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Chapter 1

Chantal

When my two kids went off to college, I spent years alone at the house. As a single mom, I didn’t realize how much it would impact me, being in a three-bedroom house with no one else to keep me company.

Sure, I went on dates every once in a while. But for a woman in her middle ages, on the wrong side of forty-five, the dating scene was a nightmare. Once I got acclimated to the modern way of dating—something I hadn’t done in twenty years—and figured out all the apps and such, I didn’t have much of a problem landing dates.

I was still attractive, at least according to the men I met, and there were countless guys my own age, older, and even younger, who wanted to help fill the empty hole inside me, in more ways than one.

And yet, there was still something missing. Because at the end of the day—or the night, as it were—I was typically left all alone in my big ol’ house, and didn’t feel any real companionship.

I figured that was what I was missing: companionship. Someone I could talk to every day about the goings-on in my life, and vice versa. Someone who was interested in what I did with my life, like my gardening, or my new obsession with certain TV shows, or my weekly book clubs with the few girlfriends I still had in my life.

I worked, because I had to, of course. And I made friends, lovers, paramours . . . and none of them seemed to stick.

So, finally, just last week, I decided to rent out my kids’ two rooms. They had been left empty for too long, without a single bookshelf, computer desk, or bed being moved since they moved out two years ago.

I told my kids about it, and they weren’t too thrilled. They wondered where they were going to stay when they came back for winter break and such, if I had boarders posted up in their bedrooms.

I told them we’d cross that bridge when we got there. And, maybe, they’d even befriend the people I had chosen to live with me.

Because the people I’d chosen to live with me were half my age. They were much closer to my son and daughter in age than they were me—both of them being college-aged youngsters themselves.

That was by design.

When going through numerous applications from renters, I quickly decided that I didn’t want some stuffy old bore taking up space in my house. What I needed was someone, or someones, to liven up the place. Maybe, in my subconscious, I wanted people who reminded me of my kids. Getting someone my own age was not only proving to be a struggle, but I realized it wasn’t something I really wanted to pursue.

Which is how I found Bree and Jake.

And also how I changed the rest of my life in ways I’d never thought imaginable.
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Jake was a twenty-two-year-old undergrad studying oceanography and hoping to work at Scripps Research Institute in La Jolla. It made sense, seeing as that Scripps was world-renowned, it was local, and Jake certainly seemed to have the smarts for it.

He was a good-looking young man with wavy hair down to his shoulders, a kind smile, and bright white teeth. He had the laid-back look of a former surfer kid, and I found myself blushing when he talked to me.

Jake seemed to be a gentleman, too, which showed that he had good rearing. And because his family was seemingly loaded and he didn’t have much of a care in the world, he had stellar credit, even at a young age.

Picking him as one of the renters was a no-brainer.

A couple days later, I landed on Bree. She also went to college, though she was only twenty and went to community college, whereas Jake went to a higher-tier university.

Bree didn’t know what she wanted to do with her life yet, she admitted, but she was a sweet chubby girl with a happy face and a curvy body that put mine to shame.

I shouldn’t have been comparing myself to people half my age, obviously, but when I first met her, even through the sweater she was wearing to try and hide herself, I remembered thinking, Jesus, with tits like those, honey, you probably won’t have to work a day in your life, if you don’t want to. Someone will gobble your sweet ass right up if you’ll only let them.

It didn’t seem Bree wanted the attention, though, which I found admirable. Otherwise she wouldn’t have shown up in a sweater to hide those massive things, and she typically dressed in downplayed clothes that weren’t exactly flattering for her enviable figure.

Her plaid skirts were straight and didn’t hug her huge bouncy ass like so many other girls her age were fixated on.

Bree wanted to get by on her brain and work ethic rather than her body, and that was wonderful to see. So I picked her because, even though she didn’t have the greatest credit because her young life had just started, we all need a little help at some point.

Jake and Bree seemed to get along well with each other in the house. More importantly, they got along well with me, and were very nice and sweet and respectful to their elder.

My house had many hallways leading everywhere—from the kitchen to the bedrooms, from the living room to the kitchen, even outside to the backyard. It was an old house and built in a time when privacy was important, so you could often find yourself without any company for hours on end, even though said company was only a wall away.

A few times, I heard Bree giggling when she rounded a hallway and nearly ran into Jake. She sweetly apologized, got a “No worries,” from the young stud, and they went on their way.

But as that first week dragged on, I realized they were maybe getting closer to each other than I’d originally noticed. They stole looks at each other when they thought the other wasn’t looking.

But I was.

Part of me felt my heart swell at the innocent flirtation they had with each other. The mother in me loved it. But the landlord in me realized that I could lose them both if something went south between them, and then I’d be in trouble.

So I didn’t encourage it.

Not at first, however.

Within the first month, after countless dinners that we spent together, it dawned on me that my negligence of the situation wasn’t helping anyone. Bree and Jake were only getting closer and closer, and I often heard them whispering to each other in certain parts of the house.

I started to get curious, too, about what a romantic fling between them would look like. They were both young and hormonal, after all, and hadn’t been in many long-term relationships of their own. Even though they were in their early twenties, they obviously had no kids and not much worldly experience with these types of things.

So I decided to facilitate something I thought might benefit them both. As an experiment, really.

And it was that experiment that would end up blowing my mind.
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“Okay you two,” I said to Bree and Jake. They both sat on the well-worn couch in the living room, hips nearly touching because the sofa wasn’t very big. 

These two weren’t exactly party animals. At least not to my knowledge. When they said the other day that they were going to see a movie together, I asked if they wanted to do it here at the house, to save some money.

I could feel like a mom again by waiting on them, making them popcorn and such, and they could have a little intimate moment. Obviously, I wanted to supervise, even though I think it secretly annoyed them a little bit, and they could tell I wanted to keep my eye on them.

I hadn’t told them why yet—that I was scared they would get into a fight if they started dating and they’d leave me all alone in my house again.

Standing over them at the couch, I had my hands on my hips. I wagged a finger at them both, with a small smile on my face. “Now then, no funny business, right?”

“Yes, Chantal,” Bree said like a disaffected teenager. She sat stiff-backed in the couch, which had the affect of pumping her large chest out. The buttons on her blouse were true heroes, hanging on for dear life, and she had her hands on her lap like she was slightly nervous of having a hot young man sitting hip-to-hip with her.

Jake gave me a small salute and gave me one of his customary disarming smiles. “You got it. No funny business detected.”

He liked to talk in memes, apparently. I had no idea what the hell that was, but he was a funny guy, even if I couldn’t understand half of what he said.

Kids these days, am I right?

I was actually surprised they had agreed to do my little plan, because I could tell they were both a little nervous. Or at least it seemed that way judging by the stiff way they sat at the couch.

“I’ll be back with some popcorn in a little bit if y’all want.” I turned the TV on across the way, put the remote on the coffee table in front of them, and said in my cheeriest voice, “Relax. It’ll be fun!”

They both shot me small smiles.

I should have noticed the glint in their eyes, and suspected those small smiles meant more than they were letting on.
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Chapter 2

Chantal

Back in the kitchen, I smiled to myself at my little matchmaking scheme. At least here in the house, I could watch over Jake and Bree and make sure the boy didn’t make any untoward advances Bree wouldn’t want, and even the other way around, if it came down to it.

I went back into the dark room fifteen minutes later, with the blue reflection of the TV screen playing off their young faces.

Delivering the popcorn, I noticed they were in the same position I’d left them in . . . except now Jake had his hand on Bree’s knee.

I didn’t say anything about it, even though the boy didn’t remove his hand when I popped in to drop off the popcorn.

It didn’t alarm me—I couldn’t be that much of a prude, after all, since this was my idea.

Instead, I found myself humming when I left the room and smiling even wider, secretly loving that my ploy was working out fantastically.

Maybe Jake would even pepper a kiss on Bree’s cheek by the time the movie ended, or they would make out in the dark living room.

I wanted to show them the right way to do things.

Not . . . whatever the hell it was I saw the next time I went in there.

Not wanting to be a complete voyeur, I waited for about an hour, until whatever movie they were watching was probably halfway over.

I told myself I would just go in there to peek, not wanting them to even notice I was looking around the corner of the hallway, because I didn’t want to embarrass them.

When I made it to the end of the hall, I let myself have a wily smile, and my heart strangely started beating faster against my ribs when I looked around the corner.

The room was quite dark because the lights were all off, but that couldn’t hide the startling thing I saw, and it certainly didn’t stop my eyes from bulging.

Jake was no longer sitting on the couch.

Instead, he was standing on the couch cushions . . . and straddling Bree’s face, hiding her pretty head completely.

The young man also had his board shorts down to his knees, and the first thing I saw was his tight bubbly ass flexed, pale and bright in the darkness with the reflection of the blue TV light shining off his ass cheeks.

The next thing I noticed was Jake’s huge pair of balls under his ass, smashing against Bree’s chin.

Bree’s face was tilted up, staring at the ceiling, I imagined, though I couldn’t see her face or expression. Her mouth was wide open . . .

And shoved into her mouth like she was a professional sword-swallower, was Jake’s cock. He had stuffed his length down her throat, causing her neck to bloat and bulge from the outline of it, as Bree made little whimpering and gagging sounds.

Jake had both hands on the top of Bree’s head, guiding her along. He grunted to himself as he fed his cock down Bree’s gullet, and the girl’s feet kicked against the coffee table.

Somehow, she still had her hands on her lap, as if she’d been told she couldn’t use them while Jake face-fucked her.

When Jake pulled up, my mouth dropped open.

Firstly, I had no idea how Bree had managed to even get that thing down her throat, because the young oceanographer-in-training was hung like a horse. Despite being a slender guy, he had a thick slab of cock that glistened with Bree’s saliva.

Then Jake slammed his cock back down into her mouth with another grunt, Bree reflexively knocked the edge of the coffee table with her knee again, and she let out a huff of choked air.

I jolted from Jake’s violent maneuver, slapping a hand over my mouth as the boy began to dip his huge dick into her throat and reach down as far toward her belly as he could manage.

To her credit, Bree was deepthroating the guy like a champion. Like she was made for this.

I was about to go in there and yell at them, wondering what the fuck kind of depraved debauchery was going on in my house.

But it took a few seconds of squinting into the darkness to realize that Bree’s hands weren’t just in her lap . . . they were between her thick thighs, vanished under her plaid skirt, and she was ravenously fingering herself and letting out happy little moans of her own between her gags and coughs of trying to fit the entirety of Jake’s fat cock down her throat.

The filthy sight of it all made my own insides tingly and tight. Warmth spread across my belly, pooling like it hadn’t done in years, and I realized my pussy was wet, drenching my panties, and making it uncomfortable to just stand right here.

But I couldn’t look away. I was frozen as Jake used Bree’s face like she was nothing more than a cheap sex toy he used to get off.

And she seemed to love it, judging by the way her wrists circled and her hands were plunged between her legs to finger herself silly.

A few moments later, after Jake’s ass flexed again, his balls smacked loudly against her chin, and his cock disappeared down her gullet once more, I found my hand slithering between my own thighs—mirroring Bree’s position.

I ducked my hand into my pants and jolted once more when I touched my tender pussy lips, even with my panties separating my scorching heat from the touch of my fingertips. I was so turned on by the sight of this that a feather would have blown me own—and it surely would have made me come if someone flicked it just right against my engorged clit.

I curved two fingers inside my pussy, standing there like a voyeur in the hallway, and my knees turned inward and knocked together as I grabbed the edge of the wall with my other hand for stability, so I could stay standing upright.

I bent forward, watching Jake plunge his huge cock over and over again into her mouth, distending her throat and making it look ridiculously painful as she throated him.

When Jake finally pulled his cock fully out of her mouth, even from this distance I could see that he was at least twice as big as my ex-husband, and far bigger than any man I’d ever fucked in my forty-six years on this earth.

The dark outline of his long cock reached down toward his knees, swaying in the air just above Bree’s upturned face, and he grabbed himself by the base of his shaft and cock-slapped her a few times while holding her head immobile.

Bree coughed and let out little giggles at the wet thwap of Jake’s cock made connection with her cherry-red cheeks. “Oh G-God, Jake, it’s so fucking big, I can’t believe I took that whole thing down my mouth.”

“I’m impressed too, babe. But I’ll be way more impressed if you can take me balls-deep in that tight little pussy of yours.”

I let out a silent gasp, finding it hard to believe what I was hearing. They’d never talked like this in my house, I thought, and suddenly their little whispering sessions and snickering in the hallways took on a whole new meaning.

Without batting an eye at Jake’s filthy words, Bree took it in stride and pushed things a step further.

“Before you go impaling me with that fat bitch-breaker, baby, why don’t you fuck these huge tits I keep seeing you staring at.”

Without another word, she reached up to the top of her blouse collar, ripped down in one fell swoop, and sent buttons puffing out as her huge pale tits bounced free.

“Mmmm, fuck yes,” Jake answered.

My eyes couldn’t get any wider.

Turned out the whole time Bree was playing chaste and innocent, it was simply for my benefit. She was a little curvy slut, and she knew exactly how to push Jake’s buttons and get him rock-hard.

The girl’s breasts were oversized, in my opinion, and when she freed them, they practically sat on her knees and wobbled with the force of her tearing her shirt open.

Her huge tits could get a dick lost in them with how heavy and round they looked.

But Jake didn’t possess just any dick—he had a certified weapon between his legs, putting every other man I’d ever seen to shame. A cock that was as thick as his wrist and as long as his forearm, and just as vascular and swollen as I’d ever seen.

He started by keeping his position standing over her on the couch, hands on the wall above Bree’s head for balance. Then he gingerly dipped his hips and angled his cock downward, to spear down into her cleavage and feel the warmth of her huge funbags press tightly against his length.

The bulbous head of his cock pierced below the curved swell of her underboob, receding into her cleavage as he stood, and then appearing again. He pushed forward with his hips and practically pinned her body against the back of the couch, hug-humping her massive fleshy tits and causing them to wobble as she squeezed them together and sandwiched them around his length.

Jake grunted as he tit-fucked her in this seemingly painful position, showing how limber and needy he was. At the same time, Bree kissed his tummy and hard abs.

Then Jake took a more traditional stance—if it could be called that—and hopped off the couch to stand right in front of her. He grabbed her big melons by the bottoms of them and pressed them roughly together around his cock, and started fucking them forward, sliding his cock between her chest and punching the ridge of his dick against her chin, leaving precum prints behind with every thrust.

I fingered myself harder, biting my palm, feeling the strength losing my legs. Before long I’d topple forward on all fours like a bitch in heat, eager to get bred and fucked into oblivion, and if I fell I would topple right into the living room where they could see my voyeurism on full display.

So I retreated, backing up out of the hallway toward my bedroom, needing nothing more than to fill my cunt with something thick and deep, just like Jake filled Bree’s tits and mouth.

The sounds of their moaning and slapping, sweaty flesh carried down the hall, following me like a haunted, horny dream as I escaped into my room.

I slammed the door behind me, had no time to lock it, hopping onto my bed and ripping my pants down as I went on all fours on my mattress.

I shoved my hand between my legs from the back, madly fingered and fisted myself, and until my red-hot pussy was squirting juices and I was crying out in sheer bliss as the afterimage of those two stacked youngsters flashed through my cum-addled brain.

I rode my fist, my ass up in the air, facing the doorway. If anyone walked in right now to see what I was yelling about, they’d be treated to an eyeful of fat lady-ass, and there was nothing I could to do to stop it with my panties around my knees.

“Fuuuck,” I groaned, screaming into my pillow so I was sure Jake and Bree wouldn’t hear me.

Only problem was, I wanted them to hear me . . . and I desperately wanted to see what that skinny hung menace had in store for that cushiony princess next.
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Chapter 3

Bree

I had found Jake hot from the first day I moved in to Chantal’s house. She was a kind older lady, so for her sake I kept my horniness to a minimum and wasn’t trying to rock the boat by banging the stud in her house.

That lasted less than a month. We had whispered sweet nothings to each other, talked about how attractive we thought the other was, and how much dirty shit we wanted to do. All without Chantal knowing.

Now that Chantal had made the suggestion to watch a movie at the house, well, that was the end of our chaste run. Because I knew Jake would make a move, and I would be powerless to stop him.

Despite his charming smile and wavy hair, and the kind way he interacted with everyone, I knew Jake was a monster from the way he talked to me in secret. He degraded me, essentially, by saying all the naughty shit he wanted to do with my “fat tits” and “fatter pussy.”

It made me blush and giggle, but I’d never realized how serious he was about it all. Not until now, when he had that huge swinging cock shoved into my cleavage and was ravenously fucking my chest and holding my tits out in his arms as they wobbled and shook.

I madly fingered myself as he fucked my chest, admiring the strong six-pack he had on his slender frame as it grew closer and then shrank further away with every thrust of his hips.

I loved the way his hard bony hips smacked into my pillowy tits. He teased my big pink nipples, fondling and rubbing, and pinching both of them, making them high and tight even while he squeezed his narrow frame between my chest.

Jake knew how to push my buttons, knowing that all these large assets I had were perfect erogenous zones for him to exploit.

I was still slightly dazed from the sword-swallowing excursion on the couch. My brain was fuzzy and cock-drunk, after he had pinched my nose and choked me with his throat-stretcher, widening my esophagus and roping thick globs of cum into my belly.

It didn’t make him any less hard, even as I swallowed all of his cum and licked his balls and prayed that he would take my pussy next. The bastard had no refractory period, it seemed, and even after coming down my throat and flattening his fat swinging nuts against my chin with his expert neck-fucking, he was ready to go once I bared my massive tits to him and he hopped off the couch.

I was ravenously plunging my fingers into my sopping-wet pussy, tightening my thighs and knees together, wishing that he would sink that oversized horsecock of his into my cunt and punish my guts.

I needed him everywhere—in my ass, my pussy, my mouth, my tits. Every orifice I could imagine, and then some.

I had thirteen dildos in my room, including my favorite: an eight-inch dragon dildo with a knot at the end, which I regularly rode and made videos for my fans online, so they could watch my giant ass bounce up and down on top of it. But Jake managed to put that toy to shame—and all the other toys, too.

Now he was using me like I was a toy, and I knew this was the start of something special.

If I let him, maybe he would make a video with me, and my income could skyrocket online once everyone watched this hung slender stud demolishing my pussy and ass and mouth and manhandling my curves like he owned them.

These days, it seemed to be all the rage: skinny boy with a monster cock taking on a girl twice his weight, with an ass twice his width, and a body that wouldn’t quit. My age-bracket loved this kind of shit, which was why I was so excited in the first place to have Jake take me.

I had seen that dick flopping around in his shorts and pants for the past couple weeks, because the guy almost always went commando, and he couldn’t hide a thing that big, even when it was flaccid. Not when he was a skinny son-of-a-bitch and was rocking a third leg that was nearly half the width of his damn thigh.

Jake would make a good femboy or sissy with that pretty long hair of his, and I vaguely wondered if he would let me peg him in the future—all for the sake of the views and the money, of course.

Well, and because I desperately wanted to get this hot-ass twink in a compromised position where I was in control.

But for our first time together, watching this movie quaintly in Chantal’s house, with her none the wiser, I decided to play it cool until Jake made the first move. No one needed to know the depths of my depravity and the way my young mind worked—at least not until Jake made his efforts known.

Now it was out in the open. Chantal still didn’t know about us—yes—but I had a feeling she would be sneaking in and see us any minute now, if we weren’t careful.

I was trying to stay quiet, which wasn’t hard when my throat was completely clogged with cockmeat and I could hardly breathe, much less make a sound.

But when a guy with a dick that big started to fuck wobbly tits that were this big, well the slapping sounds alone were enough to wake the dead.

Chantal would find us out, and we would be embarrassed as hell, I was sure.

It wasn’t like Chantal was our mother, though, and if she wanted to kick us out because we had a burgeoning steamy romance going on and it made her jealous, then so be it—she could go fuck herself.

I hoped that wouldn’t happen.

But now Jake was finished fucking my tits, plastering my face and cleavage with more ropes of thick-hot cum, and my face looked like a goddamn mess, and he was ready to move onto the main course.

“Enough foreplay,” he growled, leaning forward to kiss my lips and lick some of his cum off the edge of my nose. “I need to destroy your tight little pussy and ruin you for other men. I’m not gonna let you get away from me, Bree.”

“Oh God yes,” I groaned, nodding and kissing him all over. This boy was just so damn hot, and I love that we went to different schools, so we wouldn’t ever awkwardly run into each other.

He could try to ruin me for other guys, as he claimed, but I still had a running backlog of at least six dudes at my community college—plus two girls—who were desperate to plug me and fuck me and call me their own.

So I would let Jake do his worst . . . and see if he could make good on his claim.

He started by grabbing my legs and hoisting them up, flipping me onto my back on the couch. I slid off the cushion-back, going lengthwise on the sofa, and let out a giggle and yelp. “Oh fuck, you’re fast!”

“I’m going to twist you in so many fucking crazy positions, you aren’t even gonna know what the hell’s going on, baby,” he promised me. “Would you like that, you curvy little slut?”

I nodded diligently, like a good girl, and said, “Yes please! Fuck me stupid, Jake! Turn my brain off and make me a mindless mess while you punch my fucking womb with your horsecock.”

His eyebrows rose.

See? Two could play at the filthy game. This wasn’t a one-sided affair, it was a two-way street.

Once he had my thick ankles in either hand, he raised my wobbling legs up, putting me into a classic position with my calves on his shoulders. His bony shoulders bit into the meat of my calves, and it had the effect of squishing my thighs and ass cheeks together and making my pussy even tighter.

He spent a moment fucking my thighs, going for another lewd display where his cock jutted out the other end of my thick wobbling legs.

Without being able to hold himself back though, he hugged my legs at the knees, bringing them together again, and my shins perfectly framed his face and nearly put him in a headlock.

He surged inside my pussy and I moaned, the sound bouncing off the walls because it happened so fast and there was nothing I could do to fight it. Thick inches of cockmeat sank inside my tight pussy, making him grunt with how my muscles and flesh clamped down on his shaft and made the pushing difficult for him.

“It’s like pushing into a fucking cloud,” he groaned, as more inches sank inside me and pushed past the point where my deepest dildo could go.

My eyes rolled back and my back arched. I came on the spot once he reached that point, smashing my G-spot and driving me insane.

“But you took this huge fucking cock like a champ, Bree, and now I’ve got you hilted and mounted like my fucking breeding mare.”

I gasped, gaining control of my faculties for a split second as I said, “Then breed meeee!”

His hips started to move like a jackhammer, thrusting into overdrive and slapping against my ass with loud thunderous claps of flesh against flesh.

The movie was nearly over now, rolling credits, but we were just getting started. My moans kept reverberating, and I knew Chantal would be able to hear us now. The jig was up, but there was nothing I could do to stop the guttural sounds from leaving my lips. It just felt too good as he continued to slam-fuck me into oblivion, just like he promised.

When my brain turned off, it was sheer blissfulness that took over. Mind-numbing pleasure that made me come over and over again, every time his huge dick seemed to curve just right into my deepest spots, practically punching my cervix and womb with his efforts.

It was painful at first, too, but that quickly vanished and melded into something I couldn’t explain—something I’d never felt before.

Eyes rolling again, he laughed when he looked down and could only see the whites of my eyes. My tits were bouncing and swaying uncontrollably on top of me, weighing me down, slapping into my chin with how hard they flopped and how hard he hug-held my legs and fucked me into submission.

My moans turned into a long drumbeat of guh-guh-guhs as I lost complete control and squirted on him the first moment he withdrew his cock. My thighs shook, my body trembled, and my ass helped me lift my back off the ground as I became an upside-down U on the couch.

Jake managed to hold onto my bowed spine from the bottom, crouching on the couch and then standing as he took my heavy body, and he kept me in that yoga position so he could thrust his dick into my aching pussy and fuck me in that crazy position.

I was looking upside-down at the other end of the couch now, and the hallway leading toward the kitchen. It was dark over there—darker than this room—and my body jiggled and trembled every time he thrust into me. My hips and belly and spooled tits were thrust up into the air, holding the pose as long as I could while Jake embraced my hips and bowed spine with both arms and fucked the shit out of me.

Then my arms shook with exertion and the strength in my body let out. I let out a scream as I toppled weightily onto the couch, rolled onto my side, and had Jake clambering all over me, dragging that wet cunt-stretcher over my thighs and body and turning me this way and that.

I found myself groping for the hardwood floor of in front of me, just off the edge of the couch—the sofa had been weighted down by our crazy excursion.

Yelling and coming from all the sweaty fucking from this big-dicked menace, I crawled a step or two off the couch, keeping half of my body—my lower half—on the couch, while the top half of me slithered onto the cold hardwood floor of the living room.

Jake stopped me there, holding onto my huge jiggling ass and crouching over it.

I threw a look over my shoulder, up at the couch and this monkey-man fucking me stupid, and gasped when I saw the position he was putting us in.

Jake had turned around, baring his huge cum-filled nuts at me and pressing them flat against my asshole. He held the backs of my legs down on the couch, and my belly started to hurt where it creased on the edge of the couch. My arms held me up, just barely, on the hardwood, and my tits dangled dangerously and swept the hardwood with my diamond nipples. My hair was all around my face, and I was choking for breath.

Then Jake slammed his cock down into me, and the angle of him and his dick’s length speared me the opposite way, immediately pressing into my G-spot and the partition between my asshole, and sending me howling.

I came again, toes curling, and he held down my legs and started crouch-fucking me in this lewd, reverse piledriver, or something like that. My brain was so scrambled by now that I didn’t even know what he was doing, I could just feel his heavy balls slapping down on my tender-tight asshole with every hump of his hips.

But my brain wasn’t too scrambled to take in the shadowy figure that had just appeared in the dark crevice of the hallway in front of me.
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Chapter 4

Jake

I’ve had Bree twisted around me since the first day she showed up at Chantal’s house, and now I’ve truly got her twisted around me.

When we started watching the movie, after Chantal dropped off the popcorn like a nosy neighbor and took off the first time, I leaned in to Bree’s ear and said, “I keep wondering if it’ll fit.”

To which she answered, “If what will fit, Jake?”

“My cock in that pretty little mouth of yours.”

It made her cheeks flare like the sun, and I loved seeing that embarrassed, shy expression come over the cutie.

Bree was everything I wanted in a girl, and everything I hadn’t had since entering college a year ago: curvy and delicious, smart and coy, with an undercurrent of absolute depravity deep inside her.

She did a good job of hiding her horniness at first. For the first few weeks of our tenancy together in Chantal’s house, she was everything she had been broadcast to be: shy, sweet, bubbly, and chaste.

Then I walked in on her riding her knotted dragon dildo on her bed one night, with her huge bare ass pointed right at her camera phone on her nightstand. Watching that butt-plugged asshole open up every time her wobbling cheeks flapped and clapped and spread with each hop, I knew I had to have her. With that dildo shoved inside her fuckhole, Bree’s pussy looked wide enough to take my cock—something I had always wondered, knowing my own size.

I had confirmation, and she never knew about it. I had quickly left the room after that.

Then I walked in on her again the next night, and stayed long enough for her to catch me spying. It humiliated her beyond belief, and she comically tried to throw her covers over herself, shouting, “I-It’s not what it looks like!”

I had laughed, then left with a wink. “Sure baby,” I said as a parting gift.

Now I had her pussy wrapped around my cock like a velvet vise. She was so damn warm and wet, so tight when her muscles clamped on my thick shaft and all that ass meat bounced around my length.

She had shown a remarkable ability to throat almost my whole cock without much of a gag reflex. Sure, she had almost passed out when my cock went past her throat and almost seemed to touch her belly, but that was to be expected.

Fucking her tits like a wild animal had been the icing on the cake. Then I took her missionary—classic ankles on the shoulders technique—and now I had her twisted like a fucking pretzel around me, just as I’d promised I’d do.

I had her spread halfway across the couch, stretched out with her other half below on the hardwood floor, face-down. I was battering her pussy-hole from above, crouched over her, holding onto her ankles and calves while my thighs dug into her plush ass cheeks. With every rise and fall of my lanky body, my cock impaled her further, bringing out ludicrous moans and whimpers and making her come a thousand times in rapid succession. My balls clogged her tight asshole, slapping into the tight ring of muscle with each downward thrust.

I was facing away from her, but I heard the gasp that left her mouth, and I could feel a new presence in the room. I knew we were no longer alone, without even needing to look over my shoulder to see what had got her attention.

The credits of the movie were rolling.

Chantal was right on time.

Just as she’d been the first time I instinctively felt her presence about an hour ago, when I had been standing on the couch, straddling Bree’s face, and force-feeding my cock down her greedy little slutty throat.

This young whore was everything I wanted and everything I needed. I’d already filled her belly with more cum than she could handle, and then plastered her face and tits with another load.

Now I was ready for load three . . . but knew that there was someone else now who could give me an entirely new experience.

Without looking over my shoulder, I muttered aloud, “Why don’t you stop watching like a creeper and come join us, Chantal?”

From the corner of the room, at the mouth of the dark hallway, I heard a shocked gasp.

She was caught red-handed—twice now—and didn’t know how to respond. Her words came out a blubbering mess, unable to form sentences at first, likely because of this lewd position she’d found me and Bree in.

So I shot a smile over my shoulder, baring my pearly white teeth, and tilted my head—all while continuing to batter Bree’s pussy from above and rip into her curvy body.

“Dating is a little different these days than when you were our age, ma’am,” I said pleasantly, slapping my big heavy balls down on Bree’s ass cheeks with another thrust. “As you can see.”

“T-This is insane!” Chantal wailed, finally finding the strength to voice her opinion. “Bree, you can’t possibly want—”

“You have no idea w-what I want—gahhh—Chantal. No o-of-offense!”

Bree’s words came out as a jumble from the way I was driving into her cunt and splashing her pussy juices all over the couch, ruining Chantal’s family furniture.

Chantal sounded afraid and worried, but I also heard her footsteps padding into the room as she took a step forward.

I was enticing her, and all she needed was a little nudge to be ensnared.

So I ripped my cock out of Bree’s pussy, leaving her gasping and gaping with a pink hole widened enough to fit my fist into.

I spit down into her hole, said, “Wait here, you nasty little slut,” and then sauntered off the couch.

My cock swayed left to right as I walked toward Chantal, who backed up a step toward the hallway as she saw me advancing toward her.

“Come now, Chantal,” I said with a grisly smile, “I know you want it.” I grabbed my cock and wagged it toward her, doing a funny helicopter with all my heavy meat, watching as her gaze became entranced with my southern bits.

Slapping my cock against my open palm, the wet clap made Chantal jolt to attention. “You might be twice our age, but I’ve seen the way you look at us. You’re just as horny as you’ve ever been, ma’am, and can only imagine what kind of pleasure this monster will bring you. Tell me I’m wrong.”

She stuttered, clambering for the words.

Then she closed her mouth and said nothing, and I knew I was right.

“Besides,” I said, trying to sweeten the deal, looking her up and down, “you look like you’ve got a body under there that won’t quit. Why don’t you prove me right?”

I was saying all the right silky words, and she started to melt right before my eyes. I could see her knees getting weaker, her steps forward become less assured, and I knew I had her.

Chantal’s eyebrows arched sadly, like she was ashamed of herself for succumbing to a boy her son’s age. “You . . . You’ll be gentle?”

I gave her another wicked smirk. “I can’t make any promises there. But I do promise you’ll never be the same.”

Chantal’s throat bobbed. She fidgeted with her hands in front of her belly, and I noticed they were sticky and smelled like sweet pussy up close.

All she did was stare at me with that scared, humiliated, greedy way.

And I said, “Now get on your knees and see if you can compete with Bree when it comes to deepthroating me.”

I put a gentle hand on her shoulder, guiding the older lady . . . and she obliged.

Once her knees connected with the hardwood floor, I stretched my hard cock over her upturned face, from chin to forehead, and grabbed her by the hair.

Just like Bree before her, I pinched Chantal’s little nose closed, saying, “Open wide, ma’am,” and then plunged my cock past her full soft lips and into her mouth.

She gagged immediately, not even able to take the broad ridge of my cockhead before losing it. Once her heated coughing fit was over, she lunged for me, snarling like an animal unleashed, and tried to take as much of my dick as she could in her mouth.

“There we go, that’s a good girl,” I said, knowing that older women like her loved praise. I petted her head, all while she suckled and slobbered on my cock as best she could, getting nowhere near the skill level of Bree.

But it was the thought that counted.

I heard the padding of feet and hands again—an animal crawling up behind me on all fours from the couch. Bree mumbled, “W-What about me?!”

And then she was behind me.

The curvy girl went onto her knees and pried my ass cheeks apart. She stuffed her face in my rear and licked my asshole, rimming me, while vying with my heavy balls from the back. Slobbering on me, the girls had me sandwiched now, and the lewd sloppy sounds of their efforts carried through the living room.

I smiled, petting both of them, saying, “You’re both so good to me. I think I need to be good to you, too.”

I pumped my ass back into Bree’s face. The feeling of her warm tongue on my asshole was perfect, enough to make my cock even harder in Chantal’s throat and puff her cheeks out. I pushed both of them forward—Bree deeper into my ass, Chantal deeper along my length—and had them right where I wanted them.

It was the epitome of pleasure, and for a young guy like me, it was perfect.

Because I hadn’t lied to Chantal when I said things were different these days. I was a pleasure-whore, like so many other college-aged people, addicted to sensations and happy chemicals and getting my rocks off.

It didn’t matter if someone licked my asshole to make that happen. Call me gay, or bi, or whatever you wanted: I was there for a good time, not to be judged by my own sensuality.

And so I let Bree happily rim me and eat my ass, all while Chantal tried to gobble my cock.

Then I needed more. Before I blew my load from Bree probing my prostate with her fingers, I needed to stretch Chantal’s pussy out and give her a night she’d never forget.

I lifted her up by her arms, and she wobbled. Her face was dazed now, cock-drunkenness in her eyes. She blinked wildly, wiping precum and spit from her chin, and I led her away down the hallway.

All the while as we walked, Bree stayed with me like a doggy, slurping my asshole and tonguing my balls and being the perfect little bitch.

When we got to the kitchen, I said, “Your favorite spot,” and bent Chantal easily over the center island. It was hip-height for her, and her body curled over the marble counter like it was made for this.

Chantal was about half a foot taller than Bree, which made her closer to my height. She wasn’t nearly as bottom- or top-heavy as my new curvy fuckdoll, but she still had a banging body that I couldn’t wait to defile.

I pulled her pants down to her knees and bared her pale ass and underwear to me. Pulling the underwear aside, I started fondling her pussy from the back, hand shoved between her thighs, and she trapped my wrist with her legs, moaning.

I put my other hand on the back of Chantal’s neck, keeping her facedown on the island. “This is thanks for letting us stay at your house, ma’am.”

She gasped—

And I thrust my cock into her from the back.

Chantal screamed, and it turned into a moan after I sank about five inches inside her pussy and bottomed out. I had half my cock hanging out of her, unable to go any further because she was a tight old bitch, and her body start to shake incessantly.

“Oh my Godddd,” she screamed, and came at the same time. “You’re such a big fucking boy, Jakey!”

I laughed at the cutesy nickname, which she threw at me while I defiled her. “Bet your pussy’s never been stretched so wide, has it, Chantal?”

“N-Never! Fuck! You’re so much bigger than my ex-husband!”

Bree was behind me now in the kitchen, eating my ass, but she needed something else to do. So she got to her feet, wiped her mouth, and leaned over the older woman bent over the table. “Here, Chantal, I’ll help you.” 

Putting both her hands on the top of Chantal’s bare ass, Bree smiled up at me and started to slam the woman’s rear against me. No matter how much she pressed, helping Chantal along, my cock wouldn’t go much further inside her shallow pussy. She didn’t have the deep kind of training that Bree did from all her long-and-thick dildo-riding.

I leaned forward and made out with Bree, our tongues sloppily batting each other aside, while I thrust into Chantal from the back, pushing her hard against the edge of the island.

Chantal wailed, gripping the edges of the counter tight, until her knuckles turned white. She tried to clamp her pussy down on my cock, yelling, “I-I can’t t-take anymore! You’re too fat and huge! You’re going to break me in half, Jakey!”

I grabbed her hair and yanked back, cutting off her words, taking on a more dominant position. Her throat became guttural and she drooled down her chin as I ruined her pussy and made her a mindless, cock-crazed mess.

Bree leaned forward and tongued the half of my dick sticking out from Chantal’s stretched pussy. I grabbed the base of my cock, jerked myself off inside Chantal, and started to swirl my dick around inside her, to swab the woman and keep her coming.

Sure enough, Chantal trembled and spurted fresh juices all over my cock and Bree’s face.

I leaned forward and licked the errant lady-cum from Bree’s lips, kissing her again, and she stared up dreamily at me.

“I have a great idea,” she muttered.

I tilted my head, wondering.

With a wink and a wide smile, Bree said, “I’ll be right back! Hold your cock inside her and keep her plugged, baby!”

She didn’t need to tell me twice.
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Chapter 5

Chantal

I couldn’t believe how utterly depraved and filthy this evening had turned out. Here I was, hoping that Jake and Bree could court each other and start going out and become a happy couple in my household, with a happy ending.

Instead, they fucked each other like animals on my couch, and now my tenant had me bent over the island in my kitchen and was pounding my pussy so hard and deep I couldn’t see straight.

Bree disappeared from the room, scampering off with a giggle, and came back a moment later.

“Oh shit, what a great idea,” Jake said, alerting me to Bree’s return.

I shot a look over my shoulder, gasping for the umpteenth time.

Bree had a huge purple-and-green dildo, tapered at the end and with a huge knot at the base, strapped around her curvy waist.

“You first, big boy,” she murmured dreamily, adding, “please?”

Jake shrugged. “When in Rome.”

I couldn’t believe his dick was only halfway inside me, because it reached further than my husband. When he started to jerk himself off and wag his cock around my insides, I totally lost it.

Now I felt him throb, and he let out a grunt. I looked even further over my shoulder and noticed the much-shorter Bree had stepped up behind him.

She had her little hands wrapped around his hard hips, and I could see the sides of her because she was wider than the slender stud, but that was all I could see.

Then her fleshy hips started colliding with Jake’s ass, and I knew why he was throbbing and growing unbelievably larger inside me.

Because the happy curvy girl was pegging him.

Jake loved it, being sandwiched between us—whether it meant his cock down my throat and his ass in Bree’s face, or his cock in my pussy and his ass taken by Bree’s strap-on. He didn’t have a care in the world as he wildly jackhammer fucked me from the back and Bree rolled into a deep rhythm behind him.

We all moaned in unison. Our sloppy-wet sounds bounced off the walls of the kitchen. Bree’s hands came up under his arms and roved over his flat belly, his hard brick-like abs, and finally his pecs. She tweaked his little nipples as she fucked him from the back.

And then I let out a wild moan, coming my brains out again, as warmth filled me. There was so much thick cum flooding my insides and stretched walls that it started immediately trickling out of me before Jake was even finished coming.

He made a few groaning sounds as he came, his heavy balls tightening around my ass cheeks, and he unloaded those fat nuts deep inside my womb, all while continuing to jerk himself off inside me.

Then he pulled back, his body still shaking, and his cock was finally soft and long and flopping all over the place while Bree held him upright and kept fucking him.

My pussy was crazily widened, more than I’d ever felt, and I could even sense the air wafting around my billowing fuckhole. 

“Betchya didn’t think I’d be such a dominant little slut, huh?” Bree teased, hugging Jake from the back. “How does this big dragon dildo feel up your tight ass, baby?”

Jake nodded dumbly, eyes rolling, unable to use words for the moment. Cum kept spurting out of his cock all over my kitchen floors as she force-fucked the cum out of him, spraying in thick gooey strands.

I started to stand—

And Bree held a hand out, pointing at me in a comical way because I couldn’t see her body—like she was playing robots behind Jake’s body, controlling his arms. “Not so fast, Chantal. Stay bent and get fucked.”

“W-What?” I croaked.

Bree extracted her dildo out of Jake’s asshole with a schlorp sound, and then rounded on me with a mischievous grin. “It’s your turn, ma’am. Like Jake said: as thanks for having us stay here.”

My mouth opened, because I wasn’t sure I wanted this woman to peg me and make me not straight—

But her dragon dildo was lodged inside my pussy before I could even answer. And then I was coming. Again. And then Jake was hobbling over to us, limping, and he lifted my face and started kissing me madly on the lips.

My eyes rolled wildly, I lost control of my bladder, and I squirted all over the curvy younger girl behind me, who had inexplicably taken complete control of the situation in my own house.

Jake fondled my tits through my shirt. He played with me while Bree stole all my attention at the back, her giant ass clapping and colliding with my smaller rear, ruining me, wrecking me, and making me realize I didn’t want either of these youngsters going anywhere.

They kept me like that for hours, until I couldn’t stand anymore and we plopped onto our hands and knees on the kitchen. Bree stayed crouched over me, having the time of her life, wailing and slapping my ass and using me like a freaking horse.

Like a breeding mare.

I had let these two monsters stay in my house, and now there was no turning back. Jake was right: My life would never be the same. I never needed to go searching for a date with stuffy men as long as I had these two wild beasts at my disposal.

The future was looking bright, even as Bree beat my guts up and destroyed my insides.

These two were depraved, despicable, and utterly hot. I had never had such a big cock, and now I had a bi-awakening—along with Jake, apparently—at the hands of the curvy girl in my house.

The two people I’d rented my kids’ rooms to, because I wanted them to “liven up” the place.

Little had I known how much enlivening they would do.

Once Bree was finally finished with me, and we were all a panting heap on the kitchen floor, wrapped around each other in a tangle of hot and heavy and sweaty limbs, I knew exactly what I was going to tell my kids when they complained next time about not having a house to stay at when they came home for winter break:

Tough shit, sweeties! I’ve got two hotties your age renting out your rooms, and they aren’t going anywhere!

While Jake and Bree are renting out your bedrooms, they own my body!
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The End!

[image: ]

I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!

[image: ]

And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com. 
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