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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His job was to be a star.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

I wanted to make Jason feel welcome in our home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

In fact, I could only blame myself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I . . . still help?” he asked.

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

“You can call me Jase, Miss.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I snorted. What a dork.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lara

[image: ]



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shrugged.

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

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

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

I patted him on the back and took off.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I opened the door and immediately froze, startled—

My heart nearly stopped in my chest.

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

And in his hand, well . . .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


It didn’t really matter.

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

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

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

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

“Sorry, pops.”

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

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

Doesn’t he know how weak I am?

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

It should come as no surprise.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was weak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And gasped in Michael’s ear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My nails dug deeper into his backside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Naturally, that meant I loved it.

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

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

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

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

Lara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Goddamn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This chick was intimidating as hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And now it was growing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know so,” she said flatly.

“Okay then.”

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


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

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


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

“Okay. Thanks. Now I know.”

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

This was not a tenable situation.

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

“W-What? Why?”

I said nothing.

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

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

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

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

Her voice was jumpy and scared.

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

“What . . . what do you mean, Jase?”

She stopped the car in the middle of the alley.

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

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

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

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

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

“B-But—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smirked and groaned, leaning my head back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahh, shit,” I grunted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. “Much.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had the same thing, in spades.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Shut up, assholes,” I snapped.

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

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

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

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

They all laughed.

I bunched my hands into fists.

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

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

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

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

But my temper was flaring.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dude!” Luke wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck you!” Greg shouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So fuck Coach Emery.

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

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

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

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

No shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So, this morning, he was a changed man.

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

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

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

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

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

And that made me wet as hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was the kid really that bright?

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

Doubtful.

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

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

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

Jase said, “I threw the first punch.”

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

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

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

“I said something stupid about his mom.”

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

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

“No, ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

And maybe he had . . .

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

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

“Why—you’re not that smart?”

“I didn’t say that.”

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

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

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

“Maybe you’re right.”

“And what do you want from me, Jase?”

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

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


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

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

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

This was my goddamn place of work!

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

I held his future in the palm of my hand.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want punishment, huh?” I purred.

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

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

He flexed even harder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I yelped, and then he was lifting me.

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

My heart hammered in my chest.

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

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

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

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

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

“N-No,” I stammered.

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

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

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

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

Jason didn’t need punishment—I did.

I was a bad, naughty girl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you like it?”

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

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

Then he pushed inside.

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmph!”

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

It felt like he was pushing up into my womb.

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

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

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

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

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

His big heavy nuts were swinging and pelting into me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My legs coiled around him as I went airborne.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing I would change.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” he added, smiling down at me as he finished playing with my ass. “You’re going to make a great stepmom.”
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Chapter One

Jason


I
loved watching these girls turn stupid when I fucked them.

Their faces screwing up, eyes going askew until they looked cross-eyed and mindless. The way their lungs pushed guttural, strange sounds out of their mouths that they probably never knew were even down there, trapped like their own burgeoning, repressed orgasms.

That explained Suzie Taylor to a T.

Girls like Suzie came to me for that intense release that everyone needed, but that they weren’t getting elsewhere.

Suzie was no stranger to sex—she was one of the hottest girls on the cheerleading squad, which meant she’d slept around with plenty of dudes on the football team and plenty of duds outside the group. Some even thought she’d had a few dalliances with teachers, but that was a locked conversation.

While Suzie might not have been a stranger to sex, she was clearly starved for good
 sex—rough fucking that made her eyes bulge and pop when I first stuck my fat cock inside her tight little twat.

It had been difficult to shove my girth inside such a compact snatch, but she’d been wetter than Niagara Falls and the going got easier as the minutes dragged by. Before long, her pussy muscles unclenched and she let herself go to the constant thrum of orgasms that were causing her body to writhe and flail in ecstasy.

“Oh God, Jase, how are you so fucking big?!” she’d wailed when the broad ridge of my cockhead first breached her hole, shoving apart her pussy lips like a swimmer wading through water.


Well, isn’t that a stupid question?
 I thought, chuckling to myself. Then again, those are the kinds of questions you get from someone whose mind is slowly melting to that absolute, hardcore pleasure.

Bionics, Suzie. That’s how my dick is so big.

No, I take it back—GMOs. My cock is a genetically modified organism built to split your pussy in half and make you cum buckets.

Yes, that’s it . . .

I snickered at my own lewd thoughts. If I wasn’t careful, I’d start thinking like one of these bimbo brats.

I mean, I’m not lying when I say that her pussy felt great. Warm and wet, the walls clenching against my wide shaft as I pummeled her. I could feel the bumps sliding up and down the protruding veins on my cock.

And as I wrapped my hands around her itty-bitty waist—my fingertips nearly touching—and held her in place so I could battering-ram her cunt raw, it wasn’t long before her phrases like, “Oh God fuck! Keep ramming me harder!” turned into unintelligible mutterings.

I had noticed that the motor senses were usually the first thing to go once I started dicking down a girl good.

Second were the legs. Once I picked up pace and got into my rhythm, no girl could withstand the dramatic pussy-pounding for too long. The knees got weak and wobbly, knocking together like she was a bright-eyed young doe. Then the legs themselves turned into rubber, and if I wasn’t holding her up by her slim waist she would have fallen right through my hands like a ghost!

As it stood, I had a firm grip on Suzie’s body. Her legs straddled the toilet and trembled as her own juices leaked down the warm insides of her meaty thighs.

I had her skirt hiked up to reveal her round little bubble butt—nicely tanned and bronzed and just asking to be spanked and swatted.

In fact, my large red handprints on her right asscheek were just starting to fade into that caramel skin.

I took her from behind, fucking her with my customary grunts rubbing against her ear. I was slightly bent at the knees so I could ram the smaller girl with the full weight of my heavy nutsack swinging into her and echoing with ricocheting, satisfying claps and thwaps.

It was getting stuffy inside this little restroom stall, but we made do with what we had. The cramped stall only made those meaty claps louder and even better. Every time my heavy balls bounced off her pink pussy, it was the sound of five or six nuts smacking off her skin, rather than just two.

It made me smile as I watched the curve of her back become more severe. Her spine seemed to be bending downward, into a U, as she spread her legs out further to give herself an even wider foundation.

Her arms were placed against the grimy wall behind the toilet. Her head was just inches from the wall, and if I really wanted to, I could have jackhammered her and smashed her forehead into that peeling white wall.

But I didn’t want to hurt Suzie Taylor. Not too badly, anyway.

I just wanted to get my nut. My balls had been aching inside my boxers all day, making my bulge even more problematic than usual.

We both should have been in our respective classes right now—English for me, History for her—but this had become somewhat of a regular thing.

It wasn’t always Suzie, but it was usually someone
 who joined me in the upstairs restrooms next to Mr. Green’s chemistry classes after lunch. These bathrooms were nearly always vacant after lunch, for some reason, which made them perfect sex pods.

And I was pretty popular with the girls. I wasn’t very modest—clearly—which meant my prodigious package was usually on full display, and for the wide-eyed senior girls of my school, it was like watching a porno unfold in real time. They all wanted a piece of it.

Some of the femmy boys had even begged to suck my cock and plow their assholes. I hadn’t taken them up on it yet, but I was an equal opportunity fucker—as long as I got mine, and filled a hole with my fat loads, I didn’t care too much about all the other stuff.

That being said, as I reached up and caressed Suzie’s perky tits, which were bouncing incessantly from the momentum of my ravaging, I smiled as I felt her nipples grow hard. I played with them and elicited more lewd groans and moans from the cheerleader.

The plastic partitions on either side of us shook with our vibrating force.

I felt my cockhead throb inside her, pushing her flat belly outward. I groaned, my eyes widening, as I realized I was going to explode inside this chick any second now.

Instead, I gritted my teeth and bared them like a wolf. My arms quickly hooked underneath her thick thighs—the best part of her body, in my opinion. They were rock solid and toned from years of cheerleading practice and gymnastics.

The bitch might have been whiny and annoying, but she had a killer body and it felt nice destroying it.

“Ahh! Oh nooo!” she cried as she realized what I was doing.

Her legs went out from under her—

But I caught her before she could fall. She fell back in my arms and my huge cock seemed to spear further into her, widening her pussy even more.

I lifted the blondie off the ground and her wailing continued.

I folded Suzie like a lawnchair, and all she could do was gawk at the sight of her own pussy getting plowed beneath her.

Her knees were suddenly pressing against her little tits and I had an arm-bar around them, hugging her body close. I was using her as my own personal cum-dump, and since I was so much bigger than her, it wasn’t hard to twist her like a pretzel.

My biceps flexed as I pushed on her wobbling thighs with my forearms. Her arms were pinned to her body, stuck and making her totally immovable. Only her hands flailed around below the wide curve of her ass.

Then I pulled up suddenly, my arms sliding to the crease at the backs of her kneecaps. Her feet bounced near her head as the rest of her body shook from an intense orgasm.

I had her in a full-nelson—well, as close as I was going to get from our standing doggy position. Her head was tilted down so she could only see the skewering her poor pussy was taking from my oversized cock.

The lips of her cunt suctioned my shaft and pulled it back and forth as I rammed up into her, not letting it go.

Her tongue fell out of her mouth, her eyes rolling aimlessly.

She was mewling now, like some type of mindless beast.

I’d broken her. Mission success. She had been tamed and owned and now destroyed. I knew that Suzie Taylor would always be at my beck and call, now that I’d shown her the joys of near-constant cumming.

From behind, I heard the door to the restroom open. It wasn’t a sound it made, but rather the floating noise of giggling voices coming from outside that rose in volume for a split second, before shutting off again.

I guess we weren’t as alone as I’d thought. People had been listening.

But I still wasn’t sure if anyone had come inside the bathroom—

I was too involved in my own thing—keeping Suzie airborne and content, impaled on my cock as I bounced her up and down like a ragdoll. Her squealing voice was turning heavy and sultry, and I felt warm juices splashing and splattering against my legs.

She was either pissing herself or cumming full-on.

I didn’t care which.

I felt my own eruption coming on. It was imminent and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I groaned and squeezed her body tighter. Thank God she was athletic and as flexible as a gummy worm, or else I swear I would have broken more than just her mind—I would’ve snapped her body in two!

She was drooling on her own tits now, and that was enough to make me grunt, clench my teeth, and explo—

The door to the stall swung open.

How the fuck did I forget to lock that? Oh shiii—

“H-Hey!” a voice yelled, then cut off abruptly. 

I spun around all at once, still holding onto Suzie, her legs still kicking aimlessly at the air above her as she hopped on my cock.

My balls swung out—

Cum spurt from my throbbing dick and I tried to hold it as the warm semen jetted up inside Suzie’s pussy.

I gave her one more hard thrust for good measure, then completed my turn and lifted her at the same time—

Off my cock—the wind caressing my nuts and slimy erection.

My cock flopped out of her yawning hole like an unwieldy snake and I couldn’t hold my ejaculation any longer—

“Gah!” I groaned. I lost control.

My cum ejected with volume and force, spewing out of my widened pisshole like a geyser. Thick white ropes of jizz blasted outward toward the opened door, and at the same time I noticed Suzie was squirting her ever-loving face off, crying and shooting out jizz and piss and lady juices in an arc—

Right into someone’s shocked face.

Both of our projectile orgasms hit this person square in the face and chest, and at first I thought it was some nosy student who wanted a first-hand look at the exhibition.

But no.

My eyes widened in disbelief, my cock still spitting out strands of spunk that were dribbling onto the dirty floor.

It wasn’t Mr. Green, but rather a female teacher—the music teacher, Ms. Bisset—a gorgeous French woman with curly brown locks on her dark face.

And a spattering of white cum-slashes contrasted beautifully against her dark skin, painted on her face like an overturned bucket of Sherwin-Williams Antique White.

Her shirt was starting to soak through from Suzie’s exploding orgasm. Suzie was still shaking in my arms, and she felt like a paperweight—a frail thing that I could easily drop and she would crumble into a million pieces.

Ms. Bisset’s pretty face displayed abject horror. Her mouth opened and that was a mistake because a droplet of cum oozed off her eyelashes and dribbled onto her exposed upper lip, then the lower lip. One of her eyes was closed—where my initial spunk cannon had launched onto her lid.

Her hands were wide up in surrender.

My own face was also masked with shock, as was Suzie’s. For a split second, time seemed to stop.

Then jizz trickled off Ms. Bisset’s face and plopped onto the floor to form a pool around her.

“Putain de merde!”


I knew that meant something like “holy hell” or “what the fucking shit,” or something.

“What the fuck is g—” she cut herself off as her eyes wandered to my large cock, which was slowly starting to soften and come to swing down between my legs.

I thought I saw her blush a little beneath that plaster of cum I’d painted on her face.

“I-It was an accident!” I said, feeling ridiculously filthy and horrible. That postcoital clarity hit me all at once, as well as the smell of sweaty sex and lewdness.

I gingerly turned and seated Suzie on the toilet bowl, plopping her butt down like she was a little puppet.

Ms. Bisset’s face tore away from my swinging cock and when I looked at her again, her features were twisted in utter disgust and anger.

“Let’s go, young man!” she screamed.

“W-Where?”

“Where do you think?!”

She spun and tried to march away with as much dignity as possible . . .

I hid my smirk. “Um, Ms. Bisset—”

She turned on me with such a savage glare, I thought my balls would jump up into my stomach.

“Your . . . face.” I gestured around my own face, to show her what I meant.

She blushed even darker, her face brown and pink.

“Go there!” she yelled in her slight accent, which was incredibly sexy.

“Where?” I asked, but I already knew.

“Don’t be an idiot!” She stormed up to a sink, looked in the mirror, and started mumbling in French to herself. Then she ran the water, bent over, and splashed her face to start washing the cum away.

I knew where she was sending me, of course, but I wanted to hear her say it.

Hell, I’d been planning
 on it!

It sure took these dumbass teachers long enough to catch me, despite stinking up this bathroom with sex and sweat day after day.

Finally, though, I’d been caught. Accidentally cumming on Ms. Bisset’s heart-shaped face was just a bonus.

“To the principal, you barbarian! And when I’m done here, I’m coming to check on you, so don’t even try to squeeze out of this one!”

I pulled my pants up, stuffing my cock inside my boxers. “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I assured her as I marched right out of the restroom, without giving Suzie another look or thought. She was still on the toilet seat, dumbfounded, terrified, mouth agape, pussy agape.

I thought I heard Ms. Bisset mutter to herself as I passed, “Dumbass couldn’t squeeze out of anything
 with that swinging fucklog smacking between his thighs”—but it could’ve just been my imagination. 
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Chapter Two

Lara


U
gh. I had so much to do and it was driving me crazy. I hated being stressed out—which was a common occurrence, which was why sexual release was needed on a daily basis. And if not “release,” then “fulfillment.” And if not daily, then every other day at least!

I was the youngest principal that the school had ever had, and it showed. I got flustered more easily than others. I wasn’t as comfortable talking to complaining parents, because oftentimes they were nearly twice my age and could have been my
 parents.

But I was stern and fair, and that got me places. Not to mention smart and hardworking, so it hadn’t taken me long to become the top administrator of the public school.

Today, I had numerous complaints to deal with: A parent who whined that their little girl wasn’t getting a fair education—that she was being treated differently than other students.

I wanted to tell the mom that her “little girl” was 18 years old and not so little anymore, and she probably didn’t want her mom making a scene. It wasn’t my fault that Suzie Taylor ditched her classes all the time and had taffy between her ears when it came to schoolwork.

She was a cute little spitfire that relegated all the boys to frothing breeding bulls when she passed by the halls and swished her bouncy booty and perky tits, twirling her strawberry blonde hair and shooting them seductive smirks. 

She knew exactly what she was doing, and I’d seen it firsthand. With a calculating, manipulative mind like that, the girl undoubtedly had a bright future, though I couldn’t exactly tell Mom that her “little girl” was probably going to be the best stripper in the land, or that she was going to make an excellent trophy wife and wouldn’t want for anything.

And then there was Frank Green, the chemistry teacher. He had been complaining about a strange odor wafting from the bathroom near his class—possibly through the pipes—and he wouldn’t get off my ass about it. Apparently the smell was getting worse and more noticeable and pungent.

I told Mr. Green I would investigate the situation and get someone to snake the pipes if I thought something was amiss.

I also had a mountain of paperwork to fill out for the school board and a “Teacher of the Month” to elect and that was on top of the dinner I was supposed to have ready for Michael in a few hours and I didn’t have a clue what that was going to be—

Ahhh!

I threw down my pen and ran both hands over my face, then leaned my elbows on my desk. I lifted my reading glasses and massaged my temples.

Then the door to my office opened.

And in stepped Jason Christenson. My boyfriend’s son, sculpted like a Greek god, and the taboo object of my desire recently.

Shit.  

He had that infuriating smirk on his lips that I either wanted to punch or slam my pussy on at any given moment. My thoughts about Jase Christenson changed as much as the direction of the wind, but they were almost always naughty, and it was bad.

He was my boyfriend’s son,
 for Christ’s sake, but I had already dropped the ball there. He was staying with us after his father gained full custody, and I should’ve known that it was a bad idea—that I couldn’t trust myself.

Because I’d already fucked him. Right here, in this office, after school was closed for the day. For us, school never closed . . .

I felt incredibly guilty about it, and in the week since I had avoided him as much as possible—at school, where it was easy, but even more so at home, which was harder.

I could tell that he’d been getting frustrated at home. It gave me a small measure of satisfaction that he was reverting into a horny little boy that was sexually maddened when I was around and wouldn’t pay him attention.

But it was becoming more difficult, because he always had that monstrous package shifting about between his legs, and at home he seemed to show it off even more. Of course I had screwed up initially by letting him pound me on this desk, but that had been a moment of weakness . . . I told myself.

Abrupt weakness that turned into the best sex of my life.

My guilt hadn’t transformed into action—I hadn’t told Michael I’d cheated on him . . . because I really didn’t want to lose the life I had. Michael was a good man, and I was a slimy, slutty whore.

. . . But it just felt so good.

As I thought of that oversized unit stuffed in Jason’s drawers, my eyes inadvertently scanned that area and I noticed that his bulge was not only pronounced, but the top button of his jeans was undone.

“W-What the hell is this?” I asked.

Jason shrugged and said, “I got in trouble, I guess.” He was about to close the door behind him when a small hand shot out and stopped it.

Madelyn Bisset—our esteemed French teacher and one of the most popular teachers at the school—stormed into the office to stand beside Jason. She only came up to his shoulders, but it was easy to tell why she was so popular with both the staff and students: curly brown and yellow hair, a heart-shaped face that looked a bit grim right now, big pools for eyes, and that caramel skin that Southern Californians spent their whole lives trying to achieve, but she had it naturally.

She was beautiful, and her slight French accent only made her prettier.

“Yes, Ms. Langley, this boy is indeed in trouble!”

I canted my head, frowning. “What did he do?”

“I caught Mr. Christenson fornicating in a bathroom stall!” she yelled in little more than a squeak, then thrust a finger in his direction.

As she blushed, so did I—she was probably remembering what she witnessed, while I was remembering what I’d felt in the past.

“He . . . what
?” I asked, my eyes burning a hole right through Jason’s soul. I was incredulous, and he seemed to recoil from my glare.

“Yes! Mr. Christenson was copulating with Suzie Taylor—another senior. Their voices were loud and alerted me to the act as I was walking down the hall. Plus, there were a few snickering students outside the bathroom, like a couple of rapacious voyeurs! They weren’t even trying to hide it!”

My mouth fell open, but I quickly stiffened my jaw and clamped my lips together. I could feel Jason studying me as I listened to Madelyn Bisset’s nervous, loud assertion.

She was clearly flustered, and I guessed for good reason. In fact, the top of her shirt seemed . . . damp . . . if not altogether soiled.

Had she been sweating? Did she walk in on that egregious act and lose herself at the sight of Jason’s horsecock plowing into poor little Suzie Taylor?

Speaking of. “And where is Miss Taylor?” I asked.

She sighed. “I sent her away,” she said with a wave of her hand. “She’s the victim here, Ms. Langley. I’m sure she was coaxed or beguiled to take part in this, to boost her popularity or—”

“Whoa whoa whoa,” Jason interjected, speaking for the first time and raising his hands. “Hold on.
 I didn’t do any coaxing
 or beguiling
 or anything of the sort.” He emphasized every other word, clearly not appreciating Ms. Bisset’s assumption. “If anything, Suzie came onto me
!”

Madelyn flung her head back and snorted. “Rubbish! I know your type, Mr. Christenson, and you can’t get away with doing whatever you want. You’re lucky that Suzie said she didn’t want to press charges!”

“This was a victimless crime!” Jason insisted. His eyes darkened and he gave Madelyn a strange look that she abruptly turned away from. “Well . . . besides yourself, perhaps . . .”

As Madelyn’s face turned bright red, I furrowed my brow. “What does he mean by that, Madelyn?”

“N-Nothing! He’s just trying to mold what happened to his liking!” she snapped, agitatedly.

I raised a hand to calm the poor woman. “All right, that’s quite all right, Madelyn.” I lifted my elbows off the desk. “I’ll take this from here, okay?”

I saw Madelyn’s face twist, her eyes narrowing on me. I could tell she was debating on whether to believe me or not. “Fine,” she finally said, “but he must be punished! Don’t let this kind of thing go undisciplined in our school, Lara!”

Madelyn Bisset was older than me, and she’d been at this school longer. So, she had a matronly way of talking to me, despite my superior position. I frowned, nodding solemnly. “Oh, I’ll make sure he’s punished, Madelyn.”
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I KNEW IT WAS STUPID
, but somehow I felt betrayed.
 I couldn’t help it. I hated Jason Christenson right now, but somehow I was even more turned on by him.

The young man took what he wanted. He was a straight-up alpha, even at such a young age.

And there was nothing young
 about the way he acted, or the way he looked . . .

He was a manipulator. Call me brazen, but I had no doubt that he had fucked Suzie Taylor and gotten caught on purpose, to get to me. If he hadn’t wanted to get caught, then why not just go somewhere off campus to do his little debauchery?

He wanted to see this frustrated, jealous look on my face, and there was nothing I could do to hide it.

It was just us in the room now, but unlike the first time this had happened—when I had ended up bouncing on his huge cock and cumming my brains out—school was still in session. It was the middle of the day.

Jenny, my secretary, wouldn’t be leaving anytime soon.

I felt a measure of safety in that . . . safety in trusting my own instincts—that I wouldn’t be giving myself to this hedonistic young man like some floozy.

“What the hell did you mean, ‘besides yourself,’ when speaking to Ms. Bisset, Jason?” I asked him, folding my hands on the desk. I waited patiently.

He shrugged and spoke as if he was discussing the weather. “I accidentally came on her face.”

I reeled, nearly falling from my rolling chair. “You what
?!”

He recoiled defensively. “What?! I couldn’t help it! She opened the door right as I turned and it startled me. My cock popped out of Suzie and I sprayed her. Hell, Suzie squirted her worse than I did, all down her shirt—”

“Okay, okay, that’s enough!” I demanded, closing my eyes to try to forget the mental image playing in my head.

Or maybe I was trying to rummage up the mental image . . . it was hard to tell anymore.

After a moment of awkward silence, I sighed, then looked up at him. My eyes were strangely wet. “Why did you do this, Jase? Are you trying
 to drive me crazy?”

He frowned. “I did it so I’d be right where I am.” He gestured around him, then stared pointedly at me.


Ah ha, so I was right! He
 did do this to get to me!


. . . But why doesn’t that make me feel any better?

The burning jealousy bloomed through my body. I gritted my teeth. “There are other ways you could have gotten my attention . . .”

He shrugged, turning away from my brutal gaze. “This seemed the quickest.”

“And you wanted to see how I’d take it.”

He shrugged.

“Well,” I said, “it means nothing to me.”

I turned from him, defiantly, a pout on my lips. I could tell that he didn’t believe me, but I needed to believe myself.


So far, that was becoming more and more difficult the longer I stayed around this steaming pile of stud-meat.

There was another long silence.

Finally, I said, “I have to suspend you, you know.”

“Yeah, I figured.”

“It would send the wrong message to the rest of the school if I didn’t. Besides, I’m sure your little escapade is already making the gossip rounds.”

He chuckled. “Probably also true.”

We seemed to be getting on the same page a bit, and my jealous rage was subsiding.

But then he said something that reignited it all over again.

“That’s fine if you suspend me, but you can’t tell my dad about it.”

I furrowed my brow. “W-What?”

“You can’t tell Dad I was suspended. Or why.”

I scoffed haughtily, crossing my arms under my breasts. “And why the hell can’t I?”

He took a step forward and leaned over the desk, palms down, and I couldn’t help but shrink against his penetrating gaze. My haughty attitude was very quickly erased and replaced with a cold chill up my spine.

“Because then I’ll tell him about us.
”

“You wouldn’t dare,” I hissed.

“Try me.”

So, that’s what this was.

Blackmail. Fucking intimidation.

It was another thing I was helpless to stop. Not unless I told Michael first, which was out of the question at this moment in time . . .

I was under Jason’s thumb, and I saw no way of getting out from under it.

Shit.

He sighed and stood to his full height, apparently pleased with the way my face reacted and went blank with worry. I just blinked at him.

He crossed his burly arms over his broad chest, staring down at me like I was a pawn on a chessboard. I felt meek, frail.

“I was going to have you fingerbang yourself in front of me,” he said nonchalantly, “but I don’t want to put Jenny through that, having to listen to your moans.”

“H-How dare you—” I snapped, my eyes burning with unshed tears. I blinked them away. “You’re a little bastard, you know th—”

“So, instead,” he interrupted, ignoring my words, “I expect you to have this on during dinner tonight. Or in,
 rather.” He reached into his pocket and produced a small object that he tossed on the table in front of me.

My eyes widened.

It was some type of little mobile, remote-controlled vibrator. I looked up from the device. “You can’t be serious.”

His smirk broadened, his face shadowed. “As serious as a heart attack, babe. I want to see you squirm when we’re eating dinner tonight. Hopefully Dad won’t see you losing your mind while you’re trying to eat your spaghetti.”

I sat back, shaking my head. “I won’t do it. You know I won’t.”

The embarrassment was too much. The humiliation of him even suggesting
 that I stick something up my hooha to let him control me and artificially create sexual urges during supper—it was just ludicrous!

He shrugged and opened the door behind him. “I suppose we’ll find out if you will or not, won’t we?” 
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Chapter Three

Lara


I
sat at the dinner table with Michael across from me and Jason to my right. The seat to the left was vacant. It was just us three and some low music playing from the Alexa in the kitchen that I’d put on.

When Michael had asked why I was putting on music during dinnertime, I had shrugged nonchalantly and said, “To change things up. Maybe Jason won’t get so bored listening to us old-timers if there are some tunes playing.”

Michael had smiled and pecked me on the forehead. “That’s thoughtful of you, babe.” Then he’d hooked an arm around my waist, pulled me closer, and kissed me deeply.

When Jason came from downstairs to join us, he smirked at me as I separated from Michael. He raised a brow from behind his dad’s shoulder. Heavy rock was playing on Alexa, but at a reasonable volume.

“Oh, is dinnertime Van Halen and Chill now?”

Michael turned to his son. “What does that mean?”

I put a hand on Michael’s shoulder and turned him back to me, saying, “It’s just a stupid phrase kids use these days.”

My boyfriend scoffed, furrowed his brow, then shrugged. “Guess I truly am an old-timer now.”

“Pretty much,” Jason said snidely, walking past us into the dining room. Before he left, he snuck me a knowing glance, as if to say, “I know exactly
 why you have music playing. You’re not fooling anyone.”

Michael watched him go with half-lidded eyes. Then, in a low voice he said, “Is it just me, or has Jase gotten surprisingly . . . arrogant since staying here?”

I gulped. “Um.” No idea why that would be!
  “I haven’t noticed it,” I continued, my voice rising happily.

Michael harrumphed and I massaged his shoulders. Then he helped me bring out the food: spaghetti, just like Jason had said earlier when he’d been in my office. The conceited little shit. Michael was right, of course, that his son had been acting up a bit.

But he was still young, and in Jason’s mind, he had every reason to: he had his own dad’s girlfriend by the tit hairs. I was desperate for our secret to stay just that—a secret.

Which meant I had to suck up to Jase and do whatever he said . . . including sticking a mini vibrator up my snatch right before I started making food.

The first buzz came about ten minutes into eating, when we were still quiet and I was midsentence.

“So, honey, how was your d-day
!” I finished with a yelp.

His fork scraped his plate as he swirled noodles around it. He fixed me with a single raised brow. “Uh, you okay there?”

I coughed, then dabbed my mouth with my napkin. Wiping at my eyes, I chuckled and said, “Y-Yeah, I probably shouldn’t try to talk while I have spaghetti in my mouth—went down the wrong tube!”

He smiled at me. “Need me to pat you on the back, little baby?”

I scrunched my nose at him in a joking way. “Nooo.”

I glanced over and caught Jason rolling his eyes. His father and I were so sappy, he probably absolutely hated it . . . and if I wanted to get through this dinner, I had to stay on his good side.

When he had shocked me, the little pussy-tingler inside me sent a ripple of nerves shooting up through my body. I hadn’t been able to control my voice from the sudden explosion of endorphins and happy chemicals that washed over me. 

I clenched my fork and knife with white knuckles, hoping that Michael wouldn’t notice. Then I shifted my weight in my seat when I realized I was uncomfortable.

I was damp. Fuck.

Sweat started to bead my forehead.

This public display was a turn-on but also terrifying—the thought at the back of my mind that we could be caught . . . that was kind of hot. But this was my life
 we were talking about, in the palm of Jason’s hands. With the touch of a button, literally, he could ruin everything I had going for me.

I supposed I ruined everything the first time I let his bulbous cockhead push into my greedy hole, but he was making it known that I was under his control.

Like a slave.

And that thought aroused me even more.

Don’t screw this up, Lara. Just control yourself! You’ve felt that first static shock tear through your body . . . now you can expect it.

Prepare for it.

I knew that Jason would be petty—he’d press the button at the most inopportune times. Like, when I was talking. So, if I kept my mouth shut, maybe he’d just get bored, finish his food, and leave.

As the meal dragged on, I swore to myself that I would never let something like this happen again. This feeling of utter helplessness was too much all at once.

My body was betraying me and my leaking cunt would start to show through my pants before long.

This wasn’t a tenable situation.

Michael was finishing a story, but it was hard to pay attention because I kept glancing over at Jason’s face, to see if I could notice any movements. But he had a deadly poker face going, and it infuriated me.

“. . . so I told him, ‘We’ve got escrow covered, so let’s just leave it to the professionals, yeah?’ Anyway, long story short, I sold the Nautilus house.”

He smiled at me and I beamed. “Honey, that’s great-t-t-t!”

Bzzzt—

Another shockwave of pure adrenaline surged through me, setting my insides on fire. I tightened my sphincter instinctively and slammed my palm down on the table before I’d realized what I was doing. I had drawn out my “great” like Tony the Tiger.

Luckily, the music from the kitchen drowned out the sound of Jason’s torturous buzzing—which had been its intent.

But Michael was starting to get suspicious anyway.

“Babe, are you sure you’re okay?”

He eyed me strangely as I craned my neck and made a show of knocking my stomach with my fist. “Jeez, is this stuff spicy to anyone else? I’m getting crazy heartburn or something. Like a sharp pain.”

“It’s just . . . marinara sauce, right? We have it like twice a week,” Michael muttered.

I scooted back from my chair and started to stand—

And Jason’s bare foot slapped down on top of mine, under the table. Abruptly, I plopped back down on the seat, sighing loudly.

I made a face, glanced up at the ceiling, and smiled. “A-Actually, I think it went away. I should be fine.” I gave Michael a disarming smile, but I’m sure it looked phony.

Oh my God, this torture is going to be the end of meee!

“You’re . . . uh, sure, Lara?” Michael said. He had such a baffled expression on his face, I thought I was gonna be sick just looking at it. The poor man!

“We have Tums upstairs, if you need them.”

I smiled, twirled spaghetti, and started eating again. “Enough about me,” I said, turning to Jason. “How was your
 day, Jase?”

“Yeah,” Michael said, following suit and probably thinking I was doing his son a kindness. “What’d you get into today, kid?”

Jason was taken aback slightly, so he shrugged to gather his thoughts. “Oh. You know. Nothing to report.”

I craned my neck, biting my bottom lip now that Michael’s attention was firmly away from me. “Oh, come on. There’s gotta be more than that.”

I reveled in the slight discomfort I was giving him, but I knew I was skating on thin ice. He could blurt out anything he wanted . . . which was a little bit like playing with fire.

“Well, I had a big play during practice,” the young man lied. He’d never made it to football practice before getting suspended. I wondered how he would keep this lie up to his father—wouldn’t Michael notice that his son wasn’t getting up to go to class for the next three days?

Unless Jason planned to play it cool and just do everything like normal—waking up, breakfast, the drive there. We hadn’t gotten that far yet.

“Damn! What a stud,” Michael said, smiling at me.

You have no idea, Michael.

“How far are we talking?” he asked, facing his son again.

Jason shrugged. “Forty-five yards or so.”

“That’s phenomenal. Kid’s got a cannon!”


Again, Michael, you have
 no idea.


Jason gave his dad a half-smile, then returned to his spaghetti.

After a moment of peaceful silence, with only the smooth sounds of Bill Withers playing and the clattering of forks and knives, Michael broke the quiet.

“So, do you guys, like, ever run into each other? At school? I mean, I know you’re principal and student, so that wouldn’t really make sense, but—”

I dropped my fork and nearly choked on my food. The utensil clanged off the edge of the table and went tumbling to the ground.

“Shit,” I said, huffing and puffing as I scooted back to bend down and pick it up under the table.

Bzzzt—

My body jerked and my head smacked the edge of the table with a loud thud.

“F-Fuck!” I cried, cradling my knees together and squirming in my seat. My pussy was wet as hell, and I didn’t know how much longer I could take this punishment.

While I was underneath the table, Jason’s bare foot rose and collided with my face.

I screwed up my features and tried to turn away, but I had nowhere to go . . . so I let the boy’s dirty ass toes poke my cheeks and then I licked the sole of his foot to get it the hell away.

“Sorry,” I said, finally coming up for air, my face red. I was out of breath from all the sudden action—mainly from the orgasmic tension shooting through my warm, wet canal.

I rubbed the back of my head. “Ow.” Then I absentmindedly waved the fork I’d rescued in the air.

“You seem out of sorts, babe,” Michael said.

“To answer your question,” Jason piped up, somehow saving me, “no, we don’t ever run into each other. Why would we?”

Michael shrugged and turned away from me. “Good point. I was just thinking, it might be weird if everyone at your school knew about me and Lara . . . Weird for you, I mean, Jase.”

He smirked. “I don’t think it would be that weird.”

When I blinked, he was staring right at me. I acted like I wasn’t listening—and I hardly was, seeing as that I was about to cream my pants. The sweat was building, and I wouldn’t be able to hide it for very much longer—

“N-No,” I stammered. “I don’t think it would be weird, either.” I looked around and put a palm to my tummy. “On second thought, Michael, I am going to get some Tums. My stomach doesn’t feel right.”

I stood with the quickness, and this time Jason didn’t try to stop me.

“All right, babe, hope you’re not getting sick.” 

“I’m sure I’m fine,” I said, drastically begging Jason with my eyes not to do anything as I stood from the table.

Luckily, he had mercy . . .

I was under the young man’s dominion—at his disposal.

He didn’t buzz me while I stood there like an idiot. It wasn’t until I reached the stairs leading up to the bedrooms that he finally sent a prickle of energy coursing through my pussy.

I grabbed the handrail hard, nearly doubling over and suppressing a moan. Thankfully, Michael’s back was to me.

And I hoped he didn’t see me waddle all the way up the stairs, trying to stave off my building orgasm.
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Chapter Four

Lara


A
fter being on pins and needles all day, enveloped by stress, and then having my clit throbbing like I’d stubbed it on the edge of a table, it felt amazing to finally let it all go.

When I reached the top of the stairs, I was already wiggling out of my pants. By the time I hit the bedroom, I was tearing my panties away and sprawling onto the mattress to feel the firm coldness of the sheets against my puffy, wet pussy.

I grinded my hips against the sheets and let the feeling of bliss overtake me. Closing my eyes, I hugged a pillow and groaned as I thrust my body onto my flat bed.

Then I took the little device out of my vagina and slammed it into the nightstand drawer, but not before finding my Hitachi Magic Wand and getting it going.

I lifted myself a bit on my knees so I could reach under me, then drooled into my pillow as the vibrating buzz eased my tension away.

I was facedown ass-up, like I was getting it doggystyle, and the wand saved my life. I let an orgasm roll over me easily, my toes curling at the end of the bed. My nipples hardened against the soft fabric of the pillow and I started to unbutton my blouse to take it off, so I could fondle my big tits and really get into the groove.

Finally, I smiled. The wand didn’t judge me. It didn’t have an opinion. It didn’t think I was a dirty slut, or an awful person, despite the mistakes I’d made.

It was only there to pleasure me, and in that, it was better than any man.

Men came with strings attached. Guys like Jason and, to a lesser extent Michael, thrived on power. They got off on it. And while the dinner was incredibly awkward and uncomfortable for me, I knew it had made Jason stiff in his jeans, until his bulge was outlining his crotch to an extreme measure.

Hell, I’d seen it when I’d had my head underneath the table to pick up the fork. Before he molested my face with his foot, I caught sight of his spread legs and that mountainous cock outline running down his inner thigh.

He loved watching me squirm.

Even now, he was probably imagining all the naughty things I was doing to myself, stifling my moans because it wasn’t yet late enough to really let loose . . .

Just how I was fantasizing about him.

After dinner, he would probably limp upstairs and rip off his own jeans, then hoist that monster cock in both hands and tug on it while he watched some heavy-titted bimbos getting railed by cocks half his size on PornHub. He’d imagine himself in those situations and let his mind run wild with the possibilities.

If Jason Christenson didn’t already have a path set out before him—either as a star football player in college or a successful real estate agent after that—I had no doubt that he could’ve excelled in porn. He had the attributes: big dick, pretty face, sculpted body, he was great at sex, and he loved it rough.

He would give those poor twats on the ‘Hub the time of their lives.

Just like he did to me.

Oh goddammit, why can’t I stop thinking about you, Jase? Why can’t I get your stupid big dick out of my head?

I slurped up my drool as the Hitachi rubbed my lips and sent me sprawling back onto the bed face-first.

I rolled over onto my back and finally tore my shirt away to let my fat tits spool out in front of me. With one hand I fondled my soft jugs and with the other I did my business downstairs, until my hand was veritably soaked in my juices.

My head rolled back on my shoulders.

I parted my legs in the air in a V, and I could only imagine how lewd and horny I looked.

Thinking about Jason and his big tool, the way he handled it and knew exactly what he was doing . . . it was starting to push me to the edge again. I was on that cliff, ready to launch into oblivion.

Then Michael walked in.

My eyes opened as I turned to the door and saw him standing here, dumbfounded, a shocked look on his face.

“Oh, wow,” he said, scratching the back of his head. “This . . . isn’t what I was expecting.”

I smiled at him, but then my face screwed up and I gaped as a roiling explosion went through me, my whole body going tingly.

“Fuck me in the ass, Michael,” I said abruptly, before I could even think about the words and regret them.

He craned his neck, closing the door behind him. “R-Really, babe? Are you serious?”

I closed my legs, my thick thighs wobbling. Then I rolled and went to my hands and knees, positioning myself like an obedient dog and spreading my legs. I positioned my huge ass right in front of his face, so he could get a look at all the delicious fluids running down my thighs, and my swelling pussy lips.

“Do I look serious to you?” I asked, shaking my ass for him. The big melons that were my buttocks swayed in place as I teased him.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, babe,” he said, trailing off, “. . . but I like it.”

I heard his belt unbuckle. His zipper came down. His pants fell to the floor and he stepped out of them. He joined me on the bed with a creak and hooked his hands under my love handles, then pulled me back by my waist.

I yelped happily.


Yes, this is what I need,
 I thought. I need to get back into the swing of things with Michael. That will make everything better. I need to see if I can set things right with him . . . and maybe forget about Jason.


Things have only been chaotic because of that hung boy!

His hands implanted into my asscheeks. His fingers caressed the flesh and I shoved my arm underneath me and kept massaging my clit with the Magic Wand.

He spanked me lightly and I grinned over my shoulder.

His cock was hard and curving upward, and he rested it on my crack, sliding it back and forth. He used my own lady juices to lube it up, hotdogging me before positioning his body at the edge of the bed.

“Do it!” I begged.

His cock slowly entered my puckering little asshole. It spread the skin apart and plunged into my rectum, making my eyes widen in disbelief.

Even an average-sized man felt huge
 in your ass. That was the beauty of it.

He grunted and said through clenched teeth, “So f-fucking tight, babe.”

I was at a loss for words as his length scraped my insides. It filled me and spread my cheeks apart. Below, my thrumming clit exploded with energy. Liquids were streaming down my legs, pooling on the sheets beneath me.

Then he was moving his hips, pulling my body closer to his as he reamed my ass.

The way my butt slammed against his narrower hips was amazing. And the contrast of the fat tool inside my asshole with the wand bristling against my clit and pussy lips had me at an orgasm almost immediately.

If anything, I had to thank Jason for getting me in the mood tonight . . . especially after such a trying day.

But that was my mistake—thinking about Jason at all—while Michael was anal fucking me. 

Because as soon as I thought of the hung young stud, I imagined him behind me, railing into my rear-end. Michael was doing fine—moving with a quiet rhythm, quiet hips, and the tops of his thighs smacking against my wobbly buttcheeks.

But he was nothing like his son . . . the animal.

Right now, Jason would have been primal in his furious fucking—he would have been putting me in my place and using me as a cocksock and nothing more.

He had no qualms about my feelings, but Michael actually cared for me.

I guess, at times, I just wanted to be ravaged. I didn’t need the loving embrace of a lover, but needed the beastly response from a sex god.

Jason had all that in spades. I don’t know where he’d learned at such a young age, but he knew just how to set me off and dick me down.

God, is this how it’s going to be from now on? Will I ever be able to screw another dick without thinking of Jason’s massive horsecock, or has he ruined me for other guys forever?


Have I been conditioned to
 need my boyfriend’s son like I need air?


I felt tears stinging the corners of my eyes, even as Michael did his best and drove into me. He was silent when he fucked, and that was good enough, usually. But I didn’t want him hearing my sniffling.

He couldn’t see me, but I thought my face would be enough to turn him off—or scare him away.

My body gently rocked forward. My fleshy body rippled against his thrusts. His flexing bottom let him charge into me with all the force he could muster . . .

But it still wasn’t enough.

I wanted to tag him out. I wanted to tag Jason in.

F-Fuck!

“W-We need to do this more often!” Michael whined. “Your ass feels amazing, honey!”

Talk dirty to me, Michael, please! Say something demeaning! Tell me I’m an awful skank for what I’ve done! Tell me I’ll never be forgiven until I lay my head at your feet and kiss your toes!

Anything, please!

I needed someone to dominate me, now more than ever.

I imagined Jason getting off to this—to the near quietness of our session. He was probably yanking his fat fuckrod in the other room, listening to the bed creak, knowing that he could be in here doing a better job.

And I knew it too!

“Ahh!” I yipped, thrusting my ass back against Michael. I came again, not because Michael was hitting my nerves particularly well, but because my imagination was running rampant.

“Yes, that’s it, babe!” he yelled.

“Fuck me harder, daddy, please!”

“Oh, I’m your daddy now?!”

“You’ll always be my daddy!”

My voice was high. My face was low against the pillow. I bit it and cringed, feeling his cock slide in and out of my ass. Now that it had become used to my tight canal, it glided easily through me, until I could hardly feel it anymore—

Until the cock throbbed inside me.

You’ll always be my daddy, Michael—but more importantly, you’ll always be Jason’s dad! Aghhh fuck!

I came again. My trembling fingers dropped the Magic Wand between my legs. The slaps of Michael’s driving hips against my flattening asscheeks rang out, until he paused and thrust inside me a final time, holding out for dear life—

Then exploding, unleashing his torrent of cum with an exhausted exhale.

All at once his balls emptied inside me, pouring through my ass tunnel and splashing my insides.

It was definitely one of the larger loads I’d ever taken from Michael.

But it was still nothing compared to his son.

After five seconds, Michael was done—but Jason . . . he would’ve been going for nearly half a minute, just shooting rope after rope of cum into me, until I felt bloated and bulgy and like I was going to puke jizz out of my dirty fucking mouth.

His gigantic nuts would’ve been pounding against my flesh, making my skin raw and creating those satisfying claps and thwaps that Michael simply couldn’t replicate.

It wasn’t that I needed a new boyfriend. Michael was great at that part. But ever since having Jason inside me, he’d been the only one who could satisfy me . . .

And I knew he was probably snickering next door, because he knew it.

The boy knew I was his to command. 
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Chapter Five

Jason


G
od, it was so easy getting these horny broads obsessed with me. They all wanted only one thing, and I provided it. They were like baby birds, but instead of feeding them regurgitated food from their mother’s mouth, I was feeding them big fat cockmeat.

And they loved it.

As much as Lara tried to act like she hated me for all the stuff I was doing to her, I saw the longing on her face. I saw the reactions—the squirming in her seat, the pleading look as she rose from the table and begged me not to buzz her pussy once more.

She was under my complete control.

Usually, I would have grown bored with a chick by now. I had made my conquest and made it quick. I’d injected her with my seed and gotten my satisfaction. I had made her jealous when she’d heard of me screwing around with other girls, and I’d seen that desire and jealousy clearly masked on her face when I’d been suspended. I’d seen her beg me to stop with her face at dinner, while actually begging me to keep going.

And now I heard her through the walls, letting out a wail as Dad fucked her and probably unloaded inside her.

I jacked off in my bed as I listened to their sex, knowing that I could do better. I mean, there was a reason Lara sought me out, rather than Dad, right? Otherwise, she would’ve never cheated on him—not if she was completely satisfied.

All I’d had to do was find that tiny seed of doubt . . . water it . . . and help it grow.

And now, there was something about Lara Langley that kept me coming back.

It was probably the taboo aspect of our relationship. The fact that she was with my dad, and I was attracted to her, was no accident.

I was surprised, as an older lady, that she had fallen for me so quickly. Maybe she had just been looking for an excuse to sleep around on ol’ Pops? She wanted a big-cocked young man to fill her needs. And I was the perfect candidate once I arrived like a golden god in her eyes.

The veins of my shaft rippled beneath my hands. I grunted and arched my back, tilting my cock so it stuck straight up into the air like a footlong spear. My left hand scooped my big nuts and I fondled them as my ballbag drooped between my fingers and over the edges of my palm. My right hand slid up the length of the upper half of my cock, where it was most sensitive, until that pleasing fap-fap-fap
 sound filled the air.

I grunted, lifted myself on my heels, and pushed my cock higher.

A fountain of jizz shot out from my piss slit and cascaded down all over me and my bed. I laughed as I came like an animal, coating my bed and floor and stomach and chest in stinky spunk.

My room smelled like sweat and sex, and I plopped back and let the orgasm ride out, my cock twitching and spilling out dribblings of cum.

After half a minute, I was done, and my dick quickly started to go flaccid. The long floppy appendage rested between my bulky thighs, and I sighed.

Rather than clean up after myself, I dozed off, hoping that Lara would wake me up in the morning and be offended by what she found—

And also turned on.
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THE NEXT DAY STARTED
 out well enough. Dad still hadn’t been told about my little episode at school, thankfully. He would’ve been furious that I’d jeopardized my future for such instant gratification. Especially with someone like Suzie Taylor, who was destined for the annals of PornHub more than anyone I knew.

“And for what?!” he would ask.

Then I would have had to explain my strategy of fucking his girlfriend, and that just didn’t bode well. My endgame would not
 be to his liking.

Now, did I want this to go even further? That was debatable. I mean, it’s not like I wanted a sister-daughter like some kind of freak—God forbid Lara ever did
 marry my dad and she became my stepmother and then I impregnated her.

I definitely needed to temper my expectations.

My problem was that I always needed to drain my dragon. My big aching balls needed release all the time, and it just so happened that girls always threw themselves at me to provide a receptacle for that release.

I had countless cum-dumps and cock-sheaths at my disposal. They were all pretty and cute and obsessed with my oversized organ.

But Lara had that “it” factor that the other girls didn’t. First, she was my principal. That was huge, just from a dominated-dominator perspective. She was my submissive little queen, and I was her teacher’s pet.

She had the authority, but I had the power.

Second, she was older than me, and that age difference was an immediate turn-on. She was more experienced than the little brats at my school. She knew how to fuck
 like a succubus.

Third, she was thick in all the right places. A big round ass, fat bouncy tits, little love handles to hold onto while I pulverized her . . . mm-mm good. None of the girls at school were as, ahem, developed, as Lara Langley.

And finally, the taboo of our hidden romance was enough to make anyone jealous. I knew she was jonesing for my cock again, no matter how much she tried to deny it.

That first day in the office, when I’d plowed her and had her screaming like a banshee—I’d given her an out. I had asked her if she wanted it, and she had abruptly said no.

. . . But then she thought of it and reconsidered, and practically pulled me into her by wrapping her big legs around my ass.

Now, it was morning. I was ready to go to school—at least to my father’s knowledge—but I was suspended. I couldn’t show up on campus.

But I still did everything like normal. I woke up, showered (cleaning that crusty cum off me in the process. Ew.), and ate. I shit, brushed my teeth, put on clean clothes, and threw on my backpack.

Dad even drove me to school, like usual.

But once I was there, and once he took off, I wandered around the outskirts of campus . . . then crossed the street.

I sighed, knowing I’d need to take the bus back home or something like that.

Standing there like a dumbass on the side of the road across the street from my school, I saw other moms and dads dropping off their kids—some of them my friends—and I scratched the back of my head.

Then I saw a pearly white Benz streaming by, and with a screeching ERRT!
 the Mercedes slammed on the brakes and pulled over to me. I spotted Lara’s sunglass-clad face as she rolled down the passenger window.

“The hell are you doing out here, Jase?”

I leaned down. “I’m suspended, remember?”

“How could I forget? You had your dad drive you to school anyway?”

I flashed her a smile. “Had to put on the façade, ya know?”

She nodded. She looked ahead and drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, silent for a moment. I just stared at her, not sure what to say or ask, if anything at all.

I could tell she was debating something.

I cleared my throat, and she turned to me.

“I’m gonna fuck you in this car,” I said nonchalantly, making a show of looking around at the pretty, dark gray interior. “It’s way too nice and sleek inside there not to take advantage of it.”

“Oh?” she said, scoffing and hiding her smirk. “Is that a fact, you little devil?”

I nodded, then shrugged. “If not now, then later. How about during lunch—you could take time off and—”

“I don’t get a lunch break like students do, Jase. It doesn’t work that way for me . . . as the principal.”

I sighed, frowning, hooking my fingers over the rim of the window. “Then I guess we’ll just have to do it now, huh? Bummer.”

I couldn’t see behind her stylish black sunglasses, but I knew her brain was ticking. She was a smart lass.

And I knew she would make the best choice possible. The right
 choice.

I mean, I wasn’t giving her much of an ultimatum, was I?

And as long as you took what you wanted with these types of girls, you could have anything you desired.

After a moment of silence, the shrill sound of the bell echoed from across the street. First period was about to start.

She reached into her purse, clicked through her cellphone, and put it to her ear. “Yeah, Jenny? I’m gonna be an hour late. Something came up. Can you hold off my appointments for the time being?”

She looked over at me and my lips slowly curled into a grin, my teeth flashing.

“You know what, Jen? Better make that two hours.”
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Chapter Six

Lara


W
e didn’t make it out of the freaking garage. I guess Jason wasn’t lying when he said he wanted to dirty up my sparkly new car.

After seeing him standing on the side of the road like a lonely hung barbarian, I swooped him up and flipped a bitch and headed back to the house.

I didn’t care if anyone saw. Except Michael, of course, but he was busy at work. He always left early and came home reasonably late, so I wasn’t too worried about him discovering our debauchery this early in the day.

I wasn’t sure if Jason just wanted to cuck his father or what. Was I really the apple of his eye, like he made it seem? Did he really go through all of this rigmarole of screwing other students and making me jealous just so he could keep me under his control?

Probably.

And screw it.

I was a lost cause. I gave up trying to fight my urges.

When we pulled into the garage, he scooted his seat back and unzipped his pants before the garage door had even closed. The lights came on, the blaring incandescent light making every little imperfection so noticeable underneath it all.

But I had my eyes focused firmly on his crotch, and there were no imperfections there—the bulge was starting to uncover itself . . .

He whipped his cock out and pulled his pants down, and I leaned over to rest my tits on the center console.

So much had changed since the first time I’d seen his erect giant, when he’d jerked off in front of me right where he was sitting now.

This time, instead of reaching for the glove compartment for napkins, I planted my lips on that broad red cockhead and kissed it. I felt the warmth with my tongue, sliding my muscle over his shaft to get him harder, until the veins were popping out from all over and it looked like an intimidating, rugged slab of meat.

His hands cupped the back of my head and he pushed down before I had a chance to take my tongue away.

The cockhead shoved past my lips and the suddenness of it pinned my tongue to his shaft so I looked like a stupid lapping dog as I throated him.

I gagged and coughed immediately, snot bubbles spewing out of my nostrils. My eyes bulged as his warm dick filled my mouth to its limit and pushed against my roof.

He thrust his hips up into me, not caring about my safety or worrying about choking me on his huge cock.

I wanted to be choked. I wanted to be used. And Jason knew just how to do it.

Ugh, he was just so much more forceful than Michael!

Within seconds he was getting into a rhythm, slamming my head down on his rod so I could take as much of it as possible. I only managed to get halfway down his length before it kissed the back of my throat and widened my esophagus, making me choke and wheeze.

I gasped for air, but none was coming. His bitchbreaker was lodged in my throat and suffocating me with its sheer width and length.

My head bobbed up and down in a blur. My face turned red. I became slick and wet and started to unbutton my own pants so I could finger myself.

But he saw me do it and he snatched my hands and raised them in the air above my head like I was a puppet. Then he started fucking my face with ruthless force, not showing any mercy.

I blacked out for a second, my eyes rolling back.

I looked like a complete tool to be used at his whim, and he made sure to humiliate me while he dominated me.

I had no doubt my expensive cute clothes would be ruined after this little extravaganza.

Hips bucking, he grunted as he railed up into my facehole. He chuckled as I struggled to keep his cock wedged in my throat, my lips so spread apart that I thought my jaw would break. I could taste his musk on my tastebuds. I could feel his precum trickling down my bulging throat.

My hands were above my head still, like a scarecrow or some helpless animal, and he was using them as levers to pump his cock. My bobbing blonde head stopped moving, my mouth suctioned to his dick and with nowhere to go—

I let out a mewling sound. Then I hummed, then screeched in the back of my throat as the last of my air threatened to vanish and I was on the brink of passing out and—

He slowly lifted my head with one hand.

I gagged and wretched as I came up, coughing my lungs out. My face was already a wreck, my mascara running and my makeup splotchy. And that had been with only five minutes of facefucking. My throat was sore and I knew I’d struggle to talk for the rest of the day.

He pulled the lever at the side of his chair and flipped the seat all the way to a reclining position, as if he was going to sleep in the car.

“Sit on it,” he demanded, holding his monstrous cock with both hands at the base. He wagged the hard mammoth a couple times and it dripped with precum and my own saliva. It jutted up like a javelin.

“I want to see your fat ass riding me and bouncing,” he said.

With a sad look, I sniffled, then nodded. I unzipped my pants and pulled them down, to reveal my lacy purple thong underneath. I squished my body so I could hop over to him, and he opened the passenger door to give me more room.

Once we were comfortably positioned, I squatted over his cock—my neck craned so my head didn’t hit the ceiling of the car . . . but I knew it was only a matter of time—

His cock punched up into my pussy and split me in two. I let out a breathless gasp as his incredible size filled me, and then I was perched on top of his enormous dick once more.

Just like I’d been waiting for—but it still surprised me.

I had a feeling that no matter how many times I sat on this cock or let it have its way with me, it would always astound me with how big and menacing it was.

My eyes rolled aimlessly again. I came, the feeling swirling through my body and already it was stronger than any orgasms I’d had last night with Michael.

Even with the dirty sluttiness of getting assfucked by my boyfriend, my boyfriend’s son made me cum buckets in comparison.

I screamed as he railed into me. He jackhammered me from below, holding down my thighs on top of his muscled body so I couldn’t move away from him.

Then he hooked his arms under my armpits and hugged me close, so my heavy tits smashed against his hard pecs. My arms were useless once more, flailing about at my sides and he humped me like I was a ragdoll built only for his pleasure.

His hands wrapped over my shoulders from behind, then pushed me down on his cock as I jiggled on top of him from his incessant, powerful thrusts.

My moan was like a staccato violin—shrill and piercing with a constant lilting sound. It was as if I was trying to talk into a fan, and the words I was saying were unintelligible.

I sounded like a squealing animal.

He almost speared his whole cock into me, and I could feel it deep against my insides, pushing and shoving and rearranging my guts in the best way possible.

I couldn’t last another minute without—

“Gah! Fuck me stupid!” I wailed, cumming again energetically. My warm liquids dripped down his cock like a volcano.

“Too late for that!” he laughed.

Our bodies became one, sweat riding both of our cracks and crevices and nooks and crannies. His hard muscles and strong body was a perfect match for my soft curves and large bits like my bouncing ass and jiggling tits.

I couldn’t believe how deep he’d gotten. If he thrust any harder or scraped my pipes any deeper, he’d be in my fucking womb.

My head hit the roof from my body’s bouncing, but I immediately forgot about it. With the lower half of my body shooting off with feel-good chemicals, the numb half of my head was already gone in a swirl of dissociated thoughts and stars.

Suddenly, I was turned to the side. He was flipping me and I cooed as he flattened my stomach over the center divide. He squeezed my ample body between the two front seats, squishing me in there like I was an object and not a human person made of flesh and bone.

His cock came into me from behind, and now my arms were flailing in front of me, unable to reach back and dictate his movements while he rammed me and jiggled my ass some more.

I imagined what I looked like—ass up in the air, visible between the two seats, with nothing else of my body showing except for a hint of blonde hair.

I imagined if someone walked in right now and saw me getting absolutely demolished in my own sexy car by this merciless brute with his giant cock—

And I came again. I was losing track of all the fluids leaving my body, and how many times my body spasmed and convulsed from his ceaseless pounding.

He picked up speed and roared as he spanked me and made my ass raw and red. He swatted my butt over and over as he rode me doggystyle and pushed down on the curve of my spine.

The slapping, lapping sounds of our melding fluids sounded so damn lewd and freakish, it was enough to drive me to another orgasm. His balls collided with my backside and bounced off my ass like healthy tennis balls. My pussy was engorged—fat and pink. It was being split in half while my clit felt like it was the size of a mini penis.

It was all so incredible that I lost track of time and place. I couldn’t speak due to the huge organ impaling me. I couldn’t complain or cheer or anything—all Jason let me do was cum and cum and cum.

And it was the best feeling in the world.


This
 was what I’d been missing.

We kept it going for another few sessions. Even after he buried a fat load deep inside my pussy and emptied his balls, he showed me that he wasn’t empty after all.

He slammed my fat ass against a window and my cheeks flattened against the glass as he railed me that way. He twisted my body like I was a freaking pretzel and planted wad after wad of stinky thick jizz inside me. He also splashed some of the precious white nectar over my tits and face and the dark gray leather of my car.

When it was all said and done, it looked like a bomb had gone off inside my vehicle, with white paint inside. Streaks of jizz and my own piss and cum soiled the cushions of my seats and the cracks between them. The windows were foggy from our own perspiring breaths, rubbed away in sections by the round shape of my big buttcheeks.

I ended up on my side in the backseat, drenched in semen and drooling out of the side of my mouth—brain dead from Jason’s young hung cock.

I couldn’t fairly claim myself as his principal anymore. He was my
 principal, and I was his eager cumslut—his cocksock that he could use whenever he wanted.

He stood outside the car with his hands on my hips, watching me melt into the cushions. He was still half-naked from the waist down, and his fat limp cock swung between his legs, dripping onto the garage floor.

With a satisfied grunt, he said, “I think you might need to see a detailer, Lara.”


Jesus Christ,
 I thought, closing my eyes and dozing off as an orgasmic aftershock twitched my body. How am I ever going to keep hiding this from Michael?
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Chapter One

Lara


I
didn’t end up taking my car to the detailer to get the interior cleaned. I was too ashamed of what the guys would find—what they would think of me after smelling that sour, harsh smell of spunk and sweat and sex.

I really needed to, because my Mercedes was absolutely covered in cum. Dry, flaky jizz was painted onto the backseats in splashes, splatters, and damn near puddles.

If only Michael had known what became of the expensive present he bought me.

The dark gray leather interior of the car used to be so pristine and beautiful . . . and I’d made it a horrible cesspool of smut and depravity.

And it had all come at the hands of my boyfriend’s hung son . . .

Well, his huge cock, rather than his hands.

That had been on the first day of his suspension from school. Jason had been caught boning a cheerleader—the cute bubblegum top of the pyramid named Suzie Taylor—by our gorgeous French teacher, Madelyn Bisset. The caramel-skinned beauty had come into my office red-faced, hot on Jason Christenson’s heels, ready to raise the wrath of hell upon him.

Of course, I suspected that she was secretly jealous that it had been Suzie in that bathroom stall and not her. Lord knows I would have been.

I later learned the rest of the story—what got Ms. Bisset in such a tizzy—when Jason told me he’d accidentally pulled out of the airborne girl and splattered his load all over Ms. Bisset, while Suzie squirted a waterfall of cum fluids on her. They were lucky the teacher didn’t want to press sexual assault charges, after being sprayed and covered in ejaculate in a quick one-two punch.

The story made me hot, and it was all I could do to keep from running into Jason’s room later that night and riding him like an animal while his father slept in my bed in the room next door.

I was a mess. My car was a mess.

But this was a delicious torture of my own making. I had led Jason on and paid the ultimate price by not realizing he was such a dominant young man. He was a force to be reckoned with, and not only did he have a giant cock, but he knew how to put it to expert use.

And now I was addicted to the young alpha slut.

That first morning of Jason’s suspension, after I picked him up outside of school looking all lonely and horny, we fucked in the garage and I was turned into a heaving puddle of orgasmic aftershocks . . .

But then I had to go back to school. I had a full day of work ahead, and with no time to clean the car, I was humiliatingly forced to drive the Spunkmobile back to campus, with the smells of our secret affair still wafting and coating my car. Meanwhile, Jason probably went and made himself a sandwich and fell back asleep, the prick.

When I returned home from work, I was dead tired, and I felt defeated. I parked the car in the garage and hoped that Michael wouldn’t look inside it when he came home.

Then again, why would he? He was hardly ever in my car, seeing as that he had his own sparkly Maserati to drive around.

For all the horrible cheating I was getting myself into, which made me feel utterly whorish and guilty, I couldn’t help but think that Michael was probably out there doing the same thing.

I couldn’t confirm it, but come on . . . a handsome man driving around in a Maserati who has the black-and-gray curly locks of a silver fox, a charming smile, and most of all, tons of money? And that experienced, confident swagger? Plus his dick wasn’t half bad . . . I’d just found one that was incomparable.

So, if Michael wasn’t out there swinging his cock around and bouncing his balls off every jiggly ass he could find, that was his own damn fault.

At least that’s what I told myself to make myself feel better. It was lame, but I knew our relationship would come crashing down if mine and Jase’s taboo affair was discovered. 

And the double-whammy was that it was with Michael’s own son!


On the second day of Jason’s three-day suspension, I waited for Michael and Jase to leave in the morning before cleaning up my car. I took the first hour of work off so I could get on my hands and knees and really put some elbow grease into it—make the Benz look spick and span again.

About thirty minutes into my cleaning rampage, I heard the front door of the house open, and I knew Jason had come back.

So far, he’d done a good job of keeping news of his suspension from his father—he was driven to school, then immediately left campus once Dad was gone, and he hopped on a city bus back to the house.

I was dressed for work in a knee-length pink skirt and a loose blouse that hid my big tits well. I already had one troublemaker on my hands—I didn’t need more students gawking at my body on campus.

I also had an old boom box blaring, one that I’d found stashed away in the garage. I was humming to myself and shaking my booty while I cleaned, and started to feel better about my prospects and the future.

It’s funny what a little alone time can accomplish.

But when I heard that front door open, my body tensed. I expected Jason to come in after hearing the music—which was late-80s Madonna—and harass me.

It also didn’t help that I had my fat ass hanging out the wide-opened door, my feet dangling as I scrubbed the seats with a sponge. I knew that it would take Jase two nanoseconds to hop on my ass if he saw me like this—my pink skirt straining to keep my large melon-like buttocks from ripping through my clothes.

He could have easily snuck up behind me without me knowing, due to the music blasting, and hiked up my skirt. Then I would have been at his mercy, no matter how much I didn’t want it or needed to get to work. I was also in cramped quarters, so it would have been like being stuck in a wall . . . with nowhere to go but back toward him.

He could have spanked my ass like I was a bad girl, watching and chuckling as my cheeks rippled and I cried out. He could have pulled my panties aside and plunged two fingers in my pussy and another in my tight puckering anus, until he was holding me like a bowling ball and I was begging him to fuck me.

Then he could have planted that monstrous curved boner on my asscrack, hotdogged me—teasing me some more until my cunt was drooling wetness—and finally rammed his big dick inside me and had his way with me and fill me up.

But he didn’t do any of that.

And it made me think of something else, with a frown on my face.


Is that . . . disappointment, Lara? Jesus Christ, girl, are you
 daydreaming about him doing all these nasty things to you?


Here I thought it had been all his fault, luring me with his swinging horsecock and rugged good looks, his bulging muscles and young face.

But no, this was just as much my fault—if not more—than his. I hadn’t just fallen to the whims of some hormonal late-teen boy. I had let
 myself become attracted to him, and now . . .

I think I wanted him more than he wanted me!

Shit!

I shivered, feeling like I was being watched, and hesitantly looked over my shoulder, over the seatback of the driver’s seat—

My body jerked in shock, my head smacking against the roof of the car.

“Ow, goddammit!”

My hand went to my head instinctively to rub the pain away. I scowled as I slowly backed up—

Jason was standing in the open doorway of the garage, leaning against the frame in a totally relaxed pose. His arms were crossed over his burly torso, strong legs were crossed at the knees, and his head was leaning into the frame of the archway.

And he was just staring at me.

How long has he been there?

He was chuckling as I gingerly helped myself out of the backseat and threw the sponge on the top of the car, before rubbing my head some more.

“Sorry,” he said, controlling himself. “Didn’t mean to startle you.”

I scoffed. Bullshit. “Yeah, what the hell? What are you doing there, then?”

Please say, “Waiting for you to finish so I can ravage you.”

He shrugged nonchalantly. “Just admiring you.”

My breath nearly caught in my throat, and I let out a small cough. “Y-You—what?”

“I’m sorry,” he said, eyes narrowing, “is that a crime, Ms. Langley? Do I need to be punished some more? Suspended for a few more days, perhaps?”

I sighed, throwing my hands out in surrender. “N-No, I just. Uh, I didn’t expect you to say that. That’s all.” I breathed deeply and could tell he was waiting for me to say more.

Looking at the ground, shamefaced as I finished rubbing the top of my head, I said, “And I’m . . . sorry I had to suspend you from school. It’s protocol for something like that, you see?”

While I probably looked pitiful and regretful, inside I felt disgusting. I can’t believe I was apologizing
 to this kid!

Next thing I knew, I’d be crawling over to him on hands and knees, waiting for him to flop that beast out of his shorts and drape it over my bruised skull like a heavy slab of salami. It might feel nice having him nestle that weighty organ over my aching head . . .

Shit! There I go again! Control yourself, bitch.

But no. It was all a figment of my imagination. He wasn’t going to do that—he was too busy admiring
 me. Sheesh.

Maybe I’d pegged this kid all wrong, and he was softer than I’d thought.

“I understand,” he said, straightening in the doorway. “Can’t have students just getting away with shagging like horny bunny rabbits all over campus.”

I smirked, blushing. “E-Exactly.”

My eyes lifted from the ground, and I realized I was getting a much better visual of his legs than I usually did . . . which was probably why I had imagined him smacking me in the face with his big tool.

In fact, he was adjusting himself and—

He was wearing shorts.

Like, skimpy, only-halfway-down-his-thighs shorts!

His toned thighs were bulky and shredded, every inch of the paler skin past his knees creased in perfectly toned muscles.

God, they were some beautiful legs.

He must’ve caught me staring at his bottom half, because suddenly he shifted his weight a bit awkwardly, and nudged his crotch around like he was trying to fix himself.

And that’s when I noticed the mountain between his legs, barely contained by the little shorts. In fact, it seemed to be growing, and that godly sight, combined with my sick, twisted mind, was making me wet.

I bit my bottom lip.

The swelling sight continued, and as it grew bigger between his thighs—starting to push down his right leg hole like a fat creeping anaconda—my eyes also bulged bigger.

Then that perfectly red tip of his bulbous cockhead poked out the bottom of his trousers, and the jig was up.

“Jesus, Jase.”

He pouted, rearranging himself again to try to hide his massive size, but it was a pitiful attempt. If anything, it only seemed to make his cock outline stick out more, like he’d smuggled a gerbil in his little flimsy trunks.

“Where the hell are you planning to go dressed like that?” I asked, blinking rapidly. “The beach?” I don’t think he’d noticed that the tip of his cock was actually sticking out of his shorts because it was so freaking long.

I wanted to run over to it, grab it with both hands, and wrangle the behemoth out of its confines. I wanted him to fuck me in this garage again, but I wouldn’t give into my horny thoughts.

I had to go to work!

“No,” he said. “24-Hour Fitness. I still need to work out, you know, even though I’m suspended. Can’t let my body get all flabby for football, but I don’t have the workout room at my school, obviously . . .”

I sighed, craning my neck and tearing my sight away from his nether regions. If it was up to me, I’d stare at that swinging meat all day long. My face felt warm as I blinked languidly at him, a daydreamy look in my eyes.

“Are . . . you okay?” he asked.

“Huh?” I snapped out of it, shaking my head. “Uh, sorry. You said you’re going to work out?”

He nodded. “Yeah, 24-Hour Fitness, because I can’t go to the school gym—”

“Yeah, I heard that part,” I snapped. He was trying to make me feel bad about suspending him again, but it wasn’t going to work twice, buddy boy.

I put my hands on my hips. “If you’re going to 24-Hour Fitness, you can’t go dressed like that.”

He shielded his hands over his bulge. “W-Why not?” he asked, looking down.

“Because your cock is poking out of those little short shorts, kid. Good God. You’re not fit to wear anything like that in public. Er, I take it back—you’re too
 fit to wear anything like that in public.”

He blushed as he looked down at himself, an expression of alarm crossing over his face as he noticed his deep red dicktip waving at us. “Oh, shit. Oops.”

His reaction was adorable. If I didn’t know better, I would have thought he had no idea what kind of powerful, omnipotent weapon he was wielding down there.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “Don’t you have anything . . . longer?”

He smiled at me. “Why do you care?”

Oh, shit. Why did
 I care?

My words tumbled out before my stupid mouth could stop them. “Because I have a personal trainer at 24-Hour Fitness, and I know she’s always working mornings.”

He craned his neck. “So?”

“So, I’m coming with you, dummy.”

His jaw nearly fell open. So did mine.

What the hell was I getting myself into?

“Okay!” he said happily, and I couldn’t change my mind after that cute reaction and his face lighting up like a kid at Christmas. He raised a single finger. “Un momento.
”

Then he jetted off.

When he returned a minute later, he was wearing gray sweatpants. I saw him shuffling over through the kitchen and noticed . . .

His monster was loose. The flaccid meat was swinging around down there, completely unbidden. Huge flesh mounds were popping up all over, then flattening, then protruding in different spots.

Fuck, it was hot. But it was also ludicrous.

Did this young man really not have any sense of decorum? He felt no need to wear boxers
 while sporting those sweats?

No . . . because he knew exactly what he was doing.

He came to the doorway again and gestured at himself. “Ta-da. Better?”

I frowned. “Not . . . really.”

But, yes, also better. Somehow. It left more to the imagination but also nothing to the imagination at the same time.

This was going to be one interesting workout session.

And I guess I could call in and take another hour off work. It wouldn’t hurt, right?


[image: ]


Chapter Two

Jason


I
found it hilarious that Lara didn’t mind blowing off a couple hours of school . . . basically every day since we’d started hooking up. First she gave me that handjob in the car, which really set things off. Later she was bringing me back to the house to fuck in the garage. Now she was going to 24-Hour Fitness with me, as I knew she would.

And this was coming from someone who had a big-time job at our school. It made me wonder what all her contemporaries thought about her—was she showing up disheveled and stressed, her eyes darting as she limped into work late? Or was she the one showing up with a swagger in her step, a smirk, and a cigarette out the corner of her mouth as she winked to her secretary, her tousled sex hair telling everyone that she was getting a proper dicking back home?

Either way, she was the boss. She could show up late, postpone meetings, and do anything she wanted. The school board might eventually look at her production reports, but for now, things seemed pretty harmless . . . in that sense.

I wanted to tell my friends about what I’d been getting into, but screw them. This was for me. I mean, Lara Langley was basically the Holy Grail—she wasn’t just a hot teacher, but a smoking hot principal.


The most powerful woman at the school, and I had her in the palm of my hand. Telling her I was going to 24-Hour Fitness and her immediate response being “I’m coming with you” basically confirmed it.

Sometimes I felt like a manipulative asshole for doing all this, for the lengths I went to make sure Lara stayed addicted to me.

But then I told myself that she was as much at fault as I was. She had led me on to begin with—fucking my dad with the bedroom door open, knowing I was there. Who does that?! And then gawking at my bulge, and when she finally barged in and saw it in the bathroom (after knocking me in the dick with a bag of groceries, mind you), her eyes sparkled and she let her true colors be known.

She wanted to get her tight pussy stretched and beat up just as badly as I wanted to stretch and beat it up.

I didn’t ask
 her to pull over after seeing me on the curb, that first day of my suspension. She had done that on her own, to see what I was up to . . . and hopefully get a pounding out of it. Of course, that had led to the garage session and her muddled car.

I didn’t ask
 her to come with me to 24-Hour Fitness, or ask for a ride there—she probably just wanted a ride herself. She offered to come with me, saying some bullshit about having a personal trainer. I didn’t need a freaking personal trainer.

So, we were both at fault. We couldn’t stay away from one another, though I think I was better at masking my emotions.

And where did that leave us?

It left my dad as the only innocent victim in our fling.

But I looked at it like this: He obviously couldn’t handle all that woman by himself, or else she wouldn’t have globbed onto me. There was a big part of their relationship that all the money and cars and beautiful things in the world couldn’t fix—

A satisfying sex life.

Or maybe Lara was just a size queen who couldn’t orgasm unless she was being filled by monstercocks.

Either way, Dad was screwing up.

And before I started beating myself up about my poor Pops, how I’d stolen his chick right from under his nose and was banging the living daylights out of her, I needed to remember something else—

The deeper why
 of it all.

I’d lived with my mom my whole life, basically. Dad paid some child support, I suppose, but he’d never really been there for me. And Mom wasn’t rich . . . but Dad was.

And he never helped her. He never helped us.


It wasn’t until Mom was put away for a little bit that Dad begrudgingly took custody of me. I didn’t need it, being eighteen, but it was nice to have a place to live until I finished high school.

And I would have never met Lara if he hadn’t been so “kind.” Sure, he was a nice enough guy around me, but there was definitely something deeper at play here. 

I imagined that all of this was some repressed hatred in my psyche that I was letting play out with depraved sexual exploits, directed at the person my dad loved.

It wasn’t every day that a kid got to take out his vengeance against his father in such a direct, lewd way.

But here I was, sitting in the passenger seat of Lara Langley’s car, again,
 being driven to the gym. My eyes lingered from her bouncing tits as we crawled over a speed bump, to the passenger window, as I watched other cars blur by.

I felt like a manipulative prick, playing Lara like this.

But she’d fallen for me hook, line, and sinker. She had made it too easy, and now there was no going back. Even if we broke it off today, we would both always remember what we’d done, and forever be weighed down by it.


Damn,
 I thought, that’s some deep shit.


I chuckled to myself, my hand covering my mouth and holding up my head as I stared out at the bright sunny day.

“What are you laughing at?” Lara asked, glancing over with a smirk.

I shook my head. “Nothing. Just some weird thoughts.”

“Tell me,” she urged.

“No, really, I don’t even remember.”

She snorted. “Bullshit.”

I shrugged, then looked over at her. She was dressed in her blouse and pink skirt still, but had brought a gym bag with her workout clothes. The blouse wasn’t really doing it for me—practically no cleavage to speak of, covered tits, and only the round swell of her sideboob straining against the fabric.

“Did you ever imagine we’d be here?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes, but continued to stare straight ahead, at the road. “The hell does that mean? Are you getting . . . philosophical on me, Jase?”

I chortled. “I guess so,” I said with a shrug.

“If you mean right here, on this road, heading to the gym, then—”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it.”

She sighed. “Yeah. I figured. I try not to think too much about it.”

“Now
 who’s spouting bullshit, Lara?”

She frowned, and I thought I saw a hint of color bloom on her cheeks. She glanced away from me so I couldn’t see her blushing, but she couldn’t do it for long—the road was calling, after all.

“Yeah, I don’t want to have this conversation with you,” she said.

“Fair enough,” I snapped, staring back out the window. “I don’t want to either. That’s why I said just forget about it.”

She let out a small sound, and that was it.

Rather rude, if you ask me. I didn’t like her tone or attitude, and I thought I might need to make her squirm a bit for it.

I just needed to figure out a way to do that.

We rode the rest of the way in silence, and it took all of ten minutes to get to 24-Hour Fitness.

Once we parked in the large overflow lot, Lara looked at me with those piercing blue eyes and raised a single pointed eyebrow.

“What?” I said.

“I’m surprised you didn’t ask me for anything. Are we going in?”

“Uh . . . ask you for what?”

“I would’ve thought you’d want to fuck my face before we get all sweaty in there, or at least feel my hands gripping your girthy shaft.”

I blushed, biting my bottom lip. “I thought you had to be back at work sometime soon?”

She scoffed. “Oh, so this is for my
 benefit?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Isn’t it always?”

She huffed and pursed her lips, got out of the car, slammed the door behind her, grabbed her gym bag from the backseat, whipped it over her shoulder. She strode off, her fat ass bouncing in that little pink skirt.

I mumbled to myself. “Not an auspicious start.”
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THIS 24-HOUR FITNESS
 was huge—easily the size of three school gyms, with so much more weights and pulleys and treadmills and all the things anyone could ever want.

It was a state-of-the-art, two-story gym, which was no surprise since we were in a rich neighborhood.

Walking inside of the place, the air-conditioning immediately hit me. My hairs stood on end. I shivered and followed Lara to the front desk.

There was a cute brunette at the circular counter that surrounded her, making it look like she was trapped in an egg. But she met us with a beaming smile and pearly whites.

She was fit, of course, with a tank top that hugged her curves and a bowl cut that made her hair come just past her ears, and also made her look incredibly adorable.

She might’ve been mid-twenties.

“Hey, Bonnie,” Lara said, smiling and leaning forward on the desk.

“Oh, hi Ms. Langley! You’re in early today.”

Bonnie was chipper as hell for it being eight in the morning. Her beaming face made her look younger than she probably was.

“Yeah, thought I’d get in a quick workout before heading to the school. Oh, this is Jase.” She motioned vaguely at me behind her.

I smiled at Bonnie and the girl met my eyes, seemed to crumble under my gaze, and just nodded quickly before turning away. It all happened in less than two seconds. “Hi, Jase,” she said.

Just like that, I’d been introduced as “Jase,” which made sense. Lara wouldn’t exactly call me her stepson or her boyfriend’s son, would she? That would be a bit odd.

“Hey, is Angelica in?” Lara asked, resting her tits on the desk as she leaned forward conspiratorially.

“Yeah, of course,” Bonnie said, keeping that big fake smile. She turned and roamed with her pointer finger, then thrust it forward. “There she is, finishing with a client, I think.”

“Oh, great!” Lara looked to her wrist, saying, “What time is it? Hmm, almost eight. Do you think I could talk to her when her session is over at eight?”

“Of course, Ms. Langley,” Bonnie said with a deep nod. “You’re a prized member here.” She chuckled. “You can basically do anything you want!”

Lara flashed a grin. “Excellent.” She turned to me and said, “Wait here. I’m gonna go change.”

I nodded, then sighed. I watched her take off to the women’s locker room down the way to the right. I thought that might be some pertinent info for later on.

And then my eyes roved over to Angelica, Lara’s personal trainer, in the distance.

She had a strong body and lean muscles, a nice tan going on her ripped frame. She wasn’t a bodybuilder by any means, but she had that lithe, acrobatic kind of build that made her look like she might’ve been a gymnast in a past life.

Then again, she only looked to be in her mid-twenties also, and her silver-blonde ponytail bounced like a platinum rope as she did lunges and instructed her client.

It was hard to take my eyes off her, but I had to eventually, or else I would’ve given Bonnie at the front desk a free show through my sweatpants.

And that cutie already seemed to be eyeing me intently, as if thinking of what to say.

God, to be surrounded by so many beautiful women!

And I think I figured out the way I was going to make Lara squirm . . .
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Chapter Three

Lara


T
he gym was busy this early in the morning. The women’s locker room was bustling with energy and powerful women, showing their fit bodies and perky tits and laughing with each other as they changed.

These were the lifers—the diehards who showed up to the gym every day before scooting off to their menial work jobs or whatever. These were the fittest ladies of them all, showing up before the lazier after-work crowd (such as myself) typically showed up.

It made me a bit self-conscious and insecure, seeing all the hot bodies around in various stages of undress. But I quickly changed into my gym tights and tank top and left with a confident pep in my step.

I needed to remind myself that I was powerful in my own right, with a killer, authoritative job, and that none of these young bitches had anything on me.

They also weren’t my enemies . . .

Or so I thought.

After locking my stuff up and exiting the room, I turned to the lobby at the entrance and saw that Bonnie was alone at the counter. Jason was nowhere to be seen.

Eyes narrowing, I scanned the first floor and found him in one corner of the room on a stretching mat, talking with Angelica.

My personal trainer. And I saw her flash a wide smile at him and laugh, which made my blood boil.

Gnashing my teeth in exasperation, I knotted my hands into fists and headed over, but made sure to unknot those fists before I arrived, so I didn’t look like a crazed, jealous, angry maniac.

“Angie!” I said with a phony smile as I stepped onto the mat.

“Ah, there she is!” Angelica said, throwing up her arms. God, they were so muscular, and she had such bulky, toned thighs. Her body was to die for.

Even though she was only about five-five, the little twenty-five-year-old queen had the fit confidence of someone twice her age. She had pert little boobs that were barely a handful, but a luscious fat ass that was like a freaking shelf.

The girl definitely did her squats and lunges.

I was bigger than Angelica in pretty much every aspect—even my butt—but I think that’s only because I was older and . . . flabbier . . . as much as I hated to admit it.

Then again, Jase definitely hadn’t been complaining when my huge rippling cheeks were bouncing on his meat. Guys love that kind of shit, especially in this day and age.

The transition from “boob guys” to “ass guys” becoming popular was in full effect, but I was lucky to have both.

I tried to stop comparing myself to Angelica, because it was just going to make me depressed.

The first thought I had upon seeing Jase chatting her up and making her giggle was that I’d made a terrible mistake in coming here.

I had practically introduced them!
 And now I was paying for my sluttish, curious ways by harvesting the lewd crops I had sown.

“I was just getting introduced to your . . . friend?” Angelica said, thrusting her thumb over at Jason.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “Well, he’s my boyfriend’s son, so. I don’t know what you call that.” I giggled awkwardly, and when I looked over at Jase I saw a mask of fury on his face.

It made me gulp loudly.

He obviously didn’t like being the punchline of any jokes—not from me, anyway.

I hoped that my words wouldn’t backfire against me later. Or, if they did, that they backfired in the most bestial way possible . . .

I cleared my throat and said, “Anyway, shall we get started?”

“We shall,” Angelica said with a grin.

We began with stretches, Angelica standing in front of us while I stood side by side with Jase.

I leaned over to touch my toes at one point, and when I glanced up, I saw Angelica glancing up sneakily as well . . . but not aimed at me. She was staring directly where I didn’t want her to stare, the forbidden zone of Jason’s sweatpants. Namely, his bulge.

I mean, the cock outline was there front and center, and as the minutes dragged by, I thought I saw more than a few girls wander by and giggle to each other before jutting their chins in his direction.

Jason tried to play it off like he didn’t notice, but I knew better. He was a manipulative little perv, and this was all in his wheelhouse.

He was probably getting off to all the attention he was getting, and there was nothing I could do about it without sounding jealous and petty.

Ugh, it was so infuriating!

After stretches, we moved onto weights and then all sorts of machines—seated arm extenders and presses, overhead presses, pulldowns, leg curls, you name it.

Since this wasn’t a specific meet up for a particular set of muscles—leg day or arm day or cardio or what have you—we sort of cycled through the gamut of muscles, trying to get everything worked out.

I was fine with it, but it only took another few minutes for my blood to start boiling again.

I was doing some curls when I peeked over at Jase and saw him on his back, ready to lift a huge barbell. Angelica was in front of him, and I saw her fingers brush over his right knee.

I nearly choked and was a split second away from dropping my dumbbells on my feet.


That whore!
 I thought. Both of them!


It could have been nothing, of course, but my mind was running wild with the possibilities.

What the hell is Jase trying to do here?!

“Silly, that’s too much weight!” Angelica said, lifting her hand from his knee and smacking him in the side.

He grunted pleasantly, then said, “I can take it.”

Angie cleared her throat. She spotted him and he lifted the whole barbell, showing off like a typical jock.

I hated it.

I wanted to get out of here.

Five minutes later, I saw Jason wandering over to the treadmills.

“N-No,” I croaked, my heart sinking.

I knew it was all over.

The moment he stepped on that conveyor belt . . .

Sure enough, he started jogging in place, and if his jumping bulge wasn’t obvious before, by God it was an absolute shitshow now.

His monster cockslab swung around like a pool noodle you couldn’t control. It bounced in his sweats and smacked against his thighs, and I swear I thought I heard
 that meaty slap against his inner legs more than a few times, ringing out through the gym.

Goddammit.

It was so hot watching that juicy meat log jostle around in there, but also so damn humiliating.

Because other people were getting a show—like Angelica, most of all. She watched for a few seconds, and when she turned around her cheeks were red and her eyes were wide. She thought that no one had seen her face screw up like that, but I had.

The damn horny brat.

She told Jason she’d be right back, and then wandered off to the front desk to speak with Bonnie and a client who had just arrived.

I wandered over to Jason just as he was finishing his run. He stepped off, his body sweaty, and wiped his face down.

“Having fun?” I snarled, hands on my hips.

He breathed heavily. “Whadd’ya mean? Getting a good workout in, for sure. I like your personal trainer.”

I frowned, face scrunching. “Yeah, I can tell.” My eyes glanced down to his cock bulge. It wasn’t hard, but was still noticeable.

He shrugged nonchalantly. “She likes me, too.”

“Oh? And how do you know that, oh wise one?”

Jase’s head canted, a knowing expression on his face. “Come on, Lara. It’s not hard to tell.”

Damn, and here I had hoped he’d be oblivious to it all.

“Yeah, well, she’s out of your league. And she’s—” I cut myself off. Dear Lord, I was about to say, “She’s too old for you,” but look at me! I was twice his age!

“She’s . . . what?” he pressed.

“N-Nothing.”

“I could fuck her, you know.”

I guffawed, trying to let him know how ridiculous he sounded. “Bullshit, Jase. You might think you’re all that and a bag of chips, but not everyone is as weak as I am—”

“Today,” he said, cutting me off before I could deprecate myself any longer. My eyebrows perked up, and he added, “I could fuck her today. If I wanted.”

“And do
 you want to?”

He shrugged. He was still keeping his cool, but I was about to explode like a boiling pot.

“She’s hot,” he said simply.

With a haughty expression, I lifted my chin defiantly. “Well, I think you’re full of shit. You don’t know what you’re talking about. Not all women are as drawn to your stupid fat—”

“Wanna bet?”

I scoffed in surprise. This little twerp!

“Bet what?” I asked.

His smirk grew lopsided. “If I win, I get to fuck the shit out of you before Dad comes home today.”

I couldn’t believe I was about to go for this. Ugh, I felt so helpless!

“And if . . . I win?” I said, my voice suddenly meek.

His nostrils flared. “Then you get to have me however you want me.”

My heart beat rapidly. This bastard had me dead to rights, and his wager was obscene—either he gets to fuck me, or I get to be fucked by him.

It was laughable. It was ridiculous. It was—

Hot.

I was wet already.

“You’re on,” I said with a sneer, crossing my arms under my tits.

“Great.”

He said it just in time for Angelica to arrive back from the front desk. “Sorry about that,” she said cheerily, “a client had a couple questions.”

“No worry,” Jase said. He looked up at a clock on the wall. “Oh, damn. I think I’d better get ready to go—take a shower to get all this sweat off.”

Angelica looked mildly disappointed. “Oh? You’re done already?”

“Yeah, I’m pooped!” he said happily. “You’ve worked me out great, Angie, thank you. You’re the best.”

I thought Angelica would twiddle her feet like a shy little bimbo, she was so smitten. I wanted to roll my eyes and spew.

“T-Thanks, Jase. It was a pleasure.”

“Okay,” Jason said, giving me a quick glance. “It’s time to hit the shower.”

I felt like he repeated it just to make sure his intentions were known . . .

After he wandered off, Angelica turned to me with a slightly guilty half-smile.

“Thanks for everything, Angie. I think Jase really took a liking to you,” I said.

“Thanks, Lara. He’s a sweet guy.”

I was about to say, “Maybe I’ll get him to come back some time,” but decided not to. I let the silence between us linger for a moment, until it seemed awkward.

“Welp,” Angelica said, checking her wristwatch. “I think I probably need to shower off too, before my next client shows up.”

“Fair enough,” I said, nodding to her.


Good,
 I thought, watching her wander off, her toned ass firmly staying in place as she walked toward the women’s shower room.

She needs to get ready for her next client, which means she’s got no time for any funny business, whether she wants to or not . . .
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I FINISHED UP WITH
 my curls, content that I was going to win this bet and make Jason look like a fool.

I don’t know why I cared so much, but it was clear I did. It made me wonder if I’d suspended Jase from school in anger, after he got caught screwing that cheerleader in the bathroom. Was that my own emotions playing on me—jealousy and such—more than my academic protocol?

Was nothing sacred anymore?

God only knew.

After putting down my weights, I dusted off my hands and headed toward the women’s showers. They were located to the side of the locker room, and I had to wander in through the locker room first, to disrobe and such, before hitting the showers.

“Oh, shit!” I heard a voice cry out as I waltzed into the locker room.

My heart soared in my chest, punching up to my throat.

“S-Sorry,” another voice said, “is this not the right room?”

I turned the corner and then quickly jumped back, my eyes bulging.

Jason was standing in the empty room, surrounded by lockers . . . and he was bottomless. He wore his tank top still, but nothing down below. His muscled thighs and legs glistened with sweat . . .

And his meat monster was loose, hanging there for anyone to see, reaching down toward his knees. It was so big and grotesque—not an ugly cock by any means, but its sheer size was enough to make your heart skip a beat.

And Angelica was standing before him, a hand slapped to her mouth. Her eyes were zeroed in on that giant floppy slab of cockbeef, and her back was to me. I saw her firm asscheeks clench reflexively.

Jason was blushing, scratching the back of his head like a dunce and playing the part of the baffled fool with aplomb.

“Sorry, I guess I got lost,” he added. “I thought this was the men’s room.”

He was lucky it was empty right now, because everyone was out exercising, and it wasn’t quite nine AM yet, so it was an odd time for people to end their workouts. Or, rather, maybe the girls were unlucky
 that that was the case.

I could practically see Angelica’s fuzzy dumb brain working overtime to figure out what to do.

He said, “I’ll just put these back on and be on my way—”

Then she took a step forward. “Well, hold on a minute,” she squeaked. When he craned his neck and looked down at her with a perplexed expression, she added, “J-Just wait a sec.”

I could tell she was rattled, and who wouldn’t be when staring at such a massive piece of manmeat?

Jason’s whole body language changed in an instant, and I saw that manipulative glint in his eye. He still hadn’t noticed me with my head poking out from the wall, but he probably knew I was watching or listening.

“Oh,” he said innocently, “you want to help me wash it? That’s sweet of you, Angelica.”

“I-I . . .” she stuttered, trailing off. Totally flustered now, she bunched her little hands into fists. “I never said that!”

“But you were thinking it.”

And then she took another step forward, and I knew all was lost. I was about to lose the wager.

Jason snagged her hand in his, then pulled her along toward the showers. When they disappeared around the corner, I made sure to follow—sneaky and doing my best to make zero noise.

Jason was lewd enough to keep the shower curtain open. When the water started running, their low voices became muffled by the sound, but I could still see them.

Like a filthy voyeur I watched as Angelica stripped down, revealing her toned, fabulous body, and then ripped Jason’s shirt off. They bunched into the small shower together, totally naked, and she pressed her much smaller body up against his large muscles.

He cradled her in his arms, his biceps vascular and flexing, and both of her hands grabbed his length, moving up and down to get it soapy and wet.

It started to grow in her hands and my heart beat faster.

With her tiny digits—smaller than my hands, for sure, because I was a taller girl—Jase’s dick looked absolutely enormous. It pulled away from his legs and curved up until it was standing out at a 90-degree angle, and then he was groaning.

I could hear the groans because they were deep and boomy.

Angelica was biting her lip. Jason ran a hand over her platinum-colored head, his fingers running down the length of her platinum ponytail and then caressing her tanned back.

When his fingers roved over the swell of her strong ass, she tensed, but he quickly whispered something in her ear and made her loosen up.

His fingers slid inside her crack . . .

She seemed so vulnerable and small in his arms, even with her lean muscles and fit body . . .

And then she was abruptly shoved up against the wall, underneath the spigot of the shower. She yelped as he yanked on her ponytail, whipping her head back. But it wasn’t a sound of fear—it was a sound of lust.

“Y-You’re too big, Jason,” she muttered, forming a wide stance with her feet to give her a good foundation.

He didn’t care. He played with her ass and separated her cheeks, then ran his fingers over her muff, making her knees bend and toes curl. He got up behind her and waved his cocktip around, until it was gliding against her perfect slit.

“No, oh God, oh fuck
 how can you be so hung?!” she shouted, and then he was inside her, pushing up against her as he urged a few inches of his thick, veiny shaft into her pussy, spreading her wide.

He nearly lifted her feet off the ground as he grunted and pounded into her.

They had a good rhythm going within seconds, and I think the wetness of the shower helped lube Jason’s cock. I was waiting for him to close the shower curtain at any moment, but it wasn’t happening.

Her face screwed up with lust as he fucked her. They’d met less than an hour before, but he’d ticked all the right boxes for Angelica and she loved what she saw—

Young, hung, and dumb.

She probably thought she was the winner here, even as her pussy was pummeled and Jason’s weighty, cum-filled ballsack started clapped against her and ring out.

But the truth was, I was the only loser here. They were both winners.

I was getting wet as hell, so I shoved my right hand down my tights and started playing with myself, sinking my fingers into my aching cunt.

I couldn’t believe Jason made it so easy . . .

He dominated the poor trainer so well. She had trained him in muscle categories to work out, and now he was training her in blowing her pussy open.

“Y-You’re gonna break me,” she squealed. “Please break me. You already made me cum.”

Fwap-fwap-fwap—

The rhythm of their standing doggy-style fucking picked up pace. I felt a climax coming to my own cunt, my clit engorged and throbbing with heat.

He fucked with such animalistic need . . . primal . . . like his only concern was mating with her and pounding her into submission.

He knew I was watching, so he was putting on a show. God, do I look that stupid when he has me impaled on his stupid fat cock?


I’d never seen the boy work—not from a third-party perspective—and the way his giant bouncing nuts clobbered into her ass and thighs and pussy, it was almost too much.


Her face is scrunched up like she’s constipated,
 I thought, nearly laughing to myself. Her eyes are going cross-eyed. Her tongue is ready to lap out like a dog’s.


Do I look this pitiful and pathetic when he’s ravaging me?

I hope so.

Because it was incredibly erotic and arousing. She couldn’t control herself. Her legs were shaking.

I was on the verge of cumming, but then I heard footsteps behind me—

Shit, some girls are coming into the locker!

Jase and Angelica heard them too—the low rumble of conversation as they approached—and suddenly Angelica closed the curtain as they continued to bang.

I ran out into the open and scooted into the empty shower next to them so I could continue to fingerblast myself and listen.

“Oh jeez,” a new girl’s voice said. “Listen to those clapping cheeks! Lucky bitch is getting dicked down.”

The two girls were in the locker room now, undoubtedly changing.

“Get it giiirl!” a second voice cried, and then they both giggled. “Make that booty work! Get that big dick, baby!”

I wanted to run out there and slap them. But my sticky hands were too busy drawing out an epic climax within me.

And right next door, Jason was finishing with Angelica, making her scream and shout as the sounds of flesh on flesh dwarfed the sound of the shower itself.

“C-Cumming!” Angelica rasped in a low voice, low enough so that only Jason and I could hear it. Jason groaned and I knew he was getting close too.

I came at the same time as my lover pumped his seed into my training partner’s cunt—or all over her back.

I didn’t know.

That was the frustrating part, that I didn’t know what Jason was doing. All I knew was that Angelica loved it, and if I knew anything about the female mind, she would be begging for more in no time at all.

Fucking sluts. All of them.

Anger rose up within me, causing my orgasm to be even more powerful. I bit my lips hard, my fuzzy brain melting. My eyes roamed wildly and my knees knocked together, but I kept quiet as I came all over the shower floor.

I could hear Angelica and Jason still heaving, probably cuddled in the afterglow of their incredible “workout” session . . .

And it left me feeling empty.

This bastard Jason Christenson had inundated every part of my life with his stupid hot body.
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Chapter Four

Jason


I
couldn’t feel relaxed in the car on the drive back home because Lara looked ready to explode at any moment. Dicking down the trainer, Angelica, had been fun, and I’d known Lara had been watching the whole time.

But what did she want from me?

Was I supposed to feel bad that she took me up on a ridiculous “bet,” knowing what I saw in Angelica’s eyes? That same horny twinkle that I saw in Lara’s eyes before?

I’d given the trainer an eyeful on more than one occasion, on purpose, letting her scope my fat cock in my sweats as if I wasn’t watching. When I caught her lingering gaze a few too many times, I knew it was on.

And I was right.

The problem was, it was an empty feeling.

Yes, I felt spent and content after blowing my load all over her back. When I’d pulled my dick out of that tight, smooth snatch, it popped like a balloon and pussy juices flooded down her legs like a river, mixing with the shower water.

Having those two cheerleaders in the locker room to urge Angelica into taking my thick bitchbreaker only upped the ante, and by the time I’d pumped her and had her squealing like a little piggy, my balls were churning with thick semen, and quick.

Holding onto her fit, tensed waist was different than wrapping my large hands around Lara’s midsection. Angelica was angular and toned, a total hardbody, while Lara was all curves and softness.

If I had to choose one, I’d pick Lara every time.

But the empty feeling came from the look in Lara’s eyes as I hustled into the car after her, worried that she was gonna leave me stranded in the parking lot.

There was genuine hurt in those beautiful blue eyes, and that wasn’t a look that I wanted to see . . . much less cause.

I had made Lara jealous and made her squirm, as was my intent, but I’d taken it too far.

Now I did
 feel like a piece of shit, which was foreign to me.

Shit, was I starting to like this girl the same way she adored me? I tried to remind myself that it was just my large hanging appendage that caught her attention—not my personality, attitude, or anything else.

She didn’t actually care
 for me and my wellbeing . . . right?

She was silent on the entire ride back home, and driving like a maniac. A few times, I opened my mouth to say something, but ended up just closing it because I felt that anything I said would only make things worse.

I would let her have the first go of it.

She white-knuckled the steering wheel the whole time, lips pursed, staring forward with her face hidden behind her big sunglasses.

I glanced over at her a few times and nearly flinched away from that angry visage.

Damn, poor girl’s so lost . . . and I only made things harder for her. I can only imagine what’s going through her head right now.

By the time we pulled into the garage, my balls were contracted up to my taint, my cock shriveled from the fear that coursed through my veins.

It was crazy what a strong woman’s silent treatment could do to someone like me. Here I thought I was impervious to her whims and wiles and emotions, but no, she had the upper hand right now and I didn’t know how to take it.

“Look,” I said with a heavy sigh as she turned the car off and the smell of burning rubber reached my nose. “I’m sorry, okay? About . . . that.”

She turned to me, ripping off her sunglasses, and that frightening stare seemed to pierce through my soul. She didn’t say a goddamn thing, which made me need to fill the silence with my own ramblings.

“It didn’t mean anything, okay? I mean, you know that, don’t you, Lara?”

She scoffed and threw open the door, then climbed out of the car. “Upstairs,” she said as she exited. “Now.”

I lurched back in my seat, watching her march toward the garage door.


Wait a second,
 I thought. Is this bitch putting me in
 time out? Is she sending me to my room?


I nearly laughed at the proposition, as if Lara thought she was my mom or something.

Sorry, honey, but no one can order me around like that.

And yet . . . I gingerly stepped out of the car and followed her. I made sure to stay at least five feet behind her in case she decided to whirl around and slap me a good one upside the head.

We gained the stairs and I passed Dad’s bedroom and headed for my own.

She stopped at the door, and as I passed her without so much as a second glance, she cleared her throat loudly.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” she said, her voice rumbling with dark energy.

I slowly turned, tilting my head to the side. “Uh . . . I don’t know. You said upstairs, didn’t you?”

She threw her head back and laughed, but it was a wicked, humorless sound. “No, you dumbass. I want you fucking me in my
 bedroom.”

My eyes widened.

“Take me in your father’s bed, Jason.”

The way she said it left no room for argument. She threw open the door and waited with her hands on her hips.

I gulped, then slowly meandered into the room, afraid what she would do once she was behind me . . .

She slammed the door behind her and I jumped. In fact, I was feeling extra jumpy, because I wasn’t sure if she was going to rip my clothes off or rip my heart out of my beating chest.

Luckily, it was the former.

When I turned to her with a pout on my lips and a sorry expression on my face, she shoved my chest. Hard.

I stumbled back and the backs of my legs hit the edge of the bed then folded.

I plopped down on my ass on the edge of the bed.

She was on me like a jumping spider, reaching down to caress my thighs—

Just as I started to relax, she yanked
 my sweats as hard as she could. I flew back on my ass even further, reclining onto my back.

My pants flew down and she took my shoes off with them. I was naked from the waist-down in an instant, staring up at her with wide, scared eyes. My cock flopped out and rested against my thigh, leaning toward the bed as it curved over the thick muscle. 

This bitch has gone crazy!

She put her hands on my legs and squeezed between me . . . and my cock started to grow, lifting up from my thigh.

Then she cupped the bottoms of my knees and pulled up as hard as she could, straining and gritting her teeth as she raised my legs.

Is she . . . about to try to peg me?! Because I’m not that kind of—

Somehow all this anger and no-funny-business situation was making me hard as diamonds. My cock lifted up like a rocket and stood erect in my lap. My heavy nuts spooled out in front of me, no longer tightened up against my body.

I was relaxing, even as she was trying to twist me like a pretzel.

Finally, I realized what she was doing.

Like some kind of horny slut warrior, she was trying to claim me as her own. And by the reaction of my stiff cock, it was working. My feet were pointed up at the ceiling now.

She jumped onto the bed and held onto my knees. I kept my legs raised so she wouldn’t fall backwards and take a serious spill onto the carpet.

She lowered herself on top of me, legs splayed out on either side of my thighs, giving her a wide stance because I was so much bigger than her.

“Hold that fuckstick steady like a spear, Jase. That’s right, javelin that fucking stupid thing—”

She squatted over me and I stared up at her. There was still fury in her eyes, but it seemed to soften once she got lower and lower and felt my aching cockhead press against her wet cunt.

I grabbed my dick with both hands at the base, keeping it steady so she could come down and ride it—

Then she let out a long drawl as she lowered herself even further, squatting until it looked like she was ready to take a dump on the bed.

My cock shot up into her and stretched her pussy out, making her eyes roll. The warmth of her slip-n-slide hole made my mouth fall open in ecstasy.

She was tight but firm, and when her pussy muscles clenched around my thick girth, I nearly shot my wad.

I grabbed her arms and pulled her forward, so she wouldn’t fall backwards, because it looked like she was about to from the pure bliss of the penetration.

My cock reached deeper into her warm pussy than it ever had before—or at least it felt like it.

She started moving up and down, and I recalled this position I’d seen only in pornos—I didn’t think she would be limber and rock-steady enough to pull it off, much less myself. But she was doing all the work here.

It was aptly called the Amazon position, where the woman crouches over her partner and rests her fat ass on the backs of my thick thighs.

She started to rise and fall, making the bed creak, and that’s when it hit me—we were really fucking in my dad’s bed. Holy shit!

I grunted as she rode me like a madwoman. I kept her arms pulled toward me, but now she was steady enough to lift and descend without falling back. I had her impaled, but that expert squatting of hers was like a workout in its own right. She was lowering herself almost to the base of my huge cock, which I didn’t think was possible.

Was I reaching her womb? Shit, it felt like it. The bumpy, warm walls of her pussy seemed to breathe and constrict against my shaft, and she became tighter and tighter.

But there was nothing I could do, short of tossing her off me and ravaging her. I was stuck in an awkward position, and it felt amazing, so I really couldn’t complain.

After a few minutes of getting the right jive and momentum, she picked up speed. Her big wobbly ass clapped against the backs of my thighs, echoing out and filling the room with a reverberating, nasty flesh sound.

It was meaty and lovely and everything that Angelica couldn’t offer me, all in one. The scent of raw sex and sweat quickly filled the room and wafted around us, making our brains go haywire.

I had to admit, Lara Langley had her way with me here. Eventually, I just let my hands fall to the sides, tired of keeping them lifted. I grabbed fistfuls of sheets and grunted as she continued to ride me and slap our wet flesh together.

I didn’t even know my cock could bend
 this far straight, like it was sticking up like a rock-hard tail from my ass!

She bounced and her hands fell to my chest. She leaned forward and took me, and I had to imagine it was a little bit like being raped—I had no say in how this session went.

But it felt amazing.

She dragged her nails down my chest and scratched me, but the curved red slices only aroused me even more.

Watching her body rise and fall made my dick throb inside her. Her tits were bouncing up and down, and her skirt was hiked all the way up to her belly. Our mouths were both open, and she leaned forward and claimed me again, kissing me hard.

I groaned inside her, ready to explode.

Then she hopped off the ride. Just like that.

For all the times I’d brought her to the edge and pulled back, I felt like I deserved it. Plus, she was in a particularly pissed off mood.

If this was the treatment I was going to get for pissing her off, though . . . I needed to do it more often!

My cock pulsated in the cold air, the warmth of her liquids oozing down the shaft. My bell-shaped tip throbbed and pre-cum spurt out. My back arched as she stood over me and then straddled me as I sat up.

Before I could rise off my butt, she went back down on me cowgirl style, and now her tits were in my face.

I felt the lovely lumps smashing around my face, her giant booty rocking on the tops of my legs. I motorboated her fat tits and wrapped my arms around her back.

Then she wrapped her arms and legs around me and I took control of the situation. She lowered her head and started making out with me as I bounced her on my hard cock, losing all sense of decency.

I guess that had been gone for quite a while, though.

Her warm, soft, curvy body . . . it felt unparalleled. I needed to explode inside her, to fill her hole with my lumpy seed and destroy her insides with the flood of spunk.

But she wouldn’t let me. She kept clenching and squeezing my buttocks with the backs of her heels.

Finally, I groaned inside her mouth. She pulled back and as she did, I used all my strength possible to lift us both off the ground. It was hard dead-lifting more than three hundred pounds of humanity with two legs, but my muscles flexed and did the job.

I had her airborne now, still wrapped around me like a monkey. I clutched the bottom of her curvy ass and felt the flesh jiggle in my hands. It was huge and drooped between my fingers and I spanked her as I walked forward with her impaled on my cock.

We both groaned and laughed in an unbelieving way.

I was about to stumble forward—so I shoved her hard against the wall.

I fucked her like an animal, my primal base instinct taking over—much more than it had when I was with Angelica.

Lara was showing me who was boss and what she was capable of. This was the kind of experience that only age and creativity could come up with. She knew how to handle me—her rough, rugged, hung young bull.

She grunted as her back banged against the wall, shaking the whole foundation of the house. Pictures on the wall rattled. Her breath shot out of her lungs in a heave, and then I was fucking up into her, swinging my nuts through my leg until I was ravaging her and making her my own.

“Promise me you won’t humiliate me like that again,” she whispered in my ear, her voice strangely singsong.

“I promise, I’ll only humiliate you when you want it.” I felt frothy and bestial, like I was ready to bite her face or some crazy shit.

In response to my half-assed answer, she dragged her nails across my back and made me groan in pain and pleasure.

I clutched her ass harder, looking down to watch as my cock curved up into her and bulged her belly, pounding her guts and moving with a quickness that belied my size.

My ass was moving like a jackhammer—

Pictures hanging from the wall fell and thudded onto the carpet. The walls shook. She cried out and curled her toes against my buttcheeks while she came and lathered my cock in more lady juices.

I pulled back and roared, moving my arms from around her.

She pulled back also until we were conjoined at the hip, literally, with her wrapped legs around my waist and my spearing cock surging up into her pussy as the only things that kept her afloat in the air.

I couldn’t hold it for long, and then she was falling backwards.

With a breathless gasp I caught her before she fell completely and either twisted my dick upside down in a most painful way, or seriously hurt herself by tumbling five feet to the ground and hitting the back of her head.

When I gently let her down, my cock didn’t leave her body—it stayed entrenched in the breach, filling her up.

She was in an awkward position on the carpet now, her neck craned, her huge tits sprawled out and fallen all over her face, hiding her mouth, her legs up in the air around me.

I spread her thighs further and kicked my own legs out to give myself a firm foundation, then started hammering down into her.

Now I had her in a piledriver position, and there was only so long I could last when I was beating a woman’s pussy into oblivion from above like this.

Lara’s whole body was ready to collapse on itself and fold like a lawn chair.

But I kept her body up, and she was crying out and squirting, cum and piss cascading up into the air like a fountain. It showered me and I reveled in it as I continued to blast her guts and dip my huge cock inside her tight snatch.

Her legs and ass bounced.

“Oh my God!” she cried, all the rage and pain gone from her voice. Now she was trapped in complete bliss, cumming constantly as I drove into her from above and squatted her like she’d squatted me.

It was a lewd, grotesque position, one that made her tits swirl in circles around her face and clap into her as she shook and twitched from my constant hammering.

I was grunting and cavorting like a madman now, both of us sweating profusely. Every muscle in my body screamed in agony for what I was putting them through—after just working out at a gym, no less.

Before I could even feel the holy sensation of cum rising up through my balls and barreling through my long shaft, I was cumming—it came on that fast.

My breath caught and I plunged down into her one last time, my whole body going taut.

She screamed as my veiny rod throbbed and pulsated inside her, then spewed that thick gunky load deep into her.

Unlike Angelica, where I’d pulled out and splattered her back—Lara didn’t get the same courtesy.

She was my mate and I was hers. It was official—

This fuck session made it so.

So I pumped her full, latching onto her ankles with my hands so I could properly squat and unload the entirety of my nuts, filling her up until cum was flooding back out of her pussy with too much—a surplus of nut milk.

Most of it flooded into her womb and caked her walls and insides, but the rest spewed out of her pussy and drooled down her asscrack and back.

When I finally pulled back and let go of her legs, they fell down in front of her—hard onto the carpet.

She heaved with her legs spread, arms out wide. She looked like an immobile, leaking snow angel. Her eyes were closed and I thought she was passed out or worse, but the gentle, shallow rise and fall of her chest showed me otherwise.

I sat down hard on the bed, falling onto my back.

“Good Lord,” I huffed, staring up aimlessly at the ceiling. My head swam with the aftershock of such a torrid, animalistic, violent fuck. “That was incredible.”

I needed a nap. I needed food and water and sustenance.

And Lara needed . . . to get to work!

Shit!

As if reading my mind, she said, “I’m . . . calling in sick.”

I laughed then at the absurdity of it all.

Before long, she joined me, and even though it wasn’t that funny, we couldn’t stop giggling and chuckling.

It was like we’d just won the sex Olympics, and unlike at 24-Hour Fitness, here, there were no losers.

Only winners.
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Chapter Five

Bonnie


J
ust as I was getting off my shift, I saw Mike’s Maserati pulling up to the curb outside 24-Hour Fitness. I smiled as I saw him get out of the car, looking like a million bucks.

That bitch Lara Langley was a lucky woman to have such a hot fox like Michael Christenson. He was rich and handsome and kind, all of the qualities that a woman looked for in a man . . . and then some.

He was wearing a thousand-dollar suit and tie combo and had on his slick aviators and his black-and-silver hair was done just right so when he ran a hand through it a sliver of curls perched over his forehead.

Ugh.

I quickly went to change in the locker room before he arrived, getting giddy as I shimmied into my tight black dress and heels. When I threw my tank and sweats into a bag, I took a deep breath.

My nose twitched.

“The fuck,” I said, eyes narrowing as I scanned the room. It smelled like sweat and sex in this place—more than just dirty feet and lady parts.

Odd.

I shrugged it off and headed outside. I’d let the janitor deal with it, but it seemed that some horny slut had gotten particularly lucky this afternoon . . .

Just like I hoped I would get lucky tonight.

Mike was standing at the counter waiting for me. I swayed my hips to and fro as I approached, trying to get his attention.

It worked, and I saw the lines crinkle near his temples, the laugh lines that only made him hotter.

When I walked up to him, he beamed at me and I smirked. Even though we were in my place of work, he couldn’t help himself, and he snuck a hand beneath the counter and grabbed a fistful of my booty through the dress.

It made me flinch, but not in an offended way . . . I just didn’t expect him to be so handsy.

“We ready, beautiful?” he asked.

I wanted to go on my tiptoes and kiss his beautifully curved mouth. But he’d told me that there was no horsing around at the workplace, and that made sense.

He did
 have a girlfriend, after all.

The lucky bitch.

She got spoiled with new cars and a big house and fine clothes and all that fancy shit, while I . . .

“Where we going?” I asked.

“Though we’d catch the sunset and then I got us a room at the Hyatt.”

. . . and I got a room at the Hyatt.

Oh well, I guess it was better than Motel 6.

Beggars can’t be choosers, right?

I wanted to feel his cock inside me. I debated telling him that we should just beeline for the Hyatt and shrug off the sunset, but I didn’t want to hurt his feelings or sound desperate.

Plus, I knew how much he liked to watch the sunset at the beach, and it was
 pretty dang romantic. Every time he stared into that sun behind his aviators, I glanced over and saw that he was close to tears.

I wasn’t sure if it was because of the beauty of it all, of his life, or something deeper . . .

I guessed the latter, but I never asked him because it seemed too personal. It wasn’t my place.

I didn’t want to ruin the great thing we had going.

Maybe he was thinking about an ex-girlfriend or a broken marriage that he could never repair. Who knew?

But, what I did know, was that after every sunset we watched, he always took me somewhere nice to eat and then loved me tenderly in a luxurious suite at some fancy hotel.

I really didn’t have anything to complain about.

As I ducked down and got low to get into his Maserati, a thought came to my mind out of the blue.

He got into the driver’s seat and started the roaring engine. He always liked to peel out like a badass, and even though he was twice my age and it was a total small-dick maneuver these days, it still turned me on endlessly.

He liked to show off for me.

“Hey,” I said as he peeled away, smoke wafting up into the sky behind us. “Your wife came in today.”

He cocked his head. “I don’t have a wife, Bonnie.”

“Oh, right. Your girlfriend I mean.” It was an honest slip-up, but I’m sure he didn’t see it that way.

“Is that abnormal? We work out at the same gym.”

I shrugged nonchalantly. “Well, it was earlier in the day than usual. Typically she comes on her lunch break.”

“When did she come in today?”

“Morning. Around eightish.”

“Hmm.”

He said nothing more, contemplating that, so I continued. “Oh, yeah. It was nice meeting your son, though!”

He pulled up to a red light and slowly turned to me. I couldn’t read his face through his dark sunglasses, but he seemed . . . perturbed.

“My . . . son? What the hell do you mean, Bonnie?”

Now he sounded angry. Shit. I shouldn’t have said anything!

Leaning back, fear creeping up into my voice, I said, “Y-Yeah, you know . . . Jason?”

His eyebrows furrowed. “Why would Lara come into my gym with Jason?”

I shrugged, but now I didn’t like the vibe I was getting, as if he was accusing me of something.

“I dunno,” I said sheepishly. “I . . . thought you knew.”

“Of course I didn’t know!”

The light turned green and he slammed on the gas. I yelped as we veered off going a million miles an hour.

What the hell did it matter if his son was coming to 24-Hour Fitness with his girlfriend? Was that supposed to mean something?

“Jason’s supposed to be in fucking school at eight in the morning, dammit!”

Oh. Right. I forgot people still had school in the middle of the week. It had also slipped my mind because Jason didn’t look like a high schooler . . . he was much more rugged and, ahem, developed
 than that.

I mean, the boy had practically been shoving that long thick snake in his sweatpants at everyone he walked by. It was impossible not to notice, especially if you were of the fairer sex.

Oh, shit
—

Now I got it.

Did Michael think something was going on . . . between his girlfriend and his son?

No—fuck no. That was impossible.

Ew, Bonnie, get your mind out of the gutter.

We were silent for the next few minutes as he drove and let all that percolate in his mind.

Me and my big dumb mouth.

Luckily, he finally sighed and seemed to relax, like he had come to a decision about something.

“Whatever,” he said.

I reached over and massaged his tense shoulder. “C-Can we still have a good time, baby?”

He flashed that million-dollar smile at me. “Of course we can, honey.”

And then we rushed off toward the sunset, like a couple of eager lovers.

. . . I just didn’t want to think about the conversation he was going to have with his girlfriend and his son when he got home.
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(to be continued)
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Take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

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


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


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


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


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3
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Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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