.

“Swallow it, sweetie,” he said.

Gracie’s bloodshot eyes sank, but Reed heard the telltale gulping, and when he released his hand on her chin, she opened her mouth to show it had all gone down to her stomach.

“Good job, babygirl,” he said with a grin, patting her cum-covered head.

“D-Did I do good, daddy?” she asked pathetically.

“Yes, but look.” Reed rested his cock on the underwear stretching between his knees. It was pulsing again, rather than dying down. “Your face isn’t the only thing I’m going to ruin today.”

“Oh, yay!” Gracie exclaimed with an excited nod. “P-Please make me your little slut, daddy. Please stretch my cunt and ruin me for anyone else!”

Gracie’s face took on a dazzled, eager expression, sending goops of cum dripping down from the tip of her nose and ears and chin.

Reed smiled at her used face, knowing he’d created a new addict to his lethal fuckstick.

And he would serve up her dosage on a regular basis, until she overdosed on his smelly, hot cum.
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Chapter Three
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M
 eadow watched with
 bulging eyes as her best friend prepared to get ravaged by the short boy with the ridiculous cock. It was the same short boy who’d ravaged Meadow’s mother, too, and she could finally start to see what all the fuss was about.

Meadow was no prude. She’d slept around and had her fair share of lusty experiences. So far, she’d only let this guy fuck her tits. It had been a hot experience, watching Reed’s face contort as he blasted off between her fat breasts, his cock sticking out from the top of her cleavage and ramming into her face.

And Meadow had some big ones: every other cock she’d ever allowed to rest between her tits had been smothered. The guys had always loved it, like they were fucking a cloud or an oversized pillow or something, but she’d always felt a bit of disappointment. In hindsight, she thought that maybe every guy she’d ever been with had just had a little dick.

But no, that wasn’t it. Most of them had been average. Reed just happened to have a stupidly big cock.

And it turned her on. Shameful,
 she thought to herself. 

After Meadow had seen her mother getting railed by that thing, she’d promptly fainted, but then she’d sworn to stay away from this guy.

And look how long that lasted!

It was only a couple weeks later that she found herself on her knees, her huge tits resting on Reed’s skinny legs, his thick cock rubbing against them and poking out the top, his cum running down her throat and body.

She shook her head as she observed the enslaved Gracie getting into position.

Reed was still sitting on the chair, and now Gracie took a seat on top of him. Not on his dick, but actually behind it—Reed leaned back a little bit and Gracie sat backwards
 on his tummy, so her backside smooshed into his face. The front of her dark, naked body blocked out the view of Reed’s paler body. She was a rather small girl, only 5’4” and slender, but her taut, toned ass still drooped over the sides of Reed’s hips. The way she sat on him, and the way Reed’s cock curved back, it was like the monstrous thing belonged to her—it looked like it was sticking up between her legs.

It was like that “helping hands” game gone terribly wrong.

Reed was whispering something in her ear, and Gracie’s dark complexion ripened in a steamy flush.


God, she’s fucking hot,
 Meadow told herself, shaking her head. Gracie had a smooth face full of sharp angles and dangerous lines—high cheekbones, a small chin, a sharp button-nose. Her pigtails were draped over her shoulders. She looked like a schoolgirl with her hair like that.

Meadow’s mother never found out that Meadow had been lying all the times she said Gracie was just a “friend.”

Yes, a friend I love to peg over and over. She’s got such a tight little body . . . perky little tits . . . how could I not want to have some of that?

Meadow’s hands had subconsciously drifted down to her pussy. She was still bare from the waist down, from when she’d gone ass to ass with Gracie, so it was easy access to her slick vagina. It was still tender from the orgasm she’d had with the dark, Brazilian beauty.

Her heart started beating faster as she fingered herself and began to understand what Reed and Gracie were planning to do. It was ambitious. Meadow wondered whose idea it had been.

Gracie, being the fit girl she was, lifted her legs and bent them, resting her feet a little bit above Reed’s knees. She spread her arms out like she was being crucified, and Reed grabbed hold of her by her biceps and lifted her up. She leaned back and bent her arms at her elbows, putting her hands on Reed’s bony shoulders.

She was positioned like a crab, except airborne, using Reed as stability and foundation—hands on shoulders, feet on knees. Meadow wondered if this was one of her yoga techniques.

Either way, the sight was impressive, watching Gracie’s legs tremble back and forth as they rested on Reed’s lower thighs.

What was even more impressive was the huge cock Reed was positioning under her. Now that she had lifted herself in the air like a cheerleader climbing the pyramid, Reed’s fat cockhead was precariously close to her pussy.


There’s no way that bulky thing’s gonna fit in Gracie’s little vagina!
 Meadow screamed inwardly. She fondled herself some more, touching herself with one hand and massaging her tits with the other. She let out a little moan as she watched from across the room, leaning back against the bed.

“Hold it, hold it,” Reed was saying, his voice strained. He waved his cock back and forth with his hands, lining it up with Gracie’s little hole while he tried to look under her body to see what he was doing.

“I-I can’t hold it much longer, daddy, my legs are getting tired,” she whined.

“You’ll hold it as long as I say, girl, or I’ll make sure you don’t cum again today, understand?”

Gracie gulped. Her face was a mixture of utter eagerness, lust, and trepidation. “Y-Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now, when I tell you, lower yourself down a little.”

She nodded.

Meadow had the perfect angle to watch the penetration happen. She could perfectly see the thick underside of Reed’s cock, reaching to the heavens—to Gracie, rather—with his giant, round nutsack swelling between his legs. She could see Gracie’s trembling body, suspended in the air, kept afloat by Reed’s suspiciously strong little body, her pussy dangling in the air, quavering and begging to be fucked raw.

Gracie’s whole face was still sloppy and caked in cum—but that only made her hotter, in Meadow’s mind. Gracie was unashamed about all of this, Meadow realized—she embraced her sensuality and the roleplaying and everything else Reed offered.

It was making Meadow incredibly wet. She peeked down and noticed her juices were running down her pussy, curving along bubbly ass, pooling at the fuzzy carpet.

Reed finally managed to get his cockhead directly lined up with Gracie’s pussy lips. It dwarfed her little muff—the cockhead was just too damn big around, too wide!

Its girth is almost a third of the size of her waist, for Christ’s sake!

“Now, begin,” Reed said. He held his cock rigid at the base, so it jutted up like a spear.

The dark beauty slowly lowered herself on that massive spear, letting it impale her. She let out a wondrous cry as the cockhead first pushed apart her pussy lips and plunged into her.

Meadow’s mouth fell open. Just watching that thing spread Gracie so wide was enough to make Meadow cum. But she held back, edging herself, building up.

She didn’t want to let herself go before the big show even began.

Her fingers curved inside, pressing her G-spot, and she moaned. Her other hand moved from her big tits, down, to caress her clit. Both her hands worked in tandem, filling her with pleasure.

Gracie, on the other hand, had a mask of pain on her face. But Meadow knew that Gracie was not averse to that pain—it turned her on. And soon that pain would turn to ecstasy.

Gracie’s pussy parted two, three, maybe four inches wide, and then the ridge of Reed’s cockhead finally disappeared inside her.

“Gaaah, just when I thought I’d gotten used to it!” Gracie yelled, leaning her head back so it rested on top of Reed’s head. Her feet wobbled on Reed’s legs even more, her arms shook and struggled to keep her lifted.

She was losing control.

“You’ll never get used to this thick meat, hun. I’ll make sure of it,” Reed said smoothly.

“Y-Yes, daddy, shove it in deeper! Please break me in two!”

That was all the encouragement Reed needed. He’d gotten about three inches of his cock inside Gracie’s pussy, and he said, “You’re so fucking tight, sex kitten!”

“I know, you f-fucking monstrous devil boy!”

Reed groaned and then did a move that nearly made Meadow squirt in surprise—

His arms reached out and suddenly tucked underneath Gracie’s thighs, then hooked upward. He pulled back on her dark legs, bending them back toward them both.

Her feet went flying off his knees, lifted into the air above her head.

Gracie screamed from the contortion, though whether it was in pain or pleasure, Meadow didn’t know.

Reed’s cock sunk deeper into her as he kept her lifted, her legs rearing back.

Gracie looked down and could see Reed’s cock pushing into her pussy now, and her face looked entranced.

“You’re so fucking full, Gracie!” Meadow blurted out. Her face blushed furiously as her fingers continued twiddling.

Reed reached up with his skinny arms as far as he could, bending Gracie’s body down, making her squirm and scream while she watched his huge fuckstick sitting in her little cunt.

“I know! It’s splitting me in twoooo!” Gracie replied, drool dripping down her chin.

His hands managed to get behind her head, and the position was complete—he had her in a full nelson on his lap, legs bent back, head bent forward.

He started moving his hips upward, pumping into her, a pure, relentless power bottom.

Gracie screamed as his cock slid in and out, stretching her out the whole time. Her thick thighs looked lovely pressed up against her body, her knees nearly touching her perky tits.

Reed’s cock glistened with Gracie’s pouring juices.

While he fucked her from below, her feet and shins bounced in coordination with his movements, sending her into an orgasmic spiral. Her free hands clenched the sides of her ass and spread her cheeks as far as they could go, trying to widen her own pussy for Reed’s massive girth.

“Oh myyy Goddd, you fuck-fucking animal! Do it with your tree-cock! Turn me into your little whore!” Gracie chattered. She started to wail incoherently as Reed’s hips bucked more wildly, his thrusts penetrating deeper inside her.

His cock made her flat stomach bulge with every thrust, and she looked down and could see it.

“Bulge me! Inflate me!” she urged him. “Mess my fucking guts up you fucking hog!”

Her tongue hung loosely out of the O of her mouth, jumping just as wildly as her feet and her legs below the knees.

But her body was stationary and immobile—unable to move as Reed fucked her madly, pumping into her and turning her into a writhing mess.

Meadow came from fingering herself. She clenched her ass and tried to hold on, but watching her friend succumb to Reed’s crazy fucking was too much. She finally unclenchd and a shockwave of pure joy swept through her body, causing her to cry out.

“Ha!” Reed barked in a hurried breath. “Is the redheaded little slut cumming too?”

“N-No!” Meadow lied through gasping breaths, her fingers still prying inside her and massaging her clit ruthlessly. She wanted to feel it again. No—

She wanted to feel him.


She wanted to feel what Gracie was getting—she wanted to get dicked down and beaten up like she’d never felt before.

She wanted what her mom had lusted after.

I get it, Mom! Dammit!

Meadow stretched her legs out in front of her, bending them at the knee, but then caved them inward so her knees bumped together. Her hands still worked furiously, and her face was sweating.

Reed looked over Gracie’s shoulder and smiled. “Aww, look how adorable your freckled friend looks, my pet—her fat tits drooping, her knees buckled together, her fingers going to town—”

“So c-cute, Meds!” Gracie agreed, her voice swinging with the rhythm of the cock pounding into her from below.

“Shut up, Gracie! Ahhh!” Meadow cried out and clenched her eyes shut as she came again.

“Come here, ya busty bitch!” Reed growled. “Join us!”

Then he did another surprising thing:

He stood.

He wasn’t a big guy, but Gracie wasn’t heavy, and his adrenaline was going at full speed. He slowly rose from the chair, keeping Gracie’s legs spread far out, so they kicked out from his sides. Her body was pinned against his chest, shaking uncontrollably from the thorough fucking he was giving her.

His cock never even left her pussy as he went to his feet.

He held her like he was curling a dumbbell, letting go of her head because he wasn’t tall enough to get an angle there—not without crushing her down completely.

Gracie screamed as she went airborne. 

She wailed and wailed as her legs bounced and Reed kept plunging up into her.

Reed’s balls dangled low between his legs now, full and heavy, jumping up with every thrust.

He saw Meadow crawling toward them on all fours, like a predatory cat. Her big, round ass was wider and suppler than the rest of her body, and it sashayed and wobbled as she slithered toward them. Her fiery hair framed her red, blushing face. She had a lost expression, like she was hypnotized and didn’t know what she crawled toward.

Reed’s balls constricted at the sight, turning into a volleyball between his legs. He spread his legs and planted his feet further apart, to give his heavy nuts more room to dangle, and to get a better foundation as he savaged Gracie.

The Brazilian wouldn’t stop moaning and screaming. Her pussy had turned amazingly soppy, a wet sploosh sounding every time he skewered her. It allowed his cock to slide much easier, and for his thrusts to pick up in rhythm. Her whole body jiggled, but she was getting heavy in his arms.

Gracie’s thick thighs were turning white from Reed’s iron grip on them.

Next time he looked forward over Gracie’s shoulder, Meadow was crouched right under them—almost invisible to his eye.

She sat there with her orange eyebrows arched upward, intently watching Reed’s huge cock penetrating her friend from close up.

Reed felt a soft wetness below him, where he couldn’t see, and he stifled a groan.

Meadow had cupped his enormous balls in her hands and was licking them like a tasty treat.

“T-That’s right, you fiery slut! Stuff your face in my fucking balls!” Reed yelled.

His balls seemed to grow in her hands, spilling out between her fingers. Paired with any other cock, that nutsack would’ve deserved a doctor’s visit—the size looked dangerous, almost urgently so.

But they were proportional with Reed’s giant shaft, and Meadow kept licking and tried to stick one of his nuts in her mouth, but it would barely fit.

“Gobble it up, girl!” Reed shouted as he thrust up into Gracie again.

Gracie joined the peanut gallery, giving her best friend encouragement. “Come on, Meds, slobber all over those fat fucking balls! Push your face into them! Suffocate on those giant alpha nuts!” 

“Hnnngh!” Reed wailed, gritting his teeth. His cock felt so good deep inside Gracie—she’d managed to take at least six or seven inches of it—and now his nuts felt incredible too, in Meadow’s mouth.

It was too much to bear.

He felt his knees wobbling.

Meadow reached around his thin body and grabbed his little buttocks in each hand, pressing his body forward while she shoved her whole face against Reed’s nutsack.

His balls smothered her.

Meadow breathed in deeply and took in the musty odor of his nutsack. He might’ve looked like a skinny little teenager, but boy did he smell like a fucking man!



A barbarian! A fucking savage!
 Meadow told herself as Reed’s balls weighed heavily against her pretty face. She licked him and slobbered all over those testicles like Gracie had commanded. She took them in her mouth, one by one, and pulled them and sucked on them, clearly making Reed’s knees weak.

All while Reed stood like a moving statue, relentlessly pounding Gracie, his whole body constricting and going tight.

As his balls receded toward his body, Meadow kept his big right nut in her mouth for a moment too long, stretching it and pulling.

“Agh, fuck!” Reed cried out.

Then she let go and it popped out of her mouth and sprung toward Reed’s thighs. She stayed on her knees and stared up at the action, watching as that hefty member stretched her friend impossibly wide and deep. 

“Fuck! You crazy, horny bitches!” Reed yelled. His voice was hoarse and raw, as was Gracie’s from so much screaming.

Gracie’s body jolted one more time on his dick, going into convulsions as she came yet again.

Meadow started to move away from underneath them—

“Stay there, slut!” Reed demanded, and Meadow’s neck tightened in shock, but she obeyed.

Reed thrust into Gracie one more time, grunting like a silverback gorilla, and held it there—deep and hard.

Gracie’s stomach bulged and inflated from his wedged cock—her hands went over the bulge to press down on it.

“It’s flying into my wooomb! Creampie me, daddy! Breed meeeee!” she shrieked, tears running down her cheeks.

Reed’s grunt turned into a prolonged, exasperated wail as he exploded inside Gracie’s little pussy, his cum shooting straight up into her.

His plan had been to pull out at the last second, but—

He creampied her, holding her airborne, and then he bent his knees and his cock descended out of her.

Meadow squinted and prepared for the worst as she stared up at the scene, watching Reed’s cock slide out from Gracie, and seeing her friend’s utterly gaping hole staring back at her.

She closed her eyes and awaited her fate.

A rush of overflowing cum and juices flooded from Gracie’s pussy and rained over Meadow’s face, drenching her in a cum shower like she’d never felt before. It was hot and slimy and thick and sticky and stinky—and she came two seconds later from her own hands.

“Ha!” Reed said, watching his cum rain on Meadow’s pale, freckled face and red hair. “You love bathing in my nasty cum, don’t you, girl?”

Meadow grit her teeth as she felt the warm semen dripping down her face, onto her tits and into her cleavage. She wanted to scold this horsecocked motherfucker.

But she couldn’t find the will to do it.

All she could do was sit there and nod solemnly, understanding her place in the situation.

She thought about the one silver lining: He still hasn’t fucked me, though . . .


But then she thought: Is it even a silver lining anymore?
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Chapter Four
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G
 racie was twitching
 with orgasmic aftershocks for the next five minutes. She just sat on the chair Reed had been occupying, her legs sticking out in front of her and spread out, her bare, leaking pussy free for everyone to see. She had leaned back in the chair and had closed her eyes, and that’s when the little twitches started coming.

Reed chuckled at the sight. He hadn’t put his pants or underwear on, and he stood near her with his fat, floppy cock just swaying in the wind, halfway down his thighs. It draped casually over his big, low-hanging nuts.

Meadow was watching them both from the bed, wiping her face off with a towel from an attached bathroom that Reed hadn’t noticed before. She got a perfect view of the backside of Reed’s gargantuan package, jutting down beneath his cute little butt, and she watched the way it swung in slow motion every time he shifted his stance, from thigh to thigh.

Once she was finished cleaning off her cum-drenched face, she shook her head. His size below the waist seemed abnormal, especially when seen in juxtaposition to his skinny legs, small ass, and slender waist.

“Jesus,” she said from her seat on the bed, “how do you even walk with balls like that?”

Reed turned around to face her, his python wagging along after him. He looked down at himself and shrugged. “Not easily. Practice, I guess.”

“And that dick,” Meadow continued, gazing at it like a buried treasure. “It’s bigger soft than a lot of guys are when they’re hard.”

“I know.”

“Doesn’t it scare people?”

Reed scratched the back of his head, feeling a bit uncomfortable. He looked away from Meadow’s intense, green eyes. “Sometimes.”

“It scared me, first time I saw it,” Gracie said from behind him. She was still panting a bit, and her beautiful dark legs were still spread apart. Reed glimpsed at her smooth little pussy, and the cum dribbling out of it. She continued, saying, “But I think I was more entranced than scared. ‘Specially once I got my lips around it.”

Meadow giggle across the way.

Reed blushed and said, “I’m feeling a little tag-teamed here.”

“You would like that, wouldn’t you?” Meadow asked, a wry smirk showing on her full, red lips.

“You won’t hear any complaints from me,” Reed said. He faced Gracie and nudged his chin at her nether region. “Shouldn’t you, uh, take something for that? Clean yourself out or something?”

Gracie and Meadow both broke out in laughter, which made Reed redden even more. Now, besides feeling double-teamed, he felt like an idiot—like he was missing something.

“Why?” Gracie asked. “Didn’t want to breed me after all?”

“Well, I mean . . . I can barely cover my own expenses as it is, and my band’s kind of on the fritz. Is that what you want? A kid?” His eyes went big as he looked at her, but Gracie held a teasing look on her face.

Gracie let him suffer for a moment in a boiling pot of fear and confusion. Then her smile disappeared. “Fuck no, big boy. I’m 20 years old—are you kidding me? My parents would kill me. Don’t worry, it’s been taken care of.”

“I think it’s pretty cute that that’s where his thoughts went, though,” Meadow said, speaking through Reed like he wasn’t standing between them.

“Yeah, what a cutie you are!” Gracie added, clapping her hands and closing her legs. “And with such a giant cock! Best of both worlds.”

“T-Thanks, I guess . . .” Reed said, rubbing his scalp. “Though I can’t tell if you girls are still teasing me or not.”

“No, I’m being for real,” Gracie said. “It’s not often you find a boy whose first response to pregnancy isn’t ‘it’s not mine!’ I think whatever lucky girl ends up scooping you up is going to be very happy.”

Reed half-smiled. His thoughts trailed away to Alice, suddenly, and he felt a pang of guilt. If there was anyone he was serious with—or had been serious with in the past—it was her. They still hadn’t formally gotten back together, so Reed didn’t really count what he was doing as cheating.

But it was sort of a technicality. He was still railing out other girls. 

“Yeah,” Meadow added nonchalantly, “you’ll at least make her cum a lot.”

The girls shared another giggle, then Meadow stood from the bed and walked barefoot across the carpet, to Reed. She reached him and he looked up at her wild mane of red hair—she was about three inches taller than he was—and her brilliant green eyes.

She leaned against him and they faced Gracie together. Meadow rested her arm on Reed’s shoulder like they were old pals—like a lot of taller people did with their shorter friends. The side of her soft bosom pressed into Reed’s arm, making his wild cock stir against his thigh. 

“Wanna take a shower?” Meadow asked, looking directly at Gracie and ignoring Reed, even though she was propped up against him.

Gracie’s eyes fell on Meadow’s beautiful, heavy breasts, delighting in the way they bounced when she walked, and the way they naturally squeezed together without the aid of a bra or shirt. Meadow was young enough so they didn’t sag whatsoever. They were perfectly shaped, pale, and with freckles dotting the tops of the soft flesh.

Gracie licked her lips, her eyes not moving from Meadow’s tits. “You bet your ass I do. Who could say no to those titties?”

Meadow chuckled. She hip-bumped Reed and said, “Should we let him join?”

Reed’s face lit up like a kid who’d just gotten the OK from his mom to have a sleepover with his besties.

“It looks like that hefty slab of meat is getting hard again,” Gracie said. “We’d be cruel to neglect it, eh?”

Meadow grinned. “I suppose so . . .”

Reed still felt baffled, but it wasn’t an unpleasant confusion. It wasn’t every day that two strong women had the upper hand on him—speaking over him and talking about him like he wasn’t present. He was sort of turned on by them flipping the script on him like that. He thought he could get used to their snooty, haughty attitude, as long as he ended up with his cock buried deep inside them and left them screaming and creaming themselves by the time it was all over. 

He could get used to not being the dominant one all the time
 —and just being led along like a puppy every once in a while. He knew once the sex began, it was never long before he got his way.

With someone like Professor Magdalin, it was a bit harder to accept, because she was already an authority figure in her actual life—professional and personal. Her dominance seemed a bit more serious—vindictive, even, like when he’d walked in on her pegging Kurt. Similarly, when Magdalin had first caught Meadow and Gracie in Reed’s bed, she had honestly tried to force her way onto him and have her way with him. Of course by the end of that legendary session she’d been a slopping mess with all her holes stretched and leaking cum. But submission had not been her initial intent. 

With Meadow and Gracie, well, first off, they were his own age. Their taunting and teasing felt a bit more . . . playful. And Reed wouldn’t mind turning them into his begging playthings, while he simulated the part of “thirsty poolboy” or whatever.

By the time Reed was brought back to his senses, Gracie was standing, sweeping by him, and heading for the bathroom on the other side of the room. Reed was nodding to his internal thoughts, and Meadow’s arm no longer rested on his shoulder. She was right behind Gracie.

Reed turned and got an exemplary shot of both their asses in contrast: Gracie’s was firm and tight from working out, dark and taut, her cheeks slightly concave as she seemed to be flexing. It didn’t move much, but its wideness cut a great figure, rounding out her hips as she sashayed toward the door. Meadow’s ass was fat
 in all the best ways: a large, perfectly round bubble butt that protruded far out from her hips and helped create a stunning hourglass figure. Light freckles dotted that pale, jiggling booty.

Gracie looked over her shoulder seductively at Reed. “Coming?” Then her eyebrows jumped. “Oh my, sir, what’s going on down there? It looks like your beast is ready to pounce.”

Reed looked down at himself, dumbfounded. His cock was at half-mast, slowly lifting from his ballsack, pointed straight out. A few moments longer admiring the girls’ asses and he’d be rearing to go. It was starting to grow incredibly thick.

He couldn’t wait to join them in the shower.

Maybe I’ll finally get to put it inside Meadow—

Then a harsh buzz and vibration broke his concentration. He frowned. The buzz remained constant, coming from nearby.

Reed looked at his feet and saw his pants were vibrating on the ground. He sighed and bent down, picking out his phone, then checked the screen.

“Ugh,” he complained. “I’ve got to get this. Ladies, start without me. You’d best be wet as a whistle by the time I get in there.”

“I have a feeling we will be, sexy,” Gracie said. She winked at him and added, “It’s a fucking shower.” Giggling, she disappeared into the bathroom, with Meadow following.

As Reed picked up the phone, the shower started.

“Harry, what is it?” he asked, his tone clearly not pleased with the distraction.

“Dude, where are you? Our gig’s about to start!”
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Chapter Five
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“W
 hat the fuck are you
 talking about?” Reed asked, panic setting in.

“Our gig at Bub’s!”

“What
 gig at Bub’s? You never told me about this, man.” Reed put a hand on his hip. He looked down and saw to his chagrin that his big swinging thing was quickly losing steam.

“Well, if you didn’t hang up on me last time we talked, maybe you’d—”

“And during the day?” Reed interjected, rolling his eyes. He stared out the large French window in the room, at the sunny afternoon that danced across the green hillside.

“Yeah, we’re supposed to go on for the lunch crowd. It’s, what, 12:30 now? We’re supposed to be going on now, but I can probably push it back ‘til 1:00. How long ‘til you can be here?”

Reed found himself gritting his teeth. This was not
 the way he wanted things to work out. There were two beautiful women in the shower—now they were humming and sniggering to each other—just waiting to get pressed up against the wet wall and dicked down mercilessly.

Granted, he had
 already blown one tremendous load, one that bloated Gracie’s tummy and showered Meadow’s face.

But what the fuck!

“Reed!” Harry shouted.

Reed jerked back and took the phone away from his ear. It wasn’t like Harry to be uncommunicative about their gigs—the sting of the foursome-turned-threesome-without-him must have still hurt.

Luckily, Reed was in La Jolla Shores, and Bub’s BBQ was about a 10 minute drive into Downtown La Jolla.

But he wanted to make Harry squirm and sweat a little bit more, for doing this to him.

“I can be there by 1:00,” he said.

Harry said, “Dammit, man, hurry up!”

Reed frowned. “Yeah, yeah, yeah, I heard you. Do you have your spare guitar? I’m not home, and if I have to go back there to get it . . .”

Harry sighed loudly into the phone. “Gah, fine. Yes. Just get your ass down here. I’m not losing out on this cash because of you!”

Reed said, “Yeah, okay,” hung up on his bandmate, and looked down at the black phone. “Fuck you, Harry.”

He turned to face the door leading to the shower. It was slightly ajar, steam pouring out from the opening, the echoes of the girls’ laughter ringing out from the muffled room . . .


Goddaaammit,
 he thought, his face the utter epitome of longing.

Then his phone started ringing again in his hand.

What the fuck! Tragedy comes in threes—is that it?

It wasn’t Harry.

He answered the call and put on his best higher-pitched voice. “Heya, Alice, how are you?”

“I’m good, hun, how about you?”

Reed stepped away from the shower, to get away from the rising voices of the girls inside. “Great, sweetie, but I’m a little swamped right now. Could I maybe call you back?”

The disappointment was evident in Alice’s voice. “Y-Yeah, I guess so . . . dang it. I wanted to see you . . .”

Reed was about to retort, to tell Alice it wasn’t such a good idea—probably leaving out the part about the squealing chicks in the shower—but then the cogs started turning in his mind.

He got that faraway look in his eyes, and it created a nice pause on the phone.

“Hello?” Alice asked at last.


Jeez,
 Reed thought, shaking his head. I really need to work on not getting so distracted . . .


“Yeah, sorry, babe, I just, uh.” Fuck it.
 “Hey,” he said, catching his breath and starting again. “I’ve got a gig coming up, like, soon. It’s acoustic. Do you want to—”

“Hell yes I do!” Alice said before he was finished.

Aww, she’s so cute when she’s excited. And since Harry doesn’t want Meadow and Gracie at our shows anyway . . .

It can’t hurt, right?

It dawned on him that he was juggling quite a few precarious things here—quite a few sharp objects that could nick him with the littlest screw up.


It’s a tough life having the biggest dick in town,
 he told himself, when everyone wants it.


I can’t be selfish and keep it all for one person, can I?

“Great,” Reed said. “It’s at Bub’s. We’re playing lunch. Starts in about 30 minutes.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Awesome. I’ve got to run, hun—”

“Kisses,” Alice said, and Reed’s stomach dropped a little bit. That was their old way of saying goodbye when they used to date . . .

Uh oh.

He hung up without giving Alice a “kisses” back. If it came up later, he’d just tell her he hadn’t heard her. Then he walked up to the door of the shower and poked his head in.

“Oh, Jesus,” he muttered.

Meadow’s ass was pressed firmly up against the back of the shower wall, the raining water spilling down her ample chest. Her head was leaned back against the wall, and her red hair was in a thick, wet cord down her back.

Gracie was on her knees between Meadow’s legs, her darker hair and head hidden between those thick, pale thighs. Meadow was moaning with a hand on the back of Gracie’s head, gripping her dark hair.

Gracie was eating her out.

“G-Girls,” Reed said, feeling his cock awaken again. “I’ve gotta jet, I’m afraid. Really afraid . . . dammit.”

“J-Jesus, Grace, stick it deeper, can you? God I love the way you use your tongue,” Meadow said breathlessly. Her head writhed on her neck.

Reed trudged on. “I’ve got a, uh, gig at Bub’s in La Jolla. Lunchtime gig and—” he stopped talking as Meadow moaned louder and she shoved Gracie’s head deeper into her pussy. “Oh, who the fuck cares, right? I gotta go. Talk soon?”

Neither of the girls answered.

Reed left the house before his rigid boner became unbearable and unstoppable.

* * *
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B
 UB’S WAS A BBQ PIT
 and bar that did a pretty good lunch. They had performers like Glovebrook come by every once in a while, to try to get the clientele to stay after they finished their messy pulled pork sandwiches and such, hoping they’d partake in libations.

When he arrived, Reed could tell Harry was on edge. He didn’t really care—his estimation of Harry had fallen a bit since the three-way debacle and Harry’s subsequent attempt to run Reed’s life according to The Impossible Standards of Harry Glover.

“I don’t want you hanging out with those girls, either,” Harry had told Reed, referring to Meadow and Gracie.


He’s so emasculated that he can’t even be caught in the same room as those chicks,
 Reed thought to himself as he and Harry set up near the back of the shop. The place smelled of sweet, cooking meats—smoky and savory. There were a good number of patrons around the tables, munching and sipping, but Glovebrook would mainly be playing ambiance. They weren’t expecting a big crowd to circle around them, and that was A-OK with Reed.

He wanted to get in and out of here as quickly as possible—collect his money and take Alice out somewhere nice.

Maybe even meet up with Meadow and Gracie later . . . those bisexual minxes were utterly captivating.

Reed’s mind started to swirl around the idea of Alice, Meadow, and Gracie, all
 together, and him.

What an epic session that would be! 

Alice arrived just as they were finishing setting up. She walked in through the door and Reed’s eyes met hers immediately. She seemed a bit nervous—Alice didn’t typically do well in public settings—but she looked cute. She wore a frilly red dress that went down to her knees and dark stockings that hid her pale legs. Her dark bangs had been freshly cut, so they rested just above her eyebrows, giving her a cutesy look that she probably wouldn’t ever be able to outgrow.

She smiled at Reed, her wide, pink lips curving up her face, and approached him. He sat on a chair in the corner of the room—there was no stage at Bub’s—and she leaned over and pecked him on the lips.

“Glad you could make it, hun,” Reed said.

“Wouldn’t miss it.”

Harry was watching the interaction with intense curiosity on his face. “You two are back together?” he asked, tilting his head.

“What if we are?” Reed asked, a tinge of spite in his voice.

“Hello to you, too, Harry,” Alice said to the taller man.

Harry shrugged. “I’m happy for you guys.” He didn’t sound happy. He faced Reed. “It’s a lot better than those other—”

“Just shut up and play, Harry,” Reed said, cutting him off before he could say anything stupid or incriminating about Meadow and Gracie.

“I see you guys are getting along swimmingly,” Alice said. “I’m gonna get a sandwich or something while you guys play.”

And so, once Alice had wandered off to the front counter along the adjacent wall of the building, their set began.

Reed and Harry’s set didn’t start off strong—they weren’t on the same page and weren’t clicking. Reed felt that Harry was trying to sabotage the band, and Harry probably felt the same about Reed. They kept shaking their heads at one another after every missed note, and even went so far as to scoff when the other messed up.

After three or four songs, they finally got in sync.

Alice sat alone on a cushioned bench, eating her food, one leg crossed over her knee. She kicked her foot to the beat of the music.

When Reed finished a guitar solo about 30 minutes into their set, he looked up and noticed Alice was no longer alone on the bench. A big, handsome man sat next to her, sitting entirely too close to her. He had dirty blond hair and a strong chin and jawline. His arms looked about as big as Reed’s thighs. He wore a striped polo shirt opened at the top, and had that clean-cut look of a veteran, even though he was probably in his mid-20s. 

Reed scowled.

Not only was the guy fit and good looking, but he was apparently charming, too. He kept leaning over to Alice as he watched Reed and Harry play, and whatever he was saying to her was making her laugh and giggle like a schoolgirl.

Reed didn’t like it one bit. He tried not to be a jealous creature, but there were some occasions when it was impossible not to be. This was one of those occasions—another man chatting up his girl, with Alice not making any kind of effort to shoo him away.

Plus, he’d apparently bought Alice a beer, because they both had half-empty pint glasses in front of them.

That’s how Reed saw the situation: half-empty.

By the time Reed and Harry finished the first set of two, Alice was on her second beer. She laughed frequently, showing the stranger her pearly whites.

Reed took the first break, while Harry continued playing. He pursed his lips, put his guitar down, and stormed over to the bench.

Alice smiled and looked up at him with wonder in her big brown eyes. Reed couldn’t help but crack a half-grin at the sight of such an admiring look.

When he faced the handsome guy next to her, his half-smile vanished. “Hey, babe
 ,” he said, speaking to Alice even while he had a stare-off with the man. “What’s going on over here?”

“Oh, Reed, this is Trent. He’s hilarious,” Alice informed him.

Reed said, “Do you two know each other?”

“Nope,” Alice said, “just met.”

Trent held his hand out and Reed reluctantly shook it. The guy had a big, strong hand that enveloped Reed’s, and an iron grip. Reed winced.

“I’ve just been propositioning your girlfriend, Reed. She’s told me a lot about you,” Trent said in a deep voice.

Alice giggled with a hand over her mouth, and Reed’s head lurched back.

“Excuse me?” Reed said, stupefied. The wiry muscles on his body grew tight.

Alice rolled her eyes. “He’s talking about a place to live, hun. For us. He’s a real estate agent, isn’t that right, Trent?”

Trent broke into a smile and nodded. “Sorry about that,” he said to Reed. “I can tell by your body language that I might have misread the situation. I’ve been told I can come on a little strong.”

“Yeah . . .” Reed said, trailing off. “Maybe just a little.”

“You sure look strong . . .” Alice said, glancing at the guy’s bulging biceps and then quickly looking away.

Reed relaxed a little, even with Alice’s offhanded comment. Maybe this guy wasn’t trying to hit on his girl—if that’s what Alice was, anyway—but he still felt a bit uncomfortable. “So what’s this about a place? Are you talking about an apartment or something?”

Trent nodded. “I have some listings in La Jolla and PB, some in Mission Beach and Ocean Beach, too.”

Reed said, “I live in PB and I can barely afford it. You know I can’t afford another place, Alice. And aren’t we moving a little too quickly here? We haven’t even finalized—”

“Okay, okay,” Alice said, crossing her arms over her chest. “Trent doesn’t need to know our whole life story, Reed. He was just being polite.”

“Polite. Right.”

There was a pause, and Trent’s eyes went from Reed to Alice, who were having a staring competition and refusing to look away.

Trent read the situation and butted in. “You know, I also do a little band managing on the side. You guys sound great up there. Maybe I could get you some gigs.”

Reed finally turned away from Alice’s stormy look. “Thanks, but I think we can work it out ourselves,” he said, a bit reprovingly.

Trent shrugged. “Fair enough.” He reached into his pocket and produced a business card. “But just in case you ever want to talk.” He handed the business card to Reed. The card read:

TRENT FISHER

A&R – Booking – Management

And it had his number and email. Reed shrugged, put the card in his pocket, and said, “Well okay, then. Hey, bud, do you mind if I talk to Alice alone for a minute?”

“Of course,” Trent said with a slight nod. He got up from the bench, said, “It was a pleasure, Miss Beaumont,” to Alice, flashed a Colgate-commercial smile, and headed for the bar counter with his beer in his hand.

Reed watched him walk away—Tren’s casual jeans rippled against his big, churning legs.

“You seem to really hit it off with that guy,” Reed said, sitting next to Alice.

She leaned in and smirked. “Jealous, babe?”

Reed blushed. “N-No . . .”

Alice pecked him on the cheek and reared her head back to laugh. “You’re so transparent, Reed. But it’s okay, that’s one of the reasons I love ya.”

Reed leaned back and rested against the cushioned back of the bench. “I’m sure. Trent really got on your good side in a hurry, huh?”

Alice tilted her head slightly. “Oh, come on, babe. He’s harmless.”

“If you say so.” No man is harmless . . .


“He’s just trying to peddle his services.”


Yes, but what “services” is he “peddling”?
 Reed’s eyes narrowed as he watched Trent conversing with the pretty bartender behind the counter. Now he had her laughing, too. “That’s what I’m afraid of . . .”

Alice leaned over and tucked her head into the nook of Reed’s shoulders. “Reed Claybrook, you’re scandalous.”

Reed chuckled—the first happy sound he’d made since arriving at Bub’s. He reached up to his shoulder and pet Alice’s dark hair, massaging her head.

“Hey,” he whispered, “what’dya say we get out of here?”

Alice furrowed her brow. “And leave Harry all alone up there?”

Reed shrugged, moving Alice’s head on his shoulder. “Fuck him. He’s been a pain in the ass lately.”

“Don’t you need this money?”

Reed sighed. Leave it to Alice to bring logistics and practicality into the equation. “I guess . . .”

“Come on, I don’t know what’s tearing you two apart, but make up with him—you guys have good chemistry together.”

“Only on stage,” Reed said.

Alice’s head bounced up from his shoulder. “What’s that mean?”

Reed shrugged, a sight panic settling in that he did a good job of hiding. He thought again of the botched four-way at his apartment. “Nothing. I gotta get up there, before he springs a leak.”

“Go get ‘em, tiger.”

As Reed got up, she slapped his little ass and giggled.

Reed grabbed his guitar—Harry’s, actually—sat down, and scooted close to the microphone set up in front of his chair.

“Everything okay in paradise?” Harry asked after he finished his solo song.

Reed looked up and smiled at Alice. Then his eyes drew past her, to the end of the room, and widened.


No, it looks like everything isn’t okay in paradise,
 he thought, his panic reaching new heights.

Meadow and Gracie were walking through the door.
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Chapter Six
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R
 eed saw his life flashing
 before his eyes. This was worse than bad. This was a nightmare.

He thought that Meadow and Gracie had totally tuned him out when he’d told them he had a gig to go to—they had seemed quite preoccupied with each other in the shower.

But here they were, slight smirks on their faces, standing in the center of the room, staring at Reed and Harry.

Reed immediately looked down to his guitar, trying to play it off like he hadn’t seen them, and started strumming a song. Anything to get away from the collision course headed his way—Alice and Meadow and Gracie standing shoulder to shoulder, scolding him, chastising him . . . killing him.

He started playing “Hotel California.”

“What the fuck, Reed,” Harry spat when he saw the girls. “Nope. Fuck this.” He got up from his seat and all but slammed his guitar down onto its stand.

Reed just kept playing Hotel California, panicking underneath his pale exterior.

Harry beelined for the girls, who both had their arms crossed over their chests. Gracie wore black yoga pants that accentuated her toned legs perfectly, and a white halter-top. Meadow had on jeans that strained against her round ass, and an oversized tie-dye T-shirt that hid her ample bosom well.

“You girls can’t be here,” Reed heard Harry say in a too-loud voice. “I told Reed—”

“It’s a free country, my guy,” Gracie said. “We can be wherever we want.”

Harry snapped. He leaned closer to them and started speaking in a harsh whisper, his arms gesticulating in the air angrily. A crowd of onlookers turned their heads to see what all the hubbub was about.

Reed cursed when he saw Alice look over her shoulder to inspect the happenings. Trent leaned leisurely against the bar counter with his legs crossed at the ankles, a bemused expression on his face. He kept glancing over at Reed.

Reed kept to himself, trying to make it through the song, but it quickly became apparent that no one was paying any attention to him. Bub’s patrons were locked in on the argument taking place center stage.

There were “oohs” and “ahhs” from the gawking crowd. Some people chuckled to themselves at the heated conversation taking place.

Finally, all hell broke loose.

Meadow said, “You’re acting like a coward,” to Harry, which drew a round of “oohs.”

Then Gracie took it one step further. She yelled, loud enough for everyone to hear, “You’re just scared that everyone will find out how much of a pussy you are, with your little dick! You’re petrified of his massive cock! He should slap you upside the head with his heavy thing!”

And then she pointed down the restaurant, and everyone’s eyes followed her.

Directly at Reed.

The whole room seemed to stifle a gasp, and everything went quiet.

Reed hit a bum note, and it rang out awkwardly, perfectly, over the silent pub. His eyes bulged and he blushed furiously. Before he could look back down at his guitar, he glanced over at Alice, whose mouth was agape in utter shock.

Reed wanted to say something, but he was too late. Alice jumped up from her seat. Her face was burning red and she stared at the floor as she marched away, tears lining her eyes. She stormed past Meadow and Gracie without looking up at them, but she did bump Gracie with her elbow as she walked by.

Reed stood from his seat, his guitar at his side, eager to chase after Alice.

“Holy shit, she ain’t kiddin’,” some awed customer murmured from a seat, staring at Reed. “I didn’t even notice.”

“Daaamn, boy’s packing some heat,” someone else said.

“I doubt it’s real,” a girl told her friend.

Reed’s eyes went down to his waist, to the huge mound protruding from his crotch. His cock snaked down his skinny jeans, outlined like an ear of corn.

He was speechless. The audience watching him was filled with awe, wonder, lust, disgust, and giggles.

This was worse than a nightmare!

Harry rushed over to him and stared down at Reed, swiping his suave, wavy hair out of his face. “We’re fucking finished,” he spat through gritted teeth. He whisked his guitar away, snatched his back-up guitar out of Reed’s hands, and stormed out of Bub’s.

A couple people actually gave light applause as he left—the drunker of the bunch.

Reed trudged over to Meadow and Gracie. Meadow was blushing and refused to look him in the eye. Gracie had her arms crossed, but she looked apprehensive too—her eyebrows were weirdly slanted.

“I-I’m sorry, Reed, really,” Gracie stuttered. “I didn’t mean to fuck things up for you.”

“Let’s go,” Reed said in a low, brooding voice. The rage on his face was evident.

“W-Where?” Gracie asked.

“Where the hell do you think?”

* * *
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G
 RACIE SCREAMED. IT
 echoed down the hall, through her house, and across the other levels of the mansion.

She leaned forward and bit down on her bedsheets, her neck muscles bulging from pain and pleasure, while also reaching back and trying to separate her ass as far as it would go.

Reed stood over her, crouched like an animal, pounding her mercilessly from behind. Her yoga pants were pulled down just past her brown ass. Her panties were yanked aside. His huge cock curved into her and speared her pussy, making her cry out in an ululating rhythm.

Every time he blasted forward, her whole body shook from the force of his blows. His heavy nutsack slammed into her legs. His cock jutted from her like a foreign object—like a fat, thick tail.

She was sloppy and wet and drooling, and chomping down on her bedsheets with her eyes clenched shut.

The sound of Reed’s cock plunging into her was lewd and rhythmic and powerful. His cock glided rather easily from the wetness of her pussy, though it was airtight against her.

The clattering of his thrusts and his pounding balls lit up the room.

Slap-pap—slap-pap—splap-pap—

Meadow sat at the foot of the bed, on her knees, fingering herself wildly as she watched Gracie getting stretched by that giant womb-wrecker for the second time that day.

“You fucked up everything!” Reed shouted at her, railing into her again.

“I-I’m sorry, d-d-daddy! Please punish me—ruin your little slut and fuck me into obedience! I was just trying to he-he-help!”

“You’re more trouble than you’re worth,” Reed growled. “You naughty little girl—you good for nothing cum-rag! That’s all you are!”

“I knoooow,” Gracie squealed, cumming violently, her whole body shaking. 

Reed kept plowing into her through her orgasm.

She moaned and whimpered and tried to run forward on her hands and knees, on the bed, though she had nowhere to go.

Reed snagged the straps of her panties and yanked her back, drawing another yelp from the girl. She slid back on the bed, toward Reed, sliding down onto his cock.

Rather than thrust into her, Reed changed tactics and began using her panties as leverage. He lifted her butt by her panty straps and rammed her down onto his cock, making her bust out in low “oofs” and “ughs.”

He used her like a ragdoll, shouting, “You need training to be my fucktoy—you need to be broken in!” 

“Y-Y-Yes,” she mumbled as her body seesawed back and forth, her bottom half going numb from the sheer rapture of getting filled so much. “Break me! Break your little whore!”

From the side, at the foot of the bed, Meadow moaned and caused herself to climax.

Reed yanked on Gracie’s panty straps one last time, and then they ripped in his hands and her panties tore away.

He spanked her ass, over and over, until that dark brown luster turned pink and red. His blistering, slapping nuts added to the redness.

Gracie came again, then fell forward on the bed, unable to keep herself on her hands and knees.

Reed fell with her, his thinner body planted on top of her firm ass, his cock still buried inside her.

He growled like an animal and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling himself closer to her and resting his cheek on her back.

His long strokes turned into quick jabs as his body melded onto hers, his cock making her pussy run wild with juices and precum.

Reed hugged her tighter and stared out the French window, his cheek slick with sweat from Gracie’s back, his cock pumping into her at an alarming speed.

Her voice stuttered and stammered incoherently as his cock raged inside her, quick and hard, filling her entirely with his massive girth. The slapping of his hips against her toned ass rang out.

“Ugh-ga-ga-ga,” Gracie moaned, climaxing again. Her legs kicked up between Reed’s legs, her toes curling. She reached back and gripped his little asscheeks, pushing him even deeper inside her.

His cock burned inside her, and she simply couldn’t stop ejaculating.

Then Reed pulled back, tugged his cock out of her, leaving her pussy gaping and leaking, and he ran the girth over her asscrack.

“Come on,” he said, “hotdog my cock until I blow all over your back.”

She stopped flexing her ass so it became pudgy and accommodating, allowing Reed to slide his wide cock through her cheeks. He put his hands on each cheek and pressed them against his cock, like he was fucking some big tits, and still his long dick protruded out above her tailbone.

When he clenched his whole body, so did she.

He roared and exploded, keeping his cock pressed firmly between her buttocks. His cum shot up like a catapult, arching in the air and raining onto her hair and back. Some of it even shot past her body and splattered against the wall and onto her pillows.

He came a whole lot before he crouched over her and smeared the last smudges of cum on her asscheeks. 

Gracie panted and twitched.

Reed’s dark gaze moved to Meadow, who was lying on her back on that expensive Turkish carpet, her panties and jeans ringed around her ankles, her hands between her legs.

She had a scared but eager expression on her face.

“Are you scared?” Reed asked.

“Of what?”

“I’m going to fuck you silly. Your pretty little pussy will never be the same.”

Meadow smirked. “It’s about damn time.”
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Chapter Seven
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R
 eed jumped off the
 bed, leaving Gracie sprawled and spread-eagle face-down, trying to regain feeling in her overloaded body.

Reed’s cock was still hard as a rock, and it bounced up and down as he landed on his feet and stood over Meadow.

The buxom redhead stayed on her back on the carpet, staring up at the underside of the huge, throbbing man-meat that jutted out from Reed.

He went to his hands and knees, scrambling over her, and ripped her tie-dye T-shirt up and over her head, exposing her fat tits. They jostled together as the shirt was removed, and her soft pillows spilled out over her sides. 

Reed planted his butt on her flat stomach, eliciting a gasp from her and making her tense up. His cock reached far up her body, to her tits, and she stared down at the log that took up the length of her torso, and the glistening cockhead that poked the bottom of her breasts.

“I promised your mom I wouldn’t do this,” he said with a frown, inching his butt forward on her body.

“Wouldn’t do what?” Meadow asked, her lusty eyes growing a little bigger as Reed’s cock seemed to grow even larger on her soft, curvy body.

“Treat you like I treat her.”

Meadow pursed her lips. “That’s cute, but it’s not up to her. I want you to ravage me, Reed.”

Reed slanted a brow. Without saying any more, he slid forward on her torso and jammed his cock between her huge udders, grabbing them by the sides and squeezing them around his dick. Her tits were supple and tender as they enveloped his cock, her nipples nearly pressing together at the top. They were the breasts of a young, healthy, buxom girl.

“Good,” Reed said, “because I want to punish this indecent, voluptuous body.”

Meadow’s face looked weary, the freckles on her cheeks sticking out in stark contrast to her pale skin.

Reed examined her breasts as his cock stood lodged between them, pulsing underneath the flesh. He fondled them in her hands—they were as big as his head and made him hard as diamonds. “I think these are bigger than your mom’s.”

“Maybe a bit,” she said in a squeamish voice.

Then Reed pushed forward and his cock slid between them, poking out the other end. He kept them squeezed tightly around his cock, mashing her tits together like they belonged to him.

Meadow’s eyes went wider as Reed’s beefy cockhead protruded from her tits. She blushed, and the freckles on her face melded into the redness.

She reddened even more as Reed’s pace quickened.

His little ass dug into her ribs as he straddled her and pumped his cock into her tits, keeping the funbags stationary and unmoving.

As his cock started to rub raw against her flesh, turning the pale skin between her tits red, her boobs started moving with his cock.

The faster he titfucked her, the further his giant cock stuck out, until the head was touching her lips with every thrust.

He was wordless while he screwed her breasts, working diligently and making her squirm.

She opened her mouth the next time his cockhead came rearing up, and it touched her soft lips. The next thrust sent it further into her mouth, and she realized she needed to open much wider to take in that girth.

The third time she opened her mouth, his cockhead popped inside, and she ran her tongue over the iron cockhead and ridge.

Reed finally grunted with approval. He kept the head of his cock stuck in her mouth as he continued to press forward and punish her tits. Her nipples became rock hard between his grip.

Meadow’s mouth couldn’t open much wider to take in more of his cock—not from this angle.

Once it started to feel better to have his cock in her mouth, rather than between her tits, Reed leg go of her jugs and let them fall away. He kept the head of his cock in her spread mouth and looked down at her slanted, fearful eyebrows.


How adorable,
 he thought, staring into her frightened, brilliant green eyes. She wonders if she’s pleasing me, I bet. She’ll know soon enough!


Reed went onto his hands and knees and crawled forward a bit, until his cock rested at a downward angle in her mouth.

She tilted her head back to create a better angle.

Reed reminisced on the time he’d done this with Magdalin, and said, “Like mother like daughter, I guess.”

Then he ravaged her. He thrust his hips down and his cock forced its way deeper down the column of her pale throat. Her neck and eyes both bulged at the same time.

Now she knew what it was like to get her circulation cut off, for that erotic moment of asphyxiation to kick in.

He facefucked her from above, dipping his hips to allow his cock to pierce further down her gullet. Every plunging thrust made her neck distend, and she mumbled out a vibratory noise that was either panic or elation or both.

Reed leaned forward so he was resting on his forearms rather than his hands—his whole body got closer to the ground, and therefore deeper inside Meadow’s mouth.

He couldn’t stop throating her. It felt too good. He started lifting his hips and then plunging down, his balls swinging up and then arching to smack her in the throat where his cock bulged her.

“Graaah,” he roared, pelting into her and making her fair face a sloppy, wet mess. Saliva and snot started to pour down her cheeks, and she looked surprisingly like her mother then, caught in the throes of torturous pleasure.

His heavy nutsack made a thick, hollow sound as it slammed against her throat—an echoing clap that made Gracie finally look over to see what was happening.

“Good God,” Gracie said, observing how Reed laid over Meadow like an animal, pumping his hips wildly and making her gag and choke on his giant fuckstick.

“Choke her out, daddy, make her scream!” Gracie said, encouraging him to skullfuck Meadow even faster.

The girl on the carpet floundered as breathing became more of an issue. Her body writhed back and forth, her legs kicked, her knees knocked together, her tits wobbled furiously. 

Between her legs, her juices ran like a river down her legs and over the curve of her giant ass.


Clonk—clonk—clonk—
 went his nutsack against her bulging neck.

She started making the telltale duck quacking sounds of a girl getting seriously deepthroated. Her reflexive gagging became out of control, and it rumbled out of her airtight mouth in a low rhythm.

Reed blasted his cock and balls down into her once more time, shooting half his eager dick down her throat. Then he kept it lodged there for a minute as she murmured unintelligibly. His balls rested on her neck and drooped over the sides.

Reed went to his knees and hands again, bringing his cock up, and it slid out of Meadow’s supple mouth.

She immediately turned her head and let fall the bevy of spit and snot and precum that had been building up—a white goo that splattered down next to her face on the carpet.

Her chest heaved and she coughed raggedly, her voice hoarse and fucked up. Her eyes were still wide and frightened—she’d obviously never been so close to passing out from a throatfucking before. Nothing had ever gone that deep down her throat—nothing as big or hard—and come back up again.

It was utterly exhilarating, and she wanted to say something, but words were impossible to speak through her ragged windpipe.

Reed smiled to himself as he listened to her gagging and struggling to get back to normal. Then he moved his whole body a few inches forward, feeling his heavy balls drag over her neck, until they rested directly on her face.

She sputtered and tried to turn her head to get away from that dark, giant sack, but it took up nearly her whole face.

He plopped down and sat, smooshing his ballsack firmly into her face, and she coughed once again.

He looked down between his skinny legs, below his throbbing wet cock, and could only see her curly red hair framing her face—the rest of her head was trapped beneath his overwhelming scrotum.

He put both of his hands on top of his nutsack and squished down, making sure they T-bagged her right and spread over the whole plane of her face.

“Mmmmph!” she struggled to yell, her head jolting back and forth from the sheer pressure of his nuts. She kicked her legs and flailed her arms wildly.

“Come on!” he yelled happily. “Suffocate on my giant fucking bulge, girl!”

Reed smothered his balls into her face for a good minute, smashing them into her as if he was pushing a kid’s head in the mud. Finally, his balls became constricting for her airflow, so he abruptly lifted them up. She could see past the darkness once more.

Meadow heaved again, exhaling and inhaling in short, shallow breaths.

“W-What was that for?” she asked.

“To see how you’d react.”

“How’d . . . How’d I do?”

“Splendidly.” He smiled down at her.

She smirked back at him. “Then gimme those heavy, cum-filled balls again!” she suddenly yelled, and reached up to take his nutsack out of his hands.

His eyebrows jumped as she smothered herself once more on his overgrown sack, licking them and tonguing them and sticking his testicles in her mouth.

“Ah, you dirty little slut, I love it!” Reed laughed.

She ground her face into his balls like it was the last thing she’d ever do. Her face waggled underneath them as they throttled her without Reed having to do anything.

She lifted them up and her dirty face appeared once more, her eyes half-lidded and dazed.

Reed jumped up suddenly and walked back to her legs. She looked over her hefty tits to see what he was doing.

He grabbed her legs by the ankles and lifted them both like they were heavy tree limbs.

“Ahhh!” she cried out as she saw her pale legs going airborne above her. She was inadvertently pushed onto the top of her back, her whole body folding and curving like a C. Her tits flopped back and smooshed her face, blocking her vision.

Reed was stronger than he looked: he’d lifted Gracie off the ground while he pummeled into her from below, and now he lifted Meadow’s thick legs over his head and then crouched down.

He placed her legs on his shoulders, so the calves rested there and her feet dangled behind him.

“W-What is this?” she muttered, unable to see past her big tits, but Reed said nothing.

He simply bent his legs more, pressed down on his cock so it leveled off and pointed downward, and then grinned at her. His cockhead was pushed up against her tight little vagina, and she squirmed as she felt it but couldn’t see it.

“O-Oh my!” she wailed, then managed to move her head enough so her weighty tits spilled off to the sides of her face.

“Are you ready to get piledriven, my fiery little vixen?”

Meadow nodded, even though the position was a bit painful on her neck and shoulders. “Yes! Stuff my pussy and dick me down, dammit! Go balls deep and break me in half with your fat fucking meatstick!”

Reed grinned. He knew where Meadow got her wild explosions of verbal naughtiness, of course. Professor Magdalin was famous for losing her mind when she was about to get filled and ripped apart by Reed.

He did as she asked. He lowered his hips and guided his cock to her pink lips—they were thin and her vagina looked tiny, especially contrasted against his ridiculous cockhead that was as big as a baseball.

But he’d always fit it in before, with other girls, so he took his time as he slowly pushed down into her, grunting and gritting his teeth. “Goddamn, you’re tighter than anyone I’ve met!”

“Oh my God! It’s gonna tear me in two!” Meadow wailed as her pussy lips stretched apart. Her feet convulsed uncontrollably on his shoulders, and her thick thighs wobbled from the pressure.

“Yes, do it! Break that bottom bitch!” Gracie shouted from the bed. She was lying sideways, watching Reed piledrive Meadow, fingering herself, even though her entire backside was covered in slick, drying cum.

Reed let out an exasperated cry as the head of his cock finally plunged between Meadow’s pussy lips and filled her hole. Meadow let out a primal sound, and on that first plunging her eyes rolled around wildly in her head.

She lost focus and nearly fainted from the intense size and pressure, not to mention the crazy position they were in.

Little did she know, her mother had been in a similar position with Reed before, although that had been even more intense because it had been reverse—Reed driving into her with his back turned to her, sitting on her plump ass.

Reed stretched the poor redhead out wide. Her pussy looked abnormally broadened, with that dark, blood-filled slab of meat impaling her pale body.

Meadow couldn’t stop screaming once Reed had a few more inches of his cock inside her and started moving his hips in downward strokes.

He bent down more and took her legs by the calves, lifting them off his shoulders. He widened his stance and got lower to the ground—and closer to Meadow—also spreading her legs out far so they hooked in the air.

“Take it deep little red riding whore!” Reed spat, driving down into her, sending his pendulous nutsack smacking against her ass with every thrust. It gave off a harsh, violent clap with every thrust.

Thwack—smack—thwack—smack—

As he plunged her pipes like a plumber, Meadow’s screams turned into groans, and then into moans. Her whole body doubled over in on itself with every vicious thrust from Reed’s pussy-stretching cock.

“Y-Yes, yes, yes! Skewer my little fucking cunt you large cocked beast! Impale me! I wanna feel your fuck-rod in my stomach!” she wailed as her body pressed down.

She was twisted in the shape of a pretzel, her knees nearly pushing down into her fat tits. She watched with amazement as Reed’s beefy meatpole sunk down into her and made her tummy bulge with every thrust.

She felt incredible.

He’s filling me up so much! My pussy’s airtight and stretched to its limit! Jesus fucking Christ, is this what it’s like giving birth?!

Her mind gave her wild notions that she wouldn’t think of in any normal time. Her endorphins and adrenaline were running wild through her body, making her pleasure sensors light up with utter euphoria.

Now I understand what I was missing, Mom! This boy’s incredible! Your little big man is stretching your little girl out so fucking much!

Her whole body shook with orgasmic righteousness as she came three times in rapid succession, sending her body into writhing spirals.

Reed laughed the day away as he watched Meadow’s beautiful face turn dumb and silly from her contorted, strained faces of violent orgasm.

He dug into her some more, until it seemed like her pussy was spent from this position.

When he went to stand, she suddenly kicked out with her legs, ripping them from his grip, and wrapped her thick thighs around his waist, pulling him closer and dragging her on the ground toward him.

Reed gave her a surprised look as he realized Meadow was urging his body closer to her, and he acquiesced and kept pounding away from the same position, but now getting even more of his cock inside her.

She seemed to unclench her vaginal muscles and Reed felt a wave of lady juices swirl around his cock, lubricating it so it could go deeper.

“Balls deep, I said! I want to take that whole fucking massive cock into my womb!”

“I don’t think you can! It’ll break you!” Reed cried out. He had to give her credit for her audacity.

He leaned forward, slightly lifting her up as her bent legs pushed closer to her body.

He couldn’t help himself, staring into those primal, emerald eyes and that beautifully curved face, those cute freckles and the slop caking her cheeks. He bent down and kissed her while he drove his cock into her mercilessly.

Their tongues locked and their foreheads pressed together. Their bodies melded into each other, their sweat swirling around and mixing together.

Reed’s ass was lifted slightly above the rest of his crouching body, while Meadow’s ass was lifted slightly off the ground, her legs locking around Reed’s waist still.

He pounded into her as they kissed and slobbered on each other, and then Reed found he was licking her face with animal instincts and she was moaning and panting with sheer animalistic joy.

Their intense fucking became a thing of passion, and Meadow found herself sucking on his neck as her body convulsed with another orgasm from his mighty cock.

They were both wordless, rutting and grunting like pigs, Reed’s ass moving up and down like a rabid rabbit, sending the girl into the throes of bliss.

Reed wanted to try other positions with her, but she wouldn’t let him go, and he felt himself losing control.

It came suddenly—possibly from the hickies she was giving him, which were slightly painful and tingly and ticklish.

He felt his big nutsack constrict toward his body, so it thwacked against her ass no more—yet he kept driving down into her, rocking her back and forth.

He roared and surged into her one last time, then he stood and brought Meadow with him. For a moment her whole body lifted off the ground with her legs wrapped around him, somehow counterbalanced with Reed’s little weight but unending testosterone and adrenaline.

Then her leg-lock broke around his thin waist and his cock pulled out from her wide-open pussy. When he pulled out, it was like releasing a torrent of pressure on her nerve endings all at once, and she squirted up into the air wildly, the bottom half of her body shaking uncontrollably once more.

Her ejaculate rained upward and showered all over Reed’s body, but he was not deterred.

He stood over her like a king and pointed his giant rocket-launcher down at her, as Meadow’s ejaculate covered his sweaty body in liquids, some of it even splashing against his face.

Reed clenched his jaws while both of his hands slid up and down his cock—one at the top, one at the base, with both hands meeting at the middle. His little fingers couldn’t circle around the massive girth, but he didn’t need to.

All he needed to do was stare at the convulsing body of this beautiful, hourglass figure and then—

He exploded in ecstasy, blasting his own deluge of cum down at Meadow, caking her and plastering her in his white, oozing goo.

Reed shouted unintelligibly as he released his flood of thick jizz and covered the girl—the first blast splashed against her fat tits, and the next one he aimed at her face and got her right in the cheeks and chin.

Meadow clenched her eyes shut as cum rained down on her, and she felt her own orgasmic aftershocks ripple through her body and send her into a cycle of cumming once again.

Gracie shouted from the bed too, either from cumming herself or from the beautiful vision of Meadow squirting and Reed submerging her in his seed all at once.

When Meadow’s body stopped shaking and her chest stopped heaving, she simply looked up at Reed with wonder, while his giant cock slowly softened and came to rest between his legs like a third leg.

“Good God,” she panted, “that was the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt! I don’t know if I can let my mom have you back!”
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Chapter Eight
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R
 eed left Gracie’s
 mansion with mixed feelings. On one hand, he was content—he’d made lots of girls squeal and cum and convulse that day, and he’d gotten off too. He was worn out from the angry sex and emotional turmoil. On the other hand, he was fearful that he’d lost Alice forever, and that his band was officially over. Which meant his livelihood was in jeopardy.

Sure, he could probably get some solo gigs, but he’d be starting from the ground up. Glovebrook had established a base, a circuit, and could easily line up shows based on prior success and the crowds they drew. He hadn’t heard from any members in his rock band in weeks, and wondered if they’d silently kicked him out.

But more important than shitty Harry Glover, was Alice. He hadn’t meant to hurt her, but he’d seen the tears in her eyes and the look of embarrassed shock on her face as she’d stormed out of Bub’s.

I should have known that juggling all these girls would get me in big trouble. I’m not so special to think that I could just string the poor girl along, without repercussion, while I fucked other chicks. I’m an idiot!

He felt like a scumbag. He always clowned on those “fuckboys” who just hit it and quit it and screwed women without getting emotionally invested—but now he realized he was becoming one.

He debated calling Alice. No, the hurt is too fresh. Give her time, Reed.


He debated calling Harry. Fuck that guy.


Maybe he would just be better all alone for a little bit. He could hide away and not hook up with anyone—become a hermit and try to let things blow over.

But that was foolish thinking, he knew. He needed money, bad. He and Harry hadn’t even finished their gig at Bub’s, so they got nothing from it. And he was sure he was blacklisted there, now.

Plus, he knew that closing the blinds and lying in his bed with the blankets pulled over his face was the quickest way to spiral into depression. He couldn’t afford to wallow in his fuck-ups.

Finally, he decided to call Ol’ Faithful.

He panicked when his phone call went unanswered for a bit, but then she picked up on the fourth ring.

“Mister Claybrook, what a surprise,” Professor Magdalin said in her low, lusty voice.

Reed smiled. “Professor, how goes it?”

“Did you do it?” she asked, not answering his question.

“Do what?”

“Screw my daughter.”

Reed thought that over for a minute. Enough lying.
    

“Yes.”

There was a long pause, then a sigh on the other end.

“How was she?” Magdalin asked at last. “I mean, how is
 she? I don’t know what I mean.”

“W-What? Um, fine, on both accounts. She’s spent—tired. Satisfied, I think.”

“How could she not be?”

Reed ran a hand through his hair. He didn’t know how to answer that, so he didn’t. He stayed quiet.

Magdalin said, “Were you rough on her?”

“Not as rough as I am on you.”

Magdalin chuckled, and Reed could practically feel the smile on her face. “That’s good. Thank you. I’m glad you called.”

“You are? You might be the only one to think that right now.”

“Uh oh, what did you do, Reed? Is there big trouble in little China?”

“You could say that. I don’t really want to get into it. But why are you happy I called? What’s going on?”

Magdalin took a moment to answer. She cleared her throat. “Ever since I met you, I feel like you’ve unleashed my sexuality. I thank you for teaching me to try new things—to learn. I guess as a professor I thought I knew all the answers.”

“No one knows all the answers.”

“Quite right,” Magdalin said. “But I do owe you quite a bit, even if you did ruin my marriage. It was going to ruin itself eventually, anyway, I think.”

Reed got into his Civic and sat with his head leaned back. He furrowed his brow. “Well . . . you’re welcome, I guess. But why are you telling me all this? It’s not like you to spill your heart to anyone. I mean, I think we’ve fucked
 more times than we’ve kissed.”

Magdalin laughed again, louder this time. “I think you’re right about that, too. I’m telling you because I’ve arranged a bit of a present for you—a thank you, I suppose you could call it.”

Reed felt instantly suspicious. Professor Magdalin wasn’t the lovey-dovey type. This was odd. “What do you mean?”

“I’ve built myself a harem,” she said matter-of-factly.

Reed lurched back in surprise. He was about to mention his surprise, but then images flashed back in his mind of Magdalin pounding away at Kurt’s ass with her strap-on dildo. He felt a little less shocked.

“Seems like a natural progression,” he said at last.

Magdalin snickered but said nothing.

“Is it a harem of . . . guys?” Reed asked, dreading the answer, still thinking about poor Kurt.

“No, sir, I figured you’d prefer women.”

“Me?!”

“Of course. This isn’t just for me, you know. A queen can’t rule without her king.”

Reed’s eyes were very wide, and a million other questions rolled through his head. He ended up nodding to himself, saying, “I’m liking the sound of this more and more.”

“I figured you would.”

Now it was Reed’s turn to chuckle. If he hadn’t blown so many loads today, he’d probably be hard as a rock right now. Even in his tired state, he felt his behemoth stirring . . .

“When do I get to meet these lovely ladies?”

“What’s today, Saturday?”

“Yeah.”

“Then how about tonight?”

Reed smiled to himself. “I can hardly wait.”

~
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For more hot, sizzling action, be sure to check out book 7 in the ongoing Little Big Man
 series!

––––––––


[image: image]





Book 7: When in Doubt, Stretch ‘em Out
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