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A
 t the Hyatt hotel
 room Michael got us for the night—or at least the next few hours—an escort named Trinity was waiting for us.

I walked in with a slight frown, disappointed that it would be one of these
 nights. I had hoped to catch the sunset, have a romantic dinner with Mike, and then get my back blown out into the wee hours of the night.

But Michael seemed off his game. Maybe work was getting to him—he was a high-powered real estate agent, after all—and this was becoming more and more of a common occurrence.

Sometimes he just liked to watch, while I chirped at him and whichever girl he’d ordered that night did the same. I guess the soft humiliation was a way for him to take a load off after having to be the head honcho all day, but it was a bit disappointing when I walked in and saw the buxom, tall blonde waiting for us on the edge of the bed.

Trinity was dressed in a corset that hugged her slight pudginess tight against her body. Her fat fake tits hung over the top of the garb, and she kicked her knee-high boots a single time as we entered the room, before standing and crossing her arms under her bare breasts.

“Well, hello babies,” she said with a small grin. She had a pretty face—one would hope so with how expensive she was—with high cheekbones and an hourglass body.

I was a bit flatter at the top but rounder down below, thanks to my big ham thighs that got a constant workout and the bubble ass I’d developed after years of squats and lunges at my gym.

Michael wasn’t the first loaded rich guy to come into 24-Hour that I rolled around with in bed, but he had definitely stuck around the longest. At some point, I hoped to take over the position of his current girlfriend, Lara Langley.

Lara was another powerful woman—I guess Michael had a type—that was bustier and more voluptuous than I was, and also at least ten years younger than Mike. She was nice enough at work whenever she popped in, though I found it odd how close she had seemed with Michael’s son earlier in the day.

That being said, I played for keeps. This wasn’t a little girl’s game, and I needed to not only keep up with Lara, but prove to Michael that I was worth more than her.


I
 wanted a brand new shiny Benz and the key to his penthouse and a free AmEx Platinum just like everyone else.

I didn’t want to be stuck as a host and part-time trainer at 24-Hour Fitness forever.

So that begged the question: what did I have to offer that Lara didn’t?

Well, for starters, I was even younger, and I knew men couldn’t resist that shit. My ass was huge and toned and my tits were perky as hell. I was hot to look at and hot to trot, and a monster in bed. Sure, I didn’t bring in as much green as Lara Langley, but I also wasn’t perving on Michael’s son.

I mean, I’d seen the ridiculous bulge in that kid’s sweats, hanging loose and jostling around while he worked out, but I did my best to ignore it. I had to admit the young stud made me a bit hornier and wetter at work than I was used to, which only made it easier to get Michael going.

Michael seemed like the type who got over women quickly. As a wealthy, handsome, authoritative guy, he could have his pick of the litter.

I just had to hope I wasn’t simply the flavor of the month. I had to pull out all the stops to keep pace with Lara, and hopefully overtake her in the running.

So, within two minutes of walking into the Hyatt room, I was naked and crawling over the bed toward a spread-eagle Trinity, her legs lifted high in the air, her thighs wobbling as she exposed her snatch to me and held her legs up by her ankles.

Michael was positioned behind us, sitting comfortably on a straight-backed leather chair, and I heard the zipper of his pants go down as I swung my booty in his face and let him get a good look at my beautiful tight asshole and my slick pussy lips.

“Come here, baby,” Trinity urged me, licking her full lips. They were as fake as her tits, but they still looked sweet.

But the escort wasn’t asking me to make out with her, and I knew Michael didn’t want to see that . . . he was looking for something more hardcore.

When I got close to Trinity on my hands and knees, slightly bouncing up and down on the bed as I crawled, I ducked my head and licked my lips, then went to town on her pussy.

My nose kissed her happy trail as my tongue perused her hairless, slippery cunt. I played with the folds of her pussy for a bit, getting them nice and wet before I probed her with my tongue, breaching her hole and digging around to taste the escort’s sweet nectar.

Trinity gently petted me as I ate her out, rolling her head back and groaning.

At the same time, I heard the familiar fapping sound of Michael tugging his cock. He had whipped out his dick with a quickness and started stroking his shaft right away as he watched.

“Yes, baby, keep digging in there. Get your tongue deep! Damn that’s a long wet one!” Trinity assured me, urging me onward by cupping the back of my head and shoving my face into her snatch.

She leaked fluids down my chin and around my mouth, and she tasted nice and bitter. While my tongue swirled in circles inside her, making her body jolt with the sudden change of momentum, I did a nifty trick and rubbed her exposed clit with the tip of my little nose.

I grazed her clit just lightly enough to get her to keep writhing as I worked her over.

“You like that, you rich bitch?” Trinity asked, looking over my shoulder to speak to Michael behind me. “How’s the view back there, with your girl’s tight ass raised up and her face smashed down here? She can do sweet things with her tongue, can’t she?”

Michael just groaned in response.

“You’re hard as diamonds, baby,” Trinity said with a chuckle. Her voice was low and sultry, thick with manufactured desire, and I realized why she was getting paid the big bucks. “How pretty is your girl’s tight asshole?”

“So pretty,” Michael grunted.

“Can you see deep down her pink pussy? Go ahead, girl, show it to him.”

I reached back with both hands as commanded, my fingers clutching my curvy asscheeks before spreading my pussy for my man.

Michael moaned, and I couldn’t help but smile even as my tongue lapped up Trinity’s cunt juices and her slickness continued to wet my face.

I heard the chair behind me creak, and I thought Michael was getting up. Had he seen enough? Was he ready to participate? Or was he just gonna keep watching like a perv and get off by blowing his load over his own tummy?

I didn’t care either way. As long as I satisfied the man, I was satisfied, because it meant I had another day with him . . . and more possibilities of getting in his wallet.

I played the part of lovey-dovey homewrecker well. Most men liked these kinds of illicit rendezvous, because they got bored of the girl they were smashing, no matter how hot she was. It was all about the hunt and the conquest with these guys.

As long as I continued to act like I was in love with the guy, and drain his nuts on a regular basis, I knew I had a chance to keep the game going.

Trinity squeezed her thighs around my face, squishing my cheeks together. My face went red with embarrassment as she pushed down on the back of my head and rode my face like a bull rider. She grinded her puffy lips up and down my kisser, then smashed my nose in her hole and even got some pussy fluids in my eyes.

I clenched my eyes shut and just let her have her way with me, riding my face raw—there wasn’t much I could do with the woman’s huge thighs locking me in place. And she clearly wasn’t looking at me, or else she would have seen she rode my face up high, almost to my forehead.

I think she just wanted to get me nice and lathered, so when I turned to Michael I had a dumbfounded expression filled with runny makeup and girly juices and need.

I shook my bare ass. The chair creaked again, and this time I heard Michael lift up from his position.

He wandered the few steps to the edge of the bed, then stood there as I heard the skin-on-skin sound of his continuous masturbating.

“Are we gonna spitroast this bitch?” Trinity asked, and clearly I had no say in the decision.

“Yes,” Michael replied.

“Good. You gonna stick that hard prick inside her cute pussy, or blow open her asshole?”

“Hmm. That’s a good question.”

A second later I felt his cockhead press against my pussy lips. He flicked the tip of his dick around my wet vagina for a few seconds before kissing the tip two inches up, rimming my asshole with it.

He played with both holes, but didn’t make a move, and I had to admit it was hot as hell. It turned me on and made me want to back my ass up into him to force his cock deep inside me.

Come on, stop playing and stick it in me already, I’m wetter than a fucking lake!

I was facedown ass-up, just as Trinity had pointed out, and now I had horny bastards on both sides of me, with nowhere for me to go.

I felt like a cheap prostitute, with my face squished in between the wobbly thighs of this escort, but it aroused the hell out of me. I hadn’t expected to be punished and used like this tonight, and it was a nice release from the dull day-to-day at the gym.

Michael kissed both my holes with his cockhead again, and this time I felt the pre-cum dribble into my pussy before leaking down toward my clit.

He slid the first inch of his dicktip inside me and I let out a muffled groan as he prepared to thrust into my canal and kiss my bumpy walls—

“Let’s go backdoor tonight,” he said.

At the last second, he withdrew, tapped the leaky cockhead against my puckering asshole, and lunged.

My eyes bulged as his cock struggled to sink into my tight anus. I shook my butt, trying to accommodate him, but it was still cramped as hell.

Michael wasn’t that big—which made me wonder which mailman must’ve given way to his wife with a son like that—but any time a guy stuck his cock into a tight butthole, it took some effort. Unless he had a micropenis, of course, but thankfully Michael wasn’t that
 small. He was totally average, and sometimes average was even better than big, especially for someone like me with a tight cunt and powerful, clenching pussy muscles.

I didn’t have a very deep depth inside me . . . but my ass was a different story.

His hands caressed my cheeks as he drove into me and buried his cock in one swift go, hilting his balls up against my snatch as his tool rocketed inside.

I felt every rip of my skin as the tender flesh around his cock sank to the pressure and allowed him passage.

The initial effort of having my rectum breached was always pain-filled, but that quickly subsided as the warm feeling of getting assfucked filled my body and spread out to my extremities. The dirtiness and lewdness of it all was a total turn-on.

He was on his knees on the bed now, pulling back so he could spear my ass again.

His balls swung, smacked my pussy area, and his dick sank back inside.

The pain went away, and it was replaced by pure pleasure.

I backed my ass up and Trinity finally let go of my face with her thighs. I came up for breath and moaned loudly as Michael’s cock started to move rhythmically inside me, pushing my walls.

He couldn’t quite get to my insides to beat my guts up like some other boys I’d been with, but the constant sliding of his wet cock was enough to bring me to orgasm.

My toes curled and I slammed my ass back, hearing my cheeks clap and jiggle as I got further from Trinity. I closed my eyes and heard the bed creak as she rolled off it, and then I was biting down on the sweaty sheets where her fat flabby ass had just been.

I thought she had disappeared, and for a moment there was just me and Michael in the room, and I let him take me for all I was worth. Our hips collided with every thrust of his cock, and feeling my toned butt smack and clap against his tummy filled me with another close climax.

I was a squirter, and was getting ready to let myself go once more. I knew men loved that warm feeling of pussy juices spurting out and coating their cock in the stickiness, especially when they were assfucking someone. It was like proof they were doing a great job, or something.

But before I could unload my juices all over him, I heard Trinity’s voice once more, and I realized she hadn’t left.

“Incoming, baby.”

“Gah!” Michael cried. His cock surged forward deeper than ever, the head bulging inside me, and he put some of his weight on my back.

My head jolted up, eyes widening, and I peeked over my shoulder . . .

To see Trinity behind my man, her wider hips overtaking him. She had her hands on Mike’s shoulders and was almost as tall as him.

More importantly, I saw the straps of her strap-on dildo cased around her thighs, and she was pegging Michael in the ass.

Now we were a living train of buttfucking and we had broached new territory. I’d never seen Mike take it in the ass before, especially from a dominant woman, but he didn’t resist or cry out or try to make Trinity stop.

In fact, he did
 cry out, but it was a ragged moan of absolute pleasure as she sank the dildo deep inside his rosebud just as he speared mine.

The train kept moving. Our hips were in full motion, and I was no longer the centerpiece of the action—Michael was.

I could only imagine how nice it must’ve felt to have his cock enveloped in the warmth of a girl’s pussy, while someone else punished his prostate and took his own ass.

The double train anal made me squirt. Clear liquids launched back and spattered over Michael’s hairy thighs. He laughed, which turned into a strangled sound as all three of our asses worked in tandem.

It took about forty-five seconds for Michael to blow his load inside me, and I don’t even think he had planned it, because he didn’t pull out.

I think the massaging and grinding of his prostate by the domme Trinity just surprised him, and made him ejaculate prematurely inside me.

His cockhead throbbed large inside me before it spurt strings of cum and coated my rectum in his manly spunk. I fell flat on the bed as the warmth became too much, and he fell on top of my big toned ass.

He pumped a few more times, sending out a few weak strands of jizz, and then I heard Trinity pull away from him with a wet pop.

Michael’s cock stayed inside my asshole for quite a while as he breathed heavily, his warm breath close to my ears. Both our legs were splayed, and his weight was becoming a lot to handle.

He finally rolled off, and when he did a trickle of jizz dropped out of me and dripped onto the bed.

“Well,” he said, grunting. “That was new and fun.”

I laughed unbelievingly. I guess Michael Christenson was more of a lewd pervert than I’d realized, to let an escort take him in the ass like that.

It was a unique anal experience for us both, and Trinity was paid well for her services before unstrapping her dildo, flopping the big appendage into a bag, and then shoving her round tits away.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Michael asked her.

“Um . . . home?”

“No, no,” my man said. “Double or nothing. I haven’t cum that hard in ages, and I want you to do it again.”

“Sir, your asshole is still puckering. Are you sure you can handle it?”

“As long as I have my dick lodged inside this cutie here”—he spanked my tight ass and I giggled—“I can handle anything.”


Good,
 I thought. Then I still have him on the ropes.


I guess I have to thank you for the surprise, Trinity . . . and now I know something new about my man—

Something that Lara Langley is probably clueless about!
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Chapter Two

Jason
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I
 guess I hadn’t learned
 my lesson yet.

I’d already gotten into trouble with Suzie Taylor when I was caught banging her in a school bathroom, and then satisfyingly sprayed thick cum all over the pretty French teacher’s face as she caught us.

But after scoring the game-winning touchdown with my boys, and then looking over to the sidelines to see that twinkle in her eye as she stared at me, I knew it was on.

My heart had been thumping at the closing seconds of the tie game. With thirty on the clock, on third and ten, I decided to toss a bomb to my tall wide receiver, Greg Zuminsky. He was the same guy I had punched in the stomach and rolled around on the turf with after he and two other teammates talked shit about my new lady friend, Lara.

Back then, at that point in time, I hadn’t even fucked Lara yet. I’d only jerked off in front of her, showing the full power of my cock in the passenger seat of her sparkly Mercedes before blowing my huge load all over her nice interior.

That had gotten the ball rolling, and my own balls rolling, and later that afternoon I’d be fucking her in her own office—the goddamn principal, for Christ’s sake.

Life had been good, and in hindsight, getting into a tiff with Greg, Luke, and Tom had been the best decision I’d ever made, as far as I was concerned.

Being football jocks, we weren’t ones to hold grudges. We were still on the same squad, and after that fateful day, we’d gotten along like nothing had happened.

Sometimes, you just needed to check your pals with a nice gut-shot before things settled into normalcy.

As the seconds ticked on the overhead projector in the distance, my eyes first moved right to my tight end’s shallow slant route, trying to just get the first down to keep the drive alive.

I faked a handoff to speedy boy Luke, and he did a nice leg-breaker tackle on the head blitzer coming for me.

My big boy Tom and the rest of the O-line held back everyone else, and gave me room and time to work with.

That’s when I glanced long and saw that Greg had a leg up on his defender. The kid was tall and wiry, and his long blonde hair bounced on his shoulders under his helmet rim as he sprinted—then cut left from the outside, heading to the middle of the field.

By the time he was cutting, I’d already made my decision and stepped up in the pocket.


Fuck it,
 I thought. If I messed up, we went into overtime. If he played it right but couldn’t make the grab, maybe he’d get handsy and get himself a spot foul on the one-yard line.

As it worked out, my bomb spiraled perfectly in the air and he leaped a foot off the ground at the last second to catch the ball in the bread basket—

Right in the end zone.

The rest of my teammates were already rushing over to heave Greg into the air, their arms lifted in victory, even though theoretically the opposing team still had twenty seconds to work with.

Our defense was solid enough to put this one away.

While Greg looked like the star for making the grab in the end zone, I was pretty pleased with my own spiral. My center gave me a bump in the chest with his fist as I started to run over, and that’s when I scanned the sidelines and saw our cheerleaders going wild.

Fans were screaming in the bleachers and kids were losing their shit.

Greg was lifted onto Tom’s bulky shoulder, and my wide receiver pumped his fists in the air with the game ball still in his hands.

We were a happy bunch.

To be honest, I would have rather gone home and ravaged Lara, but I knew Dad would probably be there and it wouldn’t happen.

And after seeing Suzie’s knowing smirk, her perky little tits bouncing around underneath her uniform, and the short skirt riding up her thighs and fluttering in the night breeze, all bets were off.

When I saw Greg slyly slap Suzie on the ass as he passed her while heading to the sideline, I could’ve been angry, but it only set off my competitive spirit.

Okay, Greg, I see how it is. Let’s see who gets the last laugh, shall we?

It had been a nighttime Friday game, and it seemed the party was only just beginning.

We all quickly changed in the lockers after the defense shut them down and gave us the victory. My teammates patted one another on the back and slapped asses and we all laughed and cheered while Coach Emery gave us one of his customary after-game speeches.

He handed the game ball to Greg, which was no wonder, for making the grab, but I knew a few of the guys thought it should’ve belonged to me.

I didn’t care. A team win was a win, and this was a team sport—I didn’t need to be the hot shot all
 the time.

Besides, I’d gotten enough game winning balls over the season, and we were looking pretty at the top of our school division. We just needed to keep getting Ws.

After we were back in our street clothes, a couple of us decided it was time to party. It was Friday night, after all, and this had been my first game since coming back from my school suspension.

One big detriment of my suspension had been that I missed a game—a game we lost, no less—which I hadn’t thought about before getting handed that suspension. It made me angry at Lara, even though I knew it wasn’t her fault and she was just following protocol and trying not to show favoritism.

But it still made me punish the shit out of her later on. During the game I missed, in fact, I had been back at the house pumping away at the principal while my dad had been out doing God knew what.

It wasn’t like him to stay out late after work, but he’d been doing more and more of that lately, and I had a feeling Lara was getting suspicious.

Whatever. More pussy for me.

If you want to fuck up your relationship with this hot piece of ass, Dad, be my guest.

Tom informed us that he couldn’t go out—he had a girlfriend to meet up with. It wasn’t surprising that the big three-hundred pounder had a girlfriend, because he was a hell of a football player and definitely had a future in college . . . but it was still kind of
 a surprise.

We all razzed him a bit and let him go on his way.

That meant it was just me, Greg, and Luke. We were still shooting the shit when we left the locker room and found Suzie Taylor in the shadows of the entrance, twirling her hair and looking at us.

She was still dressed in her cheerleader outfit, which was a bit strange, but also a sign and a turn-on.

“Hey, boys, great game tonight,” she said to us, her eyes scanning our faces.

We looked at each other dumbly, impossible to hide the stupid grins from the adrenaline of a good win and this hottie that was almost a foot shorter than all three of us.

She was like Goldilocks staring into the eyes of the three hungry bears, and I think I already knew what she was going to propose.

“Thanks, babe,” Greg said. He called every cute girl babe—Suzie wasn’t his girlfriend—so it didn’t alarm me.

Luke, our top running back, just blushed. Or at least I think he did . . . I mean, he was darker than the rest of us, but he looked bashful at least.

“Can I reward the game winners?” she asked.

I didn’t need to respond with words, but I said, “You’re trouble,” anyway. “And you know what we do with trouble?”

“What’s that?” she asked, feigning meekness. She had her hands behind her back and her knees together in the classic twirly, shy girl pose.

“We fuck it into oblivion,” I said.

Luke gasped, and even Greg lurched back. “Jesus, dude.”

Without waiting for Suzie to respond, I reached out and grabbed one of her skinny arms and yanked her toward me.

She yelped and then giggled as she smacked up against my broad chest. She was on her tiptoes staring up at me, and I wanted to suck on her face before dropping my heavy nuts over those cute peepers.

I turned and dragged her along with me, returning to the locker room.

Luke and Greg mumbled to each other, but when they saw me disappear into the room—which was empty now—I’m sure they simply shrugged and went along with it.

I heard the door open after me.

I mean, they didn’t need to participate, but they could watch at the very least, to see how their alpha quarterback took care of situations and horny sluts.

The locker room smelled of sweat and testosterone and victory, and I had Suzie nudged up against a locker in an instant.

By the time Greg and Luke arrived, I was making out with her and pulling down her top to expose her tiny little tits.

She didn’t look like she’d ever grow into those, especially for how wide and womanly her hips were, but that was okay—all tits were important and deserved love.

I squeezed her nipples and enveloped her mouth with mine, towering over the little chick as I devoured her and hugged her close to me.

“Damn,” Greg said, “someone’s horny.”

Luke laughed, but I saw he was already unbuttoning his pants.

“Really?” Greg said, hands on hips.

Luke shrugged. “It’s a party, guy.”

“Lucky Luke’s got the right idea,” I said, pulling my face away from Suzie.

She was going to simply be the ragdoll to our desires, I already knew it—and she knew it, too.

She was blushing madly as I threw her onto a bench and hiked up her miniskirt to show the boys her beautiful bouncy ass. A thong was riding up her crack and I pulled it aside and stuck a finger in her asshole, then two in her wet pussy.

She yelped and kicked her little feet out, planking the bench like it was a surfboard.

“Oh J-Jesus, Jase! You get right to work!” she exclaimed.

“You already knew that when I had you bouncing on my cock two weeks ago,” I said, and the boys exchanged glances.

I unceremoniously let my drawers drop and my fat cock flopped out and fell over her asscrack, hotdogging her while it stayed soft . . .

But not for long.

Within seconds, after grabbing Suzie like a bowling ball with two in the pink and one in the stink, my cock was getting veiny and hard and huge, and I heard one of the boys let out a sigh.

“The fuck, man,” Luke said, stepping up beside me. He was pulling his cock out and starting to stroke it as he watched me finger Suzie’s asshole and pussy. “It’s not fair.” He was staring down at my giant dick. “I’m supposed to have the big black cock.”

I shrugged. “You do have a BBC,” I said, glancing down to see his hard dark weapon jutting out from his fist. “I just have a bigger one.”

I lifted Suzie off the bench like she was a sack of potatoes and then said, “Get your ass on the ground, Luke.”

“Aw, what the hell, man,” he said, but was already starting to crouch.

“Hey, do you want to fuck her ass or not?”

He went prone much quicker after that.

With his back on the dirty locker room floor, I slowly eased our fucktoy down, and Suzie’s legs shook with trepidation as she saw Luke’s big black dick about to skewer her anus open.

“Oh jeez, oh God,” she was saying, but she only moaned as the running back’s cock sank into her tight butt, at least for the first couple inches. I passed the girl off to the running back like she was the game ball.

I hovered over them as I watched Luke take her under the arms and start to pound up into her. She was crying out and maybe even crying from the pain of having that fat dick demolishing her asshole, but she was definitely better off with Luke than me, and I think she knew it—I would have torn her tiny tight pucker in two.

She was riding Luke reverse cowgirl, slightly horizontal on top of him as his cock curved up into her.

I glanced over my shoulder and said, “Greg, are you gonna get in on this and get your next game nut? Or are you just gonna watch like a bitch?”

The handsome wide receiver scratched the back of his neck. I could see the bulge in his pants. “I, uh—”

“Get in front of her and lay your nuts on her face, kid. Shut her moaning ass up.”

“R-Right, boss.” Greg didn’t need to be told twice. He rounded the bouncing cheerleader and had his pants down.

He was the smallest of us three, but he was still over six feet tall and had a good dick to pulverize tiny cheerleaders with.

Suzie gargled and choked as Greg’s dick ripped past her lips and shot straight down to her throat. Being positioned with her face looking up toward the ceiling, I could see the pretty bulge Greg’s dick made of her neck as it shot straight down her esophagus and he facefucked her.

With those two pieces in play, I finished drawing up the rest of it. I hovered over the girl and bent my legs, squatting as my hard cock speared outward. My heavy balls almost reached the cold ground, crouching like I was.

As Greg lifted her like he was lifting a barbell, I slapped my heavy cock against her leaking, pink cunt lips, making them engorged and puffy. Her clit came out to play and it throbbed with need.

I held her hips for a moment, then plunged my cock inside her.

And the foursome was complete, with every one of the cheerleader’s holes being filled with fat teammate cock.

As I said, a team win was still a win, and this was even better than the victory on the field.

The lewd slapping sounds of my balls smacking into her and Luke’s cock pummeling up into her made the girl shake in our arms. Greg’s cock kept her mostly quiet, but her muffled sobs and choked cries could still be heard as we grunted and fucked the little cocksocket like she was meant to be fucked.

“Bet she didn’t expect to get reamed by all three of us,” I said, holding her hips as I leaned into her and sent four or five inches of my cockmeat down her pussy tunnel. She couldn’t take much more than that, which was disappointing, but what could I expect? My dick was oversized and she was undersized.

Suzie Taylor was one of the smallest cheerleaders on the squad, but also the most lascivious and lustful. I’m sure she’d already fucked the entire squad—I know she’d fucked me—but I didn’t care. This was just fun.

And the boys were having a great time, too, plunging their cocks into her warm holes and filling up the little minx.

I traded thrusts with Luke so we wouldn’t touch swords, but it wouldn’t have been the end of the world even if we did. We were all in this together, and the room’s manly scent became even riper and more heinous as time went by.

Greg was the first one to cum, holding onto her bulged stork-neck as he watched Luke and I seesaw the bitch back and forth on our cocks.

He pulled out at the last second, groaning like a beast, and then shot his load over her neck and onto her face. His balls fell on her eyes and she coughed on them as she struggled to regain her breath.

I guess he hadn’t wanted to explode her tummy with his thick batter, but I wasn’t that generous.

Luke jizzed right up the girl’s ass and sent his load deep into her rectum, coating her insides and making her squeal with pleasure—now that she could squeal without Greg’s cock taking up her mouth.

And then there was just me, and as Luke’s tool became soft and flopped out of her, I picked the girl up like a feather and took control. I fucked her in the air for another five or ten minutes, while the boys just watched and breathed heavily after their orgasms.

Suzie exploded and squirted her lady jizz all over me, until it was like a constant stream of pressurized water shooting out of her. The boys laughed as she cummed her brains out and I turned her inside out, fucking the girl stupid.

She just hugged me and held on for dear life as I rocked her on my cock and bounced her around like a sex doll.

Finally, I surged inside her and felt my cockhead grow huge and bulbous, until it was nearly big enough to knot the girl and couldn’t be pulled out—

“Oh fuuuck! You’re so fuckin’ big you goddamn demon boy!” she howled, her words echoing all over the locker room.

I blasted inside her, launching my ropes of thick baby batter deep into her womb. She was turned into a stupid cum-bucket for the three of us, with her holes gaped and leaking jizz when I set her back down on the bench.

Her sweaty little tits were heaving and she just lay on her back, recovering from the intense and pleasurable experience. Her arms hung limply by her sides, as did her legs over either side of the bench, and we watched with satisfaction as cum leaked and burped out of her gaping holes and dribbled onto the bench.

Then I walked over and swept my big floppy cock across her face—the width and length of my manhood taking up nearly the whole circumference of her little head.

I wiped the errant cum all over her face, making her spew and sniff with irritation as I rubbed my big nutsack on her face.

I loved to finish that way, rubbing the rest of my wet thick cum over a girl’s face, to make her bask in it and realize my dominance.

Suzie had played the perfect submissive bitch to us three studs, and we left her as a mindless, cum-filled mess, chuckling to each other while we walked out.

She was submissive, yes, but that wasn’t necessarily my type of girl. Sure, she was fun to fling around and fuck wildly, because you could do anything you wanted with her . . .

But I wanted a woman with a little more experience and meat on her bones. I wanted an hourglass with heavy tits bouncing on my face, her hands ripping into my hair or balanced perfectly on my strong chest as she rode me, her heavy ass slapping delightfully on my thighs like a queen. 

I wanted Lara Langley still.
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Chapter Three

Lara
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I
 knew something was
 wrong that night during dinner.

We had a late supper after Jason got back from his football game and Michael got back from wherever he’d been. I had expected Jason to be out all night, getting into trouble the way only teenagers knew how, but Michael really had no excuse for being out so late at work, especially when he had me to come home to.

I suspected something was up . . .

And yet, that’s not what I sensed was wrong. It was that both the boys were . . . happy. Grinning like fools and passing each other the bread and butter, with an air of camaraderie that I couldn’t quite place.

Jase and Michael usually got at each other’s throats pretty quickly, but something had happened—perhaps involving both of them together—that seemed to turn a page in the father-son relationship.

It was almost like . . . Shit. They’ve both gotten laid, haven’t they?


A woman could tell things like that much easier than a man, in the way a guy carried himself, the newfound confidence and glow on their faces, and that shit-eating grin that they kept trying to swipe away but couldn’t quite do.

I played the happy housewife with aplomb, but deep down I was scheming and coming up with plans to figure out just what the fuck was going on.

“How was your game, Jase?” I asked, after nibbling on some bread and dabbing my lips with a napkin.

He looked over at me with a hungry expression, his eyes twinkling, and smiled wide. “Kicked ass, Lara. Made a game-winning bomb with thirty seconds left on the clock.”

“Hell yes,” Michael chirped. “That’s my boy.”

Jase chuckled.

It was all I could do to not roll my eyes at them. It’s not that I disliked happy people—hell, I wish we could all be happy. But our dinners never went like this.

Perhaps Jason had a hot little date he was meeting up with after this, because he was eating quickly and like a ravenous beast.

I offhandedly said, “Got somewhere to be after this? You’re eating so fast it looks like you’re gonna choke.”

“Nope,” he said around a mouthful of food. “Just famished after the tough game, I guess.”

I didn’t believe him for a second, but I let it go. I wasn’t going to be the Negative Nelly here.

“Growing boy’s got to eat,” Michael added, digging into his pasta.

“Yeah, well,” I said, smirking, “I don’t think this boy needs to grow anymore.” I thought about the giant cock slapped between Jason’s thighs, that even now was probably resting on that chair like an anaconda and draping over the edge of it. Fuck.

Michael didn’t let my innuendo go. He glanced at me with an accusatory glare. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

I nearly choked on my food, then washed it down with some wine. “Oh. Just that he’s already bordering on ogre levels.”

“My boy’s not an ogre,” Michael said, offended.

“It’s okay, Dad, I know what she means.”

Of course you do, boy-o. Of course you do.

I had a sudden urge to do something risky and kinky, so I slid my leg up underneath the table. Jason was sitting across from me, and I nudged my bare foot between his legs, trying to rub his massive package with my toes.

He jerked quickly—luckily while his dad’s face was directed at his plate so he didn’t see—then gripped my heel and knocked my foot away onto the floor.

He glowered at me, and the lusty smirk on my lips vanished.

What the fuck, kid? I’m trying to do something here.

I mean, sure, it was a little forward . . . but Jase had never been opposed to that before. If anything, he loved the attention I showed him, especially right behind his father’s back.

He liked to think of himself as the alpha male of the family, and even though Michael was clearly the patriarch, Jason wanted to show that he was the Man of the House.

We both knew that he was.

So, this dismissive reaction from him was a bit off-putting and startling. Perhaps he was just trying to be sneaky and didn’t want to get caught, but I suspected there was something else to his hesitance . . .

I sighed and continued eating.

“Something wrong, babe?” Michael asked, head perking up.

I shook my head. “Oh, no, I’m fine. Just tired I guess.”

“And how was your day?”

“Fine. Boring. Long.”

Michael chuckled. “I know all about that.”

“The last part? Definitely. Where did you go tonight, anyway? I expected you home sooner,” I asked slyly.

He didn’t skip a beat. “Babe, I told you I was going out with the boys after work. We made a huge sale and I wanted to celebrate with them, show them my appreciation.”

“Oh, right,” I said, but I knew he’d never told my any such thing.

Red Flag #1.

“What did you guys end up doing?” I asked. I hadn’t smelled any booze on him when he walked in, so I knew if he said “went to the bar,” he’d be full of shit.

“Went to the Padres game, babe. How do you not remember this?”

I narrowed my eyes, but he wasn’t watching me. Jason was, however. Intently.

“Must’ve slipped my mind,” I said casually, waving a hand in the air. “All this work business has got me jumbled. Or maybe you told me in the morning and I was just tired.”

“That’s probably it,” he replied quickly, desperately trying to get out of this conversation.

If he had nothing to hide, I figured he would have been a little more amenable to my position, but as it stood, I was getting bad vibes.

Red Flag #2.

I let the conversation slide, digging back into my plate and finishing my food. I had put out all the signals: tired, stressed over my job—needing release,
 that usually implied.

I wanted one of these assholes to fuck me, but it seemed like neither of them were interested.

In fact, later that night when I was in bed, and Michael finally came in, he took one look at me in my lingerie and then plopped down on the other side of the bed.

“You look amazing, babe,” he told me, and I knew a “but” was coming.

“You don’t want to fuck me?” I asked.

“Of course I do, but I’m just beat. Long day, like you said at dinner.”

“Oh. Right.” I frowned. The fact he didn’t want to screw my brains out when I had my frilly little lingerie on that pumped my tits out masterfully and made me look like a goddamn trophy . . . that was the most disconcerting thing of all.

Red Flag #3.

Once he turned the lights out, he was out in ten seconds flat, which led me to believe that he had
 had a long day . . . but probably not doing the things he said.

I got out of bed as quietly as possible.

His voice caught me as I was halfway out the door with my phone in my hand. “W-Where ya going, babe?” his words were muffled and drowsy, and he was probably half asleep when he said them.

“Just gotta check something for work tomorrow.”

“Okay, hurry back,” he mumbled.

Clearly he had one foot in dreamland, because tomorrow was Saturday and I didn’t work on Saturdays. But I hurried out and clicked on my phone. The blue light blared in my face and made me recoil like a vampire.

I walked down the hall to the guest bathroom—our master bedroom had its own restroom, but I wanted a little more privacy.

I sat down on the closed toilet lid and went to Google, then searched: “padres game.”

My brow furrowed. The Padres had lost the game yesterday, and their next one was tomorrow . . . but today was an off-day.

The Padres didn’t play tonight.

I had already expected it—not that Michael would notice, but most baseball games started late, like 6 or 7 PM, and went until about 10 PM, which was when we sat down to eat dinner.

If he had actually been at a baseball game downtown, he wouldn’t have come home until much later.

So, I knew he was lying about the game.

Red Flag #4.

And just to try to find the quintuple of fuckups and make it a nice even five red flags, I did some more searching on my phone.

My phone was housed in a little book-looking case that held a few credit cards. One of them was my white AmEx Platinum card that Michael had given me free reign over.

Basically, I could buy whatever the hell I wanted with it. Occasionally, Michael used it also, which I had no problems with—it was his freaking card and money, after all.

I knew it was a shot in the dark, but I went onto my American Express account online—

My breath caught in my throat when I saw my balance, because there it was, staring me right in the face: A charge for a room at the Manchester Grand Hyatt Hotel in Downtown San Diego for earlier that day. 

Michael had made the biggest blunder of all classic blunders: putting his scandalous hotel room charge on the joint account we used.

He could have used a million other cards of his, but clearly he hadn’t been thinking with his big head at that moment. Or, he didn’t think I ever checked things like this—that I just took for granted all the money he threw at me, knowing it kept me happy.

Well, fuck that. All of my suspicions were confirmed with that one fucking credit card charge.

Red Flag #5.

Michael was cheating on me.
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Chapter Four

Lara
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I
 had to wonder: Who
 the hell was Michael cheating on me with? I mean, I try to have some humility, but I’m quite a catch.

Had the guy really grown bored of me?

I hated the reaction it brought out in me, but it nearly brought me to tears. I mean, I thought Michael and I had a life together.

We did!

But . . . ever since Jason came to town, things had been thrown for a loop.

And yes, I knew I was at fault just as badly as him, if not worse. I had initiated the cheating scandal.

But as far as I knew, Michael didn’t even know about that! Which meant he was going out of his way to have an affair . . . just because?

It made no sense.

Biting my bottom lip, still sitting in the dark restroom, I leaned back.

Okay, when I thought about it, it did make sense: Michael had money, prestige, authority, and looks.

Even though I was a successful woman, I was nowhere near the same tax bracket as someone like Michael Christenson, and the way he lived his life proved it. I would have never had an expensive gym membership card without him, with a personal trainer, while he gallivanted around town in a brand-spanking-new Maserati.

He liked his toys . . . and I guess I was just another one of them?

It made me angry. Livid.

And also vindicated, somehow.

Like, okay, buddy, you’re gonna cheat on me? I can definitely
 beat you at that game.

I knew if I went this direction, we’d cross a line in our relationship that could probably never be fixed. We’d become spiteful. We’d learn to hate each other, and before long I’d get thrown on my ass out of his house.

I debated bringing up the hotel charge to him in the morning, to gauge his reaction and see what he had to say for himself, but ultimately I decided against it.

I didn’t need to see his reaction. I already knew what was going on. Any woman would be a blind dumbass not to see it. If your husband was Murphy the zit-scarred basement dweller—no offense—then okay . . . I could see this being something other than what I thought it was. Maybe it had been a video game convention at the Hyatt.

But when you were one of the richest real-estate agents in the city, practically a mogul of residential properties, and still on the right side of fifty, with all the young pussy you could ever want constantly getting thrown in your face . . . then this could only mean one thing.

Somehow, my anger quickly dissipated. I don’t know what it was, but it’s like he’d given me my freedom back.

No, I don’t have to bring this up and ruin everything right away. I can play with this for a while . . . and then maybe we can talk it out in the future, air our dirty laundry, and come to an understanding.

But for now . . . I just have to keep living my life.

I found my fingers journeying toward my pussy, sliding my panties aside, and plunging inside.

I spread my legs right there on the toilet and slightly lifted my feet off the ground. I started playing with myself as I imagined all the dick I could be getting now that I knew we were both
 adulterers and there were no rules anymore.

Of course, the repercussions of me getting caught were much worse than if Michael got caught, because I was living off his land here.

I became wetter and wetter as I massaged my cunt lips and felt them throb with tenderness. I leaned my head back and stuck three fingers inside me, then gaped myself with a fourth finger—

After jamming my hand into my pussy for a few minutes, my fuzzy crow brain thought of something else shiny . . . lying in the room right next to this restroom, with a cock-tail probably laid out and just begging to be sucked and fucked.

I got up from the toilet and stumbled for a second in the darkness, with my panties still strewn oddly around my legs, my bare snatch exposed.

Then I tiptoed out of the bathroom, looked both ways down the hallway . . . and headed for Jason’s bedroom.

My heart pounded in my chest as I gently opened the door, as I’d never done something like this. While our sexcapades had gotten more daring and dangerous as time had gone on, I’d never actually tried to fuck my boyfriend’s son while my boyfriend was still in the house
 !

Jason was lying peacefully in his bed, just as I’d suspected. He was snoring like the dead, and that was another sign that he’d had quite a raucous night. And I didn’t think it was just from football.

But I was becoming a jealous, paranoid bitch, and I needed to stop all that.

My pussy ached. I wanted to give in to the pleasure of getting railed, and I knew I’d have to keep my voice down . . .

Also, first I’d have to wake Jason up!

I gently closed the door behind me and approached his bed, nearly knocking into the dark corners of the damn thing. I watched him for a moment, chewing on my lips as I glanced over at the door and hoped to God that Michael was truly as sleepy as I thought he’d been when I’d left the room.

I pulled the covers back and saw Jason was on his side, hands tucked neatly under his pillow as he snored into it.

I had always taken him for a stomach sleeper, but that was probably because I had just daydreamed about his giant cock-tail snaking out from under his butt, acting like a third leg down there.

In truth, that was probably a pretty painful way for a hung guy like him to sleep.

On his side, Jase’s dick could easily drape over his thigh and hang peacefully down at the mattress.

Fuck, I was turning myself on again with my ridiculous thoughts.

I put my hands on his shoulders and tried to jostle him awake. He groaned and shook his head.

His body clock was excellent: as a football player, he was used to getting up early and regimenting himself. But even he
 knew that it was not morning and it wasn’t time to be woken up.

So I nudged him a bit harder.

He fell onto his back and his eyes slowly fluttered open.

I stared down at him with a hungry smile.

He didn’t return the smile.

“Gahh,” he drawled in an incredibly sleepy voice.

I frowned. I had hoped his eyes would jump open at seeing my pretty face hovering over his.

“Wake up, sleepyhead. I need you. Bad.”

“N-Not now, Lara. Nope.”

His eyes were closed again.

I almost flinched in surprise.

Oh no . . . don’t tell me I’ve lost my hung young stallion, too!

I started to panic.

“I’m . . . tucker tired. Sleeps om.”

He wasn’t making much sense, which led me to believe he was still in the middle of his REM cycle.

Fuck it. I know how to wake him up.

I was too horny for this nonsense. I yanked the blanket down past his hips and saw the dark bulge in his pajamas. His pajama bottoms were loose-fitting like sweats, but with thinner material.

My hand slid over his package and gripped his crotch through his bottoms. He groaned, but his eyes stayed closed.

I massaged his cock through the fabric, feeling the huge girth of his shaft swell in my hand as I jerked him.

And still he didn’t wake up.

Jesus, maybe the kid really is too tuckered out. He’s never turned down something like this before!

I felt embarrassed. This was humiliating, doing this to myself and getting denied by both my lovers.

But I couldn’t stop myself. My pussy was leaking now, the fluids dripping down my legs. I was wet as hell and nothing could stop me except an orgasm.

So I hooked my fingers under the waistband of his pajamas, pulled down, and watched as that glorious fat dick revealed itself.

It was at half-mast, stretching down toward his knees between his legs like a sleepy cobra ready to get woken up by a flute player. It sort of just hovered in the air, a couple inches off his big ballsack.

I took his length in both hands and caressed his veiny shaft until his massive appendage was getting hard and stiff in my palms. My hands were getting sweaty and clammy and it helped me rub him down, until his cock was jolting up and hard as a rock.

Jason was making cute little sounds in his chest, pumping his hips every once in a while, but he refused to open his eyes and take me.

So I took him.

I jerked him off with both hands, alternating sometimes, and then playing with my own cunt as I watched his giant dick twitch and throb in my grip. It was such a tremendous penis.

I let my imagination run wild, and that was enough to get me going.

I debated straddling the poor sleeping boy and just riding him until he woke up, but I knew that was a good way to alert his father. I was already doing something totally taboo and dubious, and I didn’t want to press my luck with moans and cries.

I did lick the tip of his bulbous cock-helmet a few times, tasting his pre-cum and saltiness. I sat on the edge of his bed and came, dripping fluids down the edge of it.

His balls jumped off the mattress as I rigorously beat his meat for him, and then he was in a wet dream, I think—

Because he started bucking his hips and groaning, while his eyes were closed. He clutched at his t-shirt and I thought it was the cutest thing ever, seeing his face screw up as he started to fuck my hands.

I created wide holes with both circled palms, letting him skewer my hands with his cockmeat, and then eventually I chuckled.

“There you go, big boy,” I said in a low voice. “Let it all out. Let momma Lara take care of you.”

“Nnghh,” he grunted.

I leaned over, saw his cocktip was so bulgy and shiny that it was nearly reflective. I readied for him to explode, the fist-sized head throbbing and the big piss slit growing wider.

I opened my mouth over his cock, but at the last second thought better of it—I probably didn’t want to go back into Michael’s room with a mouthful of cum, especially if he tried to kiss me before I went back to sleep. So I pulled back, and no sooner had I done it—

He exploded.

A jet of cum launched into the air at least four feet, getting halfway to the ceiling, before plopping down onto his sheets with a noticeable thud. His creamy nut milk had weight to it, and as I leaned forward an inch or two, I saw that his balls were tight up against his legs.

He was having a wonderful wet dream, as far as I was concerned . . .

More ropes of jizz shot out from his nickel-sized piss slit, until the gooey batter was all over the place, caking my arms, my hands, dripping grossly from my chin, from his dick, pooling at his spooled balls, and soaking his t-shirt through.

He gave no less than fifteen powerful spurts, emptying out his huge nutsack with amazing potency and such a thick load that it alarmed me.

Had . . . had I really let all this volume of spunk go inside me before?

I didn’t recall him being this explosive in my car, that fateful day when he’d first jerked off in front of me before school.

But then I remembered: he had. This was nothing new to him. Imagine that—to be so impressive that girls are dreaming about you even while you’re sleeping?

That was Jason Christenson, and I desperately wanted him back in my arms . . . and inside me.

I needed to come up with something new and fun to keep him interested.
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Chapter Five

Lara
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T
 he next morning, on
 Saturday, Michael gleefully informed me that he was going golfing with the boys. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d gone freaking golfing, but I just smiled at him and wished him luck on his adventure.

I couldn’t be bothered, and at least it would get him out of the house.

Which is exactly what I wanted. I was still angry about all the shit I’d learned the night before, and I needed time to unpack it and work through it all, to decide what I was going to do about mine and Michael’s relationship.

And so, in true Lara fashion, I let it all hang out that morning. Literally.

I walked around the house naked, hornier than a praying mantis and ready to suck a fat head—eager to get a reaction out of my boyfriend’s son, who was still sleeping after 10 AM.

He slept in late but finally got up around then, and by that time I was in the kitchen doing some scrubbing. Breakfast had come and gone many hours before, but I wasn’t opposed to whipping something up for Jason if it benefited both of us and got him going . . .

I heard his heavy footfalls coming down the stairs, and my butt clenched instinctively. I was jittery and nervous, and also extremely excited, hoping he didn’t shrug me aside like the night before.

In hindsight, I probably shouldn’t have jerked him off while he’d been sleeping, and I could only imagine the bewilderment he must’ve faced when he woke up to his own nut batter all over the bed and himself.

It was probably hell to clean.

Before he’d even reached the bottom of the stairs, I heard his voice. “Dad, Lara? Is there breakfast? Jeez I’m freaking starving.”

Like I said, I wouldn’t mind cooking, but first I wanted him to turn the corner and see—

“Jesus fuck,” his voice said, dropping low as he stood in the entryway to the kitchen.

I was partly leaning over the sink, pretending to clean the inside of the bowl. And I was bare ass naked, my huge butt wiggling as I worked, my heavy tits pleasantly jiggling as they rested on the edge of the counter.

“I’m guessing my dad’s gone,” he said flatly.

I giggled cheerily. “Yup. Golfing, he said.”

“What was up with you last night during dinner? With the whole job interview shit.”

I sighed. So far, he hadn’t remarked on my stark nudity . . .

What the fuck, kid. I’m laying it all out on the line over here. At least you could appreciate my body for a sec.

“Oh, nothing,” I said. “I’m just convinced he’s cheating on me.”

Jason grunted. “Damn. Well, what, did you think he was a saint?”

“Of course not.”

“Guess you’re not the only shady one in this relationship.”

“Yes . . .” I trailed off. I guess I deserved that, but I didn’t like his condescending tone, like he was superior to me. I desperately wanted to change the subject. “So, did you want breakfast or what?”

He chuckled darkly. “Breakfast? Uh. I see it right in front of me.”

I smiled, then finally turned to face him. My tits swung around a half second after my body and wobbled nicely before falling into their full, round size. I leaned up against the countertop, letting the rag I’d been holding fall behind me into the sink.

“Oh?” I said with a curious grin. I watched his body tighten as he took me in with both eyes, hungry and wanting.

I could see his mountainous bulge through his jogging shorts. Unsurprisingly, he had changed after wetting his pajama bottoms with jizz the night before, unknowingly.

He took a step forward. I had nowhere to go, and I didn’t want to go anywhere, so I just waited for him to come to me.

His cock bounced around in his shorts as he moved, and I couldn’t move my eyes away. His heavy ballsack was sloshing and protruding out from the fabric, jumping like tennis balls.

“Have you finally decided to skewer me with that fat fuckstick?”

He grunted and nodded.

“And here I’d thought you’d forgotten about me.”

He scoffed, but was now just a foot away from me. I looked up into his chiseled face, his tired eyes, and saw the glint that I’d hoped to see.

He still wanted me.

I was just being a dumb little girl when I’d thought otherwise. He still longed to plumb my depths and impale me on that stupid hung rod of his.

The eighteen-year-old star of the show. The biggest boy I’d ever met. The stallion in a stable of bucks, with his monstrous horsecock, and all I wanted was for him to mount me and take me like I was one of his breeding mares.

Fuck, I was so damn horny.

“Yeah, well, I gangbanged that cheerleader girl with some of the boys after the big win last night.”

My mouth dropped open. The way he’d said it, so nonchalantly, lit my insides on fire. At the same time, I was overtaken with heat of a different kind—anger and jealousy—and it was displayed on my face as clear as day.

But I said nothing.

He continued, tilting his head a couple inches. “And even so, I strangely had a massive wet dream last night. Hmm, I wonder how that happened?”

A slow smile curled up my lips. “Oops. Sounds messy.”

He grinned like an animal. “It was. But not as messy as this is gonna be.”

His arms flashed out, hands clasping my biceps before I could even do anything. I yelped as he took me and manhandled me, swinging me around so I was facing the sink once more. “Oh my, big boy, you seem needy.”

“Needy to get in this ass. Yeah.”

He pushed me over, my fat tits hanging toward the big bowl in the sink. He spanked my butt and I cried out again as I felt my flesh jiggle beneath his warm palm.

He kept slapping me, and I knew he was punishing me for the night before. And I loved every second of it.

“You’re already wetter than a blown fire hydrant, Lara,” he crooned, his voice gravelly and lilting.

“I’m sorry, daddy.”

“Call me that again.”

“Daddy.”

He leaned forward and breathed into my ear, making the hair stand up on the nape of my neck. God, he was so good at this.

He sucked my earlobe and I felt his massive tool through his joggers, pressing up against my ass while it swelled and grew bigger.

“I . . . I had hoped you hadn’t gotten bored of me,” I said, my voice strangely uncertain.

“Never,” he said. “The principal of the school? You’re a hot shot, girl.”

“I hope I’m more than just the principal to you . . .”

“Of course you are. You’re my favorite piece of fuckmeat. And the fact you belong to my dad just makes it even better.”

“I . . . I don’t belong to anyone.”

“Nah,” he growled in my ear, barely more than a whisper. “You belong to me.”

I bit my bottom lip and leaned forward. His strong cock sprang free and flopped down between my asscrack like it had a mind of its own. And I think it did, because it was growing and growing and licking pre-cum up the small of my back.

Jason was so tall and powerful and dominant, I just wanted him to fuck the daylights out of me. “Screw me stupid,” I told him.

“I will. But I have a good idea to try.”

“Anything,” I breathed, my voice strangled with desire.

He grabbed my hips and hiked me backward, propping my butt up so it was level with his jutting dick. Then he reached around me and I thought he was going to run a hand over my face, but he ended up opening the high cupboard next to my head. 

He came out holding a green bottle of Extra Virgin olive oil.

My eyes bulged, and my pussy throbbed with need.

Oh God, what’s this? What is he getting into?

I heard the bottle overturn and plop droplets of olive oil behind me, and then I heard him smearing the shit around his giant meat.

I felt that slimy, lubed up dick a moment later, sliding up my ass. He stuck two fingers inside me and I moaned with bliss, those strong digits probing my insides.

My knees nearly buckled, but I was being held up by the countertop, my arms spread wide to give me some kind of foundation. My bottom half was soupy and unstable, like I’d fall right over if I wasn’t holding onto the counter.

Jase poked the base of my pussy with his cockhead, the size unreasonably large and menacing. I braced for impact, for that thing to do its worst and stretch me wide open . . .

Then my asscrack was opening wide and he was playing with my crevice, running his sticky fingers with it—the fingers still lathered with olive oil.

“Ugh, fuck,” I grunted, sucking in my bottom lip. “W-What are you gonna do to me, big boy?”

“I’m gonna impale your ass, and you’re gonna like it.”

My eyes widened. O-Oh God.
 I’d never done anal with Jason Christenson before. Never had anything nearly
 that big inside my ass!

“W-Wait! You’re too huge, Jase.”

His bulging cockhead prodded my quivering asshole and I knew it was all over. There was nothing to stop him . . . and did I really want him to stop, anyway?

The answer was a resounding Hell No.


“I’ll make it fit,” he assured me. “It’s what I’m good at.”

I didn’t know if that was true, but—

His head punched inside me, spreading my anus apart and sinking in a few inches. I groaned, the veins on my neck going taut as I felt like he was pushing my insides deeper into me. 

The olive oil helped get him inside me, but there was still so much pushing and shoving involved that I felt like I would break apart.

“Y-You’re gonna split me in two, Jase. Please!”

“That’s the dream, right?”

A second later, he was growling and leaning forward to bite my ear. He had both hands curved around my wide ass. He pushed inside me, deep, and it felt like his cock was punishing my innards and spreading my rectum apart.

I wouldn’t sit right for weeks.

He started to move, and the glossy natural lubricant helped him move swiftly, not having to lurch and force his way inside me backdoor.

It was painful and I thought my skin was ripping, but that pain gave over to numbness before long. And that numbness became bliss, as his powerful cock punched my walls and set off my nerve endings.

My tongue fell out of my opened mouth, drool dripping down into the sink. I couldn’t contain myself and within minutes I was pissing down my own leg, losing control of my bladder.

It was so big and fat and filled me up so completely, I thought I’d never be the same. I cried out as he thrust into my tight rear-end, bucking hard and smacking his hips into my big bouncy ass.

Anal sex with Jason was one of the best things to happen to me. I felt like a dirty slut, unconscionable to let something so big and mean inside my butt, letting it dominate me and overtake my brain.

I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t speak right.

“Big fat fuckstick, big fat cockmeat!” I howled, my voice warbling and unsteady.

“That’s right, babe. Punishment for last night . . . but also a reward for leaving you without my cock for a few days.”

“I can’t stand it!” I exclaimed, but I wasn’t sure if I was talking about taking his cock in my ass, or being left without his invasive tool for a few days.

One thing was certain: Jase invaded my rectum with complete domination, and I was turning into a sputtering puddle at his feet. In fact, my fluids were definitely puddling at both our feet, and a moment later I was being lifted into the air by my hips.

It felt like his cock was impaling me, it penetrated so deeply—like it was solely responsible for lifting me into the air!

And I wasn’t exactly a tiny girl! I wasn’t a rail-thin waif like Suzie Taylor, who you could just lift and swing around like a ragdoll. I had curves and big tits and ass and the whole shebang, and yet Jase manhandled me effortlessly.

I blacked out for a second as my feet left the floor, and then I was cumming like a fountain, spraying lady jizz all over the sink and counter.

“F-Fuck! I’ll ne-need to clean that again!” I cried, tears streaming down my face. They were happy tears, my body giving up and just letting loose with my squirting pleasure.

Clear liquids splashed up and cascaded and thumped down onto the counter like a hose. I was totally out of control and couldn’t help it.

Then my legs were being bent, and even though I wasn’t feeling very flexible, Jase didn’t care. He folded me like a lawn chair, my legs lifting up until my feet were nearly framing my face, and my huge thighs wobbled and did the thing where they flatten and look even bigger than usual.

He curved his arm around the backs of my knees, arm-barring me, then hooked them up my armpits and behind my head. My arms flailed uselessly at my sides as he held me, hopping as he bounced me on his cock.

I couldn’t even play with myself—could only look out the sunny window above the sink, and see the neighborhood going about its morning.

And here I was getting twisted into a pretzel and put into a full nelson, while my asshole was getting skewered by my boyfriend’s son’s monstercock and I just couldn’t handle it and—

“Ahhh!” I wailed, spewing more thick fluids out of my cunt. Without any intrusion, it just fountained and couldn’t be stopped. I hadn’t expected to let myself go like this, not so quickly, but Jase was working me over masterfully.

His heavy balls were swinging between his legs and slapping into me. His cock was gaping my hole and stretching me beyond belief.

And my head was tilted down, so I could see it all happening, relishing how he broke me in half and split me right down the middle.

My sweet rosebud was never meant to gape that hard. But here it was, and I lost control and came again, and I knew he was close too.

He growled, raging into me and thrusting up, holding me in the kitchen like a big fleshbag as he had his way with me.

“Take it, Stepmom! Watch your ass flounder and gape!”

“Ahh! Say it again!” I cried.

“Look at your ass stretching apart against my donkey dick, Stepmom!”


And that was the end of me. I blacked out again, stuck like a spear by his cock, feeling like it was going to punch out of my throat as he gut-fucked me.

The torrential assfucking continued for unknown minutes, until his cock was pulsating inside me, pushing apart my walls even further, and he was groaning that he was about to cum.

A flood shot up my rectum and colon and painting my insides with creamy spunk. The thick ropes of jizz kept coming, and I remembered the volume from the night before, when he had seemingly continuously climaxed for like thirty seconds straight—

And now he was doing it inside me, filling me up, blasting it straight into my stomach, it felt like. I could see the bulge of my tummy from his oversized cock, and before long I looked pregnant.

Being called “stepmom” by him had turned me on like no other, and ever since then I’d been cumming unabated, my body shaking and trembling as my toes curled next to my face and I completely lost control.

When he was finally done, he slipped his cock out with a loud pop, and then jizz rushed out of me in a downpour of man milk. It splashed onto the kitchen floor, running into the grout lines and messing everything up.

He lowered my sweaty body right on top of the table, like I was a feast he was ready to devour. And I would have let him.

My asshole felt wide open, gaping, and my breath came in shallow. I thought I was going to hyperventilate, but all I needed was a few minutes to recover . . . though I knew my poor pretty butthole would need much longer than that, and it would probably never be the same again.

“Excellent work, Lara,” he said, hands on his hips. His cock was soft and floppy now between his legs, the flaccid thing still gigantic and almost knee-length.

And I wanted it again . . .

My new daddy was the best thing ever. Our dynamic was strange, because I wanted to call him “Daddy” and he wanted to call me something else and—

“S-Say it again,” I croaked. “Please. Punish me with your words.”

He laughed, then slapped my ass. “You’re a wonderful stepmom, Lara. I just can’t wait for you to become the real thing.”

~
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I
 woke up with something
 heavy and warm on my face.

The dense mass and heat was stifling and when I opened my eyes, alarm shot through me as I looked into darkness, totally confused on where I was, what time it was, and what was going on.

Fat, heavy balls sagged over the bridge of my nose, creasing the manly pair right down the middle so the testicles drooped down against either cheek.

I was staring up into a dark asshole, an abyss that sent my nerves spiraling out of control.

Being woken up first thing in the morning, staring into a puckering anus, with a hefty nutsack teabagging your face . . . it did something to a girl.

After the initial shock, my body betrayed me. I kicked my legs out, jolting awake, but didn’t move the warm sack from my cheeks and nose. 

“Come on,” a rumbling voice said above me, followed by a dark chuckle. “Sniff my fat nuts. Take in that manly scent, lick my sweat.”

It was Jason, my boyfriend’s son, and now he was shaking his balls on the surface of my face like they were a couple bulbous Christmas ornaments.

Without being able to stop myself, I gave in to his demands. I was usually in control of such situations, but around my boyfriend’s hung stud of a son, I had no control—no inhibitions. He was a dominant, bulky young man, and I would do anything he asked of me.

My tongue darted out of my gaping mouth, up toward my own nostrils, and I started licking the salty, heavy balls. I sniffed, fondled, and gargled his nuts, taking each on in my mouth, one after the other, and then sucking on them like eggs.

Jason’s large ballsack took up the majority of my face as he flattened the scrotum against me and pushed down, forcing his asshole on the tippy tip of my nose.

My face twisted in a grimace as he sat on me. My hands flew out helplessly, flailing, but all I could hear was the low rumbling chuckle in his voice and the thrum of my own rapid heartbeat in my ears.

He was facing my body as he facesat me, and I hadn’t spotted his oversized cock yet, which was odd.

Almost as quickly as the lewd desire passed through my head, he let his flaccid donkey dick flop down from where he’d been holding his balls, and it smacked against my chin and draped over so the precum-leaking cockhead poked against the middle of my neck.

He left a snail trail of stickiness on my neck, but I couldn’t be bothered. I was too busy splitting his nutsack down the middle and tasting his big cum-filled balls.

They were so huge and yummy, even this early in the morning—or what I assumed was morning. I had seen a faint, soft glow of gray surrounding Jason’s tight ass moments before it had consumed my vision, so I figured it was still early.

He rubbed his rear-end on me, in complete control of my body, until the tip of my nose probed past his pucker and stuck into his ass.

I groaned as my tongue worked tirelessly to play with his balls and give him a good time. At first, I just wanted him off me . . . but I was starting to grow wet down below. 

All I could smell was his manly musk, so powerful and potent it made my eyes roll round aimlessly in my head.

What a hell of a way to wake up.

His body slowly started rocking and there was nothing I could do to stop his weight from crushing my face. I quickly realized what he was doing, chortling as my nose kept prodding up into his rectum.

If I’d had a huge schnoz, I would’ve been pegging the motherfucker with my nose!

His chubby nuts plopped down rose, and fell against my cheeks with wet, soft thwacks.

My face felt like a total mess, my saliva mingling with his ballsweat and scent. And yet, I couldn’t stop my arms from curving around his powerful thighs, grabbing hold on top, and shoving him down on top of me.

I moved my mouth and started making out with his asshole, and he let out a kneejerk mewl as the muscles of his rectum tightened around my tongue.

His balls plapped my chin now, his cock shaking on my neck until it started to get hard as I tongued his asshole and tried to reach his prostate to give him a nice massage.

“F-Fuck,” he grumbled, feeling my tongue probing him deep.

Luckily, he was a clean and proper boy, so it was actually fun eating his ass and not a disgusting piece of work.

I tried to give myself a little bit of control by digging my fingers into his thighs to pull him down, but he was still squatted over me and had all the power.

Eventually, after his butthole was nice and slippery from my tongue, and his balls were lathered with spit, I heard the fapping sound of him jerking off his huge cock over my head.

He quickly dismounted my face and spun around to face me. His cock came swinging down and to the side, smacking me across the cheek. It was hard and giant and veiny, throbbing with need.

His bulbous cockhead practically drooled precum, and I couldn’t blame it—it was an excellent ass-tonguing I’d given him.

Good luck getting your ass eaten like that again, big boy.

Jason grabbed the base of his cock and straightened the appendage out, rubbing the sweaty underside of his shaft against my nose, then mouth.

He forced the fist-sized tip against my puffy lips and I panicked as I saw it inching at me, trying to breach my facehole.

I slowly opened my mouth as he grabbed the back of my head and forced his cock on me, and that was all the entryway he needed—

Jason pushed his enormous dick past my lips, filling my mouth instantly with his girth. His shaft shot into me and the huge inches lodged in my throat.

He thrust down with his hips at an angle, his head going toward the headboard of the bed while his body arched downward, so his cock could bend with the walls of my esophagus and deepthroat the living hell out of me.

My eyes widened, the whites going red as panic and the fear of asphyxiation took over. 

His cock was simply too large to keep in my mouth for long without passing out. It was usually one of the things I loved most about the big teen, but this was too much—

Jason was trying to do some damage.

The muscles of my throat clenched together reflexively, latching onto the shaft of his dick, even as it went deeper down my neck.

I frantically slapped the bottoms of his thighs as he shook his tight butt and corkscrewed my throat, filling me completely, until I couldn’t even breathe through my nose.


Great,
 I thought, trying to keep myself composed, even as my body freaked out. Death by facefucking. What a way to go.


Michael won’t be too happy about that, will he?

“Son, what happened to my girlfriend?”

“Sorry, Dad, I throated her to death. That being said, I can see why you liked her so much.”

“Guh, sooo fucking tight!” Jason crooned.

I snorted, trying to get any amount of air through my nostrils, and just ended up snotting all over his cock and my own face. My eyes watered, and I could feel the heat taking over and burning my face with redness.

After he had me nice and impaled through the gullet, totally plugged up, he started bucking his hips while holding the back of my head in place. His cock tore up and down my esophagus, punching down like it was trying to get to my stomach.

My jaw felt practically distended. I thought it would break as he facefucked me with mad abandon, without a care in the world for my wellbeing.

I wretched, gagged, and darkness clouded the edges of my vision. I was going down.

My hands slapped helplessly against the backs of his thighs, begging to let me go.

And then air rushed down my throat in a flood, his cock pulling out. At the same time, the erotic asphyxiation did something to my body and I looked down through Jase’s bent legs and underneath his hanging ballsack to see myself squirting up into the air.

My lady juices launched up and cascaded down, and I spurted three more times in rapid succession, my body writhing on the mattress.

He had managed to make me cum without touching me, and without my own hands even playing with myself.

I coughed and gagged once my throat was free. My throat felt ragged and raw, and I wanted to scold the young man, to tell him that he couldn’t just go ahead and do things like that to poor women . . . but I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth.

And by the time I was recovered, he was dipping his hips and coming in again.

I whimpered, tried to force my mouth shut, but he easily pushed past and throated me once more.

This was a brutal, vicious throatfucking. I wondered what made him think he could just wake me up this way and take over my body . . .

But I didn’t hate it.

In fact, judging by my pussy’s reaction, I loved it.

The momentary discomfort that threatened to knock me unconscious, well, that was just a byproduct of the intense eroticism that sifted between us lovers.

This time when he started fucking down into my face, I gave myself a better position, the back of my head no longer on the pillow. I angled my throat so he could have a clear tunnel down in there.

His palm skimmed my tender neck as his cock lanced down into me, and I could tell by the positioning that my neck was totally bulging with every hard thrust of his hips.

His heavy nuts collided with my chin, then sagged lower and started pelting against my bloated neck.

The slaps of flesh against bouncing flesh rang out through the room, echoing against the walls in loud thwaps and claps.

I started crying again, not through any effort on my own part. It was just an involuntary reaction when such a fat piece of meat was shoved down your neck and threatened to choke you to death.

He never ended up going to my pussy, and I never got the chance to play with myself. But I did squirt at least six times, totally turned on by his sheer brutality and strength.

In that moment, he was a pure alpha male, and I knew why I had latched onto him like a bitch in heat. He knew how to take me over and treat me like his mindless cumslut, and I knew how to take his massive member better than any of his little high school fuck buddies.

When he finally unloaded his huge blast of spunk down my throat, he did it by hilting the entirety of his cock down my throat, until my nose pushed up against his slightly hairy pubis and only the whites of my eyes showed.

He cupped the back of my head, using my face like a fleshlight, and let his throbbing cockhead go, shooting out a tidal wave of jizz that shot straight down into my stomach, past all my gag reflexes and taste buds.

All I could taste was the sweat and musk of his cockshaft, until it was sliding up out of my widened throat tunnel and a resurgence of cum followed.

The last few spurts spattered on my face, painting a pretty white canvas on me as I closed my eyes and let him smear his rod all over me like I knew he loved.

“Whew,” he said happily, taking in shallow breaths.

I opened my eyes, felt the weight and warmth of his seed over my face, and scowled at him. “T-The hell, Jase . . .”

He smirked down at me. “That was payback for jerking me off in the middle of the night a few days ago.”

I frowned. Oh. “You . . . knew?”

He nodded, standing up straight on the bed. “Of course. I don’t tend to wake up naked, covered in a sheet of my own spunk, Lara.”

I backpedaled, starting to sit up. “B-But, wet dreams—”

“I unload my fat, churning nuts enough during the day and night so I don’t have wet dreams anymore. I’m not a kid anymore, you know.”

I cleared my throat of jizz, my face turning another pink hue, but this time with embarrassment.

“S-Sorry,” I said bashfully, then scratched the back of my neck. The spunk splattered on my cheeks and forehead and just above my right eye was starting to get cold and dry . . .

“Apology accepted,” he said, but as I started to roll off the bed, he pushed me back down. I looked at him expectantly, like What do you want from me?


“After
 you lick up all my cum off your face and eat it.”

Demoralized, I sat back. He studied me as my tongue worked to lick up the white nectar from my upper lip, then I practically spooned the rest of it from my forehead, swiping it away, and made sure to lock gazes with him as I did as he demanded.

Finally, he nodded and hopped off the bed. His huge floppy cock swung out and smacked pleasantly against the insides of his thighs, and my roving eyes could only watch with twinkling desire.

He hadn’t penetrated me, after all . . . and I knew how quickly he could get raring to go again . . .

“Where’s Michael?” I asked, my voice thick with need and worry.

Jason shrugged nonchalantly.

“What day is it?” I still wasn’t fully awake.

“Saturday.” He snapped his fingers, face lighting up. “Oh, right, he took a morning run.”

“Shit!” I called out, rolling off the pillow. 

“Yeah, he could be home any minute . . .”

I was off the bed in seconds flat. The little bastard had been ready to rail me again, not caring that his father would be coming home soon.

I quickly scanned the pillow and sheets for errant cum, but nope, all the thick sticky milk had splattered on my face.

“Dammit, Jase,” I said, hurrying toward the bathroom to jump in the shower. “Are you trying
 to get us caught?”

He just shrugged at me and smirked.
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Chapter Two

Lara
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I
 decided to rub one
 out in the shower, to start my day off right. Yes, my day had started off with a fat nutsack straddling my face and a huge cock rammed down my throat, but now I wanted to imagine that fuckrod filling me up inside.

I played with myself but kept it quick, because I knew Michael would be coming home soon. After a few minutes of probing my dripping pussy with my fingers, forehead against the wall, I growled and realized I wouldn’t have time to do everything I wanted.

For now, I didn’t even have time to imagine Jason’s cock spearing through my nether region, beating my guts in.

When I got out of the shower, I quickly dressed in a tight skirt and walked out into my room. It still smelled of sweat and after-sex, but now that manly stench was mixed with shampoo and soap.

I made a face and Febreezed the place, then walked toward the door . . . where my feet sank into a sticky puddle in the dark carpet.

Shit, I’d forgotten I had squirted all over the place while Jase was manhandling my head.

But then I heard the front door open downstairs, and I voiced a quick “Eek!” before heading out of the room. I kept the door open, hoping it would waft out all the nasty-but-fresh smells, and that Michael wouldn’t walk through my damp pools of lady liquids.

As I hurried down, Michael raised his brows at me. “Ah, someone’s getting a late start, huh?”

I flashed him a shy smile, running my hand through my wet hair. “Sorry, babe, I lost track of time in the shower! Didn’t even get a chance to dry my hair.”

“It’s fine, hun.”

Michael was slightly sweaty and shiny, perspiring form his run. His joggers were loose on his hips, and he looked good. But my mind wasn’t focused on the older man’s chiseled jawline or slicked-back hair.

“I’m gonna hop in the shower real quick,” he said, and I nearly panicked.

There was nothing I could do to stop him that wouldn’t be suspicious, so I just smiled again at him as I reached the kitchen. “Okay, babe. I’ll have breakfast ready by the time you’re out. It might be oatmeal though.”

He grinned and nodded. “As long as it’s apple cinnamon.”

I gave him a curt nod and chuckled, flashing my teeth.

By the time he turned around, I was scowling.

Our little back-and-forth had sounded fine, but it was stilted. There was clearly something between us, something that neither of us would mention, and it was making things awkward.


What can I do about it?
 I thought, shaking my head and taking out the oatmeal from a cupboard.

I worried he would call down to me complaining about the smell in the room, but he never did. I guess my Febreeze and bathroom full of sweet scents was good enough for him. He was a pretty oblivious dude to things like that.

Hopefully if he stepped in a squirt puddle, he’d just think it was the wake of my own wet feet from the shower, and continue on.

Keeping up this lie was no fun.

* * *
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M
 ICHAEL WAS PRETTY
 excited during breakfast. Jase and I kept sharing glances when Michael had his head bent.

“Got any plans today, Son?” Michael asked at one point. “Anything fun to do?”

Jason of course shot a glance in my direction, because he had the subtlety of a bulldozer, but Michael thankfully didn’t see it.

“Uh, not really,” he said, shrugging his powerful shoulders. “Might hit the beach with some friends.”

Michael smiled at his son.

“And what about you, honey?” I asked him.

Michael quirked a brow at me. “Uh, yeah, the open house, remember? I’ve only been raving about it for a week now.”

“Oh, right! Sorry, babe, must’ve slipped my mind.” I smiled at him and returned to my oatmeal.

“Yes, you have seemed a bit ditzy and forgetful lately,” he murmured.

“Hey,” I said, glowering at him. “Be nice. There’s just been a lot on my mind at school. The kids always get crazy this time of year.”

“And what time of year is that, Lara?”

“Midterms. Duh.”

He grunted and we both kept quiet for a moment. The stuffiness was awkward, and Jase couldn’t stop his eyes from darting between us.

It was clear we were on the verge of an argument, even to him, but he kept himself out of it.

He didn’t know what I knew about Michael . . . or suspected, at least . . .

“Where’s the house again?” I asked.

“1436 Bellevue, in La Jolla,” Michael rattled off. “Why do you ask?”

I shrugged easily. “Oh, I dunno. Maybe I’ll swing by. You know, for moral support.”

He hesitated, then smiled. That little hesitation was all I needed—because his eyes went beady for a moment—to know he was up to no good.

Call me a suspicious, jealous girlfriend, but I knew Michael well. He couldn’t hide his emotions.

“I mean . . . if that’s okay?” I said slowly.

“Of course!” I blurted back. “It would be great. Should we take the same car?”

“Oh, no,” I said, casually fanning him. “I’ll let you get a head start. If I come by, it’ll be a little later. I mean, you’ll be there for a few hours, right?”

“Yep.”

Michael finished up his oatmeal, head bent, and I snuck a look and tiny smirk at Jason.

With our weird little breakfast finished, Michael got dressed in a suit and tie—he looked sharp as ever—and then took off.

I kissed him on the lips goodbye, but it felt wrong. For the first time, I realized I didn’t even know what it was like to kiss my boyfriend. It was like he was a stranger.

Ever since my revelation regarding him and the Hyatt hotel room I’d found charged to our joint credit card, I was having a hard time trusting anything he did.

I knew I was being petty and jealous and hypocritical but . . . I couldn’t help it. This was my life I was talking about, and I’d grown accustomed to the cushy lifestyle.

I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made love, which was the most obvious sign of a relationship in turmoil.

That concept couldn’t have escaped Michael, of course, but he still seemed happy most days. If anything, it proved that he was getting his fix elsewhere, otherwise he’d have been incredibly sexually frustrated and pissed off at me all the time.

Another red flag to add to the bin.

About half an hour after Michael left, Jase joined me in the kitchen. I had just finished up the dishes.

“Another fuck?” he said, belting it out like I owed it to him.

I scoffed. “How romantic.”

He shrugged. “I know you want it just as much as I do. What’s the point of playing coy?”

I tilted my head. He was in loose sweatpants that showed off that impressive bulge, and a tank top. It would have been easy to rip that shit off him and hop into his arms right there in the kitchen.

It wouldn’t be the first time, either.

“Actually, I have somewhere to be,” I said matter-of-factly.

He frowned. “Oh? Found another dude already?”

“Fuck you, Jase. If you want to keep this up, don’t treat me like a freaking whore.”

“Fine,” he snapped. After a brief pause, he rubbed the back of his neck and looked shamefaced. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay . . .” I cleared my throat. “Now then. Do you want to join me for my little adventure? I promise I’ll make it worth your while afterward.”

His eyes widened at my telltale smirk. “Shit, girl, why didn’t you just lead with that?”

* * *


[image: image]






F
 IVE MINUTES LATER
 , we were in my Mercedes, roaring down the road. I had brought my gym bag with me, but kept my cute skirt on, because it was hot out and it showed off my marvelous legs.

I know, I should be a little more humble . . . but my thighs and ass were on fire with all the working out I was doing—both at 24-Hour Fitness and in the bedroom with Jase.

Our sessions typically lasted long, and they worked out every muscle in my body as I writhed and cavorted like a wild sex fiend.

“Sooo, where are we going?” Jase asked after we’d been in the car a few minutes. He peered out the window as the world whirled by.

“1436 Bellevue.”

I glanced over and he frowned. “Shit, you’re actually going to that thing? I thought you were just kidding. You know, using it as an excuse to find out how much time we had to fuck.”

“I know you thought that,” I said with a sigh. The damn boy still had no decency. You know, sometimes I wanted to be talked to like a lady! I know I didn’t prove that to him very well, but it was true . . .

“But we’re not going to ‘stop by.’ I just want to make sure he’s really there,” I continued.

“Oh? Why are we spying on Dad?”

I snorted incredulously. “We’re not spying,
 Jase! We’re just . . . looking.”

He chuckled to himself. “Okay. Why are we looking
 ?”

I sighed, white-knuckling the wheel and gritting my teeth. I braced myself for a reaction from the young man, then said, “Jason, I think your father is cheating on me.”

A split-second beat of silence.

Then Jase barked a laugh. “That’s ironic, don’t you think?”

I scowled at him. I was relieved he wasn’t, I dunno, sad? Upset? That he could take this in stride.

I mean, for me it was huge news. For him . . . not so much. So in that respect I guess his reaction made sense.

“Not funny, Jase,” I said.

“Kinda funny, Lara.”

I bared my teeth but kept quiet. It was useless trying to make him understand that, if Michael dumped me, I was out of his life for good. I mean, I’d probably have to move to a shitty part of town—even school principals didn’t make that much money.

San Diego was incredibly expensive to live in, everyone knew. Especially when you didn’t have a sugar daddy.

Even though I knew he might not understand, I tried to put it into terms that he might.

“Jase, we have to keep this from your father. Us,
 I mean. You have to promise me that. Unless . . . you never want to see me again.” I quirked him a brow, trying to turn my head and keep my eyes on the road at the same time.

I saw a momentary flash of worry, but then it was gone, replaced by something darker and glittering.

“Actually,” he said, raising his pointer finger, “if you got kicked out of the house, I could probably see you more
 often. We wouldn’t have to keep sneaking around, you know?”

I growled. “Gah. You’re impossible, kid.”

“Don’t call me a kid.” He sounded offended. “Would a kid break you open in two and—”

“Okay, okay, point taken. Shut up. We’re here.”

I drove down Bellevue, which was a rather winding street with huge mansions on either side. I came to the open house, which was obvious from afar, and saw Michael’s sparkling white Maserati parked nearby.

It wasn’t exactly a subtle ride.

“Good, he’s still here,” I said.

“Yeah, what did you expect? He’s been gone from the house like an hour.”

My lips curled into a grin. “Let’s get rid of some of this stress, eh, Jase?”

“What, right here?” he asked incredulously, but was dead serious.

I rolled my eyes. “No, dumbass. 24-Hour Fitness.”

He frowned, but that frown quickly transformed and flipped. “What, do you want to watch me ravage your personal trainer again, you horny minx? What was her name again?”

My mouth dropped open, but I closed it and seethed. “Angelica. And no, dammit—remember how that ended up last time?”

He scratched his head as I pulled a U-turn before getting up to the address. “Yeah, you practically raped me when we got back home.”

“Can’t rape the willing, Jase my boy.”

“Don’t I know it,” he said with a dumb smile. 

“But no,” I said. “I don’t want you to have anything to do with Angie.”

“Oh?”

“I want you to do it to me. Let her
 squirm this time.”
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Chapter Three

Bonnie
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T
 he open house was
 nice, but weird for me. I looked cute in my side-cut little blue dress, showing off my calves and leg muscles, but I didn’t feel like I fit in.

I mean, all the people showing up were multi-millionaires hoping to put in offers for the mansion, and I was just, what, Michael’s trophy specimen?

It made me uncomfortable. I think Michael realized it.

But he wasn’t much better off. If anything, he was worse, and he wasn’t good at hiding his emotions—jittery, nervous, eyes darting around. It looked like he hadn’t slept well, though he was definitely as hot as ever.

Michael mostly talked to his partner, James, in between people showing up. I didn’t like being ignored, but what could I expect? I shouldn’t have even been here in the first place. I was just doing this for him.

I thought we’d have a nice Saturday afternoon getaway, but it wasn’t looking good . . .

Then my spirits perked up when Michael came up to me just an hour into the open house, and said, “Let’s get out of here.”

Startled, I crossed my arms under my breasts and said, “Where?”

He shrugged, eyes still darting. “Anywhere but here. I didn’t get a hotel room or anything so, uh, sorry about that.”

I frowned. “What’s this all about, Mike? What has you jumping around like you’ve seen a ghost?”

He grabbed my arm and pulled me over to a shadowy hallway inside the foyer. “My girlfriend said she might pop by. I don’t know why—probably just to screw with me—but something’s wrong.”

“Wrong how?”

He stared at me knowingly. “I think she knows something’s up.”

I had to hide my smirk. I kept my face flat and blank, but this . . . wasn’t necessarily bad news. I mean, I’d been trying so hard to get on the inside with Michael, and now this was my chance!

My chance to prove that I was as worthwhile as that ho, a better fuck, and could provide an army of babies if need be. I mean, wasn’t Lara Langley like almost forty? Shit.

Whatever it took to get me close to the wealthy, attractive older man, and keep
 me there, I would do it.

At the end of the day, I realized that Lara seeing me with Michael might not be the worst thing for my own chances. So I said, “Uh, would it be so terrible if Lara saw me here?”

He scoffed, and nearly slapped his forehead with his palm. It was a demeaning look he gave me. “Are you serious? Hmm, let’s see, why can’t my girlfriend see you here? Maybe because you work at 24-Hour Fitness and don’t fit in.”

Tears bit at the corners of my eyes. “Hey, dammit. I know I don’t.” I felt so self-conscious I could melt. My knees knocked together.

He sighed, loosening his collar. “Look,” he said, resting a hand on my arm and giving me an up and down glance. He smiled at me, but it was a shaky smile. “Of course you look
 like you belong here, babe. You’re hotter than anyone who’s stepped foot in this house, probably ever.”

That cheered me up a little.

“But to Lara, who knows
 you,” he added, “it would be incredibly suspicious. I mean, no offense, but can you afford a mansion like this as a 24-Hour Fitness hostess?”

I sighed as he gestured at the immaculate walls, the chandeliers, the sconces and tapestries. “No, of course not.”

We paused for a beat, then I said, “So what do you want to do then?”

“I want to fuck, Bonnie,” he snapped. “I mean . . . I want to make love to you.”

“You sound desperate.”

“I am.”

I frowned again, which I hated doing because it formed little lines near my mouth, and that wasn’t good in the long run. I rubbed his shoulder to calm him down. “Jeez, you do seem tense.”

“I know. I need to get it out. Haven’t had any in days—”

“Since the last time with me?” I asked, raising a single brow.

He nodded profusely.

Well, that made me feel better. But what did it mean if Lara wasn’t jumping into his bed? Shit, she probably did
 realize something, but . . . could she also be getting into some of her own extracurriculars?

It was very possible. As much as I disliked her, she was successful for a reason: hot, smart, powerful, authoritative. She had it all, and could get any man she wanted.

I just wanted her to stop getting my
 man. I needed to upgrade from Side Piece to Main Bitch.

“What about the open house?” I asked.

“James can take care of it. I just talked to him. Didn’t tell him the nitty-gritty, of course, but I made some shit up.”

“Sounds sketchy.”

He chuckled darkly. “Gave him an extra percentage of the sale if it goes through while I’m gone, so . . . he won’t give a shit.”

“Oh. Cool. Well.” I racked my brain, thumbing my chin.

“I want something dangerous again,” he said. “Public.”

My insides warmed up to the idea. I liked this new wild side of Michael Christenson. I could definitely get behind it . . . or behind him . . . with a strap-on dildo to ram up his ass.

I chuckled to myself, but hid it behind my palm. “We could use a bathroom here. Wouldn’t that be public enough for you?”

He shook his head profusely. “No, dummy, didn’t you just hear what I said about Lara showing up?”

I deflated.

He put a hand on my head and pet me, which was nice. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to call you that. I’m just stressed. Also, I don’t want James to find out anything. He’s liable to tattletale if it’ll help him in any way.”

“How would it help him?”

“Doesn’t matter!” he hissed. “He’s a snake.”

At the moment, Mike sounded like the snake, but I didn’t bring it to his attention. I just nodded along. “Well, I’m open to ideas.”

“What about your work?”

“24-Hour? Uh, bad idea, babe. I work there, in case you don’t remember, and I could get fired if I did anything hinky.”

“Oh come on,” he urged, rubbing my elbow, trying to get me to warm up to the idea. “It would be fun. Exciting. And if anything happens to you—which I seriously doubt—I’ll vouch for you.”

“What do you mean, vouch for me?”

“I mean I won’t let you lose your job. Money goes a long way to greasing the wheels, Bonnie.” He waggled his eyebrows, and I had to admit he was convincing.

I wanted to disagree, to argue, but I couldn’t. He was clearly in a rush to get out of here without being seen, and I would do whatever he wanted as long as it got his rocks off and kept me closer to him.

I wanted him to see my worth and loyalty . . .

Even if it meant putting my freaking job in jeopardy.

* * *


[image: image]






W
 E TOOK MY CAR TO GET
 to 24-Hour, leaving his Maserati parked up the street to act as a decoy in case Lara decided to do a drive-by.

It was all very James Bond and exciting in my eyes, but I knew things were about to get a lot more shaky, and I relished it.

Being in your mid-twenties, going about life with a day job and not much else going on . . . any sort of danger or fun really put a spark in your life. A pep in your step. And when your significant other was the instigator of said shenanigans, it only made it better.

When we arrived at the gym, I parked my Prius in the parking lot and drummed my fingers on the steering wheel.

“What’s up?” Michael asked me, ever the eager beaver.

“Everyone who sees me will think it’s weird I’m coming in on my day off,” I said, biting my bottom lip.

He squeezed my shoulder. “Don’t worry about it, babe.”

I shook my head fervently, coming to a decision. “No, here’s how it’s gonna go. I’m gonna walk in through the front, and you’re gonna circle around to the back. I’ll let you in through a back door, and then we beeline for one of the lockers or restrooms, okay?”

He nodded firmly, his eyes sparkling. “As long as I get to play with your
 back door, I’m game.”

I laughed. “Oh, Mike, you tease.”

His smile widened, and it set my insides on fire. “I love it when you plan things like this.”

I couldn’t remember any time I had planned a break-in-and-fuck at my own gym, but I took what he meant. He liked the excitement. I nodded, ran my hand over his knuckles and thigh, then leaned over and pecked him on the cheek. “I do it just for you, babe. Go to the back of the gym in five minutes.”

“Sure thing.”

Then I was out of the car, leaving him to watch my big ass swaying as I got my gym bag out of the back, thought better of it, and threw it back inside. Then I headed for the automatic doors of the gym.

When I walked in, the cool breeze of AC hit me square in the face and I could feel a little bit of sweat building as my adrenaline kicked in. I was doing something wrong, after all.

One of the personal trainer girls, Angelica, was at the front desk.

“Oh hi, Bonnie, what are you doing here?” she asked as I shuffled up.

“Hey, Angie. Think I might have left something from my last shift,” I said easily, drumming on the counter. “My gym bag.” I smiled at her, she smiled back blankly, and I said, “I’m just gonna have a look around.”

With a shrug, Angie said, “Be my guest.”

Then I was walking past her, feeling like I’d just totally fooled the crap out of her.

She had made it really easy, and she was back on the computer with her head down before I even passed the counter.

I walked past a couple people working out, received plenty of ‘hellos’ and ‘how are yous’ from the regulars, and started to blush as I thought of Michael banging me with all these familiar faces around.

How delicious.

Making my way to the back, I passed a staircase that led up to the treadmills, then looked conspiratorially over my shoulder. This was a trash-can and custodial entryway, but fuck it.

I opened the door to the outside and peeked around.

Michael came popping out from behind a dumpster and scared me half to death. I slapped a hand to my heart and hurt my tit doing it.

“Jesus, Mike!” I hissed, then couldn’t help but grin at his boyish smile. “Get your ass in here. The closest locker is the women’s showers to the right of this door—beeline that way and I’ll meet you in there in two minutes.”

“Uh, what if there are, you know, women in there?”

I pouted. “Good point. Wait for me at the entrance then. Look like you’re checking out the weights or something.”

“In a suit and tie?”

“Just fucking do it!”

I let him in and the door squeaked closed behind us. He kept to the wall like a very obvious spider, sticking out because of his dark blue tailored suit and the way he carried himself all covertly and shit.

It was comical.

I followed in his footsteps, acting like I didn’t notice him. Scanning the main room of the gym, I realized no one was paying us any attention. People were doing their own thing: working out, exercising, working with trainers, and generally they all had their heads down, sweating with their earbuds in.

I passed Mike at the door of the locker, swung in, and saw there were two girls chatting in the main room before the showers. I smiled at them and went to an open locker, acting like I was going to put stuff in it . . . but I had no pockets on my blue dress, or course.

I looked more suited for the runway than the gym.

Luckily, I didn’t recognize the two women, so they didn’t pay me any attention. I had my backs turned to them, and after a few minutes one of them walked out into the gym, and another passed me and walked back to the showers.

I hurried out, grabbed Michael’s arm, and tugged him inside the room.

Giggling, I brought him with me past the empty room, then barred my arm out in front of his chest before we got into the showers.

The woman was humming to herself as she showered down, so it was easy for us to get inside one of the stalls without being seen.

I pulled the curtain over and hoped no one else walked in anytime soon, otherwise they’d see Mike’s dress shoes and my heels underneath the hem of the curtain, squeezed into the tiny stall together.

We giggled lowly, then I put a finger over his lovely lips to shush him. I saw the desire burning in his eyes and I shoved myself against him, replacing my finger with my lips.

We kissed deeply and his hands immediately cupped the round curve of my ass, protruding out from my tight dress.

“Been waiting to do that all day,” he said, squeezing my buttocks and chuckling in my ear. It prickled my skin with goose bumps, and I pushed him up against the wall.

We made out in earnest, and I could tell he was hungry for much more. His hardness throbbed through his tailored suit pants and pressed against my thighs.

I lifted my skirt from the hem, hiking it up past my hips and widening my stance in front of him. The dress bunched around my hips and then I was fumbling for his belt, hearing the clack of the metal on leather.

I wanted to whip-crack that belt against his nice ass, but I would let him do whatever he wanted with me today—this was his treat.

And hopefully it would be a good enough treat to keep me around for a long while, and get rid of that bitch Lara Langley.

Michael’s cock sprang out as I lowered his pants to his knees. The smarmy bastard was going commando and I hadn’t even noticed.

Not that I would tell him he didn’t make a particularly impressive bulge in his pants . . . but you know, it would’ve been inspiring to see a hump between his legs back at the open house, to know how much he really wanted this.

His erection slapped up between my legs and started rubbing against my thick thighs as he grinded on me.

He groaned in my ear, and I leaned in and licked his earlobe, then sucked on it in my mouth.

Precum already trailed up my thighs as I repositioned my legs and let his cock fall in between my toned hams. I pressed them together and then his cock was inside my warmth, below my pussy and getting heated up by my inner thighs.

“F-Fuck, Bonnie,” he whispered in my ear.

I started to undulate my hips, and he did the same, and before long he was drilling my thighs with his cock.

A thighfuck was pretty innocent and harmless—one step past over-the-clothes grinding, in my mind—but it was incredibly hot when we were doing it in the showers of my work, with some woman humming nearby and other people probably en route to shower next to us.

My heart thrummed in my chest as his boner grew and got lost between my thickness.

I flexed, the muscles squeezing against his red-hot shaft, then wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down into my cleavage.

Making him my own little pet, taking control, I forced Mike to motorboat my perky tits—not that it took a lot of convincing on my part.

He pulled the cups of my low-slung dress down and played with my nipples, then sucked on my swelling, pert tits, and brought a ragged moan to my throat.

I became slick down below, and the juices dripped down my thighs and onto his hard shaft. It was like a freaking red rocket down there, so eager to penetrate me.

I finally let him, parting my legs and reaching down to grab his shaft with my right hand. I hiked up my right leg past his body, against the wall, and since I was in my heels I didn’t even need to go on my tiptoes to get over him.

Then I positioned his cock at an angle, lowered myself on top of him, and we both groaned with pleasure.

He breached my pussy and sank deep inside. I was so wet that he instantly hilted his cock to the base, our hips colliding.

I could take his entire cock with one thrust, but it still felt magical to have something so hot and ready inside me.

He started moving his hips and I followed suit, and before long we were building to a nice rhythm.

Since I had him up against the wall, he ass smacked back into it. I was stronger than him, after all, and I think he loved it.

“You’re so tight,” he murmured in my ear, his breath warm against my cheek.

I knew it was bullshit—he wouldn’t have been able to plunge all the way inside me on the first go, if I was really that tight—but I just smiled at him. I clenched my pussy muscles to try to make him groan and take more effort to penetrate me.

He did grunt, and I continued to rock on top of his body, his hands cupping my asscheeks as I rode him.

I’d had bigger cocks, of course, but standing and fucking like this wasn’t easy, and it would make anyone’s legs weak. Luckily, my calves were incredibly strong and defined, and I could tell he was getting tired before I was.

“Let me eat your ass,” I whispered in his ear, and he bulged as hard as a rock inside me.

I lifted my body and slid out of him. His face perspired and I rubbed it, thinking he looked cute when he was confused.

I spun him around and he obliged. He might wear the suit and tie to work, but I wore the suit and tie in the relationship.

Pumping his ass out, I trailed a finger down his crack.

He let out a mewl like a goat, and I giggled to myself.

The shower close to us had stopped, but the woman was minding her own business. No doubt she could hear Mike’s low pants and moans, but she was a real one.

I went on my knees, licked my lips, and took a good look at his ass. Then I spread his cheeks apart and rimmed him, doing a nice job of tonguing his quivering hole, gently at first. It made his buttcheeks flex instinctively.

I held onto the concave buttocks, then punched my tongue inside his anus and he let out a cry of surprise. One of my hands reached between his legs, grazed his tightened nutsack, and started stroking his cock.

His precum dripped on the hard floor. His hands were palms-down on the wall as he bent over and spread his legs to let me milk him and feast on his asshole at the same time.

He tasted sour and manly, and I reveled in it as I slobbered all over his rosebud and felt his cock getting slimier and stickier with his own fluids.

I got a particularly nice jab inside his hole and he spurt against the wall, moaning as cum smacked hard against the surface.

I giggled and kept eating him out, getting my nose up in there and keeping his cheeks separated with one hand.

His moan became a drawn-out drawl as he gave into the pleasure and started shooting mini-spurts of jizz all over the wall—one, three, six ropes of cum.

It splattered satisfyingly, and then he started crumbling toward the floor, buckling at the knees when it was all over.

I licked my lips again, pulled my head literally out of his ass, and sat down with him. He panted and curled up in my lap, and I stroked his coifed hair.

“T-That was amazing, babe,” he muttered. “Can we just . . . stay here for a while?”

“At least for a few minutes, babe, sure,” I assured him. “And maybe long enough to get you hard again?”

His eyes flashed. “You can count on it, Bonnie.”
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Chapter Four

Jason
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L
 ara and I showed up
 at 24-Hour Fitness about twenty minutes after spotting Dad’s Maserati still parked at the open house. It was about noon.

Neither of us was dressed to impress—me in my sweats and tank, Lara in a cute skirt—so we blended right in, looking like we were going to work out.

Yes, we were working out, but in a different capacity than regular gym-goers.

As we walked in, I spotted Angelica, Lara’s hot personal trainer, at the front desk. I smiled at her and saw her face turn red.

Angie gave a shy wave to Lara, who pretty much gave her the cold shoulder and just said, “Angie,” and then marched right past her. Clearly, their companionable relationship was on the fritz, thanks to yours truly.

I had fucked both of these women, and seeing them tense up gave me a decadent sense of self-satisfaction. They were both attractive, and I noticed that Angelica couldn’t stop herself from scoping out my long cock flopping around freely in my sweats as I walked by.

With that out of the way, we headed toward the back of the building. The locker rooms were set up on either side of the complex, with the women’s on the left, near the stairs to the second level, and the men’s on the right, near some workout benches.

“Which one?” Lara asked tentatively, eyes darting around. She leaned in close to me and took a whiff of my freshly showered hair, which I thought was cute.

I grunted, thinking. “Men’s,” I said, and Lara’s eyes flashed bright as I glanced at her.

“Scandalous,” she said, smiling like a wolf. “Won’t there be a greater chance of being discovered that way?”

I nodded. “Exactly.”

“Oh, you dirty boy.”

We retreated to the right, zigzagging past some equipment. A few male eyes ogled at Lara as we passed, because a) she was headed for the wrong locker, and b) her ass looked great in that skirt. Shit, it almost bulged out the bottom of it. The fact she could still pull off something like that, at her age, made my cock quiver with anticipation.

And she marched through the building like the owned the place. It was great at drawing attention to us, which isn’t what we wanted, but beggars can’t be choosers. She made her presence known, and it did a nice job of helping me blend in.

After all, I was just the meatstick in this situation. Most of the people seeing us probably thought I was her son, and I was fine with that.

Yes, her huge-cocked stepson who was about to savage her in the locker room. The fantasy had me going, and I realized we needed to get to the lockers fast before I got hard.

There was absolutely no hiding the beast once it was awoken, especially not in sweatpants while wearing no underwear.

Lara stopped near the door of the men’s room and scooted to the side, immediately going to her phone as if there was something interesting there.

She knew the deal.

I passed by her and scoped out the situation inside. There were three or four guys in various stages of undress—one old-timer who was completely naked waltzing around, and I grimaced as he spun from his locker and I accidentally got a glance of his floppy cock.

I went to a locker, minding my own business, and acted like everything was cool.

It took about five minutes for the room to empty out, with two guys heading to the showers down the hall—not together, I think—and two heading out to the gym floor room.

When it was empty, I poked my head out and nodded at Lara. She hurried in past me.

My eyes widened as I saw two more guys beelining for the locker room behind her. They were in the midst of conversation, so they didn’t see her, but they’d be in the room in twenty seconds or less.

“Hurry, hurry,” I urged to Lara, grabbing her ass and pushing her along.

She giggled like a schoolgirl and skipped along into the empty locker room.

“Smells like feet in here,” she said, frowning.

“It’s a locker room. For men.” I said it as if it explained everything. “Off to the showers you go.”

I pushed her along again, and she disappeared down the hall just as the two guys opened the door and crept in.

I nodded to them, whistled stupidly to myself like I had a tune stuck in my head, and casually strolled down the hall after Lara.

Three of the showers were taken, but only two had water running. Also, those two had manly feet poking out near the bottom of the curtains, while the last one on the block had dainty little female feet.

I stepped into the shower, immediately feeling claustrophobic.

Lara was on me before I even had the curtain closed, and she giggled again and smiled as she brought my head down and grazed my lips with her puffy ones.

“Shh,” I said, but couldn’t help but smile at her excitement.

She stuck her tongue down my throat and I closed my eyes and sucked on it, then lifted her skirt, pressing my body against hers.

She grabbed hold of my waist and tore my shirt over my head, then her hands were roving around every dip and plane of my strong body. She let her fingers linger on my biceps, then my pectorals, and I felt myself growing hard in my pants.

Lara felt the bulge shoving up against the slight swell of her stomach, and looked up at me with her mouth in an O. Her lips curled into a smile and she forcefully yanked my pants down by the waistband.

My fat cock sprang free and smacked into her body with an audible clap.

She went to her knees and started licking it profusely, slobbering all over my shaft and squeezing my cockhead to make it nice and red and bulgy.

I grunted, and after a few minutes of getting my dick wet, I pulled her up by her shoulders. I tucked my hands under her armpits and lifted her, and she let out a cute little squeal as I forced her to her feet.

She had a dazed, hungry look in her eyes, like she couldn’t keep focus on more than one thing. And at the moment, my huge cock was taking up all of the little brain power she had left.

I lifted her up by her armpits, like a freaking child, and her eyes widened with shock, presumably at my strength—or at how hard and long my cock was as it speared through her legs and poked out the other side.

I pushed her up against a wall like I was a high school bully and she was the nerd I was about to throw into a locker. I shoved her up at least two feet above my own head, and she flinched as her back struck the wall.

I had her right where I wanted her, with the shower spigot just a few inches above her head. She desperately began pulling up her skirt to reveal her damp pink panties.

I shoved my face in her crotch, barely needing to duck at all since I had her lifted off the ground, and she pulled aside the underwear so I could go to town on her pussy.

My tongue roamed and I ruthlessly ate her out, licking her entire cunt until it was wet and leaking. She squeezed her thighs together but it did nothing for her.

My tongue probed inside her pussy and I caressed her nub with my nose and mouth, and then I had a full suction over her entire vagina, lips and everything.

Like a vacuum I sucked, and her thighs started shaking and she was unable to bite back the moan as she came in my mouth. She tasted sweet and salty—a perfect mixture like popcorn.

My cock was like a hammer now, the weight of it not allowing it to go more than 90-degrees out, but it jutted like a spear. As I pressed against her body and gave her an aerial eating, my cock hit the wall and bent it upwards until it was pressed against my belly.

I slowly lowered Lara down, gently grinding my hips against the wall, just to create some friction.

Then her warm pussy lips were throbbing against my hard erection. My fat cockhead burst her open as I lowered her some more, the first inch of her expanse spread far apart by my girth.

Another ragged moan escaped her lips, and she tilted her head back against the wall.

I dropped her then, so my cock could javelin up into her. The tight pussy muscles gave way to my immense size and she stretched apart, her stomach bulging as I pushed up and demolished her in one smooth go.

She screamed at the sudden, intense penetration, and I heard a couple of the guys in the showers nearby voice their complaints, saying things like, “What the fuck?” and “Someone brought a chick in here?”

But I didn’t care. I was moving my hips and blasting up into her, and finally she wrapped her legs around me, unable to take the airborne torture any longer.

She hugged me around the shoulders as her legs circled my muscular hips. My cock wouldn’t stop beating into her, pummeling her cunt while my heavy balls sloshed back and forth between my legs.

“So fucking big,” she whisper-hissed, “too fucking big.” She was starting to lose her mind, and I reveled in it. “You’re too big of a boy, Jase, toooo biiiig!”

I shoved my face forward and planted my mouth on her tits, forcing down the top of her dress with my teeth and then fondling her big fat cow udders with my lips and tongue. She moaned some more as I sucked on her huge knockers and played with her curvy body, all while keeping her stuck on my cock like a puppet.

I was the puppetmaster, and she couldn’t do much besides shake and wobble, bouncing on my cock like the excellent slut I knew she was.

My principal was my pet—my property—and no one would take her from me. Not Dad, not the school, not anyone.

She was my favorite fuck. And for all the people I fucked . . . that meant something.

Her pussy tightened, the walls clenching around my shaft and making me groan. Then she unloaded it all and let her bladder go. She pissed herself and came at the same time as my fat bitchbreaker went even deeper inside her.

I ran a hand over the bulge where my cock protruded, feeling her sweaty skin and my monstercock underneath it.

“Keep pounding me with that stupid horsecock,” she urged, but I wasn’t about to stop.

“Say it,” I demanded, growling with animal instinct and the need for satisfaction.

“Y-You’re so much bigger than your dad, Jase. So so sooo—” she cut herself off as I thrust my hips wildly.

She was a curvy woman but I was a strong young man. I could hold two Laras and it wouldn’t be enough to bring me down.

My libido was firing off on all cylinders. Her wobbly asscheeks started clapping against the wall. She came again.

We had been discovered, and now one of the men from the showers was starting to raise a ruckus.

It only made me hornier—made my cock bigger inside my mate. I wanted to pump such a huge load inside her that she wouldn’t be able to walk for a week. I wanted to pump her full of babies.

And the way my giant cockhead and shaft were stretching her out, and the way she was wailing, I knew she wanted the same thing.

Shame on us for ever thinking we could keep our riotous sex quiet. It just wasn’t possible when we were so compatible.

The curtain flew open just as I clenched my asscheeks and dumped a monster load straight up her pussy, directly into her womb.

“Goddammit, you two, you can’t do that here!” a guy yelled in our faces.

But Lara’s eyes were rolled back, showing only whites. Her hands were desperately pulling at my hair as she jiggled and shook on top of my cock, taking my whole fat shot of jizz and basking in it.

“Fuck off!” I growled, and I guess the primal sound of my voice put the fear of God into him, because he backpedaled with a frightened look on his old face.

I hugged Lara closer, continuing to pump my hips and lodge my cock into her.

The guy was still watching—from a distance now—as I emptied my huge full balls and splashed Lara’s insides with my seed.

I pulled back and my cock slid out with a loud, grotesque slop, and a river of cum followed. It splattered onto the floor and pooled at my feet, getting into the grouting of the tiles before swirling toward the drain at the center of the shower floor.

I gently lowered Lara and laughed, then spun toward the entry. My fat cock slapped around, still mostly hard, and scared the old guy even more—he’d probably never seen a young buck so hung.

But he was staring at a stallion. A stallion who just unloaded a load of cum so hot and heavy that it nearly made Lara bloat at the belly.

She was wobbly, her orgasm still subsiding as her legs trembled and she sat on the floor with a thud.

I slammed the curtain closed, giving us privacy once more.

“We probably don’t have long before someone who works here comes in and ruins everything,” I muttered, pulling up my sweatpants and shoving my wet cock back inside. It slapped against my leg and snaked down the leghole, creating a pretty impressive bulge, if I do say so myself.

“T-That’s fine,” she stuttered. “Let them be jealous. God, you fuck me so good, Jase.”

“Same, Lara. We can’t let this die.”

“Never.”

“I’ll go on ahead, make sure the coast is clear, and then you can come out, okay?”

“N-No, don’t leave me alone with these weirdos.”

I grunted. “Good point. Then what, we leave together?”

She got a hold of herself and shook her head. She licked her parched lips, started to get some color back in her cheeks, and slowly stood. I helped her up by grabbing her arm.

Flattening her skirt over her luscious, curvy legs, she fixed me with a piercing gaze. The rush of sensation it gave me shot all the way to my balls, and I wanted to get hard and fuck her again.

I would, in the car, I decided.

“No,” she said sternly. “The other way around. I’ll go out first, waltz past these guys like the second coming of Christ, and you come out afterwards.”

I chuckled. “Whatever you say, ma’am. You’re the principal.”
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Chapter Five

Lara
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G
 od, as usual, Jason
 Christenson had fucked the everloving shit out of me. I wouldn’t be able to sit right for a week, I was convinced. My pussy was raw and tender and still shocking me with orgasmic blasts, but it felt so damn good.

I just wanted more of it.

Before leaving the shower, I decided right there an then that I would have Jase one more time before we got home.

In the car, I’d jump his bones again.

He had absolutely ravished me, pushing me up against the wall of the shower, raising me up high until my feet left the ground. I’d felt like a freaking ragdoll—like one of his little bitches that he could just manhandle.

It made me so fucking wet. And I needed it again.

I needed Jase to take charge and core my insides until I couldn’t think straight. I’d already gone brain-dead once that day, but now we needed to get the hell out of 24-Hour Fitness and continue our escapades elsewhere.

It was invigorating and thrilling, getting caught like that.

The old snooty voyeur was backed up against a shower with a dropped-open jaw when I exited the shower like nothing had happened. I smoothed my hair and dress again, shot him a knowing glare with a thin smirk, and waltzed right past him.

Sure enough, he didn’t say so much as a word.

A couple dudes were getting dressed in the locker room. One of them was fully naked, and I got a chance to see his little pecker and almost couldn’t contain my laughter, knowing that I had such a vicious, giant bull cock waiting for me just a few feet behind . . .

God, Jase was such a stud.

“Jesus fuck, lady, what’s the deal?!” the guy said, covering himself up with both palms—no, one palm was all it took.

I shrugged and said, “Sorry, boys, I got lost.”

One of the guys dressing, an older man who was shirtless and looked pretty ripped, raised his eyebrows. “Damn, woman. Looks like you need to get lost more often.”

I chuckled and blew him a kiss. I was still slick down below, but I walked with confidence. The runway walk was something I’d perfected over time, to get what I wanted, and I had to imagine it helped get me the position of principal at the high school.

I passed them without another word, but knew the men’s eyes were gawping at my fat butt while it bounced. I made sure it sashayed in just a way, to ogle these guys’ minds and make sure they never forgot what they saw in here . . .

Or maybe they’d forget it immediately. That would be the best bet—a short memory.

I had a feeling I was walking out into a trap, that I’d be getting banned from this 24-Hour Fitness. But I didn’t care.

Worth it.

I had made use of this 24-Hour for long enough anyway, and if I was getting kicked out, then Jase was getting 86’d too, and that was a good thing. I didn’t want him railing all the hot chicks in here anyway.

He was mine. And I was his.

I took a deep breath, opened the door, and stepped out onto the gym floor.

No one was awaiting me: not a parade, a cop, or disgruntled employees.

It seemed that the old lecher hadn’t tattled on us after all—or maybe we hadn’t given him a chance. No doubt he’d escaped back into his shower to tug his little weenie once he saw the dominant, masterful display of mine and Jase’s fornicating.

God, the way I had my legs and arms wrapped  around his entire, muscular frame. It was so freaking hot.

I needed more. I could still feel dabbles of cum leaking out of my cunt, and it made me feel free and righteous and—

My eyes shot across the way, bulging open.

There he was, still dressed in his suit and tie, looking like he’d just gotten the blowjob of his life with a sweaty brow and guilty look on his face.

Michael was stepping out of the women’s locker room, loosening his tie and collar.


Son of a
 bitch. But he’s supposed to be at the open house still—his car is there! How did he get here so quickly?


Michael glanced around scared like a little wimp, but he couldn’t evade the furious glare on my eyes, not even from across the room.

I seriously thought he was about to run
 from me, even though we’d be heading to the same place.

At least for now.

Things were about to hit a head, and as I stormed toward him with rage plastered on my face, he shrank back against the wall.

I opened my mouth to yell at him, but stopped short—

Someone else I recognized stepped out of the locker, the same guilty look plastered on her face. At first, I had to rack my brain, wondering where I’d seen her from . . .

But then it hit me: I didn’t recognize her because she wasn’t in her sweats and workout gear, like usual. She was in a blue dress and looked hot to trot.

This was Bonnie from the freaking front office.

The whore. Homewrecker.

I just threw my head back and laughed cruelly. A few people exercising gave me strange looks like I’d gone crazy, but I paid them no heed.

The look of utter embarrassment on Michael’s face was enough to make me feel all right. I didn’t need to say a word to him for him to know how much he’d fucked up.

Then Michael’s face took on a different expression—one of confusion, anger, and maybe sadness—as he must have seen something behind me.

“Okay, Lara, let’s get out of . . . here,” I heard a voice behind me say. “Shit.”

Jason waltzed up behind me and I just grinned cruelly across the way at Michael. I made a show of wrapping my arm around Jason’s arm and tugging him away like he was my property.

But we all knew the truth: I was his, and now his father knew, too.

Michael exhaled sharply, gasping audibly, and it was enough to draw attention to him. The look of utter shock on his face and the crumbling I saw there . . . it was almost all worth it.

I had loved Michael, but I had cheated on him. But now I didn’t need to feel so bad because he’d done the exact same shit to me.

And nothing could ever be the same.

We walked out of the gym, all eyes on us as we marched arm-in-arm. I didn’t bother speaking to Michael, because we both knew what was up.

“Fuck, Lara, what are you doing?!” Jase hissed, trying but failing to rip his looped arm away from me.

I smiled as I stared ahead and thought ahead to the future. It was looking rocky, but at least I had this—this strong slab of manmeat that could wreck me and love me all in the same moment.

“Claiming my property at last, Jase. Claiming my property at last.”

~
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Chapter One

Lara
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“W
 ell, I guess I’d better
 start packing my things.”

I stood at the kitchen island—running my hands along the beautiful dark marble with granite flecks spotting the top . . . so beautiful. My shoulders were slumped as I imagined my life without all these expensive creature comforts I’d gotten used to.

I was barely keeping it together, knowing my cushy lifestyle was coming to an end. I didn’t know where I’d go or what I’d do. I still had a job as principal of Jase’s high school, but would I have to leave there, too?

If word came out about my taboo relationship with a student—no matter how manly, rugged, and older than his years that he seemed—I would be in deep shit. And I couldn’t put it past Michael to pull something like that. To shame me into early retirement and to force me to flee the city with my tail between my legs.

It had all happened so fast and unexpectedly. As I had walked out of the 24-Hour Fitness with my arm looped in Jason’s, I had given it my best runway trot, but my legs had been shaking.

Stepping out of that locker room after an exciting session with my younger lover, I had simultaneously discovered who Michael was cheating on me with—and he
 had discovered I was cheating on him!

It was all a huge mess.

I couldn’t believe Michael had gone for that young bimbo, Bonnie, the front clerk at the gym. Yes, she was younger and fitter, but she was just such an airhead!

I thought he had loved women with substance . . . and huge tits . . . and fat asses. All of which I had in spades.

Don’t get me wrong—Bonnie was beautiful. And I knew the game. It was a hustle to get to the top, and she had bested me. It pissed me off, but I also couldn’t hate the player, so to speak.

And that’s not even mentioning her age . . .

What, mid-twenties? Early twenties?

I scoffed at my own hypocrisy. I was already a huge hypocrite with my scandalous affair with Michael’s son—now that it was clear we were both cheating. I couldn’t also be one by bringing up Bonnie’s age and the fact she was half Michael’s age, if even that. 

Jase was half mine! And I was way younger than Michael already, so it made for a weird dynamic. 

At the end of the day, we were both cradle robbers.

I guess the heart wants what the heart wants, and in both mine and Michael’s cases, it’s younger mates. And for me, it’s also a huge throbbing cock . . . but that’s besides the point.

We had a whole generational fuckfest going on: Gen X, Millennials, and we’d even gotten Gen Zers involved.

It was just a messy shit show, and it was all crashing down around me.

“Don’t be so hasty,” Jase purred in my ear, his low voice tickling the nape of my neck and causing goose bumps to rise.

His strong hands caressed my sides and traveled south, framing my body while I just stood motionless at the island.

“How can’t I be?” I asked, fighting over a lump in my throat. I wouldn’t let Jase see me cry—it would be pathetic, and I had no one to blame for all this but myself.

If I had been tending to Michael’s needs like a good girlfriend, he probably wouldn’t have strayed. But I had strayed . . . first? I didn’t know. But it didn’t matter.

My obsession with youthful vigor, a strong body, and a stronger cock was my undoing. Shit, maybe I was the airhead and Bonnie was the calculating one.

I had no doubt she knew what she was doing when she first got swept up in Michael’s arms and plopped herself down in the passenger seat of his Maserati.

She probably thought: I could get used to this.


In that sense, we weren’t much different. We were both gold diggers, and she had won.

“We don’t have to hide anymore,” he said, and I nearly snorted like a pig.

Yes, he had a point, but he was still so naïve and young! This couldn’t keep going on, now that our secret had been uncovered.

I had to ask myself: Would I trade all the treasures I got from Michael, for the pleasures I got from Jason? Well, yes—I had already made that decision when I first spotted Jase stroking his long, fat dick in the bathroom after I accidentally smacked him in the nuts with my groceries.

I had been obsessed with his hefty tool from day one.

But it was shortsighted thinking, obviously. Bonnie was playing the long con, and her gamble had paid off. I couldn’t get out of the way of my own sopping pussy, and now I was going to get thrown out on my ass like a heap of trash.

I guess it goes back to that age-old question: Would you trade all of your worldly possessions for love?

I’m not really sure if it was an age-old question, but it made me feel wise thinking of it. And, also, was what me and Jason had really
 love? Doubtful.

It was pure lust. And yes, lust could transform itself into love over time, but I wasn’t walking around wondering how Jase’s day went, or how his emotions were, or what he wanted out of life.

I had just been walking around wondering when I could get the next taste of that huge fucking bitch-breaker; when I could slide my hands over his brawny muscles next and feel those sexy dips and divots in his powerful body.

Jase was trying to be nice to me now, trying to find the silver lining in this shitty situation, but it was no use. I was deplorable and there was nothing he could do to help . . .

My skirt was slowly lifted, and my eyes widened as his callused hand cupped my buttock and then slid up the curve of my rear.

. . . me. Nothing he could do to help me.

His hand slowly caressed my ass and I felt tingly inside. When he pulled aside my thong and started to rub my asscrack, I let out a small whimper.

I leaned my head back, against his powerful shoulder.

Michael could be coming back any minute, though I bet he was probably with Bonnie right now in some swanky hotel suite.

Maybe a final fuck for the endtimes wasn’t such a terrible idea . . .

Jase toyed with my puckering asshole. I parted my legs slightly, to give myself a better foundation for when my body started trembling, because I could already feel it coming on.

The young man went to his knees then behind me, and I had to lean forward on the counter to keep from falling over.

He spread my buttcheeks with both hands, keeping the hem of my skirt resting over his head like he was a trick-or-treater playing as a ghost.

The string of my thong bit hard into my pillowy cheek, but all the pressure was centering at the apex of my thighs, as I became incredibly wet in an instant, knowing the stud was about to pleasure me.

Jase might not have had a way with words, but he still had a way with his tongue . . .

I got to feel it firsthand a moment later.

With a sharp intake of breath, my body tensed as his wet tongue glided over my rosebud and rimmed me with all the gentleness of a butterfly.

I’d never felt so warm and safe in his hands before. He’d always been so rough and demanding and demanding with me—a control freak who knew he could pull it off because of the heavy slab slapping around against his thighs.

But this . . . was different.

As he ate my ass, it felt like he was trying to be nurturing and caring. Sure, most girls would’ve been happy with a tub of ice cream or a 24-karat diamond ring to feel cared for . . . but I wasn’t most girls.

A warm, loving tongue perusing my asshole was just as good for me. Even better.

When it came down to it, I guess I answered my own question of whether I’d trade all the treasures for all the pleasures. When it came to Jase, the answer was a resounding Yes.


He pushed his cheeks against my rear end, flattening my wide buttocks against his face, then probed even deeper with his tongue, hitting all the nerve endings and setting my insides on fire.

I started gently pushing back with my rear-end, trying to see how far down his tongue would go, and it surprised me how deep that wet muscle could work.

See, this is something Michael would never have done for me.

But Jase was a Grade-A ass-eater and he was showing me all the tricks in his playbook. And it was impressive.

His tongue roved lovingly, laving my crack and then descending back to my twitching, tight anus, where it sat and made me slick.

I felt two thick fingers prod up into my pussy and my knees knocked inward, nearly buckling me.

I held myself up on the counter with shaking arms, but my entire bottom half was in serious jeopardy of spilling out. My juices dripped all over his fingers and down my thighs as he fingered me and sucked my ass at the same time.

“Oh, fuck, Jase,” I moaned, rolling my head back on my shoulders and closing my eyes. “W-We . . . shouldn’t.”

His face rumbled in my ass with a chuckle, and it sent a new blissful sensation through my body, starting at my core and working its way up my spine.

When he finally stood, after buffeting on my butthole and making me as damp as a lake, I felt his massive hardness throbbing through his sweatpants, pushing against my crack and slippery-wet rectum.

“I guess you don’t want this, then,” he said, lightly grazing his fingers over my neck. I nearly melted into his arms, and I could feel the heat emanating from that powerful weapon between his legs.

“S-Shut up,” I mewled, my voice light and as whispery as a cloud. I was lost in my own lascivious world, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t taking Jason Christenson with me.

“Oh?” he said, biting my earlobe.

My flesh pebbled again against his loving caress.

“That’s not what I m-meant,” I stuttered.

“So you do
 want it then?”

I groaned. The little bastard was being such a tease. He knew he had me, and yet he was playing with me. Tears stung the corners of my eyes, but I wouldn’t let them fall. “Y-Yes.”

“Ask nicely, then.”

I bit my lip as he sucked my ear again. “P-Please, daddy, give me that giant cock. Destroy me with your fat log.”

I felt his lips curve in a smile as he kissed the back of my neck. He ran a finger down my spine and it set off a bundle of nerves shooting out in all directions, to my extremities and beyond.

He nearly short-circuited my brain with that little trick—winding me up like a toy and then setting me off all at once.

I felt like the slightest little touch would make me cum . . .

Then he pulled his pants down, bringing his hard cock with it. When his dick made it past the waistband, it shot up like a rocket, springing and slapping against the base of my ass, right between my crevice.

“F-Fuck!” I cried as the juicy fat head of his cock smacked my tender, engorged pussy lips.

He slid the topside of his shaft against my wet cunt so I could feel every vein as they nudged my folds.

I waited with eager anticipation, tired of being played with. “I need it now,
 ” I moaned.

“Pets don’t get to make demands,” he growled.

“Please! Stuff that cunt-stretcher inside me and finish me off. I’m already so close!” I begged.

My elbows were shaking like an earthquake, and I didn’t know how long I could stay standing before—

His cock stopped all thoughts going to and from my brain as it jammed inside my pussy, stretching my lips apart and tunneling deep into me.

I came instantly, as expected, clenching my muscles tight together and forcing him to grunt as I latched onto his girthy fuckrod like a vise.

“Shit, even though you’re wetter than ever, you’re tighter than ever too!” he groaned, clutching both my asscheeks as he pressed forward.

He kicked my feet apart so I wouldn’t strangle his cock with my strong vagina muscles, and then I was standing wide-legged and dripping copious fluids onto the kitchen floor with wet plops.

As my pussy muscles unclenched and he saw the opening into the light, he thrust into me hard. My whole body quivered as the thick inches bore deep into my canal and filled my walls with that monstrous cockmeat.

I yelped, my knuckles going white on the edge of the countertop to keep me afloat.

He rammed into me again, and this time his enormous, cum-filled balls careened between his legs and smacked into my sticky flesh.

My pussy hole was so widened, so open, it was like the damn thing was breathing. He thrust into me so violently with his third leg that I thought I’d pass out.

I came for a second time, and this time I squirted all over the kitchen floor.

“Oh my Godddd!” I cried, unable to contain myself. My voice was a staccato punch in the air, echoing off the walls of the huge Art Deco house.

I bent over the countertop and he rammed me again, lodging his cock deep inside my cunt so I couldn’t move.

My heavy tits flattened against the marble granite counter and Jase took hold of my wide hips, squeezing them to take charge.

He wailed on my poor pussy, shoving my entire body up against the island with his hard strokes. The nurturing, caring boy had left the building and was replaced with an eager, vicious motherfucker.

But I couldn’t complain. Shit, I couldn’t even speak, I was cumming and shaking so badly.

One of his hands ventured to my head and he took a fistful of hair, then yanked hard from the root, forcing my head back.

“Gah!” I cried helplessly. It was such a turn-on for me to be degraded and treated like a helpless slut, and Jase knew how to push all my buttons.

I was facing the ceiling now, but my vision was blurry from the rapid movements and my own happy tears.

He fucked me silly from behind, slamming his powerful hips into my wobbling ass and drawing out moan after ragged moan from my plump lips.

When his hand ventured to the front of my face, groping blindly, I kept my head staring straight above, even though I didn’t need to—nothing was holding me back now or forcing me.

But I wanted to please him.

His two fingers hooked into my mouth and pulled my lips, and I tasted my own cunt juices and gladly parted my lips to let him fishhook me like the dirty little skank I was.

My tongue flapped out and started hopping with the rhythm of my moving body.

He kept me fishhooked on the reel of his thick fingers, while his cock punished my drenched pussy and I just continued to orgasm in a perpetual sense of bliss.

Finally, I felt my body failing. My hands gave out, my knees gave out, and I was falling forward and about to smack my forehead against the hard tabletop and probably concuss myself.

Then Jase’s ripped arms wrapped around me and caught me last second, holding onto my bouncing tits as he lifted me and my feet left the ground.

I was like a puppet with Jase’s monster horsecock in my cunt, guiding me like a sex doll.

My feet shook a few inches from the floor, and still I could hear the plopping of my own juices as they spit out from my gaped pussy and splattered beneath me.

My arms were pinned to my sides—a byproduct of Jase catching me before I fell face-first. I couldn’t move, and I didn’t want to.

I just wanted to jiggle and bounce and lose myself in this airborne standing doggystyle display of strength and utter mastery over me—

Fuck. His cockhead was getting bigger, throbbing inside me, just waiting to erupt. Meanwhile, my own engorged nub of a clit was rubbing up against the countertop as I bounced on Jase’s huge dick, and my brain was frying from the sensory overload.

I let out gross “glug glug glug” sounds as my helpless, curvy body bounced and the wet slop of Jase’s meat kept pelting into me.

Then his balls tightened up against my asscheeks and his entire cock grew to an impossible size—nearly enough to break me in two.

I felt the hot warm liquid of his lumpy thick semen shoot into me with a violent surge, coating my insides and filling up my womb with potent seed.

He continued to pump into me, knocking the backs of my legs against the fronts of his thighs, and growling like an animal the whole time.

It felt like my belly was sloshing from all the jizz the young stallion pumped into me. But I knew his swinging baseball nuts contained a glorious volume of cum, and he was emptying it all out into me in one fell swoop.

My brain shut down and I fainted from an extreme orgasm that I didn’t see coming, shaking my entire body—but not before Jase lifted me like a trophy off his giant cock, laid me on top of the kitchen island, and ran a loving hand over my spent, sweaty, cum-filled body.

And then I slept there on the island, on my side, moaning and purring in my own dreams with my skirt up past my ass and my mingled fuck-juices spilling out of my gaping cunt.
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Chapter Two

Bonnie
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M
 ichael took me to
 the Hyatt, as per usual. Just once
 I would have loved to fuck in his bed, as the queen of the castle. I would have loved to see the look on that bitch’s face, Lara’s, as she walked in and saw her man piled over me, grunting like a hog as he rammed into me.

Or, conversely, maybe she would have gotten off if she walked in and saw me pegging Michael’s sweet hairy ass for all he was worth, moaning in a different way as he spurt cum from his floppy cock, all over his sheets.

He liked that sort of stuff.

Either way, I knew Lara was out
 and I was in.


I’d beaten the slut at her own game.

Seeing Michael’s face sink as recognition dawned on him, when we left the 24-Hour Fitness shower room and he saw Lara and his son leaving from the other side . . .

It tore at my heart strings, the way Michael had looked so hurt, so shocked, and so . . . vulnerable. That his own son could do that to him? I mean, shit, I’d seen the log bouncing around down there in his sweats—Jason, I think his name was, hardly kept that a secret, and he had a lot to be proud about—but that was some deep, dark shit.

Being a rich, powerful guy like Michael, and seeing how he loved to be cucked and controlled by strippers and hookers on his off-time, I could have expected a different reaction from him. But this was too much, even for such a powerful guy like him.

He undoubtedly felt betrayed.

And yet, even as Michael’s world crumbled around him, I couldn’t help the sliver of a smirk from curling on my lips.

It was best this way.

Rather than pussyfooting around the issue for months to come, Michael and Lara’s relationship could come to a screeching halt and I could become his new lover in truth. In public, where we didn’t have to hide anymore.

No more stinking Hyatt hotel rooms and swanky rooftop suites. They were great, and I expected more of them in the future, but that’s not what I wanted.

And I always got what I wanted. It was only a matter of time.

Michael lay on the bed on his stomach, face in a pillow like a wimp. Ugh. He needed to be stronger than this.

“Can’t we go to your house, babe?” I asked, taking a seat on the edge of the bed.

He shook his head. For being so hot and handsome, he sure could pull off the miserable heartbroken with flying colors.

I draped a leg over my knee and started kicking my foot. I was getting bored, and Michael would have to give his nuts a tug and man up pretty soon here, or else I would leave.

Not forever, of course, but to teach him the error of his ways.

And I knew he would come back. I mean, where else would he go? Lara?

I scoffed at the idea.

“You sound chipper,” he said, his voice muffled by the pillow.

My eyes widened. Shit, can’t sound too eager. I reclined on the bed next to him, cuddling close to his body so he could feel my pert tits push up against his side. “I’m not, honey,” I said, running a hand over his salt-and-pepper hair and toying with a bang, curling it around my finger. “I’m devastated for you. Believe me, I didn’t want it to happen this way.”

“Want what
 to happen this way?”

I froze, my body going taut. Dammit, I wasn’t being very smooth right now, and the last thing I wanted was for my devious plan to become unfurled like this.

“Uh, I dunno.”

“The end of my relationship,” he said flatly, tilting his head to face me.

I shrugged. “I guess so, babe. I’m not sure what I’m saying. I guess I’m still too stupefied over what happened at 24-Hour.”

He groaned. “Or maybe you’re just too stupid in general.”

I frowned, narrowing my eyes as he tucked his head back onto the pillow. “Hey, babe, that’s not nice. Don’t be mean to me. I didn’t do anything.”

With a heavy sigh, he nodded. “I know. Sorry.”

I wrapped my arms around his broad back, then perked up as I started rubbing his muscles. “Mm, hold up. I’ve got an idea.”

He said nothing, and I turned my body and looped a leg over him. I straddled his butt and started digging my palms into the small of his back, then worked my way up.

He couldn’t hold back his groan as I gave him a massage.

“A deep massage is what you need. You know, I have some practice in this.”

I had planned to become a masseuse before starting at 24-Hour, but now I wanted to be a trainer. And once Michael gave me the world on a silver platter, well, I probably wouldn’t have to do anything.

I chuckled as I kneaded his muscles and worked him over. “Jeez, you’re so tense, babe.”

“Jeez, I wonder why that is.”

Again with the snark. I frowned and pinched the skin on his neck.

“Ow,” he groaned.

“Come on, babe, I’ll take care of you,” I said in a sultry voice, leaning close to his ear. I toppled myself on him, laying down over his body and wiggling my hips to grind into him. “I’m sure you want a happy ending after such a nice massage, right?”

He just mumbled something I couldn’t understand.

It pissed me off, but I kept at it.

“Sorry, babe,” he said in his deep voice, “I’m just not that horny. I can’t really think about . . .”

As he trailed off, I rubbed his sides, then ducked my hands beneath his shirt and started rubbing up on his chest. A moment later, my hands were snaking down to his narrow hips.

“Don’t worry, hun,” I said, “you don’t have to think about anything. Just let me do all the work . . .”

“N-No, really, Bonnie, I’m not in the mood.”

I snorted. I didn’t give a fuck if he was in the mood or not. I was. “Don’t be such a baaaby,” I drawled, chuckling.

Smartly, he stayed quiet. I was about two seconds from leaving if he pissed me off again, and then he’d seriously
 be in a world of hurt.

I slowly lifted his shirt from the bottom, then started to tug at his pants from the belt. It took a while to wiggle his pants down, because he was being such a sadass, but I eventually managed to get his slacks over the hump of his bum and then below the slight curve.

I played bongos on his butt for a second, but it didn’t elicit the same chuckle I was used to getting from him.

Whatever. At least I was having fun. I chuckled for both of us.

His fleshy butt was pretty nice for a guy—not toned and muscular like some guys at the gym, but also not tiny. Let’s just say I couldn’t cup his cheeks in my palms, and I couldn’t say that about a lot of guys.

I licked my lips and started playing with his ass. My fingers roamed all over his skin, then between his hairy crack, and then his body was jolting as I brought my grazing fingers down to his balls and cupped them.

I fondled his nuts, beneath his butt, and finally got a moan out of the damned guy. I scooted back off the edge of the bed, pulled his pants down all the way like he was a fucking a carcass—thanks for the help, pal—and then gently spread his legs apart.

I went back onto the bed on all fours, ducking my head down so I could lick his nutsack. It was manly and covered in fuzz, and I loved hearing the groans and grunts coming from him as I took each testicle in my mouth, then both of them, and gargled his balls.

His dick was still flaccid, somehow, after I wetted and slobbered on his nuts, and I tilted my head confusedly.

Shit, maybe he really wasn’t
 in the mood. I figured I could force him to be, because it had never failed before . . . but was this whole thing with Lara and Jason really getting to him that bad?

Man up, pansy.

I ended up just going harder, eager to not let myself fail him in this crucial moment. I had to prove that I had everything he needed—I could provide comfort, love, and plenty of orgasms.

My tongue roamed over his ballsack again, then up his taint, and I could feel his butt muscles clench as I started to get higher up . . .

I parted his buttcheeks and licked his asshole, and that’s when his cock finally started to grow down there and stiffen.

It had to be uncomfortable getting a boner when you were lying on top of it, but his dick seemed stretchy enough to bend in that direction, poking out from below the darkness of his cute ass like a tail.

I ran my hand over the underside of his shaft, willing it to grow larger in my hand, while I ate his ass out and made a face he couldn’t see.

I don’t think any girl is born loving the taste of eating ass, but I made the best of it, and it was an acquired taste that I had come to accept. Not love,
 per se, but I could deal with it. Especially if it made my man happy.

And judging by how hard his cock was getting, it was making my man happy.

Finally, his dick was at its full length, and I took both hands, spit in them, and started rubbing it like I was giving him the ol’ rub-n-tug post-massage workout.

Except this time, his masseuse was also rimming his ass and sticking her tongue down his box. That was top-dollar shit right there. Wouldn’t get that kind of treatment at any brick and mortar massage parlor!

His muscles started to loosen up as I played with him and kept fondling.

Eventually, I decided it was time to get real. His asshole was wet enough, so I stuck a finger into it, and then two.

His hips jolted, surprised by the action.

“Gah, f-fuck,” he muttered, turning his head on the pillow to look out and take a deep breath.

“You like that, baby?” I asked, working his anus over and gliding my fingers into him.

“Y-Yes,” he stammered.

“Here, hike your butt up for me,” I said, tapping on his hip with my free hand. “I’m sure your cock wants to get out of that stuffy position.”

He obliged, going to his knees. His dick flopped down between his legs, but remained hard.

He was in a total bitch position, a submissive with his ass raised and his head down on the pillow, and it somewhat disgusted me, but I went along with it.

Sometimes, I wish he was more controlling and dominant in the bedroom. But at least he was adventurous, and that was something a lot of guys weren’t, so I had to give props where they were due.

Most guys didn’t like when you stuck two fingers in their ass, but Michael was starting to moan and pant like a bitch in heat.

Shit, he probably would have enjoyed a cock in there, too, spreading his cheeks apart with a girthy beating.

God knows I did.

And one of his favorite pastimes was getting pegged by strangers. I was bummed I didn’t have a strap-on lying around, in fact, because I could have really changed his whole outlook on life right about now.

But I had to make due with what I had: tongue and fingers. And I had to relegate myself to the fact that I probably wasn’t getting my pussy plowed tonight.

Whatever. Tonight, Michael was sad, and I would muck it up for him, making sure he remembered what I did for him when he was being a sad little baby.

I got behind him, angled my arm, and really started going to town on his asshole. I had given him a back massage, a ball massage, and now I was giving him a prostate massage.

As I jammed over his prostate and slid my fingers up to the knuckle against his ass, his body started to shake.

“Oh God, Bonnie,” he groaned.

He pushed his ass back into my hand, and I could have sworn he wanted to get fisted. Without lube, that just wasn’t possible, but I did the next best thing and stuck a third finger down there.

He yelped like a bitch.

I was starting to get into it, smiling, crooning sweet nothings into his ear as he rocked back and forth on the bed, hiding his arms underneath the pillow as he moaned into it.

Men moaning was something that seriously set me off, and I started playing with my pussy as I got wet from his sounds.

Michael bucked, air humping the bed and pretending he was anything but a subby little whore at the moment. His cock started shrinking as I kept fingerfucking his asshole, but that just made it flop and slap pleasantly against his own tummy.

His balls for smacking into my hand.

I rammed again, and his body went tight as his sphincter muscles clenched around my knuckles. I could see every muscle of his hairy legs flexing, and when he unclenched everything, he let out a low drawl and spurt cum onto the sheets.

Just like I’d planned.

I kept reaming him, he kept humping wildly, and his flopping pecker sprayed jizz all over the place while he moaned and snorted.

I bent my head down and sniffed his balls, sticking my nose against his taint, and that only got his little spraying cum cannon going even harder.

It was cute, hearing him bleat like a lamb and unload his pent-up spunk all over the place.

When he finally collapsed and rolled onto his back, I could see that the white nectar had even splattered in a severe line right on his stomach and chest.

Now covered in his own cum, eyes closed, marinating in his own sprayed filth, I smiled down at him and rubbed his pecs like a couple of titties.

“Feel better, babe?”

His eyes slowly opened with a dreamy look there, and a slow smile crept up his handsome face.

“Much.”

“There he is,” I said, then plopped down on top of him in a hug and kissed his lips. My tongue wiggled against his and he embraced me tightly, squeezing my little boobs against his chest.

“Thank you, babe,” he said when we finally pulled apart.

I lifted my head, parted his disheveled hair from his forehead, and just grinned at him. “Anytime, honey. I’m always here for you.”

“I know,” he muttered, and his face started to sink again.

No, dammit, don’t sink back into your depression! Don’t think about her!

But it was too late.

“I know,” he repeated. “But I have something I have to take care of.”

I frowned. “Aw. Can’t it wait ‘til the morning, babe? Can’t we just lay here for a while, watch a little TV, and if you’re feeling up for it a little later . . .”

I trailed off, letting my insinuation ring clear.

He sighed. “Yeah, hun. It can wait until morning. I don’t want to deal with that right now, anyway.”

Great. I have the king, but his castle is being held hostage by his devious partner and his treacherous prince.

What the fuck good is a king without a castle?  
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Chapter Three

Jason
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D
 amn, things had happened
 so quickly, it startled even me. And I wasn’t one to let things jar me—I was usually cool under pressure. You had to be, to be a good quarterback.

But what were the odds of that
 happening, back at 24-Hour Fitness? For me and Lara to be fucking in one shower room, and Dad and his bitch to be screwing in another? And then for us to all come out at the same time, lock eyes, and see that knowing glint vanish from his eyes?

It was some pure movie shit.

I couldn’t help but feel bad for Dad, but what could I do? I wanted Lara, she clearly wanted me, and that was that. I typically didn’t think too far ahead on these things, and it had worked for me so far.

It’s how I got laid so often and then tossed the hoes aside like they meant nothing to me.

Except in this case, Lara did
 mean something to me, and it wasn’t just because I wanted to piss off my dad. Because I didn’t. He’d been nothing but nice to me since I started living with him for the school year, and yet I had betrayed him like one of those Greek characters in a Shakespeare play.

I had never been big on book-learning, but that sounded right.

Lara and I had a heated, torrid love affair. There was no other way to describe it. Sparks flew when we were around each other, and the sexual tension had been there since the very beginning.

Since I needed to drain my fat nuts all the time anyway, and she was literally living in the same house as me and was apparently addicted to big cocks . . . well, what could I expect to happen?

I had cultivated the relationship and she had gone in willingly. No one was innocent here, and yet here we were, all blaming each other.

I felt bad for Dad, but he wasn’t innocent, either. In fact, he was just as guilty as Lara—for how shitty Lara always felt about cheating on him, it hadn’t taken long for the tables to turn.

So, in that sense, I felt bad for Lara, too. We could have been happily fucking like bunnies all this time—which we did, typically—but sometimes she was so scared or caught up in her own shame that it didn’t happen.

Now, there was nothing to hold us back. But Lara didn’t see it the same way, clearly. It’s crazy that my dad still had so much control over her, even though they hadn’t slept together in ages. Basically since I showed up.

I felt like a piece of shit, but Lara could have denied me if she wanted. Before we fucked in her office that first time, I had made a point of asking her if she wanted it. At first she’d said no—scared, again—but within seconds that denial melted into utter necessity, and then I was balls deep in her pussy, or at least as deep as I could get in that warm embrace, and the rest was history.

And then yesterday, shit . . . it had been an all-star mating day. There were no two ways about it.

I’d busted more loads yesterday than I had in recent memory. It started off in the morning with a facesitting session, as payback for Lara jerking me off in my sleep. That dub-con shit was pretty hot.

Then it continue into the afternoon when we stole away into the 24-Hour locker room.

But we weren’t done spraying our jizz after that scorching public session, because we continued again later that night, when we returned home and Lara was heartbroken.

I made her feel better by dominating her body against the kitchen counter and then plopping her on top of it like a cum-filled heap. She had rested there for hours after I pumped her full and launched her off my cock, and I had started to get worried that Dad would show up and see her gaping snatch under the light of the kitchen bulbs and then my dad would really
 be suicidal.

It would have been the icing on the cake—the straw that broke the camel’s back, rather—if Dad had come home to see his cum-pumped girlfriend just lying there like a used up whore.

Because there wouldn’t have been any second-guessing who had caused all that damage and slippery kitchen floor, and he would have though I had purposely been out to get him.

No, I had purposely been out to make Lara feel good and not like such a piece of shit. It just so happened that had been one of our hottest fucks yet, with Lara cumming more than I’d ever seen. It’s crazy what wild emotions will do to a woman, I guess.

It wasn’t until next morning when Dad came home, and things turned serious pretty quickly. Lara was already out and about—which is probably how Dad had planned it.

It was Sunday, so neither of them had work, but Dad knew that Lara usually went out for brunch on Sundays. And even if she wasn’t in the mood to see her girlfriends, I told her to take the day off and not be here when Dad got home.

She was a little frightened at that prospect—father and son speaking about her, together—but I had a plan.

I didn’t want to tell it to Lara, because she would have thought it was crazy.

When Dad stepped through the door, I was in the kitchen—the recently cleaned
 kitchen—making myself a sandwich.

I looked up from my sandwich and knew it would be a while before I got to finish it and eat it, and my stomach grumbled at me.

Dad stood in the doorway, looking disheveled and dressed in the same clothes as he’d been wearing to his open house the day before.

Honestly, he looked like shit. But if my world had just been blown apart, I probably would have, too.

“Dad,” I said with a slight nod.

“Son,” he replied, clearing his throat.

We faced off, just staring at each other. Shit, for a second, I thought he was gonna run across the living room and we were gonna come to blows.

I was younger and more fit and generally an angrier dude, so it was wise for Dad to let that idea slide. And I think I saw it in his face, too, the crease on his forehead flattening as his face sank.

“Where’d you go last night?” I asked, innocently enough. “You didn’t come home.”

“None of your business, Jase,” he snapped.

A red curtain blanched over my eyes, and I had to shake my head to get the pissed-offness away. I wouldn’t
 blow up on him. Not now.

But I just couldn’t help myself.

In a low tone, I said, “Oh, probably out with that girl, then, huh? What’s her name again?”

“Don’t you worry about that.”

“Oh, yeah. Bonnie. She’s a hottie.”

“Fuck you, Son.”

Welp, this wasn’t going as planned.

He walked into the house and slammed the door behind him. He started to head for the stairs, but I came out from the kitchen and held up a hand.

“Dad, wait.”

He paused at the bottom of the steps, one hand on the railing. “What is it?”

“Can’t we just . . . talk?”

“What’s there to talk about, Jase? Lara cheated on me.”

“And you cheated on her.”

A dark look came over his face—one I’d never seen before, or at least in many years. The bridge of his eyebrows seemed to hide his eyes, which was scary.

“Let me rephrase that,” he said through gritted teeth. “Lara cheated on me, with my own son.
 ”

I scratched my forehead and sucked in a breath. There it was—the anger that had been passed down to me, but that he usually kept under lock and key.

“It’s not her fault,” I said, undoubtedly sounding like a fool. “I led her on. I pursued her.”

He cocked his head. “And you think that makes it any better? She’s a grown ass woman, Jase. She should be able to know right from wrong—”

“She—”

“—and be able to shut it down. How hard can it be to refuse you, Son?”

My scratching finger moved to the back of my neck as I blushed. “Apparently pretty hard.”

“Clearly.”

We stood in awkward silence for a moment. He put a foot on the stairs and I was seconds away from losing him.

“Don’t kick her out,” I blurted.

He stopped, turned. “What?”

“I said don’t kick her out, Dad. Please.”

With an ugly snort, he said, “Why the hell not? This is my house, in case you’ve forgotten . . . which you clearly have.”

“Because she doesn’t deserve it,” I said, rolling over his slight at me. “And because you should give her another chance.”

“Like hell I should,” he said through a scoff, his voice incredulous.

“Look,” I said, holding out my hands. “Lara still cares for you deeply, and she’s broken up about what happened. You think she wanted this?”

“I don’t know, Jase, it sure seems like it.”

“Well, she wasn’t thinking clearly. I’m not gonna tell you to drop that slutty bimbo from 24-Hour and come rushing back into Lara’s arms, but . . . just give her a chance.”

I saw Dad’s face crinkle when I mentioned his girlfriend in that way, and realized I’d made a mistake. But hopefully he could see past that remark and take my spiel in as a whole . . .

“And what, you’ll just leave? You’ll get the hell out of my house just like that?” he asked.

“Well, no . . .”

“Then what are you even saying, Son? You sound like a dumbass.”

I gulped, then looked away. “I’m saying we should, uh . . . share her.”

“What
 ?!”

I shrugged. “If you do that, then I’m sure she wouldn’t mind you doing whatever the hell you want on the side. That’s your business.”

He threw his head back and barked a laugh. “That’s just rich, Jase. Share Lara? That’s disgusting. And like she would ever agree to something so—”

“You don’t know what kinds of things Lara will agree to, Dad, because you’ve never ventured to ask. But I bet, with a little coaxing—”

“The answer is no,” he said flatly, interrupting me. “And the fact you’d even bring it up as a possible option just . . . alarms me. Makes me wonder where the hell your head’s at, Son.”

“I don’t think you have any room to be talking about where my head’s at, Dad. You haven’t fucked Lara in ages. She’s told me.”

“Great, now the skank is talking about your father’s sex life? Wonderful.”

I shrugged again. My shoulders just couldn’t stay still.

“And you’re wrong,” he added. “I’ve made love to her, she just probably doesn’t remember in between all the times you guys have—”

“I didn’t say ‘make love,’ Dad, I said fuck.
 If you listened to her, you’d know Lara likes it rough. She likes it dangerous. It’s probably why she was drawn to me to begin with.”

He scoffed again. “So, what, you’re saying I’m weak? Are you telling your own father that you know better than he does?” He gestured around at the beautiful house. “Just look where you are, Jase. All of this? It’s mine.
 I worked to get it. I’m pretty sure I know better than my hulking slut of a son.”

I let that one slide. Plus, he wasn’t making much sense about the whole house-Lara thing. “Fine,” I said, acting like I was going to turn away. “But if you look deep down, you know I’m right. You can have a hissy fit all you want, but you’ve always known what Lara wants. I just think you can’t give it to her.”

Dad looked baffled, his jaw dropping. If he was as smart as he said he was, he would have seen what I was doing, but he couldn’t see past his rage.

A challenge was the best way to get to him, I’d realized mid-conversation. We both had competitive spirits—it’s where I’d gotten it for football, after all—and now I was using his against him to get what I wanted.

And while he didn’t agree to my weird-ass idea of “sharing” Lara, he didn’t shut it down immediately, either.

Instead, he just gave me a stern glare, lips pursing together in a straight line, and shook his head like he was disappointed in me. Then he ventured up the stairs and was gone.

But I smirked, returning to my sandwich on the kitchen counter.

Because I knew I’d planted the seed.

And sometimes that’s all it took.




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Chapter Four

Lara
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I
 dipped back into
 the garage and slapped a hand over my mouth. Jason had thought I was going for a drive, to clear my head for the afternoon, but I had lied.

And I’d heard everything the young stud had said.

Holy shit, who knew that Jase could be so . . . chivalrous? Caring?

I sure as hell didn’t. It was such a shock to my system, I just sat in the driver’s seat of my Mercedes for a moment, unpacking it all and letting it seep in.

Jason had stood up for me to his father.

It was in a completely unorthodox way, of course, and one that only Jase could come up with, but it was something . . . Definitely something.

And the fact that Michael hadn’t tried to attack his son or beat him up or scoff the idea off like it was ludicrous. It gave me hope.

I’m not sure why Jason had done it. I mean, with me out of the house, he was right—we wouldn’t have needed to hide anymore. Even if I ended up in a hotel room while I worked my principal job, he could always sneak off and fuck me there.

But there was something deeper than that, and it took me a moment to realize: Jase wanted us both to be happy. He blamed himself for getting us all in this predicament, which was fair, and he wanted to fix it.

What an upstanding young man. Shit, it blew me away.

And turned me on completely.
 I sat in my Mercedes like a soaking mess, tears close to falling down my cheeks, thinking about Jason and Michael.

I didn’t know if Jase’s words would ever play out, or if Michael would consider them, but at least my young lover had tried. He’d tried to make things right, doing everything he could, telling his dad not to throw me out of the house like a piece of trash.

And I had to thank him for it.

As much as I kiiiind of agreed with Michael that it was a crazy, gross idea . . .

Maybe it wasn’t?

Maybe it was something I’d enjoy. I mean, I got turned on by the strangest things as it was—public sex, danger, lies, huge cocks—okay, that one wasn’t that strange—but maybe this was just another kink I would come to love.

I didn’t know how it would play out, but I needed to let Jason know that I appreciated everything he’d done for me.

I thought the evening before, in the kitchen, was going to be our last mating session . . . but now I wasn’t so sure. Because I was raring to go, hot as a biscuit straight out of the oven, and I wanted to do some crazy shit.

I leaped up from my seat, closed the door, and came bursting out of the garage to find Jase with a sandwich to his mouth.

He nearly choked when he saw me, eyes widening. I was wearing a white dress that nearly came down to my knees, and boots that nearly came up to them. My nipples were hard against the soft fabric, and I was braless.

It was a simple getup, making me look like some Texan ho, but it worked.

Coughing and finishing his bite, Jase leaned forward on the table. “Lara. Shit. What are you doing here?”

“I heard everything, Jase,” I said, rushing forward to embrace him. I pushed myself against him and he held me. Leaning my cheek against his burly chest, I could hear his heartbeat thrumming away, picking up speed as I stood so close to him.

“You . . . what?” he murmured. “But I thought—”

“You were wrong, hun. Sorry, I just had to hear what you might say to your father.”

“And . . .?”

“And thank you. I can’t believe you stood up for me like that.”

He ran a hand through his hair, chuckling. “Of course, babe. What kind of piece of shit would I be if I didn’t?”

I didn’t answer that. We didn’t need to get into what kind of piece of shit he’d already
 been. I wanted to keep things positive.

“You’d be . . . like every other guy out there. In it only for himself. All about the hunt and conquest, and nothing else.” I froze, my dewy eyes glancing up at his cute, chiseled face. “But you aren’t like other guys.”

We kissed, and then my heart was beating as fast as his.

Before we could get too handsy, I said, “Hold on. Come on.”

Then I took his hand and led him out of the kitchen. I was tugging him toward the stairs.

“W-What?” he questioned, perplexed as his feet dragged along. “Wait, Lara. This—uh, not good. Dad’s up there.”

“I know, silly,” I said, giving him a sly half-smile.

“Then what are . . . you doing?”

We were halfway up the stairs now, and his face was redder and more embarrassed than I’d ever seen. It wasn’t like Jason Christenson to shut up and be put on the spot. He was usually so calm during every tense situation.

But this was different.

“Don’t worry,” I said cheerily, my eyebrows arching wickedly. “Let me take the lead on this one.”

* * *
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W
 E BURST INTO MICHAEL’S
 room and found him getting out of the shower with a towel draped around his wait. His dark and gray hair was shiny, his whole body glistened, and he actually looked pretty damn hot.

I hadn’t seen him like that in a long time.

“What the fuck is this,” he said, mouth dropping open and seeing mine and Jason’s hands entwined as we stepped inside.

“You guys love each other,” I blurted, unsure what to do in the situation.

Michael just plopped down on the edge of the bed, dumbfounded.

“And I love you both,” I said, sniffling. I glanced at both of them in turn, then sighed.

“O . . . kay?” Michael said. His gaze shifted to Jason. “What the hell’s the meaning of this, Ja—”

“It’s not him, it’s me,” I interjected. “It’s always been me. I don’t mean to sound conceited by saying that, but . . .”

“I think she’s right, Dad,” Jase said, piping up with a raspy voice.

Michael just grunted, wisely keeping his mouth shut.

“Instead of letting me tear you guys apart,” I said, smiling wide, “why don’t you let me try to bring you together?”

“That sounds . . . weird,” Michael muttered, and I could tell by Jase’s hand-squeeze that he sort of agreed.

I narrowed my eyes on Michael. “Just give it a shot.”

“Give what
 a shot, Lara? You’re not making any sense.”

I rolled my eyes and abruptly slapped my hand between Jase’s legs. The move was so sudden, Jase flinched and almost doubled over as I grabbed his heavy meat through the loose basketball shorts he was wearing.

My hand caressed the outline of his cock, making it obvious and huge, tracing the entire breadth of his magnificent dick.

“I love this thing,” I said matter-of-factly, watching as Michael’s face beelined for his son’s crotch and his face went red as a cherry. “But I also love you, so . . .” I trailed off, then shrugged. “You can just watch, if that’s more your speed.”

Before Michael could say anything—before he could sputter and cry in outrage or tell us to go on—I hooked my fingers into Jase’s waistband and pulled his pants down.

“Shit, Lara!” he cried, absolutely embarrassed, his hands shooting to cover his junk.

But the damage was done, and his cock came swinging out heavily and flopped in the air between his legs, his huge balls dangling and bouncing to a slow twirl.

I caressed that huge cockslab but grinned at Michael at the same time. His eyebrows shot up, his lips pursed, and he opened his mouth to speak . . . but then clamped it shut.

Jason’s dick started to harden in my grasp. It grew longer, fatter, and stiffened to unreasonable proportions, and he whined the whole time.

But he couldn’t stop his own arousal.

And neither could Michael, thankfully.

As Jason’s donkey dick curved up from his legs and I jerked him off lengthwise, my fingers not even reaching around the width of his dick once it was harder than diamonds . . . Michael actually reclined on the bed, sitting back with his arms crossed over his hairy chest.

I saw a slight twinge underneath his towel, and I knew it was on.

Jason must have seen it too, a look from Michael as if he was Caesar and was saying, “Go forth, peons.” After all, Michael was the overlord of this land, and what he said goes.

Jason sidestepped behind me and lifted my dress up to my ass. He bunched the dress up and let it flap down against my curving shelf, and then he was squeezing my buttocks and I let out a small, breathless moan.

When he spanked my ass hard, the noise ringing out in the room and bouncing off the walls, I yelped.

Shit, he was as frisky as ever, now that he’d been given the go-ahead.

This had been his plan to begin with, after all. Right?

His cock speared my thighs and I squeezed them tightly together. It was so long that a huge portion of that meat missile came jutting out the other side, right underneath my pussy, and pushed against the front of my white dress.

It made it look like I had my own drastic boner going on, thick and precummy against my dress.

I pushed my ass back, continuing to lock my eyes with Michael, and I saw something flicker there: a hungriness that I hadn’t seen before.

A challenger . . . as if to say, “Do your worst, you vixen.”

And so I did.

I smacked my ass against Jason’s hips and gave him a righteous thighjob, letting him fuck the warmth between my legs and buck his hips like a kid who couldn’t find the pussy.

The friction of his veiny cock against my legs was enough to make me start dripping, and before long my juices were lubing up the topside of his cock, gearing it up for a brutal penetration.

Jason reached under my arms, took my dress by the shoulder straps, and abruptly lifted it over my head. He flung the dress aside, and then I was naked besides my cowboy boots and my panties.

My huge tits plopped down after the dress was over my head, and my nipples were like little hard sombreros, looking at Michael in the face. I could see the glint in his eye as he stared at them, like buried treasure he’d forgotten he’d hidden. 

Jason kept fucking my thighs and pushing his cock against the folds of my wet pussy, and it made me moan and bit my lower lip.

The young stallion pulled a drastic move, and it changed everything. He spit into his hand, rubbed it down the length of his already-wet cock, and pulled out from my thighs. My flesh bounced back, my legs chafing together without the obstruction of his cock there.

He slapped my asscheeks with both hands, then spread them apart. He pushed my panties aside, and a flutter went up inside me, filling my stomach with butterflies.

“W-What are you doing?” I asked, my voice singsongy.

“I’m gonna give Dad an opening,” he said with a dark chuckle, and I still didn’t know what he meant.

A moment later, his powerful hands grabbed the backs of my thighs, he bent me forward as he hugged me and tried to fold me like a lawnchair, and then I was being lifted into the air.

I cried out as my legs stretched, and I thanked my yoga and workouts that I was so limber for being such a thick chick, because my legs were pressed up against my tits and my feet were kicking near my fucking face.

In one fell swoop, he managed to present me like a reward to his dad, and my pussy opened wide with my legs spread so far.

I loved the weightless feeling of being in his arms, even with nothing inside me, but I wondered what he would do n—

His cockhead probed my asshole, and my eyes bulged. “W-Wait, Jase, it’s too big for that!”

He snickered.

“You can’t pound my asshole—you’re too huge!”

But it was too late. His cock was so fat and hard and slippery from the spit and my pussy juices, he couldn’t resist.

And, truth be told, I couldn’t either.

I stared down from my airborne perch against Jase’s chest, and saw the wicked smirk on Michael’s face. He was hard as a rock now, pitching a tent underneath his towel as he watched his son take over my body.

He loved seeing me in such a helpless position, because it was probably exactly what he wanted to do to me. But his son could actually pull it off, and it aroused him to no end.

Jason’s cock slooowly slid inside me ass and I screamed as it pushed apart my skin and plunged into me. It was so fucking big, so round and filling, I thought I would puke at the first moment of entry.

Jason’s penetrating cocklog was too much for me to handle. Almost immediately when it went in, my legs started trembling.

My arms were bouncing at my sides, flailing like little baby bird wings, but unable to do anything. I was locked in place in a full nelson, in the air thanks to Jason’s incredibly strong and flexing muscles . . . and now he was fucking my ass.

My mouth fell open immediately.

Jason grunted as he bounced me on top of him, giving his dad a full show of my spread pussy and my even further spread asshole as his titanic cock shot up into me and he started to rock up and down.

I squirted then like a fucking cavewoman with no control, letting my bowels go and watching as the powerful stream jetted out of me and cascaded in the air . . .

Right into Michael’s face.

He sat up abruptly, seemingly confused and annoyed that my spray had reached so far an had drenched him, but there was nothing I could do.

I just screamed as Jase continued to pummel my asshole, and my flying juices seemed to awaken a hunger inside of Michael, because now his towel was flying off his lap.

He started jerking off, enjoying being cuckolded by his own son, but I could tell that wouldn’t last.

He was licking his lips as he fisted his cock and sat with his legs draped off the edge of the bed. That dazed look in his eyes took over his whole body.

And then he was jumping off the bed with his hard cock in his hand, mumbling something like “Fuck it,” to himself, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Mine and Jason’s plan was coming together, and I never thought in a million years it would feel so fucking good!
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Chapter Five

Jason
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D
 ad walked up in front
 of Lara’s bouncing body and slammed his cock inside her wide-open cunt. He grabbed her under the legs, while I had control of her ass, and we started seesawing the beautiful dirty blonde on both of our hard dicks.

Lara screamed at the double penetration, but it was a shout of delight. I couldn’t help but laugh at her cries, at her shaking body as she came like a hurricane, and before long Dad was joining in our howls.

I could feel his cock between the thin lining between Lara’s pussy and asshole as our cocks jammed in and out of her. My bigger balls clapped into Dad’s and smacked them away, but it was . . . an unintended consequence.

We were both so focused on pleasuring Lara and making her wail that we didn’t even care. My legs started to get tired, and my arms were burning from holding up the voluptuous woman for so long, but Dad took some of the weight on his own and we shared the load.

“Oh fuck yes,
 daddies!” Lara screamed, facing the heavens as she writhed in ecstasy. “Break my little pussy, Michael! Bust my asshole in half, Jase!”

We kept her afloat for awhile, but there was only so long that we could keep up that kind of frenetic, torrid pace with her being airborne in both our arms.

Eventually, Dad started backing up toward the bed, and I followed as we strung Lara along like a marionette. Her toes were curling in the air as her legs bounced.

Dad fell back against the bed with his legs bent at the knees at the edge, and he gasped.

Then Lara’s fat ass landed on him and I kept her impaled on my huge cock, and within two seconds Dad was back inside her and ramming the feeling out of her cunt.

We didn’t let up, and we didn’t give her any time to breathe. Only time to cum.

Her body kept trembling, and I couldn’t help but think this was the best fuck session we’d had yet.

I straddled Dad’s legs and bent over her body, hugging her waist, and started pelting into her anus so hard I thought I would tear it in half.

But that’s what she said she wanted, right?

So I kept at it. My heavy, churning nuts slapped into her, every once in a while smacking against Dad’s cock and balls, but we didn’t dwell on that or think about it.

If anything, we were both harder than ever. I’d always known I was bigger than him, but he gave me a run for my money—even in his, ahem, more advanced age.

It seemed all he needed was a little taboo excitement to really get the ball(s) rolling.

We squished Lara’s body between ours like a pussy-and-ass sandwich, and we stretched both of her holes to the brink.

While I hugged Lara from above and drove into her with mad abandon, she hugged Dad and kissed him hard on the lips as he fucked her front-ways, and it was cute to see. Endearing.

I had high hopes that after this was all done, things would be okay. It wouldn’t just be a crazy fluke that we’d all be ashamed about.

This was the start of something new—something beautiful.

I flexed my asscheeks as my cock grew larger inside of her, turned on by all the heat and sweat emanating from our bodies.

Dad smelled fresh and clean from his shower, and it wafted into the air and mixed with our crude scents of sex and sweat.

And when Lara let herself go and started pissing and squirting all over both of us, it only made things even better.

We were slippery and wet in our desperate fucking. Our bodies rolled over one another, and it became so frantic and heavy that it was hard to tell where one of our bodies ended and the other began.

I wanted to go around to her front side to shut her screaming mouth up, to lodge my cock down her throat and spitroast the bitch with my dad, but I couldn’t pull my cock out of her ass—it just felt too great.

She was tightening and unclenching her muscles around my shaft, and I knew she’d lost all control of herself as she started to spasm.

We had her totally stuck and obsessed with both of us, just how it should’ve been from the beginning.

But I think we had needed to get away from ourselves to really find ourselves, if that made sense. Something like this would have never worked in the beginning—

It took a bit of anger, competition, and utter horniness to pull something like this off. There was no shame in our game, and I wasn’t holding back my own moans and cries, either. Neither was Dad.

Eventually, my balls stopped smacking into his and I knew his had tautened up against his body and he was close to losing his shit.

He gave a few more squishing, squelching pumps inside her sopping wet pussy, and then hugged her tighter than ever before, smashing her tits against his chest.

Groaning like an animal unleashed, he bucked his hips like an ape and poured his huge load inside her, filling her up.

At nearly the same time, I was urged to show him up—a little competitive spirit. I kept going, pelting into her gliding ass which was now slippery and easy to punish, and I knew she wouldn’t be sitting right for weeks.

Just how I loved it.

Dad’s arms flopped away from her, but Lara’s body kept grinding over his, her heavy breasts washing up and down his pecs and abs as I fucked her from behind.

The clap-clap-clap
 of my nuts pelting against her fleshy asscheeks rang out and I grinned to myself. Looking over her shoulder, I saw Dad was panting and had his eyes closed, sweat dotting his brow.

He was spent, and now he just had to watch—or listen, rather—as his alpha son dominated the bitch on top of him and showed him who was boss.

My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her rectum. Her walls were shoved aside and I slamfucked her again, beating her guts up and turning her insides out.

Then I couldn’t control it any longer. She squirted once more, a loud splash against my legs and the floor, and then I held her tight, squeezing her sides.

My cum exploded in a wave, gushing inside her ass and shooting up toward her belly. It sent her on a wild screaming tangent as she had lost the use of her words and was now just like a screeching gorilla.

She had clearly never had something so large stuck inside her bum, and I didn’t blame her for losing her shit—literally.

When I was finished pumping her, I stepped back and let my fat dick slide out of her.

Then I surveyed my handiwork and nearly stumbled from the rush to my brain. All the blood seemed to leave, but I couldn’t help but admire how gaped and used her asshole looked—covered in cum around the rings, dripping jizz down her crack as it trickled down onto Dad’s balls and cock.

“Holy fuck,” I said, panting. “That was a-amazing.”

Lara just laughed and heaved, lying on top of Dad—as it should be.

They hugged, and if only Dad could’ve gotten the visual from behind, of how wrecked and spent she looked.

“I’ve . . . never felt anything like that in my life,” Lara said. She kissed Dad on the mouth again, and for some reason it made me feel a little weird . . .

We had shared her pussy and asshole, for Christ’s sake, but a little post-coital smooching was making me wince? What the fuck.

But I couldn’t help it. For so long, she had been mine.
 She was my ragdoll to ravish whenever I’d wanted, wherever I’d wanted—in school, at the gym, in the garage, in the car, in the kitchen, in Dad’s bedroom, in mine. Fuck. We had used up every square inch of real estate in this place.

Good thing Dad was a top-grade agent and could always get us a new place if needed.

I chuckled at the thought.

Yes, she had been mine, but that was done. It was over between us, I could tell. And we’d gone out in a righteous blaze of glory.

But just because we were done, doesn’t mean we were finished.


No, I had a happy feeling that this was the start of something new—something equally as dirty and beautiful.

In the end, Lara didn’t split our family apart. She wasn’t a homewrecker. She brought us together in the most unconventional, unexpected way.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

It was a fitting end to mine and Lara’s taboo relationship . . . and a fitting start to our new,
 even more taboo relationship.

The trinity was complete, coming full circle.

And I was happy with that. We all were.

~
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The End.
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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.
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