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The three friends were all sitting around watching TV. Jessica was on the chair and Danny and Bret were on the couch. Jessica had the remote, and every time she clicked the button, her boobs jumped up and down, making Danny and Bret drool.
That was the only reason they were friends with her; because she was so hot. All the boys at school had dreamed of fucking Jessica, and Danny and Bret had each spent nights masturbating to images of her. Now they were her friend, but all they could do was think about how great her giant boobs were.
"There's nothing on," Jessica sighed, "This is so boring."
Danny was daring. "I have a porno upstairs we could watch."
Jessica's eyes lit up. "Yes, let's watch that, I love watching porno."
Danny ran upstairs and grabbed the disc and put it in the TV. He pressed play and a movie of a huge-titted girl getting fucked came up.
"This is making me so hot," Jessica said, unconsciously rubbing her nipples over her shirt, "Damn, that guy has such a huge cock."
"She's not bad either," Danny commented, "Though her boobs aren't as big as yours."
"No one's ever are," Jessica giggled, "Do you ever jack off to this?"
Danny awkwardly scratched his head. "Yeah, sometimes."
"And what about you, Bret, you pump your cock to movies of girls getting fucked?"
Bret was timid. "Yea," he admitted, "Kind of."
"Kind of?" Jessica asked, "How often do you masturbate?"
"Like twice a day," Bret said, and Jessica laughed.
"Twice a day!" She giggled heavily. "That's a lot of jerking. Have you ever even fucked a girl?"
"Not yet," Bret said, shy.
"What about you?" Jessica asked Danny.
"Yeah, I fucked a girl once," he answers.
"I've fucked loads of guys," Jessica admits, "They all go ga-ga over my tits. I love it when they cum all over them."
Jessica looked down at both boys' pants. They both were trying to cover their hard-ons.
"Am I turning you guys on?" she laughed, "You guys want to fuck me?"
"So much," Danny replied, "You are so hot."
"You ever jack off while thinking about me?" Jessica asked.
"Yeah, all the time," Danny responded.
"Yeah, me too," Bret said quietly.
"Well, boys," Jessica said, smiling, "Let's get those pants off then."
Jessica walked over to the couch and slid down Danny's body. She undid the belt and pulled down his pants.
"Damn!" she said, staring at his nine inch dick, "That is some serious cock! You've only been laid once?"
"Yeah," Danny said proudly.
Jessica licked her lips. "I can't wait to let you fuck me."
She moved over to Bret.
"What about you, tiger? You want to fuck me, too?"
Bret nodded.
"Well, then, let's hope your dick's at least as big as your friend's."
She pulled down Bret's pants and burst into laugher.
"Are you kidding me?" she said through giggles, pointing at his three inch dick, "That thing is TINY!"
Bret blushed heavily.
"I can't let you fuck me with that thing," she said, "I wouldn't even be able to feel it. It's just too small."
Bret frowned and started to put his pants, but Jessica stopped him.
"You said you jerk it to me twice a day?" she said.
Bret nodded again.
"Well, I can at least let you do that."
She took off her top and undid her bra, letting the two glorious mounds of flesh sway with her body. Bret's eyes widend as she shoved his head into them.
"You like that?" she asked, "You like my terrific cleavage? Guys have cum in my cleavage all the time, and now your head is there."
She pushed his head away and picked her 36DD bra off the floor.
"Here," she said, handing him the bra, "I'm going to fuck your friend over there, who actually has a working penis. You can pump your tiny little junk into here while I fuck someone who isn't a dickless loser."
Jessica waltzed over to Bret, who was standing on the other side of the room, and slowliy slid off her skirt.
"Fuck me," she said to him, "I want you to make your friend over there wish he was you."
Jessica leaned over the coffee table in front of Bret and laid down on it, her legs still touching the ground. Her tits were squished up against the glass, and Bret could see deep into her cleavage.
Danny took his dick and pushed it into her pussy, causing her to moan deeply. They were fucking doggy style, and Bret was sitting right in front of them. Danny started pumping.
"That feel great!" Jessica called back to Danny, then looked up at Bret.
"Ha, that thing really is tiny," she said, her boobs swaying back in forth against the glass table, "I doubt you'll ever get laid. You'll just have to keep jerking off to girls like me. That's the way things work. The big boys, the ones hung like your friend over there, they get to fuck, to be real men, and enjoy the pleasures of my huge tits. You have to sit there, and wank off like the loser you are."
Bret was jerking off faster and faster now.
"It won't take long until you cum. Watch, I'll bet you cum twice before your friend does. Don't worry, there's enough in once cup of that bra to hold three loads. I have very large breasts, if you hadn't noticed."
Sure enough, Bret felt himself cumming. He held out the bra to his dick, and, inches from Jessica's face, he spewed a load of thick, creamy jizz into the left cup of her bra. She laughed at him while he did it.
"Told you so. Though I was wrong, you sure cum a lot. You filled up whole cup!"
The bra was in his hand, full to the brim with his seed. He held it with his left hand and started jerking again with his right.
"Okay, pindick, I'll give you a little reward. Since you proved me wrong by having such a huge amount of cum for such a small, worthless dick, I'll let you cum in my face this time. Just let it go. I bet some will fall between my tits. You'll like that, won't you? Then you can lick it off."
Jessica's words were exciting Bret, and it wasn't long before he came again, this time all over Jessica's face. She licked it greedily into her mouth, but a lot dripped down her chest and formed a huge bubble of semen in her cleavage.
She swished the jizz around in her mouth for awhile before spitting it on the floor.
"Yuck! It tastes like a loser dick. I guess that's cause it came from one."
From behind her, Danny, who has been fucking her vigoruly the whole time, announces, "I'm about to cum!"
"Sorry, loser, but I'm going to have to change your view."
She got off the table, and bent down in front of Danny. He whipped his dick towards her face, and spewed all of his load into her tits. By the time he was done, there wasn't a speck of flesh that wasn't generously covered in the oozing white mixture.
"Shit," Danny yelled, picking his clothes off the ground, "I gotta get home!" And Danny left.
"Guess that just leaves you and me, dickless," Jessica said, moving over to Bret on the couch, "But I have to go soon too. I'm meeting up with the football team later and they all want me to suck them off before the game. But I don't want to go looking like this, do I?" She picked up a glob of jizz off her chest and let it drip through her fingers into her mouth.
"Now that tastes like a real man's jizz," she announces, "Lick it all off me so I can get away from your tiny ugly penis."
Bret leaped down and started lapping up all the liquid off her chest. She giggle maliciously and said, "Wow, I didn't think you were this much of a loser. I mean, you have a tiny penis, but I didn't realize you were desperate for tits enough to lick another man's jizz off of them."
Despite the words, Bret kept lapping up the mess on Jessica's body. When he finished, her tits shined brightly from the mizzture of his saliva and the traces of jizz.
"She picked up her bra from the floor, still covered in Bret's cum, and placed it on her chest, causing it to spill over the edges and dry on her breasts. She put her shirt on over this and recovered her skirt and panties from the floor.
"See you later, loser," she said, walking to the door. She stopped and turned around again.
"On second though, come with me. I'll find something for you to do there." She laughed again.
Bret got dressed and followed her out the door.
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My roommate Martin had had girlfriends before, but none as sexy as Melissa. Melissa was a sure fox, super large breasts and a tight waist. Her amazing ass looked good in the small pink shorts she would always wear, and the matching pink top that squeezed her boobs in all the right places. The neck was cut low, exposing her bountiful cleavage that drew all eyes right to the fleshy center of her chest.
At first I would only hear them fucking. On lonely nights I would be in my room, reading a magazine or watching television, when the noises would start.
"Oo, take it off," I would hear her moan, and suddenly I could not concentrate on whatever I was doing. I would picture Melissa slowly sliding my roommate's body, unbuttoning his pants and pulling out his cock, taking it in her warm fingers and rubbing it up and now.
"It's so big," she would coo, and inside my pants I would feel my own dick starting to harden. I had a pretty small penis, and the tent in my fly didn't reach up very far. Still, I would press my hand hard against the outside of my pants and feel the great sensation rush up through my body.
For the rest of the evening, I would listen to the bumps and screams of Martin and Melissa in the room behind mine, and imagine her thick boobs bouncing up and down from Martin's cock in her pussy. I would stroke my own cock, often cumming twice before they would finish, and then turn off the lights and fall asleep, dreaming of the two of them going at it like dogs.
In the morning she would be there at the breakfast table, wearing my robe from the bathroom, her cleavage showing through the folds of the cloth, and I could smell the scent of his spunk festering on her thighs. The simple sight of her would get me hard again, and I would pour myself a cup of coffee and run back to my room to jerk it while thinking of her.
After a few weeks of this, they started to get more creative. I came home one day in the afternoon and heard them fucking again, and assumed they were in the bedroom. I walked into the bathroom to take a leak, I saw them, in the shower, her glorious tits pressed against the wall while my roommate stick his dick in her, her ass sticking our into the air. They didn't stop fucking, so I stood there watching for a moment before closing the door and running back to my room, the sight of her naked body still fresh in my mind.
Even after their afternoon adventure, they were still fucking like usual that night. I had my cock in my hand, stroking wilding to the idea of their naked bodies beating against each other, when she walked in. She was wearing my robe again, this time opened a bit more liberally, exposing a large amount of her breasts all the way down to the soft area right above her pussy. When she saw what I was doing her eyes went wide and she started to giggle, making the robe open more to show her full breasts with their light pink nipples and fluffy outer region. She was laughing about my size, which must've been miniscule compared to my roommate, and I quickly pulled the covers over myself, trying to hide my tiny tool.
She didn't leave, just stood in the doorway, breasts unknowingly bared, grinning wickedly at my blushing face.
"What was that thing?" she asked, smiling.
"Nothing," I stuttered, embarrassed, trying to sink into my bed, "It wasn't anything."
"No, I think it was something," she said, "Not much of anything, but something."
She waltzed over to my bed, her hips swaying with each step, and pulled my covers away with her dainty fingers. My dick was as hard as ever, a full four and a half inches, and she smiled wider when she saw it.
"It's so small!" she giggled, "I've never seen a dick that small. I've always fucked guys who were nine, ten inches big. One time I dated a guy who was eight inches, and I refused to let him fuck me because I knew I wouldn't feel it. Imagine if that thing was in me!"
I wanted to close my eyes to block out the humiliation, but I couldn't help but stare at the lumpy mounds of pale flesh hanging from her chest. She looked down to see her exposed breast, but didn't do anything to cover them up.
"You like these?" she asked, putting her hands on the sides to squeeze them seductively, "All the guys do. I wouldn't let a guy like you ever touch them though." She leaned over my body and put her face right next to my cock.
"It's so tiny," she repeated, "Do you mind if I touch it?" I didn't say anything, so she took her slender finger and grabbed the shaft of my penis, and then rubbed her breast with her other hand. I couldn't help it; I came immediately. Messes of white sperm shot out of my dick, spraying her hand and face with my thick creamy seed. She was surprised I had cum so easily, but kept stroking my dick until all the spunk was out.
"I've never seen a dick finish that fast!" she jested, "I bet you're awful in the sack." She wiped the sticky mess from her hair and then smeared it on her breast. "Your roommate won't notice, I'm going back to fuck him now. I just wanted to see if you had any lotion. She looked to my side and saw the lotion I had been using to jack off, and grabbed it in her cum-smelling hands.
"We'll be using this," she said, and closed the door behind her. I was stunned. It was the single most humiliating yet sexiest moment I had ever experienced. I grabbed my glistening cock and started stroking again, even without lotion it only took me two minutes. I went to sleep an extremely satisfied man.
In the morning my roommate was sleeping in again, and when I went into the kitchen for my cup of coffee she was there again, wearing my robe, holding my bottle of lotion in her hands. When she saw me walk in, she smiled and I looked down at her covered tits.
"Well, last night was fun," she said, "With your roommate, I mean, not with you. He fucked me so good, I can't even feel my pussy." She spread her legs, showing her glistening pussy, wet with her own juices and those of my roommate.
"Thanks for the lotion too," she added, handing me the bottle, which was twice as empty as when I had loaned it to her.
"We kind of used a lot," she said, "He rubbed it on my boobs and then titty fucked me. My boobs are pretty big and we titty fucked about five times, so that used kind of a lot."
The idea of Melissa's huge tits swallowing my roommate's cock made me hard, and she saw the tent in my pants start to form.
"Looks like you'll need this lotion, tiger," she mocked, and I walked back into my room to masturbate.
That day I came home in the afternoon again to them fucking doggy style right in the living room. In plain sight, my roommate Martin had his cock right up Melissa's naked pussy, and her tits were flapping wildly with each stroke.
"Look who's home," Melissa said, swaying back and forth with each fuck, "It's pindick the roommate."
I looked up at my roommate who was too busy fucking Melissa to say anything to me, then back down at Melissa's moaning face.
"Um, I'm just going to leave you guys alone," I said, eager to go back to my room and process the images I was seeing, but Melissa stopped me.
"No, no stay, we both know you're just going to go masturbate anyway. Might as well let us watch. Take it out, tiny man."
I couldn't refuse such an offer, not to those magically full breasts and that puffy ass. I sat down on the couch opposite them and reached my hand in my pants. I was even harder than the night before. The whole room was quiet except for the brisk rhythm of his dick pumping her.
It wasn't long before I felt the rush of liquid up through my shaft and I leaned over to the table to grab a tissue.
Melissa saw what I was doing.
"Oh, no, don't waste that in a tissue," she moaned slyly, "Come here, I'll make use of that."
I couldn't believe my ears. I stood up and walked over to her, my roommate still boning her vigorously from behind, and aimed at her face. My jizz ran all over the sides of her cheeks, falling into her mouth and sliding down her neck. A small bit fell into her cleavage, but was flung off with the next pump from behind.
She rubbed it around in her mouth with her tongue and said, "A little watery, but not bad there. Now get out, and leave us alone."
I went back to my room to masturbate again, still able to hear them going at it, and I came again before I heard the nosies stop and the door to our house open and close. Just then, I watched as my door opened and Melissa waltzed in.
"Your buddy had to leave," she said, sitting down nude on my bed, "and I think he wanted me to give you this." She spread open her legs to show her splattered cunt, sticky with my roommate's spunk.
"Care to clean me up?" she said, and I dug my face into her messy pussy. The stench of her wet juices and my roommates jizz was pungent and strong, but it was wonderful. She clenched her legs together, her gooey thighs smothering my face, and I could hear her moaning.
"You're really good at this," I heard her say, muted from the strength of her thighs, "You make up for your pelvis with your tongue.
After a few orgasms on her part, she shoved my head out of her, and stood up.
"You'll be seeing a lot more of that," she said, and left my room.
That night she visited me again, another gooey mess for me to clean up. I lapped it up willingly, enjoying the feeling of her warm thighs against my ears and then she gave me another quick handjob before leaving.
When I walked into the kitchen in the morning, no one was there, so I sat down at the table and poured myself a bowl of froot loops and milk.
I was halfway finished with my bowl when she walked in. She was wearing my robe but she shed it immediately, dropping it to the floor with an exaggerated flourish.
Despite the heavy of amount of exposure her body had had to me, it still made me hard immediately. Walking in behind her was my roommate, naked and sporting a ten inch boner, and mounted her from behind. He didn't look at me or say anything, just starting fucking.
Melissa leaned on the table, tits inches from my froot loops, and they started humping back and forth. I had to lift my bowl off the table to avoid it spilling everywhere.
"goodmorning," Melissa said, mid-hump, "We thought we'd have a morning quickie and let you watch."
I didn't know what to say. In one way, I had a raging hard on and there was a busty bosom slamming right into my face, but in the other, I just wanted to finish my froot loops. I decided I would just eat my food, and try to ignore them: I would have a chance to masturbate later.
"What, you're not going to take it out?" she asked, stunned. "Oh, well, you can't ignore us for long, we're going to be fucking all the time, so you should probably make the best of it." She thrust herself forwards, making her head and chest slap my bowl and make it spill all over my shirt.
"That's what you get," she said, "These are prime tits, right here, you and your tiny penis will never get to see anything like this, you should be making the best of it and jerking off. Whatever, I know I'll be getting fucked by as many dicks as I want for the rest of my life, you'll probably never have more than one or two girls for the rest of your life."
I frowned but couldn't help but listen to her. I reached my hands into my pants and stroked, ending up by coming right in the fly of my boxers.
Right then, my roommate dismounted her, picked up my robe from the floor and marched back into his room. Melissa and I were left alone.
"Okay," she said, "Here's your real breakfast." She swung her legs onto the table and her warm sticky twat was right in my face.
I once again ate her out, my tongue becoming sticky with the mix of the lover's juices. When she was done, she leaped off the table and shook her hips seductively.
"We're thinking of trying anal next time, so there'll be more of me for you to lick." I gulped, swallowing the mixture she'd left in my mouth.
So that's how life is for me. Every day Melissa fucks my friend and every day I eat her out. I must've swallowed gallons of their juices, each creampie more and more erotic than the last. And, as promised, she began to have me lick her ass, which added a whole new element to my life.
Melissa's right, my tiny dick wouldn't ever get to be with anyone as sexy as her, so I just enjoy what she gives me and jerk it every night.
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Dennis awoke to the sun shining brightly in his eyes. He sat up and stretched his arms, then looked around the room. He was on the top bunk of a bed in the corner, surrounded by other bunk beds full of sleeping boys. Dennis chose this bed for one reason, so that the sun would wake him up each morning before anyone else arose.
He had just turned eighteen a week ago, June 2nd, and he had chosen to spend his summer break at camp as a camper. Dennis would be a senior in high school the next year, fairly old for his grade, so he was in the oldest cabin of campers.
The reason Dennis wanted to wake up so early was so he could sneak off to the restroom connected to this bunk and jerk off. Dennis wasn't very popular or handsome, so he was pretty used to being rejected by girls. But here, at this summer camp, he was surrounded by beautiful women in tiny swimsuits, running around playing sports and gulping down dripping bottles of water. A lot of the time, Dennis had to go hide under a tree and stroke himself over his pants.
Even worse was the fact that all of the other campers were always fucking these girls, and none of them liked Dennis.
Everytime Dennis would try to go up and talk to anyone, a big stronger boy from his cabin would shove him out of the way, and the girl he was trying to talk to would giggle, and hold onto the other boy. Dennis was always humiliated.
One time, after such an encounter, Dennis started walking back to the cabin when he heard screams coming from behind a building. Dennis rushed to see what it was.
Ronald, one of the boys from his cabin, was poking his fat pink dick into Melissa behind a cabin. Melissa was screaming in pleasure as her plumps tits bounced up and down with each stroke.
This got Dennis so hard that he scurried back to his cabin to jerk off.
However, right in the middle, Ronald walked in with a whole group of the girls, Melissa, Lilly, Laura and Krista.
When they saw Dennis sitting on the edge of his bed, pants at his ankles, furiously rubbing his cock, they all burst into laughter. Dennis didn't have a very large penis either, and Laura was sure to yell out, "Oh my god, he's got such a tiny prick!"
When Dennis heard this, he stopped and looked up at all the girls.
The sight of these scantily glad girls and his hand on his dick was too much for Dennis. His dick began contracting and spurt out a tiny puddle of cum onto the floor. Ronald and the girls started laughing even harder.
"Hey!" Ronald yelled, "You can't make a mess like that in our cabin, clean it up."
Dennis, so embarrassed about being caught, was quick to obey, and leaped down to the ground from his bed and started mopping the cum up with his discarded pants. His cock was still exposed, and was starting to shrivel even more from the embarrassment.
"So where were we?" Dennis heard one of the girls coo, and they all started giggling flirtatiously. As if they had forgotten he was even there, the four girls and Ronald all climbed onto Ronald's bed and started undressing. They were going to have sex right in front of Dennis!
The girls quickly threw all of their clothes onto the floor, Melissa's panties landing right in Dennis's pile of cum. He picked up the precious underwear and sniffed it. It smelled like sex.
A bra landed to Dennis's right, and he stared at it intensely. There was a small stain in each cup and Dennis picked that up and smelled it too. One of the girls had let someone cum in her bra. Dennis began to get his little dick hard again.
On the bed, Laura straddled Ronald's face, and he began lapping up her pussy quickly. Melissa and Krista each alternated sucking Ronald's dick, which Dennis saw was at least three times bigger than his own.
Lilly, however, sat on the edge of the bed, completely naked, and was stroking her wet pussy dutifully. She was staring intensely at Ronald's cock. Dennis stared up at her boobs. They were the nicest pair out of all of them. Firm yet big, they looked like rain drops swollen with flesh. His puny cock was rock hard now.
Lilly glanced from Ronald's cock over to Dennis's hungry eyes. She smiled maliciously when she saw him looking at her.
When Dennis began stroking his cock again, Ronald shot up from Laura's pussy and yelled.
"Dude!" he said, his cock being sucked by three girls now, "No jerking off! You'll make a mess on the floor again!"
The other girls' mouths were full, but Lilly laughed teasingly at Ronald's comment. Her boobs jiggled slightly as she laughed.
"Clean up these clothes too, while you're there," Ronald added.
So, Dennis, still hard but small, stood up and gathered all of the girl's clothes. To be fair, there wasn't a lot of it. Two of them wore just a tang top and a bra, while the other two wore just bikini tops. They all wore panties and really short shorts with writing on the back. "Jizz hole" one of them read.
Dennis placed the clothes into the corner as he listened to Ronald getting sucked off. He watched as Ronald pushed the girls off his dick and mounted Krista. The other two started fingering each other as Lilly still masturbated. She was watching Dennis still.
Dennis sat there for about a half hour watching Ronald fuck each of these girls in turn, including Lilly. As he fucked her doggy style, she still stared at Dennis, tits flying towards him like huge bags of milk.
When he was done, they all gathered beneath him as he shot his load, coating all the girl's chests in a light layer of spunk. They licked it off each other greedily.
"See?" Krysta said to Dennis, "We're hear to make sure our man doesn't make a mess on the floor. You don't have anyone to eat your cum." And here, she smacked her lips gently.
"I've got lifeguard duty about fifteen minutes ago," Ronald said, picking up a pair of swimming trunks from his shelves, "Dennis, dress these girls for me and send them on their way or I'll tell everyone about the mess you made."
Dennis, scared of getting in trouble, took the pile of clothes from the corner and sorted them onto each girl. His hands scanned their flesh as he placed their clothes on, and his small dick rubbed up against their bodies.
"No jerking it!" Melissa warned him as his hand came close to his cock. Her boobs were almost in his face at this point.
Dennis learned that Lilly was the one with the cum stained bra, and as he put it on her, a huge splat of Ronald's jizz dripped off Lilly's breast and stuck onto Dennis's own chest. All the girl though this was hilarious, but Lilly undid the bra that Dennis had put on and wiped her boobs against Dennis's cum stained chest, scooping the misplaced jizz back onto her own breast. As the soft lumps of Lilly's tits passed over him, Dennis swore he could feel his dick about to explode.
After he had dressed the girls, they left, and Dennis put his own clothes back on. He didn't dare masturbate; he was scared of Ronald's threat.
That was why he chose to wake up so early, so he could sneak off to the boy's restroom and jerk off.
He chose the stall next to the sink and pulled down his pants. His dick was almost as hard as it was when he watched Ronald fuck the girls, and he placed his hand gently on the shaft. He moved it up and down with pleasure.
Just then, he heard the door to the restroom open and saw a set of bare feet enter through the door.
"What?" Dennis thought, "All the guys normally sleep in!"
He heard the giggle of a girl from under the stall. So it wasn't a guy!
"Who's that in the stall, said the voice, and Dennis recognized it as Lilly. Her feet walked over to his door and knocked.
"Who's there?" she asked again, and Dennis pulled his feet up so she couldn't see them.
"No, I already saw you," she said, and pulled open the stall door. The locks were cheap, so she was easily able to enter the stall.
"Dennis!" she said, smirking, "I thought you weren't allowed to jerk off!"
Lilly was completely naked, and a huge glob of cum was dripping from her mouth and glazing her tits in shiny white. Her pussy was full of spunk too, dripping down her thighs and nearly touching her ankles.
"Yeah, I just fucked Marcus," she told Dennis, "Twice." She added a giggle at the end.
"But he went to sleep," she said, "And I figured I'd get cleaned up."
Her boobs were still dripping cum, and Dennis uncounsily began to stroke his dick again.
"You're really horny, aren't you?" she asked, and Dennis nodded.
"Well, I guess one jerk won't hurt."
She bent down onto her near and squezzed her tits together with her hands.
"Come on," she said, "I'll let you place your load right there."
He began masturbating very quickly, entranced by the beautiful glossy orbs of Lilly's chest.
"That thing really is small," she noted, "God, I wouldn't be able to even feel that!"
It didn't take long until Dennis started erupting his stream of cum.
"For such a tiny weenie, you sure have a lot of juice," she said, letting the new white stream coat her tits, "Come one, give mama some more."
Dennis continued to pump harder until his tiny dick was drained.
"Oh well," she said, "I guess that's it."
She got off her knees and sat her nude butt down onto Dennis's lap.
"My nice ass is going to squeeze your dick until it's even smaller!" she joked, then shoved her messy breasts into Dennis's face.
"Clean up your mess," she told him, "And eat Marcus's too."
Dennis make quick work of her jazzed covered treasures, lopping up each glob of cum with a patient slurp.
"Good teenie weenie," she told him, then made him sit on the floor and get her pussy too.
"And finally," she said, turning around, "My ass. He didn't cum in there, but I shit last night and I think there still may be some left."
Dennis's tongue poked into the beautiful cheeks on Lilly's behind and sopped up all the brown mess in her tight hole.
"That's sick," she told him, standing up, "That's disgusting, little man."
She opened the door to the stall and waltz out, her ass shiny from Dennis's tongue.
"You want to clean me up like that every time I fuck your friends?" she suggested, and Dennis nodded willingly.
"Okay then," she told him, "That's our deal." She smiled and left the room. Dennis went back to his bed and closed his eyes. He could probably get one more hour of sleep.
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"So, yeah, everyone says Chad's mom's a milf."
"No way, I fucking love milfs, what's she look like?"
"Black hair, pale skin, curvy waist and the nicest pair of tig ol' bitties you've ever seen."
"Fuck, man, I can't wait for Chad's party, thinking about his mom is making me hard already."
"Tell me about it, I went to his house for a pool party once, his mom was out there sunning her double d's by the side. I put that image in my spank bank forever, jerked off to it tons of times."
I heard my friends saying this as I passed them in the hall and I almost regretted inviting them to my party. I get a lot of shit because my mom is so young, and apparently pretty hot. I've never really been attracted to her, though. While other people look at her and see a total babe, I just see my mom. However, that's never stopped my friends from making fun of me for having a milf for a mom. They constantly tell me (in tons of detail too) how much they'd love to bend my mom over a table and shove their cock in from behind, how much they want to slid their cocks between her big tits and cream all over her face. It gets pretty graphic and while you'd think I'd have learned to be okay with it by now, I still get really uncomfortable whenever someone describes boning my mom.
My mom's only 31, and since I just turned 18, that means she had me when she was only a kid. From what I hear from her old friends in high school (who were my babysitters when I was first born), my mom loved to sleep around, wearing skimpy outfits to attract any guy she could. Apparently, she slept with so many guys during that time, she had no idea which one was my father, but that was okay. My mom raised me on her own and she did a really great job. I wouldn't exist if my mom hadn't loved getting splunk between her legs, and she has been a great mom to me.
Well, besides the sexual stuff, she has. She was a slut back when she had me, and she still is today. A lot of the clothes she wears are skimpy, shirts with low necklines that show off the tops of her tits and short short jeans that ride up to hug the bottom of her round ass. I don't think I've ever seen her in any outfit that didn't show off her belly either; my mom has a love for flashing her midriff. Most of her shirts are short sweaters zipped down to her boobs and that ride up so that her smooth stomach is bare completely.
And don't even get me started on the noises! Half the nights, she sits on the couch in our living room and masturbates, moaning so loudly I can hear her in my room. Our couch has a permanent stain from all the juices she's dripped into it. The other half of the night she'll bring home some guy she met and fuck him in the bedroom, the sound of his cock slapping against her legs echoing through the house between his short grunts and her loud screams. Most morning's she'll come to breakfast wearing her lover's t-shirt and nothing else, his spunk slimy and shiny down her leg. It can be pretty upsetting to me sometimes, but I try to just avoid it. I love her and all, even though she is way too open with her sex habit.
I was having the party to celebrate my eighteenth birthday. The plan was to have a few of my closest friends over, just about three, and we'd sit around on my couch and order pizza and watch movies. My mom would, of course, be lingering in the background, but I asked her to leave us alone. I doubted she would listen, but I didn't want my friends to keep trying to get a peak of my mom's cleavage or her tight ass at my birthday party.
The first friend I invited was Blake. He was a tall guy who spent most of his time working out. My mom always asked me to invite him over more because she "likes having a strong man like him around". I also invited Tommy, who we joke around as the kid who pops a boner at everything. Most of the times during class, whenever he sees a hot girl, he'll have to run off to the bathroom and rub one out. The last person for my party was my friend Alize, who was sort of a ladies' man. He had a really hot girlfriend named Tina who he just broke up with, but I'd only known him since he was single. We hadn't been friends for very long. He was the one who was talking to Blake about my mom when I walked past them. Oh well.
Anyway, that night, they all arrived at the same time. My mom was sitting at the kitchen table, drinking a bottle of wine. She was wearing a mini knit sweater that started below her shoulders and draped over the curves of her breasts before a band of elastic secured it around her. The round tips of her boobs poked out at the neck of the sweater. It stopped just beneath her tits, though, leaving her tight toned stomach bare to the open. For bottoms, she was wearing a pair of short yellow khaki shorts that stuck tight to her round waist and followed the curve of her ass and thighs.
"Damn!" Alize said to me, thrusting his birthday present into my hands, "You didn't tell me your mom was such a fucking milf!" She couldn't hear us.
"Yeah," I mumbled, looking down at my shoes.
"Lucky guy," Alize replied, "Getting to suck on those tits as a baby."
"Come on, cut it out," I pleaded, and he laughed and walked in.
"Hi Chad's mom," Blake said to her, and she looked at him and smiled. She got up from the table, wine bottle in hand and hugged him hello. From over her shoulder, he winked at the others and did a thumbs up. Her tits were pressed right into his chest.
"And hi boys," she said to rest of them, putting her hands on her hips. Her tits jiggled a little and I was starting to feel uncomfortable.
"Let's watch a movie," I suggested, "The pizza's already here." I turned off all the lights and we sat down on the couch.
"I'll be in my room, boys, if you need anything," my mom said, and I sighed knowing she would be gone for a little while.
"Come watch with us!" Tommy yelled at her in the dark. My mom looked at me and smiled.
"No, I'll be in my room, you guys have a good time." She grabbed another bottle of wine off the counter and left.
"Such a fucking milf, man!" Blake exclaimed, and the others nodded enthusiastically.
"Seriously, Chad, your mom has got to be the hottest piece of ass I've ever seen."
"I wouldn't mind busting a nut all over those jugs, am I right?"
"And that ass! You could snap a two by four with those firm buns!"
"Stop it guys," I said.
"Nah, Chad, we're just kidding," Alize replied, "We just all want to bone your mom, that's all, no disrespect."
I turned on the movie and we all grabbed some pizza. The room was completely dark except for the bright blue glow of our giant television screen. We were about half way through the movie when my mom's door opened widely.
"Hey boys!" she yelled drunkenly; I could tell she had drunk a lot of wine. He top was skewed on her shoulder, showing way more of her boobs than the already skimpy shirt was meant to. The buttons of her shorts were open, causing them to slide up and down her thighs.
"Mom!" I yelled, but it was like she didn't hear me. My friends had all turned away from the movie and were eyeing her deeply. They weren't even saying anything, just smiling and staring at my drunken milf mother intensely.
"Who are you?" she asked Alize, stumbling over to the couch. The glow of the television reflected off the top of her tits. "I haven't met you before."
"Um, I'm Alize," he said, eyes glued to the deep cleavage of my mom's chest.
"You're kind of cute," she slurred, sitting down on his lap, "Do you got a girlfriend?"
"Mom, stop it!" I yelled, but she ignored me.
Alize slowly raised a finger and traced down the curve of her exposed breast.
My mom giggled. His dick was getting hard and poking into her leg, and she looked down at his jeans and smiled.
"What's that?" she cooed, sliding her hand down to his crotch and unzipping it with a flourish.
"Mom! Seriously, what are you doing?!" I yelled at her, but I don't even think she could hear me.
"Dude, just let it happen," Alize said to me, "Don't cockblock me from your milf."
My mom giggled and slid her hands into Alize's pants. She pulled them back out with Alize's huge cock between her fingers.
"Looks tasty," she said and smiled, and before I knew it, her head was down in his lap, bobbing up and down in wet slurps along his cock.
"Sorry dude, I guess she just really wants to suck my cock," Alize said, putting his hand and the back of her head and shoving his cock further into my mom.
This was insane. I didn't know what to do about Alize face fucking my mom until I saw that the others had their cocks out too, sort of stroking them to themselves staring at my mom.
"Seriously," Tommy said to me, "How could we not jack off?" He motioned at my mother, who had moved herself up fully onto the couch and had her head tucked deeply into Alize's crotch and her ass sticking up straight into the air, shorts straining not to snap under the pressure of her firm cheeks.
"Fuck that's good head," Alize moaned, and my mother took a long slurp of his cock and then came up for air.
She sat up and straddles Alize, one leg on each of his sides and slides her top down so that her tits were completely exposed. She reached around and pushed Alize's face into her cleavage and giggled.
"Your friends are really nice," she said to me, tilting her head in my direction. She's got Alize's precum dripping down her lips.
"I can't believe you're doing this, mom," I replied, but she has already turned back and is making out with Alize. He takes both his hands and grabs my mom's ass tightly.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum," Tommy said, stroking his cock like mad, and he grabbed my mom's discarded top from next to him. In a flash, he sent rope after rope of white sticky cum into her tiny sweater, completely covering my mom's shirt with his jizz.
"Oh, honey," my mom said, breaking lip contact with Alize and turning to Tommy, "I was going to wear that!" She picked it up off his crotch and scooped up some of his jizz with her index finger. There was enough in her shirt to get a fat glob onto her finger tip, which she promptly licked and swallowed.
"Your cum is pretty tasty, though, sweetheart," she smiled at Tommy, and then went back to making out with Alize. She stuck her hand down in between their bodies and stroked his cock. He was frantically switching between shoving his hands down the back of her pants and feeling my mom's ass and squeezing my mom's tits which were in front of him.
"God, I'm almost there," Alize yelled, and my mom took that as a sign to get off of him and down on her knees on the floor.
"I want to cum on your mom's tits!" Alize yelled to me, and my mom obeyed, pushing them up with the back of her arm as an offering for a place to cum. She leaned back her head and opened her mouth.
Alize's cock exploded with cum; the first shot fit my mom mouth and slide all the way down her gullet into her stomach, while the second dripped down her lip and dropped onto her tits. The next few shots were aimed right at her chest, coating and covering my mom's mammaries with his white goo. The final one hit her stomach, splashing the smooth surface and pooling up in her belly button.
"Fuck, man" Alize said to me, "Your mom really loves cock."
My mom looked up at him and smiled a jizzy smile.
"Fuck you guys!" I yelled at him, and Tommy, who had both cum to my mother. Blake was still in the corner, stroking his cock slowly.
"Get out," I screamed, and all three of them started putting on their clothes. Tommy quickly dressed and ran out, with Alize not far behind.
"Thanks for the fuck, Chad's mom!" he yelled, "And thank you, Chad, for having a milf with such great dick sucking abilities and stellar tits!" They both slammed the door behind them.
My mom stood up from the ground and laid down on the couch, jizz glistening off her body.
Blake was buttoning his shirt but my mom reached at him and stopped him.
"I suck that guy's cock for twenty minutes," she says, "And I don't even get anyone to fuck the shit out of me like I wanted."
Here, Blake smiled and started unbuttoning his shirt again.
'Chad," my mom said, "I'm going to fuck your friend here, I'm sorry if we're going to be really loud."
"Ugh," I groaned and ran to my room. My mom was right though. All night, they must have fucked. Through the walls, I could hear again and again as my mom screamed in ecstasy and as my friend came again and again into my mom's body. I don't even remember falling asleep, but I know it was to the sound of their ridiculous vicious fucking.
In the morning, I had forgotten about the night before, so I was surprised when I came out of my room and found Blake sitting at my breakfast table eating eggs and bacon. My mom was standing at the stove, cooking a big tray of eggs. She was completely naked, except for an apron, which completely displayed her back side and through whose sides poked the edges of her large boobs.
"Hey darling!" my mom greeted me, leaning in to kiss me good morning, "I had a good time with your friend Blake last night.
Blake was dressed in one of the robes that I had grown out of, and being too small on me it was way too small on him. His large soft cock was resting on his leg in full view.
"I'm sorry he's still here," my mom said to me, "Because I know you don't like me fucking your friends. I had a little too much to drink last night and got carried away. I'm sorry."
"It's okay, I guess, mom," I said, not really feeling it was okay.
"Good!" she yelled at me, her tits shaking in her apron, "I'll just finish cooking these eggs, suck Blake's cock one more time and then he'll go."
"Wait, what?" I said, confused.
"I'm going to suck your friend's cock one more time before he goes."
"Mom! That's completely inappropriate!"
"It is absolutely not! Blake is a very handsome EIGHT-TEEN year old man, and because he is an adult and I am an adult there is nothing wrong with me slobbering all over his man-meat."
With that, she shed her apron and got down on her knees under the table. Her slurping of Blake's cock was loud and wet.
Eventually, Blake blew his load in my mom's throat, and she stood back up, spunk dripping out of every corner of her mouth.
"That's gross, mom," I said to her, and she licked her lips to get every drop of cum inside of her.
"Well, you better get used to it," she said, "Because I think I'm going to have Blake over a lot more after this!"
To Be Continiued...
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My mom had sucked off one of my friends, then spent a loud and passionate night with my friend Blake before making him breakfast wearing nothing but an apron and giving him head under the table. And I was there for the whole thing! It was a pretty intense and upsetting day for me, and going to school after that was weird.
Everywhere I went, different people would stare at me. Whispers of "slut mom" and "milf" followed me around. One guy showed me a picture on his phone of my mom's tits covered in Blake's cum. The school was buzzing with stories about my mother and the way she nailed my friend Blake.
I was feeling sort of pissed, so I went and pulled my friend aside alone in the locker room to speak to him.
"Dude, you told everyone you fucked my mom?"
"Yeah, she really knew how to handle a cock."
"Seriously, man, stop telling people! You sent pictures of my naked mom around to people?! What the hell!"
Here, I shoved him against the wall, but this was really dumb of me. Blake was a strong, muscular guy and I barely moved him, whereas he was able to knock me painfully against the ground.
"Listen, faggot," he said to me, "You should be happy I'm giving your mom what she wants. She loves my fat cock pounding in and out of her crotch, she loves getting soaked with my jizz. And you know what? I'll keep fucking your mommy's tits and ramming myself down her throat for as long as I fucking want, and you can't do shit about it."
He reached his hands into his pants and pulled out his giant cock.
"This is what your mom has been sucking on, and this is what I'm going to use to make her quiver in ecstasy."
He bent over and slapped me in the face with his cock before punching me in the gut and leaving me.
When I got home from school, I found my mom out by the pool, tanning in a tiny string bikini. The small straps over her shoulder were barely able to hold up her chest, and the thong bottom raised her cheeks into a firm position.
"Hey, buddy," she called to me, "How was school?"
"Crappy," I told her, rubbing the painful mark where Blake had slapped me with his cock, "And it's all your fault."
"Oh, honey," my mom said, dismissively, "Your friends think I'm sexy, there's nothing wrong with that. Just like there's nothing wrong with me fucking Blake from time to time."
"But he told everyone at my school."
"So?" my mom asked, "He scored with an amazing hot chick, who happens to be your mother. If you got to do to some girl what Blake got to do to me, you'd tell everyone too."
I stared at my mom for a minute in complete disbelief.
"Plus, I have a great rack," she added, cupping her breasts with her hand.
I didn't know what to do. I stormed back into the house, but ended up back outside by the pool with my mom.
"Are you going to fuck him again?" I asked.
"Of course, honey," she told me, "Your mommy loves Blake's cock."
"Can you just not do it in front of me?"
"Ha, sorry love, but that's the only way it's fun."
I didn't understand.
"Blake says you get all squeamish whenever you hear me and sex in the same sentence."
I blinked. "Well yeah, you're my mom."
My mom sat up from her chair and faced me, her tits jiggling.
"So? I have sexual needs too! And you need to understand that. That's why it's so much more fun when you're around. I get to teach you a lesson and get my brains fucked out at the same time!" She giggled.
"Oh," my mom added, "Blake's coming for dinner tonight, so make sure you're there."
I grunted angrily and headed back to my room. A few hours passed in which I tried to forget about my mom's nymphomania. However, dinner came around soon, so I headed out into the kitchen.
Mom was out there, cooking something in a big pot over the stove. She was wearing incredibly high heels, the kind that poised her leg up into a taught stretch of tan skin. She was wearing an apron again, but this one was even skimpier, a small red piece that tied around her neck. The strings went down the top of her breasts, ending right before her nipples, showing off all possible cleavage. The bright red ran all the way down, ending very high up, just beneath her groin. When she turned to the side, you could see everything; the sides of her boobs were bright and tan, held up perkily by the pressure of the apron. Her boobs held the apron up like a tent over her stomach, from the side allowing a look at the deep cavern of her smooth tummy. Then, from behind, everything was daintily exposed, her ass hanging out in open air and the back of her pussy puffy and shaven.
"Hey Chad," she called, coming to hug me. I coiled away from her embrace, embarrassed and disgusted by her outfit. I was too shocked to speak.
"Blake's coming over soon," she yelled, her heels clicking as she ran back to the stove, "Go set the table."
What else was I going to do? I went and set the table as my near-naked mother pranced around the kitchen in her sexy heels.
The doorbell rang and my mom sauntered off to answer it. I finished setting the table, poured myself a glass of water and sat down at my seat. I waited a while, but no one came back from the door, so I went to go check on them.
As I got closer, I started to hear noises, and soon I understood why. Blake was standing in the frame of my front door, his pants around his ankles, my mother squatted down right between his legs slurping loudly on his meaty cock. Her legs were spread in the squat, and the apron dangled over her front like a loin cloth to some jungle mistress.
Blake was fingering her chest over the apron, rolling her taut breast around in his palm. My mom just sucked dutifully between his legs, slurping with loud sloppy sounds.
SLLLURRRRRPPP
I went back into my room and shut the door. Even isolated here, I could still hear the noise of my mom's drool on my friend's cock.
My mom came in a few minutes later, Blake draping his arm around her and groping her tit.
"Come in, now," she said, and Blake slapped her ass, "Dinner." My mom retreated back to the kitchen, giggling girlishly.
I went and sat down at the table, where Blake and my Mom's places eat had a dish of casserole and a plate of potatoes, where mine only had potatoes.
"Why don't I get casserole?" I asked, Blake already eating his.
"Well, the casserole is for energy," she said, "All the energy Blake and I use when we fuck. But you're not fucking anyone, so I didn't think you'd need. You can have half of mine, though."
She scooped half out from her tray and placed it on my plate, a pasta mush that was shiny and wet.
I started to eat. Every once in a while, Blake would reach over and grab my mother's breast, and it was clear she was stroking his cock beneath the table. As she chewed, her tits bounced up and down in the tight skimpy apron. About once a minute, Blake and my mother would lean over and kiss sensually, his hand mauling her tit over the apron.
"Let's have a topless dinner, hun," Blake suggested to my mom, and she just smiled and undid the straps that held up the apron. Slowly, the apron fell down to the table, revealing her round and perky breasts. She just picked up a fork and continued eating.
"The food's delicious," Blake said, and I was surprised that he made a compliment.
"You bet," cooed my mother, "I love what you added to mine."
"What does that mean," I asked, uneasily.
"I splooged into your mom's casserole," Blake said bluntly.
"Tasted delicious," my mother said, slurping a big piece of what I now knew was jizz.
I looked down at my plate. I had already eaten all of my half. I felt sick.
"That's disgusting!" I yelled, standing up from the table. My mom dropped some spermy pasta onto her tits and used her finger to scoop it back into her mouth. I stormed out of the room but eventually came back in.
"This is fucking ridiculous!" I yelled, and Blake stood up from the table and glared at me. I tried to storm out again, but Blake came over and pinned me down.
"You're fucking disgusting, both of you," I yelled, but he had his arm around my neck and soon I felt dizzy and passed out.
When I woke up, I felt a moving sensation. I was still on the kitchen floor, but Blake balls dangled over my face. I couldn't move, though.
My mom was laying on top of me, apron shed aside, bare tits pressed into my chest. She was slurping heavily on Blake's cock, hanging right over my face, drool and precum dripping down onto me. I was tied down, however, and couldn't move.
My mom slurped on the long cock above me, covering every inch of Blake with drool. I watched her lips coat his dick, slurping and sucking everything. Her nipples and tits felt soft against my chest, and I felt disgusting watching my mother do this to me.
Soon, she changed position, scooting her body up me and resting her ass cheeks on my face. Her pussy sat right onto my nose, and she leaked wetness all over my cheeks. I couldn't see, but I could still here the slobbering and moaning of her fellating my best friend.
After a few minutes of that, she sprawled back on me again, shoving her mega tits into my face. Blake came behind between both my mom's and my legs and rammed his cock up into her. As he pounded my mom, her tits jiggled around me, smothering me completely. I could feel the sweat from Blake's balls drip onto mine.
They pounded like this for a while, a few times stopping slightly as Blake went back and forth between banging my mom's crotch and banging her ass. When he was fucking her ass, my mom squealed like a pig, her tits contracting up and down all around me. I could see nothing but my mother's tit flesh for what felt like hours.
I could feel my mom's body writhing in orgasm over and over. Occasionally, Blake would shout something like "Damn, your mom is a good fuck," or my mom might coo, "Pound me harder, baby, make this mommy cum an ocean."
Eventually, Blake retreated from my mother's body and my mom scooted down. Her tits down rested beneath my chin, pushed up by her hands, and her face was touching mine. She was breathing heavily from being fucked so hard, and I took my own deep breaths after being released from the cavern of my mother's bosom.
"I'm gonna cum, baby," Blake grunted, and my mom, whose nose was touching mine, opened her mouth widely and yelled "AHHHH."
Blake's splooge went everywhere. He shoved his giant cock between our noses, the tip of that monster catching my bottom lip, and erupted. The jizz flew into both my mouth and my mom's, but she gulped it up greedily, spilling down her chin into her breasts and inevitably back into my mouth. The cock, still wedged solidly in my face, spewed out loads and loads of cum for my big breasted mother to eat, using me like a sponge for every time she spilled some cream.
When he was done jizzing, Blake slapped his cock three times on my mother's tits to try to get off all the cum, but this actually made his dick even sloppier. Instead, he lodged his cock in my mouth, bobbed up and down a few times, using me like a golf ball cleaner. My unwilling tongue and saliva rid every drop of semen from his tool until it was shiny and clean.
After this, my mother and Blake kissed, my mother's tits dripping cum onto my face, and they stood up, still kissing, and retreated into the bedroom for more fucking. They left me there on the kitchen floor, covered in my mother's juices, my friend's semen and everyone's drool and sweat, to listen to them moan and groan as they banged all night in the other room. In the morning, my mother and Blake trotted into the kitchen naked.
"How was your night?" my mom asked me, stepping over my wet crusty body to get to the table. I could see her swollen pussy lips, wet and puffy from fucking.
I didn't even answer her. The two of them ate breakfast, then subjected me to another tits-in-the-face blowjob. When my mother finally released me from her chest pillows, I was greeted by another shower of cum and another washing of Blake's cock.
"We'll untie you now," my mother said, even more cum covered than I was, and she undid the knots. I tried to stand up, but I was so tired from the lack of sleep that I immediately fell back down.
"Ha, tired?" Blake asked mockingly, "How do you think we feel? We had to fuck extra loud so that you couldn't get any sleep."
He kissed my mother passionately and gave her heavy breasts a few good squeezes.
"Oh honey," my mom said, leaning down so I could see the cum flowing down her chin, "Don't you see that this all will be good for you?" And with that, they both laughed and left me.
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Josh had told me he was having a small get together at his place at noon and that I should go. I wasn't really that great friends with Josh; we had worked together on chemistry a few times, and he seemed like a nice guy. The real reason I wanted to go was because of Josh's girlfriend Sonny. I'd spent that last ten years of my life masturbating to that girl, ever since she hit puberty in fifth grade. Now, we were older, but that didn't change the fact that Sonny had big tits and fine curves.
The issue was I didn't have a car, so I had to ask my mom for a ride. Being a single mom, she sometimes got lonely so she bugged be about where exactly I was asking her to take me.
"Just a friend's house, mom," I said.
"Which friend?" she asked.
"His name's Josh, he's having a little party."
"Oh?" my mom asked, looking at me oddly, "Well I've never met Josh, how do I know his party is safe?"
"You can trust me, mom, I'm an adult."
"Not while you're under this roof," she said. She was right. I had no money of my own and I wasn't done with high school yet. There was absolutely nothing I could do but live with her and follow her orders.
"Anyway," she said, "I'll come with you to the party, just to make sure."
"Mom, they don't want you to come to their party."
"Ask him. Call him up and see."
I sighed. Whatever. I called Josh on my phone.
"Hey man, what's up?" he answered.
"Hey, I don't know if I'll be able to come to the party."
"Ah, no way, what happened?"
"Well, the only way I'd be able to get there is with my mom, and she said she'd have to come to the party to in order to take me and I know you wouldn't want that."
There was a fumble as Josh spoke to someone else in his house before coming back to the phone.
"Wait, is your mom the chick who runs the snack booth after school?"
He was right. My mom liked to volunteer for the PTA selling candy and chips at my school.
"The one with big tits?" Josh asked.
"Uhhhhh, I guess?" I answered. How was I supposed to answer that? "The one who gave Joey a handjob?!"
I had heard those rumors before, and I wasn't sure if they were true or not. Apparently, my mom had needed help carrying snacks one day, and after Joey had helped her, she had brought him behind the snack booth and jerked him off onto her tits.
It sounded a little extreme, but it could've been something my mom would do. She'd always been open about her sexuality, dressing skimpily and openly sleeping with guys around the house. Sometimes she'd even comment on how handsome a few of my friends were. It was entirely possible that my mom had beaten Joey's meat onto her chest. I just preferred not to think about it.
"Yea, I think that's what people are saying about her," I answered to Josh.
"Oh my god, dude, absolutely bring your mom, that sounds awesome."
"Oh, okay, I guess I'll be there in a half hour or so."
"Tell her to wear something hot!" he yelled before hanging up.
"Well, what'd he say?" my mom cooed victoriously.
"He said you should wear something hot?" I said awkwardly. It was a strange message to deliver.
"Ha, ha, I will," my mom answered, and I shuddered. She skipped off to her room to get ready.
I was already dressed, so I sat out in the car waiting for her. It was a while before she sauntered over to the van and got into the driver's seat
My mom wore a tight t-shirt whose bottom she'd cut off so that she could show off her midriff. She had a pair of small jean shorts on, the kind that didn't even try to cover her fleshy ass or inner thighs. She was driving with the seat belt wedged between her heaving chest, loose and fleshy with wide open cleavage. Not that I was looking. I get weirded out by my mom's sluttiness.
We got to the party late; there were about four cars parked out front already. The sun was shining pretty brightly as we walked towards the doorstep.
My mom knocked and Josh came to answer.
"Hey man!" he said, hugging me.
"And hi," he said to my mom, looking at her uncovered body from top to bottom, "I'm Josh."
"I'm Chad's mom," she said, bending her knees and giggling.
"Come on in," he added, ushering us in and walking behind. He was staring meanly at my mom's ass as she swayed her hips.
Everyone was sitting in the living room in a circle. There were two guys who I didn't recognize, each with a girl on their lap, then Sonny, leaning against a couch. She was holding a bright green bong which she was lighting as we entered.
Josh took a seat next to Sonny and squeezed her against him. She stroked his thigh with her free hand.
Upon seeing Sonny, I immediately felt a stirring in my pants. She was wearing a skin tight shirt that only served to show off the immense perkiness of her breasts. Her thick dick-sucking-lips wrapped slowly around the bong mouth and I nearly popped a boner right there.
My mom sat next to Josh and I followed, between her and one of the guys. Everyone in the room was stoned.
I was worried that my mom would be upset at the drug use, seeing as stopping that kind of thing was the reason she supposedly came, but she seemed alright with it.
The bong passed around to the guys and eventually to me. I was unsure about getting stoned with my mom around, but Sonny stared at me with those sexy eyes and I knew I had to. When I was finished, I handed it to the next person in the circle: my mom.
Inexperienced, she fumbled with the lighter until Josh leaned over and grabbed her hand, helping her light it. He guided the mouth to her lips, and my mom licked the rim slowly before shoving the thing into her mouth. One of the guys yelled "Damn, what a show," and I shrugged awkwardly.
When she had inhaled enough, she offered the bong back to Josh, who shook his head, so my mom handed it to Sonny.
"I really like your top," Sonny said to my mom. Here was the girl whose top I had ripped off in millions of self-pleasure fantasies telling my mom that her top was nice.
"Oh, really?" my mom said, pulling down on the bottom of the shirt and sending more of her boobs up out of the low cut neck line, "Thanks so much."
"Seriously, you're gorgeous," Sonny said sincerely, "Your tits are like busting out of that shirt. How do you know Josh again?"
"Oh, I'm Chad's mom," she said, putting her arm over my shoulder and smiling.
"Oh my god, no way!" Sonny said incredulously, "You look the same age as him!"
"Ha, thanks," my mom laughed.
"Chad, you should be proud that your mommy's such a hottie," Sonny said to me, and then took a hit off the bong. It was the first time I could remember that she had addressed me directly.
After a half hour or so, everyone was pretty buzzed. One of the guys had left to go into the other room with his girl, and the other was making out with his in the corner. Sonny was leaning up against Josh, and somehow, so was my mom. Josh had a hand on the inside of each of their thighs and was rubbing them up and down as he told a joke that made both of them laugh.
I guess I didn't mind. It was weird and all, but my mom was an adult, she could sit wherever she wanted. I was just surprised Sonny was okay. She seemed totally fine with the way Josh was feeling up my mom.
"I honestly can't get over how great your chest looks," Sonny said to my mom somewhat randomly, "I mean really, your boobs look spectacular. They're real, right?"
"Of course they are! And it's fine," my mom said, pretty stoned. She put her hands on her hips and thrust out her chest. "You can feel them if you want."
Sonny leaned over Josh, who stared with an eerie smile, and lifted each of my mom's tits up and down.
"They're fucking heavy," she said, moving my mom's boobs faster.
"Yeah, you should've seen me when I was breastfeeding Chad," she added, "My tits must've weighed a ton." The three of them started laughing, and I added in a nervous chuckle.
Sonny kept groping my mom for a while, but then stopped when Josh stood up.
"Let's go out to the pool," he suggested. Sonny stood up with him but my mom laid down.
"I'm going to lay here for a little while," she said, stoned, so we let her lay.
Josh brought me a pair of swimming trunks and we let Sonny go change in the bathroom. We went out to the pool and found the two other girls already out there, their guys somewhere else. Josh and I chatted with them for a few minutes, but it wasn't long before Sonny came out and joined us.
She was wearing a bright shiny gold bikini that screamed "I want people to look at my body." Her tan skin radiated as she walked, and her boobs shook lightly, pressed together in a natural cleavage. She sauntered and sat with her legs dangling in the water and Josh swam over to her and grabbed her curvy hips.
"You look sexy," he told her, and that's exactly what I was thinking. If I could've, I would've whipped my cock out right there and jacked off into the pool.
I spent a little bit more time with the two girls, neither of whom seemed really interested in me. Josh and Sonny were kissing pretty viciously at the edge of the pool, and I kept stealing glances to watch the scene.
One of the girls noticed this.
"Do you have the hots for Sonny or are you gay for Josh?" she asked me.
Embarrassed, I answered, "Uhh, neither, really."
"You sure you're not gay for Josh? He's got a huge cock, you know. For all I know, he fucks girls, but maybe he'd let you suck him off some time." She giggled.
"No, I'm not gay," I told her, but she didn't seem to care.
I heard the sliding glass door open and the other girl's guy came through. He wasn't wearing any pants, which I found strange, because I don't see why he would've taken them off. His long hairy cock shook as he walked.
"Come on, honey," he beckoned, and the girl stood up and followed me.
"Thanks for having us, Josh," he said, but Josh wasn't listening really. "We had a great time." Here he looked at me, and I stared back blankly.
"You sure you're not gay? He's got a big cock too, you see."
"No, I'm not gay," I told her again.
Here, the other guy came out from the door, his pants gone too. His cock was probably even bigger than the other guy's.
"I guess I'm leaving," she said, standing up, "I'm Maria by the way. Nice talking to you Chad."
"Why did he take off his pants?" I asked her before she left.
"I don't know, must've gotten his dick sucked," she giggled, and left with him through the house.
I wasn't sure what was going on, but I was still pretty stoned, so I swam around a bit, stilling glancing at Josh and Sonny getting steamy at the side. After a few minutes, my mom stumbled through the door.
"Hey guys," she said, and I glanced up to greet her.
There was a big ring of sticky clear goop around her mouth, much of it on her lips and some of it dripping onto the exposed tops of her chest. She smiled widely, still hazy and high.
"What's on your mouth, mom?" I asked her, and she started laughing.
"I ate a popsicle," she told me, letting some fall from her bottom lip and disappear into the cavern of her cleavage, "No wait, I ate two popsicles. Sticky popsicles." She burst into laughter.
"Nah, Chad," Sonny piped in, looking at the shiny mess on my mom's mouth, "I think your mom swallowed some cock."
"Nope," my mom said, giggling like crazy, "I was just drinking some cream. Lots of yummy cream in my belly." She glided over and sprawled down next to where Sonny and Josh sat.
Sonny extended a finger a swabbed some glop off of my mom's cheek, tasting it daintily and then smiling.
"Chad, your mom is even hotter than I thought," she said to me, and they all started laughing.
"I want to go in the water," said my mom, "Can I borrow a bathing suit, Josh?"
"Sorry babe," Josh said, "I don't have any girl's bathing suits."
My mom sighed.
"You could go topless, though," Josh suggested, "I don't think any of us would care."
"Mmmm," Sonny said, "Bust out them mommy titties, baby."
"No," I yelled before my mom could do anything, "I don't want that."
"What's that, honey?" my mom asked.
"I don't want you going topless in front of my friends, you're my mom." If she'd really just sucked off two guys in the house, then that really was enough, I couldn't handle any more than that.
Sonny pouted, but I wouldn't be swayed even by that.
My mom licked her lips and sucked in some cum.
"Fine honey," she said, "I won't if you don't want me to."
Josh went back to kissing Sonny, and I started swimming laps. My mom arched back and poked her chest towards the sun. Every few minutes, Josh would stroke a thigh of my mom's, or Sonny was cop another feel of her tits, but my mom didn't seem to mind. She just let out a small moan each instance.
The sliding door opened and I saw Maria come through.
"Josh, could you help me find Ronny's pants? They seem to have disappeared."
"I'm busy," he said, kissing Sonny's stomach.
"I'll help you," I offered, getting out of the pool.
I walked into the house with Maria and searched underneath the couches for her.
"I don't know what she did to him," referring to my mom and Ronny, "But he sure is happy. I tried to give him a blowjob before we looked for his pants but he wasn't even interested. Your mom must be some sex cat."
"I guess," I said, unsure.
"Man, did your mom suck his balls dry..." Maria said.
I scooped up a pair of pants from underneath a table.
"There they are," Maria said, taking the pants from me, "Thanks, Chad."
"No problem, I guess," I said, "Good luck with Ronny."
"Ha, good luck with your mom!" she yelled, and then she was gone.
I walked back out through the sliding door, but they weren't near the pool anymore. I noticed the sun was starting to set, and saw a lantern shining brightly from around the side of the house. Josh had said he had a hot tub, and that must've been where it was.
I was right; the three of them were cozy in the hot tub. But I noticed immediately that my mom had taken off her top. Her tan bare tits floated gently on the bubbly water.
"Hey Chad," Josh called to me, his left arm around my mom's shoulder and groping slightly her open left tit, "Come in the water."
I didn't know what else to do, so I got into the water across from the three of them.
"I know you told me not to take off my top," my mom said to me, "But I figured it would be okay for the hot tub."
"Why would it be okay for the hot tub?" I asked.
"Because hot tubs are fun," she answered, "And everything's more fun when I take off my top." Everyone laughed.
"I'll be right back," Sonny said, standing up, "I'm going to get us some drinks." I watched her tight ass as she stood up and walked away.
In Sonny's abscense, my mom scooted fully onto Josh's lap. He nearly cradled her in his arms, her tits floating up near his chest.
"You look uncomfortable," he said to me.
"A little," I said, trying not to stare at my mom's open chest.
"Don't be uncomfortable!" my mom yelled, "You should be fine around my boobs. These babies fed you, once, you know. You sucked on my tits twice a day until you were three."
"You breastfed until he was three?" Josh asked. My mom nodded. Sonny came back with a bottle of Jack Daniels and set it on the side of the hot tub.
"Well, if I had an open tab to tits like that, I wouldn't want to give them up either," Josh said.
"Damn straight," added my mom, and she took a shot of Jack right from the bottle, "Why stop feeding if there's still loads of milk being made."
Josh laughed.
"You are the fucking greatest mom I know," Sonny added, and my mom offered her the bottle.
"Sonny, go sit with Chad, he looks lonely," Josh ordered. Sonny scooted over and curled up next to me.
"Hey buddy," she said into my ear, he tits pressed against my shoulder and her fingers dancing along my knee, "How are you doing over here?"
"Uh, I'm find," I stammered nervously.
"I'm so glad I got to talk with you today," she said, "And meet your mom."
"Yeah," I said, "Me too."
Sonny giggled. It was pitch black outside now, except for the lantern they had turned on.
"Am I making you hard?" she asked me, and her hand swam over and grabbed my crotch.
"Ha, ha, I am," she said, "That's all it takes to make you hard."
"Um, I guess," I said.
"Whip it out, then," she whispered into my ear, and I gulped.
"But my mom's right there," I said, somewhat too loudly.
"Oh no," my mom said, standing up to reveal her soaked shrinking jean shorts, "Josh and I were just going to go inside anyway."
"Yep," Josh said, standing up and smiling.
"We're going to have another popsicle, or something," cooed my mom, and Josh took her by the hand led her around the side of the house.
"Whip it out," Sonny said to me again, and I did. My cock was rock hard and she grabbed it in her hands.
"Are you going to jerk me off?" I asked, stupidly.
Sonny stared me in the eyes.
"No," she said, and swam away to where Josh and my mom had been sitting.
"I'm not really interested in you sexually," she explained, "That was just for Josh's sake. He thought you looked lonely.
"Oh," I sighed, and started to put my cock back into my pants.
"Oh, you can keep it out," Sonny told me, "If you want to jerk off while I'm sitting here, go ahead. I'm happy to be the basis for your masturbation."
I skeptically gripped the base of my cock and started stroking.
"Can I maybe see your tits?" I asked, stroking.
"Ha, ha, sorry, dear, I'm not as slutty as your mom is." She laughed. I just kept jacking off.
"Nah, that was harsh, Chad, I'm sorry," Sonny added, "But your mom is really quite the character."
"Yeah, I know," I said. My eyes were focused directly at Sonny's chest.
"I do envy her though," she said, "Josh is giving her the fucking of a lifetime up there." She pointed at a window above us that had become illuminated in the last few moments.
"He's got a huge tool and he uses it like magic," she explained, "I mean, I melted when he just stuck in the head. After a few minutes, he was pounding me like a jack hammer and I just kept cumming oceans."
She sighed and her breasts heaved.
"That's what your mom is getting now," she explained, "If you're quiet, you can hear it."
I looked up at the window, and sure enough, I could hear the distinct moans of my mom and Josh fucking away like rabbits.
"I mean, with tits like hers, Josh is having a great time too. Ever see a girl get titty-fucked? It's not easy, but your mom is perfectly endowed for it. I know for sure that Josh is using your mom's tits to get off. Right now." The moans upstairs continued.
"I know it could be tough to hear," Sonny explained, "But you've got a yummy mummy."
"A what?" I asked.
"It's like a milf," she said, "But younger. Your mom isn't old and hot, she's young and hot and your mom. A yummy mummy."
Above us, the noise got louder, and the window opened up. Out came my mom's torso, he arms reaching back into the room to support herself. I could see Josh pumping into her from behind, her tits and hair dangling out the window above us.
"MMMmmmyessss," she moaned, biting her lips, "Fuck fuck fuck, that's good."
"See, what'd I tell you?" Sonny asked, "Your mom is getting fucked real sweet."
Suddenly, Josh's voice rang out, "Sonny!"
"Yes?" she called back to him from the hot tub.
"Come up here, we, uhh, need your help with something."
Sonny licked her lips.
"Looks like I get a taste of your yummy mummy too," she said, standing up, "Maybe I'll get to eat her pussy. You know I've never been with a girl before." She leaped out of the tub and hopped towards the house.
"But wait," I yelled, "I haven't cum yet."
She giggled.
"Don't worry," she said, "You'll be able to hear us fucking up there. That should be plenty for you to beat your meat to. Good luck!" She disappeared behind the house.



I let myself sink into the hot tub. Soon, I heard Sonny's voiced joined up in the open window, but it was too intertwined with my mom's pleasure groans to arouse me. Cock in hand, I let myself close my eyes and drift off to sleep.



        Party Mom Ch. 02

        Wild mom goes even sluttier with son's friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/party-mom-ch-02

Title: Party Mom Ch. 02

Author: PurpleMonkeyDishwash

Category: Fetish

Description: Wild mom goes even sluttier with son's friends.

Tags: slut, swallow, hot mom, jizz, cuckold, milf, son, porn star, humiliation, yummy mummy

Series: Party Mom


I woke up on the lawn outside the hot tub. Everyone else was gone. I guess I had climbed out of it at some point during the night, but I couldn't even remember. It took me awhile to reconstruct the day before. Sonny and Josh, my mom, everything. Sonny, sitting on my cock while Josh fucked my mom upstairs... Oh, but she had left, gone with Josh to fuck my mom too...
I didn't want to think about my mom's behavior; it creeped me out. She had sucked cock, been fondled, and then fucked two kids her son's age, wow! My mom was a complete whore. When I thought of Sonny, however, my cock began to twitch. Her big tits had been pressed right into my face. I had jerked my cock while staring at her in a bikini. I had heard her squeal and moan in pleasure as Josh fucked her brains out (my mom helping too, disturbingly). Damn mom, getting the pussy I had only dreamed of. Oh well.
I tried to stand up but fell back down immediately. My pants were around my ankles, I realized, my waist completely naked in the open air. I had fallen asleep masturbating, and I guess I stayed that way all night. I hoped none of the neighbors had passed by to see my dick hanging out right in public.
I scurried my pants back on and walked towards the house. As I approached the pool and the house, I smelled something really great. Someone was cooking in the kitchen.
I opened the door and saw my mom standing over the stove. She looked up and smiled hello to me. I didn't want to look at her after everything that had happened yesterday, but she called my name.
"Chad!" she yelled, "How'd you sleep?"
She was wearing a pair of jeans she had borrowed from Josh, but they were unzipped and unbuttoned, showing her panties out of the front. The jeans were skinny, way too small on Josh (which is why he gave them to my mom) so they hugged her butt irregularly, showing the size of firmness of her behind. Above that was, well, nothing. My mom's tan abdomen and firm tits were hanging out freely as she cooked bacon and eggs over the stove.
Even worse than this, however, was the state of her face. Her mouth and the area around her mouth were sticky with dried cum, which was also bunched up in her hair and on her shoulders. Much of the wet fluid could have been from Sonny, for all I knew. My mom looked like she had been dipped through a donut glazer.
I tried not to stare as I sat down at the table. I was really hung over, and I was surprised that my mom could be so cheery so early in the morning. I looked at a clock on the wall and realized it was nearly two in the afternoon already. I guess I had been asleep for a while.
I heard steps on the stairs and Sonny came through the door. She was wearing a long t-shirt that came down just past her waist, like a short short dress. Her hair was pushed to the side and she was smiling widely.
"Hey sexy," she said, and I looked up at her eyes. She was talking to my mom. She reached from behind her at the stove and slipped one hand down the back of my mom's pants and another around the side. She squeezed a tit and a cheek, enjoying the firm flesh of both.
"Ha, good morning," my mom said, letting Sonny kiss her neck.
Sonny came over at sat at the table with me. My mom stayed at the stove.
"You're still here?" Sonny asked, "Well, I guess you can't leave unless someone drives you."
I didn't know what to say.
"We had a great time last night," Sonny added, "You should've joined us."
"Gross!" I said, looking over my shoulder at my mother. I leaned over and said in a hushed whisper: "She's my mom, for god's sake!"
Sonny just laughed.
"So?" she said, "She's a fine sexy woman. Seriously. Look at those tits. I mean, what a sexy bitch! She's cooking me breakfast topless. Your mom is practically made of sex."
As if beckoned, my mom came over to the table and scooped bacon and eggs onto plates for each of us. Sonny took this opportunity to scoop some more of my mom's dangling tits.
"Give me a kiss," Sonny said, and my mom obediently leaned over and tongued Sonny deeply. Sonny fondled her breasts as they embraced.
"Now let's have some pancakes too, you little bitch," Sonny said playfully to her, slapping my mom's ass as she turned around to head back to the stove.
"Josh is asleep," Sonny told me, "He's really tired after last night. He should be, seeing as he was able to juggle the two of us all night long."
My mom opened the fridge to get eggs and milk for pancakes, and when she closed the door her nipples were cold and hard.
We ate the eggs and bacon, and eventually my mom came to the table with pancakes and sat down with us.
"So," my mom said, putting her arms down on the table and smiling, "I've had a really great time."
"Me too, babe," Sonny said, eating.
"I was thinking," my mom said, "that because Josh had this party, I should have a party for him and whoever you want to invite tonight."
I looked at my mom, but she was smiling at Sonny.
"Sounds hot," Sonny said, smirking back at my mom.
"Good," my mom said, "I just have to get some stuff to be ready. Why don't we all take my car, you can drop me off at the mall, then you and Chad can head back to my place and hang out until Josh comes and picks me up and brings me back home for the party, okay? That sound alright?"
"Sure," Sonny said, "Should be fun."
"Great," my mom said, "I'll just go gather my clothes and clean up and then we can go. I'll text Josh to tell him what's going on, I wouldn't want to wake him." She giggled.
My mom headed for the bedroom, and Sonny stared as her ass swayed as she walked out of the room.
"Fuck, your mom is hot, Chad." I squirmed in my seat.
"And she eats pussy like a champ. She was incredible last night. I shoved her head right down between my legs and she just made magic happen. By the end of it, her face was dripping wet, but hey, that's what happens. I was surprised she could even breathe, seeing as how hard I shoved her head into my crotch."
I lost any appetite I had left.
"You know what," Sonny said, hearing my mom's footsteps coming down the stairs, ready to leave, "I'm going to see if I can get some more head from your mom in the van before we leave. Can you go upstairs and get my stuff from Josh's room? I'll be in the van with your mom. Give us a little while, and come down with all my things."
Sonny stood up from the table and walked towards the doorway where my mom was standing, dressed and ready. She put her arm around her.
"And don't wake Josh!" Sonny added, sliding her hand down my mom's back and grabbing her ass. They walked out towards the van like this.
I stepped up the stairs slowly and found Josh's room. He had a king size bed, and was asleep on it face up. There was evidence of sex everywhere. The sheets were tangled, covered in various stains. I found six used condoms around the floor which I was careful to walk around.
Mostly though, what I noticed was between Josh's legs. He was asleep, yes, but he was naked. His eyes were closed, and resting on his right thigh was the biggest slab of cock I had ever seen. Josh's dick was absolutely enormous. What a long, fat, and sturdy cock! I couldn't help but imagine my mom grasping it, stroking it, sucking it, licking it, grabbing it and shoving it between her tits and between her legs. This was the tool had made both my crush and my mother moan in utter ecstasy.
I collected all of Sonny's items I could see; a shirt, a purse, a pair of shoes. There was a sock that belonged to her draped by the window, and looking out, I could see the van rocking violently back and forth. Sonny must have been shaking back and forth as my mom lapped dutifully between her legs.
The other sock was on Josh's desk, and I couldn't help but notice his computer was open. I figured I'd check my email real quick, seeing as it looked like my mom and Sonny wouldn't be done any time soon.
The computer was right now open to a stock portfolio Josh was keeping open. Josh had been trading stocks since was little, and despite his age, he was doing very well for himself. He had enough to buy himself a car, used, and to support himself pretty well. I minimized the program to get to the email.
Moving the mouse, I saw that there was also an album of photos open, large thumbnails, about fifty or sixty. Scrolling through them, I realized they were all taken last night. There was my mom, topless, kissing Josh. There was one with my mom leaning forwards at the cameras as Josh fucked her doggy style from behind. These made me feel weird, but I kept going because I knew I would get to see Sonny naked eventually. I had dreamed of seeing her tits for so long, and even though she was now banging my mom, that didn't stop her from being the sexiest person I knew.
Sonny didn't show up until the last four pictures though, the rest was just my mom sucking cock and getting fucked. The last few showed Sonny, in her bikini, taking off her top from behind. I didn't get to see anything but her naked back because she had the sense to turn the camera off immediately. Just my luck.
I looked out the window to see that the van had stopped rocking, so I gathered Sonny's things and headed out the front door. I knocked on the tinted window of the van, then stepped back and the again-topless torso of my mother popped out from the opening window.
"Hey honey," she said, he mouth sticky and freshly wet, "Sonny wants her clothes."
I handed them to my mom, who took them and closed the window. After a few minutes, they opened the door. They both were fully dressed now, and I sat in the back seat as Sonny drove with my mom in the passenger.
"You let Sonny drive the van?" I asked my mom.
"Ha," Sonny answered, "Your mom lets me do a lot of things."
We drove to the mall and let my mom out at the front.
"I'll see you later," she said, walking towards the entrance. Sonny stared at her ass the entire time before driving off.
"Man, can your mom eat pussy..." Sonny said, out of the blue. I was still in the back seat.
When we left the parking lot, Sonny took a turn away from my house.
"My house is the other way," I corrected her, but she didn't care.
"I thought we could go get my friend first."
I frowned.
"I don't know if I want your friend just coming to my house. Is it someone I know?"
"Not, it's not a school friend," Sonny answered, smiling, "It's an older friend."
"How much older?" I asked.
"Not too much. But if this party's going to be as sexy as your mom makes it out to be, I have to invite my friend."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because my friend's a porn star," she answered, simply.
I was silent. A porn star? My dick began to stir in my pants again. Images of a hot blonde porn star with big tits and fat ass getting fucked hard over a couch floated into my head. Maybe I could even get her to fuck me. I was excited.
"Okay," I said, "That's fine." Sonny shot me a smile.
"It's a nearby house," she said, turning onto a residential street.
She parked the car at a home and told me to wait inside.
"I'll be right out with Alex," she told me. I couldn't wait to see how hot this porn star girl was.
She spent a while in the house, but when she came out, I was shocked. Alex was not a blonde with big tits and a fat ass. Alex was a six foot tall black man with bulging muscles and a tight t-shirt.
He got into the front seat and Sonny started the car.
"Hey man," he said, reaching into the back seat to shake my hand, "I'm Alex."
"Chad," I said, trying to conceal my disappointment. Sonny began heading towards my house.
"So I heard your mom's a MILF," he said.
"Yummy mummy," Sonny corrected him. He licked his lips.
"Nice," he said, "I've fucked a lot of hot moms, and they're always the best."
"She eats pussy like a pro," Sonny told him.
"I hope she can swallow cock too," Alex added.
"Uhh, I guess," I said.
"The party's not until later," Sonny clarified, "But I figured we can hang out and have some fun at Chad's house until then."
"Sounds cool," Alex said.
When we got to the house, Sonny and Alex sat down on the couch and started watching the television.
"Can you bring us some drinks?" Sonny asked me, "Lemonade or something."
"Sure," I said, and fixed them something.
When I came back, they were smoking a blunt Alex had in his pocket. I sat down with them and took a few puffs myself.
"It's fucking hot," Alex complained, "Let's go swimming or something."
"I don't have a suit," Sonny said, "But I can borrow one from your mom, right Chad?"
"I guess."
"Nah," Alex said, "Just go naked. I want to see that cute little body of yours."
She smiled. "Not with Chad here," she said, standing up. "Let's go find a swimsuit."
They headed towards my mom's room and I followed them in. I directed them towards the closet.
"Wow, your mom has a lot of sexy outfits," Alex said, looking at the various dresses on the hangers.
Sonny found where my mom kept her bikinis and pulled out a bunch in a handful.
"Wow, look at this skimpy one," she said, holding up a white one that looked just like a piece of string. "I bet your mom looks so sexy in this thing."
"Damn," Alex said, looking at the different tiny swimsuits, "Your mom must be a fucking slut."
Sonny reached in to grab more, but stopped and pulled something out of the drawer.
"What do we have here!" she said, holding it in her hands. It was a long black dildo.
"Oh shit," she said, inspecting it from all sides, "Looks like mommy likes to have a little fun."
"Wait a second," Alex said, looking at the dildo, "I know this thing. This is the one I modeled. That's my cock."
Sure enough, on the side it said "Authentic Alex Lawrence Cock".
Sonny sniffed it, inhaling the scent of my mother's juices.
"Your mom has been fucking herself with my cock," Alex said, laughing, "Damn, I can't wait to meet this bitch."
Sonny held the dildo in her hands, stroking it up and down.
"Is your cock really this big?" Sonny asked. I was surprised that she hadn't seen Alex's cock in person yet.
"Of course, darling," Alex said, moving closer, "Haven't you seen any of my films."
Sonny laughed. "Not really, I just knew you made them."
Alex put his arm around Sonny's waist.
"Chad, why don't you go into the other room," Sonny suggested, letting Alex embrace her and paw at her ass. She was holding the dildo in her hand and eyeing it widely.
I left, and Alex slammed the door behind me. I was upset that they had abandoned me like this, but honestly, I was more aroused at the idea of Sonny getting fucked by that stud. I sat down next to the door and listened. The sounds of Sonny and Alex as they undressed made my dick hard.
I couldn't see anything, but I unzipped my pants and let my cock out. I stroked it until it was hard. For a while, I had been teased and aroused, and I needed release. Sonny moaned, and I imagined Alex fondling her breasts and slipping a hand inside of her legs.
I pumped at my cock as I listened to them fuck. It wasn't long before I was ready to finish. In a moment of ecstasy, I shot my load into my underpants, pump after pump. My cock went limp, and I wiped my sticky hand onto my pants. They were still fucking away, so I went into my room to change.
I got into my swimming trunks and went out to the pool. They came out a bit later, Sonny in my mom's tiny white bikini and Alex in a pair of boxers. Sonny took a seat on a lawn chair, and Alex slid down his shorts and leaped into the pool.
Even after seeing my mom's dildo, I was still surprised by the size of his cock. What a long fat black cock! I imagined Sonny's lips salivating all over it, and it cumming loads of jism down into her stomach. Even after masturbating, I was getting horny again.
Alex swam laps in the pool, and Sonny tanned. I took a small nap, still high from earlier. Later, Sonny took a small dip and Alex got out, dried off, and put his clothes back on, sitting in the sun on a chair.
The sun was setting when Josh and my mom got back. She was carrying backs of liquor, and Josh had brought his DJ set for music. Josh stepped into the house to set up the system, and Sonny went with him. Alex, my mom and I stayed out by the pool.
"Hi honey," my mom said, hugging me in my chair.
"And who's you friend?" she asked, looking at Alex, who has stood up to greet her.
"Alex Lawrence," he said, smiling and shaking her hand. My mom's eyes went wide.
"Alex Lawrence?" she asked, "The Alex Lawrence?"
"Of course," he said.
"Well, you get a hug too then," she said mischievously. My mom wrapped her arms around his big frame, mashing her tits again his hard chest. He smirked and me and nodded as her hand moved down to feel my mom's firm ass.
"You're friendly," my mom said, laughing. Alex laughed too.
We all went inside and found Josh and Sonny.
"I got these for you," my mom said, reaching into a bag on the floor. She pulled out a small strip of black material. The entire bag was filled with it.
"What is it?" I asked.
"A speedo," she said, handing it to me, "That's the theme of the party. Everyone wears the exact same outfit, boys and girls. No clothes but what we give you. No one wears any tops; everyone wears just the bottoms."
"What a sexy idea," Sonny said, grabbing a speedo from the bag. "Oh, I guess it's your lucky day," she said to me, "You get to see me topless."
With that, she lifted up her shirt and unhooked her bra. Her breasts fell down and hovered, perky and strong. They were incredible.
She left to go change her bottoms, and I headed to my room to do the same. Once naked, I was tempted to jack off once more, but I resisted as I heard my mom calling for me to help her set up.
Putting the speedo on, I was a little anxious. My dick was not exactly very large, and it would be obvious to everyone in this little outfit. Especially when compared to monster Alex and Josh. The thought of Sonny's bare breasts drove me forwards. I put on my speedo and left my room.
My mom was already changed into her outfit, and her tits bounced around as she arranged the bottles of liquor around the kitchen.
"People will be arriving soon," she said. She was right. In an hour, the house was filled with people, all in just their speedos, dancing to the loud music Josh played.
I tried to stick near to Sonny. I couldn't get enough of her breasts. As hot as the other girls were, Sonny was the hottest.
She knew what I was doing, but she didn't seem to mind. She flirted with a lot of guys, letting a few do shots off of her body. I just watched, trying to cover up the boner I was growing in my speedo.
Sonny drifted eventually back to the DJ booth, where my mom hung over Josh. Alex was stopping by to talk to the two of them often, laughing with Josh, and grabbing a few squeezes of the tits my mom was glad to offer up to him.
"Everyone at this party is so hot!" I heard Alex say, "We should get some people together and get a firehose going."
"What's that?" Josh asked.
"You find a girl at the party who's so hot she's on fire. Then you get three guys to put out the fire with their hoses, in the middle of the crowd."
"That sounds hot!" chimed in my mom, stepping from out of the booth, "I'm in."
"Fucking sexy mom," Alex said, laughing and smiling, I'll go find some guys."
Alex came back with three eager looking dudes with big bulges in their speedos.
Josh got on the microphone, urging everyone to crowd around.
When there were as many people as possible crouched around, my mom got down on her needs. She thrust out her chest, her big tits open to the three men. They each pulled out their cocks, hard and long.
"Get the hoses ready!" announced Alex. The men all began jacking off rapidly.
"Ready..." Alex said, and the men nodded.
The crowd was cheering. "Damn, those tits are nice!" someone said. "What a hot ass chick," said another. They didn't know that this was my mom here.



"Aim," Alex said, and the crowd cheered louder.
"Fire!"
They shot their loads right onto my mom's tits. Rope after rope of white sticky goop surged from their hard cocks onto my mom's open chest. She gobbled up whatever landed in her mouth, letting the rest glaze her body in sticky man seed.
The crowd cheered. When the guys stopped cumming, she kissed each of the dicks, sucking off the excess cum. They then pulled up their speedos and the crowd cheered for my mom. They kept cheering even after she got off her knees. The woman looked like sex itself. Bare tan tits covered in the cream of three young studs. They couldn't get enough. They wanted more.
My mom saw that, and she grabbed Josh from behind the DJ booth. He only smiled and walked with her into the crowd. She ripped off his speedo, exposing his hard cock to the crowd. She then shed her own bottom, her fleshy ass and soft pussy open to all.
I was feeling sick at the sight, and I tried to get away, but the crowd was too strong. Josh thrust his cock into my mom, fucking her deeply in front of the whole party. The crowd, somehow learning who she was, began chanting: "Chad's hot mom! Chad's hot mom!"
I couldn't get away. Josh fucked my mom every way possible, her face and chest still sticky from the fire hose. When he finished, she took his cock in her mouth and didn't let a drop avoid her gullet. She ate every bit.
Alex emerged from the crowd, exposing the video camera he'd been holding the entire time.
"Fuck, bitch," he said incredulously to my mom, "That was so fucking hot!" My mom smiled, still covered in sticky cum.
"I mean, look at Chad over here, cringing in the corner. The fact that everyone is boning his mom in front of him only makes this even hotter."
My mom laughed.
"Guys love to be the 'big man' and fucking a guy's mom is the easiest way to do so. Especially when the mom's as sexy and slutty as you!" My mom smiled widely, proud of her fit body and lusty libido.
"You should really consider doing a real film," Alex told her, "And not just an amateur video like this. But I'm sure this thing will sex like hotcakes anyway."
I didn't know that Alex was going to be actually distributing this video of my mother.
Alex extended his hand to my mom. "Business partners?" he asked.
My mom didn't take his hand. Instead, she got down on her knees and sucked his cock. This was entirely more appropriate than a handshake.
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I didn't like doing group projects in school mainly because of my mom.
I live in a fairly small town, and it's our own bizarre tradition that pretty much everyone moves from high school right into community college. Thus, my community college functions just like a high school; there are sports teams and classes and extracurriculars, except everyone is older (the youngest person in our school is a nineteen year old freshman) and thus a lot more mature. So we do things like group projects, even if that might seem strange for a college.
In math class, I once had to work on a presentation with a meathead jock named Corey. Sitting at the dining room table, we were working just fine together until my mom walked in uninvited with a tray of lemonade and cookies. It was hot out that day, and so she wore a tight white tank top that was riding up her stomach and short red shorts. I always feel uncomfortable when she wears skimpy sexual clothing around the house, but I felt especially shy that Corey could see her like this.
He ate her up with his eyes. He was glued to the sway of her tits as she set the tray down. She gave a girlish giggle when she saw the work we were doing, and sauntered out of the room with swaying hips and a slight jiggle in her tight red shorts.
"Dude, your mom is HOT," Corey said to me, practically drooling. I didn't know how to respond. After a few more minutes of working, he slipped out of the room and when I went in to go check on him, I found him chatting with her in the kitchen, practically pinning her against the wall.
"Your friend is so funny!" my mom told me, and Corey turned to me and smiled cruelly. I went back into the dining room to work.
Corey came back to the room eventually, smiling, and I surveyed him hoping not to find any signs of sexual activity. Sure my mom liked to flirt, but would she really do something with her son's eighteen-year old classmate? I was relieved to see that he seemed normal. I peeked in on my mom and I found her making dinner for her, Corey, and me (my mom and I lived alone). It didn't seem as if they did anything.
Corey did, however, updated his facebook profile picture later that evening to a rather benign shot of him and my mom. I mean benign in that while they weren't fucking, my mom still had her midriff exposed, her neckline broad and heaving, and her tiny shorts clinging to her tan thighs. I monitored it later and saw more than a few comments about how "sexy that bitch was" and how people "hoped Corey had been tapping that all night". When he finally revealed in a comment that she was in fact his "math partner's hot ass mommy", I ended up getting about thirty friend invites from guys who had been oggling my mom on his profile. I tried not to be rude and accepted them all, but I spent the evening weeding through vulgar messages asking for pictures of my mom's tits and requests for invitations to come over and fuck her.
I showed my mom some of the messages, and she seemed flattered by them. She had always been a bit playful. As a single mother, she had entertained men before, but always very discreetly. Of course, as her son, there still were moments where I saw her sexuality. Her girlfriends had bought her a shirt that said "cum dumpster" once when they visited Vegas, and she wore it to bed sometimes, or just around the house. In line with the joke, she actually had purchased more of shirts like this one, meaning she wore one to bed about six out of every seven nights. She enjoyed being in shape, and I'd often see her in small sports bras or out tanning in a small bikini in our hot tub. More than a few times, I had emptied the laundry to find small thongs, lacy bras, and other sexy lingerie.
Like nearly every other male, I react to these things with a sort of self-denial. I do not want to think of my mother as a sexual creature, no matter how else the world does. And yet, this is how the world does see her. At her job, she often explains to me how she knows she can get a better promotion by wearing low cut shirts with her tits half out, or going to company beach outings when the rest of her office is made of men. On most holidays, she would leave for the office party in some terribly short dress and stripper high heels and not come back until late the next afternoon.
If I had chosen to not reject the evidence, I might have noticed that my mother was more than just sexually active. She was almost a slut.
Since the incident with Corey, I ended up with a reputation at school as the kid with the hot mom. Strangers would come up to me, holding the picture of my mother (people kept printing it out!) and asking me if this hot bitch in the photo REALLY was old enough to have a child. I tried to play along and laugh as much as I could, though it always made me really uncomfortable.
Locker rooms were always a bad place. The testosterone in there seems to run wild, and most of the worst events occurred showering and cleaning up after PE or basketball. At our school, it was commonplace to try to relieve tension before a big game, and most of the guys would just whip it out and jerk off right in the center of the room. These guys were always the ones with confidence, nine inch penises, and six or seven girls they were fucking at the time. Most would use pornography, but since the Corey incident, the infamous profile picture with my mom served most guys fittingly. I would notice endless copies of it in waste paper bins, stained with the splooge of some athlete. If I were to walk by while some guy was actually whacking it to the photo of my mom, he would normally stop and show me what he was doing. "This is all for your hot ass mother," he might say, releasing himself in streams all over my mother's sultry face.
After a few weeks of things like this, someone actually sent a letter to my mother requesting her to join the PTSA. It was written as if everyone had gotten one, but I knew that some horny kid had concocted it as a means to get my mother on campus. It worked. From there, the student body was able to convince her that it was her duty to volunteer. Having just accepted a new job that she did solely online (I hate to think what she did to her boss to get that!), she ended up spending a lot of time at school. Most of the guys befriended her, and she had a lot of them over for dinners with me. No one was every terribly mean to me, but they were often rude, making open comments about how much they want to fuck her and how often they had jerked off to thinking about her.
My sexy mom became almost a school mascot. She came to every sports game, dressed in the official team mom uniform (again, a miraculously skimpy outfit concocted by some horny kid). From here, photos were more various and abundant (someone even set up a facebook group devoted just to the hottest pictures students had taken of her). By the end of her first month as team mom, it was now a standard pre-game ritual to have her come to the locker room, give a motivational speech, then leave. The boys then would all together whip out their cocks and masturbate onto a large poster of whatever the hottest photo of her that week was.
As the son of the school's adopted milf, I began to be approached by some of my attractive young classmates. These girls laughed at my jokes and offered to drive me home since I had no car, and I for a while I believed I was popular. However, in my efforts to hook up with them, I learned that they were all bicurious and hoping I could help them take a break from being pounded by their boyfriends' hard and painful cocks to explore the warm softness of my mother. I refused, laughed it off, something I felt I had been doing more and more each day.
I do not believe that she ever did anything individually appropriate, however, at least at this point. She may have been promiscuous and horny, but she never actualized this amongst the student body. I'm sure some bold guys offered, but when I confronted her about my worries, she scoffed that anything she had been doing was wrong and assured me she knew that they were just a group of eighteen-year olds, and not at all her fuck toys. She told me this while wearing her "I love cock" t-shirt (if the kids at school only knew about her t-shirt collection). However, I trusted her word that she had never fucked, sucked, handied, slurped, groped, motorboated, jerked, licked, tasted, stroked, touched, kissed, grabbed, pulled, or just in general banged anyone of these legal yet much younger people. Well, except in the collective wet dreams of the study body.
The culmination of this occurred in an event that changed my life even more than Corey's picture. It was another group project, but with a different partner, and with a magical force involved that came straight out of a children's story.
With my mother the popular sex idol she was, I was a prominent candidate when it came time to pick partners for the final History project. The project involved a paper, a presentation, a model, as well as a creative aspect. Thus, it would take a lot of time, and this time would be spent in the close intimate quarters with the sex goddess my mother. The lucky guy might have to sleep over, getting to see her maybe step out of the shower with her breasts uncovered, or bend over to kiss the boy goodnight on his rock hard cock. This was silly, but they all thought it, and they all scrambled to me. The teacher, aware that these boys were lobbying here for the chance to fuck my mother, intervened. She paired me with a slightly quiet boy, who was not on any sports team, and did not spend very much time at school, and thus, by some incredible force, was unaware of who my mother even was. His name was Jon Agon, and he would turn out to be the very worst.
Jon was not a jock, but he was tall and muscular none the less. His dealings were shady; he had few friends, and most people were aware that he spent his time on the streets, whatever that meant. He hung out with older, sleazier people, probably committing petty crimes and maybe even some not so petty crimes. He was rarely at school, skipping very often. I believe that the teacher felt that Jon's lack of motivation would make him unlikely to even try to collaborate with me on the project, and so I would be spared any kind of further humiliation by boys horny for my mom.
But the teacher didn't know some of the more disturbing rumors about Jon. A few girls claimed he had exposed himself to them for fun against their will, and that his cock was grotesquely huge. He could be cruel, they added, very very cruel. He made a game out of scoping out some of the more affable guys and stealing their girlfriends, fucking them senselessly and then working his hardest to rub it in the other guy's face. He'd sent pictures of himself fucking their girlfriends, sent them jizzy pieces of the girl's lingerie. He seemed to enjoy the sadism of humiliating the past boyfriend more than fucking the girls. But somehow he had never heard of my mom, and I was hoping it would stay this way.
The teacher broke the class up into groups, and Jon slithered over to my desk. He expected me to do most of the work, and I was fine with this. I offered to have it done soon, and he shrugged and said just to get it done.
In three weeks, I had done nearly every bit of the project without even seeing Jon once. I was excited. The football season was almost over, and it would be hard for the jocks to continue involving my mom in sports. I knew they could find a way, but maybe they would lose interest. I was feeling good.
The only part that he absolutely needed to be there for was the video we were doing for the presentation. I had his role minimized, and I would only need him at my house for about an hour. I told him the time, and he said he would try to be there if he could.
My plan was to do a fake museum about the ancient Arabic culture which was the subject of our presentation. I had a bunch of fake artifacts I had bought at the dollar store, and all Jon would need to do was play the role of the museum goer as I explained to him what each artifact was. The items were all cheap knickknacks for which I had invented some relevant historical facts.
I chose the specific time to coincide with the boy's volleyball game, an event my mom would be at as her position as team mom. This way, Jon could be in and out as soon as possible.
I waited at the dining room table for Jon. He was an hour and a half late. When he finally showed up, he smelled of pot and beer, and it took me a while to get him to just sit down. I brought him a glass of cold water, which he drank, and that seemed to cool him down a bit.
I explained to him about the history project, and he asked to see the work. I hadn't planned on showing it to him, and he took a while to read, so I sat with him, bored. I plugged in my headphones and watched him read.
I was caught off guard when the door opened and my mom walked in.
"What is all this stuff?" she asked, carrying the box of my museum artifacts. Jon looked up from the history work and his eyes widened. My mom had been wearing bikini bottoms for the volleyball game and a tight blue tube top that read "team mom". Her nipples were hard, because she was sopping wet. Her shirt was nearly see-through. Perhaps it had rained, or maybe they had dunked her in the pool as part of their horny wholesome fun.
She set down the box on the table, exposing more of her open tan body.
"Hi there," she said to Jon, "I haven't met you. I'm Chad's mom."
Jon extended a hand to her.
"This is your mom?" he said to me.
"Um, yes," I told him. He smiled widely. My mom shook her hair and smiled at him, her tits pointing straight out at Jon and her hips pivoted. He ran his eyes down her body, and she giggled.
She waltzed out towards the kitchen.
"I am going to fuck your mom senseless," he told me blankly. I had never had anyone be so blunt.
"I don't care about you or what she wants. I haven't gotten my dick sucked in days, and I am going to fucking go into that kitchen right down and shove your mom's slutty little body down onto my cock and I am going to fill her up with as much as I can give her."
"Stop it," I told him, growing bolder.
"Nah, I'm just kidding!" he said to me, smiling manically, "You take things so seriously." This kid was so fucked up. I didn't know what to say, so I laughed.
He rifled through the box of artifacts. It was as if he had never said those things; we were going to work on the history project it seemed.
I arranged the items on the table, and explained his lines to him. We spent about a half hour discussing it, and then I suggested we do a trial run through the presentation before we filmed it.
Jon was being very cooperative. He spoke his lines well, and only once did he stumble, when my mom began singing softly in the other room. He quickly snapped back to the project however, which was more considerate than most other boys were to me.
It was on the fifth item that something incredible happened. I had purchased the lamp as a sign of the ancient mysticism, and I (in character) explained to Jon's character that it might contain a magic genie. He rubbed it jokingly and then set it down. And yet, as we were about to move onto the next item, the lamp began to shake. We both went silent; the only sound was my mother's soft singing in the other room.
Out of the stem of the lamps came a cloud of purple smoke that rose into a massive cloud at the ceiling and then condensed into a darker smog at the floor. In an instant, the smoke was gone and in its place stood a massive seven foot tall black man with a short beard, a ripped chest, and a ten inch cock.
"I am the genie of the lamp," he said, "And thus I can grant you three wishes. I was a normal merchant enslaved into the lamp by a wizard, and you have granted me freedom. After I satisfy your wishes, I can finally return to civilization."
We stood in silent awe at the genie. My mom continued to hum and sing in the kitchen. The genie, hearing her, peeked his head into the kitchen and returned.
"That woman is gorgeous!" he said, and we saw his giant cock twitch.
"That's my mother," I said, and he began to laugh.
"Maybe I'll stick around after I grant you wishes after all," he said.
Jon turned to me. "I want to get laid. Let's wish to get laid."
I thought. This was an excellent opportunity and I didn't want to waste our wishes. However, Jon had a point. After coming so close to the girls to find they were only interested in my mother, I was pretty horny too.
"Okay," I said to Jon, "But let's be smart about it. Let's not waste the wish on one fuck, let's fix it so that we can fuck a lot more."
"We'll be back," I told the genie, and I went with Jon into the other room to discuss.
We came back to present our plan to the genie.
"Here is what we want," I told the genie.
"We want the ability to make girls manically desperate for cock. We want to be able to really make a woman horny on command so that she will do anything to get fucked. Our second wish is to be able to duplicate women so that we can each fuck her, and then the ability to put the two copies back into one, and again into two when we wish, forever. And finally, we want the ability to make slight modifications on women's bodies, to be able to make their boobs bigger for one fuck, or younger or older, then to be able to return them to normal at the end, then change them again later."
The genie paused and stared at us.
"These are intelligent wishes," he said, "But they are out of my reach. As a slave myself, I cannot grant any more power than has been imposed on me. You would like to enslave legions of women, yet I am only an individual enslaved. Thus, I can craft you a wand with such a power, but it would work once and once alone, on one woman alone."
I stopped to think about it, but Jon smiled and shouted out, "Okay!"
The genie raised his naked arms and when he brought them down, there was a long thin box which he handed to me.
I opened it and pulled out the wand. It was long and made of wood, with a mushroom head tip like a cock. On the handles were carved images of women moaning with larger breasts and heaving hips. I admired the power and sexuality I felt holding the wand.
"We have to choose a good girl," I said to Jon, "Some hollywood supermodel or playboy bunny."
"Let me see the wand," he said, and I handed it to him.
He admired it for a moment, then dashed into the kitchen. I felt a pit in my stomach as I realzied what he was about to do. I rushed into the kitchen after him, with the great black genie following me.
My mom was bent over the stove stirring soup in her tight tube top and bikini thong. Her magnificent ass was stuck out into the air, and it was at this beautiful bottom that Jon pointed the wand. A stream of white goop erupted from it wand like semen. My mom, feeling the sliminess coating her ass, turned around and was greeted to another warm shot of magic-semen from the tip. The milky cum dripped off her face and onto her tits, where they soaked through the shirt like acid, exposing my mom's round breasts and coating them in slippery cum.
At the touch of the substance, my mom's face transformed into a look of supreme sexual ecstasy. Her cheeks blushed, her eyes rolled inwards, and she stuck out her tongue like a dog in heat. I'd never seen such a sexy look on a woman before, nevertheless my mother. Jon held the cock wand towards her as it spewed its cum onto my mother, and he stuck his other hand in his pants.



The genie, I noticed, was stroking his own cock too. It was weird, watching a magical being be aroused by my mother.
I was dying. I had held the power of ultimate seducation in my hands, and Jon had stolen it from me and used it on a woman I would never want to fuck. And yet, not only had I lost the ultimate sex slave, I now was being forced to watch my mother become such a sex slave. The rumors about Jon were true; he was a sadistic horny bastard.
My mother's body oozed cum; you could barely see her tan skin beneath it. Her clothes had disappeared into the air, and her nipples were hardening. Between her legs flowed a stream different from the sloppy jizz; her pussy was wet and dripping.
In a stupor, she stumbled towards Jon and plunged the head of the cock wand into her mouth. Slurping at it with a frenzy I could have never imagined, the wand seemed to suck back all of the slippery slime from her body into itself, before blasting it back into my mom's awaiting mouth. I watched as she gulped and gulped it all down into her stomach, patting her now fresh middriff with a sense of fullness when she had swallowed it all.
My mom stood back and posed; she stood here naked, her tits perky out pointing out at us, her pussy still dripping its own fluids down her long tan legs. The look of immense ecstasy remained on her face.
"Fuck you Jon," I said, getting angry at the display. I gritted my teeth and ran towards him as if to punch him, but the genie hit me over the head and knocked me out. He stood over my body.
"I haven't gotten laid in thousands of years," he said, "And now that the sex goddess has become your mother, you won't be fucking the copy of her. So that leaves one open, and I think I'll take it."
Jon extended his hand and fist bumped the genie, and I marveled at how bizarre a scene this was.
The genie flicked his wrist, and suddenly, there were two of my mothers. Each of them had the same glazed look of ecstasy, and the genie pulled on the shoulders of one, her tits shaking.
"Suck my cock," he told her.
He told over me, his ten inch soft cock dangling above my face, and my mom got down on her knees next to my head. In my vision, inches from my face, I could see the glistening pussy juice dripping across the crook of her shin. She extended her long arms across his body, and his a look of relish, engulfed his cock head onto her tongue and down her throat.
The powers of the genie seemed to permit her impossible abilities. The cock slid all the down her throat, and I could see the bulge of it from the outside. The genie took his hand and placed on the back of her head, shoving her deeper and deeper onto his cock. Her pussy flooded even more.
I tried to stand up, but the genie knocked me down.
"Fucking watch your momma suck my cock," he said, "This is a fucking magical miracle; you better watch."
Meanwhile, Jon had taken the other version of my mom into the other room.
My mom gulped deeper into the genie's cock. Soon, he was skull fucking my mom, casually groping one of her tits in his hand.
"This is great," he told me, my mom moaning. "Hey, watch this."
He flicked his finger and I turned my head. My mom's already bubbly ass grew larger and fatter, until she had to bend it back into the air instead of sitting on it. The genie reached down and smacked it.
"I think I'll cum there," he said, taking out his enormous cock from my mom's gullet. She smiled a slimy smile.
"Jack me off," he said, and her hands wrapped around his cock and moved faster and faster. Soon enough, the genie leaned his head back and erupted a steamy load of jizz onto my mother's behind.
Load after load of cum coated her fine ass. I could see it well as my face was so close. Some of the jizz even splashed off of her and landed onto my tongue, its taste salty yet also sweet and magical. The man was a genie, after all.
He sent out enough cum for three horses. My mom's ass was sticky and white by the end of it. She scooped a handful of it off her cheeks and gulped it down.
"Get out!" I yelled at the genie in a sudden rush of anger. "You granted his fucking wishes, now get out like you promised."
"Well fuck you kid," the genie said, "And I was going to be nice to you. Alright then. Eat my cum too." And with that, he kicked my face into my mom's ass. My cheeks were covered with the slippery mess he had left on my mom. My mom giggled and grabbed his cock again.
"Come on," he said, grabbing my mom in his arms.
I sat on the floor for awhile before standing up, cleaning myself off, and getting into my room. On the other side of the wall, I could hear the two men fucking away and the double moans of my mom. The walls were shaking in ecstasy as they fucked my mom. Both male and female grunts pushed through the walls. I could hear slurping and sucking and my mom gobbled up cock. I heard them moaning and slapping her ass. A few times, they called to me and said, "Damn your mom fucks good!"
I managed to still fall asleep. In the morning, I wondered if it was a dream, until I went into the kitchen.
My mom sat at the table reading a book. She was wearing the shirt that said "Spunk Guzzler", and I noticed the difference immediately. Her skin was tanner, he breasts heaved larger than normal, and her curves were even more sensuous and lusty. They had used the third wish's power and made my mom even sexier.
"Hey Chad," my mom said, looking up from her book, "We really should talk."
I sat down.
"Yesterday was crazy, I know," she told me, and for a second I wondered if things were going to go back to normal. "However, things are different now. I know all about the genie and about Jon's wish. I know that it is magic that has made me lust such for cock, and given me these hotter tits and dick sucking lips." She pouted here, showing the puffiness of her lips. "I am fully conscious of all of that. However, that doesn't change the way I feel. Even if it's only because of the wish, I still lust for any cock I can get. Actually, I always have lusted for cock, I just never discussed it with you because you were my son. But now, my urges are too strong. I have the ability not only to satisfy men in incredible ways, I can also satisfy myself. So I just want you to be aware that Jon and the genie will be living with us now. I'll be doing my work from home, and in the mean time, I will be fucking them in and around the house. You can imagine how excited they are to have me, but I doubt that you realized how excited I am to have them."
I began to feel a terrible feeling in my stomach.
"I'm sorry about that," said my mom, "But I still have time for you. Luckily, I can be in two places now, so I can still continue to support your school and spend time with you as well as fuck and fuck and fuck." She smiled as she thought about the prospect of getting banged.
"The genie is stronger than you can imagine," she told me, "I wouldn't try to fight him. Jon also has some plans for you, but I won't go too into them. All I can tell you is that you will probably be joining me in some sessions helping to satisfy them."
"That's disgusting mom! I'm not gay."
"I know you're not, that's part of the fun. Your reluctance. As a highly sexual being myself, I can understand the thrill of forcing someone to do something. And I'll admit, in watching you suck their cocks, I will be wet as a river. But you and I will never fuck, of course. I'm in love and in lust with their power. And pushing around people like you is what makes them so sexy. "
I was relieved that I would never have to fuck my mom, but I cringed at the idea of sucking cock.
"Don't worry, honey," she said. "I still love you. But now you mean even more to me, because you'll be helping to serve the men who pound me raw as much as I want. I can teach you all about how to suck cock and to please them. We'll talk about this later, though, after school."
She rose from the table to reveal her newly finished curvy round behind. As she walked, she swayed her hips.
"Get ready for school," she told me, "I'll be in the bedroom having fun."
I gulped. I was terrified of the future.
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Mike is a nineteen year old high school senior who lives with his single mom. Mike's father died when he was just a little boy, leaving behind an enormous fortune to his trophy wife Mike's mom. With the money, Mike's mom supported her son, getting him through years of schooling in a top prep school, despite Mike's lack of good grades or athletic ability. At the school, everyone is either a star student or a master athlete, but Mike is neither. He is simply rich.
Mike's mother is a sexy young item with large tits and a bouncy fat ass. She married for money, knowing that her feeble husband had enough energy left in him to knock her up before leaving her all his money. In the years since his death, she has spent lavishly on sexy clothes and furniture for her huge mansion. She had had to work hard all her life to stay sexy enough to marry someone like she did, and she wanted her son to have a wonderful and talented life.
However, Mike never lived up to these expectations. She had hoped that the school would make her son into a smart athletic man, but Mike resisted. He is dumb, pudgy, and awkward; he spends most of his time on the computer in the dark playing games. While Mike's mom feels embarrassed by her son's seclusive nature, she does enjoy that while he walls himself up in his room, she can dine with her rich and sexy friends, most of whose sons are beautiful and successful in contrast to her own.
Despite her toned body and heaving breasts, Mike's mom rarely dates. Occasionally throughout the years, she has had small affairs with some of Mike's better looking teachers, but they were only for the sex and never lasted long. Instead, Mike's mom devoted her time to the futile effort of trying to make her son successful, something at which she failed.
As Mike gets ready to graduate, both he and his mom find themselves depressed. Mike's mom realizes that her son is a loser who will be going to the common and terrible community college in the next town over, and Mike sees how terrible his life is going to be. His mother has promised him in an ultimatum that unless he got into a good college, she would cut off his funds, and the community college in the town over simply didn't qualify.
Mike, however, has been working on a plan. On the internet, he has studied some stocks, and has figured out what he believes to be a very promising investment. The only thing he needs is money, something which his mom might be able to supply him with.
When he asks, she is hesitant. She has never been able to trust her son before, and he was squandered most of the money she has given him on online games and in-game silly items. She tells him she will have to think of a way to make sure he doesn't do that this time.
She has a stroke of genius while running on the treadmill one morning. She invites her son to a fancy dinner that night where she will tell him her plan.
The restaurant is expensive and beautiful, and Mike's clumsy button down shirt is inappropriate in contrast to his mom's stunning black and low cut dress, out of which her tits are straining not to burst.
"Mike," she says, taking a sip of her wine, "I have a proposition for you. It's a way that you can get the money you need for your investment, and I can at the same time find a way to fulfill what I've always wanted."
Mike listens eagerly, happy that his mother is considering giving him money.
"As you know, I've always wanted a successful son, someone who could play sports and get girls and speak Latin fluently. But you've never been able to be like that."
Mike frowns, both at his mother's harsh words, and his realization that her words are true.
"Don't blame yourself, of course. Your father wasn't a very successful man. It was wrong of me to assume that a man like him could produce anything but a son like you. But despite his many faults in education, looks, and athletics, he was able to make money on a single stroke of luck. And so, I have decided to give you a chance if you help me with a project."
"Of course mom, anything."
"Well, I figure even if you do succeed, you will become rich and nothing more. You'll never be the cultured, interesting, and sexy son that I desire. So I have decided to try again. Mike, I want to have another son."
Mike gulps.
"The father will have to be someone intelligent, athletic, sexy, and sophisticated," his mom said, "But I'm not at all interested in marriage. I just need some man to come and shoot his seed inside my stomach so that I can have a son better than you. Do you understand?"
"I guess."
"Oh honey, don't cry," his mom says, risking falling out of her top as she leans over the table to wipe his tears, "You'll just have to help me with the process of finding a match, getting fucked with a baby, then through my pregnancy. You can stay home and work on your investments while you're helping me. Forget college; this is what we'll do."
To Mike, helping his mother get knocked up does not sound very enjoyable. The idea that she is so disappointed with him that she wants to get spunked with a new baby hurts him incredibly. But the money is his only way into a better life, so he smiles at his mom and accepts.
Deep within his subconscious, Mike feels something different. The humiliation he is feeling at his mother's words is arousing him, greatly in fact. Helping some big cocked stud knock her up gives me feelings of great pleasure. The thrill does not register as thrill in his conscious thoughts, but it is fully a part of his decision to submit to his mother's demands.
"Excellent," she says. The waiter sets down two plates of pasta on the table, staring down Mike's mother's dress the entire time.
"We'll first need to find a doctor," she says, putting spaghetti in her mouth, "Wasn't there that boy from your school?"
Mike knows who she meant. Josh was a classmate of his until early high school. Josh was the best at everything. He dominated even the older students in football, basketball, wrestling, and swimming. Even at a young age, he was hooking up with girls in grades way above his own, pretty girls that Mike would eye with looks of horny envy. Finally, he was absolutely brilliant, and it was his stellar academics that allowed him to graduate at the end of ninth grade and leave to an out-of-country medical school, where he ended up completing a medical degree in three years.
Of course, everyone back home knew about Josh's accomplishments. Mike's mom had read about him in the paper. After getting his degree, he opened up a fitness center back home, where he charged enormous sums of cash to give people genuine medical advice on how to work out effectively enough to get the sexiest body possible. Just the other day, a local magazine had done a spread about his new center, showing Josh's toned body helping out a fit young woman on a fancy work out machine.
But Mike remembered Josh more for their own personal interactions. Josh was the absolute biggest bullly of all the kids at school. He had tormented Mike in gym class, pushing him around on the field and then stealing his towel and laughing at Mike's small penis in the shower. A particularly embarrassing moment for Mike was when Josh and a pretty older girl had snuck up on him in the locker room and flashed a camera at him in the stall as he was masturbating to a yearbook photograph of the girl herself. For years after Josh left, students still teased Mike with nicknames like "yearbook masturbator" and "Teenie Weenie Jerk-off".
Mike had never told his mother any of these stories, despite the many times Josh had come up in conversation. At one school function, Josh had seen the sexy figure of Mike's mom waiting for her son, and had started a discussion with her about a recent art endowment the school had just given. Enraptured with his detailed knowledge of the paintings, she asked if he was friends with her son, and Josh of course said yes. Their conversation would have surely led to the bedroom if Mike had not seen it and ran up and intervened, taking his mother far away from the studly bully. Since then, Mike's mom had always insisted he invited his "friend" over, but Mike never did. It was a relief when he finally moved away to go to foreign medical school.
So when his mother proposed that he be the doctor that oversee this, Mike came up with an excuse.
"He has his fitness thing," he says, "I doubt he can help us."
"But isn't he the best and most qualified doctor in town? If he is, then I want him. No hurt in going to see him and asking."
The next day, Mike and his mom head down to Josh's fitness center. Mike's mom is immediately taken in by the tons of sexy bodies working out in the fitness machines. Mike stares at some of the women with utter lust, hating his own misshapen physique and its inability to attract women with the healthy bosoms and curves of these.
They knock on Josh's office and he lets them in.
Josh is sitting at his desk and immediately recognizes both the dorky Mike and his buxom mother. Recognizing a chance at both to mess with his old classmate and enjoy such a sexy mother, Josh gives Mike's mom a cheerful hug and a light pat on her firm behind.
Mike's mom explains the situation. She tells in great detail how her son has never lived up to her expectations and how she needs Josh's help to both help her find a more studly mate and get her through the delivery of this newer superior son. Mike squirms, uncomfortable at the demeaning comments. Josh never contradicts her, nodding in agreement at the mention of Mike's inferior body type, unsophisticated mental capacity, and general dearth of masculine strength.
"And I know you have this fitness club," she ends with, gesturing to the facility, "But I'd be willing to pay handsomely if you would come and be my live-in doctor."
Josh grins and accepts, saying that helping her achieve a son better than Mike will be his mission.
"And Mike here is under contract to help me in this process," his mom adds, referring to the documents her lawyer had just completed with the two of them before they headed to the gym, "He's doing it in exchange for money."
"That's fine," Josh says, smiling, "I'll be sure to include him in every step of the process."
Mike's mom smiles at him, and they arrange a date to stop by at the office for a quick examination before Josh moves in.
At the meeting, Josh leads Mike and his mom into the examination room and puts on gloves. He calls in a nurse assistant, who Mike unfortunately recognizes as the older girl who caught him masturbating to her yearbook photo.
"Long time no see," says Tara the nurse to Mike, giving a quick but not so subtle glance down at his crotch and then giggling. She wears the fitness center nurse uniform of a sports bra and tight, form fitting sweat pants.
"Let's start by figuring out exactly what went wrong with Mike's father," Josh says, "Would you say that Mike is similar in type to his late father?'
"They are nearly identical," Mike's mother answers.
"Excellent," Josh answers, "Mike, if you could please disrobe then."
Mike uncomfortably frowns.
"Mike, I'm paying you to be helpful with this process, not hinder it," his mother reminds him, and so with some of Tara's help, he takes off all his clothes.
"Well, here is the obvious part," Josh says, grabbing forcefully Mike's cock with his gloved hand, "Had you ever seen your son's penis before?"
"Never," his mom said, "But it does look remarkably like his father's."
"That's to be expected, and it also explains a lot," Josh states, "Look here at the base. Even soft, you can see how thin it is. A cock like this is never going to deliver a particularly potent sperm into your cervix. And these shrunken testicles suggest that there are very few numbers of actually good sperm in the first place. Honestly, I'm surprised Mike is even here; a cock like this shouldn't even be able to get a woman pregnant."
At this, the three of them share a laugh at Mike before Josh continues.
"But let's get it hard to see more. Tara?"
The scantily glad nurse gets down on her knees in front of Mike and applies a generous amount of vaseline to her finger tips. She slowly strokes Mike's cock. With the view down her sports bra, Mike doesn't wait long to get hard.
"Here we go," Josh says, and Tara removes her hand from Mike's hard cock. "The length in minimal, and the girth is practically puny. There is a .01 percent chance of a cock like this successfully impregnating a woman. Did you and Mike's father have sex often?"
"In the morning I would suck him off," his mom calmly states. Mike is unsettled at how nonchalantly his mother discusses sucking cock. "And then we would fuck once or twice every evening. But it took about six months before I actually became pregnant."
"Even that length of time surprises me," Josh says, "There really was no way that Mike should have been conceived. Evolution has checks against people like him coming into existence."
"Well his father was always a supernaturally lucky man," Mike's mom sighs.
"It would seem so. Let's move onto you then," Josh says, and Tara smirks before helping the embarrassed Mike step back into his clothes.
Mike tries to shield his eyes as his mother undoes the buttons on her shirt, but she scolds him and tells him it is his paid job to make sure he understands what is going on.
"Now this explains a lot," Josh says once all of Mike's mom's clothes have been removed. Mike's mother is standing in the examination office fully nude. Her firm and round tits rest on her chest perkily and her toned and flat stomach extends all the way to her puffy and smooth pussy lips.
Josh lengthily explains the fertility of Mike's mother's body. He describes how the size of her breasts suggest a sustenance to young that translates in men into lust, and how their firmness with age have proved her to be not just a desirable, but a fully capable mate. Her flat stomach and curvy hips show that she is capable of passionate and fulfilling lovemaking, as well as delivery of many children. Her firm ass, he says, is attractive as a cushion for the men who will see it and want to plow her from behind. And finally, he says, the puffiness of her pussy lips suggests as inviting a place for cock as the puffiness of the blowjob designed lips on her face.
"But what does sucking cock have to do with evolution?" Mike's mom asks.
"Nothing," Josh smiles, "But they're sexy nonetheless."
Mike shifts in his seat as Josh praises the sexiness of his mother. He knows that Josh is taking time not just in order to admire the fluffy firmness of his mother's breasts, but also to humiliate Mike by forcing him to realize just how sexy his mom is.
Josh's appraisal finished, Tara steps in and boldly slides a finger into Mike's mother's pussy. Mike's mom squeals sexily, and Tara withdraws her finger to find it coated in the slimy juices of Mike's mom's sex.
"The wetness means she can slide a cock deeper towards her uterus," Tara takes time to explain, then places the finger into her own mouth, "And the taste is fully delicious!"
Mike's mom laughs.
"All in all," Josh says, "You are the most fertile woman I've ever seen. Even with a non-cock like Mike's type, you can form a baby. It's really remarkable how fruitful your body is. It should be no problem for you to conceive a new child. May I just add that I fully encourage your decision. You have some of the most desirable genes possible. It's your duty not just as a woman, but as a human to make sure you get fucked enough to pass those genes on."
Having appraised and praised Mike's mom's blowjob lips, bountiful chest and child-bearing hips, she is content to hire him and help him move into her home.
Josh takes the room adjacent to Mike's, so that Mike's mom can keep both her helpers in the same area.
At dinner that night, Mike's mom wears a sexy backless gown that hugs her tits from the side and holds up the flesh of her tight ass. Josh and she converse, laugh, and smile at each other throughout the meal, Josh interspersing further comments about Mike's mom's general fruitfulness. Mike picks at his food, embarrassed at how his mother had suddenly become a vessel to fuck and be fucked.
"So tell me what king of mate you are looking for to give you your new baby," Josh asks.
"Well," Mike's mom begins, "He was to be well educated." Here, she remembers both Josh's stellar performance at her son's school and his expensive and prestigious foreign medical degree.
"He has to be athletic," she adds, remembering that Josh is the owner of a fitness center at which he taught others how to be athletic.
"He has to be good looking," she says, staring into Josh's handsome face and bright blue eyes.
"He has to be successful," she also says, picturing the article she read about how up and coming Josh's business is.
"And he must be virile," she concludes, glancing downwards at the prominent and impressive bulge in Josh's pants.
"Hey I have an idea," Mike's mother finally says, placing her arm around Josh's shoulder and looking at her son, "Josh, would you be willing to fill me with a baby?"
Mike nearly drops his fork. It was bad enough that the tormentor of his life had disrobed his mother, ran his hand down her bare side, cupped her breasts, and groped her thigh, but that he might fuck and impregnate her? He didn't know if he could handle it.
Josh gives a cocky smile. "I would love to," he agrees.
"Mike," his mother says, "I know I keep riding you about how you're contractually obligated to help, but I understand how intense this must be. Josh was one of your great friends in school, so I must imagine how weird it would be for him to be fucking your mom. So I'm going to let you grant me permission. Is it okay if I choose Josh as the father?"
Mike sees the smirk on Josh's face, but then sees the sincere desire on his mother's eyes, and he remembers that the only reason she needs to be impregnated is because of his own failures, and so he agrees.
"Are you sure?" she asks, "Say it out loud so I know for sure."
"Josh," Mike whimpers, "It is okay if you impregnate my mother."
Mike's mom smiles and rests her arm on Josh's shoulder.
"I'm assuming if you agree," she says to Josh, "Then you as a doctor can give you as a mate a good recommendation?"
"Absolutely," Josh smirks, "See for yourself." He undoes the fly of his pants and whips out his enormous fleshy cock.
"My goodness!" Mike's mother declares, "It's beautiful!" In awe, she grips her hand around it, stroking it slowly until it rises it its impressive thickness and height.
"Can..." she begins, "Can I suck it?"
"As your doctor," Josh says, "I can tell you it's important that you and I get as intimate as possible. If I'm going to impregnate you, I have to be comfortable sexually with you, and you have to be comfortable with me. So I don't just grant you permission, I insist."



Mike's mom doesn't conceal her excitement at the prospect and getting to suck on such a gorgeous penis.
Mike watches his mother's head descend onto the groin of her mate, bobbing up and down as she struggles to coat all of it in her sticky saliva. After a while, Josh stretches his legs, erupting with semen all over Mike's mother's face. She lifts her head up, the mouth sticky and dripping with cum.
"That was incredible," she says, not bothering to wipe her face.
They schedule the next night as the beginning of the impregnation marathon. Josh goes to his facility to finish up some work before he takes all the time off for Mike's mom, and she spends the day with her son trying on sexy outfits for the night.
"Is this okay?" she asks her son, sporting a see through nighty that barely supports her huge rack.
Later, she comes out of the dressing room in only a thong and nipple pasties, wondering if Josh might like it if he can see every bit of her fleshy tits shake as he fucks her.
That evening, they all have a light supper and convene in the bedroom. Mike's mom wears the thong and nipple pasties, and Josh wears loose gym shorts without underwear and no shirt.
"Here is how this will go most effectively," Josh explains to them all, "The session will have to last four days at minimum, but we can extend it if necessary."
He goes on to explain the other rules. During that time, neither Josh nor Mike's mother can leave the bed. It will be Mike's duty to take care of any food or bathroom needs for them as those needs arise. Likewise, Mike will sleep in a pile of pillows in the corner of the bedroom, so that he can fully tend to anything Josh or his mom need. And Mike will of course assist with mounting, fucking, and cleaning, as needed.
Josh takes off his gym shorts to expose his rock hard cock, looking like a PVC pipe between his legs. Mike's mom kneels on the bed and bends over backwards.
"Mike," calls Josh, and Mike uncomfortably approaches the naked duo.
Josh instructs Mike to grab his hard cock and insert it into the top of Mike's mother vagina, as that will be the most effective. Mike grabs the base of Josh's cock, feeling the pulse of the blood rushing though its lengthy shaft. With force, he shoves the monster into his mother's dripping pussy.
Josh fucks her for an hour straight in that position. During the time, Mike holds his mother's hand, hearing the squealing and moans of her as Josh pounds her from behind. After fifteen minutes, Mike sees his mom's face distort into a look of primal ecstasy, and she screams begging for the cock to keep pounding her, and to send her a sticky seed for a baby.
When Josh cums, it gushes out the side of her pussy and spills over her thighs, his thighs and the sheets. Mike gets the bowl of water as instructed, and sponges the excess jism from his mother. The tiny bowl is empty before he can even begin to clean Josh's cock, so Josh impales himself onto Mike's mouth, washing and cleaning off the spunk as if Mike were simply a faucet.
Over the next four days, Josh's cock invades every inch of Mike's mother's body. He penetrates her pussy from every direction, shoots inside her mouth, rubs up and down her cleavage, and even fires a load into her virgin butt. Mike's mom begs and begs for more of Josh's pink cock, eventually having to take naps of sheer exhaustion. During these naps, if Josh is still aroused, he relieves himself in Mike's mouth, making Mike swallow his sperm and telling him how great it is banging his mom. When either are hungry, Mike serves them food, often while they are in the middle of fucking. When they have to go to the bathroom, they simply shove Mike's head down and make him drink. Josh sends gallons of piss and cum down Mike's throat, and even though she loves her son, Mike's mom is so stupefied from fucking that she doesn't even realize how cruel it is to make her son lick her butthole clean after she had taken a shit.
After extending the session to a whole week, the two finally emerge from bed. Josh returns temporarily to his gym, and Mike's mom spends the day gleefully reminiscencing about different places Josh put his cock, how great the taste of his semen is, and how she is sure that his potent and sticky sperm have given her fertile body a baby. Despite their allowed mobility, Josh and Mike's mother still continue to use him a toilet, more from habit than need.
When Josh comes home in the evenings, he and Mike's mom immediately begin undressing. Having grown tired of the bedroom, they fuck in the rest of the house. On the kitchen table, Josh unloads wave after wave of cum into Mike's mother. In the pool, he pins her against the wall and plows her from behind. Sometimes they even enter Mike's room, fucking on his bed and leaving his room sticky and messy with their combined juices.
Meanwhile, when not assisting his mother get viciously fucked, Mike uses his mother's funds to make his investments. After a week, they are doing well. However, his mother's fuck sessions with Josh and his involvement in them make him tired, and so in the second week, he misses the point to sell and finds himself losing a lot of money.
At the end of this second week, he finally brings himself to confront his mother and tell her that he lost her money. She and Josh exit the pool after fucking and sit at the table, waiting for Mike to bring them dinner.
"I got to piss," Josh crudely says, and he forces Mike's head so that he gets down on his knees and drinks the piss before bringing out the dinner.
"Mom," Mike says to his mother, whose bare breasts fall out the the robe she is wearing, "We have to talk."
"Actually, we have to talk to you too," she says, "You go first."
"I.. I lost all of your money."
Mike's mother frowns and scolds him. "I knew I couldn't trust you," she yells, telling him how she knew how stupid he would be. But Josh places his hand on her arm and she stops.
"Oh actually," she corrects herself, "This might be helpful. Because we have something to tell you."
Mike's mom explains to her son that she has had a change of heart. The entire point to having the new baby was to help with her boredom and depression and Mike's leaving to college. But in the weeks since Josh has been fucking her, and Mike has been helping them, she has been over the moon. Why have a baby when you're already happy?
"It turns out that I never even stopped taking the pill," she explains, "It was mixed into my morning vitamins. So I get to keep my flat beautiful stomach and the pleasure I get from this big beautiful cock." She sticks her hand onto Josh's crotch.
"But we were worried because the contract with you wouldn't work if we stopped trying for a baby," she adds, "Now that you owe me money, we can keep these games on forever."
Josh slips out his cock and begins stroking it himself.
Mike's mom takes the reins and starts jerking Josh's dick. With the other arm, she pats her son on the head.
"Won't this be so fun?"
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--
Parker Marson spent every day after school in the basketball locker room. At Toriville High School, basketball was the most important sport. The games were always packed, the pep rallies were wild, and the basketball players were the gods of the school.
Parker never made the team, but that didn't stop his enthusiasm. Parker took the important but unpopular position of towel boy. Parker stayed after school every day to watch and manage the practices, to wash the uniforms, to clean the locker rooms, and to in general make sure everything ran smoothly.
The leader of the team was Devon Masters, a tall muscular black nineteen year old high school senior. He was the undisputed best player in the school as well as in the county. He had tons of schools competing for his attendance in college. In addition to his strength on the court, Devon had charming good looks which made him popular with both the girls at the school as well as in the neighborhood.
Like Devon, the other members of the team were black, including the powerful ex-NBA coach. At practices and in the locker room, Parker always stood out as the small puny white boy amongst the giant black men around him. Parker wished he could be as big and strong as the players, but he wasn't and so he worked his hardest to make sure they got what ever they wanted.
One day, the players were out practicing and Parker was ironing their uniforms in the locker room. He heard a knock at the door, and opened it to find Meghan Bellon, the head cheerleader. She had smooth blond hair, rosy tan skin, bright blue eyes, and a set of perky grapefruit sized tits which she had shelved up in a halter top. Her shiny full red lips curved into a smile when she saw Parker.
"Is Devon out of practice yet?" she asked.
Parker had trouble talking to girls, especially those as pretty as Meghan. For a fundraiser. Meghan and the other teenagers had put out a playful sexy calendar. Since then, it had become a nightly ritual of Parker's to spread the calendar out on his bed, whip out his cock, and masturbate furiously to the scantily clad girls from his school.
When he saw Meghan in the doorway, it was hard for him not to think of the many jets of cum he'd shot out to her image.
"He's-- He's still practicing," Parker managed to spit out, and Meghan told him she would wait. She sprawled herself down on the locker room bench, giving Parker a view of her long and sexy legs. He knew he wasn't supposed to let girls in here, but Meghan was too intimidating for him to tell her to leave.
While Meghan lay on the bench, Parker nervously finished the ironing and started scrubbing down the showers. They would only become dirty again in a few moments, but the players had spoken to him about how they liked the shower to be cleaned right before they all got into it. Cleaning the showers was a dirty job, and Parker often got covered in slimy soap scum and body wash fluid. Most times, he would have to join the players in the shower when they came back from practice.
As he sponged off the walls, he found it hard not to stare at the dozing thin body of the coed on the bench. Meghan's perfect blonde hair was draped beautifully over the side of her shoulders, and her big blue eyes looked innocent and sexy.
Looking at her firm breasts and deep cleavage, Parker wanted to pump his dick right there, but he knew he would have to wait until he was home in the safety of his bedroom.
Meghan, relaxing and bored, called out to him.
"So what is it you do again?" she asked.
Startled, Parker could barely get out his words.
"I'm the locker boy," he answered.
Meghan sat up and looked at him with her big blue eyes.
"What does that even mean?"
Parker gave a quick outline of his duties.
"So you don't even get to play on the team?" she asked.
"No, I don't."
"Well that sucks. You do all this work and you don't get shit for it."
"I don't really think of it that way."
"It's like you're the team's bitch," she added.
Parker shrugged nervously.
"Nah, I'm just messing with you," Meghan said, giving Parker and loving and goofy smile, "Between you and me, I'm sort of the team's bitch too." She winked at him, but Parker didn't know what that meant.
"How old are you? I've never seen you around."
"I'm eighteen," he answered.
"Shit, you're my age?" she asked, incredulously, "You look a lot scrawnier... I'm just kidding!" She said, seeing the way Parker's face blushed.
"I take a lot of science classes," he told her, "And I think you're in the business program with the rest of the basketball team."
"Damn right," she answered.
Parker was ecstatic with the fluidity of their conversation. He knew he would shoot out such a big load to her picture that night.
Here, the basketball team started coming back into the locker room. They were shirtless and sweaty, and their toned ripped black bodies were covered in sweat. Parker watched the way that Meghan stared at their bodies, glancing up and down their muscular chests and then eying the thick and heavy bulges in each of their gym shorts.
Most of the boys went to their lockers to get their things for the showers, but two of them left without touching anything. John and Ron Solomon were twin athletes, but they didn't always fit in with the rest of the team. While often times the team would get together at nigh to drink, party, and find girls, the Solomon twins were the sons of a Baptist preacher, and they condemned the lewd and terrible behavior of the rest of the team. After practice, they showered at their own home, away from the debauchery of the rest of the team.
Since these boys were so contemptuous of the other rowdy team members, Parker at first thought they would be kindest to him, unlike the others who often were rude or joked around rudely with him. Instead, the Solomon twins were even ruder. Their father had taught them growing up that the white man had enslaved them in the past and would enslave them again if they ever let their guard down. They were not very sympathetic at all to Parker's position.
These two left, and the coach left with them. He was always leaving to go home to his wife, who the players liked to talk about as the sexiest piece of black chocolate in town.
Devon strutted over to Parker and Meghan, his body dripping wet from sweat.
"Hey Devon," Meghan said deviously, looking at at the head of the basketball team.
Devon smiled at her. "Hey, girl."
"I was just chatting with your friend over here while I waited for you to come back," she said, not breaking eye contact with Devon.
Devon glanced over at Parker, who looked down away from Devon. Devon smiled.
"Hey Parker," he said, "Did you clean up the shower?" Parker nodded. "Iron the uniforms?" Nod. "Sweep the floor? Set up the schedule? Organize the equipment?" Parker nodded.
"Good boy," Devon said, patting the white boy on the head condescending. Meghan giggled at the act.
"I'm just kidding, thanks a lot, we really appreciate your work." Devon and the other team members did this a lot. They would treat Parker like a dog, but then at the end add that they were just kidding. It made Parker uneasy, but he was just glad that he could help the team.
"Well, I'm going to take a shower," Devon told them, "Parker, you should probably come too," he added, referring to the dirt all over Parker's arms and face.
"What about me?" Meghan asked deviously. Devon just laughed and left.
Parker stood up and headed towards the showers.
Parker slid off his pants and shirt and stepped into the communal showers. Around him were big black bodies, scrubbing down their pecs and muscles. When Parker had first started working with the team, he was shocked at the differences between the black men's bodies and his own. They were so much taller, so much blacker, so much more muscular, and they had one very important difference as well.
The first time Parker saw Devon without his pants, he could barely speak. The size and girth of the black boy's cock was impossible. The thing looked like a vicious snake sliding down the toned body of this god-like figure. It was nearly ten inches long, with a a thick head and a girth like a beer bottle. Parker was even more surprised when he saw that the other team members had cocks of equal size, girth, and terror.
Parker's own cock was about four inches, when hard. When soft like the other boys, it was barely a stub, looking like an eye on the top of his small tight ball sack. The other boys had long, heavy balls that looks like they could knock down a building.
Comments about this difference in power were common place. Some of the boys would seem like they were taunting Parker about it. They would step up next to him in the shower, holding their big black cock in their hand and letting the tip of their limp cock spill out of their grip. They approached Parker like this, in a way that drew complete attention to the magnitude of their cocks, and ask for the soap, which he would nervously hand them. They would take time to lather the bar of soap up and down the thick long shaft, cleaning every inch of their massive meat and their sweaty balls, before thanking Parker and handing the defiled soap back to him.
Parker had other times where he was reminded. He was in charge of washing their jock straps, which were leagues bigger than the one he wore in gym class. When he was supervising their practices, he would always notice the heave and swing of their balls in their loose gym shorts.
This difference in body type intimidated Parker, but it also made him proud. Everyone in Toriville knew that basketball was the most important thing, and the fact that his team were so physically endowed was more evidence for him that his time spent serving and slaving for the team was worthwhile. He didn't have the fit, massive, athletic body of the athletes, and so the size of their cocks served to show him that he had a place on the team, even if it wasn't as a player. He was right to obey when they told him to wash their clothes, as they were more god than man, and it showed in the size of their cocks.
Parker had taken the shower head in the corner when Devon took the one next to him. Parker tried to clean himself as quickly as possible, but Devon asked him for his soap and so he would have to wait for Devon to finish before he could exit the shower.
There was a sound from the shower entrance. It was a female voice, and Parker was startled.
Meghan stood at the doorframe, dressed in her low cut halter top and tight shorts, staring at the room of naked black men, and Parker.
"I was just sitting around doing nothing," she said, "So I thought I'd take this chance to see if you guys wanted any help."
She stepped in the shower, still dressed, and made her way to the corner where Devon was standing with Parker.
"Hey Parker," she said, taking a glance downwards at his small package, "I was thinking about what you said earlier, about all the work you do with helping the team. I want to help the team too."
She looked at Devon.
"You can help by cleaning me off," Devon boldly commanded, offering her the soap. She took it in her dainty white hands and, making sure to stay dry by staying away from the shower head, ran the bar of soap up and down Devon's chest.
Parker tried not to stare, but he couldn't help it. The bouncy blonde bent over and began to rub her slippery soapy hands up and down the black man's cock.
"I think you're causing another problem," Devon said. He was right. As Meghan worked to scrub the cock of dirt, she was causing the monster to fill with blood and rise to its full size. Working with a hardening cock in her hands, Meghan pumped harder, lathering the black penis in more slippery soap. Soon enough, she dropped the pretense of washing it, and simply pumped up and down.
Devon looked down at the squatting girl jerking at his cock, and, smiling, took a great big squeeze of one of her melons, leaving a wet hand-print on her shirt. Meghan smiled, and continued pumping his cock.
Eventually, Devon's big balls contracted and Meghan saw that he was about to cum. She aimed his giant black hose to the shower wall, and Parker watched as Devon's balls squirmed and a big wad of cum shot out of the monster and made a big splat against the shower wall. Meghan didn't stop pumping, draining every drop of cum out of Devon's heavy balls onto the wall of the shower. It seemed endless. Wad after wad of sticky black man cum shot out of the heavy shot. The small white hand moved faster and faster and Meghan worked to give the black god an orgasm.
When she was finished, she let his limp cock drop, and lathered it once again, cleaning off all his cum.
She stood up and gave Devon a big wet kiss, accidentally letting the water shoot down and wet the back of her top.
During this, some of the other players had watched the girl. Most of them were hooking up with one of the cheerleaders, and so they were used to getting or watching handjobs from busty white girls. Some of them, however, were pumping their own cocks at the sight of Meghan's hard work, and they too shot their loads up against the shower wall.
Meghan and Devon left the shower, Devon's heavy cock swinging with each step. By the time Parker had finished using the soap that Meghan had spread over every inch of Devon's body, most of the boys were out of the shower and had gotten dressed and left.
Parker exited the shower and found that Devon had left, but Meghan was sitting on the bench where she had been before. A few boys were finishing putting on their clothes.
When he saw Meghan, Parker clamored to cover up his nakedness.
"Calm down," she told him, seeing his struggle, "I already saw your tiny dick in the shower; you were standing right next to me."
Parker meekly uncovered himself and grabbed a towel, which he wrapped around his waist.
As he started getting redressed, Meghan started talking to him.
"I've been dating Devon for about a week now," she said, "But that was the first time I'd seen his cock. It really is huge." Parker didn't know what to say.
"I've been talking with him," she says, "And we both agree that what I just did there was incredible. I mean, I'd never given anyone a handjob in public like that! And with all the boys watching, and you right there! It was such a thrill."
Parker looked at her and saw that she was panting excitedly at the thought.
"So he thinks I should stick around and help out with the team more often. So I guess I'll be like your assistant or something."
Parker gulped. This beautiful buxom girl was going to be his assistant?
"Well, more like you're going to be my assistant," she clarified, "But it doesn't mean anything really, I just am going to be helping serve the time like you do. Well, I guess not like you do, if you know what I mean."
Parker finished dressing and faced her.
"When I was in the shower, and I saw all of those black men with their huge cocks, I was just overwhelmed. Everyone's always talking about how great the players are, they have been my whole life, and just to see how strong and powerful their cocks were, it was amazing!"
Parker spoke. "I sort of feel the same way."
Meghan laughed. "What do you mean?"
"I just like serving the team. I feel like I'm doing something important when I can help them."
"I know, right!" she yelled in agreement. "I'm so glad we can understand each other."
She stood up. "We're going to be such good friends, Parker," she said, " Even if you do have a tiny cock." She flicked his groin playfully and giggled.
"I'm not that tiny," Parker said.
"Aw, don't feel bad," she said, "I didn't mean to hurt your feelings. But yes, you are that tiny."
She walked towards the door of the locker room. Parker picked up his cleaning supplies.
"You mean we're not done?" Meghan said.
"No," Parker said, " I still have to wipe down the lockers, the floor, and then do the showers again. Meghan sat on the bench and watched him mop the floor and sweep the lockers. When he got up to clean off the showers, she followed him.
"Oh wow, look at all the jizz!" she said. There was the giant stain that she had caused with Devon, as well as about six or seven others from some of the spectators.
Parker grabbed a rag and began scooping the clumps of sticky cum into a bucket. Meghan leaned behind him and stuck a finger into the goopy stain on the wall.
"This cum is so thick," she said, and stuck her finger into her mouth. "It tastes very salty."
"Uhh, that's pretty gross," Parker said, feeling his cock stir at the sight of this gorgeous woman licking cum off the wall.
"Cum eating's fun," she told him, scooping up some more and dumping it into the bucket, licking her fingers clean afterward, "It's just so dirty. When a man shows his big cock down your throat and tells you to swallow, you can just feel how powerful it is. It makes me so wet."
Parker's cock was at full attention and he hoped Meghan didn't see.
"I'm sorry if this is grossing you out, or if I'm saying too much," she added, "But I feel so comfortable around you. It's like I'm talking to a girlfriend."
Meghan and Parker finished scooping and cleaning all the cum, and they finally packed up their stuff and started to leave.
"Oh shit," she said to him, looking at the clock, "It's nine-o'clock already?"
She stood closer to Parker.
"I can't walk home at this hour... In this neighborhood!"
Meghan was right. Toriville was perhaps one of the most dangerous neighborhoods in the area. The basketball team was composed of some of the nicest, most intelligent youths of the school, even if they were also the biggest and the strongest. The rest of the school was a lot scarier. Most were in gangs and carried guns and knives everywhere. Rapes and murders occurred constantly in the area.
"How are you getting home?" she asked.
"My mom comes and picks me up," he told her, and then sheepishly added, "You can get a ride form us if you want."
She hugged him.
"Thank you so much!" she yelled.
They stood in the safety of the gym by the window, waiting for Parker's mom to drive up and take them home.
--
Lilly Marson spent most evenings at her yoga class. She and her girlfriend Sarah would go out for drinks at five, and go to the evening yoga class at seven. The class lasted two hours, after which she would get her son from school and drive him home.
Lilly lived a simple life. Her husband Tom was an accountant who made a decent living, and they had bought a small but quaint home. These days, money was tough, but Lilly stressed to him that a lack of a promotion on his part shouldn't mean she shouldn't enjoy her own luxuries. So while it was Tom's job to deal with money, she spent lavishly on clothes, bags, shoes, and drinks.
Toriville was a basketball town, and so at the high school basketball games, she would spend for the prime box up top, where she would drink and mingle with people like the mayor and local celebrities. Her son Parker was of course down on the court helping the players, and Tom had to get cheap seats for himself since money was so tight. Lilly felt somewhat bad for her husband, but she rationalized that he was the bread winner, and it was his fault if he didn't want to work hard.
As Lilly drove from her yoga class to her son's school, she thought about how ugly some of the town had gotten. When they'd purchased their house, it was in a nice sweet neighborhood. Now, it seemed that it was entirely invaded by gangster blacks and low class immigrants. Lilly was no racist, but she saw the dangerous kids with guns and knives, the poverty around her. As Parker grew older, it seemed that more and more of the high class white people like herself were moving to the edge of town, and now when Parker was eighteen, they were the only ones left. They were the last vestige of a high class neighborhood in what was now the slums.



Lilly wanted nothing more than to move out the neighborhood, and to only return there for the basketball games that fueled everyone, but her husband Tom could not afford it. She knew where she belonged; she was a sexy slim woman, and she belonged with the other sexy people on the edge of town, not in the dirty center.
Lilly's time was split nearly down the middle. She spent half her time on herself, at yoga, with girlfriends at night clubs, at restaurants, and spas. The other half she spent doting on her son. The mother was obsessive. She made was always trying to spend time with him. She wanted him to come shopping with her while she looked at shoes. She invited him to spa days, which he never enjoyed. She cooked for him and helped him with his homework, getting most problems wrong as she had flunked the most basic algebra when she was his age. Her son wanted to spend all his time with basketball, which she begrudgingly let him do since basketball was so important.
She had had Parker when she and Tom were just in high school, which made her the youngest a mother with an eighteen year old son could be. Tom had been her first boyfriend, and her only. In the years since Parker's conception, Lilly had had her occasions of infidelity. For a while when Parker first entered junior high, Lilly had slept with a bartender at a new club that had opened. It was from him that she learned how fun sex could be, when it was with a man whose cock was not as small as Tom's. Tom never found out, and when Lilly's affair ended, she began a new one with the coach of the basketball team. From him, she found the incredible sense of power a black man could have. She loved sucking his cock as she imagined him back in his NBA career, or making those teenage gods on the team run laps. He had ended the affair when he met the woman he later married, the beautiful Blair.
It was incredible how well she kept her life separate. The Lilly who attended the box seat basketball games, who went to parties at the mayor's house, was so different from the Lilly who fucked the bartender in an alley where anyone could have walked by and seen her body bent over and porked from behind. To the town, she was a loving, lavish, pretty mother. Only her lovers knew what a crazy animal she could be.
At the moment, Lilly was sleeping with no one but her husband, though she was hoping to start something with her yoga instructor. For his class, she had worn a tight sports bra that really shoved up his perfect brown tits, and tight yoga shorts that made her ass look as if it were bare. He had come over to help her with a pose, and she swore he let his hand linger over her back and stomach as he stretched her body into position. She could feel the heat from his crotch as he slid his hands down her arms and legs. She wanted him to slide his hands down the front of her yoga pants and feel the sopping wet mess she was making.
Thoughts of her sexy yoga instructor filled her head and she pulled up near the school. She had been picking up her son from his basketball work ever since she had begged her lover the coach to let her son have the job. She had just finished sucking him off one time, drinking down all of the coach's yummy cum, when she took one big slurp of his limp cock and begged him to let her son, who loved basketball, have the towel boy position. The coach, feeling and groping the mother's big boobs, answered that Parker could have the job. To this day, the coach can't see Parker without thinking of the beautiful big breasts of Lilly Marson.
When Lilly pulled up in front of the school, she found Parker sitting with a very pretty young blonde girl with perky breasts.
"Hi mom, this is my friend Meghan," Parker said, "Can we give her a ride home?"
Lilly realized that Meghan was the girl in the calendar she had found beneath Parker's bed next to the lotion. How cute, she thought, my baby boy jacks off to this little tart.
As Meghan got into the back seat, she stared at this tan slim mother driving the car. She couldn't help but blurt out:
"Holy shit, Parker, your mom is really hot!"
Parker gulped, feeling uneasy. Lilly laughed at the little girl's comment, both because she was flattered, and also because it was funny to her to hear such foul language come from some an innocent and pretty looking girl.
"Sorry, I guess," she added, "I didn't mean to be rude. But really, Parker's mom, you're gorgeous. I didn't expect it."
Lilly laughed. "Thanks, dear," she said, "But you can call me Lilly."
"Okay," Meghan said, "Thanks for taking me home."
"Sure thing," Lilly said, smiling. This girl was adorable, she thought. Cute in a sexy way, but really sweet and humorously crass. I like her, Lilly thought.
As Lilly drove to Meghan's house, Parker explained to his mom about Meghan's position as the head cheerleader, and how she was joining him in managing the team.
Oh boy, Lilly thought. My son has got to be so excited that a sexy girl like this is going to be hanging around him. God knows he has always been so awkward around girls.
In fact, Parker was excited, but more than just sexually. He knew that Meghan was dating Devon, but he was happy to have made a new friend in her, even if she did make him uneasy by telling him he had a small cock, and eating the cum in front of him, and yelling that his mom was hot. Parker didn't want to hear about how hot his mom is. It grossed him out.
When Lilly stopped at Meghan's house, Parker waved good bye, taking a last stare at the firm ass of the girl as she trotted to her doorstep. What an interesting day, he thought.
"She seemed nice," Lilly told her son. Parker smiled and nodded.
That night, he sprawled out the photo of Meghan and beat his meat three times to it. The image of her jacking off Devon's big cock penetrated his thoughts. He could not believe that he was going to get to spend the afternoons working with such a hot girl.
At the same time as Parker was masturbating, Devon was driving by Meghan's house and picking her up in his car. She had changed into a t-shirt and a small skirt, and Devon gave her a long kiss and a firm squeeze on her butt before she sat down. It was nearly three a.m., and Devon wanted some late night fun.
She was in the backseat with another cheerleader Devon had picked up. Devon's friend and teammate Meat was in the front seat. They called him Meat because he had the biggest cock on the team, long, large and fat. He had been hooking up with the cheerleader Natalie who now sat with Meghan.
"How did you get home after practice," Devon asked her, and she told him about Parker.
"Nice kid," Devon said, and Meat laughed.
"The kid's a loser," Meat said, "He thinks we're some sort of magical creatures."
"Let him," Devon answered, "He does whatever we want."
"Yeah, we can treat him like crap and he won't do shit." Meat cackled.
"We don't treat him like crap," Devon said. However, Devon remembered how he had let Meghan jack him off with Parker right there, and how awkward that must have been. He started laughing too.
"Yeah, maybe we do," he admitted, "Who the fuck cares."
"Be nice to the kid," Meghan sighed, "I like him."
"Oh shit, Devon, your girl likes another man," Meat said.
"Shut up," she told him, "I don't mean it like that; he's got a tiny cock." Everyone laughed.
"Not like you," Meghan said, reaching into the front seat and grabbing the bulge in Devon's pants.
Devon smiled and pulled the car to the side of the road. Understanding, Meghan and Natalie got out and sat down on the laps in the front seat.
Soon enough, both Meat and Devon pulled down their pants, and Natalie and Meghan slurped away at the massive black cocks in front of them.
As girls worked their magic to suck down the cocks, Devon and Meat continued to talk about Parker.
"Hey remember that time," Meat said, "When Jason yelled at the kid and said he never cleaned his jock strap? Jason made the little bitch wear it on his head for the rest of the day."
Devon and Meat both laughed at the memory while the girls continued giving head.
"Or that time Bobby jerked off into the kid's bag? I don't think he ever even found out." They both laughed again.
"I don't get how we can keep doing such shit to him and he keeps worshiping us," Meat said.
"It's because we win all the games," Devon answered.
"Don't be so rough on him," Meghan said, momentarily removing the cock from her pretty little mouth.
"Shut up and suck my cock," he said.
Meat looked down at the girl and yelled, "He's a fucking loser and we'll do what we want."
"It's not like the kid has anything to offer us," Devon said.
Meghan took the cock out of her mouth once more. "You'd be surprised," she said, smiling with precum dripping off her face, "His mom is smoking hot."
Devon and Meat both burst into laughter.
"You're fucking with me," Devon said.
"No way," Meghan answered, "She's got big tits, flat stomach, and a cute ass. The works."
"Maybe we'll have to meet with her some day," Meat said and Meghan started sucking cock again.
"Hey, man, switch with me, Natalie's looking hot tonight," Devon asked.
On command, the girls stood up and traded places, sucking the opposite cock.
Devon fondled the big breasts of Natalie as she sucked his cock. Natalie had brown hair, freckles, and some of the biggest breasts on the cheerleading squad. She also sucked cock like a pro.
Meat started to cum, pumping wave after wave of jizz down Meghan's throat. She swallowed dutifully. Devon started to cum soon too, and Natalie cleaned his cock spotless after swallowing his cum.
Devon started driving again, when he stopped as he saw a familiar car parked.
"It's that asshole," he said to Meat, who had spotted the car.
The car was a black mustang, and it belonged to Roderico, one of the toughest guys at school. He had tried out for basketball, but he hadn't made it, and so he had been picking fights with the team for ages. He was a hardcore kid, with multiple arrests and a gang affiliation. He had nearly pulled a gun on Meat once, but Meat have shoved him away before anything happened.
Devon waited for the car to move away before proceeding. He didn't want to get in a fight with the girls in the car.
As Devon dropped each of them off at their homes, he thought about the blowjobs he had gotten from Meghan and Natalie, and also what she had said about Parker's mom. He smiled as he wondered if she really was as hot as Meghan had said.
--
Parker spent the entire night thinking about Meghan, even after he had finished masturbating. He was simply so happy that he had made friends with her. He kept the friendship first thing in his mind. He was so excited to be able to both serve the team he loved, and to do so with such a sexy creature as Meghan.
The next day, at school, he kept waiting to see Meghan. It finally happened at the start of lunch, when he passed her in the hall.
"Hi Meghan!" he said enthusiastically.
"Oh, hey Parker," she said.
Just then, Meghan spotted a figure coming up behind Parker. It was the big bulky powerful shape of Roderico.
"Hey, bitch," the black gangster said to Meghan. Roderico had been hitting on Meghan for months now, and she was entirely creeped out and uninterested.
"Go away," she told him.
"Not until you show me those pretty big tits of yours," he said, smiling.
"Fuck you, go away, I'm talking to Parker."
"Oh, is this your boyfriend?" he asked, laughing.
"No, he's my friend, go away."
"If he's your friend, then he can make me go away."
Here, Parker did something he would later regret. He would later regret this greatly, as it became the event that would change his life and the lives of everyone around him.
In a moment of admiration for his new friend, respect for his team, and fury at this bully, he took all the strength in his tiny weak arms and shoved the bulky Roderico right in the chest.
"Get away," he said to the bully.
Roderico didn't even budge. He was so big and strong that Parker could never have moved him. But he was angry, and he took his fist and slammed down Parker to the ground.
Parker woke up in the infirmary with his mom standing over him.
"Oh my god, oh my god," Lilly was saying, crying.
Parker thought back to the fight with Roderico, and realized his terrible mistake.
After much coercing from the nurse, Lilly left her son to heal in the infirmary. When asked how he went unconscious, Parker didn't dare answer Roderico, as he knew the trouble that would cause. The last thing he wanted was an enemy.
Meghan came at the end of the day to see him. She looked uneasy and worried.
"Listen, Parker," she said, "What you did for me this morning was really sweet, but you have no idea what you've caused. Roderico is the head of a seriously violent gang, and you're now on their radar. He asked me to give you this." Meghan handed him a note.
Parker feebly unfolded the note and read its contents. It was a death threat.
"Parker," Meghan said to him, looking him in the eyes, "I'm going to tell you what you have to do. Roderico is dangerous. You're going to have to ask for help from Devon and the other basketball team-mates. I know you don't think they'd bother helping you, but they really appreciate all you've done for them, and they're the only ones at school big and strong enough to keep you safe."
"They're not just going to help me," Parker lamented. Meghan knew he was right.
"Well, think about you. Go home, talk it over with your mom. She seems like she really loves you, and maybe she can give you money or something to pay for protection for you from Devon."
The nurse dismissed the boy for basketball practice, but even with his new sexy friend Meghan, Parker felt terrible. His injury was no problem, but the threat of violence loomed over him.
At home that night, Parker knew he had to explain to his parents that he didn't feel safe going back to school. There had been fights with knives at the school before, and Parker had heard stories about events that had almost been shootings. Now that the violence might be directed at him, Parker felt terrified.
He went to his mother first, as she was always the stronger parent.
"Mom," he said to Lilly, who was washing dishes, "I have something terrible to tell you."
Parker explained that the injury actually came from a fight, and how he was too scared to go to school. He told his mother about Meghan's suggestion, about Devon being the only kid at school who could help him. He asked for money to try to pay the basketball players.
"No way," Lilly answered. She was serious about her son's safety, but she would not simply give away money that she could be spending on her own things for such a purpose.
"You'll stay home from school tomorrow," she told him, "And then after school, I'll take you to basketball practice, and when I pick you up, I'll talk to the basketball players about it."
The more Lilly thought, the more she liked her plan, but the more nervous she became. She knew about the incidents of violence, and the thought that her own son needed immediate protection from that all terrified her. She was nervous to talk to the youths who were supposedly strong enough to keep that violence away.
The mother in Lilly felt this way, but she thought of her affair with the coach. The pounding his black cock could give her was the most intense thing she had ever felt. She knew first hand the power a black man could have, and it scared her to death to think of dealing with such power in a non sexual situation. Poor Parker, she said, my baby.
The next day, she drove him to practice, and left. Parker performed his duties with Meghan mostly sitting around, not helping at all, until the boys came back from practice.
"Devon," Parker said.
"What's up, little man?" Devon asked.
Parker explained again the situation.
"And I was just wondering if you'd be willing to speak to my mother about it," Parker ended.
Devon's eyes flashed.
"Your mother?" he asked, "I hear she's got big tits."
Parker blushed.
"Whose mother's got big tits?" yelled Terrence, another member of the team.
"Parker's!" Devon yelled.
"Yeah, I'll speak with her," Devon answered, smiling deviously. Parker breathed a sigh of relief.
Lilly had worn a bright flower speckled sun dress to meet with the basketball players. She had watched them play countless games on the court, but the thought of meeting them up close scared her, especially with the topic of their conversation.
Parker led Devon out of the locker room and out to where his mom had parked the car. He let the sweaty Devon get into the front seat, and he sat in the back behind him.
"I'm Lilly Marson," she said, holding out her hand. Devon looked the mother up and down, taking in the deep tan cleavage the dress allowed. Damn, Meghan was right, he said. This mom is fucking sexy.
As they chatted, Devon took opportunities to compliment the mother on her sexy figure. Lilly blushed, her fear slowly going away as she realized how charming the young man was.
Parker began to feel more and more uncomfortable. Here was this big black god, with a cock the size of an African snake, hitting on his mom. He wondered: what have I gotten myself into?
Meanwhile, at home, husband and father Tom was thinking the same thing. What had happened to his family? He hadn't seen his son at all since he joined the basketball squad, and Lilly had been distant from him for years before that. He was gaining weight, and his performance at work was slipping. He had fallen from a promotion multiple times, and now it seemed like not only would he never move up, but that perhaps he might lose his job. His beautiful wife was constantly guilting him about not making enough money; he couldn't imagine losing his job.
Now, his son was threatened by gangsters and his wife had gone to negotiate with thick young black men. How had she convinced him to let her go?
It was amazing how she had taken control of their marriage. At one point, they had been a loving couple with a loving son. Now, Lilly could command nearly anything of him, either in the name of her pleasure or in protection of their son, and he would obey. He never resisted. And he knew she was unreasonable, but just the sight of her, she was still so sexy! She had him wrapped around her thumb.
Tom sat on his marriage bed and tried to watch television, but he for some reason kept thinking of his wife's sexy body. He wanted her, even though they hadn't made love in months. The last time they had, he suspected she had been faking. Was she cheating on him? He had no idea.
In the car, Lilly was laughing at a joke Devon had made. Devon was smiling. This little milf was so easy, he said. She loves me.
Then he dropped the bomb.
"Your son is very important to this team," he told the busty mother, "And we of course are willing to protect him from any harm that could happen."
Lilly and Parker sighed.
"But it's not going to be an easy job," he added, "And I don't think we can do it for free."
Lilly took a deep breath.
"How much?" she asked.
Devon smiled.
"Don't worry about it now," he told her, "We can have another meeting to talk about that. Just know that we will make sure Parker is safe."
Lilly gave Devon a big hug, letting her huge brown tits rub up against his sweaty manly chest.
"Here's my number," he said, writing down something on a pad on the dashboard, "Call me tonight when you get home with Parker and we'll plan something."
The mother was worried, but her excitement outshone this, and she smiled and waved goodbye to the man.
"Thank god for Devon," she told her son, "Make sure you're nice to him."
Parker retreated back to the locker room, where the boys were showering.



"How'd it go?" Meghan asked him.
Parker explained.
"And they said they'd have a meeting to talk about payment," he said.
"Holy shit!" she yelled, "Devon's going to bang your mom!"
"What?!" Parker exclaimed.
"He's totally going to fuck her!" Meghan yelled.
"I don't think so..."
"Nope, he totally is," Meghan said.
Parker frowned.
"Why the long face?" she asked, "You should be excited."
"Why would I be excited?"
"Because it's going to be fucking hot," she said, "Your mom has got a banging body, and Devon's cock is huge. Their fuck is going to be so yummy; I hope I'm there."
That night, Lilly called the number, and Devon invited her to a fancy dinner on the rich side of town. Lilly blushed, but the invitation was both necessary and excited her, and she accepted.
Tom didn't like the idea of his wife going out to dinner with a black man, especially one as young as he son.
"Tom, if you had enough money to support this family and move us to a safer neighborhood, I wouldn't have to do any of this. So don't you dare try to stop me." He shut up after that.
The dress Lilly chose was a strapless silver gown, on the dipped down with a V in the center to show off the depth of her brown breasts, and a hemline that rode up to the height of a miniskirt. When she walked, some of the bigger strides revealed the dainty full bottom of her ass cheeks. She wore high heels that matched the color, and tied her hair up in a sexy style that showed off her neck and shoulders.
"Mom, are you really wearing that?" Parker asked.
"This is the nicest dress I have," the scantily clad mother said to her son.
"Lilly... That dress..." Tom mumbled. He was overcome with desire for his young sexy wife.
"Tom, don't even start." she said.
She waited outside for the young man to pick her up. She was terrified and nervous, but also extremely excited. On one hand, this was a youth dangerous enough to stop the threat to her son. On another hand, he was a handsome powerful black man, and the thought of his sweaty naked body sent a thrill down her spine.
Devon's car pulled up and Lilly got in. She drove away without even a wave to her husband or son, who each stood nervously wondering what the woman was going to do.
Tom went inside, and just as Parker was about to join his father, he saw another car pull up.
"Hey loser, get in!" yelled a familiar voice.
It was Meghan, dressed in a low cut white shirt and apple bottom jeans.
"Meghan?" Parker asked.
"Come out, we're going to follow Devon and see what he's up to! If he's really going to fuck your mom, I want to see!"
"Uhh, I don't think he will, and I wouldn't want to see."
"Come on!"
Parker gulped. He really didn't want to even entertain the idea of the black boy fucking his mother, but the prospect of getting to spend an evening with the beautiful and busty Meghan was too good.
"Who's that?" called Tom, stepping back outside.
"I'm going out," he told his father. Tom looked into the car and was surprised to see the sexy young blonde that stared back.
Meghan sped away.
"Don't make a mess in the car," she told Parker, "I stole this from my parents. They're gone for the evening, and if they know I took the car when I don't even have my license, they'll kill me."
She noticed the worried look on Parker's face.
"Relax, I know how to drive fine."
Tom sat at home, anxious pacing back and forth. He stared at the image in his mind of his wife in her short dress, tits spilling out. He imagined the look on the black man's face as his buxom young wife sat down at the table. He pictured the man's black fingers rubbing up and down her dark pink nipples.
And then his son! That blonde little sex kitten with perky tits and pouted dick sucking lips! How was it that he was the only one not with a sexy female?
In horny desperation, he rifled through his wife's used laundry, smelling the rank smell of her sex in her used panties, and feeling the soft satin of her bra and imagining the tit flesh it worked to contain.
Meghan and Parker sat in the parked car outside the restaurant. Meghan had sped, and they had arrived before Devon. They watched as they valet assisted Parker's sex-bomb mother out of the car, staring down the wide chest of her dress. Devon escorted her inside.
Meghan was anxious to see what they were doing. Sure, Devon was her boyfriend, but it was expected their relationship would be open. She loved this sexy display of power. Devon was seducing not just a sexy older woman, but a married one, a white one, the very mother of his bitch laundry boy. It was so powerfully manly, and it turned her on.
Tom and Parker both spent the evening anxious. At the dinner table, Devon charmed his way with Lilly, ordering an expensive and tasty dish for her, and picking up the check.
As he signed the credit card, he looked Lilly in the eyes.
"Now let's talk business," he said.
Lilly became nervous for the first time since she had gotten in the car.
"You're a beautiful woman," he said, "And you need my help. I think we can work something out that will help us both."
The nervousness was calmed by the amount of wine she had drunk. It hadn't seemed like so much as she had been drinking it, but now, she realized she was rather drunk after all. The room seemed mellowly calm and inviting.
She thought of the safety of her son, and then of the powerful and sexy young man in front of her.
"Anything," she said.
Devon took out a stack of papers from his coat.
"We as a basketball team," he said, "Have been drafting these up in some of our business classes. It's just an enterprise we've been wanting to start, and you would be our first actress."
"Actress?" Lilly asked, drunkenly, "Like a movie star? I've always wanted to be a movie star."
"Sort of," smiled the young man, "But a lot more nudity."
Lilly smiled, drunken and devious. "That sounds fun."
Devon leaned forwards and whispered into her ear. His hot breath sent a shiver and a tingle through her whole body.
"It will be."
Lilly signed everything, not even reading.
Meghan and Parker watched as Devon escorted the mother back out to the car, and followed him back to Devon's place.
"Aren't his parents home?" Parker asked.
"Devon lives alone," Meghan said, "His parents spend nearly all their time traveling."
Lilly stepped out of the car and onto the young man's porch. She was inebriated, and she was excited, and she knew at that moment that she was willing to do anything.
Devon was making a phone call, and when he hung up, he took Lilly by the arm and helped her into his home.
"Now it's fuck time," Meghan said, eagerly.
From the car, they could see through the open blinds in Devon's bedroom. They watched as the two of them stumbled in, and as Parker's mom fell down on her back onto the bed.
They heard a noise behind them, and another car pulled up. Out stepped Meat, who didn't notice Meghan or Parker, and knocked before entering Devon's house.
From the car, they watched Meat enter the bedroom. Devon went into the closet and pulled out a big black case.
"What's in there?" Meghan wondered. She watched as Devon slowly assembled a tripod and a video camera.
"They're going to film it? How kinky!" she said.
Devon set up the camera, and Meat sat down on the bed next to Lilly. From the car, it looked like he was introducing himself. After a few moments, however, Meat tugged down at the base of Lilly's bust and her dress slipped down to her stomach, exposing her round and full bosom to the black men.
Parker was astonished.
"Those are some nice tits," Meghan said, pulling a pair of binoculars out from the glove box.
Inside the room, Meat began kissing her breasts. Lilly recoiled in pleasure.
"Camera's set up," Devon announced, sitting down on the bed next to the breastsucking Meat.
"This is just a test run," he told the moaning housewife, and he rolled up his sleeve and stuck four fingers inside the woman's sex.
Lilly yelled in pleasure.
Parker watched as Meat undid his pants, pulling out his monster cock.
"Oh god," he said, "I can't watch this, they're not even using rubbers."
"Relax," Meghan said, "No one on the basketball team has any diseases. And neither does your mom. Everyone is totally healthy."
Devon removed his fingers from Lilly, and Meat plunged his cock right into her.
"This is hot," Meghan said, and stuck a hand down the waist of her own jeans. She leaned back and watched the thick black dick plunge in and out of Parker's mom.
Devon undid his own pants and released his own cock, giving it to Lilly to suck on. She greedily slurped and sucked on the monster dick.
"They're DPing your mom," Meghan told Parker, viciously fingering herself, "Dude, are you really not jacking off to this?"
"She's my mom!" he yelled, "This isn't hot."
"This is so hot," she answered, "Look at your mom suck that dick."
Meghan began to cum, moaning out loud in the parked car. Parker wasn't turned on even a little by the scene with his mother, but watching the sexy young Meghan was making him hard.
Sinking back after the orgasm, Meghan smiled at Parker.
"I see you are getting hard watching me," she smirked, "It's okay, go ahead, jerk your little dick to me if that's what you want."
Parker took out his small cock and started jacking. Meghan put the binoculars back on and watched his mom getting fucked.
"She's really taking both those cocks," she said, "And that's not easy to do."
Lilly was in heaven. She enjoyed the one cock of her coach lover, but these two black cocks, so young, so hard, so strong; they split her part in the most wonderful way. She didn't care that they were her son's idols, or that her husband was waiting at home anxiously. She was drunk on liquor and she was drunk on cock.
Unexpectedly, Devon erupted with cum into the housewife, and Lilly struggled to swallow it all. She gulped and gulped down the semen, but couldn't finish and ended up spitting it up onto her tits. Meat, watching Parker's mom getting covered in slimy cum, pulled out of her pussy and spurted onto her stomach, giving her even more slimy sticky jizz coating.
Lilly lay there, writhing in pleasure and covered in semen, while Devon grabbed a still camera and snapped a view shots. He and Meat then got dressed, and wiped some of the cum off of the mother so that she could fit her dress back on.
"Shit, they're leaving," Meghan said, "We should probably head away then."
Meghan pulled the car out and sped away.
She dropped Parker off quickly, waving goodbye and saying she'd see him the next day. He hadn't gotten a chance to finish, and his balls were swollen and blue.
Just as Parker had stepped into the house and closed the door behind him, the door burst open and in barged Meat, Devon, and Lilly, the beloved mother, wife, and slut.
Tom ran out into the entry way to see the commotion. He saw the two black youths with his wife on her knees, sticky with cum, hair tousled messily, and one of her tits sticking out of her dress.
"Everyone, go sit on the couch," Devon commanded to the family. Tom, shocked at the appearance of his wife, obeyed the intimidating black man who had barged into his house.
Devon followed in and put a DVD into the television. On the screen popped the video from earlier, of Lilly's top slipping down, Meat devouring her tits, and then the double penetration.
"This is what your wife and mother has been doing this evening," Devon instructed, "And I want to let you all know that this isn't the last time."
Lilly was still drunk, and had seemed to doze off on the couch. Meat sat next to her with his arm around her waist.
"Basketball isn't going to last forever," Devon explained, "But we as a team know more than just basketball. We're also taking one of the best high school business programs in the country. So we drafted up a little enterprise that we've wanted to start for awhile now. In exchange for protection for you, Parker, your mother is going to be the first star of Black Cock Films Pornography."
Tom and Parker didn't know what to say.
"This woman, your wife and mother, has signed away all licensing rights, as well as property rights," he told them.
"Which means we own this house," he added.
As if on cue, Meat hoisted the mother up onto his shoulder like he was carrying a sack of potatoes.
"We'll be sleeping in the master bedroom," he told the family, "And we'll have more discussion in the morning."
And so as they heard the door to the master bedroom slam, both Tom and Parker became worried as to what the next day would bring.
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Danielle Rodney was one of the richest and most important feminists in America. It hadn't always been so, however. When she was a teenager, Danielle was no different than any other sexy slutty air head out there. She had big natural breasts which often hung out in her tight fitting tank tops. She would flaunt her curvy hips and shapely behind in her provocative designer jeans. Danielle gave blowjobs to studly athletes beneath the bleachers, she did keg stands where she would get too drunk to care that her tits would fall out of her shirt, and she would let guy after guy slip off her jeans and reach their hands up and down her body before shoving a hard cock between her legs and making her cry out in pure sensual delight.
The first step to her transformation came when she met Alex. Alex was a small meek boy, shy and nerdy and a perpetual virgin. He was smart, like most nerds, and like the others of his type, he masturbated constantly.
Danielle contacted Alex to be her SAT tutor, and while Danielle would learn a lot from his calculations and notes, Alex would end up receiving a heavy set of blue balls.
Alex would stroke himself silly to the thought of Danielle after every tutoring session. He dreamed of taking her by the hips, shoving her onto the study table, and mounting her glorious behind, pushing and shoving his cock into that sweet woman. He would imagine splunking all over her face and her breasts, having her lick the base of his cock for every last drop.
After about a month of tutoring, Alex got another offer for a client. He introduced Danielle to the new offer, a boy named Manny. Manny wasn't very attractive either; like Alex, he was scrawny and unimpressive. Unlike Alex, however, Manny liked to deal with some dangerous things. He had a blossoming heroin addiction, and he often would rob stores to get money for it. He had no plans to attend college; he contacted Alex only after seeing him walking with Danielle to the library for their session. He too had an eye for the sexy little princess.
The sessions became less fun for Alex once Manny joined. Manny was dumber than even Danielle, and so while Alex wanted nothing more than to focus his attention on the beauty, he was forced to help the smelly and frankly scary other boy. Manny, like Alex, would be ogling Danielle's fine body for the entire hour. Danielle noticed neither boy's attention; she was neither very bright nor did she have an eye for any boy without some muscles and a big cock.
Like Alex, again, Manny would go home after each session and stroke himself mad. Himself a little more daring, he would sneak into the locker room during school and steal Danielle's clothing, ejaculating into the smell of her body after spending Alex's hour staring at her chest.
It was after another month of this that Manny got into some trouble. He needed some money for drugs and he decided to wear a mask and hold up a convenient store. He was unprepared for the clerk to have a baseball bat behind the counter, which the man used to smash Manny hard on both wrists before Manny could escape. The police hadn't caught him, but his hands and wrists were a mess, and he rushed to the ER where he made up a story about a falling refrigerator. As a result, Manny had both his hands in bandages.
The first study session after the incident, Danielle was wearing a pink tank top with even more exposed cleavage than normal. It was warm, and so she chose some jean shorts that rode up her back end and let out a small peak at her bottom. Alex nearly blew a load the moment he saw her, and when Manny finally arrived (he was of course always late), he nearly did too.
Rushing home after, Manny came to the terrifying realization that he was incapable of masturbating. On this Friday night, Manny was frustrated and furious and he struggled with what he had left of his hands in order to inject some drugs.
Drugged and insane, Manny left the house and went and did something terrible. Manny went to Danielle's house, followed her as she drove to a party, and it was there that he took advantage of her.
There is nothing beautiful about what he did. It was a disgusting terrible act, one that would change Danielle forever into an entirely new woman.
The next day, Danielle called the police and they arrested Manny, who confessed, screaming and yelling about his hands and his inability to masturbate. Between the robbery which he now was clearly guilty of, the rape, and the drug possession, the police knew that Manny would be going away for a long time.
It took Danielle a long time before she was stable enough to return to school. When Alex first saw the news on television, his first emotion was guilt, for like Manny confessed, he too had spent countless hours spanking his meat to the idea of slamming this hot thing onto a table. The difference, of course, was that Manny went and actually did it.
When Danielle and Alex finally resumed studying, Alex's guilt overcame even his shyness.
"Would you be comfortable talking about Manny with me?" he asked the poor but sexy girl.
Alex explained everything. He told her how disgusted he was by Manny's act, but how he also understood why Manny did such a thing, and he told her of his own desires for her body and how he dealt with them each afternoon after seeing her. He implored her help in understanding himself, even though he would understand if she never wanted to see him again.
Danielle was shocked by Alex's confession. Sure, she had fucked enough guys to know that she was desirable, but the idea that two men could both be so obsessed with her body, so much that one would actually attack her, was novel to her. She thought and she thought and she thought.
"Do you think if Manny had been able to masturbate," she finally said to a nervous Alex, "he never would have attacked me?"
"Absolutely," Alex said.
The incident and this conversation affected Danielle deeply. Firstly, she had learned to notice everyone instead of just the hot guys. She now realized the way that men stared at her, and she feared what they might do. Secondly, she learned to never let herself ever be defenseless. She now carried not only mace and taser, but she had a much more cautious and somewhat violent attitude. She would not let herself be raped again. Thirdly, she appreciated Alex's insight. She now noticed him, like the other boys, but also as a human being who cared about her.
The next session, "Did you masturbate to me last time, after you told me how often you do?"
Alex was embarrassed by the question, but he nodded and told her that he had, and that it had been a glorious orgasm that had shaken his whole body.
"Maybe if you masturbate here and now, we can have a conversation without you wanting to stare at my chest," she said. Alex jetted his eyes back up to her face, for he had indeed been staring at her chest. He was taken aback by her comment.
"You want me to masturbate right here? In front of you? In this study room?"
She got up and locked the door. There was no one else in the room.
Alex took out his dick. It was the smallest dick she had ever seen, but she didn't say that to him. She sat there, with her chest puffed out of her shirt and her tight jeans hugging her bottom like always, and let him stroke himself until he puffed a small jet of cum onto her pants and his shirt.
"Ha, you made a mess," she said, unable to prevent a giggle of laughter.
However, she was right. After he had cum, Danielle and Alex got to chatting, and they got to enjoy each other not as a sexy but oblivious woman and a horny but awkward boy, but as a two human beings.
They were married within months and by the end of a year, Danielle had delivered a young baby boy named Chad.
Two things happened over the next few years. Alex went to college while Danielle stayed home with the baby. Alex went into software engineering, where he perfected a product that would end up making him millions. He graduated early, started his company, and moved him and his family into a big mansion within five years.
Danielle raised her child, but she also began realizing what would later be her famous and revolutionary feminist philosophy. Stemming from her incident with Manny, Danielle saw the power that the female form had on men. She saw the way her husband still drooled at her, even though she was giving him daily blowjobs and thrice weekly bonings in their worn out bedroom. Men needed stimulation in order to resist attack, she felt. Now, there would be a lot of backlash to this idea. Years after her era, this would be fully discredited as sexist in itself. But Danielle's philosophy would persist in its time for many reasons.
It would persist because of her husband's money. She would have to resources to write her book and promote it, to hold functions, and to send her message out to the masses. It would persist because Danielle was a sexy plump young mother, a woman who appealed both to impressionable young women who wished they could have her life, as well as the horny men she described so well, who wouldn't mind catching a glimpse of her figure on the national news. It also persisted because the philosophy itself was appealing to all.
Danielle wanted to empower women. She wanted to prevent rape. But she wanted to do so by making sure that every man out there got himself stroked or fucked by a sexy woman. And while this idea would later be shown to be terrible and sexist, no one would ever doubt why both men and women were excited by the new kind of feminism.
Danielle's home became the headquarters for her operation. There, she trained an army of young, willing, sexy women in the art of her philosophy. She wanted to teach women the power of the male urges. She would invite a young man into the home and have the students watch as he grew exasperated at the sight of all these sexy women in their mandatory skimpy clothes. She showed them how every man out there is looking at them, and how this desire could be used for bad or for good. And finally (and most controversially), she showed them how to find the ones who really needed a good wanking, and instructed them to make sure they went and helped him out.
In the years after Danielle's success, these new kinds of women were everywhere. Sometimes you might come across an office with a girl like this, who was available to jack off or suck off any man she chose. It wasn't prostitution, as neither was she paid nor propositioned; she was simply performing what she was taught by Danielle was her public duty.
When Chad was six and Danielle's philosophy was blooming, Alex had accumulated enough money to retire. He was one of the youngest retirees, yet he was also one of the richest. His success was incredible, as was hers.
It was a tragedy when one night, Danielle had just swallowed one of the biggest loads of cum he had ever shot down the sexy mom's throat, and Alex suffered a heart attack and passed away. He left behind him a young son, a fortune of money, a horny young widow, and a legacy in both his own corporation and in the philosophy of his wife.
Chad grew up in an interesting household. He took the shape of his late father; he was small, he was weak, and he was unattractive. However, unlike his father, who was compassionate and ambitious, Chad was not very bright, nor was he very nice. Perhaps it was because he lost his father at such a young age, perhaps it was because he had to grow up watching his mom advocate blowjobs, or perhaps it was just a genetic passing on of the same type of terrible urges like those of Manny, but Chad was irritable and Chad could be violent.
In the years after Alex's passing, Danielle grew deeper into her philosophy. Free from the monogamy of marriage, Danielle took to the streets with her cadets. She singled out lonely looking men from among crowds, took them into alleys and allowed them to grow hard in her mouth and ejaculate onto her breasts. As she grew older, her body seemed to stay the same; there would be no time in her life that Danielle did not ooze sex like an aura.
Of course, as the years went on, and Danielle became more and more famous and more and more in the public eye, she couldn't afford to be jacking off random guys in the street. So for a while, she had some men bussed to her (mostly black men from struggling neighborhoods), but eventually, she stopped doing the work all together and simply kept some men around the house to keep herself satisfied.
Danielle was never that close to her son. Her work was too sexual to keep him informed at the young ages, and so he spent most of his time with any of the many willing young nannies who were always around the house.
He would find out about his mother's work from the crueler of his classmates. Often, they would joke that they saw his mom down her knees with her lips around a black cock while they were walking to school, or that his mom had even performed that to them, though they were way too young for that to be true.
Chad would learn more about his mother as years passed on, and by the time Danielle unleashed her most famous campaign, the boy would be almost 18 and he would by then know everything about his mother's efforts, despite that the woman never told her son a single bit.
Her philosophy centered on the idea that men needed to be well jerked in order to improve society, and that blue balls were always the enemy. Of course it would be best for one of her agents to be the one jacking and sucking those dangerous cocks, but she knew that would never be. That's why she started her pro-masturbation campaign. The poster would become famous nearly immediately, and it would remain as an important part of feminist history (even after it was finally decided that Danielle's efforts were backwards and sexist).
It was a photograph of Danielle on an orange background. In the photo, her large and heavy tits were pressed into a small mesh bikini, with her nipples sticking out proudly and her tight soft midriff completely exposed. She wore a matching bikini bottom which displayed her ass fantastically, and while the provocative image of this sexy mother would be enough to enlist her fame, there was more.
In her hands, she held a bucket, which she straddled between her legs. She wore on her face a sexy grin, her dick sucking lips puffed out sensually. Her hair was tied into two pigtails, which made this sexy mom look more like a sexy school girl than a feminist advocate. Written in the bucket in big globby white letters (meant to resemble spunk, of course) were the words "STROKE YOUR COCK AND SHOOT IT RIGHT HERE".
Never before had a campaign so sexual and so provocative been so wide spread. Danielle had connections, both because of her money and because of her talents with her lips, tongue, and gullet. She had paid and sucked her way into contemporary society, and her influence was widespread enough that these posters were every where; you couldn't walk down the street without seeing one of them plastered on a wall or a billboard. And of course, they were mailed out to every home in the country.
Danielle was even more of a success. She appeared on every television network, she was deemed MILF of the century. She had dinner with rappers and rock stars (whom she went to bed with later, showing off the skills that had made her where she was). She gave speeches at universities, where she was especially popular, spending the day discussing politics and sexism in a panel and then spending the nights making rounds through the dorms, slipping her hands down the shorts of these excited young coeds. But most importantly, Danielle's efforts worked. It became common place for men to spend a little time each day following the advice of the bucket shoved against Danielle's thighs. The NFL had to order copies of the poster by the truckload, as their athletes couldn't get enough of using Danielle's image to "calm down" before a game. Hell, Danielle even had to hire a special assistant to handle the tons of posters which had been mailed back to her, the image now sticking crustily to the envelope.
Chad was extremely uncomfortable by his mother's campaign. They had never been very close, and this only made him more reluctant to ever care about his mother. However, it would be soon after this that she would intervene in his life in a way that would make him rethink his opinion.
It was Chad's eighteenth birthday, and Danielle had just returned from a trip to Harvard College, where she had had a large dinner with the brainiac football team before they individually each gave her some creamy dessert to swallow.
Danielle had neglected her son, sure, but she was so resolute in her philosophy that on his eighteenth birthday, she knew exactly what to get him. Despite all the efforts of his mother, Chad was still a virgin loser when he became a man, never having touched or caressed a woman in his life. It would have been inappropriate for Danielle to intervene when he was a minor, and perhaps it was inappropriate even now. However, she plucked a young perky assistant from her office named Jacki, and she sent him up the stairs to her son's room, and told her to do the good work that she had been taught.
Chad knew the moment Jacki entered the room that his mother had sent her. Before she even walked up to him as he sat on his bed and slipped her hands around his cock, he knew. And for the first time, he felt an admiration and a love for his mother, as crazy as she may be.
Jacki was a petite girl, but her breasts were large for her frame and she had a set of dick sucking lips to rival Danielle's. She dressed in the outfits typically worn by followers of Danielle: low cut tops with her tits hanging out and short shorts that made her ass seem large and thick. She had dexterous hands that she used to cup Chad's balls or run up and down his scrawny torso.
Jacki made Chad her personal mission. She greeted him each morning with her lips engulfing his small cock, and she put him to bed in the same way. She reported each afternoon to Danielle, who asked nothing more than a raised eyebrow, to which Jacki would nod her head to reassure the mother that she had sucked her son off that morning and she would be sucking him again in the evening.
It was in this state that Danielle left her son. He would be happy in the house while she travelled around Europe, spreading her ideas and sampling some of the local culture perhaps too.
Danielle left Jacki in charge of the household and gave her full privileges to do whatever she wanted. The first thing Jacki did was move into Danielle's bedroom. The room was gorgeous and huge and Jacki loved both the design and the magic of sleeping in the same bed as her hero. Though Jacki spent her nights in her big bed, she always made sure to perform her duties to Chad each morning and each night. To her, Chad was just another part of the job. She was doing Danielle's work and she was being rewarded with responsibility.
Chad did not know his mother very well, however. Again, they had never been very close. He misunderstood the nature of Danielle's gift. Danielle sent Jacki to keep him healthy, like a doctor or a dentist would. Chad thought that Jacki was his, like a personal sex slave. And so, while she was only sucking him off now, he was sure he would soon get to cream inside her tight pussy.
Jacki was thinking nothing of the kind. In fact, she was dating a sturdy young man by the name of Arnie, someone who had an equally strong but incredibly different reverence for Chad's famous mother. Though Jacki sucked and slurped at Chad's smaller dick twice a day, she gave her love and her loyalty to Arnie each night, when she let him pound away at her pussy in the big bed Danielle left behind.



Arnie was a student of sexuality at the university, and later, he would be diagnosed as a heartless sociopath. He promoted the teachings of Danielle, but for reasons no one else did. Arnie was ahead of his time. he considered himself a pansexual; he recognized that not only that distinction between male and female was improper, but that his attraction to a specific gender was too. In other words, Arnie wanted to fuck anyone, whether they were male or female. He was also ahead of his time in that he saw Danielle's philosophy for what it would be seen later: terrible. He knew that Danielle was essentially prostituting herself out, blaming the victim for rape, and making a promiscuous whore of herself across the world. But he loved it, because he didn't care about what was right. Arnie didn't want to see women rise to any kind of level. He just wanted to stick his dick into everyone, and Danielle was making his job a lot easier.
Arnie had not yet met Danielle. Jacki had never introduced him. However, when they do meet, Danielle will not be able to see what a monster Arnie is. For Danielle, the cardinal sin is of course rape. It is the foundation of her entire philosophy. And Arnie, with his pansexuality and his admiration for Danielle's work, seems to pass her test immediately. However, the thing about Arnie is how wrong Danielle will be. Arnie doesn't care about women. He doesn't care about people.
He met Jacki in a sexuality class, where her love for Danielle's teachings made her easy to seduce. Arnie fucked her before the end of the first week. His extreme manliness and her gullibility made Jacki commit to Arnie with a sense of duty way beyond what she did for Chad. While Jacki rationalized that she loved Arnie because he agreed with Danielle, Arnie knew this was a poor girl trying to justify being a complete whore.
Arnie didn't mind what Jacki was doing for Chad. In fact, he was hoping to get a chance at fucking Chad himself. But of course, even though Arnie made Jacki moan every night in Danielle's bedroom, Chad never heard a thing. He would drift into a deep sleep every night as his semen settled to the bottom of Jacki's stomach.
It was on a usual night that Chad pushed too far. Jacki waltzed into his room, her tits popping out of her shirt in a way that made him hard.
She knelt down onto the bed to slip his cock into her mouth, but Chad stopped her.
Chad was horny, and he wanted Jacki to fuck him. Here, he committed the same crime Manny did so many years before. He raped Jacki.
Jacki ran crying into Danielle's bedroom, where Arnie was lying waiting for her. In tears, she told him what Chad had done.
Arnie stood up and smiled. He was waiting for an opportunity like this. He marched down into Chad's room and kicked open the door.
"How dare you touch my girl!" he yelled, pretending to be jealous.
Chad was taken aback. "Your... your girl? She was my girl?" He was intimidated by the size of the man in front of him.
"She was trying to help you, you scrawny fuck, and this is how you treat her?" He punched Chad in the face. Chad fell to the ground.
It was easy for Arnie to reduce Chad to tears. He only needed to describe in detail how nice it was to have a woman like Jacki consensually fuck your cock every night. He even whipped out his cock to show Chad how much bigger he was. He told him about how much of a whore Chad's mother was, and how Chad would probably be sent to jail, and how while he was gone, Arnie would fuck and fuck Chad's MILF of the century.
"Unless we don't call the police," he said, and Chad stopped crying.
"Maybe if you suck my cock, I won't tell the police that you raped my girl."
Chad gulped. He had no interest in men, but he didn't want to go to join. Arnie didn't give him much of a choice. He grabbed him by the collar of his pajamas and forced his head onto his giant cock.
"Shit, you give some good head, kid," Arnie said, "Probably nearly as good as your mom does. I just hope she comes back soon so she can suck me off too; you know she has those gorgeous tits."
Cock in mouth, Chad started crying again, and Arnie bust his nut into the guy's mouth.
"Swallow," Arnie ordered, and Chad obeyed.
Arnie took a phone out of his pocket and put it up to his ear.
"You said you wouldn't call the police!" Chad said.
"I'm not," Arnie answered. He was calling Jacki in the bedroom.
Within twelve hours, Danielle had returned home. Arnie introduced himself to the buxom mother, and explained that her son had raped his mistress, and that in retaliation; Arnie had clocked him a few times. He left out the cock sucking, and when Chad tried to protest, Danielle slapped him across the face.
Danielle went to her bedroom, calmed Jacki down, and got her arranged for a flight to a treatment center. She would be taken care of.
She went back to her son's room and found Arnie guarding the door.
"I'm making sure he doesn't escape, ma'am," Arnie said, feigning politeness to the sexy mom.
"That's thoughtful of you," Danielle answered.
Chad is sitting on his bed curled up. When Danielle and Arnie enter, Chad pleads to her not to turn him in. She sits down on the bed and takes out her phone.
"Hello, police?" she says, looking her son straight in the eye as his face breaks into pieces, "I need you to come right away."
Moments later, Arnie and Danielle stand outside Chad's door.
"That must have been hard, ma'am," Arnie says.
"Not really," Danielle admits, "A rapist is a rapist." Arnie looks at her to try to see if she is rationalizing, but she is calm. She is telling the truth. She is completely fine about sending her son to jail.
"I'm sure of two things," she added, "Rape should be unforgivable, and men who show restraint should be rewarded."
Within moments, Arnie was banging Chad's mom against the couch outside his room.
Danielle shed her clothes quickly, letting free her pendulous tits. Arnie cupped them and let them bounce before he swept the goddess off her feet, scooped her onto the nearby couch, and fucked her from behind.
The police came in through the front door to the sight of Arnie porking the woman, her tits bouncing back and forth against the back of the couch.
"He's in there," Danielle pointed, still letting Arnie fuck her as the police shrugged and went into the bedroom.
The police dragged Chad out of his room, where he was met with the sight of Arnie plowing his mom. The thick pink cock that had ejaculated down his own throat a few hours ago was stroking in and out of his mother's sticky pussy. The cock was shiny with their juices. He saw the look on his mother's face, a look of sexual ecstasy with her firm tits wobbling and her lip curled inside her mouth seductively. She wasn't even going to say goodbye to him.
The police didn't hurry to rush Chad out; they were interested in watching Danielle and Arnie bone. Most of them took out their camera phones and started recording. Finally, Danielle climbed off the couch and Arnie pelted her face and chest with glob after glob of his white sticky spunk.
Danielle gulped down as much as she could, but most of the jizz coated her tits, which she swirled around with her finger until it got crusty.
This was the last image Chad would have of his mother, or any woman, for the next six years he spent in the jail. Danielle and her feminists had been harsh on rape law, and so he served his full sentence.
The conviction made Danielle into an even bigger star. The public saw the harsh punishment of her son as signal of Danielle's strength towards her cause. In fact, the photos and videos that the police took, with the crying handcuffed son in the foreground and the mom and her lip-biting ecstatic face getting banged from behind in the background, became almost as famous as the one millions of men were jacking off to.
Prison was not kind to Chad. Most of the inmates knew who his mother was, and he was constantly getting comments about how his lips were as made for dick sucking as his mom's.
Meanwhile, Arnie became Danielle's perfect new assistant. Every night he got to stick his cock between her tits and between her legs. Danielle got a touch up of plastic surgery (though she didn't need much), just to keep her tits nice and firm and her face young and sexy.
When Chad was released, his mother sent a limo to pick him up. The driver did not speak to him the entire ride. When he pulled up inside of Danielle's mansion, Chad got out and walked up to the front door.
He was let in by a large naked black man with an unreasonably large flaccid penis. The man took Chad into a living room, where he found Danielle sitting nude in a chair. In the years of Chad's absences, Danielle and her servants had taken to walk around the whole without clothes. It was more comfortable, it made fucking and sucking easier, and it lent the entire house an austere and sexy aura. She had thrown parties with the rich and famous where one must "leave your clothes at the door". Playboy mansion beware.
"You've served your time," the mother said coldly. The large naked black man began to forcibly disrobe Chad as part of the house custom. "But you have not repaid your debt."
Chad swallowed. He hated his mother at the moment; he had spent the last six years hating his mother.
"The laws are different," she told him, "We as a cause have seen to that. When you lost control of your urges, you lost a lot of other control. I'm still your guardian, despite your age and my feelings towards you, and I have complete control."
Chad grunted.
From out of the kitchen, Arnie came, buck naked, and sat down next to Danielle on the chair. She stroked his cock with her left hand without breaking eye contact with her son.
The black man took Chad to his room, which had been stripped of all its lighting and its furniture. It was pitched black, with nothing by carpet. He locked the door behind him.
Throughout the day, Chad heard the noises of the house. He heard his mother making phone calls, he heard he flirting and kissing Arnie, he heard he slurping as she sucked his cock and the moans as he jizzed all over his mother again.
That night, Chad tried to go to sleep in the dark room, but he was hungry. He saw the door open and the black man took him back out to the living room. He saw Arnie standing with one hand on his mother's head, which was bobbing back and forth as she sucked his dick from her knees.
When Arnie saw Chad was in the room, Danielle got up onto her feet. Saliva dripped from her perfect lips onto her body.
Arnie walked over to Chad and knocked him to the ground. Danielle just stood there and watched.
Once again, Arnie forced Chad to suffer the humiliation of sucking his cock. He could taste his mother's lip gloss as Chad forced him to suck and suck.
Before he came, he pulled out his cock and shoved it into Danielle's pussy. He fucked the boy's mom hard and fast, until he again pulled out, gave his cock a few good tugs, and shot his load all over the waiting mom.
'This is fucking bullshit," Chad finally yelled, and Arnie kicked him over the head.
Danielle, covered in cum, stood up again.
"You know I can castrate you if I want."
Chad was silent.
"I have the right. You are a rapist and rapists have lost the right to their balls."
Chad's heart beat quickly.
Danielle reached down, and tugged gently on her son's tiny balls.
"These could be gone, if I say so."
She and Arnie walked out of the room silently, and the black man took Chad back to his room.
That night, Chad had a dream.
He was sitting in a big round bath in the middle of a giant room. It was one of those rooms where a King sits in a castle, with a big red carpet leading up to a throne. He was naked, and the water was warm and smelled nice.
He looked at the throne and his mother sat there. She was naked, her big tits full and large in an impossible way. Her skin glowed slightly and she was perfectly tan. Her hair was tied up on her head, and her lips stuck out. She licked them.
Chad heard a rumble and two men came out from behind some curtains. They were buff, naked, and hard. Each of them approached his bath, stroked their cocks, and shot their giant wads of cum into the water and over his body. They marched back behind the curtains, where two more men came.
Wave after wave of men came out, jizzed onto Chad's bath, and then retreated. His mother watched with an aroused curiosity, stirring in her loins each time a wad of cum landed onto her son's face and hair.
The last two fell back into the curtains and the buxom mother stood up. She looked curvier than she did in real life, her hips were wider and her ass seemed particularly firm.
Danielle waltzed over to her son in his bath. It was then that Chad realized he wasn't in a bath. He was in a cauldron, like a stew! As he mixed and cooked with the cum in the pot, Danielle took a ladle and stirred him round and round.
Finally she stopped stirring him, looked him in the eye, and stuck her arm with the ladle down into the pot. He felt a tug, and she retrieved her arm and the ladle, with his testicles resting into the ladle's based. She smiled a grin wit her perfect lips, lifted the ladle to her mouth, and swallowed his balls wholes.
Then she daintily bent down, lit a hotter fire beneath him, and stood back up. Now Chad was feeling really hot, painfully hot, but his mom didn't care. She pivoted and walked away, Chad staring at his mom's beautiful ass as she sashed back to her throne. Soon he felt himself going dizzy, and his mother giggled before he fainted and woke up from his dream.
The next day Chad was dragged back to the living room. There he found a new man, a doctor, also naked by house policy.
"I'd like you to examine my son's testicles," Danielle told him.
"They're pretty small," the doctor said, tugging at them with a gloved hand, "It would be pretty easy to get rid of them."
Danielle flashed a cruel smile at her son.
The doctor injected something into Chad's arm and he passed out immediately.
While he was out, he had another dream.
He was sitting in a tower with a pair of binoculars. There was a window, and he was aiming his binoculars out of the window, scanning a forest. He finally came upon a hut.
He was terrified of what he saw inside the hut. It was his mother, wearing the same outfit she wore in the photograph where she had the bucket in her crotch. In one hand, she had what looked like an exact copy of Chad, held by the collar. There was a pained expression on this dopplegnger's face. In her other hand, she had the bucket from the photograph. She took this copy and shoved him into the bucket, squishing and pressing him into he was all tangled up inside the bucket. Then, Danielle took the copy, opened her beautiful dick sucking lips, and proceeded to swallow the entire body down her gullet. Her stomach swelled with the weight of Chad's body. Everything else was the same, her perky big tits, her curvy hips, her hair in a bun, except for her bulging and squirming stomach. Then she held out one long out stretched finger, licked her lips, and pointed directly at Chad with his binoculars with a devilish grin.
When Chad woke up, his mother had had the operation performed on him.
The backlash from this was much more extreme. Danielle lost all the credibility she had. People said it was just too cruel. Danielle was forced to pay a severe settlement to her son, not that it made his balls grow back. It crippled her finances, however.
Danielle eventually turned to porn for a living, where she was moderately successful, until her death at age 45, drowning in a pool during a swimsuit photo shoot.
Chad spent most of the money trying to regain his sex drive, but when it failed, he spent the rest on lottery tickets. He died a few years before his mother, when he was hit by a car.
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Alex put his hands on the side of my mom's head and shoved her deeper onto his cock. I stood before him, unsure of what to do.
"So," Alex said, not even looking at my mom sucking his cock, "We need to work out a contract to get your mother into some hot filthy films."
I scratched the back of my head.
"And I'm involved?" I asked, not knowing why I would be.
"Of course," he said, "Look, I mean, it's obvious that your mom is a little sex kitten. And it's only partly because she's such a whore." My mom moaned slightly, letting saliva and precum drip down her mouth.
"It's also because she's your mom," Alex said, "Look at all these people staring. Sure, it's somewhat because your mom knows how to handle a cock in her mouth, but it's also to see the look on your face. People love watching a guy watch his mom get fucked. "
My mom grabbed the base of Alex's cock and shook it in her fist. The tip was red and swelling. Alex shoved it back into her mouth violently and she groaned.
"So let's talk contract. You and her, a feature film. You take her around the mall or somewhere, picking up guys. It's called "Watch me pimp my mom". You in?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, that sounds pretty humiliating..."
"That's the point," he said. "But it pays."
I took the bait. "How much?"
"Fifty thousand dollars," he said. I was shocked.
Alex thrust out his pelvis deeper into my mom. He leaned back his head and groaned, and my mom gagged "ahhhhhhhhhh". He erupted down her throat, jizzing down my mother's throat and into her stomach. It was still dripping down her chest when she stood up, looked into Alex's eyes and asked, "Each?"
Alex laughed. "Fifty thousand for you, twenty thousand for him."
Still, that was a lot of money. Alex pulled up his speedo.
"Come by my office tomorrow," he said, "I'll call you and leave you the details. And great party." He walked away.
I left and went into the hallway, where I found Sonny getting cozy with Josh.
"Hey," I said, going up to them. They ignored me and went into a kiss. They waltzed away into my mom's empty bedroom and I heard the door lock.
I went into the living room and sat down on the couch. Two guys were sitting across from me.
"Did you see that chick suck that guy's cock?" one said.
"Yeah, she was the mom who owns this place."
"No way, I didn't know a mom could be such a slut."
"Yeah, neither did I. The guy said she was going to be in a porno soon."
"Holy shit, that sounds awesome. I'd buy it."
"Sure you would, so you could jack off to it."
"Yeah, of course, I want to jack off to that kid's mom; she's fucking hot."
"Yeah, I'm probably going to jack off to her too, ha."
They both laughed.
"Look, there she is."
My mom walked in at the door way and plopped her ass down on the couch between the guys.
"Hey," she said, putting her arms around the guys. Their eyes both moved downwards towards her open tan chest.
I turned away. I grabbed a drink from the side fridge and took a chug. After a few minutes, I was a little tipsy, and I closed my eyes for a little. When I opened them, I saw the guys across from me holding my mom's breasts in their hands and bouncing her tits up and down as she laughed.
"Ha ha, you guys are too funny," she said as they groped her in front of her son.
I stood up and headed towards my bedroom. I was tired, and still confused about the day.
I got into the bed, but it was hard to get the image of the boys fondling my mom out of my head.
I fell asleep eventually, but awoke a few hours later to some strange sounds besides my bed.
It was my mom, of course, lying on top of one of the boys from before. He was laying face up on the floor next to my bed, and my mom was riding him, facing him, as he mauled her tits with her hands. Her flat stomach gyrated above his, and the pressure of his cock shoved her firm ass cheeks jiggling above his groins.
She was moaning and talking dirty to him.
"Fuck yeah, shove that cock deep inside me, ohh yeahhh."
I shoved my face into my pillow. Maybe I was dreaming. I didn't know why she would be in my room, but then I remembered that Josh and Sonny locked the doors to hers. Whatever. I tried to fall back asleep, but I could still here my mom riding that young guy.
"Where's your friend?" I heard her ask.
"Over there," the guy grunted.
I turned over in my bed. There, by the door, I saw the other guy, sitting.
"What's he doing?" my mom panted.
"Jacking off, I guess," the guy said, thrusting into my mom's body.
"Come over here," she called to him, and I could see him get up.
"Jack off a little closer," she added, "Because when he's done, you can stick it in my ass." She giggled.
I rolled over and fell back asleep.
I woke up a little later and was confused that time had passed. I looked down at the side of my bed and saw my mom asleep, face down, her back and ass cheeks sticky with cum. Both of the guys were passed out next to her, their limp fat dicks sticking to the sides of their legs. One their hands lay underneath my mom, her tits pushing up against it with the weight of her body.
On my pillow, I noticed, was a wet, dripping used condom, and I flung it onto the floor and fell back asleep disgusted.
When I woke up the next time, it was morning, and my mom was gone. The condom was still there on the carpet, joined by two more that weren't there last night.
I walked out of my room and into the hallway. It was like a scene out of a college comedy movie. There are guys passed out asleep, girls strewn over couches, red cups littered everywhere.
I stepped over a busty sleeping girl into the kitchen.
There were a bunch of people sitting at my kitchen table, all my age, and all naked. Most of them were guys, beefy and muscular, with huge cocks between their strong legs. There were one or two girls, sitting topless with big tits on the laps of some of these naked men.
Everyone was eating huge stacks of pancakes and drinking freshly squeezed orange juice.
At the stove was my mother, frying pancakes and shaking her tight ass as she flipped with a spatula.
"Come back over here," one of the guys yelled to my mom, "I'm hungry for a piece of your fine ass." I recognized him from school as Tony.
"I'll be right there," my mom said, prancing over to the table with a fresh stack of pancakes. She sat down on Tony's lap, and his thick hard cock pressed into the nape of her back.
She giggled feeling the touch of his manhood.
I walked in and she landed a big fat kiss onto Tony.
"Hey Chad," Tony yelled to me, his cock still digging into my mom. I sat down and grabbed some pancakes.
My mom kept giggling.
"What are you laughing at?" I asked her.
She kept giggling. "Just Tony's cock," she said. She reached and grabbed the massive thing with two hands and pointed it to me, showing me its size and girth. She leaned down and stuck out her tongue, taking a big lick off of Tony's cock head.
"Yummy," she said, "Oh, and we have that meeting with Alex the Porn Star today," she told me.
"You're a porn star, baby?" Tony asked her, and she nodded. "I knew these titties were professional quality." He stuck his face between my mom's breasts and motorboated her back and forth.
"And you?" he said, turning to me from my mom's cleavage, "You work in the porn with her?"
"I guess," she said.
"Oh cool, I didn't know you were a fag," he said, pointing his big fat cock at me, "You should suck me off; you have pretty much the same lips as your mom so you probably suck cock pretty good." He stood up and waved his cock in my face.
"No, I don't really do that," I said, but he shoved his cock closer into my face. He kept laughing.
"Ah, alright, I'll just stick here with your mom." She reached down into his lap and started jacking him off under the table.
"Come on," he said, "Join her. Help jack me off."
I frowned.
"You look like you'd be into it. I got a cock big enough for you and your mom."
My mom kept jacking him off for a few minutes before he finally finished, erupting up all over my mom's hands and onto the table.
"Clean me off, at least," he said to me, but I refused. My mom dipped her head into his lap and started licking the cum off of his hard cock.
"It taste good?" he asked her.
"Delicious," she said, letting it drip off her face.
Later, she got everyone rounded up and out of the house, cleaned up a bit, and we left for Alex's office.
My mom chose to wear a yellow tang top that clung to her breasts and exposed as much cleavage as she could. It rode up her body, letting her tan slim midriff stand exposed to the entire world. Her bottoms were a short pair of jean shorts, one that hugged her ass tightly. She let her thong ride up above her waist, and unbuttoned the front of her jeans in a sexy slutty manner. She wore shiny pink lip gloss, and high heels that thrust her legs up in a way that made her seem asking to be slammed down to the ground and mounted.
Her clothes, however, were not long for her. When we got into Alex's building, we realized that all the other women there were entirely naked. Alex greeted us.
"Hello, glad you both showed up." He was dressed only in sun glasses, his long cock resting against his leg,
"I'll meet you both in my office in a half hour, you both need to be groomed."
"What?" I asked.
"You both need to get prepped for the screen. It's standard, just follow my assistants."
A woman with big tits and wide hips approached me and grabbed me by the arm. Another woman approached my mother and led her away, peeling off her tight shirt as they walked. My woman led me into a room and closed the door.
"This is just standard grooming," she told me, walking over and taking off my shirt, "Trimming hairs, making sure everything is okay." She tossed my shirt onto the ground.
"This your first film?" she asked. I nodded.
"What kind of film is it? Gay?" she asked.
"No, not gay." I told her.
She got down on her knees and pulled down my pants.
"My, my," she said, "What is this?" She was referring to the size of my penis.
"You're the smallest porn star I've ever seen."
"Well, the film is mostly about my mom," I told her.
"Shit," she said to me, "That woman with you was your mom?" I nodded.
"You've got some tasty mom."
I shrugged.
"Can you get hard for me, baby?" the girl asked, and I was surprised.
She noticed and added: "If you're going to be in a porno, we can't have you shooting off in one second. I'll get that first round out of you."
The idea that this hot porn girl would be jerking me off made me instantly hard. She grasped my cock with her right hand and started.
"Still not bigger, but that's okay," she added.
The girl had been working my cock with her hand for a few minutes when I asked, "Do you think I'm going to get to fuck girls in the video?"
"Well, you're fucking your mom, right?" she said.
"What, no, it's not THAT kind of video," I said.
"Oh, that's too bad. I'm sorry your mom doesn't let you fuck her."
I frowned. "It's not that. I don't want to fuck her; she's my mom!"
She stopped jerking me off.
"Are you serious?" she said, "How could you not want to fuck that hot piece of ass? Seriously, kid, we get a lot of girls here, and your mom is stunning. I could lick her all over and never stop. She looks so yummy."
"Uhhh, thanks?"
"I'm so wet just thinking about it, see?" she stuck the hand she had been jacking me off with in between in her legs, and pulled it back out dripping with fluids.
"Your mom is fuckin' sexy."
She resumed my handjob, using her wetness as a lubricant now. With a wetter and faster jerk, I knew I was about to cum. She sensed it.
"Shoot it in my mouth," she said, sticking out her tongue. She thrust my dick towards her face and I shot out two or three shots of sticky mess down her mouth.
"That's all? But I'm still thirsty," she said, "Maybe I'll get to drink some of your mom later."
She finished with some powder around my groin and stood back up.
"Wear this," she said, handing me a pair of pants. However, the pants were made of perfectly transparent plastic.
"Are these even clothes?" I asked.
"They are in a porno, honey," she answered.
I put on the "pants" and looked at myself in the mirror. My shriveled cock looked smaller than usual, and my sack looked tired from the recent ejaculation.
"I don't look very manly," I said to the girl, leading me out into the hallway.
"That's fine," answered another girl, passing by, "It's 'Watch Me Pimp My Mom'; you're not supposed to look manly."
I knocked on the door to Alex's office and he called me in. He was working on some paperwork, and asked me to sit down. The office was empty but for us.
Alex slid a packet of papers over to me.
"Sign these," he said, "It's your contract."
I began to read through them, when the door opened, and the girl who had jacked me off came in, leading my mom through the doorframe.
They had dressed my mom in a bright pink bikini two sizes too small. Her tits strained to get out of the flimsy top, pushing fleshy tit out of the sides, the bottoms, and forming a massively deep cleavage in the center. The bottoms were a thong, also bright pink, that rode just around her pussy and slid up the crack of her butt, holding the firm cheeks in place. They had covered her in oil, and her tan skin shone in the light. Her hair was tied up in a sexy mature style, and she wore whorish lipstick that made her face look inviting.
"Beautiful," Alex said, standing up and hugging my mom, "You look great."
My mom took a seat and grabbed the contract from my hand, signing it at the bottom with a flourish. She handed it back to me, and I signed beneath her, and gave it to Alex.
"Excellent," Alex said, and stood up. "I'll show you to the camera man and the car and you'll be off."
We rode in a white mini van that the camera man, Joey, drove. On the way, my mom fixed her boobs in her top, sometimes taking it off and readjusting. She even let Joey have a few squeezes when she caught him staring at her bust.
"Chad, help your mom with her top," Joey said to me, still cupping one of her breasts but with eyes fixed on the rode.
"Do I have to?" I sighed.
"You bet," he said, "It's in your contract. You have to do what I say or else you don't get paid.
I leaned forwards and my mom stuck out her chest towards me. I helped move the small strips of pink fabric so that they were centered around her large breasts.
"Thanks, honey," my mom said, petting my head.
When we arrived at the beach, Joey parked in a spot and unloaded a bunch of camera equipment into a large sunny beach bag.
"Carry this," he told me, shoving the heavy equipment into my arms, "It's really cameras for the shoot, but on film it will just look like your mom is making you carry her bag."
The bag was heavy, and it made my arms hurt. My mom stepped out onto the sand and put on a big pair of sunglasses. They made her look cheap and easy, which she was.
We all stepped onto the beach, Joey behind us carrying one of the cameras.
"Here's what you do. Chad, it's your job to find guys who are interested in fucking your mom. You go up and ask different guys if they are interested in meeting your mom. She will be standing right behind you, but won't say a word unless they address her directly. They can touch her, feel her up, do whatever they want, but before they take anything out of their pants, you have to reach into there and make sure they have really huge cocks. It's really because the video is hotter with bigger dicks, but you should tell them it's because your mom only accepts the nicest and fattest cocks."
"That's true though," chirped in my mom, "I don't want any small dicks; they have to be big and fat and scrumptious."
"Of course," smiled Joey, patting my mom on the ass, "Let's go."
The beach reminded me of the show "Jersey Shore". It was full of muscled guys and hot girls in small clothing, much like my mom. I wandered around for a bit, letting the sun soak in and, incidentally, letting people notice my extremely transparent pants. Some attractive girls sunning themselves sat up to stare at my package as I approached them, giggling to themselves. It made me nervous, which only made my penis shrink more into my body, causing more laughter from the surrounding sexy people.
Eventually, we came across a pair of guys, ripped and tan, sitting on towels. One was listening to music on an iPod, while the other sipped from a beer.
The guy looked up from his iPod and saw my mom walking towards him. He took his headphones out of his ear and stood up.
"Out of my way, weirdo," he said to me, in reference to my pants. He shoved me aside and walked towards my mom. "I want to have a chat with your hot friend."
"Actually, she's not my friend," I told him, "She's my mom."
The guy stopped short.
"Are you fucking serious?" he asked, "This hot piece of ass is your god damn mom?" He laughed.
"Hey Mike, come check this out," he called to his friend, "See this fucking hot ass bitch? She's this kid's mom."
"What's up with your cock," the guy Mike asked me, "Did you chop it off or something?"
"It's just cold outside..." I offered.
"It's not fucking cold," Mike said, basking in the warmth of the sun on this beach, "You just have a small fucking cock."
The other guy laughed.
"So what were you saying, Kevin"
"This bitch is tiny dick's mom."
"No fucking way." Mike looked at me and then looked at my mom.
"I'm going to totally bang your mom."
"What's with the fucking cameras?" Kevin asked, noticing Joey.
"I'm making a porn video," I explained as per my contract, "It's called 'Watch Me Pimp My Mom'."
"Sweet, let's fucking bang her then," Kevin said.
"Well, I have to make sure your cocks are big enough," I said first.
Mike walked right up to me, so close that I could smell the sweat on his muscular chest.
"Fucking feel it then, fag."
Glancing at Joey for a moment, I slipped my hand down the man's swim trunks. I couldn't imagine how the man walked around. There was no room left in his pants. His cock was so thick that I doubt I could have wrapped my hand around it fully. It extended further and further down his leg until finally ending with a warm pulsing tip. I couldn't believe it. It was just so long. My hand brushed up against his heavy ball sack. They were hot and sweaty, and heavy like two pool balls.
I couldn't help but let out a "Fuck..."
"Yeah, you're impressed, fucking fag," Mike said as I withdrew my hand, "I'm going to ram it up into your mom's ass, maybe I'll let you lick it clean afterwards."
Rather than having to suffer the humiliation of feeling Kevin's cock too, I looked over at the guy to see that he had whipped his out, in its thick and lengthy glory. It was equally as impressive as his friends, with possibly more mammoth sized balls dangling and glistening with sweat beneath his thick shaft.
Joey let us all to a cabana that had been prepared. He gave us all some directions and then started rolling.
The first shot was me standing with my mom on the beach without the guys.
"Hi I'm Chad," I said, hugging my mom at the shoulder by my side, "And this is my mom."
Here my mom let out a laugh and her tits jiggled in their top.
"We're here at the beach today," my mom continued, "Because I'm tired of just raising a son all day. I'm ready to get fucked."



Mike and Kevin walked into the frame and grabbed my mom away from me.
"Don't worry, kid," they said, as Mike lifted my bikini clad mom into his muscular arms, "We'll take good care of her." And the next shot is them walking into the cabana.
The scene cut to inside the cabana, where my mom was on her knees, alternating between sucking Mike's and Kevin's cock. Each cock is saliva coated and dripping with the fluids of my mom's throat.
"Honey," my mom said to me, letting one of the huge hard cocks pop out of her mom, "I need to you take off my top so these two young men can enjoy your mommy's titties."
I got down on my knees as my mom resumed gulping now the cock, and I removed the straining bikini top so that my mom's perky big tits could hang free.
Mike reached down and clawed at one of her heavy melons, pushing me out of the way to get at my mom's flesh.
After a few more minutes of deep throating both boys, my mom stood up and bent herself over a bed in the corner, ass out in the air ready to be fucked.
"Honey, can you hold me down so that Kevin can fuck me hard and I won't fall over?" I got up onto the bed and grabbed my mom's naked back for support.
Kevin walked over with his hard red cock and grabbed the bikini bottoms on my mom's ass. In one swiped, he ripped them clean off.
He took a minute to reflect in my mom's shapely behind, stuck up in the air with a moist cunt between her thick thighs. He slapped her ass which made her smile and giggle.
Finally, Kevin grabbed her by her curvy hips and plowed his cock deep into her pussy. He pumped back and forth, and I felt the rhythm as I supported my mom's bare shoulders.
Soon my mom started making noises. She had squinted her eyes and pursed out her thick lips, but then she began purring and moaning.
"Fuck you're good," she told the boy. He started pumping faster into her and it became harder for me to hold on to my mom's body as she started moaning louder and louder.
"You fuck like a champ, fucking milf," he said, slapping my mom's ass as he continued pumping.
Mike, who had been sitting in the corner watching, came over to the bed now with my moaning mom, and put a hand on me.
"Get out of the way, kid, I want your mom to suck me off again."
He inserted his penis into her already open mouth and she instinctively began licking and sucking it all over again. He took advantage of her exposed chest, playing with her tits as Kevin's force made them jiggle.
Soon after, Kevin pulled out and my mom stood up off the bed.
"Come here, fucking kid," Kevin told me, and I walked over. My mom had laid down onto the bed fully, on her back.
"I want to fuck your mom's tits but they're just so huge I don't know if I can do it alone. So I want you to press them together for me.
Kevin sat down on my mom's stomach, facing her tits, and I sat the opposite, letting her head rest in my crisscrossed lap.
Reluctantly, I took my left and right hands and pressed them up against the side of my mother's body. With Kevin's cock in between her huge breasts, I finally pressed them over his cock and held them tight.
My mother smiled as she felt Mike push his way into her dripping cunt.
The two both began fucking my mom at the same time. Through the flesh I held tight against his cock, I could feel the thickness of his member as he pumped into my mom's chest.
My arms got tired from keeping Kevin's forceful movements contained in my mom's tits. It didn't help that my mom was squirming and writhing in pleasure. She was tilting back head head, moaning and screaming loudly.
"FUCK ME FUCK ME FUCK ME!" she yelled at the boys.
Unexpectedly, Kevin's hips spasmed and I knew he was about to cum.
He shot his cock out and I let go out my mom's tits. His dick pulsed and a jet of thick white cum shot out and landed on my mom's lips. My mom grabbed his cock with her left hand and pumped all the cum out of his cock, letting it drip onto her breasts, jet onto her face, and even shoot on my left hand that got caught in the cross fire.
"I can barely see your mom beneath all those layers of my cum," Kevin said to me, panting with exhaustion.
My mom continued writhing in pleasure as Mike fucked her cunt, running her hands all across her chest before licking them and swallowing as much cum as she could gobble down. I watched the lump in her throat move down as more spunk settled into her stomach.
Kevin stood up off my mom, his now limp cock swinging and sticky with his cum. I couldn't help but watch the thick shaft moving when I felt a hot wetness on her cheek; Mike had pulled out of my mom and shot his load right at her face, missing and hitting my face instead. The erupting penis was shiny with my mom's pussy juices, and it shot an incredible amount of white gunk down my mom's belly, onto her round tits, and into her awaiting open mouth with shiny sticky lips.
Mike dismounted my mom too. My mom lay on the bed, a sticky and cum covered mess.
I followed Joey's instructions.
"Thank you for fucking my mom senseless," I grinned and told the two boys, like I was told to do.
"No problem, she really knows how to take a cock."
My mom got off the bed and waltzed over to us. She was naked and her tits swayed with each step. She planted a big wet kiss onto my cheek, leaving a ring of cum where her dick sucking lips had landed.
"It's great having a son around who's willing to help his mom get laid," she told the camera.
Next, she grabbed two cards off a nearby table and handed them to the boys.
"Call me any time you want to get your dick sucked."
The two boys got dressed and left, and my mother laid back down on the bed, facing me.
"Honey, be a dear and grab a handiwipe to help get mommy cleaned up for some more cock."
I did as I was told and ran the wipe all over my mom's sticky body, leaving her shiny, wet, and clean.
Joey yelled cut.
"Perfect! The fucking was perfect, the humiliation was perfect, the cum covered mom with her wimpy son, it's all perfect! I loved the extra touch of you giving out your real phone number, so sexy!"
"That was your real phone number mom?" I asked.
She nodded and giggled.
"Fucking perfect!" he yelled again, "So sexy!" Joey reached into his pants and whipped out his own cock, hard and long too.
"Hold this camera, kid," he told me, shoving the camera into my arms, "I want my own taste of your mom's tits."
He stroked his cock as he kissed my mom, grabbing at her tits and clawing at her thick ass.
He lifted her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pressing her wet cunt into his waiting cock. It slid in with a wet sloppy sound. My mom pumped out and in from the camera man's lap, his face buried in her fleshy boobs and his hand supporting her gyrating ass for dear life.
I slung the camera onto my back using the strap and stepped outside the cabana. I needed some fresh air.
Walking along the beach, I ran into a familiar face. It was Megan, the girl who left early from Josh's party with her boyfriend. I was pretty sure my mom sucked her boyfriend's cock, and she was pretty convinced that I was gay for Josh instead of lusting for Sonny, which was the case.
"Look it's Chad!" she yelled to me, walking over. She was wearing a very skimpy bikini that showed off her nice curves and big tits.
"What are you doing here?" she asked, "And wow, do you have a small cock!" She was looking at my penis through my transparent pants.
And so I told her the whole story.
"Wow, your mom was in a porno! That sounds hot as fuck!" she told me.
"It was really terrible," I told her, "I had to hold my mom's tits together so the guy could fuck them."
"Well of course you think that's terrible, a faggot like you must hate touching breasts!"
"That's not what I mean! I'm not a faggot!"
She laughed.
"Nah, I'm sure you loved all the cock and cum of today."
"I swear, I'm not gay!"
"Really? Okay then." She undid her bikini top.
"Play with my tits then."
She had wonderful breasts. They were huge and soft, like dangling white orbs.
"Are you sure?" She scoffed.
I reached out and cupped them, softly feeling their weight in the palm of my hand. But just as soon as I had finally comprehended their beautiful size, she covered herself back up.
"That's the way a fucking faggot feels tits," she said, "Watch."
She called over a random guy who was walking by and undid her top for him.
"Feel my tits," she ordered, and the man lept on her chest. He mauled away at them, sucked them, shoved his face between them and twisted her nipples. She moaned slightly, and he slid her hands down into his pants where she began to stroke his cock.
"See?" she said, tilting her head back to look at me as the man attacked her chest. "This is how a man reacts to a chest like mine."
Megan kept jerking the man until he came into her hand, and then she kissed him, covered herself back up, and let him walk away.
"Let's walk back to your cabana, I want to talk to your mom again."
When we arrived, the camera man was dressed again, and my mom had put her pink bikini back on. There was a new sticky ring of come around her lips, however.
Megan introduced herself to Joey and to my mom again.
Joey's phone rang and he answered it as Megan drilled my mom with questions about her shoot.
"Did they fuck you at the same time?"
"Well, I gave a blowjob while one fucked me, and then the other fucked me while the other titty fucked me."
"Holy shit that sounds hot."
"I have good news!" Joey announced. He told us Alex had invited us all, including Megan, to his house that night for a celebration of today's successful shoot.
"What kind of party?" my mom asked.
Joey smiled. He grabbed my mom's breasts as they dangled in their bikini top.
"Let's just say that it's a kind of party where these babies," he shook my mom's tits up and down, "will be getting a lot of attention."
To be continued...
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Lilly awoke the next morning tangled in the sheets of her bed. The young mother felt the heavy sway of her bare breasts as she sat up. She rubbed her forehead and tried to remember the exact events of the night before.
She remembered everything, the date with her son's friend, the vicious fucking by the two black boys, the video they had shown her husband and son, and then even the way Devon had scooped up her fit body over his shoulder and carried her back to the bedroom for some fun.
She looked behind her at the two sleeping black men in her bed. The sunlight from the window shined off their perfect athletic bodies and she felt a tingle run up her body.
What had happened next? She remembered making out with them, stroking their cocks in their laps as she sucked each of their faces, but then they had passed out, sleepy, and she had gone to sleep too.
Lilly stood up quietly from the bed, careful not to wake the boys. She tiptoed to her bathroom where she relieved herself in the toilet, turned on the shower, and let the warm water run over her tan body. She gave her firm breasts a quick squeeze and ran her hands down between her legs and around, covering every inch of her skin with soap.
She was surprised at how calm she was. Of course, this wasn't her first infidelity, but it was the first she had shown to her husband, and the first she had brought into her home. Her slutty life and her home life had come together, and yet she was completely calm. Were the boys done with her? she wondered. Something in her head told her they were not, had they mentioned something? Whatever the case, they were still asleep in her bed at the moment, which suggested a long term arrangement.
Lilly thought for a moment of her husband, Tom, and where he was. Probably asleep on the couch, she realized. She had imagined what would happen if she had ever told Tom that she fucked other men, and this was how she imagined he would take it. He would stay with her even if she fucked every man in the whole world. Some would call it love, but Lilly was not so optimistic. She knew that it was Tom's dick that loved her round breasts and juicy bottom, and so he would submit to nearly anything as long as it kept him close to her sexy body. Theirs was not a marriage of love, at least, any more. It was a sad man and his sexbomb wife.
Even though she knew it would never change anything, Lilly had still kept her affairs a secret. Firstly, it was to protect her son, whom she loved over anything in the world. Secondly, it was for her image. Even if her husband would never protest her sucking cock around the house, Lilly feared nothing more than the outside world seeing her as anything other than the pretty young housewife and mother.
It was at this thought that Lilly began to feel anxious. These were not pathetic boys, these were studly black men she had just fucked. They would never keep this affair to themselves, it would become public knowledge!
Lilly's heart began to beat faster. And they had a video tape! she realized. Hadn't they said something about displaying the video publicly?
She had never wanted her husband or son to know, but now they did and there was no undoing that. But she could still save her image by getting rid of these boys as soon as she could.
But then she remembered the reason they were here: they were protecting her son. She shook her head. As much as she loved her son, could she really ruin her image for this? She was concerned.
Lilly turned off the shower and used a soft fluffy towel to dry herself off. She stepped naked on the hardwood floors back to her bedroom, where the boys were still sleeping in her bed.
Upon seeing them, her thoughts changed once again. Devon had rolled over, and she stared at his limp black cock, which clung to his leg looking like a tube of pringles. She remembered the night before, and how many times that cock had made her cum, and she almost changed her attitude about trying to get the boys to leave.
Instead of waking them at the moment, she slipped on a bra and panties and left to go make some breakfast. She could talk to them when they woke up on their own.
Tom indeed had spent the night on the couch. After Devon had carried his sexy wife away, he had driven away to a bar, gotten fairly drunk, then had driven back home and collapsed on the couch. When he awoke, he made himself coffee and thought about the previous night.
Lilly entered the kitchen to find Tom at the table, drinking coffee. She had forgotten she wasn't alone, and so she hadn't anticipated her husband seeing her in her bra and panties.
She was feeling bad for him, however, knowing that he would react submissively, and so she sat down with him.
"Are you okay?" she asked him.
Tom stared at his coffee and avoided looking at his wife, which was difficult with the way she was displaying her body.
Lilly decided to do all the talking.
"I understand how you must feel. You can't believe I would do that with another man. You've been so used to having me all to yourself and lying next to my warm body in bed each night, but you've had to know it wouldn't last forever. Don't worry, honey. I understand how you operate. You'll absolutely continue to live here, and I'll never mention this to any of your friends. The boys will be gone in a few hours, I swear." She put her arm around him.
Tom shoved her arm away angrily and stood up.
"Damn right they'll be gone! How fucking dare you fuck those boys, and on camera!"
Lilly was taken aback. She didn't know that her husband had such fury in him. Lilly liked commanding men, it was why she was so attracted to the strong athletic basketball team. But now, when her husband was yelling at her, she just got angry.
"Tom! What are you yelling at me for?"
"Are you kidding me, Lilly?" he said, "I have every right to yell at you!"
Lilly frowned at him.
"Listen, I'm telling you that the boys are leaving soon! I'm trying my hardest to make things right!"
"You can't just make things right!"
Lilly became indignant. "Honey," she cooed, "You're being unreasonable. I'm trying to be civil with you and you're being insane."
Tom glared at his underwear clad wife. "Fuck you!"
Lilly had come into the kitchen planning to deal with a hurt broken man, but instead she had this pushy violent husband. She wasn't happy. She thought back to the sexy bodies of the black boys sleeping in her bed, and she realized now that she didn't want them to leave at all.
"You know what, Tom?" she said to her hysterical husband, "Fuck you too. You're being totally unreasonable about this, and you have no right to be this way to me. It's my home, it's my body, and I can do whatever I want. I signed a contract with those boys that I will honor; they can stay as long as they like"
Lilly stormed out of the kitchen, Tom watching her near bare ass jiggle as she stomped away.
As Lilly walked out, Tom came running after her.
"I'm sorry!" he yelled, the sight of her round ass changing his mind, "Please don't go back to them!"
But Lilly didn't even turn around. She went back into the bedroom and closed the door.
Parker was in his room. When his mother had been taken by the basketball team leader and his father had driven away, Parker had retreated to his room.
As conflicted as his mother was about the boys, Parker was even more conflicted. When he saw his mother the night before, he was overwhelmed at how sexual she could be. To him, she was always just his mother, and so when he saw those boys got at her like animals, he was confused. Parker enjoyed sexy women a ton, but the fact that it was his mother whose perky breasts were being sucked made him queasy. On the other hand, these boys were his idols and his protectors, and he would never dare speak against them. If they wanted to bone his mother, it would upset him, but he would never protest.
Parker was a lot more like how Lilly believed Tom to be than how Tom himself was.
The mix of humiliation and reverence confused him, but it was made even more confusing by Meghan's presence. Parker loved the sexiness of the young cheerleader, and the fact that she seemed so bicuriously interested in his mom too made it even more bizarre. When Meghan described rubbing her fat tits against the full tits of his mother, Parker was turned on, and then also creeped out, by the evocative image of his crush's lovely wide breasts up against the off limits bust of his mother.
While he wasn't sure if all of this made him happy or sad, he was sure it made him horny. Since seeing Meghan the night before, he had masturbated three times.
Now, in the morning, he was still embarrassed by the video and sights he had seen of his mother getting fucked, but he was also still horny. Taking out his trusty calendar of Meghan, he pulled down his pants and began to stroke his cock. The image of her hand down her own pants came back to mind, and he climaxed all over his already sticky boxer briefs.
It was Saturday, and Parker remembered that the boys were in his mother's room. He put on some fresh clothes and went out to see if they were in his home, but the door to his mother's room was closed and his father was sitting alone at the table. He had just spoken with Lilly, but Parker didn't know that.
Without speaking to Tom, Parker walked back to his room and closed the door. He knew the habits of the team fairly well from listening to them at practices, and he knew they liked to sleep in on Saturdays, they were probably in his mother's room asleep.
Parker thought it would be a nice gesture for Devon and Meat to get breakfast, and so he left his house and drove towards the doughnut place. He took the long route, which passed Meghan's house. He was hoping he would see her on his way there, but he didn't. He bought a box of doughnuts, a canteen of hot coffee, and a few bagels with spread. On his way back, he passed Meghan's house again, and ended up seeing her taking her morning jog.
Meghan's hair was pulled back into a pony tail, and she had on a bright pink sports bra that pushed up her tits with a pair of tight blue sweat pants. When she saw Parker's car, she stopped and pulled out her headphones, smiling at him eagerly.
"Parker!" she said, grinning at him.
Parker smiled at her back and explained that he was just getting breakfast for the two team members.
"They're still at your house?" she said, "Tell me what happened after I left last night!"
Parker told the bouncy cheerleader all about the video they had shown him and his father, and then how they had scooped his mother's sexy body up into the bedroom. He tried not to be blatantly staring at her tits, but it was hard when they were shelved up in a sports bra like this. Parker wanted to slide a pencil between the round crevice the beautiful tits made.
"Oh my god, that sounds really hot!"
"They think they own her."
"Well, they probably do. I'll stop by to check up on you later, let me just finish my run and shower and do a few things, then I'll be over."
"Sounds good," Parker said, watching the young girl's sexy ass as she jogged away.
Parker arrived home to find that his teammates had awoken. His mother was standing in the kitchen by the table at which they were seated, serving hash browns and scrambled eggs from a skillet into the boys' plates. She was still wearing the lingerie she had put on when she had gone into the kitchen earlier.
Tom was standing against the wall in the corner, staring at the boys and his stripped down wife contemptuously.
"Oh hey, you're awake," Parker said to the boys as he set the boxes of donuts down on the table.
"Oh hey!" Devon greeted the son, shoveling down eggs into his manly body, "So glad to see you! Sit down, we were just going to have a talk with everyone and we were waiting for you."
Tom was unnerved by the friendliness of the boys since they had woken up. Instead of being the savage brutes he had imagined, they had behaved like perfect gentlemen. They had arisen from bed dressed back into their nice clothes, shaken Tom's hand amicably, and spoken without any sort of malice. It was only when they saw his wife and each had given her a long kiss and firm squeeze on her buttocks Tom sawdthat these boys were still the intruders who had boned the young housewife multiple times the night before.
Meat and Devon opened the box of donuts and devoured them quickly.
The boys stood up from the table and their height towered over all three of the family members. Lilly shifted in her stance as she watched them rise, feeling herself shiver at their tall muscular frames.
"First," Devon began, "I'd like to thank Parker for introducing us to this lovely woman, his mother and our new sex cat." At the nickname, Lilly giggled like a little girl, and Parker smiled at the approval from the two boys.
"But I'd like to clarify exactly what it is we have planned, both for your protection, Parker, and for your mother's special payment."
Parker looked at his mother, who was smiling widely as she imagined the "payment" these two boys would give her.
Devon spoke slowly and clearly. "Parker, with this deal, you have full protection from any sort of bully or enemy who might try to hurt you. You've got the forces of me, Meat, the whole team, and our allies at your service. I promise you if anyone even looks you at funny, they will be in the hospital for weeks.
"Next, our payment. As you have seen, Parker, we've taken your mother for a test drive and she is perfect. She took our cocks deep and hungrily, like any great slut should. And trust me, Parker, your mother is a great slut."
Tom frowned both at how they were describing his wife as well as how they kept addressing Parker but not him.
"The whole team is really excited to have her on board because we're interested in using her for a class project that we've been working on for awhile. As part of the business program, our final assignment as high school seniors is to start a profitable business all on our own that can generate actual revenue. So the team and I have gotten together and have planned out an extremely detailed internet porn website. We have hired a proffesional porn star already, her name is Avalon Stars, and then we will be filling in for the male roles. It's all very exciting."
Parker jumped when he heard the name Avalon Stars. Avalon Stars was the first woman to whom he had ever masturbated. The image of big cocked studs creaming her face with spunk was forever glued to his memory as the most sexual and lovely videos he'd ever watched.
"Avalon will be here in a few days, but we're so happy to be able to recruit this woman here. We showed you the video last night of her first time with us, and I hope you'll all agree that this woman, despite being your mother, is a great slam piece for video. Isn't that right?"
Devon reach over to Lilly and slipped his heavy fingers down the front of her breasts and pulled down the bra. Her heavy tan breasts were exposed to the room and he groped them and showed how heavy they felt as they dangled up and down.
"This tits, these curves," he said as he slid his hands down the hourglass figure of the mother, stopping at her protruding behind and giving it a firm spank.
Lilly giggled as the black hand slid over her skin.
"We need to share your mom with the world, Parker, and we're putting her down on all fours and giving her as much cock as she can take to do so."
He slid the tip of his enormous penis out of his pants and handed it to the wife and mother, who instinctively began jacking it off.
Tom felt a surge of anger at the sight and yelled out, "This is fucking crazy!"
He leaped at the two boys, but Meat swatted him down before he could touch a hair on his pretty wife or the man she was jacking off.
"That's not cool," Meat said, "We don't want any violence here. We have to right to be here and the right to use this woman in this way. Don't forget; we're protecting your son, and she's given her consent. Your behavior is out of line."
Tom tried to stand up for a moment but fell back down.
"Can I say something?" Lilly asked.
"Sure thing, baby doll," Devon said, letting her step forwards.
"Parker, are you okay with this? I'm doing this for you. I want to make sure you're safe and if I have to be penetrated by these boys here to do so, I'll gladly gobble down whatever cock it takes."
"Uhh," Parker stuttered, "Yeah mom, that's okay."
"You sure, honey?" she asked, tits bared from Devon's groping.
"Yeah. I mean, I love the team and I'm so good at serving them already, this will just be like another step. I've seen them all naked in the shower all the time, so that's not anything too new or scary, just seeing you naked, mom, that's a little weird. But I'll learn to deal with it, I swear, I will."
"Wait wait," Meat interjected, "You've seen us naked before?"
"Uhh, yeah, we all shower together."
"Meat, I think everyone in this room has seen your cock," Lilly added.
"Come on, man, think before you start talking stupid," Devon said.
"Has he seen my cock?" Meat asked, pointing down at the crumpled husband still on the floor.
"I don't fucking know," Devon said.
"He watched the video, hun," Lilly answered.
"Shit that's not the same thing," Meat said, and whipped out his hard cock.
"Now everyone has seen it," he said, waving it around a bit.
Holding the black monster in his hand, he leaned in towards the wife and mother and slid it up and down her upper thigh.
"You said she works for us, Devon?" Meat asked.
"Take whatever you want," the leader announced.
Meat unhooked the half opened bra and slid it to the floor. Next he hooked his index finger in the waist of her panties and slid those off too.
Tom opened his mouth to yell but a cold glare from Devon stopped him.
The naked mother followed suit and grabbed the penis that was near her thigh.
"I'm going to watch television," Tom yelled despondently, standing up and leaving the room.
Lilly took the penis in her hands and stroked it up and down softly.
"Parker," Devon said, ignoring the actions of his friend, "Could you do me a favor and call Meghan and tell her to come over as soon as she can?"
"I actually ran into her when I was out getting breakfast," Parker said, his mother stroking Meat's cock faster and fast, "She said she'd be over here soon."
"That's great," Devon said, grabbing a doughnut off the counter and taking a bite, "Get something to eat, Parker."
Parker and Devon each sat down at the table. Though he was happy at the politeness Devon had just shown him, he couldn't help glancing over at his naked mother stroking the cock of this other studly boy.
After a few minutes of stroking, Meat grunted loudly and exploded all over the young mother. White creamy spunk jetted out of his cock, spraying the woman's thighs, stomach, and pussy before sliding down her long tans legs.
Parker watched Meat glaze his mother with his seed before having the dripping woman get down on her knees and clean his tool with her tongue.



"Ha ha," Devon laughed as she lapped at his dick, "This mom is great!"
Devon took Parker into the living room, where Tom was sitting bitterly on the couch watching television. They sat down on the couch and began watching as well.
Soon after, Meat emerged with his limp cock visible as a bulge in his trousers, which he was still pulling up. Lilly followed shortly after that, dressed in a low cut t-shirt, some short jean shorts, and still smelling distinctly like semen.
"Sit here, girl," Devon called, and Lilly dug her round butt into the boy's lap. He gave her tits a quick squeeze, and she put her arm around him and turned to watch tv.
The show was some cop drama, a marathon set to last all day. As they watched together, Devon's arms traveled around Lilly's body. A hand would slide down the back of her pants, rest there for a while, then slide back up and around to grope at her breasts. He grabbed her thighs, ran his fingers through her arms, teased her nipples, and even slid some fingers around her swelling pussy lips.
Eventually, as the basketball stud leaned in to plant his lips against the sultry pink lips of the wife and mother, Tom cried out:
"Get away from my wife you fucking prick!"
Devon didn't even stop. He let his tongue trace the lips of the woman, kissed her deeply, but motioned slowly with his hand at the disobedient husband. Meat stood up, grabbed the man by the collar, and dragged him outside. From inside, they could all hear the sound of the car starting up and driving away.
"Where's he going?" Parker asked.
"He'll be fine," answered Devon, taking a small break before kissing and groping the boy's mother some more.
Parker tried to watched television as the boy and his mother kissed on the couch next to him. After a few minutes, there was a knock at the door and Parker went and answered it.
Standing there was Meghan, the blonde and busty head of the cheerleaders and Devon's girlfriend, as well as Nathalie, Meat's young and sexy hook up partner.
Meghan greeted Parker with a big hug, and he felt her breasts squish up against his chest. He nodded to Nathalie, and the two girls rushed to the couch where they joined Lilly in curling up against Devon and Meat.
Seeing that the couch was full, Parker took a seat on the floor. Lilly turned on a movie, and the four on the couch snuggled together with Parker beneath them watching.
On the couch, the hands spread everywhere. Meat ran his overs Natalie's thighs, her stomach, her chest. He slipped a finger down the elastic of her panties, exploring her pussy and making her stifle a moan. Devon used his left hand to squeeze the big brown tits of Lilly, while his right hand cupped Meghan's rosy white breasts.
Nobody did anything too extreme, but by the end of the two hour movie, everyone on the couch was feeling a little hot and heavy.
"Shit!" Meghan yelled, looking at the clock on her phone, "Devon, we have a dinner that starts in like thirty minutes and we still need to get ready."
"Okay, babe," Devon said, standing up off the couch. He planted a big kiss on Lilly's neck, right near the top of her bosom, and the mom giggled.
Grabbing Meghan around the waist, the two walked out the door. "See you all later," Devon shouted to everyone.
Natalie grabbed the remote and turned on a program she liked to watch.
"It is getting late," Lilly noted, "Are you two staying for dinner?"
Meat and Natalie said they were, and so Lilly stood up from the couch.
"I can go get something started," the mother said, her hips swaying sensually as she waltzed through the frame of the door.
"I think I can help whip up something tasty," Meat offered, getting up and following Lilly into the kitchen. Parker took a spot on the vacant couch with Natalie.
"Nice house you have," the girl said to Parker. The two had never really spoken before, though Parker knew they were in the same AP Biology class. He also knew that Natalie was August in the cheerleader sexy calendar, and he had flipped to that month many nights when spanking his meat to their young sexy bodies. Natalie in particular was great to jack to because she had the largest breasts of anyone on the squad, and probably in the whole school.
"So you're like on the basketball team, like the mascot, right?" she asked.
"I'm the locker boy," Parker explained.
"Oh right, Meghan was saying something about that. You both like take care of the team and the showers and stuff."
Parker nodded.
"It's great to be able to help out in your own way, isn't it?" she asked.
"Absolutely," the boy said.
"Like, as a cheerleader, we have a lot to do for basketball season. Like Meat, for example, before a game when he gets really tense, I may have to suck him off two or three times before he's ready to play. And then, when we win, of course, we have to celebrate and reward and that normally means taking it up the butt. And then when we lose, he's normally in a terrible mood and that probably also means I have to take it up the butt. You know?"
Parker didn't know, but he nodded anyway.
"But it's so worth it. Not only do I get to be a part of the team that everyone in town worships, but when Meat sticks that thing in me, I just melt. It's the most gorgeous cock I've ever fucked. You've seen it, right?"
"Yeah, I have, in the showers and stuff," Parker answered. He didn't add that he had watched his mom gulp down the monster that morning.
"It's gigantic, isn't it? Just the biggest shaft, so long and wide, and those balls! He has the heaviest balls of anyone I've ever been with. They just produce so much cum, he needs to be serviced so many times a day. And normally that servicing falls on me.
A loud sensual feminine cry came echoing from the kitchen.
Natalie laughed. "Well not always on me."
"Yeah, it's weird what's happening with my mom."
"What?" Natalie asked, "You mean that they're banging and filming her? That's not too weird."
"Yeah it is," Parker said.
"Your mom is a sexy woman," she explained, "Of course she's going to be desirable to some studly young men. Your dad's not in the picture, is her?"
Parker remembered his dad for the first time that afternoon, and he wondered where he had gone.
"No, my dad's still around, Meat just kicked him out this morning."
"Ha ha, that's so Meat. He's so weird some times. Like on one hand, we have this open relationship where I'm expected to suck off most of the team when I'm asked, and everyone on the team finds it hard to resist grabbing my chest when they pass me in the hall, and then of course he's free to bone any sexy creature he finds, like your mom I guess.
"But then he's also so jealous sometimes! He hates the thought of anyone taking me away from him. Like when we're at the mall and some guy stares at my breasts (trust me, when they're the size of mine, it happens pretty much always), he gets so angry. He'll grab the guy by the shoulder, spin him around, and yell 'What, you like my bitch's tits?' then he'll rip down whatever shirt I'm wearing and yank off my bra, my bare boobs jiggling everywhere, 'Yeah these fucking belong to me, and no shit brain like you will ever get to come anywhere near them.'"
"Wow, you're really okay with showing off your breasts like that?" Parker asked incredulously.
"It's just happened so many times, really. I can't count how many men Meat has shown my tits to. At first I was uneasy, but then I really grew to love it. The rush of cold air hitting my nipples, the thought that this strong black boy has complete control and this worthless gawker has to stare and stare at my chest, knowing full well that he won't ever get anywhere close to another pair as big and perky as mine... It's just so sexy! Every time it happens, Meat and I go home and he bones me so good, I just keep thinking of the loser who saw my breasts who's probably jacking off while Meat's just pounding my pussy away..."
Parker wasn't sure what to say.
"So what about you? Have a girlfriend?"
"No, I don't." Parker answered.
"You're not a virgin, are you?"
"Yeah. I haven't even kissed a girl!"
"Holy shit," Natalie said, "That's just so bizarre. I can't imagine my life without sex. I bet you jack off a lot, though."
"Yeah, I do."
"How many times in a day?"
"Like on average, or a record or--"
"Oo, what's your record?" she asked.
"Um, eight."
"Eight!" Natalie yelled, "Eight times in one day!"
Parker blushed.
"I'm sorry, but wow, you're one horny kid!"
Lilly poked her head through the door frame. Since once her shoulders were out, it was unclear to Natalie and Parker if she was wearing a shirt.
"Dinner will be ready in half an hour," she announced, before ducking back into the kitchen.
"Was your mom topless?" Natalie asked.
"I don't know," Parker answered.
"Knowing Meat, probably," she guessed, "He really loves a nice set of tits, especially one like your mom's."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Your mom," Natalie answered, "She has a nice rack."
"I don't know; I really don't think too much about my mom's rack."
"Well, she's your mom after all. That might be a little wrong. But trust me, any red blooded male other than you probably would cut off a leg to a get a squeeze of them. They're so round!"
Parker blushed again. Natalie scooted over to him.
"You've really never even kissed a girl?"
"Nope."
"That's kind of sweet." And with that, she reached down at her waist and lifted off her shirt to reveal her clean braless breasts. They were large, that much you could tell even with a shirt. But the fact that they stayed so taut, so perfectly smooth and curved without sag was miraculous. She had perky big boobs like no other.
"I'll give you a kiss and a little more." She leaned in and gave Parker a quick kiss on the lips before backing away.
"Wow," Parker said, shocked. Looking at the topless girl before him on the couch with her glorious bare breasts, he extended a hand to feel their firmness for himself.
Natalie slapped him away.
"I didn't say you could touch! I kissed you because I thought you were cute, and I took my top off for a little emphasis, but that's all. Keep your hands down your own pants, silly boy."
Parker frowned and felt embarrassed.
"Aw, don't look so sad," she added, switching tones. "I'm just trying to give you something nice to jack off to later." She tilted her head back and laughed. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, that was a kind of a joke!"
Parker smiled. A beautiful girl with thick round breasts had given him a kiss on the lips and a continuing view of her chest. He could be happy with that.
Natalie stared at the program on television, but Parker couldn't help but gaze at her boobs.
"It's okay," she reassured him, "Take it all in. You won't have me here in person when you're wanking yourself silly later."
Meanwhile, in the kitchen, Meat had Lilly bent over the table and was porking her hard from behind. A box of pasta boiled on the stove, and Lilly climaxed just as the oven timer told her it was time to drain the pot.
Lilly felt wild with the events of the past two days. It was like a dream she had always had. All her desires, her secret infidelities, it was the impossible scenario where she could indulge in them openly without fear of losing her husband, embarrassing her son, or ruining her reputation. In fact, she was doing all three of these things, but in having already done them, she need not fear their possibility, which left her in a state of reckless inhibition.
Meat stroked his cock to himself as she checked on the food. When she stirred the sauce, she wore an apron to cover her bare breasts and sticky thighs from the food.
"It's almost ready," she told Meat, "We need to finish up because Natalie and Parker will be coming in soon."
Meat stared at her bare behind and licked his lips.
"Dinner!" the mom yelled to the teenagers in the other room, but moments after, Meat grabbed her by the waist and shoved himself into her cunt, which was dripping with desire.
As he pumped into the apron clad wife and mother, Natalie and Parker entered. The girl had replaced her top, and didn't bat an eye at the scene before her, just took a seat a the table. Only Parker was uneased enough to stop as stare as Meat withdrew his cock and shot his lock up the mother's back, creating a sticky river of man goo.
Meat picked up some gym shorts and shirt from the table and redressed himself to sit at the table. Lilly grabbed a kitchen towel and wiped down her back before also sitting down at the table, still wearing only an apron. FInally, the shell shocked son took his place before the busty cheerleader and the athlete who had just sprayed his mom with cum.
As they ate, Natalie talked about school and college plans. Unbeknownst to Parker, Natalie was a biology whiz; very bright, very smart, with tons of outside experience in both biological research and technologies.
Meat, of course, wanted to start his video business with the rest of the team, but was hoping to get to UCLA after a gap year to play basketball.
Parker wasn't sure where he wanted to go.
After dinner, they all helped with the dishes, Meat gave the mom a long kiss goodbye, and he and Natalie drove off and away from the home.
That night, Parker was distraught with images while masturbating. On one hand, the incredible view of Natalie's breasts beckoned for some serious stroking, but he was also still thinking about Meghan and her round pink behind in those tiny shorts from when he saw her jogging. And then of course, there was Devon's promise that Avalon Stars was coming to shoot a film with his mother, and the countless videos he had seen of that sexy body being rammed slammed and wrecked by cocks of every color.
Devon and Meghan had left the Marson household so early to go to a dinner function heled by Reverend Soloman, the father of the two snooty pious boys on the basketball team. Devon had been invited because he was a town celebrity, captain of the basketball team that everyone adored. The Soloman brothers and their reverend father did not adore Devon, however, nor did they like the white girl who he kept wrapped around his arm. The Soloman family was distrustful of whites in Toriville, perhaps rightfully so. Throughout history, the whites had no been kind to the African American community. However, it was sure that they directed this concern in an unnecessarily hostile way, as they condemned even decent white folks with the rest.
Devon was bold to bring Meghan, but he wanted to make a statement that it was okay for him to be dating this girl, despite her darkly rosy complexion. It wasn't the color of her skin that made Meghan attractive, it was her waist, hips, and breasts.
During the Reverend's speech about white devils, Meghan stroked Devon's cock under the table. When the choir began to sing an aggressive tune about the evils of the color white, the couple slipped out into the bathroom where Devon propped her against the wall and fucked her white pussy good. Even from the dark black cock of the basketball star came pearly white cum that those red lips dutifully swallowed.
The Soloman brothers watched Meghan and Devon reenter with contempt. They were raised to know the evils of the white skinned people, but they felt a conflict that they didn't fully understand. They may have been brainwashed instigators, but they wanted that sweet white pussy too. This was lost to them, however, in their thoughts of hatred and revenge. And so when they stroked their cocks at night thinking of Meghan, they thought of spanking her, of clogging her mouth with their cocks, and of making that white bitch their slave.
On the car ride back, Meghan expressed her uneasiness about the whole function.
"I'm glad we made a stand," she said, "But I worry it's gong to get worse."
"How so?" Devon asked.
"Well, what happens when they find out about your business? What happens when they find out that the two things they hate most: the whites and the pornography, are being combined by the town's star hero athlete?"
"I don't know," Devon answered honestly, "But we'll have to bear it when we get there."
Devon wasn't too worried. Many of the attendants of that function were young slim black women who he himself had impaled with his monster cock, and so they would be unlikely to turn against him no matter what he chose to do or film. He could fuck all the white mothers of the town and the Soloman church would probably be unable to do much, he thought.
The next morning, Lilly found a note on her bed stand. While she had slept, Tom had come back home, taken some things, and left to go on a trip. He said he didn't know when or if he would be back. Lilly cried a bit when reading this, but it didn't take long to dry her tears. He would be back, she knew. He couldn't stay too long away from her tits and ass.
During the next week, little happened to further the seduction of Lilly by the basketball team. They had a game on Saturday, and so they spent every free moment out on the court practicing. This meant that Parker was scrubbing like crazy, making full use of his new sexy assistant. To be honest, Meghan was not much help in actually performing the chores. If it didn't involve sucking, jacking, or fucking, Meghan was pretty useless with her physical labor. However, she did serve to paint her nails and chat with Parker while he worked, which kept his morale up and helped him do a much better job.
Natalie stopped by the locker room one afternoon. The team was running laps, and Parker was scrubbing the shower to get ready for players when they got back.
Meghan was reading a magazine on the bench, and she stood up to hug and greet her friend and fellow cheerleader.
"How's the preparation? Big game on Saturday, right?" Natalie asked.
"Things are going great," Meghan answered, "Parker's just scrubbing the shower now."
Parker walke into the main room when he heard the voices, and was surprised to see Natalie standing there. Since she had kissed him and shown him her breasts, she had scarcely left his mind.
"Hey, honey, how are you?" she asked him, hugging him. She pulled away when she realized how dirty he was, and how much scum and gunk had gotten on her.
"Ugh, I'm a mess now," she said, wiping down her white shirt with her hand.
"That's why I was over here with a magazine," Meghan interjected with a slight laugh.
Parker's heart skipped a beat. Was she going to take off her shirt and shower here?
"Why don't you go to the girl's locker room next door and take care of yourself," Meghan offered. Parker's chest sank into his stomach.
Natalie glanced over at the day dreaming Parker.
"What's on your mind, kid?" she asked, "Oh, you're imagining me shower, aren't you?" Meghan laughed at her friend's remark.
She walked up right to Parker's face, so close that he could feel her breath and whispered, "You were hoping I would shower hear, weren't you?"
Parker nodded.
"Hey, Natalie, what are you doing to the guy?" Meghan asked, "Don't be such a tease if you're not even going to give him anything."
Natalie turned to the head cheerleader. "Who said I wasn't going to give him anything?" Here, she stripped off her shirt with a flourish.
"Natalie!" Meghan yelled, smiling and surprised, "God you are such a weirdo!"
"What?" she said, glancing back at the staring Parker, "It's not like he hasn't seen my tits before."
"Oh god, there's no way you teased him the other day! You're always such a bitch," Megan smiled, poking fun at her friend.
"What, I can't help it," the girl said, walking into the shower and turning on the water. She left on her tight blue running shorts and let the water drip down her breasts.
It was then that the team finally entered, ready for a shower. A bunch of them crowded around the shower when they saw the topless girl, but they waited for Meat to arrive because they knew she belonged to him.



"Hey babe," Natalie said when the man finally arrived.
"Mm, baby, you showing off my goods to everyone else?" Meat asked, smiling.
Natalie turned off the shower head and smiled a big wet smile at the black boy.
More naked bodies had entered the shower and began using other shower heads, either because they actually needed to clean or they wanted a better excuse to be near the buxom teen's body.
Devon had grabbed Meghan and was chatting with her in the other side of the locker room as he packed his stuff away and wiped sweat off himself with a towel.
The crowd had mostly scattered when Meat had arrived, but Parker still was stopped to stare.
"What are you looking at, white boy?" Meat asked, without even turning to Parker, "You upset because I banged your white mom as well as your white classmate?"
"No, not at all, sir!" Parker quipped, sure to be polie to the basketball star.
"Damn right," he said, "Now go find some business somewhere else before you squirt your little white dick and make a mess in your pants." Parker scurried off.
Natalie leaned in and whispered into Meat's ear:
"I think that Parker is adorable but it makes me so wet to hear you tell him off."
Meat took off his clothes, turned on the shower head, and pounded his white bitch into oblivion.
Later that evening, the team had left and Parker was scrubbing more cum off the shower walls. Meat had left quite a heavy load, as once again did some spectators, who wanted to see the biggest breasted woman in the school get plowed.
Meghan apologized.
"I'm sorry," she said to the boy, "I guess I like to tease you too, but Natalie can get way too into it. She wasn't too harsh like this on Sunday at your house, was she?"
"I don't know," Parker said, "She actually seemed pretty nice."
"Well, that's one way to think about it," she shrugged.
Parker left that encounter with a much more crazy image of Natalie.
On Saturday, it was finally the day of the big game. Since the arrangement for both Parker's protection and Lilly's porn career had been made, both were given some luxurious seats in a private box. The box held five seats, and when Parker and his mom arrived, they found two of them already taken by a scrawny white man with short blonde hair and a long red haired woman that made Parker stop in his tracks.
It was Avalon Stars, his favorite pornstar, the one that Devon had mentioned would be coming soon to help in his porn enterprise with Lilly.
And what a porn star she was! Avalon was dressed for the job she had. She wore a fishnet dress, made of thick black nylon, not unlike a basketball net. It "covered" from the top of her large teardrop breasts, down to just above the end of her ass. Of course, there was still everything else exposed. Her two large pink nipples poked out fully in the netting, and the jiggle of her ass was open and present for all to see.
Lilly took her seat next to the incredibly buxon actress and offered her hand.
"I'm Lilly Marson," she introduced.
"Avalon Stars," said the sex goddess, "I'm so excited to finally meet you! Devon told me you're the sexy young mommy he recruited to fuck in his videos"
"Oh wow!" Lilly shouted, "It's a pleasure to meet you then Ms. Stars."
"Avalon's fine, babe."
"Absolutely," she said.
"What's up with you?" she asked Parker, who was frozen in the doorway.
"Nothing, Ms. Stars, really." Parker walked towards his seat.
"Aren't you a cute guy! How old are you?"
"Eighteen."
"Eighteen? You look a lot younger hun."
"This is my son Parker," Lilly offered.
"Aren't you excited kid?" she asked, "I'm going to be teaching your mommy to be a porn star!" Parker blushed.
"Hi, I'm Matt," said the blonde haired man, "I work with Avalon."
"Don't be surprised by this guy's little shoulders" Avalon told Lilly, "His donkey is enormous."
"Really?" Lilly asked, "Can I see?"
Without skipping a beat, the small white guy stood up and whipped out his cock. Avalon was right, he was enormous.
"Just goes to show you, you can't judge a tomato by the green of its peel," Avalon explained, "Like look at you over here, Mr. Eighteen Year Old, I bet you've got a nice sizable package even if you do look like a little tyke."
Parker glanced from his celebrity porn crush, to his mother, then to the floor.
"Hun, are you nervous?" she asked, "Oh, I get it, you've seen my videos."
She stood up and walked over to him.
"Don't be nervous, babe, I don't bite." She sat down on his lap.
"God, look at you," Matt said to Lilly, who had moved closer to examine his cock. He palmed one of her tits in his hand.
"Let me introduce myself again," Avalon said to Parker, slowly moving her hand down his trousers. His cock went to full alert.
"Shit," Avalon said when she finally reached his pecker, "You really are as green as your peel!"
She felt around in his pants some more.
"I've been working with cock a long time," she told him, "But most of those cocks were ten or more inches. You've got not even close to that hun."
"Does size really matter?" Parker asked.
"Well, yes," Avalon told him, "Personally, I like it thick, but of course it's go to be long too."
Parker stared at the porn star's exposed breasts. He had had such a rough time with Natalie the other day, and everything with his mom the week before. Now, with this porn star on his lap, he just wanted to open up to someone he felt close to. And he had been jacking off to this woman for as long as he could remember.
"What would I be able to do with mine?"
"With a tiny one like yours?" asked Avalon, "Maybe jerk off while I pleasure myself." Avalon laughed.
"I'm sorry babe! But you should really hope that you get rich or it's doubtful you'll get laid."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course! Look at your mom over there. Sexy as a wet smooth peach. She's got those big tan breasts, the curvy hips, the dick sucking lips. You get laid if you're sexy like your mom. And a small dick's just not sexy."
"I guess it's hard when there are just so many dicks out there like Matt's."
"Sweety in my line of work, I'd fuck with you. If you had money, otherwise no chance. Just being honest."
"I had this friend once," Parker confessed, "And we compared dicks once, just to see. He was maybe five times my size, and he wasn't even black."
"Five times?" Avalon asked, "Tell him to message me."
"Is it really that great?"
"Honey, a big cock is amazing. Look at what it does to your hot mom." She motioned over to Lilly, who has stroking Matt's white cock slowly and panting.
"No offense, but your mom just seems like a total sexy slut. I love that there's a mom out there willing to do porn, and I love that she brings her son along. Honestly, it's probably even better that you have a tiny dick."
"What do you mean?"
"It just makes it so much better when the big dick finally comes. Your momma seems like she loves you, hun, but the fact that she seems to like big cock even more? That's as sexy as it gets. What happened to your dad?"
"He left," Parker explained.
"Well, with that big cock in her hand, at least she's happy."
An announcement came on that the game was about to start. Matt took Lilly away from his cock and zipped it back up in his pants, and Avalon gave Parker a smile and went back to her seat.
When Devon had arranged for those four to have those box seats, this was what he had anticipated. He was hoping to give Parker a little gift with Avalon (and pull a little prank at the same time), and he was hoping to get Lilly a little more drunk off cock with the professional Matt. But Devon had one more trick up his sleeve with that box, and it was about to come through.
About two minutes into the game, Toriville was up already. The crowd cheered, Parker cheered, Lilly and Avalon and Matt cheered too. But a knock came at the door and in walked the box's fifth member. It was Reverend Soloman, father of two boys on the team and hater of pretty much all white people.
When he realized that all his box mates were white, he scowled frightfully. When he saw that Avalon was dressed only in fishnet dress, his scowl grew even more frightful.
He took his seat at the end, next to Parker. No one gave his entrance that much thought; the game was in full swing.
At half time, Parker stayed glued to the box window to watch Meghan, Natalie, and the other cheerleaders perform. But the other four in the box mingled by a buffet table to eat and chat.
"Hi, I'm Avalon Stars," said the porn start to the reverend.
"Reverend Soloman," he gruffly answered.
"Reverend?" Avalon asked, "With my outfit, I'm afraid you must not be thinking very highly of me right now, hahaha." She had no idea how deeply his scorn went.
"I'm Lilly Marson," said the buxom mom, "Parker over there is my son. He's the locker boy for the team."
"My boys are on the team!" the Reverend announced. He never missed a chance to show his family's power.
"Oh that's incredible!" Lilly said, genuinely impressed.
"Come on, Lilly," Avalon said, grabbing the mom by the arm, I want to show you some ideas I've written up for a production."
Production? the Reverend wondered. Is this harlot in business with this mother?
The game progressed with Devon and the team playing masterfully. Their victory was by a massive lead, and met with confetti and cries of jubilance from the audience.
When the game was over, the Reverend left as quickly as he could. Not only was he outraged by the presence of this Avalon, but he was irked even more by whatever she and the Lilly mother were doing. He would investigate more as he could.
Devon smiled when he saw the grumpy Reverend exit the box from down on the court. He couldn't dislike anyone more than he did the Reverend. The man had insulte his girlfriend, and by extension, him.
I hope he got a taste of my plans for this town, Devon thought, smirking, I hope that bastard did.
The remaining four also exited the box, and they headed down to the locker room to meet with the team for celebration.
A security officer stopped them, and told them only Parker was allowed in as he worked at the locker room. They accepted, Avalon and Matt waved goodbye to the mother and son and walked back to their car. Lilly said she'd be back later that night to pick Parker up.
Parker loved the locker room after a win. The team was excited, the cheer leaders were excited, it was the only time that there was so much good will that no one treated him too badly. Parker didn't even mind that he always had to stay much later after a winning game to clean up the party.
"We fucking won!" Meghan yelled to him when she saw him, and gave him a big warm embrace. Her cheeks were flushed with alcohol, as were most of the faces in the locker room.
Notably absent from the festivities were Meat and Natalie. Parker remembered what the busty white teen had said about victory; it meant Meat was sticking hit fat black cock into her crazy ass.
Parker went around the room, hugging different people, shaking hands with the players. After a while, they party died down; people left to either go to sleep or to go to a different wilder party. As Devon was leaving, he stopped Parker to chat.
"So did you meet Avalon?"
"Yeah, she seems really cool."
"Isn't she? I was hoping your mom and she hit it off. I'd like to have a more formal meeting this weekend, tell your mom to call me."
"Can do," Parker said.
Devon left with Meghan, who gave Parker a hug goodbye, and soon enough Parker was left to clean the locker room alone.
When Lilly got back home after leaving Parker at the locker room, she immediately descended to her room and shoved her hand into her pants. God, what a terrible week it had been. It had been easy to let her husband go when she had those black cocks around her face but it was different when the bodies they were attached too were busy playing sports. Now, she didn't even have her spineless husband around to give her body a few jolts. Lilly had spent nearly all of it masturbating, first with a dildo, then with a bigger dildo she had to buy, but eventually she just resorted to her good old hands and fingers because she didn't want to spend more money on batteries when her primary bread winner had been cuckolded out of the house.
But watching those strong black balls play on the court, in addition to the sexy aura of Avalon and that great white cock of Matt's, Lilly could barely contain herself. Her panties had been soaked the entire game, ands he wanted a mountain of cocks to erupt into her. She straddled her pillows, diddled herself silly, then she finally picked up her phone, saw the time, and went to get her son from the court.
On the car ride home, Parker gave his message to Lilly. Her face flushed at the mention of Devon. She wanted his cock so badly, his and Matt's and Meat's. It was like an addiction.
At a stoplight, the two felt themselves jolt forwards. A black mustang had rear ended them. Lilly got out of the car to see if anyone was hurt, but she stopped when she saw a thick black man with tattoos get out of the car. It was Roderico, her son's tormentor.
Just then, another car came speeding out an alley. It stopped in the middle of the road, right next to Lilly and the black gangster. Out of the car stepped a familiar towering figure; it was Meat.
"Back the fuck up!" he yelled to the man. Roderico understood, and raced away.
Lilly felt her cunt spout and drip down her legs.
In the car, Natalie dosed off. She had a ring of cum around her mouth, Parker saw, and he imagined her sucking on Meat's commanding black cock.
Lilly ran to Meat, who she embraced and thanked for saving her.
"How did you know he was here?" she asked. The truth was, Meat had seen Roderico's car as he was turning the corner to drive Natlie home, and it was by luck that he saved the day.
"We have eyes," he lied.
Lilly kissed the boy on the lips, and reached down into his pants to give him (and herself) a little extra reward. Meat stopped her.
"Sorry babe," he said, "You know I love your milf titties, but I go to get this sleepy slut over here home."
Lilly eyed Natalie jealously.
"You can come over after though, maybe?" Lilly pleaded.
"I don't think so, I got shit to do babe." And with that, Meat sped away.
Their car was only slightly scratched, no real damage. When they go home, the exhausted Parker went to his room to go to sleep, but mother Lilly sat on the couch and watched the tape of herself getting fucked over and over while she dug her hands deep into her pussy.
Lilly needed some cock, and she needed it now. She looked to the future with only craving and excitement.



        Maria the Witch Ch. 01

        An old friend with strange powers lives out her fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/maria-the-witch

Title: Maria the Witch Ch. 01

Author: PurpleMonkeyDishwash

Category: Fetish

Description: An old friend with strange powers lives out her fantasy.

Tags: mom, spunk, cum, jizz, cuckold, milf, thomas, maria, magic, humiliation

Series: Maria the Witch


This story deals with both feminization (body changing) as well as magic. Some people don't like these things. If you are such a person, this story is not for you! Sorry about that!
I appreciate comments and feedback. Feel free to email me with suggestions. I may not always respond super quickly, but I really enjoy when readers contact me.
--
I had decided to meet an old friend for coffee. We hadn't seen each other in a few years. Her name was Maria, she had short black hair, pale white skin, and pretty considerable tits. We had met in high school. I was a fairly shy kid at first, whereas she was always this incredibly outgoing alternative girl. She listened to interesting music, went to concerts, dyed her hair. As a high school student, I had never seen anyone like her before (though of course I would grow up to meet many). This made her so remarkably special. The photos she would post onto her myspace weren't necessarily provocative to everyone, but they were to me. Maria in a tube top dancing at some 21+ night club, guys rubbing their hands around her tits, that devilish smile on her face. I had no trouble whipping out my cock and furiously abusing myself.
I was always too shy to approach her, at first at least. Like all high schoolers, I grew into myself eventually, and we did become friends. By then, however, I didn't stand a chance with her. Not only was I never as tall, muscular, or dark skinned as the guys Maria had always dated (she did seem to have a thing for big bulged black men), but Maria the alternative goddess had moved onto women. Back then, I had no idea what a bisexual was, I just knew Maria had been seeing this short curvy girl who went to a nearby college.
Needless to say, this too provided the stimulus for many a self-abusing session. As her friend, I was licensed to go to the mall with her and watch her try on new slim and sexy dresses, to go the beach with her where she wore her tiny blue bikini, and even sometimes out to dinner, where she'd bring along Allison the short curvy lesbian, and the two would always end up with some very public displays of affection at some point during the meal. It became not uncommon for me to think of Maria and release even up to three times a day.
I hadn't thought too much of Maria in years. I'd moved on, had some of my own sessions with girls, lived a normal life. She had contacted me through facebook asked if I wanted to get coffee with her and catch up.
The moment I saw her walk into the coffee shop, my old associations came flooding back. She wasn't dressed particularly sexy either; just a somewhat low cut v-neck and some black shorts. However, it had been a while since I had been with a woman, and I couldn't help but think back to all the times I'd masturbated to her body through the years-- she was still so ridiculously attractive!
"Thomas!" she yelled, seeing me and smiling. She gave me a big hug, her breasts soft forced against my chest.
We traded some basic pleasantries, I was still a junior in undergraduate at a university, she had dropped out and was working at a low level position in an advertising firm.
"That's not the fun part," she smirked at me.
"Haha, what do you mean?" I asked.
"I've been studying some Pysa on the side."
"Like some online courses? That's great, Maria!" I told her. She laughed.
"Pysa's not an online course, silly!" She was laughing pretty hard, "It's dark magic!"
Oh boy. It was things like this that made Maria so sexy to me in high school. She was so willing to toe the line into things that seemed utterly bizarre and forbidden, whether this was staying out all night to fuck big black men or staying in with another woman and eating out her cunt. Now, however, as an adult, it seemed a little silly.
"How's that going for you?" I teased.
"Stop it!" she smiled back, "I'm serious!"
I laughed a little more.
"Oh yea? I'll show you, watch."
She pulled out of her purse a tiny vial of purple liquid. It was darkly opaque, like motor oil. She opened it up and tabbed just a tiny drop onto her index finger. She then pursed her lips and slipped her finger slowly into her own mouth.
The room got dead silent. All chatter from the employees and other customers completely ceased. No one was making any noise or movement, they had all just trained their eyes right onto Maria.
"Oh my god, how did you do that!" I wanted to say, but I released that I too was unable to speak, just fixed in a trance staring at Maria with her finger dangling sexily in her mouth.
She took her other hand and placed it on my own lips, just touching the outside. Then she removed her finger from her mouth and the noise all came back. It was like someone had hit unpause.
"Holy shit," I said, Maria taking her finger away now, "Why am I the only one freaking out?"
"Because you're the only one who remembers, because I touched your lips," she said, "Everyone else had no idea what just happened."
I was under no spell anymore, but I was still in shock at what Maria was capable of doing.
"I told you so!" she barked back at me, smiling, "And this is just an easy one. You have no idea how much fun some of the other things are, a lot of it can be really dark and sexual!"
"Like what?" I was curious.
"Well, sometimes when I'm with a woman, I can make myself grow a cock," she said nonchalantly. "A big one. Boniking girls with my very own dick is fun, I fucking love it!"
I laughed, but very a little stirring in my own pants at the idea of Maria plowing away at some young lesbian.
"I can make tits bigger, I can make cocks bigger, I can make loads of semen spew for hours out of some poor guy's balls. The trick I just showed you was really only half of a trick; if I had played around with my finger a little more in my mouth, every guy in the room would have felt the exact same sensation on his hardened little cock!"
I was unable to speak.
"So, that's my life, what have you been doing?" Maria joked.
I laughed very much at that.
"No, no, I'm serious, sorry, yes, I stole any thunder you had away with the magic, but trust me, when you play around with it to much, it does get a little boring. Tell me how you've been doing!"
So I did.
"I've been fine. Classes have been hard but I'm hoping to get a degree in poly sci soon." et cetera, et cetera.
We finished our coffee and Maria suggested we go see a movie.
"It'll be like old times!" Indeed, Maria and I had seen movies together in the past, often whatever bimbo she was fucking at the time. I wondered if Maria had been able to grow a cock to fuck them back in high school too.
"Yes, that'd be fun," I answered. We both got into Maria's car and she drove off to the movie theater.
"Remember the time we saw the James Bond movie?" she asked me.
"Yes, I do! It was raining really badly and my mom had to come and pick us both up."
"Yes! That was such a fun day. Not even just because of the movie, but because of the second part."
"What?" I asked, "When my mom picked us up?"
"Yes!" she answered, "I always found your mom super sexy!"
I wasn't sure how to answer that.
"You had a crush on my mom?"
"Well duhh!" she said, "Like everyone at school did!"
"Are you serious? I had no idea!"
"You've got to be kidding. Everyone in our entire class wanted to bone your mom silly!"
I really had never known that. My mom was young, that much was true. And objectively, yes she did have some dark complexion and shapely breasts. I hadn't known she was an object of desire for my entire high school, however.
Maria licked her lips sensually.
"Seriously, Thomas, if I could have had at your mom back then, I would have been in heaven. She's still my dream woman, buddy!"
"Thanks?"
"No, I'm just messing with you, I'm not going to call up your mom and try to fuck her," she said, "Even if she has some of the best tits on any woman I've ever seen." She laughed.
"You look like her, you know," Maria said to me.
"People say that," I responded.
"Yea, you have the same hair, the same skin." She peered around me. "You even have the same butt!"
I laughed.
"Yeah, Thomas, if you were a girl, you'd probably look just like her! Damn, if you were a girl, I would fuck you silly Thomas!" Maria laughed.
I should have realized at that point that Maria had already made up her mind what she was going to do. However, we proceded to the movie, bought our tickets and some popcorn, and sat down in the back row.
The movie was some immature comedy about guys trying to have sex. There were a lot of naked big titted women on screen, getting their bikinis ripped off by animals and falling around generally. It was pretty dumb, but entertaining enough.
Maria excused herself to go to the bathroom about halfway in. When she came back, she was carrying a pack of cookies I assumed she had bought at the concession stand. If I had been paying more attention to Maria rather than to the exposed breasts on the screen, I would have noticed that the cookies were unwrapped on not of any kind you would buy at the concession stand of a theater.
She handed me one, which I ate pretty quickly. It tasted delicious. By the end of the movie, I felt something was wrong, but I couldn't tell what.
In the car, Maria smirked at me. We were just sitting in the parking lot without starting the car.
"What?" I asked.
"You notice yet?"
"What do you mean?"
She laughed.
"Look down, buddy," she said. I did.
It was clear now what she had down. Maria the Witch had put something in that cookie, or maybe it was just the cookie itself, that had made my body change intensively. In looking down, I realized I couldn't see much because of my gorgeously large breasts. I reach down into my pants to find that was gone too; I had only a smooth virgin cunt.
"What'd you do?!" I yelled, to find my voice had changed to that of a woman's. It was a voice, indeed, that did remind me of my mom's voice. My hair, too, had grown long, like a woman's.
"Shut up," Maria said to me seriously, and leaned forwards onto my body. Her lips were centimeters away from mine now; I could feel her breath against my face.
I felt her pudgy hand grope over my shirt at my breasts; it was a new sensation, Maria was enjoying herself immensely, letting her hand sink into my flesh.
She stuck out her tongue and licked the outline of my lips; I was tingling all over now. She was teasing me, feeling all over my body and licking my lips without actually kissing me. Then she pulled away in an instant and buckled in, ready to drive.
I just leaned back in my chair and didn't say a word.
When we got to her apartment, I rushed to the bathroom to see myself in the mirror. Maria just smiled and slowly followed me in. I did look a lot like my mom; I had the same big eyes, long black hair, big taut breasts and tan stomach. My first impression was wrong; Maria hadn't turned me into a girl version of myself. Maria had turned me into the very image of the mom she had wanted to bang in high school!
Maria came up from behind me and slipped a hand into my pants. She moved the finger up and down my slit, again without penetrating me, and I felt another hand reach around and grope at my breast again.
She lifted off my shirt and turned me to face her. She cupped both of my breasts in her hands and stuck her face between them. She kneaded them, pressing them up against her face, licking my nipples with her pink tongue.
It was clear that Maria was in charge. I didn't dare move my hands onto her body; she would tell me when that was allowed. Instead, I focused my eyes down the neck of her v-neck, watching her own breasts dangle as she kneaded mine.
Eventually, she slid her hand down to my behind, which she felt up thoroughly for a while before scooping me up and brining me to the couch. She laid me down flat on my back on the cushions and stood on her knees at the base of the couch, hovering tall over me. She undid the button on her shorts and slide them down with her pink panties; her bare pale cunt was open and exposed.
Maria waded over to the head of the couch where I lay my head and straddled my face unexpectedly.
"Eat," she commanded, and I obeyed at once, "And don't be shy about getting the back door too." The moment she said this, I licked a big stoke down to her asshole and began tonguing it immediately. My own cunt was flushed. I was enraptured with the way Maria was treating me; she was in such complete control that I would do whatever it was she commanded of me.
Maria rocked back and forth on my face, giving out slight moans of pleasure. I alternated between pleasuring her slit and cleaning her behind with my tongue. After a few minutes, she came, wet and sticky, all over my face, but I just kept licking. When she finally felt, satisfied, she climbed off me and went into the other room.
I lay there with my body just in complete preparation. I was tingling all over. The image of the half naked Maria, bare from the waist down, floated in my eyelids.
She was talking to someone on the phone, and soon enough there was a knock on the door.
"Don't move," Maria commanded, "You will say nothing unless addressed directly, do you understand?" I nodded. She walked out of the other room, redressed in some jeans, and went to the doorway.
Maria opened the door and from my position on the couch, I could see that it was a big black man who had come to visit.
"Girl, what was so important that you rushed me over," he said to Maria.
Maria began to speak but he interupted.
"First off, show me some titties at least."
Maria lifted up her shirt and shook her chest at the visitor. From my position, all I could see was the shirt bunch up her back.
"Nice, nice, now I'm in a better mood," he said.
"Remember that MILF I told you I wanted to fuck, the one from back in high school?"
"Yeah, yeah, your friend's mom, the one with the fucking rocking titties."
"Check it out," Maria said, gesturing to my topless body on the couch.
"Damn," the man said, "You're banging your friend's mom?"
"Sort of," Maria smiled. I knew better than to speak.
The man walked over the couch and immediately put his hand on one of my big breasts.
"Damn those are fucking great," he said.
Maria came out and stuck her finger between my lips. I licked it all around with my tongue.
"You got this bitch trained well," he said. Maria smiled.
"This is Titus," Maria said to me, "You're going to listen to him just as much as you listen to me, got it?"
I nodded.
Maria smirked and got down on her knees in front of Titus. She undid the button on his jeans and slid them down, whopping out his monster cock into her hand. Maria licked her lips before slipping the cock between them, swallowing it down the slippery confines of her throat.
The sight was incredible. I thought back to when I had a cock and dreamed of Maria's sensual lips wrapping around my tool. I was of course never as big as Titus, but the ferocity with which Maria attacked this penis excited me to no end.
Maria slurped down the cock diligently as Titus pushed her face back and forth onto his lap. I was still under orders not to move, so I stayed just as diligently still on the couch and watched. After a while, I couldn't take my eyes off of Maria working; she was an expert. Finally she shoved it deep deep down her throat and released, Titus's cock coated in Maria's pro-saliva.
Titus grinned at the blowjob girl on her knees in front of him, and then he turned his sights on me. I looked at Maria for reassurance and she only smirked deviously. I had no direct interest in sucking any cock, but if Maria was going to command me, I wasn't going to disobey.
Sure enough, I felt the thick black rod slam down my feminine gullet. I let my tongue and throat do as much work as they could; Titus thrust my head deeper and I just let it happen. Meanwhile, I felt Maria crawl onto my stomach and finally reach down into my pants. As Titus held my head by my long hair and groped at my big breasts, Maria stretched her fingers deep inside my virgin pussy and began and exploration of her own.
I was still sucking down Titus's cock when I came for the first time. Maria's expert hands had been running at my clit and now I arched my neck back, tried to moan but was gagged, and felt a rush of endorphins swim through my blood stream. Maria smiled and grabbed my tits a few times.
Titus came soon after. There was a hotness at the back of my throat as his cock pulsed and shot loads and loads of semen down into my stomach. With Maria at my tits and Titus shooting down into me, I was completely under control of the two. Titus removed his cock from my puffy pink lips, leaving a drip of his semen down my chin.
Maria lept onto me to lick it off, her own sexy lips pressed against mine. I had swallowed so much of the semen that there was little for her, but she let her tongue explore the inside of my mouth, searching for any trace of salty residue.
Titus held his cock in his hand and rubbed it against my tits. Maria kissed me more and took off her own shirt now. For the first time, I could see her breasts, firm and pale, and she pressed them up against my own tan breasts. Our tits and stomach pressed together, Maria lifted her behind straight up in the air, which Titus saw clearly and approached.
Titus slid himself inside Maria as she lay on top of me. As he pumped back and forth with his cock, Maria's tits rubbed up and down my own, and I watched the sexy sight with immense pleasure. After a few good hard pumps, Titus unexpectedly pulled own of Maria and shoved himself right into me.
I had never been penetrate before, but Titus's fuck stick navigated me just fine. Maria shoved her tongue down my throat now, and Titus pumped into me and switched and then came back to me.
Maria's perfect behind in the air, Titus's cock thrusting deep inside me, I rolled my eyes back into me head and smiled goofily in ecstasy. My big tits pressed against Maria's, her puffy lips exploring mine. I didn't care that she had stolen my cock, I didn't care that she was fucking my mom through fucking me. I just wanted it to keep going.
Finally, Titus pulled out of both of us, and I followed Maria's lead and got down on my knees in front of the black stud. He pumped his cock onto the two of us, coating Maria and me in a white sticky glaze of his man seed. Maria swallowed most of hers, but mine spread all over my tits, which Maria was quick to pounce onto and lick away.
Titus took a phone out of his pocket and took a photo.
"We really nailed her good, didn't we," Titus said to Maria.
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this," Maria said. "Me neither," I responded.
Titus packed up his clothes and left, and I lay naked on the couch with Maria.
"You realize you really do look just as sexy as your mom," Maria told me, "She's a seriously fine piece of ass, and so are you now."
"Will I ever go back?" I asked Maria, the question having been in my mind from the start.
"Of course," she told me, "If that's what you want."
She gave my big tits three good squeezes and smeared some green liquid over them. Within minutes, I was back to my male self.
"Maria, today was incredible," I told her.
"Eh, it was okay," Maria responded.
"Just okay?"
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to bang your mom. She's the sexiest creature I know. And as hot as you were when you looked like her, I'd love to get a chance at boning the real thing."
"Uhhh, I don't know what to say. I don't really want you banging my mom."
"Fuck you," Maria said, "After I gave you the fuck of your life, you have no right."
I frowned. Maria had tons of tricks up her sleeve; what could I do?
"I'm just messing!" Maria said, laughing. Though she was smiling now, there was a part of me that felt that the vicious Maria was the more sincere one.



"Well," I said, sitting closer to Maria, "Maybe now that I'm back to normal, we can have another go at what we just did."
Maria laughed.
"With your penis?" she said, looking down at my still exposed bottom, "Sorry, Thomas. You were hot when you looked like your MILF, but that little thing just won't cut it."
"Maybe you could make it bigger?" I asked.
"Maybe you could let me bang your mom," she responded.
I sighed.
"Just kidding," she said again, "But really, I can't mess with anything that size. If you want to eat my asshole again, feel free." She poked out her sexy little butt at me. What the hell. I lunged right back into it.
That night, when I was home, Maria texted me the photo Titus had taken. Her naked body was right next to mine, with my big tits and long black hair. I did look just like my mom, only covered in a black man's jizz. Trying to focus mostly on Maria's sexy figure, I pleasured myself to Maria for the first time in ages.
Maria added another message an hour later. "Let's get coffee again soon!" It seems she wasn't done with me or her quest for my mother just yet.
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"Stop at a coffee shop and pick something up, then come by my place," Maria texted me one day.
It'd been about a week since I'd learned my old high school crush was bisexual magic witch lusting after my mom. She'd morphed my body into my mother's and then had a big black man named Titus fuck us both. She changed me back, at the very least, but I was still confused over how much I enjoyed the whole thing. I'd masturbated to the thought of Maria's naked body every night since.
When I arrived, Maria was sitting on her couch in a black shirt and miniskirt.
"Sit, let's talk," she said. I got onto the couch next to her.
"So last week was fun." She laughed deviously and I smiled.
"It was," I responded, "I'd never done anything like that before."
"Oh, don't sweat it, just because you liked getting fucked that one time doesn't mean you're gay. We've all got a little something in us that's nice to get out from time to time."
"Tell me about it."
"Well, Thomas, last week was special for me too. Now, you know how nice it is to get fucked by Titus, and I mean you do know, but that's pretty common place. I got fucked by Titus right before you came over here. What was really special about last week was you, or should I say, the fact that you looked like that sexy little mom of yours." She laughed again.
I shifted in my seat uncomfortably. "True."
"And I mean, you really don't understand, I've had a hankering for that woman since I was just a little girl! Your mom, to me, is just the absolute perfect sex creature. Watching you take that cock last week, I mean, you weren't her, of course, you were you, but it was so close to what I've always dreamed. I'd always wanted the image of your mom's pretty fat lips wrapped around my monster cock, but until now, I'd never been capable of having a monster cock (magic's a hell of a thing, sweetheart), and now all I need is your mom!"
"Thanks?" I offered.
"No, I'm serious. I never went after her because you were my friend, though that never stopped some other of our friends in high school--"
"Wait, what do you mean?" I interrupted.
"Woops, don't worry, Tommy, I guess I wasn't supposed to say that. But I'll tell you about it later. Anyway, I wouldn't dare stick one inch into your mother's slim perfect body without your permission! And I thought I could live without her, satisfying myself with different men and women all across everywhere, I really did. But last week really showed me that I can't, Tommy, I just can't. I want your mom so bad it's like an itch, babe, I want my face smooshed between those big beautiful tits and I want her licking my asshole and sucking my monster cock and I want every inch of her tan body covered with the woman-jizz that spews from my magic cock. Tommy, I've got to bone your mom!"
I was a little stunned. The passion with which she spoke was turning me on, you could see how flushed she was with the idea, her breasts heaving with her heavy breaths and all I could think about was how moist her underwear must be...
"Tommy!" she yelled, snapping me out of my daze.
"Sorry, what?"
"Tell me what I have to do for your permission. Tell me what gift I have to bestow upon you for you to walk me to your mother's bedroom, kiss me on the cheek, and then listen from the couch in the den while I fuck your dear mom's brains away!"
Holy shit, Maria was really serious about this. The sexy witch across the couch from me was begging me to let her fuck my mom!
"Well," I said, "How about a blowjob?"
She cocked her head to the side, considering the idea.
"You want me to suck your dick?" she said, licking her rosy red lips.
"Yeah, how about that?"
She considered it for another moment.
"Maybe," she said, hesitantly, "Are you hard right now?"
"Yes," I answered. The thought of the young creature besides me down on her knees with my tool in her mouth had made me hard immediately.
"Whip it out, then I'll decide." I did as she instructed.
"Oh, see, that's kind of what I expected." She looked disappointed.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you're not very big."
"Pardon?"
"You don't have a very big cock. And that's being generous. What I'm saying is that you have a pretty small cock, really, a very small cock."
"Does that mean you won't blow me?"
"Well, what would I get out of it? When I'm sucking a big cock, I get the immensity of it in my mouth, the power of the shaft and the strong man attached to it. But a small cock, I don't know, it would just be kind of pathetic."
I was hurt by her words.
"But you're a witch, right? Just make it bigger first!"
"I could do that, that's true, but the whole time I was sucking it, I would know that it wasn't the real thing, that it was just a fake cock worn on the body of a small dicked man. Now that I've seen your real size, honey, I won't ever be able to forget."
I frowned, but Maria started to laugh.
"Aw, come on, don't be sad. It's kind of funny, really. Like think of all the men out there, with their big dicks and big balls, just swatting away the different offers from bimbos and slut who want to wrap their lips along some giant piece. Like there's got to be tons of guys out there who if they dropped their pants, I couldn't help but get down on my knees for them! And then there's you, sweetie, and your little thing. I mean, you were willing to give up your own mother to my ravenous fuck-tool just for me to suck your little thing off once! That's pretty funny, ain't it?"
I didn't think so, but I laughed along with Maria, who found it hysterical.
"You can get a better deal than that, think about something else you want."
My cock starting to deflate in my lap, I thought for a few moments. I remembered a blonde who lived in my hall, one with a big bubbly chest who went running every morning in a sports bra and tiny shorts, flat sexy midriff open and exposed.
"Can you get me a different girl to fuck? Like, seduce her with your magic so that she'll bang me?"
Maria laughed at that too.
"Honey, you want me to help you rape some girl? Not going to happen, Tommy! I may be a witch, but I'm not evil! I won't be a part of any thing where some girl is forced to take in your tiny thing if she doesn't want to! (and come on, why would she?) Think of something else, darling."
Maria stared at me from across the couch. She was glancing downwards at my package at times, which was fully deflated now and even shorter when flaccid.
"Maria, I really don't even want another girl, honestly. You talk about how you've wanted to bang my mom since high school? I've wanted to bang you since high school. For years I've bene wanking myself silly to pictures of you in bikinis and in short dresses. If you won't suck my dick, what can I do to you?"
Maria was smiling.
"Come on, Tommy, you've really wanked yourself to me over all these years?"
"Maria, it's practically all I've done."
"Haha, Tommy, god, now I've got this image of you panting in some room furiously playing with your cock to like my yearbook photo."
I squirmed a little.
"Tommy, don't tell me you've actually done that!"
"Do you know how much cleavage you show in that picture?"
"Oh wait, was I wearing the yellow top? Fuck, you're right, my tits look amazing in that photo, of course you couldn't help yourself."
Maria was giggling, still entertaining the mental clip of me panting madly to her yearbook photo.
"Well, your cock's no good," Maria went on, "I'm sorry, but I just wouldn't get anything out of that. But you were alright with your tongue last week, would you be interested in making that your price?"
"You mean I lick your pussy?"
"Yeah, and you'd have to eat my ass, too, or else it probably wouldn't work."
I thought about it.
"So I would get to do this for what, a few months?"
"A few months? Honey, if you want to come by every day and munch my bottom while I sit on your face and watch TV or something, you can have me for some fucking years!"
I ran the idea through my mind. I would get contact with Maria's beautiful behind every day for years, even if it was only my tongue and her holes. But I'd have to surrender my mother to her...
"Come one, agree to it. I'll treat your mother real good!"
She pursed her lips and leaned forwards, her breasts parting as I looked down her shirt.
"Okay," I finally said, "I'll do it."
"Great!" Maria said, immediately peeling off her miniskirt to reveal a tiny pink thong, which she shed even quicker, "Now get munching, Titus fucked me an hour ago, but the idea of boning your hot little mom in the near future has got me soaked!"
She shoved me down onto the couch and hopped her body onto my face. Her thick thighs pressed against my cheek and her own gorgeous puffy cheeks were plomped around my face.
I dug my tongue between them and found her hole, flicking and licking at it like I was supposed to do.
She gyrated onto my face continually, and I switched back and forth between licking Maria's ass and her sweet wet pussy. A combination seemed to make her gush more than one area, and I tried my hardest to just get her as wet and squirming as possible.
Though it wasn't as if she left me a cream pie, it was clear from the taste that Titus had been there. I had experienced the sensation of gulping down his semen last week, so it didn't bother me, but Maria made a point of hollering, "Tasting anything salty down there? When Titus cums, he fills it all up real good!"
My cock was rock hard the whole while during which Maria was writhing on top of my face. By the time she dismounted me, I was begging for release. As Maria headed off to take a shower, she tossed me her pink thong panties from the floor.
"Go wild," she hissed, and by the time she'd slammed the bathroom door shut, I was already close to ejaculating.
When she came back to the couch dressed only in a towel that seemed more than a washcloth than a proper towel, I had covered the thong in my white sticky mess.
"God, Tommy," she exclaimed, her tits begging to fall out of the skimpy towel, "You really do like to jerk off to me." She laughed, I nervously did too.
"So, can you get your mom to come to dinner tonight?" Maria asked me.
"Um, sure, I can arrange something."
"Excellent," Maria said, grinning, "You have no idea how ready I am to really pump into that woman!"
I left Maria's apartment unsure of how to make the phone call. I obviously wasn't going to tell the whole truth to my mother; I hadn't whored her out, just given my blessing to Maria if she was capable of seducing her. And of course she was: if Maria couldn't charm a girl on her own (a rarity), she had literal magical spells up her sleeve.
My mother had conceived me at an extremely young age, and so she raised me by herself without a man. She had never married, never even taken a serious boyfriend, though she had dated a large amount of men casually through the years. She was never a strict mom, you could describe her as a "fun" mom. She went out clubbing, she went to bars. We never suffered because I was never a difficult child and so I never needed a lot of attention.
My mom was never a slut, at least openly. In the later years of high school, I would occasionally become aware that she was coming home late, bringing with her a male guest. He was always gone by the time I came out for breakfast, however; my mother never showed her cards openly. This, however, just made me suspect she did more; if she concealed this, how much more sexual activity was she concealing?
Not that I cared. I stayed out of my mother's sexuality as much as she stayed out of mine.
I called my mom, she was happy to hear from me. I told her I was getting together with Maria from high school for dinner and asked if she wanted to come.
"Oh Maria, that pretty quirky girl, I'll absolutely come tonight!"
That was set. I told her a time and a restaurant, texted the same to Maria, and went back to my own place to get ready.
I arrived first, waiting outside the nice Italian restaurant for fifteen minutes before Maria showed up. She was wearing a slim black dress, tits popping out the top. It was the best I could do not to tackle her to the ground and start humping her leg.
"You look good," I told her.
"Thanks, Tommy," she said gleefully, "It's 'cause I'm getting your MILF's pussy tonight!"
"We'll see," I said, "The deal was that I arrange this and give you permission to bang my mom. You have to get her to consent first."
"Oh please, like that will be a bother," scoffed Maria.
"I think you're overestimating how easy my mom is," I responded.
"No, your mom is pretty easy. Trust me I know."
I suddenly remembered the hint Maria had said earlier about some of my friends in high school not respecting that my mother was off limits. I asked if she would tell me now about it.
"Oh right," she said, scrolling through some texts on her phone, "Well I don't want to ruin your friendship with any of the guys, but let's just say that one of them got pretty intimate with your little old mommy."
"Bullshit. When?"
"Apparently a few times."
"How is it possible that I would never know?"
"Honey, I have no idea. He was telling the whole school. What happened was during the 12th grade field trip, the one your mom chaperoned? He had to sit up front next to her for the ride back and they got to chatting and he supposedly pulled out his cock during the conversation, right there on the bus. The way he tells it, your mom wrapped her delicate little finger around that young monster dick and jacked him off right there! We all thought he was lying, but as you can imagine, a sexy mom jacking off a student is not something that goes fully unnoticed. The girls sitting in the row across from them got quite a show. And since they would have no reason to lie (they weren't friends with us or you), when they agreed that your mommy had stroked him off on the bus, everyone knew it must be true!
"About a month later, we were all at the mall and we saw a familiar face buying some sexy lingerie at Victoria's Secret. Since he had that encounter on the bus, he had no shame waltzing into the store to say hi to your slightly embarrassed mom. Can you imagine what it's like to get caught by your son's friends when you're buying sexy underwear? Anyway, he took her by the shoulder and talked to her away from all of us, and then we all saw as he led her into the changing stall where he boinked her from behind!"
"I have trouble believing any of this," I told Maria, even though I firmly trusted her that all of this had happened, "But even if that's true, just because my mom boned one guy doesn't mean she's easy."
"Oh yes it does," Maria said, "Because the key is in the individual who had banged her."
"What does that mean?"
"It means," she said, "And I hope this doesn't reveal the identity of our anonymous mother fucker, but the way he got her to jack him off on the bus, and the way he got her to come with him into the changing stall, it was because he told her how huge his cock was!"
This didn't reveal the mother fucker at all, of course, many of my friends had large penises which they flung out proudly in the locker room or when joshing around about how everyone should "suck their dick, bitches!".
"I'm not sure what you're implying," I said.
"It means your mom is a sucker for some big cock! She loves the large, the well hung, the ones with big fat penises the size of your forearm!"
I became self conscious of my own package, which was indeed as small and puny and Maria had said.
"And we all know," Maria went on, "That thanks to some magic lessons, I can have the biggest cock I want. Check this out."
She looked around the street outside this restaurant for other people, but we were alone. She slipped up her dress and stuck a hand into her panties to flop out one was the biggest thickest flaccid cocks I had ever seen, even in porn.
"Look at this baby," Maria said, swinging the amazing penises around like a lasso.
"And this is just soft!" she said, putting it back in her pants.
"You're huge, Maria," I said, smiling a little.
"Damn right," she said, "And every inch is tailor made for your mom's pretty cock-sucking mouth."
From the parking lot, my mom finally approached where the two of us were standing. She was wearing a gold dress, her boobs loosely supported by the folds. My mother's tits were big, sure, but they were more interestingly round, and the way the dress hugged them was reminiscent of the way it might look if a man was hugged to her back, cupping her boobs from behind.
Maria licked her lips when she saw her tasty treat approach.
"Maria, it's been years, how are you?" my mom greeted the witch, hugging her. As the two sets of boobs pressed together, I wondered if my mom could feel Maria's cock pressed against her thigh.
At the table, my mom continued to express how nice it was to see us, and how nice it was that we young people were willing to invite her out to dinner. I smiled weakly, Maria smiled a little more deviously.
"It's a reunion," Maria sparkled, "Of my high school best friend and the mother who supported both him and me." Maria didn't add that that mother had supported her by being her most valuable imagined fuck.
Maria reached under the table and pulled out a bottle of tequila.
"I brought this, figured we should have some fun!" Maria was holding nothing on her way in, and so I knew this was some sort of enchantment she had just drawn out of thin air.
"Tommy, why don't you stick to water, be the designated driver okay?" Maria winked at me, pouring a big glass of liquor for my buxom mom.
I looked at the label of the bottle, trying to figure out if this would turn my mom into a horny maniac, knock her unconscious, or just make her fall in love with Maria. I eyed Maria carefully.
"No dirty tricks," her eyes seemed to respond back. That sentiment was right; all of that was too manipulative for Maria. She would use magic to help her, sure, but she would do the groundwork on her own.
Maria dropped her napkin on the floor, and when she bent over to pick it up, whispered to me, "Truth serum."
Ah, so that was her plan.
My mom picked up the glass, tilted back her head and shot down the tequila, letting it all do go down smooth in a big lump down her throat.
My mom pursed her lips in a satisfying "ahhh" with finishing. Maria smiled widely.
"So," Maria said, addressing my mother across the table, "That's a lovely dress you've got on."
"Oh thank you," said my mother, her eyes rolling around a bit drunkenly, "I picked it out because it makes my tits look stellar."
I gasped. Maria's magic was working, my mother would never say something like that in front of me.
"I mean, sorry Tommy," the intoxicated truth-teller said, looking at me, "But it does make your mom's tits look great."
"It sure does," Maria agreed, "You have a great rack."
"Thank you darling, that's a popular opinion."
"Is it?" Maria asked.
"Absolutely. Most guys, when they get me undressed, they go straight for my chest. And who could blame them! Just look."
My mom put her hands beneath her clothed breasts, and lifted each up and down swiftly in anti-unison. Maria's and my eyes were glued to the scene, watching my intoxicated mommy's round mountainous tit-flesh jiggle in their gold straps. Even a few people at the other tables were distracted by my mom's sexual scene.
"Mom!" I yelled, embarrassed, but she wasn't having it.
"Shut up Tommy, I'm just trying to have some fun," my mother said. I was beginning to wonder if Maria added some a little resentment-to-me in that tequila too, "Just because I'm your mom doesn't mean I don't have an immensely wonderful set of titties."
Maria just smiled and smiled.
"With such a great chest like that," Maria started, "You must get a lot of admirers."



"Of course," answered my mom, "It's hard to even go to the grocery store without knowing that the cashier ringing up my frozen peas is ecstatically drooling at my figure. And trust me, when I walk by a security camera in the mall, I'm sure there's some fat security guard with his pants around his ankles, wanking it in the booth while zooming the camera in at my chest."
I was amazed at how openly sexual my mom was being. I had never seen this side of her before.
"So how many of those men who stroke themselves to you do you actually let into your bed?"
"At first, all of them. When I was younger, before I had Tommy, if a guy even smiled at me, I would jump on him, rip off his pants, and hump him till the sun comes up. But after Tommy, I realized that no matter how many guys I got to plow me, there was still an itch that wasn't scratched. I experimented with girls for a bit, even fell in love with some soft fleshy women, but in the end, that itch still remained unscratched."
"Are you hearing this, Tommy?" Maria asked, "Your mom fucked everyone in sight and it still wasn't enough."
"That's it exactly," she responded, "But then I met Roger, who had worked in porn before, and he had the biggest penis I had ever seen. And after that, I knew that I would only be satisfied by the biggest, hugest, crazy cocks!"
"Do you ever miss fucking women?" Maria asked, sliding her seat a little closer to my mom. I saw where she was trying to go with this.
"Yes, that was a fun time," she answered, "But if that's the tradeoff for getting slammed by a big piece of meat, it's what I'm willing to give up."
"I have to go to the bathroom," I said, finally too uncomfortable with my mom's words. It was like they didn't even hear me, Maria sliding her chair closer and closer to my big titted mother.
I grabbed my own dick over the urinal and peed. With all the talk of big cock, staring at my own make me once again realize how small I was. I reconciled this with the story my mother had just told; I was conceived by one of the random fucks she gave before she realized the importance of a big man.
I was surprised at what I saw when I got back to the table. Maria was sitting there, all alone, my mother nowhere in sight. I sat back down.
"What happened?" I asked.
"Nothing," responded the witch, leaning back in her chair, "Everything's doing fine. Did you hear all that sexy stuff your mom said?"
"Yeah, I did," I told her, "You really got her to say a lot about her boobs."
"Of course I did, she has magnificent tits," Maria told me.
"Yes, I get it."
"Your mom really is that sexy, Tommy. And we didn't even get to say anything about her ass! I always imagined it like two big scoops of thick butter, the kind of thing you could just put your hand against and feel it melt away into it. I'm definitely going to stick my dick into your mom's butt, you better believe it."
"Sure, she has a nice ass," I conceded, ready to move the conversation to where my mother went.
"And those big puffy cock sucking lips?" Maria went on, "I can only imagine how smooth and sweet her pussy is."
"I get it, fine ass, cock sucking lips, but where did my mom go?"
"Well, speaking of that ass and those lips, why don't you just check under the table?" She grinned.
I gulped. Slowly, I lifted up the table cloth beneath me to see, indeed, my mom's fat buttery ass sticking up in the air towards me, her sweet form on her knees with Maria's monster cock halfway down her gullet at the other end of the table. I immediately let the cloth fall to cover it up.
"Maria!" I yelled, "Here?! In the restaurant?"
"Don't worry about it, I've lulled everyone with a little music." True, the establishment was paying no attention to our table, despite what I now realized was the smacking sound of my mom's lips dripping saliva all over my friend's cock.
"Oh god, this BJ is good," Maria moaned, "I just wish I had your view so I could see that big smackable ass at the same time as she's licking around my tool."
The waiter came by and set down our three plates of food, despite the moaning witch and the woman clearly sucking cock beneath the table.
"You ready?" Maria said, looking me in the eyes. "You ready?"
"For what?" I asked, Maria staring me down straight at eye level.
"For me to send a torrent of cum down your mom's throat."
And with that, BAM, Maria leaned back, my mom's ass backed up onto my knees, and Maria pumped in and out of my mom, sending wave and wave of her white mess down my mother's saliva covered gullet.
Maria slowly stopped pumping, and my mom's ass retreated back under the table. Within minutes, she was back in her seat, her face a sticky white mess, but nothing incongruent with the color of the sauce on her pasta.
"Pay the check," Maria told me, standing up and taking my mom with her, "We'll meet you outside by the car. The night is still young."
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Once upon a time, there was a young maiden in the kingdom who was so beautiful that she was kept away in a pen.
Since the moment her body blossomed into maturity, men had been seeking her for mating. They wanted to cup her bountiful bosom, run their hands around the womanly curves that peaked at her swelling hips. Every man in her presence had to hide his own growing erection. Her childhood friends, with whom she had once frolicked and played, now spent their days rubbing themselves to her image.
When the king heard of her beauty, he took a visit to her town to inquire. Everyone he spoke to knew of her; many expressed the immense satisfaction in the bouncing sway of her chest as she walked. Seeing the danger that could come to this eighteen year old beauty, the king placed her in a very large pen in the side of the village with a tight iron bar fence all around. Having done his duty to the young girl, the kind returned home satisfied, not only for having done a good in this world, but for having a new image to place in his mind when he made love to the queen.
The king, perhaps distracted by the sexuality of the youngling, had not thought his plan through. For though the young girl had a place in every male mind in the town, she had no direct relatives or caretakers. Locked in her prison, the girl had no source of food or supplies.
Quickly, she bartered away her clothes for a high price of bread, vegetables, and meat. There were many gatherers at the fence around her who were willing to pay not only for her nudity, but to smell her clothes and rub them along his body as he privately erupted.
With the dirty burlap vegetable saps, she fashioned herself some new clothes, the kind that covered only the bottoms of her ample breasts and broke away before another piece slung loosely around her thick waist. In her two piece, she attracted many admirers, from the apprentice boys who took the long route to pass by her pen, to the dirty old peasants, who without dignity slept at the gate to her pen and openly ejaculated through the bars and into her arena.
Locked in her pen with limited supplies, the girl was concerned, though not ultimately frightened, about her future.
Late one night, when even the most persistent perverts around the gate had dosed off, cock in hand, a big black rabbit hopped along and between the bars of the fence.
"Young maiden!" it yelled in a husky male voice.
"A talking rabbit?" the maiden inquired.
"Yes, yes, it is true. I am a rabbit capable of conversing with both humans and animals."
"Well why are you here? Can I eat you, delicious big rabbit?"
The rabbit hopped a few feet away. "That you may not," it responded, "But I can help you get food and supplies if you pay a small price."
The girl was eager to find a solution to sustain herself in this pen. "What price, what price?" she frantically asked.
"Even in the forest of animals, all any male can speak of is your beauty. The big birds sing songs of your thick bright lips. The stags gruff of your backside. Even the worms in the ground whisper about your tight white belly. All I ask, as an admirer of your beauty, is a glimpse of those big glorious breasts that you have proudly displayed on your chest."
The maiden looked at the rabbit, who was clearly as eager and horny as the men who masturbated at the gate, and undid her top, letting her breasts out in display for the rabbit.
"Oh glory," the rabbit said.
Letting the top fall to the floor, the maiden got down on her knees in front of the rabbit.
"Now please, give me food and supplies!"
The rabbit laughed.
"Do I look like I have food or supplies, young lady? Alas, I myself have nothing to contribute but what you see in front of you. But I did plan on telling you this: the deal which you made with me can be made with any human who passes by your gate, I assure you. They will be willing to trade all they have for encounters with you, virgin beauty."
The maiden was furious with the rabbit. Topless and angry, she grabbed the rabbit by the hind legs and choked its little neck.
"Please, please, I assure you I am right."
"How dare you take advantage of me, little rabbit. I will eat you up, I will!"
The little rabbit's body went limp and with a few branches that had fallen into her pen, the girl made a fire, cooked the rabbit, and ate its flesh. Leaving her burlap top on the floor where it lay, she licked its bones clean and fashioned its pelt into a newer but skimpier top.
Only a few hours after, when the sun was starting to rise and the girl's full belly made her mind sharper, she realized that her tasty lecherous dinner may have had a point. Perhaps he had taken advantage of her, but she could surely perform the same deal and take advantage of others.
The girl may have been poor and alone and beautiful, but she was not dumb. Nor was she as innocent as the king presumed. For though the lust she inspired in every men could never be matched, the girl had a lust of her own, a smart mind how to use it, a rabbit's idea in her head and its flesh in her stomach.
With some of the merchants or the servants, she could be tactful. By approaching the bars and rubbing her body against that of a bread baker, she could persuade him to accidentally drop a loaf into her pen where he couldn't retrieve it. Likewise, the clothes errant boys left fabric from which she was able to construct not only a luscious soft bed, but soft pillows and warm blankets. Though her virgin fingers never directly touched a male's member, the maiden's sexuality had earned her a substantial source of goods inside her pen. She was even able to construct a private enclosure for her bed with curtains made of silk and posts made of thick oakwood. Inside her canopy bed, she explored herself in the way that all the boys she bartered with wished. The feeling of their beating hearts against her chest and she rubbed her body all over them, their nimble hands insider her shirt, the hardness she felt inside their trousers when she turned and gyrated her behind onto their bodies... A long day of this made her finger explorations into long and satisfying quests.
After a few months of teasing and rubbing, the maiden found her supplies dwindling. The young men who before gave up whole legs of lamb for a chance to grope her breast were now so tense and needing her release that they wouldn't accept the same innocences that they once did. It was late one night when a persistent son of a chicken farmer convinced the beauty to slip her fingers down his trouser and stroke him to completion.
When she withdrew her sticky hands from his body, the chicken farmer's son saw the aroused blush in her face and the deep heaving of her breasts, and told her that like chicken, that too could be a source of protein. The maiden, feigning more innocence than she truly had, licked every drop of the sticky stuff off of her delicate fingers.
That night, in the privacy of her be, she made herself moan more than ever had before. Chewing on the delicious chicken filets the farmer's son had left her, she shoved finger after finger into her virgin cavity until her whole body rocked with pleasure.
Slowly, the girl introduced similar bargins with most of the boys and merchants. Now not only did she have a sufficient pile of delicious meats and breads which was only growing each day, she had the also delicious source of white sticky cum, which she had developed a genuine devious taste for slurping down in front of every surprised boy's face.
Her nimble fingers became better and better at handling the men, and with each delivery of white nectar, her body rocked twice as hard that night in her bed.
One day, while she was in the midst of calming her stirring loins in bed, the maiden saw the curtains of her bed rustle.
"Who is there?" she asked, slipping her sticky fingers out from between her legs.
"Quack! I am a duck," quacked a duck.
Remembering the rabbit, the girl was cautious in leaving her tent.
"Lecherous duck, I know of animals like you. I will expose for you neither my bouncy breasts nor my supple behind."
"Quack, that is not for what I have come, virgin maiden."
"Oh really? Are you saying you would not like a peek of my taught legs or flat stomach?"
"Quack! I would like nothing more, beautiful girl, but that is not why I am here."
"Then why are you here, dirty duck?"
"I have been watching you as I fly over each day, quack! I have seen the breasts you exposed that night to the rabbit, the way you licked clean his bones, the way you accumulated wealth with your body, and then by stroking them with your light fingers and gulping down their white clumpy ooze. Quack! We ducks have seen the way of men, and soon they will grow tired of even your enthusiasm for eating their mess. However, you mustn't ever sacrifice your purity, quack! As much as your stroke them and slurp, do not let them enter between your legs!"
The maiden stared at the duck for a moment until it let out an annoying "Quack!"
"And why not?"
"Quack! Because once men have entered through your womanly opening, their seed can grow in your stomach and devour you! Your methods may have saved you now, but if you let this happen, the parasite that their seed creates inside of you will ruin your beauty and your methods of getting food. Quack!"
"But if I cannot keep them satisfied, won't that happen anyway?" The maiden was beginning to trust the duck and its quirky way of quacking.
"Perhaps, quack! But you mustn't let them enter, you mustn't!"
The maiden thought this over.
"You are wise, despite your animal outbursts, duck. I will promise you what you wish."
"Quack! Thank you maiden!" The duck did a small dance in circles at the maiden's feet.
"For aiding you in this way," the duck went on, "Could I please have but a small glimpse of your awesome fleshy behind?"
The maiden grew furious at the duck's lechery. She grabbed it by its neck and strung it good, its beak never to quack nor speak of her behind again. As she feasted on roasted duck, she strung its feathers into an ornamented but loose sash. Shedding her old burlap bottoms, she strung the small sash around her waist to hide her woman's slit and but a small portion of her fleshy round back side.
She licked the duck's bones clean, leaving only the head which she tossed into a corner of her pen.
"Humph," she said to herself, "I wil take his advice in my head in the same way I took his meat into my body."
In the following months, the maiden saw a new spurge of visitors due to the elegant combination of her rabbit hide top and her duck feather sash. Keeping her promises in mind, she never let them even touch between her legs, though for the right price, they were welcome to lift up the duck feathers and take a gander at her front or back. Soon, she was willing to let her round fat lips wrap around the male members, where they could shoot her supply of man juice directly into her stomach. Her wet fleshy lips and expert tongue made her supplies more and more bountiful.
However, as she had worried, even this grew tired. After a few months, the maiden was lucky to get even a full loaf of bread for a day of hard rods spurting everything down her gullet.
"Drat," said the maiden one night as she lay hungry in bed, rubbing her fingers along the soft black fur that composed her top, "Is it time to break the duck's promise? Do I dare?"
Staring at the young tight flesh of her stomach, she couldn't imagine not having her radiant beauty. However, as she peeked outside her curtains to see if any late night errant boys wanted to go at her for some food, she spotted the rotting duck's head in the corner, which was even now attracting what looked like fleas. How could she trust such a pathetic figure as that duck? Who was so lecherous for her body but so easily killed and consumed... She even took a moment to laugh. Of course that fowl could not be right. If that sticky white man-seed felt so warm on her hands and tasty on her tongue, it could never be anything horrible in her loins. Shutting the curtains and leaving the duck's head to rot, she determined that tomorrow, she would allow male after male to send wave after wave of sticky juice inside her.
At the corner of her pen where the duck's head rotted, a small flea glimpsed the maiden's head peek out and back in to her dwellings. Given how short the lives of fleas are, this one had never seen nor heard of the beautiful maiden locked in this pen. Now, seeing her gorgeous hair and sensual lips, it jumped its way over to her tent and slipped its way inside.
The sleeping maiden's body lay breathing on its bed, the rabbit fur barely covering her heaving breasts and the duck's feathers slipping away from both her soft back side and pulsing moist entrance. The flea had never seen such a magnificent sight in his life, and it was no trouble for him to slip between the duck's feathers and address the glistening wetness between the maiden's legs.
Feeling a disturbance, the maiden awoke to the flea busying himself at her loins, and she picked it up between her fingers.
"Little flea, how dare you come to me while I sleep."
"Gorgeous maiden, how incredible you are! Your wetness has satisfied me more than I could have ever imagined."
Angered at his talk of her body, the girl squished the little bug between her fingers. Taking no note of the way the flea spoke as if he had already finished inside her, she turned back to sleep.
When she awoke in the morning, she felt awful. Never in her life had she felt this sick. Not only was she unable to let the men enter her, she couldn't even take them in her mouth.
For a whole week, she lay in her canopy, trying to ignore the shouts of angry men who begged for a glimpse of her sensual body and release inside of her mouth. While laying, she remembered the rabbit's words about the endless desires of men, the duck's warning of her entrance, and the flea's insinuation. She realized that she had caught the flea inside her too late, and it had already taken effect.
After a week, one morning she awoke feeling better to a tiny figure laying in her bed between her legs. It looked like a baby human, but it was smaller than even that. Thinking of the duck and the flea, she figured that perhaps the duck's warning applied only to humans. The damage the flea had done was but a week long endeavor, and sure enough, her body was still as supple and gorgeous as ever. The product of the mistake lay there, innocent looking, and she decided to keep it here, in the tent, as a reminder of the importance of her purity.
The next morning, she was back at the gate, sucking and stroking as many members as she could reach. In her week long absence, the crowd had grown rowdier and more desperate. They were providing her with more food than she had ever gotten in a day. This was the solution to her problem. As long as she took breaks, kept them wanting more, she could sustain herself and her mistake without losing her purity and her body.
As time went by, the little body grew in the tent into a normal sized baby, and eventually a normal sized human. The men who saw the child grew excited, realizing that the little one's existence meant that perhaps, with enough goods and time, she would let each of them inside of her wetness too. This was not to be the case, but the maiden knew better than to say otherwise.
The little male child was no different than any other human boy. Perhaps he was a bit scrawnier, certainly a lot uglier, but there was no evidence to his origin in his appearance. His mother, the glorious maiden, kept him fed and groomed, but while she spent her days at the edge of the pen with the men, the child roamed the center and played in the tent.
As the years went by, the maiden grew impossibly more and more beautiful. Her breasts took on a new glow, and her hips attained a sexier sway than anyone thought possible. There was a reason she was so universally desired; the maiden's eternal youth and captivating beauty was not to be ruined by something as commonplace as time. The child, too, grew, though he became scrawnier and uglier with age. The maiden spent each day performing her duties, letting the men soak her over with their sticky white spray, before coming home to the tent, letting the flea boy suckle at her glazed breast, and putting him to bed before ravaging herself and going to bed too.
In his adolescence, the child befriended many animals who would sneak to him in the pen. They asked for his loyalty, performing tricks to convince him to keep them as pets and bring them into his mother's tent. The maiden knew the ways of these animals; they were using her son to get glimpses of her body without payment, and so each time she saw the boy with a animal, she would gut in in front of him, eat every piece of its meat, and tie its pelt or feathers as a support for her bust or an adornment for her hips.
The child grew into a cautious scrawny man, and his mother continued in the business of pleasing the townfolk at the fence. Borrowing some wood and linen from his mother's ventures, he built his own little tent in the corner where the duck's head once lay. He spent his days in his tent, drawing pictures on wood bark and shooing away animals, who he had learned were really drawn to the pen by his mother's sensual body.
Once afternoon, while the maiden gulped down the long rod of a dignified nobleman's servant boy, a voice whispered to him in his tent.
"Flea boy!" yelled the voice.
"Excuse me? Who are you, and why are you calling me that?"
"Ah, among the animals it is no secret that you were conceived by your goddess maiden mother and a puny pervert flea." The flea boy accepted this explanation; he had heard rumors amongst the fleas of such a thing, but they always scurried away from him and the maiden, rightfully.
"Who are you?" asked the flea boy, again.
"Please, let me come into the safety of your tent, away from the danger of your glorious mother, and I will explain all."
The flea boy beckoned, and into the tent strode a tiny black baby bull.
"Thank you, flea boy," said the bullock, "Though I appear to you here as a baby bull, I swear to you that I am unlike any animal you have ever encountered. Back in my home, across many oceans, I was a proud warrior, until a sorcerer cast me into the form of a baby bull. I snuck away from my home, where I knew meat was scarce and I would surely be killed. The boat on which I hid was full of many other animals, who informed me that a beautiful seductress lived in a pen in this village, but that if I came close to her and attempted anything towards her beautiful body, I would be quickly and violently killed. Alas, I admit, though she is your mother, I was intrigued by this description of her round full breasts and thick soft behind. I was and am a warrior, and I was not to be scared by a woman, no matter how sexy and gorgeous she may be. However, in the days I've spent stalking this pen, the other animals have warned me, telling me stories of goats she has skinned and worn around her heavy chest, the robins whose innards she has slurped while adorning her magnificent behind with its feathers, and even the tiny piglets, who she has mashed and rubbed the slick grease along her thick juicy lips to make them shine as she allowed men entrance to her mouth.
"They told me of you, and your intended kindness, though they said you have stopped accepting animals into your home. However, I come to you with a deal that benefits both you and me. What I desire most is not only the full body of your mother, but a return to my human warrior form. What you must desire is an escape from this prison. If you keep me here in this tent, and allow me to gaze upon your mother's flesh as she sleep, when I finally grow into a full bull, I will stampede the fence and free you both. Then, you will barter with the humans, who I as a bull cannot approach without them trying to eat me. It is a simple mixture of goods which will return me to my strong manly body."



The boy looked at the beautiful sleek young bull. Even in his animal shape, the warrior had trusting strong eyes.
"You understand the danger?" asked the flea boy.
"Of course. When your mother sees me, she will see but a sling of tasty steaks, a hide to hold up her breasts, and a tail to be wrapped around her fleshy waist. But I am courageous, and I will not be seen." The bullock lifted up his left front hoof, to which stuck a big pointed leaf.
"If you put this leaf, which has stuck to me all the journey from my home, into your mother's food, every sleep she has will be a deep one. At night, she will slumber as she usual does, except nothing will wake her except the rise of the sun. Once she eats the leaf, it will take months before its effects disappear. In that time, I will have grown into a bull big and strong enough to free you both."
The boy took the leaf and hid the bullock under a pile of linens in the his tent.
"Thank you," said the bullock, as the boy departed.
When preparing the evening's meal, as he always did, the boy included the leaf into his mother's portion. When the maiden crawled back to the center of the pen, wet and sticky with the day's work, the son handed her the portion, which she led slide down her beautiful gullet, before entering her tent.
The flea boy waited until the self-imposed moans that always erupted from his mother's tent each night ceased, then returned to his own tent, where he retrieved the bullock. Feeding him some carrots on the way, the boy led the bull into his mother's tent.
Like the bullock had said, the maiden was fast asleep. Nothing could disturb her. The bull approached the sleeping maiden's face, taking in the beauty of her fair skin and luscious red lips, moist from the day's work.
The bull now approached the maiden's chest, where he requested that the flea boy remove the pelt that was covering it. The flea boy did as instructed, and the bull was allowed to gaze onto the full beauty of the mother's perfect breasts. The bull moved down her white taut navel, which he sniffed, and finally asked the boy to remove the string of feathers that was covering both her plushy round behind and her pure virginal wetness. The bull's warrior eyes locked upon the full beauty of the woman's body, taking in her glistening wetness's lips, feeling the tautness of the flesh that composed her beautiful behind, and seeing the long tan legs on which the maiden could stand proud and glorious.
"Now flip her over," instructed the bull, and the flea boy did to his naked mother as instructed. The bull took an equally long time admiring her bad and behind, and the pressured fleshy perky breasts that emerged under the weight of her body.
Eventually, the son redressed the maiden and then hid the bull again in his tent.
"She is as gorgeous as they say," noted the bull upon falling asleep.
Each day, the pen worked this way. In the mornings, the maiden awoke, fresh and unfazed, to let the village men feel up her body and to allow her stomach receive their warm sloshy cream. The flea boy drew pictures in the bark, cooked the food, and waited for the moans of his mother to die down before he went with the bull into her tent. The flea boy undressed her, letting the bull gaze upon her spectacular body, before redressing her carefully and returning.
They lived this way for months and months, all the while the bull growing bigger and bigger. One night, while the bull dug his snout into the gorgeous space between the maiden's breasts, he announced, "Tomorrow morning, I will break through the fence with my brute strength. Knowing the hostility that these long frustrated men will feel, your maiden mother will ride me to safety, while you sneak away and retrieve the supplies of which I have often told you. Then, you will meet me at the edge of town, behind the pond, where I will be hiding safely with your mother. Then, I can finally be restored to my true warrior body."
The flea boy placed the pelt back onto his mother's breasts carefully and took the bull, now large and strong, back to his tent. The boy barely had any room in his own tent anymore, but he managed to find a corner and get some sleep.
When the flea boy arose, the sun had been up for a while, and he stepped around the still sleeping bull outside, where he saw his mother on her knees at the gate, taking in a load of white goop down her throat.
"Psst," he said into the tent, "It's time, bull, it's time!"
The bull awoke, determined, and stormed outside the tent. Even the man who's member lay in the maiden's mouth shouted in alarm at the magnificently large creature. The bull raced at the fence, which he broke cleanly, then turned around towards the mother.
So in awe of the creature, the maiden couldn't even swallow her mouthful, and so it dripped down her mouth and onto her pelt covered chest. The bull approached the maiden slowly, then bowed, inviting her to quickly get onto his back.
The maiden climbed the bull, completely taken in by its sheer brute power. The goose feathers around her waist gave no protection for the incredible wetness she was feeling as the bull stampeded off through the opening in the gate and off and away. The bull's fur was soaked with her juices when he finally reached the clearing behind the pond. The maiden dismounted him, and collapsed at the bull's feet, overwhelmed by the incredible force of this brute.
"Oh magnificent bull, I cannot even speak," started the maiden, but she indeed could not. The bull could smell her juices that were both soaked into his mount and currently seeping from between her legs now.
Soon, the flea boy arrived, carrying all the ingredients which the bull had instructed, and fed them to the bull.
In a flash, the bull was gone, but in his place stood a proud and immensely large warrior, buck naked with jet black skin and a member the size of the bull he was before.
The maiden stood in awe at this sexual creature, as he too approached her with the lust she stirred up in the world around her. The warrior pushed the flea boy aside gently, before he pounced on the maiden and shoved his hard self inside her.
The maiden cried out in ecstasy. Having spent years playing between her legs and teasing men only to let them dribble down her throat, she was in utter heaven. She had only ever been penetrated by a flea, and the monster size of this beast was able to reach everything she had before been unable to satisfy. She moaned and cried out as the bull warrior thrusted in and out of her supple virginal body.
"Oh oh oh oh!" the maiden cried, the flea boy standing besides the scene as this magnificent bull utterly ravaged his beautiful maiden mother.
His big black hands kneaded the swaying breasts of the maiden, and he massaged the fleshy behind into which he pounded hard and fast, over and over.
The flea boy watched as years of lust finally exploded in his mother's body, her eyes rolling back into her head with bliss and her tongue sticking out of her mouth in dumbfounded rough sexual pleasure.
The maiden, on her hands and knees, gyrated back against the animalistic rod that was destroying her beautifully. Finally, the bull warrior sent one last thrust into her, giving her swaying breasts a final jiggle, and he erupted his rocking orbs between the maiden's legs, where the creamy gift seeped out around his member and her legs, and dripped down her thighs onto the forst floor below.
The couple lay slumbering, exhausted in ecstasy, while the flea boy cautiously explored the area around them, finding familiar edible berries and herbs.
In the morning, the lovers feasted and filled their bellies from their vicious activity, when the warrior announced he was returning to his homeland. The maiden clung to him, she had known nothing besides her pen, and she wanted him to take her with her. He scooped her naked body up in his arms and pounced off into the woods, the flea boy scurrying to follow.
After crossing the oceans on a vessel, the three returned to the warrior's homeland, where he had been missing for months. The people welcomed him and the maiden back, and crowned him as the new king, for the old had died in his absence. In his royal chambers, the flea boy was given a small room as the royal cup bearer, bringing cups of juice and wine to the sweaty couple as they viciously made love each night. Now, in the safety of their home, the only rod which the maiden swallowed was the warrior's, which she dutifully and eagerly did each morning as he was waking. The flea boy, who asked for bark and wood with which to draw once again, made small but detailed illustrations of the royal couple's evening passions, which he was able to sell on the market for high prices. The royal maiden's body was still, after all these years, supple and taut enough to command every man to stand at attention in her presence. Even nine months later, when the maiden gave birth to the warrior's first child, her body only grew more fit and arousing. The warrior pounded fifteen black sons into her belly, and she emerged from each delivery only more gorgeous. She raised her royal sons with admiration and love, insisting that the flea boy wait on their every whim, which he obeyed. The fifteen sons went on to spread their seed across the world, perpetuating the strong masculine genes of the bull warrior and allowing those of the perfect and sensual young maiden to persist across the globe for all of eternity.
And they all lived happily ever after. The end.
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First off, I really enjoy comments and messages, so if you post comments here, even if anonymous, I am more motivated to write more. I also love suggestions so feel free to email me as much as you want in the feedback section.
This is part four of the Party Mom series, but it also begins a longer arc in what has so far mostly been a decently episodic series. If the initial chapters served to introduce the main four characters, this new storyline will comprise the rest of the chapters. It's a different direction, but it's in the same vein as the original intended.
The category for this story is BDSM because humiliation is a form of masochism and sadism. I will not be getting into any more physical forms of pain other than mental and psychological humiliation, though the threat of death and other pain is psychological and mental, and thus fair game. I also will not have any incest, just humiliation where sexual thoughts of a relative is taboo, and so watching your mom get fucked is humiliating and not hot. Think of this as a form of cuckolding, but with mom and son.
Chapter 04 (The Resort)
My mom had really undergone a transformation over the past months.
It all started when my mom drove me to a party held by my crush Sonny and her boyfriend Josh. Josh was an intelligent kid, strong and athletic, but mysterious at times. He traded stocks in his room, making a suspicious amount of money. When he wasn't doing that, he was flashing around his sexy girlfriend, bragging about how gorgeous she was and feeling up her big tan tits in public. I had masturbated to those tits for so long, even though I was kind of friends with Josh, but I had never really spoken to their owner.
At this party, my mom insisted that she come too, but under the allure of the sexy young man and his sexy girlfriend, she took a few hits on the bong. I don't know what was in that weed, but my mom did not emerge the same. After sucking off one of the party guests in the living room, Josh ended up getting my mom topless in the hot tub, where even sexy Sonny couldn't help but be entranced by my mom's busty figure. I had to listen downstairs as Josh banged my mom so hard her torso moaned out the window with her tits jiggling to the world.
The next morning, my stoned mother had not snapped back to her usual self at all, as I found her topless in the kitchen making bacon. The adventurous and open relatonshipped Josh and Sonny planned a party for the evening, and Sonny and I spent some time with Sonny's porn star friend Alex, a big black man intrigued by the concept of my sex bomb mother. While Sonny raved at how well my mom ate pussy, Alex decided to try to get a lot of men to cum on my mom's face at once at the party, something that was an incredible success. He offered my mom a deal to shoot a porno.
My mom absolutely agreed, and I walked with her on the beach with my small cock exposed, asking strangers if they wanted to bang my mom and sticking my hand down their pants to check that their size was enough for her. There were more than a few takers, and even the camera man got to tap my mom hard and good.
A month after the release of my mom's porno, we had spent most of the money. The influx of wealth we had momentarily had was poorly spent, wasted, and drained. My mother called Alex, offering to suck him off, do another video, but he had moved on. There was only so much that a nice pair of tits could do.
Josh and Sonny were spending more and more time at my house. It had been standard for the three of them to go to bed together each night, to try kinky things around the house. If I was lucky, I would catch a glimpse of Sonny's beautiful bust, even if it was only as Josh was shoving his cock between the two globes.
Josh was never very nice to me, and since he began banging my mom, his attitude changed from a cold distaste to a more active scorn. I don't know what the beef he had with me was; maybe because he was so successful in his business endeavors and I just coasted off my mom. There was a time in grade school when I took an idea for a project he had wanted to do. Maybe that was it.
Anyway, Josh was callous to me around the house. When he banged my mom and his girlfriend, he would knock things over, knowing I was the one who would have to set it right. He ate messily in every room, staining the carpets in the living room with cheetos. Once, I came home to him flicking pomegranate seeds against a wall while Sonny sucked him off.
When Josh was busy with work, Sonny and I spent a lot of time together. There wasn't a moment where I didn't feel her sexuality pulsing in the room, but we grew close anyway. There was a clear imbalance to our relationship. She knew that I wanted to fuck her silly, and that I masturbated to her image constantly. She also knew that while I was alone each night, wanking myself dry, she was getting to sample not only Josh's monster orgasmic penis, but my mom's swift tongue and rocking body. When your mom licks your friend's asshole on a daily basis, there will never be full equality in a friendship.
While the state of my mom's finances got worse and worse, Josh's got better and better. What had been a small operation of a young man trading stocks had now gotten very important. I can't say I understand how all of details worked, but I knew Josh was making a lot of money and treating it very well.
I was playing cards with Sonny one afternoon, catching glimpses of the braless deep cleavage in her v-neck, when Josh barged into the house with a fat smile on his face. He had his arm around my mom, who was dressed in a killer top with all her boobs sticking out, and one of the shortest skirts I'd ever seen.
"Babe, come celebrate," he yelled to Sonny, who quickly threw her cards down and ran to him. I stood up slowly and followed. Sonny leaned in and gave Josh a big kiss while he used his left hand to paw at her fine short-shorts-covered ass.
"What happen, doll?" she asked him.
"Our stud's made a lot of money," my mom answered, giggling.
"Fuck yes, and it's time to party," he said. He slipped both hands down Sonny's shirt at the shoulders and yanked it down, exposing the soft heavy flesh of Sonny's breasts. The shirt slid down her body and onto the floor, leaving her topless in only her red short shorts.
"Get some beers for us all babe," he ordered, and the topless Sonny stepped past me and into the kitchen to grab the drinks.
They all sat down in the circle of couches in which I was already sitting, my mom having rolled up her shirt to expose her full midriff. At least she wasn't as topless and the beautiful Sonny, I thought.
"You know what, you go get a beer too, scout," Josh said, indicating to me. Not one to argue, even if he was being rude, I got up and got myself a drink.
Josh went on and on about how his finaces were so successful, all with the two girls at his side. His left hand was creeping up and down my mother's thigh, while the other lay over Sonny's shoulder to cup at her breast. I wasn't even trying to conceal my gaze at Sonny's miraculous boobs. She gave me a devious wink.
"This is fucking fantastic," Josh shouted, "This is amazing. We need to have the most bad ass party ever for this!"
"Do you want me to call some people?" my mom offered, getting up to use the phone.
"You know what? Sit down. I have a better idea."
Josh pulled out his cell phone and sent a text message out quickly.
"What was that?" my mom asked.
"We're not having a party," Josh said, smiling, "We're going out instead."
My mom got up again, ready to go put on a new sexy dress.
"No need," Josh said, "It's not that kind of party." Josh himself now got up and stretched.
"It's not a party," he said again, "It's a party vacation."
Sonny's eyes lit up. "We're going on vacation?" she asked, beaming.
"You bet. An exotic, fun sexy vacation to Mankai."
I had seen a travel channel documentary on Mankai and I was relived. Rich and luxiorous, Mankai was the business capitol of the world. With so much wealth, but lax laws, the rich were free to live out their dreams in extreme grandeur. It may be a wild city, but at least it wasn't an orgy, which I thought Josh was leading up to.
The girls ran to pack their bags, but Josh called them back. "There will be plenty of new clothes and things to buy there. Just get into the limo when it arrives as is."
I sat in my seat, wondering for a moment if Josh's kindness with the beer extended to this vacation too.
"Am I coming?" I finally asked. Josh glared at me.
"Fuck no," he said.
My mom got on her knees in front of Josh.
"No, he has to come, I want him to come with us, he's my son! Please, baby."
Josh looked as if he was considering it.
"I don't know, he will just get in the way."
"No, honey, he'll be great, he can sleep in my room so you won't have to buy him a room, and he keeps Sonny company all the time when you're not fucking her."
"That's true, but he's a little dickweed."
"I know you think that, baby, but maybe I can change your mind."
On her knees already, it wasn't a huge transition for my mom to pull out Josh's cock and ease it between her lips. Josh held my mom's held to his pelvis, shoving it all down.
"Maybe it won't be so bad," he finally said. I took that as a yes. Josh was just finishing shooting his load down my mom's throat when the limo arrived, and we all piled in.
When we arrived at the airport, the limo driver asked Josh what terminal. When Josh told him Mankai, the limo driver's eyes lit up and he asked what resort. It turns out that each resort has its own private airline, that's how wealthy the nation is. Josh told him the resort was called Mauve.
The limo knew where to go, taking us down a ramp that descended into the ground. The path just got steeper and steeper as we descended farther away from the rest of the resort and closer to the Mauve terminal. In the end, we must have been very far away, and the limo driver let the four of us out at a quiet desolated steel elevator door before speeding away.
We entered the elevator, which was strong and ominous, and ascended. We rode up and up the dark shaft, Josh with both arms around his girls, until the doors opened into a fiercely lit room with a tough looking man.
It was just the five of us in the room, and he directed us to a slick black leather couch and the lights shut off. On the wall across from the couch, a darkened television lit up with the picture of a smiling busty woman in a purple bikini.
"Welcome to your first stop on your way to the Mauve Resort, Mankai!" beamed the woman on the screen, her sexy figure swaying.
"Mankai is a decadent location full of wealth, women, and fun. But Mauve is set apart from the rest not only by its prestigious clientele, but it's, let's say, 'peculiar' policy.
"The name Mauve is short for the Mauve Market. As you may know, around the world, there is a serious epidemic of sex trading. Poor women are taken from their homes, promised a better world, and then sold to the highest bidder for their bodies. This kind of practice is one of the worst things that could ever happen!
"Some of the top researchers out there worked effortless on the problem, and their solution was the Mauve Market. As a solution to the ugliness of the black market, the Mauve Market was established in Mankai due to its ritzy international population and its lax social laws. Many of the frequenters of Mankai, whether they be residents or vacationers, were those wealthy men who purchased these women. Often, the kind of men who earn money in this world are ambitious, masculine, dominant figures. These men not only desire, but deserve sexy young sex slaves in their lives. But the Mauve Market is a solution to the suffering that this can cause.
"All profits from the Mauve Market resort are utilized to end the sex traffic market. Here, these men who may have otherwise sent their money to an evil cause can rest assured that it is going to a positive place.
"But what about that craving? That innate desire to own a woman, to use and degrade her the way these men want? Well, in the Mauve Market, that's exactly what you can do!
"Here, all women are consensually brought, either because they too are wealthy gorgeous figures or because they're looking for some consensual sex play. Our high standards test all parties for STDs and sexual competency before entering our game. Because that's kind of what the Mauve Resort is, a game!
"At the Mauve Resort, all guests are labeled as either a trader or a slave. Traders are the men, and given expensive clothes, nice cars, and a mansion sized apartment located at one of our incredible waterside locations. For traders, there are shopping malls, beaches, movie theaters, sports arenas, luxury restaurants, and more!
"Most importantly, traders are given a special electronically linked card. Each card is linked to the trader's name, account, and Mauve place of residence.
"What might this card do, you ask? We'll get there in a moment.
"Slaves are the women, and they are given a slim plastic belt with a light and a card reader. And that's it!
"If at any point any party wishes to stop or leave Mankai, all they need to do is say their own last name out loud. At that point, one of our many operators who is watching on one of the many cameras around the resort will come and escort that person and all the members of the party out of the resort. So that means, if you're all sitting here watching together, you all leave the moment one of you decides to leave. So keep that in mind!
"Slaves, you'll have a day to explore the resort, enjoy the beaches and the amenities. At that time, the little light on your belt will be a pure safe green. At the end of the day, however, it turns red! Any woman with a red light is free to be claimed by any man at the resort! All he must do is swipe his card across her belt and voila! She's his, and he's free to do whatever he wants with her. When a slave has been claimed, her light turns green again.
"But once again, watch out! At the end of two days, the ownership automatically expires and the girl is out on the resort again! Though of course there's nothing stopping the trader from reclaiming her right immediately.
"At any given time, a slave must remain within a ten foot perimeter of her master, unless she is being stored in his residence. At the residence, doors open only by the entrance of that trader, and slaves with green lights will be unable to make the doors budge an inch. Any attempt to leave the perimeter of the trader will be greeted first by a gentle vibration of the belt and finally by an automatic expulsion from the resort of you and your party! So watch out and obey, ladies!
"At the end of an ownership period, both parties will be monitored for a rating of their owner. If they enjoyed it and had a good time, all he and she must do is tap discreetly the number of stars out of five that onto the card or card reader. Any traders with a 4.5 average rating can stay at the resort free of cost for as long as he wishes! This is to ensure that the very best slaves and traders have some incentive to stay.
"If you have any questions, feel free to ask the attendant here. Remember, have fun here at the Mauve Resort!"
The lights turned back on and I could not believe the video. This was the kind of place Josh was taking us? Letting go of the idea that my mother would be a virtual sex slave to anyone, I let sink in the idea that I too would have a card and could use on any women with a red light that I wanted! Maybe even Sonny!
I could tell from the smiles on their faces that both girls were pleased with Josh's surprise. Sure the vacation wouldn't be about them all having sexy together, but they were polyamorous and devious enough that they were all excited at the prospect of fucking and being fucked by other strangers.
The big brute man approached us all.
"One by one walk down the hallway and state your name to the attendant. She will make sure you are dressed in the right outfits and seated in the appropriate cabin for your party. The plane will be the last time the party will be together perhaps, and it is a long flight, so make the best of it."
First, Josh walked down the hallway and disappeared. I sat with Sonny and my mom, listening to them chat about the arrangements.
"Isn't this exciting?" asked my mom to Sonny.
"Absolutely. I can't even imagine the thrill of a man coming up to me, swiping his card and taking me up to his residence for some sweet fucking. He could ask me to mount him right there in the streets and I would have to obey!"
All this talk of Sonny being fucked was making me very aroused.
"Oh please, I can practically feel your erection over here," Sonny said to me.
"Sorry, I'm excited too."
"Oh that's right, you'll get to go around the park too, won't you? Well, if you can catch and swipe me, I guess I'll have to obey, but I really doubt you'll be able to catch me. The minute I see your horny ass coming at me, buddy, I'm running the opposite direction!"
"Like he'll encounter you with a red light," my mom answered, "Honey, with your young body, I'm sure you'll be scooped up by the first man who sees you."
"Says the milf of the century. Holy shit, Chad, can you imagine how many men are going to be fighting over the chance to cream on your mother's tits?"
"Next!" yelled the guard. My mom went through the hallway, giggling at the idea of big studly men arguing over the chance to blast her with their seed.
"Seriously, Chad," Sonny said, I bet your mom gets a five star rating and never leaves."
"I hope not," I responded sheepishly.
"I'm just teasing you about the running away thing too," said Sonny, "If you're the one around me when I am red, I'll just have to let you fuck my sweet pussy, won't I?"
With this cryptic remark, Sonny winked and found her turn down the hallway.
I sat in silence at the couch, immensely turned on by this prospect, until I too walked down the hallway.
The woman at the table was smiling widely and dressed in a purple bikini like the woman in the video. Going with the whole mauve thing, I thought.
"Name?" asked the busty model, and I answered.
"Oh, so you're an accessory," she responded.
"Sorry?"
"Oh it's kind of rare so we don't go through it in the video, but I can explain it to you real fast. Traders and slaves pay the full price, but accessories are a less pricely ticket. Some women, mostly dominant wives with wimpy cuckold husbands, want to bring their significant others along, but of course don't want to grant them the right to play the game. Instead, these men get brought as an accessory. It's like a slave, except you'll be a slave to a slave, but you won't have a swiper. You'll be tied to your owner, actually with a literal line. For slaves, their consent is everything. But since you pay less and won't have any trader or slave act directly on you (it's against the rules) you'll just have to sit put! Kind of like a dog. So you won't be kicked out for trying to stray too far because, well, you physically won't be able to! You'll just get to spectate and relax. Sound okay?"
No, it did not sound okay, and I felt the color draining from my face.
"Now which of the two slaves were you an accessory too?"
Oh my god! She didn't know that Josh had probably meant to pair me with my mother! I could answer Sonny and be tied to her, watching her sweet body as the men of the resort ravished her senseless!
"Oh, woops, it looks like it says here on the other page. You'll be tied to, wow, your mother? We don't get a lot of mother bringing their sons, but okay!"
I slung my head in defeat. From under the desk, the woman in the gorgeous purple bikini handed me what looked like a wet suit.



"Please change into this. It's what accessories wear, not the nice outfits that the traders get, but also not the nudity of the slaves! You'll strip here, please."
Shyly, I shed my clothes and handed them to the bikini clad woman, who was professional enough not to look down at the growing but small erection between my legs. I changed into the outfit and felt a woosh as it tightened right to my body.
"There you go! You won't be able to exit the outfit until you leave the resort, but don't worry! If you sit on the toilet, some pretty spiffy technology will allow you to use the bathroom without exiting the suit. Just use it as if you weren't wearing anything and the toilet will make sure you're not filling your suit with your own excrement!" She laughed, as if this was a joke.
"Your party is sitting in a private cabin, but we let accessories go in a special back cabin. You'll be spending the entirety of your resort tied to one of the slaves, we want to let her have a few last minutes without you! Haha."
She led me through the underground plane cabins to the back, where she let me into a small room with two benches. How big is this plane that every party gets its own cabin? I wondered.
"Bye!" she yelled, and the door closed locked behind me.
I sat down on one of the benches, waiting for the purple bikini woman to deliver another accessory, but she did not. Soon enough, I felt a rumble as the plane ascended out from underground and took off.
Thinking of the gorgeous body of the woman who led me here, I wanted to jack off on the spot, but realized the wet suit they had on me wasn't capable of being taken off. There was no way to slip my hands anywhere near my groin. Instead, I found that if I straddled the bench a certain way, I could get my cock to rub up against the wall in a way that wasn't entirely unpleasant.
As I was almost done humping the wall, the door slid open, and in walked a brutish looking white man in a t-shirt and khaki shorts.
"Hey little man," said the giant, closing the door behind him. "You fucking a bench?"
"Um," I answered, highly embarrassed. "Yes?"
"Ha, it's alright, I don't judge." He sat down on the opposite bench.
"Are you an accessory?" I asked, noting his lax outfit that was neither the wetsuit I was wearing nor anything of the kind of the slick clothes the video promised traders.
"Nope, not a trader either, in the conventional sense."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Don't worry about it little man," he said, "What's your name?"
"Chad," I answered.
"Nice to meet you Chad, I'm Tarmi."
Tarmi extended one of his massive arms to me and I shook his hand.
"So an accessory, huh? Sucks, little man. You here with your wife?"
"Something like that," I answered. "Sorry to press, but I'm very confused how you fit into this scheme. Do you work here?"
"Ha, it's okay. If you really want to know, I'll tell." He looked around as if to make sure we were alone.
"I've actually been studying Mauve for a few months now. They try to keep it on the hush hush, unless you're rich, but if you frequent the right websites you can find a few hints.
"The moment I found out this existed, I flipped a switch. You can swipe any girl you see and have her be your slave? Legally AND ethically? Sounds like fucking paradise, am I right?
"I tried to find out some more, but it's hard. A few posts with some ominous details, not saying what Mauve was, but that it was a much more dangerous place than they advertised. Mankai has some pretty free laws, buddy. I did some more digging and pretty much everyone says positive things. Got to expect a few bad experiences, right? I wanted to go more than anything.
"But that price tag was enormous! There's no way an IT guy like me could afford to come here even for a measly day.
"But I have some skills. I once hacked the Belgian government, you know? Not too much security in terms of secure countries, maybe, but I'm pretty good. Turns out this Mauve place spends more money on its resort and its charity than it does on security. It took a few days, but I was able to find my way in.
"Didn't take that much effort to add my name to the guest list. Didn't pay a dime. Of course, that means I don't get a private cabin on the flight in and I had to sneak my way aboard, but hey, look at this!"
He pulled out of his pocket a shiny card, like the trader cards they showed in the video.
"Maybe it doesn't come with a residence, but hey, everything at Mauve is open all night. Trust me I checked! You can fuck as many girls in as many places as you want, who needs home? And this thing can charge as much money as I want and I'll never have to pay for it!"
I was impressed by Tarmi's story.
"You sure do know a lot about Mauve."
"Damn straight, little buddy."
"Any chance you could hack your way and let me out of this suit?" Tarmi laughed.
"The site doesn't say too much about accessories, kid, I don't think they get a lot of them. And maybe if I tried to, but I can't draw any more attention. Once I'm at the resort, I'm scot free, but I'm hoping no one sees me on the plane. You're in the system, though, they're expecting you."
"Please! I'll help you out, show you the best places!"
"I get that you want out, really, but don't lie to me! You don't know shit about the best places, little man. I've been studying Mauve for months, I am the one who knows all the best places. Plus I have access to all the data on the clients and where they are on the resort at any time, so I'll know exactly where to find the best slaves."
I sighed.
"But hey, don't worry. Maybe if I get tired, I'll come find you and bring you a present. I can buy whatever I want at the shops with this card, I'll pick you up something you'll really like and deliver to you myself!"
I smiled. Maybe Tarmi wasn't all bad. His hacking was impressive and I could understand why he wouldn't want to let me go. Nothing wrong with some self interest. And with the coming days, or even weeks, that I'd be at Mauve, it'd be nice to have a friend out there.
"Good to meet you, Tarmi," I said smiling, "You're a hell of a character."
Tarmi laughed and slapped me hard on the back good-naturedly.
"Nice of you to say, kid. I really feel for you too, being an accessory and all. It seems like that's really the shit position to get."
"Sounds not as bad as being an intruder."
Tarmi laughed.
"Haha," he laughed, but then he became grimly serious.
"If you say that word again, though, to anyone, even me" he muttered, in full sincerity, "I will cut your fucking balls off, I swear."
Tarmi stared me down seriously before returning a smile and laughing rowdily.
I responded with an uneasy laughter, not sure how to take that...
The plane flight was short, and I slept through much of it. When I woke up, we had landed, and Tarmi must have slipped out and escaped before anyone else saw him.
Another attendant in a purple bikini came and grabbed me from my room and led me to a small chamber. In it was my mom, sitting on a comfy looking couch.
Like advertised, she was completely nude, but for a slim black belt that hugged her hips in a sexy way. Her bust was protruding outwards proudly, and she smiled on seeing me enter.
"Oh honey, it's so exciting that you get to be my accessory! They explained it to me while the plane was still in the air."
She ran towards me and hugged me tightly, her breasts pressing up against the skin tight accessory wetsuit.
The purple bikini woman took a piece of purple string and fed it into the right arm of my wet suit, in a special slot made for it.
"If you want to change arms," she instructed me, "Click your wrists together and it will transfer. Neither of you will be able to disconnect the lead, but you can rotate it for comfort."
On my mom's end, the purple rope fed into the card reader on her belt in a tiny hole on the side.
"And that's it! Enjoy your time as a slave!" she said to my mom alone.
We walked out of the chamber on the plane and onto a gorgeous street. There was no one else there; it seemed they had waited for everyone to vacate and enter the resort before attaching me to my mother. This meant I wouldn't get to see Sonny in her whole naked glory.
The first thing I noticed about Mankai was the giant wall. The whole resort was walled in. However it was still beautiful. The streets were paved with sleek black marble, the buildings were fine and well crafted. As we walked away from the airport and more into the city, it was amazing.
My mother was naked, but most of the city was not. Men wore a variety of expensive fashionable clothes, from comfortable hawaiian style shirt to those that wore just, bathing suits and a hat. Some slaves, gorgeous women, dressed in colorful low cut dresses, sexy slim bikinis, and some men's shirts, flowing open to reveal their sexy breasts. They skipped along to stay in close range of their traders. Everyone here was attractive. Mauve must have a very rigorous screening policy.
My mother knew she had a twenty four hour period of relaxation with free amenities here before her light turned green, and so, looking at these women in their sensual but fashionable outfits, she dragged me to a shopping mall where she browsed some racks of swimsuits and dresses.
A tall blonde man in a white shirt and white pants approached my mother when she was looking a sexy low cut green shirt.
"How's your first day at Mauve?" he asked, smiling a dreamy smile at the sexy older mother.
"How did you know it was my first day?" asked my mom.
"First days are always the only slaves both naked and green lighted. Around here, if you're dressed in clothes, you're either owned or at least seasoned enough that some man has bought you something excellent. Only the newbies are naked, like they were just born into this new playful world."
"You certainly have an interesting accent," asked my mom, "Where are you from?"
"Denmark," he answered, "And you have that unmistakable American charm."
"Ha, that's right!" giggled my mom. Neither of them could move their eyes anywhere but at each other.
"How long has it been since you arrived? Are you turning red any time soon?"
"It doesn't look like it. I can't have been here more than an hour."
"That's a shame," he answered, "I would have swiped you in an instant and carried you back to my place."
"Good to hear," cooed my mom playfully.
"Buy this," he said, handing her a bikini the same green as the shirt she was holding. "I bet you'll look marvelous in it, though it's a shame to cover these perky breasts of yours." He slipped a hand under my mom's left breast and gave it a firm squeeze.
"You're naughty, you don't even own me!"
"Hopefully I will soon," he said, starting to walk away, "Come by the beach tomorrow, if you're still unclaimed."
"Ha, sure thing!" she answered.
She purchased the green bikini, dressed in it, and we walked around.
"Honey, isn't this place amazing?" my mom asked me.
"Not really," I answered, "I'm chained to you."
"Oh besides that, love. You're being too pessimistic. The sun, the beach, the shops, it's so luxurious!"
I could see what she was saying. It didn't seem like this place was all sex. Everyone we saw so far was just walking along nicely, dressed a little sexually perhaps, but this wasn't a giant orgy. No one was fucking in the streets.
That thought had just crossed my mind when a slim Asian girl in a slim purple dressed walked by. Her belt was, by design, outside the dress, and I saw the moment when her light switched from the bright green to a shiny red.
It was an instant when a man came up from behind us, stooped down and slid his card through her slot. Looking behind her, the Asian giggled and the man grabbed her dress and ripped it straight off.
The woman's pale body was slim and sexy, her breasts sizable and firm, and the man scooped her up over his shoulder by her full waist. He walked ahead of us, carrying his woman like a sack of potatoes, letting his working hand play with her fleshy ass out in the daylight.
"Oh my, that was hot!" my mom yelled, becoming flushed. I had to admit, the scene had given me an erection that was straining at my wet suit. My mom let her hands drift down to her own fleshy ass, playing with the green material of her bikini, probably imagining that man doing the same to her.
We spent the evening at an excellent restaurant, eating Italian food and watching the sun set over the beach. The wall parted to allow for the water, of course, but you could see some tiny boats in the distance, providing the same purpose.
That night, having drunk a lot of wine, my mom and I wandered the city together, looking at shops and having such a pleasant time that I almost forgot we were at a sex resort for my mom.
While gazing at a very pretty statue, I heard a familiar voice call out my mother's name.
"Josh!" she yelled, going up to him and greeting him with a sensual hug, much different than the one she had given me. She rubbed herself up against her, letting him feel the softness as it meshed agains his muscular chest.
"How have you been, babe?" he asked, instinctively slipping his hand down the backside of my mother's small green bikini.
"It's been a wonderful day and I'm excited for tomorrow when my light turns red."
"You sexy little thing, you'll be scooped up so quick. It's actually a lot harder to find an available girl than I imagined; I spent the day swimming and playing some golf."
"You poor thing," my mother said, letting her own hand slip down the young man's pants, "Just because I'm not claimed doesn't mean we can't have some fun."
"Sounds like a party," Josh smiled, scooping my mom up like I had seen the other man do, and carrying her away. I had to run to keep up.
"You haven't seen Sonny, have you?" she asked.
"No, and I've been looking. I don't think they expect members of the same party to find each other. Part of the fun, you know?"
"Yes, I can see. Well, we won't ruin that excitement, I'll be out before my light turns tomorrow. We can just spend the night together."
Josh led us to a tall apartment building on the water. He swiped us in and pressed the fourteenth floor. The door of the elevator opened to a spacious one room apartment: the size of the whole floor!
"Pretty amazing, right? Every trader gets his own floor."
In the center of the enormous room was the bed, which was a big red comfortable circle. Around the perimeter was a wide view of the resort through a perfect glass window. A level in, around the window, was a donut shaped swimming pool, one that reached right up against the glass of the windows. There was one break at the elevator door, where the floor bridged over the pool, and then again directly across the circular room, where it led to an open arc shaped kitchen room.
Letting my mother down, she raced to the bed and flung herself on it. I was thrown with her, landing crudely on the ground besides the bed.
Josh shed his clothes at the door, getting completely nude. His long soft cock slapped against his leg as he made his way and leaped into the pool, swimming briskly in a circle around the apartment.
My mother looked up from the bed and saw Josh's perfect body as it circled her. She got up slowly, letting her hips sway as she walked sensually towards the water, myself dragging behind her of course. As she lowered her tan body in, I sat on the edge with my legs splashing in the pool. As soon as she was standing in the pool, Josh swan up and grabbed up around the waist and pinned her against the glass wall in a passionate kiss.
I kicked the water around with my feet, not much else to do. Josh and my mother kissed deeply, her hands roaming his back and digging her nails into his strong back. Her long legs wrapped around his waist and he pressed her fit body harder against the glass.
Soon, I heard the wet slap as her bikini bodies flung in a pile next to me, wet and dark. Her bikini top soon followed. I looked up and their tan fit bodies were so closely embraced that it was hard to tell whose hands were groping and grabbing what.
Josh spun my mother around, her thick bottom now pressed against his stomach. He leaned against the window and her back arched back, pushing her big breasts with their hard nipples out into the air of the apartment. I heard her moan softly as he inserted his hard white cock into her and began pumping into my mother.
I slipped myself into the pool and began swimming in the opposite direction. I let the string pull taught and swam in place, feeling the waves in the pool from my mom lowering herself up and down onto Josh's positioned cock.
I swam there, pulling on the thread but of course not moving, until I couldn't breathe, and then I got up and stuck my head out of the water.
My mom was moaning harder and harder and Josh grunted and let her impale herself continually on his cock. The water splashed up around them, but Josh was sturdy positioned against the glass wall, and my mother was voracious in slamming her ass back down in his lap with his cock jamming within her.
Josh pushed forwards and rammed my mom against the opposite end of the pool. She was completely bent over, her chest and arms clinging to the tile around the pool and Josh grabbed her hips and slammed into her. Water splashed up around her, outside the pool, and the flesh of her big tits slid back and forth on the tile, making a squeaky noise with each time Josh pumped.
I let myself out of the pool and could feel the reverberation of their fucking in the slack on my rope. I sat myself back on the end of the pool with my feet in, drying myself with a nearby towel, and the waves of Josh and my mom's bodies once again splashed over me.
Josh grabbed my mom's legs and slid her body on the tile until she was out of the pool, then leaped out, joining her. Grabbing a few towels from a pile, he handed one to my wet panting mom, who dried her slippery body off as Josh did too. He was still drying his head when my mom got down on her knees and took his impressively hard cock into her mouth.
I was yanked forwards during her movements, having been sitting too far away, and I was sliding towards them on the slippery tile when my mom put that cock into her mouth. I laid just a foot away, laying on my back on the floor with my mother gulping down that cock right before my eyes.
My mom let the cock slip from her mouth and jerked him off with both hands, and he grabbed her tits with his back hunched over her. She hadn't been for long when she stood up and pressed her wet tits against him once again, kissing him on his lips. His hard long cock curved up between her legs and poked her fine butt on the other side.
Laying on the floor still, I listened to the sloppy wet sounds of their kiss, until my mother grabbed him by the cock and led him to the bed, at which I scrambled up not to be dragged behind.
Josh shoved her onto the bed with her butt in the air and began pounding her again immediately. Before this, it had been impossible for me to hide away from their show, but now I found enough slack on the rope to slip underneath the bed and lay there on the carpet. I could still hear her fierce moans, but in the semi-darkness I could not see them.
However, with each grunt Josh plunged into my mother, the mattress dipped down, indented from the roughness of his thrusts. I realized it was dangerous, that he may shove his cock so hard into my mom that I might be crushed, so I rolled back out from under and stood up to the sight of my mom moaning out in ecstasy with a look of dumb pleasure plastered on her face.
He spun my mom over and fucked at her with her tits proudly out in the air before he pulled out and jacked himself all over her abdomen, letting cum glaze her big tan breasts and roll down her tight stomach and around her belt covered hips. I could smell the rough scent of his semen as it totally coated my mother's body.



Josh collapsed onto her in the bed and kissed her as the lights knew to dim to a nocturnal slumber brightness. The two drifted to sleep nude in each other arms, and I grabbed a pillow from behind my well fucked mother's head and made my own bed on the floor besides them.
I woke up the next morning before my mom did. From the sunlight that poured in the windows, I could tell it was a late afternoon. I stood up and saw my mother's tan naked body, the dried cum still glazed over her abs and breasts. Josh was nowhere in sight.
"Mom," I said, rousing her from her sleep. As she sat up lazily in the big red bed, I saw that the light on her belt had gone from its safe green to the available red.
"How'd you sleep?" she asked me, rising nude from the bed and walking towards an open shower that was in an alcove.
"Not too great," I said, the image of her ass as I walked behind her reminding me of Josh slamming his cock into her the night before.
"Sorry to hear that, hun. I'll make you some food as soon as I clean off."
The shower was just a spot on the floor that when you stood on it, water rained down from the ceiling. My mother was soaked with water, rubbing it and some soap all over her fit body until she was clean, at which point she dried herself with an available towel. I stood by, watching, not having a choice.
"Oh look, my light's changed!" she noticed, "Looks like Josh can claim me if he wants, or I'll be claimed when I leave, if he wants that."
I wondered if Josh meant what he said about my mother and Sonny being free. From what I knew about him, he seemed okay with them fucking other women, but here, it would be simple enough to leave me and my mom in his home while he searched for Sonny. Even if her light was red, the door couldn't be opened except by him, and so if he found Sonny and brought her back, he could theoretically stock pile them here while he went out and found as many slaves as he liked, fucking them alongside his usual duo with no outside sex for them. I wondered if Josh was taking this route, out looking for Sonny now.
Done with her shower, the rest of Josh's cum having been washed down the drain, my naked mother led me to the kitchen, where she found a well stocked fridge and some high tech equipment.
"How about some muffins?" asked my mom, and I nodded. I sat in a chair outside the glass door to the kitchen. It was as far as the lead would stretch. The rope slid underneath the glass sliding door that was the kitchen, where my nude mom was cooking with her back to the entrance.
She hummed a little tune as she mixed everything, knowing the recipe by heart. It was an odd combination of the motherly whistling and cooking with the sensual nudity and radiant glow she still had from her penetration ecstasy last night.
A heard a loud series of thuds and looked up at the apartment. They were coming from the door, but my mother was too engrossed in cooking to hear them and of course I could not walk up to get it. Who would be trying to enter this floor?
The elevator doors slid open and I saw an unlikely sight. It was a big stuffed pink rabbit, an oversized plush toy, moving out from the elevator and into the apartment.
"Hey little man," said a voice, and I realize that the rabbit was not moving on its own, it was being carried by my semi-friend Tarmi.
He dropped the rabbit next to the door and made his way towards the kitchen at the back. My mother did not seem to notice, as she kept on cooking.
"Tarmi, you found me!"
"Of course, little man. Wasn't hard. I just looked up on my phone the map, found your name, and arrived here. My key opens every door in the place! It's really incredible."
I looked around. "Aren't you worried about cameras?"
"I disabled them, of course! Stop worrying, I got it all under control."
"Sounds like it my friend. Is that rabbit supposed to be my gift?"
"Well, sort of. I can get you some more stuff, of course, if you don't like it. I figured since you're trapped in this wetsuit the whole time, with all these gorgeous slaves around, you've got to be going mad! So maybe you can pump yourself into this thing, maybe that will be a little help."
I laughed. Tarmi wanted me to hump this cute thing. The silly part was that that wasn't a terrible idea. I thought about the cute Asian woman who was so swiftly swooped up and I realized if I closed my eyes and positioned myself around the plush toy, just maybe...
"Wowza!" Tarmi yelled, spotting my mom through the glass door just as she was bending over to put the tray into the oven, "So that's her, huh? Your mom?"
"How'd you learn it was my mom?"
"It's all in the computer, dummie! Man, I'd never heard of a mom bring her son as an accessory. Got to be a pain to have to be tied to dear old mum as she's being nailed. But with a mom like that, woo ha! She looks like she fucks like a panther!"
"It's a little uncomfortable," I told him.
"I've always had a thing for moms," he confessed, "Used to bang my friends' moms in college. Used to write a little computer virus so that people would call me in to help them out, always around parent's weekend. Would end up stumbling into their sexy young mommies, inviting them to dinner and then banging them silly in my dorm room! Let's just say I didn't make a lot of friends, but I got some excellent pussy."
"That's nice," I said hesitantly.
"You bet. But damn, did I never see a mom like yours. Look at her as she pours that batter into those trays. She works that spoon like a real pro. I'll tell you, it takes a real skill to be do such an ordinary skill in a such a sexy way!"
Tarmi stood pressed against the glass door, until my mother bent over once again to place the other tray into the oven. The lips of her well defined pussy stuck out as her ass stood proudly in the air. It was near animalistic, that sight, like a bitch bent over asking to be fucked.
Before I could say a word, Tarmi had jumped through the glass doors, stroked a finger up my bent over mother's slit, and spun her around to face him, his arm around her waist.
"Hey sexy," he offered, and with a quick flip, he slid his card through the box at her side and she was his.
His right arm around her now, groping her left tit, Tarmi smiled at me.
"Lookie here, I got my first slave of the visit!"
"Oh Tarmi..." I said frowning.
"What?"
"I didn't want you to claim my mom!"
"What? Well why the hell not?"
"I don't know..." I said unsure.
"Well that's right, you don't know. There's not a reason in the world that I shouldn't have your sexy young mommy to myself. Hello there darling," he said to her.
"Hello there," cooed my mom, clearly turned on by his brutish display of ownership. She hadn't been shy about telling me how excited she was to be claimed, and it seems it had happened.
Her breathing clearly heavier, my mom pressed herself against the chest of her captor, letting him feel the intensity of her taut big breasts.
"Well then, master," said my mom, "Now that you've got me, is there anything I can do for you?"
Tarmi laughed.
"Oh course there is, my lady. But I think you were in the middle of making your son a nice tray of muffins, so why don't you finish that up before we get to some business."
Tarmi slapped her ass and walked out with me towards the chair in which I was sitting.
"Don't worry about your mom," he told me, "I'll fuck her, I'll fuck her hard, but I'll treat her good. I'm not joking when I say that she is better off with me."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, the hints I had seen on the internet, the small rumors that this place wasn't what it seemed, I'm starting to get the hint that they might be right."
"How so?"
"Well let me tell you what I did yesterday and that should let you in.
"I escaped off the plane pretty quickly because there was a young couple buck naked making love on the runway, so I just quietly grabbed his clothes and changed into them so that I would blend in. Once I was dressed the part, it was no hassle to assimilate in as if I was a normal trader.
"You may have noticed though, for a fresh off the plane trader, there's a low supply of available women. Tons of them walking around with their traders, claimed and green as shit, but not many nude and fresh or unclaimed.
"So I wondered about this, and checked the map I've installed on my phone. It shows up everyone as little dots, purple for traders, green for claimed, red for free, and then blue for you, my little accessory man.
"Turns out, there's a huge volume of red dots in this one building across town. Like an insane number, more than the sum of those not in this area.
"It seemed damn suspicious to me, so I followed my map and made my way over there. But turns out, right at that spot, there's damn nothing! Just a fountain. It's very shady and shit.
"About that time, it was getting dark, so I had myself a meal and won you this rabbit toy at the carnival. I was looking at you on this map, but you and your mom had left with your trader friend to come here, so I found a cabana on the beach to take a nap. When I woke up, your mom had turned red, your trader friend was gone, and I decided, hey, if I come over there, I can deliver little man his present and claim my first girl too!" He laughed bawdily.
My mom walked out with muffins stacked on an ornate tray.
"But the girls, though, all those red dots... I don't get it, I really don't. Something's not right here."
My mom set the tray down next to the chair and Tarmi pulled her over on his lap. I bit into the muffin as my mother squirmed her body all over Tarmi.
"Calm down, my lady. Plenty of time for the naughty stuff when we've left. Wow, little man, your mom is sure frisky." He grabbed a muffin and ate it.
"We should get going," he said, "Your trader friend will be coming back soon, I bet, and I'd rather not find him."
"He wouldn't be trouble," I assured Tarmi, not even sure if what I said was true. If Josh had wanted to stockpile my mom, he would be upset to find someone had illegally entered his room and taken her.
"Let's go then," Tarmi said, "You got any garments on you, my lady?"
"Just a swimsuit," my mom answered, and she waltzed over towards the pool where the pieces still lay from Josh ripping them off. She bent over and put them back on.
"You look like a million bucks," Tarmi told her and she smiled.
Tarmi led us down the elevators, out of Josh's apartment floor. We walked towards the beach, Tarmi walking in front, my mom walking towards him to keep in range, me, dragged along by the reins of my lead, and that stuffed bunny dragging behind me.
At the beach, when we were far away from Josh's room, Tarmi found a spot and laid down in the sun. My mom curled up besides him, anxious to play the role and please her owner.
"Nice weather out here. Sunny and pleasant all the time." Tarmi pulled at the strings of my mother's bikini bottoms.
"Gorgeous really. As hot as a the first of hell but this beach wind makes it cool and cozy." He tugged at my mom's bottoms until they were completely gone.
"They give us these nice towels, made of silk or cotton, or some incredible mixture of the two." Now his fingers took my mother's top between them, undoing the green knot.
"I've seen a lot of resorts out there, on the web and even visited a few, but none have the weather that Mankai Mauve does, I mean it." He had taken off my mother's top completely.
"You ever fuck on the beach, little man?" My mom sat up, facing her bare tits towards him.
"It's great, as long as you don't get sand around you." He sat up too and unbuttoned his shirt.
"You get sweaty, of course, but that can make the sex better. A big titted woman, riding on top of you in the sun, sweat rolling down her neck and onto her chest... What could be better?" He sat up on his arms and slid off his pants too.
Both of them were completely nude, and Tarmi grabbed his rock hard cock with his hand. I had never seen a cock that big, even in porn, even when I watched the porn star fuck my mother before my eyes. I could see my mom's eyes widen; she wad rapturous with excitement.
"I mean, the heat just makes everything sexier. Warm sweaty bodies, pounding away at each other, that's what makes it human, really, that animal sweat and heat." He shoved my mother's head down between his legs, and she knew to lap at his tool with her slippery lips and tongue.
"And boy does it get better with age. I've fucked moms before, little man, tons of 'em. And they're the best, I tell you, really." My mom slurped up and down his monster rod and he pulled at her hard sweaty nipples.
"I reckon it has to do with sex itself, you know. All about procreation. Little things, young ones, maybe they love sex because it's new, but if they really wanted it, if they craved cock, they would have gotten a belly full of some potent spunk by now. It's not enough for a woman to want cock in her mouth, or in her arms, she's got to crave the warm splooge inside her, to want it to grow inside her. If she's not a mother, she's not really a slut, is she?"
My mom was so rapidly sucking at this man that I could see the bulge bounce in his throat as his hard cock head poked at her esophagus.
"That's just what sons are. That's what you are really. A physical manifestation of how much your mom loves cock. Some girls want to gulp it down, that's fine too. But she let it grow, damn it, she let some cock send wave of warm jizz inside her and she kept it there for months and raised it until she cooked it muffins this morning. You want to know why I bang moms? Because moms know how to deal with cock better than any other kind of women on the planet."
With that, his big balls contracted and my mom's mouth gushed with a torrent of jism. She sucked down much, but pulled back and let the curved hard rod spasm and shoot over her body. The beach sun was beating down on us all, but my mom kissed that cock head when it finished spurting and licked her lips hungrily.
"Maybe I'll do that, eventually, to your mom. Send my seed inside of her and let this slut make it grow into a person. I'll shoot a baby into your mom's belly, unless we get killed trying to figure out where all the red girls went."
I laid down and stared up at the bright sun over us, listening to my mom drink down the remnants of his cum and realizing that neither of those proposed options seemed very good to me.
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Chapter 05 (Sonny's Day at the Resort)
Dear diary,
Right now, as I write this, there is a hairy pink little cock pounding into from behind as I'm nude and bent over a kitchen counter. From the sounds of his grunting, he sure seems to be enjoying it but I'm not feeling a thing. The fucker is completely in himself, pawing away at my tits though, and hasn't even noticed that I've been bored out of my mind this whole time and have now begun to actually write in a diary.
That's the way it should be, though. Let him have his fun now, and we'll see who's enjoying himself later.
Of course I never would have considered letting a guy like this anywhere near my pussy, but it's been an interesting day here at Mauve and it's been a bit of a journey to where I am now.
When Josh announced that we were going on vacation, I could tell from the little smile on his face that it wasn't going to be a normal blowjobs-on-the-beach kind of trip. Josh and I have gone away before, and we spent most of that drunk of out of minds, spending money at the casino, and fucking each other's brains out. It was a pretty nice time. But ever since Chad and his sweet little mom came onto the picture, Josh has been a lot more devious and so I kind of expected something kinky, though a sex-slave roleplaying resort never crossed my mind.
I've played sex slave with Josh before, we do it all the time actually. Josh is the king of Rome and I'm his royal queen who greets him each morning with my lips around his balls. Then Chad's yummy mummy entered, and she became our royal hand maiden, who ate me out and licked my ass clean and then Josh would fuck us both.
Josh enjoys being the alpha, and when I'm around him, I can't help submitting. He's just so confident and sexy and I love everything about him. However, it was getting a little hard because in every other context, I'm the absolute alpha. Before Josh, I mostly dated handsome but nervous men who bought me dinners and clothes and ate me out every night when I asked. I admit, I could get a little cruel with how long I withdrew sex from them, but it only made the eventual fucking hotter.
Josh was different though. There was a thrill when his hands ripped open my blouse on our first date, how his assured tone of voice told me to get on my knees and worship his penis. I couldn't say no! He was so smart and ambitious, and thought it may've been cruel how he expected sexual favors from me as a reward for his ambition, I had never been with anyone like him and so I gave him whatever he desired.
We hada lways had an open relationship, out of Josh's wishes. I was jealous of the other bimbos he impaled some nights, all of whom were more naturally submissive than I ever was. Still, some of the boys I kept around during that period were interesting; I could make them lick me out after Josh had just fucked me, or remind them that they were second rate compared to the man god I was sucking off on a daily basis.
Finally though, Chad and that gorgeous milf of his came onto the scene. With her, and with that squirmy nervous Chad, I finally an outlet where I was the real boss as well as still slave to Josh. Josh could order the two of us on our knees, whip out his meat and shove it down each of our throats back and forth. He could fuck that mom hard and good and then shoot his final load all over my tits. Not only did having a second partner allow my job of satiating Josh to become a lot easier, it also meant that I could be satisfied too. Because when Josh eventually left to hang with his friends or do some work, I could order that bitch to clean the sheets, lick his cum off my chest, and finally lick my pussy until I shot my own wetness all over her.
And then that wasn't the end of it, because cute little Chad followed along wherever his slutty mom went. After she ate me out, I could see the mix of absolute reverence and sever humiliation flush over his face. To him, I could be not only this passive statue of unattainability (I know my body isn't perfect, but to that kid, my big tits and curvy hips might as well be), but also this totally active conqueror and his doting mommy.
So now, on a daily basis, I get to get the rocks fucked out of my brain by my Adonis master, I get to be serviced by a slim sexy maternal slave, and then I get to watch the poor horny kid squirm as he wished it was his load coating my tits and not his mom's breasts that were being cupped in my greedy hands.
So Mauve seemed like it would be more of the same; Josh would dominate us all, I would order around that sexy mommy, and then finally I would get to tease and embarrass that poor son, but when the plane landed, I found that they purposefully split us all up. I hadn't seen Chad since I hinted that he might get a chance to bang me at this resort. With that comment, I was hoping to get his mind in a tangle, make the fact that he had to share a cabin on the plane with me and my master even more unbearable, but it turns out he wasn't even in the cabin! I had no idea where he escaped to.
Then one of those purple bikini service women lead Josh away, and then our mom slave away, and then I left too, in a completely different direction to a completely different side of the resort.
When I arrived, it was hot and breezy, which was rather nice, but I was in no vacation mood. Sure the light on my belt was that safe green, which meant no men could possibly come and claim me, but that idea of it turning red in 24 hours, and my body being up for the taking of any of thees greedy bastards, was not a pleasant though. Sure I loved being ordered what to do, sucking cock and getting fucked from behind and swallowing as much cum as that cock could shoot, but that was with Josh, not with random strangers. If he wanted to tie me up, keep in a corner, and cum on me every day until my body was a crusty mess I would have submitted in a heartbeat, but these other losers could take a hike.
I set out walking down an avenue to try to find Josh, but it was clear this place was way too packed that I would find him easily. Since I was fresh off the plane, my breasts and hips were still completely uncovered, and I realized that this was not the case for everyone. You would think that at a sex resort, everyone would be naked, but most of the guys and girls were dressed in nice expensive clothes. I was getting frequent looks from most of the traders, who popped their heads up at the jiggle of my tits as I stepped, but then sat back down when they saw I was at a green light.
"If I don't find Josh before 24 hours," I thought, "There's no doubt that I'll get claimed so fast. Look how much attention I'm getting even now."
A few traders hollered at me, asked me to suck them off and if they could feel my tits, but I ignored them. If you wanted to worship my body, I thought, you could either be Josh himself, or you could be my bitch, but if you're neither then shut the hell up and jack your own self off if my body is so stuck on your mind.
I needed to find some clothes, and so I stepped into a fairly large department store that I passed. The shoppers were all very gorgeous looking women, all of them with green lights, and so there weren't a lot of men there at all.
I wandered around trying to find something that would cover me up a bit, but all of the selections were extremely revealing. I could wear a top that had holes cut out so my tits would be on display. Bikinis and short dresses were everywhere, but I wanted something normal that would allow me to lay low until I could be swiped by Josh and wear whatever he told me to wear.
There was a sleepy looking man in a purple employee outfit, and so I walked up and disturbed him from his nap.
"Hello," I said, and his eyes went straight for my tits, "I know this is a resort with anything I could desire and I want to know if I could get some clothes custom made."
The man yawned, his eyes still glued to my breasts and so I covered them with my hands and yelled, "Hey, listen to me."
"Sorry, what?"
"Is there a tailor or someone who will make me some specially designed clothes?"
"Uhh," said the man, noticing the frustration on my face and becoming a little scared, "I can find someone."
I was still holding my tits when he scurried back and told me some directions downstairs and past the shoes where someone might be able to help me.
The tailor had a tiny alcove in the corner behind some lingerie, and I knocked on his door.
So far, since I entered the resort, everyone I had seen had been gorgeous. The women were slim and curvy, the traders muscular and handsome. The employees even, the few I saw, were good looking men and women in purple outfits.
The tailor was not very attractive at all. I could see why they hid him down here, in an alcove. He was short and pudgy, was breathing heavily, and he had bad acne and oily skin. He wasn't even wearing purple.
I held my hands to my breasts still and he nervously looked around the store before he invited me into his office. It was cramped and hot, and smelled bad.
"So what can I do for you, sweet thing?" It was clear that the tailor was an inside man, working for the company but not supposed to be seen by the clients. He was a sad looking man, the kind of guy who probably didn't get laid until his 30s back in America. I had met people like this tailor before, they were losers in the sack but acted as if they were kings. They felt themselves superior to everyone, look at the dumb brutes with their parties, they muttered, jacking off alone in their dark rooms with no one around. I wondered how he even got hired to come to Mankai.
"I was hoping to get some new clothes," I told him.
"We have lots of clothes available," he said, indicating outside to the department store.
"I wanted special clothes," I clarified, "Something a little less skimpy than what's out there."
"Oh, for like a rape thing, I understand."
"Sorry?"
"Don't worry, a lot of slaves come and ask for this. You get something that covers you nicely and then the traders come and rip them off you, it's a game."
"That's not really why I wanted them. I just don't want everyone in this resort to be staring at my tits."
"Really? Then why are you even here at all?"
I paused, not sure how to answer the tailor.
"I mean, you do have some nice tits," he mumbled. I shifted my hands to make sure they were as covered as I could. Really, my hands were only so big, and I was busty enough that there was some considerable flesh spilling out between my fingers.
"You're saying if I try to cover up and dress anything other than sexy, that will only entice the people here more?"
"Absolutely."
I grimaced, and the tailor let out a muffled little laugh.
"Are you really looking to try to escape? We're not holding you here, just leave."
But I knew I didn't want to leave. I imagined my ideal scenario, in which I found Josh and Chad and his beautiful mommy and we went back and fucked all day in this luxurious exotic escape...
"I want to stay," I said, "I just am waiting for a specific person to come and claim me."
"Ah, but the fun of Mauve is that there is no specific person," he answered, bolder in his company's philosophy than in anything else he'd said to me before, "Just traders and slaves!"
"I'm just looking for maybe something not the traditional Mauve."
He stared at me, shifting in his seat. He could see that I was getting a little nervous about the idea that nicer clothes wouldn't allow me to be saved for Josh.
"I can help with that."
He stood up and his hunched over shape walked closer to me.
"If you take care of me in the way I want, I can help you in the way you want."
Oh, I smiled. He just wanted me to get his rocks off. I could do this easily, and then I would have myself an ally. But I played dumb a little longer.
"Please, tell me what I need to do, anything!" I cried, faking desperation. Maybe I overdid it a little, but he didn't seem to notice.
"Come here," he beckoned.
The asshole was towering over me now, and I walked over to him, letting my hands fall and expose my breasts. When I got close to him, he slipped him left hand down my skin and planted it right between my legs. I was a little surprised at how quickly he was rubbing my pussy and my body rewarded him with a sticky wetness that covered his hand.
"Get down on your knees," he ordered, and I obeyed. I pulled out his cock, which was kind of short, but hard as hell. Poor guy has probably never been with a woman like me, I thought.
I figured it wouldn't be long for him to blow his load, so when I took his member into my mouth, I rubbed my tongue all along his purple cock head and let the saliva drip out of my mouth.
My tits were getting mauled as he hunched over to grab them with his tool in my mouth. With the same eagerness with which he went for my pussy a moment ago, he was now obsessed with my pendulous breasts. I really didn't mind, though he still did not smell the greatest.
It was only a few minutes after I started sucking him that I felt a rush of wetness in my mouth pulsing from his cock. It was so soon that I was shocked but starting customarily gulping down his load until I realized something was completely wrong.
I shoved that cock out of my mouth, but he grabbed my hair with one hand and his cock with the other and continued to send jet of warm yellow urine across my face and down my body.
I could still taste its pungency in my mouth, but I remembered that I was supposed to be a good girl, and so I held up my tits and his cock continued peeing all over me, making my tits wetter than any cum load had, and dripping down my warm stomach and settling on the floor.
The shower lasted for what felt like hours, his hard small cock unloading pee all over me. He sent some at my face, and let it collect in my mouth. He even soaked my hair. The room was now a stench of his urine, and I could feel its warmth as the smell radiated off me.
When the last few yellow drops fell from his hole, he immediately shoved his dick right back into my mouth, forcing me to swallow the urine that had collected there as my lips massaged his shaft.
His hands pulled and pushed my hair so that my nose was right in his pubes, but the asshole has a smaller cock than he imagined and so it was really no problem to take his little down in my throat. Though I knew enough of men like him to realize talking was not a good idea, I could have had a completely fluid conversation with him even with his entire cock between my lips. With my eyes still pushed into a forest of black curly hairs, he finally unloaded five long jets of spunk directly into my stomach before he removed his flaccid cock from my face.
He turned and went to the other side of his office, and I stood up from my squat. I was a mess. My hair was soaking wet, my tits were shiny and moist and the makeup on my face was running. And of course there was the smell.
I had been peed on before, but only by Josh, and only once. It had been Chad's mom's idea. She and I had embraced, making out in the empty tub of Josh's bathroom. We spent the entire day in the tub, alternating between shoving our tongues down each other's throats and the yummy mummy gnawing herself away between my legs. The ritual was that Josh was doing work in the other room, but every time he had to urinate he would come in and do it right into the bath tub, all over the two of our naked bodies. It wasn't my favorite day, because Josh spent so much of it out of the picture, but the moments in which he entered that bathroom and let his cock spew liquid gold all over were divine.
I hadn't enjoyed the tailor's shower nearly as much as I had Josh's, and the memory made me more eager to find my man and our sexy mom toy.
The tailor finished pulling up his pants and went away worldlessly into a door at the back of his office. I peered in and saw a large store room back there.
When the tailor emerged, he had a big light blue box, which he set down on his desk and made his way over to me. He sat down in the chair next to me.
"Have a seat, we'll chat," he told me, patting his lap, and so I planted my relatively dry butt cheeks down on his left thigh.
"I'll take care of you, doll, don't worry," he grinned. Though his left hand was exploring the nape of my back and the flesh of my ass, his right hand reached into his pocket and pulled out a dark purple card.
Sliding the card between my breasts in an attempt to be playful (what a pig), he handed me it.
"I'm not supposed to give you this, but you were so good to me, so here you go. Slide your own self, if you want, it's a staff card. Slide it on your belt up to reserve yourself, and down to undo any reservation. If you don't want to get claimed, just claim yourself. If you get claimed by someone else and want to undo it, just slide it down."
I realized that this thing would be much more useful than modest clothes, and I gripped it tightly with my hand.
"It will get you into some buildings too, just try it. I packed up an outfit for you too, in the box. Every once in a while I get to blast a girl with my piss, but none of them took it like you did babe." He squeezed my thigh and pushed me up off his lap.
I went towards the clothes and started to open them, but he stopped me.
"Just take them and go out the hall, make a left, and you'll find a staff bathroom you can use to shower and get changed."
I got up and went towards the door to leave, but he called me back.
"Give me a kiss goodbye babe."
This tailor was insufferable. Wasn't it enough that I was still dripping wet with his piss? Nevertheless, I waltzed back over to him, careful to sway my hips seductively, and leaned forwards to plant a long sensual kiss on his lips.
I don't think he really thought that through, because with my kiss I had left the stench and drops of his own urine into his mouth, but I had escaped out the door before I got to see his reaction.
The staff women's bathroom door opened when I swiped, and it was a roomy space with four shoulder level shower stalls, four toilets, a row of sinks, and purple and white checkered tiles along the floor and the walls.
I set my box down on the sink counter, and left my purple card on top of the box.
The warm water was refreshing and washed every trace of that creep's urine off my body. The shower had a vat of sweet smelling lavandar soap which I lathered all over my body and then washed off. In the warm water and the perfumed bubbles, I was feeling very fresh and wonderful.
I heard the door, and turned around to see it swing open and a long haired redhead came in wearing the typical purple bikini.
"Hello there!" she said to me, smiling friendly and she made her way to the sink.
I knew I wasn't supposed to be in here, but the stall was leveled much above my waist and so there was no way for her to see that I had the traditional slave card reader belt around me.
After she stared at herself in the mirror for a few moments, she reached behind her back and undid the strings of her bikini top, and then did the same at her waist, hanging the purple swimsuit up and a hook and then coming over to the shower stall next to me.
"Are you new here? I haven't seen you before," she said in a bubbly voice.
I told her I was, but inside my head I was groaning. How long would it be until she left? I was stuck in the shower stall because if she saw I had the purple card, there's no way she would let me keep it. That fucking tailor knew it was unsafe for me to be walking around so openly with that card, but it's not like he cared.



The red head was much shorter than me and I could see over the stall as she washed her perky tits.
"I'm so upset," she complained to me in her high pitched voice, "Can you believe they stationed me at Club Violet tonight?"
"Oh that's the worst!" I lied enthusiastically.
"I know! That place just gives me the creeps. At least here it's all handsome guys and their pretty toys, just fucking and buying sexy clothes and going to the beach. But in there, there's that whole different tone. It's sweaty and intense and everyone is so busy with their affairs and scores. I mean, I know the richest clients spend their time in there, so we have to help out as staff, but I'd so rather just be behind the counter here, wouldn't you?"
I had no idea what she was saying, but I nodded and agreed with completely.
As she finished her shower, I tried to make sense of what she was saying. Whatever Club Violet was, it didn't sound like a very nice place, but it had the richest clients? I liked this for two reasons. First, if rich people went there, Josh would be there. He worked so hard and made so much money and I knew he couldn't resist acting like a rich boy. What that was, I had no idea, but he would go there if he knew about it. Second, if I couldn't be with Josh right away, maybe I could find something to do with some rich men. Josh isn't the only one who wants money, you know? I already got a guy to give me tons of presents today, maybe I could get some more cool treats...
I was knocked out of my thoughts by the sounds of the shower turning off. The employee girl was drying off and putting her bikini back on.
"Nice talking to you!" she said, and I wished her good luck for her bad lot at Club Violet (what was it?).
Now that she was gone, I left the shower stall and dried myself off. My round tits and flat stomach, which were before covered in hot steamy piss, were not smooth clean and smelled wonderful.
I checked in the box to see what kind of clothes the tailor had left me. Maybe he wasn't a douchebag at all because these threads were pretty nice.
First, he left me a tube top white bra that was a little too snug. This wasn't very comfortable, but if made my chest bulge out obscenely, which I'm sure he intended. He also gave me a blue fishnet shirt, which I used to cover my top, though it was cut too short and I ended up having my stomach out to display.
He had also given me a tight black skirt, which was expectedly too tight and too short, making it hug my already large behind and expose my tan thighs to the world. Of course, there were no panties in sight. All in all, it was a very sexy outfit, but it was no string bikini. I may have looked like no nun, but I was more covered up than before.
He also included a cute small blue purse that matched my fishnet shirt. Inside, I found a lot of interesting make up tools, a small vial of hand sanitizer, a pen, and the notebook that I'm currently writing in now. I'm sorry if my handwriting is a little shakey; he's pounding me pretty rapidly, and slapping my ass every few minutes. I can't say it hurts, but I'm not enjoying it.
Anyway, now that I was clean and clothed, I looked at myself in the mirror and yawned loudly. With jet lag, I was exhausted, and I needed to rest.
I peeked outside into the hallway but no one was there. I walked left, farther down into what I assumed was an employee section, and found a tiny office that looked like it hadn't been used in a while. It had a comfy looking couch, and so I sprawled myself out and fell asleep.
When I woke up, I had no idea what time it was. However, glancing down at my belt, I saw that my light was that bright dangerous red. It must have been at least twenty four hours then.
Taking the card out of my purse, I swiped myself and it completely worked. I was back to green.
Walking out of the office and back into the department store, I could tell it was mid morning. I must have slept all night.
I walked out onto the streets and made my way down an avenue. The resort may have been designed to look like a city, but they had signs everywhere to tell you where everything was. Club Violet had arrows pointing all over, though it seemed like a considerable walk.
I passed by an older woman with a green light sticking to the side of her trader, a much younger skinny man. For a second, I thought maybe they were mother and son, but that didn't seem right. She was probably a divorced rich spinster, come to a far away land to get her snatch pounded by young men like the one beside her.
I started thinking about Chad and that yummy mummy of his. I really missed them both. At the thought of her expert lips and heaving breasts, my pussy began to tingle, but it was more than that.
My life had been so excellent since I met them. With our current arrangement, I could be ordered around by Josh and then myself order around that mom. And then there's Chad. Poor Chad.
It's clear what Josh gets out of us; two of the sexiest and kinkiest broads out there, basically worshipping him twenty four seven. He gets four big tan tits, two slimy hard working tongues, two sets of curvy wide hips, and two tight wet pussies that gush when he enters a room. What else could a man want?
The mom, she can be so mindless at times, but she's benefitting too. Though I'm sure with a body like hers, she's enjoyed some hard cock during her years, Josh really does have a way with his meat. Any girl is lucky to even lay a finger on his glorious package.
Plus, she gets me. Guys have such a stigma against guy-on-guy action (I personally am begging for the day that Josh scoops Chad over with his mom and me and fucks him like he does us, but I know Josh is too macho for that to ever happen). Girls can appreciate girls just fine. And though she revels in Josh's commands the same way I do, she gets to have a soft plushy lady master to boss her around too.
And then there's Chad, and while in a sense it's so natural for the four of us to live the way we do, it's also so bizarre. Josh is so superior and important and self-absorbed (but that's why I'm driven so crazy by him, isn't it? ;) ) that he never even notices Chad. But I do, and his mom sure does.
I don't think that mom has had a thought on her mind since the day we met. She's been like a brainless sex zombie this whole time. So eager to please, so willing to degrade herself for Josh and for me more and more and more. I know she loves Chad dearly, but this degradation has overwhelmed her little head and she's been on one long orgasm this whole time. Josh rails her hard every day, I rail her hard every day, and she laps up his cum off the floor like a dog in front of her own son! Every day! Chad means everything in this. If Josh was just banging her, it wouldn't be nearly as fun. She's not just being a whore, she's being a whore with a man her son's age and right in from of him. It doesn't get any more degrading then that. I envy her, a little. Since we got to her, the only images in her head have been an endless trail of cocks and my warm pussy at the end.
But I love Chad, beyond just as a tool for degrading myself for Josh. Sure, I love it how Josh rails me and he watches so eagerly and so lustfully, seeing that Josh can do whatever he wants and he himself can't do anything. I get a thrill watching him squirm as I describe how I dug my pelvis into his own mom's face and gushed all over her cheeks. It's hot telling a poor little boy that you made his mommy into a complete whore.
But if that mommy gets off on the idea that her son is helpless in watching her sink lower and lower, there's a thrill for me in being helpful. I like when I can hear him jerking off in the other room and I moan a little louder, so he can hear me and cum a lot nicer. I give him my bras to rub against his little balls, and I flash him sometimes, to tease him for sure, but also because the kid so desperately wants to see my tits!
So maybe, if things turn out a certain way, it would be bad to let him go a little farther. Let Josh screw away at his mom, and maybe let him jerk off a little onto my tits. I can make him like his seed off, a treat for both of us, and even if I only let him do it once, he'll be stuck to me forever with the idea that it could happen again!
I was thinking about all of this when I knocked into the bicep of a big man in a cut off t-shirt. I was too lost in my thoughts, not watching where I was going. I fell down to the ground.
My skirt rolled up my thighs, exposing that I had on no panties, and when I reached across myself to fix them, my heart sunk into my chest.
How was my light red! I had just swiped myself an hour ago. Did the card not work? I was terrified, here I was red and in danger with this giant of a trader who could swipe me at any moment.
I stood up quickly and apologized before walking away briskly. Was he following me? Had he seen?
After a few minutes, it was clear that he had not. I made my way into a corner alley and pulled out my purple card to try to swipe again. It worked fine, the light turning back to green and staying that way for a safe moments more. I reasoned through this and figured that the purple staff cards don't hold as long. If I didn't remember to reswipe every hour or so, I was bound to get caught and owned.
After so much walking, I found myself in front of Club Violet. It was still mid day, and I grabbed some food from a stand, eating quickly before walking to the entrance.
There were two big red doors beneath the sign that read Club Violet. They were guarded by a large portly black man in a purple suit and sunglasses.
"Hello," I said, showing off that I was green lit and should be fine to enter.
"No newbies," he said, not even glancing in my eyes.
"Excuse me?"
"Your light is green. You ain't got a trader. It's your first 24 hours. No newbies, no singles. You find a trader in a few hours."
There was no way I could explain to him that I had a staff card and that I was technically not a newbie.
I looked around the courtyard in front of the club, but there were not many people.
"Oh please sir, is there anything I can do?" I did my best damsel-in-distress voice.
"No."
I reached under my fishnet and pulled down my bra. Now the see-through mesh of the blue shirt was all that shielded my tits from the air.
He wasn't even glancing, so I reached for his hand and maneuvered his massive paw over my right tit. He couldn't help but give it a few quick squeezes. I slid his hand down my body and between my legs, right up between my skirt and...
Bam, I fell down. He had done something, in one movement, his one finger had put pressure in the most amazing spot in my wetness and I had felt an overpowering wave of pleasure surge through my body so intensely that my knees just crumbled and I fell. It was incredible.
"That is over." he told me. "If you do one more thing, I will have you leave this resort."
I stood up and sulked myself away. It did not look easy to get into the Club Violet. I pulled up my bra to recover my tits and started to leave the courtyard when a huge crowd appeared.
The crowd was mostly women with green bikinis, their flesh swaying as they took steps in their high heels. At the lead of the pack was a tall white man with gray hair in suit, and a face I recognized immediately.
Deshawn was a hit rap sensation in America and probably across the world. I have all his records, love and music, and I read all the blogs about who he's currently screwing. Last I checked, he was boning the mom of a girl he had screwed a month ago, but I guess he had dumped her and come here to Mauve.
I knew that my best chance to get into Club Violet was going to be as part of this crew. I unswiped myself quickly and rushed up to the big shirtless black star.
"Hello there," I said to him, pushing my tits up to impress him, "Got room for one more?"
"Get lost," Deshawn said, not even glancing at my bountiful tan breasts.
"Come on," I pleaded, "I'll suck your cock so good, you can fuck my sweet ass."
I knew that Deshawn was an ass man, and he stopped.
"Show me that thing," he commanded.
I bent over in front of him arched my back inwards so my cute ass stuck right up in the air. The way the skirt was stretching, there was no way he couldn't see how juicy and full my behind really was.
"Yea girl, you got a nice ass," I heard him say, "But how do I know you're a slut?"
"How about this?" I offered, walking on my hands and feet backwards and grinding my ass into his crotch.
"Let me tell you a story," I began.
"For the past few months, I've been living with my boyfriend, this dork I know from school, and his bombshell milf mom. Every morning, this slut and I lick his cock until it's hard and he cums on our faces, then she makes us both breakfast covered in his juices. The son is a pathetic little guy, cute but completely hopeless, and he just sits there in the house watching his mom slide deeper and deeper into degradation. We fuck her around the house, we make her dress in barely nothing so we can fuck her in public. My boyfriend and his big cock own my vagina, the milf's pussy, and by extension, the poor little cock of her son. I live nearly every moment of my life in ecstasy, with either a big cock sliding between my tits, or that dutiful milf's tongue lapping between my legs. Does that make me enough of a slut for you?"
Deshawn stood in stunned silence but I continued to rub my ass up against him.
"Take this bitch," he finally said, and the gray haired man grabbed me by the hips and slid his card through my slot.
"Shit," I thought, "I don't know who the fuck this guy is. I was hoping at least Deshawn himself was going to slide me."
I knew my purple card was on me, so I could escape nearly any time I needed. However, if I wanted to stay in the park without getting kicked out, I would need to make sure no one knew I had it.
The group walked through the doors to Club Violet easily. I gave a big wink to the doorman. I had gotten into the club without putting an inch of his cock inside my body. His loss.
I was expecting a club inside, but it was far from it. Club Violet, or just Violet as the big sign said, seemed like an entirely new resort. It was an indoor cavern, with big buildings inside the expanse and roads and corridors that led even deeper. Where was I?
The first issue I saw was that in here, not everyone looked like a slave or a trader. There were women dressed in business suits without card slots, and in here, the population was not nearly as attractive as out in Mauve. In fact, a bigger bouncer was standing guarding the gate from Violet back to Mauve then from Mauve into Violet. From what I could tell, this seemed like a whole new animal, with a connection to Mauve, of course, but with its own new sets of rules.
Deshawn and the gray haired man led us to a big building on the right, and all the girls and I crammed into a giant laundry basket on wheels. It was squished and uncomfortable, with flesh sliding all over everyone else's flesh. Deshawn and the man pushed the cart through the building like we were a cart of groceries that he had just picked off the shelf.
Finally, they dumped us out into a giant room with studio lights and a stage, and the girls all proceeded onto the stage.
"What is this?" I asked, but Deshawn told me to shut my mouth and go change into my outfit.
The gray haired man led me to a room and handed me a tiny neon green bikini. I kept expecting him to leave while I changed, but then I remember that since he swiped me, we were stuck together.
I undid my clothes and I saw his eyes go wide. The old man watched my tits jiggle and I adjusted the bikini top, and he even reached his hand down and ran it over my taut tan thigh. I played the part and giggled.
Slapping my ass as I walked in front of him, the gray man led me to the stage, where all of the girls were on their knees and hands with their big asses faces the empty audience of the room.
The gray haired man shoved me onto the stage, and I had to admire how nice these girls looked. They were all perfectly slender full bodied ladies with either enourmous tits or bodacious asses, or in most cases, both. I felt right at home amongst these sexy girls, and got in line on my hands and knees with them.
A loudspeaker announced that the live audience for this rap video shoot would be arriving soon, and it didn't take a genius to realize what I had now signed up for.
Within a few minutes, the studio was packed with people, the lights were adjusted, and I was still on my hands and knees when Deshawn took the stage.
"What's up Club Violet!" he roared and the crowd cheered back at him.
There were camera men running behind and in front of us, and when the camera passed by me I licked my lips and winked. Before I knew it, a loud beat from giant speakers behind us burst out and Deshawn's rhymes echoed throughout the cheering hall.
All the other girls had started shaking their booties right up in the air and so I joined them. Deshawn came by and, microphone in hand, grabbed the hips of one of the girls farther down the line and thrust into her behind, her face contorting into a look of surprised glee.
Soon enough, there was the sound of a pop and I saw from the corner of my eye as Deshawn emptied a body of champagne over this girl's skin. The fizzy suds slicked down her exposed butt, leaving a glistening mess of foam all across her deep olive skin. The crowd cheered and the camera men moved in.
I watched as a new crowd of men, all in black shirts and black pants, entered the stage, each of them approaching one of the bent over women in line. The man behind me slapped my ass and I let out a loud sexy cry. Then, I felt the cold fizzy champagne pop out of the bottle and coat my own behind, and I just shook my slippery ass up in the air for everyone to see.
The man grabbed my hips and spun me around, coating my chest with the suds too. I grinded down on my knees, rotating my hips and letting the champagne drip down my entire body. I even stuck my shoulders together so that my arms squeezed my big boobs together in a wet slippery mess.
Now that I was turned around, I had a better view of the crowd. It was enormous. Club Violet must not be a club at all, but an entirely new city, and this football stadium of a concert hall must just be one tiny piece.
I saw on my left that most of the girls had disappeared. It seemed like each of the guys, after making sure his girl's body was wet with all the champagne, was throwing their girl into the audience to crowd surf on top of the spectators' eager hands.
Sure enough, I squealed as he wrapped his arms around my hips and tossed me into the massive crowd of people like a sack of potatoes.
My body was so slippery and wet that I pretty much glided over the eager hands of the people in the crowd. There were so many fingers roaming my body. They pinched the sides of my stomach, slid over my inner thigh, and even slipped a digit between my pouty lips so I could give a quick lick to their finger.
With so many hands picking and pulling at my slippery body, the swimsuit strings got untied and eventually taken completely off of me. I was a nude wet object being passed over and over by this crowd that seemed to go on forever.
When they finally led me back and tossed me onto the stage, my hair was tousled, my body was red in places where harsher hands had grabbed me, and my nude body was exposed to the sight of the crowd and the cameras.
Deshawn, meanwhile, had been rapping on stage and playing with a few of the girls, while the cameras divided their attention on his vocals and the slippery girls still out there in the crowd. In editing, of course, it would all be seamless, with his tough and harsh rapping figure overlaid with the shiny flesh of the naked girls in the crowd.



Instead of just standing there on stage, I started dancing, grinding my naked body in the air and shaking my wet tits for the cameras to see. Deshawn wandered over, rapping loudly the whole time, and grabbed my around the waist, planting one of his meaty hands onto my slippery breasts. I cooed and flung my head back sensually, letting his strong arms support my weight.
Deshawn threw the microphone into the crowd and activated what I saw was a flesh colored mic that he was wearing around his ear. With both hands free, he flung down the baggy jeans he was wearing to show off the huge black boner he'd been concealing in his pants. He placed one hand on my head to shove me down on my knees, but I was there before he could force me. The camera men kneeled down besides me to get all the footage as I shoved the black cock head between my lips and started sucking.
As I let my tongue and lips slurp over his tool, I made sure to make sure it not only felt good for Deshawn, but also looked good for these cameramen. The more attention I got in Club Violet, the more likely I could find someone who could help me find Josh. Maybe if I really slutted it up now, someone who worked here, who had access to a locator, would be willing to trade some sexual favors for finding my lost boyfriend.
And so I made sure this blowjob was absolutely the most incredible blowjob I'd ever given. I coated every inch with my thick saliva, I let it drip off his shaft and fall between my breasts. I let him hold up my hair behind my head so I could go deeper onto his thick cock. At all times, I either directed my eyes directly into Deshawns, or even better, right into the lens of the camera.
When I could feel the big balls start to convulse, Deshawn took me off his cock and lifted my body up with his arms, and I wrapped myself around his neck as he shoved his big black penis right between my legs. The crowd yelled and screamed as he thrusted into me. I made sure to bite my lips, moan and squirm sensually in his arm. It wasn't hard to act because that cock pulsing into me on stage was one of the sexiest moments of my life. Deshawn's fucking was rough and his penis had no worries about fast and deep it wanted to thrust into me. I let out one earth shattering moan that Deshawn's microphone picked up, echoing my pleasure throughout the hall.
Deshawn stopped fucking me before he came and flung me to the floor. I got to my knees with my tits together, ready to receive his warm load, but it didn't come. Instead, Deshawn approached the crowd with his cock in hand and jacked himself to completion.
His hips shook as he stroked his long slippery cock. His big balls swung as he shot his first giant jet of cum right into the audience. The white sticky clumps soared over the heads of the spectators, landing in a perfect stream on the heads and faces of a line of people. Deshawn rotated his hips, aiming the streams of his creamy seed all over the crowd. The people onto whom the rapper's cum landed seemed shocked and surprised to have been coated with the spunk of the performer on stage.
When Deshawn's penis had glazed a sufficient portion of the audience, all the girls had returned back on stage, and as he entered the final verse of this performance, the girls all returned to their initial positions at the back of the stage. I ran to join them too.
When Deshawn finished rapping, the crowd cheered and the lights dimmed to black. A figure on stage grabbed me by my bet and swept me down the stairs away from the video shoot.
When we stepped into the lit hallway, I saw it was the gray haired man.
"You were so sexy in there, dollface," he said, leading me further down another hallway.
"You know who I am?" he asked, and I shook my head.
"I'm the head executive of the record studio. Been coming here for years on vacation, but the rapper wanted to shoot the video here so I took him. He's excited to stay and enjoy The Competition, though I've never had much interest in the stuff. I come here to relax and screw, you know?"
The Competition? I had no idea what he meant.
"Anyway, girl, you looked incredible up there. Most of the girls I get here, they're slender like you, of course, with the whole shebang of tits and ass, but you, sweetheart, you have this sexiness about you. You can't be older than nineteen, or twenty, am I right?"
I nodded.
"Damn, I knew you had a young pussy. Do you really live with your boyfriend and some kid from school's mom? The way you told that story, the blood was rushing into my cock immediately. Are they here? Is that milf available? I want to bend you both over and stick it to you good."
"She's here," I told him, hoping now that maybe he could help me find Josh, "But I don't know where she is."
"Real shame," he said, "I'll just have to make do with fucking your warm pussy tonight."
We arrived at a door which he unlocked with a swipe. It was a lavish looking hotel room, with a kitchen, and indoor pool, and a sexy round bed in the center.
"Fuck, you gorgeous bitch, I'm going to have you here this second."
He shoved me over to the kitchen counter, dropped his briefcase to the crowd where it opened with a crash, then shoved my still slippery body over the counter and stuck his hard cock in.
And that's where you'll find me now, my dear diary. You were sitting there on the floor with my lucky little purple card and all my things, having spilled out of his briefcase. I'm sure, after this, I'm going to have to suck his dick, either swallow his sticky cum or let him shoot it all over my tits.
When he falls asleep, I don't know what I will do. Maybe I will stay with him and see if Deshawn's klout can help me find Josh. Or maybe I'll grab my things, swipe myself clean, and escape to somewhere else in Club VIolet. Something tells me that even if Josh isn't here, he will be soon. Because once I find Josh, we can get back to what we do best: screwing our brains away and ordering around that sexy mom and her son.
WIsh me luck,
Sonny
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Part 1: White Moms, Black Cock, and Maddie's Smile
Chapter 1
Maddie Goldberg bounced her thick white ass on Reshawn Titus's black cock like she was tethered to it by an elastic cable. She moaned and ran her fingers through her wavy dark hair and slammed her body down and down and down onto the black man's rod. Reshawn guided her with his meaty hands on her hips, digging his fingers into her smooth pale sides and letting her round white ass recoil as it collided with his sturdy thighs.
"Ride my dick, you little whore-piece, ride!"
Throughout their youth, Maddie and Reshawn had just been drawn to each other. When Reshawn had first seen her newly-legal ass roaming the halls of their school, he wanted nothing more than to curl his fingers through the loops of her tiny pink shorts, yank them off and gape at the fleshy expanse of young white ass. There was no debating that her behind was spectacular. Every pair of pants she owned strained to contain what may have been the greatest ass in the world. On the days when she wore shirts that showed off her tight white midriff, you could behold in all its glory the curves that wound down her body and peaked at the soft jiggling roundness contained behind strained denim.
Reshawn knew immediately he was going to plow her for hours.
Maddie too had been drooling at her older ripped classmate. While it was known that the school let Reshawn stay around way past his age because he was such a star on the football team, Maddie had begun to wonder if it wasn't because he seemed to make every woman's thighs sticky and wet when they saw him working out at practice. When the sun was shining just right, and the sweat was glistening all the way from his big black shoulders down his hard ripped abs, Maddie found it hard to resist sticking more than a few fingers down the belt of her shorts and creating a big sticky mess in her pants.
Plus, of course, Maddie had noticed the bulge.
The school talked about it the same way they talked about anyone's hairstyle. Because, just like Maddie's pants all seemed inadequate at containing her own pulsing sexual figure, so did Reshawn's. When he wore shorts, the thick solid cylinder seemed to curl almost to risk falling out. Amongst the boys at the school, there was always a bitter kind of talk when it came to the subject. Reshawn took three gym classes each semester, and he spent much of it towelless walking around the locker room. The sway of his big black monster as he stepped was audible; even soft it looked threatening. Even worse was how, at times, seemingly unconsciously, he grabbed it in its midpoint, letting the thick fleshy penis slack in places, even. If you weren't careful in the locker room, you were likely to brush by him a little too close, and you'd be met with a warm bulbous fwack as the gerthy appendage grazed your leg.
Amongst the girls, Reshawn had sown his seed well enough that they feared not the warm pulsing scrape against an unsuspecting leg, but instead discussed the hard rapidfire pleasure that his fully erect cock could bring. There were of course the uninitiated, the girls who squabbled over which cute white boy had been looking down her shirt during Biology, but these girls seemed silly and childish when compared with those who had experienced Reshawn first hand. It seemed that once you had felt his thick fingers roaming deep around your flesh, felt him pawing your breasts and sliding down your curves until he shoved his massiveness so deep into you that you found a new spring of pleasure that you alone nor any white boy had ever even come close too--it changed you. And so when you heard of some girl wondering if Ryan or Logan thought she was cute, you smiled and knew that was a realm outside anything you would ever go back to again.
Maddie Goldberg transferred to the area during Reshawn's second senior year. From the moment her long white legs stepped onto the school grounds, every man and every boy eagerly waited to peer down the corner and watch that beautiful behind sway as she stepped into some distance.
Maddie wasn't messing around. When the wealthy urban teen moved with her family from the big city, she brought with her not only her mesmerizing shape, but also knowledge of fashion, culture, and sophistication that made her an idol for all the prettiest and most popular girls in the place. In a matter of weeks, under her influence, the social scene of her school transformed from one in which these pretty girls slutted up, got too wasted, then blacked out and fucked whoever was the closest male, to one where the girls dressed in sexy dresses, drank wine slowly, and now seduced a wider range of men, even from outside the school. Of course, Reshawn was still able to have any girl he wanted at his beck and call, but the other boys mourned the loss of their too cheap whores.
At the start of the school year, Maddie and Reshawn were fucking every day. She'd wrap her bare legs around his waist as he slogged into her in the men's handicap stall, her moans drowning out the second period bell. He splayed her legs in the backseat of his car while the school stood in a mass during a fire drill. He also drained his balls all over her face and chin in one of the secluded corners of the library.
Reshawn and Maddie were both too horny to ever consider entering a relationship. Reshawn spent Fall Break slamming into the pussies of two of the girls who worked at the grocery store. Maddie went through a fling where she was living between the sheets of an African Studies professor from the community college. However, no matter how much pussy Reshawn destroyed, and no matter how much cock erupted all over Maddie's ass, the two always seemed to come back to each other for mind melting passionate fucking.
And so, the entire school, and eventually they themselves, began to call them boyfriend and girlfriend.
Chapter 2
On a Sunday afternoon, Chaz Hartman and Roger Izaguirre sat in Chaz's room and worked on homework.
"This history paper is so dumb," Roger said, "Why are we going over the Civil War again? We did that last year; I know all this stuff already."
"Tell me about it," Chaz responded, "At least it doesn't take long to write."
"True."
"Hey, check this out," Chaz said, scrolling down his Facebook, "Maddie Goldberg posted some new photos."
He turned his laptop to his friend. True enough, Maddie's profile now displayed some new images from the night before. Titled "Pool Party", the photos showed Maddie in a tiny silver bikini, the tube shaped top pushing up her smooth modest tits, and the thin string holding together the bottom straining under the pressure of her bountiful glistening derriere. The photos showed Maddie swimming in a crowded pool under some strobe lights, dancing in her bikini up against some burly black men, and even a few of her leaping into the pool, her ass stuck out behind her in a mid-air, gravity defying freeze frame.
Roger rushed over to Chaz's computer to see the photos. They both spent a ridiculous amount of time admiring Maddie's behind, more so than any other pair of guys in the school. They had a folder on their computers of photos they'd saved from her Facebook, and they frequently opened it when they each needed some personal relief. In fact, as they scrolled through the pool party photos, each of them was already imagining taking out their cocks and wanking furiously to the round teen behind.
Chaz and Roger were both some serious virgins. Chaz was overweight, pudgy, with longish black hair. He was Jewish, and he attended the same temple as Maddie Goldberg. On holidays, when he'd see her there, it would take all he could muster not to bust a nut right there in the pews. But Maddie didn't even know he existed. Roger was thin as a nail, with a hunched over back and some bad acne. He was Mexican and was homeschooled by a tutor his whole life until high school. This meant he was extremely adept at math, though he wasn't as good at writing essays as Chaz was. His house was actually on the same block as Maddie's, and sometimes he would see her jogging in the mornings from his window. On those days, you could be sure he would have to churn one out before he left his room.
The closest the two dorks had ever come to pussy was on the screens of their well used laptops.
In fact, the two had no real females in their lives. Chaz, eager for pussy, tended to be too forwards and rude when he talked to girls, and so they all designated him a grade A creep. Roger was too shy and scared, and so no girl ever noticed he existed.
The only two women who ever seemed to speak to the two boys was their respective mothers, which may not seem like much. However, there was something very special about those mothers: they were both single and they were both smoking hot.
For as long as Chaz had known Roger, he had wanted to bang Roger's hot mom Lauren. Lauren Izaguirre was a brown latina hottie. She had had her son at an impossibly young age, and so even now that he was a senior in high school, Lauren did not look a day older than even a sex minx like Maddie Goldberg. She had wavy dark blonde hair, and a dark tan complexion. What Chaz loved about Roger's mom was her big brown boobies. Her melons were massive, and seemed to always be displayed by the series of low cut t-shirts that Lauren liked to wear. On any given day, it was likely Chaz could walk into Roger's house and find that stupendous rack bursting out of the skimpy shirt like it was a sculpture meant for display. Not to mention that Lauren, a busy working single mom, seemed to be in a perpetually state of cleaning the house, which meant a lot of bending over to pick up laundry, socks, and whatnot, all the while giving Chaz a clear view of her dangling giant brown tits.
Lauren also had a tendency to wear tight white pants. Chaz swore she must have a whole closet full. Fortunately for the horny young virgin, Lauren Izaguirre did not seem to realize that her tiny black thongs were so easily visible in her tight white pants. This meant it was simple to get a sense of how shapely and firm her maternal ass was.
The young mother had been born in Mexico, and worked as a housekeeper for a wealthy American in Tijuana. In her youth, Lauren loved to drink and party in the hot Mexican nights, and it was from one of these wild nights that she conceived her son. She never knew the father. When her employers moved to America, they paid to take her with them, and so she and Roger settled down in America. Now, Lauren worked for a modest boutique, helping women find clothes and shoes that they liked.
Roger had been equally interested in Chaz's hot young mom. Sondra Hartman was a wealthy, prissy Jewish American Princess. Chaz's house was like a mansion, and his sexy mother Sondra did little but lounge around it all day, drinking wine and laying by the pool. She had been born rich, and lived her whole life in wealth and luxury. When she was a teenager, she looked remarkably like Maddie Goldberg. When Roger first saw Maddie, he thought he was seeing a slightly different, younger Sondra. There were some key differences however, the main being Roger's favorite: Sondra had a superb set of big round titties. Chaz's young hip mom was constantly going out to fancy dinners and parties, and often Roger would get to see the young mother walk down the stairs in a long black dress with her white cleavage delicately held by the thin straps of her dress.
On more casual occasions, Sondra was taken to wearing tiny white shirts that seemed not only two sizes too tight for her bust, but also cut off with her pale bare midriff entirely exposed. The white shirts were so thin and tight that not only could he see Chaz's mom's nipples most of the time, but if it was hot out, or if she dripped a bit of liquid from a glass of water she was drinking, even the smallest drop could render an area of the shirt nearly transparent, and Roger could marvel at the shape, firmness, and size of Chaz's mom's breasts.
Like Maddie Goldberg, Sondra Hartman had had a few wild years in her youth. She quickly married, however, to an old rich Jewish banker, and he was able to get her pregnant just barely before he passed away. What he left was a sexy young wife, a pasty little son, and more money than either of them could ever spend.
As the two boys scrolled to a photo of Maddie lying on her stomach with her silver-bikini ass glared by the camera's flash, there was a knock on Chaz's door. He quickly closed the laptop, and in walked his buxom mother.
"Boys," Sondra said, "I need some help bringing out the garbage."
"Mom, we're busy!" Chaz barked back rudely. He was concealing a boner beneath the desk from the photos of Maddie he had just been looking at.
"I can help," Roger said eagerly. The mom smiled. "What a gentlemen," she said, and Roger walked with her to the kitchen. When he talked to Sondra, he tried his hardest not to look at her body, but it was difficult. Her tits were of course amazing, but there was something about that bare midriff that was particularly attractive. Maybe it was because she was such a curvy woman, and the stomach of the mother was still so youthful and spry. Roger constantly imagined grabbing her by the hips and feeling the warmth and resilience of her supple stomach.
Roger came back from the errand and sat next to Chaz again. Neither suspected the admiration that each of them had for the other's sexy mom.
"Did Maddie post anymore pictures?" Roger asked, a sultry kiss between Maddie and Chaz's mom playing in his head.
"No, just a status complaining about how hard her history essay is."
"Ha," chorted Roger, "That wasn't a hard essay at all."
"I know, but girls like Maddie Goldberg are so so sexy but so so dumb."
"Maybe we could help her."
"Yeah, I'd like to help her out of that bikini and into my pants."
"I wouldn't mind that. Imagine her coming over here and giving us both a good time."
"I'd write her whole history essay for her if she'd let me lick her asshole," blurted Chaz.
"Man, these new photos of her are really something! I think they might be even better than the ones from her trip to Jamaica."
"Which ones do you mean?" Chaz aksed.
Roger brought his computer over to where Chaz was sitting.
"This was has always been my favorite" he said, showing a photo of Maddie laying out in the sand on her stomach with just a tiny piece of cloth covering her gorgeous ass.
"Damn, I haven't seen these before, I don't think," Chaz realized, scrolling through on Roger's computer.
Through the open door of Chaz's room, Roger could see Sondra out in the living room, watching television on the couch. There was something so majestic about her breasts that day, Roger grew transfixed on the buxom figure.
"I'm going to grab a soda," Roger meekly said, hoping to get a new glance at the mother as he passed her by.
When Roger left, Chaz refreshed Maddie's profile on Roger's laptop. Still no new pictures; just the status complaining about the history.
Suddenly, Chaz thought of something. On his friend's computer, he carefully typed out the following comment.
"If you're having trouble, let us help."
And then he posted Roger's phone number.
When Roger came back and saw Chaz had used his account to confront Maddie, he flipped.
"Fuck you! Now she's going to think I'm as big of a creep as you!"
"Relax, she'll probably just never respond."
Chapter 3
Maddie was standing in Reshawn's kitchen frying eggs in a big pan. She was still in her silver bikini bottom from the night before, but she had shed her top and leaving her white well-formed chest bare as she made breakfast. She had woken up an hour ago, when the sun shone into Reshawn's bedroom. His big black hunk of a body was still passed on in the bed nude, his soft slab of manmeat sticking to the side of his leg by the residue of their nightly fucking. Maddie pulled out her laptop careful not to disturb her lover, she checked her facebook, her agenda, posted some photos of statuses, then headed topless to the kitchen to make something delicious for her hungry man.
By the time Maddie returned to the bedroom, Reshawn had begun to stir. Maddie set the tray of eggs, bacon, toast, and juice down by the table next to Reshawn and crawled back under the sheets. As Reshawn reached over to grab the food, Maddie ducked her head beneath the covers and wrapped her lips around Reshawn's stiffening black cock.
It was an unsaid agreement that any time Maddie spent the night, she had to make him breakfast and suck him off while he ate it.
Reshawn munched on toast and watched the sheets rise and fall as that pretty Jewish head bobbed up and down on his cock. "Mmm, baby, this is a delicious breakfast."
Maddie let the hard black cock slip from her lips, dripping saliva everywhere. "You're my delicious breakfast," she said sultrily before heading back and devouring his cock once more.
While Maddie worked her lips and tongue around the monster between Reshawn's legs, the black giant grabbed Maddie's computer to check the web too.
"Looks like you got a notification babe," he said, but Maddie didn't stop fellating him. He clicked the red signal and found the comment left on her status under the name Roger.
"Some white boy says he can help you with your history paper," he chuckled to her.
Maddie let the cock slip from her lips again, but replaced it with her two swift hands stroking the saliva-lubricated cock.
"It's probably just some creep trying to get in my pants."
"Maybe so," said her black boyfriend, "But he's saying he can help with that paper you've been complaining about."
"So what? I can write the damn paper myself, it's just a chore." Her hands stroked up and down the slippery hard monster.
"Look at it this way," Reshawn began, using his left hand to guide his cock back between Maddie's lips, "You invite him to your house. You give him the topic and tell him to help you by writing you some kind of rough draft. Meanwhile, you sit on the couch and watch tv, or go for a run, or fucking touch yourself until you stain your sheets, do whatever. Then you come back and he's got a paper done and ready that if you hand in, you get a good grade and you don't do a lift a finger."
Maddie's eyes looked up at Reshawn promisingly, but her lips were too busy swallowing cock for her to respond.
It wasn't until after Reshawn's hips had buckled, his shaft had pushed deeper into the girl's straining throat, and he had fed every drop of cum from his big black bells down that eager youth's gullet that Maddie could respond. Semen dripping down the sides of her mouth and onto her hands, Maddie paused a moment and said, "Without lifting a finger?"
"Damn right. Whenever I have a paper, I can usually muscle one of the smarter guys on the team to do the same for me. It's just instead of my big black muscle, you've got your fat white ass." And he leaned forwards and lent a might SMACK onto the slut's god-given gift.
"Oooh!" Maddie cooed, flinching, then sat up in the bed next to her lover. Topless and sticky, the girl grabbed her laptop and typed out a response.
"Looks like I don't have anything to do today after all," Maddie whispered smiling.
Reshawn sent his big black paw down her body and slipped it between her legs. When his fingers began to penetrate her, Maddie's eyes rolled back into her head, her chest strut out, and a big goofy grin took over her face. Maddie was in heaven.
Chapter 4
The boys were flabbergasted when they saw she had responded. Roger begged Chaz for forgiveness, and the two danced around Chaz's room at the prospect of going over to Maddie's home that evening.
They responded, saying it would be the two of them, and a few hours later, Maddie let them know that would be alright. From Maddie's view, it wasn't as if the two boys were strangers: she recognized both of them as awkward white boys from her classes who may have seemed a little gawky at times, but must have been generally innocent. She knew Chaz went to her temple, and Roger seemed to volunteer a lot for the Blood Drive, so they couldn't be that bad.



When she answered the door that evening, she had just finished working out, and was sweaty in just a pink sports bra and tight cycling shorts. Her parents were out for dinner at their friends', and the house was quiet except for Maddie's workout music, which she had turned off when she went to get the door.
The two boys were standing out there awkwardly with their backpacks.
"Come on in," she said, letting them into her foyer. "You're Roger," she said, pointing to the tall skinny boy, "And you're Chaz."
"Right," Roger affirmed. Chaz was smiling too widely, and was having trouble looking elsewhere but at Maddie's tight pink bike shorts, and the white flesh straining behind it.
"Can I get you something to drink?" Maddie asked, walking away from them towards the kitchen in a way that now had Roger transfixed by her behind.
"We're fine," Chaz answered. Maddie grabbed a water bottle and drank it fast; the boys watched the cold liquid gulp down her throat and both felt their pants twitch at the sight.
Maddie was still immensely sweaty, and apologized, but the sweat only seemed to cement the girl in the boys' minds as some wild, animalistic fuck goddess. Chaz saw Maddie like an Egyptian queen, perspiring in the hot sun as an army of faithful white slaves fanned her body vigorously. Roger saw her in the scorching jungle, standing bold in tattered clothes and mud as they all bowed down before her.
They all sat down on a circle of couches, and Maddie explained the idea for her paper. It was crude and elementary, but the boys couldn't care one bit. They were content and aroused just to be in the company of Maddie Goldberg.
"Do you get what I'm going for?" Maddie finally asked, and the two boys nodded. It was a messy paper, not very reaching, but they knew how they could twerk it to make it really interesting.
"Great!" Maddie exclaimed jubilantly, "I'm going to take a shower, and when I come back, we'll see what you boys have come up with."
The two boys followed Maddie with their eyes until she was out of sight, and then they opened their computers and got to work.
In the privacy of her own bathroom, Maddie stripped off her sports bra, shed her cycling shorts, and finally flung away her tiny pink thong panties. Standing naked with her bare feet on the cold tile floor, Maddie admired the shape of her body in the mirror before the stepped over the pile of her discarded clothes and into the shower.
The boys were typing when they heard the click of the shower turning on and the accompanying sound of running water. They continued to work, but both minds drifted to imagined scenes of what was behind the wall across from them. The warm water was running down Maddie's young white body. The shower's heat was turning the pale expanse of her jiggling behind a little pink. Her sizable breasts were slippery and soapy with long wet strands of her wavy hair sticking to her firm shoulders and long sexy back.
Maddie took her time in the shower. She let her fingers clean her skin vigorously. She shampooed her beautiful hair, then conditioned it, then shampooed it again. From out in the living room, the working boys could begin to smell the fruity soaps and lotions that the goddess close to them was rubbing all over her body.
Chaz and Roger were finished with the essay long before Maddie emerged from the bathroom. The two just sat there, listening to the sound of rushing water and the light melodic humming Maddie did as she scrubbed her body from head to ass to toe.
When the shower was off and Maddie had dried herself with a towel, she emerged stark naked from her bathroom and headed to her room. From the living room, the boys could not see into the hallway that connected the bathroom to the bedroom. If they could, they would have glanced, for a moment, Maddie's long naked form without of stitch of clothing covering her young firm body.
In her room, she put on a white bra to cover her modest breasts, and then a small pair of white panites. She added a tight purple tank top and a pair of navy blue shorts that had the name of her temple printed across the ass.
When she came back to the living room, she sat on the couch between the boys and read the essay off Chaz's computer. She liked that they had written it in a voice she might have used; the work could definitely both get a good grade and pass for her own.
As she read the words, Chaz and Roger lingered in the fruity smell of her freshly washed face and neck. Neither of them had ever been so close to a girl this sexy, and they were in a rapturous place of their own as her bare thighs kept brushing up against their own.
"Guys, this paper is so good!" Maddie was excited at how easy it was to have gotten her paper written. "Thank you, I'm going to go print it now."
She stood up with Chaz's laptop and headed to her room where she had her printer.
"Thank you so much, guys!" she called from her bedroom.
"Our pleasure," Roger called back.
"You have no idea how great this made my weekend."
Chaz was feeling bold. "It looks like you were having a great weekend anyway."
"What do you mean?" Maddie called back matter-of-factly.
"It just looks like you had a good time last night."
Maddie paused as the printer fed out the pages of her essay. To her, last night referred to the scene where she was grabbing the edges of Reshawn's mattress for dear life, moaning and laying flat on her stomach with the big black man using her hips for support and pumping into her from behind.
"Last night?" Maddie called back quizzically.
"Just from Facebook."
Oh! Maddie realized what he was referring to, and she relaxed and walked back into the room with her essay in hand. She sat in the chair opposite the couch.
"Yeah, last night was a crazy night! Were you two at that party?"
Roger and Chaz both shook their heads no. For a moment, Maddie had really forgotten that neither boy seemed to be the partying type.
"Well, it got a little insane. Do you know Tyrone, the running back for the football team? Well, Tyrone's got a handle of vodka, and he's taking one shot for himself, then pouring a shot into the mouth of some girl in a bikini, then taking another for himself, and so on. So he's super wasted, everyone is super wasted, and then Ellen Tan--you know Ellen, right, the Asian girl with the serious rack?--Ellen's downed a bottle of champagne and gets it in her mind to start messing with Tyrone, who is like four times the size of this girl. So Ellen leaps up and grabs Tyrone's handle of vodka and runs with it, and now Tyrone is chasing her around the pool, stumbling drunk a bit, and saying that if he catches Ellen, he's going to take back his drink and take her top off too, and Ellen says that if he can catch her, then that's all fair. So he now is gaining on her, because he's a goddamn athlete for god's sake, and he's pinned her down in the grass and he grabs his vodka and then, true to his word, he's yanked over Ellen's bikini and now Ellen's big Asian tits are out. A lot of the guys start cheering, and Tyrone gets it in his head to start chasing the other girls now, and everyone is accepting his stakes, that if he catches them, it's off with their tops and their titties get seen by everyone. So after a few minutes, you can imagine, Tyrone has caught nearly everyone and there are dozens of all kinds of boobies out there on the pool deck. So Tyrone comes chasing after me, and I tell him that if he touches one piece of my swimsuit, I will get Reshawn to fuck his ass up, but he just smiles and grabs me by the ankles and swings me upside down. He's dangling me up and down, shaking me, saying that if he can't pull of my clothes then he'll just let gravity do it. Now, I'm not too worried about my top because no matter how much he shakes me, I know that's tied tightly behind my back, but my bottoms aren't, and with every shake, I can feel the knots grow a little less secure around me. So now a lot of the guys have gathered around, because shaking a girl like me upside down (and trust me, I can never find a swimsuit bottom that really fits well), that gathers a crowd. I'm pretty drunk at this point, so I'm starting to resign myself to the fact that I'm about to go bottomless in front of everyone, but I wiggle my ankle free and Tyrone freaks and vaults me right into the pool and instead of my bottoms coming off up on land with tons of people watching, they instead slip off quietly underwater where maybe only three or four guys can see, and I'm able to readjust and get back to the party as if nothing has happened."
Maddie giggled and smiled with exuberance as she told the boys her story. They were eager listeners, and the attention they were showing her was palpable enough to reflect back and make her happy to share. It was clear to all parties that the story was arousing the boys, but Maddie was a good storyteller, and she knew that all great tales had elements of sexyness and risque to them.
The girl set her paper down on the table and hugged the boys goodbye. She was happy to have been able to turn the evening so productive so easily. As she led the two out her door, there was something exciting about it all. Reshawn had said that he got his papers written because he was so muscular, and that her sexiness was just like that. She hadn't understood it fully at the time, but now, with the ease with which her homework was solved and the sexual yearning over the boys' faces as she told them what was a pretty unspecial Saturday night for her, she felt that sense of power and superiority that Reshawn felt when he waved around his mighty cock in a locker room filled with white guys only half his size.
Maddie's loins were aching and flowing, and she scribbled out a note for her parents then dashed off back to Reshawn's home for what would be her fourth serving of big black meat that day. The boys, back at their respective homes, could barely lock the doors to their rooms before they were madly stroking themselves, cumming all over their clothes and carpets. As Maddie spread her legs for the entrance of her favorite monster cock, the boys poured over her sensual facebook photos, until everyone was sticky and exhausted and fell asleep.
Chapter 5
When the history teacher went around the room and collected the papers, both boys were looking at Maddie to see if she'd give them a nod or a wink. Instead, she had her head down in her lap, where she was texting someone furtively and not giving the class, nevertheless the boys, a bit of her attention.
Though the boys spent their weeks thinking almost exclusively of Maddie, she didn't give them a second thought until it was another Sunday morning and she was about to crank open her math book. Then she gave a small smirk and gave her new friends a call.
In the next few weeks, Maddie was able to get Roger and Chaz to do close to all her classwork. On Sunday, she'd have them drop by, or meet them at Starbucks, and she'd give them a whole new week's worth of assignments in return for their pile of diligently completed work. Maddie's grades were rising, and the two boys were in a state of sexual bliss, devoting their time and effort to perfecting a creature they damn near worshipped.
One Sunday morning, Maddie woke up with a serious headache and found herself in a strange apartment. Recalling the night before, Maddie pieced together small images: her short gold dress, dancing at the club, cocktails, a dark skinned stranger, and then a night of violent sex and incessant orgasm.
She got out of the bed, her bare body feeling chilly as she scooped her clothes up from around the room. In the strips of light poking through the curtains, her dark skinned stranger could be seen passed out in the bed. He was kind of goofy looking, but the way the sheets bulged up at his midsection let her know that she hadn't made any kind of error.
"Sup kitty," lumbered the man's deep voice as he stirred to see Maddie getting dressed.
"It was a fun night," she said, giving him a weak smile.
"Could be a fun morning too," he said grinning. Maddie was holding her bra, panties, and dress but she was still naked, and her nipples were hardening in the cold air.
"It could be," Maddie responded, pressing her knees against the mattress. She crawled back onto the bed, curling up into the black stranger's arms. His big black hand immediately found a comfortable position cupping her supple behind.
Maddie's head nested against the black man's shoulder, she began moving her hand down beneath the sheets. A shiver went through her body when her fingers finally made contact with the solid flesh rod that was pulsing and rising with warmth.
Maddie scooted down the bed, pulled up the sheets, and devoted both hands to gripping his substantial thick cock.
"I bet you give a mighty fine handjob, little white girl."
The cock pulsed, growing thicker between Maddie's thin white fingers.
"You wouldn't believe." Maddie had a way of responding that could give a stiffy to any red blooded male.
"I can tell by the look in your eyes. You're not some ordinary white girl. You have experience with black cock, you've learned to appreciate and love it."
Maddie's fingers gripped the penis firmly and began stroking it with both hands, alternating directions and twisting her wrists to give every fiber of his cock her white slut pleasure.
"The secret to giving a really great handjob," Maddie began, twisting and jerking her fingers faster while bringing her face close enough to the black cock that she could feel its warmth on her cheek, "Is to use your mouth."
In minutes, Maddie was slobbering down the entire length of his black shaft, her face was a mess of spit and slobber like some vicious sex hound. The black man's heavy balls convulsed, he buckled his hips and gave Maddie a delicious slurry breakfast of hot white glop directly down her esophagus. Maddie drank her fill, gathered her clothes, and with a wink she was out the door and already driving away.
The reason Maddie had the luxury of taking the time eat a filling hot breakfast was because, unlike every other student at her school, she was not spending the day writing the most important comprehensive research paper of the term.
She arrived home and took a moment to send a text to her two loyal "tutors".
"Hey, you can come by my house any time to drop off the work. It's such a nice day that I think I'm going to spend a few hours in the jacuzzi, so just come out back when you arrive."
Maddie knew that greeting the boys from the jacuzzi, where she could wear any one of her assortment of skimpy bikinis, would drive the boys mad with lust. But she was feeling flirtatious after swallowing that whole load of black man's cum.
When both boys got the message, they each groaned aloud at the tease of Maddie in a bikini. They had spent the week doing all of their own and Maddie's assignments, but today, they had not only to each write half of Maddie's major research paper, they had their own to write too. Roger had spent the whole weekend cooped up in his room working, and he knew he couldn't spare even the time it took to drive to Maddie's. Chaz too was in his own room studying, and he wished he could pawn it all on someone too so that he could bathe with Maddie in her jacuzzi.
Maddie waited all afternoon in her backyard. She had chosen the skimpiest of all her swimsuits, what was basically close to no fabric. The top struggled to cover her nipples but pushed her breasts into a round seductive shape, and the bottoms were equivalent to, in all senses of the word, as if she had worn no bottoms at all.
She finally dried off when it got dark and went inside to check her phone. She had a few frantic messages from the boys. They both were apologizing like some kind of idiots, begginer her forgiveness that they couldn't make it, but saying that she should stop by each of their homes to get her work because they can't spare the time to leave. Maddie sighed. She not only had to drive to one house, but to two? She might as well have written the damn paper herself, she thought.
When she stripped off her bikini to change into something more traditional, Maddie contemplated her disappointment. She was so excited to have the boys come and oggle her in her bikini. It was analogous to the thrill she got from powerful black men. Just as their massiveness and force revealed their strength and power, so did the two boys' timidity and awkwardness remind Maddie of just how powerful her black lovers were. It was as if the two nerds reminded Maddie of what a real dominant man was: it was NOT Chaz and NOT Roger. Just as her loins yearned to submit fully to the power of her black lovers, so did she wish to dominate the lives of these pathetic boys, to have them cream themselves at her slightest touch and to have them on their knees begging her approval, licking her toes and her feet.
It wasn't that long of a drive to get to Chaz's house. Since Roger lived closer, she could get the far drive out of the way then stop by Roger before coming home.
Maddie knocked on the door three times. When the door opened, she was surprised by what she saw.
Sondra Hartman had spent the day shopping, buying some dresses, shirts, pants, skirts, and even a good amount of lingerie. When she left she house, Sondra needed to look good and fresh, wearing something new, expensive, and stylish. She was a widow, yes, she was a mother, yes, but first and foremost she was a sexy woman, and she wanted to make that known.
In the comfort of her own home, however, Sondra wore what she always wore: tight black pants that accentuated her curves, and an even tight shirt cut off beneath her considerable breasts. Sondra had a rack like two coconuts, and a tight flat stomach that was the product of toning and doing crunches every day.
"You must be Maddie, come in," Sondra said, taking the young girl into her home. It took Maddie a few moments to realize this woman was a mother. She just had a youthful glow and exuberance to her that most mothers did not have.
There was a reason for this, in part. Sondra Hartman was not a neglectful mother, but you could hardly say she was always there for little Chaz. Her life consisted of playing tennis, going on exotic trips, going to fancy parties, and spending money for the sake of spending money. She didn't have the burdens and stressors that most mothers had, because when it came down to it, there was always a hireable nanny to take care of Chaz.
Because of this, Sondra Hartman floated through time like some kind of eternal goddess. She looked youthful, tan, and buxom, she wore sexy outfits and flirted with most men she met. She had fun adventurous stories about vacations and interesting people she had met. She was sharp as a whip, cultured in all sorts of societies, and, best of all, a passionate drop-dead gorgeous lover.
But Chaz and his mom lived in different worlds. He wasn't interested in travel or culture, and he holed himself up in his room to go on the computer. They loved each other very much, but for the most part, they left each other alone.
"Chaz, your friend Maddie is here," beckoned Sondra, standing outside her son's door.
Chaz's heart jumped. He needed to shower, to clean himself up before he saw Maddie.
"Give me a few minutes!" he yelled, ducking into the bathroom connected to his room.
Sondra went back to the kitchen where she had left Maddie sitting at a countertop.
"He'll be here in a moment," she said.
"This is a lovely house," Maddie said, in awe of how nice the home was.
"Thank you," Sondra responded, "I tried to model it after a place I like to stay in Rome."
"You've been to Rome?" Maddie asked, "How was it?"
"Oh, it's absolutely wonderful. I try to go every few weeks."
"Every few weeks?"



Maddie pressed the young mother further for details, which Sondra was happy to tell. They talked about travel, but the conversation turned to a lot of different places. Maddie and Sondra shopped at some of the same stores, Sondra told Maddie about some restaurants in the area Maddie had never heard of, Maddie told Sondra about some of the clubs that she liked to frequent. Maddie hadn't been able to speak to someone like this since she moved away from the city.
Soon enough, Chaz came in, dressed messily, carrying a pile of assignments he had completed for Maddie.
"I was really enjoying talking to your mom, Chaz," Maddie told him, taking the pile of papers from him.
"Really?" Chaz asked, quizzically.
"Your friend is very lovely," Sondra told her son.
Pretty soon, though, the two ladies resumed talking as if Chaz wasn't there. As much as Chaz wanted to stay in the same room as the ever-so-sexy Maddie, he felt the tug of his research essay, and he realized that with his mom in the room, he wasn't going to get any kind of sexy remark from Maddie anyway.
"I'll be in my room, working," he said, getting up to go, "It's good seeing you Maddie."
But the girl didn't even acknowledge his farewell, she was so engrossed in talking to Sondra.
When Chaz was safely in his room, half working and half touching himself to the sound of Maddie's voice across his home, a knocking rang out throughout the house.
"I almost forgot" Sondra yelled, getting up, "I invited a friend over, he's a congressional candidate and I'm volunteering for his campaign. Do you know a lot about politics?"
"Not really," Maddie admitted.
"It's important for young people to get involved," Sondra said, "And the lifestyle is luxurious. Candidate Stone raised himself up from a poor black neighborhood, but now he lives in this beautiful house, and you should see his car! Stay and meet him with me."
Maddie smiled. Black? Rich? "That'd be amazing, sure." She took out her phone and sent a quick series of texts. Reshawn could stop by Roger's for her to get the rest of her work.
"Great!" Sondra said, heading for the door and using her hands to smooth down her tiny white shirt so there weren't any wrinkles. Maddie took a deep breath and smiled.
Chapter 6
Reshawn lit up a big fat joint in his room. He had inhaled his chest fully for the sixth or seventh time when his phone vibrated on the dresser. Keeping the marijuana in his lungs, he reached over his bed to check his message. Reshawn exhaled.
"Shit, I'm high as balls," he said, trying to read his girlfriend's text.
Maddie had sent him Roger's address; she wanted him to drop by and grab her work.
"Fuck that shit," Reshawn chortled, and he sprawled out on his bed and turned on the tv.
As his hands reached down instinctively to grip and grab at his big cock, he started to arouse himself briefly. He thought about Maddie and her big juicy ass, and he realized if he didn't get her work for her, she might get bad and not let him jizz down her throat before school tomorrow.
Putting on some gym shorts and a wife beater, Reshawn stumbled with his keys and made his way outside to his car. The address wasn't too far away, just across the railroad tracks out of the black side of town.
Lauren was sitting on her living room floor with her legs spread. The box that the bookcase came in was in shreds around the carpet, and Lauren was fuddling with trying to insert this wooden piece here and that peg there, and none of it was working.
Her hair was messy, she wasn't wearing much makeup, and the only clothes she had on were some hot pink shorts and a white tank top. Lauren had been working on the bookcase all evening with no avail. Exhausted and tired, she imagined herself back in her youth, before she got pregnant or moved to the states. Back then, she could wear hot pink shorts like this when she went out clubbing, not just for lounging around the house. In the spring and summer, when the American college kids would flock down to party, all Lauren had to do was put on any thin white shirt and head to the beach and she knew she could find something fun. They would spray her body was cold water and the fabric of her shirt would stick to her hard nipples. They would all stare. Everyone always stared. Lauren's breasts were always unbelievably huge. She walked around with eyes glued to her chest like an arts and crafts project. Lauren wasn't shy. When some drunk boys asked her to flash them, she didn't waste a moment in flinging the entire cloth to the side and leaving her shirt in the sand. And then, for the most daring, she'd follow them back to their expensive hotels and slip their American cocks between her mountainous tits. Over the years, the fleshy mass of Lauren's tits swallowed up more cocks than she could count. Oftentimes, she would almost forget they were thrusting into her, her tits were so big, but then she'd feel a warm splat onto her face, and her tongue would come up to lick away the mess of American cum.
These days, Lauren dated some, but it wasn't the same. She had gained a little weight since then, but when she looked in the mirror, she still saw breasts bigger than any guy could handle, now with some love handles that invited men's grasp, and even some hips and ass that the youthful Lauren couldn't hold a candle to.
Guys her own age didn't fuck her the way the young men used to. They took her out to dinner, they brought her to plays. When they did enter the bedroom, they grunted and snorted and rolled off of her before she could even begin to be satisfied.
There was one ex she saw a few years ago, though, who had ignited some fire in her loins for the first time in a while. Roger was just starting middle school, and he was playing some weekly youth soccer. The coach was a tall, older black man who was nice to all the parents, but especially to Lauren. You could tell he was appreciating the sizable assets Lauren tucked away behind tight sweaters.
The first time she sucked his cock, she was amazed at its size and girth. She had never been with a black man before. However, while the youthful white boys with small cocks who could pound her so well before aged and grew into apathetic white men, this black coach was more voracious and powerful than any of the white party boys. It was a pleasure to cup his balls in her hands, lick the side of his veiny immense shaft, and alternate engulfing his big cock between her lips and between her tits. When he came, his big balls convulsed so hard that the first shot of cum left a kind of red mark on her cheek, one that when she saw in the morning in the mirror over the next few days gave her a rush of sexual pleasure.
They only fucked once: a vicious and powerful lovemaking where he pinched her nipples, rode her from behind, and made great use of Lauren's big fuckable titties. In the end, however, there was no second time; the coach was offered some other job in some other city and so he moved away.
This was what entered Lauren's mind when she answered the ringing doorbell and found the big muscular Reshawn standing there.
"Are you Roger?" the glazed Reshawn said, eyes stuck down at Lauren's bountiful breasts and not really remembering why he was here in the first place.
"Roger's my son," Lauren said tentatively, looking the black man up and down. She could see his muscles through his shirt and she found herself intrigued.
"Come on in," Lauren invited.
She started to lead Reshawn up the stairs to where her son was, but he stopped in the living room.
"What's all this shit?" he asked, staring at the broken wood and mess of cardboard where Lauren had been trying to assemble her bookcase.
"Just a project I've been trying, but I haven't gotten the hang of it. It isn't easy to bend it all into place."
"Give me a go at it," Reshawn said, heading into the living room. He was high, and already forgot both who Roger was or about the sexy mom he had been oggling a moment ago.
Reshawn began to work with the wood while Lauren watched. He was so strong! she noticed. Standing there, watching him as his toned body moved pieces of plank around and up, she felt a little naughty. She didn't even know this young man's name and she had let him into her house. Did he even know her son?
"So you're a friend of Roger's?" Lauren called out.
"Roger? Yeah, I know him." Reshawn's brain flooded with the image of a scrawny looking kid with brown skin, showering during gym in the corner and washing his tiny little balls. It made him chuckle a little.
"Something's funny?" Lauren asked, confused.
"What?" Reshawn asked, forgetting.
"I'm Lauren," she introduced.
Reshawn stopped working and looked up at the mother. He once again noticed her big tits, barely contained in the tight white tank top she was wearing. Reshawn was almost exclusively an ass man, but right now, in this state of mind, he was thinking that some nice big old titties like those sounded awful nice.
"Lauren," he repeated the name, almost licking his lips as his drug addled imagination took him place.
"I'm Reshawn," he finally realized to say.
"Are you hungry?" the mom asked, seeing Reshawn go back to working on the bookcase, "I was just about to heat up dinner for myself and Roger. Some enchiladas."
Enchiladas sounded so fucking good to Reshawn right now. He wanted that big titty bitch to walk out naked with a big tray of food, and feed it to him while she sucked down as much of his cock as she could handle....
"Enchiladas sounds good," Reshawn mildly responded as he ripped off Lauren's clothes with his imagination.
Lauren continued to fix dinner as Reshawn worked with the bookcase. Having not been very successful herself, Lauren didn't realize that Reshawn was really just mashing pieces together and hoping they would fit. To her, it looked like Reshawn was really doing something, what with the strength with which he worked, and the way he seemed so intently focused. Lauren hadn't smoked weed in a long time...
When the food was ready, Lauren called for Reshawn to come sit. From here, it looked like he had made some progress with the bookcase. She was very excited. She yelled up the stairs for Roger to come down and join them.
Roger was unnerved to see Reshawn sitting at his dining table. Normally it was just him and his mom, never anyone else. And especially not the big black bully from his school.
"Sup little dork," Reshawn yelled to Roger.
"What are you doing here?"
"Maddie sent me to get your work and your mom over here invited me to eat." He was sobering up a little.
"Mom, why didn't you tell me he was here? I would've given him the work so he can get out of here." Roger was getting angry at his mom now.
"Calm down little man!" Reshawn yelled powerfully, "Your momma just needed some help with this bookcase. It doesn't look like she has a man around the house, does she?"
"No," Lauren answered, looking at the black boy, "I don't that's right."
Reshawn smiled a shit eating grin. Lauren set the meal onto the table and they all began to eat.
"So what do you do, Reshawn?" Lauren asked, showing interest in her black guest by scooting her chair closer to him.
"Football," Reshawn answered, shoving a lot of food into his mouth.
"Wow, that sounds intense. You must have to work out a lot."
Still chewing, Reshawn lifted up his shirt to show off his rock hard glistening abs. The way the light reflected off his velvet black skin was enough to give Lauren a rush of blood through her body that she hadn't felt in years.
"Oh my!" Lauren said, losing herself a little, "You have an incredible body!" She had forgotten that her son was sitting right next to her.
Reshawn guffawed, adding "You haven't seen the start of it, woman." He was of course referring to his gargantuan schlong, something Roger knew immediately, just like everyone at school. With his busty mom sitting so close, and the riotous black man shouting out about his venerable beastly cock, Roger began to feel more and more uncomfortable. He just wanted to get Maddie's papers and give them to the boy so that he could get out of there.
"Where do you think you're going?" Lauren asked her son as he stood up.
"I'm getting what Reshawn came here for so he can leave."
"Why, sit back down! Who said you could leave the table?"
"Yeah sit down, little man," Reshawn echoed, "Your momma's a beautiful woman and you should listen to what she says."
The son shuddered at Reshawn's comment. The image of Reshawn and his mom, stripped down and sweaty, getting intimate, was too much for him.
"Son, why are you being so rude to our guest?" Lauren barked at the boy.
"Mom, he's a bully and I don't want him here."
Lauren stood up and smacked her son upside the head.
"He's a bully? Well what did he do to you?"
Reshawn sat smiling at the end of one table, feeling his loins stir at the fiery hot mom in motion.
"Mom, I don't want to say."
Smack!
"You don't want to say? You're going to insult our guest and not say?"
"Mom please!"
Smack smack smack!
Reshawn laughed and laughed at the other end of the table.
"Okay fine!" Roger shot Reshawn an angry glance, but he just laughed and laughed.
"Sometimes," Roger began, "In the locker room... He takes his... his THING, and he hits people with it."
Lauren had an idea of what her son meant, but there's no way that was what he meant.
"Speak up, what do you mean his thing?"
"He means my THING!" Reshawn yelled, laughing and laughing. He remembered all this.
"His thing, mom..." Roger mumbled, "His cock."
"His cock?" Lauren yelled, and just hearing the word roll off her tongue was enough to make Roger's head sting, "He hits you with his cock? And that hurts? How is that possible?"
"Mom, I don't want to be talking about this, he's right here--"
SMACK
"Okay, okay, mom, his thing is like enormous!"
The two looked across the table and the laughing Reshawn.
"No way," Lauren said, "Is this true?"
"True as it come motherfucker!" Reshawn yelled, laughing and laughing. The buxom mom headed over to where he was sitting.
"No way," she said, leaning over Reshawn's lap, her bust swaying at his eye level. He started to reach one hand up towards the mesmerizing titties.
But before he could even do that, Lauren had one hand down the waist of his trousers. Her slender light fingers fished down in there, and they came back out wrapped around the thick massive cylinder of Reshawn's hardening cock.
She held it up in his lap with a firm grip, high up enough so that Roger across the table could see. In the middle of the dining room, the sexy mom was half bent over the black man's lap gripping his big black cock out for all to see.
"Holy shit!" exclaimed the excited buxom mother.
"Mom!" yelled Roger, seeing the black grow grow in his mother's grip. As she held it, Lauren could feel its pulse and warmth.
"Hold that cock right there, sexy mama," grinned Reshawn. Lauren was locked in vision to the black monster.
Reshawn smiled and smiled. He looked back between the big dangling tits in front of him, the gasp and surprise on the mother's face, and the panicked looking loser across the table.
"What you gonna do next?"
Chapter 7
Sondra walked out back by the pool looking extremely sexy carrying a tray of drinks. She was still wearing the small tight white shirt with the black pants, but the cold night air made her skin grow taut, and her stomach looked so flat that you could rest your head on it and look right up it at her round beautiful tits.
Maddie and Candidate Stone were sitting at an outdoor table by the pool, talking about Maddie's school and Stone's ideas for education. Sondra joined them at the small circular table
"Thank you, Sondra," Stone said politely. His voice was a deep and masculine baritone. In fact, everything about Stone was deep and masculine. He was a broad shouldered, strong looking black man with a gorgeous white smile. He wasn't the gangster type that Maddie had sucked off that morning, he was smart looking, educated: a politician.
"Well, the way I see it, the most failing part of my education has been sexual," Maddie added. Sondra looked at the young woman and back at the candidate with a little bit of tension. Despite the liberal outfit she was wearing, Sondra was at heart a conservative. She had her lovers and affairs, but they were closed doors, the kind of thing you don't talk about in public. Maddie was being so bold by bringing this up.
The Candidate didn't even bat an eye though.
"I absolutely agree," he said to the eighteen-year old beauty, "We're not doing enough for sex education."
"Tell me about it!" Maddie responded emphatically. She may not know a lot about politics, but she knew sex.
"Like here's an example," the young woman said, "We just had a class in which they introduced the idea of oral sex. Which is all well and good, every girl's got to learn how to bob on the cob at some point. But they didn't seem to acknowledge any kind of technique. They showed you that sometimes you need to use a condom even if it's only with your mouth, but they failed to really get into the great part of sucking cock. Sure, maybe I understand that you need to take the whole cock into your mouth, really get saliva dripping from the corners of your lips and ravage the shaft and head with the force of your tongue, but other girls probably don't. If they don't teach this kind of thing in school, we're going to have a generation of girls giving awful blowjobs and they'll be tons of sexually frustrated men."
"That's very interesting," the Congressman said nodding, "I hadn't thought of that. So you're saying we need to teach not only safe sex, but how to have great sex too."
"Exactly my point!" Maddie exclaimed, and she and Stone laughed. Sondra looked at this woman and smirked. What an interesting little doll she is, Sondra thought. So flirty, so confident.
"I have a lot of other thoughts, too," Maddie added, and the Congressman urged her to go on.
"In addition," the cute jewess began, "We have to acknowledge race and its role in sex."
"Race, that's very interesting," Stone nodded, "Elaborate."
"Well, I just think we need to educate the students about how race affects sexual performance. Because it does."
"Of course," agreed Stone.
"Here's a good example. I'm Jewish, were you aware?"
"I might've been able to tell."
"You are too, right Ms. Hartman?"
Sondra nodded. "Maddie, dear, call me Sondra."
"Right. Sondra and I are both Jewish. And look at my body." Maddie stood up to show the Congressman. She twirled for him, making sure he could soak in every bit of her fine supple frame.
"You can see how race would affect the kind of body I have, and how the kind of body I have affects my sexual performance. The fact that I'm Jewish has given me this long dark hair, which men like to pull and hold onto during intercourse."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"They grab me by the hair and hold it back as they fuck me." Stone nodded and urged her to continue.
Were they being serious? Sondra looked in amazement at the ease with which this young classy girl discussed her sex life with this complete stranger. Sondra would never be so bold, yet, in looking at this young woman, she began to feel some courage.
"Sondra what do you think?" Maddie asked. Sondra had been in her own world, and was caught off guard with the question.
"Well," the young mom began, "I think I agree." The two waited for her to go on.
"Like, Maddie, your behind is very... particular."
Madie leaned her back inwards and arched out her ass.
"It is, that's right," Maddie said, "A lot of Jewish women have these perky, fleshy behinds." Maddie, in her short shorts, jiggled her hips to further display her luscious butt.



"I can see what you're both saying," Stone agreed.
"But Jewish men are different," continued Maddie, sitting down, "They tend to be pudgy, short, probably balding. And then of course, there's cock size."
"Cock size has got to be a huge part of race and sex," inferred the Congressman.
"Absolutely. And Jewish men tend me have some of the smallest and least satisfying cocks of all the races."
"Is that true?" asked Stone.
"Ask Sondra, she was married to a Jewish man, and they had a son together." They two looked to Sondra.
"Well, yes," she admitted, "He wasn't very big at all."
"How big?" asked Maddie, holding her hands about six inches apart. "Like this?"
"No, smaller." Maddie moved her hands together a little more. "This?" "Smaller." She moved them about three inches apart. "This?" "That looks about right."
"Why, that's incredibly small!" declared Stone.
"That really is!" Maddie said, herself in disbelief. It's not as if she had seen a lot of white cocks anyway.
Sondra was growing bolder, and so she went on.
"And Chaz, my son," she began, "He's even smaller."
Maddie bursted out into a laugh.
"Is Chaz really even smaller than that?"
"He is. I've noticed before on vacations, showers, you name it."
The three of them shot a look up at the lit window of Chaz's bedroom, where he was still working, oblivious to them out here. They sat quiet for a moment, all of them beginning to feel the buzz of the drinks Sondra had served.
"What about blacks?" asked Congressman Stone.
"Well, what about blacks?" Maddie returned.
"In terms of size."
"Well, in my experience, blacks tend to have some of the largest and most potent cocks."
Experience? wondered Sondra. What kind of spectacular beauty was this girl?
"Interesting," replied Stone.
"What, is this news to you?" Maddie asked, "I would think that you, as a black man, would be totally aware of this face."
"In a sense, I was," admitted the Congressman, "But you don't seem to understand black culture very much."
"I'm sorry?"
"Well, it's not about having a bigger more potent cocks," the slightly drunk Stone continued, "It's just about being bigger more potent people."
"Go on," Maddie inquired, intrigued.
"Sex is a part of it, and so having large amazing members is a part of it. But it's about being athletic, strong, powerful in every way. Look at the black man in the presidency. Look at our athletes, and our best movie stars. They're all black citizens, striving and showing superiority at every corner."
Maddie let Congressman Stone's words seep in. They sounded to her correct, it explained a lot of Reshawn's behavior, for one.
"So you're saying," asked Sondra, "That blacks are just trying to be better and stronger in every way?"
"Not that they're trying," said Stone, "That they are better and stronger in every way."
Sondra was interested, getting slightly drunk, and shown courage by Maddie's own display.
"So what does that really mean?" she asked.
"You have a white son, right?" he asked. Sondra nodded. "For instance, does he ever use this pool?"
"Never," Sondra admitted, taking another sip, "I tan out here, but he spends all his time in his room."
"That's precisely it," Stone argued, "White men, Jewish men, they're not interested in the right kind of strength or power. I swim thirty laps every day and it keeps my body rock solid.
"I work out every day too," Maddie added. "I as well," said Sondra.
"And while a white man would find a way to avoid a challenge, to get out of it, a black man would never step down."
"I don't understand that," Sondra said.
"Watch." Congressman Stone stood up and started to undress. He got down to just his underwear, and the women could start to see what he meant. His body was not just muscular, strong, and well toned: it was like that of a God. His black skin was so shiny, his muscles were so big and powerful. Neither of them failed to notice the incredibly snakelike bulge that stretched and fought at his tight briefs.
"Watch," Stone repeated. He lept into the pool and began to swim laps and an amazing speed. The force with which he shoveled water was like that of a speed boat. The two sexy women stared intensely at him as he swam. They were both being taken in by the sheer display of force and power that the swimming black man could display.
When he was done, he emerged from the water dripping wet with chlorine and his own sweat. He looked half like some perfect man, and half like some perfect God.
"Power means showing that power," he said, and the ladies nodded. His bulking near-nude body traversed over to the table again. This time, he stood hulking over Maddie, dripping down onto the pavement next to her. Maddie stared up at his powerful eyes, then at his slippery hard body that was just inches from her seat.
Maddie stood up, but she didn't come close to the towering height of the man. Slowly, wordlessly, she began to walk away, towards the swimming pool, giving Sondra and Stone a view of her perfect ass swaying with each step.
Maddie turned around again, the glow of the pool behind her illuminating her body. She began now to shed her own clothes, down to her bra containing her small round tits, and a thong that displayed her perfect butt like a fancy dish prepared by some famous chef.
But even that didn't last long. She slipped her fingers under the straps on her shoulders, dropped the bra to the ground revealing her hard nipples on her fine tits, and then pulled and snapped the elastic string on her waist until the nude figure of Maddie stood at the edge of the pool, glowing blue from the underwater light like an ancient Greek goddess.
She slipped her smooth white body in the pool where she floated in the water. Wet and dripping, she swam for a few moments before coming to the edge of the pool and thrusting her torso over the side towards the table. Her bare tits glistening with water, and her wet stringy hair made her look like an elegant mermaid.
Stone came over to where Maddie pressed up against with her elbows, and dropped his wet underwear. Sondra could see his black taut behind, and though his legs, the long thick hard shaft of his beastly black cock.
He sat down, positioned the half-endrenched Maddie between his legs, and she held his cock between her white fingers. Sondra sipped her wine, drunk and amazed at the sight of this beautiful young woman grasping and playing with that fine black cock.
Maddie worked with two hands on the shaft, jerking and pulling it, giving a slippery twirl every now and then, worshipping and loving the black cock like it was her savior in life.
Sondra couldn't help but slip a finger or two down the waist of her pants. But she hesitated, drawn in by the scene, but also felt so far away here at the table.
Sondra stood up, her motherly tits bouncing with each step. She undid her pants as she went, letting the black fabric fall as she walked. Her white thighs were taut, tan, and perfect. She sat down on the left of Stone, dripping her stellar legs into the water next to where Maddie played with the black cock. She could smell the precum off of his dick.
Stone slipped a big meaty hand around her shoulders. She felt him paw at her left tit, and a wave of transgressive pleasure spilled out of her body. Soon enough, Stone had turned his cock away from Maddie, and Maddie had shifted in front of Sondra, and the two young sexual creatures grabbed Sondra by the arms and legs, Maddie reaching around Sondra's slim waist and dragging down her small panties to reveal her tight clean pussy, her considerable matronly behind, and Stone patted her already bare stomach, so flat and taut, and he lifted up her tight white shirt, straining to get it over her breasts which were so snug in the soft white cotton. She was wearing no bra, and the four hands, two small slender and white and two meaty thick and black, left the slim beautiful mother completely naked at the edge of this pool.
As if choreographed, Maddie dived sensually under the water, her bare body swimming across the bottom of the floor away from Sondra, while Stone lifted the white mother up in his strong black arms and sat her down on his lap where his hard pointy cock jetted upwards at her face like a threatening black challenge.
Maddie swam through the pool like a licentious fish, while Sondra learned to run the black cock between her fingers, not just to please him sexually, but in a spiritual way, like she was worshipping the magnificent power of his shaft.
When it came time, Stone carried Sondra up like a lawn chair to the steps of the pool, where he anchored himself on a shallow seat and lowered her thin body down onto his cock, ready to be impaled.
Maddie came up to breathe, and was greeted by the shrill and steamy cries of Sondra on the black cock. Her hips thrust and gulped onto the black rod like it was quenching a primal thirst, her face was contorted in ecstatic submissive bliss, and the white mom begged and begged for the black cock to penetrate, enter, and violate her every hole.
The black hands gripped her sides like a can of soda, squeezing and crushing her hips in amazing pleasure. Sondra looked up to see Maddie standing up out of the pool, her white body dripping wet, headed towards some towels, but she slipped right back into the mind splitting pleasure of the cock that was entering her so vigorously.
Maddie was serenely content. The sound of Sondra's pleasure moans soothed her like a sexy lullaby.
Chapter 8
Lauren held the cock between her fingers, she felt its warmth, she wanted to lurge it forwards, put it in her mouth, suck on it and feel its cum pulse down her throat...
"Mom!" Roger yelled, but Lauren was just entranced, staring at the thick head that was inches from her face, she wanted to do something, but then again, her son was right there, and who was this boy--
"Suck it!" Reshawn yelled and slammed her head down onto the spear of his hard cock. Lauren's lips were parted, the cock entered swiftly, it peeled back her lips, getting the slimy inside caught on the bulbous black head but it just kept going. More and more inches of thick black cock raced down her oral cavity, down into her gullet where they thrashed against the warm insides of the cock loving mom.
"You can watch your momma suck this cock," Reshawn said to Roger as Lauren began to get more into it, bobbing her head up and down voluntarily, slipping her fingers around the base, rolling her eyes upwards towards the black grin of the boy whose cock was lodged so far down her body...
Roger stood up in confusion and disgust, his mom lowering herself down onto her knees and sliding in between the black legs of the boy so she could better gobble down his rod.
In his room, he could still hear his mother gagging on the cock she was sucking. Reshawn was yelling, "Suck that!" and "You're a good momma, ain't you?"
Reshawn peeled the voracious mother off of his cock, leaving a slimy string of precum and saliva connecting her puffy lips to his veiny member. He reached down, grabbed the shoulders of her shirt and plucked it off, exposing her big brown titties in their hefty blue bra.
"What a stacked momma," he said to Lauren, scooting her busty figure back between his lap, "You've got some fleshy tittays that last for days!"
Lauren smiled, and grabbed the slimy slippery rod. pressing it up in her cleavage, she rolled it until her tits were glistening and wet, and then let Reshawn take it from then.
Grabbing her monstrous breasts by their fleshy sides, Reshawn sandwiched his cock between the gulf of her breasts, letting their soft warmth slide over his dripping organ.
He slide out and in slowly at first, letting the tit flesh swallow his cock like a pair of expert lips, but then he pulsed faster, slamming between the mom's big tits, hitting her with no regard in her jaw and slamming back and out at violent speeds.
Lauren wore a look of patient adoration, of appreciation for the slippery service that her breasts could provide for the powerful cock in her presence. She used her hands to press her breasts together further, making a slit for the cock that was even tighter than her matronly pussy. Her thoughts were focused on one thing and one things alone: the black man's hips that were thrusting into her cleavage and titty-fucking her like no tomorrow.
The black man was pleased with his busty mother servant, and he lifted her up out of his lap and sat her down on the dining table, sending some plates of enchiladas crashing to the floor. He spread her legs and took off her tiny shorts so that her smooth thick thighs were open and her wet pussy lay open and ready for his pounding.
The face on Lauren's face when his cock first entered her was unlike any face Lauren had ever made. It was a look of blind bliss, of a complete surrender of her tits, her thighs, her body to this black intruder in her home. As the massive black boy slammed into this fair skinned mom, the sloppy rhythm of their vicious gentalia echoed in the creaking of the dining table, the girlish moans Lauren slipped out of parted lips, and the frequent and loud exclamations of the black Reshawn.
"Mmmmm make those mommy titties shake as I pound into this pussy, mmmhmmm!"
Roger paced in his room, unable to get any work done when the ground seemed to shake under the momentous fucking of his mother and his bully. She seemed so quick to surrender, so enamoured with the virility of the black stud in her home that she cast aside her son and his concerns at the chance to be a servant in the lap of that bully.
Concerned, Roger peeked down the stairs towards the dining room, where he realized that Reshawn had spun his mother's naked thick body on her stomach and was now plowing her ass from behind.
Roger was just about to head back when he witnessed his mother sliding off the table, getting back down on her knees in front of the virulent monster, and opening her sweet mouth to let the pulsing and erupting cock spew white hot cum down her eager gullet.
As Reshawn spewed load after load of cum onto his mother, Roger began to feel sicker and sicker. The way his mom lapped it up with her tongue, the way he aimed shots at her breasts to make them glazed with sticky semen, it all made him sick. There was Reshawn's deviant smile and he cackled and laughed at the domination of this new slutty cum-machine, this ever eager buxom servant that was Roger's own mom!
Roger waited in his room for an hour before he had returned back down the stairs to see. He found the kitchen still a mess, and his mom and Reshawn were sitting on the couch in the living room watching television, with the half assembled bookcase still strewn across the floor.
They both were dressed, his mom wearing a button down white shirt that was probably too small, as it strained and struggled at the buttons, leaving wide gaps between that threatened to pop open and expose her bust to the world. It didn't help that the garment had its first several buttons open anyway, so that a massive expanse of her fleshy tits were popped out and expose. Reshawn had his arm around her, but other than that it was fairly casual. In the glow of the television screen, Roger could still make out the snaking cylinder of Reshawn's cock in his gym shorts, soft for now, but always threatening to harden once more and ravish either him or his mom.
A panic was on Lauren's mind as she watched TV with the boy. She hadn't been sure what come over her, she had acted unlike she had ever acted before. She had sucked, slobbered, and fucked a boy she did not know in her own home, in front of her own son! But part of her felt so at peace under the thumb of this big black stranger. When he ordered her to place the palm of her hand against his soft cock, she did as he said, and felt like obeying a higher purpose. But she labored over how to explain this to her son, how to justify the passion and transgression she had just performed on their own kitchen table.
"Roger, come in," she said spotting him on the stairs, "I want to talk."
Roger sulked into the room, looking angry, confused, upset. Reshawn grinned at the television alone.
"I'm sorry you had to see all that, it's just that Reshawn and I have a kind of special connection," she was fibbing.
"A special connection?" asked Roger increduously, "You just met!"
"Well, okay, maybe not a special connection, but something like it."
Roger was fuming, but he couldn't help but stare at the mass of breasts that spilled from his mother's blouse, a large portion of which was still sticky and wet with the large load of cum that Reshawn had just emptied on her.
"Mom, stop feeding me this bullshit!"
"Bitch, make that kid shut the fuck up when I'm watching," barked Reshawn to Lauren, and Lauren, feeling the command of this powerful boy, asked her son to please be quiet, Reshawn was trying to watch.
"Why do you accommodate him! What did he do? This douchebag is not my dad or anything! He's just a bully from my school!"
"Who the fuck are you calling douchebag?" screamed Reshawn, rising from the sofa.
"Fuck you!" Roger yelled, and his mother yelled at him to be silent!
"Listen!" she said to her son, standing over him with Reshawn, "This is my house more so than it is yours, and you will not speak to guests that way!"
Roger was about to protest, but something stopped him. Reshawn had pulled down his shorts, releasing his thick monster penis that was growing harder with each sentence. By just pulling it out, by revealing it again in this home, Reshawn had made a powerful statement that could silence any of Roger's claims. This was Reshawn's house now. He had claimed the busty Lauren, and he wielded the giant cock that made her moan and the rafters shake.
Almost telepathically, Reshawn commanded Lauren to begin stroking the hardening cock, using her fingers to get it back to it's full length.
"Don't move from that couch," Reshawn ordered to Roger, who was too wiped out and shell shocked to move anyway.
Lauren's finger successfully woke the black cock out of its slumber, and within moments, Reshawn had popped off all the buttons of her blouse and dunked his cock between her slippery breasts once more.
Roger sat and stared mesmerized and terrified as the black bully fucked and ravished the mother for a whole hour before once again feeding her what seemed like gallons of his warm sticky seed.
Chapter 9
Sondra's moans grew louder and rapider as Maddie dried off her body with the towel. By the time she was dry, Sondra was simply yelling as the black cock pleasured her insides like never before.
What marvelous tits, Maddie thought, watching the bouncing beauties sway in rhythm with Stone's powerful thrusts between her thighs.
Maddie, however, made her way indoors, carefully sliding the glass doors behind her closed. She shed the towel and walked nude to the spacious kitchen, where she searched through the refrigerator and found a juice box. She sat down at the counter and slurped through the tiny straw.
Footsteps echoed from the stairs. Chaz came in lazily to the kitchen, oblivious and empty to the evening's entire events.
"Whoa," he said, spotting the naked Maddie sitting with her juice box.
"Hey stud," she said to him.
"Should I leave?" he asked her, more amazed than confused as to why she was naked in his kitchen.
"No, you can stay. It's not like you've never seen a naked woman before."
Chaz looked down at his feet and shrugged.
"You've never seen a naked woman before?" She laughed. Standing up, she did a long twirl so that Chaz could witness not only her flawless breasts and flat lean stomach, but also her perfectly arched back and her glorious savory behind.
"Take it all in," she said, twirling and twirling her white naked body.



"You're so gorgeous," Chaz gawked, and Maddie smiled. He sat down across from her at the counter.
"What are you doing anyway? Where's my mom?"
Maddie's smirk grew wider and wilder.
"She's out by the pool. Go see."
MAddie's naked form followed Chaz as he opened the sliding glass doors to check outside.
Sondra's moans were audible the moment the glass doors slipped open. Maddie was standing behind Chaz, and so she could only see the back of his head, but there was an element of her that rushed with eroticism at just the imagined look of terror and confusion rushing over Chaz's eyes at this moment.
When Chaz rushed through the glass doors, Maddie put a hand on his shoulder to stop him.
"Shhh," she said, holding him back ,"Let them be. Can't you see how much she's enjoying this?"
As difficult as it was, Chaz noticed the rush of sexual pleasure bursting from his mother's face right now. The black hands groping at her breasts, hips, and thighs were making her writhe in a pleasure that Chaz had never seen her experience.
Maddie reached onto the counter and grabbed her cell phone. She opened the camera app and zoomed into the steamy scene of Chaz's mom and her lover.
The video was crystal sharp: you could see not only Sondra's perfect round breasts, but their elegant swaying, her thrusting hips, her delicate white fingers and the look of amazement and ecstasy that poured over her face. You could see the fingernails digging into the solid black flesh of the man fucking her so passionately.
Pressing stop, Maddie quickly added a message to the clip:
"Haven't heard from you tonight. I guess you didn't get my message about going to Roger's. I'll stop by myself. Look at the fun night I had."
Maddie sent Reshawn the clip and then put her phone away.
"That man is fucking my mom so hard," Chaz said incredulously, but Maddie just laughed.
"Looks like your mom totally craves black cock."
"I guess so."
"Chaz, let's stop watching your mother fuck. I have to stop by your friend's house and get my papers, do you want to come?"
Chaz didn't take his eyes off his pounded mother. "Why the fuck not."
Maddie excused herself to grab a different set of clothes from Sondra's closet. She expected Sondra wouldn't her borrowing something. She emerged in Sondra's trademark outfit: tight white belly shirt with black pants.
Chaz was still staring at the black man fucking his mom. "He doesn't seem even close to stopping. How is he fucking my mom for so long?"
"Because he's a real man," Maddie giggled, "Come on."
When Chz and Maddie were in the car, Stone finally slipped his cock out of the screaming mother and splashed wave after wave of cum onto her neck, shoulders, and breasts. The panting mother looked like a slimy monster when he was finished, and the two dived into the pool to wash off.
Maddie was surprised to see Reshawn's car in the driveway.
"I guess he did get my message," she said to herself, "Why is he still here?"
MAddie and Chaz knocked twice on Roger's door, and they were greeted by a pale and upset looking Roger.
Roger didn't say anything, he just let the two of his classmates into the home and sat them down in the living room.
Reshawn had spent all of his seed onto Lauren, and she was just laying in her bra in his lap as he played with his phone.
"Hey baby," he greeted Maddie, who smiled at seeing the big titted Lauren.
"Holy shit," she said to Roger, "Is this your mom?"
Roger nodded.
"How do both you have such hot moms?"
Neither was in any mood to answer.
"What, does this dweeb with you have a hot mom too?" asked Reshawn.
"Did you get my video?"
Reshawn clicked open the video, watching Sondra getting pounded by the other big black cock.
"What a beauty!" he said about Sondra, showing the nude video to both Roger and Lauren, to Chaz's dismay.
"Can I talk to you?" Maddie asked Reshawn, and the two of them went into the other room to be alone.
"Can you fucking believe it?" Reshawn asked, "Did you see that kid's mom in my lap? She's a fucking big titty bombshell."
"Tell me about it. I basically took the other kid's mom and got her to admit her son had a worthless tiny cock!"
"No way."
Maddie and Reshawn kissed passionately, their hands and fingers finding the delicate spots of each other's bodies like only two experienced lovers could.
"We are going to have so much fun with these dweebs and their moms," Reshawn said, grinning.
Maddie smiled.
"You fucking bet."
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I get why everyone says my mom is smoking hot. She's young, and with all the money my dad makes, she doesn't have much to do all day except work out, tone her body, and look nice. But what most people don't get is how much of a bitch she can be.
I was in the middle of a videogame with my friend Jon when my mom came home carrying some groceries. She must have gone to the gym beforehand, because she was wearing just her black sports bra, skin tight pants, and looked sweaty.
"Drew, can you help me and get the rest of the groceries from the car?" she called to me. Jon and I were right in the middle of a fierce game.
"In a minute," I yelled back. She was setting down the groceries on the counter.
"No, Drew, now! The milk is going to go bad."
"I'm in the middle, mom!" I yelled, but she wasn't having that. She walked right over and stood in the front of the tv. My view of the screen was now completely obstructed by her sweaty flat midriff.
"Mom!" I yelled, as she bent over and unplugged my console from the wall. Putting one small white hand on her curvy hips defiantly, she pointed at the door to the garage and barked, "Now!"
I grumbled all the way to the car and brought in all the groceries, having to take three trips to do so. She bought so much stuff.
When I got back, she was sitting in my place on the couch, reclining, talking to my friend Jon. My mom had always been very friendly to Jon, probably because as a rich white family, we didn't have a lot of black people in our personal lives.
I hovered over my mom.
"Did you get them all?" she asked me sternly, and I gritted my teeth and nodded. Only then did she giggle and stand up from the couch.
"Well, I feel all gross; I'm going to take a shower," she called to us both, walking away towards her room, "Bye Jon."
"Bye Mrs. Brown," Jon called back. I sat down in my seat; it was all sticky and wet from my mom's sweaty bare body.
"Fucking bitch," I mumbled to my friend, "She always fucks everything up."
"I didn't really mind," my friend returned, grinning, "I like talking to her."
"Yeah, yeah, your stupid crush."
"It's not a stupid crush," Jon said, "Your mom is a fine piece of white meat, Drew. Did you see her body in that sports bra? She's got an amazing toned stomach, like some kind of beach volleyball player. And the jiggle in that tight elastic bra was like she was fucking going through puberty. Not to mention that juicy ass of hers, warm and ripe like a goddamn fuckable peach. I wouldn't mind taking a bite out of those cheeks."
"Shut up. You treat her like she's some hottie from our school, but she's not, she's just my bitch mom."
"Yeah, your bitch mom who I'd like to grab by her curly brown hair and make moan."
"Fuck you."
"Damn, you're really mad, aren't you?"
"She just orders me around and then responds so disproportionately."
The sound of her turning on the shower echoed through the room. You could tell Jon was imagining her taking off her sticky gym clothes and running her soft white body under the steamy hot water.
"Well, have you ever tried to do something about it?" Jon asked.
"What do you mean?"
"If you don't like the way she treats you, have you tried to do something about it?"
"Not fucking really," I offered, "My dad is always out of town on business, I haven't seen him in a month so there's nothing I can really say to him. And since she provides my fucking bed, and cooks my meals, and gives me all my money, I don't see what else I could do."
"Have you tried something, well, a little more covert?" Jon grinned.
"I don't know what you mean," I said, quizzically.
"You could always fuck with her secretly," he suggested, "Fart on her pillow. Piss in her shampoo. Cum in her food."
"That's fucking disgusting," I told him, "I'm not cumming in my mom's food."
"I'll do it," Jon offered a little too eagerly, standing up from his seat and heading to the kitchen. "This is your mom's coconut milk, right? The one only she drinks?"
"Yeah," I said, still unsure of what to think as he walked back to the couch carrying it, "It's not like there's anyone in this house but me and her, and I'm not drinking any of that healthy crap."
"That's good," he said, sitting back down, "Just let me take care of it then."
I don't know why I wasn't more surprised when Jon whipped out his dick right there. I had never seen my friend's penis before, but since he was black, I guess I always just expected it was on the larger side. He seemed to have no shame about pouring a little of the milk into his palm and beginning to stroke fiercely his soft black cock.
I opened my mouth to start to offer an objection, but Jon shushed me down. I shrugged. Maybe this would be funny.
For a while, the only sounds were the running hot water, some small echoes of her high pitched singing voice as she washed her body, and the rhythmic slap as Jon beat his meat across from me.
Jon finally broke the silence, asking me strainedly, "Can you hand me that?" He was pointing at a framed photo on the table beside me.
"Uhh, sure," I said, grabbing it. It was a photo of my mom from the summer, her brown curly hair at her shoulder, big sunglasses over her face, and she was completely bare save for a striking blue bikini that left most of her white fit body exposed.
I handed the image of my mom to my friend, and he licked his lips staring at it. The whoosh of his hand on his cock became louder. I tapped my fingers, waiting patiently and watching my friend beat off, until he flashed me a smile.
"Here we go," he said, dipping the head of his hard cock into the mouth of the coconut milk jug. Stroking just softly at the base, he writhed his legs and began to cum, and I could hear the splash as the jets of cum hit the liquid in the container, splash after splash after splash.
With the sounds of my mom's shower still present, he removed his softening cock from the milk jug, and wiped the excess jizz on its lips. "Just making sure we get it all in," he reassured me.
Putting the cap back onto the jug, he shook it a few times vigorously before putting his spent cock back in his pants and zipping up.
"Perfect," he said, standing up to return the jug to the refrigerator, "Just wait until she drinks this."
I allowed myself a hearty laugh. Whatever reservations I had had, they seemed to disappear when I realized how funny this secret punishment would be.
We had started playing another video game when my mom walked in, finished with her shower. Her curly brown hair was still slightly wet, but she had on a casual low cut black-and-white-striped dress that hugged her body tightly and left a fair amount of cleavage with her moderate boobs.
"I think videogame time is over," she said, coming over the couch, "I want to watch tv."
"But mom, we just began," I retorted angrily.
"Hush," she uttered dismissively, "I need you to start to fix dinner anyway."
I groaned and stood up, and she took my place on the couch, reclining fully again with the remote.
"You don't mind Jon, do you?" she asked politely in her cute high pitched voice.
"No ma'am," answered my grinning friend, who seemed happy to get to stare at her body in that finely fitting dress.
From the kitchen, I could see into the television room where the two watched. I began going through the fridge, filling a pot of water to boil, and fixing a salad. When I looked up, my friend had joined my mom on the couch, her knees bent and curled down to make room for him with her reclined outstretched body. When I had fished the pasta out of the water and strained it, she had switched positions, so that her curly head of hair was now squat in his lap with her feet outstretched to the other side. She was on her side to see the television, which must have given Jon a full view down the cleavage of her dress.
"Well," Jon said, starting to stand up, patting my mom on her hips so that she'd move her head from his warm lap, "I should be going home. Thanks for letting me spend time over, Mrs. Brown."
"Don't mention it," my mom politely squealed, grabbing a pillow to replace where her head was resting.
"See you later, man," Jon said to me, winking as I finished making dinner.
A few minutes passed and I had everything ready. My mom stood up lazily from where she had been resting on the couch and sat down at the dinner table. I had everything on the table already.
"Can you grab my coconut milk?" called my mom, sitting down. I froze, but then smiled to myself and grabbed the tampered jug from the fridge.
I ate my pasta slowly, watching her carefully from across the table. So far she had opened the jug, poured its spunky liquid into her glass, but she hadn't taken a sip. She looked tired, and she twirled her pasta with her fork into small bites.
Finally, she swallowed a small bite, and then reached for the glass. I began to feel nervous, what if she could taste it? What would I say? Should I stop her now? How would I explain myself?
But I was too late. She parted her dainty lips and let the white milk flow into her mouth and down her throat. I could see each gulp as it passed into her body. She downed the glass of my friend's cum in that one go; she had to pour herself more from the on-hand jug.
Not only did she not seem to notice the tons of jizz my friend had squirted in her beverage, it seemed to wake her up a bit. She smiled at me chipperly after, asked me about my day, and started being not a total bitch to me for the first time all afternoon.
But every time she reached for the glass and took a gulp, I couldn't help but imagine my friend's big black cock right next to her mouth. She was opening her gullet and letting him shove that black cock in, convulse between her lips, and send his white sticky seed into her body. Every time she took a sip of his cum, that was all I could see.
The meal finished, my mom offered to finish the dishes, but then she was heading out to meet some friends. I sat with her, her cleavage wobbling in that dress as she cleaned each dish, and then she leaned in to kiss me goodbye before she left.
Reluctantly, I let her plant a big wet one on my cheek, but then the moment she left I scrubbed my face hard in the bathroom.
My mom drank that coconut milk for breakfast, she had a glass with lunch, after the gym, and with dinner. Every time she took it out of the fridge, an evil smile spread across my face as I watched her unwillingly consume all that semen squirted from my friend's sweaty cock and balls. When I told Jon how much she was drinking, he smiled widely and gave me a big high five.
When she had gulped down the entire jug and started a new one, Jon simply defiled that one too. Every time Jon came over now, we waited until my mom was out of the house or in the other room and I would sit across from Jon as he held the bikini photo of my mom and squeezed out a fat sticky load for her to drink down.
In the next few weeks, not only did my mom not notice that her drinks were full of Jon's cum, but she seemed to drink even more. I had never really paid attention to how much she drank, but these days, it felt like she was always pouring herself a big glass of my friend's cum and then licking the excess white milk off her puffy lips.
It became a common sight to come home and see my mom, sweaty and half naked from the gym, gulping down the defiled white liquid right from the jug, a small trail dripping from the corner of her petite mouth.
Jon never seemed to tire of dipping his cockhead into the liquid and filling it up with some warm new nutrients for my mom.
After a few weeks of cumming in her milk, we devised new tricks. Jon came in her shampoo, in her yoghurt containers, in her special margarine and her egg beaters and her salad dressing. Pretty soon, almost everything my mom ate or drank was diluted with the sticky white mess Jon dripped from his cock every time he visited. Pretty soon, I joked, he might as well just ejaculate right onto her face.
There came to be one day, though, when things got too far. I slept in instead of picking up some dry cleaning that my mom needed, and she was so furious that she took my Xbox and sold it on the internet.
"What a goddamn bitch!" I steamed to Jon that afternoon, "I want to punish her fucking so hard for this."
Jon laughed. "I can make an extra big wad for her today," he said, eager to start her punishment, "I'll give her a second serving of nut butter in her cream cheese."
"No, that's not going to work this time," I responded furiously, "We can't keep being covert. We have to teach her a lesson, show her that she can't just be such a bitch this time."
"What, like blackmail her? Get her to buy you a new Xbox?" Jon suggested.
"Yeah, that's it exactly!"
I started rambling about how we were going to find something on her, something that would put her on her knees in front of us and get her to stop being such a bitch.
"I don't know what you're expecting to find," Jon noted, "Your mom doesn't do anything except work out."
I wasn't sure either. So one Saturday, Jon and I put on some baggy clothes and decided to follow my mom around, see what kind of shit she might be doing. In the early morning, we tailed her to the gym, watching her from a bench across the room. Her fit body moving rhythmically on the treadmill seemed to capture Jon's attention. When we were up front, he was staring at her jiggling cleavage, glistening with sweat in the tight sports bra. Then from behind, her swaying hips and succulent ass was making my friend drool. I frowned.
We watched her do her exercises, spreading and twisting her body on a yoga mat into all sorts of contortions. She arched her back and stuck her ass in the air. She spread her legs and thrust upwards and down. She even stretched her back such that the tips of her buoyant butt cheeks began to peek out of her elastic pants.
We had to drive extra fast to get back home before she did, but we succeeded. Jon and I sat on the couch, watching her drink down her coconut milk before she sashayed over to her room to strip and take a shower.
When my mom emerged from the shower in a blue blouse tied at her chest so that her middriff was bare, we began to worry that this really was all she did all day. Jon stayed for dinner, watching her spread her tainted margarine onto toast, gulping down his cum in her coconut milk.
After dinner, though, my bare stomach mom told us she was heading out to the mall to do some shopping.
"Now's our chance," I said to my friend, hurrying to get in my car and follow her. We had to speed to catch up to her, but we were able to get on her tail.
She parked by a big department store, and Jon stepped out of the passenger door.
"You wait here," he said, "in case I lose her and she comes out. I'll go in a track her there."
I parked in a spot looking over my mom's empty vehicle, and waited with the engine running.
After a few minutes, he texted me a photo of her alone, going down an escalator. "Keep up the surveillance," I texted back.
The next photo came a few minutes later: my mom looking at dresses, a pretty saleswoman in a short skirt helping her sort through the walls of clothes. She was carrying a few more bags; it looked like she had bought a few things.
Eventually, Jon sent me a photo from fairly up close of my mom in the beach shop, looking at red, orange, and blue bikinis: small strips of fabric on even smaller hangers. The next shot was her stepping out of a dressing room in just the tiny red bikini, her fit body glowing in the store lights and the handsome young clerk smiling and nodding, urging her to purchase the sexy garment.
Jon didn't sent me any more messages after that, and I began to worry. I stared back and forth between the empty car and the entrance to the mall.
Finally, when the mall was about to close, out came my smiling mom, walking almost arm and arm with my also-smiling friend Jon. He was carrying a ton of her bags, many of them from the beach shop, and her arms were full too. Under the lights of the empty night parking lot, my big black friend and petite white mom laughed and made their way to her car.
When I was on the road, following my mom back home, Jon finally texted me.
"sry, she saw me and i hd to play it cool".
"Whatever," I shrugged, and headed back home after my mom.
When I got in, she was in the kitchen pouring Jon a glass of water and pouring herself a glass of the heavily tainted semen soaked milk. She explained to me how funny it was to run into my friend at the mall, and how much of a charmer he was to help her carry her bags.
My friend grinned as my sexy mom lauded him, and I only slightly frowned.
The next day, my mom was out, and Jon was jacking off into her milk. This time, he used the photos of her on his phone from the day before, showing me how many more he had taken once my mother had noticed him and enlisted his help in picking out swimsuits.
He had photos of my mom in sexy outfits, from the small blue bikinis she loved to some slim party dresses, sexy small gym wear, and even a few in some risque lingerie. My mom played the wonderful model the entire time, giving my friend and his camera a seductive glare, radiant with mature desire.
"So yesterday was a bust," I said after my friend had finished cumming and stuffed his junk back in his pants.
"Maybe not," he said to me, smiling.
"How so?"
"Well, I got to spend some nice time with your mom," he reminded me, "And we were talking a lot. She's a nice woman, very fun and very sexy. I'm sure she does all kind of embarrassing things that she would eventually dish to me if she and I got closer."
I thought about his proposal. It felt wrong and dirty to give my blessing for this big black friend to prey on my mother, but I couldn't think of any good reason to object. And it wasn't like I could stop him now.
My life changed after that. I almost barely saw my friend anymore. He would still stop by to play maybe one round of games, cum in my mom's milk, and then say goodbye, but mostly, he was out with my mom. They went to the gym together, she modelled more and more outfits for him. It wasn't unusual to get a text from her that she and he had gone out to lunch, or to the beach for a day in the sun, or even clubbing late into the night. I remember a time she and he came home, she was piss drunk and stumbling around the kitchen with her dress hiked up nearly to her waist and he was laughing. But every time I asked him if he finally had the information, he just said not yet.
He began spending even more time around my house, just not with me. I would play video games alone, and they would be in her room, the door closed. I wondered how hard he was working to get that information. Sometimes, I would come out of my room in the middle of the night and he would be sleeping on the couch, having spent late nights up with my mother, but eventually, he just slept in her room since my dad was always gone and I'd see him making breakfast in the morning. I asked him what he did in there, behind those closed doors with my mom, but he just told me it was boring stuff and I should wait.
Finally, I had enough. He and my mom were outside by the pool, her in a pink bikini on a lounging chair and he swimming laps around the water. I called for my mom to help me with something inside, when I pulled her aside and confronted her.



"What are you and Jon doing spending so much time together?" I asked her, and she wiped the brown hair out of her face.
"Oh, honey, just being friends," she said, smiling gently, "Why, are you not okay with it?"
I looked into her smiling face, with those wide eyes and feminine cheeks, and I struggled with my phrasing.
"I guess not," I said, "It's just--"
"Just what?" she inquired, sounding concerned.
"I don't know, nevermind."
"Great!" she smiled widely. She walked over to the refrigerator and poured yet another class of spunky coconut milk. As she gulped it down, I just saw my friend convulsing his balls into that jug and that big black cock hovering by her sweet lips...
As my mom busied herself in the kitchen, I proceeded outside to try to talk to Jon. He was drying his big body off on the side of the pool.
"Hey man," I said.
"Sup!"
"I think we need to call this all off," I said.
"What? What do you mean?"
"It's just, I don't feel we're getting anywhere with this, and maybe I overreacted about the punishment idea. I think we need to stop everything. You don't need to keep pressing for information, you don't need to follow her around, and you don't need to jizz in her milk anymore."
Jon looked at me concerned.
"Listen," he said, putting a big wet hand on my shoulder, "I think we're really close to getting somewhere. Tonight I'm going out with your mom to this big gala opening. It's the only thing she's been talking about for weeks. She's been buying dresses, and she's getting her hair done soon by this incredible new sexy hairdresser. She's going to be stunning, and tonight's going to be the night it's all going down. So I think if you let me have just this one final day, we can get the information and be done."
I was hesitant, but I didn't really have a choice. I said okay.
"Great," he said, "Here's the plan."
Jon set me up with a computer in his room, back at his house. He would come by, pick me and my mom off, then drop me off at his house to spend the night. I would bunk there alone, watching on the monitor, which was hooked up to a hidden camera he would place in my mom's room. He would get her to spill the beans about something to give us leverage, and then if she got so mad at having been tricked, I wouldn't be even in the house: I would be far away and safe from her angry wrath. That is, until she realized how in control we were. Then she would be a perfect little mom, letting me play video games and do whatever I wanted.
I was in the kitchen when my mom came out ready to go. She was indeed very dressed up. She had a long black gown, very slick and sexy, with a plunging neckline that positioned her moderate tits like two hands were holding them outwards, and an elegant arch in the back that I failed to immediately notice was just the natural shape of her rump. She had her curly hair up in a bun, such the sexy back of her neck was exposed, and her light makeup just accentuated that she looked not only unlike a mother, but like a barely legal teenager.
"I'm so excited," said my mom, skipping in her high heels out the door where Jon was waiting to drive. I followed her, got into the backseat, and they swiftly dropped me off. I headed into Jon's room, and sat on the bed.
I sat eating hot pockets and watching television late into the evening. I almost wanted to sleep, but I waited at the monitor, hoping for some signs of movement so that the show would begin.
The picture was crystal clear, and I jumped up when I saw the door open and my friend walk in. He was carrying my mom's drunk body in his arms. He positioned her gently on the bed, then turned around. The camera was so close, I could see the goosebumps on the back of my mom's neck and she rolled over drunkenly and sat up.
"Jon, Jon, Jon," she slurred, and he sat down next to her on the bed.
"Yes beautiful?" he said to her, placing one of his big hands onto her hip.
"I'm hungry," she told him in her high pitched voice.
"You ate so much at the party," he said, scooting closer.
"I'm just starving!" she wailed, "Feel." She took his other hand and placed it on her toned flat stomach, over the sensual black dress.
Jon glanced at the camera and shot me a smile. "I can't feel how hungry you are that way," he said.
"Of course," slurred my mom, standing up and jumping to the other side of the room. She was standing before my friend, who was leaning back on the bed.
"I have to do this for you to feel it," she said, and she slipped her thumbs under the thin black straps of dress on her shoulders, flinging them down in one quick motion. Her dress fell off her creamy white shoulders in an elegant swoosh, and there stood my fit mother, bare breasted in only a tiny black though, her toned and feminine body a mesmerizing and sexy sight.
At this, I tried to yell to the screen but it was no use.
She approached Jon and placed his hand to her perfect flat stomach again.
"Can you feel it now?" she asked again sexily, "How hungry I am?"
He gave her tan belly a small pinch, and the youthful elasticity of my mother's body snapped it right back into its perfect place.
"Well," asked Jon, "What would you like to eat?"
My mom straddled her long elegant legs around my friend's black body.
"You."
In moments, he was completely undressed and slipping the black thongs down my mom's behind and onto the floor, where she kicked it off to the far corners of the room. She reached onto him and grabbed his big black meaty cock, the same cock I had seen squirt gallons of potent cum into her beverages over the last few weeks.
My mom's succulent lips traced his cock down to its hard bulbous head, and I realized that this scene was the one I had had in my head every time she drank her milk; my mom's naked body accepting his, licking her lips and opening her mouth to take in the nutrients of his black masculine penis.
My mom gave Jon a miraculous blowjob in which drool spilled in all directions down the cylindrical cock, slurps blasted from the speakers, and the tip of my friend's penis traveled so far down my mom's throat that I could have sworn I saw its bulge on the inside of her stomach.
When she wasn't sucking down his cock, she was stroking it vigorously with two hands, looking into his eyes with full devotion to his chiseled body and magnificent member. It was clear this was not their first time; this is what they'd be doing all those weeks.
Jon's big black sweaty balls were the size of two grapefruits, and my mom cupped them in her dainty white hands, rolling them in her palms and even sucking on them, swallowing their juices. My mom was as meticulous with orally pleasuring my friend as she was with packing lunches when I was a kid.
When his cock was rock hard and pulsing, my mom's quivering body rose in excitement, and she ruthless grabbed the steamy member with her tiny white fingers. They couldn't even fully encircle his girth, but that didn't matter, and she jubilantly guided the black rod between her shaking legs gleefully accepted the slimy rod still sticky with slobber.
Here, Jon took over, as he grabbed her by the hips and pumped into her like she was just some kind of toy. He so effortlessly lifted her weight with his arms, only to slam it back down onto the full length of his shaft so fast that my mom barely had a minute to moan before she was rising back in the air to take his cock again.
As the sounds of their passionate coitus filled the room, I tried to turn off the monitor, lower the volume, and even leave the room, but it was all locked and inaccessible. I was trapped.
All my mom's hours of sweat and work at the gym paid off here, where her physical vigour and healthy young body allowed her to fuck like a prize horse. The black friend slammed all his inches into my mother's petite yet firm body, and she writhed and coiled in ecstasy and pleasure.
I felt the distinct presence of my own fatty gut as I watched these two fit sex beasts fuck like frenzied animals.
The bed was a mess of sweat and sex juices when my mom's orgasmic fluids flooded my friend's thighs, and Jon removed his hard and slippery cock from her body. She immediately pounced on it with her tongue, cleaning and stroking the excited erection, eager to receive the fruits of all her labor.
Jon held my mom's curly hair, and she flicked his cock head with her tongue. The first big jet of pure cum exploded into the front of her hair, but she was quick and immediately enveloped the entire long schlong down her throat, where I watched her eyes roll back as my friend fed my mom his substantive cream directly into her fir fertile belly.
She gagged the cock out but it was not finished erupting. It was potent and unending as it covered my mom's face in sticky white goo, it drenched her pretty neck and white shoulders, and it dripped its final massive drops onto her perky round titties, before it softened and stuck to his leg with fleshy adhesion.
The room grew silent, just the panting of the two partners as Jon reclined and closed his eyes, and my mom dismounted his black body.
"See?" she said, standing up, and glaring right at the camera, "See what you get, my little boy, when you try to punish me?"
She walked right up to the camera and stared into my eyes. Her cum soaked face and body was directly facing the camera, and thus me.
"You think your spoiled ass was abused by my asking for help around the house? You thought you'd enlist your handsome friend to try to trick me, to let you play some fucking video games?"
Keeping her gaze constant, she licked cum off her lips and swallowed it into her body.
"Well that's fucking over. You're absolutely done, my little son. All the luxuries you enjoy, the television, the video games, the everything. You're over eighteen, my boy, I am not responsible for you. Get out of my house and let's see how you fend for yourself."
She smiled maliciously and walked back to the bed, where she sprawled out facing me and grabbed his soft black cock in her hand. It wobbled and shook with its mass and girth, and she smiled as a trail of leftover cum dribbled from the tip.
"Jon here can cum in my milk anytime he wants, sugar plum. He can cum in my stomach directly if he wants, as you've already seen." A big dormant hand rose from Jon's resting body and positioned itself cupping my mom's firm fit ass.
"You see, this whole time, you haven't punished me at all." She lurched forwards and slurped up the cum drop at the tip of his penis.
"You've just given me a big black tasty meal."
THE END



        Three

        Mom decides son's wife needs to be bred.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/three-14

Title: Three

Author: PurpleMonkeyDishwash

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Mom decides son's wife needs to be bred.

Tags: mother, mom, spunk, breed, wife, cum, cuckold, jizz, jism, mommy




Introduction
I married Alexandra because my mom told me too.
"Look at her," she told me, pointing across the restaurant at the buxom young woman, "Just sitting there, all alone, reading her paper. She's perfect."
"Mom, come on. I'm not that old yet, I don't need to be married."
"No, son, you, come on! She's perfect. Look at those lips. Those are lips that would keep your cock plenty satisfied."
"Mom, stop talking that way."
"Are you serious? Check her out. That rack is enormous; she can barely keep it all stuffed in that tiny little shirt of hers. And those hips could get me a whole litter of little grandkids. Trust me, son, that looks like a devious little sex fiend who could not only keep you happy for the rest of your life, but make you the father of countless little babies."
I groaned. It wasn't unusual for my mom to talk like this. She was a glamor model in high school, but then when she turned 18, she swiftly and amazingly got her barely legal body married to some lecherous old bastard, my rich elderly dad, and was able to get a baby and his entire will out of him before he croaked. So she quit modeling and lived with me off his money, traveling to exotic places and meeting all kinds of sexy exotic people. Right now, she was in a long career with Playboy, writing articles, though she had posed for them in the past too. All of my mom's life revolved around sex.
I didn't want to even go talk to Alexandra because I am just a shy kind of person, but she was forceful and I awkwardly maneuvered a phone number and a few months later, here I am with my sexy black haired bride.
My mom told me the night before that she was probably marrying me for money, and though part of me believed her, I just couldn't deny her when Alex looked me in the eyes and begged me not to ask her for a prenup. It didn't help that her dress plunged down her neck to give me an incredible view of her pushed up cleavage. I couldn't say no. So now that I've signed the papers, the end of our marriage means the end of my fortune.
My mom was furious. She said that since I was so careless with money in this relationship, it made our marriage a risk to her finances. Without her, I would lose my wife in some messy divorce, and both me and my mom would be broke. My mom, it seemed, thought of my marriage as literally her business.
The honeymoon did not go well. My mom called me immediately after, to ask.
"We only fucked once, mom," I told her, "And I couldn't even finish."
For me, even with a gorgeous girl like Alexandra, I just couldn't get hard. On the wedding night, she smothered me with her pillow-like tits for an hour before my cock was hard enough for penetration, and even then I only lasted a few minutes before I once again deflated. I just couldn't keep it up enough for a minx like her.
That night, I tried again to fuck my beautiful wife, but it was no good. She was angry at me now too, telling me about the countless guys she had fucked before, and how they had never had any trouble getting hard to cum inside her amazing curvy figure. I never wanted her more badly than I did then, but my body just wouldn't respond. I ended up on the couch, calling my mom late at night and crying to her. She hushed me and invited us out on the boat the next day, wanting to see us both, as a couple, to talk to us.
When we arrived, my mom was in a small yellow bikini, her youthful tan body exposed to the sun, and her own bouncy tits round and on display on the deck of the boat.
She urged us to relax, we would talk over lunch. My wife changed into a skimpy blue swimsuit, something that showed off her own equal bust and body, while I kept on my clothes and read a book in the cabin.
We began the day journey on the water, with just the three of us, and my mom's boat attendant, a Pacific Island crewman named Lester. After a morning of relaxing, Lester sat us at a table, and served lunch.
My mom wore a sun hat and cut her fish neatly.
"In my years in the adult entertainment industry," she began, "I've seen a lot of people fuck. And a lot of people fuck well. I've seen babies conceived before, if you can believe it. And every time, it was in a passionate animalistic session of fucking that left both partners exhausted and satisfied. Now, you seem to tell me that in your marriage, this is not the case?"
I nodded shyly, but Alex called out enthusiastically.
"This is in no way the case!" she yelled.
My mom nodded.
"Well," my mom started again, "What exactly do you think the problem is? Is it you, Alex?"
Alex shrugged. "I do not think it's me," she said, with a hint of meanness in her voice. She was being polite. Of course she didn't blame herself.
"Why not?" asked my mom, calmly.
"Well for one, I'm sexy as hell," Alex said.
"That's true," my mom coldly answered, "I've always thought that.
Alex glared at me angrily, as if I was supposed to say something. I kept quiet.
"Stand up, Alex," my mom instructed. She did.
"You are sexy," my mom continued, "But I've only ever seen you clothed. Right now, it's obvious to me that you have big perfect round titties, a flat pale stomach, big flirtatious eyes, and wide curvy hips. But could you take off the swimsuit?"
Alex waited no moment before she undid her top, letting her big round breasts fall out into the fresh sea air.
"Well, nothing wrong there," my mom concluded, reaching out and squeezing my wife's bouncy firm breasts with her hand, petting the big pink nipple and watching it harden.
Alex slipped the blue bottoms down her legs and threw them aside, exposing not only her tight shaved pussy, but her juicy round ass and buttocks.
My mom didn't even need to say anything, she just smiled at Alex and then at me.
"Do you think she's sexy, son?"
"Uhh, what mom?"
"Do you think she's sexy?"
I didn't know what to say. Of course I was blown away by this gorgeous naked woman I had married, her bountiful amazing body exposed in the fresh air before me like a marble statue.
"Uhhh yes," I finally said.
"Lester!" called my mom, summoning the obedient crewman from his quarters. He arrived quickly.
"Lester, do you think this woman is sexy?" my mom asked nonchalantly. Alex turned to face him, giving him a coy smile and shrugging her shoulders inwards so that her breasts dangled and bounced for a moment.
"Very much so, ma'am," Lester answered, staring closely at my wife's pale bare skin.
"Excellent, Lester, thank you. You may leave." Lester exited.
"It seems," my mom continued, "That we've concluded that Alex is very very sexy. Which she is. You can sit down, Alex." My wife didn't bother to redress; she just sat back down at the table.
"So, son," my mom said, turning to me, "It looks like you're the problem." I gulped.
"Umm," I started, getting nervous at my mom's correct accusations and my wife's cold glare, "Yes."
"Stand up."
I got on my feet before my mom and naked wife.
"Disrobe."
Quickly, I obeyed her, getting off everything until I was naked before the two.
"It's been a long time since I've seen you naked, dear," my mom remarked, smiling to herself, "But it looks like LITTLE has changed."
"What?"
"Sorry, son, just a SMALL comment to myself."
I turned to Alex, who frowned at me, then looked down at my package, then up again my eyes, still frowning. I understood.
"Did you realize your penis wasn't averagely sized?" asked my mom.
"Uhh, well, I guess not," I said, nervously, "I mean, I haven't seen a lot of other penises, really."
"I have," Alex chirped in, "And you're small."
"She's right, dear," my mom added, "You're very small."
"Are you sure?" I asked them, again.
My mom smiled again. "See for yourself. Lester!" The servant reappeared.
"Yes, ma'am."
"Can you please show my son your member?"
"Certainly."
The servant undid his pants' button and pulled out his long soft rod of cock meat. It was at least three times the length of mine, and thicker than me in every way.
"This is an average sized cock," explained my mom, "Not yours."
I gulped, frightened of both women, and this servant. "I understand."
"Good. You may leave, Lester."
"Yes ma'am." And Lester redressed and left.
"Now, having a small penis is horrendous," my mom said, "But men with small penises can still conceive children. Look at your father," she said to me. My mom laughed out loud, and Alex joined her, quietly giggling. I just frowned.
"What this means," she continued, "Is that I'm not going to be able to make a real judgement until I see you fuck. I need to see exactly why you're failing, and I need to see it now. Alex, are you okay with this?"
"Absolutely," my wife answered immediately.
"Good," she said, "Let's go."
She stood up, asking us both nakedly to follow her to the cabin. We did. There she took a seat on a chair and directed us to the big bed in the center. Lester's room was just on the other side of a door.
"Please, go ahead," my mom said, leaning back. Alex sprawled herself out on the comforter, naked and gorgeous, calling for me to come over in a voice that betrayed she never expected me to follow through.
The next half hour was a pathetic show. Alex wrapped her luscious lips around my cock to try to make it rise, but it wouldn't. She kneaded her breasts again my face, letting me taste her sweet nipples and bouncy flesh. She reached three orgasms from my tongue, dripping her fluids down my chest until my mom stood up and yelled for us to stop.
"Why aren't you hard?" she demanded of me, "When you have this amazing woman feeding you her juices, and massaging you with her spectacular breasts, and letting you inside her red puckered lips? Are you gay?"
I implored my mom that I was not, and she only barely believed me.
"This is just as I worried," she concluded, Alex just shrugging in agreement. I was completely failing. She called up to sit with her on the couch next to the bed.
"The way I see it," she said, "You cannot pleasure your wife. You're not providing for her in the bedroom, no matter how well you can provide for her financially, which is really my money, to start." She was right.
"I don't want to divorce," Alex interrupted, anticipating my mother's fears, "I don't want to end this marriage. I just want to get fucked like I deserve."
"I'm glad you said that Alex," my mom agreed, "Because I was hoping you felt that way. Now, you're absolutely right, you deserve to get fucked, fucked by a hard long cock that my son just can't give you. And I was thinking about that, last night, when I first heard about your troubles. And so I made this."
My mom reached into the drawer next to her and pulled out a plain yellow folder that matched her bright bikini.
"This is a list," she said, "Of three very specific long hard cocks. Cocks that can fill you up, fuck you till you cream, and give me the grandbabies I deserve."
I gulped. "I thought you didn't want divorce!" I yelled.
"I don't," answered my mom, "But even the bible agrees that if a husband can't do his duties, it's not a crime to bring in some extra help. And you would raise the baby, it would be your son. You just wouldn't get to fuck it into her."
"That's not fair!" I yelled.
"What's not fair," said my calm naked wife beside me, "Is that I've got the body of a sex goddess, and you've got the cock of a baby cockroach." I cringed.
"Well, he has a point," answered my mom, "It isn't fair. It's not fair that you don't get a fighting chance to father your own children. And so, if you agree Alex, I've designed this program with that kind of fairness in mind."
"Explain," asked my wife, eagerly listening to my mom.
"I work with sex models every day," she started, "I know thousands of big hard fertile cocks that would be here in an instant to have rough wild sex with a gorgeous young woman like you, Alex. But I picked these three specifically because they're more than hard cocks. They're instigators."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"I'll get to that later. You tried to fuck your wife just now, and you failed miserably. This failure means that she's earned the right to seek outside help. And so Alex, if you consent, you're welcome to try your hand at fucking cock number one. And he's going to give you the pleasure of a lifetime, while you, son, sit right there and watch. But let's say the odds are with you. With a fertile cock like this, there's maybe a 35% chance that she gets pregnant. But if she doesn't, the next day, son, you get her back. You get to try again. But if you fail, out comes cock number two, and so on. All the way to cock number three. Because by cock number three, son, the odds are no longer an issue. She will have gotten pregnant somewhere along the line."
"Mom, this is sadistic," I said.
"No it's not," Alex answered, "It's perfect. Because maybe watching what you're missing will finally give you the balls to rise up and fuck me like a man. Maybe you'll learn something."
"Exactly, sweetie," my mom said, "And I've arranged the cocks in just that way. From a cock that will make your rage boil at having to raise his son, all the way to the worst person you could imagine."
"Who?" I yelled at my mom, "Who is on that list?"
"Nope!" she smiled, holding the folder tight to her breasts, "This list is private. You get to see them as they unroll."
Alex stood up, standing naked before my mom.
"Well, let's see the first one, at least," she said, "It's time, isn't' it?"
"Not yet," my mom said to Alex, "We have time. Let's spend the afternoon enjoying the ocean, and we'll reveal tonight's entertainment over dinner."
One
My mom stood up quietly and left us alone in the cabin. Sitting next to my beautiful wife, I burst into tears.
Alex rolled her eyes. "Seriously?"
"How could you do this?"
"Calm down," she said, patting me on the back, "I'm sorry if I was cruel. I guess your mom can have a certain effect."
"You were horrible!" I yelled, "Talking about all the cocks you've had, and how inadequate I am."
"Oh honey," she said, patting my back further, "You see, I really mean it when I say I don't want a divorce. You're not a bad guy, baby. You're just not a satisfying lover"
I looked up at her.
"Marriage is a messy, complicated, crazy thing," she told me, "And each one is different, each one is unique. Maybe our marriage isn't sexual. Maybe it's just a man and woman who enjoy each other's company, but never fuck."
"I don't want that kind of marriage," I told her, "I don't want you to fuck these guys and have me raise their children."
"Well," answered my wife, "You better hope your 65% odds are working, and that you do well in your next chance." With that, she stood up and walked onto the deck.
In the late afternoon, we docked at a secluded island on which my mother had a cabin. Alone on the beach, she continued to tan until we all retreated inside for dinner.
I sat with my mom in her room as she got dressed for dinner.
"Please mom," I begged, "Don't make us go through with this."
"Oh hush," said my mom, removing her bikini top and bottom. I had seen her naked too many times to bother.
"Please, mom. I don't want other people to fuck my wife."
"You don't have an option anymore," she answered, her big brown tits dangling as she stepped into a long pink dress.
"But--"
"Hush," she yelled, and that was the end.
My mom and I entered the dining room to find the table set with candles and plates of food, ready for consumption. But there were only two.
"Mom, what's up with this?" I asked, noting the number.
"Sit," she instructed, taking the seat beside me, "Eat, and watch."
As we both sat, the lights dimmed and the door in front of us opened. Coming out of the door was Alex, and when I saw her, my eyes nearly poppped out. She was wearing her hair in two sexy pigtails, long silver high heels shoes, but very little else. The rest of her body was covered in shiny silver sparkles, and a big silver bow was wrapped around her waist. The entire costume was immaculate, with her big pale boobs perky and bare, and her sexy behind pressed up from the heels. All together, she looked like the most amazing present any horny guy could ask for.
"Mom," I said nervously, "Really? Now? During dinner?" But she hushed me up real quickly.
Alex reclined on the couch in front of us, and out of another door came Lester, buck naked and sporting a monstrously hard erection.
"Cock number one," he introduced himself, taking big steps towards my wife with his raging hard erection. Alex sat up on the couch, smiling before opening her red lips wide, ready to take him in her mouth.
Really? I thought. Lester?! My mom's servant is going to impregnate my wife? I'm going to have to raise HIS children?!
My mom chewed her dinner as I watched in seeming slow motion as the big hard cock jetted between the open lips of my wife, disappearing as he pressed it deeper and deeper down her throat until she finally closed her lips around the warm dick and began to slurp.
I didn't dare touch my food as I watched Lester play with my wife's pony tailed hair and shove further his cock down my wife's eager throat. Alex was displaying a talent that I of course had never been able to see from her: a cock sucking fervor that demonstrated the lust she had been trying so hard to explain to me. She was worshipping the cock before her like a religious idol, licking it and slurping her thick saliva all along its impressive shaft.
Lester played his her boobs while she sucked him off, the boobs that I thought were mine forever. They looked so big and shiny as his grubby fingers played with them, saliva dripping from her lips and sticking down her cleavage.
She cupped his big balls with her hands, playing with their massive folds of flesh, and I imagined the heat of that massive sat as it swung back and forth in my wife's face and torso.
I eventually managed to take a bite of the food, but realized immediately that the hands that prepared my meal were the very same that were now pawing away at the big glittery boobs of my wife. Staring at Lester's wild hairy bush that was brushing against my wife's forehead, I searched through my casserole, dreading finding one of the long greasy black pubes in my food.
"Ohh, I'd like to come now, you pretty present," Lester smiled, rolling her pigtails around. Alex popped the cock out of her mouth and urged him to enter her pussy so that he could fill her up with his cream.
For the first time since dinner started, Alex turned her head to face me. She looked me right in the eyes and locked focus with me, staring me down as Lester took his slippery slimy cock and entered it right between her raised up legs.
In three pumps, Lester was finished. He convulsed her build up against my wife, shooting semen into the depths of her uterus, utterly annihilating her pussy with his creamy load. But then he stopped and pulled out his softening cock, sitting down besides her panting and lighting a cigarette from the table.
My wife let her legs down and closed her eyes, resting. She didn't seemed to have been fucked long, but you could tell from the look on her face that she was thrilled and satisfying. And from the look of the cum dribbling out of her pussy, possibly pregnant.
My mom had not finished eating, and so she said nothing as she continue her meal. Alex was just passed out there, resting with her eyes closed quietly, and Lester was smoking.
In a few minutes, when Lester had finished his cigarette, he stood up. His cock was no longer soft; it was back at its long raging hardness like before. As he advanced towards my sleeping wife's open pussy, my mom finally interrupted.
"What do you think you're doing?" she asked.
"Getting ready to fuck her again, ma'am."
"I don't know about that," answered my mom, "The rule said one fuck. If you deposited any more semen into her, now, that wouldn't be fair to my son here, would it?"



Lester looked confused, waving his hardened cock around.
"I'm still hard though, ain't I, ma'am?"
"That's true," said my mom, and I stared frightened as he waved it threateningly closer and closer to my wife's gaping pussy.
"Stop," said my mom, "And come here."
My mom grabbed my thigh to keep me from leaving and I watched as Lester's big pulsing cock came closer to the table, and then around the table, and then to my mom's lap, where she held her free hand around its base and, without letting go of my thigh, got down on her knees to satisfied Lester's second big boner.
I tried not to look as my mom's sensual lips satisfied Lester's cock just like my wife had moments ago, but even when I turned away, I still heard the ugly slurping and smacking of saliva as my mom gulped down more inches of this guy's cock than he had ever had before. I knew my mom was a master at this kind of thing, not that I had ever witnessed it, and it wasn't long before she was swallowing down another helping of dinner, this time from Lester's heavy swinging sweaty balls.
My mother dismissed Lester, who finally looked satisfied, and sat back up at the table. She wiped a trail of cum from her lips with her napkin, and then told me she was going to bed, and that I should wake Alex up and take her with me to our bedroom.
The next morning, my wife was a brand new woman. She was chipper and kind, waking me up when she nuzzled against my side, smiling. She kissed me on the lips, without tongue of course, but told me she loved me and that if she was pregnant, she was so happy to build a home with me and raise this lovely little child. She was loving, for the first time since we had attempted sex.
This loving mood cheered me up too. Perhaps she was right about each marriage being unique. Perhaps my wife could fuck guys like this, suck the cum out of their balls, but then still come home to a marriage bed with me. Maybe we could have a real life together, even if servant Lester had planted a baby in her belly.
Over the next few days, we didn't even hear from my mother. Alex and I laughed and watched movies, and she told me how happy she was that I didn't yell or scream or try to stop her as Lester assaulted her glittered tits and erupted in her bow-wrapped pussy. To be honest, I hadn't even imagined trying to physically stop them, but I didn't tell my happy wife that.
Overnight, my wife transformed from the glum depressed woman whose husband wasn't satisfying her, back to the sexy young cutie she was when I bet her. We went for walks in the park and she wore tight skimpy clothes, the kind that showed off her big tits and flat stomach, and when she saw a good looking guy, she squeezed my hand and didn't refrain from giving him a big wink. I didn't even care. She seemed so happy.
When the time came, my mom finally called, and we all waited together to check the pregnancy test. When the screen finally appeared, the test was negative. Alex was not pregnant.
We all knew what this meant. I would get another chance. I hadn't even imagined this would happen. Just when I was starting to accept that I would never fuck my wife again. Alex pressed her shirt-covered breasts against my chest, staring up into my eyes and pouting, as if deviously challenging me to make this opportunity count. My mom just laughed when she saw the look of panic on my face.
My mom arranged for us to come over to her big mansion, to use one of her guest rooms for the special occasion. That way, in the morning, we could talk over breakfast about whether or not I was back in the seat of a true husband, or if she'd have to open the folder to get cock number two.
Alex insisted on buying a secret sexy outfit, and while she changed in the bathroom of my mom's guest room, I sprawled myself naked on the bed. I was eager to try again; since seeing the negative sign on the test, I was regaining my desire to keep Alex for myself.
She emerged from the bathroom and my chest sunk into my stomach: it was almost the exact same. She was in two long pigtails, but this time with gold sparkle glitter, and a big gold bow. She was dressed almost exactly like when Lester shoved his big cock into her.
The image of her body accepting Lester's cock came rushing back. I began to feel nervous. Alex looked so sexy as she crawled from the bathroom onto the bed and over my body. Her big tits were free and dangling over me, shiny with gold glitter.
Alex pressed her lips against mine, but the effect was sinister. All I could see was Lester's cock pressed into those very same lips, his bulging member so huge and hard, and my mom enjoying it so much...
My wife kissed me passionately, and soon, a miracle happened. I felt a rising in my loins. Her big breasts seemed so heavenly and warm. Alex felt my little hardie press up against her thigh, and she broke the kiss, smiling at my intrigued.
Alex rolled down my body, brushing her tits against me as she parted her lips to let my own cock enter. I wanted her to suck me just like she had Lester.
The second my dick hit her warm squishy tongue, I lost it. My little cock pumped and sprayed her face with my wet liquid load. Alex did not look pleased.
"You didn't even let me give you a blowjob!" she shouted angrily, trying to get my cock to rise again, to no use. I sweated thinking about the next morning.
Two
My mom was already at the table when we woke up and left the room. She could tell by the look on our faces that the night before was a failure. Alex took great detail in explaining to my mom just how hard I had failed, and just how close I had come.
"Close isn't there, darling," my mom told me, and I sighed.
"Cock number two," she said, reaching into her folder and smiling when she read the result to herself.
"Who is it?" asked Alex eagerly, suddenly piping out of the bad mood I had put her in last night.
"It's good," said my mom, "But in time."
Having booked us that night for dinner, Alex and I headed back to our home. While I drove, she reminded me, there was still only a 35% chance she would get pregnant this time, and maybe I would get another chance.
"You really think I have a chance at knocking you up?" I asked.
She stared at me for a while. "Well, honey," she said, putting a hand on my shoulder, "Maybe not."
That afternoon, my mom called to say she would be bringing dinner to us, and that we should just stay put in our house.
Lester came along with my mom, and I shot him a dirty glance that he didn't notice. He didn't seem too pleased either that he was unsuccessful in getting my wife knocked up.
As he set my dining room table, and Alex and my mom talked secretly in the other room, I noticed there were not just two plates this time. There were four. Would he be fucking joining us for dinner too?
Just then, the doorbell rang, and my mom urged that I be the one to answered it. I breathed heavily, scared of just who it might be.
When I swung the door open, the figure that stood there was tall, muscular, and all too familiar. Luke.
Alex shook his hand, introducing herself as my wife. And he calmly smiled and told her exactly who he was: my college roommate.
I had never liked Luke. We were random roommates, and we could not have been more different. Whenever I tried to study, I always found myself locked out of my room, Luke in there pounding away at the snatch of another sorority bitch he found. When I would finally get back inside, the whole roomed reeked of cum, and I would find some slut's underwear crumpled up and dangling from my desk.
"Oh wow!" Alex exclaimed, as we headed to the dining table. I sat with my mom on one side of the table, and Luke sat snugly with Alex on the other. "You knew my husband in college?"
"I sure did," Luke admitted, "We had some good times. Didn't we, buddy?"
I scowled. "Yes," was all I could bear to say.
Lester brought us all dinner plates: big juicy steaks. It was obvious to everyone that Luke was being given the biggest steak of the table.
"So, old buddy," Luke said, taking a big bite of meat, "I was real surprised to hear from you. Your mom calls me up today, tells me all about your situation."
"What exactly did she tell you?" I asked, gritting my teeth.
"Well," Luke said, putting his big heavy arm around the shoulders of my busty wife, "She basically told me tonight is going to be like old times.
"I told him everything, dear," my mom clarified to me, and I sunk into my chair.
Alex treated me cruelly all throughout the dinner, hanging onto Luke's arm and asking him endless questions about college and me. Luke told no lies: he was happy to regale everyone about the time he caught me masturbating under the covers watching him plow a girl from my math class. And about the time we double dated, an evening that ended with a threesome for him, if you catch my drift.
Everybody except me laughed, even Lester, who cleared away our empty plates promptly and brought out coffee.
"Nothing for me," Alex insisted, "In fact, I'm going to go get ready." She let out a girlish giggle and retreated away.
"Let me tell you buddy," Luke said, pulling my face in for a huddle with him, "I'm surprised you even got close to a beauty like her. Now, if you remember anything from college, I know you were always a boob man, but I liked some nice asses. And your wife's got a real nice one of those. But in honor of you, and our old friendship, I'm going to be a boob man. Just for you." Here he laughed, and my mom joined him, laughing while I frowned.
My mom suggested we head to the bedroom, and ushered us to my own room. Really? He's going to do this in our marriage bed? I felt disgusted.
My mom and I shared a snug chair in the corner of my room, her sitting mostly on my left thigh. Luke took the time to undress, showing off his young built body and sitting down on my side of the bed.
"Ready?" asked my mom, and Luke smiled and nodded.
"Alex, come out," my mom called. And in the doorway appeared my wife.
Well of course my mom had chosen a school themed outfit. This time, Alex had on the tiniest little green skirt I had ever seen, and a tight white blouse that looked as if it might pop a button at any moment. There was no possible way to highlight the size of Alex's bust better than to shove it all into the tiny white button shirt. It made the strong cotton fabric ache and strain to contain my wife's tits, and you could tell from the look in Luke's eyes that that shirt wouldn't have to suffer long.
She waltzed over to our bed, on which Luke was laying in just his boxer shorts. I could see the mass of cock start to harden and rise in the shorts, and he slipped them off before she stepped up onto the bed.
My mom turned her face to look at me, and she seemed practically ecstatic. I don't know what it was about that scene that would make her so excited to see them fuck.
Alex draped her body over Luke's and he swiftly pulled her around and pressed her up against the backboard of our bed. Alex looked surprised and thrilled at him.
Using his big meaty hands. Luke grabbed her breasts and ripped off her blouse, freeing her big bouncing breasts from the shirt with a grand flourish. Alex let out a moan, and Luke grazed his cock up her body as he shoved her to her knees on the cushiony bed.
Luke shot me a big flashy smile before he grabbed my wife's bare boobs from the sides and pressed them together, making a perfect fleshy cleavage into which to thrust his cock. And that he did.
Alex was eager to help the stud fuck her big tits, and she let incredible amounts of drool dribbled from her chin onto her big tits, lubricating her hot white fleshy and helping Luke's hard thick cock slide up in and out of them with ease.
Luke twirled her breasts as he fucked them, making circled on the side of his pumping cock and pressing down on her nipples so that she yelled out in sexual bliss.
Alex helped her new lover by slamming her tits down onto the base of his cock, dripping saliva all over his now glistening breasts, and looking up at Luke's face with complete subservience. Tit-fucking Alex was not a difficult endeavor: her boobs were huge, and slippery, and ready to receive cock.
Pretty soon Alex was writhing in a kind of orgasmic pleasure at the pounding my ex-roommate was delivering onto her breasts. Alex's big fleshy titties were always very sensitive, and it was easy for Luke to send her into a state of pleasure just by the sheer power of thrusts he was mashing into her jiggly chest.
Luke was enjoying her tits, but he and I both could see her dripping wet pussy, and so he shoved her over, letting her well-fucked slippery tits rest, and began pounding her from behind.
As he thrust into my wife's ass, Alex let out screams I could not imagine a woman making. They were so lustful, so full of pleasure; the sight before me was exactly what I could never provide her. The hard veiny cock of my roommate was pleasuring my wife so masterfully that I could barely muster words to describe it.
As the sound of his big wet balls hitting her stomach slowed, Luke unleashed his own torrent of spunk into my wife's pussy. I could smell the familiar pungent goop as he splattered the insides of my wife with it, coating it and claiming it like with a big jizzy flag.
When he pulled out, globs and globs cum oozed slowly out of her, but his cock spasmed and shot a few loads down Alex's flat stomach and sore titties.
As Alex played with the cum he had left on her exterior, my mom stood up and grabbed Luke by the hand, quickly escorting him out.
"Let's let the husband and wife sleep here tonight," my mom giggled, and she closed the door behind us.
I didn't move from my chair for a while, when Alex had stopped and was just resting in the bed now. She sat up when I started to lay down in the bed.
"Look, honey," she said sternly, "I love you, but I think tonight is not the night for you to sleep here. Don't you agree?"
She sat up, showing me her red cum-stained boobs, which were still amazing and majestic to me, but I nodded and left her alone to sleep.
Laying down on the couch of my darkened house, I tried to sleep, but I woke up when I heard voices a few hours later.
"Hello there," I heard the voice of my mom say, and Luke's predatory grunts responded. He seemed to have been looking through my fridge, though they were behind me as I lay invisible on the couch.
"You little fox," he said to her, "When you first called, I thought you just wanted to get another lay. It's been a few years since we last hooked up."
"Oh please," answered my mom, "While it was nice to have your big cock in my life, don't pretend you were ever anything special to me."
"Yeah right. You were just as turned on by fucking his college roommate in his bed as his fucking wife was tonight."
"Mmmmm... maybe I was."
There was a few moments of silence, with some noises.
"Holy shit, these tits are just as big and amazing as I remember them."
"Mmm, watching you fuck that pair tonight just reminded me of all the fun we used to have."
"Shit, remember that? You were the first woman whose face I ever creamed on."
"Well maybe we can recreate that." My mom led Luke into another corner of the house.
I tried to fall back asleep, but I could hear the stifled grunts and moans of Luke pumping away at my mom's tits in the other room, and the final satisfied gasp of air as he unloaded the rest of his balls onto my dear mom's pretty face.
Let's just say I wasn't too upset when he was gone by noon the next day.
The day after that, Alex and I went to a big brunch alone, and she was the same chipper woman she was during the last interlude. She explained to me how nice it was to feel appreciated in the bedroom by Luke, and how nice it was to meet a person from my past. She told me fucking him made her not only sexually satisfied, but closer to me as her husband. From then on, whenever she saw any one of my friends, she'd whisper in my ear that maybe she should fuck him too, let his big load stain her face and tits, and maybe that would bring her closer to me too. Sometimes, I believed what she was saying.
The way my wife's tits seemed to glow with an unusual sensuality over this period led me to be sure that she was pregnant. I was going to have a little Luke baby in my house, someone Alex would raise and love and resemble the same man who had emptied his balls on my mom's face later that night. But she tested with the strip when it was time and... negative.
Alex and I stayed in a hotel for my next try at being a father, and she took it the whole nine yards. Against my will, we arrived at the hotel with her already in that costume, that tight white shirt begging to break and spill open her tits at any moment. She got more than a few stares from concierge, and I think many passersby actually thought she was some busty schoolgirl I was taking to do inappropriate things to. If only they knew.
I tried, like Luke, to pull off her shirt with my hand when we were in bed, but I just couldn't do it. Instead, I unbuttoned it one by one, starting with the top where I could begin to see a peek at her cleavage, then another, where the pale white flesh strained to get out, and then another and her tits were literally overflowing from the neck of this shirt, and they looked so tight and pressed together and exciting that I thought, why not, and just plunged my little dick in between them without removing the rest of the shirt.
Alex looked up at me, confused, not giving me the copious amounts of saliva she had afforded Luke, but I didn't care, I was pumping into her tits for a good minute before, well, BAM. I jizzed down them without noticing. No chance for impregnation here.
Alex didn't even looked surprised this time. She just wiped it all off, rebuttoned her shirt, and smiled.
"Honey, I told you it was okay! I know you want to fuck a baby into me real bad, honey, but we don't have to be this way! I won't leave you for another guy. We can have a wonderful family, but it's going to be a wonderful family where you take me to get fucked out of my mind by a bunch of guys every once in a while."
With this, she seemed content, and she rolled over and fell asleep.
Three
I stayed awake that night in the hotel room, frantically worrying about the identity of cock number three. By the rules of the setup, this guy was it: he was going to be the father of my child.
Finally, I decided to call my mom. I locked myself in the bathroom with my cell, and woke my mom up with the phone call, begging her to tell me who this guy was, who the final cock in the folder would be.
"Calm down, calm down," she said groggily, "You're yelling so much you're going to wake Alex in the other room. And while I'm not going to tell her the secret, I guess it's not too bad to tell you it now.
"Who is it, mom?"
"Well, I never met him, actually. And neither have you. But I know three things about him. The first is that he lives in a mansion in my very neighborhood. The second is that he's a retired legend from the adult entertainment industry, but from the porn films, not still images like me. And the third things, well, maybe I won't tell you that."
"Mom, please!"
"Oh well. The third thing is that he dated your wife for five years."
I dropped the phone. I knew Alex had spoken about an ex of hers, some guy who dumped her years ago and who she talked about often. But rich, and porn star? I didn't know that.
"Logan," I said into the phone, and my mom confirmed. It was her ex, Logan.
I crawled out of the bathroom and into bed with Alex, opening my laptop with the dimmest brightness. I knew there were photos if I went back enough on her facebook.
The first one I found with a delighted looking Alex, wearing a skimpy bikini and in the beefy arms of that very Logan. Alex in a stunning dress kissing him on the streets of Rome. Her in his lap at a football game, her hands all over him dancing in a club photo.



I looked over at my sleeping wife. Sure, now she claimed she just wanted sex, she wouldn't leave me. But was it possible she would, for this ex-boyfriend?
The next day I was entirely glum. Alex was happy and peppy, smiling and holding my hand and we got ready to go to my mom's for the final session.
When we got there, my mom handed Alex a black bag and told her to change and then emerge from the bathroom immediately. When she did, she was stunning. Alex's outfit was just as sexy as the ones before, but it was so elegant. A long black dress, with a classy plunging neckline that highlighted her enormous breasts but with tact and dignity. She could attend a royal ball in this dress, and not only be an acceptable guest, but raise the cock of every man in the room.
Her hair was tied up in a bun, and though her bust jiggled as she stepped towards my mom and me, she was as beautiful and amazing as ever. I began to fear more than I ever had that I would lose her.
My mom blindfolded the two of us, and told us our destination was a secret. Of course, it was a secret I already knew, but I didn't dare speak.
In the car, Alex was a cheery as ever, even without sight. She talked about renovations to our house for the baby, a new room soundproofed for when she had a guy over and wanted to get nasty, someplace the baby couldn't hear. But maybe install a periscope so I could watch? she suggested. I just worried that although she said all this now, she would feel differently when she saw Logan.
The car stop and my mom undid our blindfolds. The car door opened, and Alex stepped out. Then she froze.
Logan was there, in a grand tuxedo, holding a bouquet of flowers.
"I missed you," he said to my busty wife, but then my mom closed the door shoot.
"This one you don't get to watch," she said to me, and the car speeded away, leaving Alex there in that spectacular dress. I watched from the window for as long as I could.
Back at my mom's, I paced in fear, wondering how the fuck session was going. As painful as it was to watch Lester and Luke fuck my wife, this was even worse. I wondered why my mom would do this. Why she would put Alex in such a divorceable situation when she so hated divorce. But I didn't get a chance to ask her. My mom was in her room, and butler Lester wouldn't let me in.
I began to go crazy. I had to find out. Worked into a jealous frenzy, I raced out the door, wandering through the spacious wealthy neighborhood in search of Logan's home, and my fuckable wife.
It was dark, but I was determined. I could not remember where the house was, but I searched.
Finally, I saw out the corner of my eye, a wall that looked like the one we had dropped Alex off near. I ran to it, discovered the house, and creeped around it careful not to be seen.
I walked around the side, and when I neared the back, I began to hear the moans. It was Alex alright. I moved slowly until I peeked my head at to see the backyard.
The pool was giant, like a long slender river that snaked throughout the entire property. The only light was the light in the pool, and it lit up the two fucking bodies with blue light. Logan had my naked busty wife pressed up against the wall of the pool, and he was shoving his thick meaty cock into her from the back. Alex's hair was wet, and her big dripping breasts were shaking violently as she shivered and convulsed in pleasure.
"FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME" she yelled, and he grunted as he gave her the fucking she was crying for.
I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked over. It was my mom.
"What the fuck are you doing here!" she whisper-yelled at me, angirly.
"I had to see, mom, I had to!"
My mom tried to pull me away but we struggled and fought and fell forwards into the backyard.
"Hey!" Alex yelled, suddenly stopping, turning to Logan from behind, "You said they weren't supposed to be here!"
"Just ignore them, baby, and let me fuck you," he insisted, still pumping into her. My sopping wet wife stood up and out of the pool until she was standing above me, dripping water onto me as I lay on the floor.
"Get out of here," she told me, "This part isn't for you. He said get out."
"We're leaving, I'm sorry," my mom apologized, grabbing me off the ground and trying to drag me away.
"Hold it," Logan said, coming over to where we were. He wrapped his arm around Alex's bare waist, his body dangling above me.
It wa then that I saw why he was a porn legend. His cock was big, there was no doubting that. It was bigger than mine, bigger than Lester's and Luke's. But it wasn't that much bigger than those two's. What was enormous on Logan were his balls.
The sack that swayed above me, dripping water onto my face, was like a fruit bag holding two grapefruits. The size of his nuts was so amazing that I at first thought they were fake. But the rock hard cock above them, wet with chlorine, precum, and Alex's pussy, confirmed that these were his real balls.
"Baby, do they have to leave?" Logan asked Alex, "We've been fucking all day. Let's take a lemonade break and have a chat with these two."
Alex sighed and I stood up off the ground. We sat down on an arrangement of cushions out on the patio. The two lovers were dripping wet, but didn't bother to dry themselves.
"So you're the husband," Logan said to me, "And this is your mom? I think we spoke on the phone."
"Yes we did," my mom answered, eyeing the balls that I too struggled to stare away from.
"Now, your momma told me everything. She told me that Alex married you, and that she likes you plenty, but that you can't fuck her right. And that I can. Trust me, Alex remembers. And so I've been pounding Alex all day and I'm almost ready to shoot a big fat wad of cum into her."
I put my face in my hands, but my mom chimed in: "Excellen!"
"Well hold it just right there," Logan warned, squeezing my wife's body close to him, "I've got no doubt that the minute I blow, I'm going to so thoroughly fill this women with cream that she might have a whole litter of babies. We've have problems in the past with having to fix things at the doctors, and I know this time, Alex can grow a big old round belly full of children."
"What's the problem?" asked my mom.
"I don't want him to leave," answered Alex.
"What?"
"Well," my naked wet wife continued, "I love my husband, and I know I promised you some grandchildren, but when Logan knocks me up, they'll be his babies too. And Logan isn't just some stranger. We have a history. If we make children, he needs to stay around."
My mom seemed to think about this for a bit.
"What do you propose?" she asked.
"Well," Alex said, "I think Logan should live with us."
"What!?" I yelled, but my mom hushed me.
"In a bed. With me. My husband can sleep in another room."
My mom thought again. "But you stay married?"
"For the time being," answered Alex.
"What's that mean?"
"It means I don't know," said my wife.
She was saying exactly what I didn't want to hear. I almost cried.
"So you're saying," my mom said, "The second he blows his load in you, we can't be sure this marriage will stay?"
"Yes," my wife responded.
"Well I can't let that happen then," defended my mom.
Here Logan butted in.
"Stop that right now, ma'am," he said, "I've got my woman here, I know she married your son, but she's been riding my hard cock all day. And I deserve to blow my load in her this evening. I'm rock damn hard." He waved his giant penis around, solid as stone.
"Can I talk to you in the other room for a moment?" my mom asked Logan, and he shrugged. The two walked into the house. I was left alone with my wife.
I was devastated, and Alex didn't' say anything. No matter how sad I got, however, I couldn't help from stare at my wife's big wet titties, glistening in the light of the pool. I was almost getting hard.
A few minutes later, my mom emerged, naked. Her big tits were dry and tan, and her hips curvy and brown from lying in the sun.
"Mom," I said, but that was all. She waltzed right past me and Alex and sat on another section of cushions far away.
Soon after, Logan came out of the house, his cock hard and his impossible balls swaying between his legs. He was smiling widely, and walking towards my mom.
"Come," he said to Alex, and she joined him in heading towards the cushions. When she got there, my mom stood up, and grabbed Alex's shoulders.
"Be good," my mom said, and she planted a big wet kiss on my wife's lips. As my mom's hands roamed the wet pale body of my wife, Alex began to kiss back, grab the sides of my mom, running her hands through my mom hips and back and grabbing her butt.
"Yeeeehahh," shouted Logan, smiling at the two beautiful women making out.
He grabbed my mom by the hips and she left the embrace, facing Logan and lowering herself slowly to her knees before the hard cock. She took the head in her expert mouth and licked, slobbering on the young penis like only a pro like my mom could. Alex, looking over at me shortly and shrugging, got down on her knees with my mom, and their two tongues labored over the veiny hard shaft with utter care. Two slippery wet tongues to taste his cock, four hands to caress his thighs and cup his amazing testicales. Logan placed one hand on the back of each woman's head and grunted.
Logan laid down on the cushion and Alex lowered herself onto his cock. My mom pressed her tits against his face and his lecherous tongue roamed over the brown flesh of my mother's bosom, wetting it with his tongue and tasting her sweet body.
Alex's pussy lips wrapped tightly around Logan's shaft as she lowered herself down and up her ex-boyfriend's cock, grabbing her hair and moaning and he pleasured my wife with no end. My mom squatted over his face and that same tongue greeted her pussy with a wet kiss that made my mom squirm like a little girl.
Logan pleasured both women simultaneously, and the two women faced each other over his body, leaned in, pressing their enormous breasts together, and kissed. My mom grabbed the back of my wife's hair and stroked it, and Alex grabbed my mom's tits in each hand, cupping them and feeling their weight.
When my mom came, she broke from her ecstatic kiss with Alex and moaned loudly, squirting feminine sticky liquid across Logan's face and standing up in writhing pleasure. Alex joined her, rising off the cock in search of my mom's warm lips. The two embraced for a moment as Logan stood up, cock rock hard.
Alex laid down and spread open her legs, and my mom immediately lay down before them, sticking her face between my wife's open pussy, face down and sticking her big brown ass up in the air. Logan saw what he wanted, and as Alex squirmed under the expert tongue og my mom, Logan wasted no time in entering the sopping wetness of my mother's raised pussy.
Logan thrusted as my mom worked, screamed, squirmed, and the rhythmic slaps of those enormous balls against my mom's stomach kept time as Alex orgasmed multiple times into my mother's mouth.
My mom's hips were doing the work, however, thrusting back onto Logan's cock, throwing it around, pleasuring him to no end. My mom knew how to take a cock in and worship it with her pussy. Soon, Logan had no choice but to let those big magic balls erupt through his rock hard cock.
When Logan started cumming, you could see it in my mom's face. The warm blasts of jism completely flooded her immediately, and the look of sexual fulfillment was iconic as my mom bit her tender lips, her eyes rolling back in her head, and her pussy dripped with Logan's fertile seed.
My mom shivered and fell off the thrusting cock, rolling aside where the now free penis continued spewing the fruit of those magnificent balls. Jets of cum blast from his cock like a machine gun, spewing over my mom's face and torso like she was getting a fresh coat of spunky paint. My mom's lips filled with jizz and she opened her mouth to swallow the potent seed.
Logan's pulsing, cumming cock was rock hard still, and with my wife's open pussy so available, it only made sense for him to shove it back into her and fill her up from the inside. It took a few messy tries in which he turned all of Alex's tits, face, and stomach glossy with cum, but once his cock was relodged in my wife, it didn't stop spasming until there was enough cum in her to impregnate thirty women.
The exhausted sex beast, his balls significantly shrunken, fell back exhausted, as did the women. They lay there, asleep and passed out, until morning.
Conclusions
In the next few weeks, my life underwent a lot of radical changes. The first was Alex's first positive pregnancy test, and her excitement at getting to carry and deliver one of Logan's children. She hugged me in celebration, kissing me on the cheek and applauding me for helping her to this ultimate amazing goal.
The next day, my mom received similar news: even my busty mommy was getting a Logan bun in the oven.
Like Alex had said, she and I moved in with Logan, and I slept on the couch each night while she shared the bed with him. She told me it was only temporary, for at least the pregnancy, after which we would figure out a more permanent solution. Pleas to my mom fell on deaf ears, for she too was concerned with her own exciting pregnancy, and a permanent link to the fortune of Mr. Logan Big Balls.
The daily routine was established quickly. Each night when I got home from work, I would make my wife and Logan a snack, for they'd be hungry from making love all day. Then he would take her again somewhere in the house, bending her over in the kitchen to do her from behind, or maybe retreating to the shower for some steamy standing sex. No matter what, this was my time to clean the rest of the house and fix the late dinner.
Often times, my mom joined for dinner, and Logan would laugh and joke with his two pregnant women. Alex, who was tired from a busy time, would then lie down on the couch and watch tv, and Logan would head over to my mom's house for more vicious sensual fucking with her.
Alone with my wife, she would let me feel her belly, telling me how strong she felt the baby was and how much bigger her breasts were already getting. She was happy almost all the time.
When my mom and Alex went shopping, Logan and I would be alone, and he and I would get drunk. He would get boisterous, and make me watch some of his porn tapes in which he unleashed unimaginable torrents of cum onto countless numbers of girls. I became amazed with his cock, and his balls, which he would frequently whip out and swing around.
When my mom and Alex delivered, I spent the next few months with a slew of nannies in my mom's house, raising and taking care of the two baby boys. Logan and the women spent most of their time at his house, fucking in the pool and around the home.
When the kids were old enough to go to school, Alex and I finally sat down and had a talk. She told me that she was silly to suggest we could have a marraige without sex, and that since we weren't fucking, it was time for a divorce.
I begged her not to, to please stay my beautiful wife, and she accepted. But she did not renege on the idea that a married couple must have sex.
This was how I found my way into polyamorous bedroom of Logan, Alex, and my mom. Logan slept on a double king bed, with his two women on each of his side, and soon after, I took up sleeping at the foot of the bed, next to the toes of the three lovers.
At first, my presence in the bedroom was minimal: I bought them drinks and food as Logan plowed into my mother's ass, or helped wipe the jizz off the corner of my wife's mouth. Pretty soon, however, I was fingering Alex's asshole while Logan porked into her, or holding my mom's boobs together so Logan could titty fuck them.
Logan and his cock and balls were the master of the bedroom, and it became my duty to get him hard before he fucked the women, and help him insert his cock into both my wife's pussy and my mom's. In a while, if the two were feeling lazy, Logan would just impale my mouth on his cock instead of them, jizzing down my throat just as he would Alex or my mom.
When I wasn't with them, I was helping to take care of the two kids spawned on the night long ago.
After years of this lifestyle, we all grew accustomed. I licked the assholes of all three of them, he would spread the three of us on the floor and unleash enormous loads of cum that left us all wet and sticky from head to toe.
When the kids were old enough, they left to expensive boarding school, and I wasn't needed so much anymore. Alex decided it was finally time to divorce me, and I was kicked out of Logan's bedroom for good. These days, I pretty much sit on the couch of Logan's house, cleaning and cooking, and jerking off thinking about what that stud is doing to the my mom and former wife.
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If you are the intended audience for this (ie you enjoy stories about men dominating other men by taking their women, and you feel comfortable exploring that urge in a realm of racial tension and absurd unrealistic historical situations), I'd love to hear some comments, suggestions, or ideas for other stories. If you are not the kind of reader above, please refrain from voting or commenting. If this story isn't for you, that doesn't mean it deserves 1 star. You wouldn't go around and bad review homosexual stories just because you are straight.
This particular installment is the prologue, and the set up for the alternate future in which the saga will take place. As such, it's a lot of exposition, but with some sexy situations and characters. By getting the setup done in a quick prologue like this, I won't have to integrate the far fetched concepts awkwardly when we meet our main characters in Black Cock Era One. For this reason, I feel this story should be judged based on its potential and not on its actual sexual content. What do you think about reading a story that takes place in this world? The actual fun and sexy stuff with come later. ;)
-PMD
--
The state of America after the end of President Obama's second term was different. The country was changing. Having seen the national progress under the helm of a strong black leader, societal racism dipped in important ways. The amount of white women polled who declared they would definitely find a black lover to be strong, powerful, and appealing rose from 23% to 87%.
In the next few decades, more and more black Americans were elected to office. Hollywood, like the sports industry in the decades before, moved from a mostly white domain to an almost all black one, in the males at least. Whereas the previous generation of eighteen year old white girls had fawned over small boys like Zac Effron and Justin Bieber, the next round of hunky starlets were bulkier, physically more domineering, and entirely black.
As science and technology progressed, many out of fashioned concepts were brought back in. We then knew enough about biology and human makeup for things like eugenics to be more than prejudiced conjecture. This time around, the data was favoring the black population; it was widely understood and taught in schools that blacks were faster, stronger, more attractive, and better lovers.
In about 2100, American white women were almost entirely expected to marry outside their race when they came of age. Feminism, which had evolved to incorporate the new facts about race and black superiority, strived to push this ideal further, until the University structure and workforce were impossible to penetrate for any male with white skin.
It's around this time that the concept of reparations was being brought back fully into swing. Older white males, still holding onto most of America's power as the youths were changing beneath their feet, became terribly frightened at the prospect. With both the white female vote and black race supporting the opposition, they struggled to find a suitable candidate for the 2120 election.
The candidate that pushed through the white primaries was a young white starlet from the last remaining piece in Alabama of the deep south. Maryann Horn, promiscuous, young, white, and gorgeous, had gotten through high school and university by seducing not only powerful black leaders, but whites too. Many feminists had seen her pornographic vacation videos with black resort guests, and her control of her own sexuality impressed them. Not only was Candidate Horn popular with women, and of course the many black men she slept with, she was also popular with the weakening white elite. Because Miss Horn, despite all the video footage of her slurping down black cock like it was her breakfast, had a well-kept secret fear of black power, and small connections to the long forgotten Confederacy of the country's past. When the white elite found out about that, they worked tirelessly to get her elected president.
President Horn, or Horny Mary, as the country's media called her, was not only America's first female president, she was the first presidential slut. Long held hostilities between the USA and foreign powers were quelled by her willingness to go to bed with any diplomat from any place in the world.
By this point, America's status as a world power had dimmed to a mere shadow of its glory days. Even China, who had reigned supreme as the most important country throughout the last century, was waning to newer powers in The Australian Union and in Africa.
However, America's new leader was doing an extraordinary job at courting each of these new power countries. Her sexual prowess was so monumental that her pussy was nominated for a Nobel peace prize. Her superb foreign policy abilities, however, were covering up small changes to the domestic law. Slowly, she was helping more whites regain jobs and university status, and working to repeal the Genetic Superiority bills of the last century. But since any critic of this quickly found him or her self sitting in a chair with the president's curvy body slurping away at their genitals, no one really much noticed, and she was reelected in a landslide.
President Horn's second term inauguration was broadcast live over the country. The perky white tips of her breasts bounced out of her tight blouse every time she swore another line of her oath. At the luncheon before, President Horn barely had time to eat her meal as her hands were continually under the table in the laps of the important foreign guests to her side, each of whose long black cocks was getting a genuine presidential Horny Mary Handjob.
Her second term was immediately different from the first. With no fear of needing to be reelected, President Horn and her secret white elite backers repealed almost all racial progress in the last era, bringing America legally back to something like the 1950s. The media culture remained the same: black movie stars with white women, but the everyday black was in a position of weakness like he had not been in centuries.
Roshaw Martin was a major figure affected by President Horn's furtive race reduction policies. Before Horn's second term, Martin was a wrestling idol turned entrepreneur, the biggest blackest power in American business. His stock firm hired only the smartest black male analysts and the sexist white women secretaries. If you were a promising black American who wanted a high paying job and an eager white wife, you dreamed about working at Firm Martin.
At the top floor of Martin tower, Roshaw's office featured a swimming pool stocked with white women in small bikinis, couches with countless pillows, and a spa and shower featuring a cute thin blonde attendant whose only job was to smile her pretty lips and soke and scrub Roshaw's thick black dick when he was in the shower.
In the first term of President Horn, she was constantly taking helicopters from DC to New York to get on her knees on Roshaw's couch and spread her sopping wet legs for him to enter her executive prize winning pussy. Since her second term, however, not only had she ceased to stop by, she was slowly dismantling his company the best she could, making him hire white workers and draining his assets instead of his thick black cum.
After two years of Horn's second presidency, Roshaw was booted from his ebony tower and replaced with a white CEO. Slowly, interracial was losing its norm, white athletes and movie stars were emerging, and the first nonrap single made its way onto the charts for the first time in one hundred years.
The Horn administration was sly and effective. They reinitiated segregation, and after six years in office, President Horn was inches away from securing a reemergence of America's first and biggest industry: the slave trade.
In the years since his ejection, Roshaw Martin had organized a powerful black rights underground. Unlike the peaceful MLK protestors of the 1960s, Martin's early 22nd century warriors were violent and vicious. On the eve of July 4th 2126, America's 250th anniversary of its founding, Martin and his crew stormed the White House, viciously assassinated the guards, and took President Horn prisoner.
In the news of the black overthrow of the government, blacks who had been denied rights in the last few years began rioting, overthrowing the local and state governments in a frenzy. Thousands of whites were slaughtered by the masses looking to regain their rights. The big black crowds stormed the homes of wealthier whites, shoving the men into closets and pantries while they showed the women what they had forgotten was a genetically superior penis, proven by a century of science.
In a broadcast to the world, Roshaw appeared shirtless, his muscular black chest glistening with courageous sweat, with his posse of black warriors behind him, and President Horn on her knees in front of him, naked with a collar and leash around her neck.
Roshaw explained to the public the atrocities committed against the black race by her presidency, even offering her a chance to come clean. Tied up on the floor like an animal, Maryann Horn shouted to the American public not to accept these doney-dicked niggers as their leader. There was an audible gasp around the country at her use of that word, and Roshaw's integrity was infallibly established in that moment.
It was then a moment of national pride when Roshaw undid the buckle on his pants, undid his belt, and lowered his trousers to let free his big hardening dark black cock.
"Donkey dick indeed," he said to the President as he pressed the squishy fat tip of his penis against her forehead.
All of black and white America stayed glued to the broadcast as Roshaw's posse unbuckled their pants in suit. They watched as the naked sexy woman, whose body the nation had drooled over for years, was soon covered in thick black cocks, pressing up against her cheeks, shoulders and breasts.
President Horn had no options when he finally slipped his hard fat rod between her lips. It was too massive and solid for her jaw to even move; biting was no option. All she could do was gag and salivate, which only made his cock writhe and grow thicker. As he pumped into her unwilling racist face, the other grabbed her hands and wrapped them around their shafts, rubbed their black cock heads against her shoulders and tits, leaking sticky strands of precum over his body.
Roshaw was the only one to cum down her throat. His cock was so far lodged down her esophagus that he was nearly jizzing right into her stomach, but the cruel racist Maryann was forced to gulp down powerlessly all of his thick spunky black seed.
The others made a mural of her body. They unloaded gallons of black sticky gunk onto her face, her breasts, her hair. America focused as these strong men defiled the sexy President's body, making her sticky and gloppy like she was a kindergartener playing in a bucket of glue.
There's an iconic photograph from the event that just shows President Horn's face surrounded by these big black members, and her features are so distorted by the cum that all you can really make out of her underneath all the white translucent baby cream is her little pink tongue, instinctively intruding and slowly itself being drenched by the cum dripping around her face
With their softening cocks, the posse slapped President Horn's sticky face, swinging their heavy balls against her cheeks and shoulders. America was cheering.
In the next few weeks, the Martin administration becomes the first group of leaders in America to take power by violent force. Rawdo, like many of those in nations before their own, declared himself Emperor of the United States of America. They immediately and forcefully undo all the legislature passed by President Horn, all the while keeping her tied up on leash underneath the desk in the oval office.
When Rawdo had everything nearly back in place as it was before Maryann Horn took office, he noticed one last document on her desk. The final plans for reinstating slavery.
With a few key and significant changes, the amendments and legislation needed for bringing back one of the nation's oldest traditions was completed in the next few weeks. Rawdo had legalized slavery again, yes, but it was white slavery.
Emperor Rawdo's White Enslavement Act was not voted on. It didn't need to be; Rawdo was completely in charge. When the act was passed and announced, each black adult American male was given five licenses to own any white person of their choosing. Of the masses of white people in America, Emperor Rawdo declared his motto: first come, first served.
There was panic in the streets as white people fled to escape being hunted and claimed by the new black authority. The first to be snatched up were the pretty white women: every black man wanted a little harem of sexy white women. But there were cases where a black man, entering the home of a hot little MILF from down the street, decided to use his remaining licenses to take her husband, her two of-age sexy daughters, and the eighteen year old son too. Remembering their own cultural history of enslavement, they thought, maybe these women would put out better if you didn't split up the family.
The moral of the voting American public rose instantly. Suddenly, the quiet old black man who ran the convenience store for thirty years was living in an old rich white guy's ex-mansion, with three white hotties licking clean his asshole after he took a shit.
Over the next ten and twenty years, every eighteen year old black male was given these five passes when he turned of age. And for him, this meant the very exciting prospect of taking a trip to the not-very-well hidden white communities out in the mountains and some cute cock sucking presents to take back with him.
When the policy was stable, Rawdo discontinued the passes policy. There was a bustling sex and slave trade for money already.
By 2150, slave pills had been invented, which turned the owned persons completely docile, eager, and obedient. Countries who had previously denounced the new US government for reinstating this cruel institution, even as a means of reparations, found the new technology a satisfying answer to their complains.
Black women, well, they didn't gain too much of this deal. But they were a group that history had long marginalized and ignored, and so they were used to coping with a world that didn't pay them much notice.
After the passes were discontinued, the small remaining free white communities were a different place. Whereas once, eager blacks had found a huge population of unclaimed sexy white women, ripe for the picking, these communities were now mostly unwanted men.
It was thus declared at slave babies birthed with white skin were first genetically cleansed, removing all traces of the superior black race from their bodies, then donated back to the white community. In exchange for the baby, the owner could then take a new slave of his own, often a young woman who had, when she was a baby, been given back to the community the same way.
Likewise, black babies born from slaves, which was common, were likewise cleansed to be black and pure, and then raised as members of society.
By the year 2226, 350 years into the country's history, the nation resembles something totally unique. There was the prosperous black male society of culture and patriarchy, with white mostly women slaves drugged to be obedient, horny, and docile, and then small communities of fearful whites, mostly males, raising their race's children knowing that if a girl grew up to be pretty, someone would soon come to take her away.
Whereas in America's ugly history of black slavery, groups of freed black men were the leaders of the abolition movement, working against the system to liberate their race, the white freedmen did no such thing. In the hundreds of years the institution reigned forwards, there was not a single instance of white insurrection.
With science on their side, it was clear to the black male American public that they were truly the superior race. And with white women on their cocks and white men hiding cowardly in the distance, the society had truly reached its optimal social order.
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Black Cock Era is a tongue-in-cheek interracial epic story about a potential but unlikely future in which white women are enslaved by the superior black males. The story is far fetched, but it's a fictional fantasy, and it's meant to be a grounds to explore a fun and silly situation, not to predict how real people would behave or how you the reader would behave in the same situation. Many white wimpy stories get comments about how the commenter would never allow such abuse. I'm here to say, at the start, calm down. This is a playful story that is not supposed to be taken too seriously. Many of my readers, like me myself, find these kinds of scenarios fun and sexually exciting. If you're the type of man who has no interest in sub situations or cuckolding ones, this story is not for you. But, if you find racial tension to be sexy and like to fantasize about black domination, here is a story for you.
If you are the intended audience for this (ie you enjoy stories about men dominating other men by taking their women, and you feel comfortable exploring that urge in a realm of racial tension and absurd unrealistic historical situations), I'd love to hear some comments, suggestions, or ideas for other stories. If you are not the kind of reader above, please refrain from voting or commenting. If this story isn't for you, that doesn't mean it deserves 1 star. You wouldn't go around and bad review homosexual stories just because you are straight.
Before you read this, you should make sure you've read Black Cock Era Zero, the prologue that sets up the exposition of the universe in which this story takes place.
This particular installment is the first chapter, and the introduction of our heroine Hannah, a wild busty white girl living in the wilderness of a long-future America where whites can be legally owned by blacks. Part of the fun of the story is Hannah's wildness: it's sexy how liberated, fierce, and wild she is. As such, much of the story is description of this sexy wild woman: she hunts and eats meat viciously, she bathes naked in the waves, she chases after her studding horse. Though the story culminates in a big interracial sex scene, much of the anticipation and set up stems from this sexy wild factor. I hope you read this story with that in mind, that this chapter is only one part interracial fantasy, with one part wild girl adventure.
-PMD
--
In the valleys of the West Coast, Hannah spent her days riding her horse along the beach and her nights sleeping soundly under the cover of an old fallen rock.
Hannah's horse was named Mauricio. He was a gorgeous black stallion whom Hannah had ridden since she was a little girl. She'd grown up in the stables of a rich black man's planation, her white mother tending the horses there. When she was old enough, her mother sent her away on the back of Mauricio and she'd been living on the beaches of Old California ever since.
Hannah splashed her tan white body in the waves. She was a fit young woman, stocky and well toned. When she rode, she wore a top made of leaves to take the edge off the wind chill, but she was more than happy to let her big brown breasts loose from her top and swim naked in the cool fresh ocean.
In the years since the black revolution of America, the terrain had been transformed. The whites of the wealthy California had long since been rounded up (for males, to work and for females, to fuck) and the country was mostly centered on the East Coast. Here on the West, there was a lot of open land, open seas, and wild animals.
On the beach, next to where Mauricio lay on his belly resting, Hannah had made a big fire, over which a plump juicy big was roasting. She had trapped the beast in the forest a little bit off, and she was anxious to sink her hungry teeth in its flesh.
Hannah scrubbed her body in the salty waters. She could not remember her mother too well, but she remember enough to realize their resemblance. Now in her mid-twenties, Hannah had the big bountiful breasts her mother had had: plump, fat, and round. She tanned in the sun every day, and Hannah's heavy rack was a perfect shade of tan. Likewise, Hannah had developed her mother's thick curvy hips. These made her not only irresistible to men, she remembered from her mom, but also a very good rider with Mauricio.
"Smell good, Mauricio?" she yelled to her horse and she emerged from the waves, hips swaying in the froth. The beast blinked awake and whinnied back to her. They would share the pig together, master and animal.
It was a beautiful midday, and Hannah and Mauricio were hungry. She grabbed a knife from her pouch and sliced open the meat; it was tender and well cooked through.
Hannah did not see very many humans. She avoided white colonies, because they were overbearing and controlling. When she had first run away, she had fled with her horse to a small group in Arizona, but they made her wear clothes and go to school. She wanted to hunt, ride her horse, and splash in the waves. So she fled there too. Ever since, she had been living alone with her horse.
She remembered the black men who had owned her and her mother. They were huge bulking men, educated and buff. She would wait inside and watch from the window as her mother fixed and readied the horses for when the men would ride.
She knew that at night, her mother went up to the main house to sleep with them. She would come back in a woozy smile with her hair a mess and her dress misbuttoned. As Hannah grew older and thought back to these nights, she realized what they were. She had seen animals mating, touched herself at night, realized the big human secret about reproduction. And though she knew her mother took pills to fall in love with her masters, the wild virgin Hannah knew that if she were her mother, she wouldn't need any kind of pills. Her thighs would get soaked just thinking about it.
Mauricio ground his teeth at the meat in front of him. Hannah's hands were slippery with grease as she peeled off another strip of thick cut bacon. When she finished her meal, she laid back in the sand, full and content. Her powerful naked body felt satisfied and nourished. Sticking her fingers in a mess of leftover grease, she rubbed her naked body from head to toe. As she napped nude in the sun, the sun would beat down her grease glazed skin, giving her tingles of warmth and comfort.
When she woke from her nap, it was dark, and she still felt full and happy. Mauricio the horse was wandering nearby, eating some shrubs. As she looked out on the beautiful ocean, her hands moved over her greasy body and down between her legs. She was thinking of those hulking black masters from years ago.
Back during the short time in the white colony, Hannah remembered asking why no one talked to this one particular girl. All the other girls seemed to avoid her.
"Oh that's Sarah," one of them snarled, "She's a freak."
"Why?" Hannah had asked. She must have been freshly 18 at the time.
"She does everything wrong!" the girl had yelled. Sarah would sneak into the boy's cabins to have sex with the white guys.
"She fucks them?" Hannah asked confused.
"I know, right?" In this colony, white women were being prepared to go back to black civilization, find a black master and let him ravish her. This was the way all white colonies worked. White men were for working, not for fucking.
This girl had confirmed what Hannah had known in her heart for years. This is why, when she looked out on the ocean, she pleasured herself thinking of the black masters she never had.
To her left, she glanced and saw Mauricio retreat into the trees. He was loyal and had never tried to run away, but she felt uncertain this one time. Something was wrong.
Hannah leaped up, her orgasm interrupted and her hand sticky with her own juices. Her body was a shiny glazed mess of ocean spray and grease. She didn't bother to grab any clothes.
Sifting through the trees of the forest, Hannah found Mauricio. He was standing next to a great gray mare, a beautiful horse who was tied up with rope to a tree. Now, in the moonlight and stars, Hannah could see why her horse had snuck away into the words. She was a beautiful horse.
"Silly Mauricio," she said smiling to her companion. The horse had no eyes for Hannah; he was in heat.
At times, Mauricio would find a gorgeous wild mare and mate with her. Hannah was accustomed to watching her beautiful creature's animal cock harden as he mounted his mate. Affectionately, Hannah sometimes called her horse Tree-Trunk-Dick, because his horse cock was the thickness of a tree trunk. Hannah was happy to let her animal friend find a partner to empty his nuts into. It just meant a new generation of little wild Mauricio horses in the forest.
But Hannah had never seen a horse tied up like this. Sure, sometimes she would tie up Mauricio, but how did this mare get this way? Did someone do it? Was someone here?
As Mauricio's neying and whinneying got louder, Hannah heard a shout; definitely not an animal! She had never encountered anyone else before out in the wild, and she ran behind a tree far from where the sound was coming.
"You stop! You stop!" yelled the voice as it came closer, "Get away from my horse!"
The figure that emerged toward the mating horses was enormous. At first Hannah couldn't see him in the darkness of the forest, but then she realized it was because his skin was dark as tar. He was a hulking burly black man, with bulging muscles straining in the arms of his shirt and a fierce expression on his face as he scolded the horses.
"You'll ruin her, get away from her!" he yelled to Mauricio, shoving him. He was unsuccessful in moving the beast, but Hannah heard Mauricio's distinct finishing ney. His horse balls emptied and satisfied, she heard him dismount the mare and whinney away.
"Shoo! Shoo!" yelled the black man to the departing Mauricio. Hannah was sure the horse would go back where the delicious meat was still sitting in the sand.
"What did he do to you?" asked the man to the horse, patting her on the buttocks. "Ewck, he's gotten you all sticky, Donald" he called, "Donald!"
A smaller set of footsteps trudged towards them.
"Yes sir, yes sir," answered Donald, "it was difficult to keep up behind you." He was a little white man, not much younger than Hannah, she was sure, with a huge knapsack on his back. She was amazed such a little white man could carry it all.
"Clean up Marsie," yelled the Master pointing the horse, "Some brute has come and defiled her."
"Right away," said the white man, nodding his head. He glanced at the sticky gloopy horse, what a mess he would have to clean.
The black man scowled at Donald as he scrubbed at the horse with a rag from his sack. For the tired little man, getting all of the horse spunk out of Marsie's fur was a challenge.
Hannah, however, had her eyes right on the black man. Her heart was pounding in her chest; she had been dreaming of a man like him for years.
She slowly moved from behind her tree. She walked slowly towards where the two were standing.
"Wha--AHH!" yelled Donald as he saw the approaching figure.
"Wha--What?" said the Master, turning.
To the two men, the slow moving Hannah must have looked like some long lost goddess of fertility. Her big bare breasts swung with her footsteps. She wore an earthy smile the shone in the moonlight, which also illumined her bare toned stomach and curvy wild hips. Hannah was beautiful.
"Hello," said the Master, glancing up and down Hannah's shiny brown body. Hannah didn't respond; she hadn't spoken to another human in years, nevertheless such a strong bulking black man. She just smiled.
"Who are you, young lady?" asked the Master, but Hannah just moved slowly towards them silently.
When she was close enough, she could see both the men clearly. And she saw, on the Master's left hip, a holster for a very large shiny gun.
Hannah froze. She didn't like guns. The men noticed.
"What's wrong, why did she stop?" Donald was also frozen, staring in the beautiful naked goddess's body breathlessly.
Hannah began to retreat slowly. She was scared. When she was a few steps back, she turned and sprinted.
"What?! No, Donald, go! Get her!"
The little white man dropped his pack and ran. Hannah had been running, jumping, swimming her whole life, she was fast, but Donald was brisk enough to catch up.
He leaped forwards, trying to grab hold of her and tackle her down. Her managed to sink his grubby fingers into the warm soft fleshy of Hannah's sides, groping her curvy hips for a brief moment before her slippery skin made him tumble and she escaped away into the forest.
The next day, Hannah tied up Mauricio and went following the trail of the two men. She was scared of getting too close, because of the gun, but she was still fascinated by the brute masculinity of the Master.
She found them far down the beach. The black man was bobbing up and down near shore, and the little white man was sitting under a giant foldable awning.
She watched from a distance as the black man swam. His body was so fit and muscular, his black skin was darker than the pelt of her horse. When he came closer to shore, she realized he was swimming nude, not clothed like the previous night, and she waited in anticipation for him to emerge so that she could see his lower half.
When he did, her jaw dropped. She had never seen a human penis before, but given the relative size of every other animal's, she hadn't expected the Master's to be so enormous. It was a size worthy of one of the wild horses, one of the particularly studly ones who spread his seed amongst the entire population. As the thick dark cock swayed between the walking man's legs, Hannah's lips parted and drool dribbled down her chin to her pendulous thick tits.
The studly nude man stood over the dozing white man. Kicking him awake, the Master yelled at him, pointing in the opposite direction and saying something about food, and Donald slugged with his pack down the beach. Stretching out his firm black body, the Master lay down in the sand beneath the awning, nude and ready to rest.
Hannah stared at the bulky sleeping body. Without clothes, he was mesmerizing, but Hannah soon realized that he could not have the gun either. Stepping carefully, Hannah approached the sleeping body to get a closer look.
He was sound asleep as Hannah hovered over him. His thick soft penis was black as night against his thigh, and Hannah wanted to reach out and touch it so bad. Her pussy was tingling and she groped at her own heavy left breast sensually.
Quietly, the wild girl got down on her knees before the body. Her tan buttocks sat firmly on the inside of her legs as she squatted. She stuck her hypnotized face right next to the member. It rose up and down with each breath the man took,
Hannah appreciated its thick sturdy base where it connected to his pelvis. She saw the throbbing mega-veins of the shaft that went on for inches until they culminated in that big dark bulbous head, a soft shiny deep purple cockhead with a large moist slit at the tip.
She slowly stuck out her finger and pressed it gently against the tip of the cock. It was slippery to her touch. She reached down another finger, then another, but the man didn't still. Soon, she had her whole hand wrapped around the head of this penis.
As she lifted it slowly off his thigh, she watched as the tip slowly oozed a big drop of clear sticky spunk. Using her other hand, she touched it, and watched the string of ooze drip from the penis as she moved her finger away. It finally snapped, dropping a think line of slime on his thigh, but a bigger droplet on her finger.
She tasted it. It was salty and thick like the fattiest part of a pig. She loved it.
Hannah stroked her fingers down the shaft of the penis. It was beginning to move in her hand, though the man it belonged to seemed still fast asleep.
Her delicate fingers stroked the length of the shaft down to its base, then made their way up to the head again. After this round, the cock was a lot longer and harder, and Hannah smiled gleefully as it grew. She stroked and stroked her hand down the base and up the cock, until she had a monstrous hard erection poking straight up into the ocean air.
Since she had tasted the droplet of ooze, Hannah's mouth had been watering to no extreme. Her lips were soaked with saliva, and her chin was dribbling glops of mouth water down her chest and body. She was fully entranced.
Already gripping the cock between her fingers, Hannah leaned in slowly so that the heat from her breath was warming the deep purple cockhead. Her drool dripped from her chin onto his big black balls. Hannah stuck the penis in her mouth.
With regards to fellatio, Hannah did what game naturally. She slurped at the rock hard penis like she had slurped meat off of bones, she licked it and stroked it with her tongue like she was sucking the juice from a coconut. Hannah wasn't sure how long she had been slurping down the rock hard penis before she looked up and saw the awoken black face looking down at her and smiling.
Their eyes locked. "Keep going," he commanded, and she didn't skip a beat.
Hannah felt a big black hand grab her shoulder, and the arms lifted her body off the cock and up his body. Her big warm tits were pressing into his chest, and she was staring inches away into the big masculine eyes.
The Master's black hands grabbed her thick behind, and spread her so that her pussy lips were touching the tip of his wet hard cock. Hannah's parted lips let out a moan, inches from his face.
The black Master yanked Hannah's body down onto his cock, and in seconds, the virgin Hannah was taking in every inch of his thick black member. The pleasure was so indescribable to her that she swore that her entire brain just melted right there into distinct and unimaginable ecstasy.
The black man roughly fucked Hannah like this, using his big black hands to grab at her hips, her ass, and her big brown titties. Her virgin wild pussy was working like a champion as her hips buckled to take in every inch of the black cock she could take.
After waves of pleasure surged from her pussy through her body, the black man spun her off, taking four of his thick manly fingers and jamming them up her cunt in replacement. Hannah's body was melting into bliss, and the black Master peaked out of the awning and yelled something unintelligible down the beach.
She was laying on her back and the Master lifted her strong brown legs up in the air, opening her pussy for his entrance. His moist purple cock head teased her before slamming back into her, his hands holding her hips steady so he could pound her snatch even harder.
Hannah's body was shaking with pleasure and lust such that she didn't notice or care as the little white man slipped a rope around her left foot. Her pussy was taking too much black cock for her to see him slip more rope around her right foot, or around her hands and wrists either.
Without noticing, Hannah was hogtied up with all limbs flailing as her mouth opened stupidly to drool, eyes rolling back into her head, pussy squirting and cumming all over the thick black cock.
The black man pulled his cock from her pussy, and Hannah looked up surprised just in time to take a big shot of cum to the eye, then another on the cheek until Hannah's face and tits were a mess with cum from the big black balls. He stroked his cock, shooting every drop he could onto her big brown tits and showering her with nutritious white goop for a hungry native girl.
Hannah, tied up and messy, quivered and shook with the remnants of the pulsing bliss.
"Clean her up!" yelled the black Master as he stood up, his softening sticky cock swaying fiercely between his legs. Donald rushed over with a towel to the smiling hog-tied woman.



"Tomorrow, we take the mute wild slut back with us."
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The tied-up Hannah stayed quiet and content. Her eyes were lazily glazed over, her mouth was slightly ajar, and her little pink tongue was sticking out just the slightest. She had been fucked good for the first time, and she was still letting the waves of pleasure pulse through her still body.
Outside, laying besides the slave Donald, the air was warm. The Master was in his private tent, asleep. Hannah was on her back, all limbs up in the air, but she couldn't even notice. She was just staring at the ocean and smiling.
Donald was also having trouble sleeping. He had been around his Master's fuck-slaves before, but Hannah was different. She wasn't like the other beautiful white skinned women: experienced, sly, and sensual. Hannah had a wildness in her sincere naivete, and it made her sexy toned body even hotter to the slave boy.
Touching the white women was an executable offense for a white slave male. Donald had seen fuck toys eagerly confess to their Masters that someone had slipped a finger between their legs, or groped her behind when she was napping. All those men had been swiftly and brutally taken care of, the whole gaggles of slave girls smiling and laughing at his fate. But the wild girl was new, she didn't know any of this, and she couldn't even speak. What was there for her to tell the Master? And those beautiful brown boobies were just heaving more and more with every breath...
Donald took the risk: he reached over an arm slowly and placed his palm smack in the middle of Hannah's right tit. It was the first breast he had ever touched and he was surprised at how solid and firm the beautiful shaped mass of flesh was.
He kept his hand there for three seconds, beginning to dig his grimy fingers into the flesh when he was interrupted.
"Get your hand off my tit," Hannah said.
Donald jerked back his arm. "You can talk?!"
Hannah turned her head towards him, smiling with her big full lips. "I can."
She stayed there naked on her back, staring at Donald with her big sexy eyes, before she swayed and sat herself up on the sand.
"Do you think you can untie me? I'll let you touch my tits some more if you do."
Donald stared at her, unnerved, and shook his head vigorously.
"Of course I can't, the Master would slit my throat and feed my blood to the horse if I ever did that."
"And that's not worth getting to play with these beautiful breasts?" she asked coyly. From her stance, she could still managed to squeeze her elbows together and press her breasts into an impressive cleavage. She looked spectacular.
"Uhh, well, I, uhhh---no, it's not."
Hannah frowned seductively. "Then what can you do for me? I really wouldn't have a problem with you playing with my tits, I would just need something in return."
"I can get you food, or water," Donald eagerly offered. Hannah said she was starving; that would be a fair deal.
While he was fixing through the bags to get her something, Hannah had a realization.
"Can you do one more thing too?" She instructed him on where Mauricio was tied up, she told him to take a bit of hair from Marsie's brush and bring it to him. If he untied Maurcio and left the mare's hair, he would be smart enough to keep his distance but follow their scent wherever they went.
"That doesn't sound like a normal horse," remarked Donald, but he obeyed. He trotted off to where Hannah had pointed while she stuck her face directly in the plate of food, making a mess on her face and naked body as she viciously chowed down.
When he came back, he was panting and out of breath. Hannah looked up from her food to see Mauricio off in the distance, standing still on the beach. She could tell he understood, and she smiled.
Donald gleefully undid his pants and let them fall to his ankles. His gut was sizable, and it reached over his waist towards his dick. He had a lot of unruly pubic hair, poking out of which was a small stubby white erection, with a chestnut sized sac of balls right beneath.
Hannah's chin and neck were glazed with the mess of food, but that didn't stop Donald. He walked right up and stuck his gut inches from her face.
The slave girl looked up at his white body. She thought it he looked kind of funny, like the fat little grub worms her horse liked to eat.
Donald kneeled down before her, and squatted in the sand. With her hands tied to her ankles, the only position Hannah could comfortably sustain sitting up in was one with her knees pressed up to her chest and her back arched forwards. This left her big brown titties hidden behind her legs, which Donald was struggling with. He inched his little fingers through her knees and around her side, groping at the mounds of flesh pressed out by the force of her knees. Hannah's tits were large and unwieldy: even here, there was plenty for him touch.
"Get down on your back," he commanded, and Hannah shrugged before obeying. She didn't want to renege on her promise, though she did not feel too obligated to please this man. She knew enough about knots to know she could escape at any time. But it made more sense for her interest in the Master if she stayed entwined like this. Plus, if she wanted, she could always rat out Donald when the Master woke up, and he would be killed and silenced. If she wanted.
On her back, Hannah's tits were much freer, and Donald took advantage of this by really digging his fingers into them. He pressed the tits together, he jiggled them, he rubbed them up and down. Hannah just lay there, complict and half smiling, all four limbs flailed up in the air. The only time Donald took a hand off her busty frame was to give his little cock a quick wank, but the hand would come back quickly enough.
After twenty minutes, Donald was still not finished. He was pressing the sides of her big fleshy tits, enjoying the soft paler seam where her breasts connected to her body. Finally, sick and bored of him, Hannah cried out softly:
"Just slide your little dick in me already so you can finish and we can be done!"
Wasting no time at all, Donald raced around her body to her bottom, where her pussy was already spread open by the tied up nature of her bundled legs. All Donald had to do was grab the inside of her knees for stability and slide his little member into the wild girl's warm sweet opening.
Hannah felt a slight sensation when Donald entered her, but it wasn't much. After the vicious fucking the Master gave her hours before, his little white cock was not much to offer her. Donald seemed not to mind the residue of juices that was still fresh on her inner thighs from the Master, pumping his body into Hannah with a childish grin.
"If you're going to finish," Hannah whispered to him, "Pull your little thing out and make a mess over there." She pointed a few meters away at a depression in the sand.
With each little thrust, Donald let out of small grunt and Hannah's sizable tits bounced back and then forwards and then steadied. It was his first time with a cock this close to a woman, and it was only Hannah's second cock ever, but it took no time for her fertile attractive body to set him off. With a flash, he retreated from her and dashed to the place she had directed him. His cock dribbled out small clumps of jellied cum into the sand, where he buried it.
He came back over. "You won;t tell the master any of this, of course?"
"I don't think so," answered Hannah deviously, "You took a real risk in this, didn't you? What if I wasn't loyal?"
"Please, please don't tell him," Donald pleaded with her, "I spend all my days with the Master's beautiful white fuck toys, and it's taken every ounce of me not to stray and touch them. I wank myself silly to sleep every night. But with you, I just saw those big wild breasts, bigger than any white fuck toy I've ever seen, and I lost control. Your body is like that of an angel, some kind of goddess. You can't betray me, please."
Hannah chuckled to herself. She was used to being a wild free girl, she didn't quite get the sense of gravity with which Donald was talking.
"Of course I won't rat you out, I'm just kidding around." He laughed faintly, not sure what else to do. "Lighten up."
"My name is Hannah, by the way."
As the night went on, the Master slept, but the two slaves spent the evening talking. Hannah told Donald all about her life: her mother, her escape, the white colonies, the years of freedom, and the yearning for a big black cock to set her life right. He listened patiently, nodding, and occasionally glancing down at her breasts which were shining in the moonlight.
A few hours before sunrise, Hannah was just finishing up her tale. Donald looked happy, but concerned about the few hours of sleep left.
"We must get rest before we head back to the Plantation tomorrow," he said uneasily, "But let me please just say that it's been a pleasure listening to you this evening."
"Me too," answered the buxom with slave girl, "I'm glad to have my first friend in you."
"Thank you. Let me just give you one piece of advice: keep up the mute routine around the Master. Don't let him know you can speak. It's better for white fuck toys to be as brainless as possible, white slave boys too, now that I think about it."
"Got it," answered Hannah. And Donald turned to go to sleep.
As she was drifting off, Hannah imagined betraying her friend. She considered waking up tomorrow and speaking loudly and clearly everything Donald had done, watching her Master string his body up and left for the dogs, then embarking alone with her beautiful brute Master back to his Plantation. There would be no Donald to relay her tale; just her and that big beautiful black cock.
Before drifting off, Hannah decided she would stay quiet. She could always speak up later.
The next week was devoted to travel. They would rise early in the morning, with the Master slapping Donald awake, and poking his big thick cock in Hannah's face. She would eagerly open her mouth to let it in, and fellate him right then, first thing in the morning, even before she fully regained her senses.
In this way, she would be the first one fed breakfast: a big creamy load of spunk directly from the big hot balls of the Master. Then the Master would eat the meal Donald prepared, while the slave boy went hungry until dinner.
They would spend the morning in transit, the slaves walking tied up besides the horse. The Master on his horse was the Master at his most powerful: he was so tall above his two underlings. Hannah was still completely nude for the trip, and so this resulted in frequent stops along the way where the Master would bend her bound body over and slam his cock in between her hips. The big squishy loads of cum he left in her pussy were refreshing and comfortable as she trekked the rest of the day.
When dinner came, Donald prepared, and then Hannah would feed it to the Master with one hand with the other wrapped around his hard black cock. Stroking and feeding him simultaneously, she would get an appetizer of potent black ball cream before she licked clean whatever plates and bowls the Master left over. Whatever was leftover from both the Master and Hannah, Donald got.
Once the Master went to sleep, Hannah would peer off into the distance and spot her faithful horse trailing carefully behind. He was clever, and knew to keep far away from them.
The night after Donald first fucked Hannah, he asked if he could do it again, but she admitted that her pussy was just too sore from all the big black cock she had been taking in all day. She did, however, let him jerk off while looking at her tits, as long as he ejaculated far away from wherever she was.
Every night, after he had pleasured himself to Hannah's body, Donald would sit besides her and tell her about the Plantation.
The first part of the Plantation, Donald explained, is the House. That's where the Master lives, with his family. The Master has a wife, the Madam, a young brilliant black woman from Louisiana. The Madam does research in the laboratory section of the House, working with pharmaceuticals for curing ailments and diseases. She's famous for her strictness with the slaves, both male and female, and for her extraordinary beautiful big black bubble butt. The Master also has an eighteen year old son, an Athlete, who is heading to Harvard in a few months to play sports and study Chemistry. The three of them live in the House with the House slaves, a collection of white women who cook and clean and run the home.
The second is the Fields. This is where the crops are grown from which the Master makes his profits. The Fields are worked by swarms of white male slaves, who are cheaper than using machines to harvest the crops. The biggest rule of the Plantation is that no white male slaves are allowed in any of the buildings. They are resigned to the Fields alone, unless they work in the Recreation.
"That's where I am," Donald told her, "I run the swimming pool, making sure it is clean and the right temperature. The Master and his son the Athlete like to use the pool, but also our basketball courts, our library, our bowling alley, and arcade."
"Interesting," answered Hannah, watching Donald stroke his cock slowly while gazed at her breasts, taking a break from talking.
"The final area," he continued, "Is the area where you will go."
The white slave girls are all kept in a specific compound, gated off from the rest of the Plantation. It's a beautiful area, full of soft grass and fountains and pretty buildings. Every slave girl has a bedroom with a big kind bed for when the Master comes to visit, plus a wardrobe of lots of sexy outfits.
This area is named for the two key features of the Plantation. The first is that when the Master wants to dig his cock into a big juicy behind, he has the legendary derriere of the Madam for that. What he comes to the white slave girls for, first and foremost, is big sexy breasts. The second is the principal crop of the Plantation. What the Master grows most of all is a special rare and potent strain of marijuana, a strain altered by the genius of the Madam to bring your mood down to a cool mellow but your libido up to a ravenous high. Everyone smokes weed on the plantation, from the Master and his family, to the House slaves, to the slaves in the Fields, to the gorgeous sex creatures in their compound.
"The compound," continued Donald, "Is called Cannabust. A land of cannabis and busty white women."
"Cannabust?" asked Hannah smiling, getting the pun.
"It's the primary place where the Master and his son go to smoke weed and get laid. And it's where you'll be living."
"How many other girls are there in Cannabust?
"There are about a hundred girls, plus the head slave girl."
"Head slave girl? Who is that?"
"Well," answered Donald, "She's the one in charge of arranging Cannabust and keeping it perfect for the Master and the Athlete. And actually, she's my mom."
"Your mom is one of the busty white women in the Master's harem?!" asked Hannah increduously.
"Of course," Donald responded uneasily, "What else did you think?"
"Does that mean the Master is your father?"
"Not exactly," he said, "When I was in utero, they had all his genes removed from me. So he's less my father and more the guy who fucked my mom until she got pregnant. Still fucks her."
"And doesn't that make you uncomfortable?" she asked deviously. Hannah had learned to enjoy teasing Donald, and the fact that his mom was the head sex slave of the hung Master was a golden nugget of information.
"It's life."
When they reached the border from California to Nevada, where the Plantation was, they had to stop through the border customs. In between states, it took a few hours for the government to check all baggage before letting someone from the wild, disease-ridden forests of California to the traditional civilization of Nevada.
The Master booked a hotel room, but left all his baggage and objects with the customs. This included his two most valuable pieces of property: his slaves. Hannah and Donald spent the night in a cold storage room, the only two slaves there.
In the middle of the night, Hannah awoke to a flood of light. Two big hulking black customs officers were shining a bright white torch in her eyes.
"This one's a beauty," one voice said to the other, and Hannah could hear him unzip his pants.
"Holy shit, you're right," the other said, unzipping his own pants. Hannah could hardly see anything with the bright light in her face, and she was still disoriented from sleep, but when she swiftly felt the warm slap of a hard black cock on her face, she realized what was going on.
She opened her mouth to let the black cock into her, but she was quickly grabbed on the back of her head by the man and shoved painfully down all the way to the base of his lock thick member. She could feel the whole length of it wiping against her esophagus.
"Her throat is so tight," he yelled to his friend, who was stroking his own big black cock besides Hannah, "It's like she hasn't been throat raped very often."
"Shit, but with tits like that, I'm sure she gets used constantly."
The man let Hannah's head recede off of his cock, but then slammed her back to the base again.



Shoving her body to the floor, the man dangled his big heavy balls right above her neck, and slammed his cock downwards into her mouth, deep into the recesses of her throat. Meanwhile, Donald was lazily stirring across the room just in time to see the other man spread Hannah's legs wide open and enter her creaming wet pussy.
If Hannah was unprepared for the viciousness of the throat fucking, she was equally surprised by the girth of the cock ramming into her cervix. Even though her loins were sticky and flowing, her pussy could still barely compensate and fit in every round inch of this man's thick black cock.
That didn't stop him from shoving his cock into her as forcefully as possible, sending waves of dual pleasure and pain through Hannah's brown body. If she didn't have a black cock lodged down her throat, she would have moaned loudly enough to wake up the entire world.
From his position on the floor, Donald sat up and watched the two men violate Hannah. He admitted that even though they were being so rough with his friend, his cock was harder than it may have ever been.
Just then, a third figure appeared in the doorframe of the room, another burly black customs officer.
"Am I late?" he asked, approaching his two friends who were pounding away into Hannah's orifices.
"Yeah, way too late," grunted the man with his cock in Hannah's mouth, "We're using her. Go use that one over there." He pointed at Donald. The black man spread his lips in a big grin as he lumbered over to Donald.
Grabbing the white slave by his shirt, he threw him across the room forcefully towards where Hannah was half-moaning in her orgasmic stupor. Positioning him on the floor besides her body, He was able to undo his pants and release his thick lock member out of his pants inches from where Hannah lay. The big black man waved his soft cock in a circle, slapping Donald's face with it and then stroking it until it's hard.
"Stroke me," he ordered to Donald, who was accustomed to his life as a slave enough that he quickly wrapped both hands around the growing cock and jerked. The third man directed Donald's strokes towards Hannah's tits; it was clear that when Donald's handjob was finished, he wanted it to erupt onto the beauty's big brown boobies.
The man in Hannah's mouth was deeply pulverizing her throat when his balls convulsed and he emptied their sticky white contents sloppily down Hannah's slippery oral cavity. The man in her pussy was finished around the same time, and his jism overflowed out of her pussy and dripped down her thighs into a big puddle of cum on the floor. With the two men using Hannah finished, the third man grabbed her off the ground and had her hands join Donald's on his cock. His thick black penis was too big even for all four hands working on, but the wild girl and the bitch boy's strokes finally got him to release his torrent of spunk in vicious waves all the way down Hannah's chin and chest, and coating much of Donald's hair.
The two slaves were pointed at a grimy shower where they could wash up before being retrieved tomorrow by their Master, and the three laughing satisfied black men left the two slimy white slaves exhausted and sticky on the floor of the storage room.
"Oh my god," cried the exasperated Hannah as they left, "That was amazing! That was unlike anything that's ever happened to me."
"Just wait," Donald said, wiping cum off his head, "Wait until we get to the Plantation tomorrow."
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Maria and my mom had their tongues shoved down each other's mouths in the back seat of the car.
"Just drive onto the freeway, I'll tell you when to turn!" yelled Maria to me, one hand down my mom's dress and the other creeping up the backside.
My mother was letting Maria do all this to her, and reciprocating strongly, maybe because she was horny, maybe because she had been yearning for a girl for years, maybe because she was drunk, and last of all, maybe because Maria was a sexy dark magic enchantress who could command any mortal with her finger tips.
I kept glancing into the rearview mirror as I drove; unable to keep myself was watching the entwined couple behind me. My mom was entirely engrossed with the supple body around her, but Maria let herself look up, catch my glance, and smile mischievously.
Maria shouted out directions to me in the short bursts when her lips weren't engulfed around my mom's. The car ended up at a club district I had never been to. It wasn't as if I never partied, but I had never even heard of this area. Nevertheless, the clubs were flooded with guys and girls, drinking and dancing the night away.
I parked the car and Maria led the way, holding my mother's hand and walking briskly. I had to run to follow her and she dragged my mom through the bustling crowd. Eventually, we got to the doorsteps of a swanky modern looking club with blue lights and a big black bouncer.
The bouncer looked up and down at Maria and my mom in their sexy evening dresses.
"You two ladies can go right in," he said quickly, "But the dude over here, we already got too many guys in there. No entry."
My mom threw herself onto the man.
"Please let my son in," she pleaded, "We just want to go in and have some fun!"
Her tits shoved up and out of her top, nearly bursting through. The bouncer was clearly entranced by the sight, but stood firm.
"You look young and sexy for a mom, but no. Now come in or step away."
My mom looked back at us, asking with her eyes what we should do. Maria looked as if she was about to intervene, but stopped.
"Go on inside, we'll meet you in," she said. Grabbing me, she added, "Come on, let's go." She led me to the uninhabited side of the building.
"We can just find another club, or go home," I suggested. I was tired.
"No, we're going in," she said to me, "Just hold on."
She came up close to me so that I could smell all the alcohol on her breath. She took her right hand and put it on the top of my head, then slapped her left hand onto my ass.
"What are you doing?" I asked, but I quickly realized. Slowly but surely, Maria's two hands closed together, and I shrank and shrank down until I was just a little figure sitting in the palm of the witch's hand.
"Holy shit," I said, Maria holding my tiny body up to her eye level. I was the size of her pinky nail, the size of her white front teeth.
"We couldn't just go home?" I asked, sitting in her palm. She was holding me right up to her sexy pink lips. She ran her tongue over them deviously.
"Of course not, baby. I got to fuck your mommy good tonight, and this is all part of the foreplay."
With that, she plucked me down into her dress, letting me rest in the deep valley of her cleavage. I sat beneath the cloth of her dress, but I was so small, that if I used my phone as a light, I could see through the material and have a view of what was in front of me.
"Hope you're comfortable in my tits, little guy," the witch said.
I dug my hands into the flesh around me. Maria's chest was so soft and inviting.
When we got inside, she was moving so fast that everything was just a dark blur. The tit flesh beneath my body was wobbling as Maria waded through the club. My cock was getting hard in my tiny pants as I felt up Maria's delightful bosom.
Dizzy and nauseous, I stuck my head up out of Maria's shirt to see out into the club. It was a dark room with blue lights and red glow sticks on everyone's necks. It took a second to get adjusted to the room, but I noticed right in front of me was my mom. She was wearing a real skimpy outfit: a tight brown tank top that was riding up her stomach and that exposed most of her big tits to the club. She was dancing wildly, her hair swaying around her face. All she had beneath her waist was a tiny black skirt that was six inches too short. With every sway of her mesmerizing body, the skirt flew up and exposed more of my mom's body.
As I was staring amazed at the sight of my erotic mother, a big wet splash soaked my head and dripped down my body. I looked up surprised to see Maria's big pouty lips, red and fleshy. She was staring right ahead at my mom's body and drooling down thick globs of saliva! I rubbed myself dry on her soft white boobs, making them slippery with her own wet spit.
Soon, I realized that Maria's body was moving closer and closer to the hypnotic sight of my mom. The big shaking tits of my mom were coming closer and closer to where I lay in Maria's. I couldn't hear anything but the loud music as my mom wrapped her sweaty arms around Maria's neck and sensually pressed her body against her. For Maria, this meant a whole lot; she could rub her hands around my mom's neck, squeeze her supple sides and grab her barely covered ass. For me, this only meant one thing: my mom's big sweaty titties were pressed right up against me.
Maria's boobs were soft, slippery, and round, but they were nothing compared to my mom's. The heft and weight my mom carried in each of her magnificent breasts was more than considerable; the exposed bouncy cleavage simply lifted my body up and out of Maria's chest and left me firmly planted between my mom's jiggling hooters.
As my hands groped around me for placement so that I didn't fall down to the floor to be crushed, I began to feel uncomfortable. The weight of my little body pressed down into my mom's breasts and I could feel their buoyancy. I didn't want to touch my mom's tits but with every inch of my body pressed in her deep cleavage, it wasn't like I had a choice. As I looked down at the height I would have fallen, I began to feel relieved that my mom's tits were such a spacious place to sit.
As she backed away, I got a good look at Maria dancing. Like my mom, her clothes had changed too. She was in a tight striped tank top, short turquoise shorts, and long netted leggings that showed off her sexy legs. I was entranced staring at the swaying pale white body of Maria with her tits shaking around in her shirt, but then I looked closer at her tiny booty shorts and saw the distinct thick outline of her big meaty cock. Her eyes, which were glued to the sexy sight of my mother, didn't even notice my little head sticking out of my mom's boobs.
Maria came closer to my dancing mom and grabbed her, the two of them heading to the bar. I clung to my mom's body to avoid falling out of her shirt. At the bar, my mom pressed her elbows down on the wood and squished her tits together with her arms, coyly giggling to the bartender.
I felt the pressure on my sides as I slid deeper into her cleavage until it was pitch black. I yelled out, "Mom, mom! Your tits are killing me!" But she couldn't hear.
I struggled and slipped my body down and down her shirt until I felt my feet kick out of her underboob. Sliding my body through my mom's cleavage, I clung to the cloth of her shirt as I emerged. Finally, I took a seat in my mom's concave belly button, sitting in the nook of her flat tan stomach and peeking out of the shirt that was exposing her midriff very cleanly.
Drink in hand, Maria was moving again, taking my mom with her. Soon, they were back on the dance floor and I was holding on for my life. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a new foreign sight. It was a big rough hand, grabbing my mom's midriff with its thick sausage fingers. Its palm was an ashy white, but I could tell that the dark side was a jet-black color, and that this man who was groping my mom's sides and ass was a black man.
Maria moved in towards the man with his hands all over my mom and I could see a hand reach out from behind my mom and wrap around Maria too.
"Let's go, ladies," said the deep billowing voice, and he grabbed the bodies of the two women and took them away. I crawled out of my mom's shirt and clung to the outside; I could see his meaty hands grabbing both my mom and Maria's sides.
As they all headed towards a door at the back of the club, I managed to swing off my mom's body and land on the waistband of the man's Nike shorts. I clung to the shoestring elastic tie, and as I swung, I could see the swaying hips of my mom with that thick black hand caressing her behind. On the other side, it was Maria's long net-stocking legs, with those striking aqua shorts and huge cock bulge.
The tie slowly stopped swinging and I settled down slightly below the waist of this encroaching black man. I tried to crawl up the string but it was too thick, and so I grabbed the mesh of the pants and let go.
Holding onto the groin of the black man's pants, I realized what exactly I was touching. My hands, which were grabbing on so as not to fall, was really grabbing the covered warm fleshy soft cock of this preying black man. As I surveyed up and down his shorts, I realized that his bulge was as considerable as Maria's, and that the cock that I now clung to for my life would soon be penetrating the pussy of my mother right next to him!
Stretching out my shrunken arms as wide as I could, I was able to get my body entirely around the girth of his swinging cock and crawl up the outside of his pants back to his waistband. From there, I leapt from his veiny hot penis all the way to the pulsing tip of Maria's aquamarine-covered cock.
Having already climbed up the man's penis, it didn't take much for me to latch onto the thick bulge of Maria's pants and get myself up to her shirt. From there, I slipped up belly and made my way through her underboobs and back into her cleavage.
By now, we were already in the club's private back room, with a big circular couch and bottles of champagne. Maria's body threw itself onto the couch as the black man and my mom situated themselves on the other end. He was pouring champagne into three glasses while my mom curled her hot full body up against his muscular frame, smiling deviously.
"Hey!" I yelled up to Maria from her cleavage, but if she could hear me she didn't show it. I tried to climb up her chest but her slippery soft boobs just slid me right back to her cleavage.
It was then that I had an idea. Lifting up Maria's shirt, I groped down her pale tits until I found her round pink nipple, hardening at the sensual sight of my mother's feminine body across the room. Using all my arms and legs, I pressed up against the nipple, licking it and humping it and pushing my soft little erection right up against it. Maria's body began to pulse and squirm as I played with her.
"Hey little man," bellowed Maria, picking me up out of her shirt and bringing me up to her eye level, "You shouldn't be doing any of that."
"Thank god! You have to unshrink me; can't you see what that black man is going to do to my mom? I get that you like to fuck them, and you want to fuck her, but why would you let him penetrate my mom with his big meaty cock?"
"Relax," said Maria, "It's not like it's any of your business anyway. Your mom is in her own little sexual heaven right now; she will fuck anything with a big cock. And by the looks of how she is purring up against that man, she wants his dick right now."
"Please, Maria! This wasn't part of the deal. You said the only one who would defile my mom would be you! Use your magic, make it stop!"
Maria smirked at me in a way that made me uncomfortable. She licked her lips with her bright pink tongue, and with her pinching up right to her face it was almost as if she was about to open her lips and swallow me whole.
"Okay," she said, "I won't let his black cock fuck her. But hold on tight."
"What do you me--" I tried to say, but quickly she swung down her hand with me still in it and reached down the waist of her tight blue shorts.
Inside Maria's pants, it was dark and warm and she quickly rubbed up against her big fleshy cock. She squeezed its bulbous head and stuck me right at the sticky hole at the tip of her enormous magic penis. I clung to the pink and purple flesh of her penis as she removed her hand, and the tight blue linen of her shorts pressed my face and body right into her cock. From here, I could see that though Maria was a beautiful pale shade of pinkish white, her cock was a purple and black monster like from the depths of Africa.
"Sit down," she said in a deep voice to the black man, pressing her delicate hand against his chest. As she did so, he immediately fell back into the couch, his arms falling away from where he was beginning to undress my mother's eager body. It was clear by the docile noises he was making that Maria's touch had been a pleasurable magic.
Maria unbuttoned her blue shorts and slid them down her long pale legs. With her hardening black cock exposed to the room, I could suddenly see my mother with her tank top half off her shoulders and slobber down the side of her neck.
When my mom saw the size of Maria's new and even huger black cock, her eyes bugged out. She was looking right in my direction, at the giant black penis that Maria was now swinging around triumphantly as I dizzyingly stuck to the precum at the mushroom head's slit. She swung the thick lengthy member right into my mom's face, slapping her warm body with it and rubbing it against her sweaty excited tits. From the tip, I could see my mom's flesh come forward and recede as Maria casually humped her body.
Maria's cock was rock hard and it steadied out my vision. I could see the black man sitting pleased on the couch watching, his own long black cock out in the open and solid. He was slobbering into his hand and stroking its length at the sight of Maria slapping my mom with her cock.
The cock soon began coming closer to my mom. I could see Maria's hands reach down and slip off the last remaining threads of my mom's tank top: now my mom's tits were bare and just millimeters from my face and Maria's threatening hard cock. The cock surveyed my mother, waving down her gorgeous curvy body and pointing right at the tiny black miniskirt that covered her glistening pussy.
My mom's delicate hands were shaking with desire and anticipation, and they slowly lifted up the black cloth of the miniskirt until my mom was flashing open her bare exposed pussy. It was shaved, youthful and tight looking, with a ton of sticky excited lubricant dripping out and down her thighs.
"Look at that pussy!" yelled Maria, smacking her lips crudely, and the black man's deep voice cried out, "Damn!"
Maria steadied her cock, which was hard as steel at this point and eagerly ready. I clung to the firm member with worry as Maria's body began to come closer and closer to my mom's sopping wet pussy.
The cockhead on which I rested was hot as an oven, and it pulsed my body back with its furious rushing of blood. I was growing more and more sticky as the precum spewed out of the slit behind me, and Maria began to deeply laugh promisingly as she took the steps towards my mother's opening.
I saw my mom's sex grow bigger and bigger until I was literally pressing against it, and Maria shoved through and penetrated my mom easily, pushing her purple cockhead inside my mom's body and taking me with it. I was now literally inside my mom's sticky dripping pussy, and I felt her shiver and coil in pleasure as Maria shoved herself deeper into my mom.
Maria began to pull out her cock slowly, and with all the precum behind me I simply slipped down and fell to the floor of my mom's vaginal space. Pressing up against its walls, I watched the cockhead slip out and disappear from my mom's giant opening.
But just as soon as it left, Maria squeezed my mom's tits and grabbed her sexy hips and pounded right back into her. I was bombarded rapidly with Maria's violently penetrating cock; she was really slamming every inch of herself into my mom's body deep. The purple and black sex appendage rushed in and out of my mother so quickly that my tiny body grew quickly numb and I heard Maria's frenzied grunts and my mom's intense moaning and shaking.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I heard my mom's cries go out as the cock viciously ravished her pussy and my sides.
"Quite bitch!" yelled the dominant Maria, grabbing my mom's body even tighter and slamming more deeply into her.
"Mhmmm, mhmmm, mhmmm!" moaned my mom, trying her hardest to muffle her ecstasy to obey Maria, but she was still clearly in pleasure.
The rhythm of Maria's solid cock ramming my mom's squishy insides echoed inside here, and I could hear my mom's moaning and the sounds of Maria's thick black balls slamming against my mom's ass and the equal slaps of the black man's hands as he viciously stroked his cock to the sight.
Maria's assaultive cock just kept pushing deeper and deeper into my mom such that I was continually pushed further and further back. After an hour of intense continuous moans from my mom, I was the full length of Maria's humongous cock inside of her.
"Hey big man," Maria's exhausted voice yelled as she continued to roughly push her full cock into my mom, "Want to join in?"
"What?!" I yelled from deep inside my mom's well-fucked twat, "You promised, Maria! You said he wouldn't be joining in!"
Of course, she couldn't hear me, but I wasn't surprised when not one, but two cocks were now simultaneously entering my mom's vaginal expanse. Side by side, the two long thick black cocks were simultaneously my mom's wet fertile body, with two sets of heaving black balls slapping against her ass. They were double penetrating my mom's tight wet cunt.
With two cocks entering her, I was pushed further deeper into her body. Maria's laughs and cries were dimmed lower and lower as the two rough cocks buried me deep in her sticky insides.
"Fuck this!" yelled Maria, "This is the shit! I'm going to cum!" The black man's cock disappeared from my mom's raw pussy, and the pressure of its exist sucked me forwards towards my mom's opening. Maria's cock head immediately pounded up against me, and began to ejaculate fiercely.
Maria's cock flooded my mom's pussy with cum, leaving me floating in a sticky white pool of salty cream. Maria's deep grunts were animalistic as I struggled to breathe and swim in the salty white jism. I strung along a jet of cum that was emerging from Maria's thick penis and managed to grab ahold of the purple round head of Maria's convulsing cock.
Maria pulled herself out of my mom's body, and finally outside in the fresh air, I could hear just how loudly my mom was moaning in sexual pleasure. Her body was sweaty and pulsing, and she was twitching and smiling in a look of pure dumb happiness.
As my mom's body shook in continuous orgasm, Maria's cock continued to spew it thick white present all over my mom's open body. With the next jet of cum I was blasted along with the white sticky gunk right onto my mom's tits, where a series of wads of cum blasted me further and glazed my mom's chest like she were a cookie being dunked in milk.
When Maria's convulsing wads began to diminish, she shoved her cock into my mom's mouth for cleaning, and the slutty young MILF licked Maria's purple head clean, savoring every drop of pungent thick jizz.



Maria took no time to slip her soft black cock right back into the sexy booty shorts she had on. My mom simply lay back on the couch, exhausted and sticky with Maria's potent cum.
I watched Maria's sexy legs and ass shake as she redressed. Despite the fact that I was glazed onto my mother's perky fresh tits with a healthy amount of female jism, I was still endlessly attracted to the drop-dead feminine figure of my friend Maria.
Then, Maria smiled and bent forwards, sticking her fat white ass in the air. She crawled down onto all fours and poised her sexy curvy body right above the messy degraded flesh of my mom. Sticking her pink tongue out of her lips ever so slightly, Maria and my mom kissed sensually, their tongues licking each other's and dripping saliva down onto their sexy white bodies.
My mom was eager to kiss Maria, and the two locked lips and tongues considerably, enjoying the taste of each other's mouths after a long session of lovemaking.
Maria then stroked her tongue down my mom's face and neck and towards her breasts. Squishing the sizable titties together with her hands, Maria scooped up glops of her cum from my mom's boobs with her tongue, tasting and swallowing her own semen from its place on my mom's body. Maria was careful and deliberate, tasting every inch of my mom's rack and stomach directly before finally settling on me and engulfing me in her mouth too.
Maria sat up, swished me around in her saliva, soaking me with her spit and ridding my body of all her cum, then she spit me out onto the couch. By the time I landed on the soft cushion, I was full sized again, and dry as if I had just woken up from a dream.
When I opened my eyes, Maria was dressed in an entirely new outfit: a long silver skirt that was metallic and shiny like an Egyptian princess, with just a tiny bra that squeezed her big pale tits with solid gold. Her sexy flat stomach and curves were immediately noticeable in the getup.
Next to her, my mom was dressed magically in a comparable outfit; like Maria's long skirt, my mom had a flowing long poncho in a glittering shiny red, like rubies. It draped over her fine big breasts in a way that showed off their plump roundness. Below, she wore nothing but a shiny purple thong that makes my mom's sensual thighs glow, and her thick white ass stand out strongly.
With these two transformed, I began to stand up to join them back in the club, but Maria stepped forwards and pressed me back on the couch. Magically, I was stuck solid to the cushions.
"What the hell about me?" came a voice from behind me, and I looked up to see the hard cocked black man unchanged. His enormous black monstrosity was still sticky with the juices of Maria's cum and my mom's wet pussy, and he was cupping his big black balls in anticipation of unleashing them onto either of the sexy two figures before him.
Maria stepped forwards against towards me and leaned over my paralyzed body. With her puckered amazing red lips, she planted a wet sloppy kiss on my forehead that made my body tingle. I looked down, terrified to see if I had morphed into something atrocious, but I was the same.
When I glanced at the black man, however, I saw the difference in the reflections of his shiny eager eyeballs. I may not have physically changed, but in his vision, I was an exact copy of the sexy skimped Maria that I had been whacking off to for years. The tiny gold bra, the flowing silver skirt, the fat round titties straining above a flat inviting stomach: this was what he saw when he looked at my paralyzed body.
"Have fun," yelled Maria to me evilly, taking my mom to the edge of the room with the door.
"No, Maria, don't!" I yelled to her, but she was uninterested in my cries for help as she simply grabbed my mom's fat white ass with her palm and left me alone in the room.
"Open up little slut," yelled the delirious black man, waving his thick hot cock in my face like a weapon.
"Maria!" I tried to yell but my lips parted to allow him inside and soon he was fucking my face like I was the sweetest pussy known to man. I tried not to gag as its girth penetrated my mouth, but as I imagined how he must have been seeing this, with Maria's pouty red lips swallowing down his dong with salivation that dripped onto her big pale titties, I couldn't help but give in. Soon, he came buckets down into my stomach, and when he collapsed backwards asleep onto the couch, I coughed up chunks of clumpy semen from my gullet.
With images of Maria's tits straining against my mom's own expansive tit-flesh, I ran towards the door back to the club expecting to see this image of my friend's magical sexy body pressed against the dancing curves of my young sexual mom. But what I saw instead when I burst open the door was entirely new and surprising.
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From center court, the Athlete dribbled the ball, running towards the hoop at the other side, leaping right into the air, and slamming the basketball hard through the net for a perfect slam dunk.
"Hooray!" cheered the four naked slave girls on the sidelines, each with her own set of giant white boobies.
The Athlete let the ball bounce away as he walked in the empty giant gymnasium towards where his slave girls were cheering.
"You were so amazing!" cooed one, while the others nodded in agreement. His toned black body was dripping wet with sweat, from his shirtless hard abs to his long green gym shorts.
"Towels," ordered the Athlete, and the four girls immediately ran up to him, pressing soft fluffy towels all over him, soaking up the sweat. They rubbed every inch of his body, with four sets of perky tits brushing up against him as he cooled off from his workout.
"You were really spectacular today," whispered Lilith into his ears, the heat of her breath hot on his neck and the weight of her mega-tits heavy on his back.
"Definitely!" smiled Sandy, who was on her knees in front of him, her red hair in pigtails and her arms diligently wiping down his shins and calves.
The Athlete felt a hot moist press as the kinky blonde Christie licked the sweat from his dark skinned back. "Don't get ahead of yourself, Christie," reprimanded the Athlete, Christie quickly stopping and looking up at him with big apologetic eyes.
"Would you like me to remove your pants?" asked Melissa, whose big black eyes were at level with the Athlete's, but he was looking down at her big spherical breasts instead.
"Nah," answered the Athlete, reaching up to pull at Melissa's nipple, "Give me a moment. Back away." The girls all rose and stepped back a few feet, standing up straight in line with their chests strutted out.
"Which one of you do I want to have today?" asked the Athlete, cupping on hand around Sandy's left breast and walking across the line of tits until he'd groped them all.
"Christie," said the Athlete, and the perky blonde grinned and did a little jump, breasts bouncing against gravity.
"You can go back." The sad blonde sulked and made her way out of the gymnasium.
"You too Sandy."
Melissa and Lilith stood shoulder to shoulder, and the Athlete circled the two black haired girls, examining their tan skin and tight stomachs.
"Whose tits are bigger?" he asked, and Melissa immediately frowned while Lilith grinned with joy.
"Get out of here, Melissa," he said.
Lilith was still grinning as she got down on her knees, wrapping her spry white fingers around the elastic of his shorts and pulling them down her descent. The base of his soft black cock appeared, the rest slowly emerging as she took off her sweaty pants.
Even soft, the Athlete had a magnificent penis, the length of Lilith's pale white forearm. Smiling, the girl cupped his wet pungent balls in her hand. A rush of pleasure spread up the Athlete's groin and waist, and he felt the blood rush into his cock before this grinning gorgeous white girl.
Lilith felt her white palms become wet and sticky with her young master's black sporty sweat.
"Grab it," he ordered, feeling the warm five fingers wrap around his building erection. Lilith jerked her wrist back and forth, stroking the hardening cock in her hand until it stood at its powerful full length.
After a workout, the Athlete always felt his horniest. It was why he brought at least three or four slaves with him to watch; not only did they cheer him on, he would have a girl to fuck on hand when he was finished.
Looking down at Lilith with her tiny white hand stroking him, he knew he made the right choice. Of all the girls, Lilith had the biggest and perkiest tits available, big and white and hanging from her chest like two white round trophies on display. He licked his lips looking at the perky white beauties.
"Give it a little kiss," he commanded, smirking, and the sexy white slave locked eyes with him as she opened her lips to suck in his big purple cock head.
She suctioned her mouth right around his head like she was dying of thirst, the pressure of her fat fluffy lips right up against the ring of sensation on his cock. When you're a sex slave on the Plantation and your only hobbies are smoking weed and sucking cock, you get pretty good at it.
Lilith flicked her tongue at his bulging cock head, slobbering as she took in more and more of his long shaft. The Athlete grinned with his hands on her bare shoulders; nothing made him more more like a man than a hard workout and a big titted bitch on his rod.
His fingers digging into her shoulders with pleasure, Lilith made it all the way down his entire cock without breaking eye contact or making a sound. The Athlete grinned as he felt the warmth of Lilith's esophagus pulse around his hard penis, and her moist flat tongue caress his shaft.
He pulled her black hair backwards and she slid off of his cock, inches of wet dripping black shaft appearing before the big head exited with a *pop*. A string of saliva dangling from his shaft to her lips dipped and splattered onto her big white titties.
"Stand up," he told her, and she lifted herself off her knees with a sensual grace. With spit dripping off of his cock and off her chin, the Athlete circled her body, admiring her curvy white figure, tight muscular legs, and flat bare stomach. Plus, her giant off the charts rack.
Approaching her from behind, he planted a big black hand around her shoulder and underneath her breast. Holding one in each hand, he felt the breath leave her lungs as he juggled them, the soft white flesh spilling out of his giant hands.
He sunk his teeth into the back of her warm white neck, feeling the shiver run down her back and quivering legs.
"Fuck me, master," she whispered in her hot breath, her tits heaving in his hands with her deep swaying torso. He yanked her down by her nipples, her body falling forwards and her behind sticking up in the air, ready. He grabbed his slippery black cock with one hand, her hips in the other, and pressed his rod against the dripping opening of Lilith's eager white pussy.
He immediately slammed her ass down onto the base of his cock, and Lilith's echoing moans reverberated in the giant empty gymnasium. He was holding her up with his hands sinking into her soft tit flesh and yanking her nipples to thrust her back onto his cock, the combination of which made her moan and cum like a geyser.
At one corner of the room, the three rejected white slaves hid behind a bleacher and poked their heads out to watch. They gazed with an intense longing and jealousy, at one time angry that it wasn't their thighs that the Athlete was slamming his cock between as well as ecstatic at the vision of his beautiful muscled frame dripping with sweat around his rock hard black erection.
Melissa looked down ashamed at her own rack, which was, while still round perky and white, not nearly as beautiful as Lilith's gorgeous pair slamming around with the Athlete's thrusts.
Christie's jaw dropped as she stared into Lilith's face, the lucky slave's eyes rolling back into her head orgasmically as she came buckets onto the Athlete's rigorous cock.
Sandy was the only one of the girls with her fist stuck up her petite and soaked vagina, mimicking the ecstasy on Lilith's face with her own rolled back eyes and drool. For all the gaggles of oversexed white slave girls, masturbation was a way of life, while a visit from one of the hung black masters was a rare and cherished gift.
Lilith's well-fucked knees were buckling as her body crumbled under the weight of the pleasure soaking through her body. The Athlete's own mind was locked in the tight warmth of her expert pussy and the slapping sounds of his heavy black balls against her stomach.
"I got a sticky load coming," mumbled the Athlete, and Lilith fell exhausted off of his cock and immediately sprung up on her knees and took his rock hard penis into her two white hands. She eagerly stuck out her tongue and opened her throat, sliding her tightly gripped fingers around his cock in every direction.
The Athlete stared down at this obedient white mistress with her gently swaying breasts and began to start his orgasm.
Aware of his ensuing cum, Lilith jerked the cock faster, and the first violent shots of cum were big enough to splatter off her chin onto her tongue and all over her dangling perfect breasts. Lilith slurped down as much as she could, but the cum continued spewing from his cock landing everywhere from her forehead, her hair, her cheeks, her lips, her neck, her shoulders, and all of it sliding down and pooling messily into her deep fleshy cleavage.
Lilith didn't stop when his cock began to dribble out smaller drops of jism; she wrapped her fat lips around his cock and drank down as much as she could from his convulsing black penis. The Athlete, feeling her hot lips on his trembling cock and seeing her beautiful cum covered tits, had a second wave of energy and spewed jets and jets of more hot white spunk down her throat.
Lilith stayed there sucking down his cum until she was sure that every bit of it was either splashing around in her full white stomach or crusting over on the flesh of her perky white breasts.
The Athlete fell back satisfied onto the seats of the bleacher, his balls entirely free of cum and his cock wet and glossy from Lilith's diligent job cleaning it.
"Will there be anything else?" asked Lilith standing before him. He surveyed her well-fucked body for a minute, noticing her wet thighs stained with her own shiny juices, and her torso which was completely creamed over with his lumpy, pungent, and semi-transparent glaze. Every inch of her perfect round titties were dripping with clumps of his potent seed.
"Dismissed," he said to the slave girl, and she passed the corner of the bleachers where her jealous friends watched as she skipped gleefully out the door.
It was a quick walk from the Recreation back to Cannabust, especially if you took the shortcut through the Fields. Lilith skipped her way barefoot through the grass, watching the dirty white laborers pick marijuana in long rows. The white men looked up from work and stared at the cum-covered angel prancing through the fields; the bounce and sway of her perfect breasts, hips, and ass would give them enough for many lonely nights of jacking off. They were on their break, smoking some of the potent grass they had been picking all day.
"Hey crop men," called Lilith, "I'll blow you a kiss if you roll me a joint!"
The men scrambled to roll a bit fat joint for her out of the freshly picked crop before them. They handed it to her and lit it with a match.
"Thanks," she offered, taking out her sticky hand and blowing a kiss to the workers. They watched her cum stained glistening chest heave in as she puffed on her joint. Smoking away, she left the workers stunned.
As she came closer to the gates of Cannabust, she noticed the familiar image of her Master riding his horse, two figures following behind him.
"You there," yelled the Master to Lilith, and she appropriately ran her fastest to the horse and got down on one knee before him.
"You may stand," he told her, and Lilith rose to her full height, displaying her cum-stained face, tits, and belly.
"You have been with my son?" he asked.
"Yes, Master." Lilith surveyed the Master's companions; the white boy she recognized briefly, but the other girl she didn't know. Licking her lips and staring with her stoned, red eyes, Lilith wondered, "who is this voluptuous, muscular, tan goddess?"
"Girl!" Master yelled, and Lilith snapped out of it, curtseying apologetically quickly.
"I need you to take these two to Cannbust," he continued, "Have the boy wait outside, and tell Thea to accompany him back to my chambers."
"Yes, Master. And what about her?" The master looked at the brown curvy woman trailing behind his horse.
"Oh, yes," he said, remembering, "Take her into your quarters for now, and wait for Thea to sort her out tomorrow."
"Yes Master."
The Master unhitched the two slaves from his horse and motioned them to go with Lilith. The three slaves watched as the horse and Master continued down the trail into the distance.
"Do you want some weed?" Lilith offered, handing the still burning joint to Hannah. The wild girl had never smoked before.
"What is that?" she asked, and the stoned Lilith burst into laughter.
"You've never had a joint before?"
"No."
Lilith raised the blunt to her lips and inhaled deeply, holding it in her lungs before blowing out smoke in the air.
"Try it."
Walking back to Cannabust, Hannah and Lilith smoked the rest of the blunt, Donald trailing silently behind.
"You have, like, *really* nice tits," Lilith said to Hannah, half giggling.
Hannah gave her a glazed over expression. "What?"
"Your tits, are like, nice."
Hannah looked down at her brown chest, grabbing her bare boobs and shaking them.
"Yeah they're pretty great."
"I'm Lilith, by the way."
"Lilith." She stared at Hannah for a moment.
"Well?"
"What?"
"What's your name?"
"Oh." Hannah said, laughing. She never gave a response.
When they got to Cannabust, Hannah paused in front of the big gates.
"I'll be back, I'm just going to get Thea," Lilith said, "You can come if you want." "I'll wait here with Donald," Hannah responded, motioning to the white boy next to her. Lilith hadn't noticed him at all.
"Suit yourself." Lilith walked inside.
"That girl is cool," Hannah said smiling at Donald.
"You're pretty stoned, aren't you?" Donald asked.
"What?"
"That's what I thought."
Hannah sat her ass down on the crowd, spreading her legs lazily and smiling. "Who is Thea, anyway?"
"That's the head slave girl, my mom."
"Oh shit, that's your mom?"
"Yes, I told you about this already."
"I guess I forgot." Hannah paused. "Wait, I thought that girl was Lilith, but she's Thea, your mom?"
"No, god," Donald said, frustrated, "Thea is coming with Lilith in a second."
"What?"
"Nevermind."
Hannah and Donald waited quietly.
"What are you going to do after this?" Hannah asked.
"I'll be in my job at the pool."
"Shit, will I get to see you again?"
"Maybe. You'll spend most of your time in Cannabust, where I'm not allowed."
"Shit, you can't come into Cannabust with me?"
"No, I can't. There's only one white boy allowed in Cannabust, and that's the janitor Tony. But he's got a coveted position and it's not like he's going anyway. Plus, why would I ever get what his position?"
"What?"
"Nevermind."
Hannah heard some of this and put it in her mind for later. She puffed more and more on the joint until her vision was starting to fade.
The next thing Hannah remembered was some big white titties in her face. Hannah was pressing her face into the white smushy bosom, feeling the warm sides of the curvy feminine body with her hands. She sunk her nose and eyes into the breasts with every muscle in her body.
Lilith was grabbing at her, pulling her away, and Hannah looked up to see the smiling gentle face of the woman, her bare body tan and oiled like a rich flaky pie. Lilith was yelling, asking Hannah why she was grabbing at Thea's body, but Thea was just smiling like a perfect brown-haired miracle. She was puffing away on a fat potent joint, and Hannah was intoxicated with the way she exhaled the thick smoke from her perfect lips.
While Lilith apologized to the unfazed Thea, the stumbling Hannah grabbed her friend Donald and whispered closely into his ear.
"Your mom is fucking HOT."
She burst into a self-amused laughter, and the tan skinned beauty Thea sauntered away with her son, moving towards the Master's compound as she was ordered.
Hannah woke up when it was dark out. She was in a bed in a small one-room hut with a desk, a mirror, and a closet full of small clothes. The room was dark and hot, and curled up next to her on the bed was the still sleeping Lilith.
"Go back to sleep," whispered the naked slave girl to Hannah, her breasts pressing into Hannah's side. Lilith wrapped her arm around Hannah's shoulders, petting her gently and inviting her to curl up against her own naked body.
Hannah liked the feel of Lilith's soft sleeping skin pressing onto her own. She dragged a hand down Lilith's body, resting her fingers in the crook at the base of the girl's curvy back.
Yawning, Hannah looked down at her own body. It was still heavy and tingling from the intense high she was coming down from. Her big brown breasts were pressing up against Lilith's pale body. Her knee was crooked into Lilith's soft warm groin. Hannah liked the look of her freshly shaved puss, and she squeezed her thighs together in a delicious sleepy stretch.
Her knee brushed deeper down Lilith's curled up body, and Lilith responded. She cooed and squeezed Hannah's body more tightly, brushing her head up and laying her sleeping parted lips on Hannah's breast.



She dug her knee harder into Lilith, and soon Lilith was rubbing herself up against Hannah, letting out sleepy moans from her drooling lips. Hannah enjoyed feeling Lilith's body heat as she squirmed deeper into her, and so she gyrated her knee faster to feel Lilith's eager response.
Lilith slowly opened her eyes, staring up with pleasure at Hannah's amused face. She lifted her neck and brought her lips close to the heat of Hannah's mouth.
"This feel so good," she whispered, planting her wet lips onto Hannah's and shoving her tongue into the wild girl's mouth. Hannah accepted the tongue fiercely, licking the writhing girl's mouth and drooling down her chin.
Hannah had always enjoyed playing with her own breasts, and so she took the opportunity to grab the dangling white pair of tits in front of her. Lilith's heavy pale breasts were hot from being pressed to Hannah's body, and she kneaded them closely in her fingers, feeling the gravity pull on their weight.
She grabbed the soft pink nipples strongly and tweaked them, feeling the immediate response in Lilith's gyrations as she pulled on the nipples. Lilith shoved her tongue deeper in Hannah's throat.
The soft feel of Lilith's flesh was so enjoyable that Hannah pulled away in surprise when Lilith's fingers crawled down her thighs and stroked the slippery opening between her legs. Lilith pulled the girl back, inserting a finger into Hannah slowly before adding another and another and another.
Hannah's pussy was gushing as Lilith penetrated it, and Lilith used this to slip further into her body. Hannah's knee was practically entering Lilith now, she was riding it so hard, and she applied to same weight and viciousness to Hannah's own wet cunt.
As Hannah started to moan deeply, Lilith lifted her face up, leaving a trail of drool behind her, and rose her body upwards, shoving her big pillowy white tits into Hannah's face.
In the last few days, Hannah had experienced the unique pleasures of hard black cock ramming down her eager esophagus, the warm splash of hot cum gushing inside her uterus, watching a white boy worship her as he stroked his tiny member between his legs, and blazing her tan hot body out of her mind with some of the most potent weed in the universe. But this moment, hot and sticky in the middle of the night with a pair of enormous white tits smothering her, was one of the best.
Hannah was cumming all down Lilith's arm just as she was dripping everything down Hannah's already sticky thigh. The two women each spasmed like broken faucets, soaking the sheets with double loads of sticky wet pussy juice.
Lilith collapsed, sliding down Hannah's slippery leg, resting her buoyant tits on Hannah's own. The two kissed tenderly for fifteen minutes.
Outside the hut, the sex compound was empty. Hannah and Lilith emerged into the dark outdoors, but they could see the sun starting to peek up across the flat lands of the Plantation. There was no one around; every hut in sight had a sleeping sexy white slut inside. Lilith lit a fat joint, and the two puffed down a heavy high as they watched the sun rise over Hannah's new life.
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My name is Trenton Ganger, and as a black man, I've had my share of pussy. I remember the first time, with one of those petite white girls they get to tutor the guys like me in high school. I was flunking Math, English, Spanish, you name it. I wanted to quit, but that school says no, no, you stay in the library after school and we'll send a tutor. I was expecting some scrawny Asian boy, but no, they sent little Tina Collins , with her brown bangs, cute smile, and those pale white thighs in short athletic shorts. Tina's trying to show me how to multiply out those fractions, but I just wasn't haven't it. There weren't a lot of white girls at my school, and they sure didn't have the scrumptious behind that Tina did. Tina wasn't some amateur either; she was on the math team, gotten honors in all of her classes. I'm pretty sure she ended up at Yale. But she was also one wild freaky bitch.
To make a long story short, my grades did start going up after a while. But that clever white girl saw there was something else to it. That was the year I had started going to the gym, really started filling out as a man. And Tina saw an opportunity to have some fun with a shy punk like me.
The first few times, Tina took me in the bathroom of the library and did all the work herself. She rode me like a seasoned cow girl, grinding her ass against my solid, virgin rod and splitting herself open with all that sweet juice drippin' out. After a while, though, I was spinning her by the hips, humping her up and down, and eventually, fucking the living shit out of that rich white girl.
Tina Collins called me her forbidden black lover, but I didn't really understand all that racial shit at the time. I had never seen any cock but my own, and I didn't get what she meant when she said I was enormous. I thought she was noticing how much I had been the to gym. In the end, I was just happy to get to cream on some girl's face. After a while, my grades got high enough so Tina split, though we've seen each other a few times over the years.
After that, though, I pretty much fucked my way around the school. I was big and strong and pretty charming, and that was all it took to get most girls to spread their legs. I really made my way around those beautiful black classmates, skipping History to bang some big titty chocolate dessert, spewing my white cum down some sexy black lips in the parking lot after school.
By the time I graduated, I had fucked fifty or sixty black bitches, and then my white angel Tina Collins of course. I kept my grades up enough to get into a college, a school far away that was willing to shell out lots of money for some decent-graded diversity.
College was hard and I had to study, but it was also full of adventurous sexy white girls. The first night, a bit titty blonde from somewhere in Montana told me she had never seen a black man before in her life, though by sunrise she had swallowed more of my black rod than any bitch before or since. I found some cute Asian twins who told me I was the most American thing they could think to experience together. My roommate, this pasty kid named Fred, learned pretty quickly how to get a good night's sleep on the floor outside the room on the many nights some white coed decided I had something to teach her.
Despite the fact I was drowning in pussy, I didn't make very many friends. The white guys on campus kind of hung to themselves, which was fine by me. It just made it easier when their girlfriends knocked on my door to see how I was spending the evening.
With all the cum I deposited in these girls, it was a wonder no one got pregnant. For a while I thought I must be sterile, but then I donated my seed for a bio class experiment and my professor said I was one of the most virile samples he'd ever seen. Well, not in those words exactly. I just remember that later that afternoon, I donated another sample down the eager throat of my redhead lab partner.
There were other black guys and girls at the school, and I managed to screw a few of those girls, but I also found myself drawn back to the bountiful offerings of Caucasian pussy. I grew to like to look of fear and anticipation that grew in those pure eyes as I whipped out what I knew by now to be my massive monster cock. As I pumped into those girls, I could only hear the echo of Tina Collins , urging me to use my "enormous black tool" to "destroy" her white body.
All this gave me a serious reputation. I was pounding away at white virgin snatches, I penetrated girls whose boyfriends were spending the night alone. If a white girl entered that school with her pure virginity or some stable monogamy, I deflowered that bitch with my ebony rod, or I showed her exactly what her boyfriend wasn't giving her.
I would go through spells of fucking some specific kind of girl. For a few months, I only fucked girls with white tits big enough to smother me with. Another time, only skinny redheads with freckles. I fucked only girls from this one sorority next to my dorm, and then only girls dating guys who had been dicks to me before.
When I left college, the endless stream of pussy started to trickle down. I had a few key numbers in the neighborhood who I could call, and she would rush her smoking white body over here as soon as she could to pleasure me. But even though I was getting laid just as much as ever, it wasn't the same as college. I missed the yearly cycle of my frequent fucks graduating to be replaced by a new crop of slim eager virgins.
I decided to get a job selling African Studies textbooks. It was pretty much all I could do with my useless major anyway. But this meant traveling to different schools every few months, pitching books to different professors and finding a way to sample some of the juicy white offerings available on campus.
Now, most schools don't have very big African Studies departments; they have to share offices with other small departments like Religious Studies, Women's Studies, and Hebrew Studies. It was in this last arena that I had recently been finding a lot of my young white participants.
There was something to me immensely arousing about these white Jewish bitches. So many of them were rich, stuck up, and bossy, which meant they were endlessly kinky and horny ladies. With rich daddies who had sent them off to school hoping they would take up law or medicine, these daughters wasted their time on pointless classes, binge drank every night in their short sequin dresses, and most importantly to me, explored their wild sexualities. They begged me to strip them down to their panties, yank them by the hips, and show them, daddy, why they'd all been very bad girls.
Lindsey Mendlowitz was one such Jewish slut. I met her at a school in California where she had a work study job as a secretary. She had long wavy black hair, thin eyes, a big stuck up Jew nose, and then this perfect marble sculpted behind. It was the kind of ass that looked formed like some Greek goddess, and I wanted to sink my black hands into its white flesh and coat it with a warm coat of my sticky potent manseed.
It didn't take much to get Lindsey to bring me back to her room. She was a vapid Jewish slut if there ever was one, and it only took a wink and a big black grin to make her remember that she'd always wondered if she could take a black man between her pale white legs.
Jewish sluts like Lindsey always take the first load down their throat. Lindsey brought me to her spacious college bed and parted her lips so I could let her taste the black cock she'd been craving. She slobbered down that long black sausage and stared me straight in the eyes with a determined ecstatic glare. I only shoved her white head harder onto my cock until her face was trapped in black pubes.
On her knees with her back arched and that perfect ass bare on display, I gave little Lindsey Mendlowitz a taste of delicious negro cream. My cock was so far down her throat that she had no choice but to let me fill her up from the inside.
When I was done feeding her, she dislodged the fleshy mass of cock from her throat, spillin globs of cum onto her sizable tits. She panted for air and stared up at my smug face for a moment, but I was already hard again. Vaulting her cum covered abdomen down onto her sheets, I positioned the slutty jewess with her face down, and ass up: the perfect stance of slutty submission. Kneading her fine ass with my hands, I poked at her soaking wet opening three times with my slippery hot cock head, making her gasp muffled into the pillow I was pressing her face against. Finally, I pressed my whole cock into her shivering body and began to wax that ass like no tomorrow.
I guess Lindsey's frantic moans and grunts were well muffled by the pillow around her face, because her scrawny Jewish boyfriend seemed pretty surprised to walk in and see his beloved woman squirting oceans onto my black horse cock.
"Lindsey!" the bitch boy yelled, but I had one hand around her neck pressing her deeper into the sheets. She was lost in another writhing orgasm, and I was groping at her quivering Jewish ass without abandon.
I turned left and registered a big ole smile at the boy, then only pounded harder into his gal. If he could fuck her like this, well, then I doubt she would have sought me out.
He stood there shocked and watching so long that I was almost about to finish, but he had run out crying before the money shot. Edging out my wet pulsing cock, I spun the bitch over and spilled a big sticky mess down her tits and stomach. I pumped more and more cum onto the unfortunate whore, and she stuck her tongue out to catch whatever flecks and globs she could. That bitch oozed with my spunk inside and out.
Dismounting the bed, my big softening cock and balls swaying between my legs, I began the task of pulling a shirt over my head and shoving my massive sex organ back into my pants. Naked Lindsey just lay back on the bed nude, the cum that dribbled down her chin and tits beginning to dry all over.
"Your boyfriend is sure gonna be mad," I told her. Normally these bitches here began explaining how they had never done anything like this before, and started worrying about how many times they would have to suck his thin white penis before he would accept her cheating ass back. But I would always flash her one last look at my soft gargantuan cock, and the look that would flood her face reminded everyone that she was still reeling from the best experience of her life.
"Andy will come back to me," Lindsey declared nonchalantly, and I turned around, my cock only half back in my pants.
"You sure about that?"
"We've been family friends since we were kids. Our dads are joint-CEOs. We're only together because I want to be rich for the rest of my life, and he won't have another chance to shack up with a girl like me. I don't mind letting him do his thing in my pussy and then falling asleep if it means I won't have to work a day of my life. And he loves being able to say he's snagged a hot ass like me so much that I could deliver him a fucking litter of black babies and he'd pay for all their educations."
"Damn," I said, "Sounds like you've got it all figured out."
Fully dressed now, I gave one last glance at the cum covered slut lying in her bed. Shit, I had really made a mess of her. She looked like someone had run her under one of those krispy kreme glaze machines.
"I'll be seeing you," I yelled back to Lindsey.
"What, no number?"
I paused. As good as the sex was, I wasn't looking for anything complicated. But not only did the Jewish slut really take my cock real good, I liked the way so offhandedly dismissed her boyfriend: it was sexy.
"Okay," I said, scrawling down my digits on a pad on the counter, "Call me."
"I will," Lindsey said, and I walked straight out of there.
At the time, I had no idea what kind of mess I would be getting into by leaving that number there. Now, I'm not complaining: there was nothing but good that came out of Lindsey wanting to call back my big black dick. Well, nothing but good for me, at least. But I'm just saying, shit got messy after that, but we'll see when we get there.
- Trenton.
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Before dinner, Jessica jerked me off onto her tits. I had spent all day in the office and my balls were swollen, so when she took off her top and started pumping my cock, I came pretty quickly. Like a good little vixen, Jessica kept stroking every drop of cum onto her chest, even sticking out her tongue and licking the tip of my cock for a few more morsels.
Dinner was at IHOP with Jessica's friend Melanie and her new boyfriend. Melanie was a slut and a cocktease, and had a reputation around town as an easy lay. I thought Melanie was hot as balls, especially that tight perfect ass. For months, I had been begging Jessica to invite Melanie to our bedroom, so I could smoosh my face into my girlfriend's pillowy tits while the thin slut Melanie rode my cock. Jessica said no every time I asked, which was a bummer.
Jessica was a thick bitch, with huge titties and hips that are easy to grab as you fuck. Don't get me wrong, there is nothing I love more than a curvy girl who slurps down cock like a milkshake. And Jessica spills flesh out of a bikini in every way a man could want. Really, with tits like hers, there is no such thing as a conservative outfit. Every piece of fabric stretches and strains under her body until she's just dripping sex.
But every once in a while, I'd get a craving for a thin tight slut like Melanie and my eyes would wander. It wasn't just her cute ass and adorable tits. Melanie's life was like a porno designed by a horny teenager. She lost her virginity in a gang bang with her step brother's hung friends. She got two thugs from rival gangs to spit roast her, and then drain their loads into her mouth like a mixing pot.
But most famously, and most frequently, she was a sucker for any big cock that swung her way. Melanie would approach strangers in the grocery store if she thought they had a big bulge. She hung out naked in men's locker rooms (nobody fucking protested to the hottie sprawled nude on the carpet) looking for big dick. If you were under 6 inches, Melanie wouldn't give you a second glance. But if you were well hung, then everything and anything was on the table, at any time.
To be perfectly honest, my cock was 5.8 inches, slightly below Melanie's prick size minimum. But I was hoping that if it ever did happen, Jessica could cash in on years of friendship with the big cock slut to get my underachiever into the most well fucked pussy in town. It's not like Melanie would actually fucking pull out a ruler to measure my cock, but with a size queen like Melanie, I guess anything is possible.
But Jessica said no to a threesome every time. It's not like Jessica is a prude: I've heard the stories of what kind of trouble she got into before she settled down with me. With knowledge of all the black cock that has passed through my girl, it's a wonder I can stay hard inside that seriously fucked pussy. Not that Jessica and I fuck too much any more. At the start of us dating, we were having sex pretty regularly, but it's slowed down a ton. She'll jerk me off onto those massive breasts, and then sit on my face for an hour each night while she watches the Daily Show and creams.
Anyway, Jessica and I arrived to dinner and Melanie texted saying she would be late. Even after licking all my cum off her tits, Jessica said she was still hungry so we got her a salad to start. Sitting across the table, watching my big titty girlfriend eat was hypnotic. She looks like a Carl's Jr ad, if she were blonde. Let's just say that when she drizzled a glaze over those lettuce leaves, I was thinking about drizzling another kind of glaze all over those tits.
"So what, Melanie is bringing a new boyfriend, right?" I asked. Jessica nodded. "His name is Grant. I haven't met him yet but he's a real fucking stud. I'm serious, you wouldn't believe the cock this dude is packing. We both know Melanie likes them long and thick, but she's struck the real white whale with this one. Can't be under 12 inches. Huge and veiny, with these big hanging balls. She's texted me like 600 pictures of the thing since she started fucking him. I'm obsessed with it, I can't get my hand down into my pants fast enough when she sends me a new one."
I got a little nervous thinking about my girlfriend fisting herself looking at another dude's dick. Especially one that was literally bigger than two of mine stuck end to end. Damn, and he was coming to dinner too. But it's not like I could say anything. Jessica knows that I'm jerking it to porn and Facebook bikini photos of her friends. I mean, she's the one texting me pics of her friends in the changing room, tits out and everything. But she always knows that they never have a body that comes close to Jessica's fuckable curves. I couldn't say that for my cock against Grant's.
It took them long enough, but Grant and Melanie finally arrived. Watching Melanie come through the door in her booty shorts made my cock start to rise. Even though I had just cum less than an hour ago all over Jessica, if there was any fuck slut in the world who was going to give me a stiffie, it was Melanie. I reached across the table in my lap to try to get Jessica to press down on my cock. She jerked her arm back and shot me a glance. "Hey y'all," she said, turning to a smile as she greeted the new couple. I waved.
Melanie sat next to my girlfriend, and the fucker Grant took a seat next to me. He wasn't what I expected from Jessica's description of the horse-hung stud. Instead of big and buff, he was kind of lanky, though really tall. He had a bad smell, like body odor and cigarettes, but with a skank like Melanie, I shouldn't have expected James Bond in a suit. Across the table, I watched Melanie give a wink to Jessica, as if to say, "Did you check out the bulge?"
Instinctively, I shot a quick glance to the lap next to me. Grant was fucking hung all right. He had on gym shorts that were no match for the bulge he was packing between his legs. I mean, it looked like a roll of cookie dough, but even longer. With all that slack, and with the flimsy gym shorts, he was risking the tip of his cock to just dangle out the right leg. Good thing he was so tall.
I'll admit, seeing Grant's bulge was a little sexy. I'm not gay or anything, but it was hard for my mind to see that thing and not picture it splitting open sexy little Melanie from the inside. Like, can you imagine Melanie's tiny tight body taking in all that fucking cock, inch by inch by inch? God, the idea of him spinning that slut on her back and feeding his whole length to her pussy was better than any porno I could think of. No wonder my girlfriend was dripping wet every night from looking at it.
Everyone ordered pancakes, plus my girlfriend got a side of bacon. I drooled a little thinking about how that bacon was going to make her thick fat ass even juicier. There was no denying it: my cock was rock hard under the table with these two drop-dead sexy ladies across from me. Melanie especially, casting out natural "fuck me" eyes that made her even more irresistible. She was telling a story about her writing class, and what a perv her professor was and how she was worried she might fail. I wasn't listening but I sure was paying attention.
When the conversation died down, Jessica started asking Grant about himself. "So what do you do?" He shrugged. "Play lacrosse with the city college, and I sell weed on the side." "Oh sweet, I like to smoke but I haven't done so much since I started dating him." Grant turned towards me. "I'm not much of a drug guy," I answered, but he didn't seem to care. "You're missing out. Melanie and I blazed on the way over and I'm pretty chill right now." He glanced over to Jessica. "Do you want to get high now? I have some out in the truck, it would only take a second." I looked at Jessica, then back at Melanie. "Go ahead," I answered, then slyly added, "But Melanie, why don't you stay here and keep me company." She scooted out of the booth so Jessica could exit and soon enough, I was alone across from Melanie.
"Jessica's tits look fucking amazing tonight," Melanie said, right off the bat. So fucking sexy. She was right, too, and I told her that. She smiled. "Have you been fucking her senseless like she deserves?" I hesitated with my answer, but Melanie didn't wait. "That's okay, I know the details. Jessica and I text each other everything." "Like what?" "Like the fact that you eat her out every night and make her cum like an orange juicer." Holy fuck Melanie was getting me hard. Even the way Melanie moved was sexy.
"Did you see the way my boyfriend was checking out her tits?" Melanie asked. I hadn't noticed anything, but now it seemed obvious. "Grant is a very sexual creature, and he fucks me senseless, but I can't offer him the giant fucking rack like Jessica can. The things we used to do before she starting dating you. We would pick up guys together, I would make out with them while Jessica let them fuck her big tits and then lick their asshole clean while he fucked the shit out of me. We could have done wild things to a guy like Grant if you weren't in the picture."
Melanie continued. "Man, he really like those tits. Grant's jaw was on the fucking table practically while he was listening to her talk. Like, did you see the drool coming down his chin? Jessica knew it too, she was shaking those things all throughout, trying to get more of his attention. I warned Grant too, I said, this chick we are having dinner with, she's my friend and she's got the biggest fucking melons you've ever seen. Delicious big knockers that she can really fuck with. But she's got a boyfriend now."
Melanie was getting hot and heavy now as she kept going. "So I said to him, listen, if you want to fuck this slut I get it, those fucking tits, right? But she does have a boyfriend and he'll be there. And she loves him, even if they haven't had sex in a while and she's been touching herself like crazy to pictures of YOUR MONSTER COCK. I don't think it's going to be so easy for you to get her alone. It's not like you're going to be able to pick this slut up under the nose of her own fucking boyfriend."
Melanie's warning about my big titty girlfriend got me worried. It had been a long time since she went out into the truck with Grant and his horse cock. Was it really possible that she had whipped out her big tits and was currently stroking off that prick? But I took a breath. I could see them out the window of the restaurant, the truck was right there. I could see Jessica and Grant in the front of his truck, smoking weed maybe a little too blatantly. Nobody was naked, nobody was fucking around. "Melanie, you fucking liar," I said, smiling, "You're trying to freak me out for no reason. Look at them out there, they're not even fooling around" Melanie sighed. "Dude, I'm not lying to you. The point is that they could be. You think that if you weren't sitting right here, her tits wouldn't be popped out of that tight fucking shirt? Of course they would."
I reached across the table and grabbed Melanie's hands. "What about you, Melanie? You just told me how you and she used to take guys together. Why don't you come back home with Jessica and me? Why don't you slip off that outfit and dance naked with her, and let me fuck you both?" Melanie didn't pull her hands back, so I kept going. "Take that tight little ass of yours and plant it on my face and I'll show you what kind of pussy eating I can do. Sure, I don't have a huge cock like Grant but I'll make you cum ten times harder using just my tongue."
Melanie leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "Why don't you and Jessica come back to Grant's place after dinner?" I looked at Melanie and nodded. I don't care about that fucker Grant or his huge cock, but I was looking at Melanie's body and I couldn't say no. As long as I could plant my face in Melanie's round tight ass, who was I to complain?
After dinner, I paid for the group since Grant and Jessica were too high. Everyone piled into Grant's truck, expecting me to drive. "No come back here, sweetheart," Grant said to Jessica when she tried to get into the front seat. As I took instructions from my phone on where to drive, Grant blazed up with Jessica and Melanie in the back. He sat in the middle, with one hand on each girl's thigh. I wanted to say something, to tell that big dick prick to lay his hands off my woman, but then I thought about how badly I wanted to get some action with Melanie so I stayed quiet. Keeping my eyes on the road, I only imagined Grant groping my girlfriend's tits.
They were whispering something I couldn't hear. Jessica called my name. "Babe?" she said, stoned out of her mind. "You wouldn't mind if Grant took out his cock back here, would you?" I glanced behind me, past Grant's shit eating grin, to Melanie. She shot me a cold look that confirmed that this wasn't really a request. "Of course that's fine," I lied. Grant pulled out his huge white cock where I saw it in person for the first time. In the rearview mirror, I could see Melanie curled up next to it, her arm waving above it to demonstrate just how girthy Grant's impressive penis was.
The rest of the car ride was painful as I waited for things to escalate. Grant couldn't keep his cock still for a moment. He was waving it around, making both girls smile and giggle. He rubbed it against Melanie's thighs, then had the audacity to rub it against Jessica's. She didn't try to stop him, only smiled as the heat of its bulbous head pulsed against her tan skin. I was waiting for him to go farther, so I could stop the car and make a scene. Instead, he only kept playfully rubbing it against my girlfriend, her holding it for a moment, until we arrived at his apartment.
At Grant's place, I sat on the couch with my blazed girlfriend, gripping her tightly with my arm around her fit curvy waist. I pressed her against the corner, trying to make sure Grant wouldn't sit next to her. He hadn't put pants back on, and had taken off his shirt. With Melanie, Jessica, and I still clothed, the buck naked Grant looked like a Greek God. His cock and balls swayed low as he stepped around the carpet. Melanie helped him pack a bowl across the room as I hugged my girlfriend. He pressed a button on his phone and music started to play. Jessica, suddenly alert, leapt up to dance. I asked her to sit back down, but she wasn't listening. She grabbed her shirt sensually, twisted her knees and danced to the floor, smiling and grooving to the music.
As Jessica danced, Grant came over and planted himself in the seat where she had been sitting. He didn't seem to notice me one bit. He was grinning and hollering at Jessica as she danced, egging her on. I saw her smile back at him and respond, jiggling more flesh, sticking out her ass, shaking her shoulders so her big tits moved. Grant grabbed his cock and waved it at her from the couch, and my stoned girlfriend giggled and took her top off to the music. My cock stirred seeing her sweaty brown tits dangling free.
I called her over to me. "Yes babe?" she asked me, brushing her melons up against my shoulder. "I think this has gone too far. Can't you see the way that big cock stud is oggling you? I mean, he's stroking himself right next to me, drooling all over you." Jessica leaned in closer until I could feel her hot breath on my neck. "Just let it happen, babe. Let me fool around with him and you can have your time in the sun with Melanie. Wouldn't you like that?" In the moment, all I could think about was the big beautiful pair in front of me and how much Grant wanted to rub his face in them. But then I thought about the sex vixen across the room, and I nodded.
My girlfriend stood up from me sensually and grabbed Grant's hand, pulling him across the room as she sauntered towards Melanie. Grant, hard cock poking out in front of him, lunged forwards, groping my girlfriend's tit with one hand and yanking off her shorts with the other. Her juicy ass swaying, her big tits bouncing, Grant rubbed his cock against my girlfriend's thigh and dug his lips into her neck, making her tilt her head and moan slightly. She whispered something into Melanie's ear as Grant licked her shoulder, and they called me over to the middle of the carpet.
"Before Grant fucks me," my girlfriend said, "I want to make sure you feel comfortable. Okay baby?" I looked down at Grant's stiff cock and gulped. "Take a look at my titties." She started bouncing up and down slowly, her big breasts floating out of step with the rest of her body. I was mesmerized. Grant's raging boner was leaving my mind as every thought I had was replaced with those tits. Jessica saw the glazed look come over my eyes as my heart quickened and my cock got hard. There was no one else in the room but me and those bouncing, bouncing, bouncing, tits...
"Let me see that cock," a voice whispered. I immediately shed my own pants, my attention never swaying from Jessica's heaving bouncing chest. Beneath me, Melanie was down on her knees, my stiff little cock on one side and Grant's twisted fat boner on the other. "Shit, bro," Grant sneered, "You've been fucking this chick with that thing? How do you even tit fuck her? Boobs like hers need a cock that can actually fit all the way through them." Some other time, this would have bothered me, but Jessica's tits had made me a drooling animal.
With two cocks to choose from, Melanie slipped her lips around Grant's enormous third leg. I heard her sloppily gagging as my girlfriend instructed me to lay down on the floor, beneath her. "Open your mouth, baby" she said, squeezing her breasts with her elbows, "I want you to eat this pussy like your whole life depended on it." As she lowered her cheeks onto my face, I started licking furiously, flicking her clit with my tongue as her warm thighs squeezed my face. Her gaze was glued to Melanie's sloppy blowjob, something I could only hear with my busty goddess girlfriend on top of me. "Holy fuck Melanie can take that thing down," Jessica squealed.
"Stop," Grant commanded, yanking Melanie off his cock. "I want the titty bitch to suck me off now." Wordlessly, following his command, my girlfriend lifted herself off my face and crawled over to where Grant's wet shaking cock dripped onto the carpet. I saw her open her mouth and lurch forward to accept it into her throat, but before contact my view was blocked by the heavenly perfect ass of Melanie. "Hey boy," she teased, shaking her ass over my face, "Ever flicked a girl's shit box?" Before I could even comprehend what that meant, Melanie's spread ass cheeks were planted on my face and I was lapping at her asshole and drooling down my chin.
As I licked Melanie's tight hole, I heard my girlfriend gagging on Grant's cock. With Melanie's sweaty flesh pressed onto my face, my cock had already been rock hard. Now it was twitching and squirting bits of precum. "Looks like someone wants some release," Melanie said, rising off my face. She spun around, sitting down on my face backwards now, her small hands reaching down my stomach. "Keep licking that asshole," she ordered me, "And I'll give your little cock some love." Warm wet lips engulfed my prick, licking up my precum as a thin hand cupped my balls.
"Get the titty bitch ready for my cock," Grant yelled, and Melanie's warm body left me on the floor. I turned around slowly, my cock still aching and ready to burst. Grant was on the ground, his hard cock in between my girlfriend's breasts as she stroked him off. And sweet sexy Melanie, hands crawling underneath my girlfriend's thighs, slipping inside her and making her drip wetness onto the carpet. I was once again mesmerized by the sway of Jessica's huge breasts. She needed two hands to stroke the entirety of Grant's perfect penis, and still her tits were taking on a fair share of the work. My girlfriend's eyes were sharp and lusty, and she moaned whenever Melanie pressed inside her sweetly.



In one swift motion, Grant shoved my girlfriend onto her back and mounted her. There was no need for teasing or slowly entering her: Melanie's fingers had seen to that. Instead, the entire length of his dinosaur cock pumped inside my girlfriend's wet cunt and didn't stop. Melanie had backed away. Grant power fucked my girlfriend as we watched it happen, our jaws on the floor. Grant's bloated ball sack slapped into Jessica's ass as he pounded away at her. The room was echoing with the fierce slaps of his balls, her shrill frequent moans, and his determined animalistic grunts.
Jessica's juices were forming puddles underneath them from how many times she had cum. Grant showed no signs of stopping. Then, without warning, he flipped upside and pulled her entire body forward. Her big tits were finally useful again as she took Grant's cock between them, smothering his fat meaty prick with her sweaty bosom. Finally, Grant came. Jizz shot out of his cock in a torrent. The length of his dick spasmed with white gunk spewing from his balls through his shaft and erupting over my girlfriend's face, lips, neck tits, and arms. She passionately lapped it up, drinking from her cleavage, wrapping her lips tight around his cock head and sucking.
My girlfriend didn't guzzle Grant's seed alone. Once Jessica's flesh was overflowing with cum, Melanie offered her out stretched tongue to lick every drop of Grant's spunk. I watched as the two women ran their tongues over the pulsing cock and over each other's bodies. Before long, the greedy cunts had erased every sign of cum: only a thin layer of saliva covered everything. But Grant's cock was still raging hard. He spun the women onto the floor, hoisted their wet sticky asses up into the air, and began hammering away at Melanie's dripping hot twat. I saw my girlfriend's gaping pussy and started towards it. "Get the fuck away, bitch boy," Grant barked at me, shoving me forcefully with one hand as he continued to plow away. "Get in the laundry room and don't come back." I look at Jessica, hoping for some support, but there was none. "Do what he fucking says," my girlfriend told me, and as I sulked into the washroom, Grant rewarded her with another dose of hard beating cock.
In the laundry room, I curled up in the corner and grabbed my cock. I could hear every grunt and moan as Grant destroyed the two cunts in the other room. My girlfriend's eager moans were incessant, whether loud and clear or muffled as she gagged on cock. I drifted asleep with my dick in my hand, and woke in the morning to find Grant gone and Melanie cleaning cum from my girlfriend's fucked asshole. The two women, and the rest of the room, were moist and sticky, and they didn't hear me grab my car keys and walk out the door. I never got a text or call from Jessica, or hear from any of them again. Though even now, years later, I still jerk myself to sleep thinking about those bitches, that cock, and that terrible double date.
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Note: this is not a cuckold story but it's built like one. If you like stories about dominant sexual women who tease sex without giving it, this is the story for you. Otherwise, don't bother commenting or reading.
*****
Hey there, how are you? Your name is Brandon, right? I'm Jackie, it's nice to finally meet you.
I think we had biology together a couple years ago, right? God I hated that class. Mr. Terrence was such a perv. I swear, he was always trying to look down my shirt. There was one time after school when I was wearing this mesh top, probably two sizes too small. My tits were practically bursting out of that shirt, and Mr. Terrence was clearing gawking at them when he was supposed to be tutoring me. So I said, you know what Mr. Terrence? Just take a good look already so we can get on with the lesson! And I popped out my left tit and then my right, shook them around a little in his face and he practically fainted! I bet the perv went home and jerked off to it at his house, the weirdo.
Gosh I'm sorry for going on such a tangent, that's so typical of me. I can be such a scatterbrain sometimes. I swear it's a miracle I even graduated with the rest of our class. It always felt like everyone was so smart there! Ashton and all his friends got those scholarships to Harvard! So many people are going abroad to great schools in Europe and Asia. It's like you and I are the only ones left in this dumpy North Carolina town, isn't it?
Look at me , I did it again! Scatter brain Jackie! Let me actually get to the point for once!
I was really distressed when I heard about your breakdown. It's really sad to hear about something bad happening to a former classmate, even if you didn't know him well. I wrote a long Facebook post in solidarity when you were in the hospital, talking about my own experiences with my cousin who had a mental breakdown a few years ago. It's really sad when a person gets to the point where they can't function in their life because of mental issues. Your parents sent me a message after they saw the post, thanking me for my support. I told them I would do anything to help them in their time of need, so here I am now!
What I'm trying to say is that your parents know you need a lot of attention and care, and that's why they've hired me. When they're out of the house and busy, I'll come over and keep you company and cook you food and make sure you're in bed when you're supposed to have your rest. I guess you can think of me as your babysitter if that's alright with you! I think we can have a good time if you keep an open mind, right?
I know this must be a lot for you to take in. Your parents told me that you feel that you've gotten better and don't need to be taken care of anymore. But trust me, after what you went through, you need to listen to us. Rest and care is what you need right now.
You're probably not too happy about this. It's fine, I get that. Just a few months ago, we were classmates and you were studying in the same library I was skipping class to hang out in! Now here I am, in your house, and your parents are paying me to tell you what to do? I know it's weird. But if you go along with it, it will be much better for all of us. When I say it's time for you to go to bed, you have to listen to me. I know what's right to get you healthy. I may not have a nursing degree, but I baby sat all throughout high school with kids of all ages. And I know you're not a kid but with your condition, well, it might be best if you have someone who can deal with kids like me. I may have gotten D grades but everyone deserves a second chance, even a dust brain like me!
Brandon, why don't you go eat the macaroni and cheese I made in the kitchen? You must be hungry. After that, we can talk about getting you ready for bed.
Brandon, is it alright if I ask you a personal question while you eat? I was talking to Ashton about this new job with your parents, and he mentioned that you had a crush on me for a little while back in high school. Is that true?
Oh I didn't mean to make you embarrassed! Trust me, I'm used to guys having crushes on me. At my last babysitting job, one of the boys did. He was ten, it was really cute actually. It was less cute when I learned his dad felt the same way! He was driving me home one night and pulled over to show me his cock. I admit it was one of the bigger cocks I have seen but it was hairy and I didn't know what to do. He kept touching my breasts and trying to undo my pants. I wasn't sure I wanted it to go on, even though I was starting to feel a tingle in my back and legs. He wanted to strip me nude and mount me over the backseat of his car. I suggested I give him a handjob instead, which he didn't seem to like until I got my two saliva coated palms wrapped around his shaft. When you develop tits like mine at age twelve, you learn quick how to give a perfect handie! I had him gushing like a waterfall in a couple of minutes. From then on, it wasn't a problem for me to jerk him off after my shift on the ride home.
Whoops! Look me, blabbing on like an idiot when you've finished eating ages ago! Let me get this cleaned up and then I'll get you into a bath.
Brandon, why are you looking at me like that? Of course I'm going to have to supervise your bath. After all that's happened, you can't be in there alone. It's my job to take care of you, so stop fighting me on this. Let's get you out of those clothes already. There we go, now follow me upstairs. Step right into the water, here you go.
As I said, don't be so embarrassed. I've seen a naked man before, Brandon. There's nothing wrong with a little cock and balls. Ack, I mean, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to call you little, or, well, you're not big really either but it wasn't nice of me to—oh my god I'll shut up now!
Ugh, I'm sorry. I'm such a ditz, that was really not nice of me to say. Here, let me take another look. Please stop squirming and let me hold it. I was going to have to wash it anyway Brandon so at least let me look at what I'm doing!
See, it's not as small as I thought. Actually, now that you're getting hard I can see that I was totally wrong about your size. You're definitely average, or at least only a little bit under average. That's definitely not little, don't you worry!
Let me get under there to wash your balls. There we go. Wow, you're really twitching. Have you gotten laid at all since you've been in the hospital? ... Brandon, did you get laid at all before you were in the hospital? ... Oh my god, Brandon, tell me it's not true, you're not a VIRGIN, that can't be possible. You're serious? So these hands, right now, are the first time you've ever gotten a woman to touch you?
Oh no, don't feel bad about that. It's alright. Actually it's great. You should be celebrating. Today's the last day you have to say that! In this bath, you've got two of the best hands out there touching you right now!
Brandon, you're twitching so much, do you want me to keep going? I can help you Brandon, it's alright. Just let me do my work. You know, for a young man like you, cumming regularly is definitely important to your health. Let me help you in this bath, right now. Just a few more strokes and I'll have you shoot a dirty load right into this bath water. Just a few more strokes, here, let me touch your balls... oh did you like that? We're almost there, don't you feel it? Just give in to it, let my hands take over. I'm taking good care of you, feel that? Did you like that Brandon? Feel your balls start tightening and shoot a fat load for me, right now, please!
How was that? Your very first handjob, did you like it? Don't get too used it, though. It'll be tough to find a girl as good with her hands as me. It's actually a special talent of mine. Jackie Jack Off! That's what Ashton used to call me. Did he ever tell you that? I guess it was a big secret back then. I used to jerk him off all the time back in high school. It's how I got so good. I mean, Ashton's a special guy. His brain is wired totally differently than anyone else. It's what makes him so smart, but it also makes his hormones totally weird. The guy's dick is like a genetic mutation. I never measured or anything but there is no way it's under a foot. And he gets hard every couple of hours if he doesn't unload. I once drained his balls one afternoon only to get a text three hours later that he was clutching himself in pain he was so hard and full of cum again. And every load is like forcing a gallon of pudding through a pen cap. I don't normally like to swallow, but with Ashton if I didn't guzzle down as much as I could it would have practically flooded the room. The guy is a freak, but hey, I'm not complaining. When I could actually get him to stick it in me instead of using my hands, I swear he could hit something inside of me that made his jizz come out my eyes! Like, it felt that way, I meant.
You know what, after I get you dressed and tucked into bed, I think I'm going to take a bath. After all that talk of Ashton, I think I could use some time to turn these hands on myself. Here, step out and use this towel while I drain and refill the tub. There are pajamas for you right there. Let me take you to your bedroom now. I hope you don't mind if I start to undress now? I mean, ugh, I know it's wrong but I want to get into that tub already. Who am I kidding, of course you don't mind. You probably want me naked more than I want me naked!
Are you a tit man, Brandon? Oh please, forgive me, I forgot you said you were a virgin. So you don't even know yet! When the time comes for you to actually get your dick inside a woman, you'll learn quick whether you're a tit or an ass man.
Get into the bed, let me tuck you in. There there, nice and tight. I hope it wasn't too weird having me as a babysitter tonight. And you don't have to worry about me going anywhere. Your parents are paying me a really good amount to be here and I don't need to look for another job or anything. So as long as you need help, I can be come over and watch you. And hey, maybe during a school vacation when Ashton is in town, he can come over and hang with us. You two used to be close, right? And I know I would appreciate it a lot.
Brandon, I said it's bed time. Why are you following me out of your room? I just tucked you in. I told you I'm on fire and I wanted to get to the bath. What are you trying to say?
... oh I see. You're more of a perv than I thought. Do you want to watch me play with myself Brandon? Well, the answer is absolutely not. Maybe with my gabbing about cock and my attempt to take care of you in the bath you got the wrong idea. I'm not here to make you cum, Brandon. I'm here to make you healthy. So you get right back into that bed and you go to sleep. That's more like it, Brandon. Now close your eyes. Here, I tucked you in again. You better not move a muscle. Brandon, I think we had a lot of fun tonight. And if you want to keep having fun like this, you're going to have to follow the rules. Now when I'm over there in your bathroom tub, screwing my brains out to the thought of your friend's freaky dick, where are you going to be? Here, in the bed, that's right. And if I happen to make some noises from the bathroom, noises of thriving ecstatic pleasure, I'm not going to be able to control how you respond to that. So if you want to touch yourself too, listening, that up to you. As long as you don't even think of leaving. Now if you'll excuse me, my thighs are starting to drip onto your carpet and my bath is getting cold. Goodnight Brandon.
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Busty grad student Alexia and insurance salesman Brandon had been dating for two years when they realized that they each had a wandering eye. They opted to try an experiment: an open relationship with the following rules: 1) Each must tell the other about anyone they fuck, 2) Each must accept the other's choice of partners and encourage, not complain, and 3) If they didn't like it, then they could change the rules only after 100 days. Welcome to a story of unchallenged promiscuity.
Want to know how this arrangement got started? Here is the origin story of the endless fuckfest...
Note: "Wandering Eye" is the first installment of the Open Relationship series following Brandon and Alexia.
*****
The second the door slammed shut, Alexia let her robe fall to the floor. Brandon could still see Josh walking away in the front yard, but his girlfriend was already down to her skimpy bra and panties.
"I want you to fuck me, baby." She undid his pants and took his cock into her hands.
"Babe, what has gotten into you?" he asked. "I'm just a little riled up is all," she said, slipping his head between her lips and rolling her tongue around its edge.
"Fuck... Alexia, I love when you do that."
"Mmmgmmmm.."
Brandon shoved his cock in deeper and started pumping into her face. Alexia enjoyed the feeling of his warm cock thrusting down her throat, and swirled her tongue around it.
POP!
Brandon's cock dripped saliva down her chin and onto her breasts. Alexia licked her lips, tasting salt and feeling a rush through her shoulders.
"I need cock, baby, I need it now."
Alexia leaned her body against the doorway and led her man in closer. "My pussy is on fire," she whispered into his ear. She grasped his cock with two hands, pulling it towards her. She brushed aside the fabric of her bottoms and slid his cockhead against her dripping thighs.
"Fuck me already baby, please."
Brandon cupped a hand around her ass and slipped his erection inside her. Alexia shouted, "Unghhh!"
Brandon buckled his hips against her, thrusting his cock inside her as she writhed on the doorframe.
Through the window, he could see his friend Josh packing the rest of the boxes into the truck and starting to drive away.
"Alexia," the boyfriend said, positioning his cock as deep inside her as he could go, "Is the reason you're being such a slut right now because you were watching Josh lift those boxes?"
She didn't need to answer him: the second he said Josh's name, her cunt swelled around him and pulsed as her orgasm spread up through her stomach and arching back and exited through her lips with a wall shaking moan.
"Ohhhhh yes! yes!"
Brandon backed away, his cock still rock hard as he watched his girlfriend compose herself from her orgasm.
"Baby," she said, coming towards him and grabbing his wet cock between her fingers again, "Who cares where it came from, come back inside me and I'll make you cum as good as you made me."
Sensing his resistance, she stroked his cock faster until she knew she had him close to cumming. She leaned in closer, pressing her big tits against his chest, and let out a hot breath against his ear.
"I love you baby," she whispered, "But when a hot piece of meat like your buddy comes into our house, you know I just need to get fucked."
She had him on the edge now, stroking him harder. He was so close to cumming now that he couldn't be angry. He needed her hot tits against him and her expert hands milking his cock.
"Baby, it's alright for a girl to look sometimes, you know?" She danced her fingers around his balls, breathed hot into his neck.
"Did you see him when he took off his shirt? That body... he looks like a Norse god... Of course I needed someone to fuck me, baby, of course. And when he twisted his arm and I had to rub ice on his body, just the smell alone of his sweat had me feeling dizzy. But I waited for you, baby, I waited for you to fuck me instead of reaching into his jeans and pulling out that big dick I know he has-"
Brandon's cock twitched in her fingers, pulsing, shooting cum down her thighs and making his legs tremble awkwardly as she milked every drop out onto her body.
"There we go baby, there we go." The two of them sat down onto the couch, still half naked and sticky all over.
"Are you mad at me baby?" Alexia undid her top and let her big titties hang free, something she knew would entrance her boyfriend.
Brandon stared at his beautiful slippery girlfriend, and then shook his head. "No baby, I'm not."
"Phew, thank you Brandon, I knew you were reasonable. It's just that since we are moving away to Boston in a week anyway, I figured it wouldn't be so bad to act a little naughty. You know, I've thought Josh was pretty sexy for a while now."
"No shit," Brandon answered, "You know you're not very subtle when you have a crush on my friends. You fucked me like this right after we went to the beach with him too."
Alexia slithered onto his lap, planting her fat ass onto his dick. "Aw baby, it's not like I'd ever go behind your back, you know it's you I love." Brandon's cock was swelling as it dug into Alexia's thick behind.
Alexia could feel her boyfriend's dick growing.
"Besides," she said, "It's not like you don't have a crush on other women."
Brandon froze, knowing that either answer would be a trap. Alexia sighed. "I'm not trying to trick you, come out with it. You know I saw you checking out Carrie's ass when I came to your company's picnic."
His cock grew to full stiffness beneath the weight of Alexia's body. Even a mention of Carrie's ass was enough to get the blood flowing.
"That's what I thought," she said, chuckling. "I'm not mad, baby, you won't see Carrie after a week just like I won't see Josh."
Alexia slid down his body, getting on her knees between her legs and holding his erection between her breasts.
Brandon was done talking. He stood up, shoving Alexia to the ground and spinning around so that all he could see of her was her fat ass, waggling in the air. Truthfully, he was thinking of Carrie as he plowed his cock deeper into her white pussy...
At work the next day, Brandon passed by Carrie's office.
"It's your last week with the company, right?" she asked him. He nodded. "Yeah, I'm moving with my girlfriend to Boston. She's going back to school and I got a job with another insurance company."
"Aw, well, I'll miss having you around the office, Brandon. You're the only one here who isn't like, an old geezer."
No shit, Brandon thought to himself, this whole place is old pervs and you, the young fucklet they they hired for eye candy. Shit she looked good in her tight black dress. Brandon could see her hard nipples poking through her coverup. Then he remembered what Alexia had said about how it was okay for him to have a few small crushes...
"We should get a goodbye drink on Friday," he suggested. She shot him a sexy smile. "Of course, but you're buying!"
"Let me put it in my calendar," she suggested, bending over her desk to reach into her purse.
Brandon's eyes went wide. The black cotton dress she was wearing lifted slowly as she bent, revealing first the sexy tops of her stockings, then the perfectly white bottoms of her delicious ass. He was rock hard now and he wanted nothing more than whip out his cock and bang this slut against her office desk.
"There we go," she said, spinning back and around and entering it into her phone.
All the sexual energy Brandon had a moment ago slipped away now that she was facing him. His cock went limp. With girls like Carrie, he was always more an awkward nerd than the studly playboy.
"Yeah, I'll see you then," he said, turning to leave.
"Byeeeee," she cooed as he turned into the hallway. God, even her voice was sexy.
Even though her boyfriend had fucked her three times the day before, Alexia's pussy was calling out to her when she woke up in bed. Brandon had left for work and the image of Josh's rock hard pecs was still in her mind. They had packed up most of their things and sent it or gave it away, but Alexia still had one of her favorite toys in her nightstand.
Sitting on the arm chair of the chaise, Alexia inserted the head of the dildo into her mouth. Sure the thing was sized like a joke, but it was no joke once Alexia got it inside her body. She savored every inch of her massive toy. Next to a cock like Pinkie, how was her boyfriend supposed to compare? And next to images of Josh, well, she already had some ideas of how Brandon compared on that front...
Before she could skewer herself on the lengthy prod, she needed to get it lubricated. There was no better way than to suck it down inch by inch. Unlike most women, Alexia loved giving head. Back when she was an undergrad, guys could make her cum by shoving their cock far enough down her throat. The feeling of a girthy solid mass sent shivers to her groin and made her body shake all over.
As she inserted the toy her throat, she imagined it was Josh's cock, impossibly long, like some sort of centaur. In her private fantasies, she felt no guilt about imagining other men. She loved her boyfriend, deeply and truly, but this wasn't about love, it was about hot mouthwatering sex.
When she reached the base, Alexia was dizzy: half choking, half teetering on the edge of an orgasm. She pulled it out of her esophagus, dripping wet with saliva and ready for her cunt.
She held the cock an inch from her opening and let it drip her slobber onto the floor. She loved this moment of anticipation before the cock would plunge her insides and send her eyes rolling into the back of her head.
For this moment, she thought about her boyfriend and his little crush on Carrie. Fuck, she thought, why should I stand in the way of that? I love the guy, why should I care if he does something with another woman? It's not like that would change the way I feel about him, or vice versa.
Implicit here, of course, was the specter of Josh, with his toned muscles and thick masculine pheromones. She saw her boyfriend, willingly surrender her to him, finding her legs spread open eager and excited for that thick, long, piece of dick-
She plunged it inside of her and immediately her body trembled and gushed. She shoved it compulsively into her deeper, letting it push through each wave of feeling and send her onto a deeper tier of flowing, cumming, pleasure...
"Alexia?" Brandon called as he came home after work.
"Come into the bedroom," she called, and Brandon felt his cock twitch. After all the teasing with Carrie that day, he wanted to fuck.
He found his girlfriend completely nude, wrapped in a velvet blanket with a ring of flowers around her head. Fuck, I love this woman, he thought, yanking his pants off. He had never met anyone who could sexually anticipate him with the smallest and hottest details like Alexia.
Of course, Alexia had impaled herself for the last six hours on a cock at least three times the size of any man of Earth. She wasn't exactly racing to get in bed with Brandon's average pecker. She just wanted him hard, straining to cum in her hands, and then she could talk her way through anything.
Like a horny dog, Brandon rushed to his girlfriend, rubbing his cock against her leg and almost drooling down his chin. She sat him down on the bed and pressed his face between her breasts, squeezing him between them until he was gasping for air.
"Do you like my titties, baby?"
"Yes, Alexia, yes."
"Good," she said, pressing him back towards her and smothering him again.
She brought him up for air. "Are you ready to fuck me?" she asked him and he nodded enthusiastically.
Leaning back, she spread open her legs and showed him her cunt. Despite her day, she was still wet and ready for a man to enter her, and Brandon could smell it on her.
"Fuck me good, baby," she said and he pounced on her. After a few pumps of his cock, she could tell he was ready to blow so she withdrew.
He grunted, "Baby please I'm so close."
She ran her index finger down the length of his shaft, watching it twitch and strain at her gentle touch.
"How was work," she asked him, cupping his balls with one hand and slowly jerking his cock with the other, "Did you see your little crush?"
Brandon gulped, completely turned on by the way his sexy girlfriend spoke about Carrie.
"I did," he answered, "We're getting drinks this weekend."
"Oh you have a date?" she said, smiling, "That's very cute. Hoping to score?"
"No way, baby, you know you're the only one for me."
"Brandon," she said, stroking him faster, "You don't have to say that." She pulled her hand off of his cock and sat up in bed.
"I love you," she told him, sincerely, "And I would love you just as much if you fucked every other woman on the Earth."
She leaned forward and ran her tongue along his cockhead, sending him into a new place of pleasure.
"And I would love you," he said, watching her take more of his cock down her throat, "Even if you fucked every guy on Earth."
She sucked her lips tights around his dick and slowly ran it back up the length of his cock, until she popped off the dick and let out a grin.
"Then why don't we do it?" She stood up now, her tits jiggling with her enthusiasm, "Why don't we fuck everyone we want to fuck, even if we are in love?"
As she expected, Brandon erupted in orgasm, shooting a hot load of cum on her stomach to drip down her belly and thighs. She lurched forwards, taking his spasming cock into her mouth and swallowing the remainder of his warm load.
"Yeah," he said, watching her wipe his cum of her chin, "I'm alright with that. Let's do it."
On Friday, Carrie took Brandon home with her after work for a drink there before they hit the bar. She was wearing a tight green dress that seemed made for her shapely ass. Brandon and the other senior managers had been salivating at work all day.
"Whiskey or vodka?" she asked him, and he picked the whiskey.
Alexia was at home with a glass of wine, waiting for him to come home and tell her all about tearing open Carrie. For his first tryst, Brandon was nervous, but the whiskey helped.
She sipped hers and asked him about his new job. He told her the details he knew, watching as each drop of whiskey helped lubricate her and turn her from formal to playful.
"Now that you're leaving," she started, "I have to ask the good gossip. Did you ever fuck anyone in the office?"
Brandon chortled. "Who would I be fucking? Mildred? I admit she's got big knockers but she's like fifty." Carrie laughed.
"What about you?" Brandon asked, "Any office romances?"
"More than I can count," she admitted, laughing.
"Are you serious? Who?"
"I guess they're not romances," she said, "But some of them were fun. Let's just say that in my time at this company, I got really good at licking old balls."
"Come on you have to give me more than that."
"Most of the partners. There was a monthly board meeting that they would invite me to sometimes, at their country club. I was 'the entertainment.' It usually just meant sitting around while they discussed finances and then letting a bunch of them fuck me."
"Damn, Carrie."
"It wasn't so bad. It's not like I didn't get off a few times in there. There are some real silver foxes in the leadership. Guys I'm happy to let bust a nut on my face. And for the others, well, the fat bonus check each Christmas is nice, haha."
"Isn't that illegal?" Brandon asked.
Carrie laughed. "It's not if it's consensual. And I don't mind being a sex object for other people."
Brandon felt his whiskey courage. "So if I said that I thought you had the juiciest, most fuckable ass, you wouldn't hesitate to show me?"
Carrie's bracelets jangled as she lifted up her green dress, exposing her flowery thong and looking over her shoulder at him.
"There you go," she said, "Soak it in."
Brandon salivated like he was staring at a piece of prime rib. Drunk, he got on his knees and crawled towards her, planting his nose between her cheeks and sniffing deeply.
"Slow down there, partner," Carrie laughed at him, "Let me get comfortable before you start treating me like a meal."
He looked up at her, drooling. That was the perfect way to describe it: he wanted to tear into her like a well prepared steak.
She shimmied out of her dress, letting her tight tits bounce in her flower bra. Carrie was downright adorable with her tight body and soft rosy skin, but her plump bubble butt made him hungry.
He lay down on the bed and Carrie undid her panties. He took them between his fingers, sniffing them and moaning as she took off her bra.
"Sit there," she instructed, "And eat my ass like it's a fucking four course meal."
She smothered his face in her rump, dripping juices from her pussy that coated his chin. He alternated licking the perfect center of her ass and chowing down on her tight gyrating pussy.
"I haven't been eaten like this in so long," Carried moaned, burying him deeper into her gaping ass and pussy. "Sometimes what a girl needs is a guy who can really take the time like this to-"
Like a faucet pipe burst, Carrie ejaculated pussy juice in a torrent of fluid, simultaneously screaming excruciatingly, relishing the pleasure as she slid down Brandon's nose and chin.
"If you're going to fuck me," she said, standing off him and leaving a puddle of wetness on the sheets and on the floor, "Then fuck me."
Brandon wiped his face with a pillow and released his cock from his trousers, throwing everything across the room. Carrie was heaving from her last orgasm, sweating and gasping for air.
"How do you want to fuck?" she asked him, "Do you want me on top? Or do you want to bend me over and plow me from behind like a-"
He had already picked: he spun her by her robust hips and thrust his cock closer towards her snatch, but, but, but
"Are you fucking cumming?" Carrie asked, turning around as she felt a splash of hot liquid hitting her behind, "You didn't even stick it inside!"
She watched his cock go limp as it dripped ejaculate onto her duvet.
"Maybe we should skip the drink," she said, embarrassed for him. "Good luck in Boston."
Brandon drove home silently. He opened the door to his apartment.
"Honey?" he called out.
"Brandon?" Alexia poked her head out of the kitchen. "What are you doing back?"
His girlfriend was dressed in a delicious flesh colored bra with matching hosiery. She looked like a goddess plucked from a sex fantasy. Instinctively, he ran to his woman and dug his face into her chest, and she squeezed him close to her.'
"There, there," she comforted, patting his head, "What's wrong?"
And he told her about his embarrassing episode with Carrie.
Her cleavage smelled fresh and clean, like the expensive lotion she had asked him not use to jack off.
"Maybe this open relationship wasn't such a good idea," he admitted, enjoying her warm body pressed against his.
"Oh baby," she said, sighing, "I wish you would have told me that a little earlier. I sent a text to Josh just a second before you walked in. He's on his way now."
"What? What did you send him?" Brandon asked. She showed him her phone.
It was a picture of her bare tits, exposed and perky. "If I don't get your big cock between my breasts in the next thirty minutes," the message said, "Then I am going to explode."
"Omw" was all Josh responded. She took back her phone.
"You have to tell him not to come," he pleaded, "This was a mistake."
"Baby, don't say that. When we get to Boston, you'll have plenty more pussy to fuck. Just because you got, um, a little too excited with Carrie doesn't mean it's a bad idea."
With his head between her breasts, she pulled down her bra, squeezing him more deeply.
"You need to get into the bathroom," she said, "If Josh thinks that you're here, it will be weird."



She shuffled him through the bedroom, tits swaying from side to side.
"Babe, please don't do this." She folded her arms and frowned.
"I'm serious now," she responded, "This isn't something you can take back. He's already on his way. When he gets here, he's going to be hard and ready for pussy. I can't just not fuck him."
She put her bra back on as she prepared to close him in the bathroom.
"Don't you dare make a sound. Take a dump, read a magazine, play some phone games. I'll call you back in when he's gone. And if he finds out you're in here," she warned, looking at him sternly, "Then when we get to Boston I'll tell all my sorority sisters not to sleep with you. Understood?"
Brandon breathed and nodded. He realized he was being dramatic. He remembered, even still, he had tasted and nutted over Carrie's ass. This was Alexia's turn. And if he waited, he could have her hot sorority sisters in a week...
KNOCK KNOCK
"Not a word!" she reminded him, and shut him up in the bathroom.
He could hear her muffled enthusiastic voice as she greeted his friend at the door. God, she had looked hot in those tights. He realized now how dolled up she had gotten to meet his friend. Through the door, he heard Josh's deep voice say something which caused Alexia to erupt in a sexy girlish laugh.
Fuck, he thought, I wonder if he's got his hands all over her tits. He searched the door knob for a keyhole and the side of the door for a crack he could look through. Nothing. Finally, he realized if he pressed his whole body against the bathroom tile, it nearly froze his face off but he could see a sliver of his girlfriend's jiggling thighs reflected in a mirror.
She laughed again, making the only bit Brandon could see quiver.
As the two moved away from the door, Brandon had to shuffle his body against the tile to change his line of vision. He could hear rough outlines of what they were saying, and he could sure smell the hypnotic lotion she had smeared all over her skin, but those senses just made him crave a sight even more.
He saw Josh's trousers fall to the floor where his girlfriend was on her knees. Alexia unmistakably gasped. With his place on the floor, only the sounds alerted Brandon that his girlfriend was taking inches of the white cock into her throat.
"Ggggrrrlllghhghhhh."
The noises sped up as Alexi sucked and pumped his cock. Globs of her saliva dripped onto the floor.
Brandon was getting hard. He wanted to reach into his pants and stroke, but he couldn't do it while stretching to look under the door.
Instead, he sat up with his back against the bedroom, grabbed Alexia's expensive lotion off the vanity, slathered a bunch over his cock, and stroked in tempo as his friend explored his girlfriend's esophagus.
There was a loud POP as the member exited her lips; Brandon spun back down to the floor in time to see saliva and precum shower the ground around Josh's pants.
Brandon's hard cock pulsed as he tried to see more. As the two rolled around on the bed, Brandon caught a sight of Alexia's tight pussy dripping, Josh's hairy balls swinging, and then just for a moment the tip of his friend's hard penis as it approached the eager snatch, which out of sight it must have penetrated as Alexia moaned, echoing around the whole apartment.
Unable to see more, Brandon returned to his cock, stroking for nearly forty minutes as his buddy poked, prodded, and plowed Alexia inside out.
At last, Brandon ached to cum but Josh beat him to it. It was a low, deep moan as Alexia got back down on her knees presumably to take as much of his load down her throat or over her tan breasts. Brandon listened to the splatters and gulps.
The noises were muted and residual now, and Brandon was caught up in fantasy. He was stroking it harder, not to Alexia out the door, but to his mind's eye of Alexia, topless with sperm covered titties.
"What the fuck is that?" Josh called out to the thumping in the bathroom. "Nothing!" she answered, sternly, and Brandon panicked, stuffing his cock back into his pants and rushing to hide behind the shower curtain should someone come in.
Instead, he waited there needlessly for twenty minutes, before Alexia alone answered him, sweaty and nude with just a smile and her jewelry.
"You're a fucking moron," she called to him, "He could totally hear you. If you think you're getting with my sisters next week forget it. But baby, that fuck was so good. Thank you, come here, I love you!"
And she stroked him onto her tits, just like he had been imagining, and she was happy and he was happy and they went to sleep peacefully.
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Everyone in college knows the hot rich bitch whose dad bank rolls her four years of wild partying. That's Jordan, and I'm the sucker dating her roommate. There's nothing wrong with having money and a nice ass, especially for a blonde. Too bad Jordan is the biggest bitch to walk this planet since Yoko Ono.
I could tolerate her half-caf no foam latte lifestyle, except she loved to be a tease. She'd prance around her apartment in all different slutty outfits, and then giggle when she "noticed" I was there. I was constantly hiding a rage boner beneath the couch cushions.
Once when I went to take a leak I barged in on her in the bath. "What the fuck are you looking at," she snarled, "Use the fucking toilet and then leave." As I awkwardly dribbled piss, I could tell she was looking at my flaccid cock. "Not packing much, eh?" she teased, and I zipped up quickly and left.
But Queen of Demons aside, I still had access to the always fuckable body of my girlfriend Abi. Fun-loving and simple, Abi just wanted to have a good time. And lucky for me, a good time often consisted of her sitting on my face and then busting a nut on her famously large tan knockers.
Unlike prissy Jordan, who probably gave her first blowjob with a silver spoon in her mouth, my girlfriend got her sexual education on the street. This meant she was a nasty cum-loving slut, and we would drink the night away in a skanky house party and then fuck our brains out in the master bedroom
Bitchy Jordan loved my skanky girlfriend like a sister, and would egg her further just to press my buttons. One night after drinking , Jordan coyly convinced my trashed Abi to let a burly old pawn shop owner grope her tits in exchange for a cheap plastic ring.
"Abi, why don't you show the Uber driver how big your tits are?" Jordan mischievously suggested. The prick of a driver took a bump on the curve just to watch my girlfriend laugh as she jiggled around in the back seat.
Despite hating her guts, I still found Jordan to be a prime A piece of ass. So when she suggested Abi and I come with her that weekend to the lake to swim and take in the sun, I immediately said yes. All I had to do is put up with her yapping and antics and I could spend the day watching her prance that toned body around in a bikini.
We managed to find a bikini that could fit in Abi's impressive honkers, and the lake trip seemed ready to go. Except late Friday night when, at the library, I got an email from a professor giving me a 50 page paper due at 6pm. There was no way I could take the trip.
"How the fuck else are we going to get to the beach?" Jordan texted me, "We can't take an Uber all the way there." I told her there was nothing I could do, we would have to reschedule. "I'm not rescheduling just for you," she typed back, "And neither is Abi."
10 minutes later she texted me back. "I found us a ride with some guys in Alpha Alpha Tau. They said they'd love to come to the lake." I didn't like the idea of those rich douchebags. "And hurry up with your paper," Jordan added, "You better show up late, Abi deserves a boyfriend who keeps his promises."
I tried not to think about the frat guys and the lake, but Jordan wouldn't let me. She texted me a video of one hugging her, and her tits looked great in her gold shining bikini. "Oops, wrong person," the bitch lied, "But btw, if I see one frown on Abi's face because she's sad you're not here, I will make you regret your stupid paper."
I texted Abi, but even after an hour I didn't get a response. Jordan buzzed me: "Abi's phone fell in the water. She's having so much fun with these guys, splashing around in the water with those big tits of hers. They said they're inviting some more of the house brothers. Think you can make it here before they do?"
"This is unreal," I texted back, "You can't expect me to just show up when I have a paper to write. And I don't believe for a second that Abi is interested in two rich asshole frat guys." Jordan sent back two wink faces. "I can see two BIG reasons why you're wrong ;) ;) "
Over the next hour, Jordan sent me a new picture every five minutes. They were all of enormous bulges. "I bet this one looks real nice," she added to a clip of a frat boy's donkey sized dick flopping around in his boxers. I could picture her surreptitiously hiding the camera as she zoomed its lens on the man's long heavy member.
I got a message from an unknown number. "Hey this is Matt, I'm with the girls at the lake and got your number from Jordan. She wants to know if you're coming? She said if you're busy, then I should at least let you know we're going to take the girls to a private beach we know about, clothing optional."
Jordan texted. "Hey there, did you get Matt's message? We're on our way to the NUDE BEACH now. Matt seems to really like Abi, they spent a lot of time in the water together. But I got him alone for a moment to check inside his pants: he's at least three times the size of that thing I saw you peeing with!"
"So you're just going to IGNORE me? When I'm the only one here standing between your busty girlfriend and a line of twenty hung naked men? If you don't respond, maybe I'll go take a walk alone. Let's see if these men can resist stuffing every last one of your girlfriend's holes with cock!"
Fed up with the taunting, I called Jordan and demanded to speak to Abi. My girlfriend sounded surprised, said everything was fine and sure she was topless with some guys she met but they were nice and I had nothing to worry about. She handed the phone back to Jordan. "You lying bitch," I said to her, but I heard her laugh. "Fine, listen to her and not me. It'll make it funnier when it all finally happens."
"If you think these guys don't mean business," Jordan added, "You're wrong. They keep coming up to me with their stiff cocks and rubbing up against me. It would be so easy for me to just grab them in my hands and give them release. But I want them nice and hard, yearning to fuck as they watch little Abi jiggle across the beach."
I finally finished my paper, and immediately called Jordan. No answer even after six tries. Reluctantly, I dialed the number of the frat bro Matt who had texted me earlier. "Oh yeah, hey dude," he greeted me after I explained who I was. "Yeah, makes sense Jordan didn't pick up, we're in the van and she's kinda got her mouth full.."
I panicked as I heard the familiar moans of that bitch Jordan taking dick. "Where are you going? Where's Abi?" He answered back, "Just this bar we know. I can text you the address. And she's in the backseat, let me hand her the phone."
"Hey baby," Abi's sweet voice answered, "No I'm doing just fine. We had a great time at the beach and I got such a good tan all around. Feeling the sun against my bare tits was so refreshing." I protested. "Oh babe, come on," she said, "They're guys! Of course some of them stared, that's natural when you've got the DDDs I have."
"Honestly, Matt and the guys are so sweet. I'm not even upset you didn't come since they're here. Matt just had a breakup so I've been talking him through it. Can you believe a girl left him because his dick was too big? I mean, I saw the thing today at the beach and it is very large, but who would leave a guy for something great like that?"
"Jordan's really getting fucked good by these guys," Abi added absentmindedly, "I mean, she's not normally such a slut, but these guys are so hot, I totally get why she's letting three of them fuck her right now. Like after spending all day with these naked hung guys, I could really use a good screw too!"
As pissed as I was, nothing got me harder than Abi talking dirty. "What bar are you going to to?" I asked, breathing heavy. I needed to get to her. "Um, I think it's more of a strip club," she answered, "The guys said girls get in free if they're topless, Matt says with a pair my size they'll probably let all us in free!" My cock stiffened as I imagined her shaking free of her top and exposing her great breasts.
I hung up, but Matt never texted the address. I called him and Jordan over and over, but no response. Finally I thought to track him down on Facebook. Right there on his timeline was a video of my Abi, buck naked with her big tits shaking as she brought that fucker a beer. There were 57 comments. "Damn you Matt," one read, "hope you gave those the tit fuckin they deserve!"
I sent Matt a friend request but instead of accepting, the dude blocked me! My heart began to beat intensely as my paranoia grew. I put my internet sleuthing to work, tracking down his instagram, twitter, snapchat. Blocked on all of them. In this time, I got a single text message from Jordan that just read "sexxxxxxxx~~~" Did she mean herself or Abi?
I tried not to picture Abi. I tried to not see Matt's beefy hands groping her like a piece of meat, stuffing that piston of a cock inside her eager open hole. I didn't want to think about it sliding around her insides, poking its big purple head in her supple young body. And I definitely didn't want to see it erupt with cum, filling her insides with sticky warm goo.
This was all the bitch roommate Jordan's fault. The blonde slut who threatened me and told me she would get miles of frat guy dick up inside my Abi's snatch. Now that asshole Matt had already stripped her naked and was probably banging her right now. That's when I finally decided to try Matt's skype. He was logged in, I was unblocked, so I gave it a ring...
It answered, and there was Abi, alone, splayed naked on an unfamiliar bed like a common whore. "Baby!" she exclaimed, excited to see me. She asked why I didn't come to the bar, and as I started to explain, I instead flipped it on her: why was she naked in this guy's bed? "Oh I was already naked from the club, and it's more comfortable," she answered naturally.
"Holy fuck you look good," I told her, a bit intoxicated by her jiggle. "Thanks baby." "Are you alright?" I asked, "Did you have a good day?" Abi bit her lip. "Yeah today was good." But there was a certain nervous look in her eye, as if there were some details she wasn't sure how to put into words.
"Babe I want to tell you something. When we were at the strip club, Jordan dared me to go on stage. And then I was doing so good on the pole, Matt joined me. And he and I were both naked, and so at one point, his big thing, I mean, his penis, or his cock, it just kind of slipped into me. Like, just a couple of times."
"I was so embarrassed, I hopped off his dick after like only five minutes. But Matt kept saying that it got him so hard, that it wasn't fair that I got him all riled up with my tits and my pussy and I didn't let him cum. I told him that I had a boyfriend, but he said a blowjob wouldn't even count. So I wanted to be fair and promised I would put it in my mouth."
"But then Jordan got involved and suddenly she was the one sucking his dick while he just groped my tits and ass. I would be lying if I said I didn't get kind of wet as he touched me, and as I watched his big cock disappear down Jordan's throat..."
"I was getting so turned on watching Jordan suck that dick, and Matt looked like he was really enjoying himself. I just sat back on the bed with my hand in my cunt and let Jordan do the work. But that's when two of Matt's friends walked in. Here I was, almost creaming my thighs, and now there were suddenly two new big cocks wagging in my face!"
"They told me that after a long day of staring at my tits at the beach and the club, I owed them a good suck and fuck. Boyfriend or not, I would have to get take their loads after being such a tease all day. So I did the best I could at taking their dicks in my mouth but it was really hard! I had two of the biggest dicks I'd ever seen trying to flood my body with cum. Finally I got them to erupt on my chest and they stumbled off without saying anything."
"I wiped myself down with a pillow, but I noticed Jordan still hadn't finished. So I got down with her and we both sucked Matt's cock together. Honestly, with one more tongue, taking that big thing was TONS easier. And Matt got a lot harder having all four of our big tits for him to play with."
"I could tell Matt was close to cumming because the veins on his shaft were pulsing on my tongue. But I saw him smile right before he grabbed my face and shoved the bulk of his dick down my throat. I felt his big balls smack my cheek but I just gulped his cock down with all the saliva drooling down my chin."
"After all that work, I expected to soon feel the hot gush of cum into my stomach. But instead, Matt popped his cock from my lips and sprayed Jordan down with his load. It was like watching a fire house pour yogurt onto her face, I was so impressed."
"Anyway, I thought that was it," Abi said, "But then Matt started playing with my tits, saying that since I hadn't been the one to make him cum, I still owed him. He just went to the shower but when he comes back, I think I have to fuck him."
My head was spinning, but I got Abi to tell me the address. Just then, the largest cock I had ever seen entered the screen, pulsing and waving over Abi's face. He couldn't tell we were on Skype. As his dick got closer to my girlfriend's face, I grabbed my laptop and raced to my car.
I almost crashed so many times on the way. I had one eye on the road, one eye on the screen where Matt's fat prick plowed away at my girlfriend's white pussy. I had one hand on the steering wheel, the other on my rock hard cock as I watched this asshole frat guy fuck my girlfriend in front of me.
When I got there, I barged in to see not Abi, but Jordan. "She's behind three different locked doors," Jordan said mischievously, "You won't get to her." And I fell down onto the couch exhausted. "Why don't you put that laptop here," she said, "And we can together watch little Abi get fucked away on screen."
"Wow look at Abi take that dick," Jordan cooed as she fingered her cunt next to me. "I bet you never thought that pussy got take a cock so large. I knew Abi had it in her." Reluctantly, I pulled out my cock and began stroking next to Jordan. "I mean look at this!" Jordan said, touching me, "Did you really expect to compete with that baseball bat of a prick inside Abi right this moment?"
"I know you've always wanted to fuck me," Jordan said, stripping down completely and rubbing her naked body against my small prick, "And face it, your relationship is over. Why not just stick it inside of me?" I stared at her and reached for my dick, but she burst into laughter. "Holy shit, pea brain! I was just kidding! I am not fucking you." But she continued to wipe her ass against me, and it felt amazing.
Abi's face contorted into orgasm over and over. She came more times on Matt's dick than she did in our entire relationship. Finally, when Matt's balls looked heavy, he flipped my girlfriend over and began fucking her mega juggs. As he began to spew a hot load onto my girlfriend's chest, I felt Jordan's legs tremble as she orgasmed in front of me.
After coating her entire tits in cum, Matt completed his domination of Abi by finishing the rest of his load on her face. Streams of sticky viscous cum floated around my girlfriend's cheeks, and she opened her mouth to swallow as much as she could. I dribbled a small load onto the carpet in front of me as Abi drank down more and more from the frat guy's balls.
In the next few weeks, I trusted Abi to stay faithful to me. But Jordan undermined me at every turn, and she sent dozens of guys to bed with my girlfriend. Eventually, though it was a hard decision to make, I had to let her go. My big boobed goddess would never be mine. I wish I could say I got over her, but sometimes at night I wake up cursing and screaming out the bitch roommate Jordan.
THE END
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Brandon knew that what he had with Lizzie was normal. His millennial generation did not need to define their relationships the way others did. Labels like "boyfriend" and "girlfriend" were obsolete, and there was no expectation of exclusivity. Lizzie and he were hooking up, that's all.
Still, it hurt him inside when he thought too much about it. It wasn't like he was sleeping with anyone else. And Lizzie for sure was, he saw the pictures on Facebook of her out with other guys. He wished he could ask her to be his girlfriend, but he knew she'd laugh in his face.
There was also the way she treated him. Like after they fucked one night, and she went through his Netflix history making fun of him. "Two whole seasons of Gilmore Girls? Really? I didn't realize you had a vagina." Or when he took her out to dinner, and she egged him to donate fifty bucks to a homeless man. "Holy shit, you know he's just going to spend it on drugs," she said, cackling, "How can you waste your cash like that!?"
It didn't help that even three months into his freshman year of college, he hadn't made many friends. His roommate Lucas and he were friendly, but the guy was pledging a fraternity and wasn't around much.
One afternoon, he got a text from Lizzie. "Duuuuuude," she wrote, "Is this your mom's instagram?" Brandon checked the link, and it was. His mom had recently started an account for her fashion blog, a site she operated in tune with the brand of her boutique clothing store.
"She is hot as balls!" Lizzie texted back, "Can you invite her over next time we fuck? I want this hottie licking my asshole." Crude as always, but Brandon saw something endearing in it. At least she wanted to fuck him again, and she had to like him somewhat to tease him like that.
She followed up with a screenshot of a post of his mom in a low cut dress. "I bet we wear the same bra size," she said, zoomed in on his mom's cleavage. "Big as fuck."
The next day, she was laying in his bed watching an episode of The Walking Dead and smoking weed. He was looking forward to sleeping with her that night, but Lucas barged in.
"Hey man," the roommate said, greeting both of them. It had been two weeks since Lucas had been back to the single room they shared, since he had been spending all his time at the frat house.
"These two weeks have been intense," he confessed, "I was scrubbing toilets, chugging bottles of vodka, carrying the brothers around campus in a stupid looking chariot. But three more days and then it's initiation."
"Congrats," Brandon said, "I know how much it means to you to join this frat."
"Tell me about it. I just have to get a date for it and then I'm golden."
"Well that shouldn't be a problem," Brandon replied, "You are with girls all the time." Brandon knew, because whenever Lucas brought a girl back, he had to sleep on the floor outside. Just a month ago, Brandon had heard a girl screaming her lungs out as Lucas filled her with dick in their room.
"Yeah, well, it's kind of a challenge," he said, "Like our final test. We all drew papers out of a hat for a special kind of woman we have to bring to the initiation as our date. Redhead, Asian girl, model. Something not too common, but broad enough. And if we don't fuck her that night, then we have to wait another month for initiation."
"Shit dude," Lizzie said, excited at the talk, "What'd you draw?"
Lucas held out a slip of paper, on which was written clearly in black letters: MILF.
"Haha fuck," Lizzie said, laughing, "You're lucky I was here. Brandon's mom is a Prime A MILF."
"No shit," Lucas replied, "Really?"
"Absolutely. Check out her instagram." And she handed her phone across the room as Lucas scrolled through pics of the mom in yoga poses and bikinis.
"Fuck," he said, his eyes wide, "She's gorgeous. She's really your mom, dude?"
"Yeah," Brandon admitted sheepishly, "That's her."
"Well fuck," Lucas said, still scrolling, "Well, since she's your mom I promise I'll treat her right. When I fuck her tits, I'll warn her to close her eyes before I bust in her face."
"Very funny," Brandon said, snatching back Lizzie's phone as she laughed her ass off on the bed next to him.
"Yeah, I'm just joshing. Of course I won't fuck your mom, you're my buddy. I'm sure there's plenty of MILFs around that I can snag."
"You're too kind," Lizzie said dismissively, "If I were you, I would be shoving my cock down that bitch's throat immediately."
That night, since Lucas was back, Lizzie went home to her own place. Brandon was disappointed, since he had been hoping to get laid. Instead, he sat on his bed with blue balls doing homework with Lucas casually checking his phone.
"Shit dude, I went back to your mom's instagram and she really does look great. Had to double tap some of these pictures."
"Yeah, she runs a women's clothes boutique so she's very conscious of her looks."
"Tell me about it. I've never seen clothes so slutty but so classy at the same time." He showed a picture of Brandon's mom in a long elegant dress, with a sort of stitching cut out around the cleavage. It was as if she were dressed to meet a royal court, but her tits had popped out to say hello.
"Very interesting styles," Lucas repeated.
A moment later, the phone chimed loudly.
"Hey, she followed me back," Lucas declared, "And she sent me a coupon for her store. Maybe I should go in tomorrow and use it. I see she has men's stuff too."
When Brandon finally rolled over to go to bed, Lucas was still awake tapping away at the phone.
The next morning when he woke up, Lucas was already gone. Still horny from last night, he texted Lizzie to come over.
The moment she stepped through the doorway, she stripped off her shirt and pants and leapt nude onto his bed. Her big tits jiggling, she straddled his face and pressed her pussy to his mouth.
"I want you to eat me so good," she commanded, her thick ass resting on his chin. Brandon munched away at her wet snatch, dripping down his cheeks.
"You know, I bet I know why Lucas isn't here right now. I bet he's out hunting for MILFs. And if I were looking for a busty MILF to plow in two days, I know exactly where I would go first. I would go right to your tease of a mom's store and see if I could interest her in an orgasm."
Brandon wanted to respond, but she gyrated her hips closer so he could barely breathe, nevertheless speak.
"And lookie here," she said, bringing her phone to his face to show him a Facebook post, "Lucas just 'checked in' at the boutique fifteen minutes ago."
He felt a wave of pleasure run through Lizzie's body, pulsing through her pussy and into his mouth.
"I wish I had visited your mom's store this morning," she taunted, "I'd have her sexy little body on her knees licking my pussy instead of you." Despite her comments, Brandon's dick was rock hard as he watched Lizzie's body squirm above him.
"I can tell you're ready to blow," she said, reaching behind herself and touching his prick, "And you're not even inside me yet. Think you can last a few strokes between my tits before fucking me to my climax?"
But the second she slipped his dick between her breasts, Brandon came, shooting ropes of cum between her cleavage and into her face and hair.
"Fuck," she exclaimed, wiping herself off with his pillow, "Now I have to do it myself." She spread open her legs widely, pushing Brandon off the side of his own bed. With the four main fingers of her left hand, she rubbed deep inside her pussy. With her right hand, she flipped open her phone and found Brandon's mom's instagram.
"Just a little something to get me off," she admitted with a devilish smile, as Brandon watched from the floor as she pressed her clit to climax.
That night, Lizzie said she was busy, and Lucas didn't come home. Instead, Brandon watched a Batman movie and made popcorn. But when it was over, he was still worried about what they each had said about his mom. Lizzie was always going to love teasing and pushing his buttons, and Lucas probably was just playing along with that check in. He decided to call his mom.
"Hi sweetheart," she answered, "It's so good to hear from you. How is school?"
He told her about his classes, hoping that he wouldn't have to ask her point blank if his roommate had come into the store today. But when she talked about her day, she never mentioned a young man.
"Mom," he said, deciding to just come out with it, "You didn't happen to have a college student in your store today, did you?"
"As a matter of fact yes," she admitted, "I did. Someone came by this morning trying to buy customized underwear."
"Customized underwear? Is that a product you even make?"
"Well, not yet," she confessed, "But you know I'm trying to develop the men's line. And if the college students want something like this, then maybe it's profitable. The man was very adamant about how hard it was to find stylish underwear that fit his particular dimensions."
"Particular dimensions? What do you mean, mom?"
"Well, this gentleman was very gifted, in his, um, member."
"His member? Gifted?"
"Son," she said, "It was his cock. He had an enormous cock. Almost 11 inches by my measurements."
By her measurements? What was she saying?
"You mean this man revealed himself to you? In the middle of the store?"
"No not at all," his mom said reassuringly, "I asked him to show it to me. Er, well, I asked him to disrobe so I could take his measurements. I didn't expect it to whack me in the face the way it did."
So Lucas's cock had already touched his mother's face?
"So then what?" Brandon asked, "After it, uh, grazed you."
"That was it," she said, "He placed the order and I gave him the slip to pick it up tomorrow. I'm actually working on making the underwear right now. It's very tricky drawing it correctly in my sketches. This is like the fifteenth drawing of it I've done to make sure the schematics are correct."
Brandon pictured his mom hard at work, drawing pictures of his roommate's cock over and over.
"Mom," he said, trying to think of a way to warn her of his roommate's intentions, "Just be careful, okay?" His mom laughed.
"I don't know what you're worried about," she said, "He paid in cash already. It's not like he can screw me over." But screwing her over, and over and over, was exactly what Brandon was worried about...
In the morning, Brandon noticed Lucas had never come back. That made two nights in a row again he had stayed out, and he had said that his nights of sleeping at the frat were over. Brandon was appreciative that for whatever girl he was fucking, he stayed at her place instead of making him sleep outside.
That night was Lucas's initiation, so Brandon wasn't surprised when the roommate came home around 4pm to change into a suit.
"Hey man, how's it hanging," he greeted him.
"Lucas, remember what we talked about the other day? About the MILF?"
"How could I forget, your mom has those amazing breasts."
"Well, remember how you said you were going to find another MILF? That's what you did, right?"
"Of course," Lucas said, grabbing his formal suit from the back of the closet, "I meant that truly."
"Okay," Brandon said, confused, "You mean you didn't go to my mom's store?"
"Go to your mom's store? What are you talking about? I told you that was a joke."
Brandon breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe it wasn't his roommate preying on his mom. Maybe it was just some college kid who really did need custom underwear.
"The MILF I ended up with isn't nearly as hot as your mom. I mean, I wish she had the big ol' jugs your mom's got. But I'll still enjoy screwing her tonight anyway."
Lucas disrobed to put on his suit, and that's when Brandon noticed the underwear Lucas had on. It had his mom's brand label stitched right in the side. The fucker was lying.
Brandon's throat went dry, and he was too hoarse to speak.
"See you later dude," Lucas said running out the door.
Immediately, Brandon dialed up his mom. No answer. His phone buzzed with a text:
"sweetheart can't talk on phone I just did nails and migraine this to Siri can we triathlon Skype"
Reading through the dictation errors, Brandon dialed his mom's Skype account on his computer.
The webcam image popped open and his mom lit up the screen. Her hair was professionally styled, sitting elegantly in a sexy bun on top of her head. Her nails were wet, but flawlessly done, and her makeup made her look like a nubile high school sex bomb. She had on a dark blue elegant dress, clearly one of her designs, because her huge tits were exposed through a series of slits on the fronts and edges of the garment, giving her both voluptuous cleavage and expansive side boob.
"Hi honey," she said smiling, "Glad you got my text. I have to run out to an event in a second but wanted to make sure you're alright."
"Mom," he said, panicked, "Is this with the guy who ordered the underwear? You can't go to this."
"In fact it is," she admitted casually, "He said he's having an event with the fraternity and it may be a good opportunity to spread my brand awareness. I'm looking forward to it."
Brandon knew that if she went, it wouldn't just be her brand awareness she'd be spreading.
"Mom, you don't understand, it's a trap, the guy is my roommate, and-"
"What's that? Bad connection. Hard to get this Skype to work. Anyway, I'll talk to you another time son, my Uber is here." And she hung up.
Depressed and with nothing else to do, Brandon dialed Lizzie's number seeking comfort. "Yeah, come over," she responded, and he dashed to her dorm.
On the verge of tears, Brandon pressed his face against Lizzie's wide bosom, burying his face in her thick deep cleavage.
"There, there," she said, almost sincerely, "You're overreacting. It's just a stupid frat thing. So what if he fucks your mom with that big prick of his. Everyone has a few orgasms and goes home, it's not the end of the world."
Brandon's eyes shot open when he heard her say this. Lifting himself up from his jiggling chest, he asked her a question.
"How did you know that Lucas has a big prick?"
Expecting her to be caught off guard, instead Lizzie burst into laughter.
"What do you mean how do I know? By sucking it, of course."
Brandon thought she would be ashamed of this revelation, but she wasn't.
"Come on, you had to have suspected this all along. You knew we weren't exclusive. I thought it was pretty funny when he made you sleep outside as he filled me up with cock, but I figured you could recognize my moans as I came onto his dick. You're telling me you didn't realize any of the times we fucked with you on the other side of the wall?"
Brandon's look of defeat reached her.
"Aw man, don't look so sad. Look, you know I love what we have. You eat me out better than any other man I've let in my pants. But I'm a freshman in college with a rocking body and huge tits. I'm not looking to settle down. I just want a good variety of dick." This didn't seem to make him feel better. "And pussy," she added, in an attempt that also didn't work.
"Come on," she said again, shedding her top and letting her world-class tits shake in his face. "I'll give you a pity fuck. I'll give you the best pity fuck you've ever had. I'll pity fuck your brains out, Brandon."
Engulfed in her tit flesh, Brandon's cock couldn't help but get hard. She lustily dangled her breasts around his shaft, slobbering down his head and cupping his tender balls. Soon, despite the sinking feeling in his chest, Brandon mounted her distrustful cunt and had her gripping the bedsheets, begging him to go deeper.
"Fuck me harder," she pleaded, "Fuck me like that big dick that's fucking your mom as we fucking speak."
Despite the insult, Brandon only went harder in her pussy, filling it with his rage.
He felt her genuinely cum as he fucked her, her white ejaculate foaming at the base of his dick. It was the hottest sex they ever had, and her moans were waking neighbors three dorms over. When he did cum, he filled her up with cum, spraying everywhere inside her unprotected cunt. When he retracted his dick, her twat oozed semen like a rest stop urinal cake.
That night, they slept like a real couple, with her head rested tenderly on his chest. He believed he may have finally fucked some sense into her as they drifted to sleep. But in the morning, she was gone from her own dorm room, with only a note left behind.
"Went over to your place, to share in the conquest of your milfy milfy mom. Great job last night, tiger."
Brandon crumpled angrily and marched over to his own bedroom across campus. Busting into the room, he found the slumbering aftermath of what looked like a carnal explosion.
Four used condoms were thrown around the room, with too landing on his very own bed. Two enormous bras, one Lizzie's, one his mom's, were on the floor crumpled. And laying in the bed was that lying son of a bitch Lucas, with the two women curled up onto him.
On his chest was Lizzie, her natural breasts spilling over his sides as they pressed against him. She had a dribble of fresh cum down her thighs, a different load than the one Brandon had planted in her. But more remarkably was the large slab of dick that Lucas was packing. Brandon's gaze followed it upwards, from the fat heavy balls between Lucas's legs all the way up the veiny shaft to where he expected to see a puffy cockhead. Instead, he saw his own mom's pink lips wrapped around the shaft, sucking it tenderly in her sleep.
With the smell of sex inflaming his nostrils, Brandon fought a confusing mix of emotions. He was disgusted at his mom's naked, well fucked body in the arms of his lying roommate. He was infuriated at the big dick asshole who had bedded his sort-of-girlfriend and his mom like common whores. But he was also deeply aroused at a cellular level, between the thick smell of fucking and the two buxom beautifies curled with this hung college freshman.
Instead of yelling or waking them up, he rushed to the communal bathroom and jerked his dick over the toilet. He shot three loads into the water, ignoring the giggling girls who heard him spanking it in the coed bathrooms. With the image of his mom sucking the dick of his roommate, he finally drained the rest of his dick and returned to confront them.
But the room was different. It was perfectly clean, no signs of condoms, and his roommate was alone in the bed, wearing pajamas even.
"What the fuck," Brandon said aloud, confused. Did he dream it all up?
"Morning," Lucas said, stretching awake, "Have a good night?"
"Yeah," Brandon said slowly, full of doubt and confusion, "What about you?"
"Had a great night. Fucked the shit out of my MILF and was officially initiated as a brother."
Could it have been a stress-induced hysteria? Worried about finals, did he imagine the label on his roommate's boxers, the Skype call reception twisted his mother's words? Did he hallucinate the semen soaked bodies of his mom and lover, convinced by Lizzie's cruel but insincere words?
Maybe, he thought.
Brandon brought it up to Lucas gingerly, but the frat boy laughed and said it was silly. Lizzie said she too didn't know what he meant: she and Brandon had been together the night before, and even showed him the crumpled up note she left saying she went out to get breakfast, not laid. Brandon washed his face with water and asked himself if he was having a break with reality.
Three and a half years later, after Lizzie and he had gone their separate ways, after Lucas had long since retreated to his Greek system life, after all finals and even graduation, Brandon looked back on the incident as an insane couple of days, mostly paranoia. But as he deleted all his college emails and planned to leave it behind forever, he got one last message sent with a winky face and a video attachment that he quickly opened.



As the video played, Brandon's heart sunk into his chest. There on the floor of his freshman dorm room were his busty mom and ex-lover, huge tits held out in front of them, as Lucas's fat stiff cock pumped invitingly towards them. It dripped pussy juice and saliva onto their breasts, and the women stuck out their tongues hoping to catch a drop of moisture. "Fuck yes," he groaned, pumping faster, and the bulbous cock head exploded, spraying the two women with young semen.
Though it erupted enough to glaze Lizzie's breasts with cum, Lucas focused his pulsing cock on the mother, spouting white gravy onto her perky tits before lodging the exploding prick inside her mouth. Brandon's mom's cheeks bulged as he filled her mouth with cum. The video caught in perfect resolution her enormous gulp, as the volume of semen traveled down her throat to rest safely in her belly.
"MILF conquered," Lucas said to the camera, "So glad to join you guys in the brotherhood. Peace and love." And the picture cut.
It was clearly not Lucas who sent the video, or Lizzie, or his mom. It was someone in the fraternity who knew with Lucas graduating, there wouldn't likely be consequences for leaking the video. It was someone who wanted to expose Lucas, to give Brandon the motivation to seek revenge for a disloyalty committed over three years before. And that's exactly what Brandon would do.
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The night he was initiated into his fraternity, Lucas shot his load deep inside his meek roommate's MILF of a mom. It was the best sex of his life. She worshiped his young body like it was it was her God and savior incarnate. The pleasure her skilled tongue and thighs brought to him that night were unlike anything the cute young college chicks had tried.
But that wasn't all. Lucas had been fucking his roommate's girlfriend all semester. Lizzie was a cruel bitch, just like Lucas was. She loved the fact that when they fucked, her boyfriend was locked outside of his own room as she let Lucas defile her body with his thrusting rod of a cock.
Lizzie had been there that night as Lucas plowed his first MILF. The cruel bitch ate the MILF's pussy while Lucas pounded her face. With Lizzie and Lucas in control, they made Brandon's mom into their perfect plaything.
Two gorgeous ladies taking care of his prick would be great enough. But Lucas enjoyed the secrecy. He loved lying to Brandon's face the next day. He loved sitting next to the poor fucker while his own prick was still soaked with the pussy juices of the guy's girlfriend and mom.
For the rest of freshman year, Lucas fucked Brandon's mom every chance he got. The slut loved it, and he even managed to convince Brandon there was nothing going on. Meanwhile, every weekend, she was paying for his Uber out to her mansion where he was fucking her on their kitchen floor.
The brothers in the fraternity loved it. They invited the MILF to every party, and got used to having a sexy older woman with big breasts calling them handsome and sucking them off behind the beer pong table.
"Your son is a student here?" asked the fraternity president the first time Brandon's mom blew him in his top floor bedroom. "Fuck, I wouldn't want to be that poor fucker." He shot his load of cum down her throat.
The morning after a party, Lucas would come back to his freshman dorm and find Brandon obliviously studying or sleeping. Lucas would grin mischievously, knowing that the guy's mom was still topless covered in cum back at the frat house.
It culminated in parents weekend, at the end of the school year. Brandon invited his roommate out to dinner to meet his mom for the first time. The guy somehow still had no idea Lucas was fucking his mom regularly. The three of them sat at a fancy restaurant, and Brandon's mom paid for both the boys to have big bloody steak dinners.
Lucas was drunk on wine and confidence, and he undid his trousers under the table and flopped his big cock onto the lap of Brandon's mom next to him.
Without breaking eye contact with her son, the MILF's dexterous hands wrapped around Brandon's prick and stroked its full girthy shaft until he was standing at attention.
As Brandon ate his meal, Lucas shot a load of jizz onto the mom's fingers and wrist.
Casually, as if nothing had happened, Brandon's mom raised her hand to her face and licked her fingers.
"The food here is delicious," she said to her son, sucking the jizz off her hand with her pink tongue.
Then, the end of freshman year. Brandon moved into a new dorm and Lucas moved into the frat house. When sophomore year started, Lucas's phone was still blowing up with sexts from his busty MILF lover, but somehow it was different. Now that Brandon was no longer around every day, fucking his mom silly lost some of its edge.
And since Lizzie and Brandon had broken up, Lucas also was getting bored fucking her. Sure it was great to have two busty sluts on call to suck him off at any time, but there were plenty more busty sluts on campus.
Then, the pledges arrived. Now that Lucas was a full member of the frat, he could order them around like the ants they were.
The first thing he did was demand they each bring him a photo of their moms. He loved watching the look on the pledge class's face as they realized Lucas's horny gaze was coming for their mothers. Brandon reviewed the pictures one by one, tossing the old hags into the garbage. For one of the pledges, he kept the picture neatly to the side. Each of the pledges gulped as they questioned which mom he had selected.
"I'm just fucking with you guys," Lucas lied, and they all breathed a sigh of relief. "Now go clean the frat house."
Of course, Lucas wasn't lying. He was ready to fuck the MILF he had picked.
The mom Lucas went after was a pledge named Larry's. Larry was a tiny guy with rumpled blonde hair, but his mom was a drop-dead natural beauty. He conned his way into her country club by slipping the valet guy a $20. Once inside, he stripped down to a bright green speedo and stepped out confidently by the pool. The place was crowded with young sexy trophy wives, tanning by the pool and drinking while their old rich husbands worked their asses off.
Many of the women tipped down their sunglasses and followed Lucas's bulge with their gaze. They were sexy appealing women, but Lucas strolled right past them. He had his sights on Larry's MILF in the corner.
He stood directly above her chair, momentarily blocking the sun from where she was tanning.
Larry's mom looked better in person. She didn't look a day over 21. Her skin was taut and tan, like a college coed's, and she had modest perky tits that she kept covered in a tiny string bikini. Best of all were her big dick sucking lips. Perfect for slipping his cock into.
"Hey there," he said as she stirred. Larry's mom looked up angrily at the man blocking her sun, but her face turned to surprise when she saw his package. A big young cock shoved into your face will do that to you.
"Hey," she said seductively. Lucas grabbed her slender wrist and led her to the cabana, where he shoved her to her knees.
"You're beautiful," she said to him, but he wasn't looking for compliments. He shoved his hard prick between her lips, shutting her up for the moment.
After draining his balls into her stomach, Larry's mom begged him to stuff her pussy with his young cock.
"Maybe another time," Lucas said, pulling back his speedo. He left the MILF on the floor of the cabana was her perky tits exposed and a look of longing on her face.
When he got back to the frat house, he found Larry scrubbing the floor of the living room with a tooth brush.
"Hey fuckface," he called to Larry, "I got a job for you. Finish up in here later."
Larry obediently followed Lucas up the stairs to his bedroom.
"See all this laundry? Figure out which is clean and which is dirty and then take care of both." He pointed to the huge pile of clothes in the corner.
As Larry worked, Lucas lay on his bed staring at the boy and grinning.
"How badly do you want to be a brother here, pledge?"
"More than life itself," Larry answered. This was the standard answer they were instructed to give when a brother asked this question to them.
"Really?" Lucas said coyly, "And why do you want to be a brother here?" He knew Larry would give the answer they all were ordered to.
"Because the brothers here are all Gods of sex and pleasure who dominate the world of pussy and cunt."
"You're damn right," Lucas said, "I actually just got my prick sucked right before I came here."
"Really?" Larry asked, "Was she hot?"
"Smoking hot," Lucas said, grinning even wider, "I showed her my big prick and she could barely contain her excitement. She wanted to suck it right away."
"That's incredible," Larry said.
"Pretty standard for me. All ladies love it when you're packing a prick as big as mine."
"So what did you do?" Larry asked.
"I fucked her face like I was ending world hunger," he started. "She had these great perky tits that I fondled, and her lips were perfect for taking down this dick."
"She sounds hot," Larry said, "Tell me more."
"What's there to say?" Lucas asked laughing, "I held her by the back of her slut head and fucked her face until every inch of me was clogging her throat."
"Then what happened?" Larry was clearly enjoying the story, having no idea that it was his own mother Lucas was describing.
"What the fuck do you think happened? I came. I flooded the bitch so deep that she'll be tasting my cum tomorrow morning for breakfast."
"Incredible," Larry said, truly in awe.
"You don't know the half of it," Lucas said deviously. "I left that bitch dripping wet with my cum dribbling down her chin. She was begging me to fuck her, but I had already shot my load, so what did I need a slut like her for anymore?"
"She sounds like a real brainless bimbo," Larry said, making Lucas burst into laughter.
After Larry was done sorting the laundry, Lucas reached into his pocket. He pulled out his speedo, which Larry's mom had kissed all over when it was stretched to its limits with his hard boner.
"One last thing," he said, tossing the speedo to Larry. "I want you to wash this one delicately. A true hand wash."
"Yes sir," Larry said, taking the speedo between his fingers.
That night, Lucas got Larry's mom's phone number from the pledge's phone. He added it to his contacts, and then texted it a picture of his big throbbing erection.
"Remember this?" he said, and waited for her to respond. She did almost instantly, sending back a row of drooling heart eyed emojis.
"When r u goin to fuk me?" she typed back, "im dripping." She send back a photo of herself spread wide on her expensive bed sheets, her free hand groping her big tit and twisting its nipple.
"Soon," Lucas replied, "Enjoy one more dick pic as you take care of yourself tonight." He snapped a new pic and send it to Larry's mom confidently.
"im fist deep," Larry's mom said as she prodded herself deeper thinking about Lucas's huge dick.
Over the next month, Lucas traded pics with Larry's mom. Sometimes he would stop by her country club and let her drink his cum, but he never fucked her. He was waiting for his sick game to come to its end.
"I want you to fuck me so bad," she begged the last time he drained himself inside her throat.
"Soon," he promised, leaving her to pleasure herself on the floor of her country club.
It was the last night of pledging. As was tradition, each of the pledges drew from a bucket a small slip of paper. On the paper was their mission for the night: fuck whatever you found on the slip and prove it to the fraternity. Some got "blondes", some got "tatted chick." Of course, the year before, Lucas had gotten "MILF" which had gotten him started on all this in the first place.
But when Larry reached into the bucket, it was rigged. Lucas had made sure that Larry would draw a specific slip he had planted for him.
Larry unfurled his piece of paper before the crowd. His face contorted in confusion.
"My hand?" he read aloud, and the brothers laughed. Larry wasn't even going to get to fuck as part of this thing.
"Don't worry dude," Lucas said, pretending to be Larry's friend, "I'll help you out here. Come up with me."
He brought Larry away from the other brothers and up to his bedroom.
"I just got to jerk off," Larry said, "I don't think I need your help."
"Nonsense," Lucas said, "If the other pledges get to have fun with the challenge, you should as well."
They opened the door to the bedroom. Inside, on the bed, was Lizzie. Lucas had specifically called her for the challenge, and filled her in on the fuck he'd had this semester.
"This is my friend Lizzie," Lucas said, and Lizzie smiled and shook Larry's hand.
"Aren't you cute," Lizzie said, stroking the pledge's hairless chest with her dainty finger. Larry looked at the busty girl up and down, gulping as his pants grew a tent in her presence.
"You want me to, uh, do it in front of her?" Larry asked awkwardly.
"Yeah sweetheart, I can help you," Lizzie said, doing a jerk off motion with her hand and licking her lips. "A young man like you shouldn't be alone. And we can have some fun with it."
"Exactly," Lucas said, "And trust me, we can give you a real thrill."
He pointed to the solid wooden door in the corner of the room. Opening it, Larry looked into the deep dark closet curiously.
"Here you go man," Lucas said, putting a chair inside the closet. He grabbed a bottle of Vaseline from the counter and handed it to the pledge.
"You just sit in here with our friend Lizzie," he ordered the pledge. Larry sat down in the chair, and Lizzie followed and placed her round bottom on the pledge's lap. She giggled as she felt his little boner start to poke into her.
Lucas closed the door shut. Inside the closet, Larry and Lizzie couldn't see a thing, but they could hear Lucas clearly as he promised he would be right back.
"Where's he going?" Larry asked the girl.
"Don't worry about it," she told him, her face pressed against his as she whispered in his ear, "Just stay quiet and we can have some real fun in here."
Larry stayed quiet. He reached for his dick, which was rock hard as he smelled Lizzie's sweet skin, but she pulled his hand away.
"Wait for the fun, sweetie," she whispered condescendingly. He held back.
They heard the door open to Lucas's room. The sound of high heels clicking as two bodies entered the bed room.
"Get down on your knees, now." Lucas's loud booming voice echoed throughout the closet.
"Yes sir," came the voice of his partner. The woman's voice dripped with desire, and Larry and Lizzie listened for the soft sound her knees pressing against the wooden floor.
The zip of Lucas's pants. The woman's voice moaning as she pressed the warm cock against her cheeks. And then, the unmistakable gargling noises of a woman gulping a thick prick down her throat.
Lizzie whispered into Larry's ear. "Why don't you take out that prick of yours and enjoy the show? Lucas has that slut stuffed with his big prick and I bet you're as turned on as I am."
Larry followed the seductive sound of Lizzie's voice and grabbed his own dick. His boner grazed Lizzie's thigh as he touched it, but she didn't reach to help him. The instructions had been for Larry to fuck his own hand, of course.
"Good boy," Lizzie instructed, "Hold that dick in your hand and stroke. I bet you love to stroke yourself. Thinking about all the cute girls you see on TV and in class. I bet you'd love to have a slut slobber on your dick the way Lucas has right now."
Larry gleefully stroked himself as the gargling noises in the room strengthened. Lizzie's hot body pressed into him gave him waves of sexy sensations.
"Keep going," Lizzie ordered in a throaty whisper, "Just keep that cock of yours going."
Meanwhile, in the room, Lucas withdrew his cock from the hot throat of his partner. She let out a gasp as her airwaves unclogged, and he wiped his sticky cock on the cleavage of her big tits poking from her dress.
"I hope you're ready to be fucked," he said. The woman stood up and zipped off her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She wore an elegant pair of hot pink lingerie. Keeping her eyes on his dripping meaty cock, she slipped her panties down her thighs and rubbed her clit for him.
"Fuck me," she begged.
In the closet, Lizzie moaned into Larry's ear. "Lucas's big cock is amazing," she told him, "I've been fucked by it so many times and he always makes me squirm. I bet she's in for a great time."
Lucas spread her legs and positioned his cockhead at her entrance. He felt the slippery entrance with his cock and knew she was hot and ready for him.
With a grin, he shoved into her wet cunt. The splash echoed into the closet, where Lizzie moaned deeper into Larry's ear. Larry's hand was glued to his prick and stroking as hard and fast as he knew how to.
"Fuck me!" shouted Lucas's partner as he did just that. With every inch of his large dick, he expanded and prodded the inner cavity with gusto.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" the partner shouted, rolling out an orgasm and squirting all over Lucas's dick.
"She's getting fucked so good," Lizzie whispered, "I bet her cunt is amazing. You just keep stroking there, little partner."
Lucas watched her big tits jiggle as he fucked her. Knowingly, he grinned thinking about the poor fucker stroking in the closet. Lizzie would be taking care of him.
Larry was lost in his own stroking. The noises of Lucas's fucking swirled in his head and Lizzie fed him instructions. "Keep pumping sweetheart. Don't let any thoughts enter that tiny little head unless they keep you stroking harder."
Larry blissfully kept at it.
"Fuck!" Lucas's partner shouted as she came again. Lucas wasn't even close to finishing, and knew that she would be experiencing many more orgasms before he flooded her snatch with his seed.
Lizzie listened to the soft slapping noises of Larry stroking beneath her. Her own cunt was pulsing with activity as she thought about Lucas in the room, fucking the shit out of Larry's mom while he pumped in the closet unknowingly.
"I want you to touch my breast," she told Larry, letting him grab at her huge right tit with his free hand. He was lost in a world of pumping his cock, and her big fleshy tit fueled him to keep going further.
Lizzie pressed her clit on top of her shorts, the short bursts of feeling propelling her towards her own orgasm.
"Squeeze that breast," she ordered Larry, "Doesn't it feel good? Doesn't a stroking boy like you enjoy the feeling of my big tit in your hand?"
The room echoed with the moans of Larry's mom's orgasm.
Lucas grabbed Larry's mom's sweaty body with his hands. She was taking every inch of his cock, and he was starting to feel the tingle that meant he was ready to cum.
"I'm going to fill you with cum," he promised the slut, "And you're going to love every moment."
"Yes yes yes!" she moaned in agreement, building towards her final orgasm.
Lucas buckled his hips. His balls contracted and he kept the pace of thrusting as he began to spew his loads into the well fucked cunt of Larry's mom.
"Oh my god!" she moaned, her insides exploding with the hot wet splash of young cum inside her.
Inside the closet, Lizzie pulsed herself to her own orgasm, dripping fluids down Larry's leg as he continued to stroke his rock hard boner.
"Fuck!" the MILF shouted as she came. Lucas hadn't stopped cumming, and the hot load of fluids began to leak out of her tight cunt.
"Lick me clean," Lucas ordered, shoving his sticky penis into her lips. She happily traced his shaft with her soft tongue, gulping down the sharp tasting remnants of his load.
Lizzie leaned into Larry's ear. "She's tasting every drop he has," she told him, "Lucas's big cock and those beautiful cock sucking lips."
Lucas breathed a sigh of relief. He listened carefully, and could heard the sound of Larry still pumping away in the closet.
He lifted the sticky MILF off his bed and helped her up. She slipped back on her panties and zipped up her dress. Even in the expensive outfit, she still looked like a common whore with sperm coating her big tits and dripping down her thighs.
"That was incredible," she told Lucas, but he ushered her out of his bedroom with a grin.
"I bet that slut is sleeping well tonight," Lizzie whispered into Larry's ear. "Are you ready to make your little mess yet?"
"Yes," Larry mumbled.
"Okay sweetie, go ahead and shoot that load of yours."
And he did. Larry pumped out a load of cum which splashed onto Lizzie's thighs. He kept pumping, shooting load after load of cum onto Lizzie's thigh.
"What a big boy," Lizzie said, wiping the cum with her finger and tasting it between her lips, "How was that?"
"Incredible," Larry said, "Who was that slut Lucas was pounding? She sounded hot."
"I bet she was," Lizzie said grinning. "Now let's get you downstairs, little man, it sounds like you are ready to be initiated as a brother."
Larry marched down the stairs of the frat house with Lizzie at his side. Even though he had just cum, Lizzie's big tits jiggling on the staircase was starting to get him hard again.



He was greeted with a crowd of brothers, Lucas included. He had just returned after shepherding his well-fucked partner into an Uber outside.
Larry never learned that the slut Lucas was pounding was his own delicate MILF mom. But even after the pledge was initiated, Lucas didn't stop fucking her. He visited the slut's country club multiple times a month, taking the MILF into the cabana with some of her hot MILF friends.
To return the favor, he had brought Lizzie with him on occasion. Larry's mom turned out to eat ass particularly well, making Lizzie moan and cum all over her pretty little face.
Two and a half years later, when Lucas was graduating, Larry got an email in his inbox. He opened it, and was surprised to see a message mentioning Lucas. He remembered Lucas as the brother who had helped him as a pledge, but then not paid much attention to him once he became a brother. He didn't know why someone would be emailing him about Lucas right after the guy had graduated.
He opened the file attached. They were screenshots of old text messages Lucas had sent. Larry looked at the first photo, and was taken aback at the enormous dick pic Lucas was sending. "Shit this guy is well hung," Larry said, impressed at the size compared to his own puny length.
He clicked through. The woman he was texting was drooling, saying how badly she wanted to suck it.
"Can't blame her," he nodded, "I bet Lucas had lots of girls on their knees hoping to get a taste of that big thing."
Then he kept going. He was shocked when he saw the nude photo the woman had sent back. It was a pair of beautiful perky breasts and toned taut skin. Except it was clear now that this gorgeous woman was his own true mother!
"Fuck!" Larry shouted, realizing the truth. Lucas had been fucking his mom!
He looked all over the message for signs of the sender. It was someone who knew that Lucas was doing shit like this was getting away with it. As Larry flashed through the messages again, seeing his mom begging for Lucas's hard young cock, his chest pulsed with anger. He was going to make Lucas pay for this, even if the fucker had pounded his mom.
Another message pulsed up on his screen. It was from a guy named Brandon, a student at the school who had just graduated with Lucas.
"Hey," it said, "You don't know me, but I think we might have a certain enemy in common."
Larry smiled as he read the message from Brandon. Whoever had sent the emails, Brandon, and now Larry were ready to take this bully on.
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Readers, this is a mom and son cuckolding story. That means that the central idea of the story is a hot MILF getting banged by guys to her son's humiliation. These kinds of stories don't have happy endings, and the son never fucks the mom. It's not incest, it's much closer to humiliation cuckolding. If you don't like stories like that, don't read this! If you do, please rate and comment. As always, my messages are open to readers who want to chat.
*****
Gerry was visiting Lovakistan with his young mother Trisha. Gerry had just graduated high school, and since he wasn't accepted to any colleges, his mom decided to help his bruised feelings by taking him on a backpacking trip in a foreign land. Unfortunately, neither the lackluster Gerry nor his single-mom Trisha had enough money to take them to a beautiful city like Dubai or Paris, so they were stuck in more obscure exotic countries like Lovakistan.
When the plane landed, both Gerry and his mom felt a strong wave of culture shock. All the women there were covered in dark robes from head to toe, with barely a slit for the eyes. The website Trisha had researched had said that foreigners were not expected to obey all the local customs, but as they walked through the terminal they realized there were only locals there.
Gerry looked at his mom and felt the rough scrape of embarrassment. His buxom mom was dressed in a v-neck t-shirt with prominent cleavage. Next to the local women, her tits were attracting a lot of attention.
Gerry's mom was very dedicated to fitness and spent a lot of time at the gym. This gave her a very slim physique that hid her age very well. Guys who saw her with her son often assumed they were brother and sister. They never said boyfriend and girlfriend, only because Gerry was so obviously unfit to date someone as hot as his busty slim mother.
They loaded their bags into a dingy car that took them through the city to their hostel.
"You Americans?" asked the cabbie in thick accented English.
"Yes," Trisha answered.
"I see," he said, "What brings you here?"
"Vacation," she said.
The cabbie laughed.
"Vacation? Only dumb Americans would choose a shithole like this for vacation."
They rode in silence for the rest of the ride.
Their hostel was a dirty two -story building. The cabbie practically threw their bags onto the street.
"You Americans," he said hastily, "Dumb Americans choose worst part of town for rooming." And he sped away.
They carried their bags up the stairs and towards the bedroom. They opened the door and found another surprise waiting for them.
In the room were not two beds, but ten beds crammed so closely together you would be practically sleeping on top of each other.
Two shirtless men reclined in the corner beds. They were smoking cigarettes and reading newspapers, but looked up at the pair of Americans when they walked in.
"No women," one shouted in broken English, "You must leave now."
"No women?" Trisha asked worriedly, "But the website said-"
"Fuck website," he responded, "This is men's only dorm."
"Except for the whores," the other said, smarmily, "We allow whores to come in. Are you a whore?"
Trisha was at a loss for words.
Gerry and Trisha marched down the stairs and went to the manager's office. He was a pudgy balding man smoking a cigar behind a large desk.
"Sir," Trisha began, "Are there any other rooms for us to stay in? Two men upstairs were very rude to us."
The hostel bureaucrat laughed at her face.
"Other rooms? This is not the royal palace. There is the room, and the room I sleep in."
"Well is there any way we can stay in that room?"
The man looked at Trisha's exposed body with his leering eyes.
"You want to stay with me? I would not keep a big breasted whore like you from my bed."
Trisha's body squirmed in discomfort as the manager ogled her chest.
"Come lean a little closer," he implored with wet lips. Trisha's face tightened in fear as she vaulted her chest over the desk towards the man.
"Mmm, yes, very nice," he said, peeking his eyes down the neck of her shirt. He lifted her breasts with his grubby hands, appreciating their weight.
"Your mother is classic American whore," he said to Gerry, juggling her tits in his hands, "Great American tits."
Smug and satisfied, he reclined back in his seat and told them they could stay.
Disgusted and defeated, Trisha and Gerry climbed back up the stairs and set their bags on the two beds in the opposite corners.
"American whore returns," said the smarmy man, "How nice for us."
Gerry and his mom left and went sightseeing, checking out the ancient historical sites the city hosted.
Late that night, they returned to the hostel to find the room empty. Pleased, they each undressed carefully and took the two beds in the farthest corners.
Gerry's mom didn't bother wearing too much to bed. She had on a thin white shirt that covered her tits but showed off her tan midriff. She did a few crunches in her bed to stay in shape before turning off the lights.
Gerry and his mom were awoken late that night when the bright lights of the room blared on.
Nine big shirtless local men entered the room, chattering in a foreign language. They were boisterous and loud, and instinctively Trisha sat up in bed to see what was going on.
"American whore!" shouted one familiar man, "You did not leave after all."
The gang of men sat down on the bed right beside her.
"She's got a great body," one of them said, "And very clear skin."
"Hey man, are you sharing her? How much for her?"
"What? She's not for sale," Gerry said, disgusted.
"Come on," one said, and fished out some bills from his pocket. "Just let me use the mouth of this American whore."
"She's not a whore," Gerry cried defensively, "She's my mother!"
The man looked puzzled, and muttered the word aloud.
"Mother," he said, followed by the translated word when he realized what it meant.
"Oh mother! Haha, American boy is whore's son!"
With that, they all burst into laughter. All respect they had for Gerry was lost when they learned this was not his whore, but his own beloved mom.
One of them said something in their language, and they all laughed. The conversation slipped away from Gerry and his mom as the men settled in on their beds.
"One bed too few," one of them finally said, counting the guests in the room.
"Don't worry," one said, sitting down on the comforter next to Gerry's mom, "I'll sleep with her."
He slipped his legs underneath the covers and crept his body up against Trisha's.
"Excuse me," Gerry cried as the man began to nuzzle his mother's neck, "Please!"
"Alight, alright," he said, and stood up from the bed, "It was joke."
Two of the strangers took a bed and they turned off the lights. Gerry and his mom fell back to their sleep.
The next morning, Trisha woke up before the group and snuck out to get breakfast for her and her sleeping son. Once she left, the sun rose and shone brightly through the window, waking up the crowd.
Everyone awoke and began chattering in the language Gerry didn't speak. They marched away to the showers, and Gerry joined them.
Arriving there, Gerry learned that the washroom provided no privacy. The toilets, showers, and sinks all stood in one perfectly open room, everyone exposed together.
The men took no worries shedding off their clothes and tossing them away. Their lanky dark skinned bodies looked different to Gerry, who was pudgy from his McDonalds diet and lack of exercise. They also had hairy dark cocks that swung prominently between their legs.
No one seemed ashamed of their cocks or their nudity. Why should they be? thought Gerry, who tried not to stare. Their hairy, uncircumcised dicks were all long and distinctive, unlikely Gerry's own meager package. They unabashedly scratched and stroked their cocks, cleaning them with soap and squeezing out drops of piss into the toilet.
"You faggot?" asked one of the men to Gerry, catching him staring. The man had clearly the most impressive package, a long thick cock that was spewing murky piss into the toilet.
He grinned confidently at the American, who shied away from the conformation.
"Come here, faggot American, and drink some of this." He sprayed more piss into the porcelain bowl.
He laughed as Gerry hid away, disgusted.
When the men were washed, they dressed and filed out of the building. A couple minutes later, Gerry's mom returned with bread and coffee.
Gerry and his mom took a walk through one of the most crowded parts of the city. Since they had seen most of the sights yesterday, today they were more aimless.
As they walked through the busy market place, many men were staring at Trisha. She seemed more interested in the culture and wares people were selling, but Gerry noticed everything. The men pointing and staring. The whispered curses under their breath. Men who walked by her brushed up against her tits and ass, grabbing them unasked. Gerry even noticed a salesman sitting quietly behind his counter, stroking his cock enthusiastically as he stared at the American whore passing by.
After a while, Gerry noticed one man was following them. He was alone, and Gerry didn't know what to do.
"Hey Americans," he called in rough English. Trisha turned around with a smile to greet him, and Gerry cursed himself for not running away.
"I have a great deal on a tour site, very ancient, very famous. One American dollar each, yes?"
Trisha seemed delighted to accept the man's offer, even as Gerry got an uneasy feeling in his stomach.
The man led the Americans towards a corner of the marketplace, and down some adobe steps smelling of stale water.
Inside, it looked like a normal basement to Gerry, but their would-be tour guide began to explain that this was an ancient prayer zone from many centuries ago.
"Wow," Trisha exclaimed, and pointed to another set of stairs, "It goes deeper?"
"Yes it does, and there are many artifacts worth seeing below. But it is a sacred space, and I'm afraid there are conditions before you can enter."
Trisha nodded and asked him to explain.
"Mom, I don't have a good feeling about this," Gerry tried to warn her.
"Hush," she called to him, "This is a unique cultural opportunity and we should see it."
"Mom, I don't know."
"Please ignore my ignorant son," she said to the tour man, dismissing Gerry with a wave of her hand, "What conditions are there to enter?"
"There are many," he said, "And if you commit to descend and do not follow them, it is of great offense to the gods and they will curse you deeply."
"A curse?" she asked, seemingly genuinely afraid.
"Yes, but if you obey you will be blessed with their love."
"Okay, she said, grabbing Gerry by the arm, "We commit to descend."
"Excellent," said the man, and grabbed the waistband of his pants. "First, you must completely disrobe."
"Disrobe?" Gerry's mom hesitated, but remembered her commitment just a moment before. "Well, I guess."
The tour guide's lusty eyes watched as the busty mom grabbed her shirt by the hem and lifted it up over her head. Her perky tan breasts shook in her bra. She reached for her shorts and unbuttoned the clasp, shimmying as she peeled them off her thick hips and bottom.
"You have a beautiful figure," complimented the man, practically drooling. Turning to Gerry, "you should be proud of your mother."
"Oh thank you," Trisha said, blushing.
"You as well," he said to Gerry. Gerry clumsily disrobed, his pale flabby body hunched over in the corner. He stood awkwardly in his boxer shorts.
"I'm afraid those must go as well," the tour guide said, pointing to their undergarments.
Without a word, Gerry's mom unclasped her bra and let it falls from her round perky bosom. Her nipples stood proudly at attention, a startling pink on her deeply tan flesh.
Slipping her legs cleanly, she shed her panties as well. Her shaved, pert vulva glistened in the glow of the torch light.
Gerry, on the other hand, shed his boxers sheepishly. Instinctively, he covered his genitals with his hand.
"Honey relax," Trisha said, touching his shoulder lightly with her delicate fingers, "This is a religious experience."
Gerry slowly uncovered himself. By this time, the tour guide had shed his clothes as well, and he stood proudly nude before the mother and son. Like the men in the shower, he had a hairy uncircumcised cock, which he wagged slightly as if by habit. The massive thing stuck to the side of his leg with sweat.
Gerry revealed his genitals to the room. His white dick and balls were shriveled and small, hidden behind rolls of fat. Next to his mother's radiant body, he looked like a different species of animal.
Trisha looked at the sunken body of her son, and her eyes bulged when her gaze drew to the impressive cock of their tour guide. She had never given any thought to something like her son's genitals, but now that she saw his dick for the first time, her heart sank. The poor thing was sort of pathetic, especially compared to the kinds of cocks Trisha liked to enjoy. She realized that if she were dating a man with a dick like her son's she would try to find a way to break up with him! Poor kid.
"Shall we go down?" she finally said, "I'm excited to see what's below."
"I'm afraid not yet," grinned the tour guide, "We are not yet finished."
He reached into a cupboard and pulled out a jar filled with what looked like thick wax.
"The gods ask that we be properly adorned before their presence." He reached into the jar and scooped a handful of the substance, which he began to smear over his body.
The coating left his skin shining in the light, and he handed the jar to Gerry.
"Please coat yourself," he commanded, "And I will help your mother."
Without permission, the man began to rub the wax all over Trisha's skin. He massaged her flesh with his bare hands, delicately squeezing her breasts, thighs, and ass as he made her skin sparkle like a precious metal.
Gerry plastered himself with the gross wax, and he felt he looked like some sort of sewer rat fresh from filthy water.
Meanwhile, Gerry's mother began to glow like a goddess. Her wet skin, taut muscles, and gorgeous figure glowed under the beautiful wax.
"This is beautiful," she said, admiring her shining tits and ass, "Can I buy some to bring home with me?"
"No, you cannot," he said, "It's made here on premises using special ingredients that are illegal outside this country."
"Illegal? For what reason?"
"They are made from poached rhino horn," he explained, "Highly illegal activity, but the strongest aphrodisiac known to man."
"Aphrodisiac?" she asked, and her eyes began to simmer shut, "Oh I think I feel it."
"Indeed," he said, "Me as well."
He pointed to his groin, where his glistening cock was standing at full attention. The man confidently waved his shining erection at the two, which looked like a baseball bat in its size and thickness.
Gerry glanced down at his own crotch in horror. His pecker too was hard. The couple of inches were pulsing with blood and rock solid, like a milk white crayon.
"Oh," moaned his mother sensually. All three of them glanced down at her crotch, which was visibly flooding with juices. Thick viscous precum dripped from her lips and onto the dirt floor below.
The tour guide licked his lips, and Gerry felt embarrassed and repulsed.
"Let us descend," he called, swinging his hips and cock around towards the steps. From within the basement, the three descended deeper into the ground below.
The stairs seemed to continue forever. Gerry saw the light from the top start to fade into darkness as they crept down, completely nude. Soon, there was nothing to see as they fell into darkness. Only then did the stairs end, and they stepped onto solid ground.
The room was lit with candles. It took a moment for Gerry's eyes to adjust to the light, but by the time he could see, it was already too late.
He was thrust into one of two steel bar cages in the basement. On the other side of the room, his slippery mother was stuffed into the other. The cages locked shut.
"Stupid Americans," the man said, digging through the pockets of their discarded clothes and taking their wallets and phones.
"You fuckers think you can come to this country and that we won't try to rob the shit out of you?"
Gerry struggled to adjust to the light. What was becoming visible to him was the tour guide's massive cock, hard and standing before him like a light house's beacon. He looked over to his caged mom, who looked scared and trembling. Between the candlelight and the oils, his mom's glowing tits seemed to defy gravity.
"You're lucky that this mother is such a fine woman," he said to the pair, "Because otherwise, I'd sell you to the political agents who love stranded Americans."
He laughed and waved his shining brown dick.
"Instead, I'm going to keep you and have my way."
He inserted his hard dick between the bars of Trisha's cage. The tour guide's grinning figure held his cock in his hand and waved it before Gerry's mother. The tip of the cock was brown and large. In what seemed unusual to Gerry, the cock was dripping a continuous viscous flow of pre-cum. It was not in a single emission, but in a steady flow of thick moving seepage. The shaft crept inches closer towards his mother, dripping the fluids onto the floor in a sticky puddle.
Gerry watched as his mom's gaze settled into a blind, blank stare. Her body was glistening with oil, but her thighs were also sticky with her sexual juices. Her cunt throbbed and pulsed visibly.
She dragged her hand along her thighs and landed in her center. She began to massage herself privately, unaware of the room around her. Gerry wondered if she could even intellectually understand what was going on, given the intense dosage of the cream smeared all over her.
Gerry's thoughts were quickly disintegrating too, however. The deep darkness of the room and the visceral urgency of his penis made the rest of the world melt away. As his mother stroked her clit in deep circles, Gerry's jaw fell in fear.
"Come on little slut," he said, "Take it."
Gerry's mom opened her perfect mouth and got closer to the tour guide's dick. She approached it with deep hunger in her eyes, hoping to engulf it completely inside her.
"What a slut indeed," the tour guide said, and withdrew his cock from the cage before Trisha could suck it.
He reached the cage door and unlocked it. Trisha stirred from where she had crouched on the floor and crawled towards the cock like a prowling lioness.
"Come, we will make love," the man said, leading her towards a second room with a trail of his pre-cum. Gerry watched in horror as his mom sniffed towards the penis like a wild beast. Then, the loud slam shut of the second room's door closing.
Gerry was horrified thinking about what the tour guide was doing to his mom in the second room. But, to his surprise, the effects of the rhino horn were affecting him as well. He couldn't help but focus on the throbbing hardon between his legs. His little pecker was so slippery and hard. He wanted so badly to reach down and stroke it. It was already so slippery...
He thought about all the gorgeous women he had known in his life. His high school crush, and her perfect tan thighs in the school uniform skirt. The models in the magazine he kept under his mattress, spread eagle on the beach, with eyes screaming for him to succumb.
But his mind's eye could not ignore the other room, where his mom was slippery and naked, being stuffed with a foreign con-man's hard brown dick. It made him want to vomit.
His throbbing cock called to him. He pinched his shaft with two fingers and felt a wave of intense euphoria rise through his body. Holy shit, he thought, This is the best feeling I have ever had.



He took the whole shaft in his fist and started pumping. The sensation flowered through him like spilling hot coffee in his lap. He could feel the flow of his blood through his entire body as more was directed to his vibrating erection.
With his thrusting arm, he accidentally banged up against the door to his cell. To his surprise, it clinked open and he was suddenly free. The door had not been properly locked!
Torn between escaping to save his mom and his own throbbing erotic feeling, he pried his hand away from his dick. His little red erection called back to him, but he stayed strong.
He started to vault towards the second room, but stopped himself. The man was bigger than him, and could have a weapon. He needed to escape, and get help.
Gerry quickly dressed and raced up the stairs out of the lair. His little dick poked through his pants, and he tried to cover it as he ran through the city streets.
He ran to the only place he knew to go: the dormitory where he stayed. When he got upstairs, he found four of his roommates sitting at the table, smoking cigarettes and reading newspapers.
"Little American boy," they said, despite being around his age, "Where is the mother with the big tits?"
"I need your help," Gerry explained, out of breath from running so far. He explained that he needed their help to save his mother from a vicious tour guide.
"Stupid American bimbo," a man said, "Getting herself into to trouble. I knew she would be taken, walking through the streets with those big breasts jiggling like a whore."
The men laughed, miming her big tits like they were sucking on them and holding them.
Gerry didn't find it funny. But eventually, the men rose from their seats and agreed to follow Gerry.
He led them to the tour-man's place. They stomped down the stairs together, and Gerry pointed to the door where the man took his mother.
The room shook with the loud moans of Gerry's mom being fucked in the other room. The tour man grunted in rhythm and Trisha's loud American voice begged for him to fuck her even deeper.
The men Gerry pushed him back. Gerry stood crouched in the corner, fearful of the tour-man's reaction, and the men began to knock down the door.
They succeeded. The door swung open and the four men rushed in.
Gerry heard the tour-guide yell in the foreign language. The four men yelled back, and Trisha's surprised voice gasped as bodies pushed and shoved bodies.
Out came the tour-guide, shoved through the door-frame like a sack of wheat. One of the men followed, towering over the tour-guide with a twisted smile.
He picked the tour man up by his neck and threw him into the cell where Gerry had escaped. Gerry breathed a sigh of relief, but it was too soon. Next, the man came to where Gerry sat and tossed him into the cell as well.
As the door to the cell locked, Gerry and the tour man begged for help. But it was no use. The man disappeared into the room with Gerry's mother, and the door slammed shut as the four of them approached the slippery horny American woman.
"You fucking idiot," the tour man said to Gerry, "You interrupt me fucking your mother so that four new brutes can fuck her? I had not even finished."
He waved his huge erection at Gerry, who was so close that he had to press against the bars of the cage to keep from touching it.
"I was balls deep in that beautiful white pussy," he said, "And now look at me! You idiot American scum!"
Gerry gulped as he realized the severity of their situation. Now, on the other side of the wall, there were four uncircumcised dick penetrating and pleasuring his dear mom.
It was clear she was enjoying it. The walls of the basement shook with every thrust of the eager men taking advantage. The moans of Gerry's mom, interrupted a moment ago, now became even louder as the four men found new ways to stuff her holes and make her cum.
"I can't take it," the frustrated tour man said, taking his long dick in his hand and stroking furiously.
"Hey man, come on," Gerry pleaded, trying to keep his body as far as he could from the masturbating man.
"Shut the fuck up," the man said, "This is your fault, fucking moron."
The man wanked his long cock harder, listening to the moans and shrieks of Gerry's beautiful busty mom.
"It's good she was so wet," the man said, indicating to his prick which was dripping with juices, "I am still covered in her."
Gerry neared retched his meal up hearing that. The smell that flooded the room was a mix of the man's potent masculine secretions and those of his mom's soaking wet pussy.
The rhino horn must have sustained the man's lasting time, because it was dozens of minutes later and he was still stroking himself as passionately as when he began. The moans from Gerry's mother had transformed multiple times: shrill and sharp punctuated burst had turned into deep sensual screams, and finally the rolling ecstatic tonal bursts that currently shook the cage in which the two men sat.
The voices gradually died down until there was silence. Then, the door burst open and the four men stepped out. They were covered in sweat, their nude bodies shining in the candle light. Their big cocks were flaccid and dripping with the remnants of juices. And they laughed, patting each other and smiling.
Out came Gerry's mom, looking like she had been through a car wash. She was splattered with sweat and semen, dripping down her face, breasts and stomach. Her hair had clumps of cum sticking it together, and her flat belly button was full of white gooey jizz. Her thighs and asshole were dripping, proving that the men had used every hole available and hadn't had any courtesy to pull out.
"Get dressed, American whore," they called, ignoring the men in the cage.
"Let us out!" Gerry yelled, but they ignored him further.
When Trisha had put on her panties, skirt, and bra, she reached from her shirt and they stopped her.
"Actually no shirt," they said, throwing the tight cotton shirt against the wall, "You walk in public with big tits in bra, like American whore you are."
Gerry's mom was too exhausted and well fucked to want to protest.
"Let's go," they called, and began walking up the stairs.
"Fucking let us out!" Gerry called, but they ignored them and disappeared with Gerry's mom.
The tour man had not stopped masturbating, increasing his pace when Trisha's beautiful glowing body had appeared in view.
"I can reach that shirt," he said, pausing to grab Gerry's mom's shirt through the bars. He did it, and sniffed the garment closely under his nose to take in the scent of Trisha's skin.
"Such big tits," he said, laughing, and rubbed the cotton fabric against his dick and balls. Gerry shirked away, disgusted, but the man paid him no attention.
"Fuck!" he cried in English, then began moaning in the other language. Gerry glanced over to see the matter, and found that the tour-guide was finally ejaculating. Rivers of white cum sprayed from his cock into the shirt, which soaked the semen into its porous fabric even as more and more rushed onto it.
"American whore, such big tits," the man muttered as his dick fell soft.
"You asshole," he said, finally spent and coming back to his senses, "Now we are trapped to die in this miserable basement."
Gerry cowered in the corner, scared the man may hit him. But he didn't, and the two kept quiet in their own corners of the cell.
The night arrived, and Gerry and the man fell asleep silently. It wasn't clear when and if they would ever be rescued.
Then, in the middle of the night, Gerry felt a nudge on his cheek. He looked up, and saw his own beautiful mother prodding him awake.
"Shhh," she cried, careful not to wake the tour man. She was still wearing only a bra, and reached into her deep cleavage to pull out the key to the cage where he was trapped.
Carefully, she undid the lock, and Gerry crawled out to freedom. Before they left, Trisha reached into the cage and grabbed her shirt from where it lay at the man's feet.
Gerry wanted to warn her, but he didn't know how to do it without waking the tour-man. Instead, he watched in horror as she slipped the slimy garment over her head and pressed the soaking wet cum onto her dry white tits and stomach.
Unfazed, she led Gerry up the stairs to freedom. The market place was quiet, and they crept back to the dorm and to safety.
Or so they thought. Because right when they got to the dorm lobby, the owner of the hostel glared at them angrily.
"Stupid American whore, there is curfew to this respectable establishment," the man yelled, pointing at her breasts shaking in their top.
"And what is this you are covered in?" he asked, pointing to the areas of the shirt where the tour-guide 's cum has soaked through to her skin.
"I am calling the authorities," he said, grabbing Trisha's white arm and restraining her behind the desk.
It wasn't long before two grinning bearded officers arrived and looked Trisha up and down.
"Fucking Americans," they scoffed, "Think they can come here and do whatever they want." One man reached to Trisha and felt her breasts over the shirt, while the other stuck his hands down her waist and grabbed her ass cheeks.
They hand cuffed the American before Gerry could even protest. They shoved her out the door with her hands tied behind her back, and shoved her roughly into the back of their squad car.
"That's my mom!" Gerry yelled, trying to get them to stop.
"Shut up or we will take you with us," they called. The hostel owner looked smug as he watched Gerry's mother being man handled in the back seat of the car by one officier as the other drove it away.
"Good riddance to the big tit whore," he said, with no sympathy for the son who witnessed the arrest.
Gerry sulked up the stairs, unsure of what to do. When he got up, he found the four men who had fucked his mother describing in detail how it had happened, gesturing with their hands about her sumptuous ass and big tits. They cried out in the language he didn't understand, but it was clear what they were saying.
"When is my turn with the American whore?" one asked Gerry, but Gerry didn't answer. He didn't trust these men at all, and he fell asleep as they continued to taunt him about his mom's big tits an beautiful white ass.
The next morning, Gerry got a called on his cell. It was his mother, calling from a hard-to-hear connection with lots of static and noise.
"I don't know where they've taken me," she said, "I don't have much time. I had to suck the long penis of a guard here to get access to his phone, and I can't have it for very much longer."
Gerry shivered thinking of his mom's naked cold body slurping down on the big dick of her captor.
"But they said they are taking me far away. I don't have any paperwork and no one listens to me. I don't think these are government officials, or if they are they aren't serving the people's needs!"
Gerry heard a masculine voice behind that of his mother's.
"They have me in a holding cell with ten other prisoners," she admitted, "All men, and they've been giving me dirty looks and showing me their big unwashed dicks. They keep accusing me of teasing them, and if I don't get out of here soon I'll have to find a way to make them calm."
There was a loud wrinkle and noise. Someone shouted.
"I have to go," Trisha said to her son, asking him to call the American embassy and get help for her
Gerry heard a loud voice on the other end of the phone. "Open that pretty mouth, little American," it shouted, followed by the sound of his mom's throat being clogged with dick.
The phone cut off. Gerry did what he was told, and raced to the American embassy and asked to speak to an official.
He waited in a cold emotionless room for an hour before someone came in to see him. It was a gruff American army officer, big mustache on top of his grizzled aged face.
"What's the problem, son?" the man asked him, cutting right to business. Gerry told his story, leaving out some of the raunchier details, but ending with the idea that his mom had been abducted and he needed help.
"Those bastards," the man cried, "Fucking insurgents. We'll find your mom, don't worry."
Gerry was fearful, but relieved that he was finally get some help.
The soldiers set Gerry up in a barracks while he waited for the army to organize a rescue effort. They offered to send him home to America, but he said he wanted to stay local and help the search for his mom.
"You can't help," the officer told him, "This is now the jurisdiction of the US Armed Forces."
It was a week before he heard anything. He lived quietly in the barracks, watching daytime American tv on a tiny screen and worrying about his mom.
Then, he got another phone call. He alerted the officer, who had the phone tapped as a team of experts listened to the conversation on their machines.
"I don't know where I am," Trisha admitted, whispering, "But they have moved me all over the place, each time putting a bag over my head so I wouldn't see where I was going. The men would touch and grope me when I was visionless with my hands cuffed behind me, it was awful! And then at night, they would record videos."
"Videos!" cried the general to the team, and the experts scribbled notes quickly.
The line cut. They weren't able to trace the call, but they had a lead.
The army's local officials spoke to their contacts, asking if anyone knew about the source of any videos filmed locally. Finally, one contact came through, and the army base got a delivery of a DVD wrapped in local newspaper.
Gerry was nervous when the officer popped it into the video player. The entire team of soldiers and experts had gathered to analyze the footage.
The screen clicked on. It wasn't what Gerry had prepared for. The room was a beautiful spacious living room, with elegant carpets and furniture. A man was sitting in a sweater and khakis, with large glasses reading a magazine. He was clearly local to the region and not American, but he looked wealthy and respectable, even docile.
"Holy shit," the officer said, 'This is one of the most wanted targets of the American forces: Dr. Terry Sali."
Dr. Sali read his magazine peacefully in the footage as the team scrambled to record and analyze their notes. Then, out of the left frame emerged a figure. It was Gerry's mom, her perfect white skin and seductive eyes easily identifying her to the room. She was spotlessly washed, with her hair and makeup done perfectly. She was topless, with her big white breasts elegantly oiled with fine lotion. She had one lots of beautiful gold and emerald jewelry, and a gold chain around her waist like a belly dancer. She wore a long flowing skirt made out of thin purple mesh, which was completely see-through so that her shaved white pussy was visible.
The room scribbled notes as Gerry's mom approached Dr. Sali on the couch, holding two glasses of champagne. She handed one to Dr. Sali, and the two looked in each other's eyes and they drank.
"What the fuck!" the head officer yelled, "She doesn't look like a prisoner to me! She looks like a traitor!"
The team raced in and out of the room, giving orders to men on big satellite phones and trading documents with each other.
Gerry, however, kept his eyes on the screen. He watched as his mom drank down her champagne, and then reached her fingers towards Dr. Sali's belt buckle. She unzipped his fly and reached for his big cock. She gazed at it lovingly, and then took the thing between her lips and sucked.
The footage showed her in all sorts of sexual positions with the enemy. His cock ramming her tonsils while her eyes betrayed her pleasure in the experience. Her pussy sliding on top of his lap, eager to be filled with cock. Then, he penetrated her ass, and shot his load deep inside her colon, screaming in the foreign language about what a common American whore she was!
The officer ordered the video replayed, and slowly most of the team quieted down. For the soldiers, big and bulk and in the prime of their masculinity, it had been months since they had had any sexual experience. Out on a tour of war, it was lonely and womanless, and they loved watching Trisha's big bouncing breasts, even as she sucked at the cock of the enemy.
"We know the complex," the officer admitted, "It's a mansion a couple kilometers out of town. We'll stage an invasion tonight and try to rescue your mom. But I have to warn you, if she returns in one piece, we may have to try her for high treason for what she's done in this video."
Gerry gulped, unsure of what outcome was worse.
That night, Gerry couldn't sleep. He knew that the soldiers were on their way to the mission, armed with big guns and ready to shoot.
He tossed and turned imagining the outcomes. Maybe the mission would fail, and all the soldiers would be lost. Not only would his mother still be performing sexual acts to the enemy, the army would be even more upset and likely to refuse to try to rescue her anymore. And if they were successful, she could be shipped back home and the whole country might see his mom's body sucking the cock of an enemy as part of her trial.
He stayed up all night, waiting. Then, in the sunlight, one solider returned. A woman in dark dessert camo.
"The mission was a success," she announced, "We eliminated the enemy and retrieved the subject."
"Great work," the officer declared, "Where is the rest of the squad?"
"We were unsure of the determination of the tape," she said, awkwardly, "And if we would want to bring a possible traitor onto the base. So she is being heavily guarded in Safe House 6AGHB."
"Excellent thinking, soldier," the officer said, smiling.
"Where is my mom?" Gerry asked.
"We can't tell you," he said, "Not while the investigation is still ongoing."
Gerry waited all day, hoping for some information. But there was nothing. Then, night fell and some of the soldiers from the mission returned home.
"Best mission I ever signed up for," Gerry overheard one saying to his friend, "We invaded the home of that fucker and got every last one of those men. Squad leader said we are all getting multiple medals of bravery for it."
"Fuck that's awesome," said his mate, but the soldier wasn't finished.
"Then we find that traitor bitch. We were all pissed that she risked our lives finding someone who was so disgusting with the enemy, but you have to admit she has a great fucking body."
"Totally," said the other soldier, "I watched that tape like ten times, thinking about those big tits."
"They looked even better in person," he said, "And for a woman of her age, she had a perfect tight pussy, like a 20 year old."
"You saw her pussy?" the solider asked, "In person?"
"Saw it?" the other solider laughed, "We took her back to the safe house and she was jumping for joy for rescuing her. We still weren't sure if it was an act or not, but she said she wanted to thank each of us individually for our bravery."
"No fucking way," the friend said.
"Fuck yes. She took us each into the bedroom and stripped down like a total fucking slut. We were still pissed, but it made the sex even better. I destroyed her pussy, and then was still raging hard enough to destroy her ass as well."
"Isn't she some guy's mom?"
"Who the fuck cares! She looks amazing, and who can say no to some big tits?"
"Tell me there's still time to sign up for a guard shift."
"Go for it, I think the next squad is leaving now."
Gerry gulped as he eyed the long line of soldiers getting into the van to the safe house. Each one was muscular and grinning, clearly excited at the change for some ripe pussy.
It took two days for the men to bring Trisha back. During that time, Gerry overheard scores of soldiers talking about their "guard duty."
"I swear she sucks better dick than my girlfriend back home."



"I drained more nut down her throat than I did down the barrack shower drains in both my tours combined."
"I got her number to hit up when I'm states side. Bitch said I had a bigger cock than any man she'd fucked before." To demonstrate, he whipped out his big white cock for the room, which frightened Gerry as he imagined that monster prodding around his mother's insides.
Finally, he was reunited with Trisha. She arrived by helicopter wearing a long flowing dress and white sun hat. Gerry knew enough about the politics of the army base that such gifts could have only been given by the army base officer himself, who there were rumors had spent the night doing a solo guard duty the final night.
Trisha seemed happy and totally unfazed by her experience. It Gerry who practically had a panic attacked as his mom's big bouncing breasts embraced him for a hug.
"Don't cry, it's embarrassing," Trisha said, as the soldiers behind her snickered.
"We need to continue interrogation," the officer said, 'You have been cleared for treason but it's still likely you have valuable intel about the enemy."
She and the officer talked about this for a moment, until Trisha offered a solution.
"I can come to army base full time," she said, "Hire me as an informant. I'm so grateful to these big strong men for rescuing me, and I want to be helpful to the war effort."
"I think that's a splendid idea," the officer said, grinning, "We have an officer's lodging with two bedrooms and a bathroom on far base that you can stay with your son."
Gerry gulped. After hearing about the stories of his mom, he wasn't eager to stay under the same roof as his newly invigorated mother.
"Can't I continue to stay in the barracks?" Gerry asked.
"Not a chance," the officer said, "Not unless you want to enlist in the army. And I don't think you could pass an army physical."
But Gerry wasn't deterred. He was frightened of having to stay under that roof, so he practiced and scored just at the bar for enlisting in the army. But because he wasn't near the stamina or power that most soldiers had, they stationed him in a back room with paperwork.
For the next three months, Gerry lived in the barracks and tried his best not to overhear stories about his mom. All his fellow soldiers loved to tease him, saying how they spent the night in her lodging.
"I stayed deep in her lodging," one guy said in the showers, and Gerry couldn't help but notice his enormous cock and imagine it deep inside his mother.
But it didn't last. An army base two miles away was viciously bombed, and the President of the United States vowed to increase the war effort and press forward.
Trisha was booted from the officer's lodging and told she had to return home.
"Sorry gorgeous, but we need the room for new soldiers. It may have been easy on this base, but now we are going full combat."
Trisha said goodbye to the soldiers, and Gerry prepared his own bag to join her.
"Where do you think you're going?" the officer asked, "You fucking enlisted in the US Armed Forces, and you don't get to pack up and leave with your fucking mommy!"
Gerry gulped as he realized the seriousness of the situation. Tanks were rolling into the base and everyone was preparing for a risky and violent mission.
Trisha squeezed her son goodbye, ready to leave and go back to the US. She was wearing the same tight shirt she had worn on their vacation, washed and laundered of course.
"I'm so proud of you for staying behind," she said to her son, as if he had a choice, "You know how much I love and respect soldiers." Her big tits jiggled as she withdrew from their embrace.
"Your tour will be over in just two more years," she said, winking, "And I know you'll be brave and fight as hard as you can during it."
Gerry was fucking terrified, but he tried to put on a good face.
"This worked out for the best, didn't it?" Trisha said, "We went over here because you didn't get into college. And now we have found something better for you to do. Laying down your life for your country."
Gerry wasn't sure that was his plan, but didn't know what to say.
"Thank you for your service," she said to her son, turning to board the plane.
Gerry watched his buxom mom close the plane door and start to fly away. Around him, the army was almost ready, and someone shouted at him to get in line to join.
What a vacation this turn out to be!
THE END
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Part One: Orientation


Chapter 1: Going Away

Leah and Drew arrived on campus together, holding hands. Their private driver escorted them to Andrew's dorm on the East side of campus first, and helped unload his bags.
"Freshman year, can't believe we're already in college," the young man said. He looked at his dorm with a sense of wonder.
"Finally," Leah answered, shrugging, "I couldn't wait to get to college. Some freedom, right?" She squeezed her boyfriend's hand tighter, revealing a sense of nervousness.
"I'll bring myself inside. Why don't you have the car take you to your dorm, settle in, and we can meet at the dining hall for dinner. I'll tell you all about my hall, and you can tell me about yours."
"Alright sweetheart." She kissed him gently and let him collect his bags. The car door slammed shut and she stared out the window as they drove away.
The night before, her parents had thrown a party for her and Drew going away. It was done with the usual catering service, and her parents' servants had requested all her favorite foods. Most of the guests were important business friends of her mom and dad's, including Drew's family. Her dad and Drew's dad weren't just CEO and Vice President of the company; they were also drinking buddies.
Leah had slipped into a blue bikini to swim around in their pool. Drew was busy talking to some of their dads' business friends and hadn't noticed her. She glided through the water thinking about the changes her life was about to undergo.
"Hey there," called a voice. It was Drew's older brother Roger. Roger had graduated college five years before and was working at an elite hedge fund.
"Come walk with me," he said to Leah. She stepped out of the pool, water dripping down her bikini. She put on a pair of flip flops.
"Have a drink," he said, and handed her a glass of whiskey, "I won't tell anyone." The eighteen-year-old woman sipped at it as they walked.
Roger led her back towards the fence of their property, which opened onto a golf course. It was just past sunset and the twilight was glowing over the expanse of grass. The noise of the party grew distant as they walked.
"You seemed like you needed to clear your head," Roger said.
"How did you know?"
"Just a sense. I've spent a lot of time with women like you."
Leah knew what he meant. Young rich white girls were Roger's specialty, and she had friends of hers who had snuck into bed with him.
"I'm getting a little chilly," she admitted. They had walked far from the party now, and her little blue bikini wasn't shielding her from the night air.
"I've got something that can warm you up," Roger said. He gestured downward, and revealed that through the fly of his shorts he had unleashed his veiny soft prick.
Roger shook his cock at Leah, expecting her to suck it. It was long, extending past his fingers, and oozing a drop of pre-cum at the tip. Leah could tell it was bigger than Drew's, maybe even double the size. She looked back from it to the arrogant look on Roger's face and shoved him in the chest.
"Put that oversized salami back in your pants," she yelled, "I can't believe you."
"Oh, come on babe," he said, "I know that white ass of yours is longing for a big dick. I saw it floating in the pool like that and knew I could be the man to give it to you."
"Please!" Leah shouted, "I'm your little brother's girlfriend."
"So? You guys are off to college tomorrow. It's not like you're going to be faithful to your high school boyfriend when every guy on campus is trying to fuck you. I figured you might as well start tonight."
He wagged his cock at her one more time, enticing her to take it.
"I will be faithful to Drew," she responded, "College or not."
Roger scoffed. "Please," he said, "Don't lie to yourself. Take this big dick tonight and accept that you're about to have the most well-fucked four years of your life."
Leah took one last look at the cock in front of her and shook her head.
"Put that thing back in your pants," she said, "And walk me back to the party like a gentleman."
"How about you get a head start, that way I can have a view."
Leah tried to cover her ass with her hands, which was futile. There was no way to stop this hung creep from staring at her.
It was dark now, and she had gained distance back to the party.
"Have a great going away, Leah," Roger called, "I'm sure it won't take long for you to realize what you're missing. Then I'll have you melting in my hand like butter."
Back at the party, she found Drew and snuggled up towards him, kissing him on the cheek. He had no idea what was going on with her, but could tell her nipples were hard through her bikini top.
"What's gotten into you?" he asked.
"Nothing," she answered, "Just promise me when we get to college nothing will change."
"Of course I promise, sweetheart," Drew said, "Why would anything change?"

Chapter 2: Warriors

As Drew stepped into his dorm for the first time, he was nervous. Not only had he never lived alone before, but even in high school he was very risk averse. His friends teased him and called him a Momma's Boy, since he was always spending time around town with his mom rather than drinking and partying.
The first thing Drew noticed that he didn't like was the coed bathrooms. He stepped in to take a leak and was surprised to find a cute girl with short hair applying makeup at the mirror.
"Oh, I'm sorry," he said, thinking he had made a mistake and stepped into the wrong bathroom.
"Sorry for what?" she said, laughing at him. He was embarrassed for being so naive.
Drew held his dick with two fingers to pee at the urinal, but he felt awkward as the girl continued to apply makeup behind him.
As he washed his hands, a man stepped out of the shower buck naked and grabbed a towel on the sink next to the girl.
"Hey there," the girl said, looking at his body as he dried off.
"Hey yourself."
Drew couldn't believe the confidence of this guy to be so naked in front of a complete stranger. Especially such a cute girl. It had taken him years to get comfortable being sexual with Leah. Though if he had had the cut body that this man had, maybe he would have the confidence too.
He felt very awkward as he slinked past the naked man into the hallway.
The second thing Drew didn't like was his roommate.
He met Darius right when he stepped into the room. There were sweaty clothes on the floor, papers and empty takeout boxes on the counters, and loud music playing from speakers he had set up around the dorm.
"Hey man, what's good?" the roommate asked. Darius was an incredibly built black man, wearing a t-shirt from the school's football team The Warriors. He was clearly on the team.
Darius had also hung up a poster of six women who looked like strippers. They were all white, with thick asses and enormous breasts. Each was wearing something called a stringkini, which looked like a piece of dental floss stretched from each nipple to their clenched assholes. It was nothing like the pictures of polo players Drew's mom hung in his room back home.
As Drew unpacked, his first impression of Darius got even worse. The man burped, farted, and scratched his nuts over his athletic shorts. He even had tattoos up and down his muscular arms, though Drew found it hard to read the black ink on Darius's black skin.
Once he was unpacked, Drew took a walk down the hall to speak to their Resident Assistant. Maybe after talking to her, he could explain why he had to change rooms to a different, more private dorm.
The RA was a grad student named Gaby studying gender studies and religion. Drew was surprised at how she was dressed, with only a tight crop top and tiny jean shorts. She was a thick girl, with huge tits and hips that squeezed her clothes tighter on her. Her cleavage threatened to spill out of the top of her shirt.
"Can I help you?" she asked.
Drew explained to her the situation: that he wasn't comfortable showering and urinating in front of girls, that his roommate seemed like a bad match for his style. He asked if he could get a private room with its own bathroom, or at least a bathroom without good looking women in it.
"Typical," Gaby said once he was done, and Drew was perplexed.
"It's just like a wealthy white cis man to be so uncomfortable with mixed gender, and with having a black roommate."
"No it's not about gender or race at all," he explained, but Gaby wasn't hearing it.
"What's the part you don't like?" Gaby interrogated, "Is it corrupting' women's modesty by seeing some tits and ass in the restroom? Or is it the idea that women shouldn't see your little white dick in the shower? Which is it?"
"It's not like that," Drew tried to explain.
"And what part of your racist mind can't handle having a black roommate? What, are you scared that the 'ogre' might take your white women? Because I'll have you know that this is the 21st century, and white women have discovered on their own the pleasure of the black man."
"I'm sure that's true," Drew said, "But what I'm trying to say is--"
"Because as a white woman, I have no problem with black men. I've sucked my share of big black cocks. And it's my right to be a slut even in your bullshit racist patriarchal society."
"That's not what I'm saying," Drew added, but she cut him off again.
"Let's go have a talk with your roommate about this," she suggested, leading him back towards where Darius was resting.
Drew plopped down on his bed as Gaby began her tirade. With both Darius and Drew as her audience, she began talking about how this campus and dorm were a safe space, and how if Drew didn't want to be expelled, he needed to learn the radical tenets that made up this empathetic university and learn his place.
"Wow bitch," Darius said when she finished, "I didn't understand a word you just said but you sure have some bomb ass titties."
"Thank you Darius," Gaby said, "I appreciate that you recognize my feminine sexual energy. I'll leave you two alone now, but Drew, I have my eye on you."
Darius poked his head out the door to watch Gaby's thick ass sway as she walked back to her room.
"Shit I love white girls," Darius said, "I never have a clue what's up in their heads but they always a freak in the sheets."

Chapter 3: Working Up a Sweat

Leah's roommate hadn't arrived yet and so she decided to go for a run. Her father's friend had donated a fund to the university a couple years back to build the brand new fitness centers, and they were completely state of the art.
Leah took her fitness seriously. She always kept her figure, ate right, and built well-defined muscles. Her stomach was almost perfectly flat, which came from her rigorous core work-out.
The rest of Leah's body was proportionate, except for her ass. No matter how much Leah worked out, she was always packing a thick healthy behind. Every pair of shorts she owned fit her waist, but rode up her cheeks until they were peeking out the bottoms.
"You could be a model," her mom told her, "You're so thin that you can walk the runway, but the ass is what will put you on the cover of magazines."
Leah slipped on a pair of tight black yoga pants, and a pink sports bra. She put her wavy hair up in a ponytail, and sported her fashionable bright green sneakers.
The style of the work out was everything to her. She liked the way she looked when she was in shape and exercising, but even just going to the gym was a thrill.
The stretching, sweating, grunting of the gym was sort of a turn on. She always came back a little aroused, and would either masturbate or find Drew for some sex. No matter how hard she tried, she could never get Drew off the couch to come to the gym with her.
Leah jogged the two blocks to the facility. It was a beautiful building with big glass windows. She was amazed at how many people were there. There were seven stories of workout equipment and nearly every station was being used. She liked going to a school where people cared about being in shape like she did.
She picked a treadmill right in front of the window overlooking the campus. She began to jog and felt the familiar rush of hormones pulsing through her body. Her pores felt open, and she was flushed with energy.
Music just distracted her, so she never brought an iPod or anything to work out with. Because of this, she could very clearly hear the guys behind her begin to whisper.
"Hey check out the girl on station 3 up front."
"I know, what an ass on her. Have you seen her around before?"
"Fuck no, I'd remember a booty like that."
"I need to save a pic of this for later. Those yoga pants are practically see-through." Then, the familiar click of an iPhone camera shutter.
Leah just ran through it. She was proud of her body, and glad that she could make an impression in a school with as fit people as she'd seen.
When she finished with the treadmill she did stairmaster, then abs, and finally squats. The routine was second nature, and while it was challenging, she powered through it on a rush of endorphins and good vibes.
She was shiny with sweat, and her bare midriff and shoulders glistened. She looked at herself in the mirror and was feeling herself. She looked hot.
There was a juice and shake station on the third floor. Leah pulled a credit card from the tight waist of her yoga pants.
She waited in line behind a tall girl with great abs, and even better shoes. "I like your sneakers," Leah complimented, and the girl smiled back. She was equally sweaty, and panting from her own workout.
"Thank you, I like yours as well. I almost got these in green, but I thought bold red looked nice too."
"I think they're great. I'm Leah, by the way."
"Mackenzie," the girl said, ands stepped up to the counter to order.
"I'll have a low-fat Choco-Kale Skin-Glo, with extra whey protein please."
"That sounds delicious I'll have one as well," Leah chimed in.
As the girl made their drinks, Mackenzie leaned into her new friend's ear and whispered:
"You know, the best way to get protein after a good workout is to just suck a fat dick. There's nothing that will rebuild your muscles like fresh sticky semen."
Leah giggled at the honesty.
"I'm serious," Mackenzie said, no longer whispering, "And the meatheads around here are so full of testosterone it's not like it's in short supply."
They clinked their drinks together in cheers, and guzzled them down.
"Come on," Mackenzie said, "Let's hit the showers."
Mackenzie led Leah through a blue door to the side where the locker rooms were.
Much like her boyfriend Drew, Leah was surprised to see both men and women showering and changing in the locker rooms.
"It's co-ed, honey," Mackenzie explained. The girl had stripped off her top, exposing her pale bare tits to the room. Behind her, built muscular men with legs like tree trunks walked around in the buff. Leah had never seen so many big balls before.
"Come on, dear," Mackenzie called, and Leah obliged. She pealed off her sports bra and yoga pants until just her fit sweaty body was left. The two beautiful girls caught the gaze of many admirers as they stepped into the communal showers.
"Don't you love this place?" Mackenzie asked, gesturing towards a man showering next to them. He was rubbing soap down the shaft of his girthy ten-inch cock.
Leah giggled again. She was busy washing her own body, letting the water run down her smooth pale back and legs.
As she scrubbed her behind, she watched the sudsy water swirl down the drain in the center. Across the shower, a couple of the guys who were watching her ass before were now staring even more intently.
Leah turned off the water and confidently strode out of the shower. In her post-workout high, she was completely fine that so many strangers had just seen her tits, ass, and pussy.
After finishing getting dressed, she hugged her new friend Mackenzie goodbye.
"Hey freshie," she said to Leah, "Why don't you come by the sorority house tonight? Rush doesn't start yet, but you should introduce yourself before. It will help if you're trying to get a bid."
"What sorority are you in?" Leah asked.
"Alpha Alpha Chi," she said, and Leah felt an eager lump in her throat.
"My mom was in that sorority," she admitted, "It's always been a bit of a dream of mine to join it."
"Then come by tonight," Mackenzie repeated, "A legacy like you will go over great."

Chapter 4: A Filling Meal

Drew found Leah in a great mood. She was jumping around the dining room, pointing out all the great options at the salad bar. "I didn't expect campus dining to be so nice," she said, cheerfully. Drew piled on a plate of french fries, hot dogs, and nacho cheese.
"You want?" he asked his girlfriend.
"No I just got back from the gym, so just a salad for me. Maybe a glass of milk for the nutrients."
They sat in the back, and Leah couldn't keep still across the table from Drew. She got like this after a workout sometimes. It got her spirits up.
"Hey Drew," she said gleefully, "You know what I heard from a new friend at the gym?"
"What did you hear?"
"That semen is the ultimate protein shake post-gym."
"That sounds wrong," he said sheepishly.
"I don't know," Leah said, "I kind of want to try it."
"Maybe after dinner," Drew said. He wasn't feeling very up to it after the hell of an afternoon he had with Gaby and Darius.
"I was thinking right now," his girlfriend said, "I mean, it's college! Why not?"
"Right now? Here? In the middle of the cafeteria?"
Leah looked both ways around her and then grinned.
"Come out," she said, "Whip it out and stroke."
Drew slipped a hand underneath the napkin in his lap. He felt his cock and squeezed as Leah had said.
"Come on, baby," she encouraged, "Get hard for me."
Despite being in public, Drew found himself starting to get hard.
"Here," Leah said, and reached for his right arm. She pulled it towards her over the table and pried open his clammy hand.
"This will help," she said, and let out a long string of wet saliva right into the center of his palm. He closed his fist and slid his hand back down his pants. He rubbed Leah's spit all over the shaft of his hard dick and kept stroking.
"Faster," she said, "I want you to finish so I can gulp everything down."
Drew felt closer now, and he kept his gaze central to Leah. Her eyes were trained right on him, and she bit her lips sensually as a little remnant of drool fell down her chin.



"I'm almost there," he admitted, just whispering. She slid over her glass of milk.
"Take this," she ordered, "Top me off."
Drew lowered the rim of the cup under the table and dipped the head of his dick into it.
"Come on," Leah said, "I want to pour every drop of you down my throat."
That was too much for him. His orgasm fell over the edge and his cock spurted out streams of white jism.
"Fill it up," she repeated, "I want to taste you so badly."
Drew continued to shoot his load into her glass as his body twitched against the chair.
Finally it subdued. He squeezed the base of his dick and drained the rest into Leah's cup.
"Now give it to me," she said. She stuck out her pink tongue and licked the sticky rim of the glass. Then, she tipped her head back and downed the contents in a sequence of noisy gulps.
She pursed her lips in satisfaction, and rubbed her fit stomach demonstratively.
"Delicious," she said, letting out a quick burp, "Salty sweet."
"Leah, you're unbelievable," Drew said, cracking a smile, "I could never have imagined myself doing something like that."
"What can I say?" she said with a smirk, "This campus has a certain energy."
Drew's mood cheered up. He felt like a real college man, getting kinky with his hot girlfriend in the campus cafeteria.
"Why don't we go back to your dorm and I can finish you off?" he suggested.
"My roommate hasn't arrived yet, and I wouldn't want my first impression to be moaning and grabbing my bedsheets for dear life. Can't we go to your dorm?"
Drew remembered Darius and shook his head no.
"Let's just go to the bathroom here. We can do it."
Leah shrugged with a smile. "Alright, let's go."
They piled into a bathroom stall and locked the door. Leah sat down on the toilet and unbuttoned her shorts. She slid them down her long legs and slipped her panties off her feet.
"Hold these," she said to Drew, placing her panties in his hand. Drew got down on his knees and she leaned forward on the toilet seat, presenting her spread pussy to his face.
"Dinner's served," she said, and he began to eat her out.
Drew may not have been a male model, but he was skilled with his tongue. He loved the feeling of her thighs squeezing the sides of his head, and the smell of her aroused body was intoxicating.
Leah began to squirm in her seat, pulling his hair and purring.
"This is amazing," she confessed, "Better than masturbating, better than sex. My whole body is on fire."
Drew had her exactly where he wanted. He went in deeper, working her body like an expert until she was spastic and flushed.
"I'm cumming!" she screamed, and gushed onto Drew's face. She filled his mouth and spilled down his chin, creating a thick puddle on the floor.
Drew didn't stop for a moment, driving her deeper into her orgasm and rolling onto a second, a third, a fourth.
Leah's eyes disappeared into the back of her head as she hit the peak of her fifth orgasm, and her whole body went limp and collapsed.
"That was incredible," she said, looking down at Drew's sticky wet face.
"You're all over my shirt," he said, showing how drenched his chest was.
"Oh I'm so sorry," she said, but burst into laughter at how silly he looked.
"Let's get out of here," he said, standing up and drying himself off with toilet paper, "I'm pretty sure the whole kitchen staff could hear you in here."

Chapter 5: Sorority Secrets

Leah's brain was reorganized after cumming so much. All the energy she'd built working out had gushed out of her onto Drew's face and now she felt serene. She walked out into the night air with a big dopey smile.
She squeezed herself into a cute little black dress with a tight black choker. She wanted to look good for Alpha Alpha Chi.
It was true that her mom was in that sorority. Leah had grown up with stories about her college exploits at AAC. The way the frat stars loved inviting them to exclusive parties. The yacht trips to Pacific with exotic Island boys. And the life long friendships of classy fun women who were still her friends to this day.
Leah's relationship with her Mom was tricky. The woman spoke passive aggression as her first language. But Leah always had the truest upper hand, because she was young with a perfect natural body, and her mom was not.
And that body sure looked good tonight. To pair with the tight dress, Leah added white flat sneakers to make it casual. She gave herself a long look in the mirror. Her ass looked terrific.
She didn't expect any boys to be there, but she still wanted to look hot.
The sorority house was beautiful. It looked like a cross between a castle and a mansion. When she knocked, a stern butler answered and led her up a grand staircase to an outdoor balcony where girls were sipping cocktails and champagne.
Her new friend Mackenzie spotted her coming in.
"Hey there freshie," she said, hugging her hello, "Fuck you look good. Glad you showed up."
Mackenzie introduced Leah to a group of girls. Leah was polite and charming. On one hand, this was such a gorgeous group of women. They were all young and pretty, unafraid to show off their perky bodies at the prime of their lives. On the other hand, so was Leah. What was there to be intimidated by?
There was one man at the party, standing at the far end of the balcony.
"Who's he?" Leah asked, checking him out. He was a handsome man with a beard, very masculine with bulging muscles. He reminded her of Drew's brother, the one who whipped out his huge dick to her the night before.
"Don't pay any attention to him," Mackenzie said. The rest of the girls giggled.
"Is there something I'm missing?"
"See that girl on his arm, the skinny one with the perfect tits and fuck-me heels?"
"Yea."
"That's Ariella, our president. She's like, this total goddess from this royal family in Italy. She's been dating him since forever."
"Oh so he's off limits while your queen bee has him, I get it," Leah said nodding.
The rest of the girls laughed.
"Hardly," Mackenzie said, "It's more like everyone in the entire world knows he's a loser and he has no clue."
Leah looked at them a little more closely.
"The thing is," Mackenzie explained, "That Ariella doesn't even fuck him. She's got him so wrapped around her finger that she just flashes him her body and he jerks himself off. And he's so dense that he doesn't even notice that the only reason Ariella keeps him around is to have a nice rich boyfriend to bring home to Mommy and Daddy."
This was a lot more interesting that Leah expected it to be.
"Ever hear the phrase, 'Once you go black, you never go back'? Well Ariella's going to have that written on her tombstone."
"So she's into black guys," Leah said.
"That's an understatement. Ariella's got an addiction."
Mackenzie went on to explain.
When Ariella first started dating her man, she saw one of the football players pissing in the urinal. He had such a thick black dick that Ariella couldn't stop staring.
"You gonna just look at it?" the man said, wiggling it at her. Ariella got down on her knees and took the beast between her lips. It was unlike anything she had ever since on the Italian modeling circuit.
After that, she started hanging around the locker room of the football players. She learned their names, let them take her out to dinner, and then always let them pick which hole of hers they wanted.
"And he has no idea?" Leah asked.
"Not a clue. It's practically the biggest joke around here."
Leah looked at the guy again and almost felt bad for him.
Later in the night, most of the people had left. Leah noticed Ariella kissing her boyfriend on the cheek goodbye. Just as promised, minutes later the sorority house was swarming with black guys that Ariella invited. The house blasted more fun music, and the girls danced in the main hall together with the guys.
"You want to dance?" asked a tall black man without a shirt. He was at least a foot taller than Leah.
"Sure," she said, and stood up to join him. He introduced himself as Pete.
"Damn, white girl you got an ass."
She spun around for him.
"Shit and you know what to do with it too," Pete chortled. Leah rolled her eyes.
As they danced, the guy kept grinding himself against Leah's ass. She should have expected as much, since he practically announced he would. Leah could feel the outline of his cock as he pressed himself against her. She was surprised how large it felt, and suspected he was packing his briefs with something.
"Shit you're getting me worked up," he said to Leah, "Let's find a room somewhere."
"Not so fast," Leah said, "I'm just here to dance. I have a boyfriend."
"Shit, all you girls got boyfriends. I'm just tryna fuck."
His earnestness made her laugh. She was so worried that college would change her. But obviously she wasn't going to cheat on Drew with this clown.
"I'll tell you what," he said, "I whip this thing out and show you. If it's at least twice the length of your white man's dick, you got to put the head between those lips of yours."
"Please," Leah scoffed, "You've been talking shit all night and I don't think you're any of what you say."
"Okay then," he said, "Take the bet."
"Fine," she said, grabbing a shot from off the table and downing it, "Show me that cock of yours."

Chapter 6: The Bet

Pete took Leah into a broom closet and clicked on the light.
"Alright white girl, get down on your knees." Leah obeyed and squatted in front of him.
"Now, you got a ruler or what?" Pete asked.
"No I don't have a ruler," Leah scoffed, "But let me tell you: Drew's dick is this big." She took one of her slender white fingers and tapped her left wrist, and then tapped the midpoint between her wrest and her elbow.
"Think you can double that?" she asked confidently.
"Shit girl, you're about to be proven wrong."
Leah gulped. She didn't expect him to be so sure at this point.
"Do you want to take a moment to get hard, and then whip it out?"
Pete laughed.
"Bitch I've been hard since you got down on your knees in front of me."
Leah was impressed. It always took Drew a long time to get hard for her.
"Okay then," she said, "Let's get this over with."
"Nah girl, you got to pull it out."
"Fine," she said annoyed, and reached up at his belt. She began to unbuckle it quickly but he shushed her.
"What's the rush, baby girl?" he asked, "I want you to enjoy this."
Leah slowly undid the loops of his belt and grabbed the button. She clicked it open, and then slid down the zipper of his fly.
"Hold up a second," Pete said, "Can I ask you something?"
"What is it?" Leah asked.
"Have you ever seen a black dick before?"
Leah answered quickly. "No."
"Oh shit," Pete laughed, "Then I'm about to blow your mind. Go on then, take it out."
Leah did what she was told. She reached into Pete's pants and felt for his hard shaft. She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it out. She let go and watched it jiggle right in her face.
Her jaw dropped open. "Fuck," was all she said.
His dick was obviously more than twice the size of Drew's. The hard black dick bobbed up and down in front of her, waving its fat head right at her nose. Leah had to cross her eyes to see it clearly. Right at the slit, a drop of translucent precum was oozing out. She felt it drip onto her dress.
"Come on girl," Pete said, "Measure it."
"That's alright," Leah said, "I can tell how big it is from here."
"Shit that's not what we agreed. You gotta measure it. Pick that thing up and do it."
Reluctantly, Leah grasped the dick again in her hand. As she held its shaft, she accidentally squeezed more precum from the tip, which now formed a puddle in the midriff of her dress.
She positioned it up at her wrist like she had shown earlier. The long black thing snaked up her arm, way past her elbow, proving once and for all that Pete wasn't lying about his size.
Leah couldn't keep her eyes off it. She didn't know dicks could look like this. It was like a whole separate animal growing from his waist. It was warm and fleshy against her arm, and the tip was continuing to ooze liquid onto her white skin.
"So what do you think?" Pete asked, "Is it big enough?"
"Um, yeah," Leah said, unsure of what else to say, "It's big enough."
"Good," he said, "Then let's get those lips of your open. I want to feel you sucking this head."
"I don't know if that's necessary," Leah said, feeling his hardon pulsing against her arm, "I mean, you proved yourself to me. Can't we leave it at that?"
Pete shook his head. "That's not what we agreed, little white girl. You promised you'd wrap those pretty lips of yours around the head of my dick and not stop sucking until I nutted."
"I don't think I said all that," Leah said, breathing heavily as she grew more nervous.
"Bitch, you know what? I don't think it matters all about what you said anymore. It just matters what you gonna do. And you're gonna do exactly what I just described."
Feeling intimidated now, Leah began to obey. She lifted the cock off her arm and held it in front of her lips. It was dripping precum, all of it pooling on her dress, and so she shoved the tip into her mouth as quickly as she could.
Immediately she struggled to get the full head into her mouth. Her tongue was covered in his slimy pre-cum, and so she gulped it down to make room as she shoved more cock between her lips. All this work and she could only hold the head.
"That's more like it," Pete said. Leah's eyes struggled to look upwards at him as she suckled at the tip of his dick. Pete whipped out his cell phone and aimed the camera down at her.
"Say cheese," he said, knowing that her mouth was too full for words. He got the full image of Leah on her knees stuffed with black dick. Her chin was dripping saliva and juices down onto her dress.
Leah sucked at his tip like she was told, and ran her tongue around its edges.
"Stroke my cock while you're down there too," he commanded.
Leah wiped her hands on her chin and neck to get them wet and slimy, and then wrapped her fingers around the shaft of his cock. Even with both hands, she couldn't contain the whole thing.
Leah was working hard now, sucking and stroking in tandem. His cock kept spitting out precum which she diligently swallowed to keep the rhythm going.
Finally, he announced he was about to cum. Leah prepared by stroking him faster with her hands, but that wasn't Pete's plan.
He placed his hands on the back of her head and shoved it forward. This jolted more inches of his dick into Leah's mouth where the only place to go was down. Soon, Leah's esophagus was clogged with his pulsing dick, and her nose was squat in the middle of his sweaty pubes.
"Get ready for the fun part, white girl," he said, and she felt the dick swell and erupt inside of her.
Pete's dick flowed with cum right down through her mouth, oozing through her throat before spewing right into her body. He was filling Leah up from deep inside, and Leah could feel the hot splashes in her stomach as he plastered her inner walls with white goo.
Leah felt like she couldn't breathe, and sharply exhaled through her nose. To her surprise, she felt sudden rush of white semen spew out her nostrils and drip down her face.
"That's a good look on you," Pete said laughing, continuing to flood her full of himself.
Leah felt so embarrassed that she was blushing.
Slowly, she felt the cock pull out of her throat and release from her lips. Her mouth was coated with semen and it tasted like a pungent salad dressing.
Leah was feverishly panting and she took frantic deep breaths through her mouth.
"That sure was fun," Pete said, wiping his wilting cock on her lips to get rid of more cum, "We should do this again sometimes."
"Yeah of course," Leah said in the driest most sarcastic tone she could muster.
"Awesome, I'll text you," Pete said, obviously not picking up on her passive aggression. He grabbed her phone and sent himself a text message, meaning now he had her number.

Chapter 7: Party Favors

He left her on the floor of the closet with her face a mess and her dress ruined with stains.
She knew she needed to wipe herself off and get back to the party, but that wasn't her first instinct.
Instead she opened her phone and flipped the front-facing camera at herself. She looked like a Krispy Kreme donut after it had gone through the glaze machine.
Frantically, she hiked up her dress and shoved her right hand into her panties. As she burrowed deep inside her pussy, she stared at her cum soaked face in the camera and began to masturbate. The less she looked like usual proper self on the screen, the hotter she felt.
Soon, she had to set the phone down to get both hands working. One massaging her clit, and the other slamming her g-spot.
Leah's body shivered in pleasure. The rational part of her brain had been switched off. Instead, she absolutely needed to orgasm right now, and to rub herself so deeply her wrist might fall off.
Under her dress, Leah's nipples were hardening and her body felt soaked in tingles.
She tugged at her throbbing clit and felt the familiar surge of fluids to her loins. Leah's body rolled in orgasm and she drenched the floor of the closet as her body twitched against the shelves.
She expertly pushed herself through the pleasure until the second wave hit, and she exploded with star shaped feelings up her abdomen and through her nipples.
"Fuck," she moaned softly, squirting the opposite wall with a splash, and then another.
She heard her phone buzz on the ground beside her and grabbed it with her free hand.
"Hey baby," the text said, from Drew. "Hope you've had a good evening."
Leah's eyes rolled back into her head and she pulsed in ecstasy, spraying one final jet of sweet cum from her loins.
"I've been swell," she typed back, panting and sweating from her climax.
Sticky and gross from the evening, Leah stripped out of her clothes and went fishing through the closet's boxes. Luckily, she found a jet black one-piece swimsuit in a box to the left. It fit.
She snuck back out of the closet to the party, which was winding down. No one had noticed she was gone, and she approached her friend Mackenzie from behind.
"Hey there," the friend greeted her, "I see you helped yourself to some swimwear."
"I wanted to take a dip," Leah lied, "Don't you guys have a pool here?"
"I'm afraid not," Mackenzie said, "We mostly have those swimsuits to look sexy."
Leah realized she was right. Her ass was practically hanging out the back of this flimsy thing. Very few swimsuits could hold her in properly, and so she ended up looking like a slut, baring her tempting ass in public.
Already, some of the black guys at the party had spotted her. She felt like a rabbit in a den of wolves, and they were hunting down a tasty midnight snack. In this case, Leah's sweet white behind.
"Er, maybe I should just head out then," Leah suggested, remembering the thick black dick she had just had shoved down her throat. She wasn't ready to try that again just yet.
"Alright my freshie darling, let's make sure you come back soon," Mackenzie said, wishing Leah goodbye.
Wearing just the revealing swimsuit, Leah skipped out of the house and down the front lawn.
The air outside was chilly, but she felt a warm glow from her abdomen as her body digested the meal she had just swallowed. She could feel the gooey liquid slosh around inside her as she walked.
"Talk about a memorable first night in college," she thought to herself, replaying the evening in her head. What would she tell Drew?




Chapter 8: The Warning

While Leah was getting her throat stuffed with dick, Drew was returning back to his dorm for a quiet night in.
He found Darius sitting in the room eating Cheetos and reading a magazine.
"What's up man?" the roommate asked politely, "You come back to chill?"
"Yeah," Drew said nervously, "Yeah I'm not planning to do anything."
"Alright then, we can hang," the black man said.
Darius reached under his bed and pulled out a long crystal bong and a baggy of weed.
"You toke, my man?" he asked.
"Uhh, sometimes," Drew lied, "But can we even smoke in here? What if that supervisor woman comes back and smells it in the hall?"
Drew remembered the intimidating, though sexy, Gaby from earlier.
"Shit, I don't give a fuck about that bitch. If she comes back, I'll be happy to shut her snitch mouth with some dick."
"I don't know if she's that type," Drew responded, "She seemed like one of those feminists. Pretty sure they think even suggesting sex is a form of rape."
"Come on, don't you talk to me about rape! What the fuck do you know?" Darius took a hit of the bong and passed it to Drew.
"I'm just saying," Drew said after inhaling, "College women can be uptight about their bodies and all this justice stuff."
"Shit you really don't know anything do you?" Darius laughed.
"What do you mean?"
"I'm saying, rape is not really a thing for someone like me."
"What?"
"I can stick my dick into any pussy on this campus, whether they like it or not, and no shit is going to happen because of it. I'm the most expensive new football recruit this university's ever seen. A girl complains about anything and this school will shut her out so bad she'll come crawling back to my dick hoping for forgiveness."
"That sounds harsh man."
"Harsh? What do you mean? I did the same thing in high school.
"I had this English teacher, Mrs. Shapiro. Huge bitch was always on my ass about attending class and pants hanging down too low. So one day I'm driving home from school with the crew and I see that cunt walking out on the sidewalk. We had just finished football practice and were blazing it up, and some of us were noticing that Mrs. Shapiro had some fine ass curves for a woman of her age.
"So we pull the van up next to her and call out to her that she better show us some skin. She called us a bunch of pigs and told us she would be telling our coach about this shit and we better just drive along.
"Now we definitely weren't taking this shit from some random cunt, so one of my team mates stepped out the van and grabbed her by her waist to yank her inside.
"She's kicking and hollering but we're a bunch of big athletic dudes and we can hold her together. We start off just fucking with her: grabbing her ass through her skirt, plucking at her sexy lips, and copping her tits. But then we just said fuck it, and got that bitch on her knees sucking cock.
"Once she had her mouth full of dick, she wasn't hollering so much anymore. In fact, the more I shoved down her throat, the harder she seemed to work at sucking it. We got her wriggled out of her skirt and panties and I took the first turn pumping away at her snatch.
"We passed that bitch around like a joint. She had a great fat ass to slap, and I nutted all over her tits. When we were done, we just tossed out the side of the car like a candy wrapper and drove off.
"Obviously she went to the school about it. But what were they going to do, get rid of the whole star football team that was brining in tons of dough? She was also nervous about her precious hubby learning that she had the whole squad splooge inside her. I mean, once we heard the principal say that Ms. Shapiro was just going to have to learn to work alongside us, we realized we could do whatever the fuck we want."
Drew listened carefully as he got pretty stoned.
"Shit that's crazy."
"It ain't crazy," Darius said, "When you bring in the money, you earn the right to do what you want."
"Did you ever see Ms. Shapiro again?"
"Fuck yes I did. Every lunch period, on her knees, as I slammed her face."
"Shit!"
"I'm just telling it as it is. I work my ass off out there on the field. For the rest of the time, I take whatever pussy I want."
Darius took another hit on the bong.
"So what do you say, you wanna get that hall monitor bitch in here? She had some nice big titties I wouldn't mind playing with them."
"I don't know about that, Darius. I've got a girlfriend."
Darius laughed.
"Shit I should've known you thought monogamy was a good idea. That shit's dangerous."
"What do you mean dangerous?"
"I'm just saying it's dangerous for you to be bringing pussy around me if you're in a committed relationship. Look, I respect you and all and I don't want to fuck shit up, but if you're gonna be bringing around a hot piece of ass around our place, you can't expect me to not want to take a turn."
Drew felt his heart sink.
"Darius, I don't know if that's okay."
"Dude, you better make it okay. As long as I'm getting laid, we won't be having a problem. Like I said, I don't want to fuck shit up. So that's on you to make sure we don't get there. You follow?"
"Sure, I guess."
"Good thing, lil man, now pass me that bong."
He took one long hit and set it down.
"Now you can stay here and be all monogamous and shit," he said, "But I'd like to take a go at that big titty white bitch down our hall. If you change your mind, head on down before I completely obliterate that pussy."
Darius stood up and got ready to leave, but paused at the door.
"Shit man, I didn't mean to make things awkward. I'm just being truthful. Now look, this advisory bitch was talking shit to you earlier, I know she make you look like a punk. Come on at least and watch this shit. It doesn't have to be cheating and I bet you'll enjoy seeing the kind of fucked up nonsense I'm about to do to her."
Drew was feeling pretty stoned and thought, what the fuck. He stood up and followed his new roommate out the door and down the hall.

Chapter 9: Lessons for a Thick Bitch

As the RA, Gaby didn't have to use the common bathrooms. Her larger room had its own private facility, which is where she was.
Gaby stood in the glass enclosure of the shower, washing herself. She heard the slam of her bedroom door opening and spun around to see Darius and Drew standing there.
"Excuse me!" she shouted, covering her breasts with her hands to keep them from seeing. It was no use. Her naked arms couldn't cover her big slippery tits.
"Bitch, shut up," Darius said. He took off his clothes and got into the shower with her. Drew leaned against the wall, feeling high and interested.
The glass was foggy from the hot water, but Darius soon shoved her so that her big tits pressed buoyantly against it.
"You got a great body, bitch," Darius said, stroking his hands down her hips and side.
"Let go of me, you animal," Gaby shouted.
"The fuck did you just call me? You racist as the rest of them," Darius said, "Time to shut that mouth up."
He thrust her onto the floor and opened her lips with his fingers. "Smile, bitch," he said, and slipped the head of his cock in. Most white girls struggled to take all of Darius's cock in the first go, but Darius helped her along by shoving her head down to the base of his cock immediately.
"Fuck yes," he said, pounding into her face like it was a toy for his use, "My man, you want to come take some of this?"
"I'm good," Drew said, but he couldn't help but stare at the pulsing bulge in Gaby's throat as Darius rammed his cock deeper into her.
Darius got bored with using her face, and flipped her over like a piece of meat and stuffed himself up her snatch.
"Ohhoo-ah!" she shouted as he inserted.
"You fucking asshole," she yelled, "You think you can just come in here, and, and, and--" She stuttered as her eyelids flashed down and her face crinkled into a look of visceral pleasure.
"Fuck," she purred as Darius kept fucking her, her voice trailing off into a moan.
"This pussy is tight!" he yelled as he went at it. His heavy wet balls were slapping her white ass as they swayed back and forth.
"White bitches are always warm and tight, I'll tell you that," Darius said.
Gaby's big tits bounced as Darius held her up and fucked her, giving Drew a hypnotic sight of her thick body.
"Shit, you love this black dick, don't you?"
She didn't answer, but moaned, proving his point.
Drew was getting hard. Even though he loved Leah, he found this Gaby attractive, and watching her thick body ravished by this black man was an erotic sight for him.
"Let's see about that ass," Darius suggested. He pulled his hard slimy dick out of Gaby's cunt and slapped it a few times against her ass cheeks.
"Don't you dare touch my ass," she said, but Darius didn't care. He spread open her cheeks and thrust his whole long dick into her ass.
"Fuck I love a thick white girl," Darius said.
"You're fucking scum," she said as he pleasured her harder, "You know back in the day, someone would have lynched you just for looking at me?"
"Well fuckface, now I can take your ass and they'll give me a motherfucking trophy in a couple months."
"Fuck you."
"Oh yeah? You hate this so fucking much, but you're about to cum more than any guy's ever made you cum before."
"I doubt it you fucking pig," she shouted, but Darius just pounded harder at her ass.
Then, just as he promised, her knees started getting weaker. Her legs were spasming and her eyes were flustering as Darius's cock sent waves of pleasure up her ass.
"Fuck!" she cried. A jet of fluid spurted from her pussy down the shower drain, and another, and another.
Darius kept going at her ass, but shoved four fingers inside her pussy with the fluids. Her back crumpled immediately and her face contorted wildly in ecstasy.
The bathroom shook with the echoes of Gaby's deep moans.
After she came, Darius seemed ready to finish himself. He pulled his dick from her ass and pushed her back down on the bathroom tiles.
"I bet this tastes great," he said, and shoved his full length back into her throat. It must have been vile to have her gulping down her own pussy and ass, but she didn't have a choice.
"Now where am I going to cum? Inside this bitch's throat, or onto those tits?"
Drew stared at Gaby's big wet breasts and hoped Darius would pick them.
"I think I'll cover those tits," he said. Drew cheered a little inside.
Darius gave her face three more thrusts and then took out his cock. He wagged it around, stroking down its wet shaft, and aimed right at Gaby's cleavage.
It was like turning on a fire hose. Darius sprayed down Gaby's big white tits with everything he had. It splashed off her chest and onto her arms and face, dripping from her hair onto the bathroom tile.
"I ain't finished yet," he said and continued to spew more and more onto the poor girl's tits. With his hand, he leaked out every last drop from his balls, and then finally backed away.
"You've been awfully quiet over there," he said to Drew, "You're honestly telling me you don't want a turn with this hoe?"
He shook his head, but his stoned mind was still focused on those big breasts of hers, dripping with globs of cum.
"Alright," he said, and smacked Gaby's face down onto the bathroom floor. "Let's go back then."
Drew wanted to let Darius go, and stay behind with Gaby's body. He wanted to feel inside her warm, fucked pussy and grab her sloppy tits. But he felt ashamed to tell Darius that.
"I'm coming," he said, following his new friend out the door and back towards their own room.
"Holy shit," Gaby said, still dizzy with pleasure. She had never been fucked like that before.
"I want more," she thought to herself, before drifting off into a post-fuck sleep.

Chapter 10: Matters of Size

All the way back to her dorm room, Leah got hooted and hollered at by passing men.
"Come back that thing up into me, baby girl!"
"THAT'S A VANILLA SHAKE I WANT TO SLURP DOWN!"
"I want some of that..."
"You got a permit for that ass?"
"How you doin', butter butt?"
Leah ignored it, and marched back into her dorm in a hurry.
She was surprised to see a young woman sitting on bed beside her own. It was her roommate. Leah had completely forgotten that she was going to be meeting her new bunkmate tonight.
What made Leah double take is that the girl was wearing the exact same tight black one-piece swimsuit that she had on.
"Umm, this is awkward," Leah giggled and extended out her hand.
"Megan, nice to meet you," the girl said, "Great to finally put a face to the name. Although I didn't see you at Alpha Delta tonight, I would have remembered!"
"Alpha Delta?" Leah asked.
"Yeah, isn't that where you got your swimsuit? They were handing them out at the welcome event to any girl gifted in the behind. Like you and me." She giggled.
Leah admitted she didn't know what Alpha Delta was and that she had picked up the swimsuit as a coincidence.
"Honey, you're joking! You're going to be spending the next four years here and you've never heard of Alpha Delta fraternity?"
Megan jumped onto her new friend, eager to explain.
"Some schools are known for their academics, or their famous donors, or their beautiful campuses," she began, "But we're known for one thing above all: having the most impressive concentration of black male college students outside of traditionally black colleges. And Alpha Delta is the most exclusive and elite fraternity on campus. So of course it's where all the black studs are."
Leah could tell from the look of arousal on Megan's face that black dudes were kind of her thing.
"And they gave out swimsuits?"
"It's one of their traditions. Girls with thick asses who show up to their party get to flaunt it in one of these."
Megan spun around and showed her taut cheeks to Leah.
"I'm sure if you had gone, they'd have dressed you in one of these as fast as they could. Your ass is gorgeous."
"Thanks," Leah said.
"I can't believe we're roommates," Megan said, "I mean, look at you. Look at us. We're two fit white girls with thick bubble butts. We'll be attracting brothers to our room like a no one else!"
Leah hesitated. "Actually," she said, "I have a boyfriend."
Megan smiled. "I see," she nodded, "Is he hot? Is he pledging Alpha Delta? If he's hot enough to score you, I'm sure he's Alpha Delta material."
"Well, from the sound of it, probably not," Leah said, "He's actually white."
Megan shook her head in disbelief.
"You brought a white boyfriend to this school?" she said, half laughing, "Don't tell me you're not into black guys. This place is like a buffet!"
Leah sat down on the bed, and decided to open up to her roommate. So she told her the whole story, from Drew's brother waving his pink dick at her on the golf course, to the shower at the gym, to Pete's big black dick penetrating her throat.
"So actually, I have had my fair share of black guys," Leah finished, patting her flat stomach which was still filled with Pete's cum.
"Leah, that's the hottest thing I've heard all day! I'm practically soaking myself. So tell me this: when are you going to tell Drew?"
Leah gasped. "Never, I think. I still love him and don't want to lose him over a stupid lost bet."
Megan raised her eyebrow suspiciously at Leah.
"Don't give me that," Megan said, "You obviously didn't make that bet expecting to lose. You did it because you wanted Pete's cock in your lips."
Leah defended herself. "I had no idea. Drew has a pretty big penis and I assumed it would be bigger than Pete's."
Megan laughed. "Oh dear, you really are that naive. Didn't you ever watch porn? Black guys are always bigger than white guys, though there's a stud every once in a while. Tell me, how big is Drew's dick?"
Leah extended her forearm and showed Megan just like she had showed Pete.
"Sweetheart, you're joking. Even for a white guy, that's a very small penis! You think Pete and his brother are both just particularly endowed? They're normal or even big and Drew is the one who's small!"
Leah had honestly never considered that. She had always found Drew's penis to be perfectly adequate to her.
"Leah, tonight won't be the last time you see a black cock on this campus. You'll learn for yourself soon that Drew seems to be not just small, but diminutive."
Leah fought back, defending Drew and his size, but it was no use. Megan was confident that she was wrong and would see that in due time.
"Why don't you bring Drew back here tomorrow night," Megan suggested, "I have a date with an Alpha Delta brother. I bet if we did a side by side comparison, you'd see that Drew is no contest."
"Perhaps," Leah said hesitantly. She was feeling tired now, and didn't want to fight any more with her new roommate.
"I've got a feeling that rooming with me is going to be one of the most important experiences of your life," Megan bragged as they shut off the lights for bed. "Pretty soon, I bet, you'll end up on the same track as me."
"And what track would that be?" Leah asked sleepily.
"The track that gets you pleasured like a sex doll by some of the most virile young studs who live on the planet."
Leah closed her eyes and curled her body up under the covers. Before drifting off, she let out a little involuntary burp. It tasted like semen.

Chapter 11: Working Things Out

Drew felt bad about what he did with Gaby. When he woke up the next morning and saw he had a text from Leah, his chest sunk into his stomach.
"Me and my new roommate are hitting the gym this morning. Come with us so you can meet her."
Drew hated working out and was completely out of shape, but he was feeling guilty so he said he would. He had to dig way into the bottom of his things to find his fancy but unused Nike sneakers.
When he met Leah at the fitness center, he began to feel better. She looked so amazing in her Lululemon tights and ponytail. Leah never looked sexier than when she was going to the gym.
He leaned in to kiss her and felt the warmth of her tight body against his gut.
Soon, Leah's spry roommate Megan joined them.
Drew had to take a step back to take them both in. Leah was an incredible beauty on her own, but standing next to Megan the two of them glowed.
They did their introductions, and Drew tried to keep his composure.
Leah's roommate was fucking hot!
At the gym, Drew panted his way up a stairmaster while Leah and Megan briskly pressed forward on the treadmills.
The girls went at the same high pace for an hour without taking a break. They were young and in great shape, so their bodies only perspired with a thing layer of healthy sweat. Drew on the other hand was a mess. He was so sweaty he looked like he had fallen in a puddle.
The girls powered off their machines and patted themselves down with fluffy white towels. Drew could barely keep his breath as they rejoined together.
"That felt great," Leah said, stretching her arms over her head, "Why don't I get us some smoothies while you two catch up?"
"Sounds great," Megan said, and turned to chat with Drew.
Leah walked along pleased with herself down the hallway to the smoothie bar. But she nearly fell over in surprise when she saw the man behind the counter: it was the bulky black body of Pete.
"Hey there, sweet thing," he said as Leah approached.
Leah remembered Pete's long black cock pumping cum down her throat... it was only the night before.
"Can we not," Leah said, with gritted teeth. She didn't want to risk Drew walking by and seeing.



"Damn girl, why so cold? After all, we do know each other a little more intimately than most."
"Stop that. Can I just get three green smoothies please?"
"Sure thing snow bunny, as soon as I get a handjob from you."
"You're disgusting," Leah said, "Just make the smoothies."
"No way," Pete said, "I'm serious. Come on to the back here and finish me off. Then you'll get your smoothies."
"I'm calling your manager," she said and started to storm off to the front desk.
"Really? You mean LeMar? Because he would love to see this video."
Pete held up his iPhone and started playing the footage. It was Leah on her knees taking serious loads of cum to her face.
"Fuck," Leah said, defeated. Pete led her into the back room and sat down on a sofa.
He slid one of his black hands down her Lululemons and cupped her ass cheek. Leah leaned forward and stuck her hands down his pants. She grabbed the black dick by its base and unfurled it from his gym shorts.
Even with two hands, Leah couldn't cover the surface area of Pete's growing erection. She dripped saliva down her palms and wrist and began stroking him
Pete took pleasure in squeezing her fat ass, and used his free hand to grope at her chest. He pinched her nipple in a way that made her uncomfortably aroused.
"You are one fine ass white girl," he said, "And you stroke a mean cock."
"Just finish already," she begged him.
"Aight, aight, hand me that cup." Leah grabbed a plastic cup from a stack of them and set it down on the couch. She resumed jacking him off.
"Okay it's go time," he said as he dick throbbed in her hands. "Now aim me into the cup."
"I'm not doing that, that's disgusting."
"Bitch, you either do that or I'm forcing those lips of your open and filling you back up."
Leah didn't have to talk back twice. She aimed his cock head into the plastic and stroked him even harder. His dick began to convulse, but she didn't stop. She milked him until he was filling up nearly half the thing with semen.
"Fuck I like having you around," Pete said. Leah let go of his sticky cock.
Not wanting to ruin her clothes, Leah wiped her hands on her sweaty midriff. You could hardly tell what was cum and what was sweat.
Pete cleaned himself up and picked the cup off the floor.
"Three smoothies you said," he said, heading towards the kitchen. "This one's yours."
"That's vile," she said, but he shot her a stern look that made her bite her lip.
The drink tray he offered her had three green smoothies, with one clearly a lighter shade. That was labeled Leah's.
"So three smoothies is $45, one extra double shot of protein is another $10, that comes out to $55."
"Are you kidding me?" Leah asked.
"Bitch you rich as fuck, ain't you? And you better tip at least $5 in this jar."
Leah sighed and unfurled her wad of cash from her mini-pocket. She paid, and put a crisp $20 in the tip jar.
"Pleasure doing business with you," he grinned, and she retreated down the hallway sipping at her drink.
She hated herself for it, but she was enjoying the taste.

Chapter 12: Crowded Out

Leah rejoined Drew and Megan and they hadn't seemed to notice she was gone. She handed them their drinks and Drew continued what he was saying to Megan without even nodding at his girlfriend.
"That's so funny!" Megan said to his story, "By the way Lee, thanks for the drink!"
"Don't mention it," Leah said, slurping down on her special one. The taste of semen was overpowering.
"Should we hit the showers?"
"Uh, I don't know," Drew said, trying to get out of it.
"Don't be silly," Megan said, "We're all very sweaty, right this way." And without another word, Drew followed her towards the locker rooms.
It was very early in the morning. Inside, there was only a small group of Asian girls getting dressed in the corner. Otherwise, the locker room was completely empty. Drew breathed a sigh of relief.
The three of them congregated near a locker and began to undress. Out popped Leah and Megan's perky young tits. They wriggled out of their tights until they were two fit bodies as naked as the day they were born.
Drew took his time, pulling his shirt over his head and crouching to get off his gym shorts. He was embarrassed to be naked in front of his girlfriend and her gorgeous new roommate.
"Leah you look amazing," Megan swooned, "You must really be working your core."
"Thank you, you look hot as well." Megan glowed.
"And Drew, I think we better get you to the gym more often! Might do wonders for your own physique." She teased him good-naturedly, running a finger on his pouchy stomach.
"Um, well, maybe." Drew felt like an ogre standing next to these two perfect bodies.
Leah watched Megan's eyes dart down and inspect Drew's package. Leah swiftly did the same, even though she'd seen Drew's penis many times before.
After suckling on Pete's long black cock and jerking him off, she began to see what Megan had implied about Drew. Drew's pecker shriveled into his body with just the nub of its head pointing out on top of his balls. It could fit within three or four of her fingers, unlike the massive thing that Pete was swinging between his legs. Of course, she knew Drew got bigger when he was hard, but there was no competition between him and the black man soft: Pete's was like a whole different species.
Leah stepped first into the steamy open shower. The hot water felt great running down her back. Megan and Drew slipped in beside her and rubbed soap all over their bodies.
"Drew I'm so glad you came with us this morning," Megan said sincerely, "Leah is such a nice roommate and she's sure got a great boyfriend too."
"Thanks, it was great meeting you too," Drew said with a smile.
Leah felt beyond belief. Megan seemed to like Drew a lot, despite all she was saying the night before. She felt her shoulders relax and she took pride that Drew seemed to pass this test, smaller dick or not.
"Make sure you wash those balls," Megan said, pointing down at Drew's groin.
"Oh, uhh, sure," he stumbled. He rubbed some soap onto his sack.
"Don't be embarrassed Drew, we're all adults," Leah said, feeling confident in her boyfriend once more. "It's nothing Megan hasn't seen before."
"That's true," Drew said, feeling better. He was starting to feel like maybe he belonged here with these two sexy vixens, their skin covered in sweat and soap.
From the hallway came a rumble. Loud boisterous footsteps, deep laughter, high energy banter. It got louder until the door to the locker room burst open, and in tumbled grinning man after man in dusty baseball jerseys.
A loud whistle came from the back. The three turned around to see what the commotion was: the Asian girls had left and they were previously alone.
"Alright, get cleaned up and get the fuck out of here," ordered a stout older man with a mustache. He was many feet shorter than the athletes, with a look of harsh anger on his face.
"That practice was pitiful, and I need you all gussied up for the team photo."
"Got it coach," shouted various members of the team. Most of the team was white, with the kind of WW2 handsome looks and hard bodies of soldiers. Many were latino, some black.
More and more piled in through the corridor until the place stenched like sweat and dirt.
Drew poked his head out of the shower to see the commotion just in time to get a glimpse of the team members shedding their shirts and pants. He gulped as their sweaty cut bodies reflected the fluorescent lights of the locker room.
"Uh coach?" asked one of the players noticing Drew's gaze, "I thought you said we had this locker room booked."
"We do have it booked, stop asking dumb questions," barked the coach, who suddenly noticed Drew as well.
"Get the fuck out of here, who the fuck are you?" the coach yelled.
Startled, Drew wasn't sure whether he should answer the question or just follow the order, but the short man grabbed him by the neck and swung him out of the shower.
"Get a towel and get the fuck out if you're not with the baseball team." He took a look inside and saw the two slippery ladies. "You two as well!"
"Nah coach," drawled one fully nude male player in a southern accent, "Leave the girls, they ain't bothering anyone."
"Alright, but get the fuck out of here to you!" he shouted at Drew. The bulky bodies of the baseball players picked him up and shoved him through the crowd to a towel and towards the door.
"Don't worry about us!" Leah yelled as the small cramped shower began to fill with naked men, "We'll find you when we're done!"
"Bye Drew! It was nice meeting you!" Megan cried.
Drew had one muscular arm around his neck as he was tossed out into the hallway. Water dripped around him in a puddle on the carpet.
The door swung shut slowly, giving Drew a final view of his girlfriend's sudsy bubble butt as it was swarmed on all sides by swinging soft cock.

Chapter 13: Leah Hits Home Plate

The guys were all up against her. In school, Leah had seen a video of a beehive swarming with bees in a pile like they were a single solid mass. With all these naked men pressing their bodies towards her, she felt like she was in the middle of a strange natural phenomenon.
"Hey gorgeous," a baseball player said as he rubbed his naked body against Leah's ass. His pink soft cock wedged itself between her soapy ass cheeks.
"Hey there," Leah said sarcastically as another boy rubbed himself on her right thigh. She couldn't believe their audacity in molesting her and then just saying 'hey there' like it was nothing.
In the slippery mass of flesh, Megan slid her way through the bodies and towards a towel.
"White boys aren't really my thing," Megan called to Leah over the noise, "But fellas, she's got a white boyfriend, just so you know."
"A boyfriend, eh?" asked the offending athlete, "Well where's your boyfriend now then?"
"You guys threw him out," she answered with a sarcastic frown.
From the side, the Coach watched the boys gang up towards Leah. It wouldn't be the first time he'd have to turn a blind eye to the team taking their turns on a spry young coed. Since the baseball team didn't have the same level of influence on campus of the football players did, this always took a little work from him. But boys will be boys.
Leah's asshole perked open as one of them slipped his cockhead towards it.
"Watch it!" she yelled, "Are you such a meathead that you're not even going to ask?"
"Okay, I'll ask," he said, waiting. "Well?"
"Fuck no you can't stick your prick into my ass."
"No means yes," he said, "And yes means anal." Following this syllogism, he plunged himself into her asshole.
Leah shivered with the strangeness of the sensation. Her colon was stuffed with dick. The boy grabbed her by the hips and began thrusting in and out of her.
As he kept up the pace, Leah struggled to cover the look of enjoyment she got from this new and unusual experience. Her body was responding enthusiastically and it wasn't her choice. When she woke up this morning, she hadn't expected to have any strange men flooding her insides with their genitals. But then she jerked off Pete's big black dick, drizzled his cum into her smoothie, and guzzled it down like a common whore. Now, some baseball player was prodding her inside with cock. As the memories of her day spun through her mind, Leah's body spasmed like an animal in the throes of pleasure.
"Holy fuck," said the man taking her from behind, "Look at you! You can't seriously tell me that I'm fucking a true anal virgin right now."
Leah tried to conceal her pleasure between her clenched teeth.
"Well," she started, answering his question immediately, and then she erupted into a deep shivering moan.
The other men who had crowded around her were stroking their dicks above her body. Leah was too lost in her own pleasure to pay them much attention, but she wasn't able to ignore them for long.
The first hot splash hit her neck and oozed down her back and arms. She didn't even realize what it was until she was hit by two more: one on her middle and lower backs each.
"Guys, are you serious?" she asked, looking up towards them from her position on all fours. But this was a mistake. As soon as she revealed her face to the crowd, two more guys aimed and fired directly at her eyes, cheeks, and lips.
She struggled to keep her lips shut, but failed, and the taste of raw cum flooded her mouth. When she opened her eyes, she could barely see out of the mess of sticky fog. And the delicious warm feeling in her ass was pulsing and spreading with every thrust.
"How's it going in there?" The coach was standing in the door of the shower, twirling his mustache.
"Almost done coach," shouted the guy from behind Leah.
The Coach watched as more members of his team unloaded onto the dripping white girl on the floor. She was a cute one, he thought to himself. A real great ass, too.
"You know, if this is your first time," the guy thrusting into Leah said to her, "Then I better leave you something to remember it by."
The athlete increased his speed as he slammed into her ass, causing her body to shiver with warmth and excitement.
"Fuck!" Leah yelled, feeling her body explode in tingles.
It felt like all her blood cells were each moaning in pleasure. The harsh pumps of liquid into her ass flooded her senses and caused her to buckle down to the sticky shower floor in ecstasy.
"Shit that's good," the player said as he drained himself fully into Leah's anal cavity. Leah felt like he was pumping gas, and her eyes rolled back like the payment figure as more and more flowed into her.
"That'll do," he announced, and slid his softening dick from out of her behind. Her asshole closed shut instantly, a testament to her youthful tightness.
"Oh god," she exclaimed, "I can feel it sloshing around inside of me."
"That's what I wanted," he said, washing himself, "Enjoy."
Most of the guys had finished on her body, and she felt stuck to the floor like a housefly in a strip of catching paper. She wiped her eyes clean to see the last few of the boys trickle out of the shower and away from the locker room.
Leah sad on the cold floor feeling her naked body shivering. She would need another shower, that's for sure. Her body felt thoroughly exhausted, like she had just laid underneath a steamroller that had pressed her to the floor. After the workout, and the vigorous fucking she had just received, the poor girl was tuckered out.

Chapter 14: Wisdom

Leah's body lay splattered to the shower floor.
"You did good, kid," came a voice. It was the Coach, gazing at her body on the floor of the shower.
She laughed sardonically. She certainly felt beat, and she laced her voice with the tones of sharp anger that raged inside her.
"Your players are real gentlemen," she said, feeling the volume of cum shift in her colon, "They sure know how to treat a lady."
The Coach could tell that she was being sarcastic. "Come on now, they're not so bad."
"I can't believe the guys at this school," she said honestly, "This isn't even the first time this has happened and I've barely been here a day."
The Coach chuckled to himself as she wiped more cum off of her forehead.
"It all comes down to money," he said, "These boys have lucrative positions at the school, and rich daddies backing their every move. When they see a piece of ass like you, they see an easy object to blow off some steam."
"Object?" she asked.
"It's not a bad thing to be, if you know how to milk it right. There's real power to being used by these kinds of men. Luxury vacations to tropical islands, access to the greatest clubs and hotels in the world. Find one of these guys and show him you can satisfy his every need, and you can write your own ticket."
"That's retarded," Leah snapped back, thinking about how Drew and her own family had plenty of money, "I already have that, and a sweet rich boyfriend, and your players kicked him clear out of this room!"
The Coach laughed. "That boyfriend of yours isn't one of these guys," he said. "Money's not just a status, it's an attitude. And my players know how to take what they want. If he let them drag him out of this room, then he's not worth your time, sweetheart."
The Coach moseyed over to one of the urinals, unzipped his trousers, and began to piss into the porcelain basin.
"Tell me what you see here, babe." She gazed across the room at the urinals where the Coach was draining his bladder.
"I see an old man with a big dick splashing piss onto the floor."
It was true: the force of the Coach's spurts was ricocheting onto the ground.
The room stayed silent except for the sound of the Coach's streams. He finished pissing and flushed, then turned around without zipping up his fly.
"Come over here," he said to Leah, "And I'll teach you a little something." Leah started to stand up off the shower floor, but he stopped her.
"Don't walk," he ordered. "Crawl."
It didn't matter that Leah was exhausted, humiliated, and still stuck to the floor like a wet tissue. She was still curious about the old Coach's wisdom, and so she stayed obedient.
"There there," the Coach said, watching the young student's body crawl towards him on her four slender limbs.
Leah opened her lips. His cock was thicker than it was long, though it was very long.
"I used to be an athlete myself. Baseball in college, I even was in the Majors for a few years. I got my share of pussy, and even as I get older there's always young sluts like you somewhere."
Leah remained silent, looking up at him. Her mouth was poised open.
"Lesson number one," he said, slipping his dick casually into her mouth, "The worst young sluts are the ones who act like you did here today. Rolling her eyes and being all sarcastic. Make sure they see what you're offering."
His hard prick slid down her tongue and bulged in her throat.
"But that's not all. How do you expect to get anything if you give it away? This is college, sweetheart. For all the talk about consent, that's just not how it works. There's girls who are taken, and there's girls who know how to use it to get what they want."
He didn't waste any time fucking Leah's face. He held her hair as he rammed himself in and out of her lips.
"The right thing to do," he explained, "Is to use it. Get the guys interested. Give something a way, but only a little. Find the most powerful man in the room, and suck his prick just like you're doing now."
Leah felt his cock surge with blood. He was enjoying taking her like this, and she struggling to listen as he fucked her.
"Your silly little boyfriend is the least important part of this all. By all means, let him take you on dates. Let him tell you you're the most beautiful woman in the world, and tell him that you love him and that you'd never stray.
He picked up the pace, shoving his cock into her faster than before.
"But recognize that the most powerful thing you own in that youthful little body. If you use it right, and you'll have to use it, you can turn any man into your personal pet."
The saliva dribbled down her chin in every gasp for breath she took with his cock clogging up her works.
"You'll have to be someone's pet too. That's how it works. But stop viewing yourself as a victim. And start viewing yourself as one side of a two sided negotiation."
The Coach was finished. He thrust his helps once more into her mouth, going as deep into her as he knew how, and shot his load down her throat. Leah didn't even taste it, his cock went directly down into her belly bypassing her mouth all together. He unloaded his balls thoroughly, not releasing until he was completely satisfied.



"So there's your lesson," he said, zipping up, "Now get back in that shower, clean yourself off, and think about what I said."
The old man left the poor girl on the floor before his cum had even finished dripping down her inner throat.
Leah stood up and brushed herself off. She liked what the old man said, that she could use her body to get what she wanted. It felt better than being passed around like she had the last few days.
The big question was: what was it she actually wanted?

Chapter 15: Open Season

The phone perked up with a ring. Leah was finishing rubbing lotion onto her legs on the locker room bench. She had scrubbed every inch of her skin until she smelled like lavender and lemon. She was feeling fresh and new.
"Come by in 1 hour," said the text from Mackenzie, her older friend from the amazing sorority Leah had her eyes on.
Truth be told, Leah was exhausted and would have loved to get into pajamas underneath her duvet. But if she wanted to be a sorority girl, she should probably start acting like one. Besides, she liked Mackenzie a lot.
Leah walked through campus towards the sorority house. Seeing it in daylight for the first time, it looked like a magical castle.
Mackenzie took her up to her room and closed to door.
"Freshie Leah," she greeted her, smiling widely, "I'm so glad you came." The two girls sat down on her bed.
"I wanted to give you a bit of a heads up," she began, "That it's about to be open season."
"Open season?" Leah asked quizzically.
"Open season is what we call it when the sororities all start recruiting for new members," she said, 'It's sort of a campus tradition, and it's the most important time of the year for Greek life."
Leah's heart jumped up. She thought it proper and appropriate for her to be a sister here.
"That's great," she said, keeping her cool.
Mackenzie paused. "Leah, I also wanted to ask your help with something."
"Sure, what's up?"
"Let me ask: what has it been like for you in the last couple days here on campus?" Mackenzie gestured with her arm like she was jerking off a dick.
Leah's memories cycled through her mind. She had gotten on her knees at a party and been videotaped sucking a big black dick. She had egged her boyfriend to jerk off in the middle of a cafeteria. She had been eaten out in a toilet stall. She had given a handjob in the back of a smoothie stand, been taken by who knows how many baseball players, and then sucked off their coach just a little before.
"I didn't think it would be like this," Leah said innocently, "Just a couple days ago, I thought I wouldn't touch any other man than my boyfriend."
"Guys here are different than guys anywhere else," Mackenzie said, "This school has a certain reputation, and attracts a certain type of guy. I'm actually very interested in this sociological and biological phenomenon. It's a research topic of mine."
"Interesting, can you say more?"
"Maybe another time I can explain fully. But Leah, I want you to help."
Leah paused and bit her lip. "Help how?"
"I'm trying to gather data as part of my experiment, and I think a girl like you would be a perfect subject: new to campus and with a gorgeous slim body."
Leah coyly blushed as this upperclassman flattered her.
"How can I help?" she asked enthusiastically.
"Basically, I need lots of samples. Samples of a particular kind, from multiple people. Do you know what I mean?"
"Cum," Leah said immediately, "You want me to get you cum samples."
"Well sort of," Mackenzie explained, "Not just jizz, like, from men. Also women."
"Like from me?" Leah said, laughing, "Mackenzie of course, I can give that to you."
"Perfect," said the friend, "Is now a good time?"
"Now?" Leah asked, "How do you expect me to do that?"
Mackenzie reached into a drawer in her night stand and pulled out a long glass dildo."
"I call this guy the crow bar," she said grinning., "Because he always pries my panties open."
Leah laughed. "You want me to masturbate?"
"Only if you feel comfortable."
"Of course I do. Hand it over." Leah took the glass dildo and looked it over. It was curved and long, and had a round tip at reflected light across the room.
"You use this yourself?" Leah asked.
"Yes, but I promise it's clean and free of any other samples."
"That's fine," Leah said. She peeled off her tights and shimmied them to the ground. Her bare flesh was still glistening from the lotion.
She slipped her thumbs onto the waist band of her panties and dropped them to the floor. This wasn't the first time Leah had been naked in front of her friend, but it would be the first time she masturbated in front of another woman.
Leah lay down on the bed and looked at Mackenzie for reassurance.
"Is there anything I can do to help you get off?" Mackenzie asked.
"No, I think I'll be okay. I had a very sexual couple of days, and my mind should be able to conjure plenty of fun memories."
Leah closed her eyes. The bed was so comfortable, exactly how she was hoping for after her time in the gym. She slowly rubbed the dildo onto her pelvis, and was surprised at how warm it was.
As Leah slid down on her skin, she could feel Mackenzie's scientific gaze watching her. She never thought of herself as someone who was into women, but the idea of this girl watching her was turning her on. Leah realized that this feeling of vulnerability, of being naked and forced to pleasure herself, would be a turn on no matter who was watching.
She rubbed the glass wand onto her clit. It responded by swelling with feeling. She could hear the soft scribble of Mackenzie taking notes. It made her wet.
Leah played with her clit only for a couple of minutes. The warm sphere of the tip was perfect for teasing her body, and the wave of feelings collected in her hips, which felt like they were gorged with potential.
Finally, Leah eased the tip down towards her opening. She was as excited as she had been all week, which was saying something. All of this potential was leaking out of her, laying the groundwork for an explosive finish.
The glass wand slipped inside effortlessly, and her body responded immediately. Her hips buckled and the wave of pleasure flooded up her stomach and into her shoulders like a shower of sensitivity. She thrust the wand deeper and the intensity heightened up her thrashing body.
Leah's eyes spun open and her gaze immediately met with Mackenzie's. Every pore of her body flooded with excitement when she saw the sweet woman watching her on the bed. She continued filling herself with the dildo, and had to hold back a moan.
"I'm close," Leah admitted, her voice skipping as her moan forced itself up through her lips.
"Keep going," Mackenzie commanded, "I'm ready."
Leah worked harder with the dildo and felt her nipples tighten with pleasure.
Mackenzie reached forward towards Leah's pussy. Careful not to interrupt her passion, she lightly touched her finger to the close interior of Leah's thighs.
Feeling the touch, Leah's body erupted. The reserves of feeling stored in every corner of her body burst and flowed down to her opening. Mackenzie cupped her hands, catching every drop expelled from Leah' body.
"I... I....," Leah tried to speak, but her body was too busy flushing outward to form coherent words.
Her chest thrust upwards and Leah couldn't prevent a loud, curling moan escaping. It was so loud she imagined the rest of the home could hear her pleasure.
Finally, her body fell downward. It had been as if she were floating, and were suddenly yanked back to the Earth.
Her brow was covered in sweat. Mackenzie's hands were filled with a puddle of Leah's juices.
"Leah, that was incredible," Mackenzie beamed, pouring the collection into a zip bag.
"I'm so embarrassed," she admitted, "I didn't expect to put on such a show."
"Don't you dare apologize," said the girl, "To be honest, you're not the first girl who I've collected a sample from. But you are the first one who's got be hot and bothered like I feel now."
Mackenzie's body was inhaling and exhaling deeply. Her own forehead was sweating as well. Leah could practically see the sexual imagination projecting from her forehead.
"I'll see you around soon," Mackenzie managed to say, handing Leah her clothes, "Open season starts sooner than you'll expect, so get ready to see a lot more of us."
Pushing her out of the room swiftly, Leah didn't have time to redress. The door slammed in her face while she held her crumpled panties and leggings in her arm like a street animal.
"Go for it, girl," Leah said, knowing that Mackenzie was stripped naked on her moist bed with the same dildo likely thrusting inside her now.
As she marched down the stairs, Leah heard her friend's moans pulsing through the house. What an unexpected visit!
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Part Two: A New Normal
Chapter 16: An Old Habit
Drew was jerking off again. He hadn't been doing it regularly in so long. It was early October, and he had been away to college for exactly one month. Things were not as rosy as it was in the first couple of days. Leah, his loving girlfriend, had started pledging her sorority Alpha Alpha Chi and suddenly it seemed like all her time was spent there. They would schedule a date or a time for her to stop by, and almost always she would text back that she couldn't make it. He spent a lot of time waiting at her dorm, hoping she might show up. But when she did, she was always exhausted from pledging and would immediately want to go to sleep.
So, that left Drew sexually frustrated for the first time in a while. He wasn't getting any pussy from Leah, and yet, all around him it seemed like everyone was fucking!
Darius, his roommate, had been bringing back girls left and right. Each time, he would kick Drew out into the hallway, where Drew had to patiently wait for them to finish before slipping back in. No matter how many kinds of earplugs he bought, he could always hear his roommate pounding some bitch as he waited in the hallway with his laptop and homework.
When he was at Leah's place waiting for her, there wasn't much relief. Leah's roommate Megan was very sexy, and she wore tight outfits that made Drew's eyes stray from the loving imagined arms of his girlfriend. But she never seemed to be flirting with him directly, only teasing him. Besides, Megan was just as promiscuous as Darius, bringing back loads of men from the Alpha Delta fraternity where she spent time. Big black men, who could scoop the petite Megan up in their arms like a piece of pie.
"Drew," Megan said once as he sat on Leah's bed waiting, "I think you need to go. I have a visitor coming soon and he is going to be VERY eager to see me when he gets here." Drew begrudgingly picked up his homework and left, only to pass the enormous black man in the hallway, licking his lips. His own cock strained as he imagined Megan's tight body getting pounded away by that man.
The campus had changed him. Before, when he thought of black men, he didn't feel anything except some fear and aversion. He didn't know them or care about them, and he never spoke to any black people. But on campus they were everywhere. Sports stars, African transfer students, braniacs from inner city programs meant to inspire black success... he had never met so many.
Now, when he saw a black man, it was often in the context of sex. Darius and his friends would talk openly about pussy, and which girls were good at sucking the last drop of their big black cocks. Megan's revolving door of black visitors who took her to bed always pleasured her in details she would share with Drew casually the next time she saw him. Plus, the culture of the whole school worshipped black excellence. Black guys in class sat with the finest girls next to them. It was totally alien to the white dominated world Drew was used to.
All this, plus the lack of attention from Leah, had made him abnormally horny. He was constantly furrowing away to the bathroom stalls to wank. Sometimes when Darius wasn't around, he would use his bedroom, or when Megan was gone, he would sit on Leah's bed and do it, but it was his only source of relief. He knew this was reckless, but his penis was aching for attention after Leah was so busy.
One night, Drew was getting ready to jerk off in his dorm's toilets, but he realized he had run out of the Vaseline he liked to use. He was practically panicking at this, because all the shops were closed. Then he realized Darius might have some hiding in his stuff.
Even though he wasn't supposed to, Drew dug through Darius's side of the room, trying to find something to help him jerk off. The guy didn't have any Vaseline, but Drew found something that would do the trick: pre-lubed condoms. He could use of them of, get his dick all nice and slick, and come across fine.
Drew grabbed a rubber and headed to the bathroom. He closed the stall and started to unwrap it. Ever since he had watched Darius fuck the living hell out of their dorm supervisor Gaby, her bouncy curvy body had been one of his favorite fantasies. Especially now that it was almost 9pm at night, when she was set to do her daily rounds of the facilities.
Right on schedule, she opened the doors of the unisex bathroom. Drew was hidden in the back of a stall, but he could peer out of the crack to see her. Gaby was dressed in a tight blue shirt that showed off lots of her amazing cleavage. And her miniature shorts gave him a full view of her creamy thick thighs.
Watching her as she walked absentmindedly through the bathroom, Drew slipped the condom over his dick. He wanted to rip off her clothes and press his face into her chest, biting and sucking her tits. But this would have to do.
But something was wrong, Drew realized very quickly. The condom was just too big for him to use. He pulled the latex tip down as far as he could, but the rolls of material bunched too tightly like a slinky when he did this.
"Fuck," he thought. He couldn't believe Darius was large enough to use these things. Feeling his own immature pecker inside it, he felt useless.
He slid the condom off, hoping the lube was rub off on his cock enough to work, but the long thing was unexpectedly slippery. It dashed right out of his hand, and to his horror, slid right on the bathroom tile towards where Gaby was pacing.
The buxom adviser looked down to find the balled up condom leaking with lube and Drew's precum. Drew froze in horror as she picked it up, using her bare hands to bring it up to her eyes.
"Who's in there?" she asked, smiling deviously. "Is it someone... big?"
Drew's cock was rock hard as she approached the bathroom stall, her big tits jiggling as she got closer.
"I could use a taste of something big," she said, looking at the condom again, "And whoever's this is, he's man enough for me."
There was nothing he could do. He tried to cover up, but he wasn't quick enough. Gaby swung open the stall door and found poor little Drew cowering on the toilet.
Gaby burst into laughter.
"Oh my god!" she yelled, coughing up spit and buckling over hysterically, "What the hell are YOU doing with THIS!"
She couldn't contain her giggling, holding up the enormous condom near Drew's diminutive prick. It was like putting a grape next to a garbage bag.
"Aw, is the little man embarrassed?" she asked in a false high tone, "Well, you fucking stood there jerking that little thing when I was dealing with your roommate, so I got no sympathy for a misogynist like you!"
Drew didn't have a response.
"You know what, rich little man?" she said, "I hope everyone knows about this tiny thing you've got between your legs."
Towering over him, she reached down to his knees and yanked his underwear and pants off his feet.
"I'm taking this," she said, "And I hope on the walk back to your room, everyone gets a real good look at you! That is, if they can see your tiny dick without binoculars!"
Laughing, Gaby walked out of the bathroom with Drew's clothes. He was so humiliated, but even that didn't stop him from drooling at the sway of her breasts as she closed the door.
On the walk back, Drew tried to cover himself with his shirt, but it wasn't enough. His classmates eyes all shot down to his nudity, giggling under their breath.
"Excuse me," said a tall blonde as she passed him in the hallway, stifling a laugh.
Back in the safety of his room, Drew took a deep breath. He didn't want to try again, what with Gaby roaming around. The only safe place for him to finish was in Leah's bed. Megan was out at a party, and Leah was certainly busy.
Besides, he suddenly realized, Leah has a whole collection of lotions and Vaseline I can use.
Chapter 17: Caught, and Then Blocked
It was bound to happen eventually. While Drew was going to town on himself alone on Leah's bed, lubing up his cock and stroking heavily, the door to Leah's room burst open and in walked his girlfriend herself.
He was completely caught. Leah could see in plain light his glistening prick, stubby in his wet hand in front of him.
"Drew!" she shouted, a little repulsed, "What are you doing?"
Drew covered himself embarrassed. It was weird for him to be doing that in her bed, he had to admit.
"Please stop that," she said, getting into bed with him.
"Maybe instead, you can finish me off?" he asked. He looked pathetic with his shiny little dick still hard as he begged his girlfriend.
"Sweetheart, I'm too tired," Leah admitted.
"You're always tired," he complained, whining like a little boy, "When?"
Leah was silent for a moment. "Let me think," she said, "How about Friday?" I have an hour between class. If you bring me Starbucks, I'll find a way to get you off."
That was in three whole days! Still, Drew eagerly accepted her offer, and she fell asleep.
The thought of finally getting back to touching Leah and being touched by her had his blood pumping. Over the next few days, Drew had many urges to masturbate imagining the moment, but he resisted. He wanted to save that energy, so that when he fucked Leah again, he would be so full of passion that it would be perfect.
Friday came around, and Drew happily picked up his girlfriend's Starbucks order. He had the many alterations and amendments to the drink memorized, and he checked to make sure the barista included all the right pump numbers and milk choices.
He found Leah coming down the steps of her classroom. She looked great in tight black leggings and a loose white tank top.
"Here you go," he said, handing her the drink. She sipped at it, absentmindedly checking her phone.
"Thanks babe," she said. He stared at her until she asked him to stop.
"So let's get back to your place," he said, "It's Friday, and you said you would finally have time..."
"Oh honey," she said, putting her hand on Drew's shoulder, "We don't have time to go back to my place. I figured we could sit in the grass and maybe I could touch you under the hoodie?"
"Right here? In the middle of the campus lawn?"
"Why not?" Leah asked. Drew realized his girlfriend was used to the sexual atmosphere on campus, where people fucked and got fucked all the time, anywhere. It still felt strange to him.
"Um, yes!" he finally said, so horny and ready. They found a spot under a tree right next to the walkway.
Leah untied the sorority hoodie from around her waist and set it on Drew's lap. She let her hand run up his thigh and towards his crotch. Even from over his jeans, she could tell he was hard.
"Goodness!" she shouted, "You're certainly interested."
"I haven't touched myself in three days," Drew admitted, proud in a pathetic sort of way.
"Sweetheart, really?" she said, "I'm sort of impressed."
"Thanks," he said, "I just wanted this to be exciting."
Leah look him directly in the eyes as she slipped her slender hand down the waist of his jeans.
"Sweetheart, I have to be honest. You're making me wet."
"R-r-really?" Drew asked. Her hand was squeezing the shaft of his penis and pleasure was flowing through him.
"Yeah," she said, "I've never felt you this hard."
"I'm just so excited," he said, "It's like this when I don't get any release: all the pressure builds up."
Her hand slid down his shaft towards his balls.
"Holy fuck!" she yelled, "Your balls feel huge. They've never felt like this, Drew."
"Yeah," Drew stuttered as she massaged his balls, "That's, uh, like I said."
Leah started to stroke his cock. Drew's body melted into the grass below them.
"Does that feel good?" she asked.
"Yes, yes." Drew said. She kept at it, stroking him slowly up and down inside his pants.
Leah's left hand reached over to Drew's arm, resting on the grass. Gently, while keeping her other hand busy, she guided Drew's arm towards her leggings and down into her pants.
"Feel that?" she asked him as his fingers touched her wetness.
"Y-yes," Drew said. She truly was soaked.
"I just can feel that you want me," Leah said, "And it's so hot. I love this feeling, Drew."
Drew slid his fingers inside of her, and her body coyly arched back, letting him in deeper.
"Mmmm that feel so good," Leah said, "Deeper." Drew slid his fingers deeper, just like she ordered.
Leah's body curled over a couple times, and Drew's own pleasure began to climb its peak.
"I'm almost there," he said, and Leah opened her eyes to him.
"Drew," she said, "Can I ask you for something?"
"Anything," he said, feeling her hand twist his cock as precum leaked all over her fingers.
"I want you to stay this way for me," she asked.
"What? Stay what way?"
"This way. Like this. Hard."
"What?"
"Don't lose it," she asked, "Let me keep going for just a little more, but don't give up all your three days of hard work."
Drew was so close he was delirious.
"Oh, okay," he choked out, and immediately Leah retracted her arm from his pants. His cock pressed uncomfortably against his jeans.
"That's so hot," Leah said, "Finish me off, please!"
Drew directed his energy towards his own hand, and began forcefully prying deeper into her body.
"Fuck!" she yelled, almost bursting into tears of ecstasy.
"Babe," he said, "Is it my turn?"
"What do you mean?" she asked, "I thought we just said—"
"Oh alright," Drew said, sharply shutting up. He was on such an edge, he didn't want to contradict his girlfriend when he wanted something from her so bad.
"Stay like this," she asked him again, "And when you finally release, it will be so amazing." Drew imagined releasing, all over Leah's beautiful body, and he felt a wave of intense pleasure just from the thought.
The alarm on her phone went off. It was time to return to class.
"Babe, that was amazing, thank you again," she said, kissing him on the cheek. In his pressurized state, Drew nearly exploded just from that.
"Trust me," she said again reassuringly, "Let your hard work build and you will be so rewarded."
Chapter 18: Follow
With the ache in his groin, Drew could hardly pay attention in class. His History lecture was held in an enormous auditorium, and Drew sat in the way back where he could look down and see all the other bored students browsing Facebook on their laptops.
In the middle, as usual, was a thing well-manicured girl who Drew recognized from photographs. She had dirty brown hair, a fit body, and always dressed like she was coming off of a photoshoot for a high brow fashion magazine. This was Ariella, the president of the sorority that his girlfriend Leah was pledging.
The lecture was dull and long, and Drew couldn't help but bring his gaze down towards Ariella's young body. She had such a natural sexuality, from the bouncy levity of her hair to the subtle curve of her shoulders. Even though he was many rows behind him, he felt like he could smell her lavender lemon skin flowing around him.
Recently, she had floated into more than one of Drew's masturbation fantasies. He was on a beach, and Ariella was riding in on the waves like a magical goddess. She appears from the foam of the waves completely nude, with perfect hair and beautiful eyes that penetrate through Drew's chest like a weapon.
Then, to be frank, Drew usually finished before anything else happened in the fantasy.
After class ended, Drew lingered and followed Ariella out of the lecture hall. He didn't know what he wanted from her, just that he was so wound up from his session with Leah that he couldn't ignore his feelings for this incredible angel.
He passed her on the steps out of the building. She smelled even better than he imagined, and his whole body shook as he possessed her scent.
Drew kept following Ariella, all the way across campus, where she walked into the fitness center.
"Great," Drew thought, remembering the only other time he had been to the gym, "I hate that place."
Nevertheless, Drew walked inside. Among the swaths of beautiful people exercising, Drew felt like a lumpy out of shape shit. But Ariella's grace compelled him forwards.
Feeling daring, he even followed her into the unisex locker room. He was worried that he would be noticed, the only one not in gym clothes, but among the beautiful people showering and undressing, no one wanted to pay any attention to Drew and his body.
Ariella peeled off her clothes. Drew's heart raced as he paused in a corner, scrumptiously gazing at Ariella. As she unbuttoned her elegant blouse, out popped her beautiful black lingerie, holding in her surprisingly large and firm breasts. Down came her skirt, revealing a beautiful lacy underwear.
"Hey fuck face!" came a voice, and Drew nearly had a heart attack. He turned around to find his big black roommate Darius, shirtless in a towel, coming towards him with a big grin on his face.
"Why the fuck are you at the gym, dude?" he asked, "You don't work out."
"Oh, I'm just looking around," Drew said suspiciously, clearly agitated.
"Haha, seems unlikely. I bet you were just here to check out the pussy. I don't blame you, this place is like white girl central."
"It's nothing like that," Drew lied.
"Man, don't you have a girlfriend? So you've finally realized that all girls here are sluts and it's not worth it to stay loyal!" Darius laughed.
"No, I still love Leah," he said, "And she's not a slut at all."
"If you say so man. I still haven't met the bitch! But I promise if I wanted to smash, she'd be on all fours for me in a heartbeat." There was that threat again, and the main reason Drew had kept Leah away from his obnoxious roommate.
Distressingly, Drew turned around to check on Ariella and was devastated to see she had already left.
"Come on man," Darius said, "Get undressed. I'm feeling bad for you. I'll show you how a real man gets in shape here."
"Oh I'm alright," Drew said, but Darius swung his big arm around him and led him towards the locker bench.
Within minutes, Drew had stripped down to his underwear and Darius threw him an old gym short and shorts from his locker. Drew, afraid to start a fight, got dressed and followed the man out towards the workout.
"This ain't gonna be easy, my man," Darius promised, "But this is how we do it, and you know we're all swole."
The next hour was one of the worst of Drew's life. Darius coached him through the treadmill, the dumbells, and the squat rack. Drew's performance was pathetic, constantly tumbling over and having to switch to smaller weights.



"Dude you need some practice!" Darius yelled laughing the fifth time Drew fell over.
After it was over, Drew felt like his body had been pressed by a steam roller.
"You did good, man," Darius said, patting him on the back. The two men retreated back to the shower.
Drew hid his sweaty naked body in the corner of the shower while Darius confidently washed himself.
"Man, there are some fine girls in here," he said, hitting Drew on the shoulder to turn around, "Check out that tall white girl in the corner."
Drew turned around. It was the goddess Ariella! Her perfect fit body was glistening with water and suds, and Drew's groin immediately hardened watching her rub her hands over her bare slippery skin.
"I got to talk to her," Darius said, and Drew's voice caught in his throat as the ripped black man headed over towards her.
Drew was rock hard watching the two. Darius's bulking black body towered over her, and Drew caught moments in which Ariella couldn't help but check out Darius's abs, chest, and thighs. No one had ever looked at Drew that way, of course, and it was thrilling to see a woman become so sexually aroused right before his eyes.
Darius couldn't keep his hands to himself. He slowly slid his arm around her waist, resting his palm of the top of her fine ass. Ariella was powerless but to lean her body towards him, opening herself up for sexual invitation.
Drew wanted so badly to reach down to his own groin and finish himself off to this scene, but he had promised Leah that he would refrain from that kind of thing....
Suddenly, Darius started walking back towards Drew, the beautiful Ariella right at his side.
"Hey Drew, this is Ariella," he said. Ariella smiled at him and Drew felt like he might explode.
"I told Ariella here all about our dorm, and she said she'd love to see it," Darius said with a sly smile, "But I got to go to practice for the next hour. Just take her back to our place, and she can wait for me to get back."
They stepped out of the shower where Ariella dried her body off with a white towel. Drew struggled to keep his boner down in his jeans as he redressed.
"See you, my man," Darius said before he left.
Ariella stood now, perfectly dressed and smiling right next to Drew.
"It's good to finally meet you," Ariella asked in a sexy Italian accent, "I know you well, Drew, from speaking with your girlfriend. I look forward to our conversation now. Please lead the way."
Chapter 19: Conversation
"What do you like to do, Drew?" Ariella asked, her English tingling with an Italian accent.
"Er, like hobbies?"
"Yes, hobbies," she asked coolly.
To be truthful, Drew didn't have any hobbies. He stammered something about studying and reading the news.
"That is very dull, to be quite honest," Ariella said emotionlessly.
Ariella gave Drew her background. She was raised on an island on the coast of Italy, where she learned dance from a series of private tutors. At age 14, she started modeling for Italian fashion magazines, but her parents insisted she attend college when she came of age. That was a couple years ago, and she had landed here.
"I dedicate most of my time to my sorority," she said, smiling, "But I still dance. And model, occasionally."
"Of course," Drew said, still too flustered to be coherent.
They walked silently up the steps of his dorm. When they reached the door, Drew held it open for Ariella, who thanked him politely.
"I remember this building," she said, "My boyfriend lived in these dorms our freshman year."
"Your boyfriend?" Drew asked, feigning ignorance. Of course he had facebook stalked Ariella's pictures and knew she was dating some senior named Spencer.
"Yes, my boyfriend. He is an American, like you. A white boy."
With so many black men on campus, it made sense that Ariella would identify him as white. Otherwise, it would have been obvious to assume that a complete goddess like Ariella would be dating a black man.
Of course, Drew knew this already from the nights he spent on her facebook page with his pants around his waist.
Inside their dorm, Drew sat on his bed against the wall, and Ariella sprawled out on Darius, kicking her long legs up tantalizingly.
"This is such a man's room," she said at the piles of Darius's stuff cluttering the floor. Then, she turned to her companion.
"Drew, have you ever been to Italy?"
"A couple times. Friends of my family have a villa there, and we would go for vacations when I was a child."
"Aha," she said, "You come from money."
"You could say that," Drew said.
"That is well. But you have been there, to Italy. May I ask what you thought of it?"
"It was beautiful," Drew answered. He remembered the lovely women dressed impeccably, driving along the coast of the island in expensive cars and diving into the sea from pristine beaches.
"Yes, very much so. But you here in America have something we do not have there, even if it is beautiful."
"What's that?" Drew asked.
Ariella gracefully gestured with her wrist for Drew to look around the room.
"The black American," she said, "Like your friend Darius. There's no one like him in Italy."
Drew would hardly call Darius his friend.
"One day, I must return to Italy, to my boring parents and their fancy parties and dull friends," she said, "And my boyfriend, the rich American, will become my fancy dull husband just the same.
"But before then, I want to be here, in America, and have some, how do you say? Fun. Does that sound terrible?"
"No not at all."
Ariella grinned, showing her perfect white teeth, and the whole room opened with her energy.
"What do you think of the African's cock?" she asked in her accent, as if it was the most normal thing in the world to ponder.
"Darius's? His, er, thing?"
"Yes, of course, you have seen it, in the shower and I am sure at other times."
"It's pretty big, I guess."
"It is," she said, "I am always amazed at their virility, even as I have seen many in my time here. America is a strange country that way."
"What do you mean?"
"Drew, I couldn't help but notice your own nudity in the shower earlier. Did you not think to contrast yourself to the African?"
"No, um, I guess I didn't."
"Compared to an Italian, your size is quite diminutive," Ariella said, "It is amazing the difference between the white man here and the white man there. At our coasts, we do not dress in the swimsuits you use, so even as a child I had seen the Italian roaming our beach with his hairy long penis dangling like a pendulum. And as I got older, I got to see them very up close." She mimed as if she were inserting a long thick dick between her lips.
"But when I arrived here," she continued, "It is quite different. You men are like small children." She held up her little pinky finger and wiggled it in the air. "I do not mean to offend, but it is a truth."
"No, I am not offended," Drew lied, feeling hurt and embarrassed.
"Yet even as the white man is so much more pathetic, the black man dwarves the Italian many times over. He carries such an intensity between his legs, it can be overwhelming for a woman like me."
She paused, clearly envisioning a thick cock clear in her mind.
"I feel much more a woman when I am with an African," she explained, "It is quite a sensation."
"I'm sure," Drew stuttered.
"I knew you would understand," she said pleasantly, extending her arm towards Drew, "It is in your nature to defer, is it not?"
She stretched her body across the bed, and Drew gulped taking in the gorgeous curves of her slim and perfect body.
"When I go to bed with the African, are you believing you will remain?"
"Remain? Like, in the room?" Drew worked his way through her broken English.
"Yes, I am asking if you are planning to try to watch us."
"Watch you, having sex with Darius?"
"Am I not making sense that you are repeating?" She looked Drew square in the eye.
"Because that would not be acceptable," she finished, "I understand that many white Americans find me beautiful and would enjoy to see me taken by the African, but it is not something I would allow."
"So you are asking me to leave?"
"I am not asking, white American," she replied.
Taking the cue, Drew stood up.
"When I am finished with him, I hope he will invite me back again," she said as Drew headed towards the door, "Because I very much enjoyed our conversation. With you, it feels like I am with one of my sorority sisters, and it is as if I can tell you anything."
"Thanks," Drew said, opening the door to leave.
"I assume you will try to pleasure yourself," she said to Drew, miming with her hand as if she were jerking off, "And I wish you good luck."
That was exactly what Drew wanted to do, but he remembered his promise to Leah.
"Goodbye, little white American," said the Italian goddess, the door hushing closed behind her.
Chapter 20: All Holes Available
When Darius arrived back, he didn't waste any time. He stripped Ariella down to her underwear and shoved her on the bed. He pulled out his thick penis and let her go to town, slobbering and gulping down inches of his dick like it was a lollipop at the county fair.
Drew could hear everything. He sat on the hallway floor with his back to the wall, listening to every tone of skin against skin as the two bodies collided in the bedroom.
"Fuck bitch you got a skilled mouth," Darius bellowed, his cock stuffing her cheeks and throat like a lozenge.
"MmmMMMmm," Ariella stammered, clearly too busy to enunciate.
Drew was rock hard. He would have given anything to have relief right there, but he had promised Leah he would save himself.
He pulled out his phone, deciding to text Leah instead of sitting and listening silently to this torture.
"Hey," he texted, just a single word.
Darius slipped his dick in and out of Ariella's face hole. The wet slippery noise of the frictionless pumping echoed out into the hallway.
"Fuck fuck fuck!" he yelled in rhythm as he destroyed the beautiful model's face.
Drew's phone buzzed. A response from Leah.
Leah: What's up sweetheart?
Drew furiously texted back. "What are you doing? Can I come by?"
Leah: Sweetheart, you know I'm busy with pledging. They've got us scrubbing the whole sorority house, it's just be and a couple other girls in our underwear scrubbing the floors with toothbrushes.
Drew couldn't help but be aroused by the image of his girlfriend's slim body half naked with a gaggle of other young women, working tirelessly until their taut bodies began to perspire...
"Fuck stick that big thing in me!" Ariella's voice pronounced.
Darius happily obliged, sliding his dripping hard dick down Ariella's trim body down to her snatch. He held himself by the base of his cock and shoved himself fully into Ariella's slippery thighs.
The room filled with the noises of their mutual pleasure. The wet threatening slap of Darius's balls against Ariella's ass, the animal grunting of Darius's effort, and the high pitched frantic moans from Ariella's lips as she realized she was powerless to prevent this man from giving her orgasm after orgasm.
Drew texted back to Leah. "Can I come by? I won't get in the way."
Leah: Sweetheart, that's not allowed. We have to do whatever the sorority tells us to do, and we'll be strictly punished if we have a visitor, even if it's you.
Drew: That's crazy, you really submit to that? Who makes these rules?
Leah: Drew, that's just how the sorority process works. The whole program is designed by our president, and she's a very lovely girl.
Drew listened to that sorority president, Ariella, was brutally ravaged by his roommate right on the other side of the wall.
As Drew texted on the floor, the moans coming from the room were obvious to anyone in the hallway. A boy who lived a couple doors down emerged, and as he walked by, Drew struggled to cover his erection with his hand.
"Holy fuck, what's going on in there?" he asked Drew with a grin.
"Uh, nothing," Drew lied, "He's got a visitor is all."
"Some visitor! Sounds like he is taking her to pound town. Was she hot?"
"Who, the girl?"
"Fuck who else would I mean?"
"Yeah she was," Drew murmured.
"You got a pic?" the man asked.
Drew scrolled through his Facebook on his phone and showed the stranger a photo of Ariella.
"Holy fucking shit!" the guy exclaimed, "You're telling me this fine piece of ass is the one in there making those rhesus monkey screams?"
Drew just shrugged.
"Fuck man," he said, "If I were you, I'd be in there trying to get my piece of the action."
"I'm not that kind of guy," Drew said, and the man stared at him oddly.
Just then, the deep voice of Darius came resounding from under the door.
"Fuck bitch, let me take that tight little asshole of yours."
Ariella's breathy voice encouraged him, "Of course baby, don't stop!"
Both men in the hall could hear the sound of Darius spitting on his hand, slicking his dick up with it, and poking its fat tip against the entrance of Ariella's perfect ass.
"Shit dude," the man in the hall said when Ariella's moans resumed, "You could sell tickets to this shit."
Drew's phoned buzzed again. It was a text message from Leah. Instead of words, she had just sent him a selfie, smiling despite her disheveled hair and worn looking make up.
You could see the wide white expanse of her thin shoulders and chest, and just a peak at her soft cleavage.
Drew was instantly flushed with longing and pain at his predicament.
Another hallmate emerged from a nearby room and Drew's visitor called to him.
"Hey man," the neighbor yelled, "Come check this shit out." The man got closer to where Darius was pounding Ariella's ass, and could clearly hear the moans and grunts of the couple fucking inside.
"Shit, that's wild," the guy said, "Sounds hot as fuck."
"Yeah, and look at the pic of this chick," he said, gesturing to Drew to show the photo to the new man.
Reluctantly, Drew found the photo of Ariella and passed it to the neighbor.
"Fuck this bitch is like a goddamn model! You're telling me she's taking dick inside this room?"
"Yeah, that's what's happening," Drew said, defeated.
It wasn't long before a crowd had gathered around Drew's door, listening to the wet and slippery sounds of flesh against flesh inside.
"I think I have a class with this bitch," one guy said, "I wonder if I can fuck her ass like this guy's doing."
"Don't press your luck," said another visitor, "Anyone who knows Ariella knows that she doesn't go for whiteboys like us."
A couple of the guys had unapologetically disrobed, and were holding their stiff white cocks in their hands listening to Ariella's ecstasy.
The crowd's whispering silenced when Darius's voice came back from under the door.
"Bitch!" he yelled, "I'm going to flood that ass with cum."
Ariella was weathered and breathless as she begged him, "Please do it! Fill me, fill me!"
The men gathered in the hall could hear the rush of cum from Darius's balls as it filled his stiff cock and gushed into the cavity of Ariella's ass. The splooge filled her like a cream donut and leaked out the side, dripping onto the floor with each drop sonically distinguishable.
"Fuck that did it," said one man in the hall who had been stroking himself, and the dribbles of cum from his dick collected in a puddle on the floor.
"Me too," said another, his own fluids pooling with the other's.
As the noises stopped, the crowd dispersed, leaving Drew alone with the remnants of the neighbor's jizz in a puddle by his door.
Suddenly, that door swung open, and Darius's shirtless sweaty body emerged.
"Fuck man, I need a shower," he said to Drew, barely paying the man attention as he stomped away to the bathroom.
Drew silently got up and re-entered his room, where he found Ariella's gorgeous naked body looking completely a mess on Darius's bed. The cum was dripping out of her asshole, and her lips, stomach, and thighs were coating with the fluids of her own orgasms and Darius's.
"You know, if you didn't have a girlfriend, Drew," she said to him as he sat on his own bed, "I might ask you to clean me up." She laughed and pulled up the covers on the bed until her drained red body was under the blankets. Then she rolled over and fell deeply into a post-fuck nap.
Chapter 21: The Beginning of the End
Leah dug that bright silver thong out of her ass crack. She felt ridiculous every time she had to put on the metallic bikini, but the fact was that it wasn't just humiliating, it was uncomfortable. For the other pledges to the sorority, they looked sexy in the shiny thing. But Leah's ass was so much thicker than any other pledge that she looked like a full blown hooker, the string of the bikini wedged so far up her ass.
Leah was on her knees in the carpeted bedroom of the sorority president, Ariella. She was digging through her dresser and re-folding all the girl's panties, sweatpants, and bras. Leah did this every day, and even though it was always impeccable, cruel Ariella would mess it up before leaving so that Leah had to do it again.
When Leah first put on the sorority recruitment bikini, she felt a lump of fear in her throat. She and the other girls, all beautiful and slender young women, would be positively irresistible in these outfits. If they were going to be wearing them around campus, she'd have even more affronts and hard dicks waved in her face than normal.
But so far, all the tasks had kept them in the sorority house. Leah donned normal clothes to run to class and see Drew every once in a while, but she was kept safe in the sorority house from prying hands of boys.
Given her experience on campus, Leah thought that a lot of her recruitment would be sexual. Giving out handjobs, being groped by different guys, it seemed like the obvious choice. But so far, nothing sexual had happened to Leah. She had scrubbed floors, organized bedrooms, and cooked dinner. It was grueling work, but not undignified.
"Let me ask you something, Leah" Ariella said to her one night after Leah had swept the kitchen, "I heard you have a serious boyfriend, is that right?"
"Yea, Drew," Leah said, pleased that the head queen president even knew her name.
"I have some advice for you about how to keep a man on campus. You ready to hear it?" Leah nodded, answering yes to Ariella.
"Don't let him cum," she said, "That's the secret. If you can look at his balls and know he's yearning for you, then you'll know he wasn't cheating. And trust me, this campus makes cheating look natural."
"I know!" Leah exclaimed, glad to hear someone notice her experiences, "People just fuck on this campus all the time."
"Exactly," Ariella said, "And if he's not cumming, then you know he's faithful." Ariella patted the young pledge on the shoulder.
So Leah had told Drew not to cum anymore. She was surprised at how well Drew took it, agreeing immediately when she suggested it. And while she felt bad that his balls would be so big and swollen, she rested well knowing that he wouldn't be betraying her in any way.
In the last month, Leah had tried to forget her own infidelities. She would ignore Pete when she saw him at the gym, figuring that if he never spoke to her he couldn't threaten to tell Drew anything. And while she never saw the baseball team, she would nod politely at the Coach when he walked by.
The only sexual straying Leah did could hardly count as cheating. She would curl up on Mackenzie's bed at night and the two girls would masturbate together, using Mackenzie's sophisticated supply of toys and dildoes. Sometimes they would touch each other, but that's surely not cheating, she thought.



So she wrapped up her first month of pledging feeling much better about herself and her life. She and Drew were going strong, and once she was in the sorority she would have a great group of girls, a great boyfriend, and no worries in the world.
That night, the pledges served the house girls a delicious feast. The girls ate the delicious meal first, finishing themselves before the pledges were allowed to eat the leftovers. Leah managed to snag a piece of chicken and vegetables, which she had seasoned herself, and had a pleasant dinner.
"Congratulations on your first month of pledging," Ariella said, standing to make a speech. "You bitches have all learned to be subservient and eager sisters in our chapter.
"There's just one thing left for you to do," she continued, "One final task before you can all be full sisters of our chapter."
The room hushed with anticipation. Leah felt her heart pounding in her chest.
"Each of you girls had made an impression on multiple sisters in our group. It's why you were permitted to pledge in the first place. But in particular, each of you has caught the attention of three specific sisters who would love to see you join. All you need to do to graduate is get each of their signatures on your pledge book." Ariella held up a copy of the binder of instructions that each of the girls had been given at the start of pledging.
"If you check your phone, you each should have just gotten the list of your three girls. All you need to do is find them, and do whatever it takes to get their signatures."
Leah opened her email and saw the message, which had hit her inbox just in time.
"Enjoy your night, ladies. I expect some of you will 'graduate' in the next few days!"
The crowd murmured as each girl read her list. Leah scrolled through the introduction, which repeated Ariella's announcement.
Three names for who Leah needed to impress: Mackenzie (easy, they were close friends already), Carly Ling, and Ariella the president herself.
Leah felt a rush of pleasure as she realized how close she was to being a full fledged sister.
The room cleared out, and Leah went to finish her chores. She needed to walk through the garden outside and pick up any trash that was left from the dinner party or from the day's activities. The sun had already set, and Leah picked up the trash bag and metal claw to help her clear the lawn of debris.
It was a beautiful crisp night, and the warm night air didn't bother her exposed skin at all. Sometimes, when it was cold, Leah cursed that she was wearing only a tiny bikini, but right now it felt nice.
As she approached the back wall, she heard a noise at the gate. Turning around, Leah saw a familiar face poking up from the outside: it was her boyfriend Drew!
"Sweetheart!" she yelled, rushing towards him, "What are you doing here? It's late, and past curfew. If the sisters see us talking, I'll get in trouble."
"I had to see you," Drew said, panting and out of breath from the climb to the sorority house. Leah could tell that despite his exhaustion, he was eyeing her exposed body up and down.
"This is just something we have to wear," Leah explained, covering her cleavage and chest with her arms, "All the girls are wearing them."
"That must be a sight," Drew said, and Leah scolded him for that rude comment about other women's bodies.
"I'm sorry," he said sincerely, "I just can't help it. It's been days since I had the chance for relief, and seeing you like this, in that amazing bikini, it's gotten me all worked up."
"That's no excuse," Leah said, "You're not supposed to be here. You have to leave."
"Just finish me off real quick, it won't take that long. You wouldn't believe the day I had. Your sorority president, Ariella, she—"
"Hush! You're being too loud. Just shut up and let me think if I'm okay with the idea of you cumming."
Leah looked around to make sure no one was watching.
"Okay, but it has to be quick."
Leah bent down on her knees so her eyes were level with Drew's waist. With her dexterous fingers, she undid his belt and grabbed his pecker from his briefs.
"Oh my," she said, noticing his huge swollen balls, "It really has been a while."
"Please Leah, that feels so good," he begged.
"Drew, the begging is a huge turn off," she said, frustrated, "It's like I'm talking to a little boy instead of a man."
"I'm sorry," he said immediately.
"Don't apologize either," Leah said, getting worked up, "It's so unmanly too!"
"I'll just shut up," Drew said submissively, so obviously dying to get her to jerk him off.
Leah held his short hard prick in her palm. She spit onto the tips of her fingers, and began to stroke down the little shaft.
"Leah!" came a voice from back at the sorority house, "Where did you go? I wanted to talk about the signature."
"Fuck that's Mackenzie," she said, yanking her hand away from her boyfriend's pleading dick.
"I'll have to take care of you another time," she said, standing up and skipping away, "Please just go home. And keep to your promise."
Drew wanted to scream, but instead just meekly folded his erection back into his underwear.
"Goodbye sweetheart!" Leah whispered, "I swear it's almost over."
Chapter 22: Finding Subjects
Leah sat down on Mackenzie's bed. Despite wearing only the tiny metallic bikini, she didn't bother to grab a blanket.
"Excited that recruitment's almost over?" the older girl asked.
"Tell me about it! I miss regular life, having time for Drew, everything!"
"I know, you're so close. And I know that my signature is the first step to getting you there. I'll just need one favor before I can sign off on your book for you."
"Anything for you, Mackenzie," the pledge answered. This girl has been like a sister to her the entire time, not to mention how hot and bothered they would get when they masturbated together at night.
"Okay," she began, "So you know how I mentioned I am doing research on human sexuality for my class? I need your help again collecting data."
"Do you want to measure my heart rate as I cum again?" Leah said, instinctively reaching her hand into her bikini bottoms towards her shaved pussy, "That should be easy—and fun!"
"No, not that," Mackenzie said, "I need your help getting me some male subjects. Two specific ones, actually."
Leah leaned forwards to Mackenzie to listen more closely.
"Remember that guy you hooked up with here, you said he worked at the gym?"
"Oh God," Leah said, rolling her eyes, "Pete. He's such an asshole."
"But you said he was particularly endowed, right?"
"You mean his cock? That thing was huge, completely."
"And Drew's?" Mackenzie asked, "You mentioned it was, uh, less than large?"
"Drew is pretty small compared to a guy like Pete," Leah admitted, "Why?"
"I want you to bring them both in," Mackenzie said, "It's part of my research. Then I'll sign off on your sheet, darling."
Leah didn't want to debate her friend. Pete was an awkward encounter, given the fact that he fucked her face the first night they met. Putting him in the same room as Drew did not seem like a good idea. But Leah did want to join the sorority as soon as possible...
The next day, Leah texted Pete and asked him to come to the sorority house. He showed up in the kitchen with a huge shit eating grin on his face, pulling her bikini-clad body close to him and greeting her with a long kiss on her lips.
"Thanks," she said sarcastically, but she knew she needed a favor from Pete so she didn't give him too much shit.
"What's doing, baby girl? You are sure looking fine in that delicious bikini. Why have you been giving me the cold shoulder every time I see you at the gym?"
"Just been busy," she lied, "And my fitness brain is very focused."
Pete sat down on a stool at the kitchen counter.
"What's up then?" he asked, "You finally come to your senses about that boyfriend of yours?"
"No, it's not that exactly," she began, but got an idea, "But I have a test I want to try, with you and with him."
"A test?" Pete asked, "I like the sound of that."
"I still love him," she said truthfully, but continued with a lie, "And I want to do a bit of an experiment to see what my future might be."
"Experiment! That's some freaky shit."
"If I bring you and him together for the test, will you be a good boy and not tell him about what you and I have done?"
"Ha!" Pete laughed, "I won't tell that white boy shit, if you make it worth my while."
"I promise," Leah said seductively, "It will be." She thought about the advice she got from the baseball Coach: she could use her sexuality to get what she wanted.
"Shit, what about right now?"
Leah hesitated. She kept on her face of seductive interest, even though she felt repulsed.
"What do you want?" she asked, keeping cool.
"I want another one of those magic blowjobs," he said, "I keep thinking about that first time and how deep you were able to take me."
Leah had been so good about not going behind Drew's back. But she needed Pete's cooperation if she wanted to get Mackenzie's signature.
Doing her best sexy seduction, Leah walked slowly towards Pete with her ass swaying in her silver bikini. She ran her fingers through her long wavy hair and pressed herself against Pete's side. Slowly, she slid her ass onto his lap, and sat down so that her slender white body was bouncing on his thigh like a kid visiting Santa.
Pete smoothly reached his hand on her waist, feeling her curves. Leah was doing a job, but she liked the way he touched her. She dug her ass deeper into his crouch, and felt the bulge of his hardening long cock.
Leah continued to gyrate her body against him and to feel his cock grow. Soon, it was as hard and radiating heat onto her through his shorts.
Pete squeezed her thighs and ass cheeks. Leah felt a surge of sensation flood her pussy. Despite the fact that she hated Pete's guts, she was finding herself aroused by his masculine touch.
Pete slid his hand up her flat stomach and under her shiny bikini top. With his other hand, he untied the back, so that it fell forward effortlessly exposing her breasts. With the same dexterity, he tugged at the strings of her bottoms until they too fell open and exposed her body.
Leah was totally naked on his lap, and knew his cock was at its fullest erection. She pressed against it with her ass, and Pete responded but sliding her off her lap and standing up in front of her.
He pressed the very top of her skull downward, so that she was compelled to get down on her knees before him. With one yank, he tugged down his shorts and his thick black cock swung out unexpectedly, hitting Leah on the cheek.
Leah opened her mouth wide, inviting Pete to slide his cock inside. The long black shaft scraped across her tongue as she coated every inch in her thick saliva. Her throat bulged as he continued his invasion of her skull, penetrating as deep as he could go, until his balls were pressing against her chin.
It was the first black dick Leah had taken since Pete had fucked her face a month ago, and Leah was ashamed to admit that she had missed it!
Pete grinned down at the gorgeous young white girl with her throat clogged with BBC.
Without warning, Pete grabbed her by the hair. Leah's eyes widened in surprise, and Pete thrust his hips back and then sharply forward. His long slippery cock unclogged and then slammed back into her pink mouth.
Pete ruthlessly fucked her face. Leah could only gaze up with open eyes as he pounded his dick into her face hole with no concern, like it was a piece of beef.
"Fuck," Pete called under his breath, pounding Leah's face further.
With every thrust, Leah's throat felt the hot slap of Pete's heavy dangling balls. They were chaotically swinging, black and sweaty, and her skin stung with each impact.
Leah tried to tug back, but her hair was firmly in the first of Pete's black hands. The only thing she could do was reach her fingers down between her naked thighs and play with herself, dripping wetness onto the kitchen tile as her sticky throat took more inches of cock.
As he sped up, Leah prepared herself for the pungent taste of his load of cum drenching her throat and mouth. But Pete had other intentions. As swiftly as before, he slammed Leah's chin off his cock, positioning Leah's head so that it was directly at eye level with the dripping wobbling black snake.
Without any touch, it erupted. Jets of white cum splashed onto Leah's eyes, dripping down her frames and onto her cheeks. The pulsing black rod wavered like a tree in a hurricane, swinging low enough to blast Leah's hot breasts and erect nipples in slime.
He continued to shoot her with his load, until it was clumped together in her hair, her nose, and pooling in her toned belly button.
"Fuck you look like a mess," Pete said, laughing some more, "But a freaky chick like you probably likes it."
Leah couldn't even see through the cloud of cum dripping down her fact, but she could notice the vague shape of Pete's prick disappearing back in his shorts.
"When you want to do this experiment?" Pete asked, "You got yourself a willing and well behaved participant."
"I'll text you," Leah said, so that cum dripped into her speaking mouth.
"That's good, baby girl," he said, heading for the door, "You know you look damn good covered in black man's cum like that."
"Thanks," Leah said, sarcastically again, "I'll make sure to remember that when I'm doing my makeup some day."
Chapter 23: Drew's Turn
Having been rebuked in the garden with Leah, Drew was feeling hornier than ever. He woke up the next morning with a visible tent in his duvet, his erection calling out for some attention.
He stuffed it away in his shorts. Even though his balls were swollen and aching, his promise to Leah meant more to him.
Which is why he jumped in alarm when he got a text from her around lunch time.
"Hey sweetie," it began, "I need your help tomorrow with a project for a friend. It's one of the last tasks for my recruitment, and then I'm done with all this nonsense. Can you come by tomorrow morning?"
His heart jumped with joy. It had been such a struggle since Leah began sorority recruitment, and now it was almost over. He just needed to help her friend with this project and he would be one step closer to having a normal relationship.
He showed up at the sorority house dressed in a button down and slacks. He wanted to look good and handsome for Leah, especially after his pathetic begging two nights before.
Drew was greeted at the door by Mackenzie, the older sorority girl who had taken for Leah. She looked gorgeous, all slender with round tits, and he found himself fantasizing about her stroking his cock. Ever since he had stopped masturbating, he found every encounter with a gorgeous woman led him to these intense and depraved fantasies.
Mackenzie led the boy up to her bedroom, where he found Leah and another man sitting on the bed. His eyes bulged out to see Leah wearing that amazing silver bikini, her beautiful pale flesh exposed to him like a flood of pheromones. The other man was tall and black, with a look of excitement in his eyes.
"Sweetheart," Leah said, standing up and kissing him on the cheek, "This is my friend Pete."
"Nice to meet you my man," Pete said, shaking his hand.
Mackenzie sat Drew down on the bed next to Leah, who was squished between both men.
"I don't know how much Leah told you about my research," Mackenzie began, "But I'm so glad to have each of you here to help me. First, can you please sign these forms?"
She handed the men a clipboard with a standard consent form. They each signed and gave it back.
"Great," the researcher said, "This means I have your consent to proceed with the experiment as designed for the next hour. I don't think it will take more than that."
"What do we have to do?" Drew asked.
"Just provide some data," she explained, "My research is about sexual virility, stamina, and health."
Drew looked at the other man and then back at Mackenzie.
"So what do we have to do?" he asked. Leah squeezed his hand, implying he needed to calm down.
"Let's start with you getting undressed," she said to Drew. The three sets of eyeballs stared at him, and he timidly stood up in front of them.
"Go ahead," Leah said, encouragingly. Drew unbuttoned his shirt and folded it onto the dresser, and then did the same with his trousers.
"The underwear too," Mackenzie said, clinically pointing at his groin with a pencil.
Meekly, Drew slid down his underpants until her was standing there in just his tall white socks.
All three members of the room carefully examined Drew's cold pudgy body. He was nervous, especially about his shriveled and retreating penis, which looked like a short nub on top of his cold tight ball sac.
"Drew, could you please spread your legs for me?" Mackenzie asked.
As he did so, he noticed out of the corner of his eye Pete whispering to Leah. His heart raced in embarrassment, and as he met Leah's eye, she quickly shifted her gaze to the floor.
Mackenzie reached the pencil between Drew's spread legs, and poked his dick with the eraser. The lightest touch from a woman brought his blood rushing towards his dick, but it only fleshed a red color instead of growing.
"Interesting measurements," Mackenzie said, euphemistically, "Let me get my ruler."
The girl reached for the measuring tape on her desk and placed the cold metal end against his pubic region.
"Soft, white penis," Mackenzie said to herself in a scientific tone, "Measuring a total of, oh my, 3.1 inches."
Pete shook his head into his hands. Leah looked at Drew reassuringly.
"It's okay baby, thank you for helping," she said patronizingly.
.
"Ball size is quite engorged," Mackenzie said, holding his tight scrotum in her hand, "I'm impressed at their volume compared to the dimensions of your shaft."
She scribbled down some notes with the same pencil she had used to prod Drew's member.
"Drew, how would you describe your sexual virility?" Mackenzie asked him.
"What do you mean?" he nervously asked.
"I mean rate yourself on a scale from 1-10. Do you believe yourself to be a well hung, virile man?"
"I don't know, I hadn't thought about it."
"Please try."
Drew stood silently for a moment.
"I guess not so much," he admitted, "You said 3.1 inches?"
"Not an quarter inch more," Mackenzie confirmed.
"I guess that's on the smaller side."
"'On the smaller side'", Mackenzie repeated, "So you mean to say you have a small penis?"
"Yeah," Drew said, "If that's what it is." Drew blushed in shame as Leah averted her eyes from his face again.
"Leah does that sound right to you?" Mackenzie asked.
"Me?" she said surprised, "I need to give my opinion?"
"It's good to hear it," the researcher confirmed.
"I'm sorry baby," she apologized to Drew, "But yeah, I would say you have a small penis, absolutely."
Mackenzie jotted down Leah's response as Drew hung his head to the floor.
"Pete could I ask you to disrobe now?" Mackenzie asked. The black man rose and quickly stripped off his t-shirt and basketball shorts. He was standing tall above Drew, wearing only a pair of tight grey briefs.
"These too, right?" the black man asked Mackenzie, who nodded. Down came the briefs, and out came Pete's long soft shaft and dangling balls.
"Oh my," Mackenzie said, barely containing her delight behind her clinical veneer.
Like she had with Drew, she prodded Pete's dick with the pencil's eraser. She slid the thing under his long shaft, lifting its girth up with difficulty so that half the prick slacked over like a deli salami.
"Impressive," she said, scribbling notes, "Let me take your measurements." She placed the tape against the base of his shaft, and pulled the long ruler forward multiple inches with her fingers until she had reached his tip.



"Soft, black penis," she said aloud, "Measuring 8.2 inches, my goodness!"
Drew looked up at Pete, who was confidently grinning as Mackenzie wrote down the number. But Drew noticed that even as she took notes, her gaze did not leave the intoxicating sight of Pete's impressive long dick. More alarmingly, Leah's eyes were equally glued in lust to the black man's penis.
"And your self assessment?" Mackenzie asked Pete.
"What can I say?" he asked smarmily, "This is a huge black cock."
"Huge... black... cock," she repeated as she wrote it down. "And your perception, Leah?"
Leah was caught off guard again, and shrugged at Drew, mouthing the word 'sorry'.
"It's a huge black cock," Leah admitted, reaching over and squeezing it with her slender fingers. Drew's eyes widened in fear.
"Please don't touch," Mackenzie said, scolding Leah in a harsh tone.
"I need to document now," Mackenzie said, reaching for the small digital camera she had on her desk, "Could you please stand besides each other?"
Pete and Drew lined up shoulder to shoulder, though more accurately Drew's shoulders only reached mid-chest of the strapping tall Pete. Mackenzie bent down on her knees so that she had a shot of both their members in the same frame. Pete's long black anaconda of a dick, and the shrunken nub of Drew's white scared cockhead.
"These are incredible specimens," Mackenzie said, clicking the shutter of the camera, "It's great to see this variance in virility."
As Mackenzie clicked the shutter, Drew looked over to Leah, who was drooling as she stared at the comparison between Drew's little dick and Pete's long black monster. He felt his insides turn and tumble as the look of lust overcame his slender white girlfriend.
"Okay," Mackenzie said, grinning at the pair, "Time for the next part."
Chapter 24: Experimental Evidence
Mackenzie held her clipboard to her chest with the two men standing before her. Drew, with his shrunken white dick, and Pete, with his monstrous black cock. It was like looking at a rabbit next to a panther.
"Drew, you're up first," Mackenzie said, asking the white boyfriend to step forward, "It's simple and easy, but you have a choice. I need you to get an erection, and then produce a semen sample for me. It would be standard to ask you to just jack off, but since your girlfriend is here, it would be completely acceptable for you to choose to have intercourse with her instead. As long as we can collect your semen sample after, the experiment can proceed."
After the first part was so humiliating, Drew was elated to hear these instructions. After so many weeks celibate, he could finally re-enter the heavenly world of Leah's tight young pussy.
"Leah, is that alright?" he asked. The white girlfriend nodded in consent.
"Excellent," Mackenzie said, gesturing for Leah to step forward. The white slender body slid up off the sheets and leaned her arms onto Drew's naked, shivering body.
She grabbed Drew's hand and led him to the bed. Pete stepped backwards and leaned against the bedroom wall with his arms folded across his chest.
Leah and Drew stepped onto the bed and Leah lay herself flat against the pillows. She reached down into her bikini bottom and touched herself, getting herself ready to fuck.
Drew awkwardly crawled on top of Leah, and the look of her eager waiting smile got him hard instantly.
"Hold up there, partner," Mackenzie said, taking the measuring tape towards the pair, "I need to take your measurement."
As Drew hovered above Leah, Mackenzie swooped below like a mechanic checking a broken engine. She held the tape against Drew's pubis and extended towards the tip of his bright pink erection.
"4.7 inches," Mackenzie noted.
Leah smiled approvingly, "You're a grower, Drew, we have to hand you that."
"Sort of," Mackenzie interjected, "We know already that Drew's hard cock is still nearly half the size of Pete's soft."
"That's true," Leah said despondently, "Sorry, sweetheart, that is technically true."
Drew wiped his mind of this embarrassment. He was too focused on the task ahead, of fucking his girlfriend after all this time pining.
"Here is a vial," Mackenzie said, handing Drew a small glass bottle, "When you're going to cum, you need to quickly insert your cockhead into here and collect the complete sample."
"Thanks," he said, and rested the bottle on Leah's toned hard stomach.
"Okay," the researcher authorized, "Go for it."
"Fuck me, Drew," Leah called seductively. It was an electric voice that rushed blood and excitement into his dick. He pressed forward towards her pussy lips, the sensual sound of her voice echoing in his brain to fuck that beautiful white body.
It was too much. Before his little prick even made contact with Leah delicious pussy, his balls tightened in their spasm.
"Oh no," Drew exclaimed in horror, reaching for the vial on Leah's stomach. He slid the tip of his cock in and spurted, emptying one blast, two blast, three blast of cum from his swollen balls into the vial. It had been so long since he had an orgasm that the effect was more pain than pleasure, as the untenable volume of semen left his aching body into the clinical release of the vial.
"Oh dear, Drew," Mackenzie noted, writing down furiously, "You barely touched her pussy lips."
"I don't think he touched them at all," Leah said, unable to hide her amusement as Drew's poor performance.
"That's irrelevant," Mackenzie, "Since he was in the middle of thrust during his time of orgasm, this was a vaginally induced ejaculation under the clinical definition."
Drew sulked back off of Leah shamefully. He held the vial in his hand, and then felt his retreating soft penis slip back off the lid of the bottle.
"Thank you," Mackenzie said, as she took the vial from Drew. 'We are looking at 5.1 mL of ejaculate."
"Pete, step forward," Mackenzie announced, and suddenly it was like Drew was a ghost in the room. All eyes went to the black man's swinging dick and balls as he approached Mackenzie.
"For experimental consistency, we'll need to measure Pete against the same standards as Drew. Leah, can you please induce an erection in the subject?'
"What?!" Drew asked, breathing heavily as he listened to Mackenzie's words.
"Drew, hush," Leah told him, "You had a choice if you wanted me involved or not. Now that you're finished, you need to let the experiment continue naturally."
"Thank you Leah," Mackenzie said, admonishing Drew's hopes, "Drew, if you interrupt again I'll have you leave the room. This is a scientific endeavor and we can't have you ruining our results."
Drew slide down onto the floor of the bedroom. It was no use, there was nothing he could do.
Leah walked to where Drew was standing and held both his hands in her own.
"Sweetheart," she said calmly, "There's nothing to be worried about. This is a legitimate scientific experiment that we are assisting my friend in conducting. No matter what happens, it's not like this will change how I feel about you."
She reached down and slowly squeezed the short nub of his dick.
"It never bothered me before how small you are," she said, "And even if I end up enjoying this bigger cock, it will be a totally separate experience from what we have."
Drew sulked his head towards his chest.
"Just let me get fucked," Leah asked crudely, "I'll have a good time and you can even stroke yourself if you want. Mackenzie, that would be okay, right?"
"I don't see a problem," the researcher said.
"Besides, don't you want me to have this kind of experience? It's every girl's dream to have a real big cock like this between her legs. And it's not like that's something I would get with you."
Drew admitted that he wanted Leah to be happy, but he felt dirty saying so.
"Great, sweetheart," she said, "So let's just take this next experience as a weird little event. Just some time for me to pretend that I have a big strong man like Pete as a boyfriend instead of you."
Drew felt hurt, but there was nothing he could do. Whether he liked it or not, this was going to happen, soon, and right in front of his eyes.
Leah left Drew in the corner and walked back towards Pete. She ran her hands over his muscular chest and smiled. Drew could tell by the look on her eyes that she was in for a treat.
Chapter 25: A Climax of Data
"It's not just gonna get hard looking at a naked chick, no matter how hot she is," Pete declared. The demure white student rolled her eyes.
"Leah, please assist him then."
In front of her friend and boyfriend, she reached down to the black man's cock and squeezed its shaft in her hands.
"Thank you for your cooperation," Mackenzie said, and Leah continued to stroke Pete's dick with two hands.
Soon, it grew. Pete's cock began to tighten and expand as blood rushed from his heart to his excited groin. Leah kept her faze directly to his eyes, marking an intense connection as Pete got himself ready to take this white body.
"I'll measure now," Mackenzie said, seeing the long black dick reach an incredible level of hardness.
"It isn't done yet," Pete said, pushing her off, "She''s gotta keep at it."
Leah happily continued to stroke the penis. Indeed, it got even harder and longer, its purple cockhead flooding with blood as the long dick grew and began to lay against Leah's thighs.
"Go for it," Pete said, motioning for Mackenzie to grab the measuring tape.
"This is incredible," the research said, "I don't believe I can complete this with even my two hands. Drew, can you please hold the end of the tape against his shaft?"
Defeated, Drew came forward and took the tape from Mackenzie's hand. With his girlfriend's flushed body still stroking, Drew approached the black penis on his knees and pressed the tape against the base of the cock. Mackenzie took the other end, stretching it past Leah's working hands and holding it at the end of the tip.
"10.8, oh no, 10.9 inches!" she exclaimed. Drew could feel the heat of Pete's balls as Leah got the black man even more worked up.
The room began to fill with a familiar and intoxicating smell. Drew recognized it immediately, it was the flood of juices forming in his aroused girlfriend's swimsuit bottom. Not only was this black man getting hard at his girlfriend's efforts, she herself was becoming wet.
"That is a majestic cock," Mackenzie commented, writing it down, "I'm impressed again at the range of specimens we have here this morning. It's an ideal research environment."
"I'm grateful too," Leah said, staring intensely into Pete's eyes, "It's great to get to be a part of science this way."
"Shall we continue?" the researcher asked. Wordlessly, Pete reached down and grabbed Leah into his arms by the crook of her knees. Holding her like a giant carrying a mortal human, he laid her down on the bed tenderly and gently.
Drew watched with wide eyes and his girlfriend's body pulsed and shivered awaiting Pete's erection. In preparation, the black man tugged at her bikini and unraveled the strings keeping on her top and bottom. He yanked lightly, and they fell away. Pete held the crumpled ball of Leah's outfit in his hand, and then chucked it at the far wall where he hit Drew directly in the face.
No one bothered to notice. All eyes were on Pete's continually throbbing penis as he positioned himself between Leah's dripping wet thighs.
"Thank you, baby," Leah called to Drew with one last sympathetic glance. He could only gulp and tell her she was welcome, even though the thought of what that man was about to do to her made him feel sick.
"I have the vial here," Mackenzie said, holding up a fresh bottle, "Go ahead whenever you're ready."
Pete grinned and announced confidently to the room that he was ready as ever.
In one thrust, he penetrated Leah's squirming white body. The long black shaft disappeared like a cruel magic trick into her warm wet pussy, and then reappeared covered in Leah's sticky juices.
"Damn you tight," he said, and thrust back into her. The college bed slammed its headboard into the wall as Pete thrust into Leah, and the white girl reached for the corners of the sheets to hold onto as he poked and prodded her depths.
Leah's mouth pried open as she breathed out a deep throaty moan. The sound bounced through the thin walls and affronted Drew like a slap to his face. Here was his delicious girlfriend moaning in pleasure as some jerk pounded into her pussy.
"This thick ass is sure good for fucking," Pete remarked casually about Drew's girlfriend, as if she were a bovine on display at the fair. Ceaselessly thrusting, he grabbed her thick white booty with his hand and grinned.
"Maybe next time I'll fill up that hole," he said, laughing.
"Don't stop," Leah called, her face digging into the pillows and shaking with muffled moans.
"This is incredible," Mackenzie said as she watched the two sweaty bodies fucking on her bed, "I'm so delighted already at these results."
"Bitch, don't just talk," Pete said, "If you're so aroused, get the fuck on this dick."
Mackenzie paused, hesitating about her research. But in the end, it seemed the command of this strong black man was stronger than her commitment to clean results. Mackenzie stood up and unbuttoned her blouse, revealing her pink nipples and shiny flat stomach. She kicked off her shorts and panties, and looked behind to Drew, shrugging as if there were nothing she could do but this.
She rested her own ass on the far wall of the bed, and extended her lips towards Pete's. Never letting go of Leah's pumping hips, he tenderly kissed Mackenzie, their tongues entangling as his hips buckled inside Leah.
"Fuck!" Leah yelled, poking her head up from the pillows. Drew gasped as he stared at her pounding pink entrance. It contracted around Pete's pulsing shaft and practically sprayed a jet of hot clear ejaculate all over the man's pelvis and sheets.
"I'm gushing!" Leah cried, pumping her own juices onto the thrusting cock and dripping them all over the bed.
Pete dug his hands even deeper into her thighs and ass, and pumped away harder. Leah's body responded with more: she sprayed another clean jet of liquid onto her partner.
"Sorry Drew!" she cried, her head back in the pillow, "He's just hitting me so deep!"
Despite Leah's intense orgasm, Pete didn't seem near to finish. He continued to lick and suck Mackenzie's face, alternating between kissing her and kissing her exposed chest and breasts.
With Drew's jaw dropped in horror, Leah cried out for her second orgasm of the session, shooting another clear stream of excitement onto the bed.
Pete reached over to the nightstand and took a swig of water from a glass. All three bodies were sweaty, dripping, and panting, but there was no inclination to stop.
As Pete continued his assault on Leah's body, Mackenzie crawled off the bed and towards where Drew sulked in the corner.
"Come on now," she said with a smile, her own thighs dripping with a combination of her own and Leah's fluids, "You're seriously not jacking off?"
Drew didn't respond, awkwardly shifting his gaze.
"Look at that cock," Mackenzie said, watching the fleshy black appendage violate Leah's thighs even more, "Your girlfriend is a champ for taking it. I'm surprised she's so skilled despite being with a man like you."
Drew shrugged. The two looked at Leah, who's eyes were tightly shut and teeth clenched as she focused on the waves of pleasure coming from below.
"Drew, honey," she grunted, "Just let Mackenzie jerk you off! You should be having some fun out of this."
Mackenzie reached her clinical hands towards Drew's crotch. Holding his little penis in her fist, she yanked it until it was hard.
Drew felt a warm flood of feeling as he watched Leah's sweaty pink body shake on the bed. The sight felt wrong, but Mackenzie's touch felt good.
After a few minutes, Drew had leaned back, and could hardly focus on anything but Mackenzie's touch. He was getting closer to his own orgasm, his stamina increased from his refractory period.
"Hey science bitch," Pete cried out, "You want me to nut in that jar of yours? You better hurry."
Leah was practically comatose from pleasure, her face stuffed in the pillow with her tongue sticking out like a mindless bimbo. Mackenzie yanked her hands away from Drew and rushed to collect Pete's semen sample.
"Too late bitch," he declared, and sharply pulled Leah's thick white ass towards the base of his cock. Keeping her body there, with his long hard dick pressing into the deepest interior of Leah's body, he unloaded his swinging black balls into her. The big vein on the back of his cock pulsed as it delivered a hot splash of cum into Leah's inside, which felt like a warm shot of ecstasy to the writhing, stupid eyed girl.
"Fuck!" Leah exclaimed, her eyes rolling up into her head as she felt the particular pleasure of being flooded with hot liquid in the deepest parts of her genitalia.
As Pete filled the white girl like a vanilla cream donut, Mackenzie hovered to collect the line of thick seminal sludge that was gushing from her pussy. The vial quickly filled with the black man's cum, as even more poured through Leah's body like an erotic injection.
Drew felt his little dick deflate as he watched. His girlfriend was sweating, panting, and writhing as the black man filled her with his seed like she was a common whore.
Finally, he pulled out. Mackenzie was ready with a second vial to collect the gush of hot semen that dripped from Leah's worn pussy.
"Oh my god," Leah said, her legs spasming at the swift removal of the long thick dick, "That felt incredible."
"I warned you baby," Pete said, getting up and dressing himself.
Drew heard Pete's sinister laugh as he exited the room. All that was left were the two exhausted bodies of the sorority girls, covered in cum and sweat, exhausted on top of each other on the soaked smelly sheets.
Chapter 26: A Second Signature
That night, Leah dressed in a sexy black dress and Drew took her to a romantic restaurant. With her makeup styled perfectly and her long black hair up in a sexy bun, Drew's anxieties about the morning vanished. She clung to his arm romantically, giggled at his jokes, and stared into his eyes lovingly.
"Oh please," Leah said when Drew brought up the question of whether the experiment had been more than clinical, "You know I love you and you alone. That was just a play to help my friend and get her signature for my book. I didn't get a wink of pleasure from that stupid black donkey dick."
Drew laughed. It was easy to believe Leah's promises that size didn't matter, and that it all had been an act.
Leah, of course, clutched her panties under her dress when Drew mentioned Pete's dick. She could barely walk straight after getting so thoroughly fucked that morning. All the romantic clutching to Drew's arm was to keep her upright from her weak and wobbling legs!
Unlike her time in the showers with the baseball team, her morning with Pete had haunted her thoughts all day. The sex had been more than good; she felt like her body had been chemically changed by the flood of hormones and semen that Pete had injected. Every black man she saw, from the homeless man outside to their sharply styled waiter, had her clutching under her dress to keep her throbbing pussy in check.
Drew paid the bill with his dad's credit card, and Leah thanked him for such a nice evening.
"Maybe we can go back to your dorm," Drew suggested, clearly wanting to test her claim that he was enough for her.
"Oh sweetheart, I can't," Leah said. In honesty, her pussy was so wrecked and sore from Pete's brutal perfect dick, that she wasn't sure she'd be able to even feel the tiny pecks of Drew swatting at her pussy. But to spare his feelings, she just said that she had to get back to the sorority house to finish getting her signatures.



"Thank you again for helping this morning," she said as her Uber arrived, "And I hope you had a good time with Mackenzie. That was a special treat, but let's stick to the rules we established about you and playing with yourself!" Leah kissed him on the cheek and sped away in her car, unaware that Mackenzie had been pulled away from Drew's desperate pecker before he had gotten to finish.
At the sorority house, Leah knocked on the door of her second signature needed: Carly Ling.
"Hey there, so glad you stopped by," Carly said, greeting Leah who was still in her black dress and high heels, her hair up in a bun.
"You look great," Carly said, "And don't worry, I won't tattle about being out of pledge uniform. You're so close to being a sister, right?"
"Oh geez," Leah said, embarrassed, "I forgot to change back into my bikini."
"As I said, don't worry about it."
Both Mackenzie and Ariella had been obvious choices for her signature list, but Leah had been surprised when she saw Carly Ling's name. Carly was a sleek and stylish fashion major, sort of an alternative hipster type. There weren't a lot of girls like her in the sorority, but she was warm and kind, and Leah had enjoyed the time they spoke at one of the mixers.
But that didn't explain why Carly had been the one to ask to sign off on Leah's book. They only had a fifteen minute conversation. They hardly knew each other.
"I bet you're confused," Carly said correctly, and Leah admitted she was.
"I'm a senior," Carly explained, "And I'll be graduating at the end of next semester. I already have a job lined up with a major fashion designer, and I want to make sure I spend the rest of my year preparing the kind of amazing and glamorous brand that will be helpful to me when I start my career."
Leah nodded, thinking that sounded both very impressive and intelligent on Carly's part.
"I can sign your book right now," Carly said, taking a black sharpie from behind her ear and taking Leah's book in her hand, "Just so you don't feel pressured to help me if you don't want to. But what I would really appreciate is that you help me model a line of lingerie I've been designing."
"Model?" Leah asked, surprised. "To be honest, I've never given it any thought, but now that you mention it, it sounds like a lot of fun."
"That's great!" Carly said, "Because you have the perfect figure for it. I mean, your skin is flawless!"
Leah blushed at Carly's compliment.
From a box in the corner, Carly pulled out the outfit she wanted Leah to see.
"It's an advancement of the trend of 'leisure wear'," she explained, "You know, yoga pants, lululemon, and sports bras that lots of girls just wear to class? I wanted to see if we could translate that kind of sexy sporty look into the bedroom."
She produced a white sports bra and tight elastic underwear to Leah. Both were perfect eggshell white, with dark black elastic waistbands and black trim. Leah thought they looked super stylish, exactly as Carly had described. Sporty and sexy, all in one.
"Try them on," she suggested. Leah shimmied herself out of her dress and took off her bra and panties. With Carly's help, she stepped into the pair of panties and slipped the tight bra over her head.
"Wow," Carly said, "You look amazing."
Leah admired her body in the mirror. Carly was right. The bra was tight with lots of support, keeping her tits firm to her body and showing off cleavage in a way Leah had never done before. And her ass, which was always too thick and large for any underwear, instead fit perfectly into the tight elastic of Carly's invention. Admiring her behind in the mirror, Leah saw her ass at its most buoyant and firm, like a big white sphere of flesh.
"This is amazing," Leah said, holding the bottom of her ass and watching it jiggle in the mirror, "How did you do this? I feel like I'm naked, but I look like a bombshell."
"Lots of studying," Carly said, laughing.
"Do you want to take pictures?" Leah asked, posing with a finger on her lip for Carly.
"Not right now," Carly said, "I actually would prefer you perform for my show later in the semester. I'll keep you posted in what events I'd like you to come to. And if my future boss likes the project, we'll get a pay day that I'll split with you."
"Wow!" Leah said, smiling with her mouth open, "Carly, thank you!"
"Don't mention it," she said, "Take this pair for free, and see how they feel. I'll text you when there's something to do next."
Leah hugged Carly goodbye, feeling like she made an incredible new friend this evening. She gathered her book, which now had two of three signatures, and skipped down the stairs with an unshakeable smile on her face.
Chapter 27: Woodwork
Darius was applying a last coat of varnish to his statue. His favorite class all semester was wood working, the exact kind of easy class all the other football players Darius knew took. Most of them swung a pile of wood through the saw and splashed some paint, settling for the C+ the professor would give them. But Darius found he liked it, and that he would good at it too.
Even better was working in the studio late at night, when no one was there. Lately, he had been sitting at the bench, sanding down a plank or stenciling onto a board, while his faithless companion Ariella slobbered on his dick and balls with complete attention.
"Fuck that's so good, baby," he said, patting the fuck slut on her head. Ariella's gorgeous thin body was nimble enough to stay under the table of the wood bench for hours, passionately sucking and slurping at Darius's ceaseless erection.
"Baby," Ariella asked with a smile, "You know that roommate of yours?"
"Drew?" Darius asked, "That white boy is fucking funny. Scared of everything like a fucking toddler!"
"I know, baby, it's funny," she said, stroking his cock with both hands, "But did you know about his girlfriend?"
"I think he mentioned her," Darius said absentmindedly, "Why?"
"I think you should meet her," Ariella suggested, "She's got a delicious fine white ass that I bet you would love to play with."
"Oh shit," Darius said, "Seriously? Sounds like my kind of party."
Ariella stuck his cock head between her lips and swirled her tongue tenderly around the edges. Darius grunted in pleasure at Ariella's technique.
"She's going to be a sister in my sorority," Ariella explained, "So it won't be hard to arrange a meeting. And I promise I can get her all hot and ready for you, if that's what you like."
"Of course baby," Darius said, "I'll bang the shit out of her."
"That's what I like to hear," Ariella said, smiling. She took his cock back into her mouth and continued to bob her head forwards and backwards.
Darius erupted down her throat, and Ariella drank it up like a thirsty lioness. With cum dribbling down her chin, she stood up and leaned sensually against Darius's shoulder.
"Damn, this piece you've been working on is actually beautiful," she said, admiring Darius's fine craftsmanship. It was a humanoid figure, about four feet tall, with thick shoulder and legs. Darius had dyed the wood with a dark texture, and so it was nearly jet black and smooth all around. It was exactly the kind of thing you would see in a rich person's living room, or a famous art gallery. Ariella was impressed that a meathead football player had any talent at all.
She reached under its base and tried to lift it.
"Holy fuck," she said, stepping back, "This thing is heavy as shit."
"It's a very dense wood," he explained, reaching under and lifting it effortlessly.
That night, Darius carried the statue back to his dorm. Even with his significant strength, he still hobbled under the heavy weight of the thing over such a long distance.
"Holy shit," Drew said when he saw it, "What is that?"
"My midterm project for woodworking," Darius explained, "What do you think?"
"Impressive," Drew said, looking at it up and down.
"I heard some shit about you today," Darius said to his roommate. Drew asked what he meant.
"That girlfriend of yours, how come you never bring her by?"
Drew swallowed nervously. "She's been busy," he admitted, though after the morning with Pete recently he had even more reason to keep Leah's supple body away.
"Well bring her by, I want to meet her," he said, grinning. And then he grabbed his cock through his pants. "And I think she might want to meet me, heheh."
Drew rolled his eyes and ignored his roommate's taunting comment.
"Yo gimme that phone of yours," he said, reaching over to Drew's desk, where his phone sat unlocked.
"Don't touch that," Drew demanded, but he was not physically strong enough to pry the thing from Darius's beefy arms.
"Fuck, is this her?" Darius asked. He scrolled through photos of Leah in the tight athletic lingerie that she had texted to him, showing off Carly's work.
"That fucking ass!" Darius yelled, his eyes practically bulging out of his skull, "You're telling me this white girl sticks with you?"
"Yeah, she's my girlfriend," he said, "Give me back that phone."
"No fucking way," Darius said, whipping his long hard cock out of his pants, "I'm hard now, I want to jerk off to this shit."
Drew lunged forward, trying to grab the phone back, but Darius swatted him down like a pestering insect.
"Back off man," Darius warned, "I'm serious, I got to beat off to this shit."
Darius lubed up his cock and leered lustfully at Drew's phone. The lingering resentment that boiled in Drew's body from Leah's tryst with Pete rose up, and he vaulted towards Darius's body.
"The fuck did I say?" Darius asked, shoving Drew harder than before. Drew's smaller body crumbled at the blow, and he knocked into the statue Darius had set on the floor.
It happened too quickly for Drew to move out of the way. The heavy towering statue tipped over and fell onto Drew's groin, pinning him down to the ground under its tremendous weight.
"Fuck," Drew yelled, unharmed but totally unable to move, "Help me up."
"Fuck no," Darius said, grinning, "I told you, I want to beat off to this sweet ass girlfriend of yours."
There was nothing Drew could do. He was pinned flat to the floor, with no ability to get up. He could yell, but would the scheming bitch Gaby really come to his help?
Darius licked his hand and wrapped it around his beating oozing cock. He licked his lips as he swiped through pictures of Leah, showing off her bouncing cleavage, holding her jiggling ass, and smiling seductively in photos she meant for Drew's eyes only.
Darius's leaking cock dripped all over the floor, onto his basketball shorts, and onto both his hands. He smudged Drew's phone with his precum and saliva, stroking his long cock even faster as Leah got even more appetizing in his eyes.
"Fuck, I wanna text this bitch," he said, pausing to use both hands to open Drew's messages and type out a text.
"Don't you dare," Drew threatened, but it was empty. There was nothing he could do.
"There we go," Darius said, showing Drew the phone with fingerprints of cum and spit all over. "I just told her to come over and she says she's coming now."
Drew looked up at the hulking black man feeling more powerless than ever. Darius continued stroking his long impressive erection, and it was only a matter of time before the real Leah's delicate fine body was standing before it too.
Chapter 28: The Last Signature
Ariella stood naked and admired herself in the mirror. It was the evening, and she had applied of a coat of cinnamon body butter to her skin so that she shined like a rotisserie chicken. She twirled, feeling the slight jiggle of her taut ass and long muscular calves. She had gotten down to 6% body fat, and she looked like a goddess.
Leah knocked on the door, and was permitted to enter.
Ariella stood confidently naked before the pledge. The two girls were stunning, in completely different ways. Ariella was tanner, slimmer, and taller, with a magical gleam in her eye like a queen ten steps ahead of her opponent. Leah had perfect skin, a thick behind, and a playful sarcastic grin, like she knew the game she was playing and thought it was all a bunch of shit.
"Hey there, darling," Ariella said, walking towards the door. Her breasts shone in the light and her nipples were hard before Leah.
"Hey," Leah said, defensively pivoting her feet backwards as Ariella stepped towards her.
"You look good," Leah continued, admiring Ariella's figure.
"Thank you," she said, "You're not too bad yourself. Though I know that bikini is like two sizes too small for your ass."
"Tell me about it," Leah said, rolling her eyes, "I've had a wedgie all month."
"Well it's almost over," Ariella said, "I would be your last signature, is that correct?"
"Yes ma'am," Leah said, nodding her head.
"Come sit on the bed," Ariella invited, "Try this body butter I got from a shop in Italy."
Leah obeyed, and stuck her nose into the container of lotion. It smelled delicious.
"Trust me, there's nothing like it," Ariella said, watching Leah spread her hands over her shoulders, stomach, and legs.
"It feels good," Leah admitted, her skin ex-foliating into the room like a candle's glow. Her thighs, which had been sore for a while since being pounded by Pete, were now feeling warm and calm.
The shining sorority president sat down next to Leah.
"I take it this signature won't come free," Leah said, laying her cards on the table.
"No it won't, sweetheart," Ariella said, smiling, "But trust me, it won't be as bad as you're thinking."
Leah's phone buzzed. It was from Drew, and it said that he wanted her to come over.
Ariella asked what the message said, so Leah showed her the phone. Ariella, reading through the messages, recognized a familiar syntax and spelling, and smiled wide.
"This is just perfect," the sorority president said, "Leah, you're not a prude, correct?"
"No," Leah answered.
"That's good to hear. Pleasure is important in a fine young woman's life. You and I are alike that way. We are rich, we are beautiful, and we have all our lives ahead of us. Do we not deserve the best?"
"Yeah," Leah said.
"I'm glad you agree. And Drew, does he give you the best?"
Leah thought about Drew's kindness and his family's money, which paired so well with her own family's money. But she also thought about Mackenzie's experiment, the pitiful differences between Drew's pudgy short body and Pete's impressive masculine one.
"In many ways," she said honestly, "He does give me the best."
"Then don't lose him," Ariella said, "But don't compromise. Get what you need from those who can give that to you. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
"I think so," Leah said. After the Coach, this was the second advice she had gotten from a mentor since she arrived on campus.
"That's enough, for now. Leave your book here. Go to Drew's dorm, and promise me that you will get yourself fucked like a young beautiful woman like you deserves. When you come back, your book will be signed and you'll be a full-fledged sister of this institution."
Leah hugged Ariella's warm slippery body. She grabbed a robe from the counter and jumped into her flip flops. Leaving the silver bikini on would be sexy when she got to Drew's dorm.
It took her a while to find the building, since she had never been there before. How exciting it would be to tell Drew that recruitment was over, and that she was finally a sister of the sorority.
The elevator doors opened to the fourth floor of the dorm. Leah stepped through the halls until she found the door and knocked.
"Drew?" she called out.
"Leah please!" she heard Drew's voice cry, "Please just leave and come back later."
Leah curled her eyebrows in confusion. She pushed open the door and stepped into the door room confidently.
She could only see Drew's squirming legs underneath the bulk of the fallen statue. He looked like a bug, struggling for its life in a trap. Meanwhile, on the bed opposite the door, she saw the shirtless hulking black man, the most behemoth of a man she had ever seen.
"Get over here," he called to Leah, and she delicately stepped over Drew's body as she approached the bed.
"Oh my, Drew, are you trapped?" she asked him, looking down at the floor. She towered over his crumpled form.
"I can't move," he admitted, barely breathing.
"Don't worry about him, he'll be okay," the black man said. As she got closer, she noticed that he wasn't just shirtless. He had a silken hard erection poking straight up to the ceiling.
"Drew, let me help," she said, and bent over to pull off the statue. It was no use. The thing wouldn't budge.
"Take off that robe and come sit with me, I told you he'll be fine." Leah pouted at Drew sympathetically, but stepped over his body to get to the bed where the roommate was sitting.
"Nice equipment," Leah said, glancing at his boner, "But can't you please get your big thing off my boyfriend?"
"He knocked it over, it's his own damn fault," Darius said, "And I'll lift it off him once I get to know you a little better, sweet thing."
Darius patted his thigh, gesturing for her to come sit on his lap. Leah looked down at the poor Drew, and knew she'd have to play along if she wanted her boyfriend rescued.
Leah slipped her arms out of the opening of the robe. Her perky white breasts appeared, still restrained by the thing straps of her metallic silver bikini. Out came her alabaster shoulders and taut white stomach. The robe fluttered to the ground, crumpled in a pile beside Drew.
"Damn, you really do got a booty!" Darius yelled. Leah's thick white bottom was his now, and she stepped up onto his bed and sat on his right thigh. His dripping erection pulsed against her leg.
"You're a real fine woman," Darius complimented, rubbing his hand down the small of her back and towards her ass, "What are you doing with a guy like Drew?"
Leah looked at Darius, taken aback. "What do you mean? Drew is so sweet."
"Maybe," Darius said, "But you're a fine whole woman and he's a little boy."
Leah laughed. "That's not very nice."
The two laughed as Darius's erection continued to hover on Leah's body. Drew watched in discomfort from the floor, unable to comprehend how little Leah did to defend herself or his own dignity.
"Come on now," Leah said, "Lift that brick off of Drew and the three of us can chat like adults."
"I ain't interested in chatting," Darius said.
He slid his hand up her smooth back until he reached the back of her swimsuit. With two of his grubby black fingers, he tugged at the knot, and Leah's bikini top fell open right onto the bed.
"Nice titties too," Darius complimented, grabbing one with his hand and pulling the nipple.
"Oh please," Leah said, rolling her eyes, "Leave me alone in front of my boyfriend."
"Boyfriend ain't nothin' but a word," he said.
"No it isn't!" Drew yelled, trying to defend himself even from his crumpled position on the floor.
"Drew, you're making it worse," Leah said, hushing him while the black man felt up her breast. "Just stay quiet and I'll handle it."
Leah slipped her white hand onto Darius's huge muscular thigh. Staring into his eyes, she rubbed his tense muscles, coming close but staying tantalizingly away from his dick or balls.
"Just let him go," Leah asked again, rubbing closer and closer to his prick, "And the three of us can really start to chat."
For a moment, it looked like Leah's trick of seduction might work. Darius opening his mouth in a thoughtful grin, causing Leah to do the same. Drew breathed a sigh of relief as this ordeal might soon be over.
But it was far from over.
Chapter 29: Dick Crazy
Leah felt the hands of the black roommate run over her body. Darius was squeezing her tits, her ass, and her thighs. She was willing to play along, so she kept eye contact with him, rubbing his own thighs hoping he would respond and let Drew go.



"Baby, you keep doing that and you won't be able to turn back."
"Oh?" Leah asked. She could feel Drew trying to cry out in protest, so she shot him a harsh glare, silencing him. It was better he didn't speak up and ruin his chances of escaping from under the statue.
"Yeah sweet thing, you might not know what it's like to be with a black man like me."
"Is that so?" Leah asked sarcastically. And she told him that earlier that week, she had been fucked raw by a black frat brother as part of an experiment.
"You serious?" Darius asked, "And your man just let that happen?"
"Drew doesn't mind," Leah lied, looking deeper into Darius's eyes.
"Come here and give me a little sugar then," Darius said, "Maybe then I'll rescue your boyfriend."
Leah leaned in and kissed Darius on the lips. He held her head towards his and kissed her back. His tongue and her tongue swapped mouth, sensually exploring each others lips and mouths and each of their genitals pulsed in arousal.
Drew's blood boiled as he helplessly watched his roommate make out with his girlfriend.
"Was that good, baby girl?" Darius asked.
"You're a good kisser," Leah admitted, "Now let Drew out."
"I promise I'll let him out, when it's time. But we gotta have some more fun first." Darius reached down and tugged at her bikini bottoms. Off came the silver fabric until Leah's nude body was perched on the bed like a magic pixie.
He lifted Leah's body up in his bicep. The man was so strong that he made body's whole figure look like a little doll.
As she rose into the air, Leah's pussy dripped a string of wetness down onto Darius's thigh. She blushed immediately, so ashamed at how publicly she was displaying her arousal, and Drew gasped as Darius scooped it off his leg and tasted it between him lips.
"You got a great tasting pussy," Darius told her. Leah blushed, her whole body turning red as he sat her down on his lap.
Leah sat directly with her ass to Darius's belly. She was facing outward, and could feel his hard pecs and abs as he held her closely. Leah felt her face scrunch in embarrassment.
More formidably, Leah sat with Darius's black cock jetting out from between thighs. From Drew's position on the floor, it looked like Leah's lily white body had sprouted a thick, dripping black dick.
"Come on now," Darius said, "Stroke it."
Leah reached down between her legs toward the cock. She hovered her fingers near the skin of the penis, and then grabbed it. It was like she was stroking her own dick, and she tenderly moved her fingers up and around the shaft.
"Sorry Drew," Leah said, working the cock between her fingers, "Let me just figure this out."
Darius interrupted in his deep sultry voice. "You figure this out as much as you need, baby."
Leah was diligent with the cock. She soaked the palm of her hands with the dripping slime of his cock head, and rubbed down his entire shaft until it was wet and shining. She needed both hands to coat it perfectly. As she reached between her legs, she looked like an elegant topless pottery spinner working with her art.
"That feels nice, baby girl," Darius crooned, "You want me to help your man out from under that statue now?"
"Yeah," Leah said, absentmindedly. Even as she spoke about freeing Drew, she didn't stop working Darius's long shining dick.
"You don't seem so enthusiastic no more," Darius said grinning, "It looks like you got other things on your mind."
"Yeah," Leah repeated, devoid of tone. She was staring at the long hard dick and stroking.
"Boy," Darius shouted to Drew on the floor, "I got your girl dick crazy. You better get out there yourself if you don't want me to go no further."
Drew inhaled with panic and squirmed underneath the weight of the block of wood. He tensed and pushed, trying to free himself, but he couldn't move it an inch.
"Too bad," Darius said, petting Leah's soft stomach with his hand, "For you, ha!"
He reached to Leah's wavy hair and tugged it towards him. Opening her mouth, he kissed her deeply again, and she stroked his cock even faster as he swapped tongues with her.
"I can't believe how big you are," Leah whispered, just audible enough for Drew to hear it.
"You like 'em like that?"
"So much. I love a big strong man."
Darius flashed the whites of his teeth to Drew.
"I'm telling you man, dick crazy," he said again. He waved his hands over Leah's eyes, and her sultry expression didn't flinch. "She's not all here! Her brain's on vacation while she pleasures this BBC!"
He slid Leah's body down to the floor by the bed. From where Drew was pinned, he could stretch one arm and touch to sole of her foot.
"Let's get me some head," Darius declared, and Leah body crawled up his lap with her tongue open and ready.
She slipped the cockhead between her lips. Her cheeks and gums seemed stuffed with just a couple inches, but she struggled to take more and more of him inside her mouth.
"Let me help you there, baby," Darius said, and held the sides of her head with both hands.
He sharply pulled her hair towards his pelvis. At once, all of his wet slippery dick burst down her esophagus, until her bulging little eyes were gazing up at him from the base of his dick.
"How's that feel?" he asked, staring down at the girl whose torso was now 50% dick.
"Mmmhmmghgm!" she grunted, her slender neck bulging with cock flesh.
Darius pulled her head back, and then thrust back inside. He fucked her face like he was dunking a cookie into a new glass of milk.
"Hgghh, hgggh, hggh!" Leah gulped in rhythm as the cock entered and left her body.
Drew could barely listen to the noise. As Darius penetrated her face hole, he extended her body outward like a rag doll, until her tense extended leg was pressing against his face.
"Hggh, hggh, hggh, hggh!" Each pulse sent her extended long leg pressing into Drew's face with the same tempo beat.
Drew wanted to resign himself to his fate, and mentally check out, but he was too aroused. Despite the cruelty of his roommate, his cock was still rock hard as he watched Darius's cock destroy the face of his lover.
"Check out that pussy," Darius cried, and Drew's eyes met Leah's throbbing genitalia. Even more alarmingly, Leah's pussy continued to flood with arousal even as Darius fucked her face like a piece of fruit.
The sticky pile of pussy and saliva dripped onto a puddle on the floor. The room stunk of sex and bodies.
Both of Leah's flailing legs were kicking Drew, and yet he could not move the statue even as hard as he tried.
One last time, Darius crashed Leah's head into his pelvis. Her eyes strained with pleasure as he reached as deep into her as he could go. Then, he pulled the woman off his dick like a used condom.
"I'm ready for pussy," he shouted through gritted teeth, watching Leah gasp for air and squirm in pleasure.
Drew gulped in fear of what could come next.
Chapter 30: White Pussy
Leah tossed her hair over her shoulder. Juices were running down her chin, through her cleavage and toned stomach, where they collected with wet pussy and dripping onto the dorm room floor.
Hovering between her body and Drew's was Darius's monster cock. It was dripping with Leah's saliva, throbbing wet and long like a cobra on the prowl.
Leah stood up admiring it, taking it in her fingers. She walked towards Drew's bed and leaned forwards towards its edge. With both palms against the sheets, she arched down her back and presented her ass and pussy to the towering black man.
"Fuck me," she said definitively, her eyes lost in her madness for the black man.
Darius stomped towards her. From Drew's position on the floor of the small dorm room, he was directly below her. As he gazed up, he saw Leah's hard abs, soft hips, and dripping wet pussy poised to take Darius's cock.
He noticed the specific look of anticipated excitement on her face, the clenched teeth and the flush of blood pulsing in her cheeks.
Darius's meaty black hands grabbed her hips. Her body shuttered at his touch, sensually spreading the feeling from her hips up to her hard nipples and quivering toes.
"You ready?" he asked, either to Leah or Drew, it was not clear. Leah leaned her head back and bit her lips.
"Take me," she begged, rubbing her ass against her hips, and he took her.
The purple tip of his black cock spread open her pussy lips like a butter knife. Drew gazed up and watched inches of black cock disappear into Leah's body, the whole room shaking as she gleefully spread wide to let him enter.
"Oh fuck!" she cried. Darius's cock was hitting deeper inside her than any man had ever gone, poking and prodding ecstatic buttons deep in her body that felt like they were transforming her to mush.
Drew could see the dark imprint of Darius's dick as it bulged outward from Leah's body. Her defined muscular groin and tight abs deformed in the shape of the long black dick pressing her insides.
"Ahh uhh!" Leah moaned, her language turned to incoherent garbage spewing from her mouth with spittle. Her mind was a carousel of pleasure and colors as Darius inserted himself deeper.
Darius took his time, gesturing his hips left and right as they poked new and effective areas of Leah's deepest interiors. Her face contracted, her mouth opened wide, and her body shook in pleasure as he drilled her closer to orgasm.
Then, he began to fuck her. Pulling his dick out, her legs nearly gave up, and like a locomotive on the tracks, he began to speed up. His big black balls swung underneath the pair as he fucked her harder and deeper than Leah's boyfriend had ever done.
Drew watched from below, pinned to the floor sadly but surely. He could not believe Leah's reaction, her instinctual and chemical compulsion to take more and more of the black man's dick. Darius had promised that if Leah ever came over, she would be seduced, but Drew hadn't anticipated it would be this quick or this intense.
Flecks of precum and pussy juice landed on Drew's cheeks and forehead. The two athletic bodies copulating above him were like a single organic machine, thrusting and churning in pleasure. The room echoed with Leah's moans, Darius's grunts, and the aggressive wet slap of his heavy black balls swinging against her tan white stomach.
"I'm 'bout to own this pussy," Darius said, picking up the pace. Leah's body, which seemed to the point of exhaustion, contracted with new energy, moaning louder and louder as he thrust deeper and deeper.
"Oh my god!" she cried, her pussy flooding in an intense burst of excitement. Her knees quivered, her eyes lost focus, and rivers of cum gushed from her pussy like a white water rapid.
"I knew this bitch would cum on my dick," Darius said, taking advantage of the lubrication to thrust deeper into Leah's body. Drew's face was drenched with Leah's cum, and he smelled and tasted its potency.
"Fuck!" she cried again. On the heels of her last orgasm, Leah's pussy flooded again, shooting another wet burst of juice onto Drew's face. He had never seen Leah orgasm so quickly after another, but Darius kept the pace of fucking her until her second orgasm subsided.
"We ain't done yet," Darius said, continuing to pound her engorged pink pussy. His own balls were beginning to clench upwards, signally that they weren't far from his orgasm.
"Fill me," Leah begged, her first coherent words since forever ago. Even with her boyfriend pinned to the floor like a dead moth, she was only interested in the sexual power of the black man taking her hips.
"I wasn't gonna pull out, that's for sure," he said laughing, and then buckled his knees as he prepared to cum.
From his position on the floor, Drew could watch the volume of liquid move from Darius's testicles ready to explode into his girlfriend's pussy. The mass of semen throbbed through the long black cock, disappeared into the raw pink flesh of Leah's pussy, and then gushed out at once like a splash of hot lava.
The cum pumped in spurts, each blast filling Leah's body like a canteen of water. Then, Leah's pussy was flooded to capacity, and hot creamy splooge began to drip down her thighs and legs and pool between her toes. Darius wasn't stopping, and more cum ran down Leah's legs and stomach and dripped around and onto poor Drew's crumpled body.
"Oh my god," Leah said, savoring the unusual feeling of hot liquid pulsing through her body. It was unlike anything she had ever felt, and the soothing sexual feeling of Darius's seed made her skin creep with tingles.
Sticky tired Leah fell forward onto Drew's bed. Her body disappeared from Drew's view, but then her head and long white neck extended out, and she opened her gullet wide to suck the last drops of cum from Darius's black dong.
"There you go, baby," Darius said, patting Leah's head as she suckled on his cock.
Leah gulped down the rest of Darius's load, and then her buoyant head retreated back to Drew's bed. Darius's muscular thighs climbed over Drew and joined her, the two out of vision for the defeated man, laying on his own bed.
Leah nuzzled her head against Darius's hard black pegs. His soft cock pressed into her sticky thighs as her whole body folded into the crevices of his hard muscles.
Drew could hear the sounds and Darius's hands running over Leah's perspiring body.
Then, off went the lights. Darius had flipped the switch next to Drew's bed. Drew, paralyzed before, called out for them to finally help him, but the two lovers were asleep in each other's arms. Drew was cold and wet, but no matter how much he called out the pair ignored him and dozed to sleep by themselves. Eventually, Drew managed to do the same.
In the morning, Drew awoke to Leah's naked body standing above him. The room was full of sunlight, it must have been afternoon.
Her stomach and thighs were crusted with cum, and her hair was a mess of fluids and sleep bed head. Her make up was smeared, and there was the red imprint of another body pressed into her shoulder from sleeping.
"Good morning baby," she said sympathetically, pending down on her knees towards Drew.
"Darius had to go to class," she said, "But let me try to get you up."
Leah pushed against the statue, and it barely moved. But she kept at it until it was loose enough that Drew could slip out of it.
"Baby, that must have been a lot for you," she said, her eyes wide with sincerity, "I know you must be angry."
"Yeah," Drew said, frowning.
"But you understand, don't you? That's just the way it is."
"I don't know," Drew said, looking downwards.
"Come on," Leah said, "Look at you." She pointed down at Drew's groin, where his little dick was hard as rock before Leah's naked, well fucked body.
"You can't be mad if you're that hard," she giggled, poking the tip of his dick with one finger and laughing.
Leah rose to her feet and stretched in the morning sunlight.
"Let's just move on with our lives," she suggested, the sun reflecting off the cum glazing her thighs and legs, "Darius is a jerk taking advantage of me like that. I mean, what a thing to do! How could I resist when he was waving that ugly big thing at me."
"Yeah," Drew said, rising up as well, "I guess I see what you're saying."
"Now let's go get breakfast," Leah said, throwing on one of Darius's big hoodies and re-tying her bikini bottoms. "You can treat me for making me meet that brute of a roommate you have."
As Drew walked with Leah out of the dorm, the wave of worry and panic clenched tighter. What in the world was going on in his life?
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Part Three: Home Life
Chapter 31: A Physical
Dr. Caesar had been treating Leah and her family for years. He remembered hearing from her parents when she was accepted into college. It was a treat to have her home for Thanksgiving vacation and back in his office for an annual check up.
"Strip down, please," he asked, and Leah did as he told. He didn't ask all of his patients to strip, but the lecherous old man hadn't gotten laid with the wife that day, and young Leah was too good to resist.
"Very fine physique you have," Dr. Caesar proclaimed, glancing up Leah's slender white body from her round knees to her pink nipples.
"Medically speaking that is," he added.
"Thanks Doc," Leah said, "To be quite honest, I've been through a wringer at school."
"Oh? Tell me more."
"I don't think I have enough time to get into the details," Leah admitted, "But let's just say it's been very physically taxing."
"Exercise is good for you," the doctor said, "No worry there."
"Thanks," Leah said, rolling her eyes. She was sure the old man had no idea what she really meant.
"And what medicine are you on?" he asked, "Be honest. I need you to include everything you take, even if it's illegal, so I can understand."
"Well, alcohol, for sure," she started, "And pot, sometimes at parties. I haven't done anything harder. Oh, and my birth control of course."
"Birth control! I don't think I prescribed you that."
"No, I got it from Planned Parenthood. My parents pay for you, so I didn't want to tell you about it when I was in high school. Now I'm a legal adult and I go to college, so who cares?"
"You're still seeing that Drew boy?"
"Yeah, I've been with Drew," Leah said, truthfully. It was hard for her to answer if she was really "still seeing" him. After the night in his dorm room where she had been fucked out of her mind by Darius, she and Drew had been a little weird. She apologized and said a million times it was an accident. He said he forgave her, but she wasn't sure he meant it.
"I don't know why you're with him," Dr. Caesar said candidly, "I did his physical just a couple months ago. He's out of shape and at risk for heart disease, diabetes, the list goes on. You're in peak physical perfection. Surely you can imagine finding a new boyfriend?"
"Dr. Caesar!" Leah exclaimed, "That's so rude."
"I'm being honest," he said, with a sly grin, "You must have had offers at college."
Leah laughed inside her head.
"Tell me more about sex with him, then," he continued, "Does he ejaculate inside you?"
"Speaking honestly, not anymore," she said, "Drew and I have been trying a new thing where he, uh, saves himself."
"Saves himself? You mean Drew doesn't cum?"
"Exactly," Leah said, "We focus on my pleasure. So I get to relax, and he stays a bit more dedicated."
"Hmm," Dr. Caesar said, pensively. "As your doctor, it makes me glad to hear you are having regular orgasms. Do you enjoy sex?"
"Absolutely," Leah said, crossing her legs, "I love it."
"Great," Dr. Caesar said, "Then I think this is actually an excellent healthy arrangement you've stumbled on. Clearly you care about your physical fitness. It's important to you that you keep yourself healthy and fit. Orgasms are part of that, and I bet you are a real moaner during."
Leah blushed, confirming Dr. Caesar's hypothesis.
"Anyway, you get to enjoy that. And Drew, who is physically inferior, with a weaker body and little regard for it, he can start to reach a level where he might actually be able to please you. A guy like that needs a bit of desperation if he's going to compete on your level, isn't that right?"
"That makes perfect sense, doctor," Leah said, "Drew and I had been discussing lessening his arrangement, so that he can cum once a week with me. What do you think about that?"
"A week? That's very frequent. I had many patients who orgasm every week. Have you considered once a month?"
"Once a month?!" Leah said, taken aback, "That's going to be excruciating on poor Drew."
"That's precisely the point, isn't it?"
"I guess so," Leah admitted, "Thank you doctor."
"Don't mention it, it's my job."
Leah's buttocks were beginning to shiver as she sat naked on the cold table.
"Can I get dressed now, doc?" she asked.
"Not yet," Dr. Caesar said, "I have one more question for you about your sexual health. Could you please share with me the size of your boyfriend Drew's penis?"
"The size?" Leah asked, "Well, It's pretty sure it's, uh." She remembered that Mackenzie had run her experiments, and that she had heard Drew's dick size. 4.5? 4.7? Leah couldn't remember.
"It's about this big," she said, showing Dr. Caesar on her arm the length of Drew's prick.
"Miss, thank you for the demonstration, but I need it in inches."
"Well I don't know it in inches," she confessed, and then followed with a lie, "It's not like I measured."
"That's unfortunate," Dr. Caesar said, "It would have been very helpful information."
"Well, can't we figure it out? There has to be a way," Leah asked.
"Let me think," Dr. Caesar said, "You said you've had sex with Drew many times, correct?" Leah nodded. She hadn't lately, but in high school, Drew and she were inseparable.
"So you must remember how deep he can penetrate you." Leah said that of course she could.
"Let's try this," he said, pulling a tongue depressor from a jar on the side, "This thing is about 6 inches long. His penis isn't longer than this, is it?"
"Of course not," Leah said laughing. She knew that he was considerably smaller than any of the other men she had fucked in the last few weeks.
"Then let's try this," he said, "I'll insert this into you, and you tell me when it's reached where Drew normally reaches inside you. And then we can measure."
"Alright," Leah said, spreading her legs and revealing her pussy to the doctor.
"I'm afraid I don't have lubricant," the doctor admitted.
"Don't worry about that," Leah said, and reached her hands down to her pussy, "I can just get wet for you."
Dr. Caesar watched Leah pleasure herself for a few moments unless she was sopping wet all over the examination able.
"So sorry about the mess," she apologized.
"No, it's perfect," the doctor said salaciously.
Dr. Caesar opened Leah's pussy lips and stuck the rod inside her. She let out a moan of pleasure as he entered her.
"Mmm that feels good," Leah said, revealingly, "But you're already too deep. Drew is shorter than that."
The doctor pulled out an inch. "What about now?"
"Close, but still a little smaller."
"You tell me when to stop." The doctor slowly withdrew the stick from Leah, carefully pressing against her vaginal walls, until she told him he had it.
"That's about as deep as Drew ever got."
"Let's see then." The doctor marked the wet dripping stick with a pen and held it against a ruler on the desk. "Drew is about 4.7 inches hard, it would seem."
"4.7 inches?" Leah asked, nodding that that sounded familiar, "It's when you love someone, you don't notice their flaws as deeply."
The doctor laughed. "I won't tell Drew you said that."
"Thanks."
Dr. Caesar scribbled down some notes.
"One last thing, dear, then you should get getting," Dr. Caesar said, "I've been a loyal doctor to your family for many years, but I have been hoping to change professions."
"Dr. Caesar, that's unexpected. You don't want to be a doctor anymore?'
"No, not that," he said, "I just want to move away from being a general physician and move into something specialized."
"That's very exciting for you, I will miss you."
"Thank you dear," he said, "But I have more. I'm hoping to become a sports physician and treat injuries and preventative measure for athletes."
"Wow!" Leah gasped, "I think you'd do great."
"Bless your heart, dear, but please let me finished. I'm actually asking you for a favor. I know you're only a freshman, but your campus is home to so many athletes. Do you happen to know any, and you could connect us."
Leah thought for a moment. Of course there was Darius, the star of the football team, but things were awkward right now after he pounded her brains away in front of Drew. But there was also—
"How about the Coach of the baseball team?" she suggested.
"You know him? That would be incredible."
"Let me see what I can do," Leah said, "And if it all works out, you'll owe me one."
Chapter 32: Time with Mom
Drew woke up to a flood of sunlight. It was so strange to be back in his childhood bed after having been away for months at college.
He looked down between his legs his uncomfortably determined morning wood. It had been like this every morning since he cut back on jerking off. He sighed, dying for the chance to tough himself, but he knew he'd have to wait for Leah's cue.
He got dressed and went down the stairs. It seemed no one was home, so he made himself a bowl of cereal. Being away in a tiny dorm room made him forget how nice it was to live in a mansion like the one his parents owned.
It was the day before Thanksgiving. Drew had gotten back to his home town late the night before, after staying on campus to study for a test. Leah had left days before, so he hadn't seen her for a bit.
Since he was alone, he sat in his underwear, shirtless in front of the TV, and decided to turn on the TV. He flipped through the channels, enjoying his vacation break with a smile.
"Excuse me young man, what are you doing eating on the floor like that? In your underwear? For God's sake, please cover up this instant!"
Drew bolted up from where he sat. He had assumed he was alone, but it looks like he was wrong.
Drew's mom Eve was a towering woman with broad shoulders, long hair, and a considerable bust that she kept propped up in one of her enormous tan bras. Despite her instance that Drew cover up his underwear, Eve was always leaving her bras hanging to dry in the laundry room, where the whole family could see.
She clicked her high heels on the kitchen tile as she grabbed Drew's cereal from the counter and put it away. Her many gold bracelets jingled as she walked, as did the large ornate necklace that hung on top of her colorful ruffled top.
"Please put some pants on," Drew's mom ordered, "I need your help at the dance studio this morning. If you're going to be home from college, you're sure not going to just sit on your ass all day."
Drew's mom ran a dance studio downtown that was popular for giving ballet and tap lessons to children. Eve was never a dancer, but she supported the arts, and ran her studio with the ruthlessness of a Fortune 500 CEO.
"Yes, mom," Drew complied, dashing up the stairs. As he tucked on his pants, he struggled to keep his still-hard erection zipped up.
At the dance studio, Drew helped carry dance mats from a crate in the back, unfurled them, and then swept up dust with a broom. His mother sat at the desk with her feet up, counting the money three times and then reading a magazine with a model on the cover.
"Sweetheart, finish wiping down the mirrors," she told him, when there was the ring of a bell at the front. The studio was closed for break, so Eve stepped down to see who it was.
"Darling!" she cried, and leaped into her husband's arms. Eve's husband Rick had launched a successful app that he sold for over a billion dollars. Then he retired, moving out here and finding a beautiful woman ten years his senior to bang. That woman turned out to be Drew's mom, fresh on her divorce from his father.
Despite marrying Drew's mom when many years before, Rick was never around growing up, having preferred to go to the office and on long vacations with his busty wife. Besides, the athletic and competitive step-father had more in common with the older son, Roger, than with the unambitious Drew.
"What brings you here?" Eve asked, glancing over at Drew, "Drew, say hi to Rick."
"Hello, sir," Drew said, which is how he always addressed him.
Rick nodded at the boy quickly before turning back to Eve.
"Just popping out to see you, my dear," he said, nuzzling Drew's mom's neck with his face.
"Oh, honey," Eve crooned, shivering where she stood, "Let's go in the back office."
"Drew," Eve called, "Please just finish sweeping up. I need to talk to my husband." They slammed shut the office door.
As Drew continued to clean, he could hear the vibrating sounds of the office from behind the big dance studio mirror. A cold shiver of discomfort ran up his spine as he realized the situation.
He could cleanly hear the sounds of his mother's bra straps being unclasped. Her big brown tits hanging freely in the office. And the zipper sound of Rick's pants coming down, his massive dick slapping Eve in the face before she gobbled it down.
Despite almost two decades of marriage, Rick and Eve were still monstrously horny for each other. Drew could remember embarrassing incidents in his senior year of high school. One time, he walked into the kitchen to find his mother completely naked except for an apron. Her big breasts were so close to spilling out of the open sides.
"Relax, please," Eve told her son when he stepped through the doorway, "I'm serving your step father dinner tonight. You should just go get takeout."
This was not an abnormal episode in the household. Rick loved to sexualize his busty wife, whether she was someone's mother or not. He was used to hearing the sound of his mother writhing in pleasure echo through the family home. But having been away for college, he had forgotten.
The dance studio mirror swung an inch off the wall as the bodies slammed into it on the other side. "I need those big juicy tits in my mouth!" Rick yelled.
Then, the moans began. Drew's mom's body grunting and screaming as her husband pleasured her deeply. Rick's masculine shouts as he shoved more of his long prick into the woman as she begged for it.
Drew tried to stay focused on the work, but Eve's moans were too hard to ignore.
He suddenly missed Leah more than anything. Here was his own mom getting dicked out of her mind, and he was still rock hard horny with no release.
Some time later, Rick and Eve emerged from the office. Eve's ruffled blouse was disheveled, and her normally perfect hair was out of line and sticking up towards the back. She had a line of sweat on her neck that was dripping down into her cleavage behind her blouse.
Rick leaned in and passionately kissed Drew's mom one last time before he waved goodbye.
"Phew," Eve said, breathing deeply and smiling, "That was something. Drew, are you almost done with the mirrors?"
"Yes mom," Drew answered.
"Good," she said, "Because we have more to do."
Drew frowned as his mom shepherded him into the car for more work. He was mad at her already for invading his vacation with these chores, and then again for subjecting him to her lovemaking with that prick of a step father Rick.
They arrived at the mall, and Eve had her son drop her close to the entrance and then park himself and walk. The only available spot was on the very top of the parking garage, so he was out of breath by the time he finally found where his mom was shopping.
She handed him four bags to carry of clothes she had bought while he was parking. They were heavy, and she clicked along merrily with her arms completely free as Drew struggled to carry all the merchandise.
"One last store," she said, subjecting Drew to enter a large department store and sit in the women's section waiting. Eve selected an armful of blouses, dresses, skirts, and more, and headed to the dressing room to try them on.
Drew sat bored and frustrated as he watched his mom head behind the half-sized door into the privacy of the dressing room. He loved his mom and cared about her deeply, but he was in a bad mood.
A man in a black hoodie brushed past where Drew was sitting. The man had a beard and was wearing sunglasses, which was strange because they were indoors. The man entered the dressing room directly next to Drew's mom's.
The door to the dressing room left half a foot of space from the floor, and Drew saw his mom's shirt drop to the floor, followed soon by her skirt, and then her bra. She was completely naked in there.
That's when it happened. The man in the dressing room next to her leaned down to the floor, so that Drew could see his torso. Then, with his right hand, he slowly extended an iPhone under the gap so that the phone's camera was directly positioned at his mom's naked mom.
This guy was taking nude shots of his mom!
Drew grinned privately to himself in smug satisfaction. Normally, he would have called the creep out and had him kicked out of the place. But he was so mad at his mom, that he grinned watching the perv snap pictures of his mom's big breasts and tight body. Served her right for being such a bitch to him all morning.
After fifteen minutes, Drew's mom has changed outfits in the dressing room multiple times. The pervert must have had hundreds of pictures, not just of his mom's naked body, but posing in an array of businesswear, lingerie, and swimsuits. The fucking creep hit the jackpot.
Eve finally emerged from the stall holding a pile of clothes to purchase. A minute later, the man left with a big smile on his face.
As Drew carried the multiple bags on his way to the car, a pit began to form in his stomach. He realized that this man was probably going home to jerk his slimy dick thinking about his mom's perfect body. And then, who knows who else would see those pictures. His mom's naked body would probably live forever.
It made him feel sick inside, and so he decided he needed to forgive his mom for the chores. It would be his pleasure to help her out on his vacation.
Chapter 33: Going to the Office
After the doctor's visit, Leah got a text from her father. He asked if she could come over to the office because he had something he wanted to discuss with her.
Leah quickly went back home to change. Being away at school, she had missed her home as much as Drew did. On her family's estate, she had pool house attached to her room, with a hot tub, a kitchen, and a walk in closet filled wall to wall with expensive clothes. Because her parents were not divorced like Drew's were, her estate was much richer and larger than his.
She knew how to dress when she had to go to her father's office. Something professional, but stylish. She always took a page from the fashion books of the women who worked for her father. Tight pencil skirts, long straightened hair, chic black frame glasses. Leah usually wore contacts, but depending on the dress she planned to wear, she was considering some Gucci lenses she had wanted to wear more often.



She settled on a navy blue skin tight dress that hugged her ass that almost crossed the line from professional to slutty. But it made sense. She needed to show her dad's office that she wasn't a little girl anymore. She was a woman now, with curves and an ass that would make these stuffy suits look up from their desks.
Leah slipped into her high heels and went out to the garage. She looked over the rows of expensive cars her father owned, and selected the red Porsche. She stepped into the driver's seat and buckled in.
At the entrance to her father's office, Leah left the keys to the car with the Valet, and clicked her heels against the marble floor of the lobby until she reached the executive elevator.
"Right this way, miss," the foreman said, recognizing their CEO's daughter and ushering her immediately to the right place.
She shared the elevator with a sleekly dressed business man in his mid-40s who was egregiously checking out her ass in the mirrors of the elevator. Leah rolled her eyes as the metal box shot up to the sixtieth floor.
"After you, miss," the man in the suit said, and Leah smiled.
"Hello," she said to the girl at the front desk, "I'm here to see my father."
"Please have a seat and Jonathan will be right with you," the pretty receptionist said with a smile, referring to her father by his first name. Leah turned a corner and clicked down some steps surrounded by an indoor fountain. Soon, she found herself in her father's private waiting room, and sat down on the leather sofa and crossed her legs like she had learned in etiquette school.
She sipped from a water bottle on the table next to her. She knew her father was a busy man, so she may be waiting a while.
Not more than a minute after she sat down, another person emerged down the fountain steps and into the room. He was tall and broad shouldered, with an expensive suit and a rugged manly beard that matched his muscular physique.
"Leah!" he cried, recognizing her, "What are you doing here? It's a pleasure." He leaned in and kissed Leah on the cheek familiarly, and Leah enjoyed the rough touch of his beard against her soft skin.
"Bradley," Leah greeted him with a smile, "Of course it's great to see you too."
The older man looked Leah up and down, from her cream white thighs to her straight black hair.
"You look wonderful," he said, "College must be treating you well."
"You can say that again," Leah said, laughing to herself at what this man didn't know, "The gym there is amazing, and I've been going twice a day."
"No wonder you look so fit. It's great to see what a fine young woman you've grown into."
Leah blushed.
"So what brings you here to see my father?"
"Business as usual. It's not easy being the Vice President to such a demanding CEO like your old man. Especially with the acquisition we are considering."
"Acquisition?" Leah asked, and leaned forward toward Bradley so that he could see more of her cleavage, "What kind of firm are you thinking of acquiring?"
"That's under wraps, my dear," Bradley said, unable to help himself from glancing down to stare at the peek of Leah's white breasts, "Maybe when you've graduated and taken your old man's place at the top, you'll understand."
"Being on top is my favorite," Leah said with a smile.
Bradley let out a deep bellowing laugh. "Oh Leah, you really have grown up. My son is lucky to have a catch like you."
Bradley, of course, was Drew's dad. Leah had been knowingly flirting with her boyfriend's father.
"Speaking of my son," Bradley said, leaning closer to Leah, "I hope for sure I'll be seeing you with him at Thanksgiving. He's been staying with that bitch ex-wife of mine, I won't see him until tomorrow."
"Absolutely," Leah said, "My parents and I are looking forward to coming over. I just hope you can manage one evening in the same room as your ex without tearing each other apart."
"Yeah, exactly, we'll see about that," Bradley scoffed, "I don't know why I ever spent one moment with that bitch, nevertheless had two kids with her."
"Oh please, Bradley. I can think of two big reasons." And Leah mimed in front of her like she had the same enormous natural breasts that Eve had.
"Jesus," Bradley said, with a smile, "Where did you learn to talk like that?"
"I've always been like this. Maybe you should be paying more attention to me."
Bradley knowingly stared down Leah, sizing her up from her bottom to her top.
"Maybe I'll have to start doing just that," he said, grinning.
The door to the CEO's office swung open and Leah's dad emerged.
"Bradley! Leah! You're both here. I want you to come inside and join me."
"Oh, I didn't realize this meeting was for the three of us," she said, shooting Bradley a sly glare.
"Yes, please come in," the CEO said curtly.
"Jonathan, how are you this morning?" Bradley asked.
"The better for seeing you, my man," Leah's dad said, and they patted each other's backs in a handshake.
They entered her dad's office, with it's long hallway and near 360 degree window view of the magnificent city. Leah and Bradley sat down on the sofa, with Leah coyly crossing her legs and sliding the fabric of her dress down so that neither man could see her panties.
"What can I get you to drink? Bourbon?"
"I'm not one to say no to a fine drink," Bradley said.
"I'd love one," Leah said, making her father and her boyfriend's father laugh.
"You're one of the men now, sweetie," Bradley said laughing.
"Oh, I don't think so," Leah said, "Do I look like a man to you?" Bradley gave one more look at her fit body and shook his head.
"What are you two getting on about?" Jonathan asked, "I just needed to have a business meeting with my wonderful daughter on her visit home from school."
"Thank you Daddy," Leah said as he handed her the glass of bourbon. They all sat down in the circle of fine couches and began to sip.
"Sweetheart," Jonathan said to Leah, "I wanted to loop you in on a transaction I've been conducting with Bradley. I have reason to believe you could be great help here."
"Of course Daddy," Leah said, "What can I do?"
"Alright," he began, "Let me explain. You know that we have a variety of functions under the umbrella of our company. We have automotive companies, logistics shipping, and retail stores, to name a few. What we don't have, but are considering, is acquiring a new tech company called Dynamo. It's low key now, and none of their products have launched, but we are sensing good things."
"Sounds exciting," Leah said, "How can I help?'
Bradley jumped in. "Their products are aimed at millennials like you," he said, "We want you to try out a couple of things."
Leah's eyes flickered. "That's awesome," she said, "I'm so in."
"Lovely to hear," Jonathan said, "Bradley, show her the watch."
Bradley went back to a drawer in the back and returned with a delicate crystal watch band and a tiny spherical watch with a glowing blue light.
"Your arm, please," Bradley asked. Leah raised her slender arm and let Bradley hold her hand delicately, as he slipped the watched onto her soft wrist.
"It's beautiful," Leah remarked, "It's really a tech watch? What's it do?"
"Why don't you just play around and see?" Jonathan said, "Many of its features are communicative, but don't worry, Bradley has been leading the effort, and he has his own watch so you two can test it out together over the next few days."
Bradley lifted the suit off his wrist to show off his large black watch face, bulky and masculine, shining in the light.
"Love it," Leah said, "I'll give you the full review. Quick question though. If Bradley is in charge, why did you call me here instead of Drew? Here's your own son, and he's a millennial too."
Jonathan and Bradley laughed. "Sweetheart," Bradley said, "He may be my son, but he doesn't have twice the good sense or good taste as you."
Leah laughed with the two men as they belittled Drew's intelligence.
"Alright," Leah said, accepting, "Are we through here?"
"Let me walk you to the elevator," Bradley offered.
"Goodbye Daddy," Leah said, as Bradley held her by the hips to help her down the stairs back to the waiting room.
Before she stepped inside the elevator, Bradley stopped her.
"Darling," he said, staring at her eyes, "Seeing you here today was a surprising treat. You know, I'm so close with your father and you're so close with my son, yet we have not spent much time together. How about you and I get dinner tonight, to celebrate your help with the Dyanmo tests. I promise it'll be a fine meal."
Leah looked at the strapping older man up and down. Was he really asking his son's girlfriend out to a private dinner?
"Alright," Leah said, flashing her eyes knowingly, "Dinner it is. But I'll pick you up at your place at 8."
"You younger women are so bold," Bradley said as the elevator doors started to close, "In my days, we did things traditionally."
"I'll see you tonight, mister," Leah said with a wink, and descended back down to the lobby.
Chapter 34: Time with Brother
Drew reached his home mid-afternoon, tired from the morning out. He brought the Xbox from downstairs up to his room so that he wouldn't be disturbed.
"Hey shit brains!" yelled a voice from the hall. So much for not being disturbed.
Roger burst into Drew's room without knocking. Drew's older brother had never had much respect for him, and the two didn't get along.
"Hey Roger," Drew said, demurely.
"What's up, lil bro? How's it feel being back from college?"
"It's fine," Drew said.
"Fine? There's nothing to do here in this fucking town. I want to blow my brains out every time I come home. I barely want to stay for Thanksgiving tomorrow."
Roger looked at the game on Drew's TV screen.
"Play me," he told Drew, grabbing the controller. Roger was much better at video games than Drew, and he won handily within the first few rounds.
"Fuck this is boring," Roger said, "Got any drugs?"
"Roger, no," Drew told his older brother, "And at least close the door if you're going to talk about drugs. Don't let mom here."
"Mom doesn't care," he said, "She and Rick get stoned all the time. He's the biggest pothead I know. Maybe I should raid their closet."
"I wouldn't do that if I was you," Drew said, thinking back to this morning when he had to listen to Rick banging his mom a new one in the back on the dance studio, "I wouldn't want to find anything private between the two of them."
"Oh fuck, you're right," Roger said, "Mom is such a fucking slut, I don't want to see her dildo collection." Drew didn't understand how Roger could be so blunt about their own mom, but that was Roger for you.
"Speaking of which," Roger continued, "If we don't have drugs, I guess I'll just jerk off. Got any nudes of that hot girlfriend of yours?"
Drew frowned. "Come on, man," he said, "Don't talk about Leah that way."
"Oh please," Roger said incredulously, "She's got a tight little body on her, I'm sure you're banging that every chance you get."
Drew tried not to respond, but his face told the truth.
"Why are you looking like that? Are you telling me you're taking that hot piece of ass and AREN'T waking up with your cock in her mouth every morning? Shit, dude, I fucking knew it!"
"What do you mean, you knew it?"
"Sluts like that never stay faithful when they get to college. I don't know why you'd bother being serious with a girl at your age anyway. She's too fine for your ass."
"You're such a dick, Roger," Drew told his brother.
"Let me guess: she has a lot of guy friends around her at school, but she tells you they're just friends? She's getting screwed on the reg, you fucker!"
Roger had no idea how close to the truth he had gotten.
"Whatever man," Drew said, trying not to get as worked up as he wanted to get.
"I still want those nudes," he said, and snatched Drew's phone from off the floor. "Show me something hot."
Roger cycled through the phone looking for pictures of Leah, but Drew was smart. After Darius had done the same thing, he had scrubbed his phone of every enticing pic of his beautiful girlfriend.
"Fuck, you ain't got anything," Roger said, disappointedly throwing the phone back at Drew.
"Let's go then," Roger said, suddenly standing up.
"What? Go where?"
"To your girlfriend's house. If I can't see actual pics, I at least want something for my spank bank."
"Dude, no, I just want to relax."
Roger headed towards the door.
"Fine man, I'll go alone. I bet without you around, that little slut will just take care of this dick for me."
Drew hesitated. He knew the odds of that happening were unlikely, but after all that had happened at school he couldn't rule it out entirely.
"Fine, I'll drive," Drew said reluctantly, and they headed down to the car.
The drive from Drew and Roger's home mansion to Leah took them along the tall cliff roads overlooking the water. It was a beautiful scene, but Drew was too worked up from his brother's comments to appreciate it.
They pulled up the the gate and told the guard their name. He ushered them up the long winding road to the home garage.
Drew drove past rows and rows of expensive cars to the spot at the back where he could park.
"Let's go," Roger said, hopping out of the vehicle and rushing towards Leah's guest home.
Drew hadn't even texted Leah to say they were coming.
They rang the door bell and waited. Slowly, a shadow began to walk towards them in the frosted glass, and the door opened.
Leah stood in front of them in a light blue bikini with a dark blue cover up draped over her shoulder. Her big sunglasses scattered the light around her face, and she frowned when she saw who was standing before her.
"Sweetheart, I wasn't expecting you," she said, visibly frowning that Roger had come to her home unannounced, even if he was with Drew.
She looked hot. Her round ass was visible even from the front, and Roger greedily soaked up the image with no respect that his own brother was standing next to him.
"I just wanted to see what you were up to. I miss you," Drew said.
"I'm tanning by the pool and listening to music," Leah answered dryly. "Look, I wish you had texted beforehand, I was expecting an afternoon alone."
"Fuck that," Roger said, pushing past Leah and entering her home, "Let's get a party going or something else fun." Once inside, he spun around to get a long look at Leah's ass, almost drooling.
"Drew, can I speak to you privately?" Leah said, pulling Drew into a side room.
"Are you mad at me?" Drew asked, confused.
"No, it's not that," she said, "I'm happy to see you, I just don't want your brother around."
Drew got a little offended. He knew his brother was a pig, but he was still his brother.
"That's not fair," Drew said, "He's my own brother. You can't just dismiss him."
Leah seemed to think about that for a moment.
"I suppose," she said, shaking her head, "I just wish he wasn't so rude. Look at him, barging in."
"Yeah, I'm sorry about that," Drew said, fairly.
"I'm sorry too," Leah said, "That wasn't nice. He is your brother, that's true. I will try to be nicer to him in the future. But can you please leave? I really wanted to relax this afternoon."
"Yeah, me too," Drew said, remembering the video games back in his room. I'll tell him we're leaving."
Leah leaned in and kissed her boyfriend on the lips, causing his dick to harden. He was still so horny from not cumming, but he knew now wasn't the time to bring up sex with Leah.
"Roger, let's go," Drew yelled, and his brother appeared back in the living room.
"What the fuck, man?" he said, "We just got here."
"We're leaving," he said to Roger as forcefully as he knew how.
Leah waved goodbye to the brothers, closing the door and heading back to the pool to work on her tan.
Back in the car, Roger hooted and yelled.
"Fuck that bitch is so hot!" he said, shaking his head elaborately, "That ass makes me fucking crazy."
Drew was driving, but he glanced over to his brother and noticed that Roger had one hand down his pants, clearly busy.
"Roger what the fuck!" Drew yelled, careful to keep an eye on the road.
"Man, I was just saying. That Leah is so fucking fine." He fished inside his pants and pulled out his dick from the top. It was such a fat cock that Drew almost gagged looking at it.
"Put that away," Drew ordered.
"Tough shit," Roger said, "I need to work myself out after seeing that fine body."
Roger continued to stroke his fat cock in the passenger seat. Drew drove the car around the twists and turns of the road.
"I bet she sucks cock real good," Roger said, stroking, "I bet she gobbles the big ones down and never looks back."
"Please," Drew begged, but Roger didn't stop.
"I bet you can get her creaming with just a couple thrusts of a big dick. I would have her screaming my name within moments."
Roger thrusted and writhed in his seat, rubbing saliva all over his meaty prick.
"I got to get that bitch of yours on my cock," Roger said, "Come on, man, you got to share her with your brother. That's just how family works."
As they neared home, Roger finally erupted. He screamed out how much he wanted to taste Leah's fat ass, how her pussy probably tasted like cotton candy. He sprayed thick white ejaculate all over the dashboard and seat, dripping it down the inside of the passenger window.
"That's disgusting," Drew said, looking at the mess all over the interior of the car.
"Whatever," he said, "It's Mom and Rick's car, they can clean it up."
The two brothers got up out of the car and walked inside.
"See you later bro," Roger said, "Time for me to nap it off. Make sure Leah comes by some time. I've saved up another load right for her face."
Drew frowned, and slammed the door to his room shut.
Chapter 35: Becoming Art
Leah had dozed off at the pool. She woke up sweating, with the glow of the sunset shining all around off off the clean blue waters.
She yawned. How long had she been asleep? She looked around her, the memories of the day flooding back to her after her restful snooze.
She saw her bikini in a neat pile at her feet. After Roger and Drew and left, she had discarded all her clothes, preferring to get an even tan all over her body by sunbathing in the nude. The afternoon had been kind to her, and Leah's body glowed with warmth from the pool chair.
Her phone buzzed on the table beside her. She picked it up. One missed call, and a voice mail. She wondered who from.
"Hey Leah," came the voice, familiar to her ear, "This is Carly Ling from Alpha Alpha Chi! I know it's break and such short notice, but I heard you don't live far from Derrick Studios and my label has a shoot planned. If you can make it this evening, I think we can get some great photos taken of the work I've done. Call me back!"
Leah's heart jumped. Carly, of course, was a beautiful fashion major from her sorority, who had enlisted Leah to help model a new line of athletic lingerie as part of Leah's pledging. She hadn't expected to hear back from Carly so soon, but her whole body tingled at the prospect of modeling Carly's stunning clothes.
She hit Carly's number on her phone.
"Hey, is this Leah?" Carly asked, "It's lovely to hear from you.
"Yes, so glad to hear from you too. Is there still time for me to make the shoot?"
"Depends, how fast can you get to Derrick Studios?"
Leah thought for a moment. Derrick Studios was an infamous campus for all kinds of artists located Downtown from where Leah lived. If she took the fastest Porsche, she could be there in half an hour.
"Perfect!" Carly confirmed, "Get that sweet ass of yours down here! I have some amazing items for you to see."



Leah giggled, thanking Carly and saying goodbye. She gathered her things from the pool chair and headed up to her room to change. Stepping into the closet, she selected a simple white t-shirt and jeans, something plain to show Carly she was down to Earth. Wearing anything more elaborate would be showing off to a woman who knew clothes and fashion much more than Leah ever would.
She gave herself one last look in the mirror. She felt like she looked hot, but that she could use an accessory, like a purse, or—
Leah gasped when she saw the watch sitting on her dresser. The smart watch, given to her by her father and Bradley that morning! Bradley had invited her to dinner, and with the photo shoot, she wouldn't be able to make it.
She whipped out her phone and texted Bradley. "So sorry I'm feeling sick," she lied to her boyfriend's handsome father, "We'll have to do dinner another time." She kicked herself a little, imagining the fine night she could have had with Bradley at whatever exclusive restaurant she would bring him to. She would look so good wrapped around the arm of such a strapping handsome man like him...
She snapped out of her daydream about Drew's father and checked the time. She grabbed the smart watch from the dresser, hoping that her beta tech would impress Carly just a little. She raced down to the Porsche and slid comfortably into the driver seat. Off she went.
The gate to Derrick Studios was covered in thick shrubs. She pulled into the parking lot and looked around. The campus was full of subsidized artist studios, with some of the biggest names in painting, movies, sculpture, photography, and fashion calling Derrick their home.
Running from office to office were artist types, hipsters in tight jeans and women with bleach blue hair. Leah looked at herself in the car mirror and wondered if she would fit in. She knew that she looked like a rich princess, which was true. At least she was hot.
She wandered through the outdoor campus looking for Studio 29K. A girl carrying an armful of tiny hotel soaps nearly ran her over as she raced down a corridor. Finally, Leah located the studio, and knocked on the door.
Out popped Carly Ling, her elegant black hair straightened over her shoulders. She was wearing a bright pink crop top that showed off her tan and tight midriff. Her black shorts were frayed at the bottom, and riding up her curvy ass. Carly was a fine woman.
She hugged Leah hello and ushered her in. Leah had expected this to be just Carly and her, but instead she found a huge crowd of people. Designers, makeup assistants, executives supervising the use of the company funds, and other models raced around the studio getting everything in place. Carly had mentioned this was a corporate shoot, but somehow Leah hadn't anticipated the scale.
"We'll need you to strip," Carly ordered, and Leah looked for a changing room.
"Just do it here, please," Carly said, getting distracted as a man with a clipboard rushed towards her to get her to sign something.
Leah looked around at the room of strangers. This was she fashion world, it seemed, nothing out of the ordinary in a thin white model stripping off her clothes in a crowded place.
Leah stepped out of her jeans and shook the shirt off her head. She reached to take off the watch, but Carly stopped her.
"Love the watch," she said, "Leave it on." Leah felt a rush of gratitude in her heart that she had made an impression on the fashionable Carly Ling.
"Follow me," Carly said, and Leah walked nude through the studio. People bumped into her, and Leah felt a surprising rush as she marched naked among the room of clothed professionals. Her body looked good, so she flaunted it, enjoying the feeling of many strange eyes running her body over in their minds.
An assistant leaped over to Carly and handed her a gray box.
"Here you go," Carly said, giving the box to Leah, "Your first outfit."
Excitedly, Leah reached inside. The room was cold, and Leah's bright nipples were hard.
The top was a gray bandeau bra, a single piece of fabric that wrapped around Leah's chest. She slipped it over her head and was amazed at how comfortable it was, like silk wrapped tight against her skin. She looked down and nearly gasped at how much cleavage the bandeau created, all while feeling supportive and comfortable for her sizable tits.
Also in the box was a pair of gray stretchy shorts, sort of like spandex. She slipped them on, and was not surprised to find they were as comfortable as the bra. It was when she reached down to smooth out the wrinkles that she was truly surprised. The fabric had conformed to her body like her very own skin: her ass jiggled and moved like she was completely nude.
"Pretty amazing, huh?" Carly said, stepping back proudly, "I helped invent the material myself, as well as do the designs. It's comfortable, and great for working out, but it remains sexy as fuck. Let me tell you, you look stunningly hot right now."
An assistant brought Leah a full length mirror. Carly was right, Leah looked like she was completely nude, but with uplifted breasts and an ass that defied gravity. Her tight abs and thighs shimmered against the light bouncing off the metallic gray outfit. She looked like a sexy space alien, or a fitness instructor from the future who would make you spurt halfway through the workout.
Two lean hipster men came up to help prep Leah. One had powder for her face, the other a hair straightener. At first, she assumed they were gay because they were men in fashion, but as they worked on her, she could hear the quickening of their breath as they oggled her body. She grinned to herself, a little impressed at the effect she was having on these man-bunned boys.
A third hipster came up with a jar of shiny oil, and began to lather it all over Leah's exposed flesh. Soon, her legs and stomach shone in the bright studio lights, and her cleavage glistened with the oil the skinny hands rubbed onto it. The three men were clearly aroused, especially as Leah began to be transformed into a shimmering model in front of them.
"Thank you boys," she said confidently, blowing them a kiss. She wouldn't have been surprised to see cum dripping down their skinny jeans after that!
The well-oiled Leah stepped up towards a stage where Carly directed her. The stage was covered in a dark black fabric, and bright lights shone off the ceiling down to the platform.
"Alright, places everyone!" Carly shouted, as the director of the photoshoot. "Time to get started."
Chapter 36: How to Sell Underwear
Leah sparkled on stage under the bright lights. She looked at her reflection in the camera lenses pointing at her, and felt a surge of confidence in the sexy woman who glanced back.
"Alright, Leah, this is your first time modeling but I suspect you'll be a natural," Carly said, "Most models are too staged and forced anyway. We need a rush of hot young talent, just like you, Leah."
"Thank you," Leah said, blushing, "Let me know what I should do."
"Why don't we start with the treadmill," Carly said, and two bulky hipster women rushed onto stage carrying a treadmill.
"Just start running," Carly said, and Leah thought that sounded easy.
The shutters snapped, capturing Leah as she ran. After a few minutes, under the bright light, Leah began to sweat. The shutters clicked quickly, capturing every bead dripping down her shoulders, her neck, her cleavage.
"You're doing great Leah," Carly said, moving photographers to different sides and helping direct their lenses, "Keep running."
Leah continued, enjoying the usual rush of endorphins as the shutters clicked around her.
"Can we get Leah with the others?" Carly asked. Leah didn't know what she meant, but soon two more treadmills were placed next to her, and two more models jumped on stage. A beautiful blonde wearing an identical outfit to Leah in orange pink, and a stunning thick black haired girl in playful blue.
Leah ran alongside the women as the photographers did their work.
The three sweaty girls raced along breezily. Carly moaned and cried how good the photos looked, praising them and their fit bodies in the clothes.
"Let's take a break," Carly called, and assistants came and brought everyone a bottle of water.
Leah thirstily drank down the bottle, feeling good but hot under the bright lights. The crew cleared the treadmill, and the same horny hipsters came to wipe the sweat off of Leah's face and body.
"Make sure you get my thighs," Leah said to them, who teasingly opened her legs and presented her thighs to the boys. She could feel the repressed semen pumping in their veins.
Carly came over next to a large man in a suit. He was probably around Bradley's age, but short with a big fat gut.
"Leah, this is the studio executive in charge of producing my fashion line," Carly said, and he leaned forward and lecherously shook Leah's hand.
"We're very pleased with your work so far tonight," he told her, "Initially, we had taken this as a trial run because Carly had said you had the exact right look for the new line of clothes. But, I mean it when we say we are pleased. I think you are going to be a smash hit."
"Thank you," Leah said, bowing slightly in her lingerie as the team behind the executive shook their heads.
"Let's get some photos with the men," the executive told Carly, "And then I'll present the results to the Board."
"Excellent!" Carly said excitedly, clapping her dainty hands together.
The executive tapped an email away on his phone and Carly summoned the hipster boys.
"Get the top off her, boys," Carly ordered, and the three greedy sets of hands tugged and pulled off Leah's bra until her bare tits were back exposed.
"We have a couple of other models we want you to pose with," Carly announced, "But you'll only need your bottoms on for this. I hope that's okay."
"Yeah," Leah said, nodding. The executive had looked up from his Blackberry and was eyeing Leah's hard pink nipples.
"Lead the way, boys," Leah declared to the desperate skinny hipsters, who tripped over each other to show Leah back towards the stage.
The stage was set up to look like a backyard, with fake grass, a bright red circular barbecue, and lawn chairs strewn about. Carly handed Leah a pair of shades, and told her to pose on the lawn chair like she was sunbathing.
"Easy enough," Leah said, letting the bright lights imitate the sun on her bare breasts.
"Alright, now bring them on," Carly declared. Out from the side, three bulking black men marched onto the stage. They were all ripped athletic men with shiny white teeth, dressed in nothing but similar shiny gray shorts that Leah had on. Carly's line of clothes, for men.
Leah's mouth began to water when she glanced down at them.
It had been some time since she had been on campus. Here in her home town, most people were white, and so she had almost forgotten about that magnificence feature that so many black men were packing.
Long, semi-hard bulges danced around Leah's head like a cartoon who had hit their head. She was mesmerized by the sight of these male models parading on stage, their manhoods on display in Carly's form fitting design.
"Wow," Leah couldn't help but say. She shot a glance to the skinny hipster white boys who were equally intimidated by the superior men as she was.
"Let's get them crowded around Leah," Carly ordered, their dark flesh radiating light onto her white body.
The shutter clicked away. More and more pictures of topless Leah and the bulges throbbing next to her face.
"Can we get one on your back?" Carly asked. Leah spun over on the lawn chair, so her breasts were pressed against the bottle with subtle tit flesh spilling out the sides.
Leah laid flat. Her eyes were behind the camera, so she could only hear the cameras going off.
"Move in closer," came Carly's voice, and all of a sudden Leah felt the warm pulse of the men as they pressed themselves against her. She could feel every cell in their cock as one pressed against her shoulder, another against her back, and the third against her bouncy white bottom.
"Can we center in on the shorts?" Carly ordered, and the men all moved their throbbing cocks until they were each pressed against Leah's substantial behind.
Then, a male voice came booming behind Carly's. It was the executive.
"Let's lose the shorts on the men," the executive said, "We tested that interracial is one of the hottest program topics for men of all races 18-49. Showing the actual members will be risque, but we can host it online with no consequences and the studies show men will purchase based on that."
Leah couldn't even open her mouth to say a word before she felt them. Three warm exposed cocks, pressed hard against the silver sheen on her gray shorts.
"Excellent," the executive crooned as the shutters clicked. Leah blushed as more photos of black dick and her ass entered the record.
"Leah, you can flip over now," Carly said. Leah did as she was told, and was greeted to the impressive visage of three big black dicks wagging in front of her face.
"What should I do with, uh, these?" she asked, pointing her dainty finger at the three monstrous pricks in inches from her body.
"How about a kiss?" Carly suggested grinning, and Leah laughed. She pursed her lips and pressed them against one of the black cock heads, and the photographers went wild capturing the image from every angle.
"That's beautiful," the executive said, "Carly, you've done a great job on these design, but a racy ad campaign like Leah's given us here will have these rocking off the shelves in no time."
Leah laughed. Carly blew a whistle, signaling the end of the shoot.
"Hey beautiful," said the black man whose cock Leah had kissed. From down on the lawn chair, Leah gazed her eyes up at the bulking figure towering over here.
"Hey there," she said, grinning.
"Can I get some help please?" the man called, and the three puny hipsters rushed to help.
"I need professional release over here," the man told the boys, "I can't get all riled up for a shoot like this and not have a shoot of my own."
"Yeah me neither," said the second and third black model.
"I don't think we're authorized to do that," one hipster said.
"Ms. Carly?" another called, "The models are asking for help and I don't think it's such a good idea—"
"Keep the talent happy!" Carly yelled, not paying attention to anything that was happening, "Or you're all fired."
The first black man grinned a toothy smile.
"Uhh," said the pimply hipster, "What help did you need?"
"I think we should continue this in the dressing room," he said, "Why don't you get this little fine snow bunny all oiled up again and carry her back there, like the goddess she is?"
"Yes sirs," the hipsters said, bowing deferentially. Leah giggled at the game the black man was playing, and impressed that they even had dressing rooms when she had been forced to strip right in the studio.
The three hipsters returned with more oil, getting Leah's white skin shining and glowing.
"You heard what he said," Leah laughed, "Carry me to the dressing room." And the three hipsters lifted her up and carried her flat like a goddess in an Egyptian parade.
Chapter 37: Dirty and Clean
Leah's body was oily and slippery and the hipsters laid her down on a white plush ottoman. Before she had a chance to sit up, the three black models had her surrounded, their big dripping dicks waving in her face.
It had been a while since Leah had been fucked ruthlessly by a black man. But now she had three, grinning and waiting for her to make a move.
She opened her mouth. There was no way she could take all three of them, so she looked up at them with the whites of her eyes, waiting for one to take advantage.
He did. Leah felt cock slam the back of her throat and keep pushing, her tongue tasting pungent sweat and cum.
The other two dicks began to rub up against her shoulder and stomach, dripping sticky lines of precum on her white skin. She wrapped her slender fingers around each of them, stroking their shafts and feeling the ooze began to drip down her wrists.
"This ain't your first time handling black dick," the man currently thrusting in Leah's mouth announced. Leah looked up at him and tried to nod, but was too stuffed to move or speak.
Leah felt a hand grab her left tit, another grab her right, and the cock in her mouth began to tense like it was going to cum.
"Suck on these nuts for a bit, baby," the man said, and Leah sunk her face below the shaft and ran her wet tongue along the sweaty ball sack of the man above her. The big hard cock kept hitting her in the face as she maneuvered her lips around his groin.
With two heavy balls in her mouth, Leah could barely pay attention to the white hipsters lurking around the room. But one of the models whose cock she was stroking suddenly yanked away, and Leah craned her head to see what happened.
All three of the hipsters had been watching, but Leah noticed only one was brazen enough to have his little white dick out. Leah thought about how unprofessional it seemed that these assistants had hung around and were now jerking off to her being fucked by black men, and kept an eye to see what the angry model would do.
He grabbed the masturbating hipster by the shirt and lifted him straight up in the air. The other two hipsters cowered in fear while their friend squirmed to get out of the black man's grasp. His little hard penis stood out in front of him like a little tree branch.
"Get the fuck out of here," the man yelled, and vaulted the hipster out of the open dressing room door.
"You two better not be doing anything funny," he warned the remaining two hipsters.
"What's going to happen to him?" Leah asked in between sucking on the big nuts in front of her.
"Shit who cares? He'll probably get fired for that shit. Nobody tolerates little perverts."
At first, Leah felt bad that the assistant would lose his job, but maybe he had deserved it.
The man returned from threatening the other two hipsters, but he didn't resume his place in Leah's hand. Instead, just as quickly as he had thrown the hipster, he lifted Leah off the ottoman and flipped her on her stomach. He grabbed her hair and yanked it towards him, and slid his hard cock right in between her open lips.
"MmmM," Leah gagged as the new cock unexpectedly prodded her throat.
Then, she felt a warm hand on her bare ass cheek. The hand reached down her crack and began to poke at her tight butt hole, and then slid down to where her pussy was drooling and ready to be fucked.
"I'm taking the pussy," one of the remaining men said to the other.
"Fine by me. I'm tearing that ass up."
Leah braced for impact. The slippery feeling of two dicks sliding up her legs and towards her groin sent shivers up her spine. Then, one cockhead poked open her butt hole and the other plunged deep inside her pussy.
Leah was triple penetrated. Even as she felt sad for turning Drew away earlier that day, she had missed the feeling of black dick rubbing inside her body. Her skin began to flare with passion, sweat dripping down her back, her ass and hips buckling as the three dicks reduced her to a pile of feminine jelly.
"Fuck!" the man in her mouth shouted, "I'm 'bout to nut."
"Go for it man, we'll keep her busy." And Leah's eyes shot wide open as her inner mouth was blasted with the spray of hot cum, sloshing along her tongue and flooding down her body to mingle with her stomach lining.
"MMMmmm!" Leah grunted, cum dripping out of the corners of her lips. The man held her face firm and kept his cock deeply clogging her throat.
"My turn," said the man in her ass. Leah moaned audibly as she felt the unfamiliar rush of semen filling her anal cavity. It felt hot and deep as the fluids moved around her ass and leaked out onto the ottoman. It made her pussy pulse with feeling and flood even deeper onto the cock that was thrusting into it.



"Shit, she likes that," said the man in her pussy, noticing how wet Leah had gotten.
With two men finished, they cleared out to the showers. It was late at night and they had places to be.
The final black man was still thrusting away inside Leah's pussy, making her moan and cum on the stained dressing room ottoman.
"I'm going to floor this pussy," he announced, "I hope you're on birth control."
"Yes sir," Leah said obediently, "Please."
"Please what, bitch? I want you to beg."
"Please fill my pussy with your cum."
"Fuck yes," he said, and came. A geyser of semen filled Leah's pussy, shooting up her cervix and splashing every twist and turn of her reproductive organs. Leah felt the hot loads mixing around every body cavity she had, and erupted in a final orgasm that had the dressing room mirror shaking with Leah's quivering limbs.
"Fuck!" she shouted, "Fuck, fuck!"
Leah had been well fucked. The cum continued to pump into her pussy, ooze out her ass, and coat her tongue in a salty sweet mess.
The final black man was finished, and didn't even bother to say goodbye to the cum soaked Leah. He left her on the ottoman, stuck to it like fly paper with all the cum pouring from her body.
Leah shot a glance to the two assistants whose gazes were unrelentingly watching her, their cocks hard but untouched.
"Hey Tweedle-Dee and Tweedle-Dum," Leah called, "Can one of your get me a towel?"
"Yes miss," one said, standing up with an obvious tent in his jeans where his little boner shone bright.
She looked at them up and down, and their obvious horniness was pathetic.
"Until you bottom feeders want to clean me off yourself," she said. Both hipsters stopped dead in their tracks.
"Tongues only, please," Leah said deviously. She had never even let Drew do this, but it felt right for her two well behaved hipsters who hadn't gotten themselves thrown out.
"Hope you like salty," Leah said, and spread her legs wide for the two eager tongues to taste.
The two silent hipsters licked down Leah's body like the inside of an ice cream cone. They drank the sperm from her behind, licked the sweat from her neck, and even gave her an encore of an orgasm when she dripped her own new cum down their chins.
"Fuck me," she said, "I should keep little assistants like you around more often."
"Yes miss," they said together.
"I don't really care what your names are," she said, "But when I'm back around, Tweedle-dumasses, I bet I'll see your faces."
"Yes miss," they said again.
Leah dismissed the hipsters, and headed towards the shower. The black men had finished so Leah had the whole room to herself.
Leah scrubbed every inch of her body in the shower. She let the water run down the small of her back, rinsing inside her pussy and ass. She felt peaceful under the warm water.
But that was interrupted suddenly.
"Nice show, Ms. Leah," came a voice. Leah spun around to see who it was, but no one was there.
"Leah, it's me," said the voice. She looked around but didn't see anyone.
"Come on, now," it said. Leah finally realized what was happening. She glanced down at her wrist, where her tiny little watched band was speaking directly out loud.
She looked down at the watch face, which had clicked into a tiny screen. She peered more closely, squinting without her glasses, but shot her eyes open when she saw it was the calm face of Bradley, Drew's dad.
"I thought you were sick," he said, glancing at Leah's bare shoulders, "But I can track you, darling. Blowing off our dinner so you can hang out at Derrick Studios? What are you doing with the artsy fartsy assholes down there?"
"None of your business, mister," Leah said coyly, "I can't believe you can just call me on this. I'm in the shower, for goodness sakes. Can you see me?"
"I can, darling," Drew's dad said, "And I got a nice view while your hand was still down at your side. You know, in my day, the women didn't shave themselves clear like you did."
Leah's face blushed a deep red. Was Drew's dad really commenting on her pussy, right now?
"You little perv," Leah said, covering her tits with her hands.
"Relax, you're dating my son. It's basically like your part of the family."
"I don't know if it works that way," Leah said.
"It does in my family. Little man's got to learn to share with his old man."
"Really?" Leah said, skeptically. Bradley laughed.
"I'll forgive you for missing our dinner," he said, "Only because I got to speak to you in the shower. Maybe I'll call you again tomorrow morning if you want to take a bath."
"I'll see you tomorrow anyway, mister," Leah said, "It's Thanksigving."
"Alright, that's true," he said, laughing, "Pleasure speaking with you, hun."
Leah found the off button, then flung the wrist watch out of the shower and onto a pile of towels.
Even though he had been the one barging in on her shower, she felt so embarrassed that Bradley had caught her in her lie. She wanted to make a good impression with her boyfriend's dad, even if she hadn't spent the night being so good to little Drew...
Chapter 38: Getting Ready
Eve washed the vegetables in the sink. She had her fingers around a long carrot when she felt a hand reach under her bottom.
"Oh!" she cried as Rick crawled up her dress and cupped a heavy handful of her cheeks.
"Seems like these buns are ready," Rick said, making Eve laugh as he groped her further.
The kitchen was a mess with the day's preparations. It was already 11am, and Eve had been up since 6am getting the big Thanksgiving dinner ready. Turkey was in the oven, potatoes are peeled in the sink, and flour coated the marble counter tops as Eve prepared her famous raspberry pie.
Instead, her husband Rick slipped a finger into Eve's own moist pie. She cried out through gritted teeth.
Rick massaged Eve's pussy in the kitchen, full of homey smells and lovely foods.
The doorbell rang, and Eve pulled away to answer it. Rick's hand was yanked from her body, dripping her juices onto the kitchen tile.
"Hello!" Eve greeted the door with a perfect white smile. She hugged her son's girlfriend hello. Leah had come early to Thanksgiving to hang out with Drew before the meal.
"It's so good to see you," Eve said, and Leah was overcome with the hefty shoving that Eve's humongous breasts made into her chest. Drew's mom was a built like a viking, with the mega-bust to match.
Leah marched up the stairs while Eve returned to the kitchen. Rick was waiting there, with his clean hand in a bowl of pie batter, sampling the sweet vanilla taste. Eve swatted his hand away.
"Then I'll just have to try something more delicious," he whispered into Eve's ear, and slid both hands back up her dress.
Leah knocked on the door to Drew's room. She was in a bright blue sun dress, and white high heels that matched her large white earrings. Also, of course, she wore the stylish slender watch band with the fancy gift her father and Bradley had given her.
When Drew opened the door, she leaped in and gave him a big hug. All the resentment and tension she had felt in her relationship had dissipated the moment three big cocks had fucked her brainless on the floor of the dressing room. It was almost like being unfaithful to Drew brought her closer to him.
Drew was happy to see his girlfriend so chipper. He enjoyed the warm feeling of her small body in his arms, and his hand naturally slid down to Leah's infamous white booty.
As he squeezed, Leah neither recoiled nor stopped him. Holy shit! Drew thought, For the first time in months, Leah was receptive to him.
He led her by her hand to his bed, and she didn't resist. They sat down next to each other on Drew's comforter, looking into each other's eyes.
"Hi," Leah said girlishly, laughing as she stared at Drew. This was the same bed they had fooled around in all during high school.
"Hi," Drew said back, giggling himself.
"So, uh," Drew continued, barely able to contain himself as he stared at his beautiful girlfriend in the sunlit room, "Maybe you can take that dress off."
"Sure," Leah said seamlessly, and Drew's jaw dropped as Leah lifted the light dress over her head and showed her perfect bare abdomen to Drew. Her perky breasts were in a pink and black lace bra, with matching panties.
"Uhhh," Drew grumbled, unable to form coherent words. Leah's glow devoured the room and his prick was pulsing with its energy.
"I, uhh," he said, making Leah laugh.
"Just come here," she said, pulling his head closer to her body. He kissed her shoulders, her breasts, and down her stomach.
He began to moved down her belly button and towards her glorious shining pantie line, but then—
"Drew!" cried a voice from downstairs, "Can you please help with the turkey?"
Drew's body sank into his bed. "Mom!" he yelled anxiously, "I'm busy!"
"Excuse me?!" came the voice of Drew's mom, and he turned to Leah despondently.
"I'll be right here waiting," she said to him, and ran her hand down her body and into her panties. Drew could smell the delicious aroma of her wetness as she began to play with herself.
Drew struggled to keep his boner tucked into his waistband as he miserably descended the stairs away from his waiting girlfriend.
When Drew entered the kitchen, he found his buxom mother surrounded by the chaos of the meal.
"I need you to check on the turkey in the oven," she ordered, "And there's the pie to assemble, the trash to take out, the vegetables to tie, a whole sack of potatoes left to peal..." She continued the long list of chores, and Drew felt his heart sink deeper in his chest.
Drew's mom disappeared out of the kitchen. He was left to tame the mess she had left there.
Three rooms over from where Leah lay playing with herself was Rick, int he master bedroom. After bringing his wife to climax on the kitchen counter, he had retreated back to their bedroom and had turned on a raunchy porno on their big screen bedroom TV. Onscreen, two brunettes with big tits were both bent over a couch, being relentlessly porked by some young studs with long cocks.
"Fuck them real good," Rick called out, his big cock in his hand and stroking. Despite having a creamy hot wife, Rick loved watching porn, especially before and after he fucked his wife.
The door opened a crack, and in walked Eve in her Thanksgiving tight top and skirt.
"Sweetheart!" she called, looking at the television where the two bimbos were banging on screen.
"Come on, join me," Rick called, patting the bed next to him.
Eve smiled and crawled into bed with her husband. He immediately lifted the shirt off Eve's torso and exposed her big brown tits in their dark yellow bra.
He cupped each breast, too massive for his hand. Eve took her hand and reached to Rick's crotch, happy to finish what he started.
Three rooms over, as Leah was lost in her sexual reverie, she heard the noises. The grunts of Rick sucking on Eve's big breasts. The sighs and moans of Eve as Rick tweaked her nipples and pressed her pussy tight.
"Fuck," Leah said, speeding up, "This is getting me worked up.
She grabbed a robe from Drew's closet and tucked her pantie-clad body into it. Sneaking out the door, she crept towards the master bedroom, whose door was open just enough for Leah to get a peek...
"Holy fuck," Leah mouthed to herself. Drew's mom's big breasts were out, and Rick was alternating between them with his mouth, sucking and slobbering like a feral bear.
Leah had never seen Drew's mom's body exposed like this before, though of course she had noticed Eve had a nice figure. And Rick had always seemed like a strange mangy man, but she never expected he had been wielding such an impressive prick like the one that currently dripping cum all over Eve's hands.
Leah reached between her robes and felt her own throbbing pussy. She watched as Rick continued to devour Eve's tits, and felt a rush of desire.
Rick spun Eve's busty body around and yanked down her skirt. Leah watched the glisten off Drew's mom's dripping pussy. Then, Rick shoved himself inside, making Eve and Leah both squirm simultaneously.
Leah could hear the clank of dishes downstairs as Drew labored. He certainly wouldn't want her watching his mom's beaver getting splayed open, especially by a cock as big as Rick's.
Rick's muscular arms slammed Drew's mom down onto his cock like she was a bimbo doll. It was clear that the two had sexual chemistry, and that Drew's mom truly loved the big cock currently tearing her open.
She thought down to Drew with a twinge of disappointment, realizing that no matter where their relationship took them, she would never have the love and lust combination that Rick and Eve could boast.
Though, Leah could sense something else too. Eve may have been tousling her hair and screaming Rick's name, but a cock lust like that is never satisfied. Had she been so blind all these years to the extramarital necessity of gorgeous women like herself and Eve?
Rick began to climax, and Leah watched dreamily as Eve's cunt sucked up every drop of Rick's cum. Leah drooled, imagining herself slurping the milk down directly from Rick's fountainous cock.
Rick clicked off the tv. Leah stepped back, anxious to avoid being caught watching the sensual lovemaking she had just witnessed. As she did, she realized that her cunt had dripped completely down her leg, and saw the distinct fresh puddle of her cum at the entrance to the room.
Leah giggled, leaving the puddle for Rick and Eve to find. They would attribute it to a water leak, she thought.
She returned back to Drew's room, hoping to find him there and ready to pounce on her. But he wasn't. Instead, she looked at the clock and realized the rest of the guests would be arriving soon for dinner. Even though her body was begging for release, there wasn't time. She slid her dress back over her horny body, and sighed as she descended the stairs to start the holiday.
Chapter 39: Pre-Dinner Meal
Out on the patio, Eve served hors d'oeuvres to the guests. Everyone was dressed well, from Leah's sunny blue dress to Rick's spiffy blazer.
By the bar, Rick poured bourbon for the men. Himself, Drew and Roger's father Bradley, and Leah's dad Jonathan all clinked glasses and drank it down. Standing over the balcony overlooking the pool and golf course were the ladies: Drew's busty mom Eve, Leah, and Leah's mom Laura. Drew also clung to Leah's arm, with the women, while Roger was still upstairs getting dressed.
"Laura, your daughter looks beautiful," Eve said, remarking on Leah's body.
"Thank you darling," Laura said to her friend, "She's been very healthy away at school. Could still stand to lose a few pounds, though."
"Mom, shut up!" Leah yelled. She hated being around her mother, who always dug in like this. Leah knew she was in perfect fitness, and the crone was just jealous she wasn't as young and beautiful as her daughter. Even though Laura was still stunning, with a great tight body that caused the men at the country club to stare when she went swimming in the pool.
"Relax, I'm teasing," Laura said playfully. She stepped away with Eve to check on the food.
"I can't believe your mom is wearing that dress," Leah remarked, "Shining gold, with that plunging neckline down to her stomach. I don't think any of the men over there can keep their eyes off her."
"That's mom for you," Drew said despondently.
"She looks hot, I mean it. But it's funny."
"Yeah," Drew sighed.
Before they knew it, Roger had entered the room and wrapped his hands around the shoulders of both Drew and Leah, squeezing himself in between them and pressing downward.
"Hey there, my friends," he said jovially, "Let's say we get away from these old folks before the meal starts."
"I'm fine here," Leah said, rolling her eyes.
"Come on, we can smoke a little bud. That will make this a lot more bearable."
Leah realized she was facing a night of more comments from her mother, and suddenly being stoned didn't sound like such a bad idea.
The three young people excused themselves and walked out on the expansive golf course adjacent to Drew and Roger's home. They walked until the balcony where their parents stood looked like a sand castle in the glow of the retreating sun.
Roger packed the bowl, and soon they were lighting up. Silently, they passed it around until everyone was pleasantly stoned.
"So, boys," Leah said, feeling the buzz, "How's the sibling quality time together been?"
Drew laughed. "Roger's been his same self," he said, looking at his brother, "The same loud obnoxious prick he always was."
"Damn, little bro," Roger said, puffing on the pipe, "That's harsh."
"I guess you two have always had a bit of a rivalry," Leah said.
"Not so much a rivalry," Drew said, "Roger's just a bully. He would always take my video games, shove me aside, just be a big dick in general."
"Come on, bro, it wasn't so bad," Roger said, "You were always playing that annoying music so loud, and mom always takes your side."
"That music was Beethoven, you imbecile," Drew said, "And mom takes my side because I am always right."
"Yikes," Leah said, "Looks like I stirred something up."
Drew rolled his eyes and grunted.
"Let's settle this then, bro," Roger suggested, "Come hit me. We're both adults now."
"I'm not going to hit you," Drew said, "I'm not an animal."
"Come on," Roger egged, "I bet you can't even land one punch. If you can, I'll tell you the secret that Mom told me not to tell you."
"What?" Drew asked, suddenly interested, "What did Mom tell you?"
"Got to land a punch, bro," Roger said. Drew was on his feet.
The two brothers faced and stepped in a circle, Drew starting to move closer in.
"Just try me," Roger said, laughing, and Drew did. He leaned forward and swung, but Roger was too agile and dodged, tackling Drew instead and bringing him to the ground. Leah gasped.
"Get off him, you're hurting him!" she yelled.
"Relax, he's fine. Aren't you, little bro?"
"Fuck you," Drew said, and Roger dug him more into the grass.
"Roger, you ass!" Leah yelled, "Get off him."
"Maybe I will," he said with gritted teeth, "If you take off that dress of yours."
"You're such a pig," Leah said, "Just do it."
"Come on, we're all family here. And you can leave on your bra and panties if you want."
"I'm not performing a strip show for you Roger."
"Doesn't have to be a show, Drew and I will take ours off too."
Leah thought for a moment, watching Roger dig his brother more into the dirt.
"Fine," she said, "I'll do it."
"That a girl," Roger said, and dismounted his brother's back.
"Drew, you first," Leah said, pointing.
"No way, this is crazy," he said, but Roger pounced, pinning him back down.
"Alright, alright!" Drew yelled, and Roger retreated.
Drew set the pipe near him aside and stood up. He unbuckled and dropped his drawers onto the ground until his loose boxer shorts were all between the evening air and his genitals.
"You next," Roger said, pointing at Leah. Remaining seated, she lifted her dress over her head and threw it aside casually. Her alabaster body glowed before the two brothers. Both boys' cocks twitched at the sight.
"And get it over with, Roger," Leah said. The older brother stood up.
"With pleasure," he said, and reached for his belt. Down came his pants, and with a big grin, Roger revealed that he wasn't wearing any underpants. He proudly waggled his bare pink dick, which curved to the right and was as thick as a deli salami. Magnificently, he was rock hard already.
"Dammit Roger," Drew said, shielding his eyes. Leah tried not to stare directly, but kept shooting glancing down at his humongous man meat.
"I had to free ball it, bro," Roger said, "When you've got a package this size, the dress pants can get awfully tight unless you build in some room. Not that you would know anything about that, lil bro." He laughed.



He sat back down, criss crossed, big dick pointing up from his lap like a weapon. He relit the bowl and took a puff.
Leah decided to bring it up. "Roger, why the fuck in God's name are you hard?"
"It's the weed," Roger said, "It works like Viagra for me. Are you telling me you don't get horny when you smoke?"
"I mean, I guess," Leah answered, caught off guard, "But it's not like I—er, well,—actually nevermind."
He passed the bowl to Drew, who used it, and passed it to Leah.
"Can you just tell me what Mom told you? Why would she keep a secret from me?"
"You gotta ask her, little bro," Roger answered, "Or trade me something."
"What do you want?" Drew asked.
"What about I tell you, but only if your sweet young girlfriend here comes and sits on my lap."
"You perv," Leah said, offended.
"Just sit on your lap?" Drew asked, "Nothing else?"
"Nothing else," Roger promised.
"Fine," Drew said, "If it's okay with Leah."
Leah got up and shook the blades of grass off her bare white ass. Her thin lacy thong left nothing to the imagination, and both boys drank up in the sight of her fat white bottom.
"Move that thing over," Leah said, and pointed at the thick cock shooting up from Roger's lap.
"Absolutely," Roger said, holding it to the side with one hand. Leah gently lowered herself onto Roger's lap, sitting on his right thigh. Roger let go of his dick, which swung back and hit the side of her ass with a loud *fwap* sound.
"Roger, you have to get that thing out of the way," Leah said, feeling each and every inch of his shaft pulsing against her ass, sticky with sweat.
"Where do you want it to go?" he asked coyly.
"Just, press it down or something, jesus."
Roger pressed his dick down into his lap, beneath Leah's bottom and out of view. He held it there while Leah readjusted herself, digging her white ass deeper into him.
"There, I'm comfortable," she said, her flesh spilling out of the sides of his knees.
"So am I," Roger said, and let go of his prick. Unrestrained, it swung up violently from his lap, pressed aside Leah's pantie line, and lodged itself squarely in her pussy.
Leah felt the initial penetration, then gasped as Roger shifted his hips and thrust more and more inches of his cock inside of Leah's body. She felt rage, and then pleasure, surging through her bloodstream.
"Holy shit," she began, "What have you d—uh, uhhhhh—" Her voice trailed off into a moan. Roger held his hands on her hips, pushing her fat ass onto him, leaving her helpless.
"This pussy is soaking," Roger said, thrusting harder into it, "Damn you must be worked up."
"I'm sorry baby," Leah said to Drew, who was starting to realize what had happened, "He just slipped it in, and—" her voice trailed off as Leah started to moan more deeply.
"Looks like I just gave your girl a good time," Roger said, enhancing Leah's orgasm by thrusting more deeply into her than before.
"Oh fuck!" Leah cried, and began to release her pent up energy onto Roger's dick by spewing squirt after squirt of juices onto his lap.
"Fuck me!" she cried, more as exclamation than demand, but Roger answered it anyway.
"Bet my brother never gives it to you this good," Roger said as Drew argued and shoved Roger to no avail.
"Fucking hell," Drew yelled, but Roger kept plowing away.
Drew finally manged to dislodge his brother's cock from Leah's body, and the woman fell exhausted onto the grass besides her. Her body was all beads of sweat and a look of serene pleasure flooded her stoned face.
"Fuck I still haven't cum," Roger said, wanking his cock which was still slick with Leah's juices.
Before the brother could stop him, Roger began to erupt, shooting ribbons of cum into the air which fell from the sky like white sludgy rain.
It pooled into puddles in the grass, but one big load splatted onto Leah's face, and other onto Leah's bare exposed stomach.
"I can't fucking see," Leah said, wiping cum from her eyes, but the second she opened her mouth, another load poured down into it, sliding smoothly down her gullet before she could even swallow.
Drew shoved his brother, whose cock was deflating and oozing cum down below him.
"Get the fuck out of here!" Drew yelled at his cocky brother, who grabbed the bowl and his pants and sprinted away.
"I got what I wanted," he called as he ran farther from the house, "Tell the folks back home that I skipped out on Thanksgiving this year. And I'll see you home for Christmas, little bro."
"Fucking scumbag," Leah whispered to her boyfriend as she wiped jism off her face and from her lips.
"Tell me about it," Drew said, frustrated, "He didn't even tell me what Mom told him.
Chapter 40: Thanksgiving
The table was set with everyone seated. On one side, with Leah and her two parents: the gorgeous fit Laura, and the big-league CEO Jonathan. On the other, Drew and his three parents: smooth VP Bradley, busty seductress Eve, and Eve's husband and Drew's step father Rick. Drew's brother Roger had stormed off to drink beer and fucked half-priced whores at the strip club.
"A toast!" Eve declared with her plate full of turkey and her glass full of wine, "To wonderful company."
"Indeed," echoed the room, and they all drank. Leah and Drew were only 18, too young to drink, and the parents had barred them from the liquor.
As everyone sipped, Leah nudged her boyfriend's leg. She had admired him for kicking his brother off the golf course, even if it was only after he had already spewed cum all over her body. She rubbed his leg tenderly under the table.
"Why don't we all take a turn saying what we are thankful for?" Jonathan suggested diplomatically.
"I know what I'm thankful for," snickered Bradley, four drinks in, and staring deeply at his ex-wife's voluminous cleavage. He held his hand in front of his chest and mimed as if he had Eve's clownish bust.
"Bradley, you're such a pig," Eve said, holding her husband Rick's hand for support.
"Relax, honey," Rick said, having also had a few, "We're all adults here. You and Bradley were married for many years. And you do have a fine bosom."
Everyone around the table nodded, except for Drew.
Eve looked down at the plunging neckline of her dress and laughed. She was also very drunk!
"Eve, I've always admired your body," Laura admitted, staring seductively at the woman, "When I was in college, I had a roommate with a similar build to yours: the same broad shoulder, thick hips, and big tits. One night, we were both drunk and got back to the sorority house late from a party. We had flirted with so many guys, and sucked a few off in the stairwell, but none of them had finished us off! So I crawled into bed with her and she gave me the most mind melting, earth shattering wettie that I had ever experienced. I mean, my god!"
"Mom!" Leah shouted, covering her mouth. She didn't want to hear about her mom being fingered by some sexy college chick, especially not when she had just joined the same sorority at the very same school. Leah probably sat down on the very same bed where that happened!
"Honey, you never told me that," Jonathan said to Leah's mother, and the two nuzzled each other's neck.
"Gross," Leah said, shaking her head. Drew looked at his girlfriend and thought, now she knows how I feel!
"You're all too kind," Eve said, blushing.
"It's true, sweetie," Bradley said, "I may enjoy the single life, but we did have great sex. Those tits are perfect for when you wedge your dick right between them, I mean, jesus!"
"Tell me about it," Rick said affably, and the two men laughed together.
"See, I've never been able to do that," Laura admitted, squeezing her breasts together, "Mine are too perky and small."
"They're a great shape though, hun," Rick said, tossing another drink back. Jonathan frowned, clearly unhappy with what was being said about his wife.
"I can't believe you're saying all this in front of the kids," Eve shaking, looking at Drew.
"Come on, I'm sure it's not stuff they haven't heard before," Bradley said, laughing.
"Excuse you," Leah said, "I did not know anything about my mother's lesbian college experience!"
"It wasn't lesbian," Laura said curtly, "It was an erotic time with another woman. And it was hot!"
"I meant Drew knew," Bradley continued, "After all that stuff that happened with those friends of yours."
"Bradley!" Eve yelled, trying to hush her ex-husband.
"What?" Drew asked, "What happened with my friends? And which friends?"
Eve blushed. "Nothing happened. Let's move on."
"No, what happened?" Drew insisted.
"Right before you left for school," Bradley continued to his son, "A couple of buddies of yours got a little bit of an experience with your mother over here."
"Stop," Eve asked, embarrassed.
"Which friends?" Drew interrogated.
"I don't know their names, some sneaky fuckers," Bradley said.
"Just tell the story, dad," Drew begged, dying of curiosity.
"Your mom has always been a hot topic for those boys," Bradley said, "I remember when everyone hit puberty and no one could take their eyes off her. I mean, do you blame them? You all would be running around the house, and your mom would walk in in a low cut sweater, her tits basically spilling out of the neck! The whole house stunk of semen the second they got a glance at her."
Drew rolled his eyes.
"I used to catch them too, whenever I was around," Bradley said, "You'd all be watching a movie on the couch, and Tits-Mc-Mother over there would be making something in the kitchen. They'd all have their hands in their pants, slowly jerking it while taking quick glances to your mom's big ol' bust. It cracked me up."
The whole table laughed, picturing these young men lusting after Drew's mother in the living room.
"Then one day, right before your high school graduation, they were over here and I had stopped by to sign some papers," Bradley said, "It was late so I was working at the kitchen counter. I don't think anyone even noticed me. But your mom had just taken an Ambien and was groggily walking around in a robe. You, Drew, had fallen asleep on the couch, and so your friends got a little idea in their heads.
"I could hear everything, even though I was all the way in the kitchen. 'Come and watch this movie with us,' they said to your mom, and sat her on the couch right between two of them. They put their arms around her and squeezed her right up to them. I could freakin' smell the hormones leaking out of their skin.
"Then, your mother's robe slid open and out came those big beautiful breasts. The boys could hardly believe their eyes. They looked over at you, who was fast asleep, and then immediately started cupping them, grabbing them, sticking their faces into them. Your mother here was so conked out that she was fine with it, even enjoying herself."
The table looked at Eve, who blushed, clearly revealing that her memory of that night was completely lucid.
"Then, all at once, I saw their three cocks come out. I was shitting myself laughing. I realized these boys were about to have a great night with this busty MILF over here."
Everybody laughed again.
"So what did they do?" Laura asked, curious.
"What didn't they do? I saw one slipping into her cleavage and fucking those big tits. One boy took her ass, another her pussy. She was soaking wet, and begging for more. I heard her cum on those big dicks at least five times."
"Mmmm," Eve said, smiling and remembering that night.
"Shit that's cold," Leah said, laughing with everyone, "Drew, did you even know these guys fucked your mom? I wish I knew who it was, this is hysterical."
"No," Drew said, frowning.
"I think the couch still has the stain from where Eve juiced herself on their pricks," Bradley said, pointing.
"I remember waking up on the couch with cum in my hair," Eve said, "And plastered all over my breasts and stomach. It was a bitch to wash off in the shower." She giggled.
The table was well drunk and fed, and everyone but Drew was smiling. Leah and he were not drunk, but they were still very stoned from their time on the golf course.
"What about you, Leah?" Bradley asked, turning to the young plaything, "Ever get any comments about your mom?"
"Not that I can remember," Leah lied. She didn't want to give her mom the satisfaction. In actuality, they often were catcalled when they were in public together. People wanted to press them together in a mother-daughter sandwich, or watch mom lick daughter's body up and down. People said disgusting things to a pair as hot as Leah and her mom were.
"I can't believe that," Bradley said, "You and Laura are a perfect pair. I mean, Eve may be the titty queen, but you both had these thick fat assess— Excuse me for saying so, Jonathan."
But Leah's dad (and Bradley's boss) was falling asleep at the table. He had had a lot to drink. Bradley noticed this opportunity, and grabbed a bottle of vodka from the shelf.
"Dinner was delicious," he said, "But come on, let's get some drinking on. Everybody to the patio."
The whole party, including the groggy Jonathan, went out to the patio. Bradley poured everyone some shots, excluding the young Drew and Leah who looked on at the older adults.
"Let's get this party started," Bradley announced, and raised his shot class high.
"Come on," Bradley said, noticing
Chapter 41: Let the Games Begin
The five adults downed their shots. Bradley and Rick smoothly grinned, while Laura and Eve both shook as the alcohol spread through their bodies. Only Jonathan seemed unable to finish his shot, swallowing half of it before slouching down in his chair and closing his eyes.
"Jonathan, sweetie," Laura said, prodding him awake. Jonathan bolted awake, back on his feet, and finished his shot.
Bradley took the bottle and poured the round another.
"Why don't we make this interesting?" Bradley suggested, grinning his teeth and looking around the room.
"Oh please, let's not trot out money at an intimate gathering like this one," Laura said, rolling her eyes. Leah gasped, recognizing her own look of sardonic displeasure in her mother's face. "That's so gauche."
"Alright, little Laura," Bradley said, "Drinking game for some other fun."
"I'm down," Laura said, and Leah coiled in embarrassments at her mother's display. Jonathan was already too drunk to really comprehend, but raised his shot glass in solidarity.
"Let's do a round with just the men," Bradley suggested, "And we'll see who's left and what happens with these ladies."
Jonathan, Rick, and Bradley downed their next shot. Rick and Bradley hollered, and Jonathan grinned lopsided.
"Another!" Bradley shouted, and they went again. Even after three more shots, Rick and Bradley were unshaken, while Jonathan was starting to tip over in his seat.
"You okay there, man?" Rick asked to Jonathan. The CEO mumbled something, and closed his eyes.
"I think we have our first drop out," Bradley declared, "Rick, why don't you take him to the guest room to sleep it off?"
"Absolutely," Rick said, and carried the man like a backpack to their guest room and returned alone.
"Fucking lightweight," Laura declared when her husband was out of earshot. "I can't believe he was the first to lose."
"Don't be such a sore loser," Bradley said, "You said you were down for some fun."
"I guess so," Laura admitted, "So what's my price? You want me to down six shots in a row, or, tell you all some dirty story?"
"How about you do a dance?" Rick said, laughing.
"Oh please, like I'm going to take off my clothes in some strip tease for you randy old men."
"Not a strip tease," Rick corrected, "What about what the kids are doing these days? The twerk?"
"No, absolutely no," Leah said, unable to contain her laughter. "My mother is not going to twerk, I have to speak up."
"Darling, don't be such a buzzkill," Laura said, caressing her daughter's face, "I'll do it. What do I have to do?"
Rick pulled up a video on his phone of a thick assed woman, standing on her hands with her legs against the wall and shaking her big white ass to the beat of a loud trap hit.
"This is hysterical," Laura said, taking the phone and watching the ass jiggle, "I'm so down."
"Mom, oh my god," Leah said, shivering in shame.
But Laura ignored her daughter. She clicked off her high heels, and positioned herself on her hands and knees near the wall.
"Help me up," she said, and Rick gladly stood up and grabbed Laura's heels and helped her up at the wall.
The moment she was upside down, her dress fell down, revealing her panty-clad body to the patio. Leah was amazed at how good her mother's body looked: her stomach was firm, her skin was as white and smooth as young Leah's, and her ass with as thick and pliable as a high school girl.
"Shit!" Leah yelled, and covered her mouth. She had let her jealousy show.
"Mmmm, someone play some music," Laura said, and Rick was happy to oblige.
As Laura twerked her ass on the side of the building, all pricks started to harden at the big booty shaking and jiggling. Leah blushed in embarrassment, but even Drew was starting to feel woozy. It was uncanny how much Laura resembled Leah, and Drew had been so starved to reach out and bury his face in that delicious round bottom.
"Mom, you're not even twerking right," Leah said, having had plenty of time to practice at the frat parties with Alpha Delta boys. "You're supposed to do it with the beat, not just shake it around."
"Well climb up with her and show her," Bradley suggested, and Leah blushed.
"Come on," Rick said, licking his lips, "I wouldn't mind seeing a twerk competition between you two.
"Yes, excellent," Bradley said, clapping his hands together, "Eve, why don't you get up on the wall too?"
"I think that's a bit much for me," Eve said, "Besides, I don't think my best assets show if I'm up on that well." She shook her tits around lightly.
"Alright," Rick admitted, oggling her H cup breasts, "We'll figure out what you can do next."
Leah sighed and prepared to get up on the wall next to her mother. She didn't want to, but she also felt like doing what Bradley asked was important. She slipped off her heels and before even getting on the floor, stripped off her dress until she stood in just her bra and panties in front of Drew, his dad, and the others.
"This would just get in the way," she announced, her body glowing the night air. The jaws of Bradley and Rick dropped staring at Leah's superior young body, while Laura's face crinkled in displeasure.
"You've got a fine one here, Drew," Rick said, keeping his eyes glued to Leah's pectorals, "Real fine." He brushed his hand against her stomach, feeling her hard body and causing her to tingle.
"Let's just get on with it," Drew said, embarrassed.
Leah mounted the wall beside her mother and they replayed the song. Leah kept her back perfectly arched, her hands firmly on the ground, and her ass moving like an asteroid gracefully orbiting the moon. Her technique was flawless and Leah's supple young butt floored the room with its hypnotic jiggle.
"Holy moses," Eve said, watching the young girl move her body, "This is amazing."
"Shit, that's right," Rick added. Bradley smiled and drank down Leah's body with his eyes.
Drew shrunk in his chair, embarrassed as the older adults ogled his exquisite girlfriend.
The song ended, and Leah slid down the wall like a pole dancer. She stood up, her white body perspiring and shining before the crowd. She was out of breath, but smiled, feeling the gaze of the room on her.
"That was delicious, Leah," Bradley announced, and Leah grinned triumphantly.
"Amazing," Eve added, and Rick nodded his head and smiled.
"Well, what's my prize?" she asked, "If I'm such a winner, what have I won?"



"How about a shot?" Rick suggested, "You may be only 18, but you've earned it."
"What about Drew?" she asked, eyeing her boyfriend across the room.
"Well, what has he earned?" Rick asked bluntly, and everyone laughed.
They poured sweaty Leah a shot of vodka, and watched as she downed it down her long white neck. She stood back with gusto after finishing it.
"How about another?" she asked, and Rick obliged.
Laura slunk over to the bar, and draped her arm around her daughter. She was clearly noticing the attention the men were paying to the younger, hotter woman, and was ready to change that.
"Bradley," she said to the strapping man, "Let's keep the party going. Leah won round one, so let's put her to the next round."
"The next round?" Bradley asked, "I like the sound of that."
"I'll bow out gracefully," Laura said, "But she's still got to take on Eve." The eyes in the room turned to the busty mother who was playing with her drink.
"I already said I'm not getting on that wall," she said, laughing, "What do you want me to do?"
"Well what are your biggest talents?" Laura asked, knowing her slutty friend well enough to anticipate her answer.
"Sucking cocks, getting fucked," Eve said bluntly, "And my tennis game's not too bad."
The room laughed, except for Drew. He was feeling more stoned than ever, and more anxious as the predatory Rick and his father Bradley closed in another the barely-dressed Leah.
"Sweetheart, I'm sorry for saying that," Eve said to her son, "But it is true."
"Are we ready for that?" Laura asked of her daughter, "I don't know if my dear daughter here is up for a prick sucking contest."
"Well, Drew and I did need to have some fun," she said, looking over at her boyfriend, "And if we're already this far, why not further?"
She slunk her body over to Drew seductively, and reached at his prick over his pants. He was rock hard at his girlfriend's touch.
Eve looked at the two remaining men.
"I'm down," she said, opening her mouth widely and showing her deep throat to the men. "Who's up to be my partner?"
Chapter 42: The Spirit of Competition
Both Rick and Bradley came and stood right above Eve's chair. They looked down at her with their mouths salivating, like she was a tasty meal for them to enjoy.
"She was my wife before she was yours," Bradley said, eyeing her big tits, "I should be the one for this dick sucking contest."
"No way man, she's my wife now," Rick defended.
"Wow Drew," Leah said, "Your mom must be one great cock sucker for Rick and your dad to be arguing over her like that. I'm surprised you even got born instead of swallowed!"
The whole room laughed at Leah's joke.
"Leah, as much as I'd love for you and my son here to win," Bradley began, "My ex-wife's BJs are legendary. She knows how to play a cock like a fine instrument."
"Drew you must be so proud of your mom," Leah said laughing.
Drew wanted to grumble, but with Leah's half-naked frame coming closer towards him, he couldn't risk losing his chance with her tonight.
"Rick, sweetheart, let Bradley have a turn. I suck your prick every morning anyway. He'll have his fun tonight, and then I can take care of you more and more tomorrow."
"Alright," Rick said, "But Bradley, you owe me one."
"Definitely, man," he said, and their hands slapped together and they shook.
"Let's get the two 'props' ready," Laura suggested, and reached behind Bradley to tug at his pants. Laura's fine fingers undid the belt of Bradley's pants and continued to pull.
Meanwhile, Drew struggled to unclip his own pants buckle, until he shimmied them down to his ankles with his boxers.
Drew felt the cold night air on his little hard dick, but no one was looking at him. Instead, all eyes were on Bradley, who had just managed to swing his cock out of his pants and was waving it around on the patio,
"Holy fuck," Laura gasped, gazing at Bradley's prick. Eve was staring at it lovingly, and reached out to caress its bulbous head.
"I missed this," she said, taking a lick of the tip with her long tongue.
"Shit, Drew," Leah said to her boyfriend, "Your dad's dick is freaky big. I can see why your mom loved it so much."
"Yes, we had so many years of passion," Eve responded to Leah's comment, "There was nothing better than these swinging balls slapping my face, or this thick head lodging in my asshole. But people change and grow apart anyway."
"Hold on, Drew," Leah said, leaving her boyfriend with his hard little prick unattended, "I need to see this up close."
"Get a good look up close, dear," Bradley said to the girl, "You're an adult now, it's time you saw a man's cock." He glanced over at Drew. "Sorry buddy, didn't mean to say you weren't a man. But a woman like Leah's got to admire a long one like mine."
The three women all crowded around on their knees, eager to take in Bradley's superior genitalia.
"No touching, ladies," Eve said to Leah and Laura, "He's mine for the competition."
"Right," Leah said, still staring at Bradley's member but returning to her boyfriend, "Let's get this on with."
Leah took Drew's dick in her hand and looked up at him smiling.
"Don't worry at all about your dad's stupid donkey dick over there," she reassured him, "I'll take care of you with my mouth and we'll show these old people what a real BJ looks like."
As humiliated and ashamed as Drew currently felt, that was good enough for him.
"Give me a second to prepare," Eve asked, and stood up. She slipped her thumbs under the shoulder straps of her dress and quickly yanked it down. Her breasts had been struggling to be contained in her cleavage all night, but now they were finally free. The big H cup wonders jiggled themselves out, with round pink nipples pointing triumphantly in the night air.
Drew's mom grinned, jiggling her breasts slightly as she shed her dress entirely.
"Jesus, Eve," Bradley said, "You could put an eye out with those things."
"Oh stop teasing, you know that in a moment they'll be giving you the greatest pleasure known to man."
Drew watched his mom shake her big brown tits all around the enormous hard cock in front of her.
Leah looked up at Drew.
"I'll try my best, baby," she said to her boyfriend, "But I hope I can compete with those gorgeous melons your mom has." She turned to Eve. "Are you sure it's not cheating to use your tits in a blowjob?"
"Honey, when God's given you H cups as lovely as mine, it's hardly a BJ if you don't bring them into the mix."
Leah found it hard to disagree.
Grabbing her ex-husband's cock, Eve licked her lips once before the start officially began.
"Sweetheart," Eve said, holding the big cock but turning to her son, "You're about to see a side of your mom that you haven't seen yet. But I'm so proud of you for understanding that this is just who I truly am." Drew gulped in intimidation, watching the cock start to drip pre-cum onto his mother's breasts.
"Ready, set," Laura said, "Go!"
Leah took Drew's cock in her mouth. He immediately began to lean back in pleasure. It felt like heaven to finally have Leah's perfect young body in contact with his dick after all this time.
Meanwhile, Drew's mom had Bradley's cockhead in her mouth and was running her lips around the skin where it met the shaft. She drooled long threads of saliva down the penis, dripping it down onto her cleavage and rubbing it in with her hands.
Bradley's dick was sufficiently long so that he could place his cock directly into Eve's cleavage and still keep his cockhead lodged deliciously in her mouth.
Eve did all the work of asymmetrically jiggling her breasts up and down the shaft, and running her tongue and lips along the most sensitive parts of Bradley's big dick head.
"Fuck that is a good sight," Bradley crooned, seeing his prick enveloped in Eve's tits and mouth.
"MmmMM," Eve said, and popped another inch of his cock into her mouth. She kept going until his prick had emerged from her cleavage and was entirely down her throat, which she vibrated along his veiny pulsing shaft.
Drew could hear his mom choking on the fat dick, but was too distracted by Leah's work in his own lap. Leah ran her tongue along his dick, cupped his balls, and even massaged his pelvis, but Drew simply didn't have the inches to stuff Leah's mouth full the way Bradley was stuffing his mom.
Leah could tell she was losing: Drew was not only too small for her to demonstrate the skills she had learned sucking Pete and the other college boys, but she could feel his balls pulsing and knew they didn't have long until Drew's load blew.
She spit his dick out of her mouth and took him into her right hand.
"Keep it going for just a big longer," she said, stroking him, "Come on, baby, don't cum now."
"I can't... help... it," Drew said, his face crinkled in agony, but he was right.
Drew's dick began to spasm, and he spot a fat string of cum directly over Leah's shoulder, where it landed on the patio pavement and oozed into a crack between the tiles. The next shot fell shorter, on another pavement tile, until he was just sputtering his load directly at his own feet.
"Oh, baby," Leah said disappointedly, "You couldn't hold out."
"I'm sorry," Drew said, "I didn't mean to—"
"Look like this contest is over!" Laura declared, noting Drew's deflating dick.
"That's not fair," Leah said, shooting her mother an angry look, "Drew just finished too early. Don't judge yet, let me keep going..."
But no matter how much Leah licked and slobbered on Drew's cock, it wouldn't get hard again.
On the other side, Eve's throat was being poked and prodded as Bradley viciously thrust his cock deeper and deeper into the busty MILF's mouth.
"I got this," said a booming voice from behind Drew. It was Rick, with his hand on his belt buckle, beginning to undo it.
"Just continue on me, and Laura can judge your performance based on my experience as well." He shot Drew a wink and a thumbs up, like he was doing him a favor.
"I don't like the sound of that," Drew murmured, but Leah glared at him angrily.
"If you hadn't finished so early, I wouldn't need Rick at all, sweetie," Leah said, reaching into Rick's pants and pulling out his half-hard cock.
"Here we go," Leah said, stroking it with her slender arm, "This is something I can work with." The dick was gargantuan, practically the size of Leah's own forearm.
"Open wide, dear," Rick commanded, and Leah spread her lips and did just that.
Chapter 43: The Winner is Crowned
With his dick too limp to compete, Drew stepped aside as Rick took control of his girlfriend.
"There there, young lady," Drew's step dad said, inserting his prick into Leah's mouth, "Take it slow."
But Leah wasn't doing anything at all. Rick was shoving his cock into her slowly but surely, making its way down her throat like a truck backing into a garage. She felt her body gleefully accommodate his size, and pretty soon she was nose deep in his pubic hair.
"Get away from her, son," Bradley called to Drew, "Leave your girlfriend alone and let her do her thing. Come watch this over here while I deal with your mother." Drew approached Bradley's side, where his mom was on her knees going mad over Bradley's prick.
"I know it's hard to hear, but your mother is a real cock sucking champ. I mean, look at the way she's got her melons slicked up with spit and slime? It's like a fine piece of art."
Drew struggled to reconcile the woman who tucked him into bed with the big tit whore he saw sucking down every inch of Bradley's dick.
His mom popped the cock out of her mouth for a moment a looked at him.
"I'm sorry hun, but it's natural to enjoy sex," she said before immediately returning to worship the big prick in front of her face.
"You know, I've had a lot of blowjobs over the years," Bradley said, tenderly petting the top of Eve's head, "But I missed this a lot. Plenty of bimbos with large chests, but none of them can use them as well."
Eve slipped the cock from her lips and massaged his cockhead in her deep cleavage.
"You might want to put that back in your mouth," Bradley warned, "You have some competition over there." He pointed at Leah, and both Drew and his mom turned to look.
Leah had withdrawn all of Rick's cock from her throat, and it waved over her face. Saliva dripped from its shaft down onto Leah's forehead. She leaned closer and had Rick's balls in her mouth, sucking like a baby on a pacifier.
Rick breathed in pleasure as she released his balls from her lips. With a devious smile, Leah kissed the tip of his cockhead and opened wide. In an instant, Rick's dick had disappeared inside her. The young slut was choking down many more inches of dick than she had a moment before with her boyfriend.
Leah slid her head back, unleashing the spongy wet cock, and then slid back forward. She could deep throat every bit of Rick's cock with even speed to get him off.
"Shit Drew, your girlfriend's quite the cocksucker," Rick told his step son, "I didn't see this in her when she was doing you."
"She's a savant," Eve commented, watching while lovingly jiggling her tits onto Bradley's dick.
"I call dibs on next," Bradley said, practically salivating at Leah's young body. He poked Drew with his elbow. "Don't look so serious kid, it's all in the family. I'd offer to let you take a turn on this busty slut here if she weren't your very own mother!" He laughed.
Leah chortled as Rick's dick lodged in her throat. She released it and bowed from her knees to the crowd.
"I think I've proven my point," she said, standing by using Rick's hard dick to pull herself up, "Mom, can you crown me the winner already?"
"Yes, sweetheart," Laura said, frowning, "Fine."
The men cheered, Rick's fat prick slapping Leah in the thigh.
Leah began to walk away but Rick stopped her.
"You're not going to leave me like this, are you?" he asked, pointing down to his throbbing unfinished erection.
"You're a grown man," she scoffed, "Take care of it yourself! I think poor Drew is going to pop a blood vessel if he has to see me with another man for one more moment."
Drew's heart calmed at her words. It had been a long day: first Roger had blasted a load on Leah's skin and now Rick had fucked her face?
"Go see your wife," Leah added for Rick, gesturing to Drew's mom. Eve was a sloppy mess of tit flesh and saliva on the floor. "I bet she can take care of you and Bradley just fine."
"Don't mind if I do," Rick said, grinning, and waving his prick closer to Drew's mom's face.
Both Bradley and Rick were well prepared and ready to fire a load onto the awaiting breasts before them.
"Why don't we take a step back," Leah suggested to Drew, "I think your mom is about to be the center of the splash zone."
Drew's throat caught in a knot as he watched his mom. She looked like a common whore with her big tits out and her mouth open to receive the two men's spew.
"I gotta get those tits," Bradley said, "You make sure to fill up that mouth of hers."
"Easy," Rick said as they both began to stroke harder.
"Your mom's about to look like she fell through an oil painting," Leah warned.
Rick erupted first. His load targeted Eve squarely in her mouth, where a large wad of semen slid down her gullet and began to fill her belly like a gas station nozzle. The splash back off her tongue sent drops of cum flying all over the patio, with speckles landing in a splatter on Leah's bare white feet.
"Oh dear," Leah said, wiping her feet with her hand.
As Rick pumped load after load into Drew's mom's stomach, Bradley began to fire, coating Eve like a car through a car wash. His fat prick did not discriminate between her left and right breast. Ribbons of semen landed in her cleavage and her shoulders, already congealing into a milky glaze like a fresh coat of paint.
With both men spent, Eve alternated sucking on their deflating pricks, eager to drink down as much of their cum as she could.
"I haven't had this much attention in years," Eve said, her wet tits jiggling with glee, "I love having both of you big strong men around to take care of."
Drew listened to his mom extol the many virtues of the two men who had just sprayed her like a dollar store Kleenex.
Bradley dunked his cock in her open mouth and sighed.
"I enjoyed the tit fuck, really," he said to Rick, "But I'm still glad I divorced the bitch."
"She can be a real pain in the ass," Rick conceded, "But I'm glad you divorced her too."
"Leah," Drew whispered to his girlfriend, trying not to watch his mom lick semen from her finger tips like brownie batter, "Can we go up to my room?"
"Certainly," Leah agreed, stepping away with Drew.
The first thing she said when they closed the door was that she was sorry.
"I know I shouldn't have let Rick step in for you," she said, "But my mom was there and I know she is rooting for me to fail. I just can't let her win so easily, and if I did a good job then she would have to eat her words."
Drew didn't know what to say. After all he had seen in the last few weeks, he was getting ready to have a heart to heart with his girlfriend. But she had already opened herself up.
"It's okay," Drew said.
"I'm going to jump in your shower and get all cleaned up," Leah said, "I have some clothes here that I left way back in high school. And then we can head downstairs together. I hope everyone has sobered up and we can have a dignified conversation that doesn't revolve around sex!"
Drew laughed, feeling relieved for the first time in a while.
But when Leah emerged from the shower, feeling clean and refreshed, she found Drew asleep on his bed, one arm draped over the side. Poor boy! He had obviously had too much Thanksgiving turkey.
Leah tucked Drew onto the bed and pulled the covers over him. She slowly shut the door and turned off the lights.
"Goodnight," she whispered, and tiptoed down the stairs to re-join the party below.
Chapter 44: End of an Era
Leah emerged into the fresh night air. She was wearing a cool tank top and shorts. Her hair was wet and crinkled from the show. An autumn breeze blew threw her legs and gave her goosebumps.
The downstairs was exactly how she left them. While she had been cleaning up, the party had continued for these adults. Big busty Eve was on her tits, covered in cum, with Rick's half-hard dick in her mouth. She was suckling on it absentmindedly, while he looked at his phone in one hand and groped one of her massive breasts with the other.
Bradley was stark nude, doing laps in the pool. Leah watched his powerful arms propel him to the far wall and back again.
Her mother, Laura, fully dressed, had fallen asleep on the pool chair, toppling over her martini glass onto the pavement.
"Mom," Leah nudged her, "Wake up."
"Excuse me," the mother slurred drunkenly, "I'm drunk."
"I can see that Mom," Leah said sarcastically.
Leah moved her mom's hair out of her face. Seeing her mom like this on the recliner, she started to blush. Leah had gotten caught up in the energy of the night, and sucked not only her boyfriend's, but Rick's penis in front of her mom! So embarrassing.
"I'm sorry, Mom," Leah said.
"That's alright," Laura drunkenly slurred, "It all happened like we hoped."
"Like we hoped?" Leah asked, "What do you mean?"
"Nothing, sweetheart," Laura said, "I'm just so proud. We have such great plans for you."
"Plans?" Leah asked. What did her mother mean?
Leah heard a splash and turned around. Bradley had emerged from the pool, dripping wet down his entire body.
"Hey there ladies," he said. Leah couldn't help but trace his silver chest hair down to his hard abs, his pubic muscles, and the long tender schlong that swung side to side like a magic pendulum.



"Hey there," Leah said with a knowing grin.
"Didn't she do great, Brad?" Laura asked drunkenly.
"Our girl Leah here? Of course," Bradley confirmed.
"What, the little show earlier?" Leah asked blushing.
"And before," Laura hiccuped.
"Laura," Bradley scolded gently, but with a harsh glare.
"She's going to be a star," Laura continued. She was clearly under the influence pretty hard.
"What's she been talking about?" Leah asked.
"Hand me one of those towels. We can go for a walk and I can fill you in."
Leah grabbed a plush white towel from a stand and handed it to her boyfriend's ripped father. He ran it along his whole body before tying it around his waist.
It was late at night, and the lights in the other homes had turned off completely. Leah and Bradley strolled down the hill and onto the golf course silently, with only the glow of the moon to guide them.
"Leah, I'm sorry to have deceived you," Bradley began, "But your mother and I have been working on something."
"Something?" Leah asked, confused, "Does my dad know?"
"No he doesn't," Bradley said, "Your dad has a lot on his mind, what with running the company and all. He needs to think about shareholder value and keeping the organization running. He doesn't have time for big grand ideas. Your mother came to me because she was worried about that. Her husband (your father) has been making some bad personal investment decisions. And she knew there was no way he was strong enough to lead the company any further."
"I see."
"You saw the way he was tonight, right? Falling asleep after a couple of drinks. Totally unaware that his wife and daughter were flirting under the table with the other men right before his eyes. I've been friends with Jonathan for years, but I have to say that the man has gone completely limp."
Bradley did a little gesture with his finger to imitate a flaccid dick. It made Leah giggle.
"So you and my mother started conspiring?" the girl asked, "Strictly business, I assume."
Bradley flashed a smile. "Very perceptive. You're not wrong: your mother and I have had some other, non-business related activities." Leah got the very clear image of Bradley and her mother on some hotel bed, buck naked and fucking like fit animals.
"Good for her," she said, trying not to reveal the tinge of jealousy she felt.
"We were worried about the company," Bradley continued, "But she was also worried about you."
"Worried about me?" Leah asked, surprised, "Why?"
"Right before you left for college, there was an incident at your house. You and my son Drew were in your room, and she cluelessly barged in without knocking."
"Oh god, I remember that. Poor Drew was buck naked and I was trying to get him hard to suck him off."
"Yes, your mother saw that. And she was very disappointed in what she saw. I guess after being with me, she had assumed that some of my genetic gifts had been passed along to my son."
Leah burst into laughter.
"I've seen your package now, Bradley," Leah said, "And Drew obviously does not have any of those gifts. It's like comparing a baseball bat to a gherkin."
"I know," Bradley said, shaking his head, "It's a disappointment. She was worried a girl like you wasn't being satisfied properly."
"Everyone has been saying that lately."
"It's true. Did you enjoy slurping on that little prick the same as you did when that grizzly man Rick had you choking on his shaft?"
Leah blushed again. He was completely right: every moment that fat cock was in her mouth, Leah had been in heaven. With Drew, it was always.... fine.
"It's not a secret that Drew is a bit of a pin-dick," Leah concluded, "So, what's that have to do with whatever plan you keep saying?"
"Your mom is ambitious. She wants big things for you, and more than just cock-size."
"I know," Leah said and rolled her eyes, "She can't stop criticizing me."
"Well, this time she did more than criticize. She called me, and we made some other phone calls."
Leah paused their walking, to listen more closely.
"Does this have to do with the smart watch?" Leah asked, turning to her wrist to see the elegant piece of tech still there.
"You're catching on," Bradley grinned.
"So, what? You guys agreed to have me test out this watch?"
"More than that. We got the company to agree to make you its face. When it launches for Christmas, you'll be the star of every commercial, every billboard, and every pop up ad."
Leah's jaw dropped.
"Are you serious? How did you even know I would okay with that? That I would want to be a model?"
"We didn't. Which is why we tested the waters first, by calling your friend Carly Ling and seeing if she would test you out."
Now it all made sense. Carly's fierce desire to have Leah involved in her shoots. The expensive set where Leah posed half naked, with all those studly black models.
"Oh dear," Leah said blushing, "So you've seen the pictures."
"They're hot as fuck Leah," Bradley admitted, "I'll tell you, I took myself some private time in my office to really appreciate them."
Leah blushed thinking about this man jerking off to her images.
"That's not all," he said, looking her in the eyes.
"What," Leah said dully, anticipating.
"You remember when you were in the shower, and you were peeved at me for spying?"
"Yes."
"Well, what I said wasn't exactly true. That watch you're wearing has actually been recording since the very start. Your mother and I saw everything."
Leah blushed the brightest red she could. Not only had Bradley seen her masturbating, seen her being used by Roger on the golf course, but he had also seen those big black models take her in the dressing room.
"Oh dear." Leah said.
"Don't be embarrassed," Bradley said, "It's not bad. In fact, it's exactly what we had hoped."
"We live in a new age," Bradley continued, "If we want this modelling campaign to be successful, you have to be successful. And what are young, beautiful women doing the be successful?"
Leah thought about it.
"Black men," she answered, and Bradley nodded. The cultural moment was specific: thin affluent white girls with big booties and thin waists, wearing no clothes and riding in the arms of black men.
"You're saying this is all part of the company's brand."
"Not the company's brand," Bradley said, "Your brand. I want Leah to be a household name."
Leah's eyes lit up. Everything suddenly made sense, and the world seemed full of wonderful potential.
But she paused.
"What about Drew?"
"Well, what about Drew?" Bradley asked back, "Are you even satisfied with him?"
Leah said she would have to think it over.
Her mind was racing. So much had happened in the last few hours. And now she was walking in the wet grass of the golf course with her boyfriend's handsome father.
Leah pulled out her phone.
"I'll send him a text," she said, with some gusto, "And tell him It's over."
"I got a better idea," he said, "You're making a reinvention of yourself, right? Well, the old, timid Leah is gone. What would the new courageous Leah do?"
Leah thought about it for a moment. And then she knew what she had to do.
She ran her fingers along Bradley's bare chest. She traced every muscle in her stomach, and down to his pelvis and beyond.
The towel around his waist began to stir and shift. She could see the pulsing pumping of blood into his growing erection.
And down the towel fell. Leah came face to face with his magnificent hard cock, and she couldn't help but drool at its heft.
She got on her knees before it. She kissed its sides and head, tasting the chlorinated water from the pool.
"Taste so good," she said in a girlish voice, "I'm in love with your cock daddy."
"That's more like it," Bradley said, enjoying the performance.
"Please fuck my little pussy," she begged, kissing the cock further.
Reaching into her pocket, she handed Bradley her phone.
"Please fuck me daddy. I want every inch of you ripping me apart."
Bradley laughed and opened the camera app on her phone, setting it to video.
Leah's eyes glittered as she flash turned on.
"Mmm, please fuck me daddy," she begged to the camera, "I don't want to be with my shrimp dicked boyfriend anymore. Not when he's got a daddy who can fuck me right."
"I'll fuck you right, darling," Bradley said, holding his dick closer to Leah's face."
"MMMmm," Leah said, sucking on the cockhead, "So much bigger than your son. I made the wrong choice, daddy."
"Did you?"
"Yes, daddy, I did. I don't want to be with a little boy anymore. I'm yours."
Bradley recorded, growing harder as Leah denigrated his son.
With the phone still recording, Leah slipped off her shorts and presented her pink pussy to the father. He eagerly entered her, and she moaned so loud it echoed off the sleeping houses around her.
"Fuck me, daddy," she begged, taking in Bradley's big dick.
"Tell me what you want," Bradley asked.
"You, daddy, you," Leah cried in her girlish voice.
Leah began to cum. Her wetness dripped down Bradley's muscular legs.
"Fuck me," she begged even more, "I don't want a little boy loser like Drew. I want a big strong daddy."
Bradley laughed. He clicked stop, and entered it in a message.
"This is brutal, you know," he told the girl.
"I don't care," she told him, "Send it him, and block him on social media for all I care. I want a new life, and more importantly, I want to stop hiding how much I love big fucking dicks."
Bradley hit send, and Leah rolled into another orgasm.
Inside, she cried a little for her lost love, but that was quickly replaced with another orgasm.
Chapter 45: Hangover
Drew woke up with the nastiest hangover he had ever had in his life. He hadn't drank that much, but the evening had been stressful and it only made things worse.
He had seven unread messages from Leah. He slid open his phone and hit Messages.
It was like a waking nightmare. Leah's beautiful face, dripping and drooling. Saying how badly Drew had failed her, and how deeply she wanted the huge, superior cock in front of her.
Drew shut the phone closed. He could hear noises coming from outside his bedroom window. Slowly, he opened the curtains and saw:
Leah. She was downstairs in the back year, on the lawn. And she was buck naked, riding on top of his father, and tossling her hair back and forth as she begged for him to fuck her.
Drew could see the red patches on Leah's normally clear skin. She had been up all night, taking dick and riding that cock. His father hadn't been gentled. He had grabbed, groped, poked, and slammed Leah's body as good as he knew how. And she was begging for more.
He had heard the videos, and wondered if this was a joke. If she would come back to reconcile. But now that he saw her brazenly orgasming in the bright morning light, he knew she was serious.
The worst feeling sunk in his chest. He wanted to leap from the window like a depressed maniac. But, there was another sensation, down in his loins. He looked down and saw that watching Leah, he was rock hard.
It was soul crushing. But it was also like the greatest porno he had ever seen, live, and in his backyard. With the most beautiful woman in the world, whose thighs he had once licked and whose breasts he had touched over and over...
He reached for his little prick. He saw Leah bite her lip in pleasure, and practically spasmed right there.
"Holy fuck," he said to himself, feeling emotion well up in his chest, "This is really hot."
Drew's attitude changed. He zoomed in with his phone, better to see Leah's hard pink nipples shimmering as she rode the cock beneath her. He grabbed a chair and leaned closer.
"Oh shit," he said, jerking harder and harder.
With one eye on the scene, he opened his phone to the videos Leah had sent him. He scrolled to the final one, in which Leah is shot in the face with a fat load of cum.
"Incredible," he said, drooling as he jerked his cock.
He leaned back in the chair. After a few minutes, he was reaching his conclusion, while Leah and his father were still going strong. They had been going all night, but here Drew was ready to finish in just a few moments. Maybe Leah was right that he was too weak for her.
Nevrtheless, he came. His little dick sputtered a fresh load of cum, hitting the window in front of him and dripping down the glass. With his line of sight, it landed right on Leah's writhing white body.
His body sunk even further in the chair. The cum sputtered out and dribbled, like during off the tap. He looked at the cloudy glass where his cum dropped lower, and past that at Leah and Bradley's passionate lovemaking.
A jolt of panic resumed. Had he really just jerked off to his girlfriend—sorry, ex-giflriend—and his father fucking in their backyard?
Before he could contemplate further, his phone rang. He wiped the cum-stained finger prints from the class and picked up.
"Hello?"
"What's up little bro? So was everyone pissed I skipped out on Thanksgiving dinner?"
It was Roger, Drew's asshole of an older brother. He had had his turn with Leah earlier the day before.
"No," Drew said bluntly, "No one even noticed you were gone."
"That's cruel, little bro," Roger said, "So how's the house? How's that sexy little minx girlfriend of yours? You know, I had a lot of fun with her yesterday. Would love to try that again."
"She's not my girlfriend anymore, actually," Drew said, watching Leah squirm more and more.
"Sucks, man. It was bound to happen. She was way out of your league. I mean, you'll probably be spanking off to those memories for the rest of your life." Little did he know...
"Thanks. Is that all you called to say?"
"Nah bro, I wanted to square up. I got my rocks off yesterday, and I never told you the little secret Mom told me not to share with you."
Drew had completely forgot that Roger had been taunting him with a secret.
"Yeah?" he asked, "Spit it out."
"So remember how in high school, Mom chaperoned the school dance and all your little friends ended up grinding on her?"
Of course, how could Drew forget. He endured endless comments about her big tits, her sultry lips, and how hard they all got looking at his buxom mom.
"Yeah, and you complained and she promised never to come near your school ever again?"
"Yeah," Drew answered, nervous.
"Well that promise is about to be broken. Mom said she wants to get her degree, so she's planning on moving onto your campus next semester to take some classes."
"You're joking," Drew said, trying not to panic even further.
"Wish I was, bro. I know mom can be a slut. But living near her on a college campus? That's going to be brutal. And hell, now you don't even have Leah to keep you company."
Drew groaned audibly.
"Don't be so sad bro. Bitches are bitches. Let Leah be, I'm sure you'll be fine. And so what if Mom gets porked a little by your friends? At least you'll make friends."
Drew saw he had an incoming call. He hung up on his brother to take it.
"Hey there," said a familar voice. It took Drew a moment to place it.
"Megan," he said. It was Leah's big bottomed roommate, short and athletic, who had tantalized Drew all semester. She was hot.
"Heard the news, partner," she said matter-of-factly, "You and Leah were adorable. It'll be a shame not to have you around."
Drew's heart sunk again, remembering.
"Anyway," Megan continued, "It's for the best. You didn't belong together. Leah's got a smoking hot body, and you're, well, sort of a loser. Now she can finally be free to get some real dick. Hopefully black!" Megan giggled. She was obsessed with ebony men.
"If you just called to taunt me, I'll hang up," Drew said. He hoped he didn't have to: just hearing Megan's voice was giving him a brand new stiffy.
"No, there's more. Since Leah is moving into the sorority house next semester, I have the opportunity to do a roommate swap. And I really don't want to be stuck with some random creepy guy I don't know who like, sniffs my panties. I'd much rather have a creep I do know like you and who I know will sniff my panties." She laughed.
"You want me to room with you?"
"Well, you basically slept there for the last month, waiting for Leah every night she didn't come home. And ooh, if you accept, I can tell you all the juicy stories of where Leah was."
Drew wanted to vomit, but he also realized his cock was at full mast.
"Yeah," he accepted, "I'll do it. I'll have to tell Darius I'm moving out."
"Ooh, Darius," Megan said, and Drew swore he could hear her panties sliding down her legs, even over the phone.
"I'll see you after break," she said.
"Megan," Drew started, "Thanks for being a friend to me during these hard times."
"Jesus man," Megan said, "You call this being a friend? I'd hate to hear what your enemies do to you!" She hung up.
Drew walked downstairs. He found his mom in the kitchen, making pancakes in a bright yellow robe. When she turned around to greet him, he could see it was half open, and she squeezed him tight and lovingly against her massive cleavage.
"Mom," he told her, "I heard about your plans for next semester."
When he said this, she only squeezed him tighter.
"I knew Roger would tell you," Eve said, "And I'm so excited. We are going to have so much fun."
"Yeah," Drew grumbled, "Somehow, I doubt that."
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It took me a long time to write this, and I would love to hear feedback from readers. Please reach out to me in the comments or through the author portal.
Thank you,
-PMD
—
Part Four: The Return
Chapter 46: Life Without
Drew leaped onto the bed of his new dorm and looked around. It the Leah's old bed, but she was gone. Now it was his.
"What's up, fuckface!" yelled a voice from the doorway. Drew turned around to see sprightly bouncy Megan in a deep red tracksuit, luggage in a pile behind her.
"Welcome back," Drew greeted her, "How was your Christmas?"
"Oh, you know, typical," she said, "Had to drive my mom back and forth from work which was a pain. Plus, now that I'm 18, her boss asks me to work for him every time I see him. The dude is like, clearly staring at my tits the whole time too. It's like, I'm going to college so I don't have to work at a strip club!"
"Mhmm," Drew said, nodding. In his life of wealth and privilege, he never stopped to consider different backgrounds like Megan's.
"How's the single life been?" Megan teased, "Been crying yourself to sleep every night?"
"No," Drew said. He had only done that once or twice.
"Boo hoo," Megan said, "Poor little Drew lost his darling Leah. Dude, be lucky that you had her at all! Look at what she's become in a few short weeks."
Megan reached into her backpack and pulled out a copy of a fashion magazine.
"The fucking cover!" Megan cried, looking at the image. Leah was nearly unrecognizable in her avant garde makeup and gray outfit (a Carly Ling original). She was sweaty and moist, like you could touch the sleek page and feel the condensation.
"Don't show me that," Drew pleaded, but it was a lie. He had a copy of it under his pillow, and had been beating off to it that morning.
"Oh please," Megan said, rolling her eyes, "It's hot. Everyone on campus is talking about her. Hell, everyone on Instagram is talking about her. After that video, I mean, fuck! She's gone viral."
Drew had seen the original video over and over, and then the enusing Daily Mail and the TMZ reports. Leah was seen stepping out of a Parisian nightclub at 4am with Tyga. Leah wearing bling and tanning by the beach in a remote Bahamas island.
"I know what I would do if I were you," Megan said, "Sell some of her stuff on eBay. I mean, you dated her for years. I'm sure she left a pair of panties or something that would fetch a pretty penny."
"That's disgusting, Megan."
"I'm just joking around. Trying to cheer you up." Drew looked her in the eyes and saw she was well intentioned.
"What's with all the stuff anyway?" Megan asked, pointing to the pile of dark brown luggage by Drew's bed.
"That's my mom's. She's staying on campus so she shipped some stuff with me. She's arriving tomorrow."
"Aw man, you're so spurned by Leah you brought your Mommy to school? Drew, you need to get a grip!"
"No, it's not that. She's studying here for a semester to get an accreditation."
"Well, she should take us to dinner sometime. That's what rich parents do, right? Take their son and his hot roommate to dinner?" Megan grinned at her own compliment.
"I'll ask," Drew said.
Megan plopped onto her bed. She stretched her body and writhed against the duvet. Drew peered over at the slimmer of skin that showed as her shirt lifted up off her stomach. He traced the defined muscles down as they slipped below the waist of her jeans...
"Hey! Snap out of it!" Megan shouted. Drew blinked.
"If you're going to be living here, partner, you can't be such a perv all the time."
"Sorry."
"I mean, come on! I can see your little boner right now."
Drew's pants were tented up like a church tower.
Megan reached over to her nightstand and grabbed a bottle of lavender scented body lotion.
"If we're going to be living together for the next semester," she said, "We're going to have to lay down some rules."
Megan unsnapped the clasp of her jeans and pulled down the zipper. She shimmied out of them until she was sitting in her light purple panties. She took the lotion bottle in her hand and squirted some into her palm.
"You have to get used to being around a woman who isn't going to touch you," she said, and began to rub her smooth bare legs with the lotion, "I know Leah used to take care of you and be your little lover, but that's not the case anymore. We ain't in Kansas now, little man."
Drew gulped.
"Leah's out there partying, she's seeing other guys. Heck, so am I! I don't see any girl signing up to spend time with that little thing of yours." She laughed. "Except your Mommy.
"To be honest, I feel bad for you." She tossed him the bottle of lotion. "I know you like to spank it, so here you go. Spank it."
Drew nervously undid his own pants and grabbed his dick from his boxers.
"Gee!" Megan laughed, "You really are hard as a rock. Now give yourself just a little spurt of that lotion and take care of yourself."
Drew did exactly as he was told. He squirted it into his palm and took his cock in his hand.
As he masturbated, Megan flipped through notifications on her phone. She didn't even glance over to him. But Drew had all he needed. He stared at her shiny tan legs and the hint of cleavage from her neckline and he was ready to blow.
"Don't finish yet," Megan said without looking up from her phone.
She turned her head and made eye contact with him.
"If you tell me when you're ready, I'll give you a little treat."
Drew nodded to indicate that he was close.
"Okay then," she said, and peeled off one of her socks. It was small and gray, with a dark pink rim around the top.
"Here. You can use this."
Drew took the sock. He held it in his hand.
"Come on," Megan said, "Slip it on your little dick and finish."
He didn't have to be told twice. His pulsing red cockhead slipped right into the sock where Megan's foot used to be and started to spew. Drew emptied out his balls into the sock while Megan nodded her head slowly.
"There we go," she said, "I bet that feels better."
She reached over and took back the bottle of lotion, and the sock.
"You know," she said, "That was pretty pathetic. I mean, you just came into my sock, on command! No wonder Leah left you, dear."
Drew sulked.
"Oh please, it's okay, little man. It would be even more pathetic if you didn't have me around to help you. See, I'll take the sock back and clean it all off. I have a ton of more socks here in my drawer. How long do you think it will take before every pair I own has been covered in your splooge?"
And just like that, Drew was rock hard and ready for more.
"Oh my god, you're insatiable!" Megan cried, "Fine, go ahead." She peeled off her second sock and handed it to him.
Drew jerked off into her second sock while Megan tapped on her laptop working on some homework.
"You better hurry up," Megan said after a few minutes, "I'm not going to let you do this for much longer."
"Huh?"
"Oh, I mean, long term, sure. Poor little Drew is welcome to wank himself to death if you're so attracted to me. But tonight, I'm having a visitor and I can't have him come in and find out I have a creepy male roommate rubbing your dick in my sock. He'll clock you in the face."
Megan returned to her laptop, and Drew sat there silently like he was about to ask a question.
"I thought I told you to hurry," she said, and Drew frantically resumed pumping his dick.
But it was too late. There was a knock at the door and Megan sat up gleefully.
"Okay partner," she said to him, sashaying out of bed with her tight butt shaking. "Time for you to go to sleep. Just lay down on your bed and get yourself all the way under those blankets like you aren't here. You better not make a peep, okay?"
Drew didn't know what to do except obey. Everything slipped into darkness as he hid under the cover.
Megan walked to the door and opened it.
"Hey baby," he said, and stepped onto the furry white carpet of the room.
"You got a roommate?" he asked, looking over at Drew. Under the covers, all Drew was was a lumpy blanket.
"Yeah, but she's asleep," Megan lied.
"Maybe we should wake her up," the visitor said, licking his lips as he cupped one of Megan's cheeks.
"You don't want to do that," Megan said, "Trust me. She's fat and ugly."
"Oh, okay then," he said and stopped, "I can focus on you."
From under the covers, Drew heard the noise of his zipper unzipping, and his long cock flopping out of his pants like a thick noodle.
"Oh my god!" Megan shouted, and Drew heard the noises start of her delicious moaning.
"Suck that dick baby," he said, grabbing Megan's hair as she swallowed his cock.
Drew stayed perfectly still as his roommate had her throat fucked by the visitor.
"MMmm," Megan moaned, sliding the dick from her lips for a moment, "I want to swallow every drop."
"Bitch, don't tell me where to cum," he said, and shoved himself back inside her mouth.
After a few more minutes of face fucking, the rate of pumping increased.
"You a cum hungry slut," he said, "But I ain't letting you drink this shit."
He yanked his cock from her mouth and held it in his hand.
"Fuck that ugly roommate of yours," he said, his voice getting louder as he approached Drew, "I'll just spray her bed."
And Drew felt the hot drops of jizz fall onto the duvet above his face. Megan cackled from across the room.
"Hope she wakes up to that," the man's voice said.
"Oh my god, that's hysterical," Megan said.
"Here, now clean me up. I got other places to be." Megan enthusiastically licked every inch of his dick until it was shiny clean.
"You suck dick real good, white girl," he said, zipping back up, "I'll come see you again."
"Of course," Megan answered chipperly, "And tell your friends. I think what you did to my roommate was hysterical."
And the door clicked shut.
Chapter 47: Entertainment Evenings
"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Entertainment Evenings. I'm your host, Lars Miller and with me tonight is the internet sensation who has been gracing your screens for the last few weeks. You know her from her Instagram page which has over a million followers, from the ads plastered across your towns in which she is splayed open with a revealing smile, and of course from your wet dreams—please put your hands together for our young friend Leah."
The crowd roared as the camera panned to stage right, as Leah waved and walked towards the desk.
"Thank you Lars, you're too kind." He kissed her cheek and she took a seat next to him.
"Great to meet you Leah, and my god you look stunning in that little black dress."
"Thank you, Lars." Leah crossed her legs tightly.
"So tell me if this is true—you're only 18 years old, and you just signed a deal a three million dollar exclusive contract to promote Alpha Watch?"
"That's correct," she said, flashing the watch for the crowd to see.
"Amazing, Leah, but that's not why you suddenly gained a million followers on Instagram overnight."
"That's correct," Leah said blushing, "But do we really have to talk about it?"
"Of course," Lars said, "Leah, it's why everyone's talking about you. We're dying for more."
Leah giggled nervously.
"Can we play the footage?" Lars asked.
"Oh gosh, do you have to? Can you even play this on television?"
"Of course we can, Leah, even the FCC is begging to hear from you. Roll the tape."
A big screen clicked alive and on came Leah's grinning face.
"Hey there followers," Leah beamed, "Welcome to my Alpha stream! I'm so excited to be the first person to open my stream on Alpha Watch's new video chat platform. Oh my god, there are over three hundred thousand of you watching me! This is amazing."
Leah panned the watch around the room. It was a dressing room with bright lights and a mirror.
"So I'm here trying on bikinis and I thought you viewers might be able to help me choose which one to buy. Let me just set this up here."
She grabbed the watch face off her wrist and gently pressed it against the wall. It adhered perfectly, one of the most innovative features the watch touted.
"Okay so, here is the first one." She let down her robe and unveiled a silver string bikini that wrapped up her chest and tied up her ass crack with only a thing piece of string. She spun around, shaking her white ass as the camera took it in.
"What do you think?" she asked. The watch lit up with hearts and thumbs up signs.
"Oh my god, this is amazing! Obviously, I never used this feature before, but it's so cool, I can see what you guys react with."
"Hey!" shouted a voice from outside Leah's dressing room door.
"Occupied!" she shouted.
"Come on, everything is full and I need to try these on. We can share."
Leah rolled her eyes and stepped closer to the watch face. "I can't believe this!" she said to them.
But it wasn't up to her. The door kicked open and in stepped a large African-American man with a big beer belly and curly gray chest hairs sticking up from the neck of his shirt.
"Jesus!" he shouted, "What an ass on you."
"Excuse me," Leah said, "I'm using this room."
"Damn, you should buy that young lady," the man said, reaching his arm around her and grabbing one of her thick white ass cheeks with his hand, "What is in the water that you white girls have been drinking?"
Nervously, Leah looked over to the watch head, but expecting frowns and shocked faces. Instead, there were more hearts and likes than ever.
"Mmm, you got some hips on you too," the intruder said, sliding his hand around her waist and pressing his fingers into her flesh.
"Now wait a minute," Leah pleaded, but he continued. With one forceful hand, he slid her light body backward and against the wall of the dressing room. The watch face beamed with hearts.
"What are you going to do to me?" Leah asked.
"Whatever you want, little thing," he said in a deep voice, both hands feeling up her torso and hips.
The watch continued to provide positive reinforcement.
In the studio, Lars paused the tape.
"Now Leah," he said, "Can you tell me what you were thinking here?"
"I was scared," Leah answered, "I mean, you saw it! He barged right in and started feeling me up. I didn't know who he was."
"Alright," Lars said, "I guess we can see that, but isn't there more here?"
"What do you mean?"
"Leah, let's be honest here. You were already broadcasting your ass onto the web for hundreds of thousands of men. Now you say you had a problem with one of them coming in and feeling you up?"
The studio audience applauded in agreement.
"It's not that," Leah said, "I know what I was doing, but he was touching me. That's different, right?"
"Well, let's keep rolling," Lars said, gesturing to the screen.
In the dressing room, Leah continued to squirm against the wall as the towering man felt her up. With on hand, the man reached into his trousers and began to touch himself.
"Shit, mister!" Leah cried, looking at the bulge growing in his pants, "What the fuck is that?"
Lars paused the tape.
"Leah, why did you ask that? You knew he was gesturing to his cock. Are you saying you've never seen a cock before?"
"No, of course I have," Leah answered defensively, "But that thing was down to his knees! I mean, even for black guys, I didn't think it was possible."
"But it was, Leah. Keep the tape rolling."
The intruder in the dressing room yanked down his pants and unleashed the thing. Leah was aghast at the size of his hardening black dick. It was well over a foot long and oozing cum at the tip, exactly close to his knees.
Lars paused again.
"Of course, later we would learn that he has a unique medical condition, but for your viewers, you have to admit that this looked staged. Like, a cock that big just happening upon you while you're filming? Seems implausible."
"I swear it was," Leah said, "I didn't want to be in that situation, especially with that thing. It was intimidating." Lars started the tape.
The man yanked down Leah's bikini bottom, exposing her bare white ass to the camera. With one hand pressing Leah into the wall, he grabbed his cock with the other and spread Leah's legs open.
"Oh my god!" Leah shouted at the moment of insertion. Her pussy gushed wetness down her legs.
The intruder began to hump Leah, shoving more of his hard dick into her. After all that Leah had been through the previous few months, she was prepared physically to take it. The monstrous dick continued to disappear between her legs, making the man fucking her cry out in pleasure.
"Fuck give me that big black dick!" Leah yelled in pleasure.
Lars froze the tape right as Leah's head tossed back, eyes closed.
"Tell me about this moment."
Leah blushed bright red. "Come on, Lars. Do I have to say it?"
"Yes."
"I was cumming. It was an orgasm, geez."
"A good one?"
"Yes, a good one, a fucking amazing one."
The audience roared for Leah as she slunk down embarrassed in her seat.
The video continued to play in the background, the man fucking Leah raw and her own voice joining his in moaning ecstasy.
"So, obviously, this went viral."
"Yeah, it did. And it's embarrassing to think that like, my middle school history teacher saw me get fucked live!"
"Leah, dear, you're a star now. You have to be grateful at least at least a little to this man. I mean, it's not like you pressed charges or anything."
"Well, no, umm, Alpha Watch said that if I pressed charges it wouldn't look good, so no, that's right."
"Exactly. So tonight, we brought in that man! Ladies and gentlemen, put your hand together for Alvin Freeman!"
The audience stood up clapping as the man from the video emerged from back stage. Leah's jaw dropped as they ushered him forward and sat him on the couch right next to her."
"Alvin! Pleasure to have you on," Lars said, and shook his hand.
"It's great to be here, Lars," the man said, his beer belly jiggling as he laughed.
Alvin turned around to look at the video playing. He was deep into Leah's body, his large wet balls slapping against her thighs.
"So tell me Alvin, what are you thinking in this exact moment?"
"Well shit, I'm thinking that today is my lucky day. I walked in to buy some shoes, and instead I'm getting some of the wettest white pussy I've ever had."
"Do you fuck a lot of white girls, Alvin?"
"Shit yea. I've been on this Earth for a few decades now, and even as I get older, I still find time to show these white girls a good time. Like I did with Leah over here." He put his hand on Leah's thigh and slid it slightly up her dress. The crowd went wild.
"Alvin, I have a lot more I want to ask you, but let me turn to Leah for a moment. Darling, what's it like to finally be reunited with this stud of a man?"



"Reunited? I didn't think I ever needed to see him again. Honestly, you guys are so sleezy for bringing him on and not telling me."
"Yow!" Lars shouted, and the crowd laughed.
On screen, Alvin pulled at Leah's hair and brought her deeper into orgasm.
"Leah, tell me about what happens next."
"You can just watch the tape, you'll see what happens next. Or shit, if you've ever had sex or heard of sex you know what happens next..."
"But tell me why you did what you did."
"Why I got down on my knees and took his spewing cock into my mouth?" Leah asked. "Um, I don't know. It seemed like the right thing to do."
"You wanted to swallow his cum, then?"
"Well, I didn't want him cumming inside me. I could get pregnant, and it would have been a mess."
"So you just opened your lips and said, why not swallow?"
"Yea, I guess that's right."
"Well, if your goal was cleanliness, that obviously didn't work out. See?"
On screen, Leah leaped down to her knees and pulled the cock closer to her lips. But it was spewing cum too quickly for her to swallow. Jets of semen leaked down her chin and onto her tits, dripping down her stomach and hips.
Leah blushed as the tape showed her lick her lips and suckle on the tip of the dick. Lars froze the tape there.
"When we come back, more of Leah and Alvin, and the rest of the juicy details from this encounter. Stay tuned, I'm Lars Miller and this is Entertainment Evenings."
Chapter 48: Matters of the Academy
Dean Parland tapped his fingers on the glass of the window. From his tower, he could see all of campus, the students and faculty scurrying around like ants.
"So, Dean, like I was saying," continued the Coach from a chair by the entrance, "We've been meaning to hire a sports physician to the university for years, and I think we have our man. He comes very strongly referred to by a student"
"Coach, let me be honest. I don't give a flying fuck who you hire to be your sports physician. As long as you keep bringing me baseball wins, just spend whatever it takes."
"Thank you sir!"
"Close the door behind you," the Dean said and ushered the Coach away.
As head Dean on campus, it was up to Dean Parland to make sure the university remained well capitalized and funded by the wealthy alumni and donors. He had done an excellent job of this in the past by delivering exactly what the donors want. Bragging rights in sports victories, championship rings, and big ass gold trophies lining the lobby of the central building.
As long as he brought them that, he could do whatever else he wanted.
So Dean Parland stood above the campus, tapping his fingers on the glass and looking down. So many gorgeous young women carrying books between classes. He could see Cindy Sherman, a junior who had interned in his office during the fall semester. He had her show up at 5am to clean his office, and spend the rest of the day crouched under his desk for when he wanted his dick sucked. She wasn't much to look at, but the slut wanted his office on her resume.
Cindy walked arm in arm with her boyfriend. Dean Parland laughed when he recognized the white boy. He knew Cindy was fine sucking his big black dick mostly because she was already sucking every black man on campus.
Dean Parland looked around. It was a new semester, and he wanted to find a nice new piece of meat to rub his cock over...
"Holy shit," he said to himself, grabbing a pair of binoculars to peer closer.
Bouncing around in a light white sweater were two of the most tremendous jiggling breasts the Dean had seen in his years. As the woman pranced forward, her bust leaped across her books, like two taut balloons freshly filled with helium.
There was a knock on the door. He turned to see his newest assistant Jessica dressed in a blouse with the top three buttons popped open. The Dean had a clear dress code for his cadre of nubile assistants.
"Excuse me, Dean?" she asked coyly, "I'm sorry to barge in but it's a bit of an emergency. Turn on channel 6."
The Dean clicked on the television set on the wall, which came blaring to life.
On screen, the footage of Leah on her knees with semen dripping down her face reflected in Jessica's glasses.
"Shit, this is some hot stuff, but I don't know why you're showing me this."
"She's a student here, Dean."
The Dean sat nervously at his desk. "Really? Who the fuck is she, and why is she doing that on television, for god's sake?"
"I'll find that out soon, sir."
"Thanks Jessica."
This was bad. The wealthy old donors were all white crusty men who wanted their cake, and to eat it too. They wanted the trophies that came from having a primarily African-American male study body, but they didn't want what it takes to get there. A flood of young white women ready to be on the beck and call of these athletes. They didn't want to think that their daughters and grand-daughters were the ready sluts for black dick that they became on this campus.
As if clockwork, the calls started coming in. First from a donor in Massachusetts who said he was alarmed to see a student of his alma mater on the screen doing such filthy things. Another from Connecticut. And calls all throughout the afternoon.
"Shit," the Dean realized, stuck on the millionth call, "I didn't even figure out who that buxom beauty was..."
After a long day of calls, the Dean finally hung up the phone. Everything was a mess, and nothing was certain for this year's fund drive. Something would need to be done about this Leah girl.
"Jessica, can you please come in here?" he summoned. In came Jessica in her high heels and pencil skirts, as commanded.
He told her to strip. Jessica delicately unbuttoned her blouse until she was standing bare in her lacy black bra with small stitched roses. Then, she lifted one leg up and slipped off her heel and set it down on the cigar table by the door, and then did the same with the other. Finally, she zipped down the back of her pencil skirt until she could shake it down her thighs and off her dainty white legs.
"Yes sir," she said, standing at attention in her underwear in front of the aged Dean Parland.
"Those too," he ordered, and without a word, Jessica unclasped her bra and slipped off her panties until her bare tits and cunt were available to him.
After a long day, this sprightly young woman was exactly what he wanted. He stood before her nude body and bent her over the desk. With one hand, he held her face against the leather finish and with the other, he fished out his cock from his trouser fly.
He made sure to slap her ass with it a few times before sticking directly into her ass. Jessica let out a shout upon penetration.
"Dean! I've never even done anal before with a guy," she said as he eased his way into her bottom.
"Tough shit, doll face," he said as he pounded her, "Let's see if you like it."
The moans and screams of Jessica's ecstasy rang throughout the hallowed sacred halls of the campus building. She liked it all right.
He left Jessica in a crumbled, post-orgasmic pile on his desk and zipped up his fly. His semen had filled her colon and was dripping out onto the carpet. Jessica would clean it up in the morning.
He, however, clicked the door to his office shut and descended to the stairs. He was letting his concern about what to do about Leah fester when he looked up and saw the buxom beauty in the white sweater gathering her books and leaving a bench.
"Jackpot!" he thought to himself.
"Excuse me, miss?" he asked, approaching her.
"Yes? Oh my goodness, Dean Parland! It's a pleasure to meet you, my name is Eve."
"Yes, Eve," he said, ready with his lie, "I've been looking for you. I'm afraid I have some bad news."
"Bad news? Is it about my son Drew?"
The Dean didn't know what she was talking about, but Eve explained that her son Drew was a freshman and that she was back on campus to spend time with him and get her degree.
"Well, that's pleasant," he said, completely dumbfounded that the beauty in front of him could be a mother, "But that's not what I'm here about. It's about your payment of tuition for this semester. I'm afraid the check has not cleared and we're not going to be able to have you continue."
Eve's face recoiled in horror. She clearly believed him.
Dean Parland went into a long thing about how she likely paid her check to a scam artist who was impersonating the university, but that there was nothing he could do unless she repaid.
"But I don't have those liquid funds," she said, "I had that for this semester, but if I can't stay on campus, then, then..."
"Calm down," he said, putting an arm on her shoulder. Her skin was warm and soft.
"I'm sure we can work something out," he suggested, glancing down her cleavage.
"Oh?" Eve asked, "Please, whatever it takes."
Dean Parland licked his lips at the tasty treat in front of him. He could have Eve spread and stuffed with cock before the end of the night!
"What about this," he said, and slid Eve's gentle hand over his trousers until it was touching his fat throbbing shaft.
"Dean Parland!" Eve shouted, yanking her hand away, "I could never! I'm a married woman, and a mother! How dare you!"
"Shit!" the Dean thought, backing away, "Maybe it wasn't so cut and dry as I thought."
He shook his head, explaining that he had just seen some dirt on her hand and was wiping it away. The dumb cunt believed him.
"Anyway," he said, retreating, "I'll have my office figure something out. Nice meeting you."
Eve walked out of the building in a haze. She was so nervous about her time on campus, she just kept walking until she ended up at Drew's dorm.
She knocked on the door. She could hear people, but figured that since her money was paying for this tuition, she might as well come in.
But she hadn't expected what she saw. A hot young women, spread on all fours on the carpet, being viciously fucked from behind by a strapping young man of color with a shaved head.
"Fucking take my load, Megan!" he shouted as he fucked this young woman.
"Yes baby!" she cried, "Yes!"
But they missteped, and instead of firing deep inside her, his cock slipped from her pussy and buoyantly sprang up. The load of cum he was spewing fired from his cock like a cannonball, and arced majestically over the sweaty girl and landed with a splat directly on Eve's face.
"My goodness!" Eve shouted, as the cock shot another load of cum onto her cheeks. The entangled pair on the floor looked up to see the waiting mother.
"Shit!" the guy shouted, and went to hand the woman a towel.
"I'm Drew's mom," she said, "But I guess I have the wrong room."
Megan smiled. "Not at all, Drew just isn't here. I'm his roommate."
Unashamed of her perky sweaty body, Megan extended a hand to the cum-covered Eve. She took it.
"Let me get that," the man said, patting down Eve's face and cleavage which were drenched in semen.
"It's alright," she said, "To be honest, this isn't the first load I've taken to the face." The three all laughed.
"Your shirt is a mess," the man said, and Eve looked down to see that her sweater was covered in the man's semen.
Without thinking, she lifted the thing over her head and let her big girls hang free. Even in a bra, the size and magnitude of her breasts was staggering.
"Shit, you got some tits," Megan said enviously, making Eve blush.
And that was how Drew came back to his dorm to find a naked black man wiping cum off his mom's tits.
"It was perfectly, innocent, I swear!" she shouted, but the image was already seared into the back of her son's retina, forever and ever.
Chapter 49: A Night In
Later, after blushing Eve left the campus without a top, Megan curled up in bed with Drew and asked to watch a movie. Drew would have mistaken Megan cuddling her body against his as flirting, but he knew she was just riling him up.
"Let's watch something on Netflix," she said, scrolling through the choices. Drew's heart started beating at the feeling of her soft skin against his. Her perky breasts, her taut ass, the heat from her cunt warming his leg...
"Jesus, Drew, another boner?" she said, pretending to be surprised. Of course curling her ass against his dick would get him hard.
"I'm sorry."
"It's okay," she said, stepping back and taking her tender touch away, "You can take care of it again. Take another sock." She handed it to him and let him take his dick out.
"It's amazing to see a white boy dick," she said, peering her head at his crotch as looking at the bumps and veins on his little boner, "I mean, I almost never see them. They're always, you know, a lot bigger, and darker, and fucking me!"
Drew sat nervously silent.
"Your mom got a real show today," Megan teased.
"Please don't talk about her during this," Drew pleaded.
"Why? From the look of things, your little dicky is harder than ever now that I mentioned her. I guess even you recognize at some level that your mom is a fucking MILF."
"Stop it Megan."
"Why stop it? Just admit that you know your mom is hot. She's got a real rocking body for a woman her age, and those massive tits! You could get lost in those puppies."
Even as he resisted, his cock grew harder at Megan's sexy comments.
"You know," Megan said, "I've been with a lot of guys here who have a thing for MILFs. I bet she'll get seduced, just like with Leah."
Drew winced at the mention of Leah.
"I mean, can you imagine it! Prime fresh MILF meat walking around campus in just her bra. You know she could have borrowed a shirt from me and didn't. Not the brightest one, your mom? She's a goner for sure. I wouldn't be surprised if she's getting pounded by a bunch of black guys right now."
Drew was getting close. He was stroking his dick as Megan voiced over, and he was almost ready to spew deep into Megan's sock...
But Megan did something better. She reached into her shorts and started playing with herself.
"I'm so wet, Drew," she said, and showed him her sticky hand before putting back into her pussy, "I'd love to see your mom split open. A fuck cow like that? Better than any porno."
Drew kept stroking it, savoring the facial tics as Megan probed the right places of her body.
"Drew, I'm sopping wet," she said again, and pulled down her pajama bottoms to show him her pussy. It was pulsing and fat, with her fingers diligently working at it.
She threw her phone at Drew and told him to open Messages.
"I want you to text someone," she said, "I'm not sure who, but read me some names."
"Um, Trey?" Drew asked, looking at her most recent message.
"No, he just fucked me and came on your mom's tits. Keep scrolling."
"Reshawn," Drew read, "Tyrone, Martin, Parson."
"Mmmm text Tyrone," she said, "And Martin too. Tell them each that I have a throbbing wet pussy and I need them to come over and fuck me."
Too deep in his lust to disagree, Drew wrote out the messages in Megan's voice. Soon, her phone beeped with responses.
"Tell me what they said as I play with my pussy," Megan begged.
"Holy shit," Drew said out loud, "Tyrone sent you a picture of his cock. That thing is enormous."
"Mmm, show me," she said, and he did. When she saw it, she moaned out and shivered deeply.
"Tell him I want that rod in my asshole and I want it now."
"What about Martin?" he asked, "He asked for a pic of you."
"Well, fucking give him one," Megan commanded, and Drew angled the phone directly at Megan's wet snatch.
Martin's reply was simple. "Damn girl! I will be right over."
"Mmm, I can't wait for these two big dicks to show up."
"Won't they be mad when they see each other?"
Megan laughed. "Fucking white boys are so insecure. Black men know to share pussy with their brothers. It's part of what makes them superior."
She licked her hand and returned it down to her pussy.
Drew was pumping away at his own cock now, but before he could cum, there was a knock at the door.
"I'm not ready for them yet," she said, stepping off Drew's bed, "Go outside and keep them busy until I tell you."
"But I'm so close," Drew promised, stroking faster. Megan snapped immediately.
"I said now." Her face was stern and Drew knew not to talk back.
Drew was greeted by two big black men outside who were ready to barge through the door to get to Megan. They weren't happy to see him.
"Who the fuck are you?" Martin asked.
"Get the fuck out of our way," Tyrone said, and shoved Drew aside. But the door was locked, and only Drew had the key.
"Let us in, white boy," Martin ordered, 'This ain't none of your business, you know?"
"Yea, you'll get inside," he promised, "She's just not ready."
"She looked damned ready to me a moment ago," Martin said, looking at the pic of Megan's pussy.
"She said not yet," Drew repeated.
The two boys hovered over Drew. The sound of Megan shuffling around inside scratched against their ears.
"Fuck man, let us in!" Tyrone yelled, shoving Drew aside.
The sound of the commotion was moving through the halls. Suddenly, the door three away from Megan's burst open and a face poked out.
"What is going on out here?" it asked, looking, "Oh my god, it's Drew! And who are your friends?"
It was Ariella. The gorgeous head of Leah's sorority, who had fucked Drew's roommate and then enticed Leah to do the same...
"Hey sugar," Martin said, looking at Ariella's sprightly body as she stepped into the hallway, "You looking for a good time?"
"Actually, I have a boyfriend," Ariella said, giving Drew a wink, "He's in there now. Drew, why don't you let these two gentlemen rest in your room and you can come join me? I'd love to introduce you to my boyfriend Spencer."
Never one to turn down Ariella, Drew tossed his key to Tyrone, who clicked the door open and stepped into Megan's presence with a big grin.
"Come on," Ariella said, grabbing him by his forearm and pulling him inside.
Sitting on the bed were a gaggle of other freshmen, girls and boys, all white. One looked older, and Ariella sat next to him and curled against him. He was Spencer.
"Spencer, baby, meet my friend Drew." The man shook his hand.
"I've heard about you," Spencer said, "Did you used to be dating that Leah girl? Fuck man, I would be devasted if I had a girl as hot as she was and lost her. Did you see that video?"
"Yeah," Drew said, turning his head down.
Everyone on campus knew that Ariella cheated on Spencer, except Spencer. Here he was teasing Drew about his woman being taken by a black man, when little did he know that Ariella was routinely slurping down black cum like it was her breakfast.
"You know, Drew," Ariella said, "I haven't seen Leah in a while. She went on Thanksgiving break and got that job, and then she was so busy I don't think she even took her finals. But there have been rumors going around."
"Rumors?" Drew asked.
"Yeah," Ariella continued, "I heard that she fucked your dad."
The rest of the freshmen laughed when Ariella said that.
"Shit, your girlfriend fucked your dad? That's fucked up."
"Ha, oh shit, I would just kill myself man."
"How have you not killed him, and then killed yourself?"
Drew ignored the dumb comments from the dumb commentors.
"You'd have to ask her," Drew said, "We broke up."
"I know, sweetie."
"You know," Spencer said, "My brother works at Alpha Watch, and he said Leah is in their offices practically every day. The executives have her shoot there just so they can oggle her in the different skimpy outfits. What a sex pot."
"Yeah," Drew said, "I heard."
"You know, I bet I can get you a job there. I don't know, cleaning out the garbage or something. You'd be a janitor, but you would probably run into her at least once. What do you think?"
Drew didn't think that sounded like a good idea, but he nodded politely.



One of the freshman had a pipe, and passed it to Drew. He was feeling bad, and felt like getting stoned out of his mind now was a good time.
Later, Drew stumbled out of the dorm room blazed out of his mind. Ariella kissed him on the cheek goodbye, making him giggle like a child. He turned the door to his room and walked in, finding Megan asleep with two spent, black bodies lying on top of her.
Drew tiptoed into his bed and turned off the lights. The room smelled like cum and sweat, but he was too tired and high to think about it.
Before he went to bed, he grabbed one of Megan's socks from the floor and started to jerk it. He didn't need to look over at Megan's body on the bed to be aroused by her. Just her smell was enough.
"Pss, Drew," came a voice from across the room. In the dark, Drew could barely make out Megan's open eyes beneath the slumbering men.
She extended her hand and slowly did the motion as if she were jerking off a dick. Drew didn't say anything, just obeyed, and came into her sock with gusto.
"Night, Drew," she whispered, and everyone went to sleep.
Chapter 50: Business Around Town
Leah stepped into the offices of Alpha Watch. The executive board had asked to have a meeting with her. Of course, it was scheduled back-to-back with her next photo shoot, so she didn't have time to change out of her outfit. She blushed deeply as she stepped out of the limo into the corporate lobby dressed only in a silver bandeau and tight silver shorts with half her ass hanging out.
The security guard's eyes bulged as he oggled her Leah while filling out her visitor's pass. And in the elevator, a businessman in a sharp suit rubbed his cock against her ass, then apologized like it was an accident.
Leah marched passed the receptionist and through the rows of cubicles. As she walked, men peered from their desks to follow her body's jiggle as she made her way to the back where the conference room was.
She was the last to arrive. Each of the twenty seats was occupied by a man in a stiff suit and a frown. They all gazed at her intensely.
"Is there a seat for me?" Leah asked.
"You can sit on this seat," said the board member nearest to her, patting his lap.
For a moment, Leah considered taking his offer, and balancing her fine ass on his lap like a good girl. But she had to save some of her dignity.
"I'll stand, thanks," she said sarcastically.
"Leah, we called you hear because there's a problem. Your school is threatening to sue."
"What? Sue? Why?"
"They have a student conduct code which your little tape violates."
"What? It wasn't like I chose to make that tape... he threw himself onto me! And haven't you profited off it anyway?"
"Yes, that is the case. But we can't afford to be anti-education, especially when so many of our stakeholders are alums. We have to convince your school not to continue the lawsuit."
"What am I supposed to do about that?"
The leader crossed his arms.
"Figure it out."
Leah frowned. She didn't know how to handle this!
"Alright. Is that all?" she asked.
"Yes. Come give us a kiss goodbye."
This was the most humiliating part. The board insisted she go around and give each of them a kiss on the lips. Leah could have sworn this violated some sexual harassment law, but it was right there in her endorsement contract.
Leah went to the first board member and pressed her lips against his. He savored the feeling of her young flesh, before she moved onto the next one.
In about two minutes, she had kissed them all, and left most with erections bursting at their suit pants.
"Geez," Leah said, "Great being here." She dashed out as quickly as possible.
Even though Leah was being paid a fortune, and was the hottest, most famous woman in the country, she felt more like a prostitute than a superstar...
She had her driver take her to the campus. She was stilled dressed in the Carly Ling outfit, mostly just covering her nipples and butthole, but she didn't have time to change.
She stepped out onto the lawn. It was warm for January, but she still shivered as she stepped towards the main building.
It felt like an eternity since she had been on this campus as a normal student. She wasn't enrolled in any classes, but was still technically a student, so could use her campus badge to swipe into buildings.
As she walked, the students snapped pictures of her.
"Holy shit, it's Leah!"
"Fuck she's hot."
"I can't believe she goes here."
"She's just like us!"
She reached the Dean's office and approached his young assistant.
"Oh, it's you!" Jessica cried, "Listen, I know the Dean needs to speak to you, but let me just say I'm a huge fan, you're like, the most gorgeous girl ever, and—"
"Listen," Leah said interrupting, "I just need to speak to him."
"Of course," Jessica said demurely. She knocked on the door and poked her head inside. From in the waiting area, Leah couldn't hear what Jessica said.
"He'll see you now," Jessica said, ushering Leah in.
Dean Parland stood proudly above his desk. He beamed with a creepy smile at Leah.
"Dear," he said, walking in to shake her hand, "I'm glad you came. And glad to see you came alone. Why involve lawyers for something we can handle ourselves?"
"Right," Leah said, frowning. She didn't even think of calling a lawyer. The board told her to handle it.
"What can I do for you?" the Dean said, kicking his legs up on his desk.
"So," Leah began, "I just need to know what it will take for you to drop the lawsuit."
"Drop the lawsuit? My dear, you are cavorting around campus dressed like a slut, and your video sucking cock has been displayed on every television in the world. That's a clear violation of our code of conduct, and we are entitled to reparations to repair the university's brand."
"I don't know," Leah said, sitting down in front of him, leaning forward to let him see down her cleavage, "Maybe we can?"
"Dear," he continued confidently, "If I wanted to fuck you, I would just fuck you. I'm afraid that's not going to fix this."
She leaned back in her chair, disappointed, but also relieved that she didn't need to kiss another old man this morning.
"No dear," he said, "I'd rather have the money, and the confidence of my donors. So as glad as I am to see your fine body in my office, I'm afraid there's nothing you can offer me short of a public apology, a disavowal of the Alpha Watch brand, and a re-commitment to the values of our university."
"The value of our university?" she asked, laughing, "I was a student here. Sucking black cock is a value of this university."
"That may be true, but that's our secret, not a public one."
Leah stood up. She had one last trick up her sleeve.
"Are you sure," she started to ask, walking over to the Dean's desk and sitting her thick ass on his lap, "There's nothing we can do here?"
Leah could feel his thick cock pulsing against her ass. "Holy shit, he's hung!" she thought.
The Dean pressed his arm around her and grabbed a handful of her thick ass flesh.
"It is a fine body you've got here darling," he said, and smacked her ass with his open hand, "But no, I'm afraid not."
Leah stood back up. She turned her back to the Dean and stormed up in a huff, slamming the doors behind her.
"Fuck!" she shouted in the hallway. She had finally earned herself some fame, and now it was all going to fall apart? If she couldn't call off this lawsuit, Alpha Watch would terminate her contract, slashing her benefits, and blacklisting her across the media landscape.
She raced out the building with pent up energy. Her mind was running wild, she was pissed. And she knew where she could go to blow off steam.
She climbed the familiar stairs of the old dormitory building. She found her way to the familiar door. She opened it, and found herself staring at a familiar friend.
"Oh shit," Darius said, sitting up from the magazine he was reading, "Fucking Leah!"
"I don't really want to talk," she said, stepping up onto his bed and straddling his body, "I just need you to fuck me."
"Shit," Darius said, and she held his face close and planted her lips against his. She gyrated her hot body against his and felt his big cock grow hard beneath her.
Leah moved down his torso and reached into his shorts to pull out his cock. She ran its head against her lips and slipped it inside her mouth, suckling at the tip like a baby to the bottle.
"Shit," he said as she took more of his cock into her mouth.
She salivated down the shaft and sucked down the precum that oozed from his cockhead. With her slender hand, she cupped his balls.
She took a moment and popped the dick from her mouth and stroked it slowly with her hand.
"Is there any chance Drew might come back?" she suddenly asked, nervously.
"No way. He moved out. He's living in your old room," Darius said.
"What? With Megan?"
"I don't know."
Leah put the cock back into her mouth.
"Shit, can I get that pussy already?"
Leah sat up and pulled off her shorts. Her pussy was sweaty from the fabric, and dripping with readiness.
He inserted himself easily into her. He held her with both hands and maneuvered down onto his cock like a truck loading bay.
"Fuck!" Leah shouted as the cock penetrated her walls. He was warm and thick, and pressed every button she needed pressed.
Darius spun her body down and shoved her face into the sheets.She stuck her ass into the air like an animal in heat.
"Oh fuckkk!" Leah moaned as he plowed into her. The hot slap of his balls against his flat stomach made her shiver as he poked at her g-spot deeply.
"Shit I love this pussy," Darius said, smacking her ass with his hand.
"Fuck!" she cried as he hit her. He did it again, and she cried out even loader.
Leah felt the ascent to her first orgasm. She climbed higher with every thrust from behind.
Then, Darius yanked his cock from her pussy, making her gush out liquid onto his sheets. She needed his cock back inside her. But he had other plans. Without warning, he took his slippery cockhead and pressed it entirely into her asshole.
That did it. Leah crumbled into the bed and screamed with pleasure. Her orgasm shot out from her pores in sweat and cum, and the cock pulsed in her tightening asshole.
Darius responded by pumping deeper inside of her, heightening her pleasure and sending her eyes rolling into the back of her head.
As she was rolling into her second orgasm, Darius came. He flooded her asshole with his semen, and the hot splash of cum into her colon sent Leah into a new dimension.
Dripping with cum and sweat, Leah collapsed into Darius's sturdy built body. He kissed her deeply on the lips.
"Fuck," she said, breathing heavily and moving the hair away from her face. He laughed and smacked her jiggling ass again.
She wiped her pussy and ass with a towel and got dressed. He watched her with a bemused grin.
"Shit, no one would even believe me if I said I fucked you today," he said, "You're like a fucking big deal now."
"You don't need to brag to your friends with a cock like that, sweetie," Leah said, glancing down at his soft slab of a dick. He laughed.
"Shit, I guess."
She left Darius's room with her head clear, and some of her internal organs rearranged. She found her driver and clicked the door shut.
"Where to?" he asked, but she wasn't sure where.
Chapter 51: The Bar
The next night, Drew got a text from his mom inviting him out to talk about something important. He showed up at the address she gave, but figured there must be a mistake. There was no way Eve had intended to take him to this rowdy campus bar, packed to the walls with drunk college guys looking to smash pussy. She must not have realized what it was.
They shimmied into a booth in the back. Eve wore a tank top that squeezed and held her enormous breasts. The perky young waitress who took their order had a similarly big pair, jiggling with erect nipples below her name tag.
"What can I get you fellas?" she asked in a Southern twang.
"Two beers," Eve asked, gesturing the number two with her fingers.
"Coming right up."
The crowd was noisy, but Eve leaned closer across the table, squeezing her breasts with her elbows.
She sighed, and jumped into her explanation. Her husband Rick had made some business decisions that tied up their money. The Dean was saying their check was lost. If we don't come up with the funds soon, well,...
"You would have to leave school?" Drew asked, incredulously. He wasn't that disappointed. The semester had only been going on a week, but already Drew felt the pressure of having his MILF of a mom on campus. The eyes of every ripped frat guys was on their table, watching the sweat drip down her cleavage. It wouldn't be long before one of these wolves pounced...
"That's the thing," Eve said, "I got another email on it. It turns out that was a non-degree student, my tuition has different payment plans that mean I can work it off in a work-study position. The problem is with your tuition."
"My tuition?!" Drew was shocked, "You mean I would have to leave school?"
"Unfortunately, yes."
Drew leaned back in confusion. The waitress set their beers down on the table.
"Oh, no charge," she said, winking, "It's courtesy of the gentleman at the bar."
Eve craned her neck to see who had paid for her drinks. "Someone paid for me?" she asked.
"Not you," the waitress said, and pointed at Drew, "You."
Drew looked over now. When he did, he saw the grinning figure waving at him.
"Oh, shit, it's Darius."
"Who is he?" Eve asked, waving back, "He's handsome."
"He's no one," Drew said, but Darius was already coming over.
"What's up, my man?" Darius asked, extending his hand to Drew. He weakly took it.
"Hey." Drew said.
Darius tilted his head down to stare into Eve's deep cleavage. He slowly raised his eyes up and grinned at her.
"Hello," he said, slowly.
"My name is Eve," she said, extending a hand.
"Nice to meet you Eve," Darius said, practically giddy with laughter as he oggled the MILF's body.
"Drew, I have to use the little girl's room," she said, standing up with her chest slamming up and down as she slid out the booth, "Why don't you catch up with your friend while I'm gone?"
"Sure, mom," Drew meekly said as she skipped to the rest room.
Darius quickly took her place.
"Fuck dude," he said, "That's your MOM!?"
"Fuck, I don't need you talking shit about my mom, man," Drew said, "I don't even want to see you."
"Fuck, you're still mad at me about Leah? Dude, her pussy was sopping wet, and it wasn't like you were in any position to fuck her."
"That's because you pinned me under that stupid wooden statue. I was trying to escape and you were banging my girlfriend."
"Well, I wasn't the only one, man. We all saw that video. Bitch was born to suck black cock. What was I supposed to do, not tap that ass?"
"Yeah, that is what you were supposed to do," Drew said.
"Aw man, calm down. Why let some pussy come between roommates? I thought we were pals."
Drew looked shiftily at the strapping black man.
"I guess," he said.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," Darius said, laughing and extending his arm. Drew took it and they shook.
"Nice," Darius added, "Now, come on, you got to hook me up with your mom."
"Not going to happen," Drew said, "Just fuck someone else here. Come on, if you're into big tits, our waitress has a pair."
"Erica? I've been fucking her for weeks, why do you think she walks like that?" Drew glanced over to see that Erica did walk with a slight limp, clearly from being pounded so often by Darius's massive third leg.
"Nah man, I want to bang your mom. She's got big tits, and well, I already fucked your girlfriend, so might as well finish what I started."
"Come on," Drew said, nervously, "It's my mom we're talking about."
"So? She's not my mom. I can hit it all night long, it's not my problem."
Drew just sat there consternated.
"What you think," Darius asked, "She need some help back there in the restroom? I'm happy to go back there and slide up into her stall."
"That's not necessary," Drew said, "I'll go check." He stood up swiftly and headed to the bathroom.
Much like the university gyms, the bar hosted a unisex bathroom with a big sink in the middle and stalls all around. Drew couldn't tell which stalls were empty and which occupied so he peered underneath looking for feet.
Drew stepped into the adjacent stall to see if he could peer over the edge. But it turned out, even that was unnecessary.
To the right of the toilet, there was a clearly demarcated circle directly beside the toilet paper ring. It was about two inches in diameter It was a glory hole.
"What the fuck?" Drew asked, thinking about the act of sticking your dick directly into the next stall, for whoever sat there to suck. It made his skin crawl. But I guess if you were the kind of guy who wanted your dick sucked anonymously, this was the place to go.
He got down on his knees and peered through the glory hole. That's when he saw it. His mom was sitting on the toilet with her panties down urinating, texting someone on her phone. And she was so immersed in her device that she didn't notice the big black dick that was casually hanging down from the glory hole on the other side of her stall.
The dangling cock twitched upwards with its growing erection, and was dripping precum down in a long sticky line into a puddle on the floor.
Drew didn't know whether to alert his mom of the cock, or run away and pretend he never saw it.
Eve absentmindedly reached for the toilet paper to wipe, but missed. Instead, she landed her fingers directly around the throbbing black dick that was intruding into her stall.
She looked up and her eyes bugged out when she saw the big black dick currently hardening in her hand.
"Jesus!" she shouted, squeezing the cock tighter.
"Yo, you better put it in your mouth," came a deep voice from the other side of the wall. Drew froze as he heard its booming echo.
"Don't make me come in there," it continued, "I didn't come here to waste none of my time."
Eve hesitated, looking around. From peeping through the hole, Drew could see the deep cleavage escaping out of his mother's shirt.
Eve shuttered. She was clearly scared of the voice with the cock beating threateningly in her hand. So without much more, she opened her lips and leaned forward to take the cock head in her mouth.
"Mmm, that's more like it," the voice said as Eve took down more and more of his cock.
Drew wanted to turn away, but was too scared. He saw the back of his mom's head move closer to the wall as she sucked down more and more of the dick.
"Mmmm," Eve grunted, her mouth stuffed with dick.
"Keep sucking bitch, you got it," said the voice encouragingly.
Eve's head pumped back forth on the cock, her saliva dripping onto the bathroom tile.
Drew's skin was crawling as he watching his mom take more of the BBC before his eyes. But it shot up with a shiver when he heard a second, booming voice from behind him.
"What the fuck? Why is my dick not being sucked?"
Drew spun around instantly to see that there was now a longer blacker dick dangling into his own stall. He cowered against the wall as it oozed precum and waggled intimidatingly before him.
"Get. Sucking. Bitch." It commanded.
There was no way Drew was going to suck that thing. He wanted to sprint out of there. But if he left, he wouldn't be able to keep an eye on his mom, who was going to town on the BBC the stall had presented her.
Instead, Drew nervously took the dick in his hand and started stroking it. It was just like jerking off, except it was probably three times the size of his own cock, and darker.



The dick seemed to respond positively, getting harder in his hand and oozing more precum onto the tile. But the voice disagreed.
"Yo I didn't say stroke, I said suck."
Drew gulped. He didn't want to suck the dick, so he just stroked faster, trying to twist his hand to appease what the man wanted.
"Yo, fuck this," he yelled, yanking the dick sharply back into the stall. At first, Drew was relieved, but then he saw the door of his own stall crumble into pieces as the man kicked it down.
"Yo," he said, staring the cowardly Drew directly in the eyes, "Why the fuck you being a little bitch and not taking my cock in your mouth?"
Drew put his hands in front of his face and cowered. The man lurched towards him with his fist drawn, but stopped when he caught a glimpse through the other side of the glory hole...
"Fuck, that big titty bitch is going hard," he said, shoving Drew aside and looking at Eve's dangling breasts as she sucked down her anonymous dick. In a flash, the man shoved his own cock into the glory hole and shook it onto Eve's face.
Drew stood up slowly and pressed defensively against the wall.
He could hear his mom start to slurp on the second cock, stroking the other one with her slippery hand, and alternatively with both dicks in her mouth. Drew backed away and hid in the far stall next to his, but all he could see through that glory hole was the man's butt as he thrust into Eve's mouth.
Finally, both men seemed to be finished. They moaned, zipped up, and clanked the bathroom doors shut as they left the washroom.
From the stall, Drew peered out to the sink and saw his mom emerge. She had semen dripping down her chin and onto the tops of her heaving breasts. She coolly rinsed her hands in the sink and wiped her cleavage with a paper towel. She licked her lips to get rid of the excess cum , and smiled professionally in the mirror. She was clean as a whistle.
A moment later, Drew went back to the table. Darius had long gotten bored and left, and his mom was sipping on her now-warm beer.
"I'll find a way to keep my tuition bill," he said, his stomach churning, "I actually was offered a job very recently..."
Chapter 52: The Handprints
Leah had asked the Alpha Watch board if she could talk to a lawyer, and they promised to send her one. It was almost a week later when Leah got a random phone call while she was at the gym.
"Hello?"
"Leah, dollface, this is Justin Peaks, attorney at law." The loud voice seemed to be chewing a sandwich while he talked to Leah.
"Oh are you my lawyer?"
"Yes I am. Listen, sweetie, I don't have a lot of time so just shut your trap and let me tell you what's good for you. You got this Dean threatening to kick you out of school, yes?"
"Yea."
"Okay, well, academic types are easy. I'm having a private plane sent to the airfield tomorrow morning. You and Mr. University asshole are going to get on board. You're going to be the best hostess you can be, I mean, I want you in a dress with so much cleavage the strippers on Sunset will be blushing. They'll be champagne and some good food and it will land in a beautiful tropical resort out in Maui Maui. This is very expensive, but at the same time, I'm billing Alpha for it so you don't sweat yourself."
"A trip? With him and me? That's supposed to convince him to come?"
"It's not that hard, doll, he'll be sipping drinks on the beach with you in a bikini, trust me honey, he'll change his mind."
"Alright... And will it be safe? Just me and him on a private island, alone?"
"Honey, you bet your ass it won't be 'safe.' Fucking millennials. He'll have his eyes and hands all over you, that's the fucking point. You got that?"
"Um, okay," Leah said.
"Good. Get that dress I told you, and pack some great bikinis. Better yet, don't pack any bikinis at all, if you catch my drift. Be there at 8am." And he hung up.
Leah finished her work out, thinking about the trip. Maybe this would work, you know, kill 'em with kindness?
She stepped out of the gym to find a limo waiting for her. A man stood beside it with a card with her name on it.
"Alpha board wants to see you, miss," he said, opening the door for her. It was a good thing Leah had a change of clothes in her purse that was more professional than her sports bra and legging.
In the back of the limo, Leah undid her bra and slid off her leggings. She could see the driver oggling her sweaty body, but she had more concerns on her mind. He watched her clasp the bra around her modest tits and shimmy a pair of panties up her legs.
When she stepped out of the car, she was a fully poised professional woman, clicking forward in her high heels towards the Alpha board room.
She pressed open the doors and found all the usual men sitting there.
"You're late," the chairman said frowning.
"I'm sorry, I didn't even realize I was meeting with you."
"You know what we do with talent when they're late."
Leah rolled her eyes. She was beginning to wonder if there was any reason for the meeting at all besides just demeaning her for being late.
"Didn't you read your contract?" the chairman asked, "Late parties are subject to be taught a lesson."
"Taught a lesson?" Leah asked, incredulously with a smile, "What, like you're going to bend me over your knee and spank me for being a bad girl."
The chairman laughed. "That's exactly right."
The pleasure drained from Leah's face. Her lips coiled into a frown.
A tall burly man with his arms crossed in the corner stepped forward and lifted Leah up by her shoulder. She struggled, but the body guard's grip was too tight around her torso for her to escape.
"Let me go, creep," she yelled, but the guard wasn't listening. The chairman slid out his chair so the guard could place Leah, stomach down, directly onto his waiting lap.
"Stay still, dear," the chairman said, "This is part of your contract." Leah crossed her arms over her chair and stopped squirming.
His hands creeped up her skirt and cupped her ass. Then, he wrapped up skirt up her thighs until her perky bare butt was exposed.
The rest of the room peered over the table to see more closely.
*SMACK*
Leah's ass cheek jiggled with reverberation as the outline of the chairman's hand glowed pink on her flesh.
"Fuck!" she shouted, a light moan escaping with the exclamation.
*SMACK*
The other cheek glowed too, and the board members whispered and laughed as Leah winced and cried out.
"Jesus!" she yelled, "You asshole!"
*SMACK*
*SMACK*
Both her cheeks were glowing redder now and Leah's pussy began to drip down her thighs.
She slinked herself back and stood up beside the chairman. He was glowing, and she looked down to see his pants tented up in an erection.
"Jesus that hurt," she said, shimmying down her skirt over her pulsing ass, "I can't believe you assholes."
"Rules are rules, darling," he said with a satisfied smile.
"What did you want to meet about?" she said, taking a seat but immediately rising when she felt the pain of the hand prints on her ass. She leaned against the wall in the corner, just her shoulder blades touching so her ass could breathe.
"Just wanted to make sure you got a call from the lawyer," he said, "And that you'll do whatever he says."
"Yes, of course," she said, "I don't want to leave school at all."
"Great," the chairman said. He stood up and lurched towards her, kissing her lips deeply and grabbing her sore ass once more.
"I'm leaving," Leah said, storming out of the board room, "Fuck the rest of you." She slammed the door shut.
Before she left, she took a detour to take a piss. Truth be told, most of the moisture she felt pulsing in her body right now was arousal: no one had ever spanked her as firmly as the chairman did, and it was pretty hot.
She opened the door to the ladies room and gently pushed open the door to the first stall. When she looked down, she found a familiar face.
"Drew?"
Drew looked up. He had been scrubbing this toiler for a couple minutes, and he leaped back when he saw Leah.
"Leah!" he shouted, blushing and standing up. He wiped his hands on his janitorial outfit and extended a hand to her.
"Um, no thanks," she said, looking down at his smelly outfit, "What are you doing here?"
"Well, I needed a job, and like, this guy Spencer knew some people here, and..."
"Jesus Drew, calm down," Leah said. He looked close to tears seeing her.
She hugged him anyway. He smelled terrible, and she could tell he was sniffing her familiar scent of strawberries and lilac.
Knowing him, he was probably getting hard just from this hug. She rolled her eyes.
"Drew, I think we are due for a talk," she said, pushing him aside and nonchalantly pulling her panties down her legs, "We never really had that."
Leah squatted on the toilet and let her stream of urine descend into the bowl Drew had just been cleaning.
"Um," Drew said, distracted by her flow of piss, "That would be nice."
"Good, I agree," she said, grabbing some toilet paper and wiping, "Do you get a lunch break?"
"Yeah," he said, looking up at a clock on the wall, "In 15 minutes."
"Why don't you meet me in the cafeteria on the next floor," she said, pulling up her panties and stepping past him.
"Yeah, Leah, of course," he groveled, and she winked at him as she went to wash her hands.
"Just so you don't get your hopes up," she said as she scrubbed, "I'm not apologizing to you. This time apart has taught me a lot about how unhealthy our relationship was. Especially sexually."
"Oh, no, Leah," Drew said, thinking to how Leah had sucked the cock of his step dad and then rode his let his real dad splooge into her tight pussy, "You don't need to apologize."
"Great, we are on the same page," she said, drying her hands. "I'll see you in fifteen." And she left the washroom.
Drew re-scrubbed the toilet bowl, cleaning Leah's piss from the porcelain. His heart was beating out of his chest, and it was clear where it was pumping blood to. Before he met Leah, he needed to make this raging boner go away.
As he was used to, he pulled out of his pocket one of Megan's socks. He sniffed it, and opened up an image on Megan on his phone. Megan had told him that part of getting over Leah was training his dick to think of other women, and why not her? She sent him a couple of pictures of her with deep cleavage, her ass hanging out of short pink cut-offs.
He stroked his cock looking at the pictures, and then came into the sock. Images of Megan's sultry lips and ass floated through his mind.
He stumbled up the stairs to lunch. He found perfect Leah perched in a seat with a salad. She smiled and waved when she saw him, and his heart crumpled at the sight.
At the lunch table, she started asking him how he was, but he couldn't hold up. He burst into tears and Leah had to embarrassingly pat his shoulders.
"Jesus, Drew," she said, looking around at all the lunch goers who were staring, "Cut the water works."
"I'm sorry," he said, "Things just haven't been so good."
And he launched into his long story about his mom, and needing money for the tuition, and Dean Parland trying to fuck his mom, and Darius trying to fuck his mom, and the glory hole sight where two big black cocks shot their fat loads down her gullet and onto her tits...
"Wow," Leah said, "I mean, wow. From personal experience, I would recommend you keep Darius away from your mom. I fucked him, as you know, and it was some of the best sex of my life. He will have your mom begging for more of his dick."
"I know," Drew said, defeated.
"Look," she said, staring sympathetically into his eyes and placing a hand tenderly on his hand, "I think I can help you. But I need you to help me."
"Help you?" Drew asked. So Leah told her own story about the Dean and his cruelty.
"Shit," Drew said, "So you're taking him on this trip."
"Yeah, I mean, I'll try. But he's a prick, and I don't even know if I can get him on that plane."
"Oh don't sell yourself short, Leah, you're gorgeous. What kind of man would turn down a trip with you?"
"I'm just saying, if the plane doesn't take off at 8am with me and him on it, I'm screwed."
Drew thought for a moment.
"Are you suggesting we use my mom as bait?"
"I'm sorry Drew, but yes. Just have her come along with me. That way I know he'll come. And then, one quick weekend with your mom and me and him, and he will back off from both our problems. You can just close your eyes and sit at home that weekend and not think about the Dean screwing us both. It will be painless, right?"
Drew thought about it. It was so nice to see Leah, he felt like he couldn't say no to her.
"Okay," he said, holding back tears, "I'll tell her."
"Thank you, Drew," Leah said, and kissed him once on the cheek for his courage.
Chapter 53: The Reason Why
Megan listened attentively to Drew tell her about his day. She sat crossed legged on her bed, hair up in a bun, and no bra under her tie dye oversized tank top.
She leaned forward, completely captivated.
"Drew, this is amazing," she said, her eyes wide and glowing, "I'm so excited for you! Leah and your mom both submitting to the same man, and a black man at that, is exactly what you need to finally get over her."
"What do you mean?"
"Drew, sweetie," Megan said, "It's simple. You just need to finally learn your place in the world."
"What?"
Megan scooted forward.
"Sweetie," she began, "You and Leah dated for so many years, and then you go to college and all of a suddenly she's being fucked by every man on campus. Why do you think that is?"
"Because we didn't communicate enough."
Megan laughed.
"No, ha, that's so silly, Drew. It's not because of anything you did. It's because when you were in high school, you were in a sheltered little world for babies. All you had to do was hold hands and put your arm around her in the backseat of the car. But now we're in grown up world, honey, and it was clear that you just couldn't compete.
"I mean, have you noticed that no one really respects you? Like, maybe people are nice to you, but if what they want doesn't fit with what you want, then you're the poor little man getting screwed. It's not because of something you did, it's just who you are, dear.
"It's time you stop trying to be someone you're not. You're not an alpha, you're not a winner. You're a very sweet and currently frustrated little loser."
Drew sat there for a moment, listening.
"Drew, that's what I keep saying. Just because you're a loser doesn't mean your life is over. There's so much for you to do. You can go out and start a company or work hard at a job and make lots of money. And then when girls like me come along and pay you some attention, you can pass that money to us. I mean, someone has to pay for all the drinks at the bar before we get swept off our feet and fucked by some stud. Doesn't it sound nice to dance with some pretty girls for a moment on Friday and Saturday nights?"
"But what about love? What about a relationship, caring, marriage?"
"Sweetie, you can have all of that too. I mean, I care about you Drew! And so does your mom and Leah. Just not in the same way you think about us.
"And in terms of relationships, dear, that's all fine too. You can still date girls. Hell, maybe some of them will let you fuck them. But most of them will eventually leave, just like Leah did. You're just not handsome, or interesting, or hot, or hung like most women need. And then, maybe one of them will realize what you can offer. Sweetness, laughter, and of course money. So you'll get married, and your wife will just look somewhere else to get laid properly."
"So you're saying the only kind of relationship I can have is one where I'm cheated on?"
"Cheated on is such a dirty way to say it," Megan continued, "I mean, okay, you have a point. Sex is much hotter when your wimpy boyfriend doesn't know you're out there getting fucked, but you don't have to be that. You can just accept it. That's what I'm trying to get you to do, Drew, because I care about you. I want you to accept it. Just like Leah, and your mom, and your future wife are all going to accept some other, bigger dick into their bodies. Probably black, let's be honest."
Even though Drew felt like his heart was being dragged through the mud, his dick was rock hard.
"Come on," Megan egged him, "Take out your little cock. I know you want to."
And he did. But they were interrupted by a bang on the door.
Without anyone answering, the lock on the door crumpled and in marched the familiar frame of Darius.
"Yo, Drew," Darius said, "I was hoping we could talk a little bit more about your mom."
"Talk about Drew's mom?" Megan said, looking Darius up and down like he was a country fried steak, "Sounds yummy. I'm Megan."
Darius looked at the fine young woman on the bed across from Drew. He introduced himself.
"Why don't you come sit with me?" Megan said, patting the open area beside her for Darius to sit.
Drew hid his erection underneath a pillow the second Darius barged in. But now, Darius was laying down on Megan's bed, curling his body up against hers. She was staring deviously at Drew. He knew she wanted him to continue.
"Drew, sweetie," Megan said, "Why don't you tell Darius what you just told me? About the trip."
"Um, okay," Drew said flustered, too hard for his brain cells to have oxygen.
As Drew talked, Megan quietly stuck her hand down the elastic waistband of Darius's shorts. She pulled out his hard black cock and clamped it between her warm thighs. Slowly and firmly, she gyrated her hips onto Darius's shaft, squeezing his cockhead on the area of her leggings directly on her clit.
"Drew," Megan said, "That's enough. I think we get it. How about you instead tell us what you think is going to happen?"
"What I think is going to happen?"
"Between the Dean. And your mom. Tell me what you think he's going to do with those big beautiful tits."
"My mom does have enormous breasts," Drew began, "I think it's pretty clear he's going to want to fuck them."
Like a chain reaction, the words exited Drew's mouth, went into Darius's ears and out his cock, which throbbed against Megan's gyrating hips and clit. The more Drew described his mom's breasts, her nipples, the way they would be touched and tugged, the more Megan climbed a ladder to orgasm.
She had to bite down on her lip to stifle her moans.
"Mmm, uh, Drew," Megan stuttered, "Can you, mhmm, help me, with, uh—MHM—something?"
Drew stood up, holding the pillow to his crotch.
"Could you—oH!—please peel down my leggings?—Oh!—Just start at the top, thank you."
Drew slowly reached with one hand to Megan's belly button. It was tight and tan, and it made him woozy with arousal. He grabbed her warm body by the hips and rolled down her leggings. He saw the familiar sight of Darius's cockhead slip behind her as he exposed her thick white booty and thighs. She wore no panties.
He kept rolling until the leggings were just a pile of cloth trapped at her ankles. He slid them around the bend of her curled feet and held them.
"Thank you, Drew," Megan said, her ass pressing hard against Darius. "Now just sit on your bed, please, and don't say a single word."
Drew sat back against the wall of his bed and stared. Darius's cock sprung out to the side of Megan's body, and she used her dexterous little hand to guide it back between her legs.
"Darius," Megan said, his cock at the entrance of her pussy, "I'm so glad you came by. I've been dying to fuck you every since I heard what you did to little Leah."
"You heard about that? That shit was hot," Darius said, laughing.
"Yeah. I heard you plowed her open and showed her new depths of pleasure. All while poor Drew here was trapped under a rock."



"Wasn't a rock," Darius said, "But might as well have been."
"Can you fuck me, Darius, just like you fucked Leah? Except this time, Drew is just going to sit there nicely instead of squirming like a bug under a stone."
"Don't matter to me," Darius said, "I just want the pussy."
He plunged his cock inside her. Megan's eyes went gaping like she had been jet rocketed into space.
"Oh yes!" Megan cried, "You really are a big boy!"
"You talk a lot," Darius said, pumping into her, "I don't mind though."
"Fuck yes!" Megan cried, and Darius held back her hair as he shoved himself deeper into her pussy.
Drew watched with wide eyed enthusiasm. This was the third woman he had watched Darius fuck, but this time was different. He was exhilarated, but at peace, as he watched Megan ooze her brains out of her pussy.
"Deeper, baby, deeper!" Megan cried out, panting and sweating like an animal.
"Shit baby, you take a cock well," Darius laughed, his heavy balls swinging.
Megan felt like a molten rod had been shoved up her spine, shooting pangs of heat down her tits and stomach.
"I'm taking that ass too, baby," Darius announced, lifting his sticky wet dick from her body and plunging it right back into her asshole.
"Yes!" Megan cried, shoving her hips down so her ass could swallow even more.
Drew was rock hard, and stroking at lightening pace. His dick and hand were a blur as he watched Megan's ass bulged with Darius's hard prick. After a week of masturbating to her image, Drew looked at Megan and saw pure sexuality herself.
But he came first. The two sweaty bodies plunging at each other continued as Drew's dick sputtered into a pair of his boxer shorts. Even as his dick deflated, his eyes couldn't be torn from Megan's jiggling booty and perky shaking breasts as she was fucked.
Drew looked down at his soft dick, surprised to see it wasn't so soft after all. He was still rock hard.
He kept stroking.
"Fuck, Drew!" Megan said, making eye contact, "You're doing it! Keep stroking! I bet we can get at least three more loads out of you."
"Shit, white boy already came?" Darius said, laughing, "I still got plenty before I spew."
"Come on, Drew," Megan called girlishly, "Keep going."
Drew resumed stroking for his second wind.
He came again as Darius spun Megan over to ride him cowgirl. He came a third time when Darius mounted her off the bed like a pirate ship mermaid and pounded her upside down. And he came a fourth time when they were in missionary, slowing gyrating together with their lips kissing slowly and passionately.
"Mmm," Megan said, sucking on Darius's body lip, "Drew, was that a fourth one?"
Drew nodded, and she flashed him a smile with her shiny white teeth.
"Good job, baby," Megan said, "Good job."
Darius was picking up the pace. Megan was rolling in orgasm and holding the bedsheets for dear life. And then, the sound was smacking turned wet and squishy as Megan's pussy flooded with oozing cum.
"Fuck!" Megan cried, "Fill me with that spunk, you bastard!"
Darius topped her off like a gas station attendant, and lay back, sweaty and accomplished.
Megan leaned against the wall, legs spread, flashing her oozy cunt at Drew and playing with it with her fingers.
"You know," Megan said, eyes locked with Drew, "If you were my boyfriend, I'd let you eat this out. But we're not that close, tiger." She winked.
Drew lay back, as tired as Darius and drained like a pot of pasta.
"Drew," Megan said, wiping the sweat from her brow, "I think you and Darius should see what you can do about that trip your mom and Leah are taking. I bet Darius can find a way to get you on the plane."
"You mean go with them? I don't think that's a good idea," he said cowardly.
"Don't be such a bitch," she said, "Come on, I think it will be good for you. You need to see Leah, and your mom together, being pounded. Isn't that what you deserve?"
"Shit, I'd pay money for that," Darius said, laughing, "Count me in."
"Come on, Drew," Megan said with a smile, "Just see what we can do."
They shut off the lights and set the alarm for 5am. Tomorrow would be a big day.
Chapter 54: The Flight
Before they set off, Megan rolled a joint for Darius and Drew to smoke. Darius inhaled cleanly, and Drew puffed nervously, but they all got high. The room was clouded and hazy, but all parties were feeling good.
Before they left, Megan kissed Darius goodbye. Their tongues playfully twisted as he tasted her lips. She squeezed Drew goodbye too.
Darius and Drew made their way across campus, to where Eve's apartment was. They were so stoned they ended up going in circles, giggling at the statues covered in ivy and a light dust of snow under the glow of the early morning
Finally, they snuck up the stairs of the building, and Drew clicked the door open with the spare key he had.
Eve was passed out asleep on her bed. She wouldn't wake up for another hour, and Drew knew her ambien would keep her passed out no matter what. He saw her enormous trunk standing on its side in the corner. He clicked it open, and admired the neatly folded tops and swimsuits she had stacked in there.
Darius was impatient. He grabbed clothes from the trunk by the handful and started hiding them under Eve's bed. Before long, they had cleared out the enormous thing, and it was clear that even if it was tight, the two boys would fit in there.
"Shit, this is fun," Darius said, stepping inside to prove he could fit, "I feel like I'm a kid, playing fortress."
"Yeah," Drew said, "I actually used to do this with this exact trunk when I was younger."
"That's sweet, man," Darius said. They were actually laughing and sharing a moment.
Darius walked up to the sleeping Eve and snapped in between her eyes. She really was out cold.
"Hold on," Darius said. He reached towards Eve's sleeping face and inserted one of his black fingers in between her lips. Eve's mouth received it tenderly.
"Shit," he said, laughing as the busty woman sucked on his finger, "I gotta take advantage of this just a little."
Darius unzipped his fly and pulled out his flaccid cock. He held it in his hand before gently placing its head right up to Eve's mouth. He pressed forward, parting her lips and sliding his cock along her tongue deeper into her face.
Before long, Eve had six or seven inches of Darius's soft long cock in her mouth. She hadn't stirred, even for a moment.
"Come on dude," Drew said, anxiously looking out the window, "The sun is rising. She'll be up soon."
Darius laughed and with one motion, shoved the rest of his cock into her mouth. She had her nose against his pubes now, his cock head bulging in the middle of her throat.
"Aight, I'm coming," Darius said, and withdrew his slippery cock back into his drawers.
They both stood up in the chest and Drew latched the lid. They could fit comfortably, with some distance, but it was still a cramped chest where Darius and Drew were pressed together.
"I'm taking a nap," Darius said, "Wake me when we're on the island." And true to his word, he passed out.
The chest rumbled and turned. Drew could hear his mom getting ready to head to the airfield. She turned the luggage on the side, and rolled it out of the building. Drew nested safely inside.
The limo driver slide the trunk carefully in the back of the car. And pretty soon, they were unloaded at the air field.
The three limos carrying the three intended passengers arrived at the same time. Out of the first stepped Dean Parland, smiling with his big teeth at the prospect of being wined and dined by the fat wallets of Alpha Watch, and the even fatter buttocks of sexy young Leah and big titty Eve. Eve had a bemused grin, having been told only by Drew that their dear family friend Leah had invited her to a business function and she could be useful. And Leah herself breathed a sigh of relief when she saw that both her guests had arrived safely and that her ass would be safe for her new career.
On the plane, Leah popped open a bottle of champagne and watched the foam slide down the neck and base. She extended her tongue to lick it, capturing Dean Parland's gaze attentively.
"My, my," the Dean said, laughing, "I thought I told you that you may be hot, but it won't be enough to get me to desert my duty as a university administrator."
"Who said anything about that?" Leah asked playfully, sucking down more foam with her tight lips.
He laughed.
"I'm just here to get some fun out of your company's expense account."
"Enjoy it then," she declared, "It's not my money. I don't give a fuck."
The three clinked glasses, and drank.
Leah knew there would be plenty of time to seduce Dean Parland and get her lawsuit dropped, so she relaxed on the plane. Alpha Watch had provided such nice amenities: facial scrubs, luxury sheets and beds, drinks, snacks, and even a full screen tv. She clicked through the channels, looking for something to watch. But something was wrong. Instead of normal channels, everything on the screen was either soft, or hardcore pornography.
"Those bastards on the board," Leah exclaimed quietly to herself, "Those horny assholes rigged it this way."
Nevertheless, Leah flipped until she found a channel she liked. There was a busty woman with big curly blond hair lounging in a pool chair. The quality was low, with grainy bars like it was shot on VHS and then transferred to digital. The woman had an enormous bust, and was dressed in a skimpy black bikini that was mostly long strings.
Leah felt herself starting to get wet as she watched the woman sip at an iced tea. There was something so erotic about old pornos: things were different back before the Internet. The women were more committed, and the sex was more raw. Now, anyone could shoot something on their cell phone with their dick or tits and call it a porno.
She looked over her shoulder at Parland, who was on the phone, and Eve, who was staring out the window. And with one hand, she slowly reached into her leggings and began to masturbate.
Leah felt her forehead grow hot as the woman on screen was joined by a muscular man in a speedo. The thick bulge of his cock jiggled in the tight spandex. He was a real hunk, with long locks of hair and a jawline that reached all around his face. He was going to fuck this woman well.
Leah closed her eyes and touched herself deeper. She imagined herself on the pool chair, sipping at the drink while the muscular man stroked her thighs and up towards her snatch. She was staring at his hardening bulge, salivating at the idea that it could soon be in her.
The scene was sexy, and unbeknown to Leah, everyone agreed. Located right below the tv monitor, and in 17 other places on the aircraft and dozens on the destination island, was a little broadcasting camera, which sent the footage live to the headquarters of Alpha Watch, where the members of the board room watched attentively.
"Sir," said an executive, "The footage we are getting of Leah is incredible. The shots of her walking onto the plane have everything we wanted covered: long sexy legs, moderate cleavage, and the sexy smile that made us certain she was a star in the first place. Not the mention the glances we observed of her checking out Dean Parland. There is no doubt in my mind that when this airs, we will have a hit reality show to rival the Kardashians."
"Excellent," said the chairman, watching Leah's pussy in a tight close up, "It's exactly as planned. What about the other woman?"
"Eve? She's amazing as well. Big perky breasts, and so big that we're certain they'll be on display whether she's wearing a bralette or a full winter coat. She can't hide those puppies."
"Excellent," he repeated, "You know, I'm a breast man myself."
"Me too, sir. And she's amazing. I knew Leah would be able to lead us to more attractive talent."
"Is there anything else?"
"One more thing. When our people were loading the cargo, we discovered that one of the chest contains two people stowed away. We were ready to open them and alert the authorities, but our scanned revealed that it's actually Leah's ex-boyfriend, and one of her big black ex-lovers. Our head of content looked at the profiles, and we think having them on the island will actually be a very dramatic reveal."
"Interesting. Who is the boyfriend?"
"He's actually the son of a VP at our partner company, Bradley. But it's complicated. He's white, sir, and Leah has actually been cheating on him numerous times since they joined campus. She even fucked his dad, sir."
"His dad?!" the chairman laughed, "That's hilarious. And we want him on our show why?"
"Well, sir, there's actually an incredibly rich demographic right now for what is called 'cuckolds' by many people on the internet. Basically, guys love to watch hot girls cheat on their boyfriends."
"Interesting. I enjoy fucking a married slut myself."
"Yes sir, but it's actually the reverse. Our market research shows that the majority of viewers prefer to put themselves in the cuckold's shoes, watching their own wives and girlfriends getting banged."
"Are you serious?!" the chairman guffawed, "That's incredible. You're saying these losers actually LIKE being humiliated like that?"
"It's what the research says, sir."
"Jesus," he said, "People today are fucked up. But if it's good for ratings, let's make sure we put on a real show."
"Of course sir. One last thing. It turns out that Drew is not only Leah's ex-boyfriend, he's actually the son of the busty MILF we have on board."
"You're shitting me. That hot bitch with the big ol' jugs is a mom? And her son is on board."
"Exactly sir."
"Incredible. Well, kid, I hope you like watching your mom get fucked on national television. That's exactly what's going to happen."
He and the executive laughed and laughed.
On scream, Leah began to whimper her way into orgasm.
"Pump more of the aphrodisiac into the cabin," the chairman declared, "I want to see what happens to the big titted slut."
A man in the corner turned a lever, and invisible gas flowed openly into the air cabin.
Eve began absent-mindedly running her fingers into her cleavage. Her big tan breasts were perspiring, and she gently rubbed it deeper into the tight space between her tits.
"My goodness," Eve said, her eyes flushing over. She was feeling so unusually horny that she had to cross her legs to keep herself from leaping up.
She looked over at Dean Parland and remembered the pass he had made on her. It made her blood coil. Sure, she hadn't always been the most faithful. She had had lovers during all her marriages, and Rick went along with her flings with rich and powerful men. And every once in a while, when she was drunk or bored, she would do something slutty, like enjoy the fruits of a glory hole. But that was her choice. She made the decisions what to do. Dean Parland wanted to bend her over and make her submit like a little pet.
Still, he was muscular. And tall. And when he uncrossed his legs, she felt like she was staring down the barrel of a shotgun with the bulge that seemed to lurch at her...
"My goodness," she said again, snapping out of it, "Maybe I need to lie down."
She took a step towards the back room, right above the belly of the plane where they kept the luggage. She could have sworn she heard a noise from down there. Instead, she closed her eyes and tried to get some sleep, but ended up falling into some of the most erotic dreams she had ever experienced.
"Jesus," the chairman said, watching on the big screen Eve's sensually contorted face as she slept, "I wish we had cameras that could see whatever she's seeing!"
Chapter 55: The Island
The plane landed on the runway, unloaded their bags onto the tarmac, and then flew back off. It would return in 7 days to pick them back up. Until then, they had the entirety of the island to themselves, in privacy.
Except for Drew and Darius, secretly stowed away in the cargo.
And except for the dozens of cameras Alpha Watch had placed to record their every move.
The villa was on a mountain, with steps carved into the side for them to ascend. Leah tried to grab her luggage but found it was too heavy.
"Just leave it all here," Dean Parland suggested, "We can come get stuff later." And they marched up to see their accommodations.
When Leah saw it, she nearly dropped her jaw.
It was a shithole. The place was made out of wood, cheaply, so that the planks of the wall had uneven gaps to the floor and to the roof, which was made of straw. It was a dirt floor, one big room, with a small gas burner and no ovens or refrigerator to speak of. There was a crate on the side with dried foods and cans, but not the lap of luxury Leah had been promised.
"Shit!" she exclaimed, and Dean Parland and Eve looked equally disappointed.
"There must be some mistake," she said, nervously.
Most concerning of all was that the only piece of furniture in the room was a tiny twin mattress with a ratty looking blanket. How were the three of them supposed to sleep here?
By now, it was getting late and they all were tired. No one had slept well on the plane. They munched on some sad crackers from the crate, and then looked uncertainly at the single bed.
"Well," Dean Parland said, licking his lips, "Looks like we will have to cuddle."
"Why don't you be a gentleman," Leah suggested, "And let the ladies have the bed? The floor doesn't look too hard."
"Shit, what do you mean?" he said, knocking on the dirt floor which was hard as granite.
"I guess," Leah said nervously.
"Fine," Eve said, her nose in the air, "We won't made you use the floor. But Leah, you have to sleep in the middle. I don't want this Dean feeling me up in the night.
"Shit, and like I do?" Leah thought to herself.
Nevertheless, there was no other choice.
The Dean stripped down to just his boxers, showing off his hard abs and surprising taut biceps. Eve had a big t-shirt in her personal bag, and planned to change into it.
"You turn around," she said to the Dean, forcing him to face the wall as she undid her top and bottoms, her body jiggling freely, before she slipped into the big shirt.
Leah knew there was no escaping this. So she just took off her clothes until she was in her bra and panties and sat in the center of the bed.
As the two bodies joined her, Leah instinctively leaned towards the musky scent of Dean Parland's chest. Eve faced her, her big tits pressing into Leah's back.
"Damn, you sure you don't want me in the middle there?" the Dean asked, grinning, "I bet I can handle it."
"No thanks," Eve snapped, "Goodnight."
Peeking through the gaps in the wooden walls were two sets of eyes. Shortly after the party had climbed, Drew and Darius jiggled their way up to the mountain to see what was going on. They arrived there just in time to see Drew's mom strip off her clothes and shake her big tits to the area of the wall she did not suspect had watchers.
"Shit, I love your mom, bro," Darius said again, licking his lips, "Those titties are something else. You ever suck on them?"
"I don't know," Drew whispered, "Maybe as a baby."
The two watched the dozing threesome finally drift to sleep.
"Okay," Drew said, "Now what?"
"Now what, shit? We wake up your mom and bitch and get them sucking on this fat cock." Darius looked down to reveal to Drew that his cock was fully out of his pants and waving.
"I don't know," he said, "Won't Dean Parland be mad? Won't my mom and Leah be mad? We can't just wake them up."
"Then shit, dude, why did we come here?"
That question seemed more and more pressing every moment Drew stared at the dilapidated shack.
"Shit man," Darius said, "I think something's happening."



Sure enough, a large tent was being formed under the shared blanket. Dean Parland's big old dick was getting an erection in his sleep, and rising to full attention.
With the cock sticking up, it drew the sides of the blanket in, leaving Eve's body exposed. Her shirt had ridden up so that her thick white ass hung off the bed tenuously.
Leah's eyes blinked awake. She slowly raised her head, only to focus intensely on the big prick she saw right beside her groin.
With one dainty finger over the blanket, she tapped it. It wiggled in place, but didn't get any softer.
Leah licked her lips staring at it. Despite her concern at the accommodations, she was having trouble seeing this as anything other than another fat black cock right in front of her face. And in the last few months, Leah had learned that she wanted nothing better than to shove as many of them as she could between her lips and swallow.
She wrapped her hand around the pole from the outside of the blanket. She squeezed hard. Dean Parland merely snored and stayed where he lie. Leah slowly began to stroke the cock over the blanket, squeezing and patting it with her hands like a child's toy.
But then, she blinked rapidly, and the familiar look of Leah's sarcastic disappointment came over her face. She looked in disgust at the man lying beside her, and slid slowly towards Eve. The sleeping MILF didn't stir either.
Slowly and carefully, Leah stood up from the bed. The cameras followed the jiggle of her ass in her tight lingerie. She stepped to Eve's side and tugged at the blanket. Instinctively, and still asleep, Eve rolled into the gap Leah had created, leaving a new gap for Leah to slide in.
Drew's watched as his mom's unconscious body rolled directly into Dean Parland's tent of a cock, poking it.
Leah lay her head on the mattress and dozed to sleep, just as Dean Parland seemed to be stirring.
But all he did was turn over, facing the middle. So that the big tent that was previous sticking up in the sky was now poking directly between Drew's mom's thick thighs.
"Shit!" Darius yelled, almost too loudly, "You think it went inside her?"
In reality, where else could the cock have gone if not slipped gently into his mom's pussy?
"I'm gonna check," Darius said, and tiptoed inside the shack. He slowly lifted up the blanket, getting a good look at Drew's mom's cunt from down below.
"Shit, he's in," Darius said, "Come see this. He's got at least 3 inches wedged right inside your mom."
Drew didn't want to come any closer, for fear of being discovered. But Darius lifted the blanket enough that he could clearly see his mom's pussy being penetrated.
"Fuck I'm hard," he said, waving his cock over the bed and stroking, "I'll cum and then we can go."
Drew paced nervously outside the shack as Darius waved his cock over the sleeping bodies.
"Ugh!" he grunted as he finally released his seed. Drew watched the spray fly directly onto his mother's sleeping face, dripping down her bosom and into her cleavage.
"Let's see her try to figure that out in the morning," Darius said laughing, and he and Drew ran back down to the beach.
On Eve's face, the cum pile oozed between her lips and onto her tongue. Instinctively, she took a big gulp and swallowed.
Three hours later, the sun rose, and the sleepers awoke feeling deeply unrested. The Dean stretched himself wide, dislodging himself from Eve's pussy. He looked down at the three wet sticky inches of his cock and laughed. If he had known, he would have thrusted all the way inside her.
"What the fuck?" Eve said, feeling her face where a puddle of sticky slime dribbled down her cheeks, "What is this? Is the roof leaking?"
"Doesn't look like anything to me," Dean Parland said, staring up.
She dabbed her face with her shirt and noticed even more between her breasts.
"My shirt is ruined!" she said, feeling the sticky slime, "What is this, tree sap?"
"Yeah, what else could it be?" Leah asked quizzically, for she was pretty sure it was semen.
"What am I supposed to do? Can one of you fetch me some clothes from down in my chest at the landing strip?"
"I'll go," Leah suggested, tossing her shirt on and slipping back in shoes.
"Why don't I come with?" Dean suggested, eyeing her ass before she pulled up her jeans.
But they came back empty handed.
"Your trunk is completely empty," they reported, "Maybe animals got it and ran off, I don't know, but you have zero clothes at all."
"Well shit! Leah, what did you get me into?!" Eve stood up annoyed.
"Fuck, just take off your shirt," Leah said, exhausted and cranky, "It's not like Dean Parland hasn't seen a pair of breasts before."
"This is so humiliating," she said, and lifted her shirt over her head. Her big brown breasts fell free and settled.
"Jesus," Dean Parland said, reaching for them with his hands and taking two big honks of her chest. She slapped him away.
"Pervert!" she yelled, and stormed out of the shack, her bare tits jiggling.
Eve ran down to the beach and curled up to cry. The water and sand were beautiful, but what had she agreed to here? Time on a fancy vacation, and now she felt like a prisoner on a hellish island.
Leah glared angrily at Dean Parland and went down to check on Eve.
On the other side of the island, Drew and Darius had constructed a makeshift shelter out of their clothes. Darius draped his shirt and slacks over some twigs, and they could sleep under this cover on the sand. This, of course, left Darius down to just his boxers, but Drew was used to being pressing against Darius's heavy frame from their time in the chest.
Morning came, and the pair awoke to the sun. It was beautiful to watch the sunrise over the ocean.
"This place is amazing," Darius said, looking at the waves and the beach, "Beautiful. I feel alive!"
"I'm just starving," Drew said honestly. He reached into his pocket and fished out an energy bar. His big cargo pants pockets had dozens stowed away. He split it with Darius, who couldn't keep commenting on how nice it was here.
"I'm going for a swim," he said, and kicked off his boxers. The long soft cock flopped out, and for the first time Drew saw Darius walk nude from a distance. If that thing looked big up close, it looked even bigger from afar, swinging down between his legs like a legitimate third leg. The same cock that had sprayed his mom's face with cum just the night before...
Darius swam through the waves playfully, and Drew sat contemplatively. He thought of Megan, and felt his cock twitch. He pulled out his phone to look at a picture of her, but the battery had died a long time ago.
Then, a loud scream from the other side of the island. Drew and Darius's heads perked up, and Darius began to run.
"What in God's name is going on?" Drew wondered.
Chapter 56: The Crime
The sun was at high noon and it beat down onto the sandy beaches softly. Leah and Eve were relaxing with their heads propped up on palm fronds and their feet playing in the gentle foam of the waves.
"This really is beautiful," Eve said, rubbing a speck of spray off her warm bare breasts.
"Tell me about it," Leah said, curling the sand in her toes, "I think I'm going in.
Leah stripped off her shirt and shorts and wriggled out of her panties. She let the sun tan her naked body. It felt marvelous, like being dipped in honey.
She stepped towards the crashing ocean and sashayed slowly beneath the water. Her wide hips disappeared, her bare back slowly descending until the water was up to her neck.
She dove. Her wavy hair spread around her like a halo. The fresh cold water soaked into her pale skin.
Underneath the clear blue water, everything was still and perfect. She could see the reefs of coral some meters ahead. A lone small fish strolled in her field of vision. There was no noise at all.
She blinked three times, but the vision she saw was real.
She resurfaced and took a breath of air. Facing out to the wide open ocean, she could see nothing but the long geometric horizon of dark and light blues. She inhaled, tasting the salt, and shivered her naked body until she had goosebumps all over.
She felt perfect and serene.
Leah spread her arms and swam towards shore. Her eyes were salty and blurry, and she stared at the big bare sky, lost in its openness.
She emerged from the water like a goddess of the ocean. The spray clung to her spry hips, splashes cascading down her breasts and flat stomach like an Olympic luge. Her wet long hair twirled in the wind, and her big brown eyes shone in the light.
The experience had sent her into a physical lull, like being rocked to sleep by Mother Nature. But when she finally climbed out of the water, her eyes widened and she screamed.
"What!" Leah cried, her body springing into urgency, "What are you doing, you pig?!"
It was Dean Parland, buck naked, with his long hard cock sliding in and out of Eve's mouth. His long dangling black balls rested on her swinging tits, which were the size of cantaloupes and had dollops of saliva coating the cleavage.
"Don't worry your pretty head," he said to Leah, cock drilling deeper into Eve's face, "I gave her something to calm her down. She looks pretty happy with this big ol' dick in her mouth, don't you agree?"
Leah noticed a syringe lying in the sand behind the busty slut's body. What kind of person did something like this?
Ocean-sprayed Leah struggled up the sandy hill to shove the old man off of this poor woman. But she tripped and slide back down, her ass planted in the wet sand.
The Dean grabbed Eve by her hair and pulled her. She crawled like an obedient animal, but humongous jugs swinging down with gravity.
His tall muscular frame hovered over Leah. From over his ear, he produced a second vial and syringe, and before Leah knew it, he had pricked her shoulder and shoved down the plunger.
Leah felt it instantaneously. Her blood flowed with the serum, her pupils shot open like a firework, and her bare body tingled with a sense of arousal.
Suddenly, the giant black prick being waggled in her face looks delicious. She parted her mouth slightly, and Dean Parland did the rest of the work. Letting her tongue taste the tip of his salty dick, he pushed deeper until the back of her throat was being boxed by the long hard cock.
"Oh my god!" she struggled to say, her throat too clogged with dick. Her brain was fuzzy, like a television unplugged from cable, but the cock in her mouth radiated heat and desire that drew her hand and tongue towards it like a magnet.
Drugged Eve with her big swinging breasts pressed beside Leah to run her tongue along Dean Parland's long shaft.
He withdrew his cock and the two women lurched towards it like deprived animals. Dean Parland stubbornly waved it before them, enticing them both to get on their knees and crawl towards his pulsing cock.
He leaped onto Eve and pinned her down. Her tongue outstretched like a housewife trying to find the straw of her iced latte. Sitting on her stomached, he put his long dick between her breasts and plunged the dick head in between her lips
Leah lay in the sand, straining towards his cock but feeling her body as heavy all of a sudden. She watched the jiggle of Eve's tits as the Dean vaulted himself between them, and she felt her thighs grow sticky with her own arousal.
And then, the sun blocked. She glanced up, and there was Dean Parland standing above her like a giant in a field. His hard cock drooled precum and Eve's saliva, and a drop landed with a splat onto her left eye. She shut it, and rubbed her eye with her hand.
The dean squatted down to her level and placed his hands onto her hips. Leah could feel the heat radiating off his prick and she wanted so badly for him to stick it in her.
"Stop!" came a voice from in the distance. With one eye closed, Leah could barely made out anything except the hulking black blur rushing towards her. With Dean Parland's prick so close to her gash, she winced as she felt the shape tackle him to the ground, his prick gone from her open sweaty legs.
"What the fuck are you doing, man!" Darius shouted as he had Dean Parland pinned, "Are you drugging these women?! What the fuck!"
"Calm down," Dean Parland said, clearly nervous, "What are you doing here, aren't you on my football team?"
Darius clocked him in the skull, and he passed out instantly.
"Damn, what the fuck," he said, shaking his fist in pain.
Drew ran up to his wonked out mom and wrapped his arms around her. She smelled like semen and dried spit, but he covered her for warmth. With her knees to her chest, her big breasts pressed against her shins and spilled out her sides.
Leah stumbled to her feet and ran towards the two black men, but tripped and fell. She could see Darius clearly now, and in her drugged out state, she wanted to cry now that her hunk of a sex-partner had somehow materialized onto this island.
She supplicated at Darius's feet next to the crumpled body of Dean Parland. She tugged at his gym shorts staring up at his ripped muscular torso with tears in her eyes.
"What's up, baby," Darius said, tenderly patting her head. From where he sheltered his mom, Drew watched as Leah crawled up Darius's hulking body like a jungle monkey scaling a tiger.
Darius shook his head and grinned. He lifted Leah's slim body over his shoulders, and gave her ass a nice slap and laughed.
He nodded his head to Drew, who helped his mom to her feet and followed Darius back to the shack. As he paced behind Darius, he maintained eye contact with Leah's fully exposed pussy and asshole, in all their pink and pale glory.
The two women and Drew lay in the corner, and Darius returned to march down the beach and retrieve Dean Parland's body. Eve was passed out, and Leah sat dully in a catatonic arousal.
"Hey," Drew said, his voice soft, but Leah didn't respond. She stared directly off into space, her breath fast, and her nipples rock hard behind her long waving hair. She smelled of salt, semen, and sand, and looked like a rapturous mermaid who had sprouted long sexy legs.
Slowly, Leah reached her hands down and started to masturbate. Drew stared in captivation as Leah's fingers spread herself open. He wanted to crawl on his knees towards her spread legs and stick his face between her, tasting every flavor she had to offer. But a voice in his head, Megan's voice, told him to stay put.
Darius returned and found the sex doll Leah playing with herself. He laughed.
"Shit, you just sitting there watch your ex-girl diddle herself? Shit, man," he laughed.
Darius lay Dean Parland's body in the corner of the room, and propped up plywood from a corner into a makeshift cage. Using some loose nails from the wall, he was able to secure a little prison cell to keep Dean Parland in.
The effort took labor, and by the end of it, Darius was sweating something fierce. His muscles glistened in the light of the day.
"Shit these ladies are fucked up," Darius said, wiping his sweat from his forehead and surveying the room, "Whatever he gave them was strong. Asshole."
"They'll be fine," Drew said, "I took a class on pharmacotics last semester, and if I remember correctly, this looks like something that will wear off in a couple hours."
"Still," Darius said, "What kind of man drugs a woman like that? If you ain't strong enough to take what you want, you don't deserve it."
"I guess," Drew said, not really seeing a strong line between what Dean Parland did and what Darius liked to do to young women around campus.
"Come here, sugar," he said, to Leah, who was still playing with herself with her mouth open and dripping drool.
She crawled over to him and sat at his feet like a puppy.
"I kind of like her like this," Darius said, laughing and patting her head. Leah was still preoccupied with her dripping pussy, playing with it like a child discovering a toy.
He pulled at once of her sharp nipples and watched a moan crawl up her gullet and emerge from her lips. He pulled harder, and she moaned louder.
"She needs that dick," he told Drew, grabbing his package over his shorts, "You want to take her with me?"
"Y-y-you mean together?" Drew stuttered, not expecting such an offer.
"Why not? I'll give her something to choke on and you can pound away at that wet snatch."
Drew hadn't thought about that. But now that he was offered, he considered placing his face squarely between those parted legs just like he wanted so badly to do.
Drew licked the stupefied Leah's pussy and savored the taste. He could hear the wet gargles of Darius stuffing her mouth with his prick.
Content to let Leah drip into his face for hours, Drew was surprised when he felt the strong hand of Darius grab him by his neck and pull him away from the tasty treat. In replacement of Drew's head, Darius wagged his fat cock at the opening of Leah's loins, and plunged inside.
Once again, Drew lay on the floor watching Darius take Leah's perky white body for himself. But this time, he sat besides his own naked and busty mom, who was watching as closely as Drew had been.
"Don't think I forgot about her," Darius said, pointing to the busty slut and laughing.
Dumb, drugged Leah begged Darius to keep pounding her, begged him to shoot a fat load inside her snatch.
"I ain't impregnating a bitch today!" he laughed, and pulled out to shoot his load on her stomach.
Leah greedily slurped at his wilting cock, drinking down the remnants of cum she could find.
"Mmm, Darius," Leah swooned, her cognition returning slowly.
"See that?" he said to Drew, "She can talk!"
Chapter 57: The Rescue
In the board room, the executives were running around with their hair on fire.
"Can we broadcast this? A school official drugging two women in order to have sex with them? How will that pass standards?!"
Only the chairman of the board sat in his big brown chair, arms crossed, unfazed. He had watched the footage of Leah and Eve being drugged by Dean Parland with plenty of interest, but he really perked up when he saw Darius rush onto the scene and save them. It was hot to watch a predatory old man seduce two young vixens, it was even hotter to watch a physical god perform acts of heroism.
"Quiet down!" he shouted, and all the subordinates hushed. The chairman zoomed in a camera on Leah's naked perky breasts.
"Are you kidding me with this chatter?" he yelled at them, "We will figure this shit out, and it's going to make us billions."
The room looked around, stunned at his confidence. But that chairman had never been wrong before.
"My only problem is the MILF!" he shouted, "Look at those enormous breasts, how has she not been ruthlessly fucked by our football hero?"
"I think he has a connection with Leah," a man in a suit said, rustling through some research papers, "They actually like each other!"
"I don't give a damn what he likes," the chairman shouted, "I want to see some cock pounding that juicy breasted cunt soon or I'm gonna lose it."
The executives scrambled to make calls, send emails, do whatever it takes to answer the chairman's orders.
On the island, everyone had dozed off into a comfortable nap. They awoke to a start when the sunset struck through a hole in the west wall and lit the room in bright orange.
"Let me the fuck out of here!" shouted Dean Parland, rattling the wooden cage, but it wasn't going to budge.
Leah and Eve rose and stretched their naked fine bodies. Leah's was still encrusted with semen, which she glanced down at on her perky chest and giggled.
"Come on," she said, taking Eve's hand, "Let's go take a bath in the water. I have such a headache." The two women girlishly skipped towards the beach and splashed in the water, the sunset glowing off their naked skin.



Darius stood at the hill overlooking the beach and smiled proudly. The two naked bodies he saw were gorgeous women of impeccable sexual beauty, and they were his to take.
"Why so glum?" he said to Drew, patting him on the back.
"It's just a lot to take in," he said, his heart beating as he watched the love of his life dance in the waves.
"Relax," said the black stud, "When I fuck your mom, that will give you time to talk to Leah if you want."
"I don't know what I would even say."
"Come on man, get some confidence. Speak from the heart. Just because you'll never hit her g-spot doesn't mean you two didn't share something."
"Why are you telling me this? I thought you wanted Leah to yourself."
"Shit dude, you think I want to be locked down? Plus, Leah's a great girl, but truth be told, it's not like you're going to stop me from pounding that snatch every once in a while." What he said was cruel, but Drew knew he meant well.
Darius leaped down the hill towards the beach. In the setting sun, the three of them were just silhouettes, with Darius's big bulky erection clearly distinguished against the red sky.
Drew watched Darius approach his mom. His stomach curdled as the man's hard prick pressed against his mom's belly. Eve reached down and took the long cock in her hands tenderly. She stroked it against herself, reached it up between her breasts.
Eve and Darius kissed. He held the back of her head and passionately kissed Drew's mom. Their tongues danced as their bodies pressed even closer together. Darius's hard throbbing cock threatened to tear a hole through Eve's fleshy torso like in a monster movie.
Leah stepped out of the water and brushed her hair from her eye. She watched Darius and Eve making out and felt a pain in her gut. They were kissing so deeply....
Leah slowly stepped up the beach, leaving Darius to his conquering. She noticed Drew, sitting calmly and watching his mom preparing to be fucked by the football hero.
"Hey man," she said, standing above him. Her pert navel was at his forehead, her pussy next to his chin.
"Hey."
She sat herself down besides him, her thick bare ass touching the sand and her long legs pressed up to her breasts.
"What's up?" she asked him. She smelled like salt and sea water.
"I don't know," he said, "I mean, a lot I guess."
They stared in front of them and watched as Darius lifted Eve up by her thick hips and held her hovering above his pointed cock."
"Looks like your mom is about to get fucked," Leah said, devilishly, "Bet you never thought you'd see that."
"No I didn't."
"But a lot has changed in the last few years. Or, I guess, not really. Your buddies used to bang your mom in high school, too, you just didn't know about it until recently."
"Yeah."
Drew could hear Leah's deep breathing as he watched Darius take his mom.
"She always had great tits. You know, I used to be jealous."
"Of my mom?"
"Yeah. Those big swinging things that look bomb in a skimpy bikini. I mean, your mom practically drizzles sex into everything she touches. My little perky tits never had that."
"I don't think anyone is complaining you're not sexy enough, Leah."
She blushed.
"Drew, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Did you ever have a little crush on your mom?"
"What? Of course not."
"Oh, come on. Growing up with that vixen around you all the time, the big tits stuffed into sweaters and tank tops, cooking your meals, driving your everywhere. You never got a little chubby thinking about splooging into that ass?"
Now Drew was blushing. "No, it was never like that. Obviously she's attractive to men, I always knew that. But I never had any feelings like that."
"I'm surprised," Leah said, "I feel like living with her as a young horny teenage boy would be like a wet dream come true."
Drew was blushing redder than ever.
"So if not busty ol' mom," Leah said, "What did young Drew dream about when the lights were off and your little stiffy was out?"
His face was so red it looked like it might be hot to the touch.
"Well, uh, you."
Leah laughed.
"You used to jerk off to me before we dated."
"And during..."
"During?!" she exclaimed, "Oh sweetie, what do you mean?"
"Well," Drew began, "We used to have sex, but then when I went home, I would think about you and how nice your body looked, and well, I couldn't help yourself."
"Why didn't you just call me? I could've done a round 2 every once in a while."
"I don't know. I guess I just liked that."
She looked at him and parted his hair away from his face.
"Sweetie," she said, laughing but trying to keep a serious face, "Maybe that's just who you are. You like to jerk off."
"That's what Megan says."
When she heard Megan's name, Leah leaned back ecstatically.
"Holy shit, that's right! You moved in with her, didn't you? What's that like?"
"She's very nice. She's been helping me work through some issues."
"About me?" Leah asked, smiling and putting a lone finger at her chest.
"Yeah, and other things. She says I have a place in the world, and it might not be the place that I expected."
"Interesting," Leah said, mulling it over, "I like that. College is a time for discovery, right?"
"Yeah."
"Like, look at me. Did you ever imagine that rich little me would end up being such a black cock slut? But look at that. The whole world watched me get touched by that enormous... thing, and now, when I see guys like Darius, I just..." she crossed her legs, squirming in arousal.
"But what about us?" Drew said suddenly, no longer in control of the volume of his voice.
"Oh sweetheart. What do you mean?"
"We had something once."
She put a hand on his shoulder.
"We did, that's right."
Down on the beach, Eve's big tits jiggled raucously as Darius slammed into her snatch. She was being so well fucked for the first time in her life that she was losing any sense of place or time. Darius was hitting every right spot inside of her, and her tight cunt and big tits were so enticing that he was beginning to lose control of his own load too.
"Shit" he shouted, watching her chest and feeling it press against his own, "This mega titty white bitch can fuck!"
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" shouted Drew's mom as the younger man claimed her, "Fuck me! Fuck!"
For the first time in his life, Darius lost control. His balls spasmed, and he shot a huge burst of sticky goop directly into Drew's mom's pussy.
"Fuck!" she cried as the hot cream plastered her insides. Darius too found his head tilting back and his hands squeezing her thick body tightly as he flooded her organs with cum.
Eve's pussy squeezed the shaft of his cock, milking the spewing organ and keeping his spray trapped in her uterus. Darius's balls continued to pump in baby juice like a faucet, and the two collapsed onto the sand exhausted with sweat covering their bodies.
"Hey Drew," Leah said, pointing his attention to the beach, "I think Darius just filled your mom like a donut."
Drew peered down at the beach where he could see the contractions on Darius's pulsing cock.
"Shit," was all he could say.
Once Eve was sweaty and fucked, her big tits heaving with her exhausted breasts, the chairman waved his hand and gave the go ahead from the boardroom. From the distance of the beach, three jet black helicopters swarmed in a cacophonous roar.
"What the fuck?" Drew called, as a rope ladder swung down and figures in riot gear descended the beach. Two men grabbed Darius's body and strapped him tightly into a restrainer. They lifted him up to the helicopter like a medical lift.
The figures left Eve topless and prostrated, and headed to where Leah and Drew sat. They grabbed the two young people and tossed them onto a gurney, where they were lifted up to a separate helicopter each.
Finally, the team raced up to the shack where Dean Parland was locked up. One of the men crashed open the cage with a metal baton, freeing the Dean.
"Target is released," the man said into a walkie talkie, and all the men swarmed back to the helicopters.
The chairman looked at his watch. It had taken less than 60 seconds to get Darius, Drew, and Leah up to the choppers and release Dean Parland. When they broadcast the reality show, it would be easy to stitch the footage together to cut out that minute.
Drew watched from the sky as his mom looked around her, suddenly alone. They were pulling away too quickly for him to get a good look, but the hulking tall figure of Dean Parland was clearly on the beach, racing towards his busty mom with no end in sight.
"Fuck," Drew shouted to the pilot, "Who are you? You have to go back to them."
"That's not in the plan," the pilot said, "Sorry."
The chairman spun back around in his chair. This was a much better reality show than adding Leah into the mix. He could edit the footage to make it look liked Darius, Leah, and Drew were never there. A love story between an aggressive older man black and a fine busty MILF? That was good tv.
He laughed and checked his watch once more. The three helicopters would be landing soon back in the mainland, and he was excited to greet them.
Chapter 58: The Semester
The helicopters landed and Drew, Leah, and Darius were swept down to the luxurious country club where all the Alpha Watch execs relaxed. They were sitting in the sauna, and the three youngsters entered after being handed fine Egyptian towels by some butlers.
"Greetings!" said the chairman, happy to see them. And he immediately told them he was giving them a big fat paycheck.
"Us too?" Drew asked, looking at Darius and back to the chairman.
"Of course. We just need you to keep your mouth shut about what you saw on the island."
"Wow!" Drew said, realizing his days as a janitor were over.
"Come sit with us, we have more to discuss," he said to Drew and Darius.
"I'll take your money," Darius said, "But I got what I wanted. You got a ride for me back to campus?"
"Right this way, sir," said an executive, ushering Darius up to the helicopter pad.
Leah perched in the corner as the chairman took Drew into the circle of sweating execs.
"We want to make a reality show about your hot mom, Drew," the chairman said, "And we want Dean Parland to be a part of that. Them, together, on that island."
"A show? About my mom? How are you going to film it?"
"Oh, there's cameras all around the island," the chairman said, "We, uh, installed them after you left."
Everyone knew he was lying: if there were cameras, there had always been cameras.
"Let me guess," Leah said, interjecting, "You want me to be on there too? I show up mid-season, and seduce that prick away from her?"
"Something like that," the chairman said, licking his lips at the thought of Leah's pale body going black once again.
"You know what?" she said, standing up fiercely to the executives, "I'll pass. I'll pass on this whole thing. You all have been nothing but assholes and crooks to me. Creeps too. I've had enough. I'm done sucking your little limp dicks. I'm done letting you spank me in the boardroom like a piece of meat. And I'm done letting you put me on an island so you can jerk off watching me suck some black cock. I'll do what I want on my own terms from now on, you can consider me gone."
And she stormed out of the sauna, skipping up the stairs to the roof of the tall building to catch up with Darius before he left.
"Darius, wait!" she shouted as he got into the helicopter. Letting her towel fly out off of her body and soar into the wind, she jumped towards him and leaped into his arms.
They kissed passionately, her hair blowing everywhere, her hard nipples pressing into his chest.
"I want to go back to campus with you," she said, "I want to go back and stay there, with you."
Darius flashed a grin. "Sure thing, baby," he said, "Sure thing." And he gave her thick white ass a hard smack and carried her up into the helicopter.
Downstairs, Drew looked around the room, surprised that no one was panicking.
"Aren't you going to go after her? She's your big star, I thought."
The chairman laughed.
"You're the one telling us to go after her? Man, you really are a cuck. Shouldn't YOU be going after her?"
Drew thought it over and his heart sunk as he realized he hadn't even considered it.
"Let her go, my man," the chairman said, "We have more important business to discuss. That lusty cunt of a mom of yours, and how she's going to make us millions. Young fit sluts like Leah are a dime a dozen. But hot busty MILFs? That's something everyone can get behind."
Drew blushed as the room of older man clapped in agreement.
After the steam room, they took him to a table and had him sign some papers. They would pay whatever fees necessary to keep him and his mom in classes, if they wanted, and to keep Dean Parland off campus.
"That will be easy," the chairman says, "When he sees the contract we will offer him, there will be dollar signs in his eyes."
Drew took a look at the fat paycheck he was getting and breathed a sigh of relief.
They sent him in a helicopter, but Leah and Darius were long gone. He landed on campus, and took the long walk in the cold back to his dorm.
Megan wasn't home, so he planted his face into his pillow and fell fast asleep.
Meanwhile, in Darius's dorm, the pair were inseparably entwined. Candles lined the tables and bed as the two fit bodies made love long into the night.
As Leah experienced her fourth orgasm of the night, Darius ejaculated deep inside her. She didn't even care that he had cum inside her, it felt right.
The next morning, Leah called the Dean's office, where he had been swiftly replacement by a sycophantic bureaucrat who enrolled Leah back into classes without batting an eye.
"So, that's all?" she said, incredulous at how easy it was.
"Yes, that's all. Now I hope my office has no further contact with you." And he hung up.
Leah walked onto campus an ordinary student for the first time in months. She breathed the fresh air, and knew that spring was coming soon.
A month later, and it was already finals. Leah camped out in the library in a sorority hoodie and sweatpants, eating takeout salads and smoothies like an ordinary college student. After the whirlwind few months, it felt nice to finally be a normal persona gain.
Of course, she still had the occasional person who recognized her and approached her with gusto. Athletic black men who saw her in the gym shower and greeted her with a long prod of their soapy cock up their ass.
Leah took it like a champ, frequently curling into an anal orgasm right there on the shower tile. It was an unusual experience, but even if she were just a normal sorority girl with a thick white ass, this would still probably be happening.
No matter what, she had Darius to return to at night, in his over-sized dorm room. After Drew moved out, Darius had chucked his bed into the hallway and stuffed the place with furniture and chairs. He fucked Leah on the bed, on the couch, on the tiny dorm desk that had seen countless generations of freshman through their studies. Every once in a while, Leah remembered that sweet Drew used to sleep here, but it wouldn't be long before that thought was dislodged from her brain by the prodding of a long black cock.
Darius saw other women. Sometimes, Leah would come home and find a young slut licking his balls or giving him a handjob while he played video games. He never gave any of them half the respect he gave Leah, and so she treated them as cruelly as he did. She ordered them to sweep, to organize her clothes, and dress her like they were her servants. And when Darius wasn't home and she found one of his sluts reading a magazine on their couch, she would strip them down and have them eat her out, just for kicks.
For the most part, she didn't think about Drew or her old life at all. The one exception was Thursday nights at 7pm, when she and the rest of the campus tuned in to watch America's new favorite MILF struggle to survive on a deserted island.
Drew remembered when he was sitting in the cafeteria as all the televisions tuned in to a rerun of the program. Three loud frat guys were discussing it.
"Holy shit, I can't believe they don't blur any of this shit," one said.
"I know right? When she was building that raft? The way those big tits kept swinging and hitting herself in her face and knocking her over? That was hysterical."
"Dumb bimbo can barely keep for herself. She's losing to Dean Parland by a landslide."
"I know right? He already built a whole log cabin, fishing poles, irrigation system. He's a fucking boss, I wish he was still on campus."
"She would be starving and dead if he weren't trading food for pussy."
It was true. The dickheads at Alpha Watch had made it a competition, and Eve was woefully ill equipped to survive in the wilderness. Instead, most episodes contrasted Dean Parland's intelligence and physical fitness as he weathered the elements with the dumb slut's incompetence at basic survival skills. Then, it would end with Eve on her hands and knees, big breasts swinging, as she supplicated herself before Dean Parland's sweaty cock in exchange for food.
"You know that apparently that cunt got bred and her son is on campus?"
"You're joking. How could that dumb slut have a kid smart enough to get into college?"
"She probably just screwed someone to get him in."
"Damn, that's rough. You think if we made friends with him, we could get a chance to bang her?"
"Fucking duh. She'd be choking on our young cocks faster than that dumb kid could realize."
When Drew heard comments like these, he wanted to go up and defend her and himself. But he remembered that maybe it was true, maybe his mom was really the same dumb slut they made her out to be on television. In fact, she had always been a little slow, dressed provocatively, and been the object of lust for every red-blooded man she met. Somehow, Drew would just have to accept that it.
The show aired Thursday at 7pm, and Megan always invited lots of people over to her cramped dorm to watch. She ordered Drew to make popcorn, fill a cooler with beer and soda, and defrost some pizza bagels or calamari as her guests demanded.
The room stunk of testosterone as Megan, Drew, and five or six guys crowded around the tiny laptop screen. Megan could fit two in bed with her, and the other wound up inevitably on Drew's bed, shoving him against the wall, craning his neck to see.
"Shit, I'm excited for this week! Hey Drew, do you think your mom will be able to climb the waterfall? Or will she just end up taking another load to the face for her dinner?"
The answer was always another load to the face. Every week, the dorm room cheered as Drew's mom was ruthlessly pounded by her victor and splattered with cum.
By then, every man in the room had his cock out, stroking. Megan did her best to help lick, stroke, and slurp, but these guys were all eyes glue to Drew's mom on the screen. Big tits bouncing, shaking, and covered with cum? They all shot their loads onto Drew's bed sheets, floor, and wall beyond what Megan could swallow.
After they left, Megan rewound the DVR to her favorite moments. She slowmotioned Eve's bouncing body taking cock, drenching with river water, and floating in the ocean.
"Drew, I want you to stroke," she commanded, and he obeyed, "I want you to look at your mom's fat fuckable body and remember that every man in the country is jerking himself thinking about screwing her. Obviously, they all won't, but your mom is going to do everything in her power to suck and coddle as many of them as she can."
This always set him over the edge, cumming into his sock. He knew that Megan loved teasing him, seeing him cringe as she made the images come alive in his head. It turned him on, but it also turned him on to see Megan so satisfied.



"Oh sweetie," Megan would say, "Another day, another little load."
It was caring and cruel in the same breath.
"Drew," Megan said one night, right before he came, "You know, this little thing we have going has been one of the most sexually satisfying relationships of my life. Helping you through this, coaching you into your little submission, has been so hot. I don't say that enough."
And he came, and rolled over, and fell asleep with such complicated feelings that he would leave to sort out in the next day.
Chapter 59: The Invites
The letter came slipped under the door. Drew was studying and Megan was out, and so he didn't notice it for hours.
It was printed on jet black paper, with faint gray writing in ornate script. It said that Megan had been invited to Alpha Delta's end of year gala. Alpha Delta was the top black fraternity on campus, whose brothers surrounded Megan with their long black dicks like moons orbiting Jupiter.
All it took was a quick Google search to find out more. The Gala was a legendary affair: black tie, held at an expensive ballroom downtown, and extremely selective. There were professional photos of the young leaders attending last years, with a clear theme. It was all strong black men in amazing suits, with sultry young white women in fine dresses on their arms.
Now it made sense that Megan would be invited.
Drew returned to his studies, but the gala kept coming up in his mind. For the first time in a while, he thought of Leah, and realized that Darius would probably be taking her there too...
When Megan got home, Drew showed her the letter and watched her jump in glee.
"Oh em gee!" she shouted, "It's going to be like, such a sweet night, like unbelievable. I need to get a dress, something hot and short obviously, maybe a plunging neckline, a tight waist? Drew, will you come shopping with me?"
So Drew put down his books and followed Megan to the shops around town, watching her try on a number of slutty little dresses in dark black or silver that hugged and shaped her pert body in different ways.
After hours of this, Drew was tired and wanted to go home and masturbate, but Megan had other plans.
"Let's get you a tux, little man," she said, heading towards a men's suits store.
"What? A tux? I wasn't invited Megan."
"Don't be silly!" she shouted, "Drew, you're obviously coming. I get a plus one, and everyone I would want to see there will be already invited. Everybody except you!"
Drew felt a warmth spread in his chest. This was one of the nicest things Megan had ever done for him.
Across campus, Leah was sitting in the lounge of her sorority, chatting with her friend Mackenzie and watching Ariella pace through the room.
"This is such bullshit!" Ariella exclaimed, the Italian beauty stopping around the room with her long legs.
"Spencer is leaving ME?!" she yelled again, "That chicken shit white boy is dumping all this?!" She gestured at her flat stomach, olive-oil skin, and perky breasts.
"You did cheat on him," Leah said knowingly, "Like a lot. Like all the time."
"So? He never knew about that. He doesn't even know now!"
"Ariella, you're a rich, beautiful, European model," Leah said with composure, "And you always thought that Spencer was weak and stupid. You'll find someone better."
"Don't you get it?" she said, practically screaming at Leah, "I liked that he was weak and stupid. There's nothing better in this world than a weak and stupid man who doesn't notice that you've been cheating on him with every black man in sight."
Leah giggled, but this was no joke to Ariella. She was serious, and starting to cry.
"Oh my god," Leah said, going to comfort her friend, "I'm so sorry."
There was a knock on the door. Mackenzie opened it and Phillip, one of the Alpha Delta brothers, entered.
"Ladies!" he said with a grin, "Ariella, Leah, Mackenzie... So good to see you fine women this afternoon."
He leaned in and gave them each a big kiss on the lips, lingering especially on Ariella and squeezing her close to him.
"Phillip," Ariella said, blushing, "How are you? What's up?"
"I came by to invite you to the Gala," he said, producing a pile of envelopes for these women and the other sisters in the house.
Ariella's eyes turned from sullen to electric.
"Amazing!" she shouted, kissing Phillips once each on the cheek in the European style, "Last year was so fun, I was blacked out before dinner, and blacked before dessert!"
"I'm looking forward to seeing you freshmen," Phillip said, looking at Leah and Mackenzie closely.
"Sounds great," Leah said, reading the envelope.
"I have more to deliver, but you ladies stay fine," he said, and left.
"Girls, the Gala is the best time of the year," Ariella said, her mood entirely reversed, "You're going to have so much fun, I swear."
"Sweetheart," Leah said to Ariella tenderly, "I'm sure it's a fun party, but we were talking about your break up. You were upset, remember?"
"Oh right, that asshole," Ariella said, "I don't give a fuck about him. I'm going to be wasted and fucked so soon he doesn't even matter."
Leah glanced skeptically at the giddy goddess Ariella. There was no way she was actually over Spencer like she claimed. Ariella skipped gleefully up the stairs to her bedroom.
"What do you think?" she asked Mackenzie.
"Ariella never cared about that white boy," Mackenzie said, "She'll be fine. Look at you. You were dating what's-his-name for so long, and now you have that hunky arm candy Darius and plenty of wonderful black dick in your life. I mean, she'll be over him the second a big dick presses into her skull, which knowing Ariella, is probably happening in the next fifteen minutes."
Leah thought it over. It sounded right.
Over the next week, Leah and the girls prepared for the gala. They had fashion designers come into the house with trunks full of dresses for them to try own. The sorority house was full of women in half-dressed states, showing off white flesh in different elegant gowns.
They hired a team of beauticians to do makeup that night, and everyone took instagram pictures with their chest pressed out and their asses waving like big juicy peaches.
Leah was enjoying it. After her leave of absence, she was amazed at how quickly the girls took her back in. She loved her sisters, and she loved how naughty they could be. Just like she had Darius, each of her white sisters had a man or two on the side to waggle a big chocolate dick in her face before bed.
Leah had assumed that her date would be Darius, but the day before, when she brought it up, he laughed in her face.
"I ain't bringing a date," he said, "No fucking way, The whole place will be white girls craving black dick. I'm going to sample the buffet."
"But sweetie," Leah said, "Don't you want to screw me in front of all your football friends?"
"Fuck yes I do," he said, "And that's going to happen even though you're not my date!"
Leah frowned, disappointed. All the other sorority girls had convinced their beaus to take them as their arm candy.
Instead of fighting with Darius, Leah went to the gym to sweat away her anger. She ran through her workout at double speed, lifted more than she had lifted before, and then did it again before she was ready to stop.
As she approached the showers, her body too sore to be upset, she looked up from her phone and saw a face she hadn't seen in a while.
"Hey, Pete," she said, waving shortly at the tall black man.
"Leah, Leah, Leah," Pete said, shaking his head, "It's been a long time, missie. You been avoiding me?"
She giggled. When she first met the tall forceful man, she had been a monogamous white girl in love with her white man. He had shown her something new, something hotter and earth shattering, and she had scolded him for it.
"I heard you broke up with that limp dick fucker," he said, referring to Drew.
"Yeah," she said, rolling her eyes, "Old news."
"You still fine as fuck," he said, "I gotta be honest: I beat off to that video of you more times than I can count."
Leah laughed. It had been ages since anyone reminded her of that stupid video.
"Well good," she said, "I feel like I owe you an apology. And at least I gave you that."
"Shit, you can give me more," he said, gesturing to the locker room, "Get that sweet ass in there with me."
Leah nodded, and walked into the locker room with Pete. She peeled off her yoga pants, and sports bra, until she was a naked sprightly body covered in sweat and steam.
"Damn, you still fine," Pete said, smacking her ass with his open palm. Leah giggled like a school girl.
Leah stepped into the hot open showers, and immediately Pete shoved her naked body against the cold tiled wall. Leah didn't have a moment to think before he spread her legs and plunged his hard cock inside her.
"Oh fuck!" Leah exclaimed, the familiar dick probing her insides and retreating wet and sticky, "Fuck that's good."
"You did miss me," he said, shoving himself back in. He pressed Leah's face hard against the wall, so that she couldn't even breathe, nevertheless moan as loudly as her body demanded.
Pete picked up speed, reaching deeper inside Leah with greater intensity. Leah felt her sore body begin to crumble, but she was held up against the wall by Pete's fat appendage and rough grasp.
"Shit!" she yelled as he smacked her ass again.
Leah hadn't been fucked like this in months. Darius had been much more interested in her blowjob skills than treating her ripe pussy. And most of the creeps who approached her saw that big bubble butt and immediately wanted to split that open.
As she creamed herself again on the base off Pete's cock, her mind glowed with new possibilities.
"Pete," she managed to cry between breaths, "Are you... ugh, ohmygod!... going to the gala?"
"Fuck yes," he said, "That place is like all you can eat white girl."
"Will you—oh fuck!— go with me?"
"Shit Leah, you don't want to go with me. You just drunk on this dick."
"I don't—ugh!— care, please fuck me and take me the gala, oh my god!"
Pete laughed and shot his load in her pussy. Leah felt the creeping warmth of his cum soaking her insides.
Leah slid down the wall into a pile on the floor, like a splatter of scum.
"Take me to the gala," she begged again, oozing cum from her snatch.
"Fuck, you still want me to take you? Maybe you are serious."
"Please," she begged, "I'll do anything. I just don't want to go alone."
She was beginning to cry, to Pete's and her own surprise.
"Shit, fine, okay," he said, waving his dick to get the last drops of cum out and onto her bare ass, "I'll take you."
Leah sighed in relief. He wandered off to take a real shower, and she stood up to do the same.
As she bathed, Leah felt a warm tingle inside, and not just from the cum flowing inside her.
Chapter 60: The Gala
Leah had the perfect dress ready for the gala. Metallic silver, and long, with a sharp cut down her midriff that showed off her perky breasts and her tight stomach. When she spun around, the light glistened off her shining bubble butt like a silver dollar. Especially in her ridiculous high heels.
She wore her long hair parted to the side, straightened, and had a makeup artist from the sorority house give her the final touches. When she saw herself in the mirror at her half naked dress, she looked hot.
All the girls were taking a series of limos they rented to the venue. But Leah had other plans. Pete had asked her to come to his place and he would take her over. Leah had no problem with that arrangement. True be told, she had never been hornier. She wanted to show up at Pete's in her unforgettable dress and be completely fucked by that big black dick before the night even began.
Instead, she found him undressed in his pajamas eating cheetos.
"Come on!" she shouted, looking at the clock, "The gala starts soon. Why aren't you ready?"
"Calm down bitch!" Pete said harshly, "I'll get ready."
Frustrated, Leah sat with her arms crossed in his chair for another hour while he lazily got ready.
When she saw him in his tux, perfectly fit against his tight muscular, she felt herself getting wet again. Leah wasn't wearing any panties, and she wanted to flash him her pussy and see what he thought.
"Let's go," he said, without even looking at her, "You drive."
"Drive?" she asked, "You don't have a limo?"
"Bitch, get the fuck in the driver's seat and take us there."
Leah did as she was told. It wasn't easy navigating the pedals with her stiletto heels.
She looked over at Pete and noticed he had taken his cock out of the fly of his pants.
"You gotta drive stick," he said knowingly, waving the thing at her.
Without missing a beat, horny Leah took the big black cock in her right hand and kept her eyes on the road. She stroked it a few times, then lifted her hand up to her mouth and loudly spat into it.
With her slippery palm, she stroked Pete's dick even faster. She wrapped her fingers around the lip of his cock, feeling his twist in his seat as she induced a stronger erection.
"I'll pull over here," she said, putting on her blinker, "You have to fuck me."
"Bitch, no!" he shouted, "You can jerk me off, but I'm saving my first load for the bitches there."
Leah looked at him, eyes wide in incredulity.
"I thought I was your date. Why aren't you going to fuck me?"
"Bitch, I'll fuck you later."
Leah's pussy pulsed with desire for the big cock she had in her hand, but he refused. She continued to jerk him off, giving him a pulse of endorphins that she hoped would change his mind.
They didn't. She parked the car and Pete zipped up his fly and went inside.
Drew and Megan had arrived on time, and were sipping champagne and eating hors d'oevres with the other attendees. Drew was conflicted: on one hand, Megan looked so shimmeringly sexy in her tight pink dress that he couldn't keep his eyes off her thick waist and butt. On the other, he kept anxiously looking around the room to see if Leah was there.
What he saw was something else: he was the only white boy in the room. Everyone else attending the gala was either a black man or a white female.
"Relax," Megan said, stuffing a shrimp popper into his mouth, "I know you feel out of place, but I invited you."
Drew didn't relax. Instead, he kept scanning the room for Leah, or checking out Megan's ass.
He was startled when a thick black arm slammed into the back of his neck and started patting his back with vigour.
"Drew, my man!" Darius shouted, "What the fuck is up? Why are you even here?"
"I'm here with Megan," Drew said timidly extending his hand.
"Hey there sweetheart," Darius said, taking Megan in his arm and giving her a long kiss hello. He even reached and grabbed one of Megan's perky ass cheeks that Drew had been staring at.
Megan let out a moan from her lips as they broke.
"Hey tiger," she said, staring into his eyes, and Drew found himself growing sweaty. But they were interrupted.
A man in a suit announced that everyone should take their seats for dinner. Leah was still nowhere to be found.
They entered a large ballroom with long rectangular tables arranged in a U-shape. Each place was set with fine silverware and china, and a small card with each guest's name in cursive script.
Megan found her chair at the far end, and beside it, a little placard that just said it was for Megan's guest. But as Drew went to sit down, Darius shoved him out of the way.
"I think I'm supposed to sit there," Drew said nervously.
"Come on man, I got to sit with this fine lady you got here."
"Okay, well, where is your seat? If we have to trade, then..."
"Oh shit, I didn't RSVP for this shit. There's no way they have a seat for me."
"Drew, sweetie," Megan said helpfully, "Just sit on the floor under the table. I mean, I know you're my guest, but you're the only white boy here. Wouldn't it be racist if you didn't let a black man have a seat at the table of his own party?"
Megan pressed the crown of Drew's head, forcing him to his knees to crawl under the table cloth and sit there on the carpet.
To his advantage, he could now see up Megan's dress. Her wet spread pussy mesmerized him as he stared.
Then, he watched Megan's delicate fingers trace the outline of the chair and walk over to Darius's meaty legs. She undid the fly, and out flopped Darius's long fat cock, inches from Drew's face once again.
Drew smelled the stench of their genitalia as Megan oozed arousal onto her seat. She grasped Darius's cock, which was thicker than her wrist and too long to contain with one hand. Nevertheless, she continued stroking it.
Darius's cock grew hard under the table. It's black, purple head pulsed right next to Drew's eyeballs. A small drop of precum dripped out onto Drew's shoe.
Outside, Leah and Pete finally entered to find the lobby empty. They raced into the dining room, where everyone turned around to see the late-comers enter the dining room. Leah blushed bright red as Pete strolled in and took his seat at the table.
The waiters came around and served salads, but Leah wasn't interested in eating. She nuzzled Pete's neck, kissed his face, and whispered in his ear that she was dying for him to fuck her.
"Calm down, bitch," he said, and turned to talk to his friend on the other side.
Leah made eye contact across the table with Megan. She waved, and Megan used her free hand to wave back. Leah noticed she was sitting next to Darius, and a pang of jealousy shot up through her body. She needed to show him that she was okay, that she had Pete and she was as hot and attractive as she truly was.
"Kiss me," she whispered desperately into Pete's ear, "I need to make my friend jealous."
"Who the fuck do you mean?" Pete said, spinning around. Leah shot a glance at Megan with a roll of her eyes.
"Damn, that is one fine little honey," Pete said, "That petite little white girl looks like she could use some black dick."
"You have got to be kidding me," Leah said, losing breath, "Why are you looking at her? I thought you said you would fuck me?"
"Holy shit, bitch, you are a mess!" Pete shouted.
"Please fuck me!" she begged, too loudly so that her neighbors could hear her, "I'll do anything."
"Anything?" Pete said, looking her fine body up and down, "Alright. I'll fuck you when you've sucked every dick in this room."
"What?" Leah said, taken aback.
"Just do it, bitch," Pete said, and stood up to go talk to Megan.
Leah wasn't sure if he was serious. But just to be sure, she reached her slender arm to her left-side neighbor and pressed her hand against his cock. It was large and black, even if it wasn't Pete's.
"What you getting at, white girl?" he said, glancing down.
"I want to put your cock in my mouth," she told him, "Please please, put your cock in my mouth."
And she got down on her knees, crawled beneath the table, and began sucking this man off.
His dick was thicker than she was used to, and it stretched the corners of her mouth. But her pussy was on fire, and she felt like if she didn't get some black dick in her cunt soon, she might explode.
With her expert tongue, she had the man cumming in no time. Used to the pumping of cum into her mouth, Leah gulped down his load and then licked his shaft clean.
Without missing a beat, Leah crawled on her hands and knees to the next man, and poked her head up from between his legs to meet his eyes.
She didn't even have to say anything. The man just grinned and shoved her head back down, opening his own fly and putting his rank cock inside her mouth.
"There's always one of these sluts every year," he said to himself, shaking his head as Leah gave him expert fellatio.



Drew was on the other side of the "U", and was too vividly watching the handjob Megan was giving right before his eyes to notice the sucking and slurping right beyond the bend.
Megan, with a cock in her hand, was happy to see the tall sexy Pete approaching her, and smiled. He fist-bumped Darius, and looked down to see that Megan was already hard at work at one black dick.
"Shit, you already getting it," he said to Darius, and the ten men laughed.
"Nah man, I can share."
"Let's take this bitch out to my car then. I bet we have some fun."
So Pete reached down to Megan's thick hips and lifted her up like she was nothing. And Darius followed the slut out to the car where he and his friend were going to double team her pussy until that slit was so stretched it would never be the same.
As she was in the distance, Megan made one last eye contact with Drew under the table, and blew him a kiss. Drew sighed, but figured he could at least sit up and join the table.
Until... another body crashed into him, and Drew looked up to see the love of his life, mascara starting to run, and cum dripping from both sides of her mouth down her chin.
"Leah," he said, stupefied, eyes wide and unable to say anything more.
Leah was so delirious and emotional that when she saw Drew sitting there, under the table, her heart shattered into a million pieces.
And instead of saying anything, she just leaned in and kissed him. Even though she had semen running her face, she grabbed Drew's head and stuck her tongue down her throat, savoring the feeling of going back to her old lover.
"Leah," Drew said, surprised and confused, but starting to feel warm and fuzzy.
"Drew, I love you," Leah said, kissing him again, "I always have. I failed you, we went to college and I broke up with you just like I said I would never do."
"It's okay, Leah, you had needs. I told you, I am learning about that from Megan, and—"
"So what if I have needs? That doesn't mean we can't still be together. I know you can accept it."
"Accept it..." Drew repeated, thinking it over in his head.
"You mean that you would still have sex? With other guys?"
"Of course," Leah said, drying her eyes, "Black guys, obviously. They're just bigger. But I'd do it knowing that at the end of the night, I could still go home to you."
Drew didn't have to think it over. He smiled, and that was all he needed to show.
She gave him another big smooch. Despite the emotions of the moment, Drew was still rock hard at feeling Leah's warm body in his arms.
"Pete and Darius took Megan out to his car," Drew said, glancing out.
"Oh my god," Leah said, her pussy on fire with that news, "I have to go join them."
"I understand."
"Meet you at the sorority house afterward?"
"Sure."
She kissed him one last time, and held his fingers tenderly, before racing off to the car to get double teamed with her friend.
Drew crawled out slowly from under the table, and walked out the doors into the night air.
He looked up at the sky, and felt like he might have finally found his place.
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When Lucas was a Junior, he became a leader of his fraternity. His support among the brotherhood was strong, not just because of his funny jokes and raging ability to throw a party, but because of the stories. Everyone knew Lucas was swimming in MILF pussy, and that he had the special ability to make an older woman's panties slide down her legs and open up for him to enjoy.
And you know what they say: with great power comes great responsibility. So Lucas would sponsor events for the younger brothers: camping trips, vacations, study sessions. Pretty much everything was just another excuse to drink beer and shoot the shit, so it didn't matter what it was to him.
For Spring Break that year, Lucas offered to drive down the coast with however many brothers could fit in his broken down shitty car. That number was three plus him. Within moments of offering the ride to the group chat, he had three sophomores who eagerly agreed to join him on the trip.
Lucas didn't know these guys very well, but they seemed chill. Arnold, Benny, and Charlie wanted to join Lucas in taking the ride, and that was alright with him.
"I don't care where we end up driving, boys," Lucas announced on the morning of the trip, "As long as we drink and find some pussy."
"We've all heard the stories, man," Arnold said, "And we know what kind of pussy you like."
"Yeah, they don't call you the 'mother fucker' for nothing," Benny added.
"That might be true, boys," Lucas said proudly, "But pussy is pussy. I'm down to hit the beaches and find some drunk sluts who need a little company in bed. I'm sure that's fine by you."
They ended up spending their first night at a hole in the wall hotel on the beach. They hadn't even gotten very far from the campus's proximity, but Lucas wanted to treat the guys to a night of heavy drinking on the beach to create a bond.
Three bottles of tequila later, everyone was having a good time. It didn't matter that they were just four guys together at a table without any women. They were all pals.
"You know man," Charlie slurred drunkenly, "I'm so glad we are doing this. Because the three of us have been friends for so long and we started out this year terrified of you."
"Charlie!" Benny yelled, "Shut the fuck up!"
"Let him go on, don't be embarrassed," Lucas asked, intrigued.
"Nah man, don't worry about Charlie here," Arnold said, "He's just drunk. Ignore him."
"I ain't drunk," Charlie slurred, "And come one guys, Lucas is cool now. We know him."
"Why were you scared, Charlie?" Lucas asked.
The sophomore hiccuped.
"Because of the whole mom thing," he said.
Lucas looked around the table as the other guys hid their heads in shame. They were hiding something.
Lucas stood up and slammed his fists on the table. The three boys cowered back instinctively. Charlie, who a moment ago had been calm and relaxed, now looked terrified.
The older student marched everyone back to their hotel room and opened his laptop. He told each of them to sit down at the computer and do whatever it took: Facebook, Instagram, iCloud. He needed to see a picture of each of their moms, and he needed it now.
The three boys did exactly like they were told. All were too scared to disobey the towering man screaming their orders. Side by side, they pulled up three distinct images, and then Lucas sat down to have a lot.
"Well I'll be damned," he said, licking his lips. "MILFs, each and every one."
Arnold's mom Alexandra was pale with wavy black hair, and a pair of the heaviest tits Lucas had ever seen. Benny's mom Britney was fit with rock hard abs and an ass that looked like she had stuffed an airbag in her shorts. And sweet little Charlie's mom Catherine looked like a Playboy model: perfectly styled blonde hair, fuck-me blue eyes, and long legs that made Lucas's draw drop to the floor.
"Interesting," Lucas said, laughing, "Very interesting."
"Please," Arnold said suddenly, begging on his hands and knees, "Just leave them alone. We know you're a good guy, and we can just go back to being bros."
"Shut up," Benny whispered, nervously.
"Relax," Lucas said, "It's okay. I'm not going to do anything."
But Lucas tucked those MILF images into his head for later. He was starting to think of a plan...
They drove down the coast the next morning. At first, the car was silent, but Lucas played some tunes and got everyone laughing and in good spirits.
That night, they got dressed up and went to a bar on the beach. Four beautiful women in their mid-20s sat at a table with them, and they said they wished the guys in college when they were there were as funny and cute as Lucas and the gang.
Needless to say, they fucked. Each of the girls brought their dates back to each of their apartments to stay the night. Lucas fucked all night, slamming into her pussy and asshole as she moaned his name. When it was done, the bitch made him breakfast and he rejoined his friends.
But at their hotel room, Lucas found not only the brothers, but one of the girls from last night. It was Arnold's girl, a nice plump brunette with a fat chest. It was hard to articulate, but the fact that Arnold had brought the girl back with him really bugged Lucas. Why couldn't Arnold just fuck the girl and leave, like he and the others had?
"Hey Lucas," Arnold said, "Mind if we give Tina a ride back down the coast? She had been planning to take a bus, but I figured why not us?"
This bugged Lucas even more. But it wasn't like he had a reason to say no, so they all piled into the car.
The drive was long. The three younger students fell asleep in the back, with Tina twiddling silently with her wrists in the front with Lucas. At one point, she turned around to make sure everyone else was asleep.
"Hey," she said to Lucas, "Your friend back there told me a bit about you last night. Sounds like you're a lot of fun."
Lucas looked off the road over to Tina. Was she hitting on him?
"Fuck yea I'm fun," he said boldly, "Why don't you find out just how much fun I am?"
Without missing a beat, Tina reached in between Lucas's legs and pulled out his dick. She held it in her hand for a moment and stared at his eyes, then she tied back her hair and leaned forward into Lucas's lap.
Getting road head from a busty chick like Tina sure helped with Lucas's mood. He fucked her face and let her take every inch of his cock. The boys in the back didn't notice a thing.
"You're huge," Tina said between slurps on his cock. Lucas kept his hands steady on the road.
"I know," Lucas said cockily, and shoved her head back down to do her business.
He shot his load down her throat. She was a true slut, and swallowed everything he gave her. She sat back up and wiped some semen off her chin with the back of her hand.
"That was fun," she said, glancing back, "I think it's hot that you don't care that I'm supposed to be with your friend. You just want your dick sucked."
"That's right," Lucas said, "If some guy's bitch wants to fuck me, that's not my problem."
Lucas kept driving and thinking about what he just said. He looked back at the sleeping Arnold, who had been pissing him off all day.
"You want to hear something really hot?" he said to Tina, who nodded eagerly. He leaned over and whispered his plan in her ear.
When they got to Tina's destination, Lucas woke everyone up. Tina, as Lucas had instructed, asked Arnold if he wanted to grab dinner, just the two of them.
Arnold was smitten with Tina's curvy body and sultry voice, so he said yes.
"Don't worry buddy," Lucas said with a devious grin, "We'll keep busy and come get you tomorrow."
Lucas sped off with Benny and Charlie in the back seat, dizzy from sleeping so much.
"Guys, we got a mission here," Lucas announced, "So let's cut to the chase. I'm sure you guys want to bang Arnold's hot ass mom as much as I do."
Benny and Charlie looked at each other for a moment, then glanced back at Lucas and nodded.
"Fuck yes. She's so fucking hot. I was hoping you'd help us bang her."
"Damn straight, Lucas. Let's do it, I'll show you where she lives."
It was only a short drive on the freeway to Arnold's hometown, where Lucas and company pulled right up to Alexandra's home and rang the doorbell.
She answered the door in a tank top that left all of her big tits jiggling and shaking. She hugged Benny and Charlie a familiar hello, and they introduced her to Lucas. With a smug grin, he shook her hand, but she went in for a hug.
"My, you are strong!" she exclaimed, and Lucas took the chance to slide his hand down her hips and reach right around to her ass. Alexandra either didn't notice or didn't care as the young man took a squeeze of his friend's beautiful mom's ass.
She brought them in for drinks and sat them at the table.
"Sorry to drop by unannounced like this," Benny said, "We actually came because we wanted to put together a surprise for Arnold. We need to get in his bedroom and get onto his computer. It's complicated to get into, but we're going to upgrade his data so that when he comes home next break, he'll be so surprised and love what we've done." All this was a total lie, but Alexandra bought it.
"Sure thing boys," she said, and Benny and Charlie got up to ostensibly head to Arnold's room.
"I'd be happy to stay here and keep you company," Lucas offered to the buxom MILF.
Alexandra thanked him and sat down on the couch. Lucas gave her the same story he told all mothers: how good he was doing in school, and how excellent their sons were.
"Arnold is lucky to have a friend as talented and handsome as you are," Alexandra said.
Bingo, Lucas thought.
At this point of the seduction, sometimes Lucas would just pull out his cock. The horny MILFs were usually so buttered up and soaked down in their panties that they'd see his big staff and jump right onto it. But Lucas was having fun playing with Arnold's MILF, and wanted to take his time.
"Say, would you mind if I did some laundry? I haven't been home and my clothes could use a wash."
"Of course dear, absolutely! I have missed doing little Arnie's laundry ever since he left from school. I probably have a shirt you can wear while your clothes are in the—"
But Lucas didn't wait for Alexandra to get him a shirt. Instead, he stripped down to his boxers right there in the living room. He could hear the MILF's panties moisten as she glanced up and down his muscular body. Her chest was beating, her breasts heaving. Lucas was getting close.
"Let me just, uh, put these in the machine," Alexandra said nervously.
"Don 't forget these," Lucas said, and slipped down his boxers and placed them right into the MILF's hand.
Rather than chastise him or scream, Alexandra's face flushed with sweat, and she stood up from the couch like there was nothing unusual going on. She placed the items in the wash and came back to find the nude Lucas lounging on her couch.
"Why don't you have a seat next to me," Lucas invited, and Alexandra placed herself right up on the couch, so her back was against Lucas's bare shoulders.
She flicked on the TV, but Lucas could feel her eyes keep glancing down at his exposed thick package. He was keeping his eyes on her breasts, which were straining to pop out of that tank top she was wearing.
"Hey can I ask you something?" Lucas finally said.
"Sure," Alexandra said, "What is it?"
"You have a son, so I'm sure you know about raising boys and different issues. I could never talk about stuff like that with my mom, so I was wondering if I could ask you."
"Uh, yeah," Alexandra said, trying to disguise how eager she was to answer his questions.
"Well, it's just, ever since going to college, I've tried to be with a number of women, but they all keep saying that I'm too big. That they're scared."
Alexandra burst into laughter. "Too big? God, there's nothing of the sort."
"What do you mean?" Lucas asked, playing dumb.
"I'm just saying, most of the men I've been with have had the opposite problem."
"Are you saying Arnold isn't like this?"
"My son? For starters, his father isn't half the man you are downstairs. And last time Arnold was home and he was lounging around like a bum in his gym shorts, I sure as hell would have noticed if he was packing anything close to the beast you're wielding."
She leaned over and squeezed it in her hand.
"You should be proud of that thing. A real woman who knows what she's doing would take advantage of that thing and have the ride of her life.
"Well," Lucas said, "Why don't you show me?"
He gently pressed on Alexandra's head and guided it down to his crotch. He could feel her hot breath on his shaft as she approached it. Without effort, she parted her lips and took him into her mouth.
She sucked his dick with skill, getting him all slicked up. But this was just foreplay. It was clear from the wet spot on the couch that she wanted to be fucked.
When he was hard and standing at attention, Lucas pulled the MILF off his dick and ripped off her shirt. It sent her breasts tumbling out, jiggling and settling into their round bulbous shape.
From upstairs, the two friends gazed down over the staircase at Alexandra's exposed breasts and cheered silently. They had always wanted to see their friend's moms enormous bosom in the flesh.
"I'm so wet for you," Alexandra whispered, and Lucas felt down her skirt. She was soaked.
He laid back down and let her crawl on top of him. With her big breasts dangling in his face, she grabbed his cock from between her legs and stuck it in. She immediately gushed out a moan in pleasure.
"Fuck!" she shouted, and began to bounce up on his cock. Lucas enjoyed the weight of her big breasts slapping him in the face.
Up on the stairs, the two friends began to jerk off. How could they not enjoy the view of Lucas the legendary MILF fucker splitting Alexandra open like a watermelon?
The two bodies fucked and sweated all afternoon. Lucas took a turn spinning her over face down on the couch and pounding her wet cooch from behind. He fucked her tits and slammed his cockhead against her chin with such force it sent her glasses flying across the room.
Benny and Charlie stroked endlessly, rock hard and dripping their pre-cum and saliva down the wooden stairs in front of them. They didn't care that they were leaving a disgusting puddle on the floor when they had front row tickets to the best show of their lives.
Alexandra came again and again, drenching her couch cushions in her pungent emissions. Lucas kept his pace and slammed away, but he knew his balls were getting ready for an enormous eruption.
"Fuck, I can't take it!" she shouted as she came off another orgasm, "This cock is amazing!"
Lucas spun her down to the floor and lodged his cock deep in her throat. Only then did he start to cum. He shot seven clean shots of cum into her belly, and then dragged his cock out of her mouthing dripping sloppy drops of jizz onto her big shaking breasts.
Alexandra greedily licked his shaft and her hands, trying to swallow everything.
In the other room, the bell of the laundry and dryer rang. Alexandra stood up and retrieved Lucas's clothes for him. While he got dressed, she just stared. Her hair was a mess, her tits sticky with cum, and large red marks crossed her hips from where Lucas had held her as he fucked her from behind.
"Well, Alexandra," he said, zipping up his fly, "It was a pleasure meeting you."
"The pleasure was mine," she said, still drooling at his abs.
"Come on boys," Lucas called upstairs, "Let's go."
Benny and Charlie nervously bumbled down the stairs. They gazed sheepishly at Alexandra's nude, well fucked body.
"Bye boys," she said with no modesty, waving goodbye to her son's friends. The two younger boys were oggling her bare skin unabashedly as Lucas headed out.
"I hope you boys didn't leave too much of a mess for me to clean upstairs," Alexandra said knowingly, "You know, I used to have to wash the sticky couch twice whenever you would sleep over, you little devils."
"Uhh, sorry about that," they said apologetically.
"Don't be. It was my pleasure now that you brought this friend of yours. You all come back any time now."
The boys piled back into the car and drove away.
Everyone was exhausted from the fucking, so they stopped at a hotel. Benny and Charlie made the excuse that they would go back and pick up Arnold tomorrow, but Lucas knew they were never going back for that guy.
The next day, the three guys drove further down the coast. Benny and Charlie had enjoyed watching Arnold's mom getting fucked, but now that the initial glow had faded, they began to worry they had unleashed a monster in Lucas.
"Hey man," Benny said, "Why don't we turn around and get Arnold?"
"Yeah," Charlie added, "It's not too late, we can still reach him by the end of the day."
This was the third time Benny or Charlie had suggested going back, and each time Lucas had said to shut up.
Instead, Lucas pulled the car over and parked it on the side of the highway. He turned off the ignition and walked back and swung open the door to the backseat. With his strength, it was easy for him to pull Benny and Charlie out by their shirt collars and toss them onto the grass besides the highway.
"Here's the deal, fuckers," Lucas said sternly, "Only one of you is getting back in this car. And I think you know where we're going once the door is shut and one of you is left out on the side of the road here."
Instinctively, the two boys froze. They each pictured Lucas's impressive body fucking the shit out of their respective moms. But Benny was faster. He shoved his friend out of the way and jumped into the car and shut the door closed.
"Very well, Charlie-boy," Lucas said laughing, "Looks like your friend has decided for you."
Without another word, Lucas got back into the car and sped away, leaving Charlie on the side of the road.
"Thank god," Benny said, "I knew it. Let's go find Charlie's mom, I promise you she's even hotter than Arnold's. I've been jerking off to her since I learned how to do it."
"Just put the address into the maps," Lucas asked, and Benny dutifully tapped away at the phone.
Once he had the address to Charlie's mom's house, Lucas closed the phone and stopped the car. He swung open the back door and with one shove, he launched poor Benny out onto the curb.
"Hope you enjoy Charlie and I visiting your mom," he said to Benny as he turned around and sped back towards the other boy.
He found Charlie walking not too far, and got him back in. He told him that it had been a prank, and the Benny was an asshole, and they should track down sexy Britney and see if she wanted a ride of Lucas's impressive big dick.
Just like his friend, Charlie happily betrayed the address of the beautiful unsuspecting MILF. It wasn't more than an hour away.
When they got to Britney's house, she was outside doing yoga in the front yard. She was wearing only a tiny sports bra that strained under the weight of her tits, and sweat dripped down her cleavage. She greeted the familiar Charlie with a hug.
Britney said she was planning to go down the street to get a protein shake, so Lucas offered to drive her. On the way, with Charlie in the backseat, he told Britney how good she looked and how fit she was.
"Oh you're too kind," she said, blushing, "You must be no stranger to the gym yourself."
Lucas went over his various workout plans with Britney. He said he was good at everything except pull ups, and that he could never get the technique right.
"Oh please, that's easy," Britney bragged.
At the protein shake place, Charlie and Lucas couldn't stop staring at the juggle of her ass in her tight yoga pants. Only when she turned around and they got a glimpse of her chest did anything startle them away.



Back at her home, Britney offered to show Lucas how to do a proper pull up. Meanwhile, Charlie used the same line about the computer that he had used at Arnold's.
She had a pull up bar in the backyard, and Lucas positioned himself on it.
"There you go," she said, sliding her hands on his own to show him how to angle her elbows.
"Then just lift," she said, But Lucas strategically angled his hips against the adjacent wall, which snagged his shorts as intended. As Lucas vaulted up, his pants stayed in the same place, sliding right down his thighs and hanging off his legs.
"Oh jeez!" he shouted in faux-embarrassment. His big soft dick was swinging exposed.
"My my!" Britney said laughing, "You've got an enormous cock!"
"Thanks," Lucas said, playing off her energy, "It's probably why it's so hard to do a pull up. The weight and everything."
"Please, it can't be that heavy," Britney said, grabbing it in her hand. She squeezed his cock until a little bit of pre-cum oozed from the tip."
"Wow, it is pretty heavy," she said, "But you don't have to pull up with breasts. That's where I've got you beat." She shook her big tits in her bra and watched them jiggle.
"How heavy are they?" Lucas asked, and Britney proudly strut out her chest for the young man to feel.
As Lucas groped and cupped the big breasts of Benny's mom, his cock began to rise. After a minute of squeezing, he was poking the confident Britney directly in her muscular thigh.
"I think you're in need of some post-workout relief," she suggested.
"I was about to say the same thing," Lucas said.
Lucas thrust his cock between her thighs and the MILF squeezed tight. Lucas shimmied down her tight pants and shoved himself immediately into her wetness.
Britney's muscular fuck had Lucas panting. He was used to hot girls frantically taking his cock, but Britney was surprisingly talkative.
"Fuck me harder you big prick stud!"
Inside, the lone Charlie beat his meat to the shit of Britney's jiggling tits swaying in the outdoor air.
"Fuck! I can't believe my son has a friend with a prick this big. I'm gushing!" And she came all over Lucas's thighs.
Lucas pumped away at Britney in the heat of the summer sun. He was getting a tan out here while Britney's tight pussy milked his cock with tight suction.
"I want you to cum on my breasts," she begged, "Cover me you fucking stud!"
Lucas did exactly that. He sprayed hot loads of jism directly down her cleavage, with flecks flying into her open mouth and even into her tan belly button.
"Jesus," she said, panting, "Good thing my son isn't here to see this." Cum dripped off her breasts into the grass beside her.
Inside, Charlie had coated the glass sliding doors with his own sticky seed. The nude Britney went up to the kitchen and handed him a roll of paper towels and a bottle of windex and told him to get scrubbing.
"Your friend had the decency to finish his business outside," she said, unknowingly dripping cum off her dangling breasts onto the house tile, "And you had to make a mess in here?"
"Sorry about that," Charlie said, scrubbing.
Before they left, Britney leaned in and gave Lucas a long and passionate kiss, which made Charlie's boner start to grow again. But then, when one last cup of her breasts, Lucas was back in the car and they were driving away.
It was two days later when they reached the bottom most tip of the beach. There, there was a raging Spring Break party that was exactly where some frat guys like Lucas and Charlie might want to end up.
Lucas rented a private boat to head out for a day of sun and waves with a group of babes they met down there. The girls were giddy and drunk, and everyone was having a good time. Charlie was totally oblivious to Lucas's grinning devious smile.
They reached a sandbar far off the coast where Lucas dared Charlie to wade in the water. But the second he got off the boat, Lucas revved the engine and took off with all of the babes on board.
"See you eventually man!" Lucas yelled, "I'll tell your hot fucking mom we had a good time!"
The girls giggled at the cruelty of leaving Charlie stranded out here.
After a night with four of the babes in his bed, Lucas buckled up the empty car and returned to the map entry for Charlie's bombshell MILF Catherine.
With no friend to make the introduction, Lucas knocked on Catherine's door cold. From the look of her picture, the blonde perfect-10 MILF wouldn't be hard to get into bed.
"Hey there," he said, "I'm a friend of your son Charlie's. I was passing through and he said that I could stay here for the night in his old bedroom. I'm sorry to impose, but a hotel would be expensive, and it's getting late to hit the road."
"Of course!" Catherine said smiling, "Not a problem at all. Any friend of Charlie's is welcome in this home anytime. Let me introduce you to his sister, Lisa."
"Hey there," said a beautiful young woman who looked just like her mom, "Nice to meet you." She reached over and grabbed one of Lucas's prominent biceps.
Fuck, Lucas thought to himself, this is like a bonus!
Lucas offered to help cook dinner in thanks, and used some ingredients to make a delicious meal for the three of them. He told captivating stories about times with Charlie that were complete and total lies.
"Wow!" Catherine exclaimed, "Charlie really fell face first into the pool after trying to kiss the sorority girl?"
"It was hysterical," Lucas said with a grin.
"Sounds like him," Lisa said laughing. "Mom, you never believed me when I told you that he hits on all my friends. He even pulled out his little worm dick at my sleepover the other month."
"Lisa!" Catherine shouted, "Don't tell lies about your brother. I am sure he is perfectly endowed."
"Sorry to break it to you, but he's not," Lucas said proudly, "As a brother in his frat, we've had some wild skinny dipping nights and Charlie's the smallest of the lot."
Lisa giggled at the anecdote, proving her right in front of her mom.
"Jesus, that's so sad," Catherine said, "I didn't realize my son was such a pin-dick loser." But then she covered her mouth, realizing that was the wine talking.
"I don't mean to imply size is all that matters," she said, backtracking, "I mean, in case you're like him, and, not big, I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."
"Mom, relax, you can be honest. I can tell that Lucas here is hung like a horse. Admit it, Lucas."
Lucas laughed. "It's true. I'm probably the biggest guy in my frat if Charlie is the smallest."
"Thank the lord," Catherine said, "I felt awkward lying like that. Of course size matters!" The whole table erupted in laughter.
"So, big man," Lisa said, "If it's so enormous, you can't possibly not show us. We're curious. Aren't we, mom?"
"I wouldn't mind admiring a nice young man like yourself."
"Certainly," Lucas said, and he stood up and slid down his shorts for the table.
"Jesus! That's like a goddamn gorilla's arm!" Catherine exclaimed.
"Fuck yes!" Lisa said, "That's the kind of cock that puts a woman in her place."
The two blondes looked at each other, and then at Lucas.
Standing up together, the mother and daughter slid off their shirts and unclasped their bras. Suddenly, Lucas was staring at four of the most perky tan breasts he had seen in his life.
"So who do you want first?" Lisa asked, shimmying her chest at the muscular man.
Lucas didn't have to choose. He grabbed a woman in each of his arms and pulled them down to slobber on his cock. The mom and daughter shared him with a hint of competition, shoving the other to get a better lick at his shaft or balls.
Finally, when he was rock hard, the two women walked over to the couch and leaned over. Lucas stared at the buffet of pussy exposed to him, and then selected the young woman on the left. He grabbed Lisa by the hips and began to fuck her. Besides her moans, her mother rubbed her perfect breasts onto Lucas's chest and cupped his taut ball sack.
When he had made Lisa cum a couple times, he shoved the mother down onto the couch and leaped on top of her. Her pussy was just as tight, and Lisa crawled adroitly underneath them and ran her short tongue all over his sack as he fucked her mom.
"Fuck!" Catherine yelled as she was split apart on the couch.
When Lucas was ready to deliver his load, both women got on their knees in front of him. Happy to share with them both, he sprayed his cum up in the sky, and let the two of them fight with their tongues open like kids on the first snow day.
By the end, the two women were both sticky and speckled, and they fell back exhausted onto the coach, moist with sweat and cum.
Despite his tale, Lucas didn't even bother to stay the night. He left the two fucked women on the couch, dressed himself, and headed back for the long journey to campus.
It didn't take long to reach the frat house. Traffic was clear and the long drive went smoothly. Unseen were any of the three left-behinds: Arnold, Benny, or Charlie. They would stumble back slowly over the next few weeks, tired and humiliated after being stranded from the trip. They were pissed at Lucas, but all the other brothers thought it was hysterical, and begged Lucas to tell the story of how he banged three MILFs over and over.
It wasn't until over a year later when Arnold, Benny, and Charlie all got a mysterious message in their inbox that they considered acting against Lucas. The asshole was graduating, and someone was rounding up his enemies to deliver a final blow of justice. Each of the young brothers smiled and happily replied. They were in.
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"Alexa and Carl broke up."
"Huh? Divorce?"
"Something like that."
"We were just at their house last week for their BBQ. Everything seemed fine. How did this happen so quickly?"
My wife, Samantha, raised her eyebrows in confusion. She was a gorgeous woman in her early thirties: black hair, tan skin, and a curvy body that featured the finest pair of breasts in our town. Not only was Samantha stacked, she had the perkiness of a girl just finishing puberty. When she opened the freezer in the grocery store, the stock boys gathered round with their hands down their pants.
"Stuff with them had been stale for a long time. You couldn't tell?"
"No?"
Samantha curled up at the edge of the bed. I was standing in the doorway between our master bathroom and the bedroom, brushing my teeth. I noticed in the mirror that I was looking particularly balding, and I tried to covert it quickly.
Samantha gave a little excited giggle, ready to gossip.
"Carl hadn't been fucking her in ages," she said, "And when they did, it wasn't very good."
Carl had been my business partner for many years. We had met in business school. I never expected to hear about his sex life like that. I didn't know his wife was talking to anyone about it, nevertheless my wife.
"She said he had a shrinky little dick," Samantha said, pinching her fingers. It seemed extra crass for my wife to use a word like that. Dick. She was usually so much more reserved.
"Didn't they want to make it work? Even for the boys?" Like Samantha and me, Alexa and Carl had two young boys.
Samantha just shrugged. "You know Alexa. She gets what she wants."
I did remember business trips with Carl, where he complained about his wife. She was a smoke show: a gorgeous blond with a body that looked fit and sexy even after pumping out two kids. But she nagged about every little thing. Spent his money on clothes and jewelry. I know he slept around: heck, I visited some of the strip clubs with him when we were truly far out of the vicinity of our wives.
Shit, had Alexa found out about that? Was that why they had so quickly split? And if so... had she told my Samantha about my little transgressions?
"I honestly don't know that much about it," Samantha said, as if reading my mind.
I finished brushing my teeth, and got into bed. I ran my fingers through my wife's hair, squeezing her warm body close to me.
My wife Samantha had a considerable bust: a pair just as perky and juicy as the day I met her. As I drew her closer to me, I felt her nipples harden between my fingers.
Her phone rang, startling her out of my arms.
"It's Alexa," she said, getting out of bed to take the call, "I should be there for her."
My wife left me alone in bed, hard-on pressing against my boxers.
I thought about what she said Alexa had told her about Carl's performance in bed. The last time Samantha and I slept together, she had definitely finished, right? I remembered feeling her contract against me as she smothered my face between her breasts.
I felt myself growing harder remembering the darkness of my wife's cleavage, my face against those soft breasts, and, believe it or not, I began stroking off to the thoughts of my own wife!
I could hear the little sounds of her voice in the study talking to her bitchy friend Alexa. I just spit into my hand and stroked, hoping she would come back soon and dangle those big breasts in front of my face...
"Oh my god," she said after a while, "You will not believe what Alexa just told me."
So engrossed in her gossip, she didn't even notice me stroking on our marital bed.
"So she's not just divorcing Carl," Samantha said, "Carl's in prison."
"What?"
"Apparently, the feds showed up to his house the other day and took him away in handcuffs. In front of his wife and kids, they dragged him out of his home like he was a dirty tissue."
"Jesus."
"It was apparently quite the scene. Alexa was in the tub when she heard the commotion, so she burst into the hallway wearing only the remnants of her bubble bath as fifteen burly FBI agents were dragging her husband across their marble tiled entryway."
"Whoa."
"Her two sons just stared, watching their mother plead with the agents not to take him away. It sounded like a mess."
"No shit."
"She seems fine now," Samantha said with a coy smile, "Though I have to imagine that's a facade."
What had Carl done? How could this have happened?
"And she invited us over," Samantha said, "For BBQ this Sunday afternoon."
BBQ? Again, like we had just had when she and Carl had been together last week? How was she in such a celebratory mood?
"Won't it be awkward?"
"Hush," Samantha said, "Alexa is my friend and we should go to support her. Plus, if she is a mess, I want to see it."
As troubling as my friend's arrest sounded, at least there was no mention of his and my wild nights with strippers on our trips.
"I'm exhausted," my wife said, jumping into bed in a way that her big breasts jiggled around in her bedtime nightie, "I'm turning off the lights and going to sleep."
Ah. So much for getting laid tonight. I closed my eyes in the darkness, my hard on sticking up in the sheets, imagining what must have happened between Carl and Alexa in the last week for this all to happen. Eventually, cock still hard, I fell asleep.
--
The next day, the house phone rang when Samantha was in the shower. It was the principal of the school where our boys went. Apparently, our older son had gotten into some trouble and they needed to meet with the parents.
I groaned. Samantha was already so rattled from the news about Alexa and Carl. Knowing there was a problem with the kids would make her even crazier.
"I'll handle it," I said, and arranged to head to the school.
I found my oldest son, still in middle school, sitting in a waiting room in the school office with his head hanging down, avoiding any eye contact. The administrator ushered me in.
I had never met my son's school staff before and was amazed that the woman standing before me was not a student. She couldn't have been more than 21 years old, with that dewy fresh skin that only young women who are used to taking care of their appearance can have. Wearing her shiny white blouse and tight pencil skirt and stockings, she looked more like a sorority girl in a Halloween costume than a teacher.
"Unfortunately, Mr. Lokkens," she began, very seriously, "Your son has been causing some trouble for the other students."
I groaned. "What's the problem?"
"It's a little sensitive."
"Okay..."
"You'll of course remember that we have one of the best basketball teams in the state," she said. I guess I did know that but I wasn't sure why she brought it up. My son didn't play basketball.
"Our players are star athletes, young, but full of potential. They're the future leaders of the world, real assets to our school."
"Okay. What does this have to do with my son?"
"Well, your son has been getting in their way."
"Getting in their way?"
The pretty young teacher nodded.
"It's happened a few times. Once, a few weeks ago, he was walking slowly in the hallway and they had to shove him to get out of their way as they were going to practice."
"They shoved him?!"
"Yes, he was just moving so slowly and they needed to get to practice. Then, later, he was apparently talking to a girl on the cheerleading squad at lunch."
"The cheerleading squad?"
"Yes, well, it's an unofficial thing, but the cheerleaders are often our most desirable students and the basketball players usually enjoy the company of those girls. They didn't like to see someone like your son talking to them."
"Excuse me, what are you talking about?"
"Then, this morning, it really came to a head," she said, "Your son came to my office and brought me this."
She slid a face down piece of paper across the table. I gulped as I turned it upwards. It was a glossy photograph of a stunning young woman in lingerie. Her skin was tan and sexy, her long legs curled under a stool, her fingers crossing her delicate ribcage and her nipples hard and visible under the sheer of her bra.
This picture was of the school administrator sitting in front of me.
"Jesus... this is... you?"
The teacher nodded.
"This is a photo I shared with the coach of the basketball team. Now, if he shared it with his team members, that's his business. But there's no reason someone like your son should be in possession of this. He came to me to try to tattle on the players, to get them in trouble for possessing this photo of me. And just, I don't know if there's room for a student who tattles at our school."
My jaw was on the floor. How could these incidents be a reason that my son was in trouble? It sounded like he was the victim!
"Look, Mr. Lokkens, I've called you in here because your pudgy little boy--sorry-- the student in question... this is his final warning. He needs to learn his place, or else, he'll lose it. Do you understand?"
Somewhere along the line, the teacher had begun scolding me, as if I were the one in trouble!
"Do I make myself clear?" she asked, her eyes sternly staring at me as she took the raunchy photo of herself away.
"Yes ma'am," I found myself saying. Now I could barely make eye contact with her.
"Good," she said, "Now be on your way. I'm busy."
I left the school without talking to my son, deeply troubled by what I heard. Still, the image of the teacher's young perky breasts was stained on my mind, and I was curious to see if I could one day learn more about her.
--
On Sunday, I drove Samantha and the boys over to Alexa's house for the BBQ. We had warned them that their friends' father would not be there anymore, and that the reason was that he had committed a horrible crime and was in jail.
"What did he do?" my youngest son asked.
"Something very bad," Samantha said sharply, for of course, neither she nor I knew the answer to that question.
Alexa and Carl had had two boys, the same ages as Samantha and my boys. Upon pulling up in the driveway of the big house, we were surprised to see both boys standing outside on the steps of the home. When we parked our car, the two of them shuffled over to us quickly, opening the car door first for my wife and then for me.
"Thank you," Samantha said, leaning over and tussling their hair, "What fine gentlemen."
"Yes ma'am," they said in unison.
This was a huge contrast with the behavior we were used to. Usually, they ran out of the house to find their friends and the four of them ran off into the backyard or into the basement to play some silly games. This time, they didn't even greet my boys. They just waited patiently and opened the front door for us, closing it without coming inside.
"Welcome welcome welcome!" came a loud voice from around the corner. The click clap of high heels on the marble tile echoed as she approached.
It was Alexa Triton, wearing a loose blue dress with a plunging neckline that reveal a V shape of tan skin all the way down her naval. She had on numerous necklaces, all thin and dangly, plus a pair of tinted lavender sunglasses with gold frames. She looked like some kind of movie star from the 70's, or maybe a comfort girl from an airport lounge, or somewhere in between. Definitely not the uptight spoiled mother we had known for years.
"So good to see you," she said, leaning forward and kissing my wife on each cheek before doing the same to me. I was flattered and startled. Up close, it was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra, and her nipples were hard!
Compared to my wife, in her frumpy flowery blouse and white slacks, Alexa Triton exuded youth and vitality.
"I've had a crazy week," she said, understatement of a lifetime. This was the same woman who had chased the FBI around her house naked while her sons watched their father get arrested?
"Oh gee," she said, looking down at my two confused kids for the first time, "I forgot you'd be bringing--them." She waved her finger around like she was pointing at rats that had crawled onto a ship.
"You two stay out in the front with the other boys, okay?" she said in a sing songy voice. My kids shrugged and left out the front door with a slam.
"We've been doing a 'no kids' inside rule lately," she said, "It's quite nice. The house gets to be an adult space again."
Where to even begin--who is 'we'? No kids inside?
"Where do they, uh, sleep?" my wife asked.
"Oh I don't know," Alexa said, waving her hand around, "Maybe in that shed out front, the gardening one? They're fine."
With that, she led us into the kitchen where she had a big pitcher of sangria waiting. She poured and we both sipped--it was insanely strong!
After she downed her drink, Alexa paused for a moment, smiling at us. Samantha took this opportunity to grab her friend's hand and give her a concerned look.
"Sweetie," my wife said, "We know you've had a huge life change recently. Are you... are you sure you're okay?"
Alexa looked at my wife confused and then burst into laughter.
"Oh Sam, I've never been better!" she said, laughing on and on.
My wife looked at me confused.
"But then... you must be in shock. Your husband being arrested..."
"Good riddance!" she said, waving her hand over her face like dismissing a fart, "Couldn't have happened any sooner."
"What exactly happened to Carl?" I asked. It was jarring to see this previously devoted wife now celebrating her husband's demise.
"It was all in the taxes," Alexa said, "He had been screwing the government for years. Guess the bastard never thought he'd get caught. Well, they figured it out, took him away, and sentenced him to 200 years of hard time all within a single day."
"Jesus."
"I know. I admit, when I heard the judge say the sentence and imagined my poor Carly locked behind bars for the rest of his days, getting abused and spit on by those other terrible criminals, my heart broke. I drove behind his jail transport in my Audi and waited the hour for them to process him before it was visiting time."
"And then?"
"He was a blubbering mess. Honestly, my husband was never much of a man, but he looked even more like a little girl when I saw him through the glass. It was honestly kind of pathetic. You ever feel your sexual desire for someone evaporate all at once? That was how I felt seeing Carl in jail."
I watched my wife Samantha nodding in understanding.
"So he's crying and crying about how sorry he is. And at this point, I'm just like--please! I don't care how scared you are right now. I need to know about the money--where's the money that the feds can't touch?
"He wrote it on a piece of paper and slid it to me. As soon as I had those instructions, I was gone. I didn't want to see him like that now, or, really, ever again. As long as I had the money, what else did I need?"
It was incredible to see Alexa so callous about her husband. I expected my wife Samantha to be as shocked as I was. But she was nodding in perfect understanding.
"He crossed a line. I don't blame you one bit." Sometimes, my wife humored her wild and crazy friend. But I could tell my Samantha was being completely serious.
"That's when it happened," Alexa continued, "I was in the parking lot, walking to the car where my boys were waiting in the backseat, and the big wire gates of the prison lawn opened. It was so loud that I turned to look. A single person was walking out, wearing an old suit that looked like it was made in the 90's. The man turned to me as soon as he saw me and asked for a ride."
"Who was he?" my wife asked, totally intrigued. I was kind of creeped out.
"Well," Alexa said, grinning like a school girl, "His name is Tyson. He had been locked in there for over 25 years! And that day, just as I was walking in the parking lot, was the day he was finally released. This poor man had not been out in the real world in almost three decades and there I was, ready to help him out!"
So many questions were running through my mind. What the fuck had this man done to be locked away for 25 years? What were his intentions before seeing Alexa?
My wife asked the one question that was not even remotely on my mind. "What did he look like?"
Alexa laughed. "Oh, go see for yourself. He's out back grilling now!"
My wife stood up, alarmed, and walked through the long kitchen, me following her. Out through the veranda doors, though which Carl and the kids used to race around during BBQ days, we stepped onto the patio out back. And there was Tyson, grilling sausages on the big propane barbecue, smiling.
Tyson was an enormous man: at least 300 lbs, well over 6.5 feet tall. His big head of shaved bald and he had a nicely trimmed rugged beard that was jet black. His body shape was somewhere between the carefully toned muscles of a professional athlete and a fat man: he had big pads of muscle all down his chest and his legs were like jack hammers. Tyson's skin was medium-dark black, covered in tattoos that blended into his already shiny skin. With his sunglasses and toothy white smile, Tyson had an immediately noticeable winner's energy.
That wasn't the first thing you noticed about him though. Because, while he did wear a silky blue shirt unbuttoned entirely and at risk of slipping off his shoulders, he wasn't wearing much else. The tiny stretch of elastic fiber covering his crotch looked like it was about to snap off like a rubber band. The pouch of fabric had just been stretched too thin. It was like he had stuffed a bundle of plantains down there, the tropical ones, which already feel thicker in the hand than usual grocery store bananas.
"Hi sweetheart," Alexa said, skipping over to him in her heels and dangling herself over him like a fawning crushing girl.
"Hey baby. These your friends?"
"Yes, meet the Lokkens, Samantha and Drew."
The ex-con extended his hand for me to shake. The size difference between his massive paw and mine was freakish, and the strength he used crushed my right palm.
"How you doing, baby?" he asked Samantha. One of his big arms curled my wife close to him, tugging her body against his, as he gave her a too-friendly kiss on the cheek.
"Hi there," my wife cooed, and I frowned as Alexa giggled.
"Take a seat," Alexa said to me and my wife, "Tyson is just finishing up the grilling."
Alexa led us to the table out on the other side of the pool. We were out of earshot of Tyson, but not out of view: both women kept stealing glances over to watch the massive man as he flexed around the barbecue.
"Alexa," my wife asked, "Did you seriously meet this man as he was let out of prison?"
"Yep! He said he needed a ride, so I gave him the front seat next to me. He said he was going to go to this crummy motel, but I said that was preposterous, not when I had all this space in my mansion."
"So he's staying with you?" I asked, "In, like, the guest house?"
"Well," Alexa said, blushing, "At first he was in the guest house. I let him shower in there, get set up. But the first night, when he invited him into the main house for dinner, there was an episode."
"An episode?" my wife asked, intrigued.
"My sons were misbehaving," she continued, "And there was this moment when Tyson slammed his fist down on the table and told them to shut the fuck up. Usually, I wouldn't condone that kind of language in my house, but hearing it come from a big man like Tyson, it just seemed natural. I think the boys got the message too: this was a man who was used to shiving the people who disturbed him during his meals and they certainly didn't want any of that. He pointed his finger out to the sliding glass doors by the pool and immediately my boys just obeyed... they followed his guide out the door and shut it behind them. Finally, I could just have a meal in peace!"



The look of ecstasy on Alexa's face as she told this story was palpable.
"Then, when the meal was over, I started to clear the plates when Tyson grabbed my hand. He said, 'Sweetheart, it's been a long time since I've been in the presence of a woman like you.' And I started to blush, and then he put those big hands around me and I just, well, I melted!"
I leaned back in my chair, entirely confused about the erotic turn in Alexa's story. Samantha, however, stretched forward, totally engrossed. I don't know why my wife was so curious about her friend's sexual romp with this dangerous man.
"He stripped me naked right there, at the dinner table, and bent me over the seat where I had just been sitting. I felt so naughty, feeling my ass and hips pawed at by this stranger, but it also felt so good to finally be touched like that. Since we had the kids, my life with Carl had been so focused on parenting and the drudgery of day to day life. Now, I could finally just be the woman I always was, and get fucked!"
I stared over at the big man flipping meat on the grill and imagined him inserting his fingers into Alexa's bare pussy from behind, like she had described.
"He was working my pussy so good, I honestly feel like I just disappeared inside my mind. I was leaking all over those clean kitchen tiles, he was so good with his hands!"
I looked over and saw those sliding glass doors. Inside was the dining table. That was exactly where Alexa had been bent over the chair and fingered by the man over there.
"Then, he pulled it out. I wasn't facing it at first, but he plopped it down on the small of my back and I felt its weight! It was enormous, just a masterpiece of cock and--"
"What was that?" came a deep voice. We all looked up to see Tyson, standing before, speedo strutting out immensely, as he held the tray of barbecued meats.
"Dinner time," he said, setting the tray down, "What were y'all talking about?"
"Nothing," Alexa said, "Just some good memories."
"Alexa says you all have been friends for a long time," Tyson said.
"Yes," Samantha answered, "She and I went to college together. And the boys were in business school."
"The boys..." Tyson said, looking confused. He pointed at me and then looked around to find out who else Samantha was referring to.
"I mean, Alexa's husband Carl. Or, well, ex-husband..." My wife let out a little giggle, which I couldn't for the life of me figure out.
"Oh," Tyson said, letting out a big hearty laugh, "That bitch."
Alexa leaned her head onto Tyson's big chest as he laughed thinking about Carl.
"You know, I almost admire the guy," Tyson said. He was scooping big piles of bacon, hamburgers, and sausages onto each of our plates, "He made a little fortune for himself over the years. Of course, he didn't know how to hold onto it!"
He laughed, and Alexa and Samantha joined him in denigrating Carl.
I felt badly for the man. He was rotting away in a prison cell somewhere while his beautiful wife was draped over this strange large man, eating his food, sleeping in his house. It didn't seem to bother my wife Samantha, who noticed how uneasy I was.
"Relax," she said quietly to me, "Carl did some bad things. He deserved it."
Still, I wondered why Carl's crimes were worth throwing him to the wolves while Tyson, who we knew had been in prison for 25 years, was able to live in luxury like a king right now.
"Tyson's paid his dues, right?" Samantha said, turning for confirmation to Alexa.
"I did," Tyson answered. I hadn't realized he could hear me complaining, and I gulped a little out of fear. "I did do some bad stuff."
Alexa ran her fingers over his chest delicately.
"I got my baggage to carry," he said, turning his eyes downwards solemnly. Both Samantha and Alexa reached their hands out to touch him out of sympathy.
"Let's eat then," Samantha suggested, lightening the mood, "This sausage looks completely appetizing!"
As we ate, I became aware of just how massive Tyson was. The food moving down his gullet looked like a tiger feeding, and with Alexa's delicate white hand massaging his chest, he really did seem like a wild animal at chow time.
"Having Tyson here this last week has been amazing," Alexa said, "Not only has the sex been good--" here, we all looked at Tyson for a reaction, but he kept eating unfazed, "But the household has never been better managed."
"Never been better managed? How so?"
"Well, the staff has been tip top. Our cleaning service used to do an OK job, but Carl was never very good at making sure they actually scrubbed every inch and he was too generous with the tips. Tyson here saw one of the butlers leave a room that still had dust on a shelf and he tossed him off the balcony!"
I gasped, imagining the man throwing someone to their demise off the second story balcony.
"He landed in the pool, of course," Alexa said, chortling, "But he learned his lesson."
"There's no pool in the clink," Tyson said, "When a fella gets tossed, he lands in the concrete, you know?"
Samantha saw this as a joke and laughed. I knew he was serious.
"Plus," Alexa continued, "Tyson has been just amazing with the boys. They were so spoiled when Carl was around: getting everything they wanted and gorging themselves on fatty foods and sweets. They had just gotten so heavy these last few years. Tyson immediately had them running laps around the house, skipping meals, and overall they learned pretty quickly that life isn't all pretty roses."
"They're not bad kids," Tyson said, biting off a piece of hamburger, "They just have never encountered a man like me." There he grinned.
"And like I said, it's turned the house into such an amazing place. With the kids staying out, I can finally express myself the way I like."
"Express yourself how?" Samantha said. She was so curious about what Alexa could mean.
"I had a certain modesty as a mother and wife," Alexa said, "That's now just completely gone."
I always remembered Alexa as a bit of a slutty dresser, even when Carl was around, so this self-assessment struck me as wrong.
"For example," she said, my wife eagerly listening, "I might come down to breakfast wearing nothing but an apron. I'll cook something nice and hearty for my man: eggs, pancakes, bacon... and then I'll know he's ready when he's given me a nice firm slap on my bare bottom."
This kind of scene sounded like something out of a porno, not like what a rich housewife with two kids would do.
"Then, while he's eating, I'll make myself nice and comfy under the table and make sure he starts off his day nicely by blowing a hot load down my mouth."
The vulgarity shocked Samantha and I, but Tyson was unfazed. Still just shoveling food into his face.
"Honestly, a lot of the improvements around the house Tyson has made have had to do with me," Alexa said, "The first day after we fucked, when I didn't have dinner ready for him, he took me by my hair, slammed me down, pulled off my panties and started spanking me. I had never experienced that before and the mix of humiliation and arousal... let's just say I haven't forgot to do any of my duties since then."
"Just 'cause I was away for 25 years doesn't mean I forgot how to treat a bitch," Tyson said, "They need to be kept in line, right?"
He looked over at me and Samantha, but she just laughed.
"As if! My relationship with Drew is so much more sacred than that. He would never debase me that way by stripping me naked and spanking me!"
Tyson just laughed.
"If that's how you two make it work, sure," he said, "I just know that bitches have a hunger in them for some order, and any kind of real man that gives them that is going to own that pussy, you hear me?"
Now, Samantha was frowning, upset at the misogyny that her friend's new man was spouting.
"Why don't you serve the dessert?" Samantha asked Alexa, "I think I'm about ready to get out of here."
"Sure thing," Alexa said, and as she got up, Tyson gave her a nice smack on her plump bottom.
"Listen here," I said to Tyson, feeling emboldened by my wife's disgust now that Alexa was away, "How are you doing this? How have you so completely brainwashed poor Alexa in such a quick time? When we were here last week, she and Carl were a happy couple. Something just isn't right."
Tyson barely listened to me, waving his hand over his face.
"You don't know a thing," he said, "This girl is happy for the first time in her life. She's getting good dick. She's feeling sexy out in the world. She's done serving her shitty quack husband who never cared a second for her. And you think the only way I could make Alexa happy is by tricking her?"
Tyson shook his head severely.
"You don't know shit."
I wasn't sure what to say and neither was my wife. Alexa returned with some brownies and a handle of liquor which only she and Tyson partook in.
Samantha looked longingly at the brownie, but she turned it away.
"I'm watching my figure," she said, then shot a look at Alexa who was eating her second.
"Oh, Tyson loves when I eat. He says it keeps me happy and fills out my body." She scooted over to his lap, where she folded her arms around his neck and dug her ass cheeks against the fabric of his speedo. She gave him a big kiss on the cheek, and he turned his head so she gave him a kiss on the lips, and then he grabbed her head and kissed her deeply, making out with her sensually right then and there.
My wife nervously shifted in her seat as her friend french kissed this stranger for minutes uninterrupted.
"Hey!" came a small voice, "Are those brownies?"
It was my oldest son, appearing out of nowhere. He suddenly lurched forward clumsily across the table, the way kids do, to grab one of the brownies. But in doing so, he tripped over Tyson and Alexa who were making out.
"The fuck?" Tyson said, looking up and seeing my kid trying to grab a treat.
"Get the fuck out," he shouted, and in one swift motion, he sent my boy flying. I swear, he vaulted him fifteen feet in the air, soaring over the entire pool deck before landing with a splash in the deep end.
"Honey!" my wife shouted, starting to get up to help.
"He's fine," Tyson said, without looking, "Let him be."
Samantha surprised us all by obeying Tyson's orders. Instead of checking on her son, my wife sat patiently at the table across from Tyson the ex-con, not even glancing over as the boy sheepishly crawled out of the pool and away.
"Now," Tyson said, a thread of heavy saliva dangling between his lips and Alexa's, breaking and falling onto Alexa's breasts, "You should really have one of these brownies."
"Yes sir," my wife said, and did.
--
The car ride back was completely silent. Both boys sulked up to their rooms, and I followed Samantha up to our bedroom for what was sure to be a heated chat.
"Well?" I asked, when the doors were closed.
"Well what?"
"Are we going to talk about what happened?"
Samantha sat down on our bed, taking off her shoes and earrings distractedly, "About what that happened?"
"About Tyson throwing our son into the pool!"
Samantha paused, as if she had to remember that that even happened.
"Oh yeah," she said, "I suppose that was a little uncalled for. But he was getting in Tyson's way, and that ultimately was rude. I think, while neither you nor I would have done something like that, it probably was what he deserved, no?"
I couldn't believe my wife's words. Was she really okay with what Tyson had done?
"I mean, Tyson seems to be a misogynistic pig, a gross and hypersexual monster who has Alexa drunk on cock and supporting his lavish ex-con lifestyle. It's sad to see. But a lot of my friends make bad decisions. Tyson seems about as bad as anyone to me."
"You mean, you think this is just a phase for Alexa?"
Samantha nodded her head side to side in contemplation.
"Maybe a phase, maybe not. He's gross, for sure, and I don't condone his words or foul language. But I don't see how he did anything wrong tonight. It was his house. Our son rudely stepped on him, while he was making out with his woman no less. He had the right to do anything he wanted."
I couldn't believe it. I said that that was the most unsafe and scary experience I had ever seen.
"Oh relax!" Samantha said, "Just because you don't like Tyson doesn't make him unsafe. He seemed like, at the very least, a loving partner to Alexa and a good father to the boys, even if he is rude."
A good father? Their real father, Carl, hadn't even been gone a week.
"I don't quite like Tyson either," she continued, "But maybe he'll grow on us as we see him more."
"You can't be serious. You'd go back there, to their house again? For BBQ?"
"Yes, of course," she said with nonchalance, "Alexa invited us again. Every Sunday. Of course we're going."
I was shocked. It seemed like the world had gone mad, both my wife and her friend were accepting this stranger!
"Hey, calm down," she said, and stood up to face me. My wife, now bare foot and without her jewelry, shed the rest of her clothes to the floor. She stood facing me, long black hair tied up in a knot, as her magnificent large breasts hung towards me, only in a hefty wire set of black lingerie. Her stomach was perfectly smooth and her hips shook as she walked towards me.
"I am so hot right now," she said, coming forward to kiss me. I held her in my arms, feeling her bare juicy bottom in my palms as those amazing breasts pressed against my chest.
"How about we try something different," she suggested, laying her stomach down on our bed and wiggling her ass at me, "I want you to touch me as deeply as you can. Really work me."
Excited, I got now on my knees and began to knead her ass with my hands. I worked my knuckles down to her pussy lips, which were wet and dripping already down her legs. I started massaging her insides, and she responded by moving her hips against me, positioning my hand exactly where she wanted it to go.
"That's so good," she said, and I leaned close, her asshole and pussy inches from my face now. I sniffed, instinctively, smelling how wet and juicy my wife was getting. And then, without hesitation, I plunged in.
Samantha wasn't expecting my tongue, so she let out a girlish squeal. I ate her asshole, her pussy, and back, lapping up her juices as she squired into me. My cock was so hard, but something about worshiping at the pussy of my wife just felt right.
I guess in my subconscious, I understood that this was almost the story that Alexa had told, of Tyson wearing her like a puppet bent over at their kitchen table, but I felt like I was going deeper, burying my nose in her as I ate every drop of her.
"Fuck, I'm cumming!" she shouted, and she exploded a jet stream of fluids directly down my mouth. I felt like a fire hydrant that had just been thoroughly claimed by my wife's splash.
"Mmmm," she said, Curling up and looking at me. She giggled: I must have looked curious, sopping wet from her pussy and ass as I kneeled in front of our bed.
"How about I take care of you?" she suggested. I went to turn off the lights, but she suggested to leave it.
"I want to try with the lights on," she said. My wife positioned me up on the bed and then kneeled exactly where I had been, in a puddle of her own juices. As I wriggled off my pants, she scooped up some of the slimy excess from her thighs and grabbed my dick in her hand.
"You're so hard," she said, giggling, as she watching my dick throb in her hand. Usually, the lights were off, so she didn't get such a great view. Now, as she stroked me, she seemed fascinated by every twitch of my shaft and every wrinkle of my balls.
"You're my big man," she said, and got up off the floor to straddle me.
As I slid into my wife, I felt like I was in heaven. She did all the work, bucking her hips and taking my cock in her life she was meant for it. I was getting ready to blow, even as she confidently smiled and told me, in a rather motherly reassuring way, that she wanted me to fill her up.
"What if we get pregnant?" I asked, suddenly breaking the fantasy.
"I don't care," she said, moaning, "I want you to cum inside of me."
But I was suddenly awash in the thoughts of new bills, the expenses, the work it would take to bring another child into this world. And at the last moment, I pulled out my cock and fired a load upwards, where it landed on her startled face and breasts.
"Drew!" she shouted, wiping cum off her nose, "I said to cum inside me!"
"Sorry," I said nervously. She got off me and went to the bathroom to clean herself off, but when she returned she was all sweet again.
"I love you, Drew," she said, cuddling naked up against me.
"I love you too Samantha."
--
Later that week, I got a call while I was home for lunch alone. It was my son's school.
"Hi Mr. Lokkens," the voice said. I recognized it: it was the sexy young administrator who I had met with recently.
"I have an update for you about your son," she said, "Could you please come and meet with me?"
I had to cancel my afternoon schedule, but the memory of those bare tits in that sheer bra of the photo compulsed me forward.
I sat down in front of her and asked her why she called me.
"It's good news, actually," she said, "The issues with your son... they seem to have resolved themselves."
"What do you mean?"
"Your son came into school on Monday very differently," she said. I hadn't noticed anything. "He marched right up to the basketball team as they were gathering and apologized. Now, they may have beat him around a bit at first, he did randomly approach them and all, but after they realized what he wanted, they accepted his apology and moved on. That was a good sign that your son has finally started to learn his place."
I gulped. They had beaten my son and she said that was good news?
"Additionally," she said, "He came to me and apologized as well. I wasn't going to accept his apology as easy as the team had, however," she paused here for a grim smile, "So I told him to really show remorse, he would need to show a grand gesture."
"A grand gesture?"
"Yes, Mr. Lokkens. So we came up with this plan together."
She threw down a stack of papers onto the table. It was a lot of documents!
"First," she read off, "Your son is committing to spending every one of his afternoons cleaning out the basketball team's locker room. Now, those boys can get a little rowdy, so it will be good to have someone like your son on hand to make sure everything is spotless after."
I didn't know what she meant, but the idea of him doing work like that didn't seem like the worst idea.
"Next," she said, "Your son volunteered the idea that he should be supporting the basketball team at every one of their games, primarily by joining the cheerleading team. This was his idea, and we've never had a male cheerleader before, but the girls say that they don't view your son as a threat or anything so they're happy to have him. I asked, gently, if your son was gay, but he assured me he was not, he just felt more comfortable cheering than playing. Do you follow?"
I did. This seemed strange to me, but I didn't know if I should object.
"Third, he said he wants to commit more to the world outside. So, he's going to sign a document that says he will have 9 months of community service done by the end of the school year."
I counted on my fingers: there were nine months left in the year, so that seemed fair.
"Sign here please," she instructed me. I didn't see any problem, so I signed.
"Great," she said, locking all the papers away in a drawer. "Now that you've signed, let's return to the topic of those community service hours. Nine months of community service hours, let's say 30 days in a month, 24 hours in a day, that's 6,480 hours of community service that will need to be completed by the end of the year. Since your son has classes, duties in the basketball locker room, and cheerleading practice, and I presume he needs to sleep a little, someone else will need to be helping out to make sure all those hours get done before the end of the year. I suppose your other son can pitch in, certainly he has the time, but there will still be more hours that will need to be covered."



"You can't be serious."
"You signed it, Mr. Lokkens," the beautiful teacher said, "I just carry out the orders. And this contract clearly states that failure to perform these hours will result in the termination of your children from the entire state school system. They'll be barred from ever attending school again."
I thought about how their futures would be ruined by something like that.
"I'm sure you or your wife will be able to find a way to cover those hours," the teacher said.
I walked out of the office in a daze. I hadn't even told my wife that our son was in trouble. Now I had to explain this!
"Oh, excuse me!" shouted a voice. It was the teacher, following me out into the parking lot.
"One thing I forgot to mention," she said, "I actually think this might help you." She handed me a flyer for a coffee shop poetry open mic night. I was confused.
"I perform here at this coffee shop on some nights," she said, "It's a community event, so attendance by you would count against your son's hours. It's an 18+ only event, so don't bring the little ones, but there's an hour a week for attending. The next one is on Friday."
The teacher gave me a wink and a smile, and I gulped out of anxiety.
"See you there?" I said nervously and she nodded.
"Yes, 8pm, sharp," she said, and walked away, showing off how short her skirt was as I could almost see the bottom of her ass cheeks.
--
When I got home and told Samantha what had happened with our son, she berated me profusely.
"How could you sign such a silly document! Now our children are at risk to end up in the gutter!"
I told her there was no way it could be that severe and she showed me statistics that showed that more and more, kids like ours were ending up no more useful to society than human garbage. How easy it would be for our genetic offspring to be a waste, to just completely contribute nothing to the world and end up spiraling in the sewer.
"I can't believe this. I am so done!" she shouted, and slammed our bedroom door.
I slept that night in the guest room, hoping she would feel differently in the morning. While I was there, I had nothing else to do except go on the web.
First, I googled the name of the administrator with the hot tits and short skirt. Mrs. Trisha Kensley was her official name, but the flyer she had given me had a second name on it: Trish the Poet. Googling that name, I found her Instagram which was a treasure trove of salacious content. Under the guise of "artistic expression", Trish the Poet posted images of herself in tight latex pants, spreading across a bed that was painted with the word: patriarchy. An ominous sword in her hands was labeled "anticolonialism" and she had brass knuckles that said "ACAB." I wasn't sure what to make of it, except for the delicious hint of her nipples peaking out of her light tank top.
Without my wife's attention that night, Trish the Poet would make for easy bate material. As I jerked, I wondered how many other men like me, especially around that school, had found these photos and were happily spilling seed to them perhaps every single day.
In the morning, the kids were gone, and my wife was very soberly sitting at the kitchen table. I noticed immediately how she was dressed: a tight professional white skirt with lines down the side, and a white blazer. Only once I sat in front of her did I see how the blazer was positioned: it was too short to cover her midriff, which was deliciously feminine if not a little round, and the only thing she had on beneath it was a black lacey bra. Nothing was showing, but it was a far more scandalous outfit than anything I knew her to own.
"What's that?" I asked, pointing to the outfit, but she shook her finger.
"Let's discuss your incidents first," she said. I sat down at the table like a scared puppy.
"First off, both our sons will of course be splitting some of the burden of the community service that you signed them up for," she said. "I've gotten them paper routes with the local paper, and they'll be waking up bright and early to shave 2 hours each every single day off the commitment."
Good, I reasoned. That was a good start.
"As for the rest," she said, "It's clear that you and I will have to bear the brunt. Now, with your current salary, I figure we can afford to buy the right to donate cans, clothes, and other goods which should do a good deal. But there's still about a 40 hour weekly commitment that will need to be covered."
I gulped. 40 hours a week? On top of my full time job?
"Obviously, with your job, you won't be able to do it. And we need your salary to cover the donations. So, it's been decided, I'll take a position in the government, without pay, to cover the rest of the time."
I breathed easy. Thank god, this would all be solved.
"Thank you dear," I said, hugging my wife Samantha, "Thank you!"
"Don't mention it," she said, smiling, and revealed she had a nice egg sandwich already made and ready for me to eat.
"This is such a treat," I said.
"I wanted to make you happy," she said, "Even if you made a mistake you still are my husband and I want to care for you."
I smiled and ate my sandwich. When I was done, she quickly cleared my plate and did the dishes.
"Wow," I said, watching her attend on me like a maid, "This is... new!"
"I understand that I haven't always been, well, the most 'dutiful' wife," she said, immediately packing my lunch for me to go to work. "I've asked you to cover housing duties like dishes and chores. That wasn't very lady like of me."
I had no idea where this was coming from, but I wasn't complaining!
"I was at the mall with Alexa yesterday," she said, "And she explained a lot to me about how her life has changed since she started playing the more traditional woman's role. And I think that sounded like something I should try out."
As disturbing as my experience with Alexa had been, that didn't sound bad!
"She bought me this outfit," she said, pointing out her tight skirt and bare midriff to me, "I think it looks good, don't you agree?"
"I do," I said, standing up and caressing the outside of her blazer. Her big round tits looked like they were about to burst out.
"Honey," she said, blushing, "Won't you be late for work?"
"I don't care," I said, immediately tugging the blazer off to let her breasts free. After a night of masturbating, I wanted so badly to plunge into my wife.
She scooted up her skirt to reveal that she wasn't wearing any panties.
"Alexa said they're a waste," she started to explain, but I didn't care. I immediately thrust my cock in between her, finding delicious warmth in her pussy that shivered up my spine.
"Oh Drew! Your cock!" she moaned, and I fucked her over our kitchen sink like I was some kind of animal. The window in the kitchen was open: anyone walking by could see my wife's dangling breasts slapping back and forth as I pounded her from behind.
"Cum inside me!" she begged again, but I once again was careful to pull and and ejaculate all over her skirt.
"Honey!" she shouted, "I was going to wear this today!"
I was too winded to apologize, and I just collapsed on the floor of the kitchen, satisfied.
"Hmmm," she said, looking at what fine work she had made of me, laying on the floor like that, "Maybe Alexa is onto something!"
--
Samantha and I fucked every night that week, and each time, it was hotter than the last. She got way more experimental in bed than I was used to. She sucked my cock, let me fuck her tits, even stuck a finger in my asshole "just to see if I liked it." I did!
On top of that, I saw every single one of the outfits she had bought when she and Alexa went shopping. They were all still within a range of acceptable, but a little skin there, some cleavage, and the overall knowledge that she wasn't wearing panties anymore got me hard.
"It's all for you, baby," she said one night before swallowing my load and heading out to finish making the home cleaner.
All's to say that despite the weirdness at school and with our kids, my life with Samantha had never been better. I wasn't even tempted to attend Trish the Poet's Friday night series... I was too busy busting a load all over my wife Samantha's massive jugs!
When it came time to visit Alexa and Tyson again for another Sunday BBQ, I was in good spirits. Nothing would get me off.
This time, in the car, both my sons were quiet and still. My oldest was exhausted from his paper route, school, locker room clean up, and cheerleading practice. And my youngest seemed to be mulling something over.
This time, when we pulled into the driveway, there was only one of Alexa's children waiting there. He opened the door as usually and then led my boys aside, away from the house, which was fine by Samantha and me.
"Welcome back!" Alexa shouted. This time, she was wearing a simple white cloth dress that was probably a single sheet of cotton thick. Her entire bare body was visible as she twirled under the lights: her rosy naval, her pink nipples, her feminine collar bones. My wife was still extremely conservative compared to Alexa, but this time, her blouse was open to reveal a hint of cleavage and under her skirt, she wore no panties.
Tyson appeared and shook my hand. He was no longer offended by me, it seemed. He was even jovial, slapping my back and leading me into the kitchen to get a beer. We were away from the wives now.
"Hey man, I just want to say, I don't think I noticed fully last time, but your wife is fine!"
Here, he slapped me on the back, a show of comradery.
"Just so fine! She got those big titties, man."
Nervously, I said, "Yeah, haha, thanks."
"You ever fuck them?"
"Hmm?"
"Are you fucking those titties?"
Tyson wanted to know if I was fucking my own wife's titties? In fact, I was. I had just blown a load inside of them yesterday.
"Yeah, haha I am."
"Nice, man," he said, and extended his hand to fist bump me.
"If I had a chick like that," he continued, "With big titties like that, I'd be constantly--" here, he mimed using his big hands to grab my wife's breasts, sticking his face between them and slapping around his big lips.
"I'd be tugging at her nipples with my teeth, you know what I'm saying."
I just laughed, joining him in the fun.
"Hey, man, I don't know if you're like this," he said, "But you ever let the squad hit?"
"Huh?"
"See, where I come from, when you got good pussy--like, really truly great gushing pussy--a good man will let the whole squad take a hit. You follow?"
I told him I didn't.
"You wanna let me take a go at her, that's what I'm saying?"
"You mean, fuck? You want to fuck Samantha?"
"You hear me now!" he said, patting me on the back, "So yes?"
Here was the big handed ex con, handing me a beer and asking if he could fuck my wife! What did he expect, me to nod and then usher him into the living room where he could drop his trouser and plow Samantha right there?
"Nah," I said, nervously, "That's not really me."
"Oh alright," he said, a little bitterness in his voice, "Y'know, you'd get a shot at Alexa too, if you wanted."
"Uhhh, no thanks." As hot as it sounded to get Alexa's fine and fuckable body in my arms, Samantha would kill me if I fucked her friend. And I certainly didn't want Samantha fucking this hulking beast here!
After I told Tyson that I didn't want to swing with him, he immediately ignored me and returned out to the girls. It was such an abrupt change that I was slow to follow him into the big seating area where he was now sitting sandwiched in between Samantha and Alexa. He had one of his big hands on each of their knees, too close to what I knew was Samantha's totally uncovered breathing pussy.
"Hey, we're all comfy, would you mind getting the food? It's all prepped out back already."
I trudged out to the back patio where there were trays of BBQ and toppings already laid out. I took a few trips, carrying everything into the living room, while Tyson and the ladies told stories and laughed.
As soon as I sat down, Samantha turned to Tyson and Alexa and asked a question.
"I noticed only one of your boys outside," she said, "What happened to your oldest?"
Alexa had to think about it, as if she wasn't entirely sure.
"Oh yes," she said suddenly, "There was an accident."
"An accident?"
"Tyson here was wrestling with the boys," Alexa said.
"Trying to see if they had the stuff in 'em to be men," Tyson said.
"Yes, and while wrestling, our oldest son suffered a bit of an injury."
"Oh dear," Samantha said, "What kind of injury?"
"Nothing major," Alexa said, "I supposed his limbs will all heal in due time. Until then, he'll just be staying at the hospital. Which is better than where he was staying in the shack, of course. His brother is practically jealous of him!"
Samantha laughed, and I wondered uneasily what exactly had really happened.
Despite all her frustrations last week, this week Samantha was in jovial spirits. I suppose our good sex life had something to do with it. Finally, after much drinking and laughing, Samantha finally burst out with the big question.
"Tyson," she said, "I'm just dying to know. What happened that you were spending 25 years in prison?"
"Oh, haha!" he shouted, slapping both women's thighs for emphasis and scooting his hands further up their bodies, "Well, it was just a little thing. Happened so long ago. But it wasn't far from here, just down the block."
"In this neighborhood?" I asked. The place where Carl picked his house was a luxurious place.
"Yes, it was. I didn't have very much money back then. I was down on my luck. Eating only what I could get. Robbing convenience stores for grub and cash. And one day, I come across this neighborhood with all its big houses and well, I just had to come take a look."
Both women leaned forward sympathetically, sorry to hear about Tyson's hard times.
"So I was coming through this neighborhood, with nothing but my old sneakers and my shot gun, for protection, and I come across a great nice house that looked like it might have some food."
"You must have been so hungry," Alexa said, patting her man's chest.
"I was. So I come and find that the big front door is open and I come in and I see a beautiful young woman with long black hair, wearing an apron and just finishing up one of the most delicious looking rotisserie chickens I'd ever seen."
"She must have been startled," I said, and both women shot me angry glances.
"She was a bit scared of the shotgun. But I told her my story, and she said I could help myself to all her dinner. She had been making it for her husband who was out. So I take my fill and meanwhile, she's watching me eat and I'm noticing, damn, this bitch has some big titties!"
Both women blushed at this part of the story, but Tyson kept going.
"I said, 'pardon me miss, but have you ever been with a man like me?' And she looks me up and down and says that she hasn't. So I told her that I could give her the greatest sexual experience of her life, right here, right now."
Both women heard his promise and nodded. They knew he was serious.
"So I take her into her big living room, and I strip her naked. I'm sucking on those big breasts of hers and then, I pull down my pants. And she sees the biggest blackest cock that her fine eyes have ever seen and she can't help herself anymore. She starts slobbering on it, trying to swallow it all, and I'm polishing off the last bits of her husband's meal from my finger tips, getting ready to stick everything inside of her."
He let out a big hearty laugh.
"So I get her face down, ass up on the couch and I start fucking her. She's glued to my dick, easily the best dick she's ever had. She starts talking dirty to me, telling me that her husband is a little boy compared to me, she called him-- hmm, hey, Alexa, what did you call your husband the other day?"
"A shrimp dick," Alexa answered.
"A shrimp dick, that was it. She's calling her husband a shrimp dick and I'm fucking her, grabbing her big dangling tits, and that's when it happened. There was a big sound and I didn't even hesitate: I aimed my shot gun and fired."
"You must have been so scared," Alexa said.
"It was pure instinct. I heard the thud as the man collapsed. It was the husband, coming in through the front door, probably wide eyed at the sight of his former lover all sweaty and hot on the couch getting dicked down the best she'd ever had. And now he's got a round in him, ending his time on Earth, while she's still moaning and creaming on my cock!"
Tyson proudly nodded as he remembered fucking this housewife.
"So we're still fucking as the poor body is just laying there and I figure we're good for, say, another hour or two of fucking. But then, right as she's at the height of her orgasm, another sound at the door!"
Here, Tyson stood up, acting out as if he was fucking the woman and pointing his shotgun at the door.
"It was her son this time, and once again, I fired first and asked questions later. Now, this guy was definitely too old to be living with his momma, but like his daddy, his final image was seeing his fine momma getting fucked by yours truly. He lay there, finishing his time, right next to him, all while I kept going and kept making that woman cum!"
"'Mmmm, you're so bad,' she said, taking my dick, and I was almost ready to cum!"
In present day, Tyson mimed hearing the door again.
"Then I heard the door for the third time, and this time, because my nut was so close, I had the good sense to wait a moment. It was the lady's daughter, home from college, and she sees the two bodies in the entryway and her momma getting fucked and the shotgun barrel getting pointed at her face and she just freezes. I'm grunting now, her momma's grunting still, the sound of my balls slapping against her momma's stomach is the main noise, and she can't move a muscle."
"I didn't even have to say shit," Tyson continued, "Before the little slut was getting naked right there and sliding her fine body over to come join her momma getting fucked by me!"
The two women on the couch clapped and laughed as Tyson told the story.
"So now I've got two bitches: mom and daughter, and the daughter's licking my sweaty balls as I'm fucking her mom. She' begging me to keep going, but now, I want to try some of this college pussy too. So I nut, I cream a big fat load inside this woman and she's happy and full and now she starts licking my balls while I'm fucking the face of her 21 year old daughter."
Tyson's miming holding the girl's head with one hand, the shotgun with the other, as he face fucks 25 years in the past.
"Look, I was gonna fuck her pussy real good. I was ready to fuck her and knock her up just like her mom. But that's when the feds came in, and they had to pry me off those babes to take me in. So I didn't even get to fire my second nut!"
Tyson ended his story with a powerful slam of his fist onto the coffee table. He spilled a tray of hamburgers, which Alexa immediately began cleaning up. Following her lead, my own wife began to help clean up the mess.
"Anyway," he said, sitting down on the empty couch while the two women cleaned up, "That's my story. That's how I got 25 years."
"Jesus," I said. He was a cold blooded killer!
"But I'm blessed to be out now," he said, talking more to the air than to me, "Blessed to be with this fine ass woman and in her blessed home."
The wives came back and, to my surprise, Samantha took the seat next to Tyson again, even though there was an open one next to me.
"I need a drink," Tyson said, "What do we got?"
"How about something nice, from the wine cellar?" Alexa suggested.
"That sounds right. Something expensive," he said, standing up, "I want to go pick."




"Why don't I help you?" Samantha said, surprising everyone, "I know Carl and Alexa's wine collection well."
"You know wine?" he asked.
"I studied as a sommelier for a summer in college," she said, "It was a bit of a naughty secret, as I wasn't even 21!"
"You're a bad girl," the double murderer said to my wife, leading her delicate hand forward as the two descended into the wine cellar together.
Rather than talk to me, Alexa took out her phone, checking messages.
Now that Tyson was gone, I felt like I had an opportunity to reach out to Alexa. I could maybe shake her out of her madness, of what she had done by allowing Tyson into this place. So I stood up and took the seat beside her, smelling her feminine and sexy perfume, and looked at her as closely as I could.
"Alexa," I said, "I've known you for years. I knew your husband Carl for longer, and he has been one of my closest friends. I want to ask you: are you sure letting Tyson into your home is what's best for your family?"
She looked up from her phone and shot me a look of utter disgust.
"Excuse you? How dare you accuse me of not tending for my family." She looked around to make sure we were alone.
"I have all the family I need right here," and she held her flat tight stomach with her hand, "Or, I might not yet, but I soon will."
Geez--Alexa wanted to get pregnant?
"A family of Tyson, my Nubian God, and the offspring that carries his exceptional genes-- what more family could I want?"
I thought about Carl, her sons... What were they, disposable trash?
"I want a more 'evolved' family," Alexa said, "Something for the 21st century." I had no idea what she could mean.
"Besides," she said, "I think you should be the one worried about YOUR family."
I sat confused.
"Samantha told me everything. Your son, on the cheerleader squad? Doing community service for the basketball team? Sounds like your life is a mess."
"Plus," she continued, "Your wife just got that job... And you have no idea what it is she does all day!"
That was true! What was Samantha doing all day since she got that 'government' position!
"Not to mention," she said, a cruel smile on her face, "That you truly don't know what's coming."
What could she mean?
"Carl had been crooked for years," she said, "Including when you and he worked together. I wouldn't be surprised if there's an FBI truck just waiting for the go ahead to knock down your doors and send you away forever too, you see?"
My heart fell into my chest. I returned to my seat, in cold terror. Soon after, my wife and Tyson returned from the wine cellar, holding hands, before they poured a glass for each of us.
"So," Samantha said cheerfully, "What did I miss?"
--
In the car ride back, Samantha was all talky about how nice of a time she had.
"The wine was amazing! Alexa and Carl have such a good collection."
"Alexa and Tyson, you mean," I said with animosity.
"Oh yes, right."
I couldn't believe she had enjoyed it. The story Tyson had told was horrific. Why was she just accepting it.
When we got back to our bedroom, I couldn't hold it in any longer.
"Alexa told me something when you were gone," I said finally. Samantha just folded her jacket away as if I wasn't talking.
"What 'government position' did you end up taking for the community service hours?"
"Oh," Samantha said, totally casual, "I figured you'd forgotten. It's actually at the prison where Tyson did his time. I'm a, hmmmm, I forget the official name, but they all call me a 'care girl.'"
A care girl?! That sounded awfully suspicious.
"What does your job entail?"
"I've only been doing it a few days," Samantha said, "But it's not much. I sit in the rec room with the criminals and chat. Sometimes we play games."
"Games?! Like what?"
"Poker, mostly. They all bet with quarters or candy bars. It's all harmless fun."
The thought of my wife, with her prominent juicy jugs, sitting in a rec room with all those mighty and violent criminals... It sent shivers up me!
"Are they... inappropriate?"
She didn't seem to know what I meant.
"Do they objectify you?"
At that, she let out a big spit laugh.
"I mean, they're certainly a little flirty," she said, and my heart began to pound, "But who wouldn't be? They're locked up in there, with no release. Let them call a woman 'beautiful' every once in a while."
That did some harmless to me... Still, if Tyson was able to so quickly seduce and fuck Alexa, who knows what an entire den of criminals could do to my Samantha?
"Hey sweetie." My wife came close up to my neck and started kissing me. "Do you want to fuck?"
Two weeks ago, it would have been crude for Samantha to ask this question so bluntly. But now, after all that had happened, it seemed casual for such a dirty word to leak through her lips.
"I'm so wet after tonight," she said, inviting my hand to feel between her legs. "I want to be conquered."
"Conquered?"
"Fucked and owned," she said, and started to spread her legs slowly. "I want to be fucked raw, like an animal, and stuffed full of cum."
Samantha was on fire tonight. I barely had time to respond when she had me on the bed, unbuckling my belt.
Of course I was rock hard. Samantha's sex drive had sky rocketed recently, and it seemed like she couldn't get enough.
As soon as she straddled me, I slipped inside of her slick thighs. She moaned, loud enough to wake everyone in the house.
"This is your pussy," she said, eyes closed, riding my cock, "I want you to own this pussy!"
But all that came to mind was the thought of Samantha's plunging cleavage in the rec room of a prison, surrounded by men with swollen balls and raging cocks, ready to penetrate her.
"I'm yours," she said, and I began to worry that she was saying it to reassure herself. That maybe it wasn't true!
"Fuck me like it's a secret," she said, wriggling on me, "Fuck me like we can't tell anyone!"
I wasn't sure what this meant but her pussy was melting my brain, sending me into a warm and cozy place made of her flesh, tits, and cum!
"Fuck me like a stranger," she begged, "Fuck me like I'm a whore that's slithered into your cell!"
Fuck her pussy was tight.
"Fuck me like you haven't cum in 25 years!"
I exploded inside her pussy, the first time I had done that since we conceived our second child. Samantha wasn't done. She grabbed her breasts and nipples between her fingers and continued to ride my shrinking dick, getting every drop of semen from my balls and trying to wring out every drip of pleasure into her cortex.
"Fuck, I want to be a slut!"
--
On Tuesday, Trish the Poet had another poetry reading and I felt like I needed to go. Something that Alexa said, about the school's treatment of my son, proved to me that something was wrong and that this woman was at the center of it.
The coffee shop where it was held was full of counter cultural types. Men of all races smoking cigarettes and joints out in the open. Girls with tattoos on their arms, little cartoon shapes and figures, wearing black stockings and band t-shirts. I felt like a federal agent infiltrating a meeting of communists, and everyone sure did stare at me that way.
At the door, they charged a $20 entry fee.
"It goes to cover the prison fund," the pretty girl there said, "We're raising money."
"Prison fund? What's that for?"
"To help the disenfranchised, of course," she said, rolling her eyes at me.
Inside, a stack of flyers explained that the night was themed around carceral justice. I had to google that word: it meant prison reform.
"I didn't think you'd come," a voice said, and I turned to see Trisha standing before me. She was dressed casually, unlike when I had seen her in her office. She had a crop top that showed off her toned midriff (the woman had six pack abs that were so hot you could fry an egg on them) and a bouncy bubble butt stuffed into jean cut offs. She was hot and she knew it, and she talked to me like a goddess would talk to a termite.
"You know, we've had two conferences now, and in both you failed to mention what a hottie your wife is."
"Huh?"
"I've been volunteering at the prison, idiot," she said, gesturing around her to the general theme of the evening, "And I met your wife there. She's got some massive jugs, huh?"
It was so inappropriate for a woman in her position to comment on my wife's breasts. But the whole evening was weird. I was seeing my kids' principal perform poetry at a prison reform hipster coffee bar. Life was strange.
"She's a gorgeous woman. Almost makes me wonder what she's doing with you," Trish said, poking me with her elbow.
"I'm just kidding. She loves you. Talks about you all the time. Talks to the convicts about you too. She's smitten."
I breathed a sigh of relief. At least my nightmare fantasy of my wife surrounded by those prisoners was out of line.
"Get ready for a nice show tonight," Trish says, "There's a reason this bar is 18+. We get into some pretty politically radical stuff here. Good thing the school board is so left, huh?"
I didn't know what she meant, but just then the lights went off.
The show started with a lecture about the state of the American penal system. There was a lot of stuff I didn't know: about the links between modern day prisons and slavery, about the ways companies profited off prisoner labor, about how incarceration rates were rising so fast in the US and not anywhere else. It was the kind of thing that, if I weren't in such a psychosexual quandry at the moment, would really make me upset.
Then, we heard a few poets. I have no idea what good poetry sounded like, but the crowd cheered after each poem. I was ready to call it a night and leave, when the announced said Trish's name.
The lights went out. Everyone whispered, wondering if something happened, when a spotlight began to shine on the stage.
"Pent up! Locked up!" shouted a voice. It was a woman, facing the back of the stage.
She turned around: it was impossible. It was clearly Trish, but her body looked completely different. Whereas the Trish I knew was fit and spry, suddenly, it was as if she had grown enormous breasts. They must have been a makeup trick, but it really did look like Trish had massive big breasts stuffed into a bright orange tank top. Additionally, she had on a long black haired wig and high heels.
"Locked up! With no chance at release!" she shouted.
A second spotlight shone. There was a tight cage, barely bigger than a coffin. A man in an orange jump suit was stuffed inside, his body pressing against the bars of the cage so tightly his skin must have had red lines from the pressure. The man was wearing a sad drama frowning mask and big white cartoon gloves.
"Pent up with no release!" busty Trish shouted. She went towards the man and stuck her hand inside the man's pants. The audience gasped.
Like a magician, she pulled something out of his waist band. It was long and black, like a slug, but it just kept going. The penis was so big it must have been prosthetic, made of rubber or something. It kept going out of the pants until it was all the way out, the length of Trish's arm, as black as a snake.
"No release!" she shouted, holding the cock up to her lips like a microphone. "Release, now!" she shouted.
The bars of the cage came down. The man inside burst forward into Trish's arms, and from the cage, like magic, came another man in a orange jump suit, and another and another, until there were dozens of men, each with big long prosthetic cocks, jockeying for position in front of Trish to touch them.
"Release now!" she shouted and just then, I could swear she looked right at me and shot me a wink.
The men and their cocks all rubbed Trish up and down. Music behind her began to play. Big trumpets and wild drums.
Trish began to put the cocks into her mouth. She slobbered and sucked on them and they pawed at her fake tits. Then, as if magic, it looked like their cocks began to get hard. There was no way they were real given how big they were, but they seemed like they were all getting erections.
"Release!" Trish shouted, stuffing a cock into her mouth, "Release!" Another cock in her face. "Release!"
Now, Trish had a dozen big black cocks surrounding her face. The crowd was engrossed, watching the woman stuff dicks in between her cheeks, drooling everywhere, rubbing them with saliva and sucking them down.
That's when I saw it. This was exactly it. This was what I feared for my Samantha! Trish was dressed and modeled exactly like my Samantha looked. These men, thrusting their cocks onto her, looked like what I imagined Tyson's friends were doing to her in prison!
I watched in awe as Trish shouted release one last time.
The cocks all erupted with ejaculate: they must have been fake, for they shot rope after rope of cum onto her with volumes twenty times more than I had ever produced. I couldn't help but see Samantha's face, swallowing jizz from those heavy black balls, as the actress Trish on stage did the same.
The spotlights went out. The crowd burst into applause. Someone murmured, "a lot to think about!"
But I had even more to contemplate, I realized. I had to go to this prison and find out what my wife was doing. And, I needed to figure out whatever Trish was doing at the school, and whatever Tyson was doing with Alexa, and most of all, whatever I was going to do about it!
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The next day, I scheduled a surprise visit to the prison. My real intention was to supervise my wife Samantha and see what could possibly be going down. Between her newly voracious sexual appetite, her admiration for the big black ex-con Tyson who was viciously fucking her friend Alexa, and her shy hiddenness about her time volunteering at the prison, I knew I had to find out the answers for myself.
Luckily, I had the perfect excuse. Recently incarcerated Carl (Alexa's husband) was one of my best friends. It honestly was a shame I hadn't gone to see him yet.
I arrived at the dirty dark prison just after lunch. Everywhere, I saw angry looking men in orange jump suits. They littered the prison yard, either walking suspiciously or lifting weights. They all looked at my fancy new car with something between jealousy and rage.
I signed in with a pretty young receptionist and waited to see my friend Carl.
Carl looked awful. He'd been in prison for weeks, and the usually jovial man I once knew was all scowl. He had big bruises and cuts on his face, and both his arms were crooked, like he had just suffered broken bones.
"Drew, my friend," he said when he saw me.
I asked him what the fuck happened. He told the story like this.
It was the one time a month when his gorgeous wife actually let him fuck her. She usually just read a magazine or filed her nails while he plowed away at her, and he could not have been more excited. She was in the bath getting cleaned up beforehand, and he was laying in bed, naked, with a hard boner ready for her.
That's when the feds came in. Carl kicked and screamed but the burly men just smirked, locked him up, and threw him into the back of the van.
"Which one of us is staying behind to nail that sweet piece of ass in there?" one of them said as they slammed the car door shut with Carl locked inside.
His trial, Carl explained, was like something in a war torn country. The judge took no time before asking the jury for a verdict, and they didn't even leave the room to deliberate.
"I've been here weeks now," Carl said through tears, "And the only thing getting me through all this has been this."
He showed me a picture. It was a tiny photograph of his wife Alexa. She was wearing a tight sweater and her nipples were visible, with just a hint of naval above a hemmed skirt.
"Knowing that my sweet Alexa is out there," Carl said, kissing the photo, "Is all I have."
I didn't know what to tell him. For one, Alexa's outfits had changed significantly since the picture was taken. She now dressed so scandalously that delivery men routinely got a look at her pussy lips when she bent over to pick up packages. Two, there was the matter of Tyson. A big violent black man was fucking her senseless in Carl's house. And he didn't know!
"I admit, the photo gives me more than solace," Carl said, "Sometimes, when I need a reprieve from the terror of my fellow inmates, I offer them it."
Carl explained that for people like him in prison, bigger stronger men came knocking trying to get their rocks off. Luckily, Carl had his photo of Alexa, which he could give to the men to use as masturbation fodder rather than something more severe.
"Sure, I might have to jerk them off to it," Carl said, miming holding a massive cock in his hand and stroking it, "But that's better than getting my asshole rammed."
I couldn't believe how far Carl had fallen.
"Listen," I said, desperately trying to change the subject, "What about Samantha?"
"Your wife?"
"Yes. She's been volunteering here."
"She has? I haven't seen her."
"They say she's... she's a 'care girl.' What does that mean?"
Carl thought for a moment.
"A care girl is one of the volunteers who work in the rec center. They just sit there and change the channel on the TV, put away board games, things like that."
"And you haven't seen her in there?"
"I don't go into the rec center... it's too dangerous. All the men there are the most violent and scary criminals in here."
I gulped. That was who my Samantha was spending time with?
"Though, if that's true," Carl said, "Then, I wouldn't be surprised if your wife was being constantly assaulted."
"What?!"
"I'm just come out and say it Drew--your wife is hot. Gorgeous, even. Those massive knockers. Those sweet lips. That golden glowing skin. I bet every cock in the building is trying to touch her. And with the kind of man who frequents the rec center? Why, she's probably swimming in semen."
I couldn't believe it. My head started to spin. I barely noticed as an attendant came and took Carl away.
"Bathroom," I said, wanting to clear my head.
"Visitors have to use the inmate bathroom," someone said. Before I knew it, someone had led me out into the prisoners' side of the yard and locked the gate.
I was standing out there, all eyes on me. A guard pointed at the far yard.
"You gotta piss? Go there."
I followed his instructions and found myself at the other end of the yard, where a bunch of men lined up with their back towards me. Looking more closely, I could see at their feet was some kind of metal trough. It was one of those long tin bins that was meant to be used as a communal urinal. As everyone pissed, the fluids all combined into a slush that together drained away.
As I stepped up to the trough, ready to at least pretend to piss, I looked down. Where I expected to see yellow urine, I instead saw slimy white fluid. There was ejaculate in the urinal trough!
Immediately, I looked left and saw it. The five convicts to my left all had their cocks out over the urinal and were stroking them. I had never seen cocks like this before. Every man was jet black, like coal, and slick with saliva. The fat cocks were longer than my entire arm.
As I fished out my little penis, I couldn't help but stare at all this raw uncut cock meat.
"Mmmm, she's looking good," one of them said.
"Mighty fine breasts."
"I wanna suck 'em."
"I wanna put my cock on 'em."
"I wanna stuff her fat tits with my cock."
"I wanna cream all over her face."
As these men stroked violently into the urinal below, I finally saw it. If followed their eye level down to a little area below the urinal. There was an underground area, a room, and from the view of the urinal you could see through the window.
And there she was: my Samantha, sitting with her back to the window in a wooden chair. From this high up vantage, we could all see down her blouse, where her two glorious orbs of flesh and cleavage were visible.
These men were stroking their big black cocks to the sight of my wife's breasts.
"I'm nutting!" someone yelled, and a splash of white cum bounced off the tin walls of the urinal and slid away.
"Me too!" someone else said, and the urinal splashed with jizz.
"I'm still going," said a third man, licking his lips, "I'm letting these big balls stay full until she drains them for me."
"You know Carter called dibs on that white bitch."
"Yeah, but Carter shares. Once he fucks her, you know he'll pass her around to us."
I had no idea who this "Carter" was. But their words brought me back to what Tyson had said. That real men shared their women.
"Shit, if it weren't for Carter, I'd have gone into that rec room and blasted the bitch full of cum by now."
"Yeah, and then Carter'd have you strung up by your neck, bleeding out."
"I know, I know. I won't cross Carter."
So who was this Carter who was simultaneously coveting and protecting my wife?
"Shit, what is this white boy doing with his cock out right now?"
Huh? I suddenly found myself at the receiving end of five death stares from the men.
"You staring at our dicks?"
"You wanna suck?"
"Chill," one of them said to the others, "He's not on the inside." He pointed to my visitors badge. "He's a normie."
They all laughed.
"Shit, he's probably just enjoying the show as much as us."
"Yeah, white boy. You staring at those big mommy titties just like us."
"I'm...." I stuttered out of fear, "She's..."
"She's what?"
"My wife," I found myself saying.
"Shit, no way!"
"That hot ass piece of ass is your wife?"
"Why are you not sucking those titties right now?"
"Shit, can I smell your fingers?"
"You come back next time with pics of those juicy jugs, right?"
"I gotta tell Carter about this!"
I walked away from the urinal trough in a daze. The images of those big stroking black cocks was burned into my mind as I got into my car and drove as far away as possible.
--
I was called again and asked to come see Principal Trish.
This was my first visit with her since I saw her avant garde permanence art where dozens of convicts stuffed her face with black cock before ejaculating all over her.
Trish looked pleased when I walked in.
"I have some good news this time Mr. Lokkens," she said, "We can take away some of your son's punishment community service hours."
"That's amazing."
"Yes. The reason for this is because something has come to my attention."
"Yes?"
"Your son is a faggot."
"What?!"
"Yes, I know. I was surprised too."
"What do you mean by that? I thought you said he assured you when he joined the cheerleading squad that he wasn't gay."
"Oh your son isn't gay. The cheerleading squad has reported that they still feel his creepy little eyes drinking them in when they dress in those short skirts for practice."
"Huh?"
"He is definitely attracted to the female form. But you know, he's spent all those hours wiping up the sweat and piss and other fluids of the basketball team... And I just think, yeah, that would turn a little weak boy like your son into a faggot."
"You mean--"
"I can't say specifics. Except that all the basketball team is happily reporting that your faggot son is doing a good job."
I didn't know what to say.
"Anyway, this qualifies him to get credit for being in the faggot club or whatever," the Principal said, pointing at a poster on her wall for the Gay Straight Alliance, "So he might even be able to get a single of hour of sleep and still graduate."
"Good," I thought.
"So," she said, giving me a devilish smile, "What did you think of my show? I saw you in the audience. It looked like you liked it."
"I... did," I said, remembering it vividly.
"Oh, you liked it? It sure did focus on a lot of big black cocks, right? Do you like cocks? Are you a faggot like your son? Because if you are, I can send you to the coach's office right now and he can use your throat to shave a few hours off your son's community service."
"Uhhh... no, I'm sorry. I'm not. I just--"
"Please, calm yourself. You're getting so sweaty!" Trish was giggling to herself.
"I don't normally do that," she said, referring to her performance art, "I'm a poet and usually I write my own work. But that night was all about honoring prison reform and so it only seemed appropriate to perform something that had been written by a prisoner."
"That was... written by a prisoner?"
"Written and directed by a current inmate."
I gulped. I remembered how precisely Trish's costuming had resembled my wife.
"Can I ask... what the name of the author is?"
Trish didn't miss a beat.
"He's a very fine gentleman named Carter Smith," she said.
Fuck. So the same man who was trying to fuck my wife in prison created that scene...
"I met him at the prison," Trish said, "For a conjugal visit. It's good for ladies like me to go and help out those poor men. You know, they don't get a lot of sexual release. Usually, it just gets all pent up inside their big sweaty balls, and it starts to mess with their head. That's why I went to see Carter, because the rumors were that he was the most obsessive, cum-filled predator in the joint. As soon as I got him in my arms, he pinned me to the bed and fucked me like no man ever has. It was amazing, and for him, to get to drain his big beautiful balls... It's too bad it's been so long since I've seen him. I bet his balls are fuller than ever, just desperate to find a sweet pussy to invade. You know?"
I gathered my things and told Trish I had to go.
"One more thing," she said before I could go, "Just about your son being a faggot. The team has requested that he be with them even on away games. So there may be some nights where doesn't come home."
I nodded, and ran out of there as quickly as I could.
--
Sunday arrived, and me and my wife Samantha piled our son into the van to visit Alexa and Tyson's BBQ. As Trish had mentioned, our oldest son had been requested to accompany the basketball team, and so wasn't with us.
When we pulled up, it seemed like Alexa was down another child. Whereas last week, one of their boys was there to greet us while her other son was in the hospital, this week there was no one.
"Go run around," Samantha said to our boy, as we left him to enter the home.
"We're out back!" came a voice, Alexa's. Samantha and I walked out to their yard to see Alexa topless in their hot tub. Her perky pink nipples were hard and floating at the water line. Besides her, Tyson was shirtless, his chest hairy and adorned with a solid gold medallion. Under the water, I imagined, they were both equally nude.
"Oh dear," Samantha said, averting her gaze from her naked friend, "Are we early?"
"Not at all," Tyson said, "Why don't you two join us?"
Meekly, Samantha turned back around and sat at the edge of the tub. She let her feet dangle in, while I stripped to my boxers and joined everyone fully in the water.
"What happened to your kids?" Samantha asked.
"Oh right," Alexa said, "Tyson had a great idea this week."
"Military school," he said.
"Military school?!" Samantha said, aghast, "You just sent your kids away like that?"
"It's good for them," Alexa said.
"Isn't that expensive?" I asked.
"Not at all. Once I spoke to the staff on the phone, they said they would even cover the boys' airfare."
"Oh, is the school that far away?"
"It's in Puloga," Alexa said.
Puloga... that sounded familiar. Wasn't that a country in Africa? Weren't they undergoing an immense civil war being fought with child soldiers?
"Puloga is right for those kids," Tyson said, "None of that pussy American shit."
"The boys had been awfully pussy-like lately," Alexa said, reflecting on her sons.
"They were faggots," Tyson said.
I winced, remembering what Trish had said and where my own kid was now.
"Puloga will be good for them," Tyson said, " They'll come back men."
"If they come back at all!" Alexa shouted. "Oops," she covered her mouth, "Maybe too much champagne."
"It is a war zone over there. Chances are, they might meet some fate."
"I don't mind it," Alexa said, "Gives me more time to be with you." And she leaned forward to get onto Tyson's lap, kissing him deeply in front of Samantha and me.
Splashing around the water with her toes, Samantha nervously spoke up.
"So... how is life this week without kids then?"
"Amazing," Alexa said, "We have so much more energy. And the sex has been even better. It's not like we were really stopping any of our urges before, I mean, Tyson fucked me at the breakfast table every day, but now, I just feel like we're even closer."
"I can finally invite some mates over," Tyson said, "And not worry that they'll trip over some brat."
"Yes, and you said you want me to meet that one friend... what was his name?"
"Maestro," Tyson said, "Yeah, he's got those big dogs. If there were kids around, they'd be chow within a minute."
This image made both Samantha and Alexa giggle like school girls.
"Anyway, what's new with you?" Tyson asked with a shit-eating grin.
"Well, I didn't want to say it last time because I didn't know if Drew would approve," Samantha said nervously, "But I've been volunteering. At the prison."
"Shit, that's good!" Tyson shouted, "You keeping my old buddies happy?"
"I think so!" Samantha said with pride, sticking out her chest with dignity, "I hand out board games and everyone is really friendly. They sit next to me, playing checkers, and tell me stories."
"Yeah yeah, those are some good folks," Tyson said, "You tell 'em about me. Tell them you know me, and they won't fuck around with you."
"Oh, no, that's not necessary. Everyone is already so sweet."
"Yeah Tyson," I said, "I doubt your name carries any weight anyway."
"That shit's not true," Tyson said, "I was top dog in there."
"Oh yeah?" Samantha said, "Really?"
"Fuck yes. I mean, more like number two. But everyone in there knew not to fuck with me."
"You were only number two?" Alexa asked, disappointed that her stud wasn't the literal top prison alpha.
"I was the top dog who wasn't fucking insane," Tyson said, "You had to be crazy to be more dangerous than me. And the number one guy was fucking nuts. Carter Smith, that insane motha fucka!'
For the third time, I heard the name Carter Smith. My entire body froze.
"Now I know you're full of shit," Samantha said, confidently crossing her arms and emphasizing her big breasts, "I see Carter every day. And he's the biggest sweetest puppy dog of them all.
Tyson let out an insane sounding cackle.
"Carter is crazy, man! You don't know what you're saying, white bitch."
He laughed and laughed and laughed.
"Listen here," Tyson said, "Carter is known for being the meanest and roughest fucker in there. He writes to all these bitches on the outside, gets them to fall in love with him because he's so sweet sounding and kind, and eventually, he gets them to come and do a conjugal visit."
Alexa and Samantha both looked confused at the term.
"That's a private prison visit where you get to fuck!" Tyson said.
"Carter would fill up his week with these prison loving sluts and he'd go into that love shack and beat that pussy up!"
Samantha covered her mouth and giggled.
"So what, he's a bit of a 'pimp' I guess. A 'playa.' So what?"
"That ain't the crazy part," Tyson said, "Because while he's fucking these bitches, he's also choking their brains out. Now these crazy sluts love it, they love getting choked as he fucks their brains out right up until the moment they stop breathing!"
"No way," Samantha said, "I don't believe you. No woman loves sex so much that she'd submit to being choked! Nevertheless choked so hard that she actually passes away!"
"Carter is snuffing bitches in those trailers," Tyson said, "He loves it. Never runs out of em. And the prison doesn't care. They got even sicker shit they're planning."
Samantha shook her head in disbelief. "Not my sweet Carter. I can tell, he's a true gentleman."
Tyson laughed. "Just don't go into that trailer with him!"
From a cooler, Tyson grabbed a beer and tossed one to everyone.
"Sweetheart," Samantha said, "I kinda want to ask Alexa and Tyson a private question."
"Huh?" I said.
"Can I ask you to just... go away for a moment?"
"I just got in the hot tub!" I said. I was so comfortable, why should I leave for my wife to say something private to Alexa and Tyson?
"Please, sweetie," she said.
"The bitch said to give her some space," Tyson said, and then, without warning, he pushed my head under the water.
I heard the washed out noises of Samantha's giggles above the water as I struggled against Tyson's massive grip. I screamed out, I couldn't breathe! But all I got was a mouthful of water.
<That works> she likely said, giggling, as she spoke more, too softly for me to make out.
As Tyson held my head under the water, I looked straight ahead and saw that I was eye level with Tyson's big meaty dick. Now, this was not the first big black cock I had seen this week, but I suddenly became nervous with exactly how big it was. The men at the urinal had each been massive: Tyson was on another level. Just staring at its murky-purple head gave me shivers. I believed undoubtedly that he really was the second most powerful man in the prison.



Next to Tyson's cock, and his huge black balls, was Alexa's nice white body. Her bare pussy lips looked so good, even as I couldn't breathe.
I realized that Alexa had her hand wrapped around Tyson's cock. She had been stroking him off the entirety of the conversation. The cock was threateningly hard, pointed directly at me, and Alexa's quick jerking motions, disguised by the bubbles, was not slowing down.
Underwater, there was no way for me to know it was happening. Tyson's cock fired out white viscous semen directly towards me. In the water, it dissipated into a cloud, but single streams of solid white jism kept spewing from the man's massive balls.
I was surrounded by the salty white cloud, unable to breathe, until finally he removed his hand and I rose to the surface with urgency.
"Thank you sweetie," my wife said, unaware of what I had seen, "I just wanted to ask them a quick private question."
"Yeah, you're welcome," I said, dizzy from the lack of oxygen.
--
Having watched Tyson ejaculate into my face, I was in no excitement to stay at the BBQ much longer and hurried back to the home.
"Hey there," my wife said to my youngest son when we got back, "So, you know how Alexa and Tyson have a rule about no kids in the house?"
He nodded.
"Why don't we try that?"
I looked at my wife with concern. Was she serious? She shot me a quick wink.
"Just for a little test," she said, whispering, "I want to try something."
And so my house became a kids-free zone the moment the door closed behind us.
"Sweetheart," Samantha said, and turned to face me in the doorway. Off came her blouse, until I was staring directly at her heaving breasts, making eye contact with her round pink nipples.
"I want you to fuck me here," she said, sitting down on our couch and spreading her legs.
I beamed. Samantha had been so much more adventurous lately, and here was a chance to go even further. For all the worrying I was doing about Tyson and Trisha and Carter, here was my beautiful wife, topless, spreading her legs for me and begging me to fuck her.
I started drooling, edging closer to touching her.
"Wait, honey," she said, putting her fingers on my lips, "I want to try something.
She pushed me backwards, leaving me waiting there, while she licked the palm of her hand and scrunched up her skirt. She showed me her bare pussy and began to masturbate in front of me.
"I want to get this thing so sloppy and wet for you," she said, "But I need you to do something for me."
The smell of her sex was overwhelming. I wanted to plunge into her already.
Samantha started to moan as she pleasured herself so successfully. I was dying, armed and ready to fuck!
"Okay," she said, moaning between breaths, "I want... I want you to fuck me."
I got closer, boner pointing, ready.
"But.." She said, "I want you to choke me while you're inside me!"
"Huh?"
"You... heard.... Me..." she said, her fingers circling her clit, "Choke me!"
I couldn't wait any longer. I wrapped my hand around Samantha's throat and stuck my dick inside of her. It was so warm and nice around my cock, her big tits heaving.
"Harder!" she shouted, and I started to fuck her harder.
"No, choke me harder," she corrected.
I squeezed my hands tighter around her neck.
"Harder!" she said.
I tried harder. Still, it wasn't hard enough.
She shoved me off of her, returning her hand to her pussy to keep herself going. Samantha's juices dripped off my dick onto our carpet.
"Go get a belt from your closet," she demanded. I was horny, I was back in a flash with the belt.
"Wrap it around my neck," she commanded, and I did as she told me. I slipped the belt around her neck and held the other end in my hand.
"Choke me," she begged, and I plunged back inside of her while squeezing the belt tightly.
"Uhgrrrgh!" she groaned, unable to let out a real moan. Immediately, I released the belt and she burst out in breath.
"No," she choked, spitting up spit, "Don't let go."
Reluctantly, I put the belt back on Samantha's neck and proceeded to fuck her.
She groaned breathlessly as I plowed into her pussy. I spun her on her stomach, holding the belt like a leash as I fucked her from behind.
"Gglglglggg, gglggl!" she choked. Her big tits were dangling downwards like a cow.
"Fuck!" I shouted. I was cumming, inside her pussy. My hands let go of the belt as the force of my orgasm shoved me back.
"Nooo!" she shouted, breathing in.
"Sorry," I said, "I let go of the belt. Sorry."
"No that's not it," she said, "You came inside of me!"
I sat confused. Usually Samantha was begging me to cum inside of her.
"I..." she looked at me like a girl who had misbehaved, "I went off my birth control."
"What?!"
"I was just getting so horny lately... I went to my doctor and he said it might be my birth control. But since I went off it, I've been even hornier."
Shit... Was there a chance that my wife might get pregnant?
"You need to get on your knees," she commanded. She presented her sloppy wet cunt to my face.
"Eat it all out," she said, "Quick."
Without hesitating, I ate out every drop of semen from Samantha's sloppy pussy. When she came, it pushed out the final drops of semen from the back of her cervix. Even though I would of course make sure she got Plan B tomorrow, I was confident that none of my sperm had made it to her eggs.
"That was close," she said. I looked at my wife and saw the burning red marks of the belt around her neck.
"Honey," I said, tracing them with my fingers.
"They'll go away in a few hours," Samantha said. "They always do."
They always do?
--
I needed to know more about Carter Smith and his proclivities for choking women during sex. I went to the only source I knew who had actually had sex with Carter Smith and lived to tell the tale. Trish.
School was in session and I didn't have an appointment, so I waited in the parking lot outside. While I was there, a bus pulled up that was adorned with the name of the school basketball team.
It parked out front and student after student came out of it. I was shocked. The basketball team players were as big and burly as the convicts I had met! Any one of them looked tough enough to take on Tyson in a one-on-one fight. I remembered what Trish had said about these men making my son into a faggot and I bit my tongue.
"Hey fucker!" came a voice. It was deep and threatening, and I looked right to see a big finger being pointed at me.
"The fuck you doing?"
The man, bigger and burlier than all of the team players, marched towards me. I tried to roll up my window but he shoved his bicep inside and dragged me out of the car like a rag doll.
"You staring at my players? Who the fuck are you?!"
I read his name tag: Coach Chalmers. I tried to say something but he clocked me in the face, causing me to see stars and crumble on the street like trash.
When I woke up, I was still on the street, and Trish was standing above me.
"Oh that's not a threat," she said, seeing my eyes open, "He's the faggot's father."
"Oh shit," Coach Chalmers said, helping me up, "That explains it. How's it going man?"
"What are you doing on campus?" Trish asked me.
"I wanted to talk to you... privately," I said.
"Anything you can say to me, you can say in front of Coach Chalmers. He and I are--" she giggled "intimate."
"Shit, why do we have to listen to this prick?" the Coach asked, "I'm fucking tired and sweaty from practice and I wanted to go back to your office for some lovin."
"We can do that after," Trish said.
"Fuck that. I want it now."
"Relax," Trish said, leaning over my fallen body and sticking her hand down Coach Chalmers' pants. His hard black shaft became visible through his gym shorts.
"That's nice," he said.
"So what," Trish said, turning to me, "did you need?"
"I--" I found it hard to make words, both because my windpipe was fractured from the Coach and because the cock in Coach's pants was oozing precum out onto my shin.
"Spit it out," Trish commanded.
"I wanted to ask you... about Carter Smith."
"Oooo," Trish cooed, obviously aroused at the name, "Now there's a man. What do you want to know?"
"Is it true..." I tried to ask, but the Coach's erection had grown so large that it was now poking up out of its waistband. Trish licked her index finer and ran it in a circle around the tip of his cock, causing it to spasm.
"Is it true that he chokes women during sex?"
Trish laughed to herself as the Coach's cock twitched further.
"Of course," she said, "See this?" She used her free hand to pull down her collar. Around her neck were dark bruises in the shape of massive hands.
"I haven't seen him in months and this still look so fresh," she bragged.
"I heard... some things," I said.
"Oh yeah?" she asked. The Coach's cock was entirely out of his shorts down, still dripping all over the place. "Like what?"
Laying there on the floor, I couldn't help it. I spilled everything. I told her about Samantha volunteering at the prison. Her open blouse and those beautiful tits on display for the men at the urinal trough. I told her what Tyson had said, that women were choked to death while fucking Carter Smith, and what the convicts had said, that he had called dibs on my wife.
"Oh dear," Trish said, stroking the Coach's cock even faster now, "I believe it when you say it like that. He definitely almost killed me! And I was loving every second. There's no doubt that other women weren't so lucky... or should I say that they were luckier!"
"So please," I said, "You understand now. You have to go see him... If he's not draining his balls, he'll only pursue my wife more..."
"Fuck no!" she shouted, "I may love big black cock, but as you can see, I have enough of it here. I don't need to risk my life for good dick."
I frowned.
"If your goal in coming here was to get me killed," she said, "Consider it a failure! I hope your wife gets what's coming to her!" She slipped the Coach's spasming dick back into his pants and let him carry her away, back to her office, to fuck.
I struggled in getting up off the floor, but when I made it, I went back to my car, dejected.
--
My last hope was an unfortunate one, but I had to do it. Alone, bloody and bruised from the Coach, I drove over to Alexa and Tyson's house.
Alexa was surprised to see me. She was dressed, for her, conservatively: a tiny blue thong and a tshirt that barely covered her tits.
"I came to talk to Tyson," I said.
She grunted, unhappy to let me into her home.
"We were just about to fuck," she said, "And you're going to make me wait?"
"Wait for what, baby girl?" Tyson asked. He came down the stairs completely nude, hard cock in front of him, and upon seeing me, laughed.
"Shit, the faggot is back. One load of cum to your face wasn't enough?"
"I need to ask you a favor," I said. He scooped up Alexa in his arms like she was made of paper, and held her preciously over his raging hard on.
"You turn me down," he said, referring to his offer to "share" women two weeks ago, "And then you come here for a favor?"
"Please," I begged, "I'm desperate."
I could see the juices from Alexa's pussy dripping onto his cock. He was clearly ready to fuck her.
"Fine," he said, "But first, I gotta nut."
He let Alexa's hot young body drop onto his boner. She screamed out in ecstasy. I couldn't believe such a big cock fit into this woman, the mother of two, the formerly chaste mother and wife of my friend Carl. If only he could see her now, perfectly content to be a slampiece for a big black dick... He would never be the same.
"Shit, you know your guts have been rearranged so much these days," Tyson said.
"I don't care," Alexa begged, "Fuck me!"
"Tell me why you deserve it."
"You're a king. You're a god. You're the master of my world. I'd do anything for your big black cock."
"Beg me for it."
"Please, keep giving me that big black cock!"
Tyson let out a laugh and dropped her down on the couch. Pressing her face into the cushion, he wiped his slimy cockhead against the entrance to her puckered asshole and then pressed inside.
"I fucked a lot of assholes in prison," he declared, "But none as tender as yours."
"Yes daddy, give it to me."
"You really giving everything you have for this cock?"
"Everything!"
"Sending your boys to be shot out in the fucking jungle?"
"Yes!"
"Letting your husband rot away like the pindick loser he is?"
"Yes!"
"Letting me treat your asshole like my personal cum sleeve?"
"Yes!"
"Raising my baby while your own spawn get their bones licked clean on a field?"
At that, Alexa let out an enormous orgasmic moan, creaming out of her pussy all over the couch.
"I ain't making a baby in here," he said laughing, "Just filling that ass with cum."
And with that, I could see the way Tyson's big black balls contracted. There were muscles at work. Muscles in his cock that sent rope after rope of sticky white baby batter directly into Alexa's butt. Shit, the force with which he ejaculated into her might have burst through, sending sperm all the way through her body and back down into her cervix.
He withdrew his slimy wet cock from her asshole, and she immediately turned around to lick her anal juices off it.
"So," he said, turning to me while the woman licked his cock, "What you need?"
I sat, awkwardly, beside him on the wet couch.
"I need you to go see Carter Smith," I said.
"Carter? In prison? Why the fuck would I ever go back there?"
"Please. You said you were his number two. He'll listen to you. He'll listen to you if you tell him to back off my Samantha."
Tyson let out a chuckle, causing a phantom round of semen to shoot from his cock into Alexa's lips.
"Why the fuck would I do that?"
"Because, he'll kill her!"
Tyson shook his head.
"The fuck do I care if he kills her? Bitch, do you care if Carter kills her?"
Still sucking the tip of his cock, Alexa shook her head. She didn't.
"Please," I begged, unable to do anything else, "Please go see him. Convince him to leave my Samantha alone."
Tyson chuckled some more.
"How about this," he said, "You're an ungrateful little white faggot. That's what you are. And I don't take orders from stupid white faggots."
My heart dropped. This was another dead end.
"That said," Tyson added, "I could be convinced to go see my friend Carter. For fun."
"Phew. Thank you Tyson."
"If," he shouted, "If... I knew that I was doing it for myself, and not because some faggot wanted me to."
I stared, confused.
"You gotta prove to me that you're a weakling," he said, "That you are completely subordinate to my authority, because you are a smudge on my boot compared to the man I am."
"Y-y-yes," I choked, "You are."
"Prove it." I stood obediently awaiting orders.
He reached forwards and removed his leathery soft cock from Alexa's mouth. I expected him to shove it towards me, but that's not what he did.
Instead, he positioned Alexa backwards, facing me, so that her ass was pointing at my face.
"Eat up," he commanded, and I watched Alexa's puckered asshole contract as cum leaked out.
"Show me you're a bitch," he said, "By being so low that you'll shove your mouth on the asshole of my cock sleeve."
I gulped. To save Samantha? I had to do it.
I leaned my nose directly onto Alexa's fine beautiful butt cheeks and began to eat.
"Ahh," Alexa moaned, pleasurably, "That tickles."
"Good faggot," Tyson said, shoving the back of my head into Alexa tighter, "Eat up."
This was the second time in 24 hours I had eaten cum out of a woman, but it was the first time it wasn't mine. Alexa squirmed around deliciously, savoring my tongue in her private hole. Sure enough, I even popped a boner.
"Suck suck," Tyson said, and I kept going until the smell of Alexa's asshole and pussy were entirely free of cum.
"Alrighty," Tyson said, "Looks like I'll be paying a visit to my old stomping grounds."
--
Tyson barely had time to throw on a wife beater and a pair of boxers over his wet soft cock. Visiting hours at the prison would be over within the hour, so I needed to get him there as soon as possible.
I parked in the yard, and watched Tyson take his sweet time moseying on in there. He nodded at the guards, said "sup" to some fellas hanging out by the gate.
"Hurry up!" I said to myself, my breath still tasting like ass and cum.
An interminable twenty minutes later, Tyson came sauntering out with a stoic look on his face. He paused at my car window.
"He wants to see you," Tyson said somberly.
I gulped. How had I even been mentioned? Why did a man I had never met, Carter Smith, a man who had been lusting after my busty wife and choking out his fuck sluts in the conjugal trailer... why did he want to see me?
When he got into the visiting room, Tyson shouted to a guard.
"Yo, my man gotta pee." I was thrust out into the yard, where I stood facing the open expanse of dirt. I knew where I needed to go.
At the other end of the yard, the urinal was full of ten buff inmates, one in the middle a head taller than the rest. There was a single open spot to piss right next to him. I gulped. That's where I was supposed to go.
I slid up next to the tall stranger and he patted me on the back.
"Nice to get acquainted," he said. He wore sunglasses and had a toothpick, items I didn't know were given to prisoners, and his hair was styled into tight corn rows. He was indeed taller, buffer, blacker, and scarier than any of the other inmates.
"I heard you got some beef with me," he said.
"Huh?"
"My man Tyson," Carter said, "He been pontificating to me... He says you don't quite like my interest in your wife."
"My..." I couldn't speak out of fear. "Wife?"
"That's your wife, is it not?" He pointed down at the rec center where sure enough, Samantha was sitting by the window with her blouse close to entirely undone. How could she not notice the crowd of handsome black men with their cocks out admiring her breasts from above?
"Tyson... did he tell you that?"
"Shit no!" one of the men in the line shouted. His cock was out and, like the others, it was rock hard as he stared at Samantha's bountiful melons. "You told us that!"
Shit. I had admitted that Samantha was my wife last time I was here.
"I am an intelligent man," Carter said, "When Tyson came to see me, I put two and two together."
Shit... Here I was, standing over the urinal while ten of the strongest men I had ever seen swarmed around me.
"If you're going to stand here," Carter said curtly, "You need to have your dick out."
I gulped. Meagerly, I fished my soft white dicklet out of my pants and let it hang over the urinal. Next to the black mammoth cocks of the inmates, it looked like a clitoris.
"Interesting," Carter said, upon seeing my dick, "That such a fine white specimen as your wife has such an under endowed faggot for a husband."
"It's not--" but I didn't know what to say.
"Here's the thing," Carter said. All the other men were stroking their cocks, staring at Samantha in the window, except Carter, who's massive black penis hung somberly over the trough. "Look around you. What do you see?"
I looked to my left and to my right. I saw massive black cock and balls everywhere I looked.
"Exactly," Carter said, "There isn't exactly a lot of pussy around here. There's some guards, some of the men's bitches come and visit, and of course, there's your wife... But otherwise, it sure is a lot of cock and balls, wouldn't you say?"
I gulped in agreement.
"And here's the other thing," Carter said, "I don't like to get off to cock and balls. I'm not a faggot like you. And I'm also not a self molester. I'm not going to jerk my cock to the sight of some breasts like these animals."



At the insult, none of the men stopped stroking. They were all too excited by Samantha's tits."
"No, I need my balls drained personally. By a fine bitch, preferably with big fine titties. Just like your wife's. I'm not going to stroke off to empty my balls. And that means, my balls are very full."
As if to demonstrate that he wouldn't be stroking, Carter's cock began to spasm out a loud and smelly jet of hot piss into the trough.
"So when pussy is what I need," he said, "And when there's not a lot of pussy around these parts... for a friend, a former friend really, to come and visit me... a man who is on the outside, where there is endless pussy... for him to come and tell me to lay off the one object of my desire that has gotten my balls so heavy and full?"
I looked down at Carter's cock as it continued to spew piss. His balls were indeed massive and full, like two softballs stuffed with buttercream.
"That does not please me," Carter said, "Not one bit."
"I-I-I'm sorry," I sputtered.
"Now that said," he continued, still pissing, "I must say that I still have a certain respect for that ragamuffin Tyson. Even if he is an imbecile."
"Oh?"
"And to that end, I think I'll be finding another object to transfer my attention to."
Was he saying what I thought he was saying?
"Yes, alas, I don't know the next time another so conveniently busty slut will enter these walls, especially one as busty as your fine wife, but I will have to wait until then. Out of respect for Tyson."
I had won. He was going to lay off Samantha.
"I just want to make clear," he continued, somehow endlessly spewing piss, "That I don't appreciate being orchestrated like a violin by a worthless faggot like you."
And suddenly, Carter's big hand shoved me forwards. I fell into the trough directly under his fat smelly cock, which was still erupting with piss, now all over my face. The combined ejaculate and piss of the men covered me, and as soon as I was able to wipe the sludge off my face, all the men had scattered. I looked down at the window and saw Samantha was gone.
Covered in black men's piss and cum, I still wore a smile as I trudged out and back to Tyson.
"Shit, you look like a whore's face," Tyson said, "But he told you the good news?"
"Yes," I said.
"That's nice. Keep Carter off your girl and he won't strangle her. Sure, the other guys will rough her up a bunch, but at least she'll live through it."
I stopped dead.
"The other guys?"
"Yeah, man, of course. Carter won't go after Samantha no more, so that means his guys will be free to mess with her. I bet they're dying to get their cocks around her. But man, at least it's not Carter Smith. He's the only fatal one in that bunch."
I froze, speechless.
"I just hope that wife of yours has got some good birth control," Tyson said, "'cause the amount of semen they're gonna spill in her, her eggs will be getting fertilized for sure."
We walked out in the parking lot to see Samantha's car pulling away. I breathed relief. At least the day was over. At least she wasn't still there!
I drove Tyson back to his home, and even endured Alexa's laughs at my piss covered clothes as I showered in their guest house. I borrowed some of Carl's old clothes and solemnly returned back to my house to confront Samantha.
"Sweetheart," I said, kissing her hello.
"What's the smell?" she said, sniffing me, "It's almost... masculine? Are you wearing a new cologne?"
"Sort of," I said quickly, "I need to talk to you."
She sat down on our couch.
"I need you to stop going to the prison for volunteering. It's very serious. It has to do with Carter Smith--"
As soon as I said Carter Smith, Samantha started to cry.
"Oh Drew," she said between tears, "I'm so sorry. I can't believe I've been keeping all that from you. But you're right. I shoudn't go back."
I looked at her with my head turned. "What do you mean, keeping what from me?"
Through her sniffles, Samantha told me she wanted to come clean.
"At work," she said, "Carter Smith... he's been someone who gets close to me. I can tell he likes me... I mean, he calls me beautiful, touches my hair when the guards aren't looking, always makes sure none of the other guys mess with me. I thought it was just harmless, you know, to have this hot guy at my work who I thought was really sexy and who flirted with me... but it's just been getting so overwhelming!"
I sat close to her, waiting to see where this went.
"I've just been obsessive," she said, "When I see him out on the prison yard with his shirt off. The way the sun reflects off his chiseled chest, the sweat, that dark skin... And then, gee, it feels so wrong to say this, but his cock! I can't possibly miss that thing, like an eggplant stuffed into his orange jumpsuit! Whenever I see it swinging with his steps, I just have to go touch myself! I've been doing it constantly at work, every single day, I spend half my time curled up on the floor of the woman's room with my hand up my cunt!"
I sat there, watching Samantha blush in embarrassment, waiting for more revelations.
"Once I heard from Tyson that he chokes women while he fucks them... I started choking myself when I masturbate. I've been doing it at least five times a day. I even made you do it! I can't believe it, this one rugged big cock stud and I've been reduced to a compulsively masturbating whore! I even asked Tyson privately, when your head was underwater, whether they thought a man like Tyson would be interested in fucking me. What a slut I've become."
She was crying now, and I realized that this was it. She was guilty about how badly she lusted after Carter and his big black cock. But that was it.
I immediately held the weeping Samantha in my arms. Her tits jiggled with her tears.
"Samantha," I said, finding myself get emotional, "Of course you're masturbating to his big black cock. After all we've gone through, that's only natural."
And then, I found myself opening up to her. I told her everything: about Trish's performance, going to the prison, talking to Trish again, going to see Tyson, our deal, his approaching Carter and then what Carter said to me.
"I was acting like a jealous fool," I said, but Samantha was no longer crying. She was standing above me, arms folded, sternly staring down.
"What did you say you did," she said, anger in her voice, "With my friend Alexa?"
I had, indeed, sucked semen out of Alexa's asshole while she came all over my face.
"Please," I begged my buxom wife, "I can explain--" but she tossed me out of the house and I ended up spending the night in my car.
In the morning, she woke me up with a mug of coffee, her nipples hard in her night shirt as she invited me back inside.
"I still can't believe what you did," she said, "How could you? My best friend? Behind my back?"
"It was only because I was so worried about you," I said.
"Did you--did you enjoy it?"
"Huh?"
"Eating her ass... it's just... we've never done it before."
I seized the opportunity.
"Is that it?" I begged, "Please, Samantha, if that's it then I'll happily eat your ass."
"Okay." She said it so quickly, I was surprised.
Still with her hair in the morning bun, she shed her bottoms, leaving her wearing only her thin night shirt over her bare breasts.
"Start eating," she said, wagging her asshole at me. I didn't have to be told twice. I ate Samantha's asshole with all the passion I could muster. I spit and slobbered all over her hole. I drank from the juices flowing from her her pussy: leaning in further when she orgasmed all down my chin.
"Oh, this does feel so good!" she shouted.
"Yes, Samantha, I'll do anything for you."
"Anything?" she said, stopping her previously gyrating hips. "Will you... will you go get the belt?"
Happily, I ran to get my belt from the bedroom and wrapped it around her neck. As I ate her asshole, I squeezed at the handle of the belt.
"Glugggggggg ah!" she groaned, issuing a waterfall of cum down my face.
"Fuck me!" she shouted, "Carter fuck me with that big black cock of yours!"
I didn't stop eating her ass. I let her scream out the convict's name as I choked her harder. I kept eating and licking and sucking her hole until I found her going limp.
"Samantha?" I said. She didn't respond. I looked up and saw her eyes were closed.
I took the belt off her neck and laid her flat and the floor. "Fuck!" I shouted. But within a minute, she burst back to life.
"That was..." she said, dreamily, her eyes glazing over, "That was SO FUCKING HOT!"
--
After Samantha had recovered, she slid, still bottomless, onto our sticky couch and sipped from her mug of coffee.
"I think," she said, "We need to be real about what's happening here."
"Okay..."
"I obviously have this infatuation," she said, "With that big dick Carter Smith. He's gotten under my skin. I just feel like I won't be satisfied until I do something about it."
She sipped from her mug, watching me squirm in my seat, but not saying anything too quickly.
"I'm only being honest. You felt the need to eat out my friend. I feel the need to get fucked and choked by this man. I feel like, until I do it, we just won't be equal."
I squirmed further, trying to think of what to say.
"Sweetheart, I just think if we waited--"
"I can't wait," she said, "I'm so horny, all day at the job."
"Well, if you leave the job--"
"I can't leave the job. It's the most meaningful thing I've done in ages. What I'm saying is, I don't want to leave the prison. I like feeling like the sexiest woman in the world, all eyes on me, when I show up. I like sitting in the rec room next to Carter, feeling the warmth of his arm around me as I watch his erection growing in his pants. I love this job, sweetheart. You can't take it from me."
I was at a loss for words.
"But because of your meddling," she said, "It seems like I need to do this. I need to reach out to Carter personally, and make this right. And that will mean, in all likelihood, visiting one of the conjugal trailers with him."
"And you two can talk it out. Fix things."
She sternly put her hand on my knee, leaning forward so I could see down her shirt.
"Honey, if I get in that trailer with Carter Smith, he is going to fuck my brains out. I guarantee it."
I gulped but Samantha was sure of herself.
"Besides," Samantha said, "It's just sex. That's what Alexa and Tyson have been saying. You know, he's been begging to let his friends come over to bang her? And she keeps saying that she wants to be only for him! But Tyson apparently insists that fucking is fucking and that's it. Won't that be fun, that you and I will actually be more sexually advanced than those two?"
Samantha giggled.
"I'll always love you," she said, "I think... I just need to get it out of my system. I just need this big dick inside of me, one time, and those hands around my neck, and then I'll be done."
".....okay."
Samantha's eyes lit up.
"I knew you'd understand."
She skipped away like a school girl to the kitchen, where she picked up the phone.
"Hi, I'd like to make a call to an inmate? Carter Smith, please."
She waited.
"Hey there, sweetie... Yes, it's me... Yes, I miss you too... Wait, before you say anything, I wanted to ask you.... Can we go on a date?"
A date? Is what my wife was calling going to a shitty trailer to get violently fucked by a criminal?
"Yeah... I can come over today, if you want... Yeah, I'll wear something special... What did you call him? The faggot? Oh, don't worry about him, he's okay with it... Okay... I'll see you soon... Love you too."
Love you too?
She skipped back over to where I was sitting, giddy as a girl in a candy store.
"I'm so excited to see Carter," she said.
"Did you really say you loved him just now?"
"Oh that was just a slip of the tongue," she said, "I mean, I'm just obsessed with his cock. I love his cock, is what I meant."
Somehow, that wasn't any better.
An hour later, Samantha came down the stairs dressed to impress. She was wearing a slutty evening dress: strapless on the back, low cut in the front, and short enough that you could see a peek of her butt cheeks when she walked. Her cleavage, of course, was massive and impressive, and a necklace adorned with large blue beads lead my eyes directly to the center of her white breasts.
"How do I look?" she asked, doing a spin. My wife had never looked better.
"I can't believe it... I'm going to get fucked by Carter Smith!" The mother of two was screaming in the middle of her living room out of excitement for black dick.
"Yes, sweetie," I said, forlornly, "Please. Just go. I'll be here when you get back."
"Ugh, when he chokes me, I hope I can take it!" she says, "I mean, I've been practicing, so there's no way this fucker actually croaks me, right?"
I gulped. I had forgotten that in Carter's hands, he held the power to turn my wife from a fuckable piece of ass to a lifeless body in a tight dress...
"Be careful," was all I could say.
"Kisses," she said, kissing me on each cheek. "I'll see you when I get back... if I get back!"
--
I was entirely restless. I couldn't just sit at home and wait while my wife was fucked and choked by a convict at the prison.
Even though I knew I shouldn't, I got in my car and raced over the to prison. There, I parked on the side where I knew the conjugal trailers were, and I snuck up to the one that was clearly lit from the inside.
Peeking up, I just could make out a scene through the bottom of the drapes.
It was my Samantha! She was on her knees between his legs, dress rolled down to her waist. Her eyes were big and wide looking up at him, like a deer, with her mouth slightly parted.
He was buck naked, as black as ever. His big rod was hard and pointed threateningly at her lips. She held it playfully in her hand, pressing her massive breasts against the bottom of it. With her other hand, she massaged the left of his heaving full balls.
The scene was angelic, the cock so hard at her face, that I was surprised when she moved. Her little pink tongue appeared out of her lips and planted directly on the tip of his black cock.
"Mmm, get me worked up," Carter said in his booming deep voice, "Because then, I want to fill you up."
"Yes daddy," Samantha said, that sweet voice, the love of my life, about to stuff her lips with Carter's black dick.
She suckled at his cock head like a babe at the teat, her eyes still wide and innocent. He reached forward with his massive black hand and held her breast, tweaking her nipple with his thumb. He got it hard.
Drool began to spill from her lips. My wife wasted no time taking her hands and mashing her breasts against his cock, letting them lubricate with saliva, sliding his wet shaft in and out of her cleavage.
His hand moved from her nipple to her throat. Her eyes went even wider. He pressed.
I watched a jet of liquid shoot out of my wife's pussy. It's like he squeezed it out of her.
Her hips gyrated up and down, fucking her tits with his cock, while he choked her. Her face began to glow red.
"Mmmmmmm" she grunted out, moving faster.
His big black balls pulsed in her hand, covered in saliva.
"I knew the moment I saw you," Carter said, teeth gritted, gnarly smile, my wife's eyes meeting his even though she was too choked to speak, "That you'd be draining my balls. The moment you walked into the prison: this beautiful creature, with all your hopes and dreams and family. Trying to do 'community service.' I knew immediately. I knew immediately that you were nothing than a pair of big jugs and lips for me to shove my cock into."
Something resembling a moan eeked out of my wife's face.
As he pumped his hips into her mouth, I noticed Samantha turning from red to blue. He was voracious, just a fucking machine, big cock pumping hands choking, and I wondered if I needed to scream.
But he let go on his own. The color rushed into Samantha's face: she coughed up chunks of white precum and drool onto his lap. Underneath her hips was a puddle of her own pleasure juices. She had gushed everywhere without even getting a cock inside her.
"Lick my balls," he commanded, and Samantha my loving wife let his hard cock poke her face and dangle in her hair as she kissed every inch of his sweaty black balls.
"Soon, every drop in there will be inside you," he warned, and I watched a droplet of fluid leak out of her pussy.
Samantha stood up, legs wobbling, and positioned herself demurely on the couch. Her legs were crossed, hands on her knees, tits jutting out. The marks on her neck were blood red.
Slowly, Samantha spread her legs, showing her wet dripping pussy to the black convict. He approached her, cock hard and outstretched, but the first contact he made was both hands around her throat.
Violently, he jerked her towards him and onto his cock. Her tits shook everywhere as every inch of his massive black member was slid inside my wife. The way he held her, by the neck, like he was taking out the trash, scarred me. It was clear, by the frenzy by which he fucked her, by the passion by which he thrust into her pussy, that he viewed my dear Samantha as nothing more than a piece of flesh designed to please his cock. He was going to squeeze the life out of her on his conquest to fill her pussy.
Viciously, he slammed Samantha's body down horizontal onto the couch, following her with another deep plunge of his cock, never ending. His deep black balls swung against her bottom as he continued into her.
Samantha's eyes rolled back in absolute pleasure. The trail of liquid leaving her sex could have fed a starving child.
Carter leaned forward and suckled from my wife's dangling breasts; I, jealously, hid a hard-on. The sex Samantha was having was unlike any sex I had ever given her, unlike any sex I could give her. This was a man, a real man, fulfilling his primal purpose on this Earth: plugging the pussies of the most fertile woman in his reach. And I was left at the window, nervously watching, jerking into irrelevance.
Now, Samantha's face turned blue. Carter's big balls slammed over and over again into her behind. I realized, ultimately, how useless I was. My cock was in my hand, little and inflamed. I was stroking to the image of my wife getting obliterated, like a larger than life porno. I realized that even if he were to choke her out entirely, I would not do a thing. I'd be left to watch and stroke and fire my little load until he was done with her, whether her flesh was warm or cold.
Samantha smiled a drooly open mouth grin, eyes rolling back, as she succumbed to the ecstasy of his cock.
Then, it all changed. Carter seemed to adjust his movements. His balls, which before had been swinging with titanium force, now seemed to float in mid air.
Carter let one big thrust into my wife and held: held it tight, impossible to break. I watched as the mechanism of his cock sucked out the cum of his balls, moving like a gulping machine out of his sack and into my wife.
With every rope of jism fired into her, my blue face wife twitched orgasmically. Her nipples could cut diamonds. Carter, sadistically, continued to keep my wife's neck crunched as he filled her up with his load.
"Just like the others," Carter said with a snicker, "Just another rag for my load."
He removed his hand, removed his cock, the semen dripping out like a bad oil change. Samantha's face, frozen in ecstasy, stayed frosty blue.
"What a shame," he said, wiping his cock onto her stomach, "I quite enjoyed our chats in the rec room."
Tears filled my eyes as I watched Carter walk away from Samantha's body.
Then--it all returned. Samantha leaped up. Air rushed into her lungs. She looked completely zen, smiling, full of love for the world.



My naked and oozing wife jumped down on the floor and grabbed Carter's ankles. She kissed his feet, kissed his knees, kissed his drained balls and sweaty soft cock.
"That was the best sex of my life," she said, the hand marks on her neck pulsing, "You are a stallion! You are a god! You are--"
"Still fucking horny, bitch," he said, and thrust his cock back into my wife's face.
With only a moment of surprise, Samantha quickly resumed her fervor in being a receptacle for Carter to drain his balls.
I lost track of how many times I came. Carter fucked her face and shot a load into her stomach. Cart fucked her doggy style with her facing the window, almost seeing me. Carter fucked her on her side on the couch, plugging her asshole with cock, and Carter even lay down in her lap, suckling her breasts like a baby, while she stroked him off, firing a load into her hair.
By the end of their session, the entire room was covered is sweat, jizz, and Samantha's fluids. My wife had been through an intense workout: physically, sexually, psychological. Carter seemed amused, as if he had not expected her to survive the day.
"You're one tough bitch," he said, flicking her face with his cock. Samantha writhed in joy.
He left the trailer, cock swinging, stretching his arms. I guess when you're the top dog of the prison, no one cares if you follow the rules. I quickly rushed away, trying not to be seen, and I was halfway back home when I wondered if I should have gone into the trailer to comfort my wife. Instead, I had fled away, pants stained with my cum, eyes still playing back the moment when he first filled her wit cum and it looked like she was the happiest woman in the world.
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The day after my wife Samantha was brutally fucked by the violent inmate Carter Smith, she woke up as if nothing had happened. Bruises ran down her leg and thighs, places where Carter had held her down as he made her cum over and over again, and she didn't care. I watched her casually make breakfast for her sons, do a load of laundry, and even clean the dishes all while humming a happy tune.
"Baby," I said, finally breaking out in tears at the foot of the stairs, "Can we please talk about what happened?"
"Darling, I thought we did enough talking," she said. "I told you: he was driving me crazy at the prison when I visited to volunteer. Flirting with me, touching me, admiring my breasts, letting me admire his cock through his jumpsuit. He was making me so fucking wet, I just needed to fuck him."
My brain rolled around with the memory of it: Samantha, my wife, taking every single inch of his massive black cock while he nearly strangled her to death.
"That's why I had to fuck him," she said, "I had to." I saw, on her beautiful white breasts, little bruises where he had greedily suckled at her.
"But sweetheart... now it's over."
"Huh?"
"I just needed to get it out of my system!" she said, shivering, "I so clearly needed a big black cock... sorry, HIS big black cock. And I got it. So now, I'm finally ready to go back to normal."
I watched my buxom wife smile and proceed to continue her chores.
"But..." I protested. Could we really go back to normal after this? Whenever I kissed my wife, I'd know that that same mouth had suckled on the purple tip of Carter Smith's prick. That her tits had been molested, stretched, and groped by his grubby hands. That her pussy had been ravaged and stuffed with his seed, that her asshole had been stuffed with his spunk, that every inch of her tan spongey flesh had been covered in the semen of a violent convict who would kill us both without flinching.
"I swear, totally normal," she said.
I didn't know what to do. I broke down, again, hysterical.
"There, there," Samantha said, patting me on the back, using the same hands that she had used to stroke his cock onto her tits, "How about this..."
She stood up tall, bust jiggling, hand on her hips.
"You go to work today," she said, "And when you get back, we'll kick the kids out again. And we'll do whatever sexual fantasy you want."
"Whatever I want?"
"Anything. You name it."
I stared up at my gorgeous young wife with her perfect body. I thought about what I wanted most from her. But all I saw was her on her back being destroyed by that big black cock. That massive organ spraying cum all over her. Her joyous expression as she licked the sweat from his balls while his cum dripped down her chin and into her cleavage.
Sheepishly, I whispered my plan into her ear.
"Yes sir," she said, happily skipping away.
When I got back to the house at dinner, I had almost forgotten about the morning. Except all the lights of the house were off.
I entered our candlelit kitchen and found my wife, standing in front of the stovetop, completely naked except for a skimpy tight apron that squeezed her tits in all the right places.
"Hey there big man," she said, "Dinner's served."
She let me to our table, where she placed a piping hot steak in front of me. She skipped to the kitchen, everything jiggling as she did, where she grabbed me a frosty ice cold beer, and poured it for me.
With my steak and beer set, I sat down in front of it. And that's when Samantha, careful to keep her balance on her high heels, slowly shimmied down to the floor, where she crawled under the table and put her head in my lap.
"I want my dinner now," she begged looking up at me with her tits squeezed by her arms and the apron.
She fished my cock out of my trousers and, right as I dug my knife into the steak, began to suck my cock.
"Jesus," I said, feeling the delicious sensation of her tongue around the rim of my cockhead. Maybe things were going to be alright after all.
--
Once again, on Sunday, we went to Tyson and Alexa's place for BBQ. Again, our oldest son (the "faggot" as everyone in his life had taken to calling him) was preoccupied supporting his school's men's basketball team... and not as a player. So Samantha, our youngest son, and I visited the home.
This time, we were not the only guests. Usually Sunday BBQ was a quiet affair. Now, there were tons of cars in the driveway, loud music playing, and flashing party lights coming from the backyard.
Samantha and I walked to the back and found a raucous event. Loud hip hop music, people dancing all over the place. It looked less like a mansion in the affluent suburbs and more like a block party that a well-funded rapper might throw.
Being the only other white faces in the crowd, we quickly spotted Alexa. The skinny white housewife had been utterly transformed in the last few weeks. Her husband had been imprisoned. Her bed had become home to a violent criminal, Tyson, who fucked her on the regular. And her kids had been sent to "military school" in a war torn African country known for using child soldiers. And Alexa was loving every minute of it.
The formerly demure housewife was wearing shiny orange booty shorts that made her fat ass look like a tasty tangerine. She kissed the two of us hello.
"Who are all these people?"
"Friends of Tyson's. It's a fantastic crowd."
"Is everyone here a criminal?"
"Mostly. But not everyone's been to prison. Some people are sneaky enough not to get caught." Alexa laughed.
"See that guy over there?" she pointed to a tall and skinny man with a huge afro.
"They call him Lips. He's the biggest pimp in our city. If you pay for pussy anywhere in town, he's on the other end, getting a cut."
"Why do they call him Lips?" Samantha asked.
"Because apparently, he's got lips that are just made for pussy eating." Both women's loins tightened with excitement.
"And," Alexa added, "I can't wait to try him out."
"I thought you were with Tyson!" I said.
"Yes, I am. But Tyson is a real man. He's not jealous. He's not afraid to share me with someone he cares about. And it's not like I'm his only bitch. Look."
She pointed at the other end of the yard where we all saw Tyson being gyrated on by a gorgeous mocha skinned woman with enormous breasts. She was shaking them in Tyson's face while he had both hands on her considerable ass.
"That's a real man," Alexa said, her mouth drooling, her pussy lips dripping, "He knows how to share."
Then, she shot me a glance.
"Unlike some men," she added, looking at me.
I was about to get close to her and say, "Oh yeah? Well I shared my wife with a big dicked convict too. And she loved it!" Except I stopped myself before.
"I think it's crass," Samantha said, "All this excessive sexuality. It's gross." Wow she really was good at playing the part. Maybe things were back to normal. Then, I remembered that Samantha was likely still angry at Alexa for letting me eat Tyson's cum out of her pussy. This was about Samantha's pride.
"Enjoy your limp dicked husband then," Alexa said. She walked over to where Lips was standing and greeted him by flashing her tits. He leaned forward to suck at her nipples. Then, she stood on her toes to kiss him.
"Wow," Samantha said, watching the man make out with her friend, "They call him Lips but... by the size of that thing rising in his pants, he looks almost as big as Carter!"
The fact that my wife was comparing men's cocks to the man who had railed her the day before bothered me. But she quickly frowned and moved on.
"I need a drink," Samantha said, and left to find the bar.
I scooted over to Tyson, who was still holding one of the woman's breasts in his hands and sucking it.
"Yo my man! How'd it go with Carter?"
"She's still walking isn't she?" I pointed over to Samantha, filling a glass with punch.
"So he didn't fuck her."
"No," I said, sheepishly, "He fucked her. A lot."
"Carter Smith fucked your wife?" the black woman said, while Tyson put his lips back on her nipple, "MMmm, that's a lucky girl."
"Carter gets me feeling so many ways," she said, shivering. She looked over at Samantha. "Oh and she's a big titty bitch too! Carter loves us."
Tyson released his titty to cackle. He also fished inside his pants to pull out his hard cock, which was already long and stiff enough to just slide right between his partner's tits.
I went over to join my wife at the bar, where she poured me some punch.
Just then, a guest with the broadest shoulders I have ever seen came up to us.
"Hey have you all seen my dog?"
"Your dog?" Samantha asked.
"The name's Maestro," he said, extending a fat hand to my wife, "I have a big angry looking mutt, but I'm not sure where he ran off too."
"I'm sure he'll turn up."
"In the mean time," he said, leaning up against Samantha and grinning, "You come here alone?"
"No, my husband is right next to me," she said with bitterness.
"Oh hey there little guy. Didn't see you."
"Cool it," Samantha said, pressing her tiny palm against his chest.
"Alright, alright," he said, leaning in so his breath was close to Samantha's neck, "If you'd like him to stick around while you and I do our thing, that' s cool."
"No," she said, frustrated, "It's not--"
"Okay, then. You don't want him to watch." He grinned. "Scram, bitch," he said to me, "The lady said she doesn't want you."
Even Samantha laughed at how cleverly he had turned it against me.
"But for real, what is a fine white woman like you doing here? You fuck with Tyson?"
"I'm friends with Alexa."
"Oh yeah, Tyson's rich bitch. I'm hoping to get my balls sucked by her later, ya dig? You wanna join?"
"Hmmph!" Samantha shouted, "You're quite rude."
"Hey, just gotta try. It's not every day I get to chat with a fine cat like you."
"That's much more polite," Samantha said, pleased.
"Besides," he said, reaching down and grabbing his crotch from the outside of his pants, "I doubt you could handle something like this."
Samantha's eyes traced down his chest, until she was making eye contract with the shape of a penis in his pants.
"Oh?" she said, eyebrow raised.
"Yeah, you're just another white princess with a little white husband," he shot me a glance, "You know, a little white dick like his is nothing compared to big black cock."
"Leave his little dick out of this," she said.
"Yeah, there's no way you're handling this bad boy." The man reached into his pants and pulled out his hard cock. It was shining in the glow of the party lights.
Samantha leaned forward, showing cleavage, and got down right in front of it.
"Hmmm," she said, staring at it. "Doesn't look that big to me."
"Bitch. This is the biggest dick you'll ever see," It was a massive cock, much larger than mine. But Samantha was unfazed.
She stuck out three delicate fingers and traced his cockhead with it.
"Not nearly as big as the man I was with last night."
"This white shrimp over here?"
"Oh no. His name is Carter Smith."
The black man laughed, his cock shaking in Samantha's hand.
"Yeah right. You think I'm going to believe a spongecake big titty novice like you fucked Carter Smith?"
"See these?" Samantha said, letting open the neck of her shirt to show the man the bruises on her fleshy breasts.
"Fuck!"
"Carter had me for hours yesterday," she said, flicking his cock away. She looked into the man's eyes. "I was stroking that big monster between my tits just like this." And then, with two hands, she delicately started stroking and swirled the air, as if holding Carter's massive dick.
"Fuck... Fuckin' bitch!"
"Let's go sweetheart."
I breathed a sigh of relief. She left the man standing there, cock out, alone.
"Wow babe... you really scared me there."
"Relax. I told you. I'm done with black cock." She squeezed me tightly. "You're all I want now."
Then, a crashing sound of a table collapsing. We all looked ahead and there was a hulking, brutish beasts of a dog running through the party. In its teeth, it had a messy rippled stuffed toy, which it was tearing into little shreds with its sharp teeth.
"Oh my," Samantha said, "Like dog like owner, wouldn't you say? He's really tearing into that poor sad toy."
Except, upon closer inspection, it wasn't a toy. It was Samantha's and my own son.
"Stop!" I shouted, and the sound of fingers pressed to lips whistling came. Maestro, cock freshly stuffed into his pants after displaying it to my wife, summoned his dog.
"MMmmm, what you got there boy? Something yummy?"
"That's my son!" Samantha cried.
"Doesn't look like your son to me," he said, "Looks like some puppy chow. You ready to chow down on that white boy, big guy?"
"Stop, you can't!"
"Shit, I can do whatever I want. Nobody cares what happens to some bitch little white boy."
"You can't!"
"Order of the natural world, honey pie. My man here's a predator. And your little boy is just some worthless prey."
"These privileged white folks think they can just bring their little boy to a party," someone murmured, "I said let the dog feed!"
"Shit, that dog's worth more to this world than that white boy."
"I'm sick of buying all that dog food. Maybe I'll let my dog roam around my white neighbors and see what he finds!"
"Once he's done with that thing, he should eat that big titty white bitch next!"
The crowd was ruthless, cheering for Maestro's dog instead of our white boy.
"Stop," Samantha said, almost in tears, "I'll..."
"Shit, that's what I thought," he said. He commanded his dog to drop the boy, unharmed. The crowd boo'ed.
"Wait here," she said to our son, "Mommy's got to go deal with the mean big man."
"Okay Mommy."
I stayed outside as the black man led my wife inside, carrying her over the threshold. The party resumed; he was in there for almost an hour with her.
When they came out, she was wiping off her mouth, her clothes ripped to shreds. And the man had a big shit eating grin on his wife.
"Let's go," Samantha said, and I noticed her bra had entirely disappeared. As she held close to me, frowning, I could smell the black man's cum on her breath.
"Fresh start," she said to me, "No more big black cocks for me. After tonight."
--
I thought that the morning after Samantha fucked Carter would be the worst morning of my life. It turned out, the following one was even more nightmarish.
Samantha, exhausted from her encounter with her second BBC in two days, was sleeping naked in our bed: breasts heaving, stomach churning with multiple loads of cum. Her pussy lips were airing out to the room, as was her asshole.
I was curled up, asleep in my corner of the bed. That's when my life changed once and for all.
They burst through my door. At first, I thought they were Tyson and his friends, ready to fuck Samantha within an inch of her life, pimp her out, and otherwise transform her into a whore. But instead, no, it was worse. The feds.
Samantha was unable to cover her breasts in time, giving the officers a dreamy view of her pink nipples and round sumptuous rack as they slammed me to the ground and cuffed me.
"Sweetheart!" Samantha cried, diving on top of me. But the officers pinned her down, breasts jiggling, and got her away.
"No!" Samantha shouted, and I was taken in. They fingerprinted me, strip searched me, and locked me in an isolated cell in the prison where I had visited Carter and Carl before.
Carl... his twisted tax games, the ones that had landed him in prison, had finally come to bite me in the ass.
The next day, Samantha came to the prison. Her eyes were puffy with tears as we sat across from each other behind a pane of glass.
"It's terrible," she said, "They froze all our money. Didn't you hide any, like Carl and Alexa?"
I hadn't known I was part of any financial crimes, unlike Carl. So no, I hadn't.
"Damn," she said, "It's worse than I can imagine. They took the house. They took all our cars. The kids--there's just not even enough money for food on the table. We've rented a house in a less-than-quality neighborhood. It's all the money we have."
"Relax," I said, "We'll figure this out."
"I just don't see a path forward," Samantha said in tears, "Without drastic changes."
Samantha wept sloppily.
After a while of discussion, she and I figured out some hard financial decisions. We simply couldn't afford anything at all. First, all the volunteering Samantha was doing at the prison had to stop. She needed to get a real job, something that paid cash, and fast.
"But sweetheart... doesn't that mean our kids..."
"Yes, it does. They'll be expelled."
"Where will they go?"
I wracked my brain, thinking about a school that would accept them.
Samantha was the first to say it.
"Puloga."
No! The war torn country, swarming with child soldiers, that Alexa and Tyson had cruelly sent Carl's children to.
"We have to," she said, "In fact, Alexa and Tyson said they pay us to send a kid there, right? So we can probably sell--I mean, send--one of the kids to Puloga and use the money."
Samantha thought for a moment.
"Or we could sell both and pocket all the money." In Samantha's eyes, her sons had stopped being sons to her. They were just pieces of flesh she could trade for cash.
Alright, I said, in no position to argue. The hard decisions were made.
"I'll miss you," I said, as my visiting time was up. I waited for her to get up, so I could watch her leave.
"I'm actually," Samantha said coyishly, "I'm actually seeing someone else."
"Huh?"
"I'm here at the prison visiting you," she said, "So I figured... I would visit Carter as well."
Visit Carter? After they fucked in the trailer?
"I thought you said you got it out of your system!"
"Oh sweetheart, of course!" Samantha said, "I'm not even thinking of his big black cock. But, he was a friend to me before that. And I really need a friend right now."
I relented. As I got up out of my seat to return to my confinement, I passed Carter in the hallway.
"I'll tell you afterwards what your wife's pussy smells like," he said with a grin.
I was distraught. I returned to my cell completely hopeless.
The next day, Samantha returned. Her attitude was a bit more chipper.
"I sat our boys down yesterday," she said, "And told them the news."
Samantha had let the two sons of ours sit besides her on the couch while she delicately told them that they simply didn't have enough money to keep these two boys around. One of them is going to have to go.
Samantha pulled up photos of Puloga on her phone. They were all grisly and dark, but Samantha didn't want to lie to them.
"Which one of us has to go?" one son asked.
"Well let me think. I know you," she said, pointing to her youngest, "You had that encounter with Maestro's dog. I bet I could sell--I mean, lend-- you to him to play with his dog and he might pay me, if you stayed. So maybe you'll get to stay."
At this, Samantha reported, her oldest son burst into tears.
"On the other hand," she said, "You're being a faggot--I mean, a slave--I mean, a janitor for the basketball team, right? I bet the coach would think it's good for morale, and maybe worth a few dollars, if you stayed."
Now her youngest son was crying.
"Shut up!" she yelled, "Or else you're both going!"
Across the glass, Samantha pouted to me.
"They cried and cried, saying that they didn't want to go. It was honestly a little pathetic. I was sad at first, but after watching how unmanly they were at even the slightest problem... I think it might be for the best."
"So what happened next?"
"I sent them outside so I could think. I don't want to lie to you--I was so horny still, I had to masturbate before making any big decisions. By the time I was done, I realized that I had forgotten that our new neighborhood was a lot rougher. The boys had apparently been roughed up by some of the neighborhood gangs, and they weren't looking too good."



"Oh no."
"Yes, it was pretty pathetic. I looked at our two white sons, all beaten up and weak, and I realized immediately what I had to do. The oldest, he's such a faggot--they'd gut him in seconds if he went to Puloga. So we have to the send the second."
"I see."
"As for the faggot, I figure that the basketball team is depositing so much--I mean, feeding him so much into his stomach, do I even need to pay for food?"
Samantha had so quickly risen to the occasion, making the tough decisions a mother in her position needed to do. Still, it was all so sad.
Samantha stood up and gathered her purse to leave. I was confused.
"You're not staying to see Carter?"
She frowned and blew hair out of her face.
"No, unfortunately. Yesterday was a disaster!"
Intrigued, I asked what happened.
"Carter asked me why I met him in the visiting room instead of the conjugal trailer. I thought he was just flirting like usual, but he was seriously angry. I said that it was a one time thing, I didn't want to suck or fuck his big black cock again. He got so mad, spitting on the glass saying that he expected me to drain his balls!"
She held her hand to her chest, as if that were a ridiculous idea.
"He said he needs his balls drained regularly, and if he doesn't get it, he turns into an angry violent beast."
Samantha laughed, but I sank into my seat.
"I told him: if he wants to cum so bad, why doesn't he just jerk off like the rest of you inmates?"
I was shocked that Samantha had the balls to be so courageous against Carter Smith.
"So I say good riddance. I may never see Carter again, or his big freaky donkey dick. Let that be someone else's problem."
As Samantha huffed and walked away, I worried that it might become my problem...
--
After Samantha's second visit to the prison, I was sent into general population, with the other inmates. It was their first time seeing me as one of them. Of course, they all recognized me immediately. I was the schlub whose wife got her big titties fucked by Carter Smith.
Speaking of whom, it seemed like I was the only one that knew Carter's secret: that my wife had dumped him! Everyone else was still hyping Carter up, congratulating him on finding a hottie like my wife to continue draining his balls.
I figured this secret might be enough to protect me. I was wrong. When walking in an isolated corridor one day, Carter appeared and slammed me against the wall.
"You fucking loser," he said to me, "Your wife... That bitch... How dare she treat me like this..."
"Carter..." I choked, for his arms was crushing my windpipe.
"I'm going to make sure you pay," he said.
I struggled, and he let me go right as I started to lose consciousness. The warm feeling of hot piss hitting my face was the last thing I remembered.
I woke up in the infirmary a day later. The nurse said I had an eye infection, from unidentified urine seeping into my bloodstream.
"You drinking toilet water?" the nurse said, "Or, are you a fag?"
It took a day to recover, after which I avoided Carter like the plague.
In the next few days, Samantha did not come to see me. I was wracked with depression and guilt and, strangely, an intense lust for my wife. Maybe it was the fact that in prison, all I had were my memories of her. Or maybe it was just that I could still, in a sense, smell her wet juices on the prison floor where she had oozed excitement during all her trips here. Whatever the case, I was constantly masturbating in my cell, imagining my wife's perfect lips sucking my cock.
She finally arrived a week later. Something about her was different: her hair was styled upwards, more casually. And her clothes were none of the expensive designer wears she usually had. Instead, they looked like cheap slutty tops you would find in a strip mall. Still, it was tantalizing to see her breasts stuffed into such a revealing top, even though I had been ejaculating upwards of four times a day in here.
"Sweetheart," she said, curtly, "Some updates. First, our youngest son has landed safely in Puloga."
"Good."
"But there's another Puloga update. Remember how Carl and Alexa's sons were sent there a month ago?"
"Yeah."
"It seems like they didn't make it."
"Huh?"
"Yes, reports are that in the middle of their training, before they even made it to combat, they were taken out by some sharp shooters... The reports are saying it might have been friendly fire, you see."
"Friendly fire?"
"They were outcasts... the only white boys in the camp, and such pudgy disgusting little boys at that. I assume the squad just realized they would be better without them. Much like Alexa and Tyson determined."
"How are Alexa and Tyson holding up?"
"Oh, amazing. They're ecstatic. The military there is paying for them to come out to Puloga for a week, and apparency Tyson has family there he's wanted to visit, to organize something called a 'blowbang' for Alexa."
"Isn't Alexa sad about her sons?"
"Not at all. I mean, I wouldn't be. Those boys were disgusting! They're better off as worm food in Puloga than in a private school here."
So much had changed about Samantha's attitude in the last few weeks.
"I'm sorry," she said, "Maybe I'm just in a 'I hate kids' mood. Our son, our remaining son, is really getting on my nerves."
"What happened?"
"It was my understanding that our son was a faggot," Samantha said, "Given all he's doing to support the basketball team. But lately, he's been really creeping me out at home."
"Oh?"
"He's just staring at me a lot. At my breasts, at my hips, at my ass. I even catch him drooling at my cleavage on the couch."
"Sweetheart!" I said, alarmed, "Are you... are you dressing like you're dressed now in front of him?"
"Not all the time," Samantha said with edge, "Sometimes, I'm naked."
"Well there you go. He's a growing boy. Of course, he's going to be curious about the female form, especially around breasts like yours--"
"I hate it," she said, "I'd rather put a bullet in my brain than touch his shrimpy little dick. Or let him touch his prick while he's watching me masturbate. It's disgusting."
I could tell that Samantha was upset, and there was little I could do to protest. But something about what she said struck me as odd.
"Honey... is he watching you masturbate?
"I mean, yeah," she said, "It's kind of hard to hide it. The shithole we moved into when we lost our money is only one tiny room. So his little dog bed on the floor faces mine. And I'm just... so... horny, all the time! I have to put five fingers in my cunt practically every hour I'm home."
"And he just... sits there watching?"
"I know. Disgusting, right? The little freak."
I didn't know what to say. Samantha talking about how horny she was... it reminded me of Carter!
"Anyway," Samantha said, putting a stick of gum in her mouth, "I earned a little extra money this week at my burger flipping job. I think my manager has a crush on me or something. So I put some cash into your account."
"Oh. Thank you, Samantha, thank you!"
"Yeah, don't worry about it. Maybe spend it on some tissues this time?"
"Huh?"
She put two fingers on her bangs, indicating I should touch my forehead. Indeed, I found a patch of my own dried semen.
I glowed red with shame.
"Relax," she said, chewing the gum, "Like I said, I'm a freaky little masturbator now too." And with that my beautiful jiggling wife left.
--
Unlike my wife, who as a volunteer had visited the prison every day, Trish did not come in a regular pattern. My children's former principal, a nasty little slut who I knew was a former lover of Carter and current erratic volunteer here, showed up on whatever days she chose.
The first time she saw me, she laughed her ass off at seeing me in the prisoner's orange jump suit.
"So you've gone from loser cuck to prison bitch," she said, "And I noticed your boys seemed to fall out of enrollment... Did someone finally kick them to the curb where they belong?"
Trish's teasing cruelty bothered me, but one incident almost lifted my spirits.
I was walking in a remote part of the prison where I came across a secretive scene. It was Carter, wearing the kind of handcuffs that were tied to his waist and ankles, leaning up against the wall and kissing the deep sexy lips of volunteer Trish.
Trish, whose sexy body was always fit and an object of my attention, looked to be dripping with sweat over the fine exposed flesh of her skimpy workout clothes. The woman was also clearly dripping wet with desire, even though all she was doing was making out.
"I need to get my cock in you," Carter said.
"Mmmm, just kiss me more," she begged.
"Now!"
Carter went with his limited mobility into his trousers, beginning to fish out the massive hog that had pounded my wife.
But Trish was in control. She kicked Carter forward, and in his tied up state, he couldn't react.
"I don't have a death wish, asshole," she said, "And I know fucking you comes with a risk of getting snuffed."
"Please baby, I'll be gentle. I just need to drain my nut in you."
"Yeah right. You'd choke me out so fast, I wouldn't even get to cum."
"That's not true," he sneered, "I'd let you cum once before I crushed your fucking skull."
Trish laughed, in full control of the situation. I, stupidly, also let out a laugh, alerting Carter and Trish that I was there.
"Oh look, it's the beta cuck," Trish said, rushing towards me. I was too slow; she tackled me to the ground too.
"Were you watching my hot blue balled boyfriend make out with me?" she said, "Were you gonna go jerk off to it later in your cell?"
"N-n-no," I stuttered, though I desperately did want to masturbate to the scene.
"How about this?" she said, and pulled a spray bottle from her pocket. She stretched out my hands and sprayed them with it. They began to burn intensely.
"That shit lasts a few months," she said, "Even if you try to wash it off. I doubt you'll be enjoying the company of your hands any time soon."
No! Now, I was not even able to pass the time masturbating.
"Have fun in agony," Trish said, laughing as she went back towards Carter, with half his cock still poking out of his pants, and gave him a big kiss on the lips.
She left us both out there on the floor, and unfortunately for me, Carter got up first.
"If I don't cum soon," he said, laying over me threateningly, "I'm gonna burst out of this place. Find your wife. Tie her down. And stuff every inch of her cunt with my cock. I don't care if they shoot me. I'm going to make it my last vision on Earth to see your wife, in orgasm, crying out to give her more dick."
For good measure, Carter spit on me, kicked me in the ribs, and rolled me out of the hallway and into the yard.
"Listen up!" he shouted to the rest of the prison. "I want everyone in this yard to know that this man here, this loser, this complete waste of human space, deserves nothing more than the worst of it."
Everyone nodded at Carter's leadership.
"So what I'm saying," he said, "Is make sure he gets his meals with an extra serving. You hear?"
I gulped. I had been in prison long enough to know this slang. It meant that everyone would be jockeying to shoot a fat load into every single one of my meals. I'd be eating cum for the rest of my days here.
"You got that?" Carter said, giving me an ugly glare. Everyone else cheered.
--
In all my time since being arrested, I wondered when I would get a trial. A worker at the prison told me it could happen any minute, but the days kept going by and I was getting nothing.
Also strangely, I noticed that my friend Carl was nowhere to be seen. One of the lunch men, while I watched him fire a big salty load of cum onto my plate, told me that Carl was transferred.
"They caught me in an ugly position," the sweaty, hairy man said as he stroked off over my plate.
"What do you mean?"
"They don't take kindly to faggots here. The administration, that is. This is a Red State prison, mind you."
"You mean anal sex?"
"No no," the man said, dripping saliva and precum onto my food, "Anal sex is fine. A man wants to get his rocks off in a fleshy tight hole, that's his right. But to let another man penetrate you and fill you with their juice? Unacceptable."
"I see."
"If they catch that, it's not a good outcome," the man said. I watched his head and neck roll back as he fired a load finally onto the plate. The white gunk coated everything. "They'll send you overseas. They'll do some really sick shit to you."
"Understood," I said, scared, hand outstretched to take my plate. Instead, another cafeteria worker took my plate, lowered it below his trousers, and began to stroke his own cock onto it.
"The kind of shit that's happening to him... he wishes he were dead," they said.
When the second man finished, creaming over all my food with his load, I nodded, trying to block the images from my mind.
--
Samantha hadn't come to visit me in weeks when the feds came back to my cell and told me it was time for my trial. I met my lawyer in the courtroom, and I was so wracked with hornyness that I didn't even listen to her name. I just stared at the mounds of delicious flesh peeking out of her tight white blouse.
The entire trial, I was a drooling mess, obsessed with breasts, unable to defend myself. I was later, after the trial, diagnosed with malnutrition-induced psychosis, but the chance of a retrial was denied to me. I was given three consecutive life-sentences for my tax avoidance, a ridiculous stretch of punishment that the judge said was to "make an example out of the white hot shots who think they can get away with things." Delusional, I reached forward and got two good squeezes of my lawyer's breasts. It was heavenly, even as she slapped me in the face and the bailiff had to come escort me out of the court room.
The next day, in the infirmary again, all the nurses giggled about it.
"He's like a baby. Breasts this, breasts that!"
"He couldn't even defend himself at trial."
"He's seriously going to rot and die in here, all because of some titties!"
"No!" I yelled, realizing what had happened, "I... I'm not alone."
"Oh, is he saying something?"
"My wife!" I shouted, imagining Samantha's face, her fine body, her soft touch. After all we had been through, she still loved me! She told me as much. She said she would stick with me even through tough times like this.
Besides, there was the conjugal trailer. Now that I was convicted, I had the ability to use it for visits. Soon, Samantha and I would be reunited in sweet carnal connection. I would fuck her brains out, just like Carter Smith did in that room, and I would it every single week for the rest of my sad sentence in here.
"All is not lost!" I shouted, though the nurses thought I sounded like a lunatic, and sedated me even further. It was two days later when I woke up, back in my cell, feeling a new sense of hope for the future, something that I cherished and tasted like a sweet familiar meal.
--
Samantha appeared suddenly, without warning one day. She was wearing a red dress with inch-thick straps that gave her breasts both support and gorgeous accentuation. After weeks of not masturbating, I was on the edge of my seat seeing her there.
"Sweetheart," she said, giving me a slight disingenuous smile, "I have some bad news and some good news."
Bad news? I didn't know what else I could handle. I was dying in here. I begged her: please, don't worry about the news. Take me the trailer and ride my dick, please!
"Please, don't be silly," she said.
"I'm not joking, please!"
"Stop with the foolery, I'm trying to be serious."
Her harsh tone shut me down. If she stormed out angrily, I'd be destroyed.
"Now, I believe I mentioned to you that Tyson and Alexa went to Puloga on a trip to visit Tyson's family."
"Okay."
"And of course, that I sold--I mean, sent our youngest son to Puloga recently as well."
"Yes."
"Well, Tyson and Alexa returned a few days ago, tanned and excited, with some news."
Samantha removed her sunglasses, giving me a look into her beautiful eyes for the first time.
"It looks like Tyson and Alexa were with our son in a village in Pulosa when there was an accident."
"An accident?"
"Yes, an accident. Tyson and Alexa were preparing a dish, a kind of soup made of pumpkins. And Tyson was crushing pumpkins with a sledgehammer. And it seems like our boy must have gotten in the way somehow because Tyson swung down the sledgehammer and--"
*crunch*. Samantha made a motion with her fist slamming into an open palm.
"Jesus."
"Yes, it's a shame. To think of all that money Puloga paid me to send him out there, and it just went to waste because he ended up disposed of so senselessly."
"Tyson and Alexa... what did they do afterward?"
"What do you mean?"
"After the accident... did they contact the authorities?"
Samantha laughed.
"Honey, it's Puloga. There are no social services there. They just rolled him into the corner and continued their vacation. Cooked the soup, made love, went about their business."
The image of the boy crumpled in the corner of the room while Tyson fucked Alexa made me queasy.
"I assume they just came and took him away with the trash."
"Wow... That's unreal."
"Indeed."
We sat in silence for a moment. I was ashamed to say that my lust for Samantha endured: I could have ripped her dress off and suckled at her breasts no matter what she told me.
"Anyway," she said, "No more youngest son. That was the bad news. I also have some good news."
With that, Samantha stood up, sunglasses off, and smiled.
"I've confirmed it with the doctor. I'm expecting."
My jaw dropped. My Samantha... expecting?! What an amazing miracle.
I remembered back to what felt like a lifetime ago. Samantha and I, humping deliciously in the house. I had ejaculated inside of her and created life!
"Obviously," Samantha said, "The baby's father is evident."
"Yes," I said, "Me."
Samantha raised an eyebrow at me, smiling.
"Oh sweetheart. That's funny of you to say. But of course, the baby is Carter's."
Carter's? No. It wasn't possible.
"You only came in me that one teensy time," Samantha said, "And I recall, you ate every drop of semen out of me."
"But--"
"I also took Plan B," she said, "To make sure I never got pregnant with your baby again. I promise you--the father is Carter."
The image of that day returned. Samantha, being suspended in the air as Carter's hips buckled into her, filling her uterus with his seed and locking it in with his fat cock head.
"It looks like," she said, holding her stomach, "I'm going to have my first black baby." She giggled with excitement.
I doubled back in my seat. The love of my life, my darling in matrimony Samantha was pregnant with a black convict's baby. And I had to raise it from inside prison.
"Now, I recognize that the boy needs to have a father," Samantha said, "And not just genetically: he needs a man in his life, to raise him. I look at our other boys and think, something was off with them. One got crushed like a pumpkin, the other is a fag crawling around the city... This one needs to be raised right."
I gulped. Where was she going with this?
"Luckily," she said, "There are measures we can take. Forms and exceptions with the penal system. I filed them this morning. There is such a thing as: compassionate relief from prison. This means that no matter how long the sentence, there's a chance it can all go away."
All go away... the chance to return to my Samantha! I was giddy with joy. The idea of raising a black man's baby was an easy price to pay.
"Oh goodness, thank you Samantha!"
She looked at me confused.
"Sweetheart, the release wouldn't be for you. It'd be for Carter."



My entire world folded into a black box and exploded.
"Carter? You can't mean--"
"He's the father of this baby," she said, rubbing her fertile tummy, "And he deserves to be free in the world to raise it with me."
I burst into tears. Carter Smith! Raising a child with my wife? Free from prison? No.
"Oh, sweetheart, don't cry. It would just be coparenting. I still love you." She touched her hand up to the glass. I met her hand with mine.
"You do? It just... was so long between the last time you visited me."
"Yes dear, I'm sorry about that. But I wanted to be certain that I was pregnant before I told you."
"I understand. But, it was torture to go this long without seeing you. I need to feel you. I need your touch. Can we please, please, go to one of the trailers?"
Samantha frowned.
"In my condition," she said, "With the baby... I shouldn't be engaging in intercourse with a man who is not the child's father."
"Then just stroke me off, please!" I begged, "I'm so horny and you are so goddamn sexy."
"Sweetheart, don't be crude." Samantha was blushing.
"Please. Just one stroke. I'll cum immediately. Please."
I was desperate. Anything to feel her touch.
"I'm sorry, I just... my body is a complex system. And it's supporting a baby. Say that I do what you say, and I jerk you off. The skin is a porous substance, and there's a baby inside. A baby that you're not the father of. Is that really appropriate, for you to ejaculate by my hand, when I'm carrying another man's baby?"
I wanted to scream: I don't care! But I couldn't raise my voice at Samantha, not when she looked so alluring. I felt defeated.
"Believe me," she said, "I've been horny too. On my dates--"
"Dates?! What do you mean, dates?!"
Samantha rolled her eyes.
"I'm a woman out in the world, Drew, I need some companionship."
"But I thought you said-- we are still married."
"I'm not having sex," Samantha said, "I promise. I still belong to you and you alone. It's just a chance to, you know, feel like a woman again. Get dressed up in something sexy. Go out and be seen as a sensual being. Feel appreciated by a man, a man with a warm touch and a strong energy. It's harmless, I swear."
"You swear... it's not sexual?"
Samantha leaned forwards, pity in her eyes.
"I didn't say it wasn't sexual. We just aren't having sex. I mean, when he opens the car door for me at the restaurant, my loins get wetter than a janitor's mop. And yes, perhaps, I might give him a little dance at home afterwards, maybe a little peak under my dress. Sometimes, yes, I'll let him touch himself while I touch myself."
This was impossible. Samantha, masturbating in front of someone while he stroked himself too?
"Who... who is this stranger?" I asked.
"Oh he's not a stranger. You met him. His name is Maestro, he raises fighting dogs. He was at Tyson and Alexa's BBQ, the night before you were arrested."
Maestro... you mean the big dicked fucker whose dog almost tore our son to shreds.
"Yes," she said, "Well, that son has been torn to shreds now, so I really don't see the problem. When you were taken away, like I said, we lost our money and had to move to a rougher neighborhood. Maestro lives down the block. He's a frequent guest in our home."
I remembered Samantha telling me about the home... it was one room big.
"So while you're touching yourself and he's touching himself... where is our son during all this?"
"Watching, of course," she said, "He's such a creep. But he stares at the cock about as much as he stares at me."
"And Maestro is just okay with this?"
Samantha laughed. "No, not at all. Usually, Maestro will have some fun with the fag before and after."
"Fun?"
"You know, with the dogs. He has so many big terrificly huge dogs. He'll sick them on the boy, and they'll chase him around, tackle him to the floor. Honestly, the faggot looks so weak when Maestro's dogs get him down. It just makes me so wet. Maestro says whenever I want, he'd happily take the faggot home with him. He's apparently got his own dog food making machine, and it'd be so easy for their to be an accident and the fag to just end up sealed in half a dozen cans..."
"Samantha! You can't be serious."
Samantha just shrugged and put on her glasses.
"You're not around anymore. A lot has changed. I really think the faggot is a creep. I don't feel good about him, Drew, not one bit."
"He's your son."
"Well, he'd make better dog food than a son."
This time, I had to excuse myself. My wife needed to meet with Carter, tell him the news of his paternity, and that he might even be released to help raise the baby.
"Can I... can I just watch you in the trailer first? Touch myself, like you do with Maestro?"
"Oh sweetie, maybe if we had started with that. But now there's no time, toodles."
And the guard came and got me. As I was leaving, I saw another guard come and speak to Samantha.
"Oh," she shouted, "It seems my meeting with Carter is indeed in the trailer. So we could have met there after all. Maybe next time!"
--
Luckily, the next time I saw Carter, it was clear that he had not ejaculated. All his good news had not improved his mood.
"That bitch wife of yours," he said, "Showed me her titties and expected me to jerk off to them."
At least Carter had gotten to see those magnificent breasts, swollen with her hormones as her body began to change.
"I said, 'it's my baby. Let me fuck the shit out of you.'"
But my Samantha had stayed firm. Even as she grew inside of her the child of Carter, she was still loyal.
"At least maybe I'm getting out," Carter said, "Then I can knock up a dozen more big titty bitches like your wife."
That was fine by me. If Carter was there as a reminder to the child of what a terrible person is, I didn't care if he went and fucked a hundred other busty white women.
Something bugged me though, and it was this: why was Samantha so confident that the baby wasn't mine? Sure, I had eaten loads of my cum out of her, but that couldn't medically prevent a baby. There was still some chance...
The next time I was beaten up and sent to the infirmary, I asked one of the nurses.
"Sure," she said, "It's possible... if your sperm is strong enough."
"How could I tell if it was?"
"We could do a sample," she said.
I begged her to do a sample, but she said she was do busy.
The next day, I saw Trish volunteering in one of the medical supply closets. I rushed over to her.
"Hey, it's the loser cuck," she said with a smile.
"Trish," I said, "The craziest thing has happened."
I told her all about Samantha's pregnancy: about my ejaculation inside of her, how I ate it out and how she used Plan B. And about the many loads Carter fired into her while fucking her brains out.
"Well, my money's on Carter," she said with a giggle, "There's no man that screams virility like him. As for you--" she looked me up and down, "I wouldn't be surprised if your sperm came back testing positive for estrogen." She laughed at this joke.
"Please," I said, "Is there a way we can do a sample?"
"I've heard of this," she said, "We can actually do an early stage paternity test. It won't be as accurate as a late stage one, but I've read a lot about it. When there's two candidates for paternity, we'll just need sperm samples from each of you and we can compare that to the cells in the mother."
"Are you serious?"
"Yes. And as a volunteer, I'm authorized to retrieve those samples."
I couldn't believe it. Trish was going to not only validate my paternity. She was going to help me cum.
"Let me go get Carter Smith and we can do it now."
So, moments later, there I was, sitting in the infirmary on a bench next to Carter Smith.
"Mmmm Trish, you're one frigid bitch. Come and let me get some of that pussy again."
"I told you Carter, you've fucked your last fuck in my holes... if I let you in there again, you'll kill me."
"That is the truth... still, baby, let me hit it, I promise you'll enjoy."
Trish just shook her head no.
"Now, Mr. Lokkens," she said, with a devious smile, "Please disrobe."
I happily stripped off my clothes and stood before sexy youthful Trish. There was something about her juicy lips and thick glasses that was getting me extra hard.
"Damn," Carter said, "I forgot how true it is what they say: white boys are built like black thumbs." And he waggled his short thumb at me.
"Your penis is rather small," Trish said, "I don't even think I can get a sample by jerking you off."
"That's preposterous. Please you can do it."
"I have another way," she said, pressing my cock and balls with a tongue depressor, "Though before we get there, looking at these balls, I have to wonder: are you sure you want them at all?"
"Huh?"
"I mean, Mr. Lokkens, these are just the most pathetic set of shriveled ugly white balls I've ever seen. And you're so desperately horny, it's entirely disgusting to even watch you live. Wouldn't you be much happier if I just SNIP" Here, she made a snipping motion with her fingers. "I could even get rid of that pathetic little cock with it."
"Absolutely not!" I shouted.
"It's a shame," she said, "That little ball sack would make such a nice trinket for my desk. Maybe a change purse, for what, a single quarter?"
"Let Trish have your balls," Carter said. I shouted again: no way.
"Shame," Trish said, "What were you convicted of again?"
"Tax evasion."
"Ah. You know, for certain crimes, like international ones, I actually don't need to ask your permission. I'd be allowed to just *snip* as much as I wanted. Your balls would be mine."
I shivered at the thought.
"Anyway," Trish said, "Like I was saying. There's an easy way to get your semen without me having to stroke your cock."
She spun me around and bent me over the table like a common whore.
"This might hurt at first," she said, rubbing lube all over her finger. Without warning, the finger went straight up my butthole, cold and hard.
"Oh!" I shouted.
"Your wife made those same noises, hehehe," Carter said.
"Now, I just apply pressure to your prostate," Trish said. I felt my balls start to move, my cock getting harder and harder.
"Ah!" I shouted. She had done it! My cock was spasming uncontrollably, sperm leaking out my dick like a fire hose.
"Damn, you really milked that white boy."
Trish gave a smile like that of a frat boy who just deflowered a virgin. She slapped my ass like I was her property.
"That's a good little boy," she teased, "Making your cummies."
"Stop," I begged.
"Maybe there's more."
In went her finger, pressing my prostate like a button. Every time she did it, my head rolled back and my cock spasmed.
"She's wearing you like a puppet!"
"Wow, I have you totally under my control," Trish said with a smile.
There was plenty of cum by the end of it for Trish to scoop into a petri dish.
Then, she tossed her gloves into the trash and moved onto Carter.
"Now, Mr. Smith," she said, holding his cock with both her hands, "This is a cock I can stroke."
"How about you let me slide it into you real quick," he said. She shook her head.
Though she held firm to her promise that she would not fuck Carter Smith, she certainly had fun with the process of stroking him off. She gave her hands a healthy glob of spit. She ran the precum down the side of his shaft, giving him even softer lubrication. She cupped his massive, sweaty balls in one hand, even lowering her face to kiss them at one point, though she had to stop quickly as Carter began to try to fuck her face.
"Nice try," she said, using two hands to stroke him.
When Carter came, it was truly like a volcanic eruption. He gave Trish no warning, so that the first shot hit her right in her glasses and dripped onto her open mouth. Semen coated the inside of her cheeks, dripping onto her blouse. The next few shots, she was able to catch in a ziploc bag, except the bag was too small and his load continued to pour out the side of the bags, dripping on to the floor.
"Excuse me," she shouted at me, "Help!"
So I was made to help capture the semen spewing from violent Carter Smith's cock, scooping it with my bare hands into more and more bags for Trish.
"Now then," Trish said, wiping cum off her face, "I can simply compare these to the sample left by Mrs. Lokkens's saliva that she left on the juice glass she drank from yesterday... And we'll know the results soon."
"Hey, you sure you don't want to let me hit it?" Carter asked.
"Maybe next time," Trish said with a cum covered wink.
--
Over the next week, Trish appeared a few times to say that the tests needed more time. I was going crazy waiting to see if paternity was possibly mine. Also, I was constantly imagining Samantha on her dates with Maestro, the way her big tits must jiggle as she masturbated and the way she must eye his big girthy cock as he stroked off in front of her. Quickly, all the volume of cum that Trish had drained from my balls returned, achingly, making me desperate.
Besides that, each day, good news came from the warden to Carter. Another hurdle for his release had been cleared. More and more, it seemed likely that Carter was going to be a free man, living out in the world with my wife while I was trapped in here.
Before Trish could arrive with the results, Samantha showed up. This time, as I wanted, we met in the conjugal trailer.
Immediately, I pleaded with Samantha to remove her slutty trashy dress and give me relief. She sighed, stripping out of her clothes in a way that felt like the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed, despite her casual dispassion.
Her breasts were as perky as a teenager's, her belly flat and tight, and I wanted to kiss every inch of her tan youthful flesh.
"I have some more news," she said, as I approached her breasts to feel. She slapped my hand away.
"Not with the baby!" she shouted, and I once again felt in not position to disobey her. I was in total admiration of her naked form.
"So, the other day, Maestro was over and we were talking about the baby, and he asked me how I expected to support two kids with my salary. And it just totally slipped my mind that having this child meant that I needed to support two children. I was completely aghast."
I massaged her breasts with my mind, hypnotized, as she spoke.
"So our faggot son was of course sitting in the corner as we were talking: Maestro and I were both nude, having just finished pleasuring ourselves. So I turn to the faggot and I say to him this. Do you really think we need you around? Another mouth? A son like you, when I'm trying to start my new life, my new family?"
Her breasts jiggled with her breath. I couldn't stop watching.
"So you know, I get real tender with him. I tell him, Mommy wants you to do the right thing. Mommy wants to be happy. And you, little faggot, are not making Mommy happy. Mommy wants to have a black baby and a new black family and you, my dear, are a little white stain on that."
I froze, listening to Samantha's cruelty.
"So, I think the little faggot finally heard me for once. Because the next day, when we went to Maestro's place to visit, the little faggot had a little 'accident.'"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, Maestro's dog food making machine was running. And the faggot seemed to have tripped on something and he fell just head first into the grinder. The noise was immediate: Maestro and I watched as he kept getting pulled deeper and deeper into the gears and mechanisms. His little legs were twitching: it was honestly the most I loved him as a son his entire life. And so, by the end of what was probably an excruciating fifteen minutes for him, the little faggot was even distributed into fifteen nicely sized dog food bowls, ready for consumption by Maestro's pets. It honestly was the best outcome we could have hoped for. There just wasn't room for him. And, because I saved Maestro the trouble of getting more dog food, he gave me a crisp $20 for the trouble."
"So, that means--"
"Yes, sweetheart, both the sons I had with you have been taken out of the picture. I'd say it's a shame, but it's really for the best. I have Carter's baby on the way, and I can just tell this is going to be a much less disappointing child.
"I mean, imagine if they had had to grow up with an obviously superior little brother. That just would have so awkward, no? Knowing that this literal child is genetically superior in every single way, that nothing they could ever do in their lives would make them as manly, as powerful, as attractive as this little brother of theirs... I mean, if I were them, I too would have just gotten it all over with."
Samantha's words were harsh, but after all that we had gone through, I had just completely lost my sense of morality.
"Honey," I said, finding myself begging at her feet, worshiping her glowing naked body, "There's something I want to tell you."
She raised an eyebrow. "Go on."
I shared with her everything I had done with Trish: the prostate milking, Carter's massive orgasm, and the idea that we were going to get actual definitive answers about the paternity.
"Drew," she said, "I told you... it's not yours. It's Carter's. Why are you doing this?"
"I just want to be sure," I said.
Samantha crossed her arms, obscuring my view of her pink round nipples.
"I think," she said with anger, "That you're just trying to cheat the system."
"Huh?"
"You're trying to steal Carter's compassionate release. You think that you can bend the rules and get yourself out of prison, even though you're not eligible for the same program."
"It's not that," I said, though I did dream of release, "I just want to know--"
"That's disgusting, Drew," Samantha said, refusing to look at me, "You know how long Carter has been in here? Literal decades. He's gone decades without feeling the sweet embrace of true freedom. He doesn't have the ability to have a wife or child, unlike you, who did. You think that just because you can't get laid in here, you deserve freedom more than him?"
"No," I said, "It's just--"
"Just what?"
I didn't know what to say. Sheepishly, I said nothing.
Naked Samantha had one hand on her hip.
"Aren't you going to jerk off?" she asked.
I explained to her that my hands were stained with a painful chemical.
"Oh that's too bad," she said, reaching down to the floor to pick up and re-assemble her dress, "I bet that would have been fun for you."
Still, when she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, fully clothed, somehow it felt better than cumming.
--
The big day finally came. No, not Trish's results: apparently, there was a sperm backup at the laboratory. No, instead, the state officials had finally authorized Carter's compassionate release. The guards were stripping him of his jumpsuit, restoring him to his pinstriped suit. Carter was going to be a free man.
I watched from the prison yard as Samantha showed up to drive him: she was wearing another one of those skimpy fast fashion dresses that showed half of her boobs from the underside. Dressed like that, there was an 100% chance that Carter would try to molest her. But when she saw me, she waved and blew me a kiss, which I felt counted for everything. She was still on my side.
Still, when Carter exited those gates and placed his hand on her bottom as they walked to the car together, I did feel the pit of despair in my stomach.
Luckily, the spray that Trish had put on my hands had expired, and I was able to masturbate freely again. Compulsively, whenever I reached for my dick, I couldn't see anything except the visions of the past and future of Carter shoving his cock into my wife. It seemed like, no matter how hard I concentrated, there was nothing to see except his massive cock impregnating her with his seed.



I had no other alternative: I let the scene play forward in my brain. I saw Samantha suck on his cock and lick his balls. I saw him kiss and knead her breasts with his finger tips. All the while, I stroked myself like I had just discovered the art of masturbation. I had nothing quite else to do.
Trish came to visit a few times: not with the results, but with some gossip about the town. The basketball team had been saddened by the loss of their faggot, and the cheerleading team dismayed that they were now expected to please the teammembers the way my son used to.
Additionally, Maestro's dog food had been such a success with his litter that he was investigating how else he could get such high quality product made at a greater scale.
"Lots of wasteful white boys in this world who would be better served as chow," Trish remarked.
All in all, even though things were bleak, I held out hope that soon, the sun would shine through with some kind of miraculous amazing light.
--
The miracle did arrive, a few days later, when Trish showed up to the prison in the visiting room. Behind her, on chairs, were Samantha and Carter, dressed in street clothes, holding hands. It pained me to see them touching, but I knew that if Trish had brought them here, that could only mean one thing.
"The results came back," Trish said, "Somehow, you were right, Drew. You are the father of Samantha's child."
Carter sat stoic, not even moving. Samantha raised a hand to her mouth in shock.
"It can't... you can't mean..."
"Yes," Trish said, "Your child is Drew's, a white baby. It seems that Drew's ability to eat his cum out of your pussy was unsuccessful. One of those little rascals made its way to your ovum, creating a child."
I was beaming with delight. Was this really the answer to everything? I would have a child with Samantha again. I would earn a compassionate release. I would be out in the world, with my beautiful wife once more. I was going to rejoin the life I deserved.
Samantha, unexpectedly, ran out crying. I couldn't understand what was wrong. Carter went following her, and soon, Trish after.
The next week I bore with stoic determination. I knew good things were coming, so it didn't bother me that I didn't see Samantha or Trish or anyone that week. Soon, everything would work out, I was certain.
Then, Samantha returned. She asked to see me in the conjugal trailer, which delighted me. Now that we knew the baby was mine, and she was still committed to me, I knew we could finally reunite. We could finally fuck.
In the trailer, I found Samantha dressed like a present. A seductive look on her face. A tiny lingerie bra, covering not even a fraction of her nipples, that looped around her back and hugged her in a tight sexy embrace. And crotchless leggings, space wide open for her juicy pussy and asshole to breathe. She lay on the bed with a devious smile and beckoned me forward.
I didn't have to be told twice. Immediately, I was sucking at her breasts, her hot moans in my ear encouraging me. She gyrated her hips against my knee and I felt the wetness of her pussy.
"I missed you," I said, and she leaned in close to my ear.
"Fuck me, please," she begged, "I'm dying to be fucked."
I pulled my hard cock out of my prison jump suit. Standing over Samantha, my hard cock pointing, I realized how important this woman was to me. She was my literal everything, a true goddess, a ray of light that melted my brain and fired up my cock.
I plunged into her sweet warm pussy and cried out in pleasure.
"Fuck, that's so nice!" she said, "I really needed to be fucked!"
I gave Samantha my all. I squeezed her hips close to me. I spanked her bottom. I twisted my cock, rubbing it against her clit, feeling her wetness seep out onto the sheets.
I was in heaven. For twenty full minutes, my cock was in the pussy of an angel. Her breasts warm and soft against my face. I considered it possible that I had died and this was some kind of final reward for all that I had suffered.
"Mmmm," she said, feeling my pace quicken, "I want you to cum."
"Inside of you?" I asked.
She shook her head.
"All over my tits."
I so badly wanted to coat her massive breasts with my load. I pulled out my cock confidently and stroked out my final few strokes until I exploded with wet sticky sperm all over my wife's breasts. They splattered her with hot cum and she moaned out with pleasure.
"That was amazing," I said, laying down in the sheets. I could have drifted out into the most restful sleep.
Instead, Samantha sat up, folding the sheets to her chest.
"That was... alright," she said. I sat up too now. Something was wrong.
"Just alright? Haven't you been as horny as I was all this time?"
"Yes, indeed," she said.
"Then... have you been cheating on me? Did someone else fuck you while I've been away?"
Samantha shook her head no. "No one has been in my pussy, my ass, or even my mouth," she said, "Not since before you were in jail."
"Then what?" I asked, "What's wrong?"
"The sex... it was just... fine. It wasn't amazing." I realized she was nodding to herself now.
"I think, what this is telling me, is something I should have listened to a long time ago."
She stood up next to the bed, the sides of her breasts visible behind the sheet.
"I think, Drew, that maybe our marriage has changed. You used to be a man that could turn my pussy into a sopping excited mess. That we could go so long and only have this lukewarm semi-orgasmic session... I think, it proves something."
My heart was beating faster than ever.
"I think... it's possible... that maybe, Drew, I don't love you anymore."
This was completely out of left field. What was she saying?
"But you're having my baby... we proved, I proved, that the father--"
"Drew, I want to be honest with you. As soon as I learned that you were the father, I strove straight to Mexico. There was a doctor there, who could perform a procedure on me, that would..."
I couldn't believe it. I wasn't going to be a father?
"Why would you do something like that?"
"It was just a hunch," she said about the decision to forgo having my baby, a baby that she was excited to have when she thought it was Carter Smith's, "But now, after this, I think I've proved that it was the right decision."
She began to gather her clothes. I raced after her begging her to please stay. We needed to talk this out!
"What is there to say? You're in prison. I'll be out there, with Carter--"
"How is Carter still allowed to be out?!"
"They're not going to just put him back in. He hasn't done anything wrong--"
"What? He was out to father a child, and now, there's no baby--"
"The man is free, Drew. And you're not. Don't have such sour grapes."
Samantha wiped all of my semen from her breasts, redressed herself.
"I'll be in contact Drew. Or, well, my lawyers. I think it will be easier if we let them handle this."
"No, Samantha wait. I still love you. Don't do this."
"I have to," Samantha said, "I have to follow my heart."
I begged her to stay.
"Don't be such a pathetic baby, Drew," she said, "I was hoping to remember you fondly. But all this, this tantrum... it just makes me see you as the shrimp dicked little baby that you are."
With that, Samantha walked out of the trailer, out of the prison, and out of my life entirely.
As I returned to my cell, I swore to myself: this was not over. I was going to win Samantha back, or at the very least regain my dignity... even if it killed me.
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--
Celina had big mommy milkers. One of her pics was posted onto an Instagram that collected them (BigMommyMilkersRHere) and it showed her in a sundress with a glorious viewing of her massive H cup breasts, tanning in the sun, curving outwards with specks of sweat as her dress held them perfectly firm. She had innocently posted it to her account before it had spread around her college, being saved, sent, and reposted, before reaching even wider eyes.
"Is that true babe?" she asked her boyfriend Henry, "Do I have big mommy milkers?"
God yes. Celina's big round breasts, tan yet white, heavy and soft, occupied so much of her boyfriend's attention. They looked good in the morning, jiggling under her bra-less t-shirt as she brushed her teeth. In a sports bra with deep cleavage, so that when she ran on the treadmill she got the attention of every guy at the gym. Most of all, he loved her breasts dangling over his face, with her round pink nipples between his lips, feeling her wetness between her thighs with his fingers.
"They posted me on this site," she said, "And everyone is saying I have big mommy milkers." She was wearing that sundress now, as they drove home from running errands.
Celina could tell Henry was aroused, even with his hands on the wheel and eyes on the road.
"Do you want to suck on these big mommy milkers?" she asked him, peeling one large melon-like tit from her dress and letting it jiggle free in the front seat of his car.
"Fuck," he said, swerving.
"Why don't you pull over and put these beautiful tits in your mouth?"
--
After then, this mommy roleplay became a key part of their sex life. Henry might be sitting on his bed, doing homework for an advanced physics class, when Celina would enter wearing a tight skirt and a blouse with deep visible cleavage.
"Is my boy done with his homework yet?"
"No," he said, always meekly.
"Oh my boy, you need to finish your homework or else mommy is going to be so sad."
"Yes, I will."
"Yes what?"
"Yes mommy."
Pleased, Celina approached Henry on the bed, sitting besides him and thrusting his face directly towards her massive chest.
"There, there, what a good boy." Then, her hand brushing his hard erection. "What's this? Is my naughty boy getting hard at mommy's big milky jugs?"
"Yes mommy."
"Naughty naughty boy. There there, I can see that mommy needs to take care of her naughty little boy. Come closer."
Then, she would undo the buttons of her blouse until she made one of her fat full breasts appear, nipple round and hard, and placed his head directly between her breasts with the nipple in his mouth.
"You just be a good boy and suck on mommy's tit and I'll take care of you." God, with his nose resting between her soft breasts, Henry came quickly even from a handjob.
"I see my boy's made a big sticky mess all over mommy," she would say, wiping her sticky hands onto her breasts and letting him see the light glisten off her cum covered knockers.
"Now mommy has to take a shower... be a good boy and finish your homework." She would disappear to the shower, where behind the sound of running water, Henry would hear the delicious pleasure of Celina rubbing her pussy and making herself cum. Even though he knew this was a fantasy and that he could join her in the shower, he stayed behind to finish his homework like a good little boy.
--
For spring break that year, Celina and Henry were invited for a 7-day cruise on Henry's father Ryder's yacht. Ryder had divorced Henry's true mother two years ago, and in his new bachelorhood had begun going to the gym and spending tons of money on cars, hotels, flights, and this beautiful yacht.
The yacht had three bedrooms, a full kitchen, gym, massive living room, and even a giant hot tub over looking the bow. It could easily bring them out around some coral reefs in total luxury for 7 days.
Celina gleefully packed tiny bikinis, short skirts, more sundresses, and everything she needed to look great in pictures. Henry happily lugged all six of her hot pink suitcases onto the boat.
"Let's set sail," his father said, making note of the excessive packing Celina had done and rolling his eyes. Judging by her chest, he figured his son's girlfriend to be a bit of a brainless bimbo.
An hour later, they were far from the coast, surrounded by no civilization and just the bright blue ocean. Ryder poured three glasses of champagne and called for a toast.
"To a great trip," he said, glancing downwards at the impressive display of cleavage coming from his son's buxom girlfriend. Wow was this girl stacked. He didn't know what a woman like this was doing with his son. She resembled many of the women he had seen at high class clubs and lounges that he had been visiting since his divorce, and they were dating athletes and rap stars, not nerdy physics students who were two hundred pounds overweight.
"To you, captain!" Celina said in return, and Jesus, Ryder could have sworn he saw her lick her lips seductively at him before downing her glass. What was this girl up to?
After more champagne, and a dinner of steak and lobster which Ryder expertly prepared, the boy Henry had gotten too drunk to stay awake, and was passed out in bed before 10pm.
"What a bummer!" Celina said, "I was hoping to go in the hot tub."
"Well," Ryder said with a smirk, "We can still go."
Ryder was comfortable in the tub when Celina emerged and god did she look good. The college beauty was wearing what Ryder could only describe as a small piece of fabric pretending to be a swimsuit. Not only could he see down the delicious cavern of cleavage between her tits, but the bottoms of each of her breasts were exposed, creating a 360 degree jiggle as she stepped over to the tub. Additionally, every bit of her round fuckable ass that wasn't the literal puckered hole was completely bare, and Ryder swore that the fabric moved just enough that he glimpsed that tight clenched anus before she stepped into the water.
"It's a beautiful night," she said, the tips of her breasts floating to the top of the water's surface.
"It sure is."
They drank champagne, both of them getting a feeling of glow under the moonlight.
"Tell me, Mr. Cochran," she said, "Is this a fuck yacht?"
"Excuse me?"
"I'm wondering. You're divorced. You buy a big long boat all of a sudden. Did you buy this boat so that you could fuck women on it?"
Ryder laughed. It was true. The yacht was a panty dropper when it came to his dating life. All those years spent with Henry's mom, when he hadn't realized how attractive a fit and rich older man truly was to young pussy. He had girls half his age, heck, younger than his son onto this yacht. They stuffed themselves into tiny elastic dresses, placed his hand on their tits and curves and hips, and then they begged him to undress them and fuck them like a good daddy.
Ryder did. And under the stars, he told Celina as much.
She giggled. "I'm not surprised. This yacht just smells like sex."
Ryder spit out some of his drink. The girl was right, he realized, for there wasn't an inch of this vessel that he hadn't christened with wet pussy juice.
"You know, I offered it to Henry when I bought it. Thought he might want to borrow it for a while, take it for a spin."
"I wish he had taken you up on that," Celina said, "I would have fucked your son all over this yacht."
Ryder did another spit take. This girl was wild.
Later in the night, when Ryder had had too much champagne, he realized he needed to piss.
"I gotta take a leak," he said, "I usually would just stand over the side and let it fly, but let me dry off and go down into my cabin."
"You don't have to do that. Just pretend I'm not here."
Ryder returned her devilish smirk. Standing tall and proud, he left the hot tub, marched to the front of the yacht, and pulled out his cock. Pointing it out over the endless dark abyss, he shot a long and loud stream of piss.
"Go daddy, go!" Celina shouted, encouraging him. God, they were drunk. He pumped his fist up with her hooting and hollering.
After shaking the last drops of piss from his cockhead, Ryder casually turned around. His cock was still dangling out, all soft eight inches of it, thick like a beer can.
"Oh my god," Celina said, putting her hand to her mouth, "That's a big daddy dick!"
--
The next day, all three of them were hungover, even though Henry had barely drank. After breakfast, Ryder went out on the deck to do some fishing while Celina and her boyfriend lounged in their cabin.
"The room keeps spinning," he complained, looking quite green. He was probably both hungover and sea sick.
"There there," Celina said, doing her sexiest voice, "Why not rest your head over on mommy's lap?"
She scooted him over on the bed so that his crown was placed between her thighs and his gaze was directly below her mountainous tits.
"Is that better?"
"Yes mommy."
She stroked his hair tenderly. She saw his dick begin to twitch.
"You know what baby?"
"What mommy?"
"Mommy got to see something pretty extraordinary last night, dear."
"What is it mommy?" His cock was getting even harder, she saw it rise up in his little boxers.
"Mommy got to see daddy's big donkey dick."
Henry didn't say anything, just continued to stare up past Celina's breasts into her eyes. Celina just giggled, continuing to stroke his hair and noticing that Henry's erection had not stopped throbbing in the slightest.
"Yes, mommy cozied up to daddy in the hot tub last night and when he went to piss, mommy got to see his big daddy donkey dick."
"You did?"
"Yes baby, I did. Now, why didn't you tell me that your daddy had such a big daddy donkey dick, hmm?"
"I--" Henry was well aware that his dad had a massive dong. He heard his mother's friends whispering about it after the divorce ("How could she leave him when he's got that-- that thing!" "I hope I get a turn to ride it now'). Plus, he'll never forget the moment when he was changing in a locker room and the thing practically hit him in the face. His father was proud of his massive penis, and yet somehow, Henry had been born without one. Why, when he came face to face with his father's cock, staring it right in its swollen red eye, he realized just how miniscule his own prick really was. Nothing compared to his dad's dick.
"Yes baby, I saw daddy's big throbbing donkey dick and it got me so wet."
"Y-yeah?"
Celina pressed her hand down her boyfriend's pants. He was rock hard, harder than he had ever been.
"Yeah, mommy just wanted to slide daddy's big dong between these mommy milkers. You see? You see how well daddy's dong would fit between mommy's milkers?"
She had gotten quite wet the night before after seeing Ryder's cock. That night, with Henry sleeping besides her, she had massaged herself to three side splitting orgasms.
"Oh yes, mommy thinks she would love to slide daddy's big dick between her tits. Wouldn't that be nice?"
Henry's dick was throbbing even harder now.
"But don't worry, baby," she said, twirling his hair, "Mommy is just going to take care of her little boy. She's going to make sure you feel nice and good. That's what mommy and her big milkers are going to do, okay?"
Henry ejaculated into his pants, and Celina happily milked more and more out of him. She removed her wet hand from his boxers and wiped it onto his chest.
"What a good boy," she said, using her cum-dripping hand to pet his hair, "What a good boy for mommy."
--
That night there was a big football game on, which the yacht could stream via satellite. Celina got all excited about the idea of hosting a little football party, offering to make chip dips, casseroles, and franks on the grill like she was a perfect suburban doll.
"You two relax with a beer in your hands. I'll handle everything," she said, tightening an apron around her waist. Both father and son couldn't help but stare at the way the straps showed off her sensual curves and tightened her already massive bust.
Out by the grill, she could hear Ryder's shouts and grunts as he cheered for the team. He was such a man's man, that one. She turned over the sausages and thought about a fiendish idea, plating the large thick sausage for the father and giving only a little cocktail weenie to Henry. The thought of it made her smile and moisten at the same time. But no, she was not ready to have that kind of fun yet.
When she came back in, the game was in its 3rd quarter.
"Our team's are tied," Henry said, "But I know my team's gonna beat Dad's."
"Yeah right."
"Oh, that's no fun," Celina said, "A tie? There really should be a winner."
"I agree," Henry said, "Me."
"Yeah right, you'll be kissing dirt by the end of this."
There was such a difference in tone between the two men. When Henry tried to brag, he came off like an insecure whiny brat. But when Ryder spoke, Celina felt like she was listening to a leader.
"Winner gets a back rub from me," Celina said, grinning ear to ear.
Of course, Ryder had the smarter sense of the game. His team scored double the points that Henry's ended with, completely crushing them like babies trying to take on warriors.
"Now, it's time for daddy's back rub," Celina said, having no shame about putting on her mommy voice in front of them both, "Henry, darling, it's getting late and I'll need the room for the massage. When don't you scurry off to bed?"
It wasn't late at all, but Henry would never disobey an order from Celina like that. Meekly and with great speed, he shuffled out of the room and to his cabin, leaving his father and busty girlfriend alone.
"Now, you sit here," she directed Ryder, in the biggest seat of the room. She went up behind him and began to hold his strong shoulders.
"God, you're big," she said, feeling his muscles, "I mean, jesus Ryder."
"Yeah, I've been putting in the work."
"I can tell." Celina leaned forwards so that her breasts were pressing up against the man's back. He could feel the soft tit flesh and hard nipple press against him.
"That feels good."
"I'm sure it does, daddy," she said, "Now, you don't mind that I call you that, do you?"
"You mean daddy?"
Celina gave a coquettish girly nod.
Ryder had had countless women call him daddy, including on this very yacht as he plowed their brains out.
"No, I don't mind one bit."
"Okay daddy, then let's get you laid down for the rest of this massage. And why don't you take off your shirt?"
Soon, Celina had Ryder face down on the couch, shirtless, and was straddling his back so that her hot throbbing pussy could be felt by his backside. She was rubbing baby oil into Ryder's hard tense muscles, and occasionally leaning so far forwards that the tips of her breasts brushed against his neck. Celina was tingling at having so much man meat between her fingers, it was getting her moist.
"You know, I wasn't surprised to find baby oil in your living room cabinet. We are on your fuck yacht, after all."
"Yes, that's true," he said, laughing.
"A half full bottle... I bet daddy's had a lot of fun with this."
Ryder had indeed. There had been so many dripping oiled up sluts who he had railed senseless on this boat.
"Yes, I bet daddy gets lots of pussy on this yacht, when poor me is going totally unfucked."
"Hmm?" Ryder said, "You're not getting freaky with my son?"
Celina let out a dramatic long sigh, relishing in the ooze of disappointment she could muster into it.
"Well, daddy, I'm sure you know that your son, well, his penis--"
"Yes, I did know."
Ryder had learned about his son's small penis from none other than his ex-wife, the boy's mother. It was one of the most infuriating things about her, that she liked to have inane conversations during sex. He had been plowing into her from behind, squeezing her massive dangling tits, when she began to gab about her day.
"You know, I walked in on Henry spanking it," she said, "Did you know that your boy is so poorly endowed?"
"Huh?"
"I saw everything, Ryder, he was splayed out like a piglet at the butcher's shop on that bed of his, spanking it. I mean, he's a fully grown man with a penis the size of a little boy's, Ryder. Doesn't that worry you a bit? I mean, how's he supposed to get a girlfriend without a nice sizable cock?"
Ryder thrust into her harder, hoping to prompt an orgasm that would finally shut her up. It worked.
"Yes daddy," Celina said, brushing her clothed tits against his back, "Your son gets nice little wankies from me, but my pussy is getting nothing in return."
Ryder hated to admit it, but he was hard. This gorgeous dime of a woman was massaging him and his erection was straining against the couch, painfully. Who cares if she was his son's girlfriends with massive knockers like those.
"How about I flip you over," Celina said, sensing the enlarging of his penis, "And do the other side?"
Without a word, Ryder spun, showing Celina everything.
"My god," she said, seeing it pulse and strain against the hard denim of his jeans, "That looks painful, daddy."
With perfect dexterity, the buxom girl undid his fly and let his hard cock spring out. Immediately, it rose to its majestic height, totally erect and pointing directly at Celina's face.
"Daddy! Were you hoping this massage had a happy ending?"
Ryder remembered something else Henry's mother had said, after her orgasm that night. "Why did we bother having a son in the first place," she had said, "If he doesn't even have a man's dick?"
Ryder grinned at his son's girlfriend. She gleefully hopped onto the couch and kneeled between his splayed legs. She poured baby oil onto his long rod, using both hands to massage it. Even with two fists, she couldn't contain the whole thing.
"God that feels good," he cried.
"Yes, daddy, such a long and hard cock you've got. Let me massage it and make it feel so good."
It had been a few days since Ryder had ejaculated and his balls were ripe and full. Celina happily used one hand to massage his testicles, marveling at their size and weight.
"Mmmm, what big daddy balls you have to go with your daddy cock."
Ryder was impressed at how good his son's girlfriend was at pleasing his cock with her hands. She certainly hadn't learned how to take care of a big cock like this from his son. Obviously, this girl Henry brought onto the boat had serviced many a well endowed man before.
"Yes daddy, I want to drain those big heavy balls of yours," she said, suddenly getting more serious with her motions. Under her dress, her big tits jiggled and swayed, and Ryder knew that even though he had legendary stamina, he could finish at any moment.
"God, Celina, you really know how to work a man."
"Yes daddy, let me take good care of you."
She returned two hands to his shaft, alternating spins on them, the pleasure rose and broke through. Ryder's fat sack convulsed, sending waves of ejaculate up through his long cock and shooting into the air.
"Daddy, what a load!" Celina cried out, catching it onto her outstretched tongue. Greedily, she sucked and slurped every drop out of his cock head, milking his shaft along the way to provide for a deliciously satisfying orgasm for Ryder.
"Jesus, girl, you are something!" he said, letting her suck the last drops from his balls.
"I told you," she said, smiling with cum in her teeth, "I told you I'd give daddy a good massage."
--
Later that night, in their cabin, Celina unhooked her bra and let Henry suckle at her teat while she cradled him.



"Mommy gave daddy such a good massage," she said, watching him twitch and squirm with her nipple in his mouth, "Daddy had all this pressure built up and mommy just had to release it."
She saw the look of horror in his eyes, but with a bust that impressive in his face, he could do nothing but suckle.
"Yes, mommy got a good look at those big daddy balls, and well, mommy just had to help. He had so much pressure built up, I just had to--" here, she motioned above Henry's face with her hands: two hands, curling and stroking, up and down, like she had his father's footlong shaft between her fingers right now.
"Yes, mommy stroked daddy's long donkey dick in her hands, begging him to give her a taste of that hot daddy juice."
Here, she let out a little burp, followed by a giggle.
"Oops. Well, to give it away, mommy got way more than a taste."
Henry's cock was hard and throbbing, but Celina ignored it.
"Time for mommy to have some fun," she said, and flipped Henry over on the bed so he was on his stomach. Then she spread her legs and placed his torso facing her groin.
"A minute of good kisses up here," she sat, patting her clit onto his face, which was engorged with thoughts of his father, "And then a minute of sucking down here," at which she patted her puckered tight asshole. "Back and forth."
Henry happily lapped at Celina's holes, drinking down all her juices like a thirsty dog. As the boat rocked back and forth, and Celina imagined his big dick father sleeping in the front cabin, she endlessly gushed all over Henry's face, taking her pleasure where she could get it.
--
The next day, Celina prepared a special brunch for the men. She wore a scandalously tight and small outfit of a miniscule bra-top and a half-see-through skirt, with no panties, and she used Ryder's well stocked kitchen to prepare a delicious seafood ceviche for them. Both Ryder and Henry's eyes bugged out when they saw the practically topless Celina scooping spoonfuls of delicious salty food into bowls for them.
They ate silently, listening to Celina hum as she poured beer for them and squeezed lime juice over everything.
"You know, seafood is a major aphrodisiac," Celina said, "I wouldn't be surprised if both you were springing hard-ons right now."
It was of course true. Both father and son were prominently erect under the table, and all Celina needed to do to reveal this was to slide the table a little further away.
"Dear me, what do we have here?" she said, getting down on her knees before them and grabbing a groin with each hand.
"Now, I've been very clear to each of you what I've been up to with the other one. No surprises out here on this sunny day, no?"
Henry swallowed, slightly embarrassed.
Ryder couldn't give two shits if his son knew that his girlfriend had gulped down loads of his cum. Celina was obviously a fantastic fuckpiece, and Ryder didn't intend to give up on that.
"Now, I may be dressed like a slut," Celina said, "But I don't think I need two men fighting over me like this. Especially not father and son. Why don't we settle this once and for all, then?"
"Get out of the way," Ryder said, shoving his son out of the seat, "I want to fuck."
"Daddy!" Celina shouted with a giggle, temporarily putting both her hands onto his groin, "Daddy, I love the spirit, but let's at least have some sportsmanship about it." Henry meekly crawled up to the bench and took his seat besides his father. He had a nasty bruise on his shoulder where his father had shoved him, and the severity of it made Celina wet.
"Let's get all the equipment out in the open then, shall we?"
With each hand simultaneously, Celina worked open the hard throbbing dicks of father and son. In her left hand, the impressive rod of Ryder, the father, a god-like solid fuck stick. And in her right, the spongy little tube that was her boyfriend's penis.
"Look at that!" she shouted, bringing both cocks up to her face, side by side.
"Isn't that something? What a difference! Daddy, you must be, let's see: one, two, three times his size?"
It was true. The father's cock dwarfed his son's, making Celina's little show of comparison a laughable event.
"Hey, baby, look!" she said, holding up his father's big sweaty balls, "This is where you came from, you know? You were a worthless speck of nothing right in these," she said, kissing his father's balls with her lips and tongue.
"So, which one of these do I want to fuck me?" she asked, looking her boyfriend in the eye, smiling, but with only one hand beginning to stroke, the one gripping his father's massively hard erection.
"That's right, baby," she said to Henry, "Mommy should do what mommies do and go ahead and fuck daddy."
She let go of her boyfriend's softening cock and sat up onto Ryder's lap. His father put one hand onto Celina's ass and the other onto her left tit, feeling her fleshy body in his hands as she leaned in to give him a deep and sensual kiss.
With daddy hands on her body and daddy tongue in her mouth, Celina began to feel even more aroused. She began to thrust her hips, sliding her pantyless pussy against daddy's knee, pleasuring herself.
Daddy slipped one of Celina's breasts out of her skimpy top and began to suck on it. The pleasure surged down her nipple and into her pussy.
"Mmm, maybe mommy's tits belong to daddy," she said, removing the other breast and squeezing daddy's head between them.
Then, she looked down and saw that her boyfriend's cock was senselessly hard and his eyes could not be ripped from her wet cleavage.
"What a naughty boy," she said, "Getting your little dick hard watching mommy fuck daddy? I don't think so."
She pointed her finger towards the cabin. "Get your puny ass to your room while daddy makes mommy into an oozing puddle."
Henry, having spent so much time obeying Celina like she was his true masterful goddess, simply did as he was told.
--
It was the best sex both Celina and Ryder had ever had.
Celina was his perfect obedient slut, happily letting him clog her throat with dick before immediately switching into her open fuckable asshole. She slurped and sucked on his rod no matter where it had been, and when he fucked her pussy, she gushed at how deep and hard he was able to fuck her.
"It's those tits," he said, thrusting her down and shoving every inch of himself into her butthole, "You have perfect giant tits."
Those tits did everything. They went between his lips as she rode him passionately on the deck, and were squeezed and groped while he fucked her doggystyle, her body dangerously dangling over the side of the vessel. He slid his cock inside them, of course, her tongue greedily slurping as he fucked her cleavage like it was her pussy, spraying her down with cum when he was finished. His big balls were endlessly fertile, and between rounds, he even doused her breasts with a load of piss.
Celina stuck out her tongue and swallowed as much as she could.
After the sun set, he took her from behind while on her side, giving her long deep and slow thrusts while they kissed under the glow of the stars. Her breast in his hand filled his palm and spilled over, and the sensuous jiggle gave him every reason to fuck her with all his might.
"You are such a man," she said, and this implicit reference to his son awoke in both of them the true reason this sex was so hot. Because it represented a total annihilation of what the bitch boy down in the cabin meant to both of them.
"I'm so glad you took me, daddy," she cried, "I couldn't stand being with that fat, good for nothing, loser, weakling..."
"I tried to raise him right," he said, thrusting into Celina's pussy, "But if you can't raise a man to properly fuck a woman, then I'll have to do it myself."
"God, daddy, why did I bother with such a weak copy when I could have had the original?"
"The only good thing about having a worthless son," he said, "Is that he brings me worthless whores to fuck like you!"
Another hard truth that caused them both intense erotic pleasure. For even though this cock currently pounding her would completely change Celina's life, to Ryder, this was just another disposable set of holes.
That night, Henry curled up with his ear to the wall of his father's cabin, listening to their love making as they alternated sleep and sex. His little dick had been mercilessly stroked all day, but he was still oozing droplets of cum every time he heard his girlfriend moan.
His father, he could hear, was sitting on his girlfriend's chest, sliding his rod between her spectacular breasts.
"I want to swallow your load!" she begged, "Give me everything you have!"
Then, the sound of his father's orgasm as the man shot load after load of semen down his girlfriend's throat. Henry pictured it, those massive globs of cum, swirling in his girlfriend's mouth and down into her stomach. Those fellow swimming brothers of his, swallowed up by his cruel busty mommy!
"Let's go again," she begged to his father, "I want to feel you in my ass."
--
It was mid day before Henry woke, and to a surprising sight: Celina had placed his head in her lap and was smiling down on him.
"There, there, my baby," she said, an uncanny grin on her cum covered face, "How did my baby sleep?"
Instinctively, he placed his lips onto her glorious breasts, feeling the weight of it on his face was so pleasurable, even knowing it had been fucked senseless by his father the day before.
"That's a good boy," she said, "Now, enjoy your time with mommy's breasts, for I don't think you're quite good enough of a boy to get them again any time soon. Or, let's be real, ever again, really."
Horrified, Henry still couldn't break from her chest.
"Your father and I have been talking and its just not appropriate for you to have access to this hot fuckable body. So we'll be ending that shortly."
Celina removed her breast from his mouth and began buttoning up her shirt, concealing her breasts from him for the very last time.
"Now, listen here good. Your daddy is not just the man who fucks mommy, who fucks mommy real good. He's also the captain of this vessel. And as captain, he's decided to make a few changes to our itinerary."
Henry lay confused, not that Celina quite cared.
"First, your father has decided to disown you. Now, I know this must be a surprise: the man who has called you a worthless fat piece of shit for your entire life is only now deciding to disown you? Well, I say, better late than never." She did a seductive giggle, but all Henry could see was the final image of her breasts in his mind.
"Second, because your father is now in need of an heir, he's decided to breed me. Yes, you heard that right, your hot fuckable sex mommy is going to become an actual mommy. I cannot actually wait: between my hips and my chest, you know I'm essentially a baby making machine. Your father is excited too; yes, he's a tad disappointed that he won't be coating my breasts or clogging my throat with his priceless seed, but you see, he's looking forward to having a spawn that doesn't share your mother's, let's call them, highly feminine genes. I'll just come out and say it: he's excited for me to bear him a son who isn't such a fucking pussy!"
Here, she laughed, and Henry caught a glimpse of her jiggling breasts through the gaps between buttons, only for a second.
"But of course, that leaves his wimpy son (by which I mean you) to settle with... Baby making might take some time, and we'll want to be out at sea for it, with our privacy of course, so you'll have to bear a change of plans."
Henry lay flat, completely defeated.
"We considered it, and we wouldn't mind you as a temporary servant. Cleaning the deck, clearing the septic toilets, making us food and all that. Now, your father and I intended to make a good mess of this ship, so having a little bitch boy to clean everything does sound quite nice. But the truth of it is that we'll eventually get sick of you sulking around, and so your father has charted a path to one of those far away countries, you know, where we might fetch a price for your soft squishy body?"
Celina found this very funny, and giggled some more.
"I figure after two or three weeks, we'll arrive, sell you for cash, and by then I'll probably be pregnant, right? Your father is quite happy for me to give birth, so they'll be a deliciously hot nine month period of us boating around, fucking, shame you won't be around to see it."
Here, Celina bit her lip.
"Now, once I deliver your father a son, he says he isn't quite sure what I'm needed for, so we'll probably circle back to where we let go of you and he'll find me a new home as well. Maybe if you're still there, you can follow me around? I wouldn't mind getting your face back between my ass cheeks again, though who am I kidding, there's no chance in hell you'll survive the time it takes for me to return."
Here she laughed and laughed, standing up and readying herself to leave.
"Of course, all this is the plan. I don't see how you could really change it, or what power you have in this. Maybe think about that for a second and then get started cleaning the deck."
Wearing a devilish smile, Celina returned to the master's cabin and immediately disrobed. Her captain stood before her, cock as hard as a sail mast, and she dutifully sucked and slobbered on it until he said he was ready.
Outside, Henry was beginning to mop the floors. Celina felt his father slide inside her pussy, fucking her hard from behind while he held her body close to him. Her tits jiggled in his arms and she let out a delicious moan, excited for Henry to hear the pleasure.
As she rounded an orgasm, Celina heard the sound of the mop dropping. She tried to picture it: her little boyfriend setting aside his cleaning tools and approaching the side of the boat, looking out at the vast and endless ocean that was bigger and stronger than us all.
"Fuck, I love you you brainless good for nothing slut," Ryder said as he mauled at her big tits and fucked her pussy senseless.
The sound of a splash came from outside and Celina's eyes rolled back in orgasm, she was gushing everywhere, the sound of something sinking deep below the boat was sending her into orgasmic bliss.
"Fucking fill me up, please daddy!" she cried, as his balls spurted white chunky loads directly up into her, fertilizing her like a breeding cow, making her body convulse with pleasure that this was right and that all was right with the world.
THE END
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"Mateo can go fuck himself," Gia said, stuffing a buttered roll between her lips, "I'm serious. I'm going to focus on me for the rest of the cruise. I'm going to eat well, tan and relax well, and I'm going to fuck well too."
"Gia," Jessie said, watching her little sister eat another roll, "I'm sure Mateo is sorry for--"
"No, seriously. Fuck him. We're done."
My wife's 18 year old sister was still a teenager after all. She was all high school drama, even though she graduated two months ago, and even though her body was all woman too. She had the kind of perky large naturals that long pro strippers wished for, and the bouncy curvy behind to match. Jessie was only seven years older than her sister, but she looked at Gia aghast at how the teen flaunted her body: wearing skimpy tiny bikinis, tank tops with no bra, thongs that rode up her belly and invited eyes down to her ass. I tried to remind Jessie that she had been the same way at 18, when we met: a tasty little tart whose big tits I dreamed of sucking long before I ever got the courage to ask her out. Except for her blonde hair, Gia was the spitting image of my dark haired wife, although perhaps Gia's ass was fatter, not that I ever tried to look. Gia liked to tease me and call herself jailbait, even though she had already turned 18 almost a year ago. She knew I was a man after all, and men liked to drink in the sight of Gia like a smooth and smoke-scented whiskey glass.
"I'm sure Mateo doesn't want to spend the rest of the cruise by himself..."
"Then he can jump off the railing for all I care. We have two weeks left on this cruise and I'm not spending another second with that sniveling loser."
Mateo was Gia's boyfriend: a scrawny basketball loving kid a year above her in school. When he left for college, she cried and cried into Jessie's arms all night. Surely, they would follow the mould of every high school couple and he would be seduced by skanky college sluts. They would be fighting non stop.
They did fight, though not because Mateo strayed. In fact, the poor boy stayed home from every party, rather to imagine the gorgeous curves of his girlfriend Gia and touch himself. It was Gia who found long distance tricky. Late nights on the phone, she woke the whole house up screaming: "I did not touch any of those boys, Mateo, seriously!" In actuality, she had sucked four dicks at the school dance and already planned to let them take her three holes together.
The cruise had been Gia's belated 18th birthday gift. Something she had begged for. Please, Jessie, take me and Mateo on one of those gorgeous Caribbean cruises. And yeah, your husband can come too, I guess. So Jessie had shelled out the dollars for the four of us to get medium-sized rooms on board. And now, Gia wished Mateo had never come.
"What did he do that was so bad, Gia?"
"He's just a loser! Why is he so lame, seriously?"
"What'd he do?"
"He just... ugh!" Gia was all hormones, swaying breasts, eating endlessly from her plate from the buffet. "He was so rude to me before dinner that I told him not to come. Like, how fucking dare he?"
"What happened?"
Gia grunted. "We did, ugh, fucking jet ski rides on that little island this morning." The boat had been docked at a tiny private island this morning on its way to Jamaica for the main part of the trip. "And he accused me of rubbing up against the instructor."
I had seen Gia and Mateo taking their lessons. Their instructor was a local, a giant muscular Jamaican man with dreadlocks past his shoulders. Gia had been wearing a little bikini stretched tight over her huge tits, which was drawing attention from many of the guests.
"Were you, Gia?" Jessie asked.
"Okay, maybe a little! He was hot. But that doesn't mean Mateo can be rude to me. It's my fucking trip. He's lucky he's even here."
"Gia, sweetie," Jessie said, rubbing her sister's shoulders, "You can't just be mad at him forever. You'll have to make up with him before bedtime since he's in your room."
"No, I fixed that," Gia said, "I told him to stay with you two."
Jessie and I looked at each other frowning.
"Come on!" Gia shouted, "He's got to sleep with you guys. I'm not letting him back into my room. And what do you guys need the privacy for? You already fucked today."
Both Jessie and I looked at each other. After swimming in the ocean, Jessie and I had retreated to our cabin and had some of the most mind blowingly good sex in a while. Jessie rode me, dangling her big titties in my face while I spanked her while inside her. We both came twice. The idea that Gia and Mateo had heard us making love from the other side of the wall made us blush now.
"Relax, you two can be married and screw or whatever," Gia said, sucking down a drink from a straw, "Just take Mateo in."
In the spirit of cheering up her sister, Jessie agreed.
"Speaking of fucking," Gia said, "I talked to that jet ski instructor at the end of our lesson and he said he'll take me dancing tonight around the ship's clubs." She stuffed a final buttered roll in her mouth and stood up. So that's why she was wearing a tight club dress, the neckline completely open for her bra-less tits and a cutout around her midriff and thighs that showed off her skin. Even her hair was done up in a special way, and her make up was particularly considered.
"You're not supposed to go to those clubs if you're under 21," Jessie said.
"So? I'll be with Zidane. He works here and can get us in."
I considered telling Jessie the other important fact about the jet ski instructor: the man must have been three times Gia's age. Muscular and youthful, sure. But much older. But she was already so upset, I couldn't bear it.
"Smell ya later," Gia said, blowing kisses to us and trotting away.
"I swear," Jessie said, fuming.
"Oh please. You don't remember yourself at that age? You were sending love letters to Mr. Pinkowski." Jessie at 18 had had a wildly inappropriate crush on our history teacher.
"Ugh, that's true," she said, "I don't think I told you this, but we made out after graduation."
"What?!"
"Yeah, he invited me over and cooked me dinner while his wife was gone. We didn't too more than that, just drank champagne and went skinny dipping in his hot tub and made out a little... but I didn't tell you then."
I rolled my eyes. Even though this story was ancient and I knew Jessie was committed to me, hell, she had married me, this past story still stung. She could tell, and rubbed my shoulders lovingly.
"I guess you're right. Girls at 18... they're just uncontrollable."
After dinner, while Gia was presumably grinding and flirting with the Jamaican hottie, Jessie and I retreated to our room. We opened the cabin door to find, perhaps not unexpectedly, Mateo. He was laying on the bed on his phone. It was the same unmade still damp bed that Jessie and I had fucked in. To Jessie's horror, her moist and slightly torn bra and panties were out in the open on the bed where she had left them, right next to teenaged Mateo's face. She quickly grabbed it and stuffed it in a suitcase.
"Sup guys," Mateo said, "Thanks for letting me crash here."
Jessie made a look of sympathy. "I'm sorry about your trouble with Gia."
"Yeah, Gia gets like this," he said, "Just gotta apologize and wait for her to get over it." At least Mateo seemed used to these patterns.
Jessie reached for her waist to begin undressing, but then she remembered Mateo. Sheepishly, she grabbed her pajamas and retreated into the bathroom to change.
"Yo man," Mateo said, "I heard you plowing Jessie earlier. Nice going."
"Mateo," I said, "That's hardly appropriate..."
"Relax. We're the same, bruh. Both fucking these sisters. So tell me, how tight is a pussy when she's 25?"
"Mateo, please--"
"Cause I'll tell you, Gia's snatch is fucking tight. And so is her asshole. She loves when I'm fucking her from behind and I got one hand on her titty and the other just sticking a finger right into that asshole."
The image of Gia on her hands and knees being fucked and prodded flashed through my brain. My cock twitched.
"Jessie's pretty tight," I said, giving a little smile. I had to give up a little for this poor kid.
"Fuck yeah. Cause, you know, I think Jessie's tits are bigger than Gia's. What size is she?"
"Bra size? An H cup."
"Fuck, I didn't know they made 'em that big! Gia's only DDD, and I thought that was fucking massive."
"Haha, yeah."
"Cuz, like, with tits that big, I bet you could fuck 'em," he said. He groped the air in front of him as if he were squeezing my wife's breasts. "Like, you could slide your dick between 'em real good."
"You could do that with Gia, though, right?"
"Nah man. I tried. I kept hitting her in the face."
I nodded in agreement, though it didn't quite make sense to me.
Jessie re-emerged from the bathroom, wearing her pajamas. I went in after her and got changed too.
"Mateo, sweetie," Jessie said, "We're going to go to bed now."
"Oh alright. I'll scoot over." He edged to the side of the bed to make room, and kicked off his sneakers to the floor.
Jessie looked at me. Without words, her eyes said everything: the poor kid's girlfriend is out dancing. Let him sleep in the bed with us.
I breathed and turned off the lights. I took the side of the bed, with Jessie in between us.
"Goodnight, boys," Jessie said playfully.
"Night," Mateo said. And immediately, he began snoring loudly.
I woke up a few hours later in the dark. I heard the sounds of whispering: Mateo and my wife, trying not to wake me.
"Mateo! Turn over."
"Nah, Mrs. S, I like to sleep this way."
"Mateo, you don't understand. Your... it's poking me! Your thing!"
"My thing?"
"Your... your penis! It's practically wedged between my thighs."
"Oh, sorry Mrs. S. That's just cause I'm asleep, it's nothing personal. I always get hard in dreams and stuff..."
"Just turn over, please."
"Mrs. S, I can't, I promise it will go away if you just wait." And then, almost instantly, snoring.
I felt my wife toss and turn, trying to get out of range of the boy's cock, but nothing would do. Finally, I felt her reach down and grab his penis with her thin hand and reposition it between his legs. It stuck.
"Silly boy," my wife said to herself, getting comfortable, "But what a cock!"
So Mateo's junk was sizable, I concluded, as I fell back asleep.
A few hours later, I awoke again. I assumed it was because Mateo's dick was once against probing my wife, but it was something else. Sounds were coming from the wall shared with Gia's cabin. At first, all I heard was the funky electronic music, but as I stirred, the rest became clear. Grunting, like a drum, over and over, with a harmony of throaty high pitched moans.
Gia was getting absolutely banged by the jet ski instructor next door.
"Fuck," said Mateo, who was wide awake and sitting up in our bed. I looked over and saw that Jessie was awake too, concerned and staring at him. We heard Gia cry out as wet slapping commenced. The wall shook slightly with the beat of it, hips thrusting, genitals oozing on the other side of the wall.
"Fuck," Mateo said again, his voice breaking, and now we realized he was crying.
"Oh dear," Jessie said, turning on the lights and sitting up fully, "There there, Mateo."
She held the boy close to her, and with one ear, I hear the speed intensify as Gia bucked hips with the jet ski instructor.
"She's fucking him!" he cried, face pressed into my wife's chest, coating her cleavage with tears. I saw down on the blanket that he was hard as a rock, his big junk poking up below the top sheet, and as Jessie held him closer, that cock of his slid comfortably between her legs.
"Oh!" Jessie said, his dick on the outside of her pajamas bottoms, right up against her pussy.
"She's fucking him!" he cried again, warbling and warbling. For Gia, it was getting even hotter, as we heard the wet slaps of ball sack hitting stomach, or else cheeks clapping on thighs.
It was hard to imagine it was Gia's young flesh colliding with that Jamaican power hunk, but then, unmistakable, her voice cried out: FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK COCK!
Mateo pulled himself up and stood off the bed. He was indeed rock hard, his big pink cock completely bare and pointing directly at Jessie's face. He really did have a sizable one, and even as he cried, it was hard not to stare at his long hanging balls.
"Fuck me!" Gia called out, moaning, "Fuck me, oh fuck, your cock is soooo good!" And with much shame, Mateo raced into the bathroom and slammed the door.
For a moment, Jessie and I froze, uncertain, until we heard it: the wet slapping sounds of Mateo beating his meat. He couldn't help it except to jerk himself off in our bathroom while Gia had her brains fucked out on the other side of the wall.
"This is..." Jessie said, whispering to me, "Intense."
"Yeah," I said, glancing down at her chest which was slick with tears. I was hard as could be. Jessie's hand made its way under the covers and grabbed my erection.
"Shhh," she said, as we heard the wet squishing sounds of Mateo stroking off against the hard brutal fucking of Gia by the older man. Jessie pulled her pajama bottoms to the side and held my cock to her snatch. It was oozing wet.
"Quietly," she said, slipping me inside her. Her pussy was warm and delicious. I kneaded her breasts, thrusting into her from below.
"Suck my dick, white bitch," came the voice on the other side. The presence of it sent Jessie into a moan so intense that I had to cover her mouth with her free hand. It made her orgasm instantly, creaming all over my dick. Even Mateo's masturbation increased as he heard the deep voiced stranger commanding Gia around.
"Fuck!" Jessie whispered, sliding off me to play with herself properly, "I need to cum again." I held my dick in my hand, stroking, as I watched Jessie bring herself to another orgasm.
Then, Gia: "YOUR BIG BLACK DICK FEELS SO GOOD!"
"Oh fuck!" That was Mateo, moaning from our bathroom, as he let out a big splash of cum all over himself. Jessie was lost in her own orgasm and I felt the bed shaking.
The sound of the door slamming open stirred her as Mateo emerged from the bathroom. We both sat quietly, pretending nothing had happened. Mateo lumbered over, his big soft dick oozing semen onto the floor with every step. I could tell the bathroom was practically coated with it, but I said nothing as he got back into bed, right on the spot where Jessie must have wet everything, and turned off the lights. The rhythmic fuck session of Gia and the Jamaican continued, even getting more intense, but Mateo fell asleep immediately.
Even Jessie found sleep easily. Only I lay awake, listening to Gia sweat and groan and fuck, demanding that the man take her asshole and slide it into her pussy and clog her throat with cock. The idea of busty Gia's dirty mouth full of black cock sent my balls into a twister.
Finally, when Gia had had so many orgasms that no one on Earth could keep count, the guttural animal sounds of the Jamaican's orgasm erupted. He screamed as he filled Gia's hole with his cum, though which hole who knew. The good teenage slut simply took it, and then after, a sticky sweaty mess, likely held his soft cock between her fingers and nuzzled against his naked chest while they each fell asleep.
I too fell asleep, waking up in the morning like that night had been a dream. It wasn't. Mateo's hard cock was out and once against sliding between my wife's thighs, though both of them were peacefully asleep. I retreated to the bathroom to brush my teeth, seeing for the first time how everything in that little bathroom had been drenched in Mateo's ball juice. It was clumped on the bath mat, dripping off the ceiling, and even my toothbrush had to be rinsed of it.
When I got back out, Mateo was up, butt naked, waving at me. Sometime in the night, the 19 year old boy had gotten completely nude, his pink hairless cock dangling as long as a spicy German sausage. I hadn't realized he had been rubbing the thing bare against my wife all night.
"Gonna bounce, man," he said, rubbing the back of his head in embarrassment. We had listened as some Jamaican stud fucked his girlfriend long into the night while he jerked off in his bathroom. I guess he didn't want to talk about it. "Thanks for letting me crash."
"Sure," I said, and soon enough he was gone.
In due course, Jessie woke up and we got dressed to start our day out at sea. We floated down to the breakfast buffet, where we noticed Gia was there, sitting alone at a table.
"God, last night was fucking hot," she said as we sat down across from her, "Zidane can really fuck."
"Yes," Jessie said, pursing her lips with disdain, "We could hear you."
"Mmmm good!" she said, rolling her eyes back into her head as she moved her spoon through her cereal, "Then you heard how fucking deep his cock was going."
"We're not the only ones who heard," Jessie said, pushing down her temper, "Mateo was up."
"Good, I'm glad that loser heard me. I hope he churned out a fat load hearing me cream on another man's cock."
"Gia, that is enough! Saying something like that about someone you love--"
"Chill, geez. I don't know why you're blowing up on me about this."
"Because that poor boy is in love with you--"
"Oh yeah, that poor boy, he's probably got his big dick in some other skank right now, don't you dare feel bad for him."
"Gia, that's no way to treat him."
"God, if you're worried about Mateo so badly, why don't you fuck him? You know, he's like, totally in love with you."
"Gia..."
"Sometimes he'll fuck me from behind and pull my hair and he'll moan, 'Jessie... Jessie... oh Jessie.'" To humiliate her sister more, Gia was moaning and gyrating as if she really were taking Mateo's dick.
Gia sneered. "He says he got his first boner coming over to our house and watching you sun tan by the pool."
Jessie breathed deep. "Gia, I'm not going to humor you with this."
"I don't care! I'm serious. Go fuck Mateo. I'd be happy for you. I've got Zidane now."
Finally, I spoke up. "Gia, I mean, to say such a thing--"
"Oh, yeah, 'the marriage'." Gia put up air quotes around that. "Because yeah, Jessie, you want to stay with your little dick husband--"
"Gia!" Jessie shouted, standing up. Her face turned bright red.
"Oh please, we're all adults here," Gia said. She turned to me now. "My sister has told me about your little--"
"Gia, stop it!"
"What?" I asked, ignoring Jessie and instead turning to Gia, "What did my wife say?"
"Nothing, god! It's fine. It's nothing I haven't heard before. She just told me that your penis--" she looked down at the table with a little smile when she said it "--that your penis is a lot smaller than the guys she was with before you. Because I'm telling you, my sister was with some HUNG guys. Remember Jacob Spimento and that donkey dick he used to poke into your--"
"Gia, shut your mouth, right now!"
"I honestly think it's cute," Gia said to me, "I mean, when I get old, I wouldn't mind having a little dick rich husband like you. As long as he takes me on cruises like this one where I can meet studs like Zidane."
"Enough!" Jessie said, actually putting her fist down. Gia shrugged, as if she said nothing wrong.
"Go to your room," Jessie said, taking command as if she had any power over the hormonal goddess in front of her.
"Fine," Gia said with no emotion, "Zidane's there anyway, laying naked on the bed with his big black dick shining in the sun. Maybe I'll curl right up next to it and let him shove it in my ass--"
"Leave!" Jessie shouted, exasperated, and so Gia was gone.
The rest of the morning was awkward. We tried to lay by the pool and get some sun, but Jessie was furious and couldn't relax. Finally, she huffed off to the gym, where an hour of cardio and sweating got her perfectly fit body back into zen. Another point of comparison between my wife and her sister. Jessie treated her body like a temple. Her abs were sculpted like from clay, and her big tits were perky and thick without an ounce of droop. She dressed in shapely high end outfits that showed off her tight ass and gorgeous tan legs. On the other hand, Gia was thick hipped seductress of a woman, big breasts bulging from a loose t-shirt, or a tight tank top that showed off the slight bulge of stomach above her fuckable snatch... Both were gorgeous creatures, but my wife had more together.



Skipping lunch on account of how fat she was feeling, Jessie and I split for the afternoon. I hobbled over to the buffet again, where I found Mateo sitting by himself.
"Yo, come keep me company!" he shouted.
"Last night was wild," he said, after I got a plate of food, "It sounded like Gia was really enjoying that black guy's cock."
"Yeah, it did," I said.
"I was gonna go crazy," Mateo said, "I seriously thought I might barge in there and shoot him." I knew that there was no way Mateo had a gun or anything like that.
"Had to beat off," he continued, "Brings down the blood pressure. Otherwise, I'd just go crazy."
"Yeah, you went into the bathroom."
"I had to, man," he said, "Gotta jerk off. Even after fucking Gia two or three times, I'll still jerk off an hour later."
"Really?"
"Fuck yeah. I told you, it brings down the blood pressure. Gets me thinking right. I'm a mess if I don't cum four, five, sometimes six times a day."
Damn, I thought. Whatever the youth was eating these days, it was certainly different. That horse cock between his legs, the needing to cum all the time... hormones and testosterone or something.
"What about you?"
"Huh?" I said.
"How often are you unloading?"
Gee, I had to think. Jessie and I fucked maybe twice a week. Lately, less.
"Fuck, seriously?" he said, "You both must be pent up then. It's not good to go that long without cumming."
"I guess."
"Your wife, man... she must want it bad. I mean, in the bed last night, I could tell she wanted my cock."
"Come on, Mateo."
He put his hands up defensively. "I'm just saying. I left my girl alone for too long and she ended up getting totaled by that black guy's cock. If you're not fucking Jessie, what's gonna stop someone like me or Zidane from taking her?"
"I wouldn't let my woman anywhere near Zidane," I said.
"What do you mean? She's with Gia and Zidane at the pool right now."
"Huh?"
"I saw them on my way over here. Go see for yourself."
There was a deck overlooking the pool that I raced towards. Squinting in the sun, I scanned the beach chairs full of lazy sun bathers until I spotted them. Zidane, the oiled up black man with gray hairs on his chest, looked magnificent. His bald black head reflected the sun at me, and his big sunglasses reminded me of a police trooper. He was slathered in tanning oil, making his muscular bulky body slippery, and was only wearing a tiny blue Speedo that barely contained his junk. I could see the two globes of testicles, round and thick with production, and that lengthy fat cock of his, almost poking up out of the elastic at his belly.
Stroking his chest with her fingers was Gia. She was insanely gorgeous. Her big tits were bursting from a bikini that looked like black strips of dental floss. Her gaze was directly at the black man's face, grinning, and one of her hands rested on his thigh. I noticed that Zidane was curled around her, cupping her ass cheek in his right hand.
But to the left of Zidane was another tan buxom beauty in a tiny bikini. At first, I began salivating at the weight of the bouncy breasts and the sweat dripping down her cleavage into her abs. The designer swimsuit was hardly more modest than what Gia was wearing. But beneath her large straw hat was indeed my wife Jessie.
"Fuck, your wife looks good." Mateo had joined me, and upon seeing the beauties, he reached into his shorts and gave his cock a big squeeze. "Big juicy tits and all."
"Shuddup," I said, embarrassed. Gia was curled up against Zidane, but my wife wasn't far from him. In fact, as we watched, Zidane casually raised his left arm and planted his fat black hand on the closest of Jessie's thighs. I waited, breathing heavily, for her to move him off her. She sat, smiling, reading her book.
"Damn, he's got a hand on her," Mateo said, "I'm practically creaming off the side of this deck."
"Chill," I hissed, watching closer. Zidane was smiling and stroking Jessie's perfect thigh up and down.
Gia, uncaring about Zidane's hands, leaned closer. She pressed her big breasts against the older man's chest and leaned in for a kiss. Zidane took it nicely, happily making out with the gorgeous teenager while continuing to rub my wife's thigh up and down. I saw Jessie's legs begin to spread apart just the slightest, and Zidane scooted his hand closer to her wetness until---
"Excuse me, sirs?" Mateo and I spun around to found a ship worker in a suit.
"You two are with the party of guests who have made acquaintances with one of our jet ski instructors, yes?"
The scrawny resort worker waited for a response.
"Y-yes?"
"Oh good. Well, we like to get ahead of any customer complaints, and we know that Zidane's interactions with our guests can sometimes create... well... let's call it logistical difficulties. We know that some guests have reported having trouble getting access to their rooms... or to better put it, certain members of the party might be using the rooms, and certain guests like yourselves are left without a place to stay... What I'm saying is, we have a spare room down in the bowels of the ship. It's not much, just a bed and toilet in a concrete box really, but if you were to find yourself needing a haven while your rooms were in use, maybe even for hours or days, relocating there would be acceptable."
The man handed me a room card with a map.
"Are you kidding me? A spare room?" I was aghast. "How can you handle things this way? Why not just fire Zidane?"
"Well, sir, I understand your frustrations, but to put it simply, we want all our guests to have a pleasurable experience on this cruise. And Zidane is fantastic at making sure many of our guests have many many hours of pleasure."
"That's awful," I yelled, throwing the key back at him. He let it bounce off him and land on the deck.
"I'll leave that if you change your mind. Good day." And he departed.
I left Mateo in a huff, walking around the deck for a while, until I calmed down and went back to my cabin. There, I found Jessie, humming a tune, as she folded some clothes around.
"Hi sweetheart, how was your afternoon?"
"Fine," I said, having calmed down, "You?"
"I had a lovely time. I finally met Zidane, Gia's new beau." I hadn't realized that fucking a jet ski instructor meant that Gia had a new "beau."
"He's actually a lovely man," Jessie said, "Really smart and sophisticated. We talked about Shakespeare, if you can imagine it."
"Shakespeare?"
"Yes, I was shocked too. He's a real gentleman."
"Gentleman? You're talking about the man who fucked Gia senseless last night? An eighteen year old?"
"Well, he's Jamaican, sweetheart. He's sensual. I asked him and he said that when he has sexual chemistry with someone, it's hard to resist. Plus, he's actually good to Gia. He listens to her, and when I was with them both, Gia seemed like a totally different person. I don't think he's just stuffing her mouth with cock and treating her like a cum rag. He cares about her."
"What about Mateo?"
Jessie shrugged. "Mateo acts like a little boy. And Zidane is a man."
I tried to process this new information. Certainly Mateo was annoying and childish. Maybe Jessie was right. Maybe Gia shacking up with an older man for the duration of the cruise wasn't such a bad thing.
"He's just such a physical man," Jessie continued, "The way he holds Gia, kisses her, isn't afraid to really grab her towards him. The way they walk together. I mean, I know we heard them going at it last night, but even if he hadn't, just looking at the two of them, you can tell they're having wildly passionate satisfying sex."
"He didn't touch you, did he?" I asked, testing.
"Oh maybe he did. We kissed hello and goodbye, that's for sure. And perhaps he may have held onto my thigh at the pool. But I didn't mind."
"Maybe I should meet him," I said, feeling a little better now.
"Oh I don't know if that's such a good idea, sweetie," Jessie said, "Zidane's really one of those manly men... He has a bit of a temper. He saw a man checking out Gia in her bikini and Zidane nearly drowned him in the pool for it."
"What does that have to do with me?"
"Well, if you were to do anything un-gentlemanly in front of him... And I mean, even small things, like not get the seat before I sit down or order before I order... Zidane might get angry at you. I honestly think it's better if you just stay away."
"I thought you say he was smart and sophisticated."
"Oh he is, but he's also just so fucking strong." She continued to hum and fold.
Feeling irked, I lay on the bed and took a nap. When I woke up, Jessie was gone and I was all alone. I heard sounds and listened carefully.
It was Jessie's voice on the other side of the wall. Hers, Gia's, and the deep voice that belonged to Zidane.
"Have any spades?"
"Go fish," Gia said.
The three of them were playing cards in the other room. I breathed easy. Looking out to sea, on our balcony there was a television screen on a hinge to tilt it different directions. With it off, I realized that I could see the reflection through it, and in that reflection was the television on the adjacent balcony, and in that reflection was Gia's room. Straining my eyes and sitting in the right place on the bed, I could see exactly the scene in Gia's cabin.
Gia and Jessie were back in their little bikinis, with Zidane in his Speedo. Zidane was sitting on the bed with Gia at the little table, with Jessie on the stool. I could make it out clearly: their card game, little bottles of whiskey they were drinking over ice, some pretzels and snacks.
"Go fish," Gia said again, and I saw Jessie's breasts dangle over the table as she leaned over to take cards. Zidane's eyes took them in and he licked his lips.
After a while of playing, Zidane let out a deep exhale.
"Ladies, it is hot in here," he said, "W'dchu mind if I let myself breathe a little bit?" Here, he patted his Speedo and his sweaty dark thighs.
"Course not," Gia said, "Jessie won't mind either. It's nothing she hasn't seen before."
Jessie coyly nodded. Zidane rose with a grin and stretched tall. He parted his sweaty thick thighs and yanked down his Speedo. Out came the big junk itself: a cock with the thickness of a malt liquor bottle and nearly as long. Two balls like grapefruits stuffed into a tight wrinkled sack. His nuts were stuck to the side of his legs, and he wiped them free with his hands in a move that must have stunk to high hell.
"Hun, I think I need to nut too," he said, turning to Gia, "Your sister won't mind, right?"
"No sir!" Gia said with excitement, "She heard everything last night anyway."
"Thank you baby," Zidane said as Gia took her place under the table and between Zidane's legs. Jessie watched his curiosity as the length of Zidane's cock disappeared into Gia's throat. Zidane grinned with pleasure, then turned to Jessie. "Let's keep going with the game."
The slurps and sounds of Gia working down there didn't bother Zidane and his game of cards one bit. He played with every intent of winning. Occasionally, Jessie would peek down and see the saliva covered shaft dripping fluids over all over her baby sister's tits and, impressed, clenched her legs together tightly.
"You're licking them balls real good," Zidane moaned. Gia had his sack in her mouth and was yanking at his slippery long cock with her hand. "Go fish," he said to Jessie.
They played out a few more hands. Zidane grunted and thrust into Gia the entire time. He wasn't content to just let her suck him. He needed to fuck her face.
"Go fish," Jessie said. Zidane held up one long black finger. "A sec," he said. He put both hands down onto Gia's head and manually fucked her like a cum rag. He made sure she took every inch of him into her throat over and over again, no matter what noises Gia made. "I'm gonna nut," he said, staring straight into Jessie's eyes, then darting down to notice a bead of sweat falling from her neck and into her cleavage. Appreciating his gaze, Jessie thrust her chest out ever so slightly for him, and he licked his lips as he began to unload ropes of cum into Gia's stomach. Jessie sat there proudly, tits on display, as Zidane stuffed Gia full like a cream donut.
"Mmm," he said, watching Jessie, "That's good."
He relaxed. Gia fell off his dick and gasped for air for the first time in a while.
"Oh fuck, you're such a stud!" she cried out, jerking his cock with her hands over her head, oozing semen onto her hair.
"Of course, baby, of course," he said, "Now where were we with this game?"
They continued their game of cards for another hour. I grew bored watching them. Jessie and I had listened to Zidane fuck Gia last night, and now we had both watched him do it, even if Jessie didn't know that I could see. It was certainly tense watching him drink in the sight of my wife, but it wasn't anything that Mateo or any man had done when they saw her for the entire time I knew her.
Eventually, she came back to the room while I was reading a magazine. She wanted to take a nap before dinner. I watched her strip off her bikini and change into a bra and panties, then she cuddled up under the covers.
"Zidane is wild," she said, but that was all she said before she drifted off asleep.
For dinner, Jessie wore a gorgeous sexy dress: purple and skin tight, it barely covered her breasts so that both cleavage and underboob were immensely visible. I nearly dropped my jaw and had my eyes pop out like in a cartoon.
"You're too sweet," she said to me. We walked to the restaurant for dinner, but before we stepped in, she put a hand on my chest and stopped me.
"I'm going to sit with Gia and Zidane at a separate table," she announced, "I know you probably wanted to have dinner with me, but this trip is a special treat for my sister and I wanted to spend time with her. Obviously, with Zidane there, you joining us is not a good idea."
I was stunned. "What am I supposed to do?"
"Oh, don't you worry. There's a separate table under Mateo's name for you two to enjoy. The food will be great."
My heart in my stomach, we strode into the restaurant, spoke to the woman at the podium, and then separate waiters escorted Jessie to the left and me to a smaller table all the way in the back and to the right. Mateo was already there, munching down on some crab legs and wearing a cheap suit.
"Sup man," he said. I took a seat besides him and watched across the dining room as Zidane pulled out the chair for my wife. She blushed and took the seat besides him, Gia across the table.
"Gee, he's really charming her," Mateo said, "What did you end up doing today?"
I told Mateo about watching Zidane fuck his girlfriend's face under the table, though I left out the cocky look he had on my wife's chest as he ejaculated.
"Fuck man, that's getting me hard," Mateo said, "That big black cock fucking Gia's little mouth. Big titties jiggling and taking that cock."
"I thought you were mad about Zidane."
"I was," he said, "But then I spent all day in that new room that the ship gave us." He flashed the key card that I had thrown at the man earlier. "It's not so bad. I jerked off like, seven times to Gia, thinking about her and that black man and now I think it's actually kind of hot."
"Hot? How is it hot?"
"Well, Gia's got a sexy body, and his cock is fucking thick and black and potent and all. What's not hot about that?"
"But she's your girlfriend."
"Of course she is. And after the cruise, everything will go back to normal." He munched on some rolls from the table.
As the menus, drinks, and then appetizers arrived, I found it hard not to look at the table in the corner where Jessie, Zidane, and Gia sat. Zidane was in a tight turtleneck and talking, making both women shake with laughter to words I couldn't hear. Once again, Zidane's hands were resting and groping my wife's thighs, though this time she was leaned in closer to him, almost nuzzling him. Her tits looked unreal in that dress.
Wine was flowing. They were drinking a lot at that table. I could tell by the electric look on my wife's face what a good time she was having. Meanwhile, I was listening to Mateo prattle on about the seven different ways he jerked off that afternoon.
"I'm getting really good at touching my prostate," he said, "And it's sooooo intense when I jerk while something's up in there."
"Great," I said sarcastically.
As we were eating steaks, finally distracted from the scene across the room, I heard a voice clear her throat.
Looking up, I saw that my breast-heavy wife was standing at the table before us.
"Sweetheart," she said calmly, wine flushed in her cheeks, "Can we talk for a second?"
"Okay," I said, chewing and swallowing.
"Privately. Maybe in the hallway by the bathrooms?"
I scooted out of the chair and followed Jessie down a small wood paneled hallway. Green doors led to the men's and then women's rooms, and we heard flushing.
"I think we're overdue for a conversation," she said, looking at her feet, breasts prominent, unable to meet my eye.
"A conversation?"
"About us."
"What about us?"
"Well." She looked up at me now and I could see her eyes were watering. "Obviously I love you very much. You're my husband and you're very important to me. It's just--"
My heart was dropping in my chest. She was struggling so hard to say it.
"I've been feeling rather unsatisfied. Sexually."
"Sexually? Didn't we just have sex twice in the last two days?"
"Yes, but... it's not what I need. And I've been trying so hard for the last few months to get the courage to tell you this."
I thought about what Gia said. My puny little penis. "Is this about the size of my cock?"
"No, sweetheart no. Well, maybe a little bit."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, look at Mateo. You can have a big cock and still be a beta loser."
"A loser?! Is that what you think of me?"
She looked me in the eye for the first time, head cocked to the side. "Well, honey... yeah, a little bit."
I raised my hands in frustration.
"Sweetheart, please," she said, "Just be honest with yourself. You saw Zidane, right? When I'm around him, I just feel the way a woman should. And when I talked to him about it, he told me that a lot of women who marry men like you feel this way."
"Talk to him? You talked to Zidane about our sex life?"
"Well, yeah! He wanted to know all the ways that I had made love. And he was shocked at how little of my body you'd explored."
How little of her body? Jessie was the love of my life. I had passionately given everything I had to her.
"He told me that a lot of women use trips like this to... take a break. Sexually. From their husbands."
"And fuck Zidane, I assume," I said with disgust.
"Yeah," she said, smiling for the first time, "Exactly. You're starting to understand."
I slunked down to the ground. Jessie patted me with a motherly hand on my shoulder.
"Zidane is going to have me for the rest of the trip," she said, "But you'll still have my heart. And like I said, he's going to explore my body in new and exciting ways... Maybe when we get back, I'll be able to show you the things he did to me."
"Must this happen this way?"
Jessie gave me a solemn nod of her head.
"I won't be able to fuck Zidane just once," she said, "I need him to own me. Use me. Teach me things. I have to belong to him for the remainder of this trip, and I have to do it on his terms. Your feelings about this can't matter right now."
She handed me a tissue from her purse once she realized I was crying.
"You need to go back to your table," she said, "Zidane is waiting for me in the men's room. And if we take too long and he comes out and sees you here, he's going to shove your face into his urinal, I guarantee it."
Slowly I stood up, but when I turned around, Jessie had already disappeared into the men's room. I heard Zidane groan. "Open your mouth and let me give you a taste," he said.



Mateo was eagerly waiting for me when I got back.
"Your wife's tits look so fucking bomb," he said. Unable to hold back, I burst out and told him everything.
"Oh shit," he said after I finished, "Zidane's gonna use our girls like dental floss!"
I saw, hand in hand, Zidane and Jessie emerge from the restroom. A triumphant look on Jessie's face.
For the rest of the dinner, I watched as Zidane pawed at Jessie across the dining room. He had his arm around her, holding her hips, leaning into her face to kiss her tenderly while Gia took pictures and laughed.
"Fuck this is getting me hard," Mateo said, and I saw that under the table, he was sporting a tent in his pants the size of a wine bottle.
"Put that big thing away," I said.
After dinner, I walked out around the ship back towards the cabin. I wanted a shower and a rest, along with a glass of bourbon.
But before I got into the elevator, I was stopped by a familiar face.
"Where do you think you're going?"
It was Gia, wearing a similarly breast-revealing evening dress as my wife.
"Back to my room," I said with disappointment. Gia, on the other hand, was beaming with gladness.
"I don't think so. You're not staying there anymore. That's for Zidane and Jessie to use."
"But they already have your room," I said, "And Zidane must have his own room somewhere."
"Too bad. All of Jessie's bras and panties and little bikinis are in there. Zidane doesn't want you touching his girlfriend's things."
His girlfriend's? Jessie was my wife.
"Gia, I need to get my stuff."
"Too bad. It's an all expense included ship. You'll be fine sleeping with Mateo in that little shack." She gleefully clapped her hands.
"What do you get out of all this, Gia? You've never liked me."
"Damn right I've never liked you! I've been telling Jessie that you're a loser since the day she met you."
"What have I ever done so wrong?"
"I can just tell. You're a shrimp dicked nothing," she said, "And you're just mad that I gave your wife another option."
"You ruined my trip," I said, "You're ruining my marriage."
"You're just pissed that I'm getting Jessie an orgasm better than you ever gave her." Gia crossed her arms over her big tits with a huff. "And I've seen the way you look at me too. It's disgusting."
"How I look at you?!"
"Maybe you and Mateo can suck each other off down there," she said, shoving me out of the elevator and getting in herself, "I mean, that's the closest you'll get to my pussy juice anyway." And the elevator doors closed.
I sulked down the corridors to the room. It was down in the very bottom of the ship, in almost complete darkness, where the garbage from all over the ship collected. It was a simple door with a keypad I unlocked.
"Yo man. Bunk buddies again!" Mateo said. The room was all metal, just like a prison cell, with a tiny cot and toilet right next to it. When the door shut, the room was sealed shut, the air stuffy.
"Scoot over," I said, but even with Mateo against the wall, the bed was hardly sized for two.
"Nah man, this can be fun. We'll get to hang more." Mateo sat up on the bed and fished his giant cock out of his shorts. "Gotta nut first though."
"Mateo, please, do you have to do that now? I'm right here."
"Get used to it, man," he said, looking at photos on his phone of Gia in tight outfits. He swiped through his pictures and I saw he had some bikini photos of Jessie in there.
"Your wife's tits are awesome," he said, "I bet Zidane's nutting on them right now." And then he exploded all over the wall across from the cot. He let the cum stain stay there, laying back down on the bed besides me.
I tried to sleep, but every few hours I would find Mateo besides me beating his giant meat again. He had cum so much over the room that it stunk with the musky scent of his ball juice. I was intoxicated on it. It reminded me of some kind of terrible cheese. By morning, our windowless room was covered in semen and Mateo was still going at it.
"I need a drink," I said, uncaring that it was 5am.
I walked through the empty ship looking for a bar. No one was up at this hour, before the sun rose, even the party goers had gone to bed. As I passed one of the decks, I looked down and saw a light on near one of the hot tubs.
I froze. It was Zidane with Gia and Jessie. They were happily floating on the bubbles, and I saw next to the hot tub the discarded fabric of their swim suits. Their joy was sensible even at a distance.
In the water, I saw Zidane's massive black staff rising up out of the bubbles. Gia and Jessie, bare breasts jiggling, were taking turns leaning forward and stuffing the big dick between their lips. Zidane was enjoying the two sisters' tongues working his shaft, and I saw he had my wife's nipples in between his fingers. He was pinching them and they were so hard that Jessie was obviously extremely aroused. With his other hand, I could tell he was wrist deep in Gia's pussy, as she was moaning and shaking like a lizard.
Having not dressed properly to leave, I saw below me that my own dick had slipped out of my boxers. I was as hard as can be, and seeing my diminutive pecker next to Zidane's massive dick made me realize exactly what Jessie was missing.
I watched in horror as Jessie stood up, her perfect toned naked body shiny with sweat and bubbles. She positioned herself facing Zidane, a smile on her face and then happily lowered her knees so that his cock was at the opening of her perfect pussy. She leaned forward, ass out, titties shaking in Zidane's face. Gia reached forward and stabilized his shaft with her wrist so that my wife could better slide onto it. She did it perfect, inch after inch disappearing into my wife's fuckable body until all ten or twelve or whatever number inches were entirely inside of her. Zidane's big lips licked her tits and he began to thrust harder into my wife.
Gia held Jessie's hips and helped thrust her onto the dick. Zidane bounced her up and down in the water, breasts swaying everywhere, smacking him in the face. I watched Gia stretch open Jessie's fine butt cheeks until I was staring her puckered hole in the face. It was smooth and clean, and Gia spit into it before inserting a finger directly into my wife. Then, to my surprise, she inserted a second finger. Now Gia was fucking my wife and making her moan just as much as Zidane.
"Wait until Zidane gets that cock in here," Gia said, "He'll make you forget even your own name."
"God!" Jessie cried out in orgasm.
It was beautiful. Picture perfect. The kind of scene any red blooded male would have drained a bank account to see. Jessie and Gia looked made for Zidane's cock the way a great knife cuts steak. I considered rushing to get Mateo, for he would have exploded if he could have seen this. Instead, I was frozen, hand on my little dick, watching.
I watched Zidane's balls constrict into a tight wad. He was like a machine, as wave after wave of hot fluid traveled from his sack up through that massive shaft only to be sprayed all inside my wife.
"Fuck Zidane! I didn't think I could take another load in me."
"You always got room, sweetie," he said, filling my wife up with cum.
Gia licked her lips. "My turn to ride," she said, positioning her tits in Zidane's face as she replaced Jessie, "And you better fuck my ass as good as I did yours."
I watched them fuck and suck each other for an hour. Eventually, he filled up each girl's pussy with cum and still had time to position them mouth to mouth, kissing, his cock sliding between their lips like a pussy. Once the sun was up, Zidane stood tall, cock swinging, and carried each girl over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. They really were his women.
Once they were gone, I raced down and grabbed their swim wear, unable to resist sniffing all three of them to my nose. I went back to Mateo in his tiny hole and told him everything.
"Fuck," he said, already masturbating, "That's the hottest thing I've ever heard."
"Yeah," I said, unable to resist stroking myself.
"We're going to cum buckets," he said, already leaking onto our sheets.
I feel asleep in a pile of mixed cum, delirious with emotion and desire. I dreamed that Zidane kicked in our door and held up a finger from each hand: Gia's juices on his left index finger, shoved up Mateo's nose, and Jessie's on his right shoved into mine.
"Take it in, boys," Zidane said in the dream, "That's the closest you fags will get to pussy in a while." After he had gotten us high on their scents, he whipped out his dick and pissed all over us, leaving us in a stinky frenzied mess. I woke up, unable to discern dream from reality in this hole at the bottom of the ship.
The horn was blaring. We were docked at our Jamaican port for the day. I presumed everyone was gathering to disembark and see the true destination of the cruise. I raced out to the nearest deck, where I could get a good clear look at the dock where everyone was leaving to get to the island.
The crowd was all passengers, dressed in sloppy tourist clothes. Zidane, tall and black, obviously stood out. Next to him, when I saw Gia and Jessie, my jaw dropped. They were dressed like complete sluts in transparent t-shirts and bikini tops, tiny thong-like swimsuit bottoms, and high heels that signaled that each of these big breasted women was basically a hooker. All eyes of the crowd were watching them. I saw Jessie drop her phone, and when she bent to pick it up, her bathing suit slid aside and gave everyone a view of her puckered asshole. Her breasts were constantly slipping out of the bikini's grip, revealing her hard pink nipples to the crowd. Jessie, who had a high powered job and a position of respect back home, was being viewed by the masses as a common big titty whore.
I tried to get to the dock in time, but they had disappeared into the crowd and likely onto the island. I waited on the beach in the sun, hoping I would see them when they returned. We would remain docked at Jamaica for a while. All day I waited, and into the night, but Zidane, Gia, and Jessie never returned.
I was half asleep on the beach all night, watching. Finally, around lunch the next day, I made it a mission to find them. I followed the signs to the big tiki hut, where a native Jamaican man with a large belly was tending bar.
"Excuse me, I'm wondering if you've seen my wife and her sister?"
"Gotta be more specific, man," the bar tender said.
"They were here with a man named Zidane." Immediately, the man laughed.
"Oh, those two whores with Zidane. Yeah, you just missed them."
"They're not whores... I know they were dressed a bit skimpily."
"Skimpily? They walked in and I had the blonde one's nipples staring me in the face."
"Yes, I know, but they're not whores."
He laughed. "Yes they are man. I paid Zidane $6 for an hour with them."
"Impossible," I said.
"Yes, a few hours ago. I had the blonde one licking my asshole while I fucked the brunette's pussy. Which one is your wife?"
"The brunette..."
"Yeah, she did a good job cleaning out my dick cheese before too. You know, I got a fat cock head and a lot builds up in there over time."
The image of Jessie cleaning this man's cockhead with her tongue gave me shivers.
"$6 for the two of them was not bad prices either."
"Are you kidding? That's less than a beer here!"
"Yeah, but busty white sluts who love black cock, they're a dime a dozen here. I bet if I had asked better, I could have gotten them to pay me for it!"
"Where are they now?"
"With Zidane at his club."
"How can I get there?"
"Shit, we're not supposed to tell tourists about homeland stuff."
"Please, I need to find them."
"Alright. Gimme $100."
"$100?! But that's much more than you paid to fuck my wife!"
"Too bad, loser. Pay up."
I gave the fat bartender $100 and he counted it and laughed. He told me precisely how to get to Zidane's club.
"Good luck," he said as I left, "And let me know if you can smell my cock on your wife's breath."
The club was far from the resort, deep in the city center here in Jamaica. Crowds of tourists disappeared and were replaced with jubilant locals.
Finally, I found a run down looking building near an empty city block. I knocked and found the door opened.
It was a run down bar full of old and crusty looking black men. They were drinking beer, shooting pool, and laughing as they played darts. I didn't see Zidane or Jessie or Gia at all.
"Excuse me," I said to a man, the youngest of them all, with a fresh innocent looking face, "I was told I might find Zidane here."
"Zidane's in the office," he said, "Draining his balls in those two whores."
"My wife!" I shouted, and the innocent man laughed. Men around the bar who heard me also joined in laughing, beginning to crowd around me.
"Oh shit, one of them is your wife? Then you better get out of here man."
"Shit man, why did you come here?"
"You're fucked, dude."
"What is happening?" I said, as they got closer and closer to me.
"Zidane's always fucking white bitches from the cruises," one of them said, "And sometimes, stupid hubbies and boyfriends like you come sniffing."
"Zidane don't like that."
"No he don't."
"You know, tourists go missing from these cruises all the time."
"Ain't nobody going to come looking for you here."
"Not that they'd find you."
"Not that there's anything to find... Zidane's got those two big hungry pit bulls at home, they make hubbies like you go bye-bye all the time."
"Yeah, they're fucking hungry, white boy."
They jumped me. I thought my life was over. Six guys grabbed me, punched me, and beat me the ground. They dragged my body down the bar and through a hallway where they knocked on the door laughing.
"Yo Zidane, we got something here for you."
"Shut the fuck up!" Zidane yelled through the door, "I'm tryna nut in here."
"Nah man, you gotta see this." And they opened the door and tossed me into the room.
The room stunk of sex. There was Jessie and Gia, splayed forwards on the desk so that their asses were side by side in the air and their faces and tits were at the front of the desk, squeezed together, facing the door. I saw the delicious jiggle of four breasts and orgasmic faces pressed forward as Zidane plowed into them from the back. His big slippery cock, hard as a nail, was stuffed into Jessie's pussy, and he had three fingers on his right hand stuffed into Gia, who was panting like a dog. Both of them were clearly a little drugged, eyes open, noses red, drooling onto the desk as they were fucked like pieces of meat.
"Enjoy, hubbie," the men said as they left me to Zidane.
"You fucking chump showed?" he said, ruthlessly thrusting into my wife as he spoke, "Shit, that ain't good."
"H-hey," Jessie said to me, so cock drunk she could barely speak, "You're here."
"Yeah bitch, tell your hubbie what's happened to you two while I fuck your brains out."
"Yes daddy," my wife said, addressing her black master and patting her thick ass back onto his dick.
"Zidane fucked me so good on the cruise, I realized that I had this in me," she said, "Oh fuck Zidane, don't stop! I had this in me, this desire to be a whore for big black cock. The life I led with you, the gentle wife to this gentle puny husband... I was so oppressed."
"Tell him, bitch."
"Yes daddy. So Daddy Zidane took me onto the mainland when we docked and he and Gia and I went to his club here. We were sitting on his lap, me and Gia, sharing him while he played poker. Then one of his buddies looked over and asked Zidane: yo man, can I borrow one of your bitches? Gia and I froze. We had never been with any man other than Zidane, except you losers. Zidane didn't even look at us, he just went to his friend and said: which one you want? I watched the stranger's eyes scan me up and down, taking in my body. In that moment, I felt like I needed to win. I needed to be hotter than Gia, I needed to be the prize jewel in daddy's eyes. I was dying with wetness for him to pick me. He looked at Zidane in the eyes and said: I'll take the big titty one with the flat stomach. I was so excited that he chose me. I scooted off Zidane's lap and onto his, and I saw that his big fleshy cock was already out. Within seconds, he had slipped aside my swimsuit and thrust himself into me. It was the hottest I'd ever been fucked, all those eyes on me, daddy Zidane's, my sister's, those strange men, as I took a big black cock into my body. He groped at my tits, fucked me senseless, and I had my first orgasm in front of a crowd. It was amazing. He didn't pull out either, so that within minutes, this stranger was filling me with his hot wet semen. I was so aroused I could have split open. And when he was done with me, he simply shoved me off him, and I fell to the ground like a used tissue."
"Tell em what happened next, bitch," Zidane said, still thrusting into her.
"I was down there under the table with all those big black cocks, I just started grabbing the ones nearest to me and sucking them. They tasted so sweaty and gross but the more I sucked, the hotter I got."
"How many dicks you suck, bitch?"
"Seventeen," she said, with pride, "All night I was waking up with cum burping out of me."
"Honestly," Gia said, enjoying the pulse of Zidane's fingers in here, "Not even I'm that much of a slut."
"I needed to prove it to you," Jessie said, "To prove it to myself."
"Shit, I got a buck a pop for each cock your wife sucked," Zidane said, "So I said, why not make some more cash?"
"Daddy took me around the island," Jessie said, "To all his friends. I sucked and fucked and slurped them all. I felt like such a whore."
"I made some good money too," Zidane said.
"And Gia helped me."
"Yes," she said, "I can't wait to tell Mateo how many black assholes I ate."
Zidane withdrew his cock from Jessie and showed off how long and wet it was. He slapped her ass with it a few times and then pressed it to the side to slide right into Gia's pussy.
My wife moaned out in desperation, humping the air, begging him to put it back into her. He placated her by putting three fingers in her pussy and two in her ass.
"So what am I gonna do about this bitch then, huh?" Zidane asked, pointing at me with his free hand.
"Toss him to the dogs," Gia said, "Make him doggy chow and let them shit him out all over the lawn."
"No, please," Jessie begged, "He's still my husband."
"Bitch please. You'd be creaming more than anyone when I chopped him up."
"Oh fuck!" Jessie said, imagining it and feeling the rush of sexual pleasure.
"I mean, what else am I gonna do?" he asked, "I'd make him suck my dick, but I got you two bitches."
"You're right," Jessie said, with a hint of resignation, "I mean, what else would you do?"
"Hold still bitch," Zidane said, thrusting deeper into Gia and making her orgasm. He was pointing at me. "I'm gonna knock you out."
Bam! A big fist to my face, delivered while still pounding the women. Everything went black for me, all sound and vision stopped. I became extremely sleepy.
Then, I woke up with a rush. The room was quiet, my head was pounding, but I was still in one piece.
"Oh shit, you're okay?" I looked over and found Gia sitting naked on the desk chair, on her phone.
"I guess we all forgot about you. Zidane knocked you out and it made Jessie and I cum so much that he fucked us for another hour. We honestly didn't think you'd move again."
"W-w-where's... Jessie?"
"I think she's in the men's room. Zidane wanted to try her out as a urinal, or maybe as an ass cleaner. Obviously with her tongue in both cases. But I'm chilling here. Let me call Zidane so he can finish you off."
"No, please, Gia, don't!"
She cackled, her big cum covered tits shaking.
"Fine," she said, "I'll let you go. There's a door in the hall that you can leave out of."



"Thank you... Gia, let's grab Jessie and leave."
She laughed again. "Jessie and I are staying here. We're gonna fuck Zidane and his friends as much as he wants us to."
"But... my wife... I can't leave her here."
"She's happier, loser. Take what's left of your dignity and run, or else, I'll call Zidane again."
I didn't ask twice. I sprinted out of the office and raced away from the club. It was dark, and I found my way back to the beach where the cruise ship was still happily docked.
As I got closer to the boat, I saw the old fat bartender from before.
"Hey man, you find your wife? Did her breath smell like my cock or what?" He stuffed his hands into his pants, got a good smear of sweat and cheese onto it, and then extended it right up to my face. "Smell familiar?"
My head pounding, delirious, I passed out on the beach.
I woke up in a crowd a few hours later. All the tourists were pouring back from the beach onto the ship. We were departing Jamaica once and for all.
I stood up, looking around, feeling insane.
And then I saw them. Coming forwards onto the boat with all the others: Jessie and Gia. It was like a dream. They were dressed the same way they had been when they first got on the ship. Jessie in her conservative business ware, still not hiding her killer body, but nowhere near the slutty hooker clothes I saw her in before. And Gia, wearing the kind of tank top and pants that gave men a boner, but nothing unusual.
"Look, there's your husband," Gia said with a smile, pointing at me. They raced towards me. Jessie saw my head was bruised and patted it.
"Oh dear," she said, "You're hurt."
"Is this really you?" I asked, "What about..."
"Oh Zidane told us to go," she said, laughing, "It was a fun vacation, but he's got other bitches to fuck."
"A cruise to remember," Gia said.
"So... it's really over?"
"I suppose so," Jessie said, "Though I have to admit, I really loved being a big cock slut for these past few days."
"Trip's not over," Gia said with a smile, "We might not have Zidane and his friends, but what about Mateo?"
Jessie's face went red. "Oh please, that little loser?"
"That's my boyfriend you're talking about," Gia said, "And he may be a loser, but his cock is almost as big as Zidane."
"Oh jesus," Jessie said, and I saw her brain visualizing Mateo's donkey sized penis, "That does sound fun."
"There's a few more days left in the cruise," Gia said, "Come stay with me and him in our cabin for the next week."
"Oh god... that does sound really hot."
"Trust me, it will be a blast."
The horn of the ship blew. Final warning to get back on the ship.
"Oh, I'm sorry husband, it sounds like you'll still have to share me for a while longer," Jessie said, "I guess I'll be Mateo's fuck toy now... but we're almost home soon!"
I stood up. On deck, there was Mateo, waving. The two sister smiled and approached him. From a distance, I saw Gia lean forward and whisper the good news. He literally jumped for joy. Then, he extended one arm around Gia, cupping her ass, and the other around my wife, grabbing her firm behind and pulling her closer. All four breasts squeezed at his chin. He pushed Jessie's face towards him and gave her a long and sensual kiss.
That night, I sat in my cozy cabin bed for the first time in a while, listening across the wall as Mateo fucked my wife and her sister.
"God, Mateo! That big thing is insane!" He was probing Jessie's insides hard and deep. "You're kind of a fucking stud!"
"Suck on these big titties, loser," Gia said, "And give my sister your dick."
"Yes, ladies, anything you say," called out the desperate Mateo, thrusting like his life depended on it.
The next morning, at breakfast, I found Jessie and Mateo in a booth together, making out like school children. He had his hand on her breast and her fingers were down his pants, wrapped around his cock.
"God Mateo," she said, "I'm kind of in love with your big pink dick."
"And I love your tits," he said, before going right back to smooching her.
I got used to hearing the sound of Mateo straddling my wife's stomach, cock thrusting between her big slippery tits and his balls collided with a smack with the undersides of her boobs.
"Cum on my face again!" she called out, "Or stuff it back inside of me and fill me up! Anything!"
"Yes Jessie!" he said, exploding with a grunt into her.
I was trying to rest for the remainder of the trip after my encounter with Zidane, but occasionally I would see Mateo with his arms around the girls at dinner, or find them groping each other in a hot tub.
I only once encountered Mateo alone, when I was pissing in a urinal by the pool. He barged in and took the one next to me, shamelessly whipping out his big cock and pissing besides me.
"Yo man, your wife fucking loves my dick," he said, "She said she wants to take it more, even after we get home!"
"Seriously?!" I said, distraught.
"Nah man, she doesn't mean it. No way Gia would let that happen anyway. Besides, I promise I'll fuck her so good over the next two days that she gets her fill for life."
He fulfilled his promised. Not an hour went by when Mateo's cock did not probe and splash my wife sexually. He probably came close to beating Zidane with the number of times banging my wife. But finally, as promised, the ship docked back home, and Jessie returned to my arm as we walked back off the cruise for the last time.
"What a trip," she said, her face blushing with orgasmic glow. She cuddled close to my arm. "We should book another!"
THE END



        